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PREFACE. 


THIS  edition  of  the  Complete  Works  of  William  Shake- 
speare derives  its  name  from  the  distinguished  poet  and 
scholar,  to  whose  graceful  pen  it  owes  the  critical  life  of  the 
dramatist,  with  which  it  opens.  The  text  is  that  of  Moxon's 
"Library  Edition"  (London),  which  is  based  upon  that  of  the 
First  Folio,  of  which  Professor  James  Russell  Lowell  said : 
"We  doubt  if  posterity  owe  a  greater  debt  to  any  two  men 
living  in  1623,  than  to  the  two  obscure  actors  who,  in  that 
year,  published  the  First  Folio  edition  of  Shakespeare's  Plays. 
But  for  them,  it  is  more  than  likely  that  such  of  his  works  as 
had  remained  to  that  time  unprinted  would  have  been  irre- 
coverably lost,  and  among  them  were  'Julius  Caesar,'  'The 
Tempest,'  and  'Macbeth.'  ....  It  remains  the  only  text 
we  have  with  any  claims  whatever  to  authenticity." 

The  object  of  the  publishers  in  making  a  new  edition  of 
Shakespeare's  Works  is  to  give  the  reader  the  most  thoroughly 
furnished  sinerle-volume  edition  to  be  had.     The  well-known 
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literary  world,  which  is  not  possible  without  some  acquaint- 
ance with  the  history  of  dramatic  writing  in  England  before 
his  time. 

Among  the  many  critics  of  Shakespeare,  few  have  been 
so  generally  accepted  as  belonging  to  the  first  class  as 
Schlegel,  whose  Lectures  on  Dramatic  Literature  were,  upon 
their  delivery  in  Vienna,  hailed  throughout  Europe  with 
marked  approbation.  His  introductions  to  the  separate  Plays 
of  Shakespeare  are  both  descriptive  and  critical,  and  put  the 
reader  in  a  position  to  enjoy  the  Plays,  —  if  read  before  them, 
or  give  him  an  entertaining  epitome  of  them,  if  read  after- 
wards. 

Few  readers  who  have  not  specially  studied  the  subject,  are 
aware  of  the  extent  of  Shakespeare's  familiarity  with  the  Bible, 
and  his  debt  to  it.  The  brief  essay  on  that  subject,  with  its 
accompanying  quotations,  gives  suggestive  help  in  reading  the 
plays  with  this  thought  in  view. 

Recognizing  the  importance  of  careful  indexes,  lists  of  the 
Noteworthy  Scenes  are  given,  and  of  all  the  Characters,  show- 
ing just  where  each  can  be  found  in  the  text.  Indexes  of 
the  Songs,  which  are  scattered  through  the  plays,  and  of  the 
"  Familiar  Qjiotations  "  are  also  given. 

For  the  use  of  students,  there  are  lists  of  books  useful  for 
their  purposes,  and  of  early  editions  of  the  Dramas.  A  care- 
fully prepared  Glossary  completes  the  list  of  the  illustrative 
apparatus  with  which   the  volume  is  furnished,  which,  it  is 
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From  an  old  Drawing  in  the  British  Museum* 


LIFE  OF 

WILLIAM   SHAKESPEARE. 

BY  Wm.   M.   ROSSETTI. 


What  shall  be  said  about  Shakespeare  ?  What  shall  not  be  said  ?  How  could 
one  adequately  express  the  sense  of  his  greatness  ?  How  word  anything  on  this 
subject  which  has  not  been  worded,  and  better  worded,  before  ?  The  mind 
bows  down  before  this  supreme  embodiment  of  human  intellect  and  of  the  uni- 
versality of  human  character,  and  confesses  its  incompetence  to  estimate  him, 
or  to  express  even  €uch  estimate  as  it  can  attain  to  forming.  Analysis  has  long 
been  exhausted,  and  praise  along  with  that  :  enthusiasm  and  reverence  remain  ; 
but  the  terms  in  which  they  could  be  imparted  show  colourless  and  dull,  sound 
thin  and  hollow.  I  shall  attempt  little  beyond  summarizing  the  known  or  pre- 
sumed facts  of  Shakespeare's  life. 

William  Shakespeare  came  of  a  family  of  decent  credit  on  the  paternal  side, 
and  on  the  maternal  of  some  dignity  and  position.  John  Shakespeare,  his  father, 
was  son  of  a  substantial  farmer  at  Snitterfield,  a  village  three  or  four  miles  dis- 
tant from  Stratford-on-Avon  in  Warwickshire.  Mary  Arden,  the  poet's  mother, 
was  grand-niece  to  a  gentleman  who  had  been  Groom  of  the  Chamber  to  Henry 
VII.,  and  who  was  a  brother  of  Sir  John  Arden  :  this  family  was  connected  with 
that  which  produced  the  Hampden  so  famous  in  the  time  of  Charles  I.  Mary's 
father  was  an  opulent  yeoman  at  Wilmecote,  and  she  herself  heiress  to  a  small 
farm  named  Ashbies ;  she  married  John  Shakespeare  presumably  about  1557. 
The  latter,  towards  1 551,  had  opened  a  shop  in  Henley  Street,  Stratford,  for  the 
sale  of  gloves,  and  probably  of  meat,  wool,  and  barley.  He  prospered,  and 
bought  two  small  copyhold  properties ;  became  a  burgess  and  an  alderman  of  the 
town — which  may  at  this  time  have  numbered  some  twelve  hundred  inhabitants — 
and  hekl  other  local  offices.    He  was  not  only  an  ordinary  alderman,  but  in  156S, 
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four  years  after  the  poet's  birth,  bailifT  or  chief  magistrate  of  Stratford,  and  in 
September  1571  chief  alderman  :  this  clearly  stamps  him  as  a  person  of  eminent 
credit  in  his  locality,  or,  as  we  should  now  say,  of  "  the  highest  respectability.* 
A  grant  of  arms  was  made  to  him  in  1 569, and  confirmed  in  1 599.  The  instrument 
of  confirmation  recites  that  the  great-g^randfather  of  John  Shakespeare  had  been 
rewarded  with  lands  and  tenements  for  services  rendered  to  Henry  VII.  Thus 
we  see  that,  both  on  the  father's  and  on  the  mother's  side,  the  dramatist  had 
special  reasons  for  bearing  the  first  Tudor  sovereign  in  loyal  memory ;  and  lus 
play  of  Richard  HL  indicates  that  so  he  did. 

It  is  universally,  and  we  may  say  correctly,  assumed  that  in  that  world-famous 
house  in  Henley  Street  the  poet  was  bom  in  April  1564.  The  day  of  his  baptism 
was  the  26th  of  that  month.  The  exact  natal  day  is  fixed  at  the  23rd,  St. 
George's  Day,  by  the  tradition  (supposing  it  to  be  true)  that  he  died  on  the  very 
anniversary  of  his  birth.  There  were  seven  other  children  of  the  marriage,  two 
of  them  preceding  and  dying  before  the  birth  of  William ;  four  younger  ones, 
three  brothers  named  Gilbert,  Richard,  and  Edmund,  and  a  sister  Joan,  grew  up. 
Edmund,  who  died  in  1607,  became,  like  Shakespeare  himself,  an  actor  in  Lon- 
don. Joan  married  a  Mr.  Hart ;  and  to  the  Hart  family  the  house  in  Henley 
Street  continued  to  belong  up  to  1806,  William  was  probably  sent  at  an  early 
age  to  the  Free  School  of  Stratford  :  it  is  to  be  presumed  that  he  here  learned 
the  rudiments  of  Latin,  but  not  any  Greek.  He  is  said  to  have  left  school  pre- 
maturely, owing  to  the  narrowing  circumstances  of  his  father,  who  in  1578  had 
to  mortgage  the  farm  of  Ashbies,  and  can  in  other  respects  be  traced  to  have  de- 
clined. What  Shakespeare  did  upon  leaving  school  is  matter  of  conjecture^  or 
at  best  of  obscure  tradition.  Aubrey  retails  a  story  indicating  that  he  was  ap- 
prenticed to  a  butcher,  or  perhaps  served  his  own  father  in  the  butchering  branch 
(if  such  existed)  of  the  paternal  business.  "  When  he  killed  a  calf,"  says  Aubrey, 
"  he  would  do  it  in  a  high  style,  and  make  a  speech  ;"  a  story  which  was  indeed 
easy  to  invent,  but  which  is  also  not  particularly  difficult  to  believe.  Another 
story,  also  from  Aubrey,  is  that  he  acted  as  a  country  schoolmaster ;  a  third 
supposition — ^founded  on  the  intimate  acquaintance  vrith  1^^  terms  apparent  in 
so  many  of  his  writings — ^that  he  entered  a  lawyer's  office. 

In  his  nineteenth  year  Shakespeare  married ;  and  the  facts  suggest  that  the 
bride-elect  had  been  liberal  of  her  favours  to  her  boy-wooer  in  anticipation  of 
the  nuptial  ceremony.  The  damsel,  about  eight  years  his  senior,  was  Anne, 
daughter  of  Richard  Hathaway,  a  well-to-do  yeoman  at  Shottery,  a  village 
distant  about  a  mile  or  so  firom  Stratford.  There  was  only  one  asking  of  the 
banns  of  marriage,  instead  of  the  prescribed  and  customary  three  ;  and,  to  save 
the  licencing  bishop  and  hb  officers  harmless  for  such  an  irregularity  and  against 
other  contingencies,  two  friends  of  the  Hathaways,  Fulk  Sandells  and  John 
Richardson,  had  to  enter  beforehand  into  a  bond,  dated  28th  November  1582, 
taking  all  the  responsibility  on  themselves.    The  wedding  ensued;  and  only 
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about  six  months  thereafter,  on  the  26th  of  May  1583,  the  firstborn  child, 
Susanna,  was  baptized.  It  should  be  understood  that  Anne  Hathaway's  indis« 
cretion,  if  .any  there  was,  was  not  a  very  grave  one  according  to  the  standard  of 
those  times,  for  betrothal  or  precontract  carried  the  privileges  of  marriage  ;  in 
order  to  legitimize  the  offspring,  however,  actual  preceding  marriage  wai 
requisite. 

At  Charlecote,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Stratford,  resided  a  magistrate,  Sir 
Thomas  Lucy,  who.  for  various  reasons  was  by  no  means  in  good  odour  with  the 
townsmen.  There  was  no  park  at  Charlecote,  and  therefore  many  modem 
scnitinizers  of  well-worn  old  stories  say  there  were  not  any  deer ;  nevertheless  it 
is  possible  that  there  were  deer,  although  there  was  not  a  park.  It  is  highly 
conceivable  that  the  ruffling  boon-companions  and  mounting  young  spirits  of 
Stratford  thought  it  a  fine  sort  of  thing  to  harass  the  public  enemy  Sir  Thomas 
by  any  means  they  could,  and  among  others  by  appropriating  his  deer,  if  any 
existed — ^an  act  which  should  rather  be  regarded  under  the  circumstances  as 
retaliatory  poaching  than  as  strictly  criminal  deer-stealing.  And  it  is  equally 
possible  that  Shakespeare  may  have  borne  his  part  in  expeditions  of  this  kind. 
No  proof  to  any  such  effect  is,  or  ever  has  been,  adduced ;  but  an  old  and  constant 
tradition  purports  that  he  stole  deer  from  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  and  was  prosecuted 
for  so  doing.  As  bearing  on  this  tradition  we  have  to  take  count  of  the  first 
scene  in  the  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor,  Here  Justice  Shallow  accuses  Falstaff 
of  having  "  beaten  my  men,  killed  my  deer^  and  broken  open  my  lodge  ;  **  and 
he  and  his  ancestors  are  said  by  his  cousin  Slender  to  have  *'  the  dozen  white 
luces  in  their  coat"  [coat  of  arms],  and  the  parson  Sir  Hugh  Evans  puns  or 
blunders  upon  this  observation,  "  The  dozen  white  louses  do  become  an  old  coat 
well"  The  luce  (pike-fish  or  jack)  was  the  crest  of  the  Lucy  family.  A  diflerent 
motive  suggested  for  Shakespeare's  going  to  London  is  the  decrease  of  his 
father's  means,  and  the  necessity  for  doing  what  he  could  for  his  own  growing 
family  :  two  twins,  Hamnet  and  Judith,  had  succeeded  Susanna,  and  had  been 
christened  in  February  1585.  These,  however,  were  in  fact  the  last  of  his 
children,  to  all  appearance. 

How  did  Shakespeare  fare  in  London?  It  is  certain  that  at  some  time, 
perhaps  in  1586,  he  became  an  actor  in  Lord  Strangers  (afterwards  the  Lord 
Chamberlain's)  company  at  one  of  the  two  theatres  in  Shoreditch  ;  but  whether 
this  was  his  first  employment  is  questioned.  A  member  of  an  Inn  of  Court, 
writing  about  1693,  says  that  Shakespeare  was  originally  received  into  the 
playhouse  as  a  **  servitor ; "  and  the  story  runs  that  he  used  to  hold  the  horses 
of  the  gentlemen  who  came  to  see  the  performances,  and  that  he  got  noted  for 
e3cpertness  in  his  humble  vocation.  Leaving  this  dubious  preliminary,  we 
behold  William  Shakespeare  initiated  into  his  immortality  by  the  fact  of  his 
becoming  an  actor — various  companies  of  players  had  visited  Stratford  in  his 
bovhood.  and  had  oossibly  excited  in  him  some  emulous  longings  and  aptitudes 
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— and  by  his  being  thus  put  in  the  way,  not  only  of  acting,  but  also  of  revising 
and  re-adapting  plays  writtten  by  other  authors,  and  hence  in  the  sequel  under 
taking  plays  of  his  own ;  how  different  from  all  that  had  preceded,  and  how 
supreme  over  all,  even  if  we  look  only  to  his  earliest  original  productions,  the 
world  has  sufficiently  found  out. — I  will  divide  Shakespeare's  London  career 
into  three  sections,  and  consider  him — ist,  as  the  Actor ;  2nd,  as  the  Author ; 
3rd,  as  the  Man. 

I.  Shakespeari  the  Actor.  There  is  a  famous  passage  (which  will  be  quoted 
farther  on)  in  the  work  which  Robert  Greene  wrote  on  his  deathbed  in  1592, 
A  Groatsworth  of  Wit,  attacking  Shakespeare  savagely ;  this  work  was  edited 
by  Henry  Chettle,  stationer  (/>.  printer  or  compositor)  and  playwright,  who  a 
few  months  afterwards  apologfized  for  the  attack,  and  averred  Shakespeare  to 
be  ^  excellent "  in  his  vocation  ;  and,  though  there  is  nothing  to  show  that  he 
ever  made  a  great  sensation  as  an  actor,  i^e  may  reasonably  assume  that  he 
was  a  creditable,  and  even  a  distinguished,  member  of  his  company.  It  is  said 
that  he  played  the  part  of  a  king  in  various  pieces,  and  some  part  or  other  in 
Ben  Jonson's  SejanuSy  and  (among  other  characters)  the  Ghost  in  Hamlet, 
Whether  he  played  the  part  "  like  an  oyster- wife  "  would  be  matter  of  opinion. 
Thomas  Lodge  was  entitled  to  his  opinion,  and  he,  in  his  Wifs  Misery^  dated 
1596,  has  a  funny  passage  applicable  to  some  actor  of  the  Ghost,  possibly 
(though  this  is  the  merest  conjecture)  Shakespeare :  "  He  [the  fiend  Hate- 
Virtue]  looks  as  pale  as  the  visard  of  the  Ghost  which  cried  so  miserably  at  th* 
Theatre  like  an  oyster-wife, '  Hamlet,  revenge  ! '"  The  facts  of  Shakespeare's 
subsequent  connection  with  the  Blackfriars  Theatre,  and  afterwards  with  the 
Globe  (or  Bankside)  Theatre,  have  been  involved  in  great  confusion  by  definite 
mis-statements,  worse  than  a  free  confession  of  simple  uncertainty  ;  it  has  been 
said,  for  instance,  and  repeated  times  out  of  number,  that  he  was  a  sharer  in 
the  Blackfriars  Theatre  as  early  as  1589,  and  concurred  in  the  building  of  the 
Globe.  The  contrary  is  apparent  from  documents  recently  published,  and 
seemingly  unimpugnable.  Richard  Burbage  (who  became  the  most  celebrated 
actor  of  the  time)  and  his  brother,  Cuthbert  Burbage,  built  the  Globe  Theatre 
in  1599.  They  placed  Shakespeare  in  the  theatre,  and  made  him  and  some 
others  partners  in  the  profits  of  "  the  House  **  (so-called) — a  term  which  may  at 
that  time  have  designated  the  money  paid  at  the  doors,  and  perhaps  something 
more.  At  a  later  date — later  certainly  than  May  1603,  when  James  I.  came  to 
the  throne — the  Burbages  re-entered  upon  the  Blackfriars  Theatre,  which  had 
been  built  by  their  father  years  before  the  Globe  ;  and  here  also  they  placed 
Shakespeare  and  other  actors.  The  date  when  he  left  the  stage  is  not  certainly 
known  :  "after  1603'*  used  to  be  the  date  assigned,  but  it  is  now  clear  that  his 
retirement  must  have  been  some  considerable  while  after  1603,  which,  as  we  have 
just  seen,  is  the  year  when  he  was  transferred  (or  re-transferred)  to  the  Blackfriars 
boards.    Manifestly  he  did  not  wholly  like  his  occupation.     He  felt  that  it  lowered 


Digitized  by 


Google 


LIFE  OP  WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE.  xv 

him  in  the  eyes  of  others  ;  perhaps  too  even  in  his  own,  for  Shakespeare,  it  may 
be  abundantly  inferred  from  his  writings,  always  accounted  himself  a  gentleman 
by  birth  and  breeding,  and  the  associates  of  his  choice  were  gentlemen.  Witness 
the  following  passages  from  his  sonnets  (no,  in) : 

"  Alas,  'ds  true  I  haw  gone  here  and  there. 
And  made  myself  a  motley  to  the  view. 


Oh,  for  my  sake  do  you  with  Fortune  chide, 

The  guilty  goddess  of  my  harmful  deeds. 
That  did  not  better  for  my  life  provide 

Than  public  means  which  public  manners  breeds. 
Thence  comes  it  that  my  name  receives  a  brand : 

And  almost  thence  my  nature  is  subdned 
To  what  it  works  in,  like  the  dyer's  hand. 

Pity  me  then,  and  wish  I  were  renewed.** 


THB  GLOBE  THEATRB, 

3.  SJuikespeare  the  Author,  If  we  except  the  doggerel  effusion*  dubiously 
ascribed  to  his  youth,  before  he  came  to  London, — some  abusive  verses  on  Sir 
Thomas  Lucy,  and  a  still  more  juvenile  quatrain  ridiculing  the  neighbouring 
villages  where  he  had  drunk,' — we  know  of  nothing  written  by  Shakespeare 

1  Here  are  the  venes  ; — 

**IHping  Pebworth,  dandng  Marston, 
Haunted  Hillborough,  and  hungry  Grafton, 
With  dodging  Exhall,  papist  Wixford, 
Beggarly  Broom,  and  dirunken  BidfcM  J." 
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earlier  for  certain  than  1593  and  1594,  at  which  dates  he  must  have  been  at  least 
twenty-eight  and  twenty-nine  years  of  age.  In  1593  he  published  his  poem  of 
Venus  and  Adonis;  which,  in  the  dedication  addressed  to  Henry  Wriothesly, 
Earl  of  Southampton,  he  terms  "  the  first  heir  of  my  invention  **  (some  critics 
suppose  it  to  have  been  written  years  before)  :  and  in  1594  the  Rafie  of  Lucrece^ 
dedicated  to  the  same  nobleman.  The  latter  entertained  a  warfn  friendship 
for  Shakespeare  :  one  anecdote  (which  greatly  needs  verification  however)  is  that 
the  Elarl  on  one  occasion  gave  the  actor  ;£iooo.  Venus  and  Adonis  made  an 
impression,  running  rapidly  through  several  editions :  the  seventh  (or  perhaps 
sixth)  appeared  in  1602.  The  date  when  the  greatest  dramatist  of  the  world  first 
wrote  a  play  cannot  be  fixed  ;  but  it  must  have  been  not  later  at  any  rate  than 
1597,  when  the  texts  of  his  Richard  IL^  Richard  IIL^  and  Romeo  and  Juliet^ 
were  published.  He  himself  had  nothing  apparently  to  do  with  the  publi- 
cation in  this  instance,  or  in  the  instance  of  any  other  of  his  plays  whatsoever  : 
he  wrote  for  the  stage,  acted  in  his  own  plays,  pleased  the  audience  as 
dramatist  and  player,  distanced  all  writing  competitors  in  this  form  of 
public  favour,  excited  little  notice  and  less  enthusiasm  among  brother  authors, 
knew  his  own  worth,  and  (seemingly  with  the  most  reckless  indifference) 
abandoned  his  poetic  offspring  to  their  fate.  Perhaps  he  had  gone  to  the 
cuckoo's  school  for  policy,  and  felt  pretty  sure  that  the  eggs  deposited  by  the 
cuckoo  in  the  sparrow's  nest  would  be  hatched,  if  not  by  itself,  by  the  sparrow. 
It  remains  none  the  less  astonishing  to  all  lovers  of  art  that  any  such  artist  as 
Shakespeare  should  have  tolerated  the  haphazard  and  harumscarum  mode  of 
publication  of  his  dramas  which  alone  he  lived  to  see  effected.  In  1598  were 
published  Lovis  labour's  Lost^  and  Henry  IV, ^  Part  I.  ;  in  1600  Midsummer 
Nights  Dream^  the  Merchant  of  Venice^  Henry  /F.,  Part  II.,  Henry  F.,  Much 
Ado  about  Nothing^  and  (in  a  second  edition)  Titus  Andronicus* ;  in  1602  the 
Merry  Wives  of  Windsor ;  in  1603  Hamlet^  an  unauthorised  edition,  followed  in 
1604.  by  a  more  correct  one  ;  in  1608  King  Lear ;  in  1609  Troilus  and  Cressida, 
and  Pericles,  Moreover  before  1598  the  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona^  the  Comedy 
of  Errors^  Lovis  Labour^s  Won  (which  is  probably  identical  with  AlPs  Well  thai 
Ends  Welt)y  and  King  John  had  been  produced  on  the  stage.  The  other  plays 
not  distinctly  accounted  for  as  to  year  of  writing  and  first  representation,  are 
As  You  Like  It  (towards  1600),  Julius  Casar^  and  Twelfth  Night  (towards  1602), 
Mecuure  for  Measure^  and  Othello  (towards  1604),  Macbeth  (towards  1610). 
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Passionate  Pilgrim  in  1 599,  and  the  general  body  of  the  sonnets  in  1609.  These 
compositions,  or  some  not  now  definable  portion  of  them,  were  spoken  of  as 
^his  sugared  sonnets  among  his  private  friends"  in  the  Palladis  Tanda  of 
Meres,  published  in  1598,  and  must  therefore  be  assigned  to  a  date  much 
earlier  than  1609.  The  particular  form  of  the  sonnet  adopted  by  Shakespeare 
had  been  exemplified  by  Samuel  Daniel  in  %work  issued  in  1592,  and  before 
him  by  Lord  Surrey  and  others. 

When  we  speak  of  those  greatest  dramatic  and  intellectual  master-strokes  of 
the  world's  literature,  we  should  not  forget  the  material  condition,  to  modem 
notions  ludicrously  primitive,  of  the  theatres  in  which  they  were  presented. 
That  the  female  characters  were  all  acted  by  boys  is  not  so  much  to  the  pur* 
pose ;  though  we  can  hardly  doubt  that  such  immaturely  juvenile  actors  were 
always  mediocre  actors,  and  we  must  think  accordingly  of  the  Lady  Macbeth, 
Cleopatra,  Rosalind,  Juliet,  or  Desdemona,  of  those  days.  A  pair  of  crossed 
swords,  or  sometimes  two  lathes,  symbolised  a  battle  ;  the  shirt  worn  outside  the 
dress  showed  a  knight ;  the  housekeeper's  petticoat  over  a  broomstick  stood  for 
a  caparisoned  horse.  In  1598  one  theatre  possessed  as  its  properties  the  limbs 
of  a  Moor,  a  dragon,  a  large  horse  with  its  legs,  a  cage,  a  rock,  four  heads  of 
Turks  and  one  of  Mahound,  a  wheel,  and  hell's  mouth.  Another  owned  a  sun, 
a  target,  the  triple  plume  of  the  Prince  of  Wales  with  motto,  ^six  devils,  and  the 
pope  astride  of  a  mule. 

Shakespeare's  supreme  genius,  and  the  hearty  public  acceptance  of  his  dramas, 
were  not  likely  to  pass  unbespattered  by  eifvy  ;  Greene,  in  his  Groatsworth  of 
Wit  (already  referred  to),  in  enforcing  the  general  text  that  play-writing  had 
become  a  work  unfit  for  gentlemen,  and  that  actors  were  presumptuous  and  un  • 
grateful,  adverted  malignantly  to  "an  upstart  crow  beautified  in  our  feathers,  that, 
with  his  tiger's  heart  wrapped  in  a  player's  hide,  supposes  he  is  as  well  able  to 
bombast-out  a  blank  verse  as  the  best  of  you  ;  and,  being  an  absolute  Johannes 
Factotum,  is,  in  his  own  conceit,  the  only  Shakescene  in  a  country."  This  was 
confuted,  however,  by  Greene's  own  editor  Chettle,  who  is  the  earliest  known 
eulogist  of  Shakespeare,  and  who  speaks  (among  other  more  strictly  personal 
merits),  of  his  "  facetious  grace  in  writing."  Here  "  facetious  "  is  probably  not 
to  be  taken  in  its  modem  meaning  of  "  witty  "  or  "  humorous,"  but  rather  in  a 
more  general  sense — "  ingenious,  felicitous  ; "  nevertheless  it  might  seem  that 
contemporaries  were  more  especially  struck,  in  the  earlier  work  of  Shakespeare 
at  any  rate,  with  his  brilliancy  in  wit  and  repartee.  His  plays  became  the  town- 
talk  ;  Queen  Elizabeth  had  them  represented  at  court,  and,  being  charmed  with 
the  Falstaff  of /fif«rK  /^^i'  said  to  have  wished  to  see  the  camal  knight  on  the 
boards  in  love — which  gave  the  hint  for  writing  the  Merry  IVives  of  Windsor, 
Her  successor  was  not  less  discerning,  and  Shakespeare  was  the  favourite  play- 
wright of  James  I.  Ward's  Diary  (dating  firom  1648  to  1679)  records  a  report 
that  Shakespeare,  living  in  his  later  days  at  Stratford,  supplied  the  stage  with 
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two  plays  every  year,  and  for  this  received  an  allowance  so  large  that  he  spent 
at  the  rate  of  ;^iooo  per  annnm.  The  diarist  was  vicar  of  Stratford,  and  not 
unlikely  to  have  some  knowledge  of  his  facts  ;  yet  the  statement  can  hardly  be 
accepted  in  detail 

The  richness  of  Shakespeare's  vocabulary  is  partly  the  richness  of  his  mind  * 
it  has  been  computed  that  he  usas  about  15,000  words,  while  even  so  g^eat  a 
poetic  successor  as  Milton  numbers  only  about  8000.  We  find  in  him  the 
technical  phraseology,  not  alone  of  law  as  previously  mentioned,  but  equally  of 
medicine,  surgery,  chemistry,  war,  navigation,  field-sports,  music,  necromancy, 
printing.  He  seems  to  have  known  French  and  Italian  :  some  of  his  plays  are 
founded  on  Italian  originals  whereof  no  contemporary  translation  can  be  traced. 

3.  Shaksepeare  the  Man.  Beyond  the  few  matter-of-foct  details  that  we  know 
concerning  the  dramatist's  life  after  he  came  to  the  capital,  we  must  turn  to  his 
sonnets  for  information.  We  know,  for  instance,  that  he  had  not  been  many 
years  in  London  before  he  began  providing  for  his  ultimate  re-settlement  in 
Stratford-on-Avon.  Early  in  1597  he  bought  for  £(30  (a  sum  which  may  be 
roughly  computed  as  equal  to  ;£6oo  at  the  present  day)  the  house  named  New 
Place,  about  the  very  best  in  Stratford.  In  1602  he  bought  for  Cy^o  some  arable 
land,  107  acres,  in  the  parish  of  Old  Stratford  ;  and  in  the  same  year  some 
property  in  the  town.  In  1605  ensued  his  largest  purchase — £^^o  for  the  re- 
mainder of  a  lease,  thirty-one  years,  of  the  tithes  of  Stratford,  Old  Stratford, 
Bishopton,  and  Welcombe.  In  1604,  when  he  must  still  have  been  a  London 
actor,  he  prosecuted  one  Rogers,  V^ho  had  bought  a  quantity  of  malt  from  him, 
and  left  the  debt  unpaid  ;  and  in  1608  he  sued  John  Addenbrooke  for  a  small 
debt,  and,  on  Addenbrooke's  absconding,  proceeded  against  his  security  :  trivial 
facts  which  have  been  cited,  and  no  doubt  truly  so  as  far  as  they  go,  as  showing 
that  the  author  of  Julius  Casar  and  King  Lear  was  a  business-man  looking 
sharply,  like  others,  after  his  own  material  interests.  Some  other  facts  of  similar 
bearing  will  be  mentioned  in  the  sequel.  He  was  in  the  practice  of  visiting  Strat- 
ford regularly,  perhaps  even  once  every  year,  during  his  London  career.  The 
exact  state  of  his  family  relations  is  open  to  conjecture.  It  is  presumed  that,  on 
first  coming  to  the  capital,  he  left  his  wife  and  three  children  in  Stratford  :  they 
may  or  may  not  have  rejoined  him  at  a  later  date.  He  lived  near  the  Bear  (harden, 
Sonthwark,  in  1596  :  in  1609  he  occupied  a  good  house  within  the  Liberty  of  the 
CHnk,  He  frequented  the  Mermaid  Tavern  in  Cheapside,  close  to  Bread  Street, 
as  a  member  of  a  club  founded  by  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  :  here  he  waged  his  famous 
'*  wit-combats  "  with  Ben  Jonson  (ten  years  his  junior),  graphically  described  by 
Fuller.  "  Many  were  the  wit-combats  betMrixt  him  and  Ben  Jonson,  which  two 
I  beheld  like  a  Spanish  great  galleon  and  an  English  man-of-war.  Master  Jonson, 
like  the  former,  was  built  far  higher  in  learning ;  solid,  but  slow  in  hts  per- 
formances. Shakespeare,  like  an  English  man-of-war,  lesser  in  bulk  but  lighter 
in  sailing,  could  ttun  with  all  tides,  tack  about,  and  take  advantage  of  all  winds. 
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by  the  quicknen  of  his  wit  and  invention.''  Jonson  himself  has  left  a  pleasant 
lecord  of '*  gentle  Shakespeare,"  saying :  *  I  loved  the  man,  and  do  honour  his 
memory  on  this  side  idolatry,  as  much  as  any :  he  was  indeed  honest,  and  of  an 
open  and  free  nature.*  This  accords  with  the  testimony  of  Chettle,  who  (in  ad- 
dition to  expressions  already  quoted)  speaks  of  Shakespeare's  ^  civil  demeanour/ 
and  his  ^'honesty,"  by  which  we  should  understand  well-bred  straightforwardness, 
the  distinctive  mark  of  a  gentleman. 

And  now  for  the  sonnets.  This  series,  numbering  154  items,  has,  as  we  all 
know,  been  the  object  of  all  sorts  of  disquisitions  and  commentaries  ;  some  aim- 
ing to  show  that  the  sonnets  contribute  nothing,  or  next  to  nothing,  to  Shake- 
speare's biography  ;  others,  that  they  are  written  as  in  the  person  of  a  different 
speaker ;  others,  that  their  main  object  is  literary  satire,  a  *'  take-off"  of  the 
excesses  of  amorous  sonneteers.  Others  again,  accepting  the  sonnets  as  sub- 
stantially autobiographical,  debate  to  whom  they  are  addressed,  whence  originat- 
ing, and  why  presenting  the  poet  to  us  in  the  light  in  which  they  do  present  him ; 
and  one  frequent  attempt  has  been  to  explain  away  such  primd  facie  appearances 
in  the  sonnets  as  might  induce  us  to  think  that  Shakespeare  was  fond  to  fatuity 
of  a  male  friend,  and  illicitly  enamoured  of  a  female  inveigler.  For  my  part, 
having  given  the  sonnets  the  best  consideration  in  my  power,  I  can  come  to  but 
one  conclusion— namely,  that  these  are  the  very  points  which  must  not  be  ex- 
plained away;  that  the  sonnets  pourtray to  us  Shakespeare  hunself,  and  such  as 
he  really  was  in  sentiment  and  environment.  I  can  discover  no  reason  why  the 
sonnets,  in  this  their  twofold  aspect,  should  not  be  a  faithful  picture  of  a  certain 
stage  in  Shakespeare's  life ;  and,  therefore  firmly,  believe  that  he  entertained 
a  long-standing  and  most  ardent  attachment  for  a  youth  of  high  rank  and 
eminent  endowments  of  person  and  spirit,  and  that  he  got  entangled  with  a 
paramour  of  some  fascination  and  no  character.  Why,  indeed,  should  we  dis- 
believe either  or  both  of  these  plainly  intimated  facts?  The  only  reason 
appears  to  be  that  we^  or  some  of  ns,  would  rather  not  believe  them  if  we 
could  help. 

Who  the  woman  may  have  been  is  totally  obscure — sonnet  152  shows  her 
to  have  been  a  married  woman  :  but  the  man  has  been  searched  for  with 
diligence,  and  with  some  dim  semblance  of  successful  result  The  sonnets 
were  never  published  by  Shakespeare  himself ;  but  in  1609  they  were  printed 
and  issued  by  a  bookseller,  Thomas  Thorpe,  whose  few  words  of  intro- 
ductory inscription'  seem  to  imply  that  the  male  friend  to  whom  most  of 
the  poems  relate  was  a  certain  "  Mr.  W.  H."  I  say  **S€em  to  imply  ; "  for 
the  syntactic  construction  of  the  words,  no  less  than  the  meaning  of  one 
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discussion.  Assuming  then  that  Mr.  W.  H.  is  the  young  man  celebrated  in  the 
sonnets,  we  have  to  inquire  who  is  represented  by  these  initials.  Henry 
Wriothesly,  Earl  of  Southampton,  and  William  Herbert,  Earl  of  Pembroke,  are 
the  only  two  probable  competitors  started  by  name.  Each  of  these  men  was  in 
1609  a  peer,  and  not  a  **  Mr. : "  but  it  is  allowed  on  all  hands  that  the  applica- 
tion of  the  term  "  Mr."  to  a  peer  would  be  an  anomaly  not  unexampled  at  that 
period.  Both  Wriothesly  and  Herbert  were  personally  well  known  to  Shake- 
speare :  the  former,  so  far  as  all  records  go,  was  certainly  the  better  known  of 
the  two,  and  was,  as  we  have  already  seen,  a  specially  attached  friend  of  his. 
The  inversion  of  the  initials  "  W.  H."  if  Wriothesly  is  meant,  whereas  there  is 
no  inversion  if  Herbert  is  meant,  counts  for  a  little  in  favour  of  Herbert ;  not 
for  very  much,  for  the  inscription  is  obviously  reticent  to  some  extent,  and  may 
have  been  purposely  reticent  even  to  the  extent  of  such  an  inversion.  Wrio- 
thesly was  bom  in  1573,  and  would  at  the  presumed  date  of  the  earliest  Among 
the  sonnets — say  1597 — have  been  twenty-four  years  of  age.  Herbert,  who  is 
known  to  have  been  a  handsome  young  man,  was  bom  in  1580,  and  wou]4  in 
1597  have  been  but  seventeen;  an  age  which,  youthful  as  it  is,  need  not  be 
deemed  absolutely  inconsistent  with  the  tone  of  the  sonnets,  especially  in  the 
mind  of  Shakespeare  who  had  himself  married  at  eighteen.  Besides,  if  the 
earliest  sonnets  may  be  dated  about  1597,  many  others  are  of  course  later  than 
that :  one  of  them  seemingly  refers  to  the  death  of  Queen  Elizabeth  in  1603, 
and  the  accession  of  James  I. — No.  107,  beginning 

**  Not  mine  own  fean  nor  the  prophetic  sooL" 

Altogether  it  seems  that  the  claim  of  Herbert  is  rather  the  preferable  one  of  the 
two.  To  me,  accepting  the  sonnets  as  fairly  autobiographical,  it  appears  pretty 
dear  that  the  friend  who  is  represented  in  them  as  having  intrigued  with 
Shakespeare's  mistress,  and  whom  I  plainly  understand  to  be  the  same  person 
as  the  friend  mentioned  in  the  earlier  sonnets,  must  have  been  named  William, 
not  Henry ;  and,  if  so^  Herbert  Earl  of  Pembroke,  not  Wriothesly  Earl  of 
Southampton.  I  found  this  opinion  on  the  following  three  sonnets  (135,  136^ 
and  143)  addressed  to  the  woman. 

I  must  now  leave  the  sonnets,  and  revert  to  the  general  course  of  Shakespeare's 
hfe. — He  was  probably  still  resident  in  London  in  161 1 ;  by  1612  he  is  known  to 
have  been  resettled  at  Stratford,  which  continued  to  be  his  home  for  the  few 
remaining  years  of  his  life.  The  alderman's  truant  son  retumed  to  his  native 
town  a  man  of  more  worldly  consequence,  even  in  the  eyes  of  his  solid,  hum- 
drum,  provincial  fellow-citizens,  than  his  father  had  ever  been ;  he  occupied  the 
best  house  in  Stratford,  and  was  in  all  likelihood  the  '*  greatest  man  "  in  that 
small  town,  as  well  as  in  '^  the  great  globe  itself."  His  only  son  Hamnet  had 
died  in  1596,  his  father  in  1601,  his  mother  in  1608.  Hb  eldest  daughter 
Susanna  had  in  1607  married  Dr.  Hall,  a  local  physician  of  some  eminence,  and 
they  already  had  a  daughter,  Elizabeth,  bom  in  1608.    Shakespeare's  wife,  and 
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his  younger  daughter  Judith,  kept  house  with  him.  That  he  continued  attentive 
to  his  own  minor  interests  is  shown  by  his  having,  in  1612,  joined  in  a  petition  to 
the  Court  of  Chancery  to  compel  certain  sharers  with  himself  in  the  farming  of  ■ 
the  tithes  to  pay  their  quota  of  a  general*  burden  ;  and  by  his  having  resisted, 
in  1614,  a  proposed  enclosure  of  some  common  lands  detrimental  to  his  property. 
In  February  1616  he  married  his  daughter  Judith  to  Mr.  Thomas  Quiney.  It 
may  have  been  in  preparation  for  this  event  that  on  the  25th  of  January  he  had 
drawn  up  his  will ;  in  that  instrument,  which  was  finally  executed  on  the  25th  of 
March,  he  professes  himself  to  be  "  in  perfect  health  and  memory,"  so  that  there 
is  nothing  to  indicate  that  he  was  then  sensible  of  his  closely  impending  death. 
By  the  will  he  left  all  his  lands,  tenements,  &c.,  to  Susanna ;  only  £3/00  to 
Judith ;  and  (by  interlineation)  his  second-best  bed  with  its  furniture  to  his 
wife ;  and  some  trifling  legacies  were  added.  The  insignificant  bequest  to  his 
wife  has  often  been  commented  upon,  as  showing  that  the  poet  held  her  in  slight 
regard :  to  this  it  is  replied  that,  as  almost  all  his  estates  were  freehold,  she  was 
adequately  provided  for  out  of  these  by  law,  in  the  form  of  dower.  It  would 
seem  that  Shakespeare  died  worth  no  large  sum  in  actual  money  ;  another  infer- 
ence is  that  he  must,  at  some  time  or  other,  have  disposed  of  his  theatrical 
property,  which  does  not  figure  at  all  in  his  will 

In  another  month  Shakespeare  was  no  more ;  he  died  on  the  ajrd  of  April 
1616.  The  only  record  of  the  cause  of  death,  real  or  fictitious,  is  in  Ward's 
Diary :  ^'  Shakespeare,  Drayton,  and  Ben  Jonson,  had  a  merry  meeting,  and,  it 
seems,  drank  too  hard,  for  Shakespeare  died  of  a  fever  there  contracted.*  On 
the  25th  he  was  buried  in  the  Parish-church  of  Stratford,  with  the  following 
epitaph — ^not,  we  may  reasonably  suppose,  the  composition  of  such  a  brain  and 
hand  as  were  now  for  ever  at  rest  within  his  grave  : 

**  Good  friend,  for  Jesus*  sake  forbear 
To  dig  the  dust  endoaed  here : 
Blest  be  the  man  that  spares  these  stones^ 
And  cursed  be  he  that  mofves  my  bones." 

Shakespeare's  widow  survived  him  seven  years,  dying  in  August  1623.  His 
daughter  Susanna  Hall  (the  inheritor  of  the  bulk  of  his  pj;operty,  and  obviously 
therefore  the  person  through  whom  he  had  hoped  to  ''  found  a  family,"  if  that, 
aa  has  sometimes  been  supposed,  was  really  an  object  he  had  at  heart)  had  but 
one  chUd  Elizabeth.  This  lady  married  Thomas  Nash,  Esquire,  and  after  his 
death  John  Barnard,  Esquire,  knighted  by  Charles  II.  in  1661 ;  she  had  no 
children,  and  died  in  167a  Shakespeare's  second  daughter,  Judith  Quiney, 
had  three  sons,  who  died  unmarried.  And  so,  in  brief  space,  the  race  of 
William  Shakespeare  was  eactinct 

^  What,  win  the  aspiring  blood  of  Lancaster 
Sink  in  the  ground  T    I  thought  it  would  haye  mounted  I" 

—It  may  be  added  that  the  poet  Sir  William  Davenant,  author  of  Gondibiri^ 
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was  regarded  by  some  contemporaries  as  an  illegitimate  son  of  Shakespeare^ 

and  was  himself  not  averse  to  countenancing  this  surmise. 

The  principal  portraits  representing  Shakespeare,  or  supposed  to  represent 
him,  are  the  Stratford  bust  adjacent  to  liis  grave,  the  Droeshout  engraving,  the 
Chandos  painting,  the  Jansen  painting, and  the  Felton  Head;  also  a  mask,  taken 
apparently  after  death,  belonging  to  Herr  Becker  of  Darmstadt,  and  at  one  time 
deposited  with  Professor  Owen,  and  the  Kesselstadt  picture  (of  a  man  lying 
dead),  which,  if  the  mask  is  accepted  as  authentic,  may  be  surmised  to  be 
the  like.  The  first  two  alone  are  certainly  known  to  pourtray  Shakespeare  : 
they  correspond  closely  enough ,  while  the  others  deviate  considerably  in  one 
respect  or  another.  The  bust  was  praised  in  1623  as  a  faithful  likeness ;  it 
was  executed  by  Gerard  Johnson,  a  Hollander,  after  the  author's  decease ; 
the  authority  from  which  he  worked  is  dubious,  but  b  believed  to  have 
been  a  cast  taken  after  death — ^not  (the  internal  evidence  suggests  as  much) 
the  one  above-mentioned  belonging  to  Herr  Becker.  This  bust  was  originally 
(and  is  now  again)  coloured,  and  shows  light  hazel  eyes  and  auburn  hair  and 
beard.  I  need  not  enlarge  upon  other  details  in  a  matter  so  well  known 
to  all  my  readers.  The  Droeshout  portrait  was  also  produced  in  1623, 
in  the  first  collected  edition  of  Shakespeare's  plays.  It  was  eulogized  by  Ben 
Jonson ;  and  has  been  accepted  as  a  true  likeness  by  the  idealist  poet  and 
painter  William  Blake,  who  professed  to  have  seen  Shakespeare's  ghost,  and 
who  was  at  any  rate  better  qualified  than  ninety-nine  persons  out  of  a  hundred 
to  infer  from  a  man's  spiritual  product  what  his  outer  semblance  might  fittingly 
have  been. 
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THE  CHRONOLOGY  OF  SHAKESPEARE'S  WRITINGS. 

BY  PROFESSOR    EDWARD  DOWDEN. 

The  most  fruitful  method  of  studying  the  works  of  Shakespeare  is  that  which 
views  them  in  the  chronological  order  of  their  production.  We  thus  learn 
something  about  their  origin,  their  connection  one  with  another,  and  their  re- 
lation to  the  mind  of  their  creator,  as  that  mind  passed  from  its  early  promise 
to  its  rich  maturity  and  fulfilment.  If  we  knew  nothing  about  their  date,  we 
might  well  wonder  how  the  same  man  could  be  the  author  of  Lov^s  Labor^s 
Lost  and  of  King  Lear.  Viewed  in  the  chronological  order  we  perceive  that  the 
one  was  the  work  of  Shakespeare's  clever  'prentice  hand,  the  other  the  outcome 
of  his  manhood  with  its  sorrow  and  experience  ;  and  we  can  trace  some  por- 
tions at  least  of  the  path  of  transition  from  the  earlier  play  to  the  later. 

PERIODS  OF  Shakespeare's  career.  —  groups  and  dates  of  plays. 

By  means  of  internal  and  external  evidence  we  are  enabled  to  determine  the 
precise  dates  of  some  of  Shakespeare's  works,  in  the  case  of  others  we  can  at 
least  approximate  to  the  dates ;  only  in  a  few  cases  are  we  left  to  conjecture 
where,  within  a  range  of  at  most  some  ^"^^  or  seven  years,  a  drama  should  be 
placed.  Thus,  if  there  is  uncertainty  here  and  there  in  an  attempt  to  assign 
dates  to  each  particular  play,  there  is  little  or  no  uncertainty  in  naming  groups 
of  plays  in  chronological  order,  leaving  undetermined  the  order  of  the  plays 
within  those  groups. 

Shakespeare's  entire  career  of  authorship  extends  over  twenty  years  and  up- 
wards, beginning  about  1588  or  1590,  ending  about  1612 :  ten  years  and  upwards 
lie  in  the  sixteenth  century,  ten  years  and  upwards  in  the  seventeenth.  Now  the 
division  of  the  centuries  marks  roughly  a  division  in  the  career  of  Shakespeare. 
About  1 601  his  genius  began  to  seek  new  ways  ;  the  histories  and  joyous 
comedies  ceased  to  be  created,  and  the  great  series  of  tragedies  was  com- 
menced. But  each  of  the  decades,  which  together  make  up  the  years  of 
Shakespeare's  authorship,  is  itself  clearly  divisible  into  two  shorter  periods  : 
first,  from  about  1590  to  1595-96,  years  of  dramatic  apprenticeship  and  experi- 
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ment;  secondly,  from  about  1595-96  to  about  1600-1601,  the  period  of  the 
English  historical  plays  and  the  mirthful  and  joyous  comedies  ;  thirdly,  from 
1 60 1  to  about  1608,  the  period  of  grave  or  bitter  comedies  and  of  the  great 
tragedies;  last,  from  about  1608  to  161 1  or  1613,  the  period  of  the  romantic 
plays,  which  are  at  once  grave  and  glad,  serene  and  beautiful  poems,  like  The 
Tempest  and  The  Winter^s  Tale.  These  four  periods  may  be  designated  with 
reference  to  the  class  of  works  written  in  each,  or  with  reference  to  the  sub- 
jecte  of  those  works,  or  with  reference  to  the  kind  of  versification  which  was 
characteristic  of  each  period,  or  with  reference  to  Shakespeare's  supposed  con- 
dition and  state  of  mind  in  each.  I  think  the  reader  will  remember  the  follow- 
ing names  of  the  four  periods,  which  may  seem  fanciful,  yet  which  perhaps 
convey  as  much  true  information  as  any  others :  I  will  call  the  first  period, 
"  In  the  workshop ; "  the  second,  "  In  the  world  ; "  the  third,  "  Out  of  the 
depths ;  "  the  fourth,  •*  On  the  heights."  The  significance  of  these  names  will 
appear  as  we  proceed. 

Now  let  us  go  farther,  and  try  to  make  out  groups  of  Shakespeare's  pla)rs  in 
chronological  order.  Shakespeare  began  his  apprenticeship  by  re-handling 
plays  which  were  not  his.  Of  such  work  we  have  examples  in  Titus  Andron- 
icus  and  the  First  Part  of  Henry  VL,  plays  of  blood,  bombast,  and  fire,  pre- 
Shakespearian  in  spirit,  but  showing  touches  of  that  hand  which  even  in  its 
apprentice  years  was  capable  of  master-touches.  These  two  plays  we  name 
(i.)  the  "  pre-Shakespearian  group." 

Next,  the  young  dramatist  went  to  work  on  his  own  account,  and  began  to 
experiment  in  different  kinds  of  comedy.  Love's  Labor's  Lost  is  full  of  a 
young  man's  thought,  wit,  and  satire,  a  comedy  of  oddities,  of  dialogue  carefully 
elaborated  and  pointed  (as  dialogue  in  a  first  original  work  would  be),  and 
underlying  this  a  young  man's  theory  with  reference  to  culture  and  education ; 
The  Comedy  of  Errors  is  a  comedy  of  incident,  almost  a  farce ;  The  Two 
Gentlemen  of  Verona  is  a  first  and  somewhat  slight  experiment  in  the  same 
kind  of  love-comedy  of  which  Shakespeare  afterwards  created  so  many  delight- 
ful examples ;  A  Midsummer  Night^s  Dream  is  bright  with  the  poetry  of  a 
young  man's  fancy  ;  in  Theseus  there  is  a  fine  sketch  of  heroic  character,  and 
in  Bottom  and  his  companions  we  find  Shakespeare's  richest  humorous  work 
of  this  period.  Whether  The  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona  or  A  Midsummer 
Night  'j  Dream  was  written  first  cannot  be  dedded.  This  group  of  four  plays 
we  name  (ii.)  "  Early  Comedy." 

While  engaged  upon  this  group  Shakespeare's  powers  as  a  rising  pla)rwright 
must  have  been  recognized;  before  he  had  completed  it  Venus  and  Adonis 
was  published.  When  Chettle  wrote  in  1 592,  Shakespeare  had  already  gained 
the  patronage  of  powerful  friends.  It  is  probable  that  while  engaged  on  his 
early  comedies,  Shakespeare  (continuing  to  re-handle  dramas  for  the  stage) 
set  about  the  revision  of  the  old  historical  plays,  The  Contention  and  The  True 
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Tragedy,*  and  was  assisted  by  Marlowe,  one  of  the  original  authors  of  the  old 
plays.  Thu^  came  the  Second  and  Third  Parts  of  Henry  VI,  to  be  written, 
and  the  character  of  Richard  in  those  plays  was  recognized  by  Shakespeare  as 
so  admirable  a  creation  fbr  dramatic  purposes,  that  he  proceeded  to  a  new 
play,  of  which  he  was  sole  author,  in  which  Richard  should  be  the  principal, 
one  might  almost  say  the  only,  actor.  *  Richard  II L  was  a  character  so  essen- 
tially Marlowesque,  and  Shakespeare  had  been  so  lately  working  in  conjunction 
with  that  great  poet,  that  he  carried  on  the  Marlowesque  spirit  from  Henry  VI, 
into  his  own  play.  This  group  of  three  plays  we  name  (iii.)  "  Early  History," 
and  must  add  a  second  title,  **  the  Marlowe-Shakespeare  group,"  finding  in  the 
Second  and  Third  Parts  of  Henry  VI,  Marlowe's  presence,  and  in  Richard 
III.  (almost  more  dominant  than  his  presence)  Marlowe's  influence.  To  this 
period  belongs  the  Lucrece. 

From  an  early  date  Shakespeare  seems  to  have  designed  a  tragedy ;  not  one 
of  the  bloody  school  of  the  pre-Shakespearians,  not  one  like  The  Jew  of 
Malta  or  The  Spanish  Tragedy,  but  in  which  sorrow  and  beauty  should  blend 
and  become  one.  Romeo  and  Juliet  may  have  been  begun  or  written  in  a  first 
form  at  the  same  time  as  some  of  the  early  comedies.  I  do  not  think  it  re- 
ceived its  final  form  until  about  1596,  but  fragments  of  an  earlier  date  remain 
in  the  play.  This,  if  we  set  aside  Titus  Andronicus,  was  Shakespeare's  first 
tragedy.  It  is,  in  its  beauty,  its  passion,  and  its  defects,  characteristically  a 
young  man's  achievement,  the  lyrical  tragedy  of  youth,  of  love,  and  of  death  : 
it  stands  by  itself,  and  we  name  it  (iv.)  "  Early  Tragedy." 

After  the  Marlowesque  Richard  III,,  which  completes  the  series  of  four  his- 
torical plays  concerned  with  the  fortunes  of  the  house  of  York,  Shakespeare 
turned  to  the  closely-connected  subject  of  the  fortunes  of  the  house  of  Lan- 
caster, and  began  a  new  series  of  historical  plays  with  Richard  II.  He  was 
determined  now  to  try  his  own  dramatic  methods  and  manner  in  history,  and 
so  there  is  much  rhyme  in  Richard  II,  But  the  play  is  of  a  more  complex 
structure  than  Richard  III,,  and  the  characterization  is  more  subtle  and  more 
varied.  To  the  same  period  belongs  King  John.  The  advantage  taken  of  a 
humorous  element,  appearing  here  in  the  person  of  Faulconbridge,  gives  us  a 
foretaste  of  the  blending  of  comedy  with  history,  which  was  afterwards  brought 
to  perfection  in  Henry  IV,  We  name  this  group  of  two  plays  (v.)  "  Middle 
History." 

•  "  The  tecood  and  third  parte  tA  Henry  Vt.  are  but  recasts  of  two  older  plays,  the  ConUntion^  pub- 
lished in  1594.  and  the  True  Tragedy,  published  in  159s"    (Fumivall.)    The  first  of  these  is  entiUed 
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To  about  the  same  date  as  King  John  belong^  The  Merchant  of  Venice,  It 
stands  midway  between  the  early  and  the  later  comedies,  and  partakes  of  the 
characteristics  of  both  groups.    We  name  it  (vi.)  "  Middle  Comedy." 

Having  treated  history  and  comedy  separately,  the  next  step  was  to  unite 
them.  Henry  /K,  Parts  L  and  //.,  are  the  comedy  of  FalstafF  as  much  as 
they  are  the  history  of  the  troublesome  4imes  of  the  king.  The  Merry  Wives 
of  Windsor  may  have  been  sketched  at  an  earlier  date  ;  it  is  not  impossible 
that  it  assumed  its  present  form  at  a  later  date  ;  but  upon  the  whole  the  evi- 
dence inclines  us  to  place  it  here,  Shakespeare  hastily  dashing  off  the  prose 
play  to  comply  with  a  command  of  the  Queen,  who  desired  to  see  Falstaff  in 
love.  (See  p.  Ixxii.)  The  date  of  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew  is  also  uncertain, 
some  critics  plachig  it  as  late  as  1602-1603  or  later  (which  seems  incredible), 
some  as  early  as  1594.  In  its  rough  and  boisterous  mirth  it  has  affinities  with 
The  Merry  Wives,  and  perhaps  lies  close  to  it  in  the  chronological  order. 
Certainty  upon  this  point  is  fortunately  not  of  great  importance,  for  only  a  por- 
tion of  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew  is  by  Shakespeare,  and  that  portion,  though 
full  of  vigor  and  high  spirits,  is  as  much  a  farce  as  a  comedy.  In  the  series 
of  histories  Henry  V,  follows  close  upon  Henry  /K,  Part  II.  In  it  Shake- 
speare pictured  his  ideal  king,  and  bade  farewell,  in  trumpet  notes,  to  English 
history.  For  convenience  here,  where  so  little  disturbance  of  the  chronological 
order  is  caused,  it  is  well  to  connect  The  Merry  Wives  and  The  Shrew  with 
the  comedies  which  follow,  and  to  bring  together  the  second  and  third  parts, 
Henry  IV,,  and  Henry  K,  which  group  we  name  (vii.)  "  Later  History." 

A  series  of  comedies  follows,  and  as  the  series  was  started  before  the  his- 
tories had  come  to  an  end,  so  its  later  plays  overlap  the  subsequent  tragedies. 
It  might  indeed  be  desirable  to  make  the  fact  prominent,  by  placing  the  last 
three  comedies  in  a  group  by  themselves,  later  than  Julius  Casar  and  Hamlet, 
If,  however,  the  student  will  bear  in  mind  that  this  group  runs  on  and  over- 
laps the  tragedies,  something  will  be  gained,  from  a  logical  point  of  view,  by 
keeping  the  comedies  together,  and  allowing  Julius  CcBsar  and  Hamlet  to 
stand  near  the  great  tragedies  of  later  date,  with  which  they  may  be  compared 
and  contrasted. 

(rt)  The  earliest  of  these  comedies  are,  then,  The  Shrew  and  The  Merry 
Wives,  somewhat  rough  and  boisterous  plays,  written  with  high  spirit,  entirely 
free  from  the  presence  of  pain  or  sorrow.  But  such  rough  humor  was  not 
after  Shakespeare's  own  heart  at  this  time.  The  Merry  Wives  was  a  task  im- 
posed upon  him,  which  he  executed  with  a  hearty  energy  ;  but  still  it  was  not 
a  work  of  his  own  choice.  The  Shrew  also  was  but  half  his  own,  for  he  was 
forced  to  preserve  the  tone  of  the  farce-like  piece  upon  which  he  worked.  But 
in  the  plays  which  immediately  follow,  the  true  Shakespearian  comedy  reaches 
its  utmost  beauty  and  perfection,  {p)  In  Much  Ado  about  Nothing,  the  high 
spirits  which  had  given  life  to  The  Shrew  and  The  Merry  Wives  still  play 
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their  part,  in  a  more  excellent  way,  in  the  creation  of  the  brilliant  pair,  Beatrice 
and  Benedick.  Everything  grows  finer,  more  harmonious,  more  sweetly 
tempered  in  the  pastoral  comedy.  As  You  Like  //.  But  the  discontent  of  a 
superficial  critic  of  life,  breathing  Jhrough  the  glades  of  Arden,  the  melancholy 
of  Jaques,  is  like  the  first  touch  of  autumn  wind  upon  the  leaves,  which  to  our 
sense  may  have  a  pleasant  poignancy*  yet  which  foretells  the  approach  of  the 
sad  and  barren  days.  In  Twelfth  Night  this  passes  away  ;  and,  upon  the 
whole,  if  there  be  any  presence  ot  sadness  in  these  beautiful  and  happy  plays, 
it  is  a  musical  sadness  which  is  resolved  into  a  fuller  harmony  of  joy.  Twelfth 
Night  brings  us  to  the  opening  of  the  seventeenth  century,  and  now  Shakespeare 
began  his  great  series  of  tragedies  with  Julius  Casar,  Continuing,  however, 
to  trace  the  comedies,  we  next  come  to  three  which  present  a  striking  contrast 
to  those  which  have  just  been  named,  (c)  A  IPs  Well  that  Ends  Well  closes 
happily,  as  the  title  implies,  but  it  is  not  a  bright  and  sunny  play ;  it  is  earnest, 
and  serious  in  parts,  and  the  strong-willed  heroine,  who  feels  the  earnestness 
of  life  and  love,  though  she  is  noble,  has  not  the  romantic  charm  of  a  Viola  or  a 
Rosalind.  In  Measure  for  Measure  a  dark  and  evil  world  is  pictured,  and 
out  of  this  emerge  the  strength  and  purity  of  Isabella,  one  of  Shakespeare's 
highest  conceptions  of  female  character,  but,  like  Helena,  deficient  in  charm. 
It  is  as  if  Shakespeare  at  this  time  were  writing  comedy  when  he  ought  to  have 
been  engaged  on  tragedy,  and  creating  characters  in  heroic  mould  which  in 
comedy  hardly  find  their  fitting  places.  Deep  thoughts  on  life  and  death  in 
Measure  for  Measure  remind  us  of  Hamlet,  and  the  sin,  the  soul-searching 
of  Angelo,  his  abasement  and  discovery  of  guilt,  we  scrutinize  with  a  painful 
interest  I  would  place  Troilus  and  Cressida  here,  and  in  it  we  reach  a  still 
greater  distance  fi'om  the  spirit  of  true  comedy.  It  is  the  comedy  of  disillusion. 
The  young  enthusiasm  of  Troilus  is  miserably  disenchanted.  Ulysses  has 
come  to  accept  all  the  baseness  of  life  as  part  of  the  nature  of  things,  and  as 
material  to  be  turned  to  account  by  worldly  wisdom.  Thersites  spews  over 
everything  that  we  had  deemed  high  and  sacred,  his  foul,  yet  not  all  unwarrant- 
able, insults.  Cressida  is  a  shallow-hearted  wanton.  Having  reached  this 
point,  Shakespeare  could  not  but  cease  for  a  time  to  write  comedy. 

This  series  of  eight  plays  we  group  together,  and  name  them  (viii.)  "  Later 
Comedy."  But  the  entire  series  of  eight  divides  itself  into  three  smaller 
groups  :  the  first  —  two  plays  of  rough  and  boisterous  mirth  ;  the  second  — 
three  comedies  almost  purely  joyous,  romantic  and  refined  ;  the  third  —  three 
comedies,  one  earnest,  another  dark  and  severe,  the  last,  bitter  and  ironical. 

Shakespeare's  first  tragedy  was  a  lyrical  tragedy  of  youth,  of  love,  and  of 
death.  When,  after  completing  his  series  of  historical  plays  and  his  joyous 
comedies,  Shakespeare  again  turned  to  tragic  themes,  he  wrote  as  a  man  of 
mature  powers  and  as  a  thinker.  In  his  histories  he  had  been  dealing  with 
the  real  worldi  the  world  of  action.    In  his  two  tragedies,  Julius  Casar  and 
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Hamlet^  he  studies  the  £iilure  in  practical  af&irs  of  two  men,  Brutus  and 
Hamlet,  who  are  called  to  the  performance  of  great  actions,  but  who  are  dis- 
qualified, the  one  for  acting  wisely,  the  other  for  acting  energetically.  Hamlet 
and  Brutus  fail,  yet  we  honor  them  ;  they  ^1  as  martyrs  or  victims  to  duties 
imposed  upon  them  as  it  were  by  fate,  and  which  become  burdens  too  heavy 
for  them  to  bear.  These  two  tragedies  are  tragedies  of  reflection  ;  Shakespeare 
is  not  yet  caught  up  in  the  passionate  wind  of  his  own  imagination.  Every- 
thing is  thought  out  and  wrought  out  deliberately  in  these  two  plays.  We 
name  this  group  (ix.)  "  Middle  Tragedy." 

The  tragedies  of  passion  follow.  Error  and  misfortune,  or,  at  worst,  weak- 
ness or  indiscretion,  had  ruined  the  lives  of  Brutus  and  Hamlet  They  had 
not  wronged  their  own  souls  by  crime.  But  now  passion  and  crime  form  the 
subjects  of  tragedy,  instead  of  error  or  the  cruelty  of  fate.  The  bonds  of  life 
are  broken  :  in  Othello^  the  bonds  which  unite  husband  and  wife ;  in  Lear^  the 
bonds  which  unite  parent  and  child  ;  in  Macbeth^  the  bonds  of  kinship  and  of 
the  loyalty  of  the  subject ;  Antony,  through  voluptuous  self-indulgence,  dis- 
solves the  bonds  which  bind  him  to  his  country,  and  ceases  to  be  a  Roman ; 
Coriolanus,  through  passionate  haughtiness,  also  turns  away  from  Rome,  and 
even  tries  to  crush  the  loyalties  and  affections  which  make  him  man  —  tries  to 
lift  himself  into  a  proud  isolation ;  lastly,  Timon  actually  severs  himself,  not 
from  his  country  merely,  but  from  humanity  itself.  He  is  "  misanthropos,  and 
hates  mankind."  But  he  is  not  formed  for  misanthropy,  and  is  slain  by  his 
unnatural  hatred.     This  group  of  plays  we  name  (x.)  "  Later  Tragedy." 

The  transition  from  these  to  Shakespeare's  last  plays  is  most  remarkable. 
From  the  tragic  passion  which  reached  its  climax  in  Timon  of  Athens^  we 
suddenly  pass  to  beauty  and  serenity ;  from'  the  plays  concerned  with  the 
violent  breaking  of  human  bonds,  to  a  g^oup  of  plays  which  are  all  concerned 
with  the  knitting  together  of  human  bonds,  the  reunion  of  parted  kindred,  the 
forgiveness  of  enemies,  the  atonement  for  wrong — not  by  death,  but  by 
repentance  —  the  reconciliation  of  husband  with  wife,  of  child  with  father,  of 
friend  with  friend.  Pericles  is  a  sketch  in  which  only  a  part  of  the  subject  of 
these  last  plays  is  clearly  conceived  ;  it  is  in  some  respects  like  a  slighter  and 
earlier  Tempest^  in  which  Lord  Cerimon  is  the  Prospero.  It  also  contains 
hints  afterwards  worked  out  in  The  Winter's  Tale;  the  reunion  of  the  Prince 
of  Tyre  and  his  lost  Thaisa  is  a  kind  of  anticipation  of  the  re-discovery  by 
Leontes  of  his  wife  whom  he  had  so  long  believed  to  be  dead.  Posthumus's 
jealousy,  his  perception  of  his  error,  his  sorrow,  and  his  pardon,  may  be  con- 
trasted with  the  similar  series  of  incidents  in  The  Winter's  Tale^  and  the  ex- 
quisitely impulsive  and  generous  Imogen  may  be  set  over  against  the  grave, 
statue-like  Hermione,  whose  forgiveness  follows  the  long  years  of  suffering, 
endured  with  noble  fortitude.  Prospero  is  also  wronged ;  his  enemies  are  in 
his  power ;  but  he  has  employed  his  supernatural  ministers  to  lead  them  to 
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penitence  rather  than  to  bring  them  to  punishment.  He  has  learned  that 
"the  rarer  action  is  in  virtue  than  in  vengeance."  In  these  plays  there  are 
two  sets  of  dramatis  persona :  the  great  sufferers,  aged  and  experienced  — 
Pericles,  Prospero,  Hermione,  afterwards  Queen  Katherine  ;  and  the  young 
and  beautiful  children  in  the  brightness  of  the  morning  of  life  —  Miranda, 
Perdita,  Arviragus,  and  Guiderius  ;  and  Shakespeare  seems  to  render  homage 
to  both  :  to  the  great  sufferers  for  their  virtue,  and  patience,  and  sorrow  ;  to 
the  young  men  and  maidens  for  their  beauty  and  their  joy.  There  is  a  roman- 
tic element  about  these  plays.  In  all  there  is  the  same  romantic  incident  of 
lost  children  recovered  by  those  to  whom  they  are  dear  —  the  daughters  of 
Pericles  and  Leontes,  the  sons  of  Cymbeline  and  Alonso.  In  all  there  is 
a  beautiful  romantic  background  of  sea  or  mountain.  The  dramas  have  a 
grave  beauty,  a  sweet  serenity,  which  seem  to  render  the  name  "  comedies  " 
inappropriate  5  we  may  smile  tenderly,  but  we  never  laugh  loudly,  as  we  read 
them.  Let  us,  then,  name  this  group,  consisting  of  four  plays,  (xi.)  "  Ro- 
mances." 

There  only  remain  the  two  (xii.)  fragments  of  Henry  VIII.  and  The  Two 
Noble  Kinsmen,  The  same  spirit  appears  in  these  as  in  the  Romances.  In 
each  of  these  plays  the  work  of  Shakespeare  is  united  with  that  of  Fletcher. 

The  following  table  presents  the  series  of  groups  in  chronological  order,  as 
they  have  been  here  made  out ;  the  plays  in  each  group  are  arranged  in  what 
is  supposed  to  be  the  true  order  of  succession ;  and  the  date  of  each  play 
(ascertained  or  conjectured)  is  affixed. 


I.  PRE-SHAKESPEARIAN  GROUP. 

( Touched  by  Shakespeare,) 
Titus  Andronicus  (1588-90). 

1  Henry  VI.  (1590-91). 

2.  EARLY  COMEDIES. 

Love's  Labor's  Lost  (1590). 
Comedy  of  Errors  (1591). 
Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona  (i  592-93). 
Midsummer  Night's  Dream  (1593-94). 

3.   MARLOWE-SHAKESPEARE    GROUP. 
EARLY  HISTORY. 

2  &  3  Henry  VI.  (1591-92). 
Richard  III.  {1593). 

4.  EARLY  TRAGEDY. 

Romeo  and  Juliet  (?  two  dates,  1591, 
1596-97). 


5.  MIDDLE    HISTORY 

Richard  II.  (1594). 
King  John  (1595). 

6.  MIDDLE    COMEDY. 

Merchant  of  Venice  (1596). 

7.  LATER  HISTORY. 

History  and  Comedy  united, 
I  &  2  Henry  IV.  (1597-98). 
Henry  V.  (1599). 

8.  LATER  COMEDY. 

(a)  Rough  and  boisterous  Comedy. 
Taming  of  the  Shrew  (?  1597). 
Merry  Wives  (?  1598). 

ip)  Joyousy  refined^  romantic. 
Much  Ado  about  Nothing  (1598). 
As  You  Like  It  (1599). 
Twelfth  Night  (1600-1601). 


Digitized  by 


Google 


XXX      THE  CHRONOLOGY  OF  SHAKESPEARE"S  WRITINGS. 

(f)  Serious,  dark,  ironical. 
Airs  Well  (?  1601-1602). 
Measure  for  Measure  (1603), 
Troilus  and  Cressida  (?  1603 ;  revised 
1607  ?). 


9.  MIDDLE  TRAGEDY. 

Julius  Csesar  (1601). 
Hamlet  (1602). 

10.  LATER   TRAGEDY. 

Othello  (1604). 

Lear  {1605). 

Macbeth  (1606). 

Antony  and  Cleopatra  (1607). 

Coriolanus  (1608). 

Timon  (1607-1608). 


II.    ROMANCES. 

Pericles  (1608). 
Cymbeline  (1609). 
Tempest  (1610). 
Winter's  Tale  (1610-11). 


12.   FRAGMENTS. 

Two  Noble  Kinsmen  (161 2). 
Henry  VIII.  (1612-13). 


POEMS. 

Venus  and  Adonis  (?  1592). 
Lucrece  (1593-94). 
Sonnets  (?  1 595-1605). 


The  student  will  observe  in  this  arrangement,  early,  middle,  and  later 
Comedy;  early,  middle,  and  later  History;  and  early,  middle,  and  later 
Tragedy.  Not  only  is  it  well  to  view  the  entire  body  of  Shakespeare's  plays 
in  the  order  of  their  chronological  succession,  but  also  to  trace  in  chronological 
order  the  three  separate  lines  of  Comedy,  History,  and  Tragedy.  The  group 
named  Romances  connect  themselves,  of  course,  with  the  Comedies ;  but  there 
is  a  grave  element  in  them  which  is  connected  with  the  Tragedies  which  pre- 
ceded them.  It  has  been  noticed  that  the  Romances  have  in  common  the 
incidents  of  reunions,  reconciliations,  and  the  recovery  of  lost  children. 
Shakespeare,  though  so  remarkable  for  his  power  of  creating  character,  is  not 
distinguished  among  dramatists  by  his  power  of  inventing  incident.  Having 
found  a  situation  which  interested  his  imagination,  or  was  successful  on  the 
stage,  he  introduced  it  again  and  again,  with  variations.  Thus,  in  the  Early 
Comedies,  mistakes  of  identity,  disguises,  errors,  and  bewilderments,  in  various 
forms,  recur  as  a  source  of  merriment  and  material  for  adventure.  In  the 
Later  Comedies,  again,  it  is  quite  remarkable  how  Shakespeare  (generally  in 
the  portions  of  these  plays  which  are  due  to  his  own  invention)  repeats,  with 
variations,  the  incident  of  a  trick  or  fraud  practised  upon  one  who  is  a  self- 
lover,  and  its  consequences,  grave  or  gay.  Thus  Falstaff  is  fatuous  enough  to 
believe  that  two  English  matrons  are  d3ring  of  love  for  him,  and  is  made  the 
victim  of  their  merry  tricks.  Malvolio  is  made  an  ass  of  by  the  mischievous 
Maria  taking  advantage  of  his  solemn  self-esteem ;  Beatrice  and  Benedick  are 
cunningly  entrapped,  through  their  good-natured  vanity,  into  love  for  which 
they  had  been  already  predisposed ;  the  boastful  Parolles  is  deceived, 
flouted,  and  disgraced  by  his  fellow-soldiers ;    and  (Shakespeare's    mood 
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growing  earnest,  and  his  thoughts  being  set  upon  deep  questions  of  character) 
Angelo,  the  self-deceiver,  by  the  craft  of  the  Duke,  is  discovered  painfully  to 
the  eyes  of  others  and  to  his  own  heart 

Returning  now  from  our  more  detailed  classification,  let  us  glance  once  more 
at  the  four  periods  into  which  we  divided  Shakespeare's  career  of  authorship. 
The  first,  which  I  named  In  the  workshops  was  the  period  during  which 
Shakespeare  was  learning  his  trade  as  a  dramatic  craftsman.  Starting  at  the 
age  of  twenty-four  or  twenty-six,  he  made  rapid  progress,  and  cannot  but  have 
been  aware  of  this.  The  works  of  Shakespeare's  youth  —  experiments  in 
various  directions  —  are  all  marked  by  the  presence  of  vivacity,  cleverness,  de- 
light in  beauty,  and  a  quick  enjoyment  of  existence.  If  an  industrious  appren- 
tice, he  was  also  a  gay  and  courageous  one. 

As  yet,  however,  he  wrote  with  small  experience  of  human  life ;  the  early 
plays  are  slight  or  fanciful,  rather  than  real  and  massive.  But  now  Shake- 
speare's imagination  began  to  lay  hold  of  real  life ;  he  came  to  understand  the 
world  and  the  men  in  it  j  his  plays  begin  to  deal  in  an  original  and  powerful 
way  with  the  matter  of  history.  "  The  compression  of  the  large  and  rough 
matter  of  history  into  dramatic  form  demanded  vigorous  exercise  of  the  plastic 
energ)bof  the  imagination ;  and  the  circumstance  that  he  was  dealing  with 
reality  and  positive  facts  of  the  world,  must  have  served  to  make  clear  to 
Shakespeare  that  there  was  sterner  stuff  of  poetry,  material  more  precious  — 
even  for  purposes  of  art  —  in  actual  life,  than  could  be  found  in  the  conceits, 
and  prettinesses,  and  affectations  which  at  times  led  him  astray  in  his  earlier 
writings."  During  this  period  Shakespeare's  work  grows  strong  and  robust 
It  was  the  time  when  he  was  making  rapid  advance  in  worldly  prosperity,  and 
accumulating  the  fortune  on  which  he  meant  to  retire  as  a  country  gentleman. 
I  name  the  second  period  therefore  In  the  world. 

Before  it  closed  Shakespeare  had  known  sorrow :  his  son  was  dead ;  his 
&ther  died  probably  soon  after  Shakespeare  had  written  his  Twelfth  Night; 
his  friend  of  the  Sonnets  had  done  him  wrong.  Whatever  the  cause  may  have 
been,  the  feet  seems  certain  that  the  poet  now  ceased  to  care  for  tales  of  mirth 
and  love,  for  the  stir  and  movement  of  history,  for  the  pomp  of  war ;  he  needed 
to  sound,  with  his  imagination,  the  depths  of  the  human  heart ;  to  inquire  into 
the  darkest  and  saddest  parts  of  human  life  ;  to  study  the  great  mystery  of 
evil.  The  belief  in  human  virtue,  indeed,  never  deserts  him  :  in  Lear  there  is 
a  Cordelia ;  in  Macbeth  a  Banquo ;  even  Troilus  will  be  the  better,  not  the 
worse,  for  his  disenchantment  with  Cressida;  and  it  is  because  Timon  would  fain 
love  that  he  is  driven  to  hate.  Still,  during  this  period,  Shakespeare's  genius 
left  the  bright  surface  of  the  world,  and  was  at  work  in  the  very  heart  and 
centre  of  things.     I  have  named  it  Out  of  the  depths. 

The  tragic  gloom  and  suffering  were  not,  however,  to  last  forever.  The 
dark  cloud  lightens  and  rolls  away,  and  the  sky  appears  purer  and  tenderer 
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than  ever.  The  impression  left  upon  the  reader  by  Shakespeare's  last  plays  is 
that,  whatever  his  trials  and  sorrows  and  errors  may  have  been,  he  had  come 
forth  from  them  wise,  large-hearted,  calm-souled.  He  seems  to  have  learned 
the  secret  of  life,  and  while  taking  his  share  in  it,  to  be  yet  disengaged  from  it ; 
he  looks  down  upon  life,  its  joys,  its  griefs,  its  errors,  with  a  grave  tenderness, 
which  is  almost  pity.  The  spirit  of  these  last  plays  is  that  of  serenity  which 
results  from  fortitude,  and  the  recognition  of  human  frailty ;  all  of  them  express 
a  deep  sense  of  the  need  of  repentance  and  the  duty  of  forgiveness.  And  they 
all  show  a  delight  in  youth  and  the  loveliness  of  youthful  joy,  such  as  one  feels 
who  looks  on  these  things  without  possessing  or  any  longer  desiring  to  possess 
them.  Shakespeare  in  this  period  is  most  like  his  own  Prospero.  In  these 
"  Romances,"  and  in  the  "  Fragments,"  a  supernatur^  element  is  present ; 
man  does  not  strive  with  circumstance  and  with  his  own  passions  in  darkness ; 
the  gods  preside  over  our  human  lives  and  fortunes,  they  communicate  with  us 
by  vision,  by  oracles,  through  the  elemental  powers  of  nature.  Shakespeare's 
feith  seems  to  have  been  that  there  is  something  without  and  around  our 
human  lives,  of  which  we  know  little,  yet  which  we  know  to  be  beneficent  and 
divine.  And  it  will  be  felt  that  the  name  which  I  have  given  to  this  last 
period  —  Shakespeare  having  ascended  out  of  the  turmoil  and  tremble  of 
action,  out  of  the  darkness  and  tragic  mystery,  the  places  haunted  by  terror 
and  crime,  and  by  love  contending  with  these,  to  a  pure  and  serene  elevation 
—  it  will  be  felt  that  the  name,  On  the  heights,  is  neither  inappropriate  nor 
fanciful 
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SHAKESPEARE  FROM   HIS   BIRTH  TO  THE 
PRESENT   TIME. 

BY  PROFESSOR  EDWARD  DOWDEN. 

During  Shakespeare's  life  he  was  upon  the  whole  the  most  steadily  popular 
playwright  of  his  time ;  but  for  awhile  the  slighter  sentiment  and  the  novel 
plots  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  may  have  proved  more  attractive  with  the 
public  Ben  Jonson,  who  survived  Shakespeare  for  many  years,  gathered 
about  him  a  school  of  younger  writers,  and  though  never  a  great  favorite  with 
the  people,  was  looked  up  to  as  a  master  by  those  who  cared  more  for  vigor- 
ous thought  and  a  scholarly  style  than  for  human  passion  and  imaginative 
truth.  The  publication,  however,  of  two  folio  editions  of  Shakespeare's  plays 
within  nine  years  of  each  other,  proves  the  interest  still  taken  in  his  writings ; 
and  prefixed  to  the  second  folio  is  an  enthusiastic  tribute  from  a  young  poet, 
whose  homage  was  alone  worth  that  of  a  multitude  —  the  first  published  verses 
of  John  Milton.  We  know  also  that  one  whom  Milton  did  not  honor — 
Charles  I.  —  agreed  with  Milton  in  honoring  Shakespeare,  and  that  his  plays 
were  frequently  represented  at  St.  James's  and  Whitehall 

The  civil  wars  and  the  victory  of  Puritanism  were,  of  course,  unfavorable  to 
the  culture  of  dramatic  poetry.  In  1642  the  theatres  were  closed,  and  they  re- 
mained so  until  the  latter  end  of  the  year  1659.  During  Charles  II.'s  reign 
there  were  two  currents  of  feeling  with  reference  to  Shakespeare  and  the 
Elizabethan  drama  ;  it  was  impossible  to  deny  the  power  and  attraction  of  the 
works  of  the  greatest  English  dramatic  poet,  but  French  tastes  had  begun  to 
prevail,  and  much  in  Shakespeare  appeared  antiquated,  rude,  inartistic,  almost 
barbarous.  Davenant,  who  was  not  unwilling  to  be  supposed  a  natural  son  of 
Shakespeare,  revived  the  great  tragedies  and  some  of  the  comedies  and  his- 
tories ;  Killigrew'^  new  theatre  opened  with  Henry  IV. ;  the  wonderful  actor 
Betterton  appeared  as  Hamlet  in  the  first  play  of  Shakespeare  represented 
after  the  Restoration,  and  (actresses  now  taking  the  female  parts)  Mrs. 
Betterton  played  with  her  husband.  For  her  Ophelia  hints  were  received 
fit)m  Davenant,  drawn  from  his  memory  of  the  boy-Ophelias  of  an  earlier  time ; 
but  her  most  celebrated  Shakespearian  character  was  Lady  Macbeth.  There 
is  abundant  evidence  of  Shakespeare's  popularity  after  the  Restoration ;  it 
now,  however,  began  to  be  thoxight  needful  to  reform  Shakespeare  to  suit  the 
taste  of  a  refined  and  ingenious  public.  The  attractions  of  spectacle  and 
music  were  added  to  those  of  dramatic  poetry.  Dryden  and  Davenant  altered 
The  Tempest  into  Tht  Enchanted  Island^  with  song  and  show,  with  new 
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characters  ridiculously  out  of  keeping  with  the  original  play,  and  the  added 
zest  of  indecency.  The  method  of  improving  Shakespeare  to  please  the  town 
continued  to  be  applied  to  his  plays  with  remorseless  zeal  during  a  long  period 
of  time.  Songs  were  added  to  Macbeth;  Much  Ado  about  Nothing  and 
Measure  for  Measure  were  mingled,  and  out  of  the  mingled  material  was  pro- 
duced Davenant's  Law  against  Lovers.  Dennis  metamorphosed  The  Merry 
Wives  into  The  Comical  Gallant;  Durfey  altered  Cymbeline;  Richard  IL 
became  The  Sicilian  Usurper;  Tate  improved  upon  A'/Vf^ Z^^r by  introducing 
love-passages  between  Edgar  and  Cordelia,  and  giving  the  play  a  happy  end- 
ing ;  Lord  Lansdowne  made  a  comic  personage  of  Shylock ;  CoUey  Cibber  re- 
handled  Richard  IIL^  and  introduced  some  of  the  rants  and  time-honored  hits 
which  have  been  repeated  on  the  stage  until  our  own  day.  Dryden  (to  return 
to  Restoration  times)  both  praises  and  depreciates  Shakespeare,  but  as  he 
grew  older  his  admiration  for  Shakespeare  increased ;  the  dramatic  work  of 
his  own,  which  Dryden  most  highly  valued,  All  for  Love^  is  written  in  pro- 
fessed imitation  of  "  the  divine  Shakespeare  ;  "  and  his  prose  prefaces,  which 
are  often  critical  essays,  contain  some  admirable  remarks  upon  the  genius  of 
his  great  predecessor.  Some  of  Mr.  Pepys's  theatrical  notes  in  his  Diary ^  re- 
fer to  plays  of  Shakespeare,  which  he  deals  with  in  a  most  amusing  spirit  of 
superiority  :  "  September  29,  1662.  To  the  King*s  Theatre,  where  we  saw 
Midsummer  Nighfs  Dream^  which  I  had  never  seen  before,  nor  shall  ever 
again,  for  it  is  the  most  insipid,  ridiculous  play  that  ever  I  saw  in  my  life." 

In  1709  appeared  the  first  critical  edition  of  Shakespeare's  plays,  that  by 
Nicholas  Rowe ;  he  did  something  towards  ascertaining  the  facts  of  Shake- 
speare's life,  and  corrected  a  large  number  of  the  grosser  errors  of  the  folios. 
Rowe  was  succeeded  as  an  editor  by  Pope  in  1725 ;  his  six  quarto  volumes 
are  more  admirable  from  a  bibliographical  than  from  a  literary  point  of  view ; 
his  admiration  of  Shakespeare  was  real,  but  his  sympathy  was  imperfect ;  his 
emendations  are  in  the  spirit  of  eighteenth  century  literature,  not  in  the  Eliza- 
bethan spirit.  Theobald,  the  first  hero  of  Pope's  Dunciad^  "  poor  piddling 
Tibbald  ! "  is  infinitely  a  better  editor  than  Pope ;  if  he  amended  the  text  often 
arbitrarily,  on  the  other  hand  he  first  collated  in  anything  like  a  scholarly 
manner  the  early  copies  of  the  plays.  To  his  ingenuity  as  an  emendator  we 
owe  the  celebrated  "  'a  babbled  of  green  fields,"  in  the  passage  which  tells  of 
FalstafF's  death.*  The  merit  of  Theobald's  edition,  1733,  was  recognized,  and 
it  sold  largely.  Hanmer's  edition,  remarkable  like  Pope's  for  its  external 
splendor,  followed  in  1744,  and  three  years  later  appeared  that  of  Warburton. 
Warbiu^on  was  learned,  but  arrogant,  and  treats  Shakespeare  with  the  con- 
temptuousness  a  harsh  schoolmaster  might  exhibit  toward  a  naughty  urchin. 

The  editions  of  the  second  half  of  the  eighteenth  century  begin  with  that  of 
Dr.  Johnson,  1765.    Johnson  saw  some  of  the  substantial  excellencies  of 

•  la  King  Htnry  V.    See  page  434. 
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Shakespeare,  but  his  strong  common  sense  was  of  a  prosaic  kind,  and  he  often 
takes  Shakespeare  to  task  for  offences  which  touch  such  prosaic  common 
sense  only.  As  a  moralist  he  was  especially  shocked  at  Shakespeare^s  not  re- 
warding virtue  and  punishing  vice  in  the  persons  of  his  dramas  with  an  ortho- 
dox regularity.  CapelPs  edition  in  1768,  his  "Notes and  Various  Readings," 
and  his  "  School  of  Shakespeare,"  were  the  labors  of  love  of  a  very  learned 
man,  who  obscured  his  merits  by  a  strange  and  contorted  style  of  writing. 
The  work  of  Johnson  was  united  with  that  of  Steevens,  five  years  later. 
Steevens  was  acute,  witty,  and  sometimes  brilliant,  but  conceited,  utterly  de- 
void of  reverence  for  Shakespeare,  and  without  a  true  feeling  for  poetry.  His 
adversary,  Malone,  was  duller,  but  more  industrious,  more  honest,  and  less 
vain.  Steevens  published  a  reprint  of  the  quartos  (1766),  and  Six  Old  Plays, 
the  originals  on  which  Shakespeare  founded  some  of  his  dramas,  in  1779. 
Malone's  first  edition  appeared  in  1790  ;  it  contained  his  own  notes  with  those 
of  his  predecessors  ;  and  in  1803,  1813,  and  1821,  followed  Variorum  Editions, 
the  last  of  these,  called  BoswelPs  Malone,  being  the  most  complete.  Malone, 
imfortunately,  had  a  very  imperfect  ear  for  verse. 

Volumes  of  notes  and  criticism,  of  which  perhaps  the  best  known  is  Far- 
mer's Essay  on  the  Learning  of  Shakespeare,  became  numerous  in  the  second 
half  of  the  eighteenth  century.  In  the  last  decade  of  that  century  Shakespeare 
scholars  were  startled  by  the  announcement  of  the  discovery  of  Shakespeare 
autographs,  letters,  conundrums,  confession  of  faith,  and  what  not,  of  inestima- 
ble literary  value  ;  finally,  a  drama  by  Shakespeare  —  Vortigern  —  was  forth- 
coming, and  was  brought  upon  the  stage  by  Kemble.  The  discoverer  was  a 
3roung  man  named  Samuel  Ireland.  Many  people  believed  for  awhile  in  the 
Ireland  discoveries,  as  many  had  believed  in  those  of  Chatterton  ;  but  Malone 
attacked  the  imposture,  and  Ireland  himself  soon  after  made  and  published  his 
Confessions, 

A  new  era  in  the  criticism  of  Shakespeare  was  inaugurated  by  the  lectures 
of  S.  T.  Coleridge,  1814:  this  was  the  criticism  of  genius,  of  reverence,  and  of 
love.  Unhappily,  Coleridge's  lectures  have  come  down  to  us  only  in  fi'agmen- 
tary  forms.  Charles  Lamb  and  Hazlitt  had  led  the  way  to  such  criticism,  and 
others  have  followed  in  the  steps  of  Coleridge.  Nor  has  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury been  deficient  in  textual  scholarship.  The  editions  of  Singer,  Collier, 
Knight,  Halliwell,  Dyce,  and  Staunton,  and  the  admirable  Cambridge  edition, 
have  shown  the  devotion  of  contemporary  English  scholars  to  the  works  of  our 
great  poet  Of  late  years  America  has  taken  an  admirable  share  in  such 
studies.  The  editions  of  Hudson  and  of  Grant  White,  and  the  magnificent 
Variorum  Edition  of  Fumess,  now  in  process  of  publication,  take  their  place 
beside  the  best  work  of  English  Shakespeare  students.  From  1841  onwards 
for  about  ten  years,  the  Shakespeare  Society  (of  England)  issued  annually  a 
series  of  valuable  publications  illustrative  of  Shakespeare's  life  and  works.    In 
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1852  Mr.  Collier  made  the  public  aware  of  an  astounding  discovery  —  that  in  a 
copy  of  the  Second  Folio  purchased  by  him  some  three  years  previously,  ex- 
isted a  multitude  of  manuscript  corrections,  written,  it  might  be  supposed,  in 
the  first  half  of  the  seventeenth  century,  by  a  frequenter  of  the  theatres,  who 
had  possessed  the  volume.  A  selection  from  these  manuscript  corrections 
was  published  by  Mr.  Collier,  and  they  were  commonly  esteemed  of  high 
value  ;  but,  although  the  question  is  still  supposed  by  some  persons  to  be  an 
open  one,  the  most  competent  authorities  are  of  opinion  that  the  corrections 
are  in  reality  a  modern  &brication  by  some  person  possessed  of  considerable 
scholarship  in  Elizabethan  literature.  In  1874  the  New  Shakespeare  Society 
was  founded  by  the  indefatigable  English  scholar,  Mr.  F.  J.  Furnivall ;  it  has 
already  done  work  of  high  value,  and  invites  all  persons  interested  in  the 
writings  of  our  chief  poet  to  join  its  ranks.  The  tendency  of  recent  inquiries 
has  been  towards  tlie  chronological  study  of  the  works  of  Shakespeare,  and 
characteristics  of  his  versification  have  been  examined  by  the  Rev.  F.  G. 
Fleay,  Professor  Ingram,  and  other  scholars,  with  a  view  to  obtaining  a  clue 
to  discover  the  order  in  which  the  plays  followed  one  another  in  point  of  time. 
France  and  Germany  have  joined  vigorously  in  the  study  of  Shakespeare. 
The  greatest  Frenchman  of  letters  of  the  last  century,  Voltaire,  spoke  of 
Shakespeare  as  an  intoxicated  barbarian.  The  greatest  living  poet  of  France, 
Victor  Hugo,  has  celebrated  Shakespeare  in  a  volume  of  eulogy  almost  un- 
qualified, often  injudicious,  but  always  the  writing  of  a  man  of  genius.  His 
son  completed  a  translation  into  French  of  Shakespeare's  works.  The  great 
Lessing  first  taught  Germany  to  honor  our  poet.  Goethe  followed  with  his  re- 
markable criticism  of  Hamlet  in  his  Wilhelm  Meister,  Schiller's  admiration 
of  Shakespeare  was  more  passionate  than  Goethe's,  and  unlike  that  of  Goethe, 
did  not  decline  with  advancing  years.  About  the  same  time  that  Coleridge 
was  lecturing  in  our  country  A.  W.  Schlegel  delivered  at  Vienna  his  lectures  on 
Dramatic  Art,  approaching  Shakespeare  in  a  spirit  of  enthusiastic  admiration 
not  less  than  that  of  Coleridge.  The  translation  of  Shakespeare  called 
Schlegel's  and  Tieck's  (though  not  in  fact  wholly  their  work)  is  probably  the 
best  translation  of  Shakespeare  into  any  foreign  language.  In  more  recent 
time  the  admirable  edition  of  Delius,  the  well-known  commentaries  of  Ulrid 
and  Gervinus,  the  lectures  of  Kreyssig,  the  essays  by  Hertzberg,  and  above 
all,  the  Shakespeare  Lexicon  of  Schmidt  have  been  the  most  valuable  contribu- 
tions of  Germany  to  Shakespeare  literature.  The  German  Shakespeare 
Society  has  published  its  twelfth  annual  volume  (1877).  A  reaction  against 
the  so-called  "Shakespeare  mania  "  has  produced  the  clever  an  ti -Shakespeare- 
mania  criticism  of  RUmelin  (Shakespeare  Studieti)  and  a  less  able  work  by  the 
poet  Benedix.  But  Shakespeare's  popularity  continues  undiminished,  and  in 
the  theatrical  season  1875-76  over  four  hundred  Shakespeare  representations 
were  given  upon  the  German  stage. 
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THE  DRAMA  IN   ENGLAND. 

BY  ARTHUR  OILMAN. 

The  Drama  is  an  outgrowth  of  the  principle  of  imitation  in  human  nature. 
The  painter  represents  on  a  flat  surface  what  the  eye  sees ;  the  sculptor  puts 
before  us  the  actual  form  in  which  bodies  exist ;  the  dramatist  goes  a  step 
further,  by  giving  life  and  activity  to  the  scene.  The  drama  as  we  know  it  is 
of  Greek  origin.  It  dates  from  the  seventh  century  before  Christ,  when  acting 
was  connected  with  the  rites  of  Bacchus  and  with  rural  festivals.  It  passed 
from  Greece  to  Italy,  thence  made  its  way  to  France,  and  finally  established 
itself  also  in  England. 

The  fathers  of  the  Church  early  protested  against  the  performance  of 
heathen  plays,  saying  "  the  stage  adulteries  of  the  gods  are  unwarrantable  en- 
tertainments, and  so  much  the  worse  because  the  mercenary  players  set  them 
ofif  with  all  the  charms  and  advantages  of  speaking."  In  314,  the  Council  of 
Aries  pronounced  sentence  of  excommunication  against  players,  and  C3ml, 
Bishop  of  Jerusalem,  at  the  same  period,  said  that  stage  plays  were  among  the 
pomps  and  works  of  the  devil  renounced  at  baptism.  Under  such  influences 
the  old  theatres  of  the  Greeks  and  Romans  became  deserted,  and  in  the  time 
of  St.  Augustine,  a  century  later,  were  rapidly  falling  into  ruin. 

The  love  of  dramatic  representations  was  not  driven  out  of  men,  however, 
and  the  Church  itself  made  provision  that  it  should  be  satisfied.  The  fathers 
substituted  heathen  plays  of  their  own,  and  made  dramas  of  the  stories  of  the 
Old  and  New  Testaments,  modelling  them  after  the  classical  patterns,  and 
putting  Christian  hymns  in  the  place  of  the  choruses.  In  the  works  of 
Gregory  Nazianzen,  Patriarch  of  Constantinople  (328-389),  there  is  preserved 
a  play  based  on  the  passion  of  the  Saviour.  Thus  was  the  drama  connected, 
first  with  the  rites  of  heathen  worship  and  then  with  those  of  the  Christian 
Church.    The  stage  was  made  a  means  of  theological  instruction. 

The  first  use  of  the  drama  in  England  was  the  same.  There  were  no  plays 
there  before  the  Norman  conquest,  but  early  in  the  twelfth  century  we  hear 
of  theatrical  entertainments  described  as  differing  from  the  ancient  shows  of 
the  theatre,  being  "  of  a  more  devout  kind,  either  representations  of  those 
miracles  which  were  wrought  by  holy  confessors,  or  those  passions  and 
sufferings  in  which  the  martyrs  so  rigidly  displayed  their  fortitude."    This 
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shows  what  the  character  of  the  first  English  plays  was.  They  were  properly 
called  "mystery-plays,"  or  "miracle-plays,"  and  they  were  intended  to  satisfy 
the  craving  of  the  people  for  dramatic  entertainment,  as  well  as  to  give  them 
theological  instruction  and  information  concerning  the  Bible  history  and  the 
lives  of  the  saints.  • 

The  first  poet  who  worked  in  this  line,  so  far  as  we  now  know,  was  one 
Hilarius,  who  went  to  France  to  study  under  the  famous  Abdlard.  He  wrote 
the  Mystery  of  Lazarus,  the  Miracles  of  St.  Nicholas,  and  of  the  History  of 
Daniel.  The  first  of  these  was  intended  for  acting  in  the  church  during 
service  when  the  eleventh  chapter  of  John  was  the  lesson  for  the  day.  The 
object  was  to  enforce  the  doctrine  of  the  Resurrection  and  to  produce  a  realiza- 
tion of  the  story  which  had  been  read  from  tha  Bible.  The  dramatis  per- 
sona were  Lazarus  and  his  sisters,  four  Jews,  the  Saviour,  and  at  least  six  of  the 
Apostles.  The  text  is  a  mixture  of  Latin  and  French.  At  its  close  Lazarus 
sang  the  Te  Deum^  if  the  performance  was  at  "  matins,"  and  the  Magnificat^ 
if  at  "  vespers."  The  performance  was  realistic  in  the  extreme,  and  was  well 
adapted  to  impress  the  doctrines  that  the  story  involved. 

The  distinction  between  the  Mystery  and  the  Miracle  is  plainly  shown  by  the 
comparison  of  this  with  the  Miracles  of  St.  Nicholas  and  Daniel.  The  former 
of  these  is  intended  as  a  warning  against  theft.  Certain  treasures  are  laid  be- 
fore an  image  of  St  Nicholas  (represented,  of  course,  by  an  actor)  and  are 
taken  away  by  thieves.  The  owner  of  the  treasures  thrashes  the  image  for 
permitting  the  theft,  and  the  saint  goes  out  and  reasons  with  the  robbers  so 
effectually  that  they  restore  all  that  they  had  taken.  The  owner  of  the 
treasures  thereupon  falls  to  worshipping  the  image,  but  the  saint  directs  him 
to  adore  God  only,  in  the  name  of  Christ,  and  the  owner,  who  was  a  barbarian, 
embraces  Christianity.  The  play  of  Daniel  is  a  more  elaborate  piece,  closing 
with  a  prophecy  of  the  coming  of  Christ,  and  the  appearance  of  an  angel  sing- 
ing "  Behold  I  bring  you  good  tidings  of  great  joy."  It  is  supposed  that  it  was 
intended  for  a  Christmas  spectacle. 

By  degrees  changes  were  made,  both  in  the  substance  of  the  plays  and  in 
the  form  of  their  presentation.  It  was  not  long  before  the  performances  took 
place  on  scaffolds  erected  outside  of  the  church  door,  and  afterwards  the 
scaffolds  were  erected  at  any  convenient  place.  The  first  play  acted  on  a 
scaffold  outside  of  a  church,  is  a  drama  entitled  "  Adam,"  written  at  about  the 
time  of  Hilarius.  Earth  was  represented  on  a  stage  lower  than  Paradise,  and 
Hell  a  degree  lower  still.  From  hell  smoke  ascended,  chains  were  heard  to 
rattle  and  cries  to  imitate  those  of  the  damned  were  uttered.  Devils  came  out 
and  sometimes  even  walked  among  the  audience,  or  ascended  to  one  of  the 

•  A  »*  Mystery  *'  or  Mystery-Play,  represented  one  of  the  doctrines  of  religion,  and  a  "  Mirade,**  or 
Miracle-Play»  treated  some  event  in  the  lives  of  the  saints. 
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higher  platforms.  In  the  first  scene  of  the  play  of  Adam,  devils  were  to  take 
Adam  and  Eve,  to  put  them  into  hell,  whence  a  smoke  was  to  rise  while  our 
first  parents  uttered  appropriate  cries.  In  the  second  scene,  Abel  was  to  be 
murdered,  and  Cain  led  to  hell,  "being  often  struck ; "  and  afterwards  prophets 
were  to  come  from  "  convenient  places  of  concealment  **  and  prophesy  of 
Christ  The  mouth  of  hell  was  represented  by  a  painting  on  pasteboard  of 
the  open  jaws  of  a  great  beast,  with  a  fire  so  lighted  behind  the  lower  jaw  that 
it  might  be  made  to  appear  to  breathe  flame.  Through  this  mouth  the 
devils  had  their  entrance  and  exit 

It  was  not  until  the  time  of  Chaucer  that  these  pla}rs  were  given  In  the 
language  of  the  people.  Then  they  were  lengthened,  severaj  da3rs  being  occu- 
pied with  one,  and  the  story  of  the  Bible  was  presented  to  the  common  people 
firom  beginning  to  end.  There  are  three  principal  series  of  these  plays,  the 
"Towneley,"  (or  «  Wakefield  ")  "  Coventry,"  and  "  Chester,"  mysteries.  They 
were  acted  for  two  hundred  years.  The  first  of  these  is  the  best.  In  order  to 
give  the  audience  some  relaxation,  there  was  an  introduction  of  incidents  not 
found  in  scripture.  Thus,  when  Noah  is  commanded  to  build  the  Ark,  he 
and  his  family  are  seen  bringing  the  hatchets,  hammers,  nails,  timbers  and 
other  necessary  articles,  and  Japheth^  wife  gathers  chips  and  cooks  the  dinners 
for  those  who  work.  Noah's  wife  declares  her  determination  not  to  enter  the 
Ark  until  she  has  more  evidence  that  it  is  necessary  to  do  it  After  all  the 
£simily  has  gone  aboard,  and  the  beasts  are  safely  housed,  she  still  stands  with- 
out, whereupon  the  Patriarch  cries,  — 

**  Wife,  come  in  !    Why  sUndett  thou  there  ? 
Thou  art  ever  forward,  I  dare  well  swear; 
Come  ini  on  Codes  name  !  half  time  it  were, 
For  fear  lest  that  we  drown." 

The  recaldtrant  wife  declares  that  she  will  not  go  in,  unless  she  may  take  all 
of  her  gossips  with  her, — 

•*  They  shall  not  drown  t  by  Saint  John,* 

An'  I  may  save  their  life.'*    .    .    • 
'*  But  thou  let  them  into  thy  chest. 

Else  row  now  where  thee  lest, 

And  get  thee  a  new  wife.*' 

As  it  would  be  difficult  for  Noah  to  get  a  new  wife,  or  for  some  other  reason, 
he  calls  upon  Shem  and  his  brothers  to  get  their  mother  in.  As  they  ap< 
proach  her,  sitting  among  her  gossips,  she  sings, — 

* '  The  flood  comes  flitting  in  full  Cut 
On  erery  side  that  spreads  full  fiur ; 
For  fear  of  drownmg  I  am  2^;ast ; 
Good  gossips,  let  us  draw  near, 
And  let  us  drink,  or  we  depart"  (8epanite)o 

Ofitring  her  gossips  ^'a  pottle  full  of  malmsey,"  she  tells  them  that  she  will 

*  An  evident  anaduonism. 
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drink,  no  matter  how  long  Noah  is  delayed,  but  at  last  her  three  sons  take  her 
in  by  force,  whereupon  she  is  welcomed  by  her  husband,  whom  she  gives  a 
box  on  the  ears,  to  which  he  responds, — 

"Hal    .   .    .    Hal    .    .    .    Many,  thu  it  hot  I 
It  is  good  for  to  be  still.*' 

It  is  not  probable  that  such  scenes  as  these  could  inspire  an  audience  even  in 
old  times  with  great  respect  for  the  characters  represented,  and  when  the 
devils  degenerated  into  clowns,  as  they  did  in  France  in  some  cases,  it  seems 
as  if  the  terror  they  were  intended  to  strike  into  the  audience  would  hardly  be 
excited. 

The  Chester  mysteries  were  the  oldest.  They  represented  the  entire  Bible 
story,  from  the  Creation  to  Doomsday,  beginning  even  with  the  fall  of  Lucifer. 
Eve  was  made  out  of  a  rib  of  Adam,  and  both  appeared  naked,*  until  the  fig 
leaves  were  put  on.  Strange  beasts  were  let  loose  to  represent  the  Creation, 
and  Balaam's  ass  was  a  man,  made  in  some  way  to  represent  the  animal. 
When  the  angel  appeared  and  sang  the  "  Gloria  in  Excelsis^''  the  shepherds 
asked  whether  he  sang  "  Glore,  glare,  with  a  glee,"  or  "  Glory,  glory,  with  a  glo," 
or  "  Glori,  glory,  glorious,"  and  the  burlesque  was  carried  so  far  that  they  ex- 
pressed a  suspicion  that  he  was  a  spy  come  to  steal  their  sheep  t  The  last 
scene  opens  with  Christ  as  God,  sending  the  angels  to  blow  the  last  trump. 
The  dead  rise,  and  the  saved  are  addressed, — 

**  In  great  thirst  you  gave  me  drink. 
When  I  was  naked,  also  clothing* 
And  when  me  needed  harboring, 
You  harbored  me  in  cold.     .    . 
Therefore  yon  shall  be  quit  that  thing 
In  heaven  an  hundred  fold.*' 

A  hundred  years  after  the  time  of  Chaucer,  a  new  style  of  dramatic  repre- 
sentation came  into  vogue.  It  was  the  "Moral-play."  It  did  not  confine 
itself  to  scripture  story  and  lives  of  the  saints,  but  introduced  characters  which 
represented  abstract  moral  virtues,  —  avarice,  charity,  vice,  mercy,  peace,  and 
the  like.  The  writer  descended  from  the  lofty  heights  of  theology  to  the  plane 
of  practical  ethics.  He  aimed  to  show  the  rewards  of  virtue  and  the  punish- 
ment of  vice.  The  moralities  were  sermons  in  the  form  of  acted  allegories. 
All  human  interest  seems  to  have  been  taken  from  them,  and  it  is  difficult  to 
conceive  of  their  interesting  audiences. 

One  of  these  is  entitled  Every-Man,  It  opens  with  a  soliloquy  by  the 
Deity,  who  laments  that  the  people  forsake  him  for  the  Seven  Deadly  Sins. 
"  Every- Man  "  is  the  human  race.     Death  is  sent  after  him,  and  he  tries  to  get 
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Good-Deeds.  Fellowship  will  murder  one  for  him,  but  refuses  to  go  on  the 
long  journey  with  him.  Kindred  has  a  cramp  in  the  toe,  and  cannot  go. 
Knowledge,  Strength,  Discretion,  Five-wits,  all  leave  him  at  the  brink  of  the 
grave.    Only  Good- Deeds  will  go. 

In  the  reign  of  Henry  VIII.,  another  sort  of  dramatic  entertainment  arose. 
It  was  invented  apparendy  by  John  Heywood,  a  friend  of  Sir  Thomas  More. 
It  was  called  the  *^  Interlude,"  because  it  was  intended  for  the  entertainment 
of  guests  during  or  after  dinner.  One  of  these  is  called  "  The  Four  P's,"  and 
turns  on  a  dispute  between  a  palmer,  a  pardoner,  a  *potecary  and  a  pedlar  as 
to  which  can  tell  the  greatest  lie.  The  palmer  wins  by  incidentally  averring 
that  he  never  saw  a  woman  out  of  patience.  There  are  some  interesting 
passages  in  the  interlude.  In  one  place  the  pardoner  asks  the  pedlar  why 
women  take  so  long  to  dress  in  the  morning,  and  the  pedlar,  punning  on  the 
word  "  let,"  says,  — 

'  Forsooth,  women  have  many  lets  (hindrances), 
And  they  be  masked  in  many  nets, 
As  iront-Iets,  fil-lets,  part-lets,  brace-lets, 
And  then  their  bon-nets  and  their  poy-nets. 
By  these  lets  and  nets  the  let  is  such 
Their  speed  is  small  when  haste  is  much." 

Heywood*s  earliest  piece  (1533)  is  "A  merry  play  between  the  Pardoner, 
the  Friar,  the  Curate,  and  Neighbor  Pratt"  It  is  rough,  boisterous  and 
humorous.  Another  still  more  comic,  is  "  A  merry  play  between  John  the 
husband,  Tib  the  wife,  and  Sir  John  the  Priest"  An  anonymous  interlude  of 
broad  comedy  of  life  and  manners,  written  in  1537,  is  called  "Thersites."  It 
has  no  historical  foundation.  Is  1556  Heywood  published  "The  Spider  and 
the  Flie,"  the  spider  standing  for  the  Protestants  and  the  fly  for  the  Catholics. 

The  interludes  were  grotesque  and  jovial,  intended  as  a  relief  from  the 
moralities,  as  well  as  a  means  of  enlivening  social  occasions.  They  appear  to 
have  also  been  made  use  of  in  the  battles  of  Protestants  and  Romanists,  which 
were  then  waging.  Heywood  was  an  ardent  member  of  the  Romish  com- 
munion, but  the  other  views  were  not  without  their  champions. 

All  that  we  have  thus  far  observed  seems  not  to  have  contained  even  the 
germ  of  the  drama  as  it  now  stands,  though  it  shows  clearly  the  innate  love  of 
mimic  representations  which  has  ever  existed  in  the  human  breast.  The 
Mystery,  the  Miracle  and  the  Morality  all  sprang  from  the  church.  The  in- 
terlude, like  the  Masques  of  a  later  period,  appears  to  have  been  a  product  of 
court  circles.  The  drama  proper  arose  from  the  university.  Latin  was  the 
language  of  the  learned,  and  many  pieces,  written  in  imitation  of  Terence  and 
Seneca,  were  performed  at  the  universities,  in  the  inns  of  courts,  and  at  other 
places  where  students  were  found.  This  taste  sprang  up  before  the  accession 
of  Elizabeth,  and  was  a  marked  feature  in  her  reign  and  in  that  of  King  James. 
The  theatres  were  at  first  of  the  simplest  sort,  being  often  merely  a  stage 
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erected  in  the  courtyard  of  some  inn,  with  a  curtain  hung  behind  it,  the  better 
classes  of  the  audience  sitting  in  the  balconies  while  the  commoner  listeners 
occupied  benches  in  the  yard  itself. 

Bishop  Bale,  author  of  tracts  against  Popery,  and  of  "  An  account  of  the 
lives  of  eminent  writers  of  Great  Britain,  from  Japhet  the  son  of  Noah  to  the 
year  1557,"  wrote  a  new  sort  of  mixed  drama,  in  which  he  introduced  historical 
characters,  in  addition  to  the  personifications  of  abstract  qualities  of  the  morali- 
ties. One  of  these  was  entitled  "  Kynge  Johan."  The  plays  of  Bale  were  in- 
tended to  further  the  Protestant  cause. 

The  first  English  comedy  came  from  the  master  of  Westminster  school, 
Nicholas  Udall,  and  dates  from  1551.  It  is  "  Ralph  Royster  Doyster,"  and  the 
title  gives  some  notion  of  the  character  of  the  production.  Udall  calls  it  a 
"Comedy  or  Interlude,"  and  distinctly  declares,  and  with  truth,  that  he 
avoids  **  all  scurrility,"  but  thinks  that 

**  Mirth  prolongeth  life,  and  causeth  health  ; 
Mirth  recreates  our  spirits  and  voideth  pensiveness ;    •    •    • 
Being  mixed  with  virtue  in  decent  comeliness." 

The  characters  are  lively  and  discriminated,  and  there  is  considerable  wit  and 
humor  in  it  In  it  we  see  Mathew  Merygreeke,  a  character  taken  from  the 
"  Vice  "  of  the  Moralities  ;  Dame  Custance,  a  widow  whom  Ralph  desires  to 
woo ;  Truepenny,  Dame  Custance's  man ;  Madge  Mumblecrust,  her  nurse ; 
Goodluck,  a  merchant,  and  Dobinet  Doughty,  his  servant ;  a  Scrivener,  very 
useful  at  a  time  when  reading  and  writing  did  not  come  by  nature  ;  and  other 
minor  persons.  Gawin  Goodluck,  instead  of  the  swaggering  Ralph,  wins  the 
widow,  Custance,  and  the  play  ends  with  the  appointment  of  the  wedding. 

About  fourteen  years  later  John  Still,  afterwards  Bishop  of  Bath  and  Wells, 
wrote  a  comedy  entitled  "  Gammer  Gurton's  Needle."  It  was  a  play  of  low 
life,  or  rather  of  life  among  the  poor,  for  the  play  turns  upon  the  loss  of  the 
woman's  needle  with  which  she  had  been  mending  her  goodman's  trousers. 
It  was  a  great  loss  to  one  in  her  position,  and  the  search  was  long.  The 
needle  was  at  last  found  by  the  husband  himself,  who  sat  down  upon  it,  for  it 
was  in  the  patch  on  which  the  gammer  had  been  at  work  !  In  this  comedy 
occurs  the  song,  "  Jolly  good  ale  and  old,"  of  which  the  following  is  a  stanza,  — 

**  I  cannot  eat  bat  little  meat* 
My  stomach  is  not  good : 
But  sure  I  think  that  I  can  drink 

With  him  that  wears  a  hood.* 
Though  I  go  bare,  take  ye  no  care, 

I  nothing  am  a-cold  : 
I  stuff  my  skin  so  (ull  within 

Of  joUy  good  ale  and  old. 
Back  and  side  go  bare,  go  bare ; 

Both  foot  and  hand  go  cold  ; 
But,  belly,  God  send  thee  good  ale  enough, 

Whether  it  be  new  or  old  '.  " 
*  This  is  one  sample  of  the  satire  aimed  at  the  charchman,  always  pronuntnt  b  early  English  works. 
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The  next  step  in  the  progress  of  the  English  drama  was  the  production  of  a 
tragedy.  It  was  taken  in  1561,  by  two  young  members  of  the  inner  temple, 
Thomas  Norton,  —  translator  of  the  "  Institutes"  of  Calvin,  and  contributor  to 
the  version  of  the  Psalms  collected  by  Sternhold  and  Hopkins,  —  and  Thomas 
Sackville,  afterwards  Lord  Buckhurst,  the  principal  contributor  to  the  **  Mir- 
ror for  Magistrates,"  which,  Warton  says,  enriched  the  stores  and  extended 
the  limits  of  our  drama.  "  Gorboduc,"  or  **  Ferrex  and  Porrex,"  is  the  title 
under  which  this  production  is  known.     It  is  thus  outlined  by  Warton. 

**  Gorboduc,  a  King  of  Britain  about  six  hundred  years  before  Christ,  made 
in  his  lifetime  a  division  of  his  kingdom  to  his  sons  Ferrex  and  Porrex.  These 
two  young  princes  within  five  years  quarreled  for  universal  sovereignty.  A 
civil  war  ensued,  and  Porrex  slew  his  elder  brother  Ferrex.  Their  mother, 
Viden,  who  loved  Ferrex  best,  revenged  his  death  by  entering  Porrex's  cham- 
ber in  the  night,  and  murdering  him  in  his  sleep.  The  people,  exasperated  at 
the  cruelty  and  treachery  of  this  murder,  rose  in  rebellion,  and  killed  both 
Viden  and  Gorboduc.  The  nobility  then  assembled,  collected  an  army  and 
destroyed  the  rebels.  An  intestine  war  commenced  between  the  chief  lords. 
The  succession  to  the  crown  became  uncertain  and  arbitrary  for  want  of  the 
lineal  royal  issue  ;  and  the  country,  destitute  of  a  king,  and  wasted  by  domes- 
tic slaughter,  was  reduced  to  a  state  of  the  most  miserable  desolation." 

This  bloody  plot  is  but  the  skeleton  on  which  was  put  a  most  perfunc- 
tory dramatization  of  the  story  of  the  old  chronicles.  No  new  characters  nor 
actions  were  introduced.  A  dumb  show  ushered  in  each  act,  in  which  was 
shadowed  by  an  allegorical  representation  the  matter  which  was  to  follow. 
The  dumb  show  before  the  fourth  act  was  as  follows : 

"  First,  the  music  of  hautboys  began  to  play,  during  which  there  came  from 
under  the  stage,  as  though  out  of  hell,  three  furies,  Alecto,  Megera,  Ctesiphone 
(Tisiphone),  clad  in  black  garments  sprinkled  with  blood  and  flames,  their 
bodies  girt  with  snakes,  their  heads  spread  with  serpents  instead  of  hair,  the 
one  bearing  in  her  hand  a  snake,  the  other  a  whip,  and  the  third  a  firebrand  : 
each  driving  before  them  a  king  and  a  queen,  which,  moved  by  furies,  un- 
naturally had  slain  their  own  children.  The  names  of  the  kings  and  queens 
were  these  :  Tantalus,  Medea,  Athamas,  I  no,  Cambises,  Althea.  After  that 
the  furies  and  these  had  passed  about  the  stage  thrice,  they  departed  and  then 
the  music  ceased.  Hereby  was  signified  the  unnatural  murders  to  follow ; 
that  is  to  say,  Porrex  slain  by  his  own  mother ;  and  of  King  Gorboduc  and 
Queen  Viden  killed  by  their  own  subjects."  The  story  of  the  act,  it  is  need- 
less to  state,  was  not  so  distinctly  told  as  to  render  the  subsequdht  scenes  in 
the  least  less  fresh.  The  play  is  blank  verse,  carefully  finished,  but  tiresome 
from  the  fact  that  the  sentences  almost  always  end  with  the  line.  It  is  defi- 
cient in  life,  sentiment  and  passion. 

After  the  appearance  of  Gorboduc  the  poets  were  attracted  to  the  classical 
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drama,  and  the  Phcenissa  of  Euripides  was  put  into  English  by  George 
Gascoigne  and  Francis  Kinwelmersh,  in  1566.  It  was  called  "  Jocasta,"  and 
great  liberties  were  taken  with  the  Greek,  many  passages  being  added,  some 
omitted,  and  others  transposed.  Among  the  added  passages  is  an  ode  to  G>n- 
cord,  by  Kinwelmersh,  beginning, — 

'  O  blissful  Concord,  bred  in  sacred  breast 
Of  Him  that  guides  the  restless,  rolling  sky. 
That  to  the  earth  for  man's  assured  rest 
From  height  of  heavens  vouchsafest  down  to  fly  I 
In  Thee  alone  the  mighty  power  doth  lie, 
With  accord  to  keep  the  frowning  stars 
And  every  planet  else  from  hurtful  wars." 

In  1581,  ten  tragedies  by  Seneca  were  published  in  a  volume,  though  they 
had  been  translated  at  different  times  and  by  different  poets,  and  many  other 
plays  translated  from  the  classical  authors  and  based  upon  history  had  by  that 
time  appeared.  The  theatre  had  outgrown  the  booths  and  scaffolds,  and  had 
a  home  of  its  own.  The  first  licensed  theatre  in  London  was  probably  the 
Blackfriars,*  opened  in  1576,  when  Shakespeare  was  twelve  years  old,  though 
it  is  said  that  the  Globe  Theatre  was  licensed  in  1574.  The  Globe  was  un- 
questionably the  more  celebrated,  and  was  called  afterwards,  **  Shakespeare's 
Globe  Theatre."  So  popular  had  this  style  of  amusement  become  that  at  the 
commencement  of  the  great  dramatist's  career,  it  is  said,  there  were  five  pub- 
lic theatres  and  some  private  establishments,  in  which  two  hundred  players 
acted ;  and  that  more  than  two  hundred  plays  were  produced  within  twelve 
years  at  the  end  of  the  century. 

Most  of  the  early  theatres  were  erected  on  the  south  side  of  the  river 
Thames,  in  order  to  be  without  the  jurisdiction  of  the  city  of  London.  They 
were  built  of  wood,  and  retained  traces  of  their  development  from  the  platforms 
erected  in  the  inn-yards.  As  in  the  yard,  there  was  no  covering  except  over 
the  stage  ;  (the  "  parterre  "  of  the  French  theatre  reminds  us  that  the  lower 
seats  were  actually  on  the  ground)  and  the  galleries  corresponded  to  the 
galleries  that  ran  around  the  court  of  the  inn.  The  floor  of  the  stage  was 
strewn  with  rushes  for  want  of  carpet,  just  as  the  floors  of  the  houses  were  at 
that  time.  The  performances  began  at  three  o'clock,  after  three  "  flourishes  " 
of  trumpets,  a  flag  being  displayed  from  the  roof  at  the  same  time.  The  place 
at  which  the  scene  was  laid  was  made  clear  by  means  of  placards,  just  as  the 
characters  themselves  had  previously  been  marked  with  their  names,  but  a  bed 
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furnished  the  actors  opportunity  for  their  entrances  and  exits,  and  a  rude  wall 
gave  Juliet  a  place  from  which  she  could  speak  to  Romeo,  or  the  men  of 
Angiers  to  the  besieging  English  outside  of  their  walls.  Angels,  devils, 
ghosts,  and  a  few  other  characters  were  provided  with  costumes  sup- 
posed to  be  appropriate  to  them.  The  audiences  were  uncritical  in  these 
matters.  It  should  be  understood,  in  view  of  the  grossness  of  some  of  the 
plays,  that  not  only  were  the  women's  parts  taken  by  boys  or  young  men,  but 
it  was  not  considered  proper  for  ladies  to  be  present  at  the  public  representa- 
tions. At  the  end  -of  the  performance  the  clown  or  buffoon  recited  a  rhymed 
medley  called  a  jig,  in  which  public  men  or  events  were  often  ingeniously 
satirized^  Admission  to  the  gallery  was  two-pence  and  to  the  "  rooms  "  one 
shilling.  Probably  the  cost  of  a  place  on  the  ground  was  still  less.  Some- 
times when  a  deep  tragedy  was  to  be  performed  the  entire  stage  was  hung 
with  black.  Seats  were  sometimes  furnished  for  distinguished  persons  on  the 
stage  itself,  and  a  custom  arose  of  going  upon  the  stage  during  the  interval  be- 
tween the  acts  which  became  annoying,  for  those  who  desired  to  make  them- 
selves conspicuous  for  any  cause  often  sat  there,  smoking  and  disturbing  the 
spectators. 

The  history  of  the  English  drama  is  naturally  divided  into  two  parts,  for 
during  the  ascendency  of  the  Puritans  the  theatres  were  closed  for  a  number 
of  years,  and  after  the  Restoration  the  moral  tone  of  play-writers  was  as  low  as 
that  of  the  court  which  supported  them.  Shakespeare  is  not  only  the  greatest 
dramatist  of  his  time,  but  of  all  time,  and  the  greatest  literary  character  that 
the  world  has  yet  produced.  He  found  the  drama  little  advanced  beyond  the 
stage  to  which  we  have  brought  it  in  our  outline  of  its  progress,  and  he  raised 
it  to  the  highest  point  that  it  has  ever  reached.  He  had  no  scenery  and  but 
the  roughest  contrivances  for  the  display  of  the  productions  of  his  wonderful 
genius,  and  yet  he  gave  us  plays  which  test  to  the  utmost  all  the  properties 
and  facilities  of  the  most  perfect  theatre  of  the  nineteenth  century.  His 
genius  stands  alone,  for  his  contemporaries  do  not  approach  him  in  any  of 
the  elements  that  make  his  character  so  surpassingly  brilliant. 

The  greatest  of  the  contemporaries  of  Shakespeare  was  Christopher  Mar- 
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TkmtdiTt  and  enUr  devils. 

"  O  soal,  be  changed  into  small  water  drops, 
And  fall  into  the  ocean  ;  ne'er  be  found. 
O  mercy.  Heaven,  look  not  so  fierce  on  Bie. 
Adders  and  serpents,  let  me  breathe  awhile : 
Ugly  hell,  gape  not ;  come  not,  Lucifer : 
I'll  bum  my  books :  O  Mephistophilis ! "     (Exit.) 

Besides  this,  Marlowe  wrote  the  tragedies  of  Edward  //.,  The  yew  of 
MaltOy  and  Tamburlaine,  which  show  great  genius,  but  an  unregulated  imagi- 
nation. 

Other  contemporaries  of  Marlowe  were  John  Lily,  author  of  "  Euphues," 
(who  wrote  classical  plays  showing  much  affected  wit,  though  his  "  Endymion  " 
has  been  highly  praised) ;  George  Peele,  (whose  best  piece  is  entitled  "  David 
and  Bethsabe  ")  a  fellow-actor  of  Shakespeare  ;  Thomas  Kyd,  (author  of 
"  Hieronimo,"  and  "  The  Spanish  Tragedy,  or  Hieronimo  is  mad  again  ") ; 
Thomas  Nash,  a  satirist,  (audior  of  ^  comedy  entitled  **  Summer's  Last  Will 
and  Testament ") ;  Thomas  Greene,  (author  of  the  tract  "  A  Groat's  Worth  of 
Wit,"  in  which  he  refers  to  Shakespeare  as  having  "  a  tiger's  heart  wrapt  in  a 
player's  hide,")  and  Thomas  Lodge,  a  poor  dramatist,  who  wrote  "  A  Looking- 
Glass  for  London  and  England,"  intended  as  a  defence  of  the  stage  against  the 
attacks  of  the  Puritans. 

These  need  not  detain  us,  but  a  quotation  fh)m  Nash  will  help  us  in  getting 
a  view  of  literary  life  at  the  time. 

"  Men  of  art,"  he  says,  "  must  seek  alms  of  Cormorants,  and  those  that  de- 
serve best  be  kept  under  by  Dunces,  who  count  it  a  policy  to  keep  them  bare, 

because  they  should  follow  their  books  the  better For  my  part 

I  do  challenge  no  praise  of  learning  to  myself,  yet  have  I  worn  a  gown  in  the 
University ;  but  this  I  dare  presume,  that  if  any  Maecenas  bind  me  to  him  by 
his  bounty,  or  extend  some  sound  liberality  to  me  worth  the  speaking  of,  I  will 
do  him  as  much  honor  as  any  poet  of  my  beardless  years  shall  in  England. 
...  On  the  contrary  side,  if  I  be  evil  entreated,  or  sent  away  with  a  flea  in 
mine  ear,  let  him  look  that  I'll  rail  on  him  soundly,  not  for  an  hour  or  a  day, 
while  the  injury  is  fresh  in  my  memory,  but  in  some  elaborate  polished  poem, 
which  I  will  leave  to  the  world  when  I  am  dead,  to  be.  a  living  image  to  all 
ages  of  his  beggarly  parsimony  and  ignorant  illiberality :  and  let  him  not, 
whatsoever  he  be,  treasure  the  weight  of  my  words  by  this  book,  where  I  write 
quidquid  in  buccam  ventret,  (whatever  comes  into  my  mouth,)  as  fast  as  my 
hand  can  trot ;  but  I  have  terms,  if  I  be  vexed,  laid  in  steep  in  aquafortis  and 
gunpowder,  that  shall  rattle  through  the  skies,  and  make  an  earthquake  in  a 
peasant's  ears."  This  occurs  in  his  "  Pierce  Pennilesse,"  a  severe  autobio- 
graphical satire  on  the  vices  of  the  age,  which  Nash  said  described  "the  over- 
spreading of  vice  and  suppression  of  virtue,"  "plentifully  interlaced  with 
variable  delights,  and  pathetically  intermixed  with  conceipted  reproofs."    The 
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passage  is  characteristic  of  the  careless,  jovial  and  dissipated  literary  man  of 
the  period,  that  Nash  was. 

We  have  now  traced,  briefly  it  is  true,  the  progress  of  the  English  drama  to 
the  time  of  Shakespeare.  In  him  the  spirit  of  the  age  flowered,  but  he  was 
not  alone.  There  was  Ben  Jonson,  and  after  him,  Beaumont  and  Fletcher, 
George  Chapman,  Thomas  Dekker,  John  Webster,  Thomas  Middleton,  John 
Marston,  Philip  Massinger,  John  Ford  and  Thomas  Heywood,  but  they  were 
each  in  his  degree,  far  below  Shakespeare.  Most  of  their  productions  have 
^en  into  merited  neglect. 

It  is  not  necessary  for  the  present  purpose  to  follow  the  history  of  the  drama 
through  the  two  centuries  after  Shakespeare.  The  decadence  that  marks  the 
restoration  period  has  already  been  mentioned.  It  has  been  sketched  with 
masterly  strokes  by  Lord  Macaulay,  and  the  influence  of  the  Puritans  upon 
the  drama  has  been  pleasantly  presented  in  an  essay  *  by  the  late  Charles 
Kingsley,  which  is  remarkable  for  its  appreciative  spirit  in  regard  to  those  with 
whom  he  had  little  doctrinal  sympathy. 

*  **  Plays  and  Puritans,"  North  British  Review,  No.  XLIX. 
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PORTRAITS  OF   SHAKESPEARE. 

Shakespeare  was  buried  in  the  parish  church  at  Stratford.  Within  a  few 
years  after  his  death  a  bust  of  the  poet  was  erected  in  the  church.  The  face 
was  probably  modelled  from  a  cast  taken  after  death.  It  was  originally  colored 
—  the  eyes  hazel,  the  hair  and  beard  auburn.  This  and  the  portrait  engraved 
by  Droeshouty  which  is  prefixed  to  the  First  Folio,  1623,  are  the  only  certain 
likenesses  of  Shakespeare  which  remain  to  us.  But  that  known  as  the 
Chandos  portrait,  though  differing  in  some  important  particulars  from  the  other 
portraits,  has  by  many  persons  been  considered  genuine ;  and  there  exists  a 
death-mask  —  named,  from  a  supposed  former  owner,  the  Kesselstadt  death- 
mask —  which  bears  the  date  161 6,  and  which  may  be  the  original  cast  from 
the  dead  poet's  face.  It  exhibits  a  head  of  remarkable  proportions,  and  a  face 
of  great  power  and  refinement.  The  grave  in  the  parish  church  at  Stratford  is 
covered  by  a  flat  stone,  bearing  an  inscription  attributed  to  Shakespeare  him- 
self. 


INSCRIPTION    ON    SHAKESPKARF.'S    TOMl.. 


WARD*S   STATUE   OF   SHAKESPEARE. 

Ward's  famous  bronze  statue  of  Shakespeare*  stands  in  the  Central  Park, 
New  York.  It  is  in  the  southern  or  "  Lower"  portion  of  the  Park,  in  the  tract 
called  The  Mall,  where  there  is  a  broad  walk,  with  two  rows  of  American  elms 
on  each  side.  The  sculptor,  John  Quincy  Adams  Ward,  was  born  at  Urbana, 
Ohio,  June  29th,  1830.  His  boyhood  was  passed  on  a  farm  ;  but  from  a  very 
early  period  he  manifested  a  great  love  for  art  In  1874  he  was  chosen 
President  of  the  American  National  Academy  of  Design.  His  statue  is  the 
noblest  work  of  the  kind  of  which  Shakespeare  is  the  subject 


See  Frondapiece. 
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INTRODUCTION   TO   SHAKESPEARE'S   PLAYS. 

BY   AUGUSTUS   WILLIAM   VOn   SCHLEGEL. 

The  best  and  easiest  mode  of  reviewing  Shakespeare's  dramas  will  be  to 
arrange  them  in  classes.  This,  it  must  be  owned,  is  merely  a  makeshift : 
several  critics  have  declared  that  all  Shakespeare's  pieces  substantially  belong 
to  the  same  species,  although  sometimes  one  ingredient,  sometimes  another, 
the  musical  or  the  characteristical,  the  invention  of  the  wonderful  or  the  imi- 
tation of  the  real,  the  pathetic  or  the  comic,  seriousness  or  irony,  may  pre- 
ponderate in  the  mixture.  Shakespeare  himself,  it  would  appear,  did  but 
laugh  at  the  petty  endeavors  of  critics  to  find  out  divisions  and  sub-divisions 
of  sepcies,  and  to  hedge  in  what  had  been  so  s^arated  with  the  most  anxious 
care ;  thus  the  pedantic  Polonius  in  Hamlet  commends  the  players  for  their 
knowledge  of  "  tragedy,  comedy,  history,  pastoral,  pastoral-comical,  historical- 
pastoral,  tragical-historical,  tragical-comical,  historical-pastoral,  scene-un- 
dividable,  or  poem  unlimited."  On  another  occasion  he  ridicules  the  limita- 
tion of  Tragedy  to  an  unfortunate  catastrophe  : 

*'  And  tragka],  my  noble  lords,  it  b  ; 
For  Pyramus  therein  doth  kill  himself.^' 

However  the  division  into  Comedies^  Tragedies^  and  Historical  Dramas ^  ac- 
cording to  the  usual  practice,  may  in  some  measure  be  adopted,  if  we  do  not 
lose  sight  of  the  transitions  and  affinities.  The  subjects  of  the  comedies  are 
generally  taken  from  novels.  They  are  romantic  love  tales  ;  none  are  altogether 
confined  to  the  sphere  of  common  or  domestic  relations.  All  of  them  possess 
poetical  ornament ;  some  of  them  run  into  the  wonderful  or  t^e  pathetic. 
With  these  two  of  his  most  famous  tragedies  are  connected  by  an  immediate 
link,  Romeo  and  Juliet  and  Othello;  both  true  novels,  and  composed  on  the 
same  principles.  In  many  of  the  historical  plays  a  considerable  space  is  occu- 
pied by  the  comic  characters  and  scenes  ;  others  are  serious  throughout,  and 
leave  behind  a  tragical  impression.  The  essential  circumstance  by  which  they 
are  distinguished  is,  that  the  plot  bears  reference  to  a  poetical  and  national  in- 
terest. This  is  not  equally  the  case  in  Hamlet^  Lear,  and  Macbeth;  and 
•  therefore  it  is  that  we  do  not  include  these  tragedies  among  the  historical 
pieces,  though  the  first  is  founded  on  an  old  northern,  the  second  on  a  national 
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tradition ;  and  the  third  comes  even  within  the  era  of  Scottish  history,  after 
it  ceased  to  be  fabulous. 

Among  the  comedies,  The  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona^  The  Taming  of  the 
Shrew^*  and  The  Comedy  of  Errors^  bear  many  traces  of  an  early  origin. 
The  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona  f  paints  the  irresolution  of  love,  and  its  in- 
fidelity to  friendship,  pleasantly  enough,  but  in  some  degree  superficially,  we 
might  almost  say  with  the  levity  of  mind  which  a  passion  suddenly  entertained, 
and  as  suddenly  given  up,  presupposes.  The  faithless  lover  is  at  last,  on  ac- 
count of  a  very  ambiguous  repentance,  forgiven  without  much  difficulty  by  his 
first  mistress ;  for  the  more  serious  part,  —  the  premeditated  flight  of  the 
daughter  of  a  Prince,  the  capture  of  her  father  along  with  herself  by  a  band  of 
robbers,  of  which  one  of  the  Two  Gentlemen,  the  betrayed  and  banished 
friend,  has  been  against  his  will  elected  captain,  —  for  all  this  a  peaceful  solu- 
tion is  soon  found.  It  is  as  if  the  course  of  the  world  was  obliged  to  accommo- 
date itself  to  a  transient  youthful  caprice,  called  love.  Julia,  who  accompanies 
her  faithless  lover  in  the  disguise  of  a  page,  is,  as  it  were,  a  light  sketch  of  the 
tender  female  figures  of  a  Viola  and  an  Imogen,  who,  in  the  latter  pieces  of 
Shakespeare,  leave  their  hom|  in  similar  disguises  on  love  adventures,  and  to 
whom  a  peculiar  charm  is  communicated  by  the  display  of  the  most  virginly 
modesty  in  their  hazardous  and  problematical  situation. 

The  Comedy  of  Errors  %  is  the  subject  of  the  Mencechmi  of  Plautus,  entirely 
recast  and  enriched  with  new  developments.  Of  all  the  works  of  Shakespeare 
this  is  the  only  example  of  imitation  of,  or  borrowing  from,  the  ancients.  To 
the  two  twin  brothers  of  the  same  name  are  added  two  slaves,  also  twins, 
impossible  to  be  distinguished  from  each  other,  and  of  the  same  name.  The 
improbability  becomes  by  this  means  doubled :  but  when  once  we  have  lent 
ourselves  to  the  first,  which  certainly  borders  on  the  incredible,  we  shall  not 
perhaps  be  disposed  to  cavil  at  the  second  ;  and  if  the  spectator  is  to  be  enter- 
tained by  mere  perplexities,  they  cannot  be  too  much  varied.  In  such  pieces 
we  must,  to  give  to  the  senses  at  least  an  appearance  of  truth,  always  pre-sup- 
pose  that  the  parts  by  which  the  misunderstandings  are  occasioned  are  played 
with  masks,  and  this  the  poet  no  doubt  observed.  I  cannot  acquiesce  in  the 
censure  that  the  discovery  is  too  long  deferred :  so  long  as  novelty  and  interest 
are  possessed  by  the  perplexing  incidents,  there  is  no  need  to  be  in  dread  of 
wearisomeness.  And  this  is  really  the  case  here  :  matters  are  carried  so  far 
that  one  of  the  two  brothers  is  first  arrested  for  debt,  then  confined  as  a 
lunatic,  and  the  other  is  forced  to  take  refuge  in  a  sanctuary  to  save  his  life. 
In  a  subject  of  this  description  it  is  impossible  to  steer  clear  of  all  sorts  of  low 
circumstances,  abusive  language,  and  blows ;  Shakespeare  has,  however, 
endeavored  to  ennoble  it  in  every  possible  way.    A  couple  of  scenes,  dedicated 


•  ProfeMor  Dowden  classes  this  with  the  "  Later  Comedy." 

t  See  page  19.  t  See  page  389. 
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to  Jealousy  and  love,  interrupt  the  course  of  perplexities  which  are  solely  occa- 
sioned by  the  illusion  of  the  external  senses.  A  greater  solemnity  is  given  to 
the  discovery,  from  the  Prince  presiding,  and  from  the  re-union  of  the  long- 
separated  parents  of  the  twins  who  are  still  alive.  The  exposition  by  which 
the  spectators  are  previously  instructed  while  the  characters  themselves  are 
still  involved  in  ignorance,  and  which  Plautus  artlessly  conveys  in  a  prologue, 
is  here  masterly  introduced  in  an  aflfecting  narrative  by  the  father.  In  short, 
this  is  perhaps  the  best  of  all  written  or  possible  Menoechmi ;  and  if  the  piece 
be  inferior  in  worth  to  other  pieces  of  Shakespeare,  it  is  merely  because 
nothing  more  could  be  made  of  the  materials. 

The  Taming  of  the  Shrew*  has  the  air  of  an  Italian  comedy;  and  indeed 
the  love  intrigue,  which  constitutes  the  main  part  of  it,  is  derived  mediately  or 
immediately  from  a  piece  of  Ariosto.  The  characters  and  passions  are  lightly 
sketched ;  the  intrigue  is  introduced  without  much  preparation,  and  in  its 
rapid  progress  impeded  by  no  sort  of  diflficulties ;  while,  in  the  manner  in 
which  Petruchio,  though  previously  cautioned  as  to  Katherine,  still  encounters 
the  risks  in  marrying  her,  and  contrives  to  tame  her  —  in  all  this  the  character 
and  peculiar  humor  of  the  English  are  distinctiv  visible.  The  colors  are  laid 
on  somewhat  coarsely,  but  the  ground  is  good.  That  the  obstinacy  of  a  young 
and  untamed  girl,  possessed  of  none  of  the  attractions  of  her  sex,  and  neither 
supported  by  bodily  nor  mental  strength,  must  soon  yield  to  the  still  rougher 
and  more  capricious  but  assumed  self-will  of  a  man  :  such  a  lesson  can  only 
be  taught  on  the  stage  with  all  the  perspicuity  of  a  proverb. 

The  prelude  is  still  more  remarkable  than  the  play  itself:  a  drunken  tinker, 
removed  in  his  sleep  to  a  palace,  where  he  is  deceived  into  the  belief  of  being 
a  nobleman.  The  invention,  however,  is  not  Shakespeare's.  Holberg  has 
handled  the  same  subject  in  a  masterly  manner,  and  with  inimitable  truth  ; 
but  he  has  spun  it  out  to  five  acts,  for  which  such  material  is  hardly  sufficient. 
He  probably  did  not  borrow  from  the  English  dramatist,  but  like  him  took  the 
hint  from  a  popular  story.  There  are  several  comic  motives  of  this  descrip- 
tion, which  go  back  to  a  very  remote  age,  without  ever  becoming  antiquated. 
Here,  as  well  as  everywhere  else,  Shakespeare  has  proved  himself  a  great 
poet :  the  whole  is  merely  a  slight  sketch,  but  in  elegance  and  delicate  pro- 
priety it  will  hardly  ever  be  excelled.  Neither  has  he  overlooked  the  irony 
which  the  subject  naturally  suggested :  the  great  lord,  who  is  driven  by  idle- 
ness and  ennui  to  deceive  a  poor  drunkard,  can  make  no  better  use  of  his 
situation  than  the  latter,  who  every  moment  relapses  into  his  vulgar  habits. 
The  last  half  of  this  prelude,  that  in  which  the  tinker,  in  his  new  state,  again 
drinks  himself  out  of  his  senses,  and  is  transformed  in  his  sleep  into  his 
'  oonditiony  is  from  some  accident  or  other,  lost    It  ought  to  have  fol- 


*  See  page  215. 
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lowed  at  the  end  of  the  larger  piece.  The  occasional  remarks  of  the  tinker, 
during  the  course  of  the  representation  of  the  comedy,  might  have  been  impro- 
visatory ;  but  it  is  hardly  credible  that  Shakespeare  should  have  trusted  to  the 
momentary  suggestions  of  the  players,  whom  he  did  not  hold  in  high  estima- 
tion, the  conclusion,  however  short,  of  a  work  which  he  had  so  carefully 
commenced.  Moreover,  the  only  circumstance  which  connects  the  play  with 
the  prelude,  is,  that  it  belongs  to  the  new  life  of  the  supposed  nobleman  to 
have  plays  acted  in  his  castle  by  strolling  actors.  This  invention  of  intro- 
ducing spectators  on  the  stage,  who  contribute  to  the  entertainment,  has  been 
very  wittily  used  by  later  English  poets. 

Lovers  Labor's  Lost*  is  also  numbered  among  the  pieces  of  his  youth.  It  is 
a  humorsome  display  of  frolic ;  a  whole  cornucopia  of  the  most  vivacious  jokes 
is  emptied  into  it.  Youth  is  certainly  perceivable  in  the  lavish  superfluity  of 
labor  in  the  execution :  the  unbroken  succession  of  plays  on  words,  and  sallies 
of  every  description,  hardly  leave  the  spectator  time  to  breathe ;  the  sparkles 
of  wit  fly  about  in  such  profusion  that  they  resemble  a  blaze  of  fireworks ; 
while  the  dialogue,  for  the  most  part,  is  in  the  same  hurried  style  in  which  the 
passing  masks  at  a  carnival  attempt  to  banter  each  other.  The  young  King 
of  Navarre,  with  three  of  his  courtiers,  has  made  a  vow  to  pass  three  years  in 
rigid  retirement,  and  devote  them  to  the  study  of  wisdom.  For  that  purpose 
he  has  banished  all  female  society  from  his  court,  and  imposed  a  penalty  on 
the  intercourse  with  women.  But  scarcely  has  he,  in  a  pompous  harangue, 
worthy  of  the  most  heroic  achievements,  announced  this  determination,  when 
the  daughter  of  the  King  of  France  appears  at  his  court,  in  the  name  of  her 
old  and  bedridden  father,  to  demand  the  restitution  of  a  province  which  he 
held  in  pledge.  Compelled  to  give  her  audience,  he  falls  immediately  in  love 
with  her.  Matters  fare  no  better  with  his  companions,  who  on  their  parts 
renew  an  old  acquaintance  with  the  princess's  attendants.  Each,  in  heart,  is 
already  false  to  his  vow,  without  knowing  that  the  wish  is  shared  by  his  asso- 
ciates. They  overhear  one  another,  as  they  in  turn  confide  their  sorrows  in  a 
love-ditty  to  the  solitary  forest.  Every  one  jeers  and  confounds  the  one  who 
follows  him.  Biron,  who  from  the  beginning  was  the  most  satirical  among 
them,  at  last  steps  forth,  and  rallies  the  king  and  the  two  others,  till  the  dis- 
covery of  a  love-letter  forces  him  also  to  hang  down  his  head.  He  extricates 
himself  and  his  companions  fi-om  their  dilemma  by  ridiculing  the  folly  of  the 
broken  vow,  and,  after  a  noble  eulogy  on  women,  invites  them  to  swear  new 
allegiance  to  the  colors  of  love.  This  scene  is  inimitable,  and  the  crowning 
beauty  of  the  whole.  The  manner  in  which  they  afterwards  prosecute  their 
love-suits  in  masks  and  disguise,  and  in  which  they  are  tricked  and  laughed  at 
by  the  ladies,  who  are  also  masked  and  disguised,  is,  perhaps,  spun  out  too 

*  See  page  191. 
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long.  It  may  be  thought,  too,  that  the  poet,  when  he  suddenly  announces  the 
death  of  the  King  of  France,  and  makes  the  princess  postpone  her  answer  to 
the  young  princess  serious  advances  till  the  expiration  of  the  period  of  her 
mourning,  and  impose,  besides,  a  heavy  penance  on  him  for  his  levity,  drops 
the  proper  comic  tone.  But  the  tone  of  raillery,  which  prevails  throughout 
the  piece,  made  it  hardly  possible  to  bring  about  a  more  satisfactory  conclusion. 
After  such  extravagance,  the  characters  could  not  return  to  sobriety  except 
under  the  presence  of  some  foreign  influence.  The  grotesque  figures  of  Don 
Armado,  a  pompous,  fantastic  Spaniard,  a  couple  of  pedants,  and  a  clown, 
who  between  whiles  contribute  to  the  entertainment,  are  the  creation  of  a 
whimsical  imagination,  and  well  adapted  as  foils  for  the  wit  of  so  vivacious  a 
society. 

AlPs  Well  that  Ends  Well,  Much  Ado  about  Nothing,  Measure  for  Meas- 
ure, and  The  Merchant  of  Venice,  bear,  in  sofiw,  a  resemblance  to  each  other, 
that,  along  with  the  main  plot,  which  turns  on  important  relations  decisive  of 
nothing  less  than  the  happiness  or  misery  of  life,  and  therefore  is  calculated 
to  make  a  powerful  impression  on  the  moral  feeling,  the  poet,  with  the  skill 
of  a  practised  artist,  has  contrived  to  combine  a  number  of  cheerful  accompa- 
niments. Not,  however,  that  the  poet  seems  loth  to  allow  full  scope  to  the 
serious  impressions  :  he  merely  adds  a  due  counterpoise  to  them  in  the  enter- 
tainment which  he  supplies  for  the  imagination  and  the  understanding.  He 
has  furnished  the  story  with  all  the  separate  features  which  are  necessary  to 
give  to  it  the  appearance  of  a  real,  though  extraordinary,  event.  But  he  never 
fidls  into  the  lachrymose  tone  of  the  sentimental  drama,  nor  into  the  bitter- 
ness of  those  dramas  which  have  a  moral  direction,  and  which  are  really  nothing 
but  moral  invectives  dramatized.  Compassion,  anxiety,  and  dissatisfaction 
become  too  oppressive  when  they  are  too  long  dwelt  on,  and  when  the  whole 
of  a  work  is  given  up  to  them  exclusively.  Shakespeare  always  finds  means 
to  transport  us  from  the  confinement  of  social  institutions  or  pretensions,  where 
men  do  but  shut  out  the  light  and  air  from  each  other,  into  the  open  space, 
even  before  we  ourselves  are  conscious  of  our  want. 

A  IPs  Well  that  Ends  Well'*  is  the  old  story  of  a  young  maiden  whose  love 
looked  much  higher  than  her  station.  She  obtains  her  lover  in  marriage  from 
the  hand  of  the  king  as  a  reward  for  curing  him  of  a  hopeless  and  lingering 
disease,  by  means  of  a  hereditary  arcanum  of  her  father,  who  had  been  in  his 
lifetime  a  celebrated  physician.     The  young  man  despises   her   virtue  and 
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Love  appears  here  in  humble  guise :  the  wooing  is  on  the  woman's  side ;  it  is 
striving,  unaided  by  a  reciprocal  inclination,  to  overcome  the  prejudices  of 
birth.  But  as  soon  as  Helena  is  united  to  the  count  by  a  sacred  bond,  though 
by  him  considered  an  oppressive  chain,  her  error  becomes  her  virtue.  She 
affects  us  by  her  patient  suffering  :  the  moment  in  which  she  appears  to  most 
advantage  is  when  she  accuses  herself  as  the  persecutor  of  her  inflexible  hus- 
band, and,  under  the  pretext  of  a  pilgrimage  to  atone  for  her  error,  privately 
leaves  the  house  of  her  mother-in-law.  Johnson  expresses  a  cordial  aversion 
for  Count  Bertram,  and  regrets  that  he  should  be  allowed  to  come  off  at  last 
with  no  other  punishment  than  a  temporary  shame,  nay,  even  be  rewarded  with 
the  unmerited  possession  of  a  virtuous  wife.  But  has  Shakespeare  ever  at- 
tempted to  soften  the  impression  made  by  his  unfeeling  pride  and  light-hearted 
perversity  ?  He  has  but  given  him  the  good  qualities  of  a  soldier.  And  does 
not  the  poet  paint  the  true  way  of  the  world,  which  never  makes  much  of 
man's  injustice  to  woman,  if  so-called  family  honor  is  preserved  ?  Bertram's 
sole  justification  is,  that  by  the  exercise  of  arbitrary  power,  the  king  thought 
proper  to  constrain  him,  in  a  matter  of  such  delicacy  and  private  right  as  the 
choice  of  a  wife.  Besides,  this  story,  as  well  as  that  of  Grissel  and  many 
similar  ones,  is  intended  to  prove  that  woman's  truth  and  patience  will  at  last 
triumph  over  man's  abuse  of  his  superior  power,  while  other  novels  and 
fabliaux  are,  on  the  other  hand,  true  satires  on  woman's  inconsistency  and 
cunning.  In  this  piece  old  age  is  painted  with  rare  favor :  the  plain  honesty 
of  the  king,  the  good-natured  impetuosity  of  old  Lafeu,  the  maternal  indul- 
gence of  the  countess  to  Helena's  passion  for  her  son,  seem  all  as  it  were  to 
vie  with  each  other  in  endeavors  to  overcome  the  arrogance  of  the  young 
count  The  style  of  the  whole  is  more  sententious  than  imaginative ;  the 
glowing  colors  of  fancy  could  not  with  propriety  have  been  employed  on  such 
a  subject  In  the  passages  where  the  humiliating  rejection  of  the  poor  Helena 
is  most  painfully  affecting,  the  cowardly  ParoUes  steps  in  to  the  relief  of  the 
spectator.  The  mystification  by  which  his  pretended  valor  and  his  shameless 
slanders  are  unmasked  must  be  ranked  among  the  most  comic  scenes  that 
ever  were  invented ;  they  contain  matter  enough  for  an  excellent  comedy,  if 
Shakespeare  were  not  always  rich  even  to  profusion.  Falstaff  has  thrown 
Parolles  into  the  shade,  otherwise  among  the  poet's  comic  characters  he 
would  have  been  still  more  famous. 

The  main  olot  in  Much  Ado  about  Nothing*  is  the  same  with  the  storv  of 
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yet  clothed  with  every  appearance  of  truth,  is  a  grand  piece  of  theatrical  effect 
in  the  true  and  justifiable  sense.  The  impression  would  have  been  too 
tragical  had  not  Shakespeare  carefully  softened  it  in  order  to  prepare  for  a 
fortunate  catastrophe.  The  discovery  of  the  plot  against  Hero  has  been 
already  partly  made,  though  not  by  the  persons  interested  ;  and  the  poet  has 
contrived,  by  means  of  the  blundering  simplicity  of  a  couple  of  constables  and 
watchmen,  to  convert  the  arrest  and  the  examination  of  the  guilty  individuals 
into  scenes  full  of  the  most  delightful  amusement  There  is  also  a  second 
piece  of  theatrical  effect  not  inferior  to  the  first,  where  Claudio,  now  convinced 
of  his  error,  and  in  obedience  to  the  penance  laid  on  his  fault,  thinking  ro  give 
his  hand  to  a  relation  of  his  injured  bride,  whom  he  supposes  dead,  discovers 
on  her  unmasking,  Hero  herself.  The  extraordinary  success  of  this  play  in 
Shakespeare's  own  day,  and  even  since  in  England,  is,  however,  to  be  ascribed 
more  particularly  to  the  parts  of  Benedict  and  Beatrice,  two  humorsome 
beings,  who  incessantly  attack  each  other  with  all  the  resources  of  raillery. 
Avowed  rebels  to  love,  they  are  both  entangled  in  its  net  by  a  merry  plot  of 
their  friends  to  make  them  believe  that  each  is  the  object  of  the  secret  passion 
of  the  other.  Some  one  or  other,  not  over-stocked  with  penetration,  has  ob- 
jected to  the  same  artifice  being  twice  used  in  entrapping  them  ;  the  drollery, 
however,  lies  in  the  very  symmetry  of  the  deception.  Their  friends  attribute 
the  whole  effect  to  their  own  device ;  but  the  exclusive  direction  of  their 
raillery  against  each  other  is  in  itself  a  proof  of  a  growing  inclination. 
Their  witty  vivacity  does  not  even  abandon  them  in  the  avowal  of  love ;  and 
their  behavior  only  assumes  a  serious  appearance  for  the  purpose  of  defending 
the  slandered  Hero.  This  is  exceedingly  well  imagined  ;  the  lovers  of  jesting 
must  fix  a  point  beyond  which  they  are  not  to  indulge  in  their  humor,  if  they 
would  not  be  mistaken  for  buffoons  by  trade. 

In  Measure  for  Measured*  Shakespeare  was  compelled,  by  the  nature  of  the 
subject,  to  make  his  poetry  more  familiar  with  criminal  justice  than  is  usual 
with  him.  All  kinds  of  proceedings  connected  with  the  subject,  all  sorts  of 
active  or  passive  persons,  pass  in  review  before  us :  the  hypocritical  lord 
deputy,  the  compassionate  provost,  and  the  hard-hearted  hangman  ;  a  young 
man  of  quality  who  is  to  suffer  for  the  seduction  of  his  mistress  before 
marriage,  loose  wretches  brought  in  by  the  police,  nay,  even  a  hardened 
criminal,  whom  even  the  preparations  for  his  execution  cannot  awaken  out  of 
his  callousness.  But  yet,  notwithstanding  this  agitating  truthfulness,  how 
tender  and  mild  is  the  pervading  tone  of  the  picture  !  The  piece  takes  im- 
properly its  name  from  punishment ;  the  true  significance  of  the  whole  is  the 
triumph  of  mercy  over  strict  justice  ;  no  man  being  himself  so  free  from  errors 
as  to  be  entitled  to  deal  it  out  to  his  equals.    The  most  beautiful  embellish- 
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ment  of  the  composition  is  the  character  of  Isabella,  who,  on  the  point  of 
taking  the  veil,  is  yet  prevailed  upon  by  sisterly  affection  to  tread  again  the 
perplexing  ways  of  the  world,  while,  amid  the  general  corruption,  the  heavenly 
purity  of  her  mind  is  not  even  stained  with  one  unholy  thought ;  in  the  humble 
robes  of  the  novice  she  is  a  very  angel  of  light  When  the  cold  and  stem 
Angelo,  heretofore  of  unblemished  reputation,  whom  the  duke  has  com- 
missioned, during  his  pretended  absence,  to  restrain,  by  a  rigid  administra- 
tion of  the  laws,  the  excesses  of  dissolute  immorality,  is  even  himself  tempted 
by  the  virgin  charms  of  Isabella,  supplicating  for  the  pardon  of  her  brother 
Claudio,  condemned  to  death  for  a  youthful  indiscretion  ;  when  ^  first,  in 
timid  and  obscure  language,  he  insinuates,  but  at  last  impudently  avouches  his 
readiness  to  grant  Claudio's  life  to  the  sacrifice  of  her  honor  ;  when  Isabella 
repulses  his  offer  with  a  noble  scorn  ;  in  her  account  of  the  interview  to  her 
brother,  when  the  latter  at  first  applauds  her  conduct,  but  at  length,  overcome 
by  the  fear  of  death,  strives  to  persuade  her  to  consent  to  dishonor ;  —  in  these 
masterly  scenes,  Shakespeare  has  sounded  the  depths  of  the  human  heart. 
The  interest  here  reposes  altogether  on  the  represented  action  ;  curiosity  con- 
tributes nothing  to  our  delight,  for  the  duke,  in  the  disguise  of  a  monk,  is 
always  present  to  watch  over  his  dangerous  representative,  and  to  avert  every 
evil  which  could  possibly  be  apprehended  ;  we  look  to  him  with  confidence  for 
a  happy  result.  The  duke  acts  the  part  of  the  monk  naturally,  even  to  de- 
ception ;  he  unites  in  his  person  the  wisdom  of  the  priest  and  the  prince. 
Only  in  his  wisdom  he  is  too  fond  of  roundabout  ways  ;  his  vanity  is  flattered 
with  acting  invisibly  like  an  earthly  providence  ;  he  takes  more  pleasure  in 
overhearing  his  subjects  than  governing  them  in  the  customary  way  of  princes. 
As  he  ultimately  extends  a  free  pardon  to  all  the  guilty,  we  do  not  see  how  his 
ori^nal  purpose,  in  committing  the  execution  of  the  laws  to  other  hands,  of 
restoring  their  strictness,  has  in  any  wise  been  accomplished.  The  poet 
might  have  had  this  irony  in  view,  that  of  the  numberless  slanders  of  the 
duke,  told  him  by  the  petulant  Lucio,  in  ignorance  of  the  person  whom  he  is 
addressing,  that  at  least  which  regarded  his  singularities  and  whims  was  not 
wholly  without  foundation.  It  is  deserving  of  remark,  that  Shakespeare, 
amidst  the  rancor  of  religious  parties,  takes  a  delight  in  painting  the  con- 
dition of  a  monk,  and  always  represents  his  influence  as  beneficial.  We  find 
in  him  none  of  the  black  and  knavish  monks,  which  an  enthusiasm  for 
Protestantism,  rather  than  poetical  inspiration,  has  suggested  to  some  of  our 
modern  poets.  Shakespeare  merely  gives  his  monks  an  inclination  to  busy 
themselves  in  the  affairs  of  others,  after  renouncing  the  world  for  themselves  ; 
with  respect,  however,  to  pious  frauds,  he  does  not  represent  them  as  very 
conscientious.  Such  are  the  parts  acted  by  the  monk  in  Romeo  and  yuliet^ 
and  another  in  Much  Ado  about  Nothings  and  even  by  the  duke,  whom,  con- 
trary to  the  well-known  proverb,  the  cowl  seems  really  to  make  a  monk. 
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The  Merchant  of  Venice  is  one  of  Shakespeare's  most  perfect  works : 
popular  to  an  extraordinary  degree,  and  calculated  to  produce  the  most  power- 
ful effect  on  the  stage,  and  at  the  same  time  a  wonder  of  ingenuity  and  art  for 
the  reflecting  critic.  Shylock,  the  Jew,  is  one  of  the  inimitable  masterpieces 
of  characterization  which  are  to  be  found  only  in  Shakespeare.  It  is  easy  for 
both  poet  and  player  to  exhibit  a  caricature  of  national  sentiments,  modes 
of  speaking,  and  gestures.  Shylock,  however,  is  everything  but  a  common 
Jew :  he  possesses  a  strongly-marked  and  original  individuality,  and  yet  we 
perceive  a  light  touch  of  Judaism  in  everything  he  says  or  does.  We  almost 
fancy  we  can  hear  a  light  whisper  of  the  Jewish  accent  even  in  the  written 
words,  such  as  we  sometimes  still  find  in  the  higher  classes,  notwithstanding 
their  sodal  refinement.  In  tranquil  moments,  all  that  is  foreign  to  the  Euro- 
pean blood  and  Christian  sentiments  is  less  perceptible,  but  in  passion  the 
national  stamp  comes  out  more  strongly  marked.  All  these  inimitable  niceties 
the  finished  art  of  a  great  actor  can  alone  properly  express.  Shylock  is  a  man 
of  information,  in  his  own  way,  even  a  thinker,  only  he  has  not  discovered  the 
region  where  human  feelings  dwell ;  his  morality  is  founded  on  the  disbelief 
in  goodness  and  magnanimity.  The  desire  to  avenge  the  wrongs  and  indigni- 
ties heaped  upon  his  nation  is,  after  avarice,  his  strongest  spring  of  action. 
His  hate  is  naturally  directed  chiefly  against  those  Christians  who  are  actuated 
by  truly  Christian  sentiments  :  a  disinterested  love  of  our  neighbor  seems  to 
him  the  most  unrelenting  persecution  of  the  Jews.  The  letter  of  the  law  is  his 
idol ;  he  refuses  to  lend  an  ear  to  the  voice  of  mercy,  which,  from  the  mouth 
of  Portia,  speaks  to  him  with  heavenly  eloquence  :  he  insists  on  rigid  and  in- 
flexible justice,  and  at  last  it  recoils  on  his  own  head.  Thus  he  becomes  a 
symbol  of  the  general  history  of  his  unfortunate  nation.  The  melancholy  and 
self-sacrificing  magnanimity  of  Antonio  is  affectingly  sublime.  Like  a  princely 
merchant,  he  is  surrounded  with  a  whole  train  of  noble  friends.  The  contrast 
which  this  forms  to  the  selfish  cruelty  of  the  usurer  Shylock  was  necessary  to 
redeem  the  honor  of  human  nature.  The  danger  which  almost  to  the  close  of 
the  fourth  act,  hangs  over  Antonio,  and  which  the  imagination  is  almost  afraid 
to  approach,  would  fill  the  mind  with  too  painful  anxiety,  if  the  poet  did  not  . 
also  provide  for  its  recreation  and  diversion.  This  is  effected  in  an  especial 
manner  by  the  scenes  at  Portia's  country-seat,  which  transport  the  spectator 
into  quite  another  world.  And  yet  they  are  closely  connected  with  the  main 
business  by  the  chain  of  cause  and  effect :  Bassanio*s  preparations  for  his 
courtship  are  the  cause  of  Antonio's  subscribing  the  dangerous  bond ;  and 
Portia  again,  by  the  counsel  and  advice  of  her  uncle,  a  famous  lawyer,  effects 
the  safety  of  her  lover's  friend.  But  the  relations  of  the  dramatic  composition 
are  the  while  admirably  observed  in  yet  another  respect.    The  trial  between 
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Shylock  and  Antonio  is  indeed  recorded  as  being  a  real  event,  still,  for  all  that 
it  must  ever  remain  an  unheard-of  and  singular  case.  Shakespeare  has  there- 
fore associated  it  with  a  love  intrigue  not  less  extraordinary  :  the  one  conse- 
quently is  rendered  natural  and  probable  by  means  of  the  other.  A  rich, 
beautiful  and  clever  heiress,  who  can  only  be  won  by  the  solving  the  riddle  — 
the  locked  caskets  —  the  foreign  princes,  who  come  to  try  the  venture  —  all 
this  powerfully  excites  the  imagination  with  the  splendor  of  an  olden  tale  of 
marvels.  The  two  scenes  in  which,  first  the  Prince  of  Morocco,  in  the 
language  of  eastern  hyperbole,  and  then  the  self-conceited  Prince  of  Arragon, 
make  their  choice  among  the  caskets,  serve  merely  to  raise  our  curiosity,  and 
give  employment  to  our  wits  ;  but  on  the  third,  where  the  two  lovers  stand 
trembling  before  the  inevitable  choice,  which  in  one  moment  must  unite  or 
separate  them  forever,  Shakespeare  has  lavished  all  the  charms  of  feeling  — 
all  the  magic  of  poesy.  We  share  in  the  rapture  of  Portia  and  Bassanio  at  the 
fortunate  choice  :  we  easily  conceive  why  they  are  so  fond  of  each  other,  for 
they  are  both  most  deserving  of  love.  The  judgment  scene,  with  which  the 
fourth  act  is  occupied,  is  in  itself  a  perfect  drama,  concentrating  in  itself  the 
interest  of  the  whole.  The  knot  is  now  untied,  and  according  to  the  common 
idea  of  theatrical  satisfaction,  the  curtain  ought  to  drop.  But  the  poet  was  un- 
willing to  dismiss  his  audience  with  the  gloomy  impressions  which  Antonio's 
acquittal,  effected  with  so  much  diflSculty  and  contrary  to  all  expectation,  and 
the  condemnation  of  Shylock,  were  calculated  to  leave  behind  them ;  he  has 
therefore  added  the  fifth  act  by  way  of  a  musical  aflerlude  in  the  piece  itself. 
The  episode  of  Jessica,  the  fugitive  daughter  of  the  Jew,  in  whom  Shakespeare 
has  contrived  to  throw  a  veil  of  sweetness  over  the  national  features,  and  the 
artifice  by  which  Portia  and  her  companion  are  enabled  to  rally  their  newly- 
married  husbands,  supply  him  with  the  necessary  materials.  The  scene  opens 
with  the  playful  prattling  of  two  lovers  in  a  summer  evening ;  it  is  followed  by 
soft  music,  and  a  rapturous  eulogy  on  this  powerful  disposer  of  the  human 
mind  and  the  world  ;  the  principal  characters  then  make  their  appearance,  and 
after  a  simulated  quarrel,  which  is  gracefully  maintained,  the  whole  ends  with 
the  most  exhilarating  mirth. 

As  You  Like  //  ♦  is  a  piece  of  an  entirely  different  description.  It  would  be 
difficult  to  bring  the  contents  within  the  compass  of  an  ordinary  narrative ; 
nothing  takes  place,  or,  rather,  what  is  done  is  not  so  essential  as  whzlt  is 
said ;  even  what  may  be  called  the  cUnouement  is  brought  about  pretty  arbi- 
trarily. Whoever  can  perceive  nothing  but  what  can  as  it  were  be  counted 
on  the  fingers,  will  hardly  be  disposed  to  allow  that  it  has  any  plan  at  all. 
Banishment  and  flight  have  assembled  together,  in  the  forest  of  Arden,  a 
strange  band  :  a  duke  dethroned  by  his  brother,  who,  with  the  faithful  com- 
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panions  of  his  misfortune,  lives  in  the  wilds  on  the  produce  of  the  chase ; 
two  disguised  princesses,  who  love  each  other  with  a  sisterly  affection;  a 
witty  court  fool ;  lastly,  the  native  inhabitants  of  the  forest,  ideal  and  natural 
shepherds  and  shepherdesses.  These  lightly-sketched  figures  form  a  motley 
and  diversified  train ;  we  see  always  the  shady,  dark-green  landscape  in  the 
background,  and  breathe  in  imagination  the  fresh  air  of  the  forest.  The  hours 
are  here  measured  by  no  clocks,  no  regulated  recurrence  of  duty  or  of  toil ; 
they  flow  on  unnumbered  by  voluntary  occupation  or  fanciful  idleness,  to 
which,  according  to  his  humor  or  disposition,  every  one  yields  himself,  and 
this  unrestrained  freedom  compensates  them  all  for  the  lost  conveniences 
of  life.  One  throws  himself  down  in  solitary  meditation  under  a  tree,  and 
indulges  in  melancholy  reflections  on  the  changes  of  fortune,  the  falsehood 
of  the  world,  and  the  self-inflicted  torments  of  social  life ;  others  make  the 
woods  resound  with  social  and  festive  songs,  to  the  accompaniment  of  their 
hunting-horns.  Selfishness,  envy,  and  ambition  have  been  left  behind  in  the 
city.  Of  all  the  human  passions,  love  alone  has  found  an  entrance  into  this 
wilderness,  where  it  dictates  the  same  language  alike  to  the  simple  shepherd 
and  the  chivalrous  youth  who  hangs  his  love-ditty  to  a  tree.  A  prudish  shep- 
herdess falls  at  first  sight  in  love  with  Rosalind,  disguised  in  men's  apparel ; 
the  latter  sharply,  reproaches  her  with  her  severity  to  her  poor  lover,  and  the 
pain  of  refusal,  which  she  feels  from  experience  in  her  own  case,  disposes  her 
at  length  to  compassion  and  requital.  The  fool  carries  his  philosophical 
contempt  of  external  show,  and  his  raillery  of  the  illusion  of  love  so  far,  that 
he  purposely  seeks  out  the  ugliest  and  simplest  country  wench  for  a  mistress. 
Throughout  the  whole  picture,  It  seems  to  be  the  poet's  design  to  show  that 
to  call  forth  the  poetry  which  has  its  indwelling  in  nature  and  the  human  mind 
nothing  is  wanted  but  to  throw  oflf  all  artificial  constraint,  and  restore  both  to 
mind  and  nature  their  original  liberty.  In  the  very  progress  of  the  piece,  the 
dreamy  carelessness  of  such  an  existence  is  sensibly  expressed ;  it  is  even 
alluded  to  by  Shakespeare  in  the  title.  Whoever  affects  to  be  displeased,  if  in 
this  romantic  forest  the  ceremonial  of  dramatic  art  is  not  duly  observed,  ought 
in  justice  to  be  delivered  over  to  the  wise  fool,  to  be  led  gently  out  of  it  to  some 
prosaical  region. 

The  Twelfth  Nighty  or  What  You  Willy*  unites  the,  entertainment  of  an 
intrigue,  contrived  with  great  ingenuity,  to  a  rich  fund  of  comic  characters  and 
situations,  and  the  beauteous  colors  of  an  ethereal  poetry.  In  most  of  his 
plays,  Shakespeare  treats  love  more  as  an  aflair  of  the  imagination  than  the 
heart ;  but  here  he  has  taken  particular  care  to  remind  us  that,  in  his  language, 
the  same  word  fancy,  signified  both  fancy  and  love.  The  love  of  the  music- 
enraptured  duke  for  Olivia  is  not  merely  a  fancy,  but  an  imagination.    Viola 
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appears  at  first  to  fall  arbitrarily  in  love  with  the  duke,  whom  she  serves  as  a 
page,  although  she  afterwards  touches  the  tenderest  strings  of  feeling.  The 
proud  Olivia  is  captivated  by  the  modest  and  insinuating  messenger  of  the 
duke,  in  whom  she  is  far  from  suspecting  a  disguised  rival,  and  at  last,  by  a 
second  deception,  takes  the  brother  for  the  sister.  To  these,  which  I  might 
call  ideal  follies,  a  contrast  is  formed  by  the  naked  absurdities  to  which  the 
entertaining  tricks  of  the  ludicrous  persons  of  the  piece  give  rise,  under  the 
pretext  also  of  love.  The  silly  and  profligate  knighfs  awkward  courtship 
of  Olivia,  and  her  declaration  of  love  to  Viola ;  the  imagination  of  the  pedantic 
steward  Malvolio,  that  his  mistress  is  secretly  in  love  with  him,  which  carries 
him  so  far  that  he  is  at  last  shut  up  as  a  lunatic,  and  visited  by  the  clown  in 
the  dress  of  a  priest,  —  these  scenes  are  admirably  conceived,  and  as  significant 
as  they  are  laughable.  If  this  were  really,  as  is  asserted,  Shakespeare*s  latest 
work,  he  must  have  enjoyed  to  the  last  the  same  youthful  elasticity  of  mind, 
and  have  carried  with  him  to  the  grave  the  undiminished  fulness  of  his 
talents. 

The  Aferry  Wives  of  Windsor^^  though  properly  a  comedy  in  the  usual 
acceptation  of  the  word,  we  shall  pass  over  at  present,  till  we  come  to  speak 
of  Henry  the  Fourth^  that  we  may  give  our  opinion  of  the  character  of  Falstaff 
in  connection. 

The  Midsummer  Nighfs  Dream  \  and  The  Tempest  %  may  be  in  so  far 
compared  together  that  in  both  the  influence  of  a  wonderful  world  of  spirits 
is  interwoven  with  the  turmoil  of  human  passions  and  with  the  farcical  adven- 
tures of  folly.  The  Midsummer  Night^s  Dream  is  certainly  an  earlier  produc- 
tion, and  The  Tempest^  according  to  all  appearance,  was  written  in  Shakespeare's 
later  days ;  hence  most  critics,  on  the  supposition  that  the  poet  must  have 
continued  to  improve  with  increasing  maturity  of  mind,  have  honored  the  last 
piece  with  a  marked  preference.  I  cannot,  however,  altogether  concur  with 
them.  The  internal  merits  of  these  two  works  are,  in  my  opinion,  pretty  nearly 
balanced,  and  a  predilection  for  the  one  or  the  other  can  only  be  governed  by 
personal  taste.  In  profound  and  original  characterization,  the  superiority  of 
The  Tempest  is  obvious :  as  a  whole  we  must  always  admire  the  masterly  skill 
which  he  has  here  displayed  in  the  economy  of  his  means,  and  the  dexterity 
with  which  he  has  disguised  his  preparations  —  the  scaffoldings  for  the  won- 
derful aerial  structure.  In  The  Midsummer  Nighfs  Dream,  on  the  other  hand, 
there  flows  a  luxuriant  vein  of  the  boldest  and  most  fantastical  invention  ;  the 
most  extraordinary  combination  of  the  most  dissimilar  ingredients  seems  to 
have  been  brought  about  without  effort  by  some  ingenious  and  lucky  accident, 
and  the  colors  are  of  such  clear  transparency  that  we  think  the  whole  of  the 
variegated  fabric  may  be  blown  away  with  a  breath.    The  fairy  world  here 
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described  resembles  those  elegant  pieces  of  arabesque,  where  little  genii  with 
butterfly  wings  rise,  half  embodied,  above  the  flower-cups.  Twilight,  moonshine, 
dew,  and  spring  perfumes,  are  the  element  of  these  tender  spirits  ;  they  assist 
nature  in  embroidering  her  carpet  with  green  leaves,  many-colored  flowers, 
and  glittering  insects  ;  in  the  human  world  they  do  but  make  sport  childishly 
and  waywardly  with  their  beneficent  or  noxious  influences.  Their  most  vio- 
lent rage  dissolves  in  good-natured  raillery ;  their  passions,  stripped  of  ail 
earthly  matter,  are  merely  an  ideal  dream.  To  correspond  with  this,  the  loves 
of  mortals  are  painted  as  a  poetical  enchantment,  which,  by  a  contrary  enchant- 
ment, may  be  immediately  suspended,  and  then  renewed  again.  The  different 
parts  of  the  plot ;  the  wedding  of  Theseus  and  Hippolyta,  Oberon  and  Titania's 
quarrel,  the  flight  of  the  two  pairs  of  lovers,  and  the  theatrical  manoeuvres 
of  the  mechanics,  are  so  lightly  and  happily  interwoven  that  they  seem  neces- 
sary to  each  other  for  the  formation  of  a  whole.  Oberon  is  desirous  of  relieving 
the  lovers  from  their  perplexities,  but  greatly  adds  to  them  through  the  mistakes 
of  his  minister,  till  he  at  last  comes  really  to  the  aid  of  their  fruidess  amorous 
pain,  their  inconstancy  and  jealousy,  and  restores  fidelity  to  its  old  rights. 
The  extremes  of  fanciful  and  vulgar  are  united  when  the  enchanted  Titania 
awakes  and  falls  in  love  with  a  coarse  mechanic  with  an  ass's  head,  who  rep- 
resents, or  rather  disfigures,  the  part  of  a  tragical  lover.  The  droll  wonder 
of  Bottom's  transformation  is  merely  the  translation  of  a  metaphor  in  its  literal 
sense ;  but  in  his  behavior  during  the  tender  homage  of  the  fairy  queen  we 
have  an  amusing  proof  how  much  the  consciousness  of  such  a  head-dress 
heightens  the  effect  of  his  usual  folly.  Theseus  and  Hippolyta  are,  as  it  were, 
a  splendid  frame  for  the  picture  ;  they  take  no  part  in  the  action,  but  surround 
it  with  a  stately  pomp.  The  discourse  of  the  hero  and  his  Amazon,  as  they 
course  through  the  forest  with  their  noisy  hunting-train,  works  upon  the 
imagination  like  the  fresh  breath  of  morning,  before  which  the  shapes  of  night 
disappear.  Pyramus  and*  Thisbe  is  not  unmeaningly  chosen  as  the  grotesque 
play  within  the  play ;  it  is  exactly  like  the  pathetic  part  of  the  piece,  a  secret 
meeting  of  two  lovers  in  the  forest,  and  their  separation  by  an  unfortunate 
accident,  and  doses  the  whole  with  the  most  amusing  parody. 

The  Tempest''^  has  little  action  or  progressive  movement ;  the  union  of  Ferdi- 
nand and  Miranda  is  settled  at  their  first  interview,  and  Prospero  merely 
throws  app?rent  obstacles  in  their  way ;  the  shipwrecked  band  go  leisurely 
about  the  island  ;  the  attempts  of  Sebastian  and  Antonio  on  the  life  of  the 
King  of  Naples,  and  the  plot  of  Caliban  and  the  drunken  sailors  against 
Prospero,  are  nothing  but  a  feint,  for  we  foresee  that  they  will  be  completely 
frustrated  by  the  magical  skill  of  the  latter ;  nothing  remains,  therefore,  but 
the  punishment  of  the  guilty  by  dreadful  sights  which  harrow  up  their  con- 
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sciences,  and  then  the  discovery  and  final  reconciliation.  Yet  this  want  of 
movement  is  so  admirably  concealed  by  the  most  varied  display  of  the  fescina- 
tions  of  poetry,  and  the  exhilaration  of  mirth,  the  details  of  the  execution  are 
so  very  attractive,  that  it  requires  no  small  degree  of  attention  to  perceive  that 
the  denouement  is,  in  some  degree,  anticipated  in  the  exposition.  The  history 
of  the  loves  of  Ferdinand  and  Miranda,  developed  in  a  few  short  scenes,  is 
enchantingly  beautiful  —  an  affecting  union  of  chivalrous  magnanimity  on  the 
one  part,  and  on  the  other  of  the  virgin  openness  of  a  heart  which,  brought 
up  far  from  the  world  on  an  uninhabited  island,  has  never  learned  to  disguise  " 
its  innocent  movements.  The  wisdom  of  the  princely  hermit  Prospero  has  a 
magical  and  mysterious  air;  the  disagreeable  impression  left  by  the  black 
falsehood  of  the  two  usurpers  is  softened  by  the  honest  gossipping  of  the  old 
and  faithful  Gonzalo  ;  Trinculo  and  Stephano,  two  good-for-nothing  drunkards, 
find  a  worthy  associate  in  Caliban ;  and  Ariel  hovers  sweetly  over  the  whole 
as  the  personified  genius  of  the  wonderful  fable. 

Caliban  has  become  a  by-word  as  the  strange  creation  of  a  poetical  imagina- 
tion. A  mixtvu-e  of  gnome  and  savage,  half  demon,  half  brute,  in  his  behavior 
we  perceive  at  once  the  traces  of  his  native  disposition,  and  the  influence  of 
Prosperous  education.  The  latter  could  only  unfold  his  understanding,  without 
in  the  slightest  degree  taming  his  rooted  malignity.  It  is  as  if  the  use  of  reason 
and  human  speech  were  communicated  to  an  awkward  ape.  In  inclination 
Caliban  is  malicious,  cowardly,  false,  and  base ;  and  yet  he  is  essentially 
diflferent  from  the  vulgar  knaves  of  a  civilized  world,  as  portrayed  occasionally 
by  Shakespeare.  He  is  rude,  but  not  vulgar  ;  he  never  falls  into  the  prosaic 
and  low  familiarity  of  his  drunken  associates,  for  he  is,  in  his  way,  a  poetical 
being ;  he  always  speaks  in  verse.  He  has  picked  up  everything  dissonant 
and  thorny  in  language  to  compose  out  of  it  a  vocabulary  of  his  own ;  and 
of  the  whole  variety  of  nature,  the  hateful,  repulsive,  and  pettily  deformed  have 
alone  been  impressed  on  his  imagination.  The  magical  world  of  spirits,  which 
the  staff  of  Prospero  has  assembled  on  the  island,  casts  merely  a  faint  reflection 
into  his  mind,  as  a  ray  of  light  which  falls  into  a  dark  cave,  incapable  of  com- 
municating to  i{  either  heat  or  illumination,  serves  merely  to  set  in  motion  the 
poisonous  vapors.  The  delineation  of  this  monster  is  throughout  inconceivably 
consistent  and  profound,  and,  notwithstanding  its  hatefulness,  by  no  means 
hurtful  to  our  feelings,  as  the  honor  of  human  nature  is  left  untouched. 

In  the  zephyr-like  Ariel  the  image  of  air  is  not  to  be  mistaken,  his  name 
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profound  view  of  the  inward  life  of  nature  and  her  mysterious  springs,  which, 
it  is  true,  can  never  be  altogether  unknown  to  the  genuine  poet,  as  poetry  is 
altogether  incompatible  with  mechanical  physics,  but  which  few  have  possessed 
in  an  equal  degree  with  Dante  and  himself. 

The  Winter's  Tale  *  is  as  appropriately  named  as  The  Midsummer  Nighfs 
Dream,  It  is  one  of  those  tales  which  are  peculiarly  calculated  to  beguile  the 
direary  leisure  of  a  long  winter  evening,  and  are  even  attractive  and  intelligible 
to  childhood,  while  animated  by  fervent  truth  in  the  delineation  of  character  - 
and  passion,  and  invested  with  the  embellishments  of  poetry  lowering  itself,  as 
it  were,  to  the  simplicity  of  the  subject,  they  transport  even  manhood  back  to 
the  golden  age  of  imagination.  The  calculation  of  probabilities  has  nothing 
to  do  with  such  wonderful  and  fleeting  adventures,  when  all  end  at  last  in 
universal  joy ;  and  accordingly  Shakespeare  has  here  taken  the  greatest  license 
of  anachronisms  and  geographical  errors  ;  not  to  mention  other  incongruities,  he. 
opens  a  free  navigation  between  Sicily  and  Bohemia,  and  makes  Giuho  Romano 
the  contemporary  of  the  Delphic  oracle.  The  piece  divides  itself  in  some 
degree  into  two  plays.  Leontes  becomes  suddenly  jealous  of  his  royal  bosom- 
friend  Polyxenes,  who  is  on  a  visit  to  his  court ;  makes  an  attempt  on  his  life, 
from  which  Polyxenes  only  saves  himself  by  a  clandestine  flight.  Hermione, 
suspected  of  infidelity,  is  thrown  into  prison,  and  the  daughter  which  she  there 
brings  into  the  world  is  exposed  on  a  remote  coast.  The  accused  queen, 
declared  innocent  by  the  oracle,  on  learning  that  her  infant  son  has  pined  to 
death  on  her  account,  falls  down  in  a  swoon,  and  is  mourned  as  dead  by  her 
husband,  who  becomes  sensible,  when  too  late,  of  his  error.  All  this  makes 
up  the  first  three  acts.  The  last  two  are  separated  from  these  by  a  chasm  of 
sixteen  years  ;  but  the  foregoing  tragical  catastrophe  was  only  apparent,  and 
this  serves  to  connect  the  two  parts.  The  princess,  who  has  been  exposed  on 
the  coast  of  Polyxenes*  kingdom,  grows  up  among  low  shepherds  ;  but  her  tender 
beauty,  her  noble  manners,  and  elevation  of  sentiment,  bespeak  her  descent. 
The  Crown  Prince  Florizel,  in  the  course  of  his  hawking,  falls  in  with  her, 
becomes  enamored,  and  courts  her  in  the  disguise  of  a  shepherd.  At  a  rural 
entertainment  Polyxenes  discovers  their  attachment,  and  breaks  out  into  a 
violent  rage.  The  two  lovers  seek  refuge  from  his  persecutions  at  the  court 
of  Leontes  in  Sicily,  where  the  discovery  and  general  reconciliation  take 
place.  Lastly,  when  Leontes  beholds,  as  he  imagines,  the  statue  of  his  lost 
wife,  it  descends  from  the  niche ;  it  is  she  herselfi  the  still  living  Hermione, 
who  has  kept  herself  so  long  concealed ;  and  the  piece  ends  with  universal 
rejoicing.  The  jealousy  of  Leontes  is  not,  like  that  of  Othello,  developed 
through  all  its  causes,  symptoms,  and  variations;  it  is  brought  forward  at 
once  fidl  grown  and  mature,  and  is  portrayed  as  a  distempered  frenzy.    It  is 
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a  passion  whose  effects  the  spectator  is  more  concerned  with  than  with  its 
origin,  and  which  does  not  produce  the  catastrophe,  but  merely  ties  the  knot 
of  the  piece.  In  fact,  the  poet  might,  perhaps,  have  wished  slightly  to  indicate 
that  Hermione,  though  virtuous,  was  too  warm  in  her  efforts  to  please  Polyx- 
enes ;  and  it  appears  as  if  this  germ  of  incUnation  first  attained  its  proper 
maturity  in  their  children.  Nothing  can  be  more  fresh  and  youthful,  nothing 
at  once  so  ideally  pastoral  and  princely  as  the  love  of  Florizel  and  Perdita ; 
of  the  prince  whom  love  converts  into  a  voluntary  shepherd ;  and  the  princess, 
who  betrays  her  exalted  origin  without  knowing  it,  and  in  whose  hands  nose- 
gays become  crowns.  Shakespeare  has  never  hesitated  to  place  ideal  poetry 
side  by  side  of  the  most  vulgar  prose  ;  and  in  the  world  of  reality  also  this  is 
generally  the  case.  Perdita*s  foster-father  and  his  son  are  both  made  simple 
boors,  that  we  may  the  more  distinctly  see  how  all  that  ennobles  her  belongs 
only  to  hersel£  Autolycus,  the  merry  pedlar  and  pickpocket,  so  inimitably 
portrayed,  is  necessary  to  complete  the  rustic  feast,  which  Perdita  on  her  part 
seems  to  render  meet  for  an  assemblage  of  gods  in  disguise. 

Cymbeline  *  is  also  one  of  Shakespeare's  most  wonderful  compositions.  He 
has  here  combined  a  novel  of  Boccaccio's  with  traditionary  tales  of  the  ancient 
Britons  reaching  back  to  the  times  of  the  first  Roman  emperors,  and  he  has 
contrived,  by  the  most  gentle  transitions,  to  blend  together  into  one  harmo- 
nious whole  the  social  manners  of  the  newest  times  with  olden  heroic  deeds, 
and  even  with  appearances  of  the  gods.  In  the  character  of  Imogen  no  one 
feature  of  female  excellence  is  omitted.  Her  chaste  tenderness,  her  softness, 
and  her  virgin  pride,  her  boundless  resignation,  and  her  magnanimity  towards 
her  mistaken  husband,  by  whom  she  is  unjustly  persecuted,  her  adventures  in 
disguise,  her  apparent  death,  and  her  recovery,  form  altogether  a  picture 
equally  tender  and  affecting.  The  two  princes,  Guiderius  and  Arviragus,  both 
educated  in  the  wilds,  form  a  noble  contrast  to  Miranda  and  Perdita.  Shake- 
speare is  fond  of  showing  the  superiority  of  the  natural  over  the  artificial 
Over  the  art  which  enriches  nature,  he  somewhere  says,  there  is  a  higher  art 
created  by  nature  herself.f  As  Miranda's  unconscious  and  unstudied  sweet- 
ness is  more  pleasing  than  those  charms  which  endeavor  to  captivate  us  by 
the  brilliant  embellishments  of  a  refined  cultivation,  so  in  these  two  youths,  to 
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sioned  friendship  for  the  tender  boy,  in  whom  they  neither  suspect  a  female 
nor  their  own  sister ;  when,  on  their  return  from  the  chase,  they  find  her  dead, 
then  "  sing  her  to  the  ground,"  and  cover  the  grave  with  flowers,  —  these 
scenes  might  give  to  the  most  deadened  imagination  a  new  life  for  poetry.  If  a 
tragical  event  is  only  apparent,  in  such  case,  whether  the  spectators  are  already 
aware  of  it  or  ought  merely  to  suspect  it,  Shakespeare  always  knows  how  to 
mitigate,  the  impression  without  weakening  it  —  he  makes  the  mourning 
musical,  that  it  may  gain  in  solemnity  what  it  loses  in  seriousness.  With 
respect  to  the  other  parts,  the  wise  and  vigorous  Belarius,  who,  after  long  liv- 
ing as  a  hermit,  again  becomes  a  hero,  is  a  venerable  figure ;  the  Italian 
lachimo's  ready  dissimulation  and  quigk  presence  of  mind  is  quite  suitable  to 
the  bold  treachery  which  he  plays ;  Cymbeline,  the  father  of  Imogen,  and  even 
her  husband  Posthumus,  during  the  first  half  of  the  piece,  are  somewhat 
sacrificed,  but  this  could  not  be  otherwise ;  the  false  and  wicked  queen  is 
merely  an  instrument  of  the  plot ;  she  and  her  stupid  son  Cloten  (the  only 
comic  part  in  the  piece)  whose  rude  arrogance  is  portrayed  with  much  humor, 
are,  before  the  conclusion,  got  rid  of  by  merited  punishment.  As  for  the 
heroical  part  of  the  feble,  the  war  between  the  Romans  and  Britons,  which 
brings  on  the  denouement,  the  poet,  in  the  extent  of  his  plan,  had  so  little  room 
to  spare,  that  he  merely  endeavors  to  represent  it  as  a  mute  procession.  But 
to  the  last  scene,  where  all  the  numerous  threads  of  the  knot  are  untied,  he 
has  again  given  its  full  development,  that  he  might  collect  together  into  one 
focus  the  scattered  impressions  of  the  whole.  This  example  and  many  others 
are  a  sufficient  refutation  of  Johnson*s  assertion,  that  Shakespeare  usually 
hurries  over  the  conclusion  of  his  pieces.  Rather  does  he,  from  a  desire  to 
satisfy  the  feelings,  introduce  a  great  deal  which,  so  far  as  the  understanding 
of  the  denouement  requires,  might  in  a  strict  sense  be  justly  spared.  Our 
modem  spectators  are  much  more  impatient  to  see  the  curtain  drop,  when 
there  is  nothing  more  to  be  determined,  than  those  of  his  day  could  have  been. 

TRAGEDIES. 

Romeo  and  Juliet,*  and  Othello,\  differ  from  most  of  the  pieces  which  we 
have  hitherto  examined,  neither  in  the  ingredients  of  the  composition,  nor  in 
the  manner  of  treating  them  :  it  is  merely  the  direction  of  the  whole  that  gives 
them  the  stamp  of  tragedy.  Romeo  and  Juliet  is  a  picture  of  love  and  its 
pitiable  fate,  in  a  world  whose  atmosphere  is  too  sharp  for  this  the  tenderest 
blossom  of  human  life.  Two  beings  created  for  each  other  feel  mutual  love  at 
the  first  glance  ;  every  consideration  disappears  before  the  irresistible  impulse 
to  live  in  one  another ;  under  circumstances  hostile  in  the  highest  degree  to 
their  union,  they  unite  themselves  by  a  secret  marriage,  relying  simply  on  the 
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protection  of  an  invisible  power.  Untoward  incidents  following  in  rapid  suc- 
cession, their  heroic  constancy  is  within  a  few  days  put  to  the  proof^  till, 
forcibly  separated  from  each  other,  by  a  voluntary  death  they  are  united  in  the 
grave  to  meet  again  in  another  world.  All  this  is  to  be  found  in  the  beautiful 
story  which  Shakespeare  has  not  invented,  and  which,  however  simply  told, 
will  always  excite  a  tender  sympathy :  but  it  was  reserved  for  Shakespeare  to  join 
in  one  ideal  picture  purity  of  heart  with  warmth  of  imagination  ;  sweetness  and 
dignity  of  manners  with  passionate  intensity  of  feeling.  Under  his  handling, 
it  has  become  a  glorious  song  of  praise  on  that  inexpressible  feeling  which  en- 
nobles the  soul  and  gives  to  it  its  highest  sublimity,  and  which  elevates  even 
the  senses  into  soul,  while  at  the  same  time  it  is  a  melancholy  elegy  on  its 
inherent  and  imparted  frailty  ;  it  is  at  once  the  apotheosis  and  the  obsequies 
of  love.  It  appears  here  a  heavenly  spark,  that,  as  it  descends  to  the  earth,  is 
converted  into  the  lightnmg  flash,  which  almost  in  the  same  moment  sets  on 
fire  and  consumes  the  mortal  being  on  whom  its  lights.  All  that  is  most  in- 
toxicating in  the  odor  of  a  southern  spring,  —  all  that  is  languishing  in  the 
song  of  the  nightingale,  or  voluptuous  in  the  first  opening  of  the  rose,  all  alike 
breathe  forth  from  this  poem.  But  even  more  rapidly  than  the  earliest  Wos- 
soms  of  youth  and  beauty  decay,  does  it,  from  the  first  timidly-bold  declaration 
and  modest  return  of  love,  hurry  on  to  the  most  unlimited  passion,  to  an  irre- 
vocable union  ;  and  then  hastens,  amidst  alternating  storms  of  rapture  and  de- 
spair, to  the  fate  of  the  two  lovers,  who  yet  appear  enviable  in  their  hard  lot, 
for  their  love  survives  them,  and  by  their  death  they  have  obtained  an  endless 
triumph  over  every  separating  power.  The  sweetest  and  the  bitterest  love  and 
hatred,  festive  rejoicings  and  dark  forebodings,  tender  embraces  and  sepulchral 
horrors,  the  fulness  of  life  and  self-annihilation,  are  here  all  brought  close  to 
each  other ;  and  yet  these  contrasts  are  so  blended  into  a  unity  of  impression, 
,that  the  echo  which  the  whole  leaves  behind  in  the  mind  resembles  a  single 
but  endless  sigh. 

The  excellent  dramatic  arrangement,  the  significance  of  every  character  in 
its  place,  the  judicious  selection  of  all  the  circumstances,  even  the  most  minute, 
have  already  been  dwelt  upon  in  detail  I  shall  only  request  attention  to  a 
trait  which  may  serve  for  an  example  of  the  distance  to  which  Shakespeare 
goes  back  to  lay  the  preparatory  foundation.  The  most  striking  and  perhaps 
incredible  circumstance  in  the  whole  story  is  the  liquor  given  by  the  monk  to 
Juliet,  by  which  she  for  a  number  of  hours  not  merely  sleeps,  but  fully  resem- 
bles a  corpse,  without,  however,  receiving  the  least  injury.  How  does  the  poet 
dispose  us  to  believe  that  Father  Lorenzo  possesses  such  a  secret  ?  —  At  his 
first  appearance  he  exhibits  him  in  a  garden,  where  he  is  collecting  herbs  and 
descanting  on  their  wonderful  virtues.  The  discourse  of  the  pious  old  man  is 
full  of  deep  meaning :  he  sees  everywhere  in  nature  emblems  of  the  moral 
world ;  the  same  wisdom  with  which  he  looks  through  her  has  also  made  him 
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master  of  the  human  heart     In  this  manner  a  circumstance  of  an  ungrateful 
appearance  has  become  the  source  of  a  great  beauty. 

If  Romeo  and  Juliet  shines  with  the  colors  of  the  dawn  of  morning,  but  a 
dawn  whose  purple  clouds  already  announce  the  thunder  of  a  sultry  day, 
Othello  is,  on  the  other  hand,  a  strongly  shaded  picture :  we  might  call  it  a 
tragical  Rembrandt  What  a  fortunate  mistake  that  the  Moor  (under  which 
name  in  the  original  novel,  a  baptized  Saracen  of  the  northern  coast  of  Africa 
was  unquestionably  meant),  has  been  made  by  Shakespeare  in  every  respect  a 
negro  !  We  recognize  in  Othello  the  wild  nature  of  that  glowing  zone  which 
generates  the  most  ravenous  beasts  of  prey  and  the  most  deadly  poisons, 
tamed  in  appearance  only  by  the  desire  of  fame,  by  foreign  laws  of  honor,  and 
by  nobler  and  milder  manners.  His  jealousy  is  not  the  jealousy  of  the  heart, 
which  is  compatible  with  the  tenderest  feeling  and  adoration  of  the  beloved 
object ;  it  is  of  that  sensual  kind  which,  in  burning  climes,  has  given  birth  to 
the  disgraceful  confinement  of  women  and  many  other  unnatural  usages.  A 
drop  of  this  poison  flows  in  his  veins,  and  sets  his  whole  blood  in  the  wildest 
ferment  The  Moor  seems  noble,  frank,  confiding,  grateful  for  the  love  shown 
him ;  and  he  is  all  this,  and,  moreover,  a  hero  who  spurns  at  danger,  a  worthy 
leader  of  an  army,  a  faithful  servant  of  the  state  ;  but  the  mere  physical  force 
of  passion  puts  to  flight  in  one  moment  all  his  acquired  and  mere  habitual 
virtues,  and  gives  the  upper  hand  to  the  savage  over  the  moral  man.  This 
tyranny  of  the  blood  over  the  will  betrays  itself  even  in  the  expression  of  his 
desire  of  revenge  upon  Cassio.  In  his  repentance,  a  genuine  tenderness  for 
his  murdered  wife,  and  in  the  presence  of  the  damning  evidence  of  his  deed, 
the  painful  feeling  of  annihilated  honor  at  last  bursts  forth  ;  and  in  the  midst 
of  these  painful  emotions  he  assails  himself  with  the  rage  wherewith  a  despot 
punishes  a  runaway  slave.  He  suffers  as  a  double  man  ;  at  once  in  the 
higher  and  the  lower  sphere  into  which  his  being  was  divided.  —  While  the 
Moor  bears  the  nightly  color  of  suspicion  and  deceit  on  his  visage  only,  lago 
is  black  within.  He  haunts  Othello  like  his  evil  genius,  and  with  his  light 
(and  therefore  the  more  dangerous,)  insinuations,  he  leaves  him  no  rest ;  it  is 
as  if  by  means  of  an  unfortunate  affinity,  founded  however  in  nature,  this  in- 
fluence was  by  necessity  more  powerful  over  him  than  the  voice  of  his  good 
angel  Desdemona.  A  more  artful  villain  than  this  lago  was  never  portrayed  ; 
he  spreads  his  nets  with  a  skill  which  nothing  can  escape.  The  repugnance 
inspired  by  his  aims  becomes  tolerable  from  the  attention  of  the  spectators 
being  directed  to  his  means :  these  furnish  endless  employment  to  the  under- 
standing. Cool,  discontented,  and  morose,  arrogant  where  he  dare  be  so,  but 
humble  and  insinuating  when  it  suits  his  purposes,  he  is  a  complete  master  in 
the  art  of  dissimulation  ;  accessible  only  to  selfish  emotions,  he  is  thoroughly 
skilled  in  rousing  the  passions  of  others,  and  of  availing  himself  of  every  open- 
ing which  they  give  him :  he  is  as  excellent  an  observer  of  men  as  any  one  can 
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be  who  is  unacquainted  with  higher  motives  of  action  from  his  own  experi- 
ence ;  there  is  always  some  truth  in  his  malicious  observations  on  them.  He 
does  not  merely  pretend  an  obdurate  incredulity  as  to  the  virtue  of  women,  he 
actually  entertains  it ;  and  this,  too,  falls  in  with  his  whole  way  of  thinking, 
and  makes  him  the  more  fit  for  the  execution  of  his  purpose.  As  in  every- 
thing he  sees  merely  the  hateful  side,  he  dissolves  in  the  rudest  manner  the 
charm  which  the  imagination  casts  over  the  relation  between  the  two  sexes  : 
he  does  so  for  the  purpose  of  revolting  Othello's  senses,  whose  heart  other- 
wise might  easily  have  convinced  him  of  Desdemona's  innocence.  This  must 
serve  as  an  excuse  for  the  numerous  expressions  in  the  speeches  of  I  ago  from 
which  modesty  shrinks.  If  Shakespeare  had  written  in  our  days  he  would  not 
perhaps  have  dared  to  hazard  them  ;  and  yet  this  must  certainly  have  greatly 
injured  the  truth  of  his  picture.  Desdemona  is  a  sacrifice  without  blemish. 
She  is  not,  it  is  true,  a  high  ideal  representation  of  sweetness  and  enthusiastic 
passion  like  Juliet ;  full  of  simplicity,  softness,  and  humility,  and  so  innocent, 
that  she  can  hardly  form  to  herself  an  idea  of  the  possibility  of  infidelity,  she 
seems  calculated  to  make  the  most  yielding  and  tenderest  of  wives.  The 
female  propensity  wholly  to  resign  itself  to  a  foreign  destiny  has  led  her  into 
the  only  fault  of  her  life,  that  of  marrying  without  her  father's  consent  Her 
choice  seems  wrong ;  and  yet  she  has  been  gained  over  to  Othello  by  that 
which  induces  the  female  to  honor  in  man  her  protector  and  guide,  —  admira- 
tion of  his  determined  heroism,  and  compassion  for  the  sufferings  which  he  had 
undergone.  With  great  art  it  is  so  contrived,  that  from  the  very  circumstance 
that  the  possibility  of  a  suspicion  of  her  own  purity  of  motive  never  once 
enters  her  mind,  she  is  the  less  reserved  in  her  solicitations  for  Cassio,  and 
thereby  does  but  heighten  more  and  more  the  jealousy  of  Othello.  To  throw 
out  still  more  clearly  the  angelic  purity  of  Desdemona,  Shakespeare  has  in 
Emilia  associated  with  her  a  companion  of  doubtful  virtue.  From  the  sinful 
levity  of  this  woman  it  is  also  conceivable  that  she  should  not  confess  the  ab- 
straction of  the  handkerchief  when  Othello  violently  demands  it  back :  this 
would  otherwise  be  the  circumstance  in  the  whole  piece  the  most  difficult  to 
justify.  Cassio  is  portrayed  exactly  as  he  ought  to  be  to  excite  suspicion 
without  actual  gilt, — amiable  and  nobly  disposed,  but  easily  seduced.  The 
public  events  of  the  first  two  acts  show  us  Othello  in  his  most  glorious  aspect, 
as  the  support  of  Venice  and  the  terror  of  the  Turks  :  they  serve  to  withdraw 
the  story  from  the  mere  domestic  circle,  just  as  this  is  done  in  Romeo  and 
Juliet  by  the  dissensions  between  the  houses  of  Montague  and  Capulet.  No 
eloquence  is  capable  of  painting  the  overwhelming  force  of  the  catastrophe  in 
Othello^  —  the  pressure  of  feelings  which  measure  out  in  a  moment  the 
abysses  of  eternity. 
Hamlet*^  is  singular  in  its  kind :  a  tragedy  of  thought  inspired  by  continual 

*  See  page  359. 
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and  never-satisfied  meditation  on  human  destiny  and  the  dark  perplexity  of  the 
events  of  this  world,  and  calculated  to  call  forth  the  very  same  meditation  in 
the  minds  of  the  spectators.  This  enigmatical  work  resembles  those  irrational 
equations  in  which  a  fraction  of  unknown  magnitude  always  remains,  that  will 
in  no  way  admit  of  solution.  Much  has  been  sjud,  much  written,  on  this  piece, 
and  yet  no  thinking  head  who  anew  expresses  himself  on  It,  will  (in  his  view 
of  the  connection  and  the  signification  of  all  the  parts)  entirely  coincide  with 
his  predecessors.  What  naturally  most  astonishes  us,  is  the  fact  that  with 
such  hidden  purposes,  with  a  foundation  laid  in  such  unfathomable  depth,  the 
whole  should,  at  a  first  view,  exhibit  an  extremely  popular  appearance.  The 
dread  appearance  of  the  ghost  takes  possession  of  the  mind  and  the  imagina- 
tion almost  at  the  very  commencement ;  then  the  play  within  the  play,  in 
which,  as  in  a  glass,  we  see  reflected  the  crime,  whose  fruitlessly  attempted 
punishment  constitutes  the  subject-matter  of  the  piece  ;  the  alarm  with  which 
it  fills  the  king  ;  Hamlet's  pretended  and  Ophelia's  real  madness ;  her  death 
and  burial ;  the  meeting  of  Hamlet  and  Laertes  at  her  grave  ;  their  combat, 
and  the  grand  determination  ;  lastly,  the  appearance  of  the  young  hero  For- 
tinbras,  who,  with  warlike  pomp,  pays  the  last  honors  to  an  extinct  family  of 
kings ;  the  interspersion  of  comic  characteristic  scenes  with  Polonius,  the 
courtiers,  and  the  grave-diggers,  which  have  all  of  them  their  signification,  — 
all  this  fills  the  stage  with  an  animated  and  varied  movement  The  only  cir- 
cumstance from  which  this  piece  might  be  judged  to  be  less  theatrical  than 
other  tragedies  of  Shakespeare  is,  that  in  the  last  scenes  the  main  action 
either  stands  still  or  appears  to  retrograde.  This,  however,  was  inevitable, 
and  lay  in  the  nature  of  the  subject.  The  whole  is  intended  to  show  that  a 
calculating  consideration,  which  exhausts  all  the  relations  and  possible  conse- 
quences of  a  deed,  must  cripple  the  power  of  acting ;  as  Hamlet  himself  ex- 
presses it :  — 

And  thus  the  natiTe  hae  of  resolution 
Is  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought ; 
And  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment, 
With  this  regard,  their  currents  turn  awry. 
And  lose  the  name  of  action. 

* 

With  respect  to  Hamlet's  character:  I  cannot,  as  I  understand  the  poet's 
views,  pronounce  altogether  so  favorable  a  sentence  upon  it  as  Goethe  does. 
He  is,  it  is  true,  of  a  highly  cultivated  mind,  a  prince  of  royal  manners, 
endowed  with  the  finest  sense  of  propriety,  susceptible  of  noble  ambition,  and 
open  in  the  highest  degree  to  an  enthusiastic  admiradon  of  that  excellence  in 
others  of  which  he  himself  is  deficient.  He  acts  the  part  of  madness  with 
unrivalled  power,  convincing  the  persons  who  are  sent  to  examine  into  his 
supposed  loss  of  reason,  merely  by  telling  them  unwelcome  truths,  and  rallying 
them  with  the  most  caustic  wit  But  in  the  resolutions  which  he  so  often 
embraces  and  always  leaves  unexecuted,  his  weakness  is  too  apparent:  he 
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does  himself  only  justice  when  he  implies  that  there  fs  no  greater  dissimilarity 
than  between  himself  and  Hercules.  He  is  not  solely  impelled  by  necessity 
to  artifice  and  dissimulation,  he  has  a  natural  inclination  for  crooked  ways  ;  he 
is  a  h)rpocrite  towards  himself;  his  far-fetched  scruples  are  often  mere  pre- 
texts to  cover  his  want  of  determination ;  thoughts,  as  he  says  on  a  different 
occasion,  which  have 

but  one  part  wisdom 

And  ever  three  i>art8  coward. 

He  has  been  chiefly  condemned  both  for  his  harshness  in  repulsing  the  love 
of  Ophelia,  which  he  himself  had  cherished,  and  for  his  insensibility  at  her 
death.  But  he  is  too  much  overwhelmed  with  his  own  sorrow  to  have  any 
compassion  to  spare  for  others  ;  besides,  his  outward  indifference  gives  us  by 
no  means  the  measure  of  his  internal  perturbation.  On  the  other  hand,  we 
evidently  perceive  in  him  a  malicious  joy,  when  he  has  succeeded  in  getting 
rid  of  his  enemies,  more  through  necessity  and  accident,  which  alone  are  able 
to  impel  him  to  quick  and  decisive  measures,  than  by  the  merit  of  his  own 
courage,  as  he  himself  confesses  after  the  murder  of  Polonius,  and  with  respect 
to  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstem.  Hamlet  has  no  firm  belief  either  in  himself 
or  in  anything  else ;  from  expressions  of  religious  confidence  he  passes  over 
to  sceptical  doubts ;  he  believes  in  the  ghost  of  his  father  as  long  as  he  sees 
it,  but  as  soon  as  it  has  disappeared  it  appears  to  him  almost  in  the  light  of  a 
deception.*  He  has  even  gone  so  far  as  to  say,  "  there  is  nothing  either  good 
or  bad,  but  thinking  makes  it  so ; "  with  him  the  poet  loses  himself  here  in 
labyrinths  of  thought.  In  which  neither  end  nor  beginning  is  discoverable.  The 
stars  themselves,  from  the  course  of  events,  afford  no  answer  to  the  question 
so  urgently  proposed  to  them.  A  voice  from  another  world,  commissioned,  it 
would  appear,  by  Heaven,  demands  vengeance  for  a  monstrous  enormity,  and 
the  demand  remains  without  effect ;  the  criminals  are  at  last  punished,  but,  as 
it  were,  by  an  accidental  blow,  and  not  in  the  solemn  way  requisite  to  convey 
to  the  world  a  warning  example  of  justice ;  irresolute  foresight,  cunning 
treachery,  and  impetuous  rage,  hurry  on  to  a  common  destruction ;  the  less 
CTilltv  and  the  innocent  are  eauallv  invnlv#»H  in  th^  or^n#»ral  ruin       Th#»  destinv 
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IS  conceived.  It  has  been  the  subject  of  much  controversy  among  the  com- 
mentators, whether  this  was  borrowed  by  Shakespeare  from  himself  or  from 
another,  and  whether,  in  the  praise  of  the  piece  of  which  it  is  supposed  to  be 
a  part,  he  was  speaking  seriously,  or  merely  meant  to  ridicule  the  tragical 
bombast  of  his  contemporaries.  It  seems  never  to  have  occurred  to  them 
that  this  speech  must  not  be  judged  of  by  itself,  but  in  connection  with  the 
place  where  it  is  introduced.  To  distinguish  it  in  the  play  itself  as  dramatic 
poetry,  it  was  necessary  that  it  should  rise  above  the  dignified  poetry  of  the 
former  in  the  same  proportion  that  generally  theatrical  elevation  soars  above 
simple  nature.  Hence  Shakespeare  has  composed  the  play  in  Hamlet  alto- 
gether in  sententious  rhymes  full  of  antitheses.  But  this  solemn  and  measured 
tone  did  not  suit  a  speech  in  which  violent  emotion  ought  to  prevail,  and  the 
poet  had  no  other  expedient  than  the  one  of  which  he  made  choice  :  over- 
charging the  pathos.  The  language  of  the  speech  in  question  is  certainly 
falsely  emphatical ;  but  yet  this  fault  is  so  mixed  up  with  true  grandeur,  that 
a  player  practised  in  artificially  calling  forth  in  himself  the  emotion  he  is 
imitating,  may  certainly  be  carried  away  by  it  Besides,  it  will  hardly  be 
believed  that  Shakespeare  knew  so  little  of  his  art,  as  not  to  be  aware  that  a 
tragedy  in  which  i€neas  had  to  make  a  lengthy  epic  relation  of  a  transaction 
that  happened  so  long  before  as  the  destruction  of  Troy,  could  neither  be 
dramatical  nor  theatrical. 

Of  Macbeth  *  I  have  already  spoken  once  in  passing,  and  who  could  exhaust 
the  praises  of  this  sublime  work  ?  Since  the  Eumsnides  of  iEschylus  nothing 
so  grand  and  terrible  has  ever  been  written.  The  witches  are  not,  it  is  true, 
divine  Eumenides,  and  are  not  intended  to  be  —  they  are  ignoble  and  vulgar 
instruments  of  hell.  A  German  poet,  therefore,  very  ill  understood  their 
meaning,  when  he  transformed  them  into  mongrel  beings,  a  mixture  of  fates, 
furies,  and  enchantresses,  and  clothed  them  with  tragic  dignity.  Let  no  man 
venture  to  lay  hand  on  Shakespeare's  works  thinking  to  improve  anything 
essential;  he  will  be  sure  to  punish  himself.  The  bad  is  radically  odious, and 
to  endeavor  in  any  manner  to  ennoble  it,  is  to  violate  the  laws  of  propriety. 
Hence,  in  my  opinion,  Dante,  and  even  Tasso,  have  been  much  more  success- 
ful in  their  portraiture  of  demons  than  Milton.  Whether  the  age  of  Shake- 
speare still  believed  in  ghosts  and  witches,  is  a  matter  of  perfect  indifference 
for  the  justification  of  the  use  which  in  Hamlet  and  Macbeth  he  has  made  of 
pre-existing  traditions.  No  superstition  can  be  widely  diffused  without  having 
a  foundation  in  human  nature.  On  this  the  poet  builds ;  lie  calls  up  from  their 
hidden  abysses  that  dread  of  the  imknown,  that  presage  of  a  dark  side  of 
nature,  and  a  world  of  spirits,  which  philosophy  now  imagines  it  has  altogether 
exploded    In  this  manner  he  is  in  some  degree  both  the  portrayer  and  the 


*  See  page  305. 
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philosopher  of  superstition.  That  is,  not  the  philosopher  who  denies  and 
turns  it  into  ridicule,  but,  what  is  still  more  difficult,  who  distinctly  exhibits  its 
origin  in  apparently  irrational  and  yet  natural  opinions.  But  when  he  ven- 
tures to  make  arbitrary  changes  in  these  popular  traditions,  he  altogether 
forfeits  his  right  to  them,  and  merely  holds  up  his  own  idle  fancies  to  our 
ridicule.  Shakespeare's  picture  of  the  witches  is  truly  magical :  in  the  short 
scenes  where  they  enter,  he  has  created  for  them  a  peculiar  language,  which, 
although  composed  of  the  usual  elements,  still  seems  to  be  a  collection  of 
formulae  of  incantation.  The  sound  of  the  words,  the  accumulation  of  rhymes, 
and  the  rhythmus  of  the  verse,  form,  as  it  were,  the  hollow  music  of  a  dreary 
witch-dance.  He  has  been  abused  for  using  the  names  of  disgusting  objects  j 
but  he  who  fancies  the  kettle  of  the  witches  can  be  made  effective  with  agree- 
able aromatics,  is  as  wise  as  those  who  desire  that  hell  should  sincerely  and 
honestly  give  good  advice.  These  repulsive  things,  from  which  the  imagina- 
tion shrinks,  are  here  Emblems  of  the  hostile  powers  which  operate  in  nature ; 
and  the  repugnance  of  our  senses  is  outweighed  by  the  mental  horror.  With 
one  another  the  witches  discourse  like  women  of  the  very  lowest  class ;  for 
this  was  the  class  to  which  witches  were  ordinarily  supposed  to  belong :  when, 
however,  they  address  Macbeth  they  assume  a  loftier  tone :  their  predictions, 
which  they  either  themselves  pronounce,  or  allow  their  apparitions  to  deliver, 
have  all  the  obscure  brevity,  the  majestic  solemnity  of  oracles. 

We  see  here  that  the  witches  are  merely  instruments ;  they  are  governed 
by  an  invisible  spirit,  for  the  operation  of  such  great  and  dreadful  events  would 
be  above  their  sphere.  With  what  intent  did  Shakespeare  assign  the  same 
place  to  them  in  his  play  which  they  occupy  in  the  history  of  Macbeth  as 
related  in  the  old  chronicles  ?  A  monstrous  crime  is  committed :  Duncan,  a 
venerable  old  man,  and  the  best  of  kings,  is,  in  defenceless  sleep,  under  the 
hospitable  roof,  murdered  by  his  subject,  whom  he  has  loaded  with  honors  and 
rewards.  Natural  motives  alone  seem  inadequate,  or  the  perpetrator  must 
have  been  portrayed  as  a  hardened  villain.  Shakespeare  wished  to  exhibit  a 
more  sublime  picture :  an  ambitious  but  noble  hero,  yielding  to  a  deep-laid 
hellish  temptation,  and  in  whom  all  the  crimes  to  which,  in  order  to  secure  the 
fruits  of  his  first  crime,  he  is  impelled  by  necessity,  cannot  altogether  eradicate 
the  stamp  of  native  heroism.  He  has,  therefore,  given  a  threefold  division  to 
the  guilt  of  that  crime.  The  first  idea  comes  firom  that  being  whose  whole 
activity  is  guided  by  a  lust  of  wickedness.  The  weird  sisters  surprise  Macbeth 
in  the  moment  of  ihtoxication  of  victory,  when  his  love  of  glory  has  been 
gratified ;  they  cheat  his  eyes  by  exhibiting  to  him  as  the  work  of  fate  what 
in  reality  can  only  be  accomplished  by  his  own  deed,  and  gain  credence  for  all 
their  words  by  the  immediate  fulfilment  of  the  first  prediction.  The  oppor- 
tunity of  murdering  the  king  immediately  offers ;  the  wife  of  Macbeth  conjures 
him  not  to  let  it  slip ;  she  urges  him  on  with  a  fiery  eloquence,  which  has  at 
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command  all  those  sophisms  that  serve  to  throw  a  false  splendor  over  crime. 
Little  more  than  the  mere  execution  falls  to  the  share  of  Macbeth ;  he  is 
driven  into  it,  as  it  were,  in  a  tumult  of  fascination.  Repentance  immediately 
follows,  nay,  even  precedes  the  deed,  and  the  stings  of  conscience  leave  him 
rest  neither  night  nor  day.  But  he  is  now  fairly  entangled  in  the  snares  of 
hell ;  truly  frightful  is  it  to  behold  that  same  Macbeth,  who  once  as  a  warrior 
could  spurn  at  death,  now  that  he  dreads  the  prospect  of  the  life  to  come,* 
clinging  with  growing  anxiety  to  his  earthly  existence  the  more  miserable  it 
becomes,  and  pitilessly  removing  out  of  the  way  whatever  to  his  dark  and 
suspicious  mind  seems  to  threaten  danger.  However  much  we  may  abhor  his 
actions,  we  cannot  altogether  refuse  to  compassionate  the  state  of  his  mind ; 
we  lament  the  ruin  of  so  many  noble  qualities,  and  even  in  his  last  defence  we 
are  compelled  to  admire  the  struggle  of  a  brave  will  with  a  cowardly  conscience. 
We  might  believe  that  we  witness  in  this  tragedy  the  overruling  destiny  of  the 
ancients  represented  in  perfect  accordance  with  their  ideas :  the  whole  origi- 
nates in  a  supernatural  influence,  to  which  the  subsequent  events  seem  inevitably 
linked.  Moreover,  we  even  find  here  the  same  ambiguous  oracles  which,  by 
their  literal  fulfilment,  deceive  those  who  confide  in  them.  Yet  it  may  be  easily 
shown  that  the  poet  has,  in  his  work,  displayed  more  enlightened  views.  He 
wishes  to  show  that  the  conflict  of  good  and  evil  in  this  world  can  only  take 
place  by  the  permission  of  Providence,  which  converts  the  curse  that  individual 
mortals  draw  down  on  their  heads  into  a  blessing  to  others.  An  accurate 
scale  is  followed  in  the  retaliation.  Lady  Macbeth,  who  of  all  the  human 
participators  in  the  king's  murder  is  the  most  guilty,  is  thrown  by  the  terrors  of 
her  conscience  into  a  state  of  incurable  bodily  and  mental  disease ;  she  dies, 
unlamented  by  her  husband,  with  all  the  S)rmptoms  of  reprobation.  Macbeth 
is  still  found  worthy  to  die  the  death  of  a  hero  on  the  field  of  battle.  The 
noble  Macduff  is  allowed  the  satisfaction  of  saving  his  country  by  punishing 
with  his  own  hand  the  tyrant  who  had  murdered  his  wife  and  children^  Banquo, 
by  an  early  death,  atones  for  the  ambitious  curiosity  which  prompted  the  wish 
to  know  his  glorious  descendants,  as  he  thereby  has  roused  Macbeth's  jealousy ; 
but  he  preserved  his  mind  pure  from  the  evil  suggestion  of  the  witches :  his 
name  is  blessed  in  his  race,  destined  to  enjoy  for  a  long  succession  of  ages 
that  royal  dignity  which  Macbeth  could  only  hold  for  his  own  life.  In  the 
progress  of  the  action,  this  piece  is  altogether  the  reverse  of  Hamlet;  it 
strides  forward  with  amazing  rapidity,  from  the  first  catastrophe  (for  Duncan's 
murder  may  be  called  a  catastrophe)  to  the  last  "  Thought,  and  done  ! "  is 
the  general  motto  ;  for,  as  Macbeth  says, 

The  flighty  purpose  never  is  overtook. 

Unless  the  deed  go  with  it."  —  (Act  iv.  Sc  i.  1*  145.) 

In  every  feature  we  see  an  energetic  heroic  age,  in  the  hardy  north  which 

•  "We'd  jump  the  life  to  come."  —(Act  i.  Sc.  vii.  L  38.) 
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steels  every  nerve.  The  precise  duration  of  the  action  cannot  be  ascertained, 
—years  perhaps,  according  to  the  story  ;  but  we  know  that  to  the  imagination 
the  most  crowded  time  appears  always  the  shortest.  Here  we  can  hardly  con- 
ceive how  so  very  much  could  ever  have  been  compressed  into  so  narrow  a 
space;  not  merely  external  events,-— the  very  inmost  recesses  in  the  minds 
of  the  dramatic  personages  are  laid  open  to  us.  It  is  as  if  the  drags  were 
taken  from  the  wheels  of  time,  and  they  rolled  along  without  interruption  in 
their  descent  Nothing  can  equal  this  picture  in  its  power  to  excite  terror. 
We  need  only  allude  to  the  circumstances  attending  the  murder  of  Duncan, 
the  dagger  that  hovers  before  the  eyes  of  Macbeth,  the  vision  of  Banquo  at  th J 
feast,  the  madness  of  Lady  Macbeth  ;  what  can  possibly  be  said  on  the  sub- 
ject that  will  not  rather  weaken  the  impression  they  naturally  leave  ?  Such 
scenes  stand  alone,  and  are  to  be  found  only  in  this  poet;  otherwise  the 
tragic  muse  might  exchange  her  mask  for  the  head  of  Medusa. 

I  wish  merely  to  point  out  as  a  secondary  circumstance  the  prudent  dexterity 
of  Shakespeare,  who  could  still  contrive  to  flatter  a  king  by  a  work  in  every 
part  of  whose  plan  nevertheless  the  poetical  views  are  evident  James  the 
First  drew  his  lineage  from  Banquo  ;  he  was  the  first  who  united  the  threefold 
sceptre  of  England,  Scotland,  and  Ireland :  this  is  foreshown  in  the  magical 
vision,  when  a  long  series  of  glorious  successors  is  promised  to  Banquo. 
Even  the  gift  of  the  English  kings  to  heal  certain  maladies  by  the  touch,  which, 
James  pretended  to  have  inherited  from  Edward*  the  Confessor,  and  on 
which  he  set  a  great  value,  is  brought  in  very  naturally.  With  such  occa- 
sional matters  we  may  well  allow  ourselves  to  be  pleased  without  fearing  from 
them  any  danger  to  poetry :  by  similar  allusions  iEschylus  endeavored  to  re- 
commend the  Areopagus  to  his  fellow- citizens,  and  Sophocles  to  celebrate  the 
glory  of  Athens. 

As  in  Macbeth  terror  reaches  its  utmost  height,  in  King  Lear\  the  science 
of  compression  is  exhausted.  The  principal  characters  here  are  not  those  who 
act,  but  those  who  suffer.  We  have  not  in  this,  as  in  most  tragedies,  the 
picture  of  a  calamity  in  which  the  sudden  blows  of  fate  seem  still  to  honor  the 
head  which  they  strike,  and  where  the  loss  is  always  accompanied  by  some 
flattering  consolation  in  the  memory  of  the  former  possession  ;  but  a  fall  from 
the  highest  elevation  into  the  deepest  abyss  of  misery,  where  humanity  is 
stripped  of  all  external  and  internal  advantages,  and  given  up  a  prey  to  naked 
helplessness.  The  threefold  dignity  of  a  king,  an  old  man,  and  a  father,  is  dis- 
honored by  the  cruel  ingratitude  of  his  unnatural  'daughters ;  the  old  Lear,  who 
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world  a  wandering  beggar ;  the  childish  imbecility  to  which  he  was  £eist  ad- 
vancing changes  into  the  wildest  insanity,  and  when  he  is  rescued  from  the 
disgraceful  destitution  to  which  he  was  abandoned,  it  is  too  late  :  the  kind  con- 
solations of  filial  care  and  attention  and  of  true  friendship  are  now  lost  on  him  ; 
his  bodily  and  mental  powers  are  destroyed  beyond  all  hope  of  recovery,  and 
all  that  now  remains  to  him  of  life  is  the  capability  of  loving  and  suffering  be- 
yond measure.  What  a  picture  we  have  in  the  meeting  of  Lear  and  Edgar  in 
a  tempestuous  night  and  in  a  wretched  hovel !  The  youthful  Edgar  has,  by 
the  wicked  arts  of  his  brother,  and  through  his  father's  blindness,  fallen,  as  the 
old  Lear,  from  the  rank  to  which  his  birth  entitled  him  ;  and,  as  the  only 
means  of  escaping  further  persecution,  is  reduced  to  assume  the  disguise  of  a 
beggar  tormented  by  evil  spirits.  The  king's  fool,  notwithstanding  the  volun- 
tary degradation  which  is  implied  in  his  situation,  is,  after  Kent,  Lear's  most 
faithful  associate,  his  wisest  counsellor.  This  good- hearted  fool  clothes  reason 
with  the  livery  of  his  motley  garb ;  the  high-born  beggar  acts  the  part  of  in- 
sanity ;  and  both,  were  they  even  in  reality  what  they  seem,  would  still  be  en- 
viable in  comparison  with  the  king,  who  feels  that  the  violence  of  his  grief 
threatens  to  overpower  his  reason.  The  meeting  of  Edgar  with  the  blinded 
Gloster  is  equally  heart-rending ;  nothing  can  be  more  affecting  than  to  see 
the  ejected  son  become  the  father's  guide,  and  the  good  angel,  who  under  the 
disguise  of  insanity,  saves  him  by  an  ingenious  and  pious  fraud  from  the 
horror  and  despair  of  self-murder.  But  who  can  possibly  enumerate  all  the 
di£ferent  combinations  and  situations  by  which  our  minds  are  here  as  it  were 
stormed  by  the  poet  ?  Respecting  the  structure  of  the  whole  I  will  only  make 
one  observation.  The  story  of  Lear  and  his  daughters  was  left  by  Shakespeare 
exactly  as  he  found  it  in  a  fabulous  tradition,  with  all  the  features  characteris- 
tical  of  the  simplicity  of  old  times.  But  in  that  tradition  there  is  not  the 
slightest  trace  of  the  story  of  Gloster  and  his  sons,  which  was  derived  by 
Shakespeare  from  another  source.  The  incorporation  of  the  two  stories  has 
been  censured  as  destructive  of  the  unity  of  action.  But  whatever  contributes 
to  the  intrigue  or  the  denouement  must  always  possess  unity.  And  with  what 
ingenuity  and  skill  are  the  two  main  parts  of  the  composition  dovetailed  into 
one  another  !  The  pity  felt  by  Gloster  for  the  fate  of  Lear  becomes  the  means 
which  enables  his  son  Edmund  to  effect  his  complete  destruction,  and  affords 
the  outcast  Edgar  an  opportunity  of  being  the  saviour  of  his  father.  On  the 
other  hand,  Edmund  is  active  in  the  cause  of  Regan  and  Goneril ;  and  the 
criminal  passion  which  they  both  entertain  for  him  induces  them  to  execute 
justice  on  each  other  and  on  themselves.  The  laws  of  the  drama  have  there- 
fore been  sufficiendy  complied  with  ;  but  that  is  the  least :  it  is  the  very  com- 
bination which  constitutes  the  sublime  beauty  of  the  work.  The  two  cases  re- 
semble each  other  in  the  main:  an  infatuated  father  is  blind  towards  his 
well-disposed  child,  and  the  unnatural  children,  whom  he  prefers,  requite  him 
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by  the  ruin  of  all  his  happiness.  But  all  the  circumstances  are  so  different, 
that  these  stories,  while  they  each  make  a  correspondent  impression  on  the 
heart,  form  a  complete  contrast  for  the  imagination.  Were  Lear  alone  to 
suffer  from  his  daughters,  the  impression  would  be  limited  to  the  powerful  com- 
passion felt  by  us  for  his  private  misfortune.  But  two  such  unheard-of  exam- 
ples taking  place  at  the  same  time  have  the  appearance  of  a  great  commotion 
in  the  moral  world :  the  picture  becomes  gigantic,  and  fills  us  with  such  alarm 
as  we  should  entertain  at  the  idea  that  the  heavenly  bodies  might  one  day  fall 
from  their  appointed  orbits.  To  save  in  some  degree  the  honor  of  human 
nature,  Shakespeare  never  wishes  his  spectators  to  forget  that  the  story  takes 
place  in  a  dreary  and  barbarous  age  :  he  lays  particular  stress  on  the  circum- 
stance that  the  Britons  of  that  day  were  still  heathens,  although  he  has  not 
made  all  the  remaining  circumstances  to  coincide  learnedly  with  the  time 
which  he  has  chosen.  From  this  point  of  view  we  must  judge  of  many  coarse- 
nesses in  expression  and  manners  ;  for  instance,  the  immodest  manner  in 
which  Gloster  acknowledges  his  bastard,  Kent's  quarrel  with  the  steward,  and 
more  especially  the  cruelty  personally  inflicted  on  Gloster  by  the  Duke  of 
Cornwall.  Even  the  virtue  of  the  honest  Kent  bears  the  stamp  of  an  iron  age, 
in  which  the  good  and  the  bad  display  the  same  uncontrollable  energy.  Great 
qualities  have  not  been  superfluously  assigned  to  the  king ;  the  poet  could 
command  our  sympathy  for  his  situation,  without  concealing  what  he  had  done 
to  bring  himself  into  it  Lear  is  choleric,  overbearing,  and  almost  childish 
from  age,  when  he  drives  out  his  youngest  daughter  because  she  will  not  join 
in  the  hypocritical  exaggerations  of  her  sisters.  But  he  has  a  warm  and 
affectionate  heart,  which  is  susceptible  of  the  most  fervent  gratitude  ;  and  even 
rays  of  a  high  and  kingly  disposition  burst  forth  from  the  eclipse  of  his  under- 
standing. Of  Cordelia's  heavenly  beauty  of  soul,  painted  in  so  fe^  words,  I 
will  not  venture  to  speak ;  she  can  only  be  named  in  the  same  breath  with 
Antigone.  Her  death  has  been  thought  too  cruel ;  and  in  England  the  piece 
is  in  acting  so  far  altered  that  she  remains  victorious  and  happy.*  I  must  own, 
I  cannot  conceive  what  ideas  of  art  and  dramatic  connection  those  persons  have 
who  suppose  that  we  can  at  pleasure  tack  a  double  conclusion  to  a  tragedy  ; 
a  melancholy  one  for  hard-hearted  spectators,  and  a  happy  one  for  souls  of  a 
softer  mould  After  surviving  so  many  sufferings.  Lear  can  only  die;  and 
what  more  truly  tragic  end  for  him  than  to  die  from  grief  for  the  death  of 
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only  such  a  faint  belief  in  Providence  as  heathens  may  be  supposed  to  have  ; 
and  the  poet  here  wishes  to  show  us  that  this  belief  requires  a  wider  range 
than  the  dark  pilgrimage  on  earth  to  be  established  in  full  extent. 

^THE  HISTORICAL  DRAMAS. 

The  five  tragedies  of  which  I  have  just  spoken  are  deservedly  the  most 
celebrated  of  all  the  works  of  Shakespeare.  In  the  three  last,  more  especially, 
we  have  a  display  of  a  loftiness  of  genius  which  may  almost  be  said  to  surpass 
the  powers  of  human  nature :  the  mind  is  as  much  lost  in  the  contemplation 
of  all  the  heights  and  depths  of  these  works  as  our  feelings  are  overpowered 
by  the  first  impression  which  they  produce.  Of  his  historical  plays,  however, 
some  possess  a  high  degree  of  tragical  perfection,  and  all  are  distinguished  by 
peculiar  excellences. 

In  the  three  Roman  pieces,  Coriolanus,  Julius  Casar^  and  Antony  and 
Cleopatra^  the  moderation  with  which  Shakespeare  excludes  foreign  append- 
ages and  arbitrary  suppositions,  and  yet  fully  satisfies  the  wants  of  the  stage, 
is  particularly  deserving  of  admiration.  These  plays  are  the  very  thing  itself ; 
and  under  the  apparent  artlessness  of  adhering  closely  to  history  as  he  found 
it,  an  uncommon  degree  of  art  is  concealed.  Of  every  historical  transaction 
Shakespeare  knows  how  to  seize  the  true  poetical  point  of  view,  and  to  give 
unity  and  rounding  to  a  series  of  events  detached  from  the  immeasurable  ex- 
tent of  history  without  in  any  degree  changing  them.  The  public  life  of 
ancient  Rome  is  called  up  firom  its  grave,  and  exhibited  before  our  eyes  with 
the  utmost  grandeur  and  freedom  of  the  dramatic  form,  and  the  heroes  of 
Plutarch  are  ennobled  by  the  most  eloquent  poetry. 

In  Coriolanus*  we  have  more  comic  intermixtures  than  in  the  others,  as  the 
many-headed  multitude  plays  here  a  considerable  part ;  and  when  Shakespeare 
portrays  the  blind  movements  of  the  people  in  a  mass,  he  almost  always  gives 
himself  up  to  his  merry  humor.  To  the  plebeians,  whose  folly  is  certainly 
sufficiently  conspicuous  already,  the  original  old  satirist  Menenius  is  added  by 
way  of  abundance.  Droll  scenes  arise  of  a  description  altogether  peculiar,  and 
which  are  compatible  only  with  such  a  political  drama ;  for  instance,  when 
Coriolanus,  to  obtain  the  consulate,  must  solicit  the  lower  order  of  citizens 
whom  he  holds  in  contempt  for  their  cowardice  in  war,  but  cannot  so  far 
master  his  haughty  disposition  as  to  assume  the  customary  humility,  and  yet 
extorts  from  them  their  votes. 

Julius  Casar^  to  complete  the  action,  requires  to  be  continued  to  the  fall 
of  Brutus  and  Cassius.  Caesar  is  not  the  hero  of  the  piece,  but  Brutus.  The 
amiable  beauty  of  this  character,  his  feeling  and  patriotic  heroism,  are  portrayed 
with  peculiar  care.    Yet  the  poet  has  pointed  out  with  great  nicety  the  supe- 

*  8m  pagt  617.  *         t  See  i»age  649. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


Ixxviii  INTRODUCTION  TO  SHAKESPEARE'S  PLAYS, 
riority  of  Cassius  over  Brutus  in  independent  volition  and  discernment  in 
judging  of  human  afl&irs ;  that  the  latter,  from  the  purity  of  his  mind  and  his 
conscientious  love  of  justice,  is  unfit  to  be  the  head  of  a  party  in  a  state 
entirely  corrupted ;  and  that  these  very  faults  give  an  unfortunate  turn  to  the 
cause  of  the  conspirators.  In  the  part  of  Caesar  several  ostentatious  speeches 
have  been  censured  as  unsuitable.  But  as  he  never  appears  in  action,  we  have 
no  other  measure  of  his  greatness  than  the  impression  which  he  makes  upon 
the  rest  of  the  characters,  and  his  peculiar  confidence  in  himself.  In  this 
Caesar  was  by  no  means  deficient,  as  we  learn  from  history  and  his  own 
writings ;  but  he  displayed  it  more  in  the  easy  ridicule  of  his  enemies  than  in 
pompous  discourses.  The  theatrical  effect  of  this  play  is  injured  by  a  partial 
^ing  off  of  the  last  two  acts  compared  with  the  preceding  in  external  splen- 
dor and  rapidity.  The  first  appearance  of  Caesar  in  festal  robes,  when  the 
music  stops,  and  all  are  silent  whenever  he  opens  his  mouth,  and  when  the  few 
words  which  he  utters  are  received  as  oracles,  is  truly  magnificent.  The 
conspiracy  is  a  true  conspiracy,  which  in  stolen  interviews  and  in  the  dead 
of  night  prepares  the  blow  which  is  to  be  struck  in  open  day,  and  which  is  to 
change  the  constitution  of  the  world.  The  confused  thronging  before  the 
murder  of  Caesar,  the  general  agitation  even  of  the  perpetrators  after  the 
deed,  are  all  portrayed  with  most  masterly  skill ;  with  the  funeral  procession 
and  the  speech  of  Antony  the  effect  reaches  its  utmost  height.  Caesar's  shade 
is  more  powerful  to  avenge  his  fall  than  he  himself  was  to  guard  against  it 
After  the  overthrow  of  the  external  splendor  and  greatness  of  the  conqueror 
and  ruler  of  the  world,  the  intrinsic  grandeur  of  character  of  Brutus  and 
Cassius  is  all  that  remain  to  fill  the  stage  and  occupy  the  mind  of  the  specta- 
tors. Suitably  to  their  name,  as  the  last  of  the  Romans,  they  stand  there,  in 
some  degree  alone ;  and  the  forming  a  great  and  hazardous  determination  is 
more  powerfully  calculated  to  excite  our  expectation  than  the  supporting  the 
consequences  of  the  deed  with  heroic  firmness. 

Antony  and  Cleopatra  •  may,  in  some  measure,  be  considered  as  a  contin- 
uation of  7«//«j  Ccesar,  The  two  principal  characters  of  Antony  Siud  Augustus 
are  equally  sustained  in  both  pieces.  Antony  and  Cleopatra  is  a  play  of  great 
extent ;  the  progress  is  less  simple  than  in  Julius  Ccesar,  The  fulness  and 
variety  of  political  and  warlike  events,  to  which  the  union  of  the  three  divi- 
sions of  the  Roman  world  under  one  master  necessarily  gave  rise,  were  perhaps 
too  great  to  admit  of  being  clearly  exhibited  in  one  dramatic  picture.  In  this 
consists  the  great  difficulty  of  the  historical  drama  — it  must  be  a  crowded 
extract,  and  a  living  development  of  history ;  the  diflficulty,  however,  has  gen- 
erally been  successfully  overcome  by  Shakespeare.  But  now  many  things, 
which  are  transacted  in  the  background,  are  here  merely  alluded  to,  in  a  man- 
ner which  supposes  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  the  history;  but  a  work  of 
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art  should  contain  within  itself  everything  necessary  for  its  being  fully  under- 
stood Many  persons  of  historical  importance  are  merely  introduced  in 
passing;  the  preparatory  and  concurring  circumstances  are  not  sufficiently 
collected  into  masses  to  avoid  distracting  our  attention.  The  principal  person- 
ages, however,  are  most  emphatically  distinguished  by  lineament  and  coloring, 
and  powerfully  arrest  the  imagination.  In  Antony  we  observe  a  mixture  of 
great  qualities,  weaknesses,  and  vices ;  violent  ambition  and  ebullitions  of 
magnanimity;  we  see  him  now  sinking  into  luxurious  enjoyment  and  then 
nobly  ashamed  of  his  own  aberrations  —  manning  himself  to  resolutions  not 
unworthy  of  himself,  which  are  always  shipwrecked  against  the  seductions  of 
an  artful  woman.  It  is  Hercules  in  the  chains  of  Omphale,  drawn  from  the 
fabulous  heroic  ages  into  history,  and  invested  with  the  Roman  costume.  The 
seductive  arts  of  Cleopatra  are  in  no  respect  veiled  over;  she  is  an  ambiguous 
being,  made  up  of  royal  pride,  female  vanity,  luxury,  inconstancy,  and  true 
attachment.  Although  the  mutual  passion  of  herself  and  Antony  is  without 
moral  dignity,  it  still  excites  our  sympathy  as  an  insurmountable  fascination — 
they  seem  formed  for  each  other,  and  Cleopatra  is  as  remarkable  for  her 
seductive  charms  as  Antony  for  the  splendor  of  his  deeds.  As  they  die  for  each 
other,  we  forgive  them  for  having  lived  for  each  other.  The  open  and  lavish 
character  of  Antony  is  admirably  contrasted  with  the  heartless  littleness  of 
Octavius,  whom  Shakespeare  seems  to  have  completely  seen  through,  without 
allowing  himself  to  be  led  astray  by  the  fortune  and  the  fame  of  Augustus. 

Timon  of  Athens  and  Troilus  and  Cressida  are  not  historical  plays  ;  but  we 
cannot  properly  call  them  either  tragedies  or  comedies.  By  the  selection  of 
the  materials  from  antiquity  they  have  some  affinity  to  the  Roman  pieces,  and 
hence  I  have  hitherto  abstained  from  mentioning  them. 

Timon  of  AthenSy*  of  all  the  works  of  Shakespeare,  possesses  most  the 
character  of  satire — a  laughing  satire  in  the  picture  of  the  parasites  and 
flatterers,  and  Juvenalian  in  the  bitterness  of  Timon^s  imprecations  on  the 
ingratitude  of  a  false  world.  The  story  is  very  simply  treated,  and  is  definitely 
divided  into  large  masses.  In  the  first  act,  the  joyous  life  of  Timon,  his  noble 
and  hospitable  extravagance,  and  around  him  the  throng  of  suitors  of  every 
description;  in  the  second  and  third  acts  his  embarrassment,  and  the  trial 
which  he  is  thereby  reduced  to  make  of  his  supposed  friends,  who  all  desert 
him  in  the  hour  of  need ;  in  the  fourth  and  fifth  act  Timon*s  flight  to  the 
woods,  his  misanthropical  melancholy,  and  his  death.  The  only  thing  which 
may  be  called  an  episode  is  the  banishment  of  Alcibiades,  and  his  return  by 
force  of  arms.  However,  they  are  both  examples  of  ingratitude  —  the  one  of  a 
state  towards  its  defender,  and  the  other  of  private  friends  to  their  benefactor. 
As  the  merits  of  the  general  towards  his  fellow-citizens  suppose  more  strength 
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of  character  than  those  of  the  generous  prodigal,  their  respective  behaviors 
are  not  less  different;  Timon  frets  himself  to  death,  Alcibiades  regains  his 
lost  dignity  by  force.  If  the  poet  very  properly  sides  with  Timon  against  the 
common  practice  of  the  world,  he  is,  on  the  other  hand,  by  no  means  disposed 
to  spare  Timon.  Timon  was  a  fool  in  his  generosity  :  in  his  discontent  he  is 
a  madman.  He  is  everywhere  wanting  in  the  wisdom  which  enables  a  man 
m  all  things  to  observe  the  due  measure.  Although  the  truth  of  his  extrav- 
agant feelings  is  proved  by  his  death,  and  though  when  he  digs  up  a  treasure 
he  spurns  the  wealth  which  seems  to  tempt  him,  we  yet  see  distinctly  enough 
that  the  vanity  of  wishing  to  be  singular,  in  both  the  parts  that  he  plays,  had 
some  share  in  his  liberal  self-forgetfulness,  as  well  as  in  his  anchoritical  seclu- 
sion. This  is  particularly  evident  in  the  incomparable  scene  where  the  cynic 
Apemantus  visits  Timon  in  the  wilderness.  They  have  a  sort  of  competition 
with  each  other  in  their  trade  of  misanthropy :  the  cynic  reproaches  the 
impoverished  Timon  with  having  been  merely  driven  by  necessity  to  take  to 
the  way  of  living  which  he  himself  had  long  been  following  of  his  free  choice, 
and  Timon  cannot  bear  the  thought  of  being  merely  an  imitator  of  the  cynic. 
In  such  a  subject  as  this  the  due  effect  could  only  be  produced  by  an  accumu- 
lation of  similar  features,  still,  in  the  variety  of  the  shades,  an  amazing  degree 
of  understanding  has  been  displayed  by  Shakespeare.  What  a  powerfully 
diversified  concert  of  flatteries  and  of  empty  testimonies  of  devotedness  !  It 
is  highly  amusing  to  see  the  suitors,  whom  the  ruined  circumstances  of  their 
patron  had  dispersed,  immediately  flock  to  him  again  when  they  learn  that  he 
has  been  revisited  by  fortune.  On  the  other  hand,  in  the  speeches  of  Timon, 
after  he  is  undeceived,  all  hostile  figures  of  speech  are  exhausted  —  it  is  a 
dictionary  of  eloquent  imprecations. 

Troilus  and  Cressida  *  is  the  only  play  of  Shakespeare  which  he  allowed  to 
be  printed  without  being  previously  represented.  It  seems  as  if  he  here  for 
once  wished,  without  caring  for  theatrical  effect,  to  satisfy  the  nicety  of  his 
peculiar  wit,  and  the  inclination  to  a  certain  guile,  if  I  may  say  so,  in  the 
characterization.  The  whole  is  one  continued  irony  of  that  crown  of  all  heroic 
tales,  the  tale  of  Troy.  The  contemptible  nature  of  the  origin  of  the  Trojan 
war,  the  laziness  and  discord  with  which  it  was  carried  on,  so  that  the  siege 
was  made  to  last  ten  years,  are  only  placed  in  clearer  light  by  the  noble 
descriptions,  the  sage  and  ingenious  maxims  with  which  the  work  overflows, 
and  the  high  ideas  which  the  heroes  entertain  of  themselves  and  each  other. 
Agamemnon's  stately  behavior,  Menelaus*  irritation,  Nestor's  experience, 
Ulysses'  cunning,  are  all  productive  of  no  effect ;  when  they  have  at  last  ar- 
ranged a  single  combat  between  the  coarse  braggart  Ajax  and  Hector,  the  latter 
will  not  fight  in  good  earnest,  as  Ajax  is  his  cousin.    Achilles  is  treated  worst ; 
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after  having  long  stretched  himself  out  in  arrogant  idleness,  and  passed  his 
time  in  the  company  of  Thersites  the  bufibon,  he  falls  upon  Hector  at  a  mo- 
ment when  he  is  defenceless,  and  kills  him  by  means  of  his  myrmidons.  In 
all  this  let  no  man  conceive  that  any  indignity  was  intended  to  the  venerable 
Homer.  Shakespeare  had  not  the  Iliad  before  him,  but  the  chivalrous 
romances  of  the  Trojan  war  derived  from  Dares  Phrygius.  From  this  source 
also  he  took  the  love- intrigue  of  Troilus  and  Cressida,  a  story  at  one  time  so 
popular  in  England,  that  the  name  of  Troilus  had  become  proverbial  for 
faithful  and  ill-requited  love,  and  Cressida  for  female  falsehood.  The  name 
of  the  agent  between  them,  Pandarus,  has  even  been  adopted  into  the  English 
language  to  signify  those  personages  (panders)  who  dedicate  themselves  to  sim- 
ilar services  for  inexperienced  persons  of  both  sexes.  The  endless  contrivances 
of  the  courteous  Pandarus  to  bring  the  two  lovers  together,  who  do  not  stand 
in  need  of  him,  as  Cressida  requires  no  seduction,  are  comic  in  the  extreme. 
The  manner  in  which  this  treacherous  beauty  excites  while  she  refuses,  and 
converts  the  virgin  modesty  which  she  pretends  into  a  means  of  seductive 
allurement,  is  portrayed  in  colors  extremely  elegant,  though  certainly  some- 
what voluptuous.  Troilus,  the  pattern  of  lovers,  looks  patiently  on,  while  his 
mistress  enters  into  an  intrigue  with  Diomed.  No  doubt,  he  swears  that  he 
will  be  revenged ;  but  notwithstanding  his  violence  in  the  fight  next  day,  he 
does  no  harm  to  any  one,  and  ends  with  only  high-sounding  threats.  In  a 
word,  in  this  heroic  comedy,  where,  from  traditional  fame  and  the  pomp  of 
poetry,  everything  seems  to  lay  claim  to  admiration,  Shakespeare  did  not  wish 
that  any  room  should  be  left,  except,  perhaps,  in  the  character  of  Hector,  for 
esteem  and  sympathy ;  but  in  this  double  meaning  of  the  picture,  he  has 
afforded  us  the  most  choice  entertainment 

The  dramas  derived  from  the  English  history,  ten  in  number,  form  one  of 
the  most  valuable  of  Shakespeare*s  works,  and  partly  the  fruit  of  his  matures t 
age.  I  say  advisedly  one  of  his  works,  for  the  poet  evidently  intended  them 
to  form  one  great  whole.  It  is,  as  it  were,  an  historical  heroic  poem  in  the 
dramatic  form,  of  which  the  separate  plays  constitute  the  rhapsodies.  The 
principal  features  of  the  events  are  exhibited  with  such  fidelity  ;  their  causes, 
and  even  their  secret  springs,  are  placed  in  such  a  clear  light  that  we  may 
attain  from  them  a  knowledge  of  history  in  all  its  truth,  while  the  living  picture 
makes  an  impression  on  the  imagination  which  can  never  be  ef&ced.  But  this 
series  of  dramas  is  intended  as  the  vehicle  of  a  much  higher  and  much  more 
general  instruction  ;  it  furnishes  examples  of  the  political  course  of  the  world  ; 
applicable  to  all  times.  This  mirror  of  kings  should  be  the  manual  of  young 
princes  ;  firom  it  they  may  learn  the  intrinsic  dignity  of  their  hereditary  voca- 
tion, but  they  will  also  learn  from  it  the  difficulties  of  their  situation,  the 
dangers  of  usurpation,  the  inevitable  fall  of  tyranny,  which  buries  itself  under 
its  attempts  to  obtain  a  firmer  foundation  ;  lastly,  the  ruinous  consequences 
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of  the  weaknesses,  errors,  and  crimes  of  kings,  for  whole  nations,  and  many 
subsequent  generations.  Eight  of  these  plays,  from  Richard  the  Second  to 
Richard  the  Thirds*  are  linked  together  in  an  uninterrupted  succession,  and 
embrace  a  most  eventful  period  of  nearly  a  century  of  English  history.  The 
events  portrayed  in  them  not  only  follow  one  another,  but  they  are  linked 
together  in  the  closest  and  most  exact  connection  ;  and  the  cycle  of  revolts, 
parties,  civil  and  foreign  wars,  which  began  with  the  deposition  of  Richard  II., 
first  ends  with  the  accession  of  Henry  VII.  to  the  throne.  The  careless  rule 
of  the  first  of  these  monarchs,  and  his  injudicious  treatment  of  his  own  rela- 
tions, drew  upon  him  the  rebellion  of  Bolingbroke  ;  his  dethronement,  however, 
was,  in  point  of  form,  altogether  unjust,  and  in  no  case  could  Bolingbroke  be 
considered  the  rightful  heir  to  the  crown.  This  shrewd  founder  of  the  house 
of  Lancaster,  never  as  Henry  IV.  enjoyed  in  peace  the  fruits  of  his  usurpa- 
tion ;  his  turbulent  barons,  the  same  who  aided  him  in  ascending  the  throne, 
allowed  him  not  a  moment's  repose  upon  it.  On  the  other  hand,  he  was  jealous 
of  the  brilliant  qualities  of  his  son,  and  this  distrust,  more  than  any  really 
low  inclination,  induced  the  prince,  that  he  might  avoid  every  appearance  of 
ambition,  to  give  himself  up  to  dissolute  society.  These  two  circumstances 
form  the  subject-matter  of  the  two  parts  of  Henry  the  Fourth ;  f  the  enter- 
prises of  the  discontented  make  up  the  serious,  and  the  wild  youthful  frolics 
of  the  heir-apparent  supply  the  comic,  scenes.  When  this  warlike  prince 
ascended  the  throne  under  the  name  of  Henry  V.,  he  was  determined  to  assert 
his  ambiguous  title ;  he  considered  foreign  conquests  as  the  best  means  of 
guarding  against  internal  disturbances,  and  this  gave  rise  to  the  glorious,  but 
more  ruinous  than  profitable,  war  with  France,  which  Shakespeare  has  cele- 
brated in  the  drama  of  Henry  the  Fifth.X  The  early  death  of  this  king,  the 
long  legal  minority  of  Henry  VL,  and  his  perpetual  minority  in  the  art  of 
government,  brought  the  greatest  troubles  on  England.  The  dissensions 
of  the  regents,  and  the  consequently  wretched  administration,  occasioned  the 
loss  of  the  French  conquests  ;  and  there  arose  a  bold  candidate  for  the  crown, 
whose  title  was  indisputable,  if  the  prescription  of  three  governments  may  not 
be  assumed  to  confer  legitimacy  on  usurpation.  Such  was  the  origin  of  the 
wars  between  the  houses  of  York  and  Lancaster,  which  desolated  the  kingdom 
for  a  number  of  years,  and  ended  with  the  victory  of  the  House  of  York.  All 
this  Shakespeare  has  represented  in  the  three  parts  of  Henry  the  Sixth,  § 
Edward  IV.  shortened  his  life  by  excesses,  and  did  not  long  enjoy  the  throne 
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people's  hatred,  and  at  length  drew  on  him  the  destruction  which  he  merited. 
He  was  conquered  by  a  descendant  of  the  royal  house  unstained  by  the  guilt 
of  the  civil  wars,  and  what  might  seem  defective  in  his  title  was  made  good 
by  the  merit  of  freeing  his  country  from  a  monster.  With  the  accession  of 
Henry  VII.  to  the  throne,  a  new  epoch  of  English  history  begins :  the  curse 
seemed  at  length  to  be  expiated,  and  the  long  series  of  usurpations,  revolts, 
and  civil  wars,  occasioned  by  the  levity  with  which  the  second  Richard  sported 
away  his  crown,  was  now  brought  to  a  termination. 

Such  is  the  evident  connection  of  these  eight  plays  with  each  other,  but  they 
were  not,  however,  composed  in  chronological  order.  According  to  all  appear- 
ance, the  last  four  were  first  written  ;  this  is  certain,  indeed,  with  respect  to 
the  three  parts  of  Henry  the  Sixth  j  and  Richard  the  Third  is  not  only  from 
its  subject  a  continuation  of  these,  but  is  also  composed  in  the  same  style. 
Shakespeare  then  went  back  to  Richard  the  Second^  and  with  the  most  careful 
art  connected  the  second  series  with  the  first  The  trilogies  of  the  ancients 
have  already  given  us  an  example  of  the  possibility  of  forming  a  perfect 
dramatic  whole,  which  shall  yet  contain  allusions  to  something  which  goes  be- 
fore and  follows  it.  In  like  manner  the  most  of  these  plays  end  with  a  very 
definite  division  in  the  histor}' :  Richard  the  Second^  with  the  murder  of  that 
king  ;  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  the  Fourth^  with  the  accession  of  his  son  to 
the  throne  ;  Henry  the  Fifths  with  the  conclusion  of  peace  with  France  ;  the 
First  Part  of  Henry  the  Sixths  also,  with  a  treaty  of  peace  ;  the  third,  with 
the  murder  of  Henry,  and  Edward's  elevation  to  the  throne ;  Richard 
the  Thirdy  with  his  overthrow  and  death.  The  First  Part  of  Henry 
the  Fourth^  and  the  Second  of  Henry  the  Sixth,  are  rounded  off  in  a 
less  satisfactory  manner.  The  revolt  of  the  nobles  was  only  half  quelled  by 
the  overthrow  of  Percy,  and  it  is  therefore  continued  through  the  following 
part  of  the  piece.  The  victory  of  York  at  St.  Alban's  could  as  little  be  con- 
sidered a  decisive  event,  in  the  war  of  the  two  houses.  Shakespeare  has 
fidlen  into  this  dramatic  imperfection,  if  we  may  so  call  it,  for  the  sake  of  ad- 
vantages of  much  more  importance.  The  picture  of  the  civil  war  was  too 
great  and  too  rich  in  dreadful  events  for  a  single  drama,  and  yet  the  uninter- 
rupted series  of  events  offered  no  more  convenient  resting-place.  The  govern- 
ment of  Henry  IV.  might  certainly  have  been  comprehended  in  one  piece,  but 
it  possesses  too  little  tragical  interest,  and  too  little  historical  splendor,  to  be 
attractive,  if  handled  in  a  serious  manner  throughout :  hence  Shakespeare  has 
given  to  the  comic  characters  belonging  to  the  retinue  of  Prince  Henry,  the 
freest  development,  and  the  half  of  the  space  is  occupied  by  this  constant  in- 
terlude between  the  political  events. 

The  two  other  historical  plays  taken  from  the  English  history  are  chrono- 
logically separate  from  this  series :  King  John  reigned  nearly  two  centuries 
before  Richard  II.,  and  between  Richard  III.  and  Henry  VIII.  comes  the  long 
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reign  of  Henry  VII.,  which  Shakespeare  justly  passed  over  as  unsusceptible 
of  dramatic  interest  However,  these  two  plays  may  in  some  measure  be  con- 
sidered as  the  prologue  and  the  epilogue  to  the  other  eight.  In  King  John'* 
all  the  political  and  national  motives  which  play  so  great  a  part  in  the  follow- 
ing pieces  are  already  indicated :  wars  and  treaties  with  France  ;  a  usurpation 
and  the  tyrannical  actions  which  it  draws  after  it ;  the  influence  of  the  clergy, 
the  factions  of  the  nobles.  Henry  the  Eighth\  again  shows  us  the  transition 
to  another  age  ;  the  policy  of  modern  Europe,  a  refined  court-life  under  a 
voluptuous  monarch,  the  dangerous  situation  of  favorites,  who,  after  having 
assisted  in  eflfecting  the  fall  of  others,  are  themselves  precipitated  from  power  ; 
in  a  word,  despotism  under  a  milder  form,  but  not  less  unjust  and  cruel.  By 
the  prophecies  on  the  birth  of  Elizabeth,  Shakespeare  has  in  some  degree 
brought  his  great  poem  on  English  history  down  to  his  own  time,  as  far  at 
least  as  such  recent  events  could  be  yet  handled  with  security.  He  composed 
probably  the  two  plays  of  King  JohnX  and  Henry  the  Eighth  at  a  later  period, 
as  an  addition  to  the  others. 

In  King  John  the  political  and  warlike  events  are  dressed  out  with  solemn 
pomp,  for  the  very  reason  that  they  possess  but  little  of  true  grandeur.  The 
falsehood  and  selfishness  of  the  monarch  speak  in  the  style  of  a  manifesto. 
Conventional  dignity  is  most  indispensable  where  personal  dignity  is  wanting. 
The  bastard  Faulconbridge  is  the  witty  interpreter  of  this  language  :  he  ridi- 
cules the  secret  springs  of  politics,  without  disapproving  of  them,  for  he  owns 
that  he  is  endeavoring  to  make  his  fortune  by  similar  means,  and  wishes 
rather  to  belong  to  the  deceivers  than  the  deceived,  for  in  his  view  of  the 
world  there  is  no  other  choice.  His  litigation  with  his  brother  respecting  the 
succession  of  his  pretended  father,  by  which  he  effects  his  acknowledgment  at 
court  as  natural  son  of  the  most  chivalrous  king  of  England,  Richard  Coeur  de 
Lion,  forms  a  very  entertaining  and  original  prelude  in  the  play  itself.  When, 
amidst  so  many  disguises  of  real  sentiments,  and  so  much  insincerity  of  ex- 
pression, the  poet  shows  us  human  nature  without  a  veil,  and  allows  us  to 
take  deep  views  of  the  inmost  recesses  of  the  mind,  the  impression  produced 
is  only  the  more  deep  and  powerful.  The  short  scene  in  which  John  urges 
Hubert  to  put  out  of  the  way  Arthur,  his  young  rival  for  the  possession  of  the 
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sweetened  by  the  winning  innocence  of  Arthur's  childish  speeches.  Constance's 
maternal  despair  on  her  son's  imprisonment  is  also  of  the  highest  beauty ; 
and  even  the  last  moments  of  John  —  an  unjust  and  feeble  prince,  whom  we 
can  neither  respect  nor  admire  —  are  yet  so  portrayed  as  to  extinguish  our  dis- 
pleasure with  him,  and  fill  us  with  serious  considerations  on  the  arbitrary 
deeds  and  the  inevitable  fate  of  mortals. 

In  Richard  the  Second*  Shakespeare  exhibits  a  noble  kingly  nature,  at  first 
obscured  by  levity  and  the  errors  of  an  unbridled  youth,  and  afterwards  purified 
by  misfortune,  and  rendered  by  it  more  highly  and  splendidly  illustrious. 
When  he  has  lost  the  love  and  reverence  of  his  subjects,  and  te  on  the  point 
of  losing  his  throne  also,  he  feels  with  a  bitter  enthusiasm  the  high  voca- 
tion of  the  kingly  dignity  and  its  transcendent  rights,  independent  of  personal 
merit  or  changeable  institutions.  When  the  earthly  crown  is  fallen  from  his 
head,  he  first  appears  a  king  whose  innate  nobility  no  humiliation  can  annihi- 
late. This  is  felt  by  a  poor  groom  :  he  is  shocked  that  his  master's  favorite 
horse  should  have  carried  the  proud  Bolingbroke  to  his  coronation  ;  he  visits 
the  captive  king  in  prison,  and  shames  the  desertion  of  the  great  The  politi- 
cal incident  of  the  deposition  is  sketched  with  extraordinary  knowledge  of  the 
worid  ;  — the  ebb  of  fortune,  on  the  one  hand,  and  on  the  other  the  swelling 
tide,  which  carries  everything  along  with  it.  While  Bolingbroke  acts  as  a 
king,  and  his  adherents  behave  towards  him  as  if  he  really  were  so,  he  still  con- 
tinues to  give  out  that  he  has  come  with  an  armed  band  merely  to  demand  his 
birthright  and  the  removal  of  abuses.  The  usurpation  has  been  long  com- 
pleted, before  the  word  is  pronounced  and  the  thing  publicly  avowed.  The 
old  John  of  Gaunt  is  a  model  of  chivalrous  honor :  he  stands  there  like  a 
pillar  of  the  olden  time  which  he  has  outlived.  His  son,  Henry  IV.,  was  alto- 
gether unlike  him  :  his  character  is  admirably  sustained  throughout  the  three 
pieces  in  which  he  appears.  We  see  in  it  that  mixture  of  hardness,  modera- 
tion, and  prudence,  which,  in  fact,  enabled  him  to  secure  the  possession  of  the 
throne  which  he  had  violently  usurped  ;  but  without  openness,  without  true 
cordiality,  and  incapable  of  noble  ebullitions,  he  was  so  little  able  to  render 
his  government  beloved,  that  the  deposed  Richard  was  even  wished  back 
again. 

The  first  part  of  Henry  the  Fourth  f  is  particularly  brilliant  in  the  serious 
scenes,  from  the  contrast  between  two  young  heroes.  Prince  Henry  and 
Percy  (with  the  characteristic  name  of  Hotspur.)  All  the  amiability  and  at- 
tractiveness is  certainly  on  the  side  of  the  prince  :  however  familiar  he  makes 
himself  with  bad  company,  we  can  never  mistake  him  for  one  of  them :  the 
ignoble  does  indeed  touch,  but  it  does  not  contaminate  him  ;  and  his  wildest 
freaks  appear  merely  as  witty  tricks,  by  which  his  restless  mind  sought  to 

•  See  page  349*  t  See  page  373. 
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burst  through  the  inactivity  to  which  he  was  constrained,  for  on  the  first  occa- 
sion which  wakes  him  out  of  his  unruly  levity  he  distinguishes  himself  without 
effort  in  the  most  chivalrous  guise.  Percy's  boisterous  valor  is  not  without  a 
mixture  of  rude  manners,  arrogance,  and  boyish  obstinacy ;  but  these  errors, 
which  prepare  for  him  an  early  death,  cannot  disfigure  the  majestic  image  of 
his  noble  youth  ;  we  are  carried  away  by  his  fiery  spirit  at  the  very  moment 
we  would  most  censure  it  Shakespeare  has  admirably  shown  why  so  formid- 
able a  revolt  against  an  unpopular  and  really  an  illegitimate  prince  was  not  at- 
tended with  success  :  Glendower's  superstitious  fancies  respecting  himself,  the 
effeminacy  of  the  young  Mortimer,  the  ungovernable  disposition  of  Percy,  who 
will  listen  to  no  prudent  counsel,  the  irresolution  of  his  older  friends,  the  want 
of  unity  of  plan  and  motive,  are  all  characterized  by  delicate  but  unmistakable 
traits.  After  Percy  has  departed  from  the  scene,  the  splendor  of  the  enter- 
prise is,  it  is  true,  at  an  end ;  there  remain  none  but  the  subordinate  partici- 
pators in  the  revolts,  who  are  reduced  by  Henry  IV.,  more  by  policy  than  by 
warlike  achievements.  To  overcome  this  dearth  of  matter,  Shakespeare  was 
in  the  second  part  obliged  to  employ  great  art,  as  he  never  allowed  himself  to 
adorn  history  with  more  arbitrary  embellishments  than  the  dramatic  form  ren- 
dered indispensable.  The  piece  is  opened  by  confused  rumors  fi*om  the  field 
of  battle ;  the  powerful  impression  produced  by  Percy's  fall,  whose  name 
and  reputation  were  peculiarly  adapted  to  be  the  watchword  of  a  bold  enter- 
prise, make  him  in  some  degree  an  acting  personage  after  his  death.  The  last 
acts  are  occupied  with  the  dying  king's  remorse  of  conscience,  his  uneasiness 
at  the  behavior  of  the  prince,  and  lastly,  the  clearing  up  of  the  misunderstand- 
ing between  father  and  son,  which  make  up  several  most  affecting  scenes.  All 
this,  however,  would  still  be  inadequate  to  fill  the  stage,  if  the  serious  events 
were  not  interrupted  by  a  comedy  which  runs  through  both  parts  of  the  play, 
which  is  enriched  from  time  to  time  with  new  figures,  and  which  first  comes  to 
its  catastrophe  at  the  conclusion  of  the  whole,  namely,  when  Henry  V.,  im- 
mediately after  ascending  the  throne,  banishes  to  a  proper  distance  the  com- 
panions of  his  youthful  excesses,  who  had  promised  to  themselves  a  rich 
harvest  from  his  kingly  favor. 

Falstaff  is  the  crown  of  Shakespeare's  comic  invention.  He  has,  without 
exhausting  himself,  continued  this  character  throughout  three  plays,  and  ex- 
hibited him  in  every  variety  of  situation  ;  the  figure  is  drawn  so  definitely  and 
individually,  that  even  to  the  mere  reader  it  conveys  the  clear  impression  of 
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before  their  face,  and  a  satirist  behind  their  backs  ;  and  yet  we  are  never  dis- 
gusted with  him.  We  see  that  his  tender  care  of  himself  is  without  any 
mixture  of  malice  towards  others;  he  will  only  not  be  disturbed  in  the 
pleasant  repose  of  his  sensuality,  and  this  he  obtains  through  the  activity  of 
his  understanding.  Always  on  the  alert,  and  good-humored,  ever  ready  to 
crack  jokes  on  others,  and  to  enter  into  those  of  which  he  is  himself  the  sub- 
ject, so  that  he  justly  boasts  he  is  not  only  witty  himself,  but  the  cause  of  wit 
in  others,  he  is  an  admirable  companion  for  youthful  idleness  and  levity. 
Under  a  helpless  exterior,  he  conceals  an  extremely  acute  mind;  he  has  always 
at  command  some  dexterous  turn  whenever  any  of  his  free  jokes  begin  to  give 
displeasure  ;  he  is  shrewd  in  his  distinctions,  between  those  whose  favor  he  has 
to  win  and  those  over  whom  he  may  assume  a  familiar  authority.  He  is  so 
convinced  that  the  part  which  he  plays  can  only  pass  under  the  cloak  of  wit, 
that  even  when  alone  he  is  never  altogether  serious,  but  gives  the  drollest 
coloring  to  his  love-intrigues,  his  intercourse  with  others,  and  to  his  own 
sensual  philosophy.  Witness  his  inimitable  soliloquies  on  honor,  on  the  in- 
fluence of  wine  on  bravery,  his  description  of  the  beggarly  vagabonds  whom  he 
enlisted,  of  Justice  Shallow,  &c.  Falstaff  has  about  him  a  whole  court  of 
amusing  caricatures,  who  by  turns  make  their  appearance,  without  ever 
throwing  him  into  the  shade.  The  adventure  in  which  the  prince,  under  the 
disguise  of  a  robber,  compels  him  to  give  up  the  spoil  which  he  had  just 
taken ;  the  scene  where  the  two  act  the  part  of  the  king  and  the  prince ; 
FalstaflPs  behavior  in  the  field,  his  mode  of  raising  recruits,  his  patronage  of 
Justice  Shallow,  which  afterwards  takes  such  an  unfortunate  turn :  all  this 
forms  a  series  of  characteristic  scenes  of  the  most  original  description,  fiill  of 
pleasantry,  and  replete  with  nice  and  ingenious  observation,  such  as  could  only 
find  a  place  in  a  historical  play  like  the  present 

Several  of  the  comic  parts  of  Henry  the  fourth  are  continued  in  The  Merry 
Wives  of  Windsor,*  This  piece  is  said  to  have  been  composed  by  Shake- 
speare, in  compliance  with  the  request  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  f  who  admired  the 
character  of  Falstafi;  and  wished  to  see  him  exhibited  once  more,  and  in  love. 
In  love,  properly  speaking,  Falstafl^  could  not  be :  but  for  other  purposes  he 
could  pretend  to  be  so,  and  at  all  events  imagine  that  he  was  the  object  of  love. 
In  the  present  piece,  accordingly,  he  pays  his  court,  as  a  favored  knight,  to 
two  married  ladies,  who  lay  their  heads  together  and  agree  to  listen  apparently 
to  his  addresses,  for  the  sake  of  making  him  the  butt  of  their  just  ridicule. 
The  whole  plan  of  the  intrigue  is  therefore  derived  from  the  ordinary  circle 
of  comedy,  but  yet  richly  and  artificially  interwoven  with  another  love  a&ir. 

*  We  know  with  certainty  that  it  was  acted  before  the  queen.  Many  local  descriptions  of  Windsor 
and  its  neighborhood,  and  an  allusion  in  which  the  Order  of  the  Garter  is  very  poetically  celebrated, 
make  it  credible  that  the  play  was  destined  to  be  first  represented  on  the  occasion  of  some  festival  of  the 
Order  at  the  palace  of  Windsor,  where  the  Knights  of  the  Garter  have  their  hall  of  meeting. 

t  See  page  77. 
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The  circumstance  which  has  been  so  much  admired  in  Molifere's  School  of 
Wives^  that  a  jealous  individual  should  be  made  the  constant  confidant  of 
his  rivaPs  progress,  had  previously  been  introduced  into  this  play,  and  cer- 
tainly with  much  more  probability.  I  would  not,  however,  be  understood  as 
maintaining  that  it  was  the  original  invention  of  Shakespeare ;  it  is  one  of 
those  circumstances  which  must  almost  be  considered  as  part  of  the  common 
stock  of  comedy,  and  everything  depends  on  the  delicacy  and  humor  with 
which  it  is  used.  That  Falstaff  should  fell  so  repeatedly  into  the  snare  g^ves 
us  a  less  fevorable  opinion  of  his  shrewdness  than  the  foregoing  pieces  had 
led  us  to  form ;  still  it  will  not  be  thought  improbable,  if  once  we  admit  the 
probability  of  the  first  infatuation  on  which  the  whole  piece  is  founded, 
namely,  that  he  can  believe  himself  qualified  to  inspire  a  passion.  This  leads 
him,  notwithstanding  his  age,  his  corpulency,  and  his  dislike  of  personal 
inconveniences  and  dangers,  to  venture  on  an  enterprise  which  requires  the 
boldness  and  activity  of  youth  ;  and  the  situations  occasioned  by  this  infetu- 
ation  are  droll  beyond  all  description.  Of  all  Shakespeare*s  pieces,  this 
approaches  the  nearest  to  the  species  of  pure  comedy :  it  is  exclusively  con- 
fined to  the  English  manners  of  the  day  and  to  the  domestic  relations ;  the 
characters  are  almost  all  comic,  and  the  dialogue,  with  the  exception  of  two 
short  love-scenes,  is  written  in  prose.  But  we  see  that  it  was  a  point  of 
principle  with  Shakespeare  to  make  none  of  his  compositions  a  mere  imitation 
of  .the  prosaic  world  and  to  strip  them  of  all  poetical  decoration  ;  accordingly 
he  has  elevated  the  conclusion  of  the  comedy  by  a  wonderftil  intermixture, 
which  suited  the  place  where  it  was  probably  first  represented.  A  popular 
superstition  is  made  the  means  of  a  fanciful  mystification  of  Falstaff.  Dis- 
guised as  the  ghost  of  a  hunter  who,  with  ragged  horns,  wanders  about  in  the 
woods  of  Windsor,  he  is  to  wait  for  his  frolicsome  mistress  ;  in  this  plight  he 
is  surprised  by  a  chorus  of  boys  and  girls  disguised  like  fairies,  who,  agreeably 
to  the  popular  belief,  are  holding  their  midnight  dances,  and  who  sing  a  merry 
song  as  they  pinch  and  torture  him.  This  is  the  last  affront  put  upon  poor 
Falstaff;  and  on  this  contrivance  the  conclusion  of  the  second  love  affeir 
is  made  in  a  most  ingenious  manner  to  depend. 

King  Henry  the  Fifth  is  manifestly  Shakespeare's  favorite  hero  in  English 
history ;  he  paints  him  as  endowed  with  every  chivalrous  and  kingly  virtue  ; 
open,  sincere,  affable,  yet,  as  a  sort  of  reminiscence  of  his  youth,  still  disposed 
to  innocent  raillery,  in  the  intervals  between  his  perilous  but  glorious  achieve- 
ments. However,  to  represent  on  the  stage  his  whole  history  subsequent  to 
his  accession  to  the  throne,  was  attended  with  great  difficulty.  The  conquests 
in  France  were  the  only  distinguished  events  of  his  reign ;  and  war  is  an  epic 
rather  than  a  dramatic  object.  For  wherever  men  act  in  masses  against  each 
other,  the  appearance  of  chance  can  never  wholly  be  avoided ;  whereas  it  is 
the  business  of  the  drama  to  exhibit  to  us  those  determinations  which,  with  a 
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certain  necessity,  issue  from  the  reciprocal  relations  of  different  individuals, 
their  characters  and  passions.  In  several  of  the  Greek  tragedies,  it  is  true, 
combats  and  battles  are  exhibited,  that  is,  the  preparations  for  them  and  their 
results ;  and  in  historical  plays  war,  as  the  ultima  ratio  regunty  cannot  alto- 
gether be  excluded.  Still,  if  we  would  have  dramatic  interest,  war  must  only 
be  the  means  by  which  something  else  is  accomplished,  and  not  the  last  aim 
and  substance  of  the  whole.  For  instance,  in  Macbeth^  the  battles  which  are 
announced  at  the  very  beginning  serve  merely  to  heighten  the  glory  of  Macbeth 
and  to  fire  his  ambition  ;  and  the  combats  which  take  place  towards  the  con- 
clusion, before  the  eyes  of  the  spectator,  bring  on  the  destruction  of  the  tyrant 
It  is  the  very  same  in  the  Roman  pieces,  in  the  most  of  those  taken  from 
English  history,  and,  in  short,  wherever  Shakespeare  has  introduced  war  in  a 
dramatic  combination.  With  great  insight  into  the  essence  of  his  art,  he  never 
paints  the  fortune  of  war  as  a  blind  deity  who  sometimes  favors  one  and 
sometimes  another ;  without  going  into  the  details  of  the  art  of  war  (though 
sometimes  he  even  ventures  on  this),  he  allows  us  to  anticipate  the  result  from 
the  qualities  of  the  general,  and  their  influence  on  the  minds  of  the  soldiers  ; 
sometimes,  without  claiming  our  belief  for  miracles,  he  yet  exhibits  the  issue 
in  the  light  of  a  higher  volition :  the  consciousness  of  a  just  cause  and  reliance 
on  the  protection  of  Heaven  give  courage  to  the  one  party,  while  the  presage 
of  a  curse  hanging  over  their  undertaking  weighs  down  the  other.*  In  Henry 
the  Fifth  \  no  opportunity  was  afforded  Shakespeare  of  adopting  the  last- 
mentioned  course,  namely,  rendering  the  issue  of  the  war  dramatic ;  but  he 
has  skilfully  availed  himself  of  the  first.  Before  the  battle  of  Agincourt  he 
paints  in  the  most  lively  colors  the  light-minded  impatience  of  the  French 
leaders  for  the  moment  of  battle,  which  to  them  seemed  infallibly  the  moment 
of  victory ;  on'  the  other  hand,  he  paints  the  uneasiness  of  the  English  king 
and  his  army  in  their  desperate  situation,  coupled  with  their  firm  determination, 
if  they  must  fall,  at  least  to  fall  with  honor.  He  applies  this  as  a  general 
contrast  between  the  French  and  English  national  characters ;  a  contrast 
which  betrays  a  pardality  for  his  own  nation,  certainly  excusable  in  a  poet, 
especi^ly  when  he  is  backed  with  such  a  glorious  record  as  that  of  the 
memorable  battle  in  question.  He  has  surrounded  the  general  events  of  the 
war  with  a  fulness  of  individual,  characteristic,  and  even  sometimes  comic 
features.  A  heavy  Scotchman,  a  hot  Irishman,  a  well-meaning,  honorable,  but 
pedantic  Welshman,  all  speaking  in  their  peculiar  dialects,  are  intended  to 
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with  him,  but  also  the  other  natives  of  the  two  islands,  who  were  either  not 
yet  fiilly  united  or  in  no  degree  subject  to  him.  Several  good-for-nothing 
associates  of  Falstaff  among  the  dregs  of  the  army  either  afford  an  oppor- 
tunity for  proving  Henry's  strictness  of  discipline,  or  are  sent  home  in  disgrace. 
But  all  this  variety  still  seemed  to  the  poet  insufficient  to  animate  a  play  of 
which  the  subject  was  a  conquest,  and  nothing  but  a  conquest  He  has, 
therefore,  tacked  a  prologue  (in  the  technical  language  of  that  day,  a  chorus) 
to  the  beginning  of  each  act  These  prologues,  which  unite  epic  pomp  and 
solemnity  with  lyrical  sublimity,  and  among  which  the  description  of  the  two 
camps  before  the  battle  of  Agincourt  forms  a  most  admirable  night-piece,  are 
intended  to  keep  the  spectators  constantly  in  mind  that  the  peculiar  grandeur 
of  the  actions  described  cannot  be  developed  on  a  narrow  stage,  and  that  they 
must,  therefore,  supply  from  their  own  imaginations  the  deficiencies  of  the 
representation.  As  the  matter  was  not  properly  dramatic,  Shakespeare  chose 
to  wander  in  the  form  also  beyond  the  bounds  of  the  species,  and  to  sing,  as 
a  poetical  herald,  what  he  could  not  represent  to  the  eye,  rather  than  to  cripple 
the  progress  of  the  action  by  putting  long  descriptions  in  the  mouths  of  the 
dramatic  personages.  The  confession  of  the  poet  that  "  four  or  five  most  vile 
and  ragged  foils,  right  ill-disposed,  can  only  disgrace  the  name  of  Agincourt," 
(a  scruple  which  he  has  overlooked  in  the  occasion  of  many  other  great  battles, 
and  among  others  of  that  of  Philippi)  brings  us  here  naturally  to  the  question 
how  far,  generally  speaking,  it  may  be  suitable  and  advisable  to  represent  wars 
and  battles  on  the  stage.  The  Greeks  have  uniformly  renounced  them  ;  as  in 
the  whole  of  their  theatrical  system  they  proceeded  on  ideas  of  grandeur  and 
dignity,  a  feeble  and  petty  imitation  of  the  unattainable  would  have  appeared 
insupportable  in  their  eyes.  With  them,  consequently,  all  fighting  was  merely 
recounted.  The  principle  of  the  romantic  dramatists  was  altogether  different ; 
their  wonderful  pictures  were  infinitely  larger  than  their  theatrical  means  of 
visible  execution ;  they  were  everywhere  obliged  to  count  on  the  willing 
imagination  of  the  spectators,  and  consequently  they  also  relied  on  them  in 
this  point.  It  is  certainly  laughable  enough  that  a  handful  of  awkward  war- 
riors in  mock  armor,  by  means  of  two  or  three  swords,  with  which  we  clearly 
see  they  take  especial  care  not  to  do  the  slightest  injury  to  one  another, 
should  decide  the  fate  of  mighty  kingdoms.  But  the  opposite  extreme  is  still 
much  worse.  If  we  in  reality  succeed  in  exhibiting  the  tumult  of  a  great 
battle,  the  storming  of  a  fort,  and  the  like,  in  a  manner  any  way  calculated  to 
deceive  the  eye,  the  power  of  these  sensible  impressions  is  so  great  that  they 
render  the  spectator  incapable  of  bestowing  that  attention  which  a  poetical 
work  of  art  demands ;  and  thus  the  essential  is  sacrificed  to  the  accessory. 
We  have  learned  firom  experience  that  whenever  cavalry  combats  are  intro- 
duced the  men  soon  become  secondary  personages  beside  the  four-footed 
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players.*  Fortunately,  in  Shakespeare's  time,  the  art  of  converting  the  yield- 
ing boards  of  the  theatre  into  a  riding-course  had  not  yet  been  invented.  ,  He 
tells  the  spectators  in  the  first  prologue  in  Henry  the  Fifths 

Think,  when  we  talk  of  horses,  that  you  see  them 
^         Printing  their  proud  hoofe  in  the  receiving  earth.  —  (Act  i.  prol.  L  a6.) 

When  Richard  the  Third  utters  the  £a.mous  exclamation, 

A  horse !  a  horse  !  my  kingdom  for  a  horse  !  —  (Act  v.  Sc.  iv.  L  7.) 

it  is  no  doubt  inconsistent  to  see  him  both  before  and  afterwards  constantly 
fighting  on  foot  It  is  however  better,  perhaps,  that  the  poet  and  player 
should  by  overpowering  impressions  dispose  us  to  forget  this,  than  by  literal 
exactness  to  expose  themselves  to  external  interruptions.  With  all  the  dis- 
advantages which  I  have  mentioned,  Shakespeare  and  several  Spanish  poets 
have  contrived  to  derive  such  great  beauties  from  the  immediate  representa- 
tion of  war,  that  I  cannot  bring  myself  to  wish  they  had  abstained  from  it 
A  theatrical  manager  of  the  present  day  will  have  a  middle  course  to  follow : 
his  art  must,  in  an  especial  manner,  be  directed  to  make  what  he  shows  us 
appear  only  as  separate  groups  of  an  immense  picture,  which  cannot  be  taken 
in  at  once  by  the  eye ;  he  must  convince  the  spectators  that  the  main  action 
takes  place  behind  the  stage ;  and  for  this  purpose  he  has  easy  means  at  his 
command  in  the  nearer  or  more  remote  sound  of  warlike  music  and  the  din  of 
arms. 

However  much  Shakespeare  celebrates  the  French  conquest  of  Henry,  still 
he  has  not  omitted  to  hint,  after  his  way,  the  secret  springs  of  this  under- 
taking. Henry  was  in  want  of  foreign  war  to  secure  himself  on  the  throne  ; 
the  clergy  also  wished  to  keep  him  employed  abroad,  and  made  an  offer  of 
rich  contributions  to  prevent  the  passing  of  a  law  which  would  have  deprived 
them  of  the  half  of  their  revenues.  His  learned  bishops  consequentiy  are  as 
ready  to  prove  to  him  his  indisputable  right  to  the  crown  of  France,  as  he  is 
to  allow  his  conscience  to  be  tranquillized  by  them.  They  prove  that  the  Salic 
law  is  not,  and  never  was,  applicable  to  France  ;  and  the  matter  is  treated  in 
a  more  succinct  and  convincing  manner  than  such  subjects  usually  are  in 
manifestoes.  After  his  renowned  batUes,  Henry  wished  to  secure  his  con- 
quests by  marriage  with  a  French  princess ;  all  that  has  reference  to  this  is 
intended  for  irony  in  the  play.  The  fruit  of  this  union,  from  which  two  nations 
promised  to  themselves  such  happiness  in  future,  was  the  weak  and  feeble 
Henry  VI.,  under  whom  every  thing  was  so  miserably  lost  It  must  not, 
therefore,  be  imagined  that  it  was  without  the  knowledge  and  will  of  the  poet 

*  The  Greeks,  it  b  true,  brought  horses  on  the  tragk  stage,  but  only  in  solemn  processions,  not  in 
the  wild  disorder  of  a  fight  Agamemnon  and  Pallas,  in  iEschylus,  make  their  appearance  drawn  in  a 
chariot  with  fiMir  horses.    But  their  theatres  were  built  on  a  scale  very  different  from  ours. 
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that  a  heroic  drama  turns  out  a  comedy  in  his  hands,  and  ends  in  the  manner 
of  comedy  with  a  marriage  of  convenience. 

The  three  parts  of  Henry  the  Sixths*  as  I  have  already  remarked,  were  com- 
posed much  earlier  than  the  preceding  pieces.  Shakespeare's  choice  fell  first 
on  this  period  of  English  history,  so  full  of  misery  and  horrors  (rf  every  kind, 
because  the  pathetic  is  naturally  more  suitable  than  the  characteristic  to  a 
young  poet's  mind.  We  do  not  yet  find  here  the  whole  maturity  of  his  genius, 
yet  certainly  its  whole  strength.  Careless  as  to  the  apparent  unconnectedness 
of  contemporary  events,  he  bestows  little  attention  on  preparation  and  de- 
velopment :  all  the  figures  follow  in  rapid  succession,  and  announce  them- 
selves emphatically  for  what  <ve  ought  to  take  them ;  from  scenes  where  the 
efiect  is  sufficiently  agitating  to  form  the  catastrophe  of  a  less  extensive  plan, 
the  poet  perpetually  hurries  us  on  to  catastrophes  still  more  dreadful.  The 
first  part  contains  only  the  first  forming  of  the  parties  of  the  White  and  Red 
Rose,  under  which  blooming  ensigns  such  bloody  deeds  were  afterwards  per- 
petrated ;  the  varying  results  of  the  war  in  France  principally  fill  the  stage. 
The  wonderful  saviour  of  her  country,  Joan  of  Arc,  is  portrayed  by  Shake- 
speare with  an  Englishman's  prejudies :  yet  he  at  first  leaves  it  doubtful 
whether  she  has  not  in  reality  a  heavenly  mission  ;  she  appears  in  the  pure 
glory  of  virgin  heroism ;  by  her  supernatural  eloquence  (and  this  circumstance 
is  of  the  poet's  invention)  she  wins  over  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  to  the  French 
cause  ;  afterwards,  corrupted  by  vanity  and  luxury,  she  has  recourse  to  hellish 
fiends,  and  comes  to  a  miserable  end.  To  her  is  opposed  Talbot,  a  rough 
iron  warrior,  who  moves  us  the  more  powerfully,  as,  in  the  moment  when  he 
is  threatened  with  inevitable  death,  all  his  care  is  tenderly  directed  to  save  his 
son,  who  performs  his  first  deeds  of  arms  under  his  eye.  After  Talbot  has  in 
vain  sacrificed  himself,  and  the  Maid  of  Orleans  has  fallen  into  the  hands  of 
the  English,  the  French  provinces  are  completely  lost  by  an  impolitic  mar- 
riage ;  and  with  this  the  piece  ends.  The  conversation  between  the  aged 
Mortimer  in  prison,  and  Richard  Plantagenet,  afterwards  Duke  of  York,  con- 
tains an  exposition  of  the  claims  of  the  latter  to  the  throne :  considered  by 
itself  it  is  a  beautiful  tragic  elegy. 

In  the  Second  Part,t  the  events  more  particularly  prominent  are  the  murder 
of  the  honest  Protector,  Gloster,  and  its  consequences  ;  the  death  of  Cardinal 
Beaufort ;  the  parting  of  the  queen  from  her  favorite  Suffolk,  and  his  death  by 
the  hands  of  savage  pirates  ;  then  the  insurrection  of  Jack  Cade  under  an  as- 
sumed name,  and  at  the  instigation  of  the  Duke  of  York.  The  short  scene 
where  Cardinal  Beaufort,  who  is  tormented  by  his  conscience  on  account  of 
the  murder  of  Gloster,  is  visited  on  his  death-bed  by  Henry  VI.  is  sublime 
beyond  all  praise.    Can  any  other  poet  be  named  who  has  drawn  aside  the 

•  See  pages  455>47»f  507*  tSecpage479. 
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curtain  of  eternity  at  the  close  of  this  life  with  such  overpowering  and  awful 
effect?  And  yet  it  is  not  mere  horror  with  which  the  mind  is  filled,  but 
solemn  emotion  ;  a  blessing  and  a  curse  stand  side  by  side  ;  the  pious  king  is 
an  image  of  the  heavenly  mercy  which,  even  in  the  sinner's  last  moments, 
labors  to  enter  into  his  soul.  The  adulterous  passion  of  Queen  Margaret  and 
Suffolk  is  invested  with  tragical  dignity,  and  all  low  and  ignoble  ideas  carefully 
kept  out  of  sight.  Without  attempting  to  gloss  over  the  crime  of  which  both 
are  guilty,  without  seeking  to  remove  our  disapprobation  of  this  criminal  love, 
he  still,  by  the  magic  force  of  expression,  contrives  to  excite  in  us  a  S)rmpathy 
with  their  sorrow.  In  the  insurrection  of  Cade  he  has  delineated  the  conduct 
of  a  popular  demagogue,  the  fearful  ludicrousness  of  the  anarchical  tumult  of 
the  people,  with  such  convincing  truth,  that  one  would  believe  he  was  an  eye- 
witness of  many  of  the  events  of  our  age,  which,  from  ignorance  of  history, 
have  been  considered  as  without  example. 

The  civil  war  only  begins  in  the  Second  Part ;  in  the  Third*  it  is  unfolded 
in  its  full  destructive  fury.  The  picture  becomes  gloomier  and  gloomier  ;  and 
seems  at  last  to  be  painted  rather  with  blood  than  with  colors.  Widi  horror 
we  behold  fury  giving  birth  to  fury,  vengeance  to  vengeance,  and  see  that,  when 
all  the  bonds  of  human  society  are  violently  torn  asunder,  even  noble  matrons 
became  hardened  to  cruelty.  The  most  bitter  contempt  is  the  portion  of  the 
unfortunate;  no  one  affords  to  his  enemy  that  pity  which  he  will  himself 
shortly  stand  in  need  of.  With  all  party  is  family,  country,  and  religion,  — 
the  only  spring  of  action.  As  York,  whose  ambition  is  coupled  with  noble 
qualities,  prematurely  perishes,  the  object  of  the  whole  contest  is  now  either 
to  support  an  imbecile  king,  or  to  place  on  the  throne  a  luxurious  monarch, 
who  shortens  the  dear-bought  possession  by  the  gratificatiori*  of  an  insatiable 
voluptuousness.  For  this  the  celebrated  and  magnanimous  Warwick  spends 
his  chivalrous  life  ;  Clifford  revenges  the  death  of  his  father  with  blood-thirsty 
filial  love  ;  and  Richard,  for  the  elevation  of  his  brother,  practises  those  dark 
deeds  by  which  he  is  soon  after  to  pave  the  way  to  his  own  greatness.  In  the 
midst  of  the  general  misery,  of  which  he  has  been  the  innocent  cause.  King 
Henry  appears  like  the  powerless  image  of  a  saint,  in  whose  wonder- 
working influence  no  man  any  longer  believes :  he  can  but  sigh  and  weep 
over  the  enormities  which  he  witnesses.  In  his  simplicity,  however,  the  gift 
of  prophecy  is  lent  to  this  pious  king ;  in  the  moment  of  his  death,  at  the  close 
of  this  great  tragedy,  he  prophesies  a  still  more  dreadful  tragedy  with  which 
futurity  is  pregnant,  as  much  distinguished  for  the  poisonous  wiles  of  cold- 
blooded wickedness  as  the  former  for  deeds  of  savage  fury. 

^The  part  of  Richard  111.  has  become  highly  celebrated  in  England  from  its 
having  been  filled  by  excellent  performers,  and  this  has  naturally  had  an  in- 


*  See  page  507. 
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fluence  on  the  admiration  of  the  piece  itself,  for  many  readers  of  Shakespeare 
stand  in  want  of  good  interpreters  of  the  poet  to  understand  him  properly. 
This  admiration  is  certainly  in  every  respect  well  founded,  though  I  cannot 
help  thinking  there  is  an  injustice  in  considering  the  three  parts  of  Henry  the 
Sixth  as  of  little  value  compared  with  Richard  the  Third,*  These  four  plays 
were  undoubtedly  composed  in  succession,  as  is  proved  by  the  style  and  the 
spirit  in  the  handling  of  the  subject :  the  last  is  definitely  announced  in  the  one 
which  precedes  it,  and  is  also  full  of  references  to.  it :  the  same  views  run 
through  the  series  ;  in  a  word,  the  whole  make  together  only  one  single  work. 
Even  the  deep  characterization  of  Richard  is  by  no  means  the  exclusive 
property  of  the  piece  which  bears  his  name :  his  character  is  very  distinctly 
drawn  in  the  two  last  parts  of  Henry  the  Sixth;  nay,  even  his  first  speeches 
lead  us  already  to  form  the  most  unfavorable  anticipations  of  his  future  con- 
duct. He  lowers  obliquely  like  a  dark  thunder-cloud  on  the  horizon,  which 
gradually  approaches  nearer  and  nearer,  and  first  pours  out  the  devastating 
elements  with  which  it  is  charged  when  it  hangs  over  the  heads  of  mortals. 
Two  of  Richard's  most  significant  soliloquies  which  enable  us  to  draw  the 
most  important  conclusions  with  regard  to  his  mental  temperament,  are  to  be 
found  in  The  Third  Part  of  Henry  the  Sixth,  As  to  the  value  and  the  justice 
of  the  actions  to  which  passion  impels  us,  we  may  be  blind,  but  wickedness 
cannot  mistake  its  own  nature ,  Richard,  as  well  as  lago,  is  a  villain  with  full 
consciousness.  That  they  should  say  this  in  so  many  words,  is  not  perhaps 
in  human  nature  :  but  the  poet  has  the  right  in  soliloquies  to  lend  a  voice  to 
the  most  hidden  thoughts,  otherwise  the  form  of  the  monologue  would,  gene- 
rally speaking,  be  censurable.f  Richard's  deformity  is  the  expression  of  his 
internal  malice,  and  perhaps  in  part  the  effect  of  it :  for  where  is  th^  ugliness 
that  would  not  be  softened  by  benevolence  and  openness  ?  He,  however,  con- 
siders it  as  an  iniquitous  neglect  of  nature,  which  justifies  him  in  taking  his  re- 
venge on  that  human  society  from  which  it  is  the  means  of  excluding  him. 
Hence  these  sublime  lines : 

And  this  word  lore,  jHrhich^graybeards  call  divine. 

Be  resident  in  men  like  one  another, 

And  not  in  me.    I  am  myself  alone.    (Act  v.  Sc.  vi.  1.  8i.) 

Wickedness  is  nothing  but  selfishness  designedly  unconscientious  ;  however 
it  can  never  do  altogether  without  the  form  at  least  of  morality,  as  this  is  the 
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justify  this  to  himself  by  a  sophism :  the  happiness  of  being  beloved  is  denied 
to  him ;  what  then  remains  to  him  but  the  happiness  of  ruling  ?  All  that 
stands  in  the  way  of  this  must  be  removed.  This  envy  of  the  enjoyment  of 
love  is  so  much  the  more  natural  in  Richard,  as  his  brother  Edward,  who  be- 
sides preceding  him  in  the  possession  of  the  crown,  was  distinguished  by  the 
nobleness  and  beauty  of  his  figure,  and  was  an  almost  irresistible  conqueror 
of  female  hearts.  Notwithstanding  his  pretended  renunciation,  Richard  places 
his  chief  vanity  in  being  able  to  please  and  win  over  the  women,  if  not  by  his 
figure  at  least  by  his  insinuating  discourse.  Shakespeare  here  shows  us,  with 
his  accustomed  acuteness  of  observation,  that  human  nature,  even  when  it  is 
altogether  decided  in  goodness  or  wickedness,  is  still  subject  to  petty  in- 
firmities. Richard*s  favorite  amusement  is  to  ridicule  others,  and  he  possesses 
an  eminent  satirical  wit.  He  entertains  at  bottom  a  contempt  for  all  mankind : 
for  he  is  confident  of  his  ability  to  deceive  them,  whether  as  his  instruments 
or  his  adversaries.  In  hypocrisy  he  is  particularly  fond  of  using  religious 
forms,  as  if  actuated  by  a  desire  of  profaning  in  the  service  of  hell  the  religion 
whose  blessings  he  had  inwardly  adjured. 

So  much  for  the  main  features  of  Richard's  character.  The  play  named  after 
him  embraces  also  the  latter  part  of  the  reign  of  Edward  IV.,  in  the  whole,  a 
period  of  eight  years.  It  exhibits  all  the  machinations  by  which  Richard  obtained 
the  throne,  and  the  deeds  which  he  perpetrated  to  secure  himself  in  its  posses- 
sion, which  lasted,  however,  but  two  years.  Shakespeare  intended  that  terror 
rather  than  compassion  should  prevail  throughout  this  tragedy ;  he  has  rather 
avoided  than  sought  the  pathetic  scenes  which  he  had  at  command.  Of  all 
the  sacrifices  to  Richard's  lust  of  power,  Clarence  alone  is  put  to  death  on  the 
stage ;  his  dream  excites  a  deep  horror,  and  proves  the  omnipotence  of  the 
poet's  fancy.  His  conversation  with  the  murderers  is  powerfully  agitating; 
but  the  earlier  crimes  of  Clarence  merited  d€ath,  although  not  from  his 
brother's  hand.  The  most  innocent  and  unspotted  sacrifices  are  the  two 
princes :  we  see  but  little  of  them,  and  their  murder  is  merely  related.  Anne 
disappears  without  our  learning  an3rthing  further  respecting  her :  in  marrying 
the  murderer  of  her  husband  she  has  shown  a  weakness  almost  incredible. 
The  parts  of  Lord  Rivers  and  other  friends  of  the  queen  are  of  too  secondary 
a  nature  to  excite  a  powerful  sympathy ;  Hastings,  from  his  triumph  at  the 
fall  of  his  friend,  forfeits  all  title  to  compassion ;  Buckingham  is  the  satellite 
of  the  tyrant,  who  is  afterwards  consigned  by  him  to  the  axe  of  the  execu- 
tioner. In  the  background  the  widowed  Queen  Margaret  appears  as  the  fury 
of  the  past,  who  invokes  a  curse  on  the  future ;  every  calamity,  which  her 
enemies  draw  down  on  each  other,  is  a  cordial  to  her  revengeful  heart.  Other 
female  voices  join  from  time  to  time  in  the  lamentations  and  imprecations. 
Bat  Richard  is  the  soul,  or  rather  the  demon,  of  the  whole  tragedy.  He  fulfils 
the  promise  which  he  fbrmeriy  made  of  leading  the  murderous  Macchiavel  to 
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school.  Notwithstanding  the  uniform  aversion  with  which  he  inspires  us,  he 
still  engages  us  in  the  greatest  variety  of  ways  by  his  profound  skill  in  dis- 
simulation, his  wit,  his  prudence,  his  presence  of  mind,  his  quick  activity,  and 
his  valor.  He  fights  at  last  against  Richmond  like  a  desperado,  and  dies  thfe 
honorable  death  of  a  hero  on  the  field  of  battle.  Shakespeare  could  not 
change  this  historical  issue,  and  yet  it  is  by  no  means  satisfactory  to  our 
moral  feelings,  as  Lessing,  when  speaking  of  a  German  play  on  the  same 
subject,  has  very  judiciously  remarked.  How  has  Shakespeare  solved  this 
difficulty.'^  By  a  wonderful  invention  he  opens  a  prospect  into  the  other 
world,  and  shows  us  Richard  in  his  last  moments  already  branded  with  the 
stamp  of  reprobation.  We  see  Richard  and  Richmond  in  the  night  before  the 
battle  sleeping  in  their  tents  ;  the  spirits  of  the  murdered  victims  of  the  tyrant 
ascend  in  succession,  and  pour  out  their  curses  against  him,  and  their  blessings 
on  his  adversary.  These  apparitions  are  properly  but  the  dreams  of  the  two 
generals  represented  visibly.  It  is  no  doubt  contrary  to  probability  that  their 
tents  should  only  be  separated  by  so  small  a  space ;  but  Shakespeare  could 
reckon  on  poetical  spectators  who  were  ready  to  take  the  breadth  of  the  stage 
for  the  distance  between  two  hostile  camps,  if  for  such  indulgence  they  were 
to  be  recompensed  by  beauties  of  so  subhme  a  nature  as  this  series  of  spectres 
and  Richard's  awakening  soliloquy.  The  catastrophe  of  Richard  the  Third 
is,  in  respect  of  the  external  events,  very  like  that  of  Macbeth,  We  have 
only  to  compare  the  thorough  difference  of  handling  them  to  be  convinced  that 
Shakespeare  has  most  accurately  observed  poetical  justice  in  the  genuine  sense 
of  the  word,  that  is,  as  signifying  the  revelation  of  an  invisible  blessing  or 
curse  which  hangs  over  human  sentiments  and  actions. 

Although  the  last  four  pieces  of  the  historical  series  paint  later  events,  yet 
the  plays  of  Henry  the  Fourth  and  Fifth  have,  in  tone  and  costume,  a  much 
more  modem  appearance.  This  is  partly  owing  to  the  number  of  comic 
scenes  ;  for  the  comic  must  always  be  founded  not  only  in  national,  but  also 
in  contemporary,  manners.  Shakespeare,  however,  seems  also  to  have  had 
the  same  design  in  the  serious  part  Bloody  revolutions  and  devastations  of 
civil  war  appear  to  posterity  as  a  relapse  into  an  earlier  and  more  uncultivated 
condition  of  society,  or  they  are  in  reality  accompanied  by  such  a  relapse  into 
unbridled  savageness.  If,  therefore,  the  propensity  of  a  young  poetical  mind 
to  remove  its  object  to  a  wonderful  distance  has  had  an  influence  on  the  style 
in  which  Henry  the  Sixth  and  Richard  the  Third  are  conceived,  Shakespeare 
has  been  rightly  guided  by  his  instinct.  As  it  is  peculiar  to  the  heroic  poem 
to  paint  the  races  of  men  in  times  past  as  colossal  in  strength  of  body  and 
resolution,  so  in  these  plays,  the  voices  of  a  Talbot,  a  Warwick,  a  Clifford, 
and  others,  so  ring  on  our  ear  that  we  imagine  we  hear  the  clanging  trumpets 
of  foreign  or  of  civil  war.  The  contest  of  the  houses  of  York  and  Lancaster 
was  the  last  outbreak  of  feudal  independence ;  it  was  the  cause  of  the  great 
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and  not  of  the  people,  who  were  only  dragged  into  the  struggle  by  the  former. 
Afterwards  the  part  was  swallowed  up  in  the  whole,  and  no  longer  could  any 
one  be,  like  Warwick,  a  maker  of  kings.  Shakespeare  was  as  profound  a 
historian  as  a  poet  When  we  compare  his  Henry  the  Eighth  *  with  the 
preceding  pieces,  we  see  distinctly  that  the  English  nation  during  the  long, 
peaceable,  and  economical  reign  of  Henry  VII.,  whether  from  the  exhaustion 
which  was  the  fruit  of  the  civil  wars,  or  from  more  general  European  influ- 
ences, had  made  a  sudden  transition  from  the  powerful  confusion  of  the  middle 
age  to  the  regular  tameness  of  modern  times.  Henry  the  Eighth  has,  there- 
fore, somewhat  of  a  prosaic  appearance  ;  for  Shakespeare,  artist-like,  adapted 
himself  always  to  the  quality  of  his  materials.  If  others  of  his  works,  both 
in  elevation  of  fancy  and  in  energy  of  pathos  and  character,  tower  far  above 
this,  we  have  here,  on  the  other  hand,  occasion  to  admire  his  nice  powers  of 
discrimination  and  his  perfect  knowledge  of  courts  and  the  world.  What  tact 
was  requisite  to  represent  before  the  eyes  of  the  queen  \  subjects  of  such  a 
delicate  nature,  and  in  which  she  was  personally  so  nearly  concerned,  without 
doing  violence  to  the  truth  !  He  has  unmasked  the  tyrannical  king,  and  to 
the  intelligent  observer  exhibited  him  as  such  he  was  actually  —  haughty  and 
obstinate,  voluptuous  and  unfeeling,  extravagant  in  conferring  favors,  and 
revengeful  under  the  pretext  of  justice ;  and  yet  the  picture  is  so  dexterously 
handled  that  a  daughter  might  take  it  for  favorable.  The  legitimacy  of 
Elizabeth's  birth  depended  on  the  invalidity  of  Henry's  first  marriage,  and 
Shakespeare  has  placed  the  proceedings  respecting  his  separation  from  Cath- 
arine of  Arragon  in  a  very  doubtful  light  We  see  clearly  that  Henry's 
scruples  of  conscience  are  no  other -than  the  beauty  of  Anne  Boleyn.  Catharine 
is,  properly  speaking,  the  heroine  of  the  piece ;  she  excites  the  warmest  sym- 
pathy by  her  virtues,  her  defenceless  misery,  her  mild  but  firm  opposition,  and 
her  dignified  resignation.  After  her,  the  fall  of  Cardinal  Wolsey  constitutes 
the  principal  part  of  the  business.  Henry's  whole  reign  was  not  adapted  for 
dramatic  poetry.  It  would  have  been  merely  a  repetition  of  the  same  scenes : 
the  repudiation  or  the  execution  of  his  wives,  and  the  disgrace  of  his  most 
estimable  ministers,  which  was  usually  soon  followed  by  death.  Of  all  that 
distinguished  Henry's  life,  Shakespeare  has  given  us  sufficient  specimens. 
But  as,  properly  speaking,  there  is  no  division  in  the  history  where  he  breaks 
ofl^  we  must  excuse  him  if  he  gives  us  a  flattering  compliment  of  the  great 
Elizabeth  for  a  fortunate  catastrophe.  The  piece  ends  with  the  general  joy 
at  the  birth  of  that  princess,  and  with  prophecies  of  the  happiness  which  she 

•  Sec  page  567. 

t  It  is  qnite  clear  that  Htnry  the  Eighth  was  written  while  Elizabeth  was  still  alive.  We  know  that 
Ben  Jonson,  in  the  reign  of  King  James,  brought  the  piece  again  on  the  stage  with  additional  pomp^ 
and  took  the  liberty  of  making  several  changes  and  additions.  Without  doubt,  the  prophecy  respecting 
James  the  First  is  due  to  Ben  Jonson :  it  would  only  have  displeased  Elizabeth,  and  is  so  ill  introduced 
that  we  at  once  recognize  in  it  a  foreign  interpolation. 
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was  afterwards  to  enjoy  or  diffuse.  It  was  only  by  such  a  turn  that  the 
hazardous  freedom  of  thought  in  the  rest  of  the  coihposition  could  have 
passed  with  impunity.  Shakespeare  was  not  certainly  himself  deceived 
respecting  this  theatrical  delusion.  The  true  conclusion  is  the  death  of  Cath- 
arine, which,  under  a  feeling  of  this  kind,  he  has  placed  earlier  than  was  con- 
formable to  history. 

I  have  now  gone  through  all  the  unquestionably  genuine  works  of  Shake- 
speare. I  have  carefully  abstained  from  all  indefinite  eulogies,  which  merely 
serve  to  prove  a  disproportion  betwixt  the  feeling  and  the  capability  of 
expressing  it.  To  many  the  above  observations  will  appear  too  diffuse;  to 
others  they  will  perhaps  seem  unsatisfactory.  I  shall  be  satisfied  if  they 
place  those  readers  who  are  not  yet  familiar  with  the  poet  in  the  right  point 
of  view,  and  pave  the  way  for  a  solid  knowledge,  and  if  they  recall  to  the  minds 
of  intelligent  critics  some  of  those  thoughts  which  have  occurred  to  them- 
selves. 
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BY  PROFESSOR  EDWARD   DOWDEN. 

The  importance  of  Titus  Andronicus  (pronounced  by  the  writer  of  the  play, 
Andr5n-i-cus),  lies  in  the  fact  that,  if  Shakespeare  wrote  it,  we  find  him  as  a 
young  man  carried  away  by  the  influence  of  a  Sturm  und  Drang  (storm  and 
stress)  movement  similar  to  that  which  urged  Schiller  to  write  his  Robbers, 
Titus  Andronicus  belongs  essentially  to  the  pre-Shakespearian  group  of 
bloody  tragedies,  of  which  Kyd's  Spanish  Tragedy  is  the  most  conspicuous 
example.  If  it  is  of  Shakespearian  authorship  it  may  be  viewed  as  represent- 
ing the  years  of  crude  and  violent  youth  before  he  had  found  his  true  self ;  his 
second  tragedy,  Romeo  and  Juliet^  as  representing  the  years  of  transition ;  and 
Hamlet^  the  period  of  maturity  and  adult  power. 

The  external  evidence  with  reference  to  the  authorship  of  Titus  is  the 
following :  (i)  It  is  mentioned  by  Meres  (1598)  among  other  undoubted  plays 
of  Shakespeare.  (2)  It  is  printed  in  the  First  Folio.  (3)  Ravenscroft,  who 
altered  the  play  in  1687,  declares  that  he  had  been  told  "  by  some  anciently 
conversant  with  the  stage  that  it  was  not  his  [Shakespeare's],"  but  that  he  only 
gave  "  some  master-touches  to  one  or  two  of  the  principal  parts  or  characters." 
The  great  majority  of  English  critics  either  altogether  reject  the  play,  upon 
the  ground  that  in  style  and  subject  it  is  unlike  any  other  work  of  our  drama- 
tist, or  accept  as  true  the  tradition  of  Ravenscroft,  that  it  was  touched  by 
Shakespeare,  and  no  more.  "  Shakespeare's  tragedy  is  never  bloodily  sensual ; 
.  .  .  this  play  is  a  perfect  slaughterhouse,  and  the  blood  makes  appeal  to  all 

the  senses It  reeks  blood,  it  smells  of  blood,  we  almost  feel  that  we 

have  handled  blood  —  it  is  so  gross."  To  attempt  to  point  out  certain 
passages  as  written  by  Shakespeare  would  be  unsafe,  for  we  know  little  of 
what  the  distinguishing  features  of  Shakespeare's  style  were  when  he  began  to 
write  for  the  stage ;  but  no  lines  in  the  play  have  more  of  a  Shakespearian 
ring  than  the  foUowing  (Act  IV.  Sc.  iv.  1.  81-86) : 
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many,  remains  in  existence.  It  is  not  the  play  attributed  to  Shakespeare. 
Henslowe  also  mentions  a  Titus  and  Andronicus  lis  a  new  play,  acted 
January  23,  1594:  it  is  doubtful  whether  this  was  the  Shakespearian  play.  If  it 
were,  and  it  was  then  written,  the  tragedy  is  certainly  not  by  Shakespeare.  It 
is  impossible  to  believe  that  in  1 594,  when  Shakespeare  had  written  his  Venus 
and  Adonis  and  his  Lucrece,  he  could  have  dealt  so  coarsely  with  details  of 
outrage  and  unnatural  cruelty  as  does  the  author  of  this  tragedy.  Ben  Jonson, 
in  the  introduction  to  Bartholomew  Fair  (1614),  speaks  of  Titus  Andronicus, 
with  yeronimOy  as  belonging  to  "  twenty-five  or  thirty  years  "  previously  :  this 
would  carry  back  the  date  of  the  play  (if  it  be  of  this  Titus  Andronicus  that 
Jonson  speaks)  to  1589,  or  earlier.  That  it  was  a  play  of  that  period,  and  was 
touched  by  Shakespeare,  we  may  accept  as  the  opinion  best  supported  by  in- 
ternal evidence  and  by  the  weight  of  critical  authority. 

Pericles  is  the  first  of  the  group  of  plays  which  I  have  named  Romances.* 
Shakespeare's  portion  of  the  play  has  something  of  the  slightness  of  a  pre- 
liminary sketch.  The  first  two  acts  are  evidently  by  another  writer  than 
Shakespeare,  and  probably  the  scenes  in  Act  IV.  (Scs.  ii.,  v.,  and  vi,),  so  re- 
volting to  our  moral  feeling,  are  also  to  be  assigned  away  from  him.  What 
remains  (Acts  III.,  IV.,  V.,  omitting  the  scenes  just  mentioned),  is  the  pure 
and  charming  romance  of  Marina,  the  sea-bom  child  of  Pericles,  her  loss,  and 
the  recovery  of  both  child  and  mother  by  the  afflicted  prince.  Whether 
Shakespeare  worked  upon  the  foundation  of  an  earlier  play,  or  whether  the 
non-Shakespearian  parts  of  Pericles  were  additions  made  to  what  he  had 
written,  we  cannot  say  with  certainty.  It  is  supposed  by  some  critics  that  three 
hands  can  be  distinguished :  that  of  a  general  reviser  who  wrote  the  first  two 
acts  and  Gower's  choruses  —  possibly  the  dramatist  George  Wilkins ;  that  of 
a  second  writer  who  contributed  the  offensive  scenes  of  Act  IV. ;  and,  thirdly, 
the  hand  of  Shakespeare.  Pericles  was  entered  in  the  stationers'  register, 
1608,  by  the  bookseller  Blount,  and  was  published  with  a  very  ill-arranged  text 
the  next  year  (1609)  ^y  another  bookseller,  who  had,  it  is  believed,  surrep- 
titiously obtained  his  copy.  It  was  not  included  among  the  plays  given  in  the 
first  or  second  folios,  but  appeared,  with  six  added  plays,  in  the  third  folio, 
1663.  The  story  upon  which  Pericles  is  founded  is  that  given  in  Laurence 
Twine's  Patterne  of  Painfull  Adventures  (1607)  —  itself  a  reprint  of  an  early 
printed  version  from  the  French  ;  given  also  in  Gower's  Confessio  AmantiSy 
and  originally  written  about  the  fifth  or  sixth  century  of  our  era,  in  Greek.  In 
all  these  earlier  forms  of  the  tale  the  name  of  the  prince  or  king  of  Tyre  is 
Apollonius,  not  Pericles.  Both  Twine  and  Gower  appear  to  have  been  made 
use  of  by  the  writers  of  Pericles,  and  the  debt  to  Gower  is  acknowledged  by 
his  introduction  as  the  "  presenter  "  of  the  play.  It  should  be  noted  that  in 
1608,  probably  immediately  after  the  production  of  the  play,  appeared  a  novel 

*  See  page  xxiz. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


DOUBTFUL  PLAYS.  ci 

by  George  Wilkins,  The  Painfull  Adventures  of  Pericles^  Prince  of  Tyre^ 
which  once  more  tells  the  story  in  prose,  the  version  in  this  instance  being  in 
great  measure  founded  upon  the  play,  of  which  Wilkins  himself  is  conjectured 
to  have  been  one  of  the  authors. 

The  drama  as  a  whole  is  singularly  undramatic.  It  entirely  lacks  unity  of 
action,  and  the  prominent  figures  of  the  opening  scenes  quickly  dropout  of  the 
play.  A  main  part  of  the  story  is  briefly  told  in  rhjrmed  verse  by  the  pre- 
senter, Gower,  or  is  set  forth  in  dumb  show.  But  Shakespeare's  portion  is 
one  and  indivisible,.  It  opens  on  shipboard  with  a  tempest,  and  in  Shake- 
speare's later  play  of  storm  and  wreck  he  has  not  attempted  to  rival  the 
earlier  treatment  of  the  subject.  "  No  poetry  of  shipwreck  and  the  sea,"  a 
living  poet  writes,  "  has  ever  equalled  the  great  scene  of  Pericles;  no  such 
note  of  music  was  ever  struck  out  of  the  clash  and  contention  of  tempestuous 
elements."  Milton,  when  writing  LycidaSy  the  elegy  upon  his  drowned  friend, 
remembered  this  scene,  and  one  line  in  particular — 

And  humming  water  shall  o'erwhclm  thy  corpse. 

To  this  rage  of  storm  succeeds  the  hush  of  Cerimon's  studious  chamber,  in 
which  the  wife  of  Pericles,  tossed  ashore  by  the  waves,  wakens  wonderingly 
from  her  trance  to  the  sound  of  melancholy  music.  Cerimon,  who  is  master 
of  the  secrets  of  nature,  who  is  liberal  in  his  "  learned  charity,'*  who  held  it 
ever 

Virtue  and  cunning  were  endowments  greater 
Than  nobleness  and  riches, 

is  like  a  first  study  for  Prospero.  In  the  fifth  act  Marina,  so  named  from  her 
birth  at  sea,  has  grown  to  the  age  of  fourteen  years,  and  is,  as  it  were,  a  sister 
of  Miranda  and  Perdita  (note  in  each  case  the  significant  name).  She,  like 
Perdita,  is  a  child  lost  by  her  parents,  and,  like  Perdita,  we  see  her  flower-like 
with  her  flowers  —  only  these  flowers  of  Marina  are  not  for  a  merrymaking,  but 
a  grave.  The  melancholy  of  Pericles  is  a  clear-obscure  of  sadness,  not  a  gjoom 
of  cloudy  remorse  like  that  of  Leontes.  His  meeting  with  his  lost  Marina  is 
like  an  anticipation  of  the  scene  in  which  Cymbeline  recovers  his  sons  and 
daughter  ;  but  the  scene  in  Pericles  is  filled  with  a  rarer,  keener  passion  of 
joy.  And  again,  the  marvellous  meeting  between  Leontes  and  Hermione  is 
anticipated  by  the  union  of  Pericles  and  his  Thaisa.  Thus  Pericles^  containing 
the  motives  of  much  that  was  worked  out  more  fully  in  later  dramas,  may  be 
said  to  bear  to  the  Romances  somewhat  of  the  same  relation  which  The  Two 
Gentlemen  of  Verona  bears  to  the  comedies  of  love  which  succeeded  it  in 
Shakespeare's  second  dramatic  period. 
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Venus  and  Adonis  was  entered  in  the  Stationers'  Company  register  on 
April  1 8,  1593,  and  was  published  the  same  year.  The  poem  at  once  became 
popular,  and  before  the  close  of  1602  it  had  been  reprinted  no  fewer  than  six 
times.  "As  the  soule  of  Euphorbus,"  wrote  Meres  in  his  WiVs  Treasury 
(1598),  "was  thought  to  live  in  Pythagoras,  so  the  sweete  wittie  soule  of  Ovid 
lives  in  mellifluous  and  hony-tongued  Shakespeare ;  witnes  his  Venus  and 
Adonis^  his  Lucrece,  his  sugred  Sonnets  among  his  private  friends,  &c" 
Ovid  had  told  the  story  of  the  love  of  Venus  for  Adonis,  and  the  death  of 
the  beautiful  hunter  by  a  wild  boar's  tusk :  the  coldness  of  Adonis,  his  boyish 
disdain  of  love,  was  an  invention  of  later  times ;  and  it  is  in  this  later  form 
that  Shakespeare  imagines  the  subject  The  Metamorphoses  of  Ovid  had 
been  translated  into  English  verse  by  Arthur  Golding  (1567),  and  Shakespeare, 
if  not  now,  was  certainly  at  a  later  date  acquainted  with  this  translation.  A 
speech  of  Prospero  in  The  Tempest  (Act  V.  Sc.  i.),  beginning  — 

**  Ye  elves  of  hills,  brooks,  standing  lakes,  and  groves,** 

is  suggested  by  a  passage  of  Golding's  Ovid ;  but  Shakespeare's  treatment 
of  the  subject  of  the  Venus  and  Adonis  has  less  in  common  with  Ovid  than 
with  a  short  poem  by  a  contemporary  writer  of  sonnets  and  lyrical  poems, 
Henry  Constable,  which  appeared  in  a  collection  of  verse  published  in  1600, 
under  the  name  of  England's  Helicon.  It  is  uncertain  which  of  the  two 
poems.  Constable's  or  Shakespeare's,  was  the  earlier  written. 

When  Venus  and  Adonis  appeared  Shakespeare  was  twenty-nine  years  of 
age ;  the  Earl  of  Southampton,  to  whom  it  was  dedicated,  was  not  yet  twenty. 
In  the  dedication  the  poet  speaks  of  these  "  unpolisht  lines  "  as  "  the  first 
heire  of  my  invention."  Did  Shakespeare  mean  by  this  that  Venus  and  Adonis 
was  written  before  any  of  his  plays,  or  before  any  plays  that  were  strictly 
original  —  his  own  "  invention  }  "  or  does  he,  setting  plays  altogether  apart, 
which  were  not  looked  upon  as  literature,  in  a  high  sense  of  the  word,  call  it 
his  first  poem  because  he  had  written  no  earlier  narrative  or  lyrical  verse  ? 
We  cannot  be  sure.  It  is  possible,  but  not  likely,  that  he  may  have  written 
this  poem  before  he  left  Stratford,  and  have  brought  it  up  with  him  to  London. 
More  probably  it  was  written  in  London,  and  perhaps  not  long  before  its  pub- 
lication. The  year  1593,  in  which  the  poem  appeared,  was  a  year  of  plague ; 
the  London  theatres  were  closed :  it  may  be  that  Shakespeare,  idle  in  London, 
or  having  returned  for  a  while  to  Stratford,  then  wrote  the  poem.  Whenever 
writtjen,  it  was  elaborated  with  peculiar  care.  The  subject  of  the  poem  is 
sensual,  but  with  Shakespeare  it  becomes  rather  a  study  or  analysis  of  passion 
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and  the  objects  of  passion,  than  in  itself  passionate.  Without  being  dramatic, 
the  poem  contains  the  materials  for  dramatic  poetry,  set  forth  at  large.  The 
descriptions  of  English  landscape  and  country  life  are  numerous,  and  give  a 
spirit  of  breezy  life  and  health  to  portions  of  the  poem  which  could  ill  afford 
to  lose  anything  that  is  fresh  and  healthful. 

The  Rape  of  Lucrece^?&  entered  in  the  Stationers' register  May  9,  1594, 
and  was  published  the  same  year.  Like  the  Venus  and  Adonis^  it  is  dedicated 
to  the  Earl  of  Southampton,  having  been  perhaps  the  "  graver  labour  "  promised 
in  the  dedication  of  the  Venus  and  Adonis,  The  two  poems  resemble  one 
another  in  several  respects,  especially  in  the  detailed  descriptive  style,  which 
draws  out  at  length  the  particulars  of  a  scene,  an  incident,  or  an  emotion.  The 
poem  of  later  date,  however,  exhibits  far  less  immaturity  than  does  the  "  first 
heire  "  of  Shakespeare's  invention.  Part  of  this  may  be  due  to  the  fact  that  the 
subject  is  deeper  and  more  passionate :  instead  of  the  enamored  Venus  we  have 
here  the  pure  and  noble  Lucretia ;  instead  of  the  boy  Adonis,  the  powerful 
figure  of  the  evil  Tarquin.  The  versification  is  freer  and  bolder ;  in  the  Venus 
and  Adonis  the  stanza  was  one  of  six  lines,  consisting  of  a  rhymed  quatrain 
followed  by  a  couplet ;  here  a  fifth  line  is  introduced  between  the  quatrain  and 
couplet ;  rhyming  with  lines  two  and  four.  This  structure  tends  to  encourage 
more  variety  in  the  arrangement  of  pauses.  The  Lucrece  was  a  poem  highly 
admired  by  Shakespeare's  contemporaries,  and  was  several  times  republished, 
though  less  often  than  the  Venus,  The  story  of  Lucretia  is  told  by  Livy  and 
Ovid,  and  was  versified  by  Gower,  and  again  related  in  Paynter's  Palace  of 
Pleasure^  1567. 

The  Passionate  Pilgrim  was  published  by  William  Jaggard  in  1 599.     It  was 
a  piratical  bookseller's  venture,  and  although  the  popular  name  of  Shake- 
speare was  put  upon  the  title-page,  the  little  volume  really  consisted  of  a 
collection  from  several  authors.     Mention  has  already  been  made  of  the  fact 
that  Shakespeare,  as  Heywood  tells  us,  was  much  offended  when  Jaggard,  in 
1612,  republished  the  volume,  with  added  poems  of  Heywood,  and  with 
Shakespeare's  name  upon  the  title-page  :  a  cancel  of  the  title-page  thereupon 
was  made,  and  one  printed  without  any  author's  name.    After  the  fifteenth 
poem  of  the  original  collection  occurs  a  second  title  —  Sonnets  to  Sundry  Notes 
of  Music,    The  following  table  shows,  as  far  as  has  been  ascertained,  how  the 
volume  was  made  up  ; 

*•  ^^  Shakespeare's  Softruit,  158  and  144  (with  various  readings,  those  of  the  Sonntts  the  true  or 
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X.  Probably  not  Shakespeare's. 

XI.  Probably  by  Bartholomew  Griffin,  in  whose  Fidessa  more  Chaste  than  Kindts  1596,  it  had 

appeared  with  various  readings  (on  the  subject  of  Vttnu  and  Adonis). 

XII.  Perhaps  Shakespeare's. 

XI  n.   Probably  by  the  same  writer  as  x. 
XIV.  Probably  not  Shakespeare's. 
XV,   Probably  not  Shakespeare's. 
XVI.  Certainly  not  Shakespeare's. 

XVII.   Dumain's  poem  to  Kate  in  Lovers  Labor's  Lost  (Act  iv.  Sc  iii.  1.  101-120). 
x\'iii.   From  Weelke's  J^Wrf>w/f,  1597. 
XIX.   Possibly  Shakespeare's. 
XX.  By  Marlowe  (given  here  imperfectlyX  Love* s  Answer  {j^^a  defective  here)  is  attributed  to 

Sir  W.  Raleigh. 
XXI.   By  Richard  Bamfield,  from  his  Poems  in  Divers  Humors^  159S. 

The  Phctnix  and  the  Turtle  was  printed  as  one  of  the  additional  poems  to 
Chester's  Lovers  Martyr,  or  Rosalind's  Complaint^  1601,  with  Shakespeare's 
name  appended.    That  it  is  his  seems  in  a  high  degree  doubtful. 

The  Sonnets  of  Shakespeare  suggest,  perhaps,  the  most  difficult  questions 
in  Shakespearian  criticism.  In  1609  appeared  these  poems  in  a  quarto  (pub- 
lished almost  certainly  without  the  author's  sanction),  which  also  contained 
A  Lover's  Complaint.  The  publisher,  Thomas  Thorpe,  dedicated  them  "  To 
the  onlie  begetter  of  these  ensuing  sonnets,  Mr.  W.  H."  Does  "  begetter " 
mean  the  person  who  inspired  them  and  so  brought  them  into  existence,  or 
only  the  obtainer  of  the  Sonnets  for  Thorpe  ?  Probably  the  former.  And 
who  is  Mr.  W.  H.  .^  It  is  clear  from  Sonnet  135  that  the  Christian-name  of 
Shakespeare's  friend,  to  whom  the  first  one  hundred  and  twenty- six  sonnets 
were  addressed,  was  William.  But  what  William  .>  There  is  not  even  an 
approach  to  certainty  in  any  answer  offered  to  this  question.  Some  have  sup- 
posed that  W.  H.  is  a  blind  to  conceal  and  yet  express  the  initials,  H.  W., 
that  is,  Henry  Wriothesley,  Earl  of  Southampton,  Shakespeare's  patron. 
Others  hold  that  William  Herbert,  Earl  of  Pembroke  (to  whom,  together 
with  his  brother,  the  First  Folio  was  dedicated),  is  here  addressed. 

When  were  the  Sonnets  written  ?  We  know  that  Meres,  in  1598,  spoke  of 
Shakespeare's  "sugred  sonnets  among  his  private  friends,"  and  that  in  1599 
two  (138  and  144)  were  printed  in  The  Passionate  Pilgrim.  Some,  if  we  were 
to  judge  by  their  style,  seem  to  belong  to  the  time  when  Romeo  and  Juliet  was 
written.  Others  —  as,  for  example,  66-74 — echo  the  sadder  tone  which  is 
heard  in  Hamlet  and  Measure  for  Measure,  The  writing  of  the  Sonnets  cer- 
tainly extended  over  a  considerable  period  of  time,  at  least  three  years  (see 
104),  and  perhaps  a  longer  period.  They  all  lie,  I  believe,  somewhere  between 
1595  and  1605. 

The  Sonnets  consist  of  two  series,  the  first  from  i  to  126  (The  Envoy,  126, 
consisting  of  twelve  lines  in  couplets),  addressed  to  a  young  man ;  the  other, 
127-154,  addressed  to  or  referring  to  a  woman.  But  both  series  allude  to 
events  which  connect  the  two  persons  with  one  another  and  with  Shakespeare. 
The  young  friend,  whom  Shakespeare  loved  with  a  fond  idolatry,  was  beauti- 
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ful,  clever,  rich  in  the  gifts  of  fortune,  of  high  rank.  The  woman  was  of 
stained  character,  false  to  her  husband,  the  reverse  of  beautiful,  dark-eyed, 
pale-faced,  a  musician,  possessed  of  a  strange  power  of  attraction.  To  her 
^sdnation  Shakespeare  yielded  himself,  and  in  his  absence  she  laid  her 
snares  for  Shakespeare's  friend  and  won  him.  Hence  a  coldness,  estrange- 
ment, and,  for  some  time,  a  complete  severance  between  Shakespeare  and  his 
friend,  after  a  time  followed  by  acknowledgment  of  faults  on  both  sides,  and  a 
complete  reconciliation. 

So  the  Sonnets  must  be  interpreted  if  we  accept  the  natural  sense  they  seem 
to  bear.  But  several  persons  have  held  that  they  are  either  altogether  of  an 
ideal  nature  or  allegorical,  or  were  written  in  part  by  Shakespeare  not  for 
himself  but  for  the  use  of  others.  The  natural  sense,  however,  is,  I  am 
convinced,  the  true  one. 

The  Sonnets  from  i  to  126  form,  allowing  for  a  few  possible  breaks,  a  con- 
tinuous series.  In  the  early  Sonnets  the  poet  urges  his  friend  to  marry,  that, 
his  beauty  surviving  in  his  children,  he  may  conquer  Time  and  Decay.  But 
if  he  refuses  this,  then  Verse  —  the  poetry  of  Shakespeare  —  must  make  war 
upon  Time,  and  confer  immortality  upon  his  friend's  loveliness  (15-19).*  Many 
of  the  poems  are  written  in  absence  (26,  27,  28,  &c.).  All  Shakespeare's  griefs 
and  losses  are  made  good  to  him  by  joy  in  his  friend  (29-31).  The  wrong 
done  by  "  Will "  to  Shakespeare  is  then  spoken  of  (33),  for  which  some  "  salve  " 
is  oflfered  (34)  ;  the  salve  is  worthless,  but  Shakespeare  will  try  to  forgive.  We 
trace  the  gradual  growth  of  distrust  on  each  side  (58),  until  a  melancholy  settles 
down  upon  the  heart  of  Shakespeare  (66).  Still  he  loves  his  friend,  and  tries 
to  think  him  pure  and  true.  Then  a  new  trouble  arises  —  his  friend  is  favoring 
a  rival  poet  of  great  learning  and  skill  (76-86).  This  rival  poet  has,  with  some 
show  of  evidence,  been  conjectured  to  be  George  Chapman,  the  translator  of 
Homer.  Shakespeare  bids  his  friend  "  Farewell "  (87) ;  let  him  hate  Shake- 
speare if  he  will.  He  ceases  to  address  poems  to  him  ;  but  after  an  interval 
of  silence  begins  once  more  to  sing  (100,  loi,  102,  &c.).  He  sees  his  friend 
again  and  finds  him  still  beautiful.  There  is  a  recondliation  (104,  105,  107). 
Explanations  and  confessions  are  made.  Love  is  restored,  stronger  than  ever 
(119),  for  now  it  has  passed  through  trial  and  sorrow;  it  is  founded  not  on 
interested  motives  (124),  nor,  as  formerly,  on  the  attraction  of  youth  and 
beauty,  but  is  inward  of  the  heart  (125).  And  thus,  gravely  and  happily,  the 
Sonnets  to  his  friend  conclude. 

The  reader  who  chooses  to  investigate  the  second  series  of  Sonnets  —  those 
to  Shakespeare's  dark  mistress  —  will  meet  with  little  difficulty  in  understanding 
them.  Perhaps  153,  154,  which  seem  to  be  two  experiments  in  verse  on  the 
same  subject,  ought  to  be  placed  apart  from  the  rest 

*  The  figures  are  meant  not  to  mark  divisions  or  groups  of  sonneta»  but  to  illustrate  by  striking  pas- 
the  brief  analysis  of  the  Soniuts, 
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Shakespeare's  debt  to  the  Bible  is  far  greater  than  many  imagine ;  and 
the  world's  debt  to  Shakespeare  will  not  be  lessened,  if  the  source  whence  he 
derived  so  much  of  his  marvellous  power  and  influence  is  brought  into  greater 
prominence. 

To  a  very  considerable  extent,  the  Bible  moulded  and  guided  his  moral  and 
intellectual  teaching.  His  writings  are  impregnated  with  the  leaven  of 
revealed  truth ;  and  this  divine  element  in  his  works  is  unquestionably  one 
of  the  principal  secrets  of  his  wide-spread  and  wide-spreading  fame. 

Several  volumes  have  been  published  that  show  how  great  was  Shake- 
speare's indebtedness  to  the  Bible.  In  America  there  is  "  Shakespeare's 
Morals,"  by  Arthur  Oilman,  M.A.  (New  York ;  Dodd,  Mead  &  Co.),  and  in 
England  there  are  Bishop  Wordsworth's  valuable  work,  and  "  Bible  Truths 
with  Shakespearian  Parallels,"  by  James  Brown,  of  Selkirk.  From  the  last 
mentioned  we  take  the  following  summary  of  the  references  to  biblical 
characters : 

THE   OLD   TESTAMENT. 


Ten  allusions  to  Adam. 

Two  to  Adam  and  Eve. 

Four  to  Eve. 

Six  to  Cain. 

Two  to  Abel. 

Two  to  Abraham. 

Six  to  Jacob. 

One  to  Japhet 

One  to  Hagar. 

Two  to  Laban. 

One  to  Noah. 

One  to  the  flood. 

One  to  the  ark. 

One  to  Pharaoh's  soldiers. 


One  to  Pharaoh's  lean  kine. 

One  to  Sisera's  death. 

Two  to  Job. 

One  to  Daniel 

One  to  Nebuchadnezzar. 

One  to  Samson. 

Two  to  Goliath. 

One  to  Deborah. 

One  to  JezebeL 

Two  to  Jephthah. 

One  to  David. 

One  to  AhithopheL 

Two  to  Solomon. 

One  to  the  Queen  of  Sheba. 


THE   NEW  TESTAMENT. 


Seven  allusions  to  Herod. 
Two  to  Pilate. 
Two  to  Judas. 
One  to  Barabbas. 
Two  to  Golgotha. 


Five  to  the  parable  of  the  Prod- 
igal Son. 

Three  to  the  parable  of  the  rich 
man  and  Lazarus. 

Two  to  the  legion  of  devils. 
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f*  Besides  these,"  the  writer  remarks,  "  there  are  a  great  many  passages  in 
Shakespeare's  writings  which,  although  not  quotable  either  as  parallels  or  as 
direct  allusions,  nevertheless,  by  some  peculiarity  of  phrase  or  figure,  dis- 
tinctly reveal  a  biblical  source,  or  suggest  at  once  some  biblical  equivalent 
Take,  for  example,  the  following  from  *  All's  Well  that  Ends  Well,'  where 
Helena,  the  daughter  of  a  famous  physician,  in  trying  to  persuade  the  King  of 
France  to  try  the  remedy  she  possesses  for  the  cure  of  his  disease,  pleads 
these  arguments  in  defence  of  her  youth  and  seeming  inexperience  :  — 

*  He  that  of  greatest  works  b  finisher. 
Oft  does  them  by  the  weakest  minister; 
So  Holy  Writ  in  babes  hath  judgment  shown. 
When  judges  have  been  babes.    Great  floods  have  flown 
From  simple  sources ;  and  great  seas  have  dried  ^ 

When  miracles  have  by  the  greatest  been  denied. 
Oft  expectation  fails,  and  most  oft  there 
Where  most  it  promises  :  and  oft  it  hits 
Where  hope  is  coldest,  and  despair  most  sits*' 

"  What  a  comprehensive  ramification  of  biblical  allusion  do  these  few  words 
contain  !  The  first  lines  call  to  mind  at  once  the  text  in  first  Corinthians,  — 
'  God  hath  chosen  the  foolish  things  of  the  world  to  confound  the  wise,  and 
the  weak  things  of  the  world  to  confound  the  things  that  are  mighty.'  Then 
in  the  next  lines  we  are  reminded  of  Matthew  xxi.  16,  —  *Out  of  the  mouths 
of  babes,'  etc. ;  and  in  the  words,  *  When  judges  have  been  babes,'  of  the  child- 
prophet  Samuel,  and  of  the  youthful  Daniel  judging  the  two  elders.  In  the 
next  sentence  we  have  a  hint  of  Moses*  miracle  in  Horeb  (Exodus  xvii.) ;  and 
in  the  passage, '  Great  seas  have  dried,'  etc.,  reference  is  made  to  the  children 
of  Israel  passing  through  the  Red  Sea,  when  the  power  by  which  such 
miracles  were  wrought  was  denied  by  '  the  greatest,'  evidently  alluding  in  this 
case  to  Pharaoh." 

Striking  and  interesting  as  these  allusions  are,  —  furnishing,  as  they  do, 
conclusive  verbal  proofs  that  Shakespeare  was  a  diligent  reader  of  the  Bible, 
—  I  am  anxious  rather  to  fix  attention  upon  passages  in  bis  works  which 
prove  that  his  mind  was  imbued  with  the  morality  of  Scripture-teaching; 
that  the  leading  truths  of  Revelation  were  familiar  to  him,  and,  indeed,  give  a 
tone  and  a  character  to  his  writings  which  in  no  small  manner  have  tended  to 
secure  for  him  his  wide-spread  and  still  wide-spreading  fame.  He  never  de- 
scends to  the  dead  level  of  the  semi-pagan  morality  of  his  times,  but  his  mo- 
rality is  derived  immediately  from  Christian  sources.  The  graces  of  Christian 
character  are  faithfully  delineated,  and  there  is  scarcely  a  vice  which  he  has 
not  helped  to  make  more  repugnant  and  hideous.  These  passages  are  exceed- 
ingly numerous,  and  the  following  limited  selections  must  only  be  regarded  as 
specimens  of  them. 
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MAN'S  REDEMPTION. 
Rom.  V.  8;  Si.  yohn  Hi.  ib, 
"All  the  souls  that  were,  were  forfeit  once; 
And  He  that  might  the  vantage  best  have  took, 
Found  out  the  remedy."      Measure  for  Measure. 
**  Now,  by  the  death  of  Him  that  died  for  all." 
King  Henry  VI. 

THE  COMPENSATIONS  OF  ADVERSITY. 

Psalm  cxxvi.  j,  6. 
"  The  liquid  drops  of  tears  that  you  have  shed. 
Shall  come  again,  transformed  to  orient  pearl ; 
Advantaging  tlieir  loan,  with  interest 
Of  ten-times-double  gain  of  happiness." 

King  Richard  111. 

THE  BLESSED  USES  AND  LESSONS  OF 

AFFLICTION. 

Heb.  xii.  j,  6,  //;  Psalm  cxLx.  yt. 

**  This  sorrow 's  heavenly; 

It  strikes  where  it  doth  love."  Othello. 

*'  Whom  best  I  love,  I  cross ;  to  make  my  gift 

The  more  delayed,  delighted."  Cymbellne, 

THE  FALL  OF  AMBITION. 
Proro,  xvi.  i8  ;  Dan.  iv.  30-32  ;  St.  Matt,  xxiii.  12. 
**  Vaulting  ambition,  which  o'erleaps  itself, 
And  falls  on  the  other."  Macbeth. 

"  Fling  away  ambition : 
By  that  sin  angels  fell."  King  Hairy  VI II. 

**  Thi?  is  the  state  of  man.    To-day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hope,  to-morrow  blossoms, 
And  bears  his  blushing  honors  thick  upon  him : 
The  third  day  comes  a  frost,  a  killing  frost; 
And,— when  he  thinks,  good  easy  man,  full  surely 
His  greatness  is  a-ripeniug,  —  nips  his  root. 
And  then  he  falls."  King  Henry  VIII. 

RASH  JUDGING  REPROVED. 
St,  Matt,  vti,  /,  3t  s  i  St.  ^ohn  vlll.  7 /  Rom.  xiv. 

"  Go  to  your  bosom ; 
Knock  there;  and  ask  your  heart,  what  It  doth 

know. 
That's  like  my  brother's  £ault:  if  It  confess 
A  natural  guiltiness,  such  as  his  is. 
Let  it  not  sound  a  thought  upon  your  tongfue 
Against  my  brother's  life." 

Measure  for  Measure. 
"  Forbear  to  judge,  for  we  are  sinners  all." 

King  Henry  VI. 

ALL  EVIL  RECOILS  UPON  THE  EVIL- 
DOER. 
Prorv.  xxvl.  27 1  xi.  Jq;  Isa.  Hi.  11 ;  Exek.  xxxv.  b. 

"  Even-handed  justice 
Commends  the  ingredients  of  our  polson'd  chalice 
To  our  own  lips."  Macbeth. 

**  1  told  you  all. 
When  we  first  put  this  dangerous  stone  a-rolling, 
Twould  fall  upon  ourselves." 

King  Henry  VIIL 
"  By  bad  courses  may  be  understood, 
That  their  events  can  never  turn  out  good." 

Richard  II, 


**  Sin,  gathering  head. 
Shall  break  Into  corruption."       King  Henry  tV, 

GOVERNMENT  UNDER  A  CHILD. 
Eccles.  X.  lb. 
*•  Woe  to  the  land  that's  govern'd  by  a  child." 

King  Richard  III. 

CHRISTIAN  CHARITY. 
Rom.  xiil.  to. 
••Charity  itself  fulfils  die  law." 

Lovers  Labour  '5  Lost. 

THE  COURAGE  OF  A  GOOD  CONSCIENCE 
AND    THE    COWARDICE    OF    A    BAD 
ONE. 
Prov.  xxvili.  i;  Lev.  xxvi.  3b;  Psalm  liii.s; 

Acts  iv.  13. 
••What  stronger  breastplate  than  a  heart  untainted  ? 
Thrice  is  he  armed  that  hath  his  quarrel  just ; 
And  he  but  naked,  though  locked  up  in  steel. 
Whose  conscience  with  injustice  is  corrupted." 

King  Henry  VI. 
••  Conscience,  it  makes  a  man  a  coward." 

King  Richard  HI. 
••  Virtue  is  bold,  and  goodness  never  fearful." 

Measure  Jor  Measure. 
*•  How  ist  with  me  when  every  noise  appalls  me  ?  " 

Macbeth. 
"  Suspicion  always  haunts  the  guilty  mind; 
The  thief  doth  fear  each  bush  an  olficer." 

King  Henry  VI, 

THE  WRETCHEDNESS  OF  A  BAD 
CONSCIENCE. 
Isa.  Ivil.  20;  Job  XV.  20-22,  24, 
••  Conscience  is  a  thousand  swords." 

King  Richard  III, 
••The  clogging  burden  of  a  guilty  soul." 

King  Richard  //. 
"  I'll  haunt  thee  like  a  guilty  conscience  still." 

Trollus  and  Cresslda, 
"  O,  it  is  monstrous !  monstrous ! 
Methought  the  billows  spoke  and  told  me  of  it : 
Tlie  winds  did  sing  it  to  me ;  and  the  thunder. 
That  deep  and  dreadful  organ-pipe,  pronounced 
The  name  of  Prosper :  it  did  bass  my  trespass." 

Tlie  Tempest. 

THE  BLESSEDNESS  OF  A  GOOD 
CONSCIENCE. 

Prov,  xiv,  14;  Rom.  xiv.  22;  1  St.  John  Hi,  21 ; 

2  Cor.  1. 12. 
••  Truth  hath  a  quiet  breast."     King  Richard  II. 

••  I  feel  within  me 
A  peace  above  all  earthly  dignities, 
A  still  and  quiet  conscience." 

King  Henry  VIIL 

CONTENTMENT. 
Eccles.  iv.  b;   Prov.  xiii.  7,  xv.  ib;   St.  Luk4 
xii.  is;  I  Tim.  v.b, 
••  *Tis  better  to  be  lowly  bom. 
And  range  with  humble  livers  in  content. 
Than  to  be  perk'd  up  in  a  glistering  grief, 
And  wear  a  golden  sorrow." 

King  Henry  VIIL 
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"  Nought's  had,  all's  spent, 
Where  our  desire  is  got  without  content." 

Machetk. 
"  My  crown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on  my  head ; 
Not  deck'd  with  diamonds  and  Indian  stones, 
Nor  to  be  seen :  my  crown  is  call'd  content ; 
A  crown  It  is,  that  seldom  kings  enjoy." 

King  Henry  VL 
"  Too  much  honor ; 
O,  tis  a  burden,  tis  a  burden, 
Too  heavy  for  a  man  that  hopes  for  heaven." 

King  Henry  VUI. 

MURDER  CANNOT  BE  HIDDEN. 
Gen,  iv,  to^  ix.  6. 
"  Blood,  like  sacrificing  Abel's,  cries 
Even  from  the  tongueless  caverns  of  the  earth." 
King  Richard  II. 
**  Guiltiness  will  speak. 
Though  tongues  were  out  of  use."  Othello. 

"For  murder,  though  it  have  no  tongue,  will 

speak. 
With  most  miraculous  organ."  Hamlet. 

DEATH  THE  COMMON  LOT. 

Eccles.  ii.  14,  viii.  8;  ^ob  Hi.  iq;  Heb.  ix.  27, 

**  WTiy,  what  is  pomp,  nxle,  reign,  but  earth  and 

dust? 
And  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  must." 

King  Henry  VI. 
"  All  that  live  must  die. 
Passing  through  nature  to  eternity."         Hamlet. 
"  We  cannot  hold  mortality's  strong  hand." 

King  John. 

THE  LIGHT  OF  A  GOOD  EXAMPLE. 

St.  Matt.  V.  lb. 
**  Heaven  doth  with  us  as  we  with  torches  do ; 
Not  light  them  for  themselves;  for  if  our  virtues 
Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  'twere  all  alike 
As  if  we  had  them  not.    Spirits  are  not  finely 

touched 
But  to  fine  issues."  Measure  for  Measure. 

READINESS  FOR  DEATH. 
St.  Luke  xii.  40. 
"  I  every  day  expect  an  embassage 
From  my  Redeemer  to  redeem  me  hence." 

King  Richard  III. 

SPIRITUAL  LIFE. 
St.  Luke  xvii.ss;  Phil.  i.  21, 
"  To  sue  to  live,  I  find  I  seek  to  die  ; 
And  seeking  death  find  life." 

Measure  for  Measure, 

A  SAVING  SACRIFICE. 
St.  Matt,  xviii.  8. 
**  This  festered  joint  cut  off,  the  rest,  rest  sound, 
This,  let  alone,  will  all  the  rest  confound." 

King  Richard  II. 

FORGIVENESS. 
St.  Matt.  vi.  I4t  /J. 
•*  I  as  free  forgive,  as  I  would  be  forgiven." 

Ki^g  Henry  VIII. 


THE  WORLD'S  FRIENDSHIP. 

Prov.  xiv.  20,  xix.  4,  7;  Psalm  xxxviil.  //. 

"The  great  man  down,  you  mark,  his  favorite 

flies."   •  Hamlet. 

"'TIS  certain    greatness,    once   fallen  out  with 

fortune, 
Must  fall  out  with  men  too :  what  tlie  declined  is. 
He  shall  as  soon  read  in  the  eyes  of  others, 
As  feel  in  his  own  fall ;  for  men,  like  butterflies, 
Show  not  their  mealy  wings  but  to  the  summer." 
Troilus  and  Cressida. 

"  Words  are^easy,  like  the  wind ; 

Faithful  friends  arc  hard  to  find. 

Every  man  will  be  thy  friend. 

Whilst  thou  hast  wherewith  to  spend; 

But  if  store  of  crowns  be  scant, 

No  man  will  supply  thy  want. 

If  that  one  be  prodigal. 

Bountiful  they  will  him  call; 

And  with  such-like  flattering, 

*  Pity  but  he  were  a  king.' 

But  if  fortune  once  do  frown, 

Then  farewell  his  great  renown ; 

They  that  fawned  on  him  before. 

Use  his  company  no  more."  Poems. 

GENEROSITY. 
Deut.  xxiv.  21.     * 
"  Shake  the  superflux  to  them. 
And  show  the  heavens  more  just." 

King  Lear, 

AN  OVERRULING  PROVIDENCE. 

Prov.  xvi.  9,  S3i  ^^^'  ^^»  y^'  •**•  ^i* 

"  We  are  in  God's  hand."  King  Henry  V, 

"  There's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends. 

Rough-hew  them  how  we  will."  Hamlet, 

X  THE  FEAR  OF  GOD. 

Job  xxviil.  28. 
,"  And,  to  add  greater  honors  to  his  age 
Than  man  could  give  him,  he  died  fearing  God." 
King  Henry  VIIL 

GOD'S    MERCY  TEACHINQ  US  MERCY. 
St.  Matt,  xviii.  32t  35 ^  xxv.  41  ^  4b  ;  St.  Luke  vi,3b, 
" The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  strained; 
It  droppeth,  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heaven. 
Upon  the  place  beneath.    It  is  twice  blessed : 
It  blesseth  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes. 
'TIS  mightiest  in  the  mightiest;  it  becomes 
The  thronM  monarch  better  than  his  crown : 
His  sceptre  shows  tlie  force  of  temporal  power. 
The  attribute  to  awe,  and  majesty. 
Wherein  doth  sit  the  dread  and  fear  of  kings; 
But  mercy  is  above  his  sceptred  sway; 
It  is  enthronM  in  the  hearts  of  kings ; 
It  is  an  attribute  of  God  Himself, 
And  earthly  power  doth  then  show  likest  God's, 
When  mercy  seasons  justice.    Therefore,  Jew, 
Though  justice  be  thy  plea,  consider  this. 
That  in  Uie  course  of  justice  none  of  us 
Should  see  salvation.    We  do  pray  for  mercy ; 
And  that  same  prayer  doth  teach  \is  all  to  render 
The  deeds  of  mercy."  Merchant  of  Venice, 
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"  How  would  you  be, 
If  He  who  is  the  top  of  judgment  should 
But  judge  you  as  you  are?    O,  think  on  that ; 
And  mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  lips, 
Like  man  new  made."         Measure  Jor  Measure, 

GOOD  FOR  EVIL. 
Rom,  xii.  21. 
**  We  must  do  good  against  evil." 

AlVs  Well  that  Ends  Well. 

UNIVERSALITY  OF  GUILT  AND 

DEPRAVITY. 

St,  James  Hi,  2;  Prov.  xx,  g, 

"  We  all  are  men, 

In  our  own  natures  frail,  and  capable 

Of  our  flebh."  King  Henry  VIII. 

**  Who  lives,  that's  not 
DepravM,  or  depraves  ?  "  Timon  of  Athens, 

GOD  NO  RESPECTER  OF  PERSONS. 
Acts  X,  34  ;  yob  XXX iv,  ig, 
"  Once  or  twice 
I  was  about  to  speak,  and  tell  him  plainly, 
The  selfsame  sun  that  shines  upon  his  court 
Hides  not  his  visage  from  the  cottage,  but 
Looks  on  all  aUke."  Winter's  Tale. 

.     HONOR. 
Rom,  xill,  7. 
"  The  due  of  honor  in  no  point  omit." 

Cymbellne, 
HUMILITY. 

St.  Luke  xvll.  10;  Job  xl.  4;  Isa,  Ixtv,  6. 
"More will  Ido: 
Though  all  that  I  can  do  is  nothing  worth, 
Since  that  my  penitence  comes  after  all. 
Imploring  pardon."  King^  Henry  V. 

**  Let  me  be  Ignorant,  and  In  nothing  good. 
But  gracioudy  to  know  I  am  no  better." 

Measure  Jor  Measure, 

INDUSTRY. 

Prov,  vi,  6, 8, 
"  We'll  set  thee  to  school  to  an  ant." 

King  Lear, 

IMPROVEMENT  OF  PRESENT  TIME. 

St.  John  Ix.  4t  xtt,3s;  Eccles,  ix.  to; 

St,  James  iv,  /j,  14, 

"When  the   day   serves,  before  black-comer'd 

night, 
Find  what  thou  want'st  by  free  and  ofrer*d  light." 
TUmon  of  Athens. 
"  To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow, 
Creeps  in  this  petty  pace,  from  day  to  day, 
To  the  last  syllable  of  recorded  time ; 
And  all  our  yesterdays  have  lighted  fools 
The  way  to  dusty  death."  Macbeth, 

"  What  we  would  do. 
We  should  do  when  we  would;  for  this  would 

changes. 
And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents ; 
And  then  this  should  is  like  a  spendthrift  sigh. 
That  hurts  by  easing."  Hamlet, 


"  The  flighty  purpose  never  Is  o'ertook 

Unless  the  deed  go  with  it."  Macbeth, 

PRECEPT  AND  PRACTICE. 
Psalm  I,  ibt  17, 
"  Hast  thou  that  holy  feeling  in  thy  soul. 
To  counsel  me  to  make  my  peace  with  God? 
And  art  thou  yet  to  thy  own  soul  so  blind. 
That  thou  wilt  war  with  God  ?  " 

King  Richard  IIL 

"  It  is  a  good  divine  that  follows  his  own  in* 

structions ;  I  can  easier  teach  twenty  what  were 

good  to  be  done,  than  be  one  of  the  twenty  to 

follow  mine  own  teaching." 

Merchant  of  Venice, 

A  GOOD  WIFE. 
Prov.  xii.  4t  XXX I.  It* 
"  You  arc  my  true  and  honorable  wife. 
As  dear  to  me  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
That  visit  my  sad  heart."  Julius  Casar, 

GOD'S  JUSTICE    CANNOT  BE   ELUDED. 
Job  xxxiv.  22;  Jer.  xxiii,  24;  Heb.  Iv.  is; 
Numb,  xxxll,  23, 
"  In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world, 
Offence's  gilded  hand  may  shove  by  Justice ; 
And  oft  'tis  seen,  the  wicked  prize  itself 
Buys  out  the  law.    But  'tis  not  so  above : 
There  Is  no  shufiSing;  there  the  action  lies 
In  his  true  nature;  and  we  ourselves  compelled. 
Even  in  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults. 
To  give  in  evidence."  Hamlet, 

"  Foul  deeds  will  rise. 
Though  all  tlie  earth  o'erwhelm  them,  to  men's 
eyes."  Hamlet, 

"  Now  If  these  men  have  defeated  the  law,  and 
outrim  native  punishment,  though  they  can  out- 
strip men,  they  have  no  wings  to  fly  from  God." 
King  Henry  V, 

A  SINGLE  FAULT. 

Eccles,  X,  I, 
"  The  dram  of  base 
Doth  all  the  noble  substance  often  dont  (do  out). 
To  his  own  scandal."  Hamlet, 

THE  ENVY  AND  SELF-DELUSION  OF 
THE  WICKED. 

Psalm  xxxvii,  32  ;  Luke  vi.  7  ;  Prov.  t.  i8t  xl.  j, 
"  Oh,  what  a  world  Is  this,  when  what  is  comely 
Envenoms  him  that  bears  it ! " 

As  You  Like  It. 
"Time's glory  Is— 
To  mock  the  subtle,  in  themselves  beguiled." 

Poems, 
IMMORTALITY. 
1  Cor.  XV.  2b. 
**  And,  death  once  dead,  there's  no  more  dying 
there."  Poems. 

BREVITY  OF  LIFE. 

Job  vii.  6,  vitt.  g  ;  Psalm  cxliv,  4, 

"  Life 's  but  a  walking  shadow."  Macbeth, 

"  The  stretching  of  a  span 
Buckles  in  hU  sum  of  age."        Am  You  Ltht  It, 
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THE  LAW  OF  KINDNESS. 

Dtut,  XV.  7, 8  :  St.  Matt.  v.  42. 

"  What  is  yours  to  bestow,  Is  not  yours  to  reserve." 

Twelfth  Night. 

MAMMON. 

St,  Jamts.  \\.  a,  3,  4  ,*  Eccles.  ix.  lb. 

'*  Through  tattered  clothes  small  vices  do  appear; 

Robes  and  furred  gowns  hide  all.    Plate  sin  with 

gold, 
And  the  strong  lance  of  justice  hurtless  breaks  : 
Arm  it  with  rags,  a  pigmy  straw  doth  pierce  it." 

King  Lear. 
"  Faults  that  are  rich  are  fair." 

Timou  of  Athens. 
••  O,  tliat  estates,  degrees,  and  offices, 
W^erc  not  derived  corruptly  I  and  that  clear  honor 
Were  purchased  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer  I 
How  many  then  should  cover,  that  stand  bare  I 
How  many  be  commanded  that  command  1 
How  much  low  peasantry  would  then  be  gleaned 
From  the  true  seed  of  honor !   and  how  much 

honor 
Picked  from  the  chaff  and  ruin  of  the  times, 
To  be  new  varnished !  "  Merchant  of  Venice. 

THE  FOLLY  OF  TRUSTING  IN  MAN. 

Psalm  xlvt.  s  ;  Jer.  xvii.  $  ;  Isa.  IL  22. 
*'  O,  momentary  grace  of  mortal  man. 
Which  we  more  hunt  for  than  the  grace  of  God? 
Who  builds  his  hope  in  air  of  your  fair  looks, 
Lives  like  a  drunken  sailor  on  a  mast : 
Ready  with  every  nod  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep." 

King  Richard  III. 

THE  MARRIAGE  TIE  A  SACRED  ONE. 

St.  Matt.  xlx.  6. 
"  God  forbid  that  I  should  wish  them  severed. 
Whom  God  hath  joined  together!  " 

King  Henry  VI. 
"  God,  the  best  maker  of  all  marriages. 
Combine  your  hearts  In  one."       King  Henry  V. 

MERCY  AN  ATTRIBUTE   OF  GOD. 

Mlcah  vU.  18  ;  Psalm  clii.  8. 
"  But  mercy  is  above  this  sceptred  sway, 
It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  kings : 
It  is  an  attribute  to  God  Himself." 

Merchant  of  Venice. 

THE  LOVE  OF  MONEY. 
/  Tim.  vl.  g,  10  ;  St.  Matt.  xiii.  22. 
"  Avarice 
Grows  -with  more  pernicious  root 


MORAL  CONFLICT. 

Gal.  t'.  /7. 

"  The  flesh  being  proud,  desire  doth  fight  with 

grace. 
For  there  it  revels ;  and  when  that  decays, 
The  guilty  rebel  for  remission  prays."       Poems. 

A  GOOD  NAME. 
Prov.  xxll.  I. 
"  Good  name  in  man  and  woman 
Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  souls. 
Who  steals  my  purse  steals  trash ;  'tis  something, 

nothing ; 
*Twas  mine,  *tis  his,  and  has  been  slave  to 

thousands ; 
But  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name, 
Robs  me  of  that  which  not  enriches  him. 
And  makes  me  poor  indeed."  Othello, 

THE  PEACEMAKERS. 
St.  Matt.  V.  Q. 
"  God's  benison  go  with  you;  and  with  those 
That  would  make  good  of  1>ad,  and  friends  of 
foes."  Macbeth. 

RELIGION  IN  AFFLICTION. 
Psalm  Ixxiii.  2b  ;  Job  xiii.  rj. 
*•  Now  God  be  praised  I  that  to  believing  souls 
Gives  light  In  darkness,  comfort  in  despair." 

King  Henry  VI. 

SELF-EXAMINATION. 

2  Cor.  xiii.  IS. 
"  Go  to  your  bosom : 
Knock  there."  Measure  for  Measure, 

A  CHARITABLE  SPIRIT. 
/  Cor.  xiii.  /, 
**  Whose  nature  is  so  far  from  doing  harms. 
That  he  suspects."  King  Lear, 

A  SPECIAL  PROVIDENCE. 

St.  Matt.  vi.  2b;  x.2q  ;  Job  xxxviil.  41. 
"  There  is  a  special  providence  In  the  fall  of  a 
sparrow."  Hamlet* 

'•  He  that  doth  the  ravens  feed. 
Yea,  providently  caters  for  the  sparrow. 
Be  comfort  to  my  age ! "  ^4^  You  Liht  It, 

DECEIT. 
Psalm  xxvh'1.3;  Iv.  21 ;  Ixii.  4. 


t  G.^^^  •.U^. 
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SATANIC  SUBTLETY. 

2  Cor.  xi,  14  ;  Gen.  tti.  /. 

**  Devils  soonest  tempt,  resembling  spirits  of 
light."  Love's  Labor's  Lost. 

"  The  devil  hath  power 
To  assume  a  pleasing  shape."  Hamlet. 

*'  When  devils  will  their  blackest  sins  put  on, 
They  do  suggest  at  first  with  heavenly  shows." 
TimoH  of  Athens, 


**  Oftentimes,  to  win  us  to  our  harm, 

The  instruments  of  darkness  tell  us  truths; 

Win  us  with  honest  trifles,  to  betray  us 

In  deepest  consequence."  Macbeth, 

HEROISM  OF  SELP-GOVERNMENT. 
Prov.  xvt.  33. 
"  Brave  conquerors !  for  so  you  are 
That  war  against  your  own  affections. 
And  the  huge  army  of  the  world's  desires." 

Lov^s  Labor* s  Lost, 


Few  would  expect  to  find  in  the  pages  of  Shakespeare  so  rich  an  echo  of 
Bible  thoughts,  so  just  an  appreciation  of  Bible  morality.  And  yet  the  mate- 
rials for  further  illustration  are  by  no  means  exhausted.  Doubtless,  most 
readers  will  recall  many  other  passages  equally  striking. 

But  for  the  Bible,  Shakespeare  had  been  a  Samson  bereft  of  the  power 
which  constitutes  the  most  important  featiu-e  of  his  literary  greatness.  "  Far 
more  of  the  purely  moral  element  goes  to  the  build  of  what  we  call  genius, 
than  the  majority  of  people  are  prepared  to  admit.  Even  in  our  greatest 
authors  it  will  be  found  that  their  true  fame  rests  altogether  on  the  pure 
metal,  and  never,  as  some  would  almost  hint  upon  the  earthly  ore  with  which 
it  is  alloyed,  however  enhanced  such  impurity  may  be  by  the  brilliancy  of  the 
talent  which  accompanies  it."  And  this  pure  metal  —  this  enlightened  recog- 
nition of  the  moral  law  —  can  only  be  attained  through  acquaintance  with 
God's  Word. 

In  the  memorable  language  of  Lord  Bacon,  —  language  well  worthy  of  phil- 
osophic consideration  in  this  age  of  skepticism,  —  "  It  must  be  confessed  that 
great  part  of  the  moral  law  is  of  that  perfection  whereunto  the  light  of  nature 
cannot  aspire.  Though  men  have,  even  from  the  light  and  law  of  nature, 
some  notions  of  virtue,  vice,  justice,  wrong,  good  and  evil,  the  light  of  nature 
is  to  be  understood  in  two  senses  :  first,  as  it  springs  from  sense,  induction, 
reason,  argument,  according  to  the  laws  of  heaven  and  earth ;  secondly,  as  it 
is  imprinted  and  shines  upon  the  spirit  of  man  by  an  inward  instinct,  accord- 
ing to  the  law  of  conscience,  which  is  a  kind  of  spark  and  relic  of  his  former 
and  primitive  purity :  in  which  latter  sense,  chiefly,  the  soul  participates  of 
some  light  to  behold  and  discern  the  perfection  of  the  moral  law ;  which  light, 
however,  is  not  altogether  clear,  but  of  such  sort  as  rather  to  check  the  vice, 
than  fully  to  inform  the  duty.  So,  then,  the  doctrine  of  religion,  as  well  moral 
as  mystical,  depends  upon  Divine  Revelation." 
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SHAKESPEARE'S  WILL. 

FROM  THE  ORIGINAL  IN  THE  OFFICE  OF  THE  PREROGATIVE  COURT  OP 

CANTERBURY.* 

Vicesimo  quinto  dU  Martii^  Anno  Regni  Domini  nostri  yacobi^  nunc  Regis 

Anglia^  eU.y  decimo  quarto^  et  Scotia  quadragesimo  nono.    Anno 

Domini  A,D.  1616. 

In  the  name  of  God,  Amen.  I,  William  Shakespeare,  of  Stratfbrd-upon- 
Avon  in  the  county  of  Warwick,  Gent,  in  perfect  health  and  memory,  (God  be 
praised,)  do  make  and  ordain  this  my  last  will  and  testament,  in  manner  and 
form  following ;  —  that  is  to  say : 

Firsty  I  commend  my  soul  into  the  hands  of  God  my  Creator,  hoping,  and 
assuredly  believing,  through  the  only  merits  of  Jesus  Christ  my  Saviour,  to  be 
made  partaker  of  life  everlasting ;  and  my  body  to  the  earth,  whereof  it  is  made. 

lUmy  I  give  and  bequeath  unto  my  daughter  Judith  one  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds  of  lawful  English  money,  to  be  paid  unto  her  in  manner  and  form 
following :  that  is  to  say,  one  hundred  pounds  in  discharge  of  her  marriage 
portion,  within  one  year  after  my  decease,  with  consideration  after  the  rate  of 
two  shillings  in  the  pound  for  so  long  time  as  the  same  shall  be  unpaid  to  her 
after  my  decease ;  and  the  fifty  pounds  residue  thereof^  upon  her  surrendering 
of,  or  giving  of  such  sufficient  security  as  the  overseers  of  this  my  will  shall 
like  o^  to  surrender  or  grant  all  her  estate  and  right  that  shall  descend  or 
come  unto  her  after  my  decease,  or  that  she  now  hath  ofj  in,  or  to,  one  copy- 
hold tenement,  with  the  appurtenances,  lying  and  being  in  Stratford-upon- 
Avon  aforesaid,  in  the  said  county  of  Warwick,  being  parcel  or  holden  of  the 
manor  of  Rowington,  unto  my  daughter  Susannah  Hall,  and  her  heirs  for  ever. 

lUm,  I  give  and  bequeath  unto  my  said  daughter  Judith  one  hundred  and 
fifty  pounds  more,  if  she,  or  any  issue  of  her  body,  be  living  at  the  end  of  three 
years  next  ensuing  the  day  of  the  date  of  this  my  wiU,  during  which  time  my 
executors  to  pay  her.  consideration  firom  my  decease  according  to  the  rate 
aforesaid :  and,  if  she  die  within  the  said  term,  without  issue  of  her  body,  then 
my  will  is,  and  I  do  give  and  bequeath  one  hundred  pounds  thereof  to  my 
niece,  Elizabeth  Hall ;  and  the  fifty  pounds  to  be  set  forth  by  my  executors 
during  the  life  of  my  sister,  Joan  Hart,  and  the  use  and  profit  thereof  coming, 
shall  be  paid  to  my  said  sister  Joan,  and  after  her  decease  the  said  fifty  pounds 
shall  remain  amongst  the  children  of  my  said  sister,  equally  to  be  divided 
amongst  them  ;  but  if  my  said  daughter  Judith  be  living  at  the  end  of  the  said 
three  years,  or  any  issue  of  her  body,  then  my  will  is,  and  so  I  devise  and  be- 
queath the  said  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  to  be  set  out  by  my  executors  and 
overseers  for  the  best  benefit  of  her  and  her  issue,  and  the  stock  not  to  be 
paid  unto  her  so  long  as  she  shall  be  married  and  covert  baron  ;  but  my  will 

*  The  spelling  ig  modernised. 
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is,  that  she  shall  have  the  consideration  yearly  paid  unto  her  during  her  life ; 
and  after  her  decease  the  said  stock  and  consideration  to  be  paid  to  her 
children,  if  she  have  any,  and  if  not,  to  her  executors  or  assigns,  she  living  the 
said  term  after  my  decease ;  provided  that  if  such  husband  as  she  shall  at  the 
end  of  the  said  three  years  be  married  unto,  or  at  any  [time]  after,  do 
sufficiently  assure  unto  her,  and  the  issue  of  her  body,  lands  answerable  to  the 
portion  by  this  my  will  given  unto  her,  and  to  be  adjudged  so  by  my  executors 
and  overseers,  then  my  will  is,  that  the  said  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  shall  be 
paid  to  such  husband  as  shall  make  such  assurance,  to  his  own  use. 

Item^  I  give  and  bequeath  unto  my  said  sister  Joan  twenty  pounds,  and  all 
my  wearing  apparel,  to  be  paid  and  delivered  within  one  year  after  my  decease  ; 
and  I  do  will  and  devise  unto  her  the  house,  with  the  appurtenances,  in 
Stratford,  wherein  she  dwelleth,  for  her  natural  life,  under  the  yearly  rent  of 
twelve  pence. 

Item^  I  give  and  bequeath  unto  her  three  sons,  William  Hart, Hart, 

and  Michael  Hart,  five  pounds  a-piece,  to  be  paid  within  one  year  after  my 
decease. 

Item^  I  give  and  bequeath  unto  the  said  Elizabeth  Hall,  all  my  plate  that  I 
now  have  (except  my  broad  silver  and  gilt  bowl),  at  the  date  of  this  my  wilL 

Item,  I  give  and  bequeath  unto  the  poor  of  Stratford,  aforesaid,  ten  pounds ; 
to  Mr.  Thomas  Combe,  my  sword  ;  to  Thomas  Russell,  Esq.,  five  pounds ; 
and  to  Francis  Collins,  of  the  borough  of  Warwick,  in  the  county  of  Warwick, 
Gent.,  thirteen  pounds  six  shillings  and  eightpence,  to  be  paid  within  one  year 
after  my  decease. 

Itenty  I  give  and  bequeath  to  Hamlet  [Hamnet'\  Sadler  twenty-six  shillings 
eightpence,  to  buy  him  a  ring;  to  William  Reynolds,  Gent,  twenty-six 
shillings  eightpence,  to  buy  him  a  ring;  to  my  godson  William  Walker, 
twenty  shillings  in  gold ;  to  Anthony  Nash,  Gent.,  twenty-six  shillings  eight- 
pence  ;  and  to  Mr.  John  Nash,  twenty-six  shillings  eightpence ;  and  to  my 
fellows,  John  Hemynge,  Richard  Burbage,  and  Henry  Cundell,  twenty-six 
shillings  eightpence  a-piece,  to  buy  them  rings. 

Itemy  I  give,  will,  bequeath,  and  devise  unto  my  daughter  Susanna  Hall,  for 
the  better  enabling  her  to  perform  this  my  will,  and  towards  the  performance 
thereof  all  that  capital  messuage  or  tenement,  with  the  appurtenances,  in 
Stratford  aforesaid,  called  the  New  Place,  wherein  I  now  dwell,  and  ^two 
messuages  or  tenements  with  the  appurtenances,  situate,  lying,  and  being  in 
Henley  Street,  within  the  borough  of  Stratford  aforesaid  ;  and  all  my  barns, 
stables,  orchards,  gardens,  lands,  tenements,  and  hereditaments  whatsoever, 
situate,  lying,  and  being,  or  to  be  had,  received,  perceived,  or  taken  within  the 
towns,  hamlets,  villages,  fields,  and  grounds  of  Stratford-upon-Avon,  Old 
Stratford,  Bishopton,  and  Welcome,  or  in  any  of  them,  in  the  said  county  of 
Warwick ;  and  also  all  that  messuage  or  tenement,  with  the  appurtenances, 
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wherein  one  John  Robinson  dwelleth,  situate,  lying  and  being  in  the  Black- 
friars  in  London,  near  the  Wardrobe  ;  and  all  other  my  lands,  tenements,  and 
hereditaments  whatsoever;  to  have  and  to  hold  all  and  singular  the  said 
premises,  with  their  appurtenances,  unto  the  said  Susanna  Hall,  for  and  dur- 
ing the  term  of  her  natural  life ;  and,  after  her  decease,  to  the  first  son  of  her 
body  lawfully  issuing ;  and  to  the  heirs  males  of  the  body  of  the  said  first  son 
lawfully  issuing ;  and  for  default  of  such  issue,  to  the  second  son  of  her  body 
lawfiilly  issuing,  and  to  the  heirs  males  of  the  body  of  the  said  second  son 
lawfully  issuing  ;  and  for  default  of  such  heirs,  to  the  third  son  of  the  body  of 
the  said  Susanna  lawfully  issuing ;  and  to  the  heirs  males  of  the  body  of  the 
said  third  son  lawfully  issuing ;  and  for  default  of  such  issue,  the  same  so  to  be 
and  remain  to  the  fourth,  fifth,  sixth,  and  seventh  sons  of  her  body,  lawfully 
issuing  one  after  another,  and  to  the  heirs  males  of  the  bodies  of  the  said- 
fourth,  fifth,  sixth,  and  seventh  sons  lawfully  issuing,  in  such  manner  as  it  is 
before  limited  to  be,  and  remain  to  the  first,  second,  and  third  sons  of  her 
body,  and  to  their  heirs  males  ;  and  for  default  of  such  issue,  the  said  premises 
to  be  and  remain  to  my  said  niece  Hall,  and  the  heirs  males  of  her  body  law- 
fully issuing :  and  for  default  of  such  issue,  to  my  daughter  Judith,  and  the 
heirs  males  of  her  body  lawfully  issuing  ;  and  for  default  of  such  issue,  to  the 
right  heirs  of  me  the  said  William  Shakespeare  for  ever. 
Jtem^  I  give  unto  my  wife  my  second-best  bed,  with  the  furniture. 
Iteniy  I  give  and  bequeath  to  my  said  daughter  Judith,  my  broad  silver-gilt 
bowl.  All  the  rest  of  my  goods,  chattels,  leases,  plates,  jewels,  and  household 
stuff  whatsoever,  after  my  debts  and  legacies  paid,  and  my  funeral  expenses 
discharged,  I  give,  devise,  and  bequeath  to  my  son-in-law,  John  Hall,  Gent., 
and  my  daughter  Susanna,  his  wife,  whom  I  ordain  and  make  executors  of 
this  my  last  will  and  testament  And  I  do  entreat  and  appoint  the  said 
Thomas  Russell,  Esq.,  and  Francis  Collins,  Gent.,  to  be  overseers  hereof. 
And  do  revoke  all  former  wills,  and  publish  this  to  be  my  last  will  and  testa- 
ment In  witness  whereof,  I  have  hereunto  put  my  hand,  the  day  and  year 
first  above  written.  By  me, 

WILLIAM   SHAKESPEARE. 
Witntss  to  the  publishing  hereof, 

Fra.  Collyns, 

Julius  Shaw, 

John  Robinson, 

Hamnet  Sadler, 

Robert  Whattcott. 

Probatum  fiiit  testamentum  Suprascriptum  apud  London,  Coram  Magistro 
William  Byrde,  Legum  Doctore,  &c.,  vicesimo  secundo  die  mensis  Junii, 
Anno  Domini  1616 ;  juramento  Johannis  Hall,  unius  ex  cui,  &c.,  de  bene, 
&€.,  jurat,  reservata  potestate,  &c.  Susannae  Hall,  alt  ex.,  &c.,  eam  oun 
venerit,  &c.,  petitur,  &c. 
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LIST  OF  IMPORTANT  EDITIONS 

OF  THE 

WORKS  OF  WILLIAM   SHAKESPEARE. 

PROM   1623  TO   1881. 

Earliest  Editions, 

First  Edition y  folio, —  **Mr.  William  Shakespeares  Comedies,  Histories,  and 
Tragedies.  Published  according  to  the  True  Originall  Copies.  London. 
Printed  by  Isaac  laggard  and  Edward  Blount,  1623.*'  Contains  thirty-six 
plays,  Pericles  being  omitted.  Of  seventeen  of  these  there  had  been  no 
previous  editions,  and  no  trustworthy  edition  of  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor^ 
Henry  V.  and  2  and  j  Henry  VI,  The  dedication  to  **  William  Earle  of  Pem- 
broke" and  "Philip  Earle  of  Montgomery"  is  signed  "lohn  Heminge  and 
Henry  Condell."  An  exact  fac-simile  of  this  edition  has  been  produced  by  the 
photo-zincographic  process  at  Her  Majesty's  Ordnance  Survey  Office. 

Second  Edition^  folio,  —  "Mr.  William  Shakespeares  Comedies,  Histories, 
and  Tragedies.  Published  according  to  the  True  Originall  Copies.  The 
second  Impression.  London.  Printed  by  Thomas  Coles,  for  Robert  Allot, 
and  are  to  be  sold  at  his  shop  at  the  signe  of  the  Blacke  Beare  in  Pauls  Church- 
yard, 1632." 

Third  Edition^  folio, — **Mr.  William  Shakespear's  Comedies,  Histories, 
and  Tragedies.  Published  according  to  the  True  Original  Copies.  The  third 
Impression.  And  unto  this  Impression  is  added  seven  Playes,  never  before 
printed  in  folio,  viz. :  Pericles  Prince  of  Tyre.  The  London  Prodigall.  The 
History  of  Thomas  Ld.  Cromwell.  Sir  John  Oldcastle  Lord  Cobham.  The 
Puritan  Widow.  A  Yorkshire  Tragedy.  The  Tragedy  of  Locrine.  London. 
Printed  for  P.  C,  1664."  This  appears  to  be  a  second  issue  of  an  edition  printed 
for  Philip  Chetwinde  in  1663,  without  the  seven  spurious  plays. 

Fourth  Edition^  folio,  —  "Mr.  William  Shakespear*s  Comedies,  Histories, 
and  Tragedies.  Published  according  to  the  True  Original  Copies.  Unto  which 
is  added  seven  Plays,  never  before  printed  in  folio,  viz. :  ut  ante.  The  Fourth 
Edition.  London.  Printed  for  H.  Herringman,  E.  Brewster,  R.  Chiswell, 
and  R.  Bentley,  at  the  Anchor  in  the  New  Exchange,  the  Crane  in  St.  PauPs 
Church  Yard,  and  in  Russel-Street,  Covent  Garden,  1685.** 

Modem  Editions, 
1709-10.— By  Nicholas   Rowe,  the   dramatist;   7  vols.  8vo.      Published  by 

Tonson. 
1725.  —  By  Alexander  Pope,  the  poet;  6  vols.  4to.     Published  by  Tonson. 
1733.  —By  Lewis  Theobald  (Pope's  "  piddling  Tibbald **) ;  an  excellent  edition, 

with  many  valuable  emendations ;  7  vols.  8vo.    Tonson. 
1744-46.— By  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer;  contains  several  judicious  corrections  of 
the  text;  6  vols.  4to.    Oxford. 
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X747. — By  Bishop  Warburton;    very  untrustworthy,  and  overloaded  with  a 

most  fantastic  display  of  inappropriate  learning;    8  vols.  8vo. 

Knapton. 
1753.  —  By  Dr.  Hugh  Blair,  author  of  Sermons,  On  Rhetoric,  &c. ;  8  vols.  i2mo. 

Published  at  Edinburgh. 
1765.  —  By  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson ;  with  a  celebrated  Critical  Preface ;  8  vols.  8vo. 

London :  Tonson. 
1767-68.  — By  Edward  Capell ;  a  good  edition;  10  vols,  crown  8vo.     I.  and  R. 

Tonsoii. 

1773.  —  By  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson  and  George  Steevens ;  10  vols.  8vo.     London. 
1785. — The  1733  edition  reprinted,  and  revised  by  Isaac  Reed;  10  vols.  8vo. 

London. 
1793.  —  Another  edition  of  the  above;  15  vols.  8vo. 

1774.  — By  Bell;  the  stage  edition;  reprinted  in  20  volumes,  1786. 
1784.  —  By  Samuel  Ayscough ;  i  vol.  royal  8vo.     London :  Stockdale. 
1786-90. — By  John  Nichols;  7  vols.  i2mo.     London. 

1786-94.  —  By  Rev.  Joseph  Rann ;  6  vols.  8vo.     Oxford. 

1790.  — By  Edmund  Malone;  10  vols,  in  11,  crown  8vo.     London. 

i8oa. — BoydelPs  edition,  illustrated  with  100  engravings  after  Westall,  Ham- 
ilton, Smirke,  Stothard,  and  other  artists ;  9  vols,  atlas  folio. 

1805.  — By  Alexander  Chalmers,  M.  A. ;  9  vols.  8vo.     London. 

x8o6. — By  Manley  Wood,  M.  A. ;  14  vols.  i2mo.     London. 

1807-18.  — The  Family  Shakespeare,  by  Thomas  Bowdler,  F.  R.  S. ;  an  expur- 
gated edition ;  10  vols,  royal  iSmo.     London :  Longman. 

1825.  —  By  Rev.  William  Harness,  M.  A. ;  8  vols.     London :  Dove. 

i8a6.  — By  Samuel  Weller  Singer,  F.  S.  A. ;  "with  a  Life  by  Charles  Symmons, 
D.  D. ;  10  vols,  royal  i8mo.     London :  W.  Pickering. 

1838.  — By  Thomas  Campbell,  the  poet;  royal  8vo.     London :  Moxon. 

1838-43.  —  By  Charles  Knight ;  known  as  the  Pictorial  Edition ;  8  vols,  impe- 
rial 8vo.     London  :  C.  Knight. 

X839-43.  — By  Barry  Cornwall  (Bryan  Waller  Procter),  the  poet;  3  vols,  impe- 
rial 8vo.     London :  Tyas. 

X841-44.  —  By  J.  Payne  Collier;  8  vols.  8vo.     London:  Whittaker. 

Z844.  — By  O.  W.  Peabody;  7  vols.  8vo.     Boston,  U.  S. 

1847.  —  By  Dr.  G.  C.  Verplanck ;  3  vols,  royal  8vo.     New  York,  U.  S. 

1851.  —  By  William  Hazlitt ;  4  vols.  i2mo.     London:  Routledge. 

1851-53.  — By  James  Orchard  Halliwell ;  4  vols,  imperial  8vo.   London  :  Tallis. 

1851-54.— By  Samuel  Phelps;  2  vols,  royal  Svo.     London:  Willoughby. 

185a. — The  Lansdowne  Edition ;  i  vol.  8vo.     London:  White. 

1853-57.  —  By  Rev.  H.  N.  Hudson ;  1 1  vols.  i2mo.   Boston  and  Cambridge,  U.  S. 

1853.  — By  J.  Payne  Collier;  the  text  regulated  by  the  old  copies  and  by  the 
recently  discovered  folio  of  1632,  containing  corrections  by  a 
supposed  early  emendator ;  i  vol.  imperial  Svo.  London  :  Whit- 
taker.   This  edition  excited  an  almost  interminable  controversy. 

1853-61.  — By  J.  O.  Halliwell,  F.  R.  S. ;  15  vols,  folio.     London  :  Adlard. 

1856.  —By  W.  W.  Lloyd ;  10  vols.  i2mo.     London  :  Bell  and  Daldy. 

1857.  —  By  Rev.  Alexander  Dyce,  M.  A. ;  6  vols.  8  vo.     London :  Moxon. 
i857-6a— By  Richard  Grant  White;  12  vols,  crown  Svo.    Boston,  U.  S. 
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1858-60.  —  By  Howard  Staunton ;  illustrated  by  John  Gilbert ;  3  vols,  royal  8vo. 
London:  Routledge. 

i860. — By  Mary  Cowden  Clarke;  i  vol.  royal  8vo.     New  York,  U.  S. 

X863. — By  Robert  Carruthers  and  William  Chambers;  crown 8vo.  Edinburgh 
and  London :  W.  and  R.  Chambers. 

1863-66.  —  By  William  George  Clark,  M.  A.,  and  William  Aldis  Wright,  M.  A. ; 
the  Cambridge  Edition ;  9  vols.  Svo. 

Z866-68.  — By  Rev.  Alexander  Dyce,  M.  A. ;  9  vols.  Svo.     London. 

1866. — The  Globe  Shakespeare;  edited  by  the  Editors  of  the  Cambridge 
Shakespeare;  i  vol.     London:  Macmillan. 

1867.  —  By  Thomas  Keightley ;  6  vols.  32mo.     Bell  and  Daldy. 

1875. — By  Howard  Furness;  a  new  and  elaborate  variorum  edition,  now  pub- 
lishing in  Philadelphia.     It  will  occupy  several  volumes. 

1877.  —  Rolfe*s  edition,  with  selected  notes,  by  W.  J.  Rolfe,  of  Cambridge,  Mass. 

1880-8Z.  — The  Harvard  Shakespeare,  edited  by  the  Rev.  Henry  N.  Hudson, 
with  elaborate  original  notes.     Twenty  volumes. 

Early  Editions  of  Separate  Plays, 

AlVs  Well  that  Ends  Well. — London,  17 14,  i2mo. 

Antony  and  Cleopatra*  —  As  acted  at  the  Duke's  Theatre.  By  Sir  Charles 
Sedley.     London,  1677,  4to. 

As  Tou  Like  It, — Altered,  and  entitled  **  Love  in  a  Forest,"  a  Comedy. 
By  Charles  Johnson.  London,  1723,  Svo.  Reprinted  from  the  folio  edition, 
at  Dublin,  i74i,8vo. 

Comedy  of  Errors,  —  Probably  printed  before  1598 ;  then  in  the  first  folio ; 
and,  separately,  by  Tonson,  London,  1734,  i2mo. 

Coriolanus. — Altered  under  the  title  of  "The  Ingratitude  of  a  Common 
Wealth,  or  the  Fall  of  Caius  Marius.*'    By  Nahum  Tate.     London,  1682,  4to. 

Cymheline,  —  Altered  under  the  title  of  **  The  Injured  Princess."  By  Thomas 
D'Urfry,  the  wit  and  poet.  London,  1682,  4to.  Reprinted  from  the  original. 
London,  Tonson,  1734,  i2mo. 

Hamlet,  —  "  The  Tragicall  Historic  of  Hamlet  Prince  of  Denmark.  By 
William  Shake-speare.  At  London,  printed  for  N.  L.  and  lohn  Trundell," 
1603,  4to,  33  leaves.     2nd  edition,  1604;  3rd  edition,  1605;  4th  edition,  1609. 

I //^;/ry/K.  —  **The  History  of  Henrie  the  Fovrth;  with  the  battell  at 
Shrewsburie,  between  the  King  and  Lord  Henry  Percy,  surnamed  Henrie  Hot- 
spur of  the  North.  With  the  humorous  conceits  of  Sir  lohn  Falstaife."  Lon- 
don, 1598,  4to.  2nd  edition,  1599;  3d  edition,  1604;  4th  edition,  "newly 
corrected  by  W.  Shakespeare,"  1608;  5th  edition,  1613. 

2  Henry  /K  —  **  The  Second  Part  of  Henry  the  Fourth,  continuing  to  his 
death,  and  coronation  of  Henrie  the  Fifl.     With  the  humours  of  Sir  lohn 
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3  Henry  F/. —  "The  True  Tragedie  of  Richard  Duke  of  Yorke,  and  the 
Death  of  good  King  Henry  the  Sixt,  with  the  whole  Contention  betweene  the 
two  Houses  Lancaster  and  Yorke,  as  it  was  sundrie  times  acted  by  the  Right 
Honorable  the  Earle  of  Pembroke  his  Seruants."  4to,  40  leaves  •  London,  1595 ; 
2nd  edition,  1600;  3rd,  1719. 

Henry  VII L  —  ♦»  The  Life  of  Henry  VHI."    London,  1758. 

yulius  C(Bsar. — A  Tragedy.  London,  1604.  "The  Tragedy  of  Julius 
Csesar,  with  the  Deaths  of  Brutus  and  Cassius.  Written  originally  by 
Shakespeare,  and  since  altered  by  Sir  Wm.  Davenant  and  John  Dryden." 
London,  1719. 

King-  John.  —  **  The  first  and  second  Part  of  the  troublesome  Raigne  of  John 
King  of  England.  With  the  Discouerie  of  King  Richard  Cordelions  Base 
Sonne  (vulgarly  named  the  Bastard  Fawconbridge).  Also,  the  Death  of  King 
John  at  Swinstead  Abbey."  ist  edition,  4to,  1591 ;  2nd,  London,  i6ii,4to; 
3d,  1622. 

King  Lear,  —  **M.  William  Shak-speare  :  His  True  Chronicle  Historic  of 
the  Life  and  Death  of  King  Lear  and  his  three  Daughters.  With  the  vnfortu- 
nate  life  of  Edgar,  sonne  and  heire  to  the  Earle  of  Gloster,  and  his  sullen  and 
assumed  humor  of  Tom  of  Bedlam."  London,  1608,  4to,  41  leaves.  2nd  edi- 
tion, 1608;  3d,  1655. 

Lovers  Labour 's  Lost,  — "  A  pleasant  Conceited  Comedie  called,  Loues  labors 
lost.  As  it  was  presented  before  her  Highnes  this  last  Christmas.  Newly 
corrected  and  augmented  by  W.  Shakespere."  London,  1598,  4to,  38  leaves. 
2nd  edition,  163 1. 

Macbeth.  — A  Tragedy.  Altered  by  Sir  William  Davenant,  the  poet  Lon- 
don, 1673. 

Measure  for  Measure,  — Altered  by  Sir  William  Davenant,  1673. 

Merchant  of  Venice^  The,  —  "The  excellent  History  of  the  Mercnant  of 
Venice.  With  the  extreme  cruelty  of  Shylocke  the  lew  towards  the  saide 
Merchant,  in  cutting  a  iust  pound  of  his  flesh.  And  the  obtayning  of  Portia 
by  the  choyse  of  three  Caskets.  Written  by  W.  Shakespeare."  London,  1600, 
4to,  40  leaves.     2nd  edition,  4to,  38  leaves,  1600;  3d,  1637;  4th,  1652. 

Merry  Wives  of  Windsor.  —  "A  most  pleasaunt  and  excellent  conceited 
Comedie,  of  Syr  lohn  Falstaffe,  and  the  merrie  Wiues  of  Windsor.  Enter- 
mixed  with  sundrie  variable  and  pleasing  humors,  of  Syr  Hugh  the  Welch 
Knight,  Justice  Shallow,  and  his  wise  cousin  M.  Slender.  With  the  swaggering 
value  of  Auncient  PistoU,  and  Corporal  Nym.  By  William  Shakespeare.** 
London,  1602,  4to,  27  leaves.     2nd  edition,  4to,  1619;  3d  edition,  4to,  1630. 

A  Midsummer-Nigh fs  Dream,  —  "A  Midsummer  Night's  Dream.  As  it 
hath  beene  sundry  times  publikely  acted,  by  the  Right  Honourable,  the  Lord 
Chamberlain  his  seruants."  London,  James  Roberts,  1600, 4to,  32  leaves.  2nd 
edition  (considered  by  Steevens,  and  most  editors,  the  first),  London,  Thomas 
Fisher,  4to,  32  leaves. 

Much  Ado  About  Nothing,  —  "  Much  Adoe  about  Nothing.  As  it  hath  been 
sundrie  times  publikely  acted  by  the  right  honourable,  the  Lord  Chamberlaine 
his  seruants."  London,  1600,  4to.  Altered  by  Sir  William  Davenant  under 
the  title  of  "The  Law  against  Lovers." 

Othello,  —  "  The  Tragedy  of  Othello,  the  Moore  of  Venice."  London,  1622, 
48  leaves,    and  edition,  4to,  1630;  4th  edition,  4to,  1655. 
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Pericles.  —  '*The  late,  and  much  admired  Play,  called  Pericles,  Prince  of 
Tyre.  With  the  true  Relation  of  the  whole  Historie,  aduentures,  and  fortunes 
of  the  said  Prince :  As  also.  The  no  lesse  strange,  and  worthy  accidents,  in  the 
Birth  and  Life,  of  his  Daughter  Mariana.*'  London,  4to,  1609;  2nd  edition, 
4to,  161 1 ;  3d  edition,  4to,  1619;  4th  edition,  4to,  1630. 

Richard  11,^"- The  Tragedy  of  King  Richard  the  Second."  London,  4to, 
1597,  37  leaves.     2nd  edition,  4to,  1598.     3d  edition,  4to,  1608. 

Richard  III.  —  **  The  Tragedy  of  King  Richard  the  Third.  Containing  His 
treacherous  Plots  against  his  brother  Clarence :  the  pittiefull  murther  of  his 
innocent  nephewes :  his  tyrannical  vsvrpation :  with  the  whole  course  of  his 
detested  life  and  most  deserued  death."  London,  1597,  4to.  2nd  edition,  1598, 
4to.     3d  edition,  1602,  4to.     4th  edition,  4to,  1605. 

Romeo  and  Juliet.  —  '*An  excellent  conceited  Tragedie  of  Romeo  and 
Juliet.  As  it  hath  been  often  (with  great  applause)  plaid  publiquely,  by  the 
right  Honourable  the  L.  of  Hamsdon,  his  Seruants."  London,  1597,  4to,  39 
leaves.  2nd  edition,  4to,  1599.  3d  edition,  4to,  1609.  Otway  founded  a  tragedy 
on  **  Romeo  and  Juliet,"  which  he  called  *'  Caius  Marius." 

Taming  of  the  Shrew.  —  "A  Wittie  and  Pleasant  Comedie  called  The 
Taming  of  the  Shrew."    London,  1631,  4to. 

Tempest y  The.  —  Reprinted  in  1735.  •*The  Tempest;  or,  the  Enchanted 
Island,  A  Comedy.  By  John  Dryden  and  Sir  William  Davenant;"  London, 
1669.     **  The  Tempest,  made  into  an  Opera,  by  T.  Shadwell ; "  London,  1673. 

Timon  of  Athens.  —  "The  History  of  Timon  of  Athens,  the  Man  Hater, 
altered  from  Shakespeare  by  Thomas  Shadwell."    London,  1678. 

Titus  Andronicus.  —  *'The  most  lamentable  Romaine  Tragedie  of  Titus 
Andronicus."    London,  1600,  4to.     2nd  edition,  4to,  161 1. 

Troilus  and  Cressida.  —  **The  Famous  History  of  Troy  1  us  and  Cresseid. 
Excellently  expressing  the  beginning  of  their  Loues,  with  the  conceited  wooing 
of  Pandarus,  Prince  of  Licia."    London,  1609,  4to.     2nd  edition,  4to,  1609. 

Twelfth  Night.  — "London.Tonson,  1734.  — *♦  Twelfth  Night  Altered,  enti- 
tled Love  Betrayed,  or  the  Agreeable  Disappointment,  a  Comedy.  By  C. 
Barnaby.     London,  1703,  4to." 

Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona.  —  London,  Tonson,  1734. 

The  Winter's  Tale.  —  London,  Tonson,  1735.  —  **  Florizell  and  Perdita :  or, 
the  Sheep  Shearing.  Altered  from  the  Winter's  Tale.  By  Macnamara  Mor- 
gan." Dublin,  1754,  8vo.  "Zapoyla,  an  imitation  of  the  Winter's  Tale.  By 
S.  T.  Coleridge."    1817,  8vo. 
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Text. — The  Globe  Shakespeare;  The  Cambridge  Shakespeare  (giving  the 
readings  of  quartos,  folios,  &c.) ;  Booth's  reprint  of  the  First  Folio,  or  that 
published  by  Chatto  and  Windus,  London. 

Editions  with  Notes. — The  Variorum  edition  of  182 1  {BoswelPs  Malone\ 
21  vols. ;  the  editions  of  Dyce,  Staunton,  Knight,  and  Collier ;  R.  Grant 
White's  edition  (Boston,  1872,  text,  like  that  of  the  present  edition,  follows  the 
First  Folio) ;  Delius's  Shakespeare's  Werke  (English  text,  German  notes) ; 
Fumess's  Variorum  Shakespeare  :  Romeo  and  Juliet^  Macbeth^  Hamlet^  pub- 
lished ;  single  plays  in  Clarendon  Press  edition,  and  in  the  American  editions 
of  Hudson  (Boston),  and  Rolfe  (New  York). 

Lexicons,  &c. — Schmidt's  Shakespeare  Lexicon  (invaluable) ;  Mrs.  Cowden 
Clarke's  Concordance  to  the  Plays;  Mrs.  Fumess*s  Concordance  to  the  Poetns; 
Dyce's  Glossary  (last  volume  of  his  edition  of  Shakespeare) :  Nares'  Glossary, 

Grammar,  Versification,  &c.— Abbott's  Shakesperian  Grammar;  W. 
Sidney  Walker's  Criticisms  on  Shakespeare^  and  Shakespeare^s  Versification; 
Bathurst's  Changes  in  Shakespeare^ s  Versification;  Ellis's  Early  English 
Pronunciation^  with  special  reference  to  Chaucer  and  Shakespeare^  Part  IH. 

Sources. — Hazlitt's  Shakespeare s  Library;  Courtenay's  Commentaries  on 
the  Historical  Plays;  Skottowe's  Shakespeare s  Life^  &*c.;  Simrock,  Die 
Quellen  des  Shakspeare, 

Commentaries. — Gervinus's  Commentaries  (full  and  laborious) ;  Dowden's 
Shakspere;  his  Mind  and  Art,  (New  York :  Harper  &  Bros.),  attempts  to 
trace  the  growth  of  Shakespeare's  genius  and  character  through  his  works, 
studied  chronologically ;  Hudson's  Shakespeare;  hisLife^  Arty  and  Characters, 
criticises  twenty-five  of  the  chief  plays ;  Hudson's  Harvard  Shakespeare 
(Boston,  Ginn  and  Heath) ;  Fumivall's  Introduction  to  the  Leopold  Shakes- 
peare; Coleridge's  Shakspeare  Notes;  Mrs.  Jameson's  Characteristics  of 
Women,  on  Shakespeare's  female  characters  ;  Hazlitt's  Characters  in  Shakes- 
pearls  Plays;  Kreyssig's  Vorlesungen  fiber  Shakespeare,  and  his  smaller 
Shakespeare^Fragen  (the  best  German  literary  criticism  on  Shakespeare  is  that 
of  Kreyssig) ;  Ulrid's  Shakespeare s  Dramatische  Kunst  is  highly  esteemed 
in  Germany  and  has  been  translated  (Bohn's  Library)  ;  but  Ulrici  reads  ideas 
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and  philosophy  of  his  own  into  Shakespeare.  Hertzberg's  prefaces  to  some 
plays  in  the  German  Shakspere  Society's  edition  of  Schlegel  and  Tieck's 
translation  of  Shakespeare  are  valuable  with  reference  to  characteristics  of 
versification.  The  same  Society  has  published  twelve  annual  volumes 
{Jahrbikker)  containing  many  articles  of  interest.  Fleay*s  Shakespeare 
Manual  may  be  found  useful,  if  read  with  care  to  distinguish  the  writer's 
theories  from  ascertained  facts.  The  New  Shakespeare  Society  has  published 
Transactions  containing  papers  of  value,  reprints  of  early  quartos,  and  Eliza- 
bethan works  which  illustrate  Shakespeare.  (Publishers  for  the  Society, 
TrUbner  and  Co.,  London.) 

Shakespeare's  Life.— Various  works  of  Mr.  HalliwelL  For  a  convenient 
summary  of  the  facts  see  S.  Neil's  Shakespeare ;  a  Critical  Biography,  On 
Stratford,  see  Wise's  Shakespeare ;  his  Birthplace  and  its  Neighbourhood. 
For  details  about  the  Shakspere  and  Arden  families  (and  also  with  respect  to 
the  persons  of  Shakespeare's  historical  plays)  see  Mr.  G.  R.  French's  Shak- 
speareana  Genealogica, 
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Tke  Tempest :  — 

Ariel,  Prospero,  and  Miranda,  in  the  island, 

a.  i.  s.  a. 
Ariel  leads  Ferdinand  to  Prospero's  cell,  a.  i. 

s.  2. 
Caliban,  Stephano,  and  Trinculo,  a.  ii.  s.  a. 
Miranda  wooed  by  Ferdinand,  a,  iii.  5.  i. 
The  Masque  of  Juno,  Ceres,  and  Iris,  a.  iv. 

s,  I. 
Prospero  reveals  himself  as  Duke  of  Milan, 

a.  V.  s.  I. 

T'xvo  Gentlemen  of  Verona :  — 

JLaunce  and  his  dog  a,  ii.  5.  3;  a.  iv.  s,  4. 
Speed  and  Launce,  a.  ii.  £.5;  a.  lli.  s,  i. 
Julia  and  Sylvia,  a.  iv.  s.  4. 

A  Midsummer  Nigkfs  Dream  :  — 

Hermia,  Helena,  and  L3rsander,  a.  i.  s.  i, 
Oberon  quarrels  with  Titania,  a.  ii.  s.  2. 
The  lovers  in  the  wood,  a.  ii.  *.  3. 
Bottom  and  the  players,  a,  iii.  s.  i. 
Demetrius  and  Hermia,  Lysander  and  Hele- 
na, or  Love's  cross-purposes,  a.  iii.  s,  a. 
The  ••  tedious  brief  scene  of  young  Pyramus," 
a.  V.  s,  I. 

Twe/yiA  Night,  or  What  You  Will :  — 

Sir  Andrew  Aguechcek  and  Sir  Toby  Belch, 

a.  i.  *.  3;  a.  U.S.  3. 
Olivia  and  Viola  (the  latter  disguised  a#  Val< 

entine's  servant),  a,  i.  *.  5, 
The  plot  against  Malvolio,  a,  ii.  s.  3. 
Malvolio  finds  the  letter,  a.  ii.  s.  5. 
Malvolio  and  clown,  a,  iv.  s,  2. 
Sir  Toby  Belch,  drunk,  a,  \.  s.  1. 

The  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor :  — 

Justice    Shallow,    Slender,    and   Sir  Hugh 

Evans,  a.  i.  s.  i. 
Dr.  Caius  and  Mrs.  Quickly,  a.  \.s,  4. 
Mrs.  Ford  and  Mrs.  Page,  a.  ii.  5.  i ;  a,  iv. 

s.  2. 
Falstaffand  Ford  (the  latter  disguised),  a.  ii. 

s,2\  a.  iii.  s.  5. 
FalstafT  concealed  in  the  buck-basket,  a,  ill. 

*.3- 
Mrs.   Page,  Sir  Hugh  Evans,  and  William 

(her  son),  a.  iv.  s.  i. 
FalstafT  disguised  as   the  Old  Woman  of 

Brentford,  a.  iv.  s.  2. 
FalstafT 's  discomfiture  by  the  pretended  Fai- 
ries, a.  V.  *.  5. 

Measure  for  Measure  :  — 

Escalus,  Elbow,  and  Clown,  a.  ii.  s.  i. 

Angelo  and  Isabella,  a.  ii.  s.  2. 

Angclo  offers  Isabella  her  brother's  life  on  a 

shameful  condition,  a.  ii.  s.  4. 
Isabella  visits  Claudio  in  prison,  a.  iii.  s.  i. 
The  Duke,  Clown,  and  Lucio,  a,  iii.  s.  2. 
Isabella  and  Angelo  before  the  Duke,  a,  \,s,i. 


Much  Ado  About  Nothing :  — 

Beatrice  and  Benedick,  a.  ii. s.  $;  a.  v.  *.  3. 
Benedict  in  Leonato's  garden,  a.  ii.  s.  3. 
Beatrice  in  Leonato's  garden,  a.  Hi.  s.  i. 
Dogberry  and  Verges,  a.  iii.  s.  3. 
Hero  rejected  by  Claudio,  a.  iv.  s.  1. 
The  Prison  Scene :  Dogberry,  Verges,  Con- 
rade,  Borachio,  a.  iv.  s.  a. 

AsYouLiielt:  — 

Rosalind,  Celia,  and  Orlando,  a.  i.  s.  2. 
The  Duke  and  his  Lords  in  the  Forest  of  Ar* 

den,  a.  ii.  s,  i. 
Rosalind  (In  boy's  clothes),  Cella,  Corin,  and 

Touchstone,  a.  ii.  f.  4. 
Jaques  and  the  Duke,  a.  ii.  s.  7. 
Rosalind  and  Celia  in  the  Forest,  a.  iii.  s.  a. 
Rosalind  and  Orlando,  a,  iii,  5.  a;  a.  Iv.  s.  1. 
Touchstone,  Audrey,  and  Sir  Oliver  Martext, 

a.  iii.  s.  3. 
Silvius,  Phebe,  and  Rosalind,  a.  iii.  s,  5. 
Touchstone,  Audrey,  and  William,  a.  v.  s.  i. 

Merchant  of  Venice:  — 

Portia   and   Nerissa  descant   upon  Portia's 

suitors,  a.  i.  s.  2. 
Shylock,  Antonio,  and  Bassanio,  a.  i.  s.  3. 
Launcelot  and  Old  Gobbo,  a.  ii.  s.  a. 
The  Casket  Scenes,  a.  ii.  5.  7;  a.  ii.  5.  9;  a.  iii. 

s.  2. 
Shylock  and  Tubal,  a.  iii.  s.  i. 
The  Trial  Scene,  a.  iv.  jc.  1. 
Lorenzo  and  Jessica  at  Belmont,  a.  v.  s.  i. 

Lovers  Labor's  Lost :  — 

Costard,  Biron,  and  the  King,  a.  i.  s.  i. 
Armado  and  Moth,  a.  i.  s.  2;  a.  iii.  s.  i. 
The  Princess  of  France,  her  Ladies,  Biron, 

and  Boyet,  a.  ii.  s.  i. 
Holofemes,  Sir  N:UhanieI,  and  Dull,  a,  iv.  s.  a. 
The  lords  In  love,  a.  iv.  s.  3. 
Holofemes,  Costard,  Moth,  Dull,  and  Arma- 
do, fl.  V.  *.  I. 

The  King  and  his  Lords,  masked,  before  the 

Princess  and  her  Ladies,  a.  v.  s.  2. 
The  pageant  of  the  Nine  Worthies,  a.  v.  5.  a. 

Taming  of  the  Shrew :  — 

Sly  in  the  Lord's  house,  InductioUy  5.  2. 
Gremio,  Lncentio,  Tranio,  Biondello,  a.  i.  s,  2. 
Kathariha  and  Petrucio,  a.  ii.  ^ .  i ;  a.  iii.  s.  2. 
Petrudo's  feigned  violence,  a.  iv.  s.  i. 
Scene  with  the  Tailor  and  Haberdasher,  a.  iv. 

*.  3. 
The  banquet  at  Lucentio's  house,  a,  v.  s.  2. 

AlPs  Well  that  Ends  Well :  — 

Helena  and  the  Countess,  a.  i.  ^.  3 ;  a.  iii.  s.  2, 
Helena  plots  with  Diana,  a.  iii.  s.  5. 
Bertram,  the  French  Lords,  and  ParoUes,  a. 

iii.  s.  6. 
£xpos\ure  of  ParoUes,  a.  iv.  s.  3. 
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CXXIV 

A  Winter's  Tale:^ 

Leontes  and  his  jealonsy  of  Hermione,  a, 

ii.  s,  I. 
Hermione  before  the  Court  of  Justice,  a.  iii. 

5.  a. 
Autolycus  and  Clown,  a,  iv,  s.  2. 
Florizel  and  Perdita  in  a  Shepherd's  cottage, 

a.  iv.  5.  3. 
Autolycus,  Clown,  and  Shepherd,  a.  iv.  s,  3. 
The  SUtue  Scene,  a.\,s.  3. 

Comedy  of  Errors :  — 

Antipholus  of  Sjrracuse  and  Dromio  of  Syra- 
cuse, a.  !1.  5.  a;  a.  Hi.  5.  a. 
Antipholus  of  Ephesus,  Dromio  of  Ephesus, 
Adriana,  Luciana,  and  others,  a.  Iv.  s,  4. 

Macbeth  :  — 

The  Witches  promise  the  crown  to  Macbeth, 

a.  I.  s,  3. 
Macbeth  and  Lady  Macbeth,  a.  i.  s.  7. 
Macbeth  and  Lady  Macbeth,  after  Duncan's 

murder,  a.  ii.  s.  a. 
The  Banquet  Scene,  a.  HI.  s.  i. 
The  Witches,  Macbeth,  and  Apparitions,  a. 

iv.  s.  I. 
Malcolm,  Macduff,  and  Ross,  a.  iv.  5.  3. 
The  Sleep-Walking  Scene,  a.  v.  5.  1. 

King  John  :^ 

Pandulph,  King  John,  and  Constance,  a.  iii. 

s.  1. 
Constance  and  the  French  King,  a.  Iii.  s,  4. 
Prince  Arthur  and  Hubert,  a.  iv.  s,  1. 
Hubert  and  King  John,  a.  iv.  s.  a. 

iT/V  Richard  IL  :  — 

The  combat  between  Boyngbroke  and  Nor- 

folk,  a.  i.  .5.  3. 
Scroop  and  Richard  IL,  a.  iii.  s.  a. 
Bolingbroke  and  Richard  IL,  a.  iv.  s.  i. 
Death  of  Richard  H.,  <».  v.  s.  5. 

A7«y  //Wirx  /K,  Par/  /.  ;  — 

Prince  Henry,  Falstaff,  and  Poins,  a.  i.  s,  a. 
Hotspur,  Northumberland,    and  Worcester, 

a.  1.  5.  3. 
The  Scene  at  Gadshill,  a.  ii.  5.  a. 
Hotspur  and  Lady  Percy,  a,  ii.  *.  3. 
In  the  Boar'sHead  Tavern,  a.  ii.  5.  4. 
Hotspur  and  Glendower,  a.  iii.  *.  1. 
Falstaff,  Bardolph,  Poins,  and  Prince  Henry, 

a.  iii.  s.  3. 
Death  of  Hotspur,  a.  v.  s.  3. 

v:^^  ir^^v  TV    Pnrt  TT.:  — 


King  Henry  K.;— 

Nym,  Bardolph,  and  Pistol,  a.  iL  *.  i. 
Death  of  Falstaff  described,  a,  ii.  s,  3. 
Pistol,  Fluellen,  Gower,  a.  iii.  *.  a. 
Katharine's  lesson  in  English,  a.  iii.  s*  4. 
Exultant  spirit  of  the  French  Princes,  a.  ill. 

«.7. 
Henry  V.  hears  his  Soldiers  discourse  on  war, 

a.  iv.  5. 1. 
Henry  the  Fifth's  address  to  his  Soldiers,  a. 

iv.  s.  3. 
Pistol  eats  the  leek,  a.  v.  ^.  i. 
Henry  V.  wooes  the  Princess  Katharine,  a.  v, 
s.  a. 
King  Henry  VL,  Pari  I,:  — 

In  the    Temple  Garden :  the  Choice  of  the 

Roses,  a,  ii.  5.  4. 
Death  of  Talbot,  a.  iv.  s.  6. 
Siiffolk  and  Queen  Margaret,  a.  v.  s,  3. 
King  Henry  VI.,  Part  II.  :  — 

The  Duke  of  Gloucester  works  a  miracle, 

a.  H.  s.  1. 
Punishment  of  the  Duchess,  a.  il.  s.  4. 
Death  of  Gloucester,  a.  iii.  s.  a. 
Suflolk  and  Queen  Margaret,  a.  iii.  s.  a. 
Death  of  Cardinal  Beaufort,  a.  ill.  s,  3. 
Scenes  in  which  Jack  Cade  figures,  a.  iv.  s.  a, 
5.  3,  s.  6,  s.  7,  s.  S,  s,  10. 
King  Henry  VI.,  Part  III. :  — 

Death  of  young  Rutland,  a.  \.  s.  3. 
Henry  VL  on  Towton  battle-field,  a.  ii.  *.  5. 
Edward  IV.  and  Lady  Grey,  a.  iii.  *.  a. 
Death  of  War\vick,  a.  v.  s.  a. 
Mlrdcr  of  P*rince  Edward,  a.  v.  s.  J. 
Murder  of  Henry  VL,  a.  v.  s,  6. 
King  Richard  III. :  — 

Gloucester  and  Lady  Anne,  a.  t.  s.  a. 

Queen  Margaret  Inveighs  against  Queen  Blix- 

abeth,  a.  i.  s.  3. 
Clarence's  dream,  and  murder,  a.  1.  s.  4. 
Hastings  arrested,  a.  iii.  s.  4. 
Gloucester  accepts  the  crown,  a.  iii.  s.  7. 
Tyrrel     describes   the   death  of  the  young 

Princes,  a.  iv.  s.  3. 
Richard  III.  and  Queen  Elizabeth,  a.  iv.  ^.4. 
The  night  before  Bosworth  Field,  a.  v.  s.  3. 

King  Henry  VII L  .— 

Henry  VIII.  and  Anne  Bullcn,  a.  I.  s,  4. 
Queen  Katharine  before  tlie  Court,  a.  il.  s,  4. 
Wolsey,  Campeius,  and  Queen  Katharine,  a. 

iii.  ^.1. 
Wolsey's  downfall,  a.  iii.  s.  a. 
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CoHoianus  t  — 

Menenlus  AgripfM  and  the  Roman  mob,  a^  i. 

8,  I. 

Volomnla,  Virgilla,  and  Valeria,  a.  I.  s,  3. 
Triumphal  entry  of  Coriolanus,  a,  11.  8,  1. 
Corlolanus  banished,  a.  iii.  8.  3. 
Coriolamis  asks  hospitality  of  Aufidlus,  a.  Iv. 

Virgilla,  Volumnia,  and  Valeria  appeal  to 
Corlolanus  to  spare  Rome,  a,  v.  s.  3. 

yultus  Otsar:  — 

Brutus  and  Casslus,  a,  \.  s.  2. 

Cassius  and  Casca,  a.  L  s.  3. 

Brutus  and  Portia,  a.  II.  8,  1. 

Calpumla's  Dream,  a,  11.  s,  a. 

Assassination  of  Cesar,  a.  ill.  8.  i. 

Mark  Antony,  Brutus,  and  Cassius,  a.  iii.  8.  i. 

Antony  addresses  the  mob  Over  Caesar's  body, 

a.  ill.  5.  3. 
Quarrel  of  Brutus  and  Cassius,  a.  iv.  8.  3. 

Antony  and  Cleopatra :  — 

Antony  prepares  to  take  leave  of  Cleopatra, 

a.  i.  ^.  3. 
Caesar  and  Antony,  a.  11.  8,  a. 
Bnobarbus  enlarges  on  the  l^eauty  of  Cleopa 

tra,  a.  li.  s.  2. 
Cleopatra  and  the  Messengers,  a.  11.  5.  5. 
Antony  and  Cleopatra,  a.  iii.  5. 11. 
Death  of  Eros;  Antony  stabs  himself,  a.  iv. 

*.i3. 
I>eath  of  Antony,  a.  Iv.  *.  13. 
Cleopatra  and  Octavius  Casar,  a,  v.  s.  2.  , 
Cymbdine:  — 

The  Wager  between  Posthumus  and  lachlmo, 

a.  i.  *.  s. 
lacliimo  and  Imogen,  a,  i.  s.  7. 
In  Imogen's  Bedchamber,  a.  il.  s.  2. 
lachlmo  persuades  Posthumus  of  Imogen's 

adultery,  a.  II. ».  4. 
Belarius,  Guiderius,   and  Arviragus,  a.  iii. 

*.3. 
Imogen  and  Plsanlo,  a.  ill.  s,  4. 
Imogen  (In  boy's  clothes)  discovered  by  Be 

larius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus,  a.  iii. 

s,t. 
Supposed  death  of  Imogen,  a.  Iv.  s.  2, 
Imogen's  fidelity  revealed,  a.  v.  s.  5. 

Titus  AMdronicus :  — 

Lavinia  and  the  Queen's  sons,  a.  H.  s.  3. 
Aaron,  Demetrius,  and  Chiron,  a.  Iv.  s,  2. 
Titus  andTamora,  a.  v.  *.  a. 

Pericles t  Prince  of  Tyre :  — 

Ceriroon  and  Thalsa,  a.  ii.  5.  1. 
Boult,  Marina,  and  Bawd,  a.  iv.  *.  a. 
Manna  on  board  the  ship  of  Pericles,  a.  v.s.i. 


Gloucester  blinded,  a.  iii.  s,  7. 
Gloucester  and  Edgar  on  the  Dover  cliff; 
Lear,  Oswald,  a,  iv.  8,  6. 

Romeo  and  Juliet:  — 

Lady  Capulet,  Juliet,  and  Nurse,  a,  1.  5.  3. 
Mercutlo's  description  of  Queen  Mab,  a.  i. 

5.4. 
Romeo  sees  Juliet  at  the  Masked  Ball,  a.  i. 

«•  5. 
The  Garden  Scene,  a.  Ii.  5.  2. 
Romeo,  Mercutio,  Nurse,  and  Peter,  a.  ii.  s.  4. 
Deaths  oi  Mercutio  and  Tybalt,  a.  iii.  s.  1. 
Romeo  in  P'riar  Lawrence's  Cell,  a.  Iii.  s.  3. 
Juliet  takes  the  sleeping-potion,  a.  iv.  s,  3. 
Deatli  of  Romeo,  <i.  v.  s.  3. 

Troilus  and  Cressida :  — 

Cresslda  and  Pandarus,  a.  1.  5.  a. 

The  Grecian  Camp:  Ulysses,  Agamemnon, 

and  others,  a.  i.  s,  3. 
Ajax  and  Thersites,  a.  ii.  5.  i. 
Troilus,  Pandarus,  and  Cressida,  a.  Hi.  s.  2. 
Ulysses  and  Achilles,  a.  iii.  s.  3. 
Parting  of  Troilus  and  Cressida,  a.  iv.  s.  4. 
Falsehood  of  Cressida  discovered,  a.  v.  s.  2. 

Hamlet. ■  — 

Hamlet,  Horatio,  Marcellus,  and  Bernardo, 

a.  I.  s.  2. 
Laertes  gives  counsel  to  Ophelia,  a.  I.  8,  3. 
Polonius'  advice  to  Laertes,  a.  I.  s.  3. 
Hamlet  oiid  the  Ghost,  a,  i.  s.  4,  5. 
Hamlet,     Polonius,    Rosencrantz,    Guilden 

stern,  rr.  ii.  s.  2. 
Hamlet  and  the  Players,  a.  II.  s.  2. 
1  lamlet's  Soliloquy : "  To  be,  or  not  to  be,"  a, 

iii.*.  I. 
Hamlet  and  Ophelia,  a.  111.  s.  i. 
The  Play  before  the  King  and  Queen,  a.  lU. 

s.  2. 
Hamlet  in  the  King's  Closet,  a.  III.  *.  3. 
Hamlet  and  the  Queen,  a.  III.  5.  4. 
Ophelia's  Madness,  a.  iv.  s.  5. 
The  King  }>ersuades  Laertes  to  kill  Hamlet, 

a.  iv.  *.  7. 
Hamlet  and  the  Grave-diggers,  a.  v. «.  i. 
Hamlet  and  Osric,  a.  v.  s.  2. 
Death  of  Hamlet,  a.  v.  s.  2, 
Othello:-^ 

lago  and  Roderigo  wake  up  Brabantio,  a.  I. 

5.  1. 
Othello  before  the  Senators  of  Venice,  a.  I. 

«.3. 
lago,  Emilia,  and  Desdemona,  a.  ii.  s.  i. 
lago  and  Cassio;  Cassio  tighU  with  AContano, 

a.  ii.  *.  3. 
Othello  and  lago;    lago  stirs  up   Othello's 

Jealousy,  a.  iii.  5.  3. 
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Tke  Tempest:^ 

Come  unto  these  yellow  sands,  a.  1.  s.  a.  p.  5. 
Full  fathom  five  thy  father  lies,  a.  i.  s.  a.  /.  5. 
While  you  here  do  snoring  He,  a.  il.  s.  \.  p.  8. 
I  shall  no  more  to  sea,  to  sea,  a.  \{.  s.  2.  p.  9. 
Honor,  riches,  marriage-blessing,  a.  I  v.  s.  i. 

/v.  14. 
Where  the  bee  sucks,  there  suck  I,  a.  v.  s.  i. 

p,  16. 

^Tttw  Gentlemen  of  Verona  :  — 

Who  Is  Silvia?  what  Is  she?  a.  Iv.  s.  a./.  3a. 

A  Midsummer  NlghCs  Dream  :  — 

Over  hill,  over  dale,  a.  \\.  s.  \.p.  40. 

You  spotted  snakes,  with  double  tongue,  a.  il. 

*.  3-  /.  4a. 
The  ousel-cock,  so  black  of  hue,  a.  ill.  s,  i. 

/.44. 
Now  the  hungry  lion  roars,  a,  v.  ^,  a.  /.  54. 
Now,  until  the  break  of  day,  a.  v.  s.  a.  />.  54. 

Twelfik  Night:  — 

Oh,  mistress  mine,  where  are  you  roaming? 

a.  il.  5.  3./.  61. 
Come  away,  come  away,  death,  a.  li.  s.  4. 

p.t%. 
1  am  gone,  sir,  and  anon,  sir,  a.  iv.  s.  2. p.  7a, 
When  that  1  was  and  a  little  tiny  boy,  a.  v.  5. 

1./.76. 

Merry  Wives  oj  Windsor :  — 

To  shallow  rivers,  to  whose  falls,  a.  HI.  *.  i. 

AS7. 
Fyc  on  sinful  fantasy,  a.  v.  5.  5./.  99. 

Measure  for  Measure :  — 

Take,  O  take  those  lips  away,  a.  iv.  *.  i.p.i  15. 

Much  Ado  About  Nothing :  — 

Sigh  no  more,  ladles,  sfgh  no  more,  a.  ii.  s.  3. 

/.  13a. 
Pardon,  Goddess  of  the  night,  a.  v.  s.  3./.  145. 

As  You  Like  It:  — 

Under  the  greenwood  tree,  a.  H.  5.  5.  /.  154. 
Blow,  blow,  thou  winter  wmd,  a,  il.  s.  •].  p. 

156. 
What  shall  he  have  that  killed  the  deer?  a.  iv. 

5.  a.  p.  163. 
It  was  a  lover  and  his  lass,  a.  v.  5.  3.  p.  166. 
Then  is  there  mirth  In  heaven,  a.  v.  s.  4./. 

167. 
Wedding  Is  great  Juno's  crown,  a.  v.  s.  4. 
/.  16S. 
Merchant  of  Venice :  — 

Tell  mc,  where  Is  fancy  bred,  a.  ill.  s,  a.  /.  180. 


Airs  Well  that  Ends  Well :  — 

Was  this  fair  face  the  cause,  quoth  she,  a,  L 
s.  3.  /.  340. 

The  Winter's  Tale:  — 

When  daffodils  begin  to  peer,  a.  Iv.  s,  %.p, 

374- 
Lawns  as  white  as  driven  snow,  «.  Iv.  s.  3. 

/•  277- 
Get  you  hence,  for  1  must  go,  a,  Iv.  s.  3.  p,  378. 
Will  you  buy  my  tape,  a.  iv.  s,  3./.  278. 

Macbeth:  — 

Black  spirits  and  white,  a.  Iv.  s.  i./.  31S. 

King  Henry  IV.,  Part  II.  :  — 

Do  nothing  but  eat,  and  make  good  cheer,  a. 

V.  5.  3.  /.  424. 
Be  merry,  be  merry,  my  wife  lias  all,  a,  v.  s, 

3./.  434. 
A  cup  of  wine  that's  brisk  and  fine,  a.  v.s.  3. 

^.434. 

King  Henry  VIII.:  — 

Orpheus  with  his  lute  made  trees,  a,  ill.  8,  i. 
/.5S0. 

Antony  and  Cleopatra :  — 

Come,  thou  monarch  of  the  vine,  a.  IL  s,  7. 
/.6S3. 

Cymbeltne :  — 

Hark,  hark  1  the  lark  at  heaven's  gate  sings, 

a.  Ii.  s.  3.  /.  709. 
Fear  no  more  the  heat  o'  the  sun,  a.  I  v.  s,  a. 
/•  7^1. 

King  Lear:  — 

Fools  had  ne'er  less  grace  in  a  year,  a.  i.  8. 4. 

/.77S. 
He  that  has  and  a  little  tiny  wit,  a.  ill. «.  a. 

A  7S7. 

TVoilus  and  CressUla :  — 

Love,  love,  notliing  but  love, still  morel  a.  111. 
s,  »./.  S41. 

Hamlet:  — 

How  should  I  your  true  love  know,  a.  iv.  s.  5. 

p.SSu 
To-morrow  is  St  Valentine's  day,  a.  Iv.  s.  5. 

p.  8S1. 
And  will  he  not  come  again,  a.  iv.  8.  5./. 

8S3. 

Othello:  — 

ICinar    Qf<:>nh«>n  tiroa    a    wnrthtf  n^«H-    /*.    it.    it.  1. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONM, 


AimraO,  XlBg  of  HaiflM.        8BB&8TIAN,  hla  brotbflr. 
FftOSFERO,  the  rlgbtfal  Dake  of  MUaa. 
UrrORIO,  tho  «rari>iag  ,Diik«  of  Milan,  brotbor  to  Proopora. 
FERDINAND,  son  to  the  King  of  Nftplot. 
0ONZALO,  «a  hoiMit  old  couuellor  of  Nftplot. 
ADRIAN,  a  lord.        FRANCISCO,  ft  lord. 
OALIBAN,  a  MTago  and  deformed  ilave. 


8CSNS.~Tbe  8«a»  with  a  Ship;  afUnrardi  aa  Uaad. 


TRmcULO,  a  Joitor.       BTEPHANO,  a  dniifkea  bQtlw. 
KMter  of  a  Ship,  Boatraaln  and  Uarlnen. 

HIRANDA,  daughter  to  Proepero. 

ARIEL,  aa  airy  tpirit.         IRI8,  a  iplxH 

CERB8,  a  spirit.         JTJNO,  a  iplilli 

Nym^Vu.         Reapen. 
OUier  Spirit*  attending  «n  Frosperow 


ACT  I. 


SCENEL— Ona^>a«.Si!a.    ASUmn^wiai 

Thunder  <md  Ldghtmng, 

Enter  a  Ship-master  and  a  Boatswain. 

MasUr,  Boatswain^ — 

Boats,  Here,  master:  What  cheer? 

Master,  Good :  Speak  to  the  mariners :  fiill  to 't 
farely,  or  we  ran  ourselves  aground :  bestir,  bestir. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Maimers, 

Boats.  Heigh,  my  hearts ;  cheerly,  cheerlj,  mj 
hearts ;  yare,  yare :  Take  in  the  topsail :  Tend  to 
the  master's  whistle.— Blow  till  thon  burst  ihj 
wind,  if  room  enough  I 

Enter  AuonBO,  Sebastian,  Antonio,  Ferdinand, 
GoMZALO,  and  others, 

Alan,  Good  boatswain,  have  care.  'V^'here^ 
Che  master  ?    Play  the  men. 

Boats.  I  pray  now,  keep  below. 

Ant.  Where  is  the  master,  boson  ? 

Boats,  Do  you  not  hear  him?  You  mar  our 
labour:  Keep  your  cabins:  Yoa  do  assist  the 
storm. 

Qon,  Nay,  good,  be  patient. 

Boats,  When  the  sea  is.  Hence  1  What  care 
these  roarers  for  the  name  of  king?  To  cabin : 
silence;  trouble  us  not. 

Oon,  Good  ;  yet  remember  whom  thou  hast 
■board. 

Boats.  None  that  I  more  love  than  myself.  You 
are  a  counsellor;  if  you  can  command  these  ele- 
ments to  silence,  and  work  the  peace  of  the  present, 
we  will  not  hand  a  rope  more;  use  your  authority. 
If  you  cannot,  give  thanks  ^ou  have  lived  so  long, 
and  moke  yourself  ready  m  your  cabin  for  the 
mischance  of  the  hour,  if  it  so  hap. — Cheerl^,  good 
hearts. — Out  of  our  way,  I  say.  [lixit. 

Oon,  I  have  great  comfort  from  this  fellow : 
metliinks  he  hath  no  drowning  mark  upon  him ; 
his  complexion  is  perfect  gallows.  Stand  fast, 
cood  flite,  to  his  hanging '.  make  the  rope  of  his 
destiny  our  cable,  for  our  own  dotli  little  advan- 
tage! If  he  be  not  bom  to  be  hanged  our  case  is 
miserable.  [Exeitnt. 

He-enter  Boatswain. 

Boats,  Down  with  the  topmast;  yare;  lower, 
lower ;  bring  Uer  to  try  with  main-course.  [A  cry 
i'-ffhi'n.]  A  plague  upon  this  howling  I  they  are 
k>uder  t'  an  the  weatlier  or  our  office.— 


Re-enter  Sebastian,  Antonio,  and  Gonzalo. 
Yet  again?  what  do  you  here?    Sliall  we  giv 
o'er  and  drown  ?    Have  you  a  mind  to  sink  ? 

Seb.  A  pox  o'  your  tliroat  I  you  bawling,  bias 
phemous,  mcharitable  dog  I  • 

Boats,  Work  you,  then. 

Ant,  Hang,  cur,  hang  I  you  whoreson,  insolent 
noise-maker,  we  are  less  afraid  to  be  drowned  than 
thou  art 

Qan,  111  warrant  him  for  drowning;  though  the 
ship  were  no  stronger  than  a  nut-shell,  and  as  leaky 
as  an  unstanched  wench. 

Boats,  Lsij  her  a-hold,   a-hold:  set  her  two 
courses ;  off  to  sea  again ;  lay  her  off. 
Enter  Mariners,  toet. 

Mar,  All  lost  I  to  prayers,  to  prayers!  all  lo!«t ! 


[ExewU 
i? 


Boats,  What,  must  our  mouths  be  cold? 

Oon.  The  king  and  prince  at  prayers!  let  ns 
For  our  case  is  as  theirs.  [assist  them, 

Seb,  I  am  out  of  patience. 

Ant.  We  are  merely  cheated  of  our  lives  by 
drunkards. — 
This  wide-choppd  rascal; — 'Would  thoumightst 

lie  dp^wnin^. 
The  washing  of  ten  tides  t 

Cfon,  He  11  be  hang'd  yet; 

Though  every  drop  of  water  swear  against  it, 
And  gape  at  wid'st  to  glut  him. 

[A  oor\f used  noise  withtju] — Mercy  on  us !  Fdrcn 
We  split,  we  split! — Farewell,  my  wife  and  chil 
Farewell,  brotlier  I  Wq  split,  we  split,  we  splitl — 

Ant,  Let 's  all  sink  with  the  king  [Exit, 

8cb,  IjQt  *s  take  leave  of  him.  [Exit, 

Oon,  Now  would  I  give  a  thousand  furlongs  of 
sea  for  an  acre  of  barren  ground ;  long  heath,  brown 
furze,  anything :  The  wills  above  be  done  I  but  I 
would  lain  die  a  dry  death.  [Exit, 

SCENE  IL—The  Island:  b^/ore  the  Cell  q^ 
Prospero. 
Enter  Prospero  and  Miranda. 
Mira,  If  by  your  art,  my  dearest  father,  you  have 
Put  the  wild  waters  in  this  roar,  allay  them : 
Tlie  sky,  it  seems,  would  pour  down  slinking  pitch 
But  that  the  sea,  mounting  to  the  welkin^  cheek, 
D.ishes  the  fire  out.    0, 1  have  suflfer'd 
With  those  that  I  saw  suffer  I  a  brave  vessels 
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Who  had  no  doubt  some  noble  creature  in  her, 
Dash*d  all  to  pieces.    O,  the  cry  did  knock 
Against  my  very  heart  I    Poor  souls  I   they  pe- 
rished. 
Had  I  been  any  god  of  power,  I  would 
Have  sunk  the  sea  within  the  earth,  or  e*er 
It  should  the  good  ship  so  have  swallowed,  and 
The  fraughting  souls  within  her. 

Pro,  Be  collected ; 

No  more  amazement :  toll  your  piteous  heart, 
There  's  no  harm  done. 

Mira,  O,  woe  the  day  I 

Pro,  No  harm. 

I  have  donejiothlng  but  in  care  of  thee, 
|0f  thee,  my  dear  one!  thee,  my  daughter  I)  who 
Art  ignorant  of  what  tliou  art,  nought  knowing 
Of  whence  I  am ;  nor  that  I  am  more  better 
Thau  Prospc4t),  master  of  a  full  poor  cell, 
And  thy  no  greater  fether. 

i/ira.  More  to  know 

Did  never  meddle  with  my  thoughts. 

Pro.  *T  is  time 

I  should  inform  thee  fiirther.    Lend  thy  hand, 
And  pluck  my  magic  garment  from  me.— So 


[Lays  down  his  mantU. 
I  th(       " 


Lie  there  my  art— Wipe  thou  thine  eyes ;  have 

comfort. 
The  direful  spectacle  of  the  wrack,  which  touoh'd 
The  very  virtue  of  compassion  in  thee, 
I  have  with  such  provision  in  mine  art 
So  safely  order'd,  that  there  is  no  soul- 
No,  not  so  much  perdition  as  an  hair, 
Hetid  to  any  creature  in  the  vessel         [Sit  down ; 
Which  thou  heard'st  cry,  which  thou  saw'st  sink. 
For  thou  must  now  know  farther. 

Alira,  You  have  often 

Begun  to  tell  me  wluit  I  am;  but  stopped 
And  left  me  to  a  bootless  inquisition; 
Condudmg, "  Stay,  not  yet**— 

Pro,  The  hour's  now  come; 

The  rery  minute  bids  thee  ope  thine  ear; 
Obey,  and  be  attentive.    Canst  thou  remember 
A  time  before  we  came  unto  this  cell? 
I  do  not  thmk  thou  canst;  for  then  thou  wast  not 
Out  three  years  old. 

Ifira,  Certainly,  sir,  I  can. 

Pro.  Bj  what?  by  any  other  house,  or  person? 
Of  anyUimg  the  image  tell  me  that 
Hath  kept  with  tliy  remembrance. 

Mira,  T  is  far  off; 

And  rather  like  a  dream  tlian  an  assurance 
That  my  remembrance  warrants :  Had  I  not 
Four  or  five  women  once  that  tended  me?      [it  is 

Pro,  Thou  hadst,  and  more,  Miranda:  But  how 
That  thb  lives  in  thy  mind?    Whatsee'st  thou  else 
In  the  dark  backward  and  abysm  of  time? 
If  thou  remember*st  aught  ere  thou  cam'st  here. 
How  thou  cam*8t  here  thou  mayst 

Mira,  But  that  I  do  not. 

Pro,  Twelve  year  since,  Mminda,  twelve  year 
since 
Thy  father  was  the  Duke  of  Milan,  and 
A  prince  of  power. 

Mira,  Sir,  are  not  you  my  father  ? 

Pro.  Thy  motlier  was  a  piece  of  virtue,  and 
She  said  thou  wast  my  daughter;  and  thy  father 
Was  Duke  of  Milan ;  and  his  only  heir 
And  princess  no  worse  issued. 

Mira.  O,  the  heavens  I 

What  foul  play  had  we,  that  wo  came  from  thencr;? 
Or  blessed  was  't  we  did? 

Pro.  Both,  both,  my  girl ; 

^y  foul  play,  as  thou  say'st,  w^ro  we  heav*d  thence ; 


But  blessedly  help  hither. 

Mira.  O,  my  heart  bleeds 

To  think  o*  the  teen  that  I  have  tum'd  you  to,  [ther. 
Whicli  is  from  my  remembrance  I    Please  you  (kr* 

Pro.  My  brother,  and  thy  uncle,  call'd  Antonio.— 
I  pray  thee  mark  me  that  a  brother  should 
Be  so  perfidious; — he  whom,  next  thjrself^ 
Of  all  the  world  I  lov*d,  and  to  him  put 
The  numage  of  m^  state,  as,  at  that  time, 
Through  idl  the  signiories  it  was  tlie  first. 
And  Prospero  the  prime  duke,  being  so  reputed 
In  dignity ;  and  for  the  liberal  arts 
Without  a  parallel :  those  being  all  my  study. 
The  government  I  cast  upon  my  brother. 
And  to  my  state  grew  stranger,  being  transported 
And  rapt  m  secret  studies.    Thy  ficUse  uncle — 
Dost  thou  attend  me  ? 

Miixi.  Sir,  most  heedfully. 

Pro.  Being  once  perfected  how  to  grant  suits. 
How  to  deny  them;  whom  to  advance,  and  whom 
To  thrash  for  overtopping;  new  created 
The  creatures  that  were  mine,  I  say,  or  changed  them 
Or  else  new  form'd  them;  having  both  the  key 
Of  officer  and  office,  set  all  hearts  i'  th*  state 
To  what  tune  pleased  his  ear;  that  now  he  was 
The  ivy  which  had  hid  my  princely  trunk,     [not 
And  suck'd  my  verdure  out  ont — Thou  attenVsl 

Mira.  O  good  sir,  I  do. 

Pro.  I  pray  thee,  nuu*k  me. 

I  thus  neglecting  wordly  ends,  all  dedicated 
To  closeness,  and  the  bettering  of  my  mind 
With  that,  which,  but  by  being  so  retir'd, 
O'er  priz'd  all  popular  rate,  in  my  false  brother 
Awak'd  an  evil  nature:  and  my  trust, 
Like  a  good  parent,  did  beget  of  him 
A  falsehood,  in  its  contrary  as  great 
As  my  trust  was;  which  liad,  indeed,  no  limit, 
A  confidence  sans  bounds.    He  being  thus  lorded, 
Not  only  with  what  my  revenue  yialdedj 
But  what  my  power  might  else  exact, — like  one 
Who  havmg  unto  truth,  by  telling  of  it, 
Blade  such  a  sinner  of  his  memory*. 
To  credit  his  own  lie,— he  did  believe 
He  was  indeed  the  duke;  out  of  the  substitution, 
And  executing  the  outward  face  of  royalty. 
With  all  prerogative :  Hence  his  ambition  growing. 
Dost  thou  hear? 

Mira,  Your  tale,  sir,  would  cure  deafness. 

Pro.  To  have  no  screen  between  this  part  he 
play'd. 
And  him  he  play'd  it  for,  he  needs  will  be 
Absolute  Milan:  Me,  poor  man!  my  library 
Wa?  dukedom  large  enough;  of  temporal  royalties 
He  thinks  me  now  incapaole:  confeaerates 
(So  dry  he  was  for  sway)  with  the  King  of  Naples, 
To  give  him  annual  tribute,  do  him  homage; 
Subject  his  coronet  to  his  crown,  and  bend 
The  dujcedom,  vet  unbow'd,  (alas  poor  Mihml) 
To  most  ignoble  stooping. 

Mira.  0  the  heavens  I      [me 

Pro.  Blark  his  condition,  and  the  event;  then  tell 
If  this  might  be  a  brother. 

Ifira.  I  should  sin 

To  think  but  nobly  of  my  grandmother: 
Good  wombs  have  borne  bad  sons. 

Pro.  Now  the  conditioB 

This  King  of  Naples,  being  an  enemy 
To  me  inveterate,  hearkens  ray  brother's  suit; 
Which  was,  that  he,  in  lieu  o'the  prembes 
Of  homage,  and  I  know  not  how  much  tribute, 
Should  presently  extirpate  me  and  mine 
Out  oi  the  dukedom;  and  c  mfer  fair  Milan, 
"With  all  the  honours,  on  my  hrothw:^ Whereon, 
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A  Inadierous  army  levied,  one  inielni?:ht 
Fated  to  the  purpose,  did  Antonio  opt  n 
The  gates  of  Milan;  and,  i'tbe  dead  of  d^irkneas, 
The  ministers  for  the  purpose  harried  thence 
lie,  and  thy  oiTing  self. 

ifira.  Alack,  for  pity  I 

I,  not  remembVing  how  I  cried  out  theOi 
Will  cry  it  o'er  again:  it  is  a  hint, 
rhat  wrings  mine  eyes  to  \. 

Fro,  Hear  a  litUe  further, 

And  then  III  bring  thee  to  the  pr^isent  businass 
Which  now's upon  us ;  without  tne  which,  this  story 
Were  most  impertinent 

Mircu  Wherefore  did  they  not 

That  hour  destroy  us? 

Pro,  Well  demanded,  wench; 

My  tale  provokes  that  question.  Dear,  they  dur^t  not 
(So  dear  the  love  my  people  bore  me) ;  nor  set 
A  mark  so  bloody  on  the  business :  but 
With  colours  fairer  painted  their  foul  ends. 
In  few,  they  hurried  us  aboard  a  bark : 
Bore  US  some  leagues  to  sea;  where  they  prei>ar*d 
A  rotten  carcase  of  a  butt,  not  rigg'd, 
Nor  tackle,  sail,  nor  mast;  the  very  rats 
Instinctively  have  quit  it:  there  they  hoist  us, 
To  cry  to  the  sea  that  roar*d  to  us ;  to  sigh 
To  the  winds,  whose  pity,  sighing  back  a^in, 
Did  us  but  loving  wrong. 

Jdira,  Alack  1  what  trouble 

Was  I  then  to  yon." 

Pro,  O!  a  cherubim 

Thou  wast  that  did  preserve  me !  Thou  didst  smile, 

Infused  with  a  fortitude  from  heaven. 

When  I  have  deck'd  the  sea  vrith  drops  full  salt; 

Under  my  burthen  groaned:  which  lais'd  in  me 

An  underling  stomach,  to  bear  up 

Against  what  should  ensue, 
iftro.  How  came  we  ashore? 

IVo.  By  Providence  divine. 

Some  food  we  had,  and  some  fresh  water,  that 

A  noble  Neapolitan,  Gonzalo, 

Out  of  his  charity  (who  being  then  appointed 

Master  of  this  design),  did  give  us;  with 

Rich  garments,  linens,  stuffs,  and  necessaries. 

Which  since  have  steaded  much ;  so,  of  his  gentle- 
ness. 

Knowing  I  lov'd  my  books,  he  furnish 'd  me, 

From  mine  own  library,  with  volumes  that 

I  pKze  above  my  dukedom. 
Mira,  'Would  I  miglit 

Bat  ever  see  that  manl 
piff.  Now  I  arise:— 

Sit  still,  9^^  ^**'  ^©  l*s*  of  our  sea-sorrow, 

^ere  in*  this  island  we  arriv'd;  and  here 


I  Approach,  my  Ariel;  come. 

Enter  AniEL. 

JrL  An  hail,  greatmaster!  grave  sir,  hafll  I  come 
To  answer  thy  best  pleasure;  be  't  to  fly, 
To  swim,  to  aive  into  the  fire,  to  ride 
On  the  currd  doiids:  to  thy  strong  biddhig  task 
Ariel,  and  all  his  quality. 

Pro.  Hast  thou,  spirit^ 

Performed  to  point  the  tempest  that  I  bade  Jieef 

An,  To  every  article. 
I  boarded  the  kmg's  ship :  now  on  the  beak, 
Now  in  the  waist,  the  deck,  In  every  cabin, 
I  flam*d  amazement:  Sometime  I  'd  divide 
And  bum  in  many  places;  on  tlie  topmast, 
The  yards,  and  bowsprit,  would  I  flame  diatlnotly, 
Then  meet,  and  join:  Jove%  lightnings,  the  pre- 
cursors 
O*  the  dreadful  thunder-daps,  more  momentary 
And  sight-outrunning  were  not :  The  fire,  and  crack? 
Of  surphurous  roaring,  the  most  mighty  Neptune 
Seem  to  besiege,  and  make  his  bold  waves  tremble 
Yea,  hjs  dread  trident  shake. 

Pro,  My  brave  spirifcl 

Who  was  so  firm,  so  constant,  that  this  ooiJ 
Would  not  infect  his  reason  ? 

An.  Not  a  soul 

But  felt  a  fever  of  the  mad,  and  play*d 
Some  tricks  of  desperation:  All  but  mariners 
Plung'd  in  the  foammg  brine,  and  quit  the  vessA^ 
Then  all  arfire  with  me:  the  king's  son,  Ferdinauil, 
Witii  hair  up-stairing,  (then  like  reeds,  not  hair  J 
Was  the  first  man  that  loap'd :  cried,  ^Hell  is  empty, 
And  all  the  devils  are  here." 

Pro,  Why,  that  Is  my  spiriti 

But  was  not  this  nigh  shore  ? 

An.  Close  by,  my  master. 

Pro,  But  are  they,  Ariel,  safe? 

An,  Not  a  hair  perished; 

On  their  sustaining  garments  not  a  blemish. 
But  fresher  than  l^fore :  and,  as  thou  bad'st  me. 
In  troops  I  have  dispersed  them  'bout  the  isle : 
The  king's  son  have  I  landed  by  himsdf ; 
Whom  I  left  cooling  of  the  air  with  sighs,  * 
In  a  odd  angle  of  the  isle,  and  sitting, 
Hi!<  arms  in  this  sad  knot. 

PnK  Ofthe  kings  ship 

The  mariners, say,  how  thou  hast  disposd. 
And  all  the  rest  o'  the  fleet. 

jlri.  Safely  in  harbour 

Is  the  king's  ship ;  in  the  deep  nook,  where  once 
Thou  call'dst  me  up  at  midnight  «>  fetch  dew 
From  the  slill-vexi  d  Bermooihes,  ti.ere  she'*  ma 
The  mariners  all  under  hatches  stow'd  ; 
W  liom,  with  a  charm  joiii'd  to  their  suffer  d  labour, 
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Awake,  dear  heart,  awake  I  tbon  hast  slept  wall} 
Awake! 


4  THE  TEMPEST. 

Pro.  Before  the  time  be  out?  no  more. 

Jri  I  prithee 

Remember,  I  have  done  thee  worthy  service;         |      Ifira.  The  strangeoess  of  your  story  put 
Told  thee  no  lies,  nade  thee  no  mbtakings,  served    Heaviness  in  me. 
Without  or  grudge,  or  grmnblings:  thou  didst        Pro.  S'lakeitoff:  Come  on; 

To  bate  me  a  full  year.  [promise    Well  visit  Caliban,  my  slave,  who  never 

Pro,  Dost  thou  forget  «•  » «       .  •   . 

From  what  a  torment  I  did  free  thee? 


Aru  No. 

Pro,  Thou  dost;  and  think^st  it  much  to  tread 
Of  the  salt  deep ;  [the  ooze 

To  run  upon  the  sharp  wind  of  the  north ; 
To  do  me  business  in  the  veins  o'  the  earth. 
When  it  is  bak'd  with  frost. 

Ari  I  do  not,  iur. 

Pro,  Thou  liest,  malignant  thing!    Hast  tboa 
forgot 
The  foul  witch  Sycorax,  who,  with  age  and  envy, 
Was  ^own  into  a  hoop?  hast  thou  forgot  her? 

An,  No,  sir.  [tell  me. 

Pro,  Thou  hast:  Where  was  she  bom?  speak; 

An,  Sir,  in  Argier. 

Pro,  0,  was  she  so  ?    I  must 

Once  in  a  month,  recount  what  thou  hast  been, 
W  hich  thou  forgett^t.  This  damn  'd  witch,  Sycoraz, 
For  mischiefs  manifold,  and  sorceries  terrible 
To  enter  human  hearing,  from  Argier, 
Thou  know'st,  was  banish'd ;  for  one  thing  she  did 
They  would  not  take  her  life :  Is  not  this  true? 

ArL  Av,  sir.  [with  child, 

Pro.  This  blue-eyed  ha^  was  hither  brought 
And  here  was  left  by  the  sailors:  Thou,  my  slave, 
As  thou  roport'st  thyself,  wast  thou  her  serTant: 
And,  for  tliou  w&st  a  spirit  too  delicate 
To  act  her  earthy  and  abhorr'd  commands. 
Refusing  her  grand  bests,  she  did  confine  thee, 
By  help  of  her  more  potent  ministers. 
And  in  her  most  unmiti^ble  rage. 
Into  a  oloven  pine ;  within  which  rift 
Imprisoned,  thou  didst  painfully  remain 
A  aozen  years,  withm  which  space  she  died. 
And  left  thee  there ;  where  thou  didst  vent  thy 

.  groans, 
As  fast  as  mill-wheels  strike:  Then  was  this  island 
(Save  for  the  son  that  she  did  litter  here, 
A  freckled  whelp,  hag-bom)  not  honoured  with 
A  human  shape. 

ArL  Yes ;  Caliban  her  son. 

Pro,  Dull  thing,  I  say  so ;  he,  that  Caliban, 
Whom  now  I  keep  in  service.    Thou  best  know^t 
What  torment  I  did  find  thee  In :  thy  groans 
Did  make  wolves  howl,  and  penetrate  the  breasts 
Of  ever-angry  bears :  it  was  a  torment 
To  lav  upon  the  damn*d^  which  Sycoraz 
Coula  not  again  undo ;  it  was  mine  art. 
When  I  arrived,  and  heard  thee,  that  made  gape 
The  pine,  and  let  thee  out. 

ArL  I  thank  thee,  master. 

Pro,  If  thou  more  murmur 'st,  I  will  rend  an  oak, 
And  peg  thee  in  hb  knotty  entrails,  till 
Thou  hast  howl'd  away  twelve  winters. 

ArL  Pai'don,  master; 

I  will  be  correspondent  to  command, 
And  do  my  spnting  gently. 

Pro.  Do  so ;  and  after  two  days 

I  will  discharge  thee. 

ArL  That  *8  my  noble  master! 

What  shall  I  do?  say  what :  what  shall  I  do? 

Pro,  Go  make  thyself  like  a  nymph  o*  the  sea: 
Be  subject  to  no  sight  but  thine  and  mine ;  invisible 
To  every  eyeball  else.    Go,  take  this  shape, 
And  hkner  oome  in  *t :  go,  hence,  with  diligence. 


Yields  us  kind  answer. 

Mra.  T  is  a  vDhun,  air, 

I  do  not  love  to  look  on. 

Pro,  But,  as  1 18, 

We  cannot  miss  him :  he  does  make  our  fire^ 
Fetch  in  our  wood,  and  serves  in  offices 
That  profit  us.    What  ho  I  slave  I  Caliban  I 
Thou  earthj  thou  I  speak. 

CaL  [IVUhm.]  There  *s  wood  enough  within. 

Pro,  Come  forth,  I  say ;  there  ^  omer  busine» 
Come,  thou  tortoise  I  when  I  [for  thoei 

Be-enter  Ariel,  Wee  a  water^nym^ 
Fine  apparition  I    My  quaint  Ariel, 
Hark  m  thine  ear. 

ArL  liy  lord,  it  shall  be  done.     [Exit 

Pro,  Thou  poisonous  slave,  got  by  the  devil 
Upon  thy  wicked  dam,  come  forth !  piimself 

Enter  Caudah. 

CdL  As  wicked  dew  as  e'er  my  mother  brushed 
With  raven*s  feather  from  unwholesome  fen. 
Drop  on  you  both  I  a  south-west  blow  on  ve, 
Ana  blister  you  all  o'er.  [cramps. 

Pro.  For  this,  be  sure,  to-night  thou  shalt  have 
Side-stitches  that  shall  pen  thy  breath  up;  urchins 
Shall,  for  that  vast  of  night  tliat  they  may  work. 
All  exercise  on  thee :  -thou  shalt  be  pinch'd 
As  thick  as  honeycomb,  each  pinch  more  stinging 
Than  bees  that  naiade  them. 

CaL  I  must  eat  my  dinner. 

This  island  ^  mme,  by  Sycorax  my  mother, 
Which  thou  tak^t  from  me.    When  thou  earnest 

first. 
Thou  strok'dst  me,  and  mad^t  much  of  me ;  wouldst 

give  me 
Water  with  berries  in  *t ;  and  teach  me  how 
To  name  the  bigger  light,  and  how  the  less. 
That  bum  by  day  and  night :  and  then  I  lov'd  tbee 
And  show'd  thee  all  the  qualities  o'  the  isle. 
The  fresh  sprmgs,  brine-pits,  barren  plaoe,  and 

fertile; 
Cursed  be  I  that  did  so ! — All  the  charms 
Of  Sycorax,  toads,  beetles,  bats,  light  on  you  I 
For  I  am  all  the  subjects  that  you  have. 
Which  first  was  mme  own  king;  and  here  yoc 

sty  me 
In  this  hard  rock,  whiles  you  do  keep  from  me 
The  rest  of  the  island. 

Pro.  Thou  most  lying  slave, 

Whom  stripes  may  move,  not  kindness :  I  have 

us  d  thee. 
Filth  as  thou  art,  with  human  care ;  and  lodg'd  thee 
In  mine  own  cell,  till  thou  didst  seek  to  vioUte 
The  honour  of  my  child. 

Col,  O  ho,  O  ho ! — 'would  it  had  been  donel 
Thou  didst  prevent  me;  I  had  peopled  else 
This  isle  with  Calibans.  • 

Pro,  Abhorred  slave ; 

Which  any  nrmt  of  goodness  will  not  take. 
Being  capable  of  all  ill!  I  pitied  thee,  [hour 

Took  pams  to  make  thee  speak,  taught  thee  each 
One  thmg  or  other :  when  thou  didst  not.  savage, 
Know  thme  own  ineanmg,  but  wouldst  gaoble  luce 
A  thing  most  brutish,  I  endow'd  thy  purposes 
With  words  that  made  them  known :  But  thy  vile 
race,  [natures 

Thomrh  thou  didst  learn,  had  that  in-Vwhich  iropd 
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Gould  not  abide  to  be  iHth ;  therefore  wnst  tfaoa 

Deservedlj  oonfin^  into  this  rock, 

Who  hadst  deserved  more  than  a  prison.         [on  ^ 

OoL  You  taught  me  language;  and  my  profit 
Is,  I  know  how  to  curse :  the  red  plague  rid  70U, 
For  learning  me  your  language  I 

Pro.  Hag-seed,  hence  t 

Fetch  us  in  ftiel :  and  be  quick,  thou  wert  best. 
To  answer  other  business.   Shrugg'st  thou,  malice? 
If  thou  neglecffet  or  dost  unwillmgly 
What  I  command,  1 11  rack  the  with  old  cramps; 
Fill  all  thj  bones  with  aches;  make  thee  roar 
rhat  beasts  shall  tremble  at  thy  din. 

Cal,  No,  pray  thee  I— 

T  must  obey :  his  art  is  of  such  power,         [Axide. 
It  would  control  my  dam*s  god,  Setebos, 
A.ud  make  a  vassal  of  him. 

Pro,.  So,  slave;  hencel  [ExU  Cal. 

R^tnter  Akiel  intomUe,  nUttjing  and  singing;  Fer- 
DDT  AND  follomng  Mm, 

Abiel^  Song, 

Oome  unto  these  vellow  aands, 

And  then  take  handfl : 
Ooortsied  when  70a  have,  and  klard* 

The  wild  wares  whi8t» 
Foot  it  featley  here  and  there : 

And.  sweet  sprites,  the  burthen  hea£ 
Bur,    Harlt,  hark  I  Bowgh.  wowgh. 


The  watch  doffs  bark; 
wgL 


[dUpertedlif. 


Bowgh,  wowgl 
An,     RSu-k.  harki  Ihear 

The  strain  of  strutting  chanticleer 
Cry,  oock-a^oodle-doa 

Fer,  Where  should  this  music  be  ?  i'  the  air,  or 
the  earth? 
It  sounds  no  more:— and  sure  it  waits  upon 
8ome  god  of  the  island.    Sitting  on  a  bank. 
Weeping  again  the  king  my  father's  wrack. 
This  music  crept  by  me  upon  the  waters ; 
Allaying  both  their  fury,  and  my  passion, 
With  its  sweet  air :  thence  I  have  foUow'd  it. 
Or  it  hath  drawn  me  rather :— But  *t  is  gone. 
Kg,  it  begins  again. 

Arjxl  dngs. 

Full  fathom  fire  thy  father  Ilea; 

Of  hia  bones  are  cortl  made ; 
Those  are  pearls  that  were  his  eyes; 

Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade^ 
But  doth  Buffer  a  sea^diange 
luto  something  rich  and  strange. 
Bea-nymphs  hourly  ring  his  kneU: 

[Burthen,  ding-dong. 
Hark  I  now  I  hear  them,— ding-dong,  helL 

HlBr,   The  ditty  does   remember  my  drown'd 
fiither: — 
This  u  no  mortal  business,  nor  no  sound 
That  the  earth  owes : — I  hear  it  now  above  me. 

Pro.  Tlie  fringed  curtains  of  thine  eye  advance, 
Ind  say  what  thou  seest  yond'. 

ATira,  What  is  t?  a  spirit? 

Lord,  how  it  looks  about  I  Believe  me,  sir. 
It  carries  a  brave  form : — But  t  is  a  spirit. 

Pro,  No,  wench ;  it  eats,  and  sleeps,  and  hath 

such  senses 

As  we  have,  such:  This  gallant,  which  thou  seest. 

Was  in  the  wrack ;  and  but  he*s  somethmg  8tain*a 

With  grieA  that  ^  beauty's  canker,  thou  mightst 

call  him 
A  goodly  person :  he  hath  lost  his  fellows, 
And  strays  about  to  find  them. 

Jfir,  I  might  call  him 

A  thing  divine ;  for  nothbg  natural 
I  ever  saw  so  noble 

PfVi  It  goes  on.  I  see,         [Aside 


As  my  soul  prompts  it:— Spirit,  fine  spirit!  I  'H 

free  thee 
Within  two  days  for  this. 

Fer,  Most  sure,  the  goddess 

On  whom  these  airs  attend  I — Vouchsafe  my  prayer 
May  know  if  you  remain  upon  this  island ; 
And  that  you  will  some  good  instruction  give, 
How  I  may  bear  me  here :  My  prime  request. 
Which  I  do  last  pronounce,  is,  O  you  wonder  I 
If  you  be  maid  or  no  ? 

Mira,  No  wonder,  sir ; 

But  certainly  a  maid. 

Fer,  Mv  language!  heavens  I— 

I  am  the  best  of  them  that  speak  this  speech. 
Were  I  but  where  t  is  spoken. 

Pro,  Howl  the  best? 

What  wert  thou,  if  the  King  of  Naples  heard  thee? 

Fer.  A  smgle  thing,  as  I  am  now,  that  wonders 
To  hear  thee  speak  of  Naples :  He  does  hear  mc; 
And  that  he  does  I  weep :  myself  am  Naples ; 
Who  with  mine  eyes,  never  since  at  ebb,  beheld 
The  king  my  £fither  wrack'd. 

Ifira.  Alack,  for  mercy! 

Fer,  Yes,  fiuth,  and  all  his  lords;  the  Duke  of 
Milan, 
And  his  brave  son,  being  twain. 

Pro.  The  Duke  of  Milan, 

And  his  more  braver  daughter,  could  control  thee, 
If  now 't  were  fit  to  do  t : — At  the  first  sight  [Aside. 
They  have  chang'd  eyes :—  Delicate  Ariel, 
1 11  set  thee  free  for  this ! — A  word,  good  sir ; 
I  fear  you  have  done  yourself  some  wrong:  a  word. 

Mira,  Why  spealcs  my  fether  so  ungently  ?  This 
Is  the  third  man  that  e'er  I  saw ;  the  first 
'I'hate'er  I  sigh'd  for:  pity  move  my  father 
To  be  inclin'd  my  way  1 

Fer.  0,  if  a  virgm. 

And  your  affection  not  gone  forth,  I  '11  make  yoa 
The  queen  of  Naples. 

Pro.  Soft,  sir !  one  word  more.— 

They  are  both  in  cither's  powers ;  but  this  swift 

business  [Aside, 

I  must  uneasy  make,  lest  too  light  winning 

MiUse  the  prize  light. — One  word  more;  I  charge 

thee, 
That  thou  attend  me :  thou  dost  here  usurp 
The  name  thou  ow'st  not ;  and  Ims  put  thyself 
Upon  this  island,  as  a  spy,  to  win  it 
From  me,  the  lord  on  \ 

Fer.  No,  as  I  am  a  man. 

Mira.  There  ^  notliin^  ill  can  dwell  in  such  a 
If  the  ill  spirit  have  so  fair  a  house,  [templo 

Good  things  will  strive  to  dwell  with  t 

Pro.  Follow  me.— [7b  Fkrd 

Speak  not  you  for  him ;  he  ^  a^traitor. — Come. 
Ill  manacle  thy  neck  and  feet  together: 
Sea-water  shalt  thou  drink,  thy  food  shall  be 
The  fresh-brook  muscles,  withered  roots,  and  huskr 
Wherein  the  acorn  cnuUed :  Follow. 

Fer.  .  No 

I  will  resist  such  entertainment,  till 
Mine  enemy  has  more  power. 

[He  cb-aicsj  and  is  charmed frem  momng 

3lira.  O  dear  fiither. 

Make  not  too  rash  a  trial  of  him,  for 
He 's  gentle,  and  not  fearful. 

Pro,  What,  I  say, 

Mv  foot  mv  tutor  I  Put  thy  sword  up,  traitor ; 
Who  mak^st  a  show,  but  dar'st  not  strike,  thj 

conscience 
Is  BO  possessM  with  guilt :  oome  firom  thy  ward ; 
For  I  can  here  disarm  thee  with  thisstidL 
And  make  thr  weapon  drop.  WjjOOQ  LC 


Jifvra,  Beseech  70U,  6fither  I 

Pro.  Henoe;  hang  not  on  my  garments. 

Mira.  Sir,  have  pity- 

Ill  be  nis  surety. 

JVo.  Silenodf  one  word  mort. 

Shall  make  roe  chide  thee,  if  not  hate  tliee.    What! 
An  advocate  for  an  imposter  I  liUhh  I 
Thoo  think '«t  there  are  no  more  such  shapes  as  he. 
Having  seen  but  him  and  Caliban :  Foolibh  wenohl 
To  the  roost  of  men  this  is  a  Caliban, 
And  they  to  hiro  are  angels. 

Mira,  M  v  affections 

Are  then  most  hnmblb ;  I  have  no  arobitioD 

o  see  a  goodlier  man. 

Pro.  Come  on ;  obe]r :     [2b  Ferd. 

1  hy  nerves  are  in  their  in&ncy  again, 
A  nd  have  no  vigour  in  them. 

Fer,  So  they  are: 

My  spirits,  as  in  a  dream,  are  all  bound  up. 
My  father's  loss,  the  weakness  which  I  feel. 
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The  wrack  of  all  my  friends,  or  this  man*s  tlireata 
To  whom  I  am  subdued,  arc  but  light  to  me, 
Might  I  but  through  my  prison  once  a  day 
Behold  this  maid :  all  comers  else  0'  the  earth 
Let  liberty  make  use  of;  spacis  enough 
Have  I  in  such  a  prison. 

Pro.  It  works : — Come  on.— 

Thou  hast  done  well,  fine  Ariel !— Follow  me. — 
[7b  Feru.  wid  MiB 
Hark,  what  thou  else  shalt  do  me.       [To  Ariel 

Mra,  Be  of  comfort ; 

My  father  !b  of  a  better  nature,  sir. 
Than  he  appears  bv  speech ;  this  is  unwonted, 
Which  now  came  urom  him. 

Pro.  Thou  shalt  be  as  firee 

As  mountain  winds :  but  then  exactly  do 
All  puiiits  of  my  command. 

Ari,  To  the  syllable. 

Jhro.  Come,  follow :  speak  not  for  him.  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  'L—Anoiher part  of  the  Idand. 

ter  Alonso,  Sebastian,  Antonio,  Gonzalo, 
ADRIAN,  Francisco,  and  others. 

Oon,  'Beseech  you,  sir,  be  merry :  you  have  cause 
(So  have  we  all)  of  joy;  for  our  escape 
Is  much  beyond  our  loss :  Our  hmt  of  woe 
Is  common ;  every  day,  some  sailor's  wife, 
Tlie  masters  of  some  merchant,  and  the  merchant. 
Have  just  our  theme  of  woe :  out  for  the  miracle, 
I  mean  our  preservation,  few  in  millions 
Can  speak  luce  us :  then  wisely,  good  sir,  weigh 
Our  sorrow  with  our  comfort. 

Ahn.  Prithee,  peace. 

Seb,  He  receives  comfort  like  cold  porridge. 

Ant.  The  visitor  will  not  give  him  o'er  so. 

Seb.  Look,  he^  windmg  up  the  watch  of  his  wit  | 
By  and  by  it  will  strike. 

Gon,  Sir, — 

Seb.  One:— Tell. 

Oon.  When  every  grief  is   entertain'd   that^ 
offer 'd,  comes  to  the  entertainer— 

Sob.  A  dollar. 

Oon.  Dolour  comes  to  him,  indeed ;  yon  have 
spoken  truer  than  you  purposed. 

Seb.  You  have  taken  it  wiselier  than  I  meant 
you  should. 

Oon.  Therefore,  my  lord, — 

Ant.  Fie,  what  a  spendthrift  is  he  of  liis  tongue  I 

Alon.  I  pritliee  spare. 

Oon.  Well,  I  have  done :  But  yet — 

Seb.  He  will  be  talking. 

Ant.  Which,  of  he,  or  Adrian,  for  a  good  wager, 
first  begins  to  crow  ? 

Seb.  The  old  cock. 

Ant.  The  cockrei. 

Seb.  Done:  the  wager? 

Ant.  A  laughter. 

Seb,  A  nuuich. 

Adr.  Though  this  island  seem  to  le  desert,^ 

Seb.  Ha,ha,hal 

Ant.  So,  you  Vo  paid. 

Adr.  Uninhabitable,  and  almost  inaccessible, — 

Seb.  Yet, 

Adr.  Yet,— 

Ant.  He  could  not  miss  it. 

Adr.  It  must  needs  be  of  subtle,  tender,  and 
ivHcate  temperance. 

Ant.  Temperance  was  a  delicate  wench. 


Seb.  Ay,  and  a  subtle ;  as  he  most  learnedly 
delivered. 

Adr.  The  air  breathes  upon  us  here  most  sweetly, 

Seb.  As  if  it  liad  lungs,  and  rotten  ones. 

Ant.  Or  as  *t  were  perfumed  by  a  fen. 

Oon.  Here  is  everytliing  advantageous  to  life. 

Ant.  True ;  save  means  to  live. 

Seb.  Of  that  there  's  none,  or  little.         [green. 

Oon.  How  lush  and  lusty  the  grass  looks!  how 

Ant.  The  ground,  indeed,  is  tawney. 

Seb.  With  an  eye  ot  green  in  t. 

Ant.  He  misses  not  much. 

Seb.  No;  he  doth  but  mistake  the  truth  totally. 

Oon.  But  the  rarity  ot  it  is  (which  is  indeed 
aknost  beyond  credit) — 

Seb.  As  many  vouched  rarities  are. 

Oon.  That  our  garments,  being,  as  they  were, 
drenched  in  the  sea,  hold,  notwithstanding,  their 
freshness,  and  glosses;  being  rather  new  dyed  than 
stained  with  salt  water. 

Ant.  Ifbut  one  ol  his  pockets  oould  speak,  would 
it  not  say,  belies? 

Sd>,  Ay,  or  very  falsely  pocket  up  his  report. 

Oon.  Metliinks,  our  garments  are  now  as  fresh 
as  when  we  put  them  on  first  in  Afric,  at  the  mar- 
riage of  the  king's  fair  daughter  Ckribel  to  the 
King  of  Tunis.  [well  in  our  return. 

Skb.  'T  was  a  sweet  marriage,  and  we  prosper 

Adr,  Tunis  was  never  graced  before  with  such 
a  paragt)n  to  their  queen. 

Oon.  Not  since  widow  Dido's  time. 

Ant,  Widow?  a  pox  0' that  I  How  oame  that 
widow  in  ?    Widow  Dido ! 

Seb.  What  if  he  had  said,  widower  ^neas  toof 
good  lord,  how  you  take  it  I 

Adr.  Widow  Dido,  said  you?  you  make  me 
study  of  that :  She  was  of  Carthage,  not  of  Tunis. 

don.  This  Tunis,  air,  was  Carthage. 

Adr.  Carthage? 

Oon,  I  assure  you,  Carthage.  [harp. 

Ant,  His  word  is  more  than  the  miraculous 

Sd).  He  liath  rais'd  the  wall,  and  houses  too. 

AjU,  Wliat  impossible  matter  will  he  make  easy 
next? 

Seb.  I  think  he  will  carry  this  island  home  in 
his  pocket,  and  give  it  his  son  for  an  apple. 

Ant.  And,  so\  dng  the  kernels  of  it  in  the  sea, 
bring  forth  more  islauda. 

^'^  ^'-  Digitized  by  GOOg  IC 


Ant,  Why,  in  good  time. 

Gen,  Sir,  we  were  talking  that  our  garments 
•eem  now  as  fresh  as  when  we  were  at  Tunis  at 
the  marriage  of  your  daughter,  who  is  now  queen. 

AfU,  And  the  rarest  that  e'er  came  there. 

Seb,  'Bate,  I  beseech  you,  widow  Dido. 

Ant.  O,  widow  Dido :  ay,  widow  Dido. 

Qmi,  Is  not,  sir,  my  doublet  as  fresh  as  the  first 
day  I  wore  it?  I  mean,  in  a  sort. 

AfU.  That  sort  was  well  fish'd  for. 

Qmi,  Whenlworeitatyourdauj^hter'smarriage? 

AJUm,  You  cram  these  words  mto  mine  ears, 
against 
rhe  stomach  of  my  sense:  'Would  I  had  never 
Harried  my  daughter  therel  for,  coming  thence, 
Mr  son  is  lost;  and,  in  my  rate,  she  too, 
VVho  is  so  far  from  Italy  removed, 
i  ne'er  again  shall  see  her.    0  thou  mine  heu> 
Of  Naples  and  of  Milan,  what  strange  fish 
Hath  made  his  meal  on  theel 

Ihau  Sir,  he  may  lire; 

I  saw  him  beat  the  surges  under  him, 
And  ride  upon  their  backs;  he  trod  the  water. 
Whose  enmity  he  Bung  aside,  and  breasted 
The  surge  most  swollen  that  met  him ;  his  bold  head 
'Rove  the  contentious  waves  he  kept,  and  oar'd 
Himself  with  his  good  arms  in  lusty  stroke 
To  the  shore,  that  o'er  bis  wave-worn  basis  bow'd. 
As  stooping  to  relieve  him;  I  not  doubt. 
He  came  aiive  to  land. 

Alan.  No,  no,  he's  gone.        [loss, 

Seb,  Sir.  you  may  thank  yourself  for  this  great 
That  woula  not  bless  our  Europe  with  your  daughter. 
But  rather  lose  her  to  an  African ; 
Where  she,  at  least,  is  banish'd  from  your  eye, 
Who  hath  cause  to  wet  the  grief  on  x. 

Alon,  Frithee,  peace,    [wise, 

Seb,  You  wer*5  kneel'd  to,  and  imi>ortun'd  other- 
By  all  of  n^;  «nd  the  fair  soul  herself 
Weight,  between  lothness  and  obedience,  at 
Which  end  o'the  beam  she'd  bow.    We  liave  lost 

your  son, 
[  fear  for  ever :  Milan  and  Naples  have 
More  widows  in  them  of  this  business  making. 
Than  we  bring  men  to  comfort  them;  the  fault's 
Your  own 

Alon,  So  is  the  dearest  of  the  loss. 

^011.  My  Lord  Sebastian, 

The  truth  you  speak  doth  lack  some  gentleness. 
And  time  to  speak  it  in;  vou  rub  the  sore. 
When  you  should  bring  the  plaster. 

M.  Very  well. 

Ant*  And  most  chirugeonly. 

Oon,  It  is  foul  weather  m  us  all,  good  sir. 
When  yon  are  cloudy. 

M,  Foul  weather? 

AfU,  Very  foul. 

Oon,  Had  I  plantation  of  this  isle,  my  lord, — 

Ant,  He  *d  sow  *t  with  nettle-seed. 

Seb,  Or  docks,  or  mallows. 

Oon,  And  were  the  king  of  it.  What  would  I  do? 

Seb,  'Scape  being  drunk,  for  want  of  wme. 

Gon,  r  the  commonwealth  I  would  hy  oontrarie: 
Exeoote  all  things;  for  no  kind  of  traffic 
Would  I  admit;  no  name  of  ma^trate; 
Letters  should  not  be  known:  riches,  poverty. 
And  use  of  service,  none;  contract,  succession. 
Boom,  bound  of  huid,  tilth,  vineyard,  none: 
No  use  of  metal,  com,  or  wine,  or  oil: 
No  occupation;  all  men  idle,  all; 
And  women  too;  but  innocent  and  pure : 
No  sovereignty : — 

Seb,  Yet  he  ^ould  be  king  on  X 
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Ant,  The  latter  end  of  his  oommonwealth  forgeti 
the  beginning. 

Oon,  All  things  in  common  nature  should  produce 
Without  sweat  or  endeavour :  treason,  felony. 
Sword,  uike,  knife,  gun,  or  need  of  any  engine, 
Would  I  not  have ;  but  nature  should  bring  forthi 
Of  its  own  kind,  all  foizon,  all  abundance. 
To  feed  my  mnocent  people. 

Sd>.  No  marrying  *inong  his  subjects? 

Ant,  None,  man ;  all  idle ;  whores  and  knaves 

Oon,  I  would  with  such  perfection  govern,  sir, 
To  excel  the  golden  age. 

Seb.  'Save  his  majesty  1 

Ant,  Long  live  Gonzalo  I 

Oon,  And  do  you  mark  me,  sir  ?-^ 

Alon,  Prithee,  no  more :  thou  dost  talk  nothing 
to  me. 

Gon.  I  do  well  believe  your  highness ;  and  did 
it  to  minister  occasion  to  these  gentlemen,  who  are 
of  such  sensible  and  nimble  lungs  that  they  always 
use  to  laugh  at  notliing. 

Ant.  T  was;rou  we  laugh'd  at. 

Oon,  Who,  m  this  kind  of  merry  fooling,  am 
nothing  to  you :  so  you  may  continue,  and  kugb 
at  notliing  still. 

Ant,  What  a  blow  was  there  giyeni 

Sd),  An  it  had  not  fallen  flat-long. 

Gon.  You  are  gentlemen  of  brave  mettle;  you 
would  lift  the  moon  out  of  her  sphere,  if  she 
would  continue  in  it  five  weeks  witliout  changing. 

Enter  Abiel,  muisiUe^  jiUiying  sdcmn  musie, 

Seb,  We  would  so,  and  then  go  a  bat-fowling. 

Ant,  Nay,  good  my  lord,  be  not  angry. 

Gon.  No,  I  warrant  you ;  I  will  not  adventure 
my  discretion  so  weakly.  Will  you  laugh  me 
asleep,  for  I  am  very  heavy? 

Ant,  Go  sleep,  and  hear  us. 

[AU  deep  hut  Alon.,  Seb.,  and  Ant. 

Ahn,  What,  all  so  soon  asleep  I  I  wish  mine  eves 
Would,  with  them<<elves,shut  up  my  thoughts :  I  and 
They  are  inclined  to  do  so. 

iSfa&.  Please  you,  sir, 

Do  not  omit  the  heavy  offer  of  it : 
It  seldom  visits  sorrow ;  when  it  doth, 
It  is  a  comforter. 

Ant.  We  two,  my  lord, 

Will  guard  your  person  wliile  you  take  your  rea^ 
And  watch  your  safety. 

Alon.  Thank  you :  wondrous  heavy. 

[Alonso  deepe.    Exit  Ariel 

8d).  What  a  Strang  drowsmess  possesses  theml 

Ant.  It  b  the  quality  o*  the  climate. 

Seb.  Why 

Doth  it  not  then  our  eyelids  sink?    I  find  not 
Myself  dispos'd  to  sleep. 

Ant.  Nor  I ;  my  sph*{t8  are  nimble 

Tliey  fell  together  all,  as  by  consent ; 
They  dropp'a,  hs  by  a  thunder-stroke.   What  might. 
Worthy  Sebastu»n? — 0,  what  might? — No  more  :— 
And  yet,  methink^,  I  see  it  in  thy  &ce. 
What  thou  shouldst  be :  the  occasion  speaks  thee  ;aad 
My  strong  imagination  sees  a  crown 
Dropping  upon  thy  head. 

Sd).  What,  art  thou  waking? 

Ant.  Do  you  o«3t  hear  me  speak? 

Seb.  I  do ;  and,  surely 

It  is  a  sleepy  language ;  and  thou  speak^it 
Out  of  thy  sleep :  What  is  it  thou  didst  say? 
This  is  a  strange  repose,  to  be  asleep 
With  eyes  wide  oj-en ;  standing,  speaking,  moving, 


8 


THE    TEMPEST. 


Ant,  Noble  Sebastian, 

rhou  Iett%t  thy  fortune  sleep,  die  rather ;  wink*8t 
Whiles  thoa  art  waking. 

JSeb.  Thou  dost  suore  distinctly ; 

There  *s  meaning  in  thy  snores. 

Ant.  I  am  more  serious  than  mj  custom:  yon 
Must  be  89  too,  if  heed  me;  which  to  do 
Trebles  thee  o'er. 

Seb,  Well,  I  am  standing  water. 

Ant.  1 11  teach  you  how  to  flow. 

Seb,  Do  80 :  to  ebb, 

Hereditary  sloth  instructs  me. 

Ant,  O, 

If  you  but  knew  how  yon  the  purpose  cherish 
Whiles  thus  you  mock  it  I  how,  in  stripping  it, 
Tou  more  invest  it  I    Ebbing  men,  in( 
Most  often  do  so  near  the  bottom  run, 
B/  their  own  fear,  or  sloth. 

Seb.  Prithee  say  on : 

The  setting  of  thine  eye,  and  cheek,  proclaim 
A  mattir  trom  thee;  and  a  birth,  iuaeed. 
Which  threes  thee  much  to  yield. 

Ant.  Thus,  sir: 

Although  this  lord  of  weak  remembrance,  this 
{Who  shall  be  of  as  little  memory. 
When  he  is  earthed)  hath  here  almost  persuaded 

P'^or  he  's  a  spirit  of  persoasion  only 
rofesses  to  persuade)  the  king  his  son  *8  alive,— 
rr  b  as  impossible  that  he  *a  undrown'd, 
As  he  that  sleeps  here,  swims. 

Seb.  I  have  no  hope 

That  he  ^  undrown*d. 

Ant.  O,  out  of  that  no  hope, 

Wliat  great  hope  have  you  I  no  hope,  that  way,  is 
Another  way  so  hi^h  n  hope,  that  even 
Ambition  cannot  pierco  a  wink  beyond,  [me, 

But  doubts  dii^covery  there.    Will  you  grant  with 
That  Ferdinand  is  drown'd  ? 

Seb,  He  *B  gone. 

Ant.  Then,  tell  me. 

Who  ^  the  next  heir  of  Naples  ? 

Seb.  Claribel. 

Ant.  She  that  is  Queen  of  Tunis:  she  that  dwells 
Ten  leagues  beyond  man's  life ;  she  that  from  Naples 
Can  have  no  note,  unless  the  sun  were  post,    [chins 
(The  man  i'  the  moon  's  too  slow,)  till  new-bom 
Be  rough  and  razorable ;  she,  from  whom 
We  all  were  sea-swallow'd,  though  some  cast  again ; 
And  by  tliat  destiny  to  perform  an  act. 
Whereof  what 's  past  b  prologue ;  what  to  come, 
In  yours  and  my  dischai^ 

Seb.  W  hat  stuff  is  this  ?— How  say  you  ? 

T  is  true  m^  brother's  daughter  *a  Queen  of  Tunis : 
6o  b  the  heir  of  Naples ;  'twixt  which  r^ons 
Their  is  some  space. 

Atit.  A  space  whose  every  cubit 

Seems  to  cry  out,  **  How  shall  that  Cliuibel 
Measure  us  back  to  Naples  ?"— Keep  in  Tunis, 
And  let  Sebastian  wake  I — Say,  this  were  death 
That  now  hath  seized  them ;  why,  they  were  no 

worse 
Than  now  they  are :  There  be  that  can  rule  Naples 
As  well  as  he  that  sleeps ;  lords  that  can  prate 
As  amply  and  unnecessarily 
As  this  Qonzalo ;  I  myself  could  make 
A  chough  of  as  deep  chat    0,  that  you  bore 
The  mind  that  I  do  I  what  a  sleep  were  this 
For  your  advancement  I    Do  you  understand  me? 

Seb.  Methinks  I  do. 

Ant,  And  how  does  your  content 

Tender  your  own  good  fortune  ? 

Seb,  1  remember, 

Toa  did  supplant  your  brotHer  Prospero. 


Ant  True: 

And  look  how  well  my  garments  sit  upon  me ; 
Much  feater  tlian  before:  My  brother  %  servants 
Were  then  my  fellows,  now  they  are  my  mea, 

Seb.  But,  for  your  conscience — 

Ant.  Ay,  sir ;  where  lies  that  ?  if  t  were  a  kybej 
T  would  put  me  to  my  slipper :  But  I  feel  not 
This  deity  in  my  bosom :  twenty  consciences, 
That  stand  twixt  me  and  Milan,  candied  be  they, 
And  melt,  ere  they  molest  I  Here  lies  your  brotlier, 
No  better  than  the  earth  he  lies  upon, 
If  he  were  that  which  now  he  's  like,  that  *s dead; 
Whom  I,  with  this  obedient  steel,  three  inches  of  it, 
Can  lay  to  bed  for  ever :  whiles  you,  doing  thus, 
To  the  perpetual  wink  for  aye  might  put 
This  ancient  morsel,  this  Sir  Prudence,  who 
Should  not  upbraid  our  course.    For  all  the  rest. 
They  11  take  suggestion,  as  a  cat  laps  milk; 
They  11  tell  the  clock  to  any  business  that 
We  say  befits  the  hour. 

S^.  Thy  case,  dear  friend, 

Shall  be  my  precedent;  as  tliqu  gott'st  Milan, 
1 11  come  by  Naples.   Draw  thy  sword :  one  stroke 
Shall  free  thee  from  tlie  tribute  which  thou  paylst; 
And  I  the  king  shall  love  thee. 

Ant.       •  Draw  together; 

And  when  I  rear  my  hand,  do  you  the  like, 
To  fall  it  on  Gonzalo. 

Seb,         0,  but  one  word.  [They  convene  apart. 

Music.    RerenUr  Ariel,  invisiUe. 

Art,  My  master  through  his  art  foresees  th« 
danger 
Tliat  you,  his  fi-iend,  are  in ;  and  sends  me  forth, 
(For  else  his  project  dies,)  to  keep  them  living. 

[Sings  in  Gonzalo '8  ear. 
While  you  here  do  snoriug  Ue^ 
Opon-e>ed  Conspiracy 
Hia  time  doth  take : 
If  of  life  you  keep  a  care. 
Shake  off  slumber,  aud  beware ; 
Awake  1  awake  I 

Ant.  Tlien  let  us  both  be  sudden. 

Chn.  Now,  good  angels,  preserve  the  king  t 

[Thej/ atottkt. 

Alon.  Wliy,  how  now,  hoi  awake  I    Wliy  are 
you  drawn? 
Wherefore  this  ghastly  looking? 

Oon.  What's  the  matter? 

Seb.  Whiles  we  stood  here  securing  your  repose, 
Even  now,  we  heard  a  hollow  burst  of  bellowing 
Like  bulls,  or  rather  lions ;  did  it  not  wake  you  ? 
It  struck  mine  ear  most  terribly. 

Alon.  I  heard  nothing. 

Ant.  0,  t  was  a  din  to  fright  a  monster's  ear ; 
To  make  an  earthquake!  sure  it  was  the  roar 
Of  a  whole  herd  of  lions. 

Alon,  Heard  you  this,  Gonzalo? 

Gon.  Upon  mine  honour,  sir,  I  heard  ahumminp;, 
And  that  a  strange  one  too,  wliich  did  awake  luu : 
I  sliak'd  you,  sir,  and  cried ;  as  mine  eyes  open'd, 
I  saw  their  weapons  drawn : — there  was  a  noise, 
Tliat  's  verity :  *T  is  best  we  stand  upon  our  guard; 
Or  that  we  quit  this  place :  let 's  draw  our  weapons. 

Alon,  Lead  off  tub  ground;  and  let  *B  make 
further  search 
For  my  poor  eon. 

Oon.         Heavens  keep  him  from  these  beastsl 
For  he  is,  sure,  i'  the  bland. 

Alon.  Lead  away. 

Ari.  Prospero  my  lord  shall  know  what  I  have 
done :  [Aside. 

Sob  king,  go  safely  on  to  seek  thy  ( 
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TliE 
8CENE  U.-'Anotherpartoftheldand, 
Enter  Caliban,  with  a  burthen  of  wood, 
A  noise  o/thunder  heard, 
Cd,  All  the  infections  that  the  snn  sucka  up 
From  bogs,  fens,  fUfas  on  Prosper  fall,  and  make  him 
B  V  inch-meal  a  diseasel    His  spirits  hear  me, 
And  vet  I  needs  must  curse.    But  they  11  nor  pmch, 
Fright  me  with  urchin  shows,  pitch  me  i'the  mire. 
Nor  lead  me,  like  a  firebrand,  m  the  dark 
Out  of  my  way,  unless  he  bid  them;  but 
For  every  trifle  are  tliey  set  upon  me: 
Sometime  like  apes,  that  moe  and  chatter  at  me. 
And  after,  bite  me;  then  like  hedgehogs,  which 
Lie  tumbling  in  my  barefoot  way,  and  mount 
Their  pricks  at  my  footfall;  sometime  am  I 
All  wound  with  adders,  who,  with  cloven  tongues, 
Do  Was  me  into  madness: — Lol  now  I  lo! 

Enter  Trihcuix). 
Here  comes  a  spirit  of  his;  and  to  torment  me. 
For  bringing  wood  in  slowlv:  111  fall  flat; 
Perchance,  he  will  not  mind  me. 

JHn.  Here's  neither  bush  nor  shrub,  to  bear  off 
any  weather  at  all,  and  another  storm  brewing;  I 
bear  it  sing  i'the  wind:  yond'  same  black  cloud, 
yonv»'  huge  one,  looks  hTce  a  foul  bumbard  that 
would  shed  his  liquor.  If  it  should  thunder  as  it 
did  before,  I  know  not  where  to  hide  mvhead: 
yond'  same  doud  cannot  choose  but  fall  by  pail- 
fuls.— What  have  we  here?  a  man  or  a  fish?  Dead 
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him  some  relief,  if  It  be  but  for  that:  If  I  wn  r* 
eover  hun  and  keep  him  tame,  and  get  to  Napla 
witli  hun,  he 's  a  present  fbr  any  emper«r  that  evei 


or  alive?  A  fish:  he  smells  like  a  fish;  a  very 
ancient  and  fish-like  smell ;  a  kind  of,  not  of  the 
newest,  Poor  John.    A  strange  fish!  Were  I  m 
England  now,  (as  once  I  was,)  and  had  but  this 
fish  painted,  not  a  holiday  fool  there  but  would 
give  a  piece  of  silver:  there  would  this  monster 
inako  a  man :  any  strange  beast  there  makes  a  man : 
when  tliey  will  not  give  a  doit  to  relieve  a  lame 
beg^,  they  will  Uy  out  ten  to  see  a  dead  Indian. 
Legged  like  a  man  I  and  his  fins  like  arms!  Warm, 
o'  my  troth!  I  do  now  let  loose  my  opinion,  hold 
it  no  longer;  this  is  no  fish,  but  an  islander,  tliat  . 
hath  lately  suflfered  by  a  thunderbolt.    [TkwiderJ]  \ 
Alas!  the  storm  is  come  agam:  my  best  way  w  to 
creep  under  his  gaberdine ;  there  is  no  other  shelter 
hereabout:  Misery  acquaints  a  man  with  strange 
bedfellows.    I  wiU  here  shroud  till  the  dregs  of 
thest»}rm  be  past. 

Enter  Stephano,  singing,  a  hottle  w  his  hand, 
Ste.         I  Bhall  no  mora  to  eea,  to  sea, 
Hemflhall  I  die  Mhore;— 
This  is  avery  scurvy  tune  to  sing  at  a  man's  funeral : 
Well,  here's  my  comfort,  [Z>rtnJb». 

The  matter,  the  swabber,  the  boatswain,  and  I, 

T^  gnnser,  and  his  mate, 
LoT'd  Mall,  Meg.  and  Marian,  and  Maxgety, 
But  none  of  us  car'd  for  Kate: 
For  she  had  a  tongue  with  a  tang. 
Would  cry  to  a  sailor.  "Go  hang  :* 
Bhe  bv'd  not  the  savoxir  of  tar  nor  of  pitch. 
Yet  a  tailor  might  scratch  her  where'er  she  did  ttdi : 
Xhen  to  sea,  boys,  and  let  her  go  bang. 


trod  on  neat's-leather.  ,«,,_. 

Col  Do  not  torment  me,  pnthee;  1 11  bring  my 
wood  home  fitster.  .  ^  ,,.   f^ 

fite.  He  *&  m  his  fit  now;  and  does  not  talk  after 
the  wisest  He  shall  taste  of  my  bottle:  if  he 
have  never  drunk  wine  afore,  it  will  go  near  to  re- 
move his  fit :  if  I  can  recover  him,  and  keep  hini 
tame,  I  will  not  take  too  much  for  him :  he  shall 
pay  for  him  that  hath  him,  and  that  soundly. 

CdL  Thou  dost  me  yet  but  little  hurt;  thou 
wilt  anon,  I  know  it  by  thy  tremblings  Ncm 
Prosper  works  upon  thee. 

SU.  Come  on  your  ways;  open  your  mouth: 
here  is  that  which  will  give  language  to  you,  cat ; 
open  your  mouth :  this  will  shake  your  shaking,  1 
can  tell  you,  and  that  soundly :  you  cannot  teU 
who  's  your  friend :  open  your  chaps  a»»n. 

Trin.  I  should  know  that  voice:  It  should  b^ 
But  he  is  drowned;  and  these  are  devils:  OI 
defend  me !—  .  _^  j  v    i 

Ste.  Four  legs,  and  two  voices ;  a  most  delicate 
monster  I  His  forward  voice  now  is  to  speak  well 
of  his  friend ;  his  backward  voice  is  to  utter  foul 
speeches,  and  to  detract.  If  all  the  wine  in  my 
bottle  wUl  recover  him,  I  will  help  his  ague: 
Come— Amen  I  I  will  pour  some  m  thy  other 
mouth. 

Trin.  Stephano,— 

J^  Doth  thy  other  mouth  call  me?  Mercy  I 
mercy!  This  is  a  devil,  and  no  monster:  I  will 
leave  bim ;  I  have  no  long  spoon. 

Trin,  Stephano  I— if  thou  beest  Stephano,  touch 
me,  and  speak  to  me ;  for  I  am  Trinculo ;— be  not 
afeard,— thy  good  friend  Trinculo.        ^     ,     ^ -, 

SU,  If  thou  beest  Trinculo,  come  forth;  1 11 


_ lO,  ^ — ,  - 

puriliie  by  Uiee  lesser  legs :  if  any  be  Trinculo's 
legs,  these  are  they.  Thou  art  very  Tnnculp,  in- 
deed: How  camest  thou  to  be  the  siege  of  thif 
moon-calf?    Can  he  vent  Trinculos  ? 

Trin,  I  took  him  to  be  killed  with  a  thunder- 
stroke ^-But  art  thou  not  drowned,  Stephano? 
I  hope  now,  thou  art  not  drowned.  Is  the  stom 
overblown  ?  I  hid  me  under  the  dead  moon-ca^fs 
gaberdine,  for  fear  of  the  storm:  And  art  thou 
living,  Stephano  ?  O  Stephano,  two  Neapolitans 
•scaped!  ^  fis  not  constant. 

Ste,  Prithee,donottummeabout;  mystoma^ 
Col,  These  be  fine  things,  an  if  they  be  not 

That  "s  a  brave  god,  and  bears  celestwl  liquor : 

I  will  kneel  to  him.  ^^^u^^ 

Ste,  How  didst  thou  'scape  ?    How  camest  thoo 

hither?  swear  by  this  bottle,  how  thou  camort 

hither.    I  escaped  upon  a  butt  of  sack,  which  tht 

«iilors  heaved  Wrbo^rd,  by  this  bottle?  wlu^  I 

made  of  the  bark  of  a  tree,  with  mme  own  handa, 

since  I  was  cast  ashore.  ,     ^    t.   *u  .  *^^ 
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She  man  in  the  moon,  when  time  was.  [thee ; 

CoL  I  have  seen  thee  in  her,  and  I  do  adore 
My  mistress  show'd  roe  thee,  and  thy  dog  and  bush. 

Ste,  Come,  swear  to  that;  kiss  the  book ;  I  will 
Aimish  it  anon  with  new  contents:  swear. 

TVm.  By  this  good  li^ht,  this  is  a  very  sluJlow 
monster : — I  afeard  of  him !  a  very  weak  monster : 
The  man  i*  the  moon  I — a  most  poor  credulous 
monster :  Well  drawn,  monster,  in  good  sooth. 

CaL  1 11  show  thee  every  fertile  inch  of  the 
island;  and  I  will  kiss  thy  foot:  I  prithee,  be  my 
god. 

Trin,  By  this  light,  a  most  perfidious  and 
drunken  monster ;  when  his  god*s  asleep  he  II  rob 
his  bottle.  [subject. 

(7a2.  1 11  kiss  thy  foot :  1 11  swear  mjusM  thy 

8te.  Come  on  then ;  down  and  swear. 

TVm.  I  shall  Uugh  myself  to  death  at  this 
pappy-headed  monster:  a  most  scurvy  monster! 
t  oould  find  in  my  heart  to  beat  him,— 

Stt,  Come,  kiss. 

Trin,  —but  that  the  poor  monster  ^  In  drink ; 
9n  abominable  monster! 

CaL  1 11  show  thee  the  best  springs ;  1 11  plnck 
thee  berries; 
1 11  fish  for  thee,  and  get  thee  wood  enough. 
A  plague  upon  the  tyrant  thai  I  servel 


1 11  bear  him  no  more  sticks,  but  follow  theo, 
TIiou  wondrous  man. 

Triru  A  most  ridiculous  monster!  to  make  fl 
wonder  of  a  poor  drunkard. 

CaL  I  prithee  let  me  bring  thee  where  crabs  grow 
And  I  with  my  long  nails  will  dig  thee  pig-nuts ; 
Show  thee  a  jay^  nest,  and  instruct  tliee  how 
To  snare  the  nimble  marmozet ;  1 11  bring  thee 
To  dustVing  filberds,  and  sometimes  1 11  eet  thee 
Young  scamels  from  the  rock:    Wilt  thou  go 
with  me? 
Ste,  I  prithee  now,  lead  the  way,  without  any 
more  talking. — Trinculo.  the  king  and  all  our  com- 
pany else  being  drownea,  we  will  inherit  here.— 
Here ;  bear  my  bottle.    Fellow  Trinculo,  we  11 
fill  him  by  and  by  again. 

Cal,  Farewell,  master ;  fiu^well.  farewell. 

[Sings  dnmketdy 
TVm.  A  howling  monster ;  a  drunken  monster. 
CaL  No  more  dams  1 11  make  for  flah ; 
Nor  fetch  in  firing 
At  reqairioff, 
Nor  scrape  ireuc^ering,  nor  wash  dSdu 
'Ban.  'Ban,  Ca- Caliban, 
Has  a  new  master— Get  a  now  man. 

Freedom,  hey-day!  hey-day,  freedom!  freedom, 
hey-day,  freedom ! 
8U.  O  iMcave  monster  I  lead  the  way.    [Exeunt, 


ACT    III 


SCENE  l.^B(fore  Prospero's  CdL 
Enter  Ferdinand,  bearmg  a  log. 

Ter.  There  be  some  sports   are  painful;  and 
their  labour 
Delight  in  them  sets  off:  some  kinds  of  baseness 
Are  nobly  undergone ;  and  most  poor  nuitters 
Point  to  rich  ends.    This  my  mean  task 
Would  be  as  heavy  to  me  as  odious ;  but 
The  mistress  which  I  serve  quickens  what  ^  dead. 
And  makes  my  Is^urs  pleasur<7>s :  0,  she  is 
Fen  times  more  gentle  ttian  her  fiither  's  crabbed ; 
And  he  *s  composed  of  liarshness.    I  must  remove 
*U>me  thousanns  of  tliese  logs,  and  pile  them  up. 
Upon  a  sore  injunction :  My  sweet  mistress 
Weeps  when  she  sees  me  work;  and  says  such 

baseness 
Had  never  like  executor.    I  forget : 
But  these  sweet  thoughts  do  even  refresh  my 

labours ; 
Most  bu^-less  when  I  do  it. 

Enter  Miranda,  and  Prospero  at  a  ditUmoe, 

Mira,  Alas,  now!  pray  you, 

Work  not  so  hard ;  I  would  the  lightnmg  had 
Btinit  up  those  logs  that  you  are  enioin  a  to  pile  I 
Pray  set  it  down,  and  rest  you :  when  this  bums, 
T  will  weep  for  having  wearied  you ;  My  father 
Is  hard  at  study ;  pray  now  rest  yourself; 
He 's  safe  for  these  three  hours. 

Fer,  O  most  dear  mistress, 

The  sun  will  set  before  I  shall  discharge 
\S'hat  I  most  strive  to  do. 

Mira,  If  you  11  sit  down 

1 11  bear  yoor  logs  the  while :  Pray  give  me  that; 
1 11  carry  it  to  the  pile. 

Eer.  No,  precious  creature: 

I  had  rather  crack  my  sinews,  break  my  back, 
Than  you  should  such  dishonour  undergo, 
While  Isit  lazy  by. 

i/tro.  It  would  become  me 

As  well  as  it  does  you:  and  I  should  do  it 
With  much  more  ease;  for  i^y  good  will  is  to  It, 
And  yours  it  is  against. 


Pro,  Poor  worm!  thou  art  tnfeeftM ; 

This  visitation  shows  it. 

i/tra.  You  look  wearily. 

Eer,  No,  noble  mistress;  't  is  fresh  morning 
with  me. 
When  you  are  by  at  night    I  do  beseech  yott, 
(Chiefly,  that  I  might  set  it  in  my  prayers,) 
What  is  your  name  ? 

Afira,  Miranda : — 0  my  father 

I  have  broke  your  best  t^  say  so ! 

Eer,  Admired  Miranda  I 

Indeed  the  top  of  admiration ;  worth 
What 's  dearest  to  the  world!    Full  many  a  lady 
I  have  eyed  with  best  regard ;  and  many  a  time 
The  harmony  of  their  tongues  hath  into  bondage 
Brought  my  too  diligent  ear :  for  several  virtues 
Have  I  lik^d  several  women :  never  any 
With  so  Aill  soul,  but  some  defect  in  her 
Did  quarrel  with  the  noblest  grace  she  ow'd, 
And  put  it  to  the  foil :  But  you,  O  you. 
So  perfect,  and  so  peerless,  are  created 
Of  every  creature's  best 

Mira,  I  do  not  know 

One  of  my  sex ;  no  woman's  fiice  remember, 
Save,  from  my  glass,  mine  own ;  nor  have  I  seen 
More  that  I  nuiy  call  men,  than  you,  good  fi  i.  nd 
And  my  dear  father :  how  features  are  abroad, 
I  am  skill-less  of;  but,  by  my  modesty, 
(The  jewel  in  my  dower  J  I  would  not  wish 
Any  companion  in  the  world  but  you ; 
Nor  can  imagination  forma  shape, 
Beside  yourself,  to  like  of:  But  I  prattle 
Something  too  wildly,  and  my  father^  precepts 
I  therein  do  forget 

Eer,  I  am  fai  my  condition, 

A  prince,  Muranda;  I  do  think,  a  king; 
(I  would  not  sol)  and  would  no  more  endure 
This  wooden  slavery,  than  to  sufier 
The  flesh-fly  blow  my  mouth.  Hear  my  soul  speak:— 
The  very  instant  that  I  saw  you,  did 
My  heart  fly  to  your  service ;  there  resides 
To  make  me  shive  to  it;  and  for  jroar^Otc     T 
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An  I  this  patient  log-man. 

i/ira.  Do  you  love  mo? 

Fer,  0  hearen^O  earth,  bear  witne^^s  to  this  sound, 
And  crown  wliai  I  profess  with  kind  event, 
If  I  speak  true;  if  hollowly,  invert 
What  best  is  boded  me,  to  mischief!  I , 
Beyond  all  lunit  of  what  else  i*  the  world, 
Do  love,  prize,  honour  yon. 

Mira,  I  am  a  fool, 

To  weep  at  what  I  am  glad  of. 

Pro,  Fair  encounter 

Of  two  most  rare  affections!  Heavens  rain  grace 
On  that  which  breeds  between  them  I 

fer.  Wherefore  weep  you? 

Mim,  At  mine  unworthiness,  that  dare  roi  oflTer 
What  i  desire  to  give;  and  much  less  take 
What  I  shall  die  to  want:  but  this  is  trifling, 
And  all  the  more  it  seeks  to  hide  itself, 
The  bigger  bulk  it  shows.  Uence^  bashful  cnnningl 
And  prompt  me,  plain  and  holy  innocence! 
I  am  your  wife,  if  you  will  marry  me; 
If  not  1 11  die  your  maid:  to  be  your  fellow 
You  may  deny  me;  but  1 11  be  your  servant. 
Whether  you  will  or  no. 

Ftr.  Jiij  mistress,  dearest, 

And  I  thus  humble  ever. 

Mira,  My  husband  then? 

Fer»  Kj^  with  a  heart  as  willing 
As  bondage  e*er  of  freedom:  here^  mv  hand. 

Mircu  And  mine,  with  my  heart  in  t:  And  now 
farewell, 
Tai  half-an-hour  heooe. 

Fet»  A  thousand!  thousand  I 

[Exeunt  Feb.  and  Mib. 

Pro,  So  glad  of  this  as  they  I  cannot  be. 
Who  are  surprised  with  all ;  but  my  rejoicing 
At  nothing  can  be  more.    I  11  to  my  book ; 
For  vet,  ere  supper-time,  must  I  perform 
Much  business  appertaining.  [ExiU 

SCENE  n.—AnoOuar  part  of  the  Idand. 

EiUef  Stbphavo  and  Triwculo;  CALiBAir  fil- 
lowing  with  a  bottle. 

8U.  Tell  not  roe  ;~when  the  butt  is  out  we  will 
drink  water ;  not  a  drop  before :  therefore  bear  up, 
and  board  'em :  Servant-monster,  drink  to  me. 

TWh.  Servant-monster  ?  the  foil  v  of  tliis  island  I 
They  say  there  *b  but  five  upon  thb  isle :  we  are 
three  of  them ;  if  the  other  two  be  brained  like  us, 
the  state  totters. 

Ste,  Drink,  servant-monster,  when  I  bid  thee; 
thy  e^  are  almost-set  in  thy  head. 

TVm.  Where  should  they  be  set  else?  he  were  a 
brave  monster,  indeed,  if  they  were  set  in  his  taiL 

Ste,  M  V  man-monster  hath  drowned  his  tongue 
m  sack :  w-  my  part,  the  sea  cannot  drown  me :  I 
iwam,ers  I  could  recover  tlie  shore,  five-and-thirty 
leagues,  off  and  on.  By  this  light,  thou  shalt  bie 
my  lieutenant,  monster,  or  my  standard. 

TVm.  Your  lieutenant,  if  you  list;  he^  no 
standard. 

Ste,  We  U  not  run,  monsieur  monster. 

TVm.  Nor  go  neither :  but  you  11  lie,  like  dogs; 
and  yet  say  nothing  neither. 

Ste,  Moon-calf,  speak  once  in  thy  life,  if  thou 
beest  a  eood  moon-<sUf.  [slioe : 

CaL  How  does  thy  honour  ?  Let  me  lick  thy 
I  H  not  serve  him,  he  is  not  valiant. 

TVm.  Thou  liest,  most  ignorant  monster ;  I  am 
in  case  to  justle  a  constable:  why,  thou  deboshed 
fish  thou,  was  there  ever  man  a  coward  that  hath 
drunk  so  much  sack  as  I  to-d^?    Wilt  tho9  tell 


a  monstrous  lie,  being  but  half  a  fish,  and  half  a 
monster?  [mv  lord? 

Ciil,  Lo,  how  he  mocks  me !  wilt  thou  fet  him. 

Trin,  Lord,  quoth  he  I— that  a  monster  should 
be  such  a  natural ! 

CaL  Lo,  lo,  again !  bite  him  to  death,  I  prithee. 

Ste,  Trincnlo,  keep  a  good  tongue  in  your  head, 
if  you  prove  a  mutineer,  the  next  tree— The  pool 
monster  's  my  sabject,  and  he  shall  not  suffer 
indi^ity.  [pleasVl 

CaL  I  thank  my  noble  lord.  Wilt  thou  be 
To  hearken  once  again  to  the  suit  I  made  to  tliee  ? 

Ste,  Marry  will  I :  kneel  and  repeat  it :  I  will 
stand,  and  so  shall  Trinculo. 

Enter  AKtELfVwinUe. 

CaL  As  I  told  thee  before,  I  am  subject  to  a 
tyrant; 
A  sorcerer,  that  by  his  conning  hath  cheated  me 
Of  the  bland. 

Art.  Thou  liest 

CaL  Thou  liest,  thou  jesting  monkey,  thou; 
I  would  my  valiant  master  would  destroy  thee : 
I  do  not  lie. 

Ste.  Trinculo,  if  you  trouble  bun  any  more  in 
his  tale,  by  this  hand,  I  will  supplant  some  ai 
your  teeth. 

Trm.  Why,  I  said  nothing. 

Ste.  Mum  then,  and  no  more. — [7b  Gaubaii.* 
Proceed. 

CaL  I  say,  by  sorcenr  he  got  this  isle; 
From  me  he  got  it    It  thy  greatness  will 
Reven^  it  on  him— for,  I  know  thou  dar*st; 
But  this  thmg  dare  not 

Ste,  That  a  most  certain. 

Cal.  Thou  sludt  be  lord  of  it  and  1 11  serve  thee 

Ste,  How  now  shall  this  be  compassed  ?  Cans* 
thou  bring  me  to  the  party  "^  [asleep, 

CaL  Yea,  yea,  my  lord;  1 11  yield  him  the< 
Where  thou  mayst  knock  a  nail  mto  his  head. 

^ri.  Thou  liest,  thou  canst  not.  [patch!— 

CaL  What  a  pied  ninny  's  this!    Thou  scurvy 


I  do  beseedi  thy  greatness,  gi7e  him  blows. 
And  take  his  bottle  from  him :  when  that  *8  gone, 
He  shall  drink  nought  bat  brine;  for  I  11  not 


show  him 
Where  the  quick  freshes  are. 

Ste,  Trinculo,  run  into  no  further  danger;  in- 
terrupt the  monster  one  word  further,  and,  by  this 
hand.  111  turn  my  mercy  out  of  doors,  and  make 
a  stockfish  of  thee.  [further  off. 

Trin,  Why,  what  did  I?  I  did  nothuig;  111  ge 

SU.  Didst  thou  not  say  he  lied  ? 

An,  Thou  liest 

Ste,  Do  I  §o?  take  thou  that  [StrikeaMn,]  Af 
you  like  this,  give  me  the  lie  another  time. 

TVmi.  I  did  not  give  the  lie :— Out  o'  your  wits, 
and  hearing  too  ?— A  pox  o'  your  bottle!  this  can 
sack  and  drmking  do. — A  murrain  on  your  monster 
and  the  devil  take  your  fingers! 

CaL  Ha,ha.haf 

Ste.  Now,  torward  with  your  tale.  Prithee 
stand  further  off. 

Cal.  Beat  him  enough ;  after  a  little  time, 
1 11  beat  him  too. 

Ste.  Stand  further. — Come,  proceed. 

CaL  Why,  as  I  told  thee,  t  isa  custom  with  him 
I*  the  afternoon  to  sleep :  there  thoa  mayst  brain 

him, 
Havmg  first  seiz'd  his  books  j  or  with  a  log, 
Batter  nis  skull,  or  jnunch  bun  with  a  stake. 
Or  cut  his  wezaiid  with  thy  knife :  Remember, 
First  to  posi>ess  bis  books ;  for  wit^olit  ' 
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He  *a  but  a  sot,  as  I  nm^  nor  hath  not 

One  spirit  to  command :  They  all  do  hate  him, 

As  rootedly  as  I :  Burn  but  his  books; 

He  has  brave  utensils,  (for  so  he  calls  them,) 

Which,  when  he  has  a  house,  he  11  deck  withaL 

And  that  most  deeply  to  consider,  is 

The  beauty  of  his  daughter ;  he  himself 

Calls  her  a  nonpareil :  I  ne*er  saw  woman, 

But  only  Syoorax  my  dam,  and  she ; 

But  she  as  far  surparaeth  Sycoraz, 

As  greatest  does  least 

^  Is  it  so  brave  a  lass? 

OaL  A V,  lord ;  she  will  become  thy  bed,  I  war- 
lant,  and  bring  thee  forth  brave  brood. 

Ste.  Monster,  I  will  kill  this  man :  his  daughter 
Wid  I  will  be  king  and  queen:  (save  our  graces  I) 
and  Trinculo  and  thyself  shall  be  viceroys: — Dost 
thou  like  the  plot,  Irinculo  ? 

Jiin,  Excellent 

Ste,  Give  me  thy  hand;  I  am  sorry  I  beat  thee : 
but  while  thou  livest,  keep  a  good  tongue  in  thy 
head. 

CaL  Within  this  half-hour  will  he  be  asleep ; 
Wilt  thou  destroy  him  then  ? 

SU,  Ay,  on  mine  honour. 

Ari,  Thb  will  I  tell  my  master. 

OaL  Thou  mak'st  me   merry:  I   am  full   ot 
pleasure; 
fjBt  US  be  jocund :  Will  yon  troll  the  catch 
You  taught  me  but  while-ere? 

Ste.  At  tliy  request,  monster,  I  will  do  reason, 
any  reason: 
Come  on,  Trinculo,  let  us  sing.  [Singa, 

Flout  'em.  and  oout  'em ;  and  »kout*em,  and  ikrat  'em ; 
Thouffbt  to  free. 

CaL  That  1i  not  the  tune. 

[AxVBLpiajfB  the  tune  on  a  tabor  and  pipe, 

Ste.  What  is  this  game? 

Drm,  This  is  the  tune  of  oar  catch,  played  by 
the  picture  of  Nobody. 

Ste.  If  thou  beest  a  man,  show  thyself  in  thy 
likeness :  if  thou  beest  a  devil,  take  *t  as  thou  list. 

TVku  0,  forgive  me  my  sins  I 

8te,  He  that  dies  pays  all  debts :  I  defy  thee  '— 
Mercy  upon  us  I 

CaL  Art  thou  afeard? 

Ste,  No,  monster,  not  L 

OaL  Be  not  afeard ;  the  isle  is  full  of  noises, 
Sounds,  andsweetairSfthatgivedelightand  hurt  not 
Sometimes  a  thousand  twangling  instruments 
Will  hum  about  mine  ears ;  and  sometime  voices, 
That,  if  I  then  had  wak'd  after  long  sleep, 
Will  make  me  sleep  again :  and  then,  inareaming. 
The  clouds,  methought  would  open  and  show  riches 
Ready  to  drop  upon  me ;  that  when  I  wak*d 
I  cried  to  dream  again. 

Ste,  This  will  prove  a  brave  kingdom  to  me, 
where  I  shall  have  my  music  for  nothing. 

CaL  When  Prospero  is  destroyed.  [story. 

Ste,  That  shall  be  by  and  by :  I  remember  the 

TVm.  The  sound  is  going  away :  let 's  follow  it, 
and  after  do  our  work. 

Ste,  I^ead,  monster;  well  follow.  —  I  would  I 
eould  see  this  taborer :  he  lays  it  on. 

JHn.  Wilt  come?    I U  follow  Stephano. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  111,-^Anotherpart  of  the  Island. 

Fnier  Alonso,  Sebastian,  Antonio,  Qonzalo, 

Adrian,  Francisco,  and  oUiers, 

Ckm,  By  V  lakin,  I  can  go  no  further,  sir ; 

My  old  bones  ache :  hero 's  a  maze  trod,  indeed, 

Tlirouidi  fortb-rights  and  meanders  I  by   voor 
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patience, 
I  needs  must  rest  me. 

AUm.  Old  lord,  I  csnnot  blame  thea 

Who  am  mjrself  much  attached  with  weariness. 
To  the  dulling  of  my  spirits :  sit  down  and  rest 
Even  here  I  will  put  off  my  hoije,  and  keep  it 
No  longer  for  my  flatterer :  he  is  drown 'd 
Whom  thus  we  stray  to  And;  and  the  sea  mocks 
Our  frustrate  search  on  land :  Well,  let  him  go. 

Ant.  I  am  right  glad  that  he 's  so  out  of  hope. 
[Aside  to  Beb 
Do  not,  for  one  repulse,  forego  the  purpose 
That  you  resolv'd  to  effect 

Seb.  The  next  advantage 

Will  we  take  thoroughly. 

AnL  Let  it  be  to-night ; 

For  now  they  are  oppressed  with  travel,  they 
Will  not,  nor  cannot,  use  such  vigilance. 
As  when  they  are  fresh. 

Sd).  I  say  to-night :  no  more. 

Solemn  and  strange  music;  and  Prospero  o&ow, 
invisible.  Enter  several  strange  Shapes^  bringm§ 
in  a  banquet ;  they  dance  about  it  unth  gentle  ac- 
tions of  salutation;  and,  inviting  the  King^  <6e.y 
to  eat,  they  depart. 
Alon.  What  harmony  is  this?  my  good  friends, 

harkt 
Chn.  Marvellous  sweet  music  I 
Alon,  iiive  us  kind  keepers,  heayensi    What 

were  these  ? 
Seb.  A  living  drollery :  Now  I  will  believe 

That  there  are  unicorns;  that  in  Arabia 

There  is  one  tree,  the  phoenix'  throne;  one  phoBoix 

At  this  hour  reigning  there. 
Ant.  1 11  believe  both 

And  what  does  else  want  credit  come  to  me. 

And  ril  be  sworn 't  is  true :  Travellers  ne'er  did  lie, 

Though  fools  at  home  condemn  them. 

Oon.  If  in  Naples 

I  should  report  this  now,  would  they  believe  me  ? 

If  I  should  say  I  saw  such  islanders, 

(For,  certes,  these  are  people  of  the  island,) 

Who,  though  they  are  of  monstrous  shape,  yet,  note, 

Theur  manners  are  more  gentle,  kind,  than  of 

Our  human  generation  you  shall  find 

Many,  nay,  almost  any. 
Pro.  Honest  lord. 

Thou  hast  said  well ;  for  some  of  you  there  present 

Are  worse  than  devus.  [Aside, 

Alon,  I  cannot  too  much  muse 

Such  shapes,  such  gesture,  and  such  sound,  ex 
pressing 

^Although  they  want  the  use  of  tongue)  a  kind 

Of  excellent  dumb  discourse. 

Pro.  Praise  in  departing.  [Aside. 

Fran,  They  vanish'd  strangely. 

Scb.  No  matter,  since 

They  have  left  their  viands  behind ;  for  we  have 
stomachs. — 

Will  t  please  you  taste  of  what  is  here? 
Alon.  Net  L 

Oon.  Faith,  sir,  you  need  not  fear :  When  we 
were  boys. 

Who  would  believe  that  there  were  mountaineeii 

Dew-lapp'd  like  bulls,  whose  throats  had  hanging 
at  them 

Wallets  of  flesh  ?  or  that  there  were  such  men 

Whose  heads  stood  in  their  breasts  ?  which  noiK 
we  find. 

Each  putter-out  of  five  for  one  will  bring  us 

Qood  warrant  of. 


THE 
Althon^  my  last:  no  matter,  since  I  feel 
The  best  is  past :— Brother,  mj  lord  the  duke, 
Stand  to,  and  do  as  we. 
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He  vanishea  in  thunder:  theOf  to  tojt  nnuu,  enter 
the  Shapes  again,  anddancetoUh  mop$  andmowes, 
and  carry  out  Ute  taUe, 


TktmderandUghtning,  Enter XmxL^Kkeaharpp; 
dofe  his  vinffs  upon  the  taUe,  and,  with  a  quamt 
daieSf  the  banquet  vanishes. 

Art,  You  are  three  men  of  sin,  whom  destinj 
fTbat  hath  to  instrument  this  lower  world, 
And  what  b  in  t)  the  never-surfeited  sea 
Hath  caused  to  belch  up  you,  and  on  this  island 
Where  man  doth  not  inhabit ;  you  'mongst  men 
Being  most  unfit  to  live.    I  have  made  you  mad  ; 
[Seeing  Alon.,  Seb.,  <fic.,  draw  their  swords. 
And  even  with  such-like  valour,  men  hang  aiid 

drown 
Their  proper  selves.    You  fools  I  I  and  my  fellows 
Are  nunisters  of  fate;  the  elements. 
Of  whom  your  swords  are  tempered,  may  as  well 
Wound  the  loud  winds,  or  with  bemock'd-at  stabs 
Kill  the  still-closing  waters,  as  diminish 
One  dowle  that 's  in  my  plume ;  my  fellow-ministers, 
Are  like  invulnerable ;  if  you  oould  hurt, 
Your  swords  are  now  too  nmssy  for  your  strengths, 
And  will  not  be  uplifted :  But,  remember, 
jFor  that  Ts  my  business  to  you,)  that  you  three 
From  Milan  aid  supplant  good  Prospero : 
£xpo8*d  unto  the  sea,  which  hath  re^uit  it, 
Him  and  his  innocent  child :  for  which  foul  deed 
The  powers,  delaying,  not  forgetting,  have 
Incens*d  the  seas  and  shores,  yea  all  the  creatures, 
Against  your  peace :  Thee,  of  thy  son,  Alonso, 
They  have  uereft ;  and  do  pronounce,  by  me, 
LingYing  perdition  (worse  than  any  death 
Can  be  at  once)  sliall  step  by  step  attend       [from 
You,  and  your  ways ;  whose  wraths  to  guard  you 
fWhich  here,  in  this  most  desolate  isle,  else  falls 
Upon  your  heads)  is  nothing,  but  heart's  sorrow. 
And  a  clear  life  ensuing. 


Pro.  Bravely  the  figure  of  this  harpr  hast  thou 
Performed,  my  Ariel ;  a  grace  it  had,  devouring: 
Of  my  instruction  hast  thou  nothing  "hated. 
In  what  thou  hadst  to  say :  so  with  good  life. 
And  observation  strange,  my  meaner  ministers 
Their  several  kinds  have  done :  my  high  charms 

work. 
And  these,  mine  enemies,  are  all  knit  up 
In  their  distractions:  they  now  are  in  my  power; 
And  in  these  fits  I  leave  them,  while  I  visit 
Young  Ferdinand,  (whom  they  suppose  is  drown 'd,) 
And  his  and  my  lov'd  darling. 

[Exit  Puos.  from  above, 

Qon.  r  the  name  of  something  holy,  sir,  why 
stand  you 
In  this  strange  stare? 

Alon,  0,  it  is  monstrous  I  monstrous  I 

Methought  the  billows  spoke,  and  told  me  of  it; 
The  winds  did  sing  it  to  me ;  and  the  thunder. 
That  deep  and  dreadful  organ-pipe,  pronouncu 
The  name  of  Prosper ;  it  did  oass  my  trespass. 
Therefore  my  son  i'  the  ooze  is  bedded ;  and 
1 11  seek  him  deeper  than  e*er  plunmiet  toundcd^ 
And  with  him  there  lie  muddeo.  [Exit, 

Seb.  But  one  fiend  at  a  time, 

1 71  fight  their  legions  o'er. 

Ant,  111  be  thy  second. 

[Exetmt  Seb.  and  Amt. 

Oon,  All  three  of  them  are  desperate;  their  great 
guilty 
Like  poison  given  to  work  a  great  time  after, 
Now  'gins  to  bite  the  spirits :  —I  do  beseech  you, 
That  are  of  suppler  jomts,  fol'ow  them  swiftly. 
And  hinder  tiiem  from  what  this  ecstaoy 
May  now  provoke  them  to. 

Adr,  Follow,  I  pray  you.  [Exeunt. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  L—£^ore  Prospero'i  CeO, 

Enter  Prospebo,  Ferdinand,  and  Miranda. 

Pro,  If  I  have  too  ansterely  punished  you, 
Tour  compensation  makes  amends ;  for  I 
Have  given  you  here  a  thread  of  mine  own  life. 
Or  that  for  which  I  live ;  whom  once  again 
I  tender  to  thy  hand :  all  tliv  vexations 
Were  but  my  trials  of  thy  love,  and  thou 
Hast  strangely  stood  the  test :  Here,  afore  heaven^ 
I  ratify  this  my  rich  gift.    0  Ferdinand, 
Do  not  smile  at  me  that  I  boast  her  off. 
For  thou  shalt  find  she  will  outstrip  all  praise, 
And  make  it  halt  behind  her. 

EtT,  I  do  believe  it, 

Against  an  oracle. 

Pro.  Then,  as  my  gift,  and  thine  own  acqubition 
Worthily  purchased,  take  my  daughter :  But 
U  thou  dost  break  her  virgm  knot  before 
All  sanctimonious  ceremonies  may 
With  full  and  holy  rite  be  minister'd. 
No  sweet  aspersion  ^jiall  the  heavens  let  fall 
To  make  this  contract  grow :  but  barren  hate, 
Sour-ey'd  disdain,  and  disconl,  shall  bestrew 
The  union  of  vour  bed  with  weeds  so  loathly 
That  you  shall  hate  it  both :  therefore  take  heed, 
As  Hymen's  lamps  shall  light  you. 

Eer,  As  I  hope 

For  quiet  days,  fair  issue,  and  long  life. 
With  such  love  as  *t  is  now,  the  murkiest  do7\. 


The  most  opportune  place,  the  strongest  suggestion 

Our  worser  genius  can,  shall  never  melt 

Mine  honour  into  lust ;  to  take  away 

The  edge  of  that  da^'s  celebration. 

When    I  shall    tlunk,  or  Phcsbus'  steeds   are 

foundered. 
Or  night  kept  chained  below. 

Pro.  Fairly  spoke : 

Sit  then,  and  talk  with  her,  she  is  thine  own. — 
What,  Ariel ;  my  industrious  servant,  Ariel  I 
Enter  Ariel. 

An,  What  would  my  potent  master?  here  I  am. 

Pro.  Thou  and  thy  meaner  fellows  your  Ust 
service 
Did  worthify  perform ;  and  I  must  use  you 
In  such  another  trick :  go,  bring  the  rabble, 
O'er  whom  I  give  thee  power,  here,  to  this  place : 
Incite  them  to  quick  motion ;  tor  I  must 
Bestow  upon  the  eyes  of  this  young  couple 
Some  vanity  of  mme  art ;  it  is  my  promise, 
And  they  expect  it  from  me. 

ArL  Presently? 

Pro,  Ay,  with  n  twiuk. 

ArL  Before  you  can  say,  Come,  and  Go, 
And  breathe  twice ;  and  cry.  So,  so ; 
Each  one,  tripping  on  his  toe. 
Will  be  here  with  mop  and  mowe: 
Do  you  love  me,  master?  no. 

Pro,  Dearly,  my  delicate  Ariel:  po^ot.Tmwroa^ 
Digitized  by  VjOOQ  iC 
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l^il  thoQ  dost  hear  me. call. 

Ari,  Well,  I  conceive.    [Exit, 

Pro,  Look  thou  bo  true:  do  not  give  dalliance 
Too  mach  the  rein:  the  strongest  oaths  are  straw 
To  the  fire  i'  the  blood:  be  more  abstemious^ 
Or  else  good  night  jour  vowl 

Fer,  I  warrant  you,  ib, 

The  white  cold  virgin  snow  upon  my  heart 
Abates  the  ardour  of  my  liver. 

Pro.  Well.— 

Now  come,  my  Ariel :  bring  a  coro  arv, 
Rather  thou  want  a  spirit :  appear,  ana  pertly. — 
No  tongue ;  all  eyes ;  be  silent  [&ifi  mune, 

A  Maaque,    Enter  Isca^ 

Iris,  Ceres,  most  bounteous  lady,  thy  rich  leas 
Of  wheat,  rye,  barley,  vetches,  oats,  and  pease : 
Thy  turfy  mountains,  where  live  nibbling  sheep, 
And  flat   meads  thatch*d  Mrith  stover,  them  to 

keep; 
Thy  banks  with  pioned  and  twilled  brims, 
Which  spongy  April  at  thy  best  betrims. 
To  make  cold  nymphs  chaste  crowns;  and  thy 

broom  groves. 
Whose  shadow  the  dismissed  bachelor  loves. 
Being  lass-lorn :  thy  pole-clipp*d  vineyard; 
And  thy  sea-marge,  sterilj  ana  rocky-hard. 
Where  thou  thyself  dost  air :  The  queen  o*  the  sky. 
Whose  watery  arch,  and  messenger,  am  I, 
Bids  thee  leave  these;. and  with  her  sovereign 


Here  on  tliis  grass-plot,  in  this  veiy  place^ 
To  oome  and  sport :  her  peacocks  fly  amam : 
Approach,  rich  Ceres,  her  to  entertain. 

Enter  CzKEA, 

Cer.  Hail,  many-colour*d  messenger,  that  ne*or 
Dost  disobey  the  wife  of  Jupiter ; 
Who,  with  tliy  saflV'on  wings,  upon  my  flowers 
Difl\isest  honey -drops,  refreshing  showers ; 
And  with  each  end  of  thy  blue  bow  dost  crown 
My  bosky  acres,  and  my  unshrubb'd  down, 
Rich  scarf  to  my  proud  earth:  Why  hath  thy 

aueen 
8ammoD*d  me  hither,  to  this  short-grass'd  green? 

Iris,  A  contract  of  true  love  to  celebrate ; 
And  some  donation  freely  to  estate 
On  the  bless'd  lovers. 

Cer.  Tell  me,  heavenly  bow, 

If  Venus,  or  her  son,  as  thou  dost  know. 
Do  now  attend  the  oueen?    Shice  they  did  plot 
The  means  that  dusky  Dis  my  daughter  got, 
Her  and  her  blmd  boy's  soanaal'd  company 
I  have  forsworn. 

lri».  Of  her  society 

Be  not  afraid ;  I  met  her  deity 
Cutting  the  clouds  towards  Paplio? ;  and  her  son 
Doye-drawn  witli  her :  here  thought  they  to  have 

done 
Some  wanton  charm  upon  this  man  and  maid. 
Whose  vows  are  that  no  bed-rite  shall  be  paid 
Till  Hymen%  torch  be  lighted :  but  in  vam ; 
Mars's  hot  minion  is  return 'd  again ; 
Her  wasnish-headed  son  has  broke  his  arrows, 
8wears  ne  will  shoot  no  more,  but  play  with 

sparrows, 
And  be  a  boy  right  out. 

Cer,  Highest  oueen  of  state, 

Great  Juno  comes :  I  know  her  oy  her  gait 
.En^  JUKo. 

Jim.  Howdoesmybounteoussister?  Go  with  me. 
To  bless  this  twain,  that  they  may  pro^ieroui  be. 
And  honoured  in  their  issue. 


SONO. 
JwL    Honour,  ricbea,  marriase  blessing; 

Long  continuance  aiid  Increa^iug, 

Hourly  Joys  be  fttill  upon  you  i 

Juno  sings  ber  blessings  ou  you. 
Cer,    Barth'8  increase,  fuison  plenty. 

Bams  and  gamers  never  empty ; 

Vinos,  with  clust'rlng  bunches  growing : 

Plants  with  goodly  burthen  bowing ; 

Spring  come  to  you,  at  the  fartlic^ 

In  the  rery  end  of  harvest  I 

Scarcity  and  want  shall  shun  you ; 

Geres'  blessing  so  is  on  you. 

Fer,  This  ij»  a  most  majestic  vision,  and 
Harmonious  charmingly :  May  I  be  bold 
To  think  these  spirits  ? 

Pro,  Spirits,  which  by  mine  ari 

I  have  from  their  confines  call*d  to  enact 
My  present  fancies. 

Fer,  Let  me  live  here  ever ; 

So  rare  a  wondered  father,  and  a  wife, 
Make  this  place  Paradise. 

[Juno  and  Ceres  to^tsper,  and  send  Iru 
on  emphument. 

Pro.  bweet  now,  silence ; 

Juno  and  Ceres  whisper  seriously : 
There  *s  something  else  to  do :  husn  and  be  mute. 
Or  else  our  s|)ell  is  marr'd.  [brooks, 

Iris,  You  nymphs  call'd  Naiads,  of  the  wmdering 
With  your  sedg'u  crowns,  and  ever  harmless  looks. 
Leave  your  crisp  channels,  and  on  tliis  green  land 
Answer  your  summons :  Juno  does  command : 
Come,  temperate  nymphs,  and  help  to  celebrate 
A  contract  of  true  love ;  be  not  too  late. 

Enter  certain  Nymphs. 
You  8un-bum*d  sicklemen,  of  August  wenry. 
Come  hither  from  the  furrow,  and  be  mcny; 
Make  holiday :  your  rve-straw  hats  put  on, 
And  these  fresh  nympns  encounter  every  one 
In  country  footing. 

Enter  certain  Reapers,  properUj  habited;  they  join 
with  the  NyrMihs  in  a  graceful  dance  ;  towards  the 
end  tdiereof    Prospero    starts   suddenly,   and 
speaks;  after  which,  to  a  strange,  hollow,  and oof»> 
fused  noise,  they  heavily  vanish. 
Pro.  [AsideA  I  had  forgot  that  foul  consphncy 
Of  the  beast  Caliban,  and  his  confederates. 
Against  my  life ;  the  minute  of  their  plot 
Is  almost  come.— [7b  the  Spirits,]    Well  done  ;— 
avoid; — no  more.  [passion 

Fer.  This  is  strange:   your  fkther  *s  in  some 
That  works  bim  strongly. 

Mira,  Never  till  this  day. 

Saw  I  him  touched  with  anger  so  dbtemper'd. 
Pro,  You  do  look,  my  sou,  in  a  mov'd  sort, 
As  if  you  were  dismay 'd :  be  cheerful,  sir: 
Our  revels  now  are  ended :  tliese  our  actors, 
As  I  foretold  you^  were  all  spirits,  and 
Are  melted  into  air,  into  thin  air: 
And,  like  the  baseless  fabric  of  this  vision. 
The  cloud-capp'd  towers,  the  gorgeous  palaces, 
The  solemn  temples,  the  great  globe  itself^ 
Yea,  all  which  it  inherit,  shall  dissolve ; 
And,  like  tills  insubstantialpageant  faded. 
Leave  not  a  rack  behind:  We  are  such  stuff 
As  dreams  are  made  on,  and  our  little  life 
Is  rounded  with  a  sleep. — Sir,  I  am  vex'd ; 
Bear  with  my  weakness ;  my  old  brain  is  troubled 
Be  not  disturbed  with  my  infirmity ; 
If  you  be  pleas'd,  retire  into  my  cell. 
And  there  repose;  a  turn  or  two  111  walk 
To  still  my  beating  mind. 
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IS 


^Bt,  Come  with  a  thought  ^— I  think  th•e^- 
Ariel,  come. 

Enter  Ariel. 

An.  Thy  thoughts  I  cleave  to:  What's  thj 

Pto,  Spirit,        [pleasure? 

We  must  prepare  to  meet  with  Caliban. 

ArL  Ay,  my  commander ;  when  1  presented  Ceres, 
I  thought  to  have  told  thee  of  it ;  but  I  fear'd 
Lest  I  might  anger  thee.  Pels? 

/^.  Say  agaih ,  where  didst  thou  leave  these  y ar- 
Aru  I  told  you,sir,thej  were  red-hot  with  drink- 
So  ful^of  valour  that  they  smote  the  air  Ting : 
For  breathing  in  their  faces ;  beat  the  ground 
For  kissing  of  their  feet ;  yet  always  bending 
Towards  their  project :  Then  I  beat  my  tabor, 
At  w  hich,  like  unbacked  colts,  they  prick'd  their  eais, 
Advano'd  their  eyelids,  lifted  up  their  noses. 
As  they  smelt  music;  so  I  charni'd  their  cars, 
That  calMike,  they  my  lowing  follow 'd,  through 
Tooth'd  briers,sharpfurze8,prtcking  gussand  thoinSf 
Which  enter'd  their  frail  shins :  at  last  I  left  theui 
1'  the  filthy  mantled  pool  beyond  your  cell, 
There  dancing  up  to  the  chins,  that  the  foul  lake 
O'erstunk  their  feet. 

Pn,  Thi?  was  well  done,  my  bird; 

Thy  shape  invisible  retain  thou  still : 
The  trumpery  in  my  house,  go,  bring  it  hither, 
For  stale  to  catch  these  thieves. 

ArL  I  go,  I  go.      [BxdU 

Pro.  A  devil,  a  bom  devil,  on  whose  nature 
Nurture  can  never  stick;  on  whom  my  pains. 
Humanely  taken,  all,  all  lost,  quite  lost: 
And  as,  with  age,  his  body  uglier  grows, 
80  his  mmd  cankers:  I  will  plague  them  all, 
Be-tnUr  Abibl,  haden  with  glUtening  appard^  dtc 
Even  to  roaring: — Come,  hang  them  on  this  line. 
PBOSPEROmwf  Ariel  rcmmn  twin Wc  ^n^Cau- 
BAN,  Stefhamo,  and  Trinculo,  all  wet. 

Otd,  Pray  you,  tread  softly,  that  the  blind  mole 
nuv  not 
Hear  a  foot  fall :  we  now  are  near  his  cell. 

SU.  Mimster,  your  fairy,  which  you  say  is  a 
harmless  foiry,  has  done  little  better  than  phyed 
the  Jack  with  us. 

Tritu  Monster,  I  do  smell  all  horse-piss;  at 
which  my  nose  is  in  great  indignation. 

Ste,  So  is  mine.  Do  you  hear,  monster?  If  I 
■hould  take  a  displeasure  against  you;  look  you,~ 

TritL  Thou  wert  but  a  lost  monster. 

Qd.  Good  my  lord,  give  me  thy  favour  still: 
Be  patient,  for  the  prize  lU  bring  thee  to  Py, 

Shall  hoodwmk  this  mischance :  therefore  speak  soft- 
All  ^  hush'd  as  midnight  yet. 

Trin.  Ay,  but  to  lose  our  bottles  in  the  pool, — 

SU.  There  is  not  only  disgrace  and  dishonour  in 
that,  monster,  but  an  infinite  loss. 

Tnn,  lliat  's  more  to  me  than  my  wetdng:  yet 
Chii  U  your  harmless  fairy,  monster.  ' 


SU.  1  will  fetch  off  my  bottle,  though  I  be  o'ei 
ears  for  my  labour. 

Cal.  Prithee,  ray  king,  be  quiet :  See'st  thou  here, 
This  is  the  mouth  o*the  cell :  no  noise  and  enter.. 
Do  that  good  mischief,  which  may  make  this  island 
Thine  own  for  ever,  and  I,  thy  Caliban, 
For  aye  thy  foot-licker.  [thoughts. 

Ste.  Give  me  thy  hand:  I  do  begin  to  have  bloody 

Trin.  O  King  Stephanol  0  peerl  0  worthy 
Stephano  I  look,  what  a  wardrobe  here  is  for  thee  I 

UaL  IjQt  it  alone,  thou  fool ;  it  b  but  trash. 

Trin.  O,  ho,  monster ;  we  know  what  belongs  to 
a firippery ; — 0  King  Stephanol 

Su.  Put  off  that  gown,  Trinculo ;  by  thb  hand, 
1 11  have  that  gown. 

Trin.  Thy  grace  shall  have  it  [mean, 

CaL  The  dropsy  drown  this  fool  I  what  do  you 
To  dote  thus  on  such  luggage  ?    Let  ^  alone, 
And  do  the  mnrther  first:  if  he  awake, 
From  toe  to  crown  he  11  fill  our  skins  withpmches  { 
Make  us  strange  stuff. 

St€.  Be  you  quiet,  monster. — ^Mistress  line,  is 
not  tliis  my  jerkin?  Now  is  the  jerkin  tmder  the 
line :  now,  jerkin^  you  are  like  to  loee  your  hair, 
and  prove  a  bald  lerkin. 

Irin.  Do,  do :  We  steal  by  line  and  levels  an  \ 
like  your  grace. 

Ste.  I  tlumk  thee  for  that  jest :  here  'ii  a  garment 
for  t:  wit  shall  not  go  unrewarded  while  I  am 
king  of  this  country :  Steal  by  line  and  level  is  an 
excellent  pass  of  pate ;  there  '^  another  garment  for  *t. 

Trin.  Monster,  come,  put  some  lime  upon  ;^our 
fingers,  and  away  with  the  rest.  [time, 

CaL  I  Mrill  have  none  on  trwe  shall  lose  our 
And  all  be  turn*d  to  barnacles,  or  to  apes 
With  foreheads  vilUinous  low. 

Ste.  Monster,  lay-to  your  fingers ;  help  to  bear 
this  away  where  iny  hogshead  of  wine  is,  or  I  'U 
turn  you  out  of  my  kingdom :  go  to,  carry  this. 

Trin.  And  this. 

Ste.  Ay,  and  this. 
A  noue  of  hunters  heard.    Enter  diven  Spirits^  m 

j/iOM  of  houndsj  andhufii  tJiem  about  Prospero 

ana  Ariel  $ettmg  them  on. 

Pro,  Hey,  Mountain^  hoy  I 

ArL  Silver  I  Uiere  it  goes,  Stiver! 

Pro.  Fury^  Fury!  there,  Tyrant^  there  1  hark, 
harkl 

[Cal.,  Ste.,  and  Trim,  are  driven  out. 

Go,  charge  my  goblins  that  they  grind  their  joints 
With  dry  conviiJsions ;  shorten  up  tlieir  smews 
With  aged  cramps :  and  more  pinch^spotted  nuke 
Than  pard  or  cat  0  mountain.  [them, 

ArL  Hark,  they  roar. 

Pro.  Let  them  be  hunted  soundly:  At  this  hor" 
Lie  at  my  mercy  lUl  mine  enemies : 
Shortly  shall  all  my  Ubours  end,  and  thou 
Shalt  have  the  air  of  freedom :  for  a  littleu 
Follow,  and  do  me  service.  lExeunL 
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THE    TEMPEST. 


ACT    V. 


•SCENE  L—jgie^ theCeUof  Prospero. 
Elder  PBOSPBro,  in  his  magic  robes  ;  and  Arisl. 

Pro.  Now  does  my  project  gather  to  a  head : 
My  charms  crack  not ;  my  spirits  obey;  and  Time 
GJoes  upright  vrith  his  carriage.    How 's  the  day  ? 

Ari,  On  the  sixth  hour :  at  which  time,  my  lord, 
You  said  oar  work  should  cease. 

Pro.  I  did  say  so, 

When  first  I  rais'd  the  tempest    Say,  my  spirit, 
How  fiures  the  king  and  's  followers  ? 

Art,  Confin'd  together 

In  the  same  fashion  as  you  gave  in  charge ; 
Just  as  ^ou  left  them ;  all  prisoners,  sir. 
In  the  hne-grove  which  weather-fends  your  cell ; 
They  cannot  budge  till  your  release.    The  kuig. 
His  orother,  and  yours,  abide  all  three  distracted : 
And  the  remainder  mourning  over  them, 
Brimful  of  sorrow  and  dismay ;  but  chiefly 
Him  that  you  termed,  sir,  "The  good  old  lord, 

Gk)nza]o ; " 
His  tears  run  down  his  beard,  like  winter^  drops 
From  eaves  of  reeds:   your  charm  so  strongly 

works  them. 
That  if  YOU  now  beheld  them  your  affections 
Would  become  tender. 

Pro,  Dost  thou  think  so,  spirit? 

Aru  Mine  would,  sir,  where  I  human. 

Pro,  And  mine  shalL 

Hast  thou,  which  art  but  air.  a  touch,  a  feeling 
Of  their  afHictions?  and  shall  not  myself. 
One  of  their  kind,  that  relish  all  as  sharply, 
Passion  as  they,  be  kindlier  mov'd  than  thou  art  ? 
Though  with  their  high  wrongs  I  am  strook  to  the 

quick. 
Yet,  with  my  nobler  reason  *^inst  my  fury 
Do  I  take  part :  the  rarer  action  is 
In  virtue  tnan  in  vengeance :  they  being  penitent. 
The  sole  drift  of  my  purpose  doth  extend 
Not  a  frown  further :  Go,  release  them,  Ariel ; 
My  charms  1 11  break,  their  senses  I  'U  restore, 
And  they  sludl  be  themselves. 

An.  1 11  fetch  them,  sir.    [ExU, 

Pro,  Ye  elves  of  hills,  brooks,  standing  lakes, 
and  groves ; 
And  ye  that  on  the  sands  with  printless  foot 
£>o  chase  the  ebbing  Neptune,  and  do  fly  him, 
When  he  comes  back ;  you  demi-t)uppets  that 
By  moonshine  do  the  green  sour  ringlets  make, 
Whereof  the   ewe  not  bites;   and  you,    whose 

pastime 
Is  to  make  midnight-mushrooms ;  that  rejoice 
To  hear  the  solemn  curfew  ;  by  whose  aid 
[Weak  masters  though  ye  be]  1  have  bedinmi*d 
The  noontide  sun,  caird  forth  the  mutinous  winds, 
And  *twixt  the  green  sea  and  the  azur'd  vault 
Set  roaring  war :  to  the  dread  rattling  thunder 
Have  I  given  fire,  and  rifted  Jove's  stout  oak 
With  his  own  bolt:  the  strong-based  promontory 
Have  I  made  shake ;  and  by  the  spurs  pluck 'd  up 
the  pine  and  cedar :  graves,  at  my  oonmiand, 
Have  wak'd  their  sleepers ;  op*d  and  let  them  forth 
By  my  so  potent  art :  But  tlus  rough  magic 
I  here  abjure :  and,  when  I  have  requir^ 
Some  heavenly  music,  (which  even  now  I  do,) 
To  work  mine  end  upon  their  senses  that 
Phis  airy  charm  is  for,  I  *11  break  my  staff, 
Bury  it  certain  fathoms  in  the  earth, 
And,  deeper  tlian  did  ever  plummet  sound, 
111  droMii  my  book.  [Solemn  rmuto 


B&tnter  Ariel:  a/Ur  Am,  Alonso,  toUk  a  fmaOk 
gesture,  attended  by  Gonzalo;  bsBAsriAK  and 
Antonio  m  Uke  manner  attended  by  Adriam 
and  Francisoo:  they  all  enter  the  ards  w/Uch 
Prospebo  had  made,  and  there  stand  charmed; 
tohich  Prospero  observing,  speaks, 
A  solenm  air,  and  the  best  comforter 
To  an  imsetled  fancy,  cure  thy  brains. 
Now  useless,  boil'd  within  thy  skull  1  There  stand, 
For  you  are  all  spell  stopp'd.  • 

Holy  Qonzalo,  honourable  man. 
Mine  eves,  even  sociable  to  the  show  of  thine, 
Fall  feUowly  drops. — Th».  charm  dissolves  apace; 
And  as  the  mommg  steals  upon  the  night, 
Melting  the  darkness,  so  their  rising  senses 
Begm  to  chase  the  ignorant  fumes  that  mantle 
Their  clearer  reason.— 0  good  Qonzalo, 
My  true  preserver,  and  a  loyal  sir 
To  him  thou  follow  *st,  I  will  pay  thy  graces 
Home,  both  in  word  and  deea — Most  cruelly 
Didst  thou,  Alonso,  use  me  and  my  daughter: 
Thy  brother  was  a  furtherer  in  the  act ; —      [blood 
Thou  art  pinched  for  \  now,  Sebastian. — Fl^  ana 
You  brother  mine,  that  entertained  ambition, 
Expeird  remorse  and  nature;  who,  with  Sebastian, 
rWhose  inward  pinches  therefore  are  most  strong^ 
Would  here  have  kill'd  your  kbg ;  I  do  forgive  theo, 
Unnatural  though  thou  art! — Their  understanding 
Begins  to  swell ;  and  the  approadiing  tide 
Will  shortly  fill  the  reasonable  shores, 
That  now  he  foul  and  muddy.    Not  one  of  them 
That  yet  looks  on  me,  or  would  know  me ; — Ariel, 
Fetch  me  the  hat  and  rapier  in  my  eel  1 :  [Exit  Ariel. 
I  will  disease  me,  and  myself  present. 
As  I  was  sometime  Milan:— quickly  spirit 
Thou  shalt  ere  long  be  free. 

AjimLre-enlers,singing,cmdhelpstoattire2BXXBPvao 

ArL  Where  the  bee  sucks,  there  sock  I; 
Inaoowslip's  bell  I  lie: 
There  I  couch  when  owls  do  cry, 
On  the  bat's  back  I  do  fly 
After  summer  merrily : 
Merrily,  merrily,  shall  I  live  now. 
Under  the  bloasom  that  hangs  on  the  bough. 

Pro.  Why,  that 's  my  dainty  Ariel :  I  shall  miss 
thee; 
But  yet  thou  shalt  have  freedom :  so,  so,  so. — 
To  the  king's  ship,  invisible  as  thou  art: 
There  shalt  diou  find  the  maiiners  asleep 
Under  the  hatches;  the  master,  and  Uie  boatswain, 
Being  awake,  enforce  them  to  this  place; 
And  presently,  I  pritliee. 

An,  I  drink  the  air  before  me,  and  return 
Or  e'er  your  pulse  twice  beat.  [Exit  Ariel. 

Oon,  All  torment,trouble,wunder,and  amazement 
Inhabits  here:  Some  heavenly  power  guide  us 
Out  of  this  fearful  country  I 

Pro,  Behold,  sir  king, 

The  wronged  Duke  of  Milan,  Prospero : 
For  more  assuranoe  that  a  living  prince 
Does  now  speak  to  thee,  I  embrace  thy  body 
And  to  thee  and  thy  company,  I  bid 
A  hearty  welcome. 

Alan,  WheV  thou  beest  he,  or  no, 

Or  some  enchanted  trifle  to  abuse  me. 
As  late  I  have  been,  I  not  know :  thy  pulse 
Beats,  as  of  flesh  and  blood ;  and,  since- 1  saw  \hsx\ 
The  affliction  of  my  mind  amends,  with  which, 
I  fear,  a  madness  held  me:  this  must  crave 
CAu  if  this  be  at  all]  a  most  strange^tory. 
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Thy  dukedom  I  resign ;  and  do  enh-eat 

Thon  pardon  me  my  wrongs: — But  how  should 

Be  living,  and  be  here  ?  [Prospero 

Pro,  First,  noble  friend, 

Let  me  embrace  thine  a^ife :  whose  honour  cannot 
Be  measur'd  or  confined. 

Oim.  Whether  this  be, 

Oc  be  not,  1 11  not  swear. 

Pro,  You  do  yet  taste 

Some  snbtilties  o*  the  isle,  that  will  not  let  you 
Believe  things  certain : — Welome,  my  friends  all : — 
But  you,  my  brace  of  lords,  were  I  so  minded. 

\ABidt  to  Sedas.  and  Ant. 
[  here  oould  pluck  his  highness'  frown  upon  yon, 
And  justify  you  traitors;  at  this  time 
ni  tell  no  tales. 

Seb.  The  devil  spoaks  in  hun.     [Aside, 

Pro.  No  :— 

For  yon,  most  wicked  sir,  whom  to  call  brother 
Would  even  infect  my  mouth,  I  do  forgive 
Thy  rankest  fault ;  all  of  them ;  and  require 
My  dukedom  of  thee,  which,  perforce,  I  know 
Thou  must  restore. 

AUm,  If  thou  beest  Prospero, 

Give  us  particulars  of  tliy  preservation: 
How  thou  hast  met  us  here,  who  three  hours  since 
Were  wrack 'd  upon  this  shore ;  where  I  liave  lost 

Slow  sharp  the  point  of  this  remembrance  is  I) 
y  dear  son  Ferdinand. 

Jh>.  I  am  woe  for  X  sir. 

Ahnu  Irreparable  is  the  loss;  and  patience 
Says  it  is  past  her  cure. 

Pro,'  I  rather  think, 

Tou  have  not  sought  her  help ;  of  whose  soft  grace 
For  the  like  loss,  1  have  her  sovereign  aid. 
And  rest  myself  content. 

AUm,  You  the  like  loss? 

Pro.  As  gn*at  to  me,  as  late  ;  and  supportable 
To  make  the  dear  loss,  have  I  means  much  weaker 
Than  you  may  call  to  comfort  you :  for  I 
llMve  lost  my  daughter. 

Alon.  A  daughter? 

0  heavens!  that  they  were  living  both  in  Naples, 
The  king  and  queen  there  I  that  tnev  were,  I  wish 
II  yself  were  mndded  in  tliat  oozy  bed  [daughter  ? 
Where  my  son  lies.     When  did  you  lose  vour 

Pro,  In  this  last  tempest    I  perceive  these  fords 
At  this  encounter  do  so  much  admire, 
riuU  they  devour  their  reason ;  and  scarce  think 
rheir  eyes  do  offices  of  truth,  their  words 
Are  natural  breath :  but  howsoe'er  you  have 
Been  jnstled  from  your  senses,  know  for  certain 
That  I  am  Prospero,  and  that  very  duke 
Which    was   thrust   forth   of  Milan;  who  most 
strangely  [landed, 

Upon  this  shore,  where  yon  were  wrack *d,  was 
To  be  the  lord  on  %    No  more  yet  of  this ; 
For  *t  is  a  chronicle  of  day  by  day, 
Not  a  relation  for  a  breakfast,  nor 
Befitting  this  first  meeting.    Welcome,  sir; 
This  cell 's  my  court :  here  have  I  few  attendants, 
And  subjects  none  abroad :  pray  you,  look  in, 
Uy  dukedom  since  yon  have  given  me  again, 

1  will  reouite  you  with  as  good  a  thuig ; 

At  leastj  bring  forth  a  wonder  to  content  ye, 
As  much  as  me  my  dukedom. 
Tkeeutraneeo/the  Cetl  opens^  and  diacovers  TtSDh 
■AXD  ami  MlAAKDA  playing  at  che$$, 

Mvra.  Bweet  lord,  you  play  me  false. 

-Wt.  No,  my  dearest  love, 

I  would  not  for  the  world.  [wrangle, 

Ukm,  Yea.  for  a  score  of  kingdoms  you  should 
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And  I  would  call  it  fdr  play. 

Alan,  If  this  prove 

A  vi.^ion  of  the  island,  one -dear  son 
SJiall  I  twice  lose. 

ikb,  A  most  high  miracle  f 

Fer,  Though  the  seas  threaten,  they  are  merciftU  I 
I  have  cursed  them  without  cause.     [Per.  huxh 

to  Alon.]  Now  all  the  blessmgs 

Of  a  glad  lather  compass  thee  about  I 
Arine,  and  say  how  thou  cam*st  here. 

Mira,  01  wonder  I 

How  many  goodly  creatures  are  there  here ! 
How  beauteous  mankind  is  1    O  brave  new  world. 
That  has  sucli  people  in  W 

Pro.  T  is  new  to  thee. 

Alon,  What  is  this  nuiid,  with  whom  thou  wast 
at  play  ? 
Your  eld'st  acouaintance  cannot  be  three  hours: 
Is  she  the  goddess  tliat  hath  severed  us. 
And  brought  us  tlius  togetlier? 

Fer,  Sir,  she  is  mortal : 

But,  by  immortal  providence,  she  *s  mine ; 
I  chose  her,  when  1  could  not  ask  my  father 
For  his  advice;  nor  thought  I  had  one:  she 
Is  daughter  to  this  famous  Duke  of  Milan, 
Of  whom  so  often  I  have  heard  renown, 
But  never  saw  before ;  of  whom  1  have 
l{eceiv*d  a  second  life,  and  second  father 
This  lady  makes  him  to  me. 

Alon.  I  am  hen : 

But  O,  how  oddly  will  it  sound  that  I 
Must  ask  my  cliild  forgiveness  1    . 

Pro,  There,  sir,  stop; 

Let  us  not  burthen  our  remembrances  with 
A  heaviness  that 's  gone. 

Qon,  I  have  inly  wept, 

Or  should  have  spoke  ere  this.  Look  down,  you  gods, 
And  on  this  couple  drop  a  blessed  crown ; 
For  it  is  you  tliat  have  cluik'd  forth  the  way 
Which  brought  us  liitherl 

Alon.  I  say,  amen,  Gonzalof 

Oon.  Was  Milan  thrust  from  Milan,  that  his  issue 
Should  become  kmgs  of  Naples  ?    O,  rejoice 
Beyond  a  common  joy ;  and  set  it  down 
With  gold  on  Usting  pillars:  In  one  voyage 
Did  Claribel  her  husband  find  at  Tunis : 
And  Ferdinand,  her  brotlier,  found  a  wife 
Where  he  himself  was  lost;  Prospero,  his  dukedom. 
In  a  poor  isle ;  and  all  of  us,  ourselves. 
When  no  man  was  his  own. 

Alon,  Give  me  your  hands : 

[7b  Fer  andiiltu 
Let  grief  and  sorrow  still  tmbrace  his  heart 
That  doth  not  wish  you  joy  I 

Oon.  Bo^soIAmenl 

He-enter  Abisl,  vfith  the  Master  and  Boatswain 
amazaUy  foUotoing. 

0  look,  su*,  look,  sir ;  here  are  more  of  us  I 

1  prophesied  if  a  gallows  were  on  land. 

This  fellow  oould  not  drown ;  now,  blasphemy. 
That  swear 'st  grace  o'erboard,  not  an  oath  on  shore  ? 
Hast  thou  no  mouth  by  land  ?  What  is  tlic  n«;\vs  ? 

Boats.  The  best  news  is  that  we  have  safely  found 
Our  king,  and  company :  the  next  our  ship,— 
Which,  but  tliree  glasses  since,  we  gave  out  si)lit,— 
Is  ti^ht,  and  yare,  and  bravely  rigg'd,  as  when 
We  first  put  out  to  sea. 

Art.  Su-,  all  this  service  ) 

Have  I  dona  smee  I  went  y-Aaide^ 

Pro.  My  tricksy  spu-it! ) 

Alon.  These    are    not    natural    evenu;   they 
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Vram  itrange  to  stranger  ^— Say,  bow  came  you 
hither? 
Jhats.  If  I  did  think,  sir,  I  were  well  awake, 
IVi  strive  to  tell  you.    We  were  dead  of  sleep, 
And  (how,  we  know  not)  all  clapp'd  under  hatches, 
Where,  but  even  now,  with  strange  and  several 


Of  roaring,  shrieking,  howling,  gingling  chains, 
And  uiere  diversity  of  sounds,  all  horrible, 
We  were  awak'd;  straightway,  at  liberty: 
Where  we,  in  all  our  tnra,  freshly  beheld 
Our  royal,  good,  and  gallant  ship;  our  master 
Cajering  to  eye  her:  on  a  trice,  so  olease  you. 
Even  in  a  dream,  were  we  divided  irom  them. 
And  were  brought  moping  hither. 

ArL  Wast  well  done?  ) 

Pro.  Bravely,  my  diligence.  Thonshsit>  Aside, 
be  free.  ) 

AUm.  This  is  as  strange  a  maze  as  e*er  men  trod : 
And  there  is  in  this  business  more  than  nature 
Was  ever  conduct  of:  some  oracle 
Must  rectify  our  knowledge. 

Pro,  Sir,  my  liege, 

Do  not  infest  your  mind  with  boating  on 
The  strangeness  of  this  business :  at  picked  leisure. 
Which  shall  be  shortly,  single  1 11  resolve  you 
JWhidi  to  you  shall  seem  probable)  of  every 
These  happen 'd  accidents:  till  when,  be  cheerful. 
And  tliinlc  of  each  thing  well. — Come  hither,  spirit ; 
Set  Caliban  and  his  com^mnions  free : 
Untie  the  spell.  [Exit  Ariel.]    How  (kres  my 

gracious  sir? 
There  are  yet  missing  of  your  company 
Some  few  odd  lads  t^t  you  remember  not 

Be-enter  Ariel,  drivmp  in  Caliban,  Stbphako, 
and  Trinculo,  in  their  stolen  AppareL 

Ste,  Every  man  shift  for  all  the  rest,  and  let  no 
man  take  care  for  himself;  for  all  is  but  fortune : — 
Cora^io,  bully-monster,  Coragio! 

2Vwi.  If  these  be  true  spies  which  I  wear  in  my 
head,  here 's  a  goodly  sight. 

CaL  0  Setebos,  these  be  brave  spirits,  indeed  I 
How  fine  my  master  is  I  I  am  afraid 
He  will  chastise  me. 

Seb,  Ha,hal 

What  things  are  these,  my  Lord  Antonio  Y 
Will  money  buy  them  ? 

Ant.  Very  like ;  one  of  them 

If  a  plain  fish,  and,  no  doubt,  marketable. 

Pro,  Mark  but  the  badges  of  these  men,  my  lords, 
Th^  say  if  they  be  true :  this  misbhapen  knave, — 
His  mother  was  a  witch,  and  one  so  strong 
That  could  contiol  the  moon,  make  flows  and  ebbs, 
And  deal  in  her  command,  without  her  power : 
These  three  have  robb'd  me :  and  this  demi -devil 

?''or  he  *8  a  bastard  one)  had  plotted  with  tliem 
9  take  my  life :  two  of  these  fellows  you 
Must  know,  and  own;  this  thing  of  darkness  I 
Acknowledge  mine. 

CaL  I  shall  be  pinch'd  to  death. 

Aloru  Is  not  this  Steplumo,  my  drunken  butler? 
Sd>.  He  is  drunk  now :  Where  had  he  wine  ? 
Alan.  And  Trinculo  is  reeling  ripe:    Where 
should  they 
Find  this  grand  liquor  that  hath  gilded  them  ? 
Uow  cam 'at  thou  m  tliis  pickle  ? 
Triu,  1  have  been  in  such  a  pickle,  since  I  saw 


you  last,  that,  I  fear  me,  win  never  oat  of  my 
bones  :  I  shall  not  fear  fly-blowing. 

&b.  Why,  how  now,  btephano?  [craropi. 

t^tc.  O,  touch  me  not ;  I  am  not  Stephano  but  a 

l*ro.  You  'd  be  king  o'  the  isle,  sirrah  ? 

8te.  I  should  have  been  a  sore  one  then. 

AloTL  This  is  as  strange  tiling  as  e  V  I  look*d  on. 
[Painting  to  Cal. 

Pro.  He  is  as  disproportion  *d  in  nis  manners 
As  in  his  sliape:— Go,  sirrah,  to  my  cell; 
Take  with  you  your  companions ;  as  you  look 
To  have  my  pardon,  trim  it  handsomeij. 

Cal.  Ay,  that  I  will ;  and  1 11  be  wise  hereafter, 
And  seek  for  grace :  What  a  thrice-double  an 
Was  I,  to  take  this  drunkard  for  a  god, 
And  worship  this  dull  fool  I 

Pro.  Goto;  away! 

Alon.  Hence,  and  bestow  your  luggage  where 
you  found  it. 

Seb.  Or  stole  it,  rather. 

[Exettnt  Cal.,  Ste.,  and  Triw. 

Pro.  Sir,  I  invite  your  highness,  and  yonr  train, 
To  my  poor  cell :  where  you  shall  take  your  rest 
For  this  one  night :  which  (part  of  it)  I  11  waste 
With  such  discourse,  as,  I  not  doubt,  shall  make  it 
Go  quick  away:  the  story  of  my  life. 
And  the  particular  accidents  gone  by, 
Since  1  came  to  this  isle :  And  in  the  mom 
I  11  bring  you  to  your  ship,  and  so  to  Naples, 
Where  1  nave  hope  to  see  the  nuj»tial 
Of  these  our  dear-belov'd  solemnized ; 
And  thence  retire  me  to  my  Milan,  where 
Every  tliird  thought  shall  be  my  grave. 

Alon.  1  long 

To  hear  the  story  of  your  life,  which  must 
Take  the  ear  strangely. 

Pro.  I  11  deliver  all ; 

And  promise  yon  calm  seas,  auspicious  gales 
And  sail  so  expeditious,  that  shall  catch 
Your  royal  fleet  far  off.  -  My  Ariel  ;~cliick,— • 
That  is  thy  charge ;  then  to  the  elements 
Be  free,  and  fare  thou  well  I— [aside,]    Please  yon 
draw  near.  [£xemA 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Frobpero. 

Now  my  charms  are  all  o'erthrown, 
And  what  strength  I  have  *s  mine  own ; 
Which  is  most  faint:  now  *t  is  true, 
I  must  be  here  conlin'd  by  you. 
Or  sent  to  Naples :  Let  me  not, 
Since  I  have  my  dukedom  got. 
And  pardon 'd  the  deceiver,  dwell 
In  this  bare  island,  by  your  spell ; 
But  release  me  from  my  bands. 
With  the  help  of  your  good  hands. 
Gentle  breath  of  yours  my  sails 
Must  fill,  or  else  my  project  fails, 
Which  was  to  please:  Now  I  want 
Spirits  to  enforce,  art  to  enchant; 
And  my  ending  is  despair. 
Unless  I  be  reliev'd  by  prayer; 
Which  pierces  so,  that  it  asjiaults 
Mercy  itself,  and  frees  all  faults. 
As  you  from  crimes  would  pardooH  be, 
Let  your  indulgence  net  me  free* 
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DRAMATIS  PERSON^tE. 


_BVn  OF  MILAN,  father  to  Bllyl*. 

VILSNTINB  and  PROTEUS,  gentlemen  of  Verona. 

ANTONIO,  father  to  Proteut. 

THUK  0.  a  foolUh  rival  to  Valentine. 

SOL  iMOUR,  agent  for  Silvia  in  her  eicapt. 

BPEEO,  a  elownlib  lervant  to  Valentine. 

LAVNOE,  lenrant  to  Proteva. 


PANTHDrO.  Mnraat  to  i 

HOST,  where  Julia  lodge*  in  1 
Outlaw*. 

JTTLEA,  a  lady  of  Verooa,  beloved  bv  Proteui. 

8ILVIA,  the  Dttke'i  daughter,  beloved  hf  VaUntiaa. 

LUCSTTA,  watOng-woman  to  Jnlia, 

Berranta.       MnildaM. 


BCENE   Bometlmei  la  Verona,  •ometimet  In  ICUan,  and  on  the  Frontlera  of  Kantwk 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I.— An  openjpiaee  m  Veramu 
Enter  Valentine  and  Proteus. 

VaL  Cease  to  persuade,  mj  loving  Proteus; 
Home-keeping  youth  have  ever  homely  wits : 
Wert  not  affection  chains  thy  tender  days 
To  the  sweet  eUinces  of  thy  honoured  love, 
I  rather  would  entreat  thy  comoany, 
To  see  the  wonders  of  the  worla  abroad, 
Than  living  dully  sluggardiz*d  at  home, 
Wear  out  thy  youth  with  shapeless  idleness. 
£tet,  since  thou  lov'st,  love  still,  and  thrive  diereiu, 
i£ven  as  I  would,  when  I  to  love  begin. 

Pro,  Wilt  thou  be  gone?  Sweet  Valentme,  adieu  I 
Think  on  thy  Proteus,  when  thou,  haply,  seest 
&.me  rare  note-worthy  object  in  thy  travel: 
Wish  me  partaker  in  thy  happiness, 
When  thou  dost  meet  good  hap ;  and  in  thy  danger, 
If  ever  danger  do  environ  thee, 
Commend  thy  grievance  to  mv  holy  prayers, 
For  I  will  be  thy  beadsman,  Valentine. 

VaL  And  on  a  love-book  pray  for  my  success. 

Pro,  Upon  some  book  1  love.  111  pray  for  thee. 

VaL  Tnat*s  on  some  sliallow  story  of  deep  love. 
How  young  Leander  cross 'd  the  HeilesponL 

Pro.  That's  a  deep  story  of  a  deeper  love; 
For  he  was  more  than  over  shoes  in  love. 

VaL  Tis  true ;  for  you  are  over  boots  in  love ; 
And  yet  you  never  swam  the  Hdlespont. 

Pro,  Over  the  boots?  nay,  give  me  not  the  boots. 

VaL  No,  ni  not,  for  it  boots  thee  not. 

Pro,  What?  [groans; 

VaL  To  be  in  love,  where  scorn  is  bought  with 
Coy   looks   with    heart-sore  sighs;   one   fading 

moment's  mirth, 
With  twenty  watchful,  weary,  tedious  nights: 
If  haply  won,  perliaps,  a  hapless  gain ; 
If  lost,  whv  then  a  grievous  labour  won; 
However,  but  a  folly  bought  with  wit. 
Or  else  a  wit  by  folly  vanquished. 

Pro,  So,  by  your  circumstance,  vou  call  me  fooU 

VaL  8o,b V  you  r  circum.stance,  1  fear,  you  1 1  prove. 

Pro,  "Tis  love  you  cavil  at ;  I  am  not  Love. 

VaL  Love  u  yoiit  master,  for  he  masters  yon : 
And  be  that  is  so  yoked  by  a  fool, 
liethinks  sliould  not  be  chronicled  for  wise. 

Pro.  Yet  writers  say,*  As  in  the  sweetest  buJ 
rhe  eating  canker  dwells,  so  eatmg  love 
Inhabits  in  the  finest  wits  of  all. 


VciL  And  writers  say,  As  the  most  forward  bud 
Is  eaten  by  the  canker  ere  it  blow, 
Even  so  by  love  the  young  and  tender  wit 
Is  tum'd  to  folly,  blasting  in  the  bud. 
Losing  Ills  verdure  even  m  the  prime, 
And  all  the  fair  effects  of  future  hopes. 
But  wherefore  waste  I  time  to  counsel  thee, 
That  art  a  votary  to  fond  desire  ? 
Once  more  adieu :  my  fifither  at  the  road 
Expects  my  coming,  there  to  see  me  shipp'd. 

Pro.  And  thither  will  I  bring  thee,  Valentine. 

VaL  Sweet  Proteus,  no ;  now  let  us  take  our  lea  v& 
Of  Milan,  let  us  hear  from  thee  by  letters, 
At  thy  success  in  love,  and  what  news  else 
Betideth  here  in  absence  of  thy  friend : 
And  I  likewise  will  visit  thee  with  mine. 

Pro,  All  happiness  bechance  to  thee  in  Milan  1 

VaL  As  much  to  you  at  home  I  and  so  farewelL 

{Exit  Valentin B. 
after  love : 
He  leaves  his  friends,  to  dignifv  them  more ; 
I  leave  myself,  my  friends,  and  all  for  love. 
Thou,  Julia,  tliou  hast  metamorphos'd  me ; 
Made  me  neglect  my  studies,  lose  my  time. 
War  with  ^ood  counsel,  set  the  world  at  nought  I 
Made  wit  with  musing  weak,heart  sick  with  thought. 
Enter  Speed. 
Speed,  Sir  Proteus,  save  you:  Saw  you  my 
master  ?  [Milan. 

Pro,  But  now  he  parted  hence,  to  embark  fv>r 
Soeed.  Twenty  to  one  then,  he  is  shipp'd  already  • 
And  I  have  play*d  the  sheep  in  losing  him. 

Pro.  Indeed  a  sheep  doth  very  often  stray, 
An  if  the  shepherd  be  a  while  away. 
Spud,  You  conclude  that  my  master  is  a  shep- 
herd then,  and  I  a  sheep  ? 
Pro,  I  do.  [whether  I  wake  or  sleep. 

Speed.  Why,  then,  my  horns  are  his  horns. 
Fro,  A  silly  answer,  and  fitting  well  a  sheep. 
Speed,  This  proves  me  still  a  sheep. 


^ro.  True ;  and  thy  master  a  shepherd. 

Speed  Nay,  that  1  can  denv  by  a  clrcumstanre. 

Pro.  It  shall  go  hard,  but  1 11  prove  it  by  another. 

Speed  The  shepherd  seeks  the  sheep,  and  not 
the  sheep  the  shepnerd ;  but  I  seek  my  master,  and 
m}  master  seeks  not  me ;  therefore,  I  am  no  sheep. 

Pro.  The  sheep  for  fodder  follow  the  shepherd, 
the  shepherd  for  food  follows  not  tl^e  sheep ;  iboa 
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(ior  wages  followest  thy  master,  thy  master  for 
wages  follows  not  thee ;  therefore,  thou  art  a  sheep. 

Speed.  ISuch  another  proof  will  make  me  cry  baa. 

tro.  But  dost  thou  hear?  gav^t  thou  my  letter 
to  Julia? 

Speed,  Ay,  sir:  I,  a  lost  mutton,  gave  your 
Jetter  to  her,  a  laced  mutton ;  and  she,  a  laced  mut- 
ton,  gave  me,  a  lost  mutton,  nothing  for  mv  labour. 

Fro,  Here's  too  small  a  pasture  for  such  a  store 
of  muttons.  [best  stick  her. 

Bpeed,  If  the  ground  be  overcharg'd,  you  were 

PiiK  Nay,  in  that  you  are  astray ;  twere  best 

pound  you.         [for  carrying  your  letter. 

*  Speed.  Nay,  sir,  less  than  a  pound  shall  serve  me 

Pro,  You  mistake ;  I  mean  the  pound,  a  pinfold. 

J^xed,  From  a  pound  to  a  pin?  fold  it  over  and 

over,  Pover. 

Tia  threefold  too  little  for  carrying  a  letter  to  your 

Fro,  But  what  said  she?  did  she  nod? 

Speed,  I.  [Speed  nocb. 

Fro,  Nod  I  ?  why,  thafi  noddy. 

Speed,  You  mistook,  sir;  I  say  she  did  nod: 
and  you  ask  me,  if  she  did  nod,  and  I  say,  I. 

Fro,  And  that  set  together,  is— noddy. 

Speed,  Now  you  have  taken  the  pains  to  set  it 
together,  take  it  for  your  pains. 

Pro,  No,  no,  you  shall  have  it  for  bearing  the 
letter.  [with  vou. 

Aieed,  Well,  I  perceive,  I  most  be  iatn  to  bear 

Fro.  Why,  sir,  how  do  you  bear  with  me  ? 

J^eed,  Marry,  sir,  the  letter  very  orderly ;  having 
nothing  but  the  word,  noddy,  for  my  pains. 

Fro,  Beshrew  me,  but  you  have  a  quick  wit. 

J^Med,  And  yet  it  cannot  overtake  your  slow 
purse.  [said  she? 

Fro,  Come,  come,  open  the  matter  in  brief ;  what 

Speed,  Open  vonr  purse,  that  the  money  and  the 
matter  may  be  both  at  once  delivered      (said  she? 

Fro,  Well,  sir,  here  is  for  your  pains:  What 

£^9eed.  Truly,  sir,  I  think  you'll  hardly  win  her. 

Fro,  Why?  Could'st  thou  perceive  so  much 
from  her? 

S^fteed,  Sir,  I  oould  perceive  nothing  at  all  from 
her ;  no,  not  so  much  as  a  ducat  for  delivering  your 
letter :  And  being  so  hard  to  me  that  brought  vour 
mind,  I  fear  she'll  prove  as  hard  to  you  in  telling 
her  mind.  Give  her  no  token  but  stones ;  for  she's 
as  hard  as  steel. 

Fro,  What,  said  she  nothing? 

Speed,  No,  not  so  much  as — taike  this  fir  thy 
wiitti.  To  testify  your  bounty,  I  thank  you,  you 
nave  testem'd  me ;  in  requital  whereof^  henceforth 


According  to  my  shallow  simple  skill. 
Jtd,  What  think'st  thou  of  the  fair  Su-  Eglamonrf 
Lue,  As  of  a  knight  well  spoken,  neat  and  &ie: 

But,  were  I  you,  he  never  should  be  mine. 
Jul.  What  think'st  thou  of  the  rich  Mercatio? 
Luc  Well  of  his  wealth ;  but  of  himself,  so,  sa 
Jtd,  What  thmk'st  thou  of  the  gentle  Proteus  ? 
Luc  Lord,  lord  1  to  see  what  fofly  reigns  in  us  I 
Jul  How  now,  what  means  this  passion  at  Im 

name? 
Luc  Pardon,  dear  madam ;  'tis  a  passing  shame^ 

That  I,  unworthy  body  as  I  am, 

Sh.'^uVl  censure  thus  on  lovely  gentlemen. 
Jul  Why  not  on  Proteus,  as  of  all  the  rest? 
Luc  Thenthus,— of  many  good  I  think  him  beat 
JuL  Your  reason? 
Luc  I  have  no  other  but  a  woman's  reason* 

I  think  him  so,  because  I  think  hun  so.  [liimf 
JuL  And  would 'st  thou  have  me  cast  my  love  or 
Luc  Ay,  if  you  thought  your  love  not  castaway 
JuL  Why,he  of  all  therest  hath  nevermov'dme 
Zmc  Yet  he  of  all  the  rest,  I  thmk,  best  loves  ye 
JuL  His  little  speaking  shows  his  love  but  small 
Luc  Fire,  that  is  closest  kept,  bums  most  of  all 
JuL  Thevdonotlove,that  do  notshow  their  lov€ 
JJuc  Oh  I  they  love  least,  that  let  men  knon 

their  love. 
JuL  I  would  I  knew  his  mind. 
Luc  Peruse  this  paper,  madam. 
JuL  TbJiuZia,— Say,  from  whomi 
Luc  That  the  contents  will  show. 
JuL  Saj,  say;  who  gave  it  thee? 
Luc  Sir  Yalentme's  page ;  and  sent,  I  think 
from  Proteus : 

He  would  have  given  it  you,  but  I,  being  in  the  war 

Did  in  your  name  receive  it;  pardon  the  fault 
I  pray. 
JuL  Now,  by  my  modesty,  a  goodly  broker  I 

Dare  you  presume  to  harbour  wanton  line*? 

To  whisper  and  conspire  against  my  youth? 

Now,  trust  me,  'tis  an  office  of  great  worth, 

And  yon  an  officer  fit  for  the  place. 

There,  take  the  paper,  see  it  be  retum'd ; 

Or  else  return  no  more  into  my  sight  [hate 

Luc  To  plead  for  love  deserves  more  fee  than 
JuL  Will  you  be  gone? 
Luc  That  you  may  ruminate.  [ExU 

JuL  And  yet  I  would  I  had  o'erlooked  the  letter 

It  were  a  shame  to  call  her  back  a^n. 

And  pray  her  to  a  fault  for  which  I  chid  her. 

What  fool  is  sh&  that  knows  I  am  a  maid. 

And  would  not  force  the  letter  to  my  view? 
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JvL  Why  did*st  thou  stoop  then? 

Lnc,  To  take  a  paper  up  tliat  I  let  full. 

JvL  And  lA  that  paper  nothing? 

Luc  Nothing  concerning  me. 

JvL  Then  let  it  lie  for  those  that  it  concerns. 

Luc  Madam,  it  will  not  lie  where  it  concerns, 
Unless  it  have  a  fialse  interpreter.  [rhyme. 

JvL  Some  love  of  ^our^s  hath  writ  to  you  in 

Luc  That  I  might  sing  it,  madam,  to  a  tune : 
Give  me  a  note :  your  ladyship  can  set. 

JvL  As  little  by  such  toys  as  may  be  possible : 
Best  sin^  it  to  the  tune  of  "Li^ht  o^  love." 

Luc  It  is  too  heavy  for  so  light  a  tune. 

JvL  Heavy?  belike  it  hath  some  burden  then. 

Lite  Ay  :and  melodious  were  it,  would  you  singit 

JvL  Ana  why  not  you? 

Luc  I  cannot  readi  so  high. 

JvL  Let's  see  your  song ; — How,  now,  minion  ? 

Luc  Keep  tune  there  still,  so  on  will  sing  it  oat; 
And  ret,  methinks,  I  do  not  like  this  tune. 

Jm,  You  do  not? 

Luc  No,  madam ;  it  is  too  sharp. 

JvL  Ton,  minion,  are  too  saucy. 

Luc  Nay,  now  you  are  too  flat. 
And  mar  the  concord  with  too  harsh  a  descant : 
There  wanteth  but  a  mean  to  fill  your  song. 

JvL  The  mean  is  drown'd  with  your  unruly  base. 

Luc  Indeed,  I  bid  the  base  for  Proteus. 

JvL  This  babble  shall  not  henceforth  trouble  me. 
HereisaeoUwithprotestationI—  [jtejt/i*  fester. 
Go,  get  yoa  gone ;  and  let  the  papers  lie : 
Ton  would  be  fingering  them,  to  anger  me. 

Luc  She  makes  it  strange ;  but  she  would  be 
best  pleas'd 
To  be  60  anger*d  with  another  letter.  [Exit, 

JuL  Nay,  would  I  were  so  anger'd  with  the  same ; 

0  hatefiil  hands,  to  tear  such  loving  wordsl 
Injurious  wasps!  to  feed  on  such  sweet  honey 
And  kill  the  bees,  that  yield  it,  with  your  stmgs  I 
111  kiss  each  several  paper  for  amends. 
And  here  is  writ~"kind  Julia :"— unkind  Julia  I 
As  m  revenge  of  thy  mgratitude, 

1  throw  thy  name  against  the  bruising  stones, 
Trampling  contemptuously  on  thy  disdain. 
Look,  here  is  writ — "love-wounded  Proteus:"^ 
Poor  wounded  name !  my  bosom,  as  a  bed,     [heai'd ; 
Shall  lodge  thee,  till  thy  wound  be  thoroughly 
And  thus  I  searcn  it  with  a  sovereign  kiss. 
But  twice,  or  thrice,  was  Proteus  written  down? 
Be  calm,  good  wind,  blow  not  a  word  away, 
Till  I  have  found  each  letter  in  the  letter,      [bear 
Except  mine  own  name;  that  some  whirlwind 
Unto  a  rag^.  fearful,  hanging  rock, 
And  throw  it  thence  into  the  raging  sea! 
Lo,  here  in  one  line  is  his  name  twice  writ, — 
**  Poor  forlorn  Proteus,  passionate  Proteus, 
To  the  sweet  Julia;"  that  111  tear  away; 
And  yet  I  will  not,  sith  so  prettily 
He  couples  it  to  his  complaining  names: 
Thus  will  I  fold  them  one  upon  another ; 
Now  kiss,  embrace,  contend,  do  what  you  wilL 

B&tnter  Lucbtta. 


Luc  Madam,  dinner^  ready,  and  your  fiither  stays. 
JvL  Well,  let  us  go.  [here  ? 

Luc  What,  shall  these  papers  lie  like  tell-tales 
JvL  If  you  respect  them,  oest  to  take  them  up ! 
Luc  Nay,  I  was  taken  up  for  laying  them  down : 
Tet  here  they  shall  not  lie,  for  catching  coM. 

JvL  I  see,  you  have  a  month*^  mind  to  them. 

lAic  Ay,  madam,  yoa  may  say  what  sights  you 
see; 
I  Me  things  too,  altheogfa  yoa  jadfl;e  I  win)c 
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JvL  Come,  oome,wilU  please  yon  go? 

[Exewni 

SCENE  III,— The  same— A  Room  in 
Antonio's  Mouse, 

Enter  Antonio  and  PANnnNO. 

Ant,  Tell  me,  Panthino,  what  sad  talk  was  thaf) 
Wherewith  my  brother  held  you  in  the  cloister? 

Ftm.  Twas  of  hb  nephew  Proteus,  your  son. 

Ant,  Why,  what  of  him? 

Pan,  He  wonder'd  tliat  your  lordship 
Would  suffer  him  to  spend  his  youth  at  homv. 
While  other  men,  of  slender  reputation. 
Put  forth  their  sons  to  seek  preferment  out: 
Some  to  the  wars,  to  try  their  fortune  there; 
Some  to  discover  islands  hi  away; 
Some  to  the  studious  universities. 
For  any,  or  for  all  these  exercises. 
He  said  that  Proteus,  your  son,  was  meet; 
And  did  request  me  to  importune  you, 
To  let  him  spend  his  time  no  more  at  home, 
Whicli  would  be  great  impeachment  to  his  age. 
In  havine  known  no  travel  in  his  youth. 

Ant,  Nor  need'st  thou  much  importune  me  to  that 
Whereon  this  month  I  have  been  hammering. 
I  have  considered  well  his  loss  of  time; 
And  how  he  cannot  be  a  perfect  man, 
Not  being  try'd  and  tutord  in  the  world: 
Experience  is  by  industry  achieved, 
And  perfected  by  the  swift  course  of  time: 
Then,  tell  me,  whither  were  I  best  to  send  himV 

Pan,  I  think  your  lordship  is  not  i^orant, 
How  his  companion,  youthful  Valentine, 
Attends  the  emperor  m  his  royal  court. 

Ant,  I  know  it  well.  Riim  thither: 

Pan,  Twere  good,  I  think,  your  lordship  sent 
There  shall  he  practise  tilts  and  tournaments, 
Hear  sweet  discourse,  converse  with  noblemen; 
And  be  in  eye  of  every  exercise. 
Worthy  his  youth  and  nobleness  of  birth. 

Ant,  I  like  thy  counsel;  well  hast  thou  advised; 
And,  that  thou  may'st  perceive  how  well  I  like  it. 
The  execution  of  it  shall  make  known ; 
Even  with  the  speediest  execution 
I  will  de^atch  him  to  the  emperor^  court. 

Pant,   To-morrow,   may  it   please   you,    Don 
Alphonso, 
With  other  gentlemen  of  good  esteem. 
Are  journeying  to  salute  the  emperor. 
And  to  commend  then*  service  to  his  will. 

Ant,  Good  company;  with  them  shall  Proteus^. 
And  in  good  time.— Now  will  we  break  with  him. 

Enter  ^wotEXsa, 

Pro,  Sweet  lore!  sweet  lines!  sweet  life! 
Here  is  her  hand,  the  agent  of  her  heart; 
Here  is  her  oath  for  love,  her  honour's  pawn: 
Oh!  that  our  fiEithers  would  applaud  our  loves, 
To  seal  our  happiness  with  their  consents! 
Oh,  heavenly  Julia! 

Ant,  How  now?  what letterare you readingthere? 

Pro,  May  t  please  your  lordship,  *tis  a  word  or  two  • 
Of  commendation  sent  from  Valentine| 
Delivered  by  a  friend  that  came  from  him. 

Ant,  Lend  me  the  letter;  let  me  see  what  news. 

Pro,  There  is  no  news,  my  lord ;  but  that  he  writer 


How  happily  he  lives,  how  well  belov'd, 

ily  graoed  by  the  emperor; 
Wishing  me  with  him,  partner  of  his  fortune. 


And  daily  graced  by  the  emperor; 

"""^ishing  me  with  him,  partner  of  h«,  .w..».«- 

AnL  And  how  stand  you  affected  to  his  wish? 

Pro,  As  one  relying  on  your  lordship^  will. 
And  not  depending  on  his  friendly  wish. 

AnL  M.J  will  is  something  sorted  with  his  w^*" 
DigitizecTby  LC 


22 


THE    TWO    GENTLEMEiN    OF    VERONA. 


^lose  not  that  I  thus  suddenly  proceed; 
For  what  I  will,  I  will,  and  there  an  end. 
I  am  resolv'd  that  thou  shalt  spend  some  time 
With  Valentinus  in  the  emperor's  court: 
What  maintenance  he  from  his  friends  receives, 
Like  exhibition  thou  slialt  have  from  me. 
To-morrow  be  in  readiness  to  go: 
Excuse  it  not,  for  Tm  peremptory. 

Pro,  My  lord,  I  cannot  be  so  soon  provided; 
Please  70U,  deliberate  a  day  or  two.  [thee: 

AnL  Look,  what  thou  want^st  shall  be  sent  after 
No  more  of  stay;  to-morrow  thou  must  go. — 
Come  on,  Panthino;  you  shall  be  employ 'd 
To  hasten  on  his  expedition. 

[Exeunt  Art.  and  Paw. 

Av.  Thus  have  I  shimn'd  the  fire,  for  fear  of 
burning; 


And  drench *d  me  in  the  sea,  where  I  am  drown *d: 
I  fear'd  to  show  my  father  Julia's  letter. 
Lest  he  should  take  exceptions  to  my  love; 
And  with  the  vantage  of  mine  own  excuse 
Hath  he  excepted  most  against  my  love. 
Oh  I  how  this  spring  of  love  resembleth 

The  tmcertain  glory  of  an  April  day; 
Which  now  sliows  all  the  beauty  of  the  sun, 

And  by  and  by  a  cloud  takes  all  away  I 

Be-enter  Panthiko. 

Ban,  Sir  Proteus,  your  father  calls  for  you; 
He  Is  in  haste ;  therefore,  I  pray  you,  go. 

Pro.  Why,  thiij  it  is !  my  heart  accords  thereto; 
And  yet  a  thousand  times  it  answers,  No. 

[JE«BS1I}|/« 


ACT    II. 


tiCENE  L— JftZon.    An  ApctrtmerU  in  ihe  Duke's 

Palaoe. 

Enter  Valektinb  and  Speed. 

Speed,  Sir,  your  glove. 

VaL  Not  mme;  my  gloves  are  on.        [but  one. 

&xed.  Why  then  this  may  be  jours,  for  this  is 

VaL  Ha!  let  me  see :  ay,  give  it  me,  it's  mine ^— 
S?veet  ornament  that  decks  a  thing  divine  I 
Ahl   Silvia!   Silvia! 

Speed.  Madam  Silvia  I  madam  Silvia! 

VaL  How  now,  sirrah? 

Speed,  She  is  not  within  hearing,  sir. 

Vol  Why,  sir,  who  badn  you  call  her? 

j^eed.  Your  worship,  sir;  or  else  I  mistook. 

VaL  Well,  you'll  still  be  too  forward.        [slow. 

i^eed.  And  yet  I  was  last  chidden  for  being  too 

VaL  Go  to,  sir;  tell  me,  do  you  know  madam 
Silvia? 

£heed.  She  that  your  worship  loves? 

VaL  Why  how  know  you  that  I  am  in  love? 

SjKed,  Marry:  By  these  special  marks:  First, 
you  have  learned,  like  Sir  Proteus,  to  wreath  your 
arms  like  a  malecontent:  to  relish  a  love  song. 
line  a  robin  redbreast;  to  walk  alone,  like  one  that 
bad  the  pestilence:  to  sigh,  like  a  schoolboy  that 
had  lost  his  A,  B,  C ;  to  weep,  like  a  young  wench 
that  had  buried  her  grandam;  to  fast,  like  one  that 
takes  diet;  to  watch,  like  one  that  fears  robbing; 
to  speak  puling,  Uke  a  beggar  at  Hallowmas.  You 
were  wont,  when  you  laughed,  to  crow  like  a  cock; 
when  yon  walked,  to  walk  like  one  of  the  lions; 
when  you  &sted,  it  was  presently  after  dinner; 
when  you  looked  sadly,  it  was  for  want  of  money: 
and  now  you  are  metamorphosed  with  a  mistress, 
that,  when  I  look  on  you,  I  can  hardly  think  you 
my  master. 

Vol,  Are  all  these  things  perceived  m  me  ? 

Speed,  They  are  all  perceived  without  yoo. 

VaL  Without  me?    They  cannot. 

Speed,  Without  you?  nay,  that's  certam,  for, 
without  you  were  so  simple,  none  else  would :  but 
70a  are  so  without  these  follies,  that  these  follies 
are  within  you,  and  shine  through  you  like  the 
water  in  an  urinal;  that  not  an  eye  that  sees  you 
but  is  a  physician  to  comment  on  your  malady. 

VaL  But,  tell  me,  dost  thou  know  my  lady  Silvia? 

Speed.  She,  that  you  gaze  on  so,  as  she  sits  at 
supper? 

!((/.  Hast  thoL  obscrv'd  that?  even  she  I  mean. 

Speed.  Why,  sir,  1  know  her  not. 

Vdi,  Dost  thou  know  her  by  my  gazing  on  her, 
imd  vet  know'st  her  not. 


Speed.  Is  she  not  hard  favoured,  sir  ? 

VaL  Not  so  fair,  boy,  as  well  favoured. 

Speed,  Su",  I  know  that  well  enough. 

VaL  What  dost  thou  know  ?  [favoured. 

I^peed,  That  she  is  not  so  fair,  as  (of  you)  well 

VaL  I  mean,  that  her  beauty  is  exquisite,  but 
her  favour  infinite. 

Speed,  That's  because  the  one  is  painted,  and  the 
other  out  of  all  count? 

Val,  How  painted  ?  and  how  out  of  count? 

Speed,  Marry,  sir,  so  painted,  to  make  her  fiur, 
that  no  man  counts  of  her  beau^.  [beauty. 

Ka/.  How  esteem'st  thoume?    I  account  of  her 

Speed.  You  never  saw  her  since  she  was  deformed . 

Val,  How  long  hath  she  been  deformed  ? 

Speed.  Ever  since  you  loved  her. 

Vol.  I  have  loved  her  ever  since  I  saw  her ;  and 
still  I  see  her  beautiful. 

Speed,  If  you  love  her,  you  cannot  see  her. 

^^Why? 

Speed.  Because  love  is  blmd.  O  that  yon  had 
mine  eyes ;  or  your  own  had  the  lights  they  were 
wont  to  have,  when  you  chid  at  Sir  Proteus  for 
going  ungartered ! 

VaL  What  should  I  see  then? 

Speed,  Your  own  present  folly,  and  her  passing 
deformity :  for  he,  being  in  love,  could  not  see  to 
garter  liis  hose;  and  you,  being  in  love,  cannot 
see  to  put  on  your  hose. 

VaL  Belike,  boy,  then  you  are  in  love;  for  last 
morning  you  could  not  see  to  wipe  my  shoes. 

Speed,  True,  sir;  I  was  in  love  with  my  bed: 
I  thank  you,  you  swinged  me  for  my  love,  which 
makes  me  the  bolder  to  chide  you  for  yours. 

VaL  In  conclusion,  I  stand  affected  to  her. 

Sjieed,  I  would  you  were  set:  so,  your  afkctiou 
would  cease. 

VaL  Last  night  she  enjoined  me  to  write  some 
lines  to  one  she  loves. 
Speed,  And  have  you? 

VaL  I  have. 

Speed,  Are  they  not  lamely  writ  ? 

VaL  No,  boy,  but  as  well  I  can  do  them>— 
Peace,  here  she  comes. 

EvJter  Silvia. 

Speed.  O  excellent  motion  I  0  exceedmg  puppet; 
now  will  he  interpret  to  her.  [morrows. 

VaL  Madam    and   mistress,  a  thousand  ^uod- 

^;>«v/.  O  'give  you  good  even!  Here's  a  million 
of  manners.  [Aside. 

SiL  Sir  Valentine  and  servant,  to  you  twv- 
thoiuuuid. 
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iJKed,  He  should  giro  her  interest ;  and  sLti 
gires  it  him. 

VaL  As  jou  enjoin*d  me,  I  have  writ  your  letter, 
Unto  the  secret  nameless  friend  of  yours ; 
Which  I  wras  much  unwilling  to  proceed  in, 
Bat  for  my  duty  to  your  ladyship. 

SO,  I  thank  you,  gentle  servant:  'tis  very 
derkly  done.  [oil; 

VaC  Now  trust  me,  madam,  it  came  hardly 
For,  being  ignorant  to  whom  it  goes, 
I  writ  at  random,  very  doubtfully.  [pains. 

JSU,  Perchance  you  think  too  much  of  so  much 

V(d,  No,  madam :  so  it  stead  you,  I  will  write, 
Please  yon  command,  a  thousand  times  as  much : 
Andyet, — 

Sui  A  pretty  period  I  Well,  I  guess  the  sequel : 
And  yet  i  will  not  name  it}-^and  yet  I  care  not; — 
And  yet  take  this  again;— and  yet  I  thank  you ; 
MeaniuR  henceforth  to  trouble  you  no  more. 

SjteecL  And  yet  you  will;  and  yet  another  yet. 

[Aside, 

VaL  What  means  your  ladyship?  do  you  not 
Ukeit? 

SiL  Yes,  yes ;  the  lines  are  very  quaintly  writ : 
But  since  unwillingly,  take  them  again  I 
Nay  take  them. 

VaL  Madam,  they  are  for  you. 

SiL  Av,  ay ;  you  writ  them,  sir,  at  my  request: 
But  I  will  none  of  them,  they  are  for  ^rou . 
I  would  have  had  them  writ  more  movingly. 

VaL  Please  you,  HI  write  your  ladyship  another. 

SU,  And  when  it's  ^mt,  for  my  sake  read  it  over; 
And  if  it  please  you,  so :  if  not,  why  so. 

VaL  If  it  please  me,  madam  I  what  then  ? 

SL  Why,  if  it  please  you,  take  it  for  your 
labour; 
And  so  good-morrow,  servant  [Exit  Silvia. 

Spee£  O  jest  unseen,  inscrutable,  invisible. 
As  a  nose  on  a  man's  face,  or  a  weathercock  on  a 
steeple  I  [suitor. 

My  master  sues  to  her ;  and  she  hath  taught  her 
He  being  her  pupil,  to  become  her  tutor. 
O  excellent  device  I  Mras  there  ever  heard  a  better? 
That  my  master,  being  scribe,  to  himself  should 
write  the  letter? 

VaL  How  now,  sir?  what  are  you  reasoning 
with  yourself? 

JB^md,  Nay,  I  was  rhyming;  tis  you  that  have 
the  reason. 

VaL  To  do  what? 

J^eed,  To  be  a  spokesman  from  madam  Silvia. 

VaL  To  whom? 

Speed.  To  yourself;  why,  she  woos  you  by  a 
figure. 

VaL  What  figure? 

Speed,  By  a  fetter,  I  should  say. 

VaL  Why,  she  hath  not  writ  to  me? 

Speed,  What  need  she,  when  she  hath  made 
you  write  to  yourself?  Why,  do  you  not  perceive 
ihejcst? 

VaL  No,  believe  me, 

Speed,  No  believing  you,  indeed,  sir:  But  did 
yonperoetve  her  earnest? 

VaL  She  gave  mo  none,  except  an  angry  word. 

Speed,  Why,  she  hath  given  you  a  letter. 

VaL  That's  the  letter  I  writ  to  her  friend. 

Speed,  And  that  letter  hath  she  delivered,  and 
there  an  end. 

VaL  1  would  it  were  no  worse. 

Speeil,  111  warrant  you,  'tia  as  well: 
"For  often  vou  have  writ  to  her;  and  she,  in 

mooesty, 
Or  eh>e  for  want  ol'  idle  time,  could  not  again  reply ; 


Or  foaring  else  some  messenger,  that  might  her 

mind  discover. 
Herself  hath  taught  her  love  himself  to  write  unto 

her  lover." — 
All  this  I  speak  in  print;  for  in  print  I  found  it- 
Why  muse  you,  sir?  *tis  dinner  time. 
Vol.  I  have  dined. 

Speed,  Ay,  but  hearken,  sir:  though  the  came 
Icon  Love  can  feed  on  the  air,  I  am  one  that  am 
nourishd  by  m^  victuals,  and  would  £un  have  meat 
Oh!  be  not  like  your  mistress,  be  moved,  be 
moved.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  TL—Verotuu—A  Boom  in  Julia's  Houte. 
EtUer  Proteus  omf  Julia. 
Ihv,  Have  patience,  gentle  Julia. 
Jul,  I  must,  where  is  no  remedy. 
Pro,  When  possibly  I  can,  I  will  return. 
JuL  If  you  turn  not,  you  will  return  the  sooner: 
Keep  this  remembrance  for  thy  Julia's  sake. 

[Oivitig  a  ring. 
Pro,  Why  then  well  make  exchange ;  here,  taks 

you  this. 
JuL  And  seal  the  bargain  with  a  holy  kiss. 
Pro.  Here  is  my  hand  for  my  true  constancy; 
And  when  that  hour  o'er-bllps  me  in  the  day. 
Wherein  I  sigh  not,  Julia,  tor  thy  sake. 
The  next  ensuing  hour  some  foul  mischance 
Torment  me  for  my  love's  forgetfulness  1 
My  fcither  stays  my  coming ;  answer  not ; 
The  tide  is  now :  nay  not  Uie  tide  of  tears ; 
That  tide  will  stay  me  longer  tlum  I  should. 

[Exit  JCLLK 
Julia,  farewell. — What  I  gone  without  a  word? 
Ay,  so  true  love  should  do;  it  cannot  speak ; 
For  truth  hath  better  deeds,  than  words,  to  grace  it 
Enter  Panthino. 
Pan,  Sir  Proteus,  you  are  staid  for. 
Pro.  Go;  I  come,  I  come: — 
Alas!  this  parting  strikes  poor  lovers  dumb. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE  Ill.—Theettme.—A  Street. 
Enter  Launcb,  leading  a  dog. 
Laun,  Nay,  'twill  be  this  hour  ere  I  have  done 
weeping;  all  the  kind  of  the  Launces  have  this 
very  fault:  1  have  received  my  proportion,  like 
the  prodigious  son,  and  am  going  with  Sir  Proteus 
to  the  Imperial's  court  I  think  Crab  my  dog  to 
be  the  sourest-natured  dog  tlmt  lives:  my  mouier 
weening,  nay  finther  wailing,  my  sister  crying,  our 
maid  howling,  our  cat  wringing  her  handts,  and  all 
our  house  in  a  great  perplexity,  vet  did  not  this 
cruel-hearted  cur  shea  one  tear :  he  is  a  stone,  a 
very  pebble  stone,  and  has  no  more  pity  in  him 
than  a  dog ;  a  Jew  would  have  wept  to  have  seen 
our  partuig ;  why,  m^  grandam  having  no  eves, 
look  you,  wept  hersell  blind  at  my  parting.  Nay, 
III  show  you  the  manner  of  it:  Tliis  shoe  is  my 
&ther  j— no,  this  left  shoe  is  my  fiither: — no,  no, 
this  left  shoe  is  m^  mother ;— nay,  that  cannot  be 
so  neither  i—jeSy  it  is  so ;  it  is  so ;  it  hath  the 
worser  sole :  This  shoe,  with  the  hole  in  it,  is  my 
mother,  and  this  my  fistther;  a  vengeance  on'tl 
there  'tis :  now,  sir,  this  staff  is  my  sister ;  for^ 
look  you,  she  is  as  white  as  a  lil^,  and  as  small  as 
a  wand :  this  hat  is  Nan,  our  maid ;  I  am  the  dog : 
no,  the  dog  is  himself,  and  I  am  the  dog. — Oh  I 
the  dog  is  me,  and  I  am  myself:  ay,  so,  so.  Now 
come  I  to  my  father ;" Father,  your  blessing;^ 
now  should  not  the  shoe  sneak  a  word  for  weeping; 
now  should  I  kiss  my  father ;  well,  he  weeps  on: 
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now  come  I  to  my  mother,  (Oli  I  that  she  could 
speak  now!)  like  a  wood  woman: — well,  I  kiss 
her ; — whj  there  'tis :  here's  my  mother's  breath 
op  and  down :  now  come  I  to  my  sister  ;  mark  the 
moan  she  makes :  now  the  dog  all  this  while  sheds 
not  a  tear,  nor  speaks  a  word ;  but  see  how  I  Uy 
the  dust  with  my  tears. 

Enter  Panthtno. 

Pan,  Launce,  away,  away,  aboard ;  thy  master 
{s  shipped,  and  thou  ait  to  po^t  after  with  oars. 
What  a  the  matter?  why  weepest  thou,  man? 
Away,  ass ;  you  will  lose  the  tide,  if  you  tarry 
any  longer. 

Letuju  Lt  is  no  matter  if  the  tide  were  lost ;  for 
it  is  the  unkindest  tied  that  ever  any  man  tied. 

run.  What's  the  unkindest  tide? 

Laun.  Why,  he  tliat's  tied  here;  Crab,  my  dog. 

Pun.  Tut,  man,  I  mean  thoult  lose  the  flood ; 
and,  in  losing  tlie  flood,  lose  thy  voyage ;  and,  in 
losing  thy  voyage,  lose  thy  master;  and,  in  losing 
thy  master,  lose  thy  service;  and,  in  losing  thy 
service, — Why  dost  thou  stop  my  mouth  ? 

Laun,  For  fear  tliou  sliould'st  lose  thy  tongue. 

Pan,  Where  should  I  lose  my  tongue  ? 

Jiaun,  In  thy  tale. 

Pan,  In  thy  tail? 

Laun.  I^se  the  tide,  and  the  voyage,  and  the 
master,  and  the  service,  and  the  tied ! — Why,  man, 
if  the  river  were  dry,  I  am  able  to  fill  it  with  my 
tears ;  if  the  wind  were  down,  I  could  drive  the 
boat  with  my  sighs.  [thee. 

Pan.  Come,  come  away,  man ;  I  was  sent  to  call 

Laun.  Sir,  call  me  what  thou  darest. 

Pan,  Wilt  thou  go? 

Laun.  Well,  I  will  go.  [Exexmt, 

SCENE  Vf  .—Milan,'-An  Apartmeni  in  Hie 

Duke's  Palace. 

Enter  Valentine,  Silvia,  Thdkio,  and  Speed. 

JSU.  Servant — 

VaL  Mistress. 

JSneed.  Master,  Sir  Thurio  frowns  on  y oo. 

Vol.  Ay,  boy,  it's  for  love. 

J^teed.  Not  of  you. 

VaL  Of  my  mistress  then. 

J^feed,  Twere  good,  you  knocked  him. 

JSiL  Servant,  you  are  sad. 

VaL  Indeed,  madam,  I  seem  so. 

Thu.  Seem  you  that  you  are  r/  U 

VaL  Haply,  I  do. 

Thu.  So  do  counterfeits. 

Vol,  So  do  you. 

Thu.  What  seem  I,  that  I  am  not? 

Vol.  Wise. 

Thu.  Wliat  instance  of  the  contrary  ? 

VaL  Your  folly. 

Thu.  And  how  quote  you  my  folly? 

VaL  1  quote  it  in  your  jerkin. 

Thu,  my  jerkin  is  a  doublet. 

Val.  Well,  then,  I'll  double  your  folly. 

Thu.  How?  [colour? 

SiL  What,  angry.  Sir  Tlmrio?  lio  you  change 

Val^  Give  him  leave,  madam :  he  is  a  kind  of 
cameleon.  [blood  than  live  in  your  air. 

Thu.  That  hath  more  mind  to  feed  on  your 
•    Val,  You  have  said,  sir. 

Thu,  Ay,  sir,  and  done  too,  for  this  time. 

Vaf.  I  know  it  well,  sir;  you  always  end  ere 
you  begin.  [quickly  shot  olT. 

SiL  A   fine  volley  of  words,  gentlemen,   and 

Vol.  Tis  indeed,  madam :  we  tlmnk  the  giver, 

Sil.  Who  Li  that  servant? 

VaL  Yourself,  sweet  lady;  for  you  gare  the 


fire :  Sir  Thurio  borrows  his  wit  from  your  lady- 
ship's looks,  and  spends  wliat  he  borrows,  kindly  m 
your  company. 

Thu.  Sir,  if  you  spend  word  for  word  with  me, 
I  shall  make  your  wit  bankrupt. 

Val,  I  know  it  well,  sir;  you  have  an  exchequer 
of  words,  and,  I  think,  no  other  ireasure  to  give 
your  followers;  for  it  appears  by  their  b»ire  liveries, 
that  they  live  by  your  bare  words.        [my  father. 

SiL  No  more,  gentlemen,  no  more ;  here  comes 
Enter  Duke. 

Duke.  Now,  daughter  Silvia,  you  are  hard  beset. 
Sir  Valentine,  your  father's  in  good  health : 
What  say  you  to  a  letter  from  your  friendd 
Of  much  good  news  ? 

VaL  My  lord,  I  will  be  thankful 
To  any  happy  messenger  from  thence.  [man. 

Duke.  Know  you  Don  Antonio,  your  couutry- 

VaL  Ay,  my  good  lord,  I  know  the  gentleman 
To  be  of  worth,  and  worthy  estimation. 
And  not  without  desert  so  well  reputed. 

Duke.  Hath  he  not  a  son  ? 

Val.  Ay,  my  good  lord  ;  a  son,  that  well  desenres 
The  honour  and  regard  of  such  a  father. 

Duke.  You  know  him  well? 

Val.  I  knew  him  as  myself;  for  from  our  infancy 
We  have  convers'd  and  spent  our  hours  together : 
And  though  myself  have  been  an  idle  truant, 
Omitting  the  sweet  benefit  of  time 
To  clothe  mine  age  with  angcl-like  perfection. 
Yet  hath  Sir  Proteus,  for  that's  his  name, 
Made  use  and  fair  advantage  of  his  days: 
His  years  but  young,  but  bis  experience  old ; 
His  head  unmellow  d,  but  his  judgment  ripe 
And,  in  a  word,  [for  far  behind  his  worth 
Come  all  the  praises  that  I  now  bestow,) 
He  is  complete  in  feature,  and  in  mind. 
With  all  good  grace  to  grace  a  gentleman. 

Duke,  Beshrew  me,  sir,  but  if  lie  make  this  icood 
He  is  as  worthy  for  an  empress'  love. 
As  meet  to  be  an  emperor's  counsellor. 
Well,  sir ;  this  gentleman  is  come  to  me. 
With  commendation  from  great  potentates ; 
And  here  he  means  to  spend  his  time  awhile : 
I  think  'tis  no  unwelcome  news  to  you.  [he. 

VaL  Should  I  have  wish'd  a  thing,  it  had  been 

Duke.  Welcome  him  then  according  to  his  worth ; 
Silvia^  I  speak  to  you  ;  and  you,  Sir  fhurio : — 
For  Valentuie,  I  need  not  'cite  him  to  it : 
I'U  send  him  hither  to  you  presently. 

[Esdt  Duke. 

VaL  This  is  the  gentleman  I  told  your  ladyslup 
Had  come  along  with  me,  but  that  his  mistress 
Did  hold  his  eyes  lock'd  in  her  crystal  looks. 

Sil.  Belike,  that  now  she  hath  enfranchis'd  them 
Upon  some  other  pawn  for  fealty.  [still. 

VaL  Nay,  sure,  1  think  she  holds  them  prisoners 

SiL  Nay,  then  he  should  be  blind ;  and,  being 
blind. 
How  could  he  see  his  way  to  seek  out  you  ? 

Val.  Why,  lady,  love  hath  twenty  pair  of  eyes. 

Thu.  They  say,  that  love  hath  not  an  e^  at  all. 

VaL  To  see  such  lovers,  Thurio,  as  yourself' 
Upon  a  homely  object  love  can  wink. 
Enter  Proteus. 

£SL  Have  done,  have  done;  here  comes  the 
gentleman.  [beseech  you, 

VaL  Welcome,  dear  Proteus! — Mistress,  I 
Confirm  his  welcome  with  some  special  favour. 

SU,  His  worth  is  warrant  for  his  welcome  hither, 
If  tlii:4  be  he  you  oft  have  wi.sh'd  to  hear  from. 

l\iL  Mistress  it  is :  sweet  lady,  entertain  him 
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To^  my  felloDf-aervant  to  your  laiyship. 

JSU.  Too  low  a  mistress  for  so  high  a  seryant. 

Pro.  Not  so,  sweet  lady ;  but  too  mean  a  servant 
To  have  a  look  of  such  a  worthy  mistress. 

VaL  Leave  off  discourse  of  disability: — 
Sweet  lady,  entertain  him  for  your  servant. 

Fro.  My  duty  will  I  boast  of,  nothing  else. 

^  And  duty  never  yet  did  want  his  meed : 
Servant,  you  are  welcome  to  a  worthless  mistress. 

Fro.  ril  die  on  him  that  says  so,  but  yourself. 

JSU.  That  you  are  welcome  ? 

Pro,  No*  That  you  are  worthless. 

EtUar  .*^ERVANT. 

Ser,  Madam,  my  lord  your  father  would  speak 

with  you. 
JBSL  111  wait  upon  his  pleasure.         [Exit  Ser. 
Come,  Sir  Thurio, 

00  with  me: — Once  more,  new  servant,  welcome : 
111  leave  you  to  confer  of  hoine  affairs ; 

When  you  have  done,  we  look  to  hear  from  jon. 
Pro.  Well  both  attend  upon  your  ladyship. 

[Exeunt  Silvia,  Thurio,  and  Speed. 
VdL  Now,  tell  me,  how  do  all  from  whence  you 
came  ?  [commended. 

Pro.  Your  friends  are  well,  and  have  them  much 
VaL  And  how  do  yours? 
Pro.  I  left  them  all  m  health.  [love? 

VaL  How  does  your  lady  ?  and  how  thrives  your 
Pro.  My  tales  of  love  were  wont  to  weary  you ; 

1  know  you  joy  not  in  a  love-discourse. 

VaL  Ay,  Proteus,  but  that  life  is  altered  now: 
I  have  done  periance  for  contemning  love; 
Whose  high  imperious  thoughts  have  pumsh^d  me 
With  bitter  fasts,  with  uenitential  groans. 
With  nightly  tears,  ana  daily  heart-sore  sighs ; 
For,  in  revenge  of  my  contempt  of  love, 
Love  hath  chas'd  sleep  from  my  enthralled  eyes. 
And  made  them  watchers  of  mine  own  heart's 

sorrow. 
O,  gentle  Proteus,  love*s  a  mighty  lord ; 
And  hath  so  humbled  me,  as,  I  confess, 
There  is  no  woe  to  his  correction, 
Nor  to  his  service  no  such  joy  on  earth  I 
Kow,  no  discourse,  except  it  be  of  love ; 
Now  can  I  break  my  fast,  dine,  sup,  and  sleep. 
Upon  the  very  naked  name  of  love. 

Pro.  Enough  ;  1  read  your  fortune  in  your  eye : 
Was  this  the  idol  that  you  worship  so? 

VaL  Even  she  y  and  is  she  not  a  heavenly  saint? 

Pro.  No;  but  she  is  an  eartlUy  paragon. 

VaL  Call  her  divine. 

Pro.  I  will  not  flatter  her. 

VaL  01  flatter  me;  for  love  delights  in  praises. 

Pro.  When  I  was  sick,  you  gave  me  bitter  pills ; 
And  I  must  minister  the  like  to  you. 

Vol.  Then  speak  the  truth  by  ner;  if  not  divine, 
Tet  let  her  be  a  principality, 
Sovereign  to  all  tlie  creatures  on  the  earth. 

iVo.  Except  my  mistress. 

VaL  Sweet,  except  not  an^ ; 
Except  thou  wilt  except  against  my  loye. 

Pro.  Have  I  not  reason  to  prefer  mine  own? 

VaL  And  I  will  help  thee  to  prefer  her  too : 
She  shall  be  dignified  with  this  iiigh  honour, — 
To  bear  my  ladyls  train ;  lest  the  base  earth 
Should  from  her  vesture  chance  to  steal  a  kiss, 
And,  of  so  great  a  favour  growing  proud, 
Diadain  to  ruot  the  summer-swelling  flower. 
And  make  ruugh  winter  everlastingly. 

Pro.  Whv,  Valentine,  wliat  braggardism  is  this? 

VtL  Pardon  me,  Pruteus:  all  i  can  b  notliing 
To  her,  whose  worth  makes  other  worthies  nothing: 


She  is  alone. 

Pro.  Then  let  her  alone.  [own ; 

VaL  Not  for  the  world :  why,  man,  she  is  mine 
And  I  as  ricli  in  having  such  a  jewel 
As  twenty  seas,  if  all  tlieir  sand  were  pearl, 
The  water  nectar,  and  the  rocks  pure  gold. 
Forgive  me,  that  1  do  not  dream  on  tliee, 
Because  thou  seest  me  dote  upon  my  lovOi 
My  foolish  rival,  that  her  father  likes, 
Only  for  his  possessions  are  so  huge, 
Is  gone  with  her  along;  and  I  must  after. 
For  love,  thou  know'st,  is  full  of  jealousy. 

Pro.  But  she  loves  you  ? 

Vol.  Ay,  and  we  are  betroth*d ; 
Naj,  more,  our  marriage  hour. 
With  all  the  cunning  manner  of  our  flight. 
Determin'd  of:  how  1  must  climb  her  window; 
The  ladder  made  of  cords ;  and  all  the  means 
Plotted,  and  'greed  on,  for  my  happiness. 
Good  Proteus,  go  with  me  to  my  chamber, 
In  these  af&irs  to  aid  me  with  thy  counseL 

Pro.  Qo  on  before;  1  shall  inquire  you  forth, 
I  must  unto  the  road,  to  disembark 
Some  necessaries  that  I  needs  must  use; 
And  then  111  presently  attend  you. 

Vol.  Will  you  make  haste? 

Pro.  I  wUL—  [Exit  Val 

Even  as  one  heat  another  heat  expels. 
Or  as  one  nail  by  strenjp^h  drives  out  another. 
So  the  remembrance  of  my  former  love 
Is  by  a  newer  object  quite  forgotten. 
Is  it  her  mien  or  Valentinus*  praise 
Her  true  perfection,  or  my  false  transgressioUi 
That  makes  me  reasonless,  to  reason  thus  ? 
She's  fair ;  and  so  is  Julia,  that  i  love ; — 
lliat  I  did  love,  for  now  my  love  is  thawed ; 
Which,  like  a  waxen  image  *gauist  a  fire, 
Bears  no  impression  of  the  thin^  it  was. 
Methinks,  my  zeal  to  Valentine  is  cold; 
And  that  I  love  him  not,  as  I  was  wont: 
Oh  I  but  I  love  his  lady  too,  too  much ; 
And  that's  the  reason  1  love  him  so  little. 
How  shall  I  dote  on  her  with  more  advice. 
That  thus  without  advice  begin  to  love  her  ? 
"lis  but  her  picture  I  have  yet  beheld, 
And  that  hatn  dazzled  my  reason's  light; 
But  when  I  look  on  her  perfections. 
There  is  no  reason  but  I  shall  be  blind. 
If  I  can  check  my  erring  love,  I  will ; 
If  not,  to  compass  her  111  use  my  skilL       [Exit, 

SCENE  y.—The  tame^—A  Street. 
Enter  Speed  and  Launcb. 

J^)eed.  Launcel  by  mine  honesty,  welcome  to 
Milan. 

Laun.  Forswear  not  thyself,  sweet  youth;  foi 
I  am  not  welcome.  I  reckon  this  always — that 
a  man  is  never  undone,  till  he  be  hanged;  nor 
never  welcome  to  a  place,  till  some  certain  sho* 
be  paid,  and  the  hostess  say,  Welcome. 

/Speed.  Come  on,  you  madcap.  111  to  the  ale 
house  with  you  presently :  where,  for  one  shot  of 
fivepence,  thou  shalt  have  five  thousand  welcomes. 
But,  sirrah,  how  did  thy  master  part  with  Madam 
Julia? 

Laun.  Marry,  after  they  closed  in  earnest,  they 
parted  very  fairly  in  jest. 

SiMxd.  But  shall  she  marry  him? 

Laun.  No. 

Sitecd.  How  then ?  Shall  he  marry  her? 

Laun.  No,  neitlier. 

Speed.  What,  are  they  broken? 

Laun.  No ;  they  are  both  as  vhele  asafi^ 
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Speed,  Why  then,  how  stands  the  matter  witli 
them? 

Laun.  Marry,  thus;  when  it  stands  well  with 
him,  it  stands  well  with  her. 

^peed.  What  an  ass  an  thou  I  I  understand 
thee  not 

Laun,  What  a  block  art  thon,  that  thou  canst 
not  I    My  staff  understands  me. 

Bpeed.  What  thou  say'st? 

Laun,  Ay,  and  what  I  do  too :  look  thee,  111 
but  lean,  and  my  staff  understands  me. 

iSpwd,  It  stands  under  thee,  indeed.  [one. 

Laun,  Why,  stand  under  and  understand  is  ail 

Speed,  But  tell  me  true,  will*t  be  a  match? 

Laun.  Ask  my  dog :  if  he  say  ay,  it  will ;  if  he 
say  no,  it  will;  if  he  shake  his  tail,  and  say 
nothing,  it  will. 

Speed,  Tlie  conclusion  is  then,  that  it  will. 

Laun,  Thou  slialt  never  get  such  a  secret  firom 
me  but  by  a  parable. 

I^peed,  Tis  well  that  I  get  it  so.  But,  Launce, 
how  say^t  thou,  that  my  master  is  become  a 
notable  lover? 

Laun,  I  never  knew  him  otherwise. 

Bpeed,  Than  how  ?  [to  be. 

Laun,  A  notable  lubber,  as  thou  reportest  him 

/^peed.  Why,  thou  whoreson  ass,  thou  mbtakest 
me.  [master. 

Laun,  Why,  fool,  I  meant  not  thee ;  I  metint  thy 

SjptML  I  tell  thee,  my  master  is  become  a  hot  lover. 

Lcatn,  Why^  I  tell  thee,  I  care  not  though  he 
bum  himself  m  love.  If  thou  wilt  go  with  me 
to  the  ale-house,  so ;  if  not,  thou  art  an  Hebrew,  a 
Jew,  and  not  worth  the  name  of  a  Christian. 

&)eed.  Why? 

Laun.  Because  thou  hast  not  so  much  charity 
in  thee,  as  to  go  to  the  ale  with  a  Christian :  Wilt 
thon  go  ? 

Speed,  At  thy  service.  [ExewiL 

SCENE  TL^The  same,— An  Apartment  in  the 
Palace, 
Enter  Proteus. 
/Vo.  To  leave  my  Julia,  shall  I  be  forsworn ; 
To  love  fair  Silvia,  shall  I  be  forsworn ; 
To  wrong  my  friend,  1  shall  be  much  forsworn; 
And  even  that  power,  which  gave  me  first  my  oath. 
Provokes  me  to  this  threefold  oerjury. 
Love  bade  me  swear,  and  love  bicis  me  forswear ; 

0  sweet-suggesting  love,  if  thou  hast  sinn'd, 
Teach  me,  thy  tempted  subject,  to  excuse  it. 
At  first  I  did  adore  a  twinkling  star, 

But  now  I  worship  a  celestial  sun. 
Unheedful  vows  may  heedfully  be  broken: 
And  he  wants  wit,  that  wants  resolved  will 
To  learn  his  wit  to  exchange  the  bad  for  better. 
Fie,  fie,  unreverend  tongue !  to  caU  her  bad, 
Whose  sovereignty  so  oft  thou  hast  preferr'd 
With  twenty  thousand  soul-confirmiug  oatlis« 

1  cannot  leave  to  love,  and  yet  I  do: 

But  there  I  leave  to  love,  where  1  should  love. 

Julia  I  lose,  and  Valentine  I  lo:ie : 

If  I  keep  them,  I  needs  must  lose  myself; 

If  I  lose  them,  thus  find  1  by  their  loss, 

For  Valentine,  myself;  for  Julia,  Silvia. 

I  to  myself  am  dc^er  than  a  friend ; 

For  love  is  still  most  precious  in  itself: 

And  Silvia,  witness  heaven,  timt  made  her  fair  I 

Shows  Julia  but  a  swarthy  Etiiiupe. 

I  will  forget  that  Julia  is  alive, 

Kememb'ring  tliat  my  love  to  hur  is  dead ; 

And  Valentine  Til  hold  an  enumy, 

^iiyying  pt  Silvia  as  a  sweeter  friend. 


i  cannot  now  prove  constant  to  myseli. 
Without  some  treachery  used  to  Valentine}^ 
This  night,  he  roeaneth  with  a  corded  ladder 
To  climb  celestial  Silvia's  chamber-window; 
Myself  in  counsel,  his  competitor : 
Now  presently  I'll  give  her  father  notice, 
Of  their  disguising,  and  pretended  flight ; 
Who,  all  enrag'd,  will  banish  Valentine ; 
For  Thurio,  he  intends,  shall  wed  his  daughter: 
But,  Valentine  being  gone.  111  quickly  cross. 
By  some  sly  trick,  blunt  Thurio's  dull  proceeding. 
Love,  lend  me  wings  to  make  my  purpose  svrift, 
As  thou  hast  lent  me  wit  to  plot  this  orifl  1 

SCENE  VII.— Fmwa.-^.S(»i»mJalia^ 
House. 
Enter  Jolia  and  Lucetta. 
JuL  Cotmsel,  Lucetta ;  gentle  girl,  assist  me  t 
And,  even  in  kind  love,  1  do  conjure  thee, — 
Who  art  the  table  wherein  my  thouc^hts. 
Are  visibly  charactered  and  engrav'd. — 
To  lesson  me!  and  tell  me  some  good  mean, 
How,  with  my  honour,  I  may  undertake 
A  journey  to  my  loving  Proteus. 

Luc  Alas!  the  way  is  wearisome  and  long. 

JuL  A  true  devoted  pilgrim  is  not  weary 
To  measure  kingdoms  with  his  feeble  steps ; 
Much  less  sliall  she,  that  hath  love's  wings  to  fly; 
And  when  the  flight  is  made  to  one  so  dear, 
Of  such  divine  perfection,  as  Sir  Proteus. 

Luc  Better  forbear,  till  Proteus  make  return. 

JuL  Oh!  know'st  thou  not,  his  looks  are  my 
soul's  food? 
Pity  the  dearth  tluit  I  have  pined  in. 
By  longing  for  that  food  so  long  a  time. 
Didst  thou  but  know  the  inly  touch  of  love, 
Thou  would'st  as  soon  go  kindle  fire  with  snow. 
As  seek  to  quench  the  fire  of  love  with  words. 

Luc  I  do  not  seek  to  quench  your  love's  hot  fire*i 
But  qualify  tlie  fire^  extreme  rage. 
Lest  It  should  bom  above  the  bounds  of  reason. 

JuL  Themore  thou  dam 'st  it  up,themoreit burns; 
The  current  that  with  gentle  murmur  glides, 
Thou  know'st  iieing  stopp'd,  impatiently  doth  ragu ; 
But,  when  his  fair  course  is  not  hindered. 
He  makes  sweet  music  with  the  enamell'd  stones, 
Gi^'ing  a  gentle  kiss  to  every  sedge 
lie  overtaketh  in  his  pilgrimage: 
And  so  by  many  winding  noo^  he  strays, 
With  willing  sport  to  the  wild  ocean. 
Then  let  me  ^o,  and  hinder  not  my  course: 
111  be  as  patient  as  a  gentle  stream. 
And  make  a  pastime  of  each  weary  step, 
Till  the  last  step  have  brought  me  to  my  love; 
And  there  111  rest,  as,  after  much  turmoil, 
A  blessed  soul  doth  in  Elysium. 

Luc  But  in  what  habit  will  you  go  along? 

JuL  Not  like  a  woman;  fur  i  would  prevent 
The  loose  encomiters  of  lascivious  men: 
Oentle  Lucetta,  fit  me  with  sucli  weeds 
As  may  beseem  some  well-reputed  page. 

Luc  Why,  then  your  ladyship  must  cutyoorhair 

JuL  No, g^l :  ill  knit  it  up  in  silken  strings, 
With  twenty  odd-conceited  true-love  knots: 
To  be  fantastic  may  become  a  youth 
Of  greater  time  than  I  shall  show  to  be.    [breeches? 

Luc  What  fashion,  madam,  shall  I  make  your 

Jul.  That  fits  as  well  as — *'  tell  me,  good  my  lord 
**  Wiiat  cnnjuis-.  will  you  wf-ar  your  farthingale?'^ 
Why,  ev'n  tliat  t'.ishion  iliou  \hit*t  likVt,  Lucetta. 

Luc  Yi>u  niu  a  needs  havethum  with  a  cod-piece 
^  uiadaut. 

I     JuL  Out,  out,  Lucetta!  that  will  be  iU-iavoar'd 
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Jm^  a  round  booe,  madam,  now's  not  worth  a 
pin, 
Qnless  yoa  have  a  cod-piece  to  stick  pins  on. 

JW.  Lncetta,  as  tliou  lov*8t  me,  let  me  have 
What  thon  think'st  meet,  and  is  most  manner! j : 
Bat  tell  me,  wench,  how  will  the  world  repute  me, 
For  uidertakins  so  unstaid  a  journey? 
I  feir  me,  it  will  make  me  scandalized. 

hue  I  f  joQ  think  so,  then  stay  at  home,  and  go  not 

Jvl,  Nay,  that  I  will  not. 

Imc  Then  never  dream  on  infamy,  hut  go. 
If  Proteus  like  your  ioumey,  when  you  come. 
No  matter  who's  displeased,  when  you  are  gone : 
I  fear  me,  he  will  scarce  be  pleas'd  withal. 

JvL  That  is  the  least,  Lucetta,  of  my  fear : 
A  thousand  oaths,  an  ocean  of  his  tears, 
And  instances  as  infinite  of  love. 
Warrant  me  welcome  to  my  Proteus. 

Luc  All  these  are  servants  to  deceitful  men. 

JuL  Base  men,  that  use  them  to  so  base  effecti 


But  truer  stars  did  govern  Proteus*  birth : 
His  words  are  bondn,  his  oatlis  are  oracles; 
His  love  sincere,  his  thoughts  immaculate; 
His  tears,  pure  me:»8enger3  sent  from  liis  heart; 
His  heart  as  far  from  traud,  as  heaven  from  earth, 

Luc  Pray  heaven  he  prove  so,  when  yon  come 
to  him  I  [wrong. 

JvL  Now,  as  thou  lov^st  me,  do  him  not  thai 
To  bear  a  hard  opinion  of  his  truth : 
Only  deserve  my  love,  by  loving  him ; 
Ana  presently  go  with  me  to  mj  chamber, 
To  taxe  a  note  of  what  I  stand  m  need  of^ 
To  furnish  me  upon  my  longing  pourney. 
All  that  b  mine  I  leave  at  thy  dispose, 
My  goods^  my  lands,  my  reputation ; 
Only,  in  lieu  thereof,  despatch  me  hence: 
Come,  answer  not,  but  ^  it  presently;    - 
I  am  unpatient  of  my  taRiauce. 


[Exeuni 


ACT   IIL 


SCENE  h-^MSaau—AnAnte^nominthe  Duke's 
palace.  ^ 

Enter  Duke,  Tiiurjo,  cmd  Proteus. 

Duhe,  Sir  Thurio,  give  us  leave,  I  pray,  awhile: 

We  have  fome  secrets  to  confer  about. 

[Exit  Thumo. 
How,  tell  me,  Proteus,  what's  your  will  with  me? 

Pro,  My  sracions  lord,  that  which  I  would  dis- 
The  law  of  trieiidship  bids  me  to  conceal ;     [cover, 
But,  when  I  call  to  mind  your  gracious  favours 
Pone  to  me^  undeserving  as  I  am. 
My  duty  pricks  me  on  to  utter  that 
Which  else  no  worldly  good  should  draw  from  me. 
Know,  worthy  prince.  Sir  Valentine,  my  friend, 
This  night  intends  to  steal  away  your  daugher; 
Myself  am  one  made  privy  to  the  plot. 
I  know  you  have  determined  to  beitow  her 
On  Thurio,  whom  your  gentle  daughter  hates; 
And  should  she  thus  be  stolen  away  from  you, 
It  would  be  much  vexation  to  your  age. 
Thus,  for  my  duty's  sake,  I  rather  chose 
To  cross  my  friend  in  his  intended  drift, 
Than,  by  concealing  it,  heap  on  your  head 
A  pack  of  sorrows,  which  would  press  yon  down, 
Bemgr  unprevented,  to  your  timeless  grave. 

Duke.  iVoteus,  1  thank  thee  for  thine  honest  care; 
Which  to  requite,  command  me  while  I  live. 
This  love  of  theirs  myself  have  often  seen, 
Baply,  when  they  have  judged  me  fast  asleep; 
And  oftentimes  nave  piirpos'd  to  forbid 
Sir  Valentine  her  company  and  my  court: 
But.  fearing  lest  my  jealous  aim  might  err, 
And  so,  unworthily,  disgrt^^  the  man, 
ik  rashness  that  I  ever  yet  have  shunn'd,) 
I  gave  him  gentle  looks ;  thereby  to  find 
That  which  thyself  hast  now  disclosed  to  me. 
And,  that  thou  mav'st  perceive  my  fear  of  this, 
Knowing  that  tenoer  youth  is  soon  suggested, 
I  nightly  lodge  her  in  an  upper  tower, 
The  key  whereof  myself  have  ever  kept; 
And  theooe  she  cannot  be  convey'd  awa^. 

Pro.  Know,  noble  lord,  they  have  devis'd  a  mean 
How  he  her  diamber-window  will  ascend, 
And  with  a  corded  ladder  fetch  her  down ; 
For  which  the  youthful  lover  now  is  gone. 
And  this  way  comes  he  with  it  presently; 
Where,  if  it  |ilia*e  you,  you  may  intercept  him. 
But,  good  my  lord,  do  it  so  cunningly, 
That  my  discovery  be  not  aimed  at ; 
For  love  of  you,  not  hato  unto  my  fiicnd, 


Hath  made  me  publisher  of  this  pretence. 

Duhe,  Upon  mine  honour,  he  snail  never  knoir 
That  I  had  any  light  from  thee  of  this. 

Pro.  Adieu,  my  lord;  Sir  Valentine  is  coming. 

[EicU 
Enter  Valentinb, 

Duke.  Sir  Valentine,  whither  away  so  fast? 

VaL  Please  it  your  grace,  there  is  a  messengei 
That  stajrs  to  bear  my  letters  to  my  friends, 
And  1  am  going  to  deliver  them. 

Duke.  Be  they  of  much  import  ? 

Vol.  The  tenor  of  them  doth  but  signify 
My  health,  and  happy  being  at  your  court 

Duke.  Nay,  then  no  matter;  stay  with  me  awfafle; 
I  am  to  break  with  thee  of  some  af&irs, 
That  touch  me  near,  wherein  thou  must  be  secret 
'Tis  not  unknown  to  thee,  that  I  have  sought 
To  match  my  friend.  Sir  Thurio,  to  my  daughter. 

VaL  1  know  it  well,  my  lord ;  and,  sure,  the  match 
Were  rich  and  honourable;  besides,  the  gentleman 
Is  full  of  virtue,  bounty,  worth,  and  qualities 
Beseeming  such  a  wife  as  your  fair  daughter: 
Cannot  your  grace  win  her  to  fancy  him  ?    [wardf 

Duke.  No,  trust  me;  she  is  peevish,  sullen,  fro- 
Proud,  disobedient,  stubborn,  lackine  duty; 
Neither  regarding  tliat  she  is  my  child, 
Nor  fearing  me  as  if  I  were  her  father: 
And,  may  I  say  to  thee,  this  pride  of  hers, 
Upon  advice,  hath  drawn  my  love  from  her; 
And,  where  I  thought  the  remnant  of  mine  age 
Should  have  been  cherished  by  her  child-like  duty, 
I  now  am  full  resolv'd  to  take  a  wife, 
And  turn  her  out  to  who  will  take  her  in : 
Then  let  her  beau^  be  her  wedding-dower ; 
For  me  and  my  possessions  she  esteems  not 

VaL  What  would  your  grace  have  me  to  do  in  this? 

Duke.  There  is  a  lady,  sir,  in  Milan  here. 
Whom  I  affect ;  but  she  is  nice,  and  coy. 
And  naught  esteems  my  aged  eloquence ; 
Now,  therefore,  would  I  have  thee  to  my  tutor, 
^or  long  agone  I  have  forgot  to  court : 
Besides,  the  fashion  of  the  time  is  chang'd  |) 
How,  and  which  way,  I  may  bestow  myself^ 
To  be  regarded  in  her  sun-bright  eye. 

Vol.  Win  her  with  gi  fts,  if  she  respect  not  words ; 
Dumb  jewels  often,  in  their  silent  kind, 
More  than  quick  words,  do  move  a  woman^  mind. 
Duke.  Bui  she  did  scorn  a  present  tliat  1  sent  her. 

VaL  A  woman  sometimes  scorns  wh<^  l^esl  con- 
tents her: 
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Send  her  another;  never  give  her  o'er ; 
For  scorn  at  first  makes  after-love  tiie  more. 
If  she  do  frown,  'tis  not  in  hate  of  you, 
But  rather  to  beget  more  love  in  jou : 
If  she  do  chide,  tis  not  to  have  you  gone ; 
For  why,  the  fools  are  mad,  if  left  alone. 
Take  no  repulse,  whatever  she  doth  say  ; 
For,  "get  you  gone,"  she  doth  not  mean,  "away:" 
Flatter,  and  praise,  commend,  extol  their  graces ; 
Though  ne'er  so  black,  say  they  have  angels'  faces. 
Tliat  man  that  hath  a  tongue,  I  say,  is  no  man, 
If  with  his  tongue  he  cannot  win  a  woman. 

Ditke.  But,  she  I  mean  is  promis'd  by  her  friends 
Unto  a  youthful  gentleman  of  worth ; 
And  kept  severely  from  resort  of  men, 
That  no  man  hatli  access  bv  day  to  her. 

VaL  Why,  then  I  wouW  resort  to  her  by  night 

Dviix.  Ay,  but  the  doors  be  lock'd,  and  keys 
kept  safe. 
That  no  man  hath  recom^  to  her  by  night    [dow? 

Vcd,  What  lets,  but  one  may  enter  at  her  win- 

Duke,  Her  chamber  is  aloft,  far  from  the  ground ; 
And  built  so  shelving  tliat  one  cannot  climb  it 
Without  apparent  hazard  of  his  life. 

Vol.  Why,  then,  a  ladder,  quaintly  made  of  cords, 
To  cast  up  with  a  pair  of  anchoring  hooks, 
Would  serve  to  scale  another  Hero's  tower, 
So  bold  Leander  would  adventure  it. 

i>Mjbe.  Now,  as  thou  art  a  gentleman  of  blood, 
Advise  me  where  I  may  have  such  a  ladder. 

Vol,  When  would  you  use  it?  pray,  sir,  tell  me, 
that 

Dv\e.  Tills  very  night ;  for  love  is  like  a  child. 
That  longs  for  every  thing  that  he  can  come  by. 

VaL  By  seven  o'clock  111  get  you  such  a  ladder. 

Duke,  But,  hark  thee ;  I  will  go  to  her  alone ; 
How  shall  I  best  convey  the  ladder  thither? 

VaL  It  will  be  light,  my  lord,  and  you  may 
bear  it 
Under  a  cloak,  that  is  of  an^  length. 

DiJee,  AcloakaslongasthinewiUservethetom? 

Val,  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Duke.  Then  let  me  see  thy  doak : 
ITlget  me  one  of  such  another  length. 

VaL  Why,  any  cloak  will  serve  the  turn,  my  lord. 

Duke,  How  shall  1  fJashion  me  to  wear  a  cloak?— 
I  pray  thee,  let  me  feel  thy  cloak  upon  me.— 
What  letter  is  this  same?  What's  here?—"  To 

Silvia?" 
And  here  an  engine  fit  for  my  proceeding  I 
111  be  so  bold  to  break  the  seal  for  once.    [Reada, 
"My  thoughts  do  harbour  with  my  Silvia  n^htly ; 

And  sUves  they  are  to  me  that  send  them  flying ; 
Oh!  could  their  master  come  and  go  as  lightly. 

Himself  would  lodge,  where  senseless  they  are 
lying. 
My  herald  thoughts  in  thy  pure  bosom  rest  them ; 

While  I,  their  king,  that  thither  them  importune. 
Do  curse  the  grace  that  with  such  grace  hath  bless'd 
them. 

Because  myself  do  want  my  servants'  fortune : 
I  curse  myself,  for  they  are  sent  br  me,         [be." 
That  they  should  harbour  whore  their  lord  should 

What's  here?  .       , .      ^      .. 

"  Silvia,  this  night  I  will  enfranchise  thee  r 

Tis  so:  and  here's  the  ladder  for  the  purpose: — 
Why,  Phaeton,  (for  thou  art  M crops'  son) 
Wilt  thou  aspire  to  guide  the  heavenly  (ar. 
And  with  thy  daring  folly  burn  the  world  ? 
Wilt  thou  reach  stars,  because  they  shine  on  thee? 
Go,  base  intruder!  overweening  slave! 
Pestow  thy  (awning  smiles  on  equal  matei; 


And  think  mj  patience,  more  than  thy  desert, 
Is  privilege  for  thy  departure  hence : 
Thank  me  for  this,  more  than  for  all  the  fiftvours, 
Which,  all  too  much,  I  have  bestowed  on  thee. 
But  if  thou  linger  in  my  territories, 
Longer  than  swiftest  expedition 
Will  give  thee  time  to  leave  our  royal  court, 
By  heaven,  my  wrath  shall  far  exceed  the  lovu 
I  ever  bore  mj  daughter,  or  thyself. 
Be  gone ;  I  will  not  hear  thy  vain  excuse, 
But,  as  thou  lov'st  thy  life,  inake  speed  from  hence 

[Exit  DoKB. 

VaL  And  why  not  death,  rather  than  living 
torment? 
To  diCj  is  to  be  banish'd  from  myself; 
And  Silvia  b  myself :  banish 'd  from  her, 
Is  self  from  self:  a  deadly  banishment  I 
What  light  is  light,  if  Silvia  be  not  seen ; 
What  joy  is  joy,  if  Silvia  be  not  by  ? 
Unless  it  be  to  think  that  she  is  by. 
And  feed  upon  the  shadow  of  i)erfection. 
Except  I  be  by  Silvia  in  the  night. 
There  is  no  music  in  the  nightingale; 
Unless  I  look  on  Silvia  in  the  day. 
There  is  no  day  for  me  to  look  upon : 
She  is  my  essence;  and  I  leave  to  bo. 
If  I  be  not  by  her  fiiir  influence 
Foster'd,  illumin'd,  cherish 'd,  kept  alivtt. 
I  fly  not  death,  to  fly  his  deadly  doom : 
Tarry  I  here,  I  but  attend  on  death : 
But,  fly  I  hence,  I  fly  away  from  life. 
Enter  Pboteus  and  Launce. 

Pro,  Run,  boy,  run,  run,  and  seek  him  out 

Laun,  So-hofso-ho! 

Pro,  What  seest  thou? 

Laun,  Him  we  go  to  find :  there's  not  a  haur  on^ 
head,  but  'tis  a  Yalentuie. 

Pro,  Valentine? 

Val,  No. 

Pro,  Who  then?  hisppirit? 

Vol.  Neither. 

Pro,  What  then? 

VaL  Nothing. 

Lcam,  Can  nothing  speak?  Master,  shall  I  strike? 

Pro.  Whom  would'st  thou  strike  ? 

Ixmn,  Nothing. 

Pro.  Villain,  forbear. 

Laun,  Why,su',l'Ustrikenothing:  Iprayyou,— 

Pro,  Surah,  I  say,  forbear:  Friend  Valentine,  a 
word.  [news, 

VaL  My  ears  are  stopp'd.  and  cannot  hear  good 
So  much  of  bad  already  hath  possess'd  them. 

Pro,  Then  m  dumb  silence  will  I  bury  mine, 
For  they  are  harsh,  untunable,  and  bad. 

VaL  Is  Silvia  dead? 

Pro.  No,  Valentine. 

Val.  No,  Valentine,  if  Silviahave  forsworn  me  !-^ 
What  is  your  news?  [vanished. 

Laun,  Sir,  there's  a  proclamation  that  you  are 

Pro,  Thatthou  art  banished.  Oh!  that's  the  news- 
From  hence,  from  Silvia,  and  from  me,  thy  friend 

Val.  Oh!  I  have  fed  upon  this  woe  already, 
And  now  excess  of  it  will  make  me  snrfeit 
Doth  Silvia  know  that  I  am  banished? 

Pro,  Ay,  ay;  and  she  hath  offer'd  to  the  doom 
(Which,  unrevers'd,  stands  m  effectual  force,) 
A  sea  of  melting  pearl,  which  some  call  tears : 
Those  at  her  father's  churlish  feet  she  tender 'd ; 
With  them,  upon  her  knees,  her  humble  self; 
Wringmg  her  hands,  whose  whiteness  so  beca^ae 

them. 
As  If  but  now  they  waxed  pale  f<»  woe : 
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Bat  neither  bended  knees,  pore  bands  held  ap, 
Sad  sighs,  deep  groans,  nor  silver-shedding  tearSi 
Could  penetrate  her  uncompassionate  sire ; 
Bnt  Valentine,  if  he  be  ta*en,  most  die. 
Besides,  her  intercession  chaf 'd  him  so, 
When  she  for  thy  repeal  was  suppliant^ 
That  to  close  prison  ne  commanded  her, 
IVith  many  bitter  tlireats  of  'biding  there. 

VaL  No  more ;  nnless  the  next  word  that  tbon 
speak^t 
Have  some  malignant  power  upon  my  life: 
If  80, 1  pray  thee,  breathe  it  in  mine  ear, 
Ab  ending  anthem  of  my  endless  dolour. 

Pro,  Oeaae  to  Ument  for  that  thou  caiist  not  help, 
4nd  study  help  for  that  which  thou  lament'st. 
rime  is  the  nurse  and  breeder  of  all  good. 
Here  if  thou  stay,  thou  can*st  not  see  thy  love  | 
Besides  thv  staying  will  abridge  thy  life. 
Hope  is  a  lover%  staff;  walk  hence  with  that, 
And  manage  it  agamst  desnairing  thoughts. 
Thy  letters  may  l^e  here,  tnough  thou  art  henoe ; 
"Which,  being  writ  to  me,  shall  be  deliver'd 
Even  in  the  milk-white  bosom  of  thy  love. 
The  time  now  serves  not  to  expostulate : 
Come,  ni  convey  thee  through  the  city  gate; 
And,  ere  I  part  with  thee,  confer  at  large 
Of  all  that  may  concern  thy  love  affairs : 
As  thou  lov'st  Silvia,  though  not  for  thyself^ 
Besard  thy  danger,  and  along  with  me. 

^  VaL  I  prav  thee,  Launce,  an  if  thou  seest  my  boy, 
Bid  him  make  haste,  and  meet  me  at  at  tlie  norUi 
gate. 

Ihv,  Go,  sirrah,  find  him  out    Come,  Valentine. 

VaL  0  my  dear  Silvia  I  hapless  Valentine  1 

[Exeunt  Valentine  and  Proteus. 

Laun,  I  am  bnt  a  fool,  look  you:  and  yet  I 
have  the  wit  to  think  my  master  is  a  kind  of  a 
knave:  but  that*s  all  one,  if  he  be  but  one 
knave.  He  lives  not  now,  tliat  knoMrs  me  to  be 
in  love :  yet  I  am  in  love ;  but  a  team  of  horse 
shall  not  pluck  that  from  me:  nor  who  *tis  I  love, 
and  yet  'tis  a  woman :  but  wliat  woman,  I  will  not 
tell  myself;  and  yet  tis  a  milkmaid :  yet  'tis  not 
a  maid,  for  she  Hath  had  gossips :  yet  'tis  a  maid, 
for  she  is  her  master's  maid,  and  serves  for  wages. 
She  hath  more  qualities  than  a  water  spaniel, 
which  is  much  in  a  bare  Christian.  Here  is  a  cate- 
lo^  [jmUinn  out  a  paper]  of  her  conditions.  Im- 
prunis,  "  She  can  fetcn  and  carry."  Why,  a  horse 
can  do  no  more;  nay,  a  horse  cannot  fetch,  but 
only  carry ;  therefore  is  she  better  than  a  jade. 
Item,  **  She  can  milk ;"  look  you,  a  sweet  virtue 
Id  a  maid  with  clean  hands. 

Enter  Speed. 

Sjpeed,  How  now,  signior  Lannce?  what  news 
with  your  mastership? 

Zjoun,  With  my  master's  ship?  why  it  is  at  sea. 

/^KetL  Well,  your  old  vice  still ;  mistake  the 
word.    What  news  then  in  your  paper? 

Lawu  The  blackest  news  tliat  ever  thoa  heard'st. 

Speed,  Why,  man,  how  bUick? 

Laun,  Why,  as  black  as  ink. 

J&peed,  Let  me  read  them.  [read. 

Laun,  Fie  on  thee,  jolthead;  thon  canst  not 

Speed.  Thon  liest,  I  can. 

Zaun.  I  will  try  thee.  Tell  me  this:  Who 
begot  thee? 

S^eed,  Alarry,  the  son  of  m^  grandfather. 

Laun,  O  illiterate  loiterer!  it  was  the  son  of  thy 
grandmother.  This  proves  that  thou  canst  not  read. 

&ecd.  Come,  fool,  come^  try  me  in  thy  paper. 

Laun.  Tliere;  ana  St  Nicholas  be  thy  speed. 


JSpeed,  Imprimis,  "  She  can  milk." 

Laun.  Ay,  that  she  can. 

Speed,  Item,  **  She  brews  good  ale." 
^  Jjoun,  And  thereof  comes  the  proverb :  Ble» 
sing  of  your  heart,  you  brew  good  ale. 

Speed.  Item,  "  She  can  sew.** 

Laun,  That's  as  much  as  to  say,  Can  she  so? 

Speed  Item,  **  She  can  knit" 

Laun,  What  need  a  man  care  for  a  stock  with  a 
wench,  when  she  can  knit  him  a  stock. 

Speed,  Item,  "  She  can  wa?h  and  scour." 

I^aun,  A  special  virtue;  for  then  she  need  not 
be  washed  and  scoured. 

Speed,  Item,  **•  She  can  spin.** 

Laun,  Then  may  I  set  the  world  on  wheels, 
when  she  can  spin  for  her  living. 

Speed,  Item,  "  She  hath  many  nameless  virtues.'* 

Laun.  That^  as  much  as  to  saj,  bastard  vir- 
tues; that,  indeed,  know  not  their  Others,  and 
therefore  have  no  names. 

6peed,  Here  follow  her  vices. 

Laun,  Close  at  the  heels  of  her  virtues. 

Speed,  Item,  "  She  is  not  to  be  kissed  fksting, 
in  respect  of  her  breath." 

Laun,  Well,  that  fault  may  be  mended  with 
breakfast    Read  on. 

Speed,  Item,  "  She  hath  a  sweet  mouth." 

Jjaun.  That  makes  amends  for  her  sour  breath 

Speed.  Item,  "  She  doth  talk  in  her  sleep." 

Laun,  It's  no  matter  for  that,  so  she  sieoo  not 
in  her  talk. 

j^)eecL  Item,  "  She  is  slow  in  words." 

Laun,  0  villain,  that  set  this  down  among  her 
vices!  To  be  slow  in  words  is  a  woman'.')  only 
virtue.  I  pray  thee,  out  witht,  and  place  it  for  her 
dii'sf  virtue. 

Speed,  Item,  "  She  is  prond." 

Laun,  Out  with  that,  too ;  it  was  Eve's  legacy, 
and  cannot  be  ta*en  from  her. 

Speed.  Item,  "  She  hath  no  teeth." 

Laun,  I  care  not  for  that  neither,  because  I 
love  crusts. 

Speed,  Item,  "  She  is  curst"  [bite. 

Laun,  Well,  the  best  is,  she  hath  no  teeth  to 

Speed,  Item,  "  She  will  often  praise  her  lic^uor." 

Laun,  If  her  liquor  be  good,  she  shall :  if  she 
will  not,  I  will ;  for  good  things  should  be  praised. 

SpeecL  Item,  **  She  is  too  liberal." 

Jbaun,  Of  her  tongue  she  cannot ;  for  that^s  writ 
down  she  is  slow  of:  of  her  purse  she  shall  not ; 
for  that  I'll  keep  shut:  now,  of  another  thing  she 
may;  and  that  I  cannot  help.     Well,  proceed. 

Speed,  Item,  **She  hath  more  hair  than  wit, 
and  more  faults  than  hairs,  and  teore  wealth  than 
faults." 

Laun,  Stop  there ;  111  have  her:  she  was  mine, 
and  not  mine,  twice  or  thrice  in  that  last  article. 
Rehearse  that  once  more. 

Speed,  Item,  "  She  hath  more  hair  than  wit,"— 

Laun.  More  hair  than  wit,  it  may  be ;  111  prove 
it  The  cover  of  the  salt  hides  the  salt,  and  there- 
fore it  is  more  than  the  salt ;  the  hair  that  covers 
the  vrit  is  more  than  the  wit ;  for  the  greater  hides 
the  less.     What's  next? 

&>eed.  "  And  more  faults  than  hairs,"—      [out 

Laun,  That's  monstrous:  Oh  I  that  that  were 

Speed,  "  And  more  wealth  than  faults." 

Ijaun,  Why,  that  word  makes  the  faults  gra 
dous.  Well}  111  liave  her :  and  if  it  be  a  match, 
as  nothing  is  impossible, — 

Speed,  What  then? 

Laun,  Why,  then  wiU  I  tell  thee,— that  thy 
master  stays  for  thee  at  the  north  gatcOQ  iC 
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Speed,  For  me? 

Lctttn.  For  thee?  ay ;  who  art  thoa?  He  hath 
ftaid  for  a  better  man  than  thee. 

Speed,  And  most  I  go  to  him? 

Jjcam,  Thou  must  run  to  him;  for  thou  hast 
ftaid  80  lon^f  that  going  will  scarce  serve  the  turn. 

J^xed.  Why  didst  not  tell  me  sooner.  Pox  of 
four  lore  letters  I  \ExU, 

Zaun,  Now  will  he  be  swinged  for  reading  my 
letter.  An  anmannerly  sUve,  that  will  thrust 
himself  into  itecrets.  Ill  after,  to  n^joice  in  the 
boy's  oorrecti\)n.  [EjcU. 

SCENE   IL^The  »ame,^A  roam  in  ihe  Duke*s 

Palace, 

fbter  Duke  oTui  TuuRio ;  Frotetss  behiiuL 

Duke.  Sir  Thurio,  fear  not  but  that  she  will 
love  you, 
Now  Valentine  is  banished  from  her  sight 

Th»,  Since  his  exile  she  hath  despis'd  me  most, 
Forsworn  my  company,  and  rail'd  at  me, 
That  I  am  desperate  of  obtaining  her. 

Duke.  This  weak  impress  of  love  is  as  a  figure 
Trencli'd  in  ice,  which  with  an  hour's  heat 
I^ssolves  to  water,  and  doth  lose  his  form. 
A  little  time  will  melt  her  frozen  thoughts, 
And  worthless  Valentine  shall  be  forgot. 
How  now,  Sir  Proteus  ?    Is  your  countryman, 
According  to  our  proclamation,  gone? 

Pro»  Gone,  my  good  lord. 

Duie.  M^  dauj^hter  takes  his  ^in^  grievously. 

Pro,  A  little  time,  my  lord,  will  kill  that  grief. 

Duke.  So  I  believe :  but  Thurio  thinks  not  so. 
Proteus,  the  good  conceit  1  hold  of  thee 
(For  thou  hast  shown  some  sign  of  good  desert) 
Makes  me  the  better  to  confer  with  thee. 

Pro,  Longer  than  I  prove  loyal  to  your  grace. 
Let  me  not  live  to  look  upon  your  ^ace.      [effect 

Jhdee.  Thou  know'st  now  willingly  I  would 
The  match  between  Sir  Thurio  and  my  daughter. 

Pro.  I  do,  my  lord. 

Duke,  And  also,  I  think,  thou  art  not  ignorant 
How  she  opposes  her  against  my  will. 

Pro.  She  did,  my  lord,  when  Valentine  was  here. 

Duke,  Ay,  and  perveraely  she  persevers  so. 
What  might  we  do,  to  make  the  girl  forget 
The  love  of  ViUentinCj  and  love  Sir  Thurio  ? 

Pro,  The  best  way  is  to  slander  Valenthie 
With  fidsehood,  cowardice,  and  poor  descent : 
Three  things  that  women  highly  hold  in  hate. 

DtJbe.  Ay,  bat  shell  thmk  that  it  is  spoke  in 
hate. 

Pro,  Ay,  if  his  enemy  deliver  it : 
Therefore  it  must,  with  circumstance,  be  spoken 
By  one  whom  she  esteemeth  as  his  friend. 

Duke,  Then  you  must  undertake  to  slander  him. 

Pro,  And  that,  my  lord,  I  shall  be  loth  to  do: 
Tia  an  ill  office  for  a  gentleman ; 
liipeoially  against  his  very  friend. 


Duke,  Where  your  good  word  cannot  advantagf 
him, 
Your  slander  never  can  endamage  him ; 
Therefore  the  office  is  uidiiTerent, 
Being  entreated  to  it  by  your  friend. 

Pro.  You  have  prevail'd,  my  lord:  if  T  can  do  it 
By  aught  that  I  can  speak  in  his  dispraise. 
She  shall  not  long  continue  love  to  him. 
But  say,  this  weed  her  love  from  Valentine, 
It  follows  not  tliat  she  will  love  Sir  Thurio.   [Iiim 

Thu.  Therefore  as  you  unwind  her  love  front 
Lest  it  should  ravel,  and  be  good  to  none, 
You  must  provide  to  bottom  it  on  me ; 
Which  must  be  done  b^.  praising  me  as  much 
As  you  in  worth  dispraise  Sir  Valentine,      [kiiid 

Jjuke.  And,  Proteus,  we  dare  trust  you  m  tliis 
Because  we  know,  on  Valentine's  report. 
You  are  already  love%  firm  votary, 
And  cannot  soon  revolt  and  diange  your  muid. 
Upon  this  warrant  shall  you  have  access 
Where  you  witli  Silvia  may  confer  at  large  ; 
For  she  is  luinuish,  heavy,  melanclioly, 
And,  for  your  rriends  sake,  will  be  glad  of  you ; 
Where  you  may  temper  her,  by  your  persuasion. 
To  hate  voung  Valentine,  and  love  my  fiiend. 

Pro,  As  much  as  1  can  do  1  will  effect : 
But  you.  Sir  Thurio,  are  not  sharp  enough ; 
You  must  lay  lime  to  tangle  her  desires. 
By  wailful  sonnets,  whose  composed  rhymes 
Should  be  full  fraught  with  serviceable  vows. 

Duke,  Ay,  much  is  the  force  of  heaven-brod 
poesy. 

Pro,  Sa^  that  upon  the  altar  of  her  beauty 
You  sacrilice  your  tears,  your  sighs,  your  heart: 
Write  till  your  ink  be  dry,  and  with  your  tears 
Moist  it  again ;  and  frame  some  feeling  line, 
That  may  discover  such  integrity : 
For  Orpheus'  lute  was  strung  with  poets'  sinewa; 
Whose  golden  touch  could  soften  steel  and  stoneSi 
Make  tigers  tame,  and  huge  leviathans 
Forsake  unsounded  deeps  to  dance  on  sands. 
After  your  dire-lamenting  elegies, 
Visit  by  night  your  Udy's  chamber-Mrindow 
With  some  sweet  concert ;  to  their  instruments 
Tune  a  deploring  dump;  the  night's  dead  silence 
Will  well  become  suc^  sweet  complaining  grieT 

ance. 
This,  or  else  nothmg^  will  inherit  her. 

Duke,  Thb  disciplme  shows  thou  hast  been  in 
love.  [tico. 

TJiu,  And  thy  advice  this  night  111  put  in  praa 
Therefore,  sweet  Proteus,  my  direction-giver. 
Let  us  into  the  city  presently 
To  sort  some  gentlemen  well  skilPd  in  musio : 
I  have  a  sonnet  tliat  will  serve  the  turn, 
To  give  the  onset  to  thy  good  advice. 

Duke,  About  it,  gentlemen. 

Pro,  Well  wait  upon  your  grace  till  after  8upper| 
And  afterward  detennine  our  proceedings. 

Duke.  Even  now  about  it ;  I  will  pardon  you. 

[Exeuni 
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ACT  IV. 


8CENE  h—A  Forest,  near  MatUva, 
Enter  certain  Outlaws. 

1  OvL  Fellows,  stand  fiist;  I  see  a  passeneer. 

2  Out.  If  tliere  be  ten,  shrink  not,  but  down 

with  'em. 
Enta-  VALfHTiNE  and  Speed. 

8  Out,  Stand,  sir,  and  throw  us  that  jou  have 
about  YOU ; 
if  not,  well  make  yon  sit,  and  rifle  you. 

Speed,  Sir,  we  are  undone ;  these  are  the  villaina 
That  all  the  travellers  do  fear  so  much. 

VaL  My  friends, — 

X  OuL  That's  not  so,  sir ;  we  are  your  enemies. 

2  OuL  Peace;  well  hear  him. 

8  OuL  Ay,  by  my  beard,  will  we ; 
For  he's  a  proper  man. 

VaL  Then  know  that  I  have  little  wealth  to  lose ; 
A  man  I  am  cross'd  with  adversity : 
My  riches  are  these  poor  habiliments, 
Of  which  if  you  should  here  disfurnish  me, 
Yoo  take  the  sum  and  substance  that  1  have. 

2  OuL  Whither  travel  yott? 

VaL  To  Verona. 

1  Out.  Whence  came  you  ? 

VaL  From  Milan. 

8  Out,  Have  you  long  sojourned  there  ? 

VaL  Some  sixteen  months;  and  longer  might 
have  staid, 
If  orooked  fortune  had  not  thwarted  me. 

1  Out,  What,  were  you  banish'd  thence? 
VaL  I  was. 

2  OuL  For  what  offence?  [hearse: 
VaL  For  that  which  now  torments  me  to  re- 

I  kiird  a  man,  whose  death  I  much  repent; 
But  yet  I  slew  him  manfully  in  fight. 
Without  finlse  vantage  or  base  treachery. 

1  OuL  Why  ne'er  repent  it,  if  it  were  done  so : 
But  were  you  banish 'd  tor  so  small  a  fault? 

VaL  I  was,  and  held  me  glad  of  such  a  doom. 

1  Out,  Have  you  the  tongues?  [happy ; 

VaL  My   youthful   travel   therein   made   me 
Or  else  I  often  had  been  miserable.  Tfriar, 

8  Out,  By  the  bare  scalp  of  Robin  Hood^  fat 
Tliis  fell6w  were  a  kin^  for  our  wild  &ction. 

1  OuL  Well  have  lum :  sirs,  a  word. 
JS^xed,  Master,  be  one  of  them ; 

It  is  an  honourable  kind  of  thievery. 
VaL  Peaoe,TUUinI 

2  OuL  Tell  OB  this :   Have  yon  anything  to 

take  to? 

VaL  Nothing  but  my  fortune. 

8  OuL  Know  then  thatsomeof  usaregentlemen, 
Such  as  the  fury  of  ungovem'd  jrouth 
Thrust  firom  the  company  of  awful  men : 
Myself  was  from  Verona  banish<9i 
For  practising  to  steal  avray  a  lady. 
An  heir,  and  near  allied  unto  the  duke. 

2  OuL  And  1  from  Mantua,  for  a  eentleman, 
Whom,  in  my  mood,  I  stabb'd  unto  the  heart. 

1  Out,  And  1,  for  such  like  petty  crimes  as  these. 
But  to  the  purpo6e,~(for  we  cite  our  faults, 
That  they  may  hold  ezcns'd  our  lawless  lives,) 
And,  paray,  seeing  yon  are  beautified 

With  goodly  shape ;  and  by  your  own  report 
A  linguist ;  and  a  man  of  such  perfection, 
A«  we  do  in  our  quality  much  want:— 

2  OuL  Indeed,  because  yon  are  a  banished  man, 
Tliorefure,  above  the  rest,  we  parley  to  you: 


Are  you  content  to  be  our  ^cral? 
To  make  a  virtue  of  necessity, 
And  live,  as  we  do,  in  this  wilderness? 
3  OuL  What  say'st  thou?  wilt  thou  beofom 
consort? 
Say  ay,  and  be  the  captain  of  us  all : 
W  ell  do  thee  homage,  and  be  ruKd  by  thee. 
Love  thee  as  our  commander,  and  our  king. 

1  Out,  But  if  thou  scorn  our   courtesy,  thctl 

diest. 

2  OuL  Thou  shalt  not  live  to  brag  what  we 

have  oflfer'd. 
VaL  1  take  your  offer,  and  will  live  with  you; 
Provided  that  you  do  no  outrages 
On  silly  women,  or  poor  passengers. 

3  Out,  No,  we  detest  such  vUe  base  )  ractices. 
Come,  go  with  us,  well  bring  thee  to  our  crews, 
And  show  thee  all  the  treasure  we  have  got ; 
Which,  with  ourselves,  all  rest  at  thy  dispose. 

[ExeunL 

SCENE  IL—MUan,-'C<mrto/thePalaee. 

Enter  Proteus. 
Pro,  Already  have  I  been  false  to  Valentine, 
And  now  1  must  be  as  unjust  to  Thurio. 
Under  the  colour  of  commending  him, 
1  luave  access  my  own  love  to  prefer ; 
But  Silvia  is  too  fair,  too  true,  too  holy. 
To  be  corrupted  with  my  worthless  gitla. 
When  I  protest  true  lojralty  to  her, 
She  twits  mo  with  my  falsehood  to  my  fHend; 
When  to  her  beauty  1  commend  my  vows. 
She  bids  me  think  how  I  have  been  forsworn 
In  breaking  faith  with  Julia,  whom  I  lov'd: 
And,  notwithstanding  all  her  sudden  ouips. 
The  least  whereof  would  quell  a  lovers  h  jpe. 
Yet,  spaniel-like,  the  more  she  spurns  my  love, 
The  more  it  grows  and  fawneth  on  her  still. 
But  here  comes  Thurio :  now  must  we  to  bar 

window, 
And  give  some  evening  music  to  her  ear. 

Enter  Thurio,  and  Musicians, 

Thu,  How  now.  Sir  Proteus?  are  you  crept 
before  us  r 

Pro,  Ay,  gentle  Thurio ;  for  you  know  that  love 
Will  creep  in  service  where  it  cannot  go. 

Thu,  Ay,  but  I  hope,  sir,  that  you  love  not  here. 

Pro,  Sir,  but  I  do ;  or  else  I  would  be  hence. 

Thu,  Who?    Silvia? 

Pro.  Ay.  Silvia, — for  your  sake.  [men, 

Thu,  I  tnank  you  for  your  own.  Now,  gentle- 
Let's  tune,  and  do  it  lustily  awhile. 

Enter  Host,  at  a  distance ;  and  Julia  m  hoy's 
dothes, 

EosL  Now,  my  young  guest  I  methinks  youVe 
allycholy;  I  pr&j  you,  why  is  it? 

JuL  Marry,mine  host,  because  I  cannot  be  merry 

Host,  Come,  well  have  you  merry :  111  bring 
you  where  you  will  hear  music,  and  see  the  geu* 
tleman  that  you  ask'd  for. 

JuL  But  shall  I  hear  him  speak? 

Eost,  Ay,  that  you  shall. 

JuL  That  will  be  music.  [Musie  pkaOi 

EosL  HarkI  hark! 

Jul.  Is  he  among  these ?  ^ r^r^n\r> 

Ho»L  Ay :  but  peace,  letTi  hear  %a.UiJ^  LV^ 
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BONG. 


Who  is  Silvia  T    What  is  she. 

That  all  our  swains  commend  hart 
Holy,  fair,  and  wise  is  she : 

The  heavens  such  grace  did  lend  ber 
Thai  she  might  admired  be. 
Im  she  Idnd  as  she  is  fair? 

For  beauty  lives  with  kindoevi 
Love  doth  to  her  eyee  repair. 

To  help  him  of  his  blindness ; 
▲nd,  being  help'd,  inhabits  theMi 
Then  to  Silvia  let  us  sing. 

That  SUvia  is  excelling ; 
She  excels  each  moital  thing. 

Upon  the  dull  earth  dwelllnc: 
To  tier  let  us  garhuids  bring. 

Bost,  How  DOW  ?  are  70a  sadder  than  70a  were 
before? 
How  do  vou,  man  ?  the  music  likes  70U  not 

Jul.  I  ou  mistake ;  the  musician  likes  me  not. 

IIo9t.  Why,  my  prett7  7outh? 

JuL  He  pra78  falise,  father. 

Host,  How  ?  out  of  tune  on  the  strings  ? 

Jul,  Not  so ;  but  7et  so  false  that  he  grieves  m7 
Yer7  heart  strings. 

Host.  You  have  a  quick  ear. 

JuL  A7f  I  would  1  were  deaf  I  it  makes  me 
have  a  slow  heart. 

Host,  I  perceive,  70a  delight  not  in  music 

JuL  Not  a  whit,  when  it  jars  so. 

Hott.  Uark,  wliat  fine  change  is  in  themusicl 

Jul.  A7,  tliat  change  is  the  spite. 

Bott.  You  would  have  them  alwa78  pla7  bat 
one  tiling  ? 

JuL  I  would  a]wa78  hare  one  pla7  but  one 
thing.  But,  host,  doth  this  Sir  Proteus,  that  we 
talk  on,  often  resort  unto  this  gentlewoman  ? 

Bcmt.  I  tell  7UU  what  Launce,  his  man,  told  me^ 
he  loved  her  out  of  all  nick. 

JuL  Where  b  Launce? 

Boat  Gone  to  seek  his  dog ;  which,  to-morrow, 
b7  his  master's  command,  he  must  cany  for  a 
present  to  his  lad7. 

JuL  Peace!  stand  aside  I  the  company  parts. 

Pro.  Sir  Thurio,  fear  not  70UI  1  will  so  plead, 
That  70U  shall  say,  my  cunning  dirft  excels. 

Tfm.  Where  meet  we? 

Pro.  At  Saint  Gregory's  welL 

Tku,  FarewelL 

[Exeunt  Thurio  and  Musicumi. 

SiLYiA  aapptan  above^  ai  her  toindow. 
Pro,  Madam,  good  even  to  70ur  lad7ship. 
8iL  I  thank  70U  for  7oar  music,  gentlemen: 
ho  is  that  tliat  spake  ?  Ttruih, 

Pfo.  One,  lad7,  if  70a  knew  his  pure  heart's 
ou'd  quickl7  learn  to  know  him  b7  ms  voice. 
JSiL  Sir  Proteus,  as  1  take  it. 
Pro,  Sir  Proteus,  gentle  lad7,  and  70ur  servant. 
80.  Wluitis7our  will? 


JvL  Twere  false  if  I  should  speak  it ; 
For  I  am  sure  she  is  not  buried.  lAskfe, 

SiL  Sa7  that  she  be;  7et  Valentine,  th7  friend, 
Survives ;  to  whom,  th7self  art  witness, 
I  am  betrothed :  And  art  thou  not  asham'd 
To  vrrong  him  with  tli7  importunac7? 

Pro.  1  likewise  hear  that  Valentine  is  dead. 

SiL  And  so  suppose  am  I ;  for  in  his  grave 
Assure  th78elf  my  love  is  buried. 

Pro.  Sweet  lady,  let  me  rake  it  from  the  earth. 

SiL  Go  to  th7  laAy's  grave,  and  call  her's  thence: 
Or,  at  the  least,  in  her's  sepulchre  thine. 

JiiL  He  heard  not  that.  [Aside 

Pro.  &Iadam,  if  your  heart  be  so  obduraite, 
Vouclisafe  me  yet  your  picture  for  mv  love, 
The  picture  tliat  is  han^rig  in  your  chamb^ ; 
To  tliat  ni  speak,  to  that  I'll  sigh  and  weep : 
For.  since  the  sulx>tance  of  your  perfect  seu 
Is  else  devoted,  I  am  but  a  shadow ; 
And  to  your  shadow  I  will  make  true  love. 

JuL  If  twere  a  substance,   you   would,  sure, 
deceive  it, 
And  make  it  but  a  shadow,  as  I  am.  [Aside, 

SiL  I  am  veiy  loth  to  be  your  idol,  sir; 
But,  since  your  falsehood  sliall  become  you  well 
To  worship  shadows,  and  adore  false  shapes, 
Send  to  me  in  the  morning,  and  I'll  send  it: 
And  so  good  rest 

Pro.  As  wretches  have  o'er  night. 
That  wait  for  execution  in  the  mom. 

[Exeunt  Proteus  ;  and  SiLYix^  from  above, 
JuL  Host,  will  you  go? 
Bost.  By  my  halidom,  I  was  fast  asleep. 
J%d.  Pray  you,  where  lies  Sir  Proteus  ? 
Bost.  Marry,  at  my  house :  Trust  me,  I  think, 
*tis  almost  day. 

JuL  Not  so ;  but  it  hath  been  the  longest  night 
That  e'er  I  watch'd,  and  the  most  heaviest. 

[ExewHL 
SCENE  llL^Thesame. 
Enter  Eolamour. 
EgL  This  is  the  hour  that  Madam  Silvia 
Entreated  me  to  call,  and  know  her  mind ; 
There's  some  great  matter  she'd  employ  me  in.— 
Madam,  madam  I 

Silvia  appears  above,  at  her  vaindono* 

SiL  Who  calls? 

Egl,  Your  servant,  and  your  friend ; 
One  that  attends  7onr  ladyship's  command. 

SiL  Sir    Eglamour,   a  thousand    times    good 
morrow. 

J^  As  many,  worthy  lad^r,  to  yourseli. 
According  to  vour  ladyship's  impose, 
I  am  thus  early  come,  to  know  wluit  service 
It  is  70ur  pleasure  to  command  me  in. 
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UpoD  whose  fiiith  and  honour  I  repose. 

Urge  not  my  father^  anger,  Eglamour. 

But  think  npon  my  ffrietf  a  lady's  griet; 

And  (»  the  justice  of  my  flying  hence, 

To  keep  me  from  a  most  unholy  match, 

Which   heaven   and   fortune  still  reward   with 

plagues. 
I  do  desire  tnee,  even  from  a  heart 
As  full  of  sorrows  as  the  sea  of  sands, 
To  bear  me  company,  and  go  with  me : 
If  not,  to  hide  wnat  I  have  said  to  thee, 
That  I  may  venture  to  depart  alone. 

£gl.  Madam,  I  pity  much  your  grievances; 
Which  since  I  know  they  virtuously  are  plao'd, 
I  give  consent  to  go  along  with  you; 
Kecking  as  little  what  betideth  me 
As  much  I  wish  all  good  befortune  yon. 
When  will  you  go? 

SiL  This  evening  ooming. 

JSoL  Where  shall  I  meet  vou? 

StL  At  friar  Patrick's  cell, 
Where  I  intend  holy  confession. 

EyL  I  will  not  fiul  vour  ladyship: 
Good  morrow,  gentle  lady. 

SiL  Good  morrow,  kind  Sir  Eglamour. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  iy,^The9am. 

3tter  Launcb,  toUh  ku  dog. 

Laun,  When  a  man's  servant  shaU  play  the  our 
with  him,  look  you,  it  goes  hard:  one  that  1  brought 
up  of  a  puppy ;  one  that  I  saved  from  drowning, 
woen  three  or  four  of  his  blind  brothers  and  sisters 
went  to  it  1  I  have  taught  him — even  as  one  would 
say  precisely,  thus  I  would  teach  a  dog.  I  was 
sent  to  deliver  him  as  a  present  to  Mistress  Silvia, 
from  my  master ;  and  I  came  no  sooner  into  the 
dining  dumber,  but  he  steps  me  to  her  trencher, 
and  steals  her  capon's  le^.  Oh  1  'tis  a  foul  thing 
when  a  cur  cannot  keep  himself  in  all  companies  I 
I  would  have,  as  one  should  sav,  one  that  takes 
upon  him  to  be  a  dog  indeed ;  to  be,  as  it  were,  a 
dog  at  all  things.  If  I  had  not  had  more  wit  than 
he,  to  take  a  &ult  upon  me  that  he  did,  I  think 
▼erily  he  had  been  hanged  fort :  sure  as  I  live  he 
had  suffered  fort:  you  shall  judge.  He  thrusts 
me  himself  into  the  company  of  three  or  four  gen- 
tleman-like dtigs,  under  the  duke's  table;  he  had 
not  been  there  (bless  the  mark)  a  pissing  while, 
but  all  the  chamber  smelt  him.  **  Out  with  the 
doff,"  says  one ;  "  What  cur  is  that  ?  "  says  another ; 
"Whip  him  out,"  says  a  thurd;  "Hang  him 
u^,"  savs  the  duke.  I,  having  been  acquainted 
with  tne  smell  before,  knew  it  was  Crab ; 
and  goes  me  to  the  fellow  that  whips  the 
dogs.  "Friend,"  quoth  I,  "you  mean  to  whip 
the  dog?"  "  Ay,  marry,  do  I,"^  quoth  he.  "  You 
do  him  the  more  wrong,"  quoth  I ;  "  twas  I  did 
the  thing  you  wot  of."  He  makes  me  no  more 
ado,  but  whips  me  out  of  the  chamber.  How 
many  masters  would  do  this  for  their  servant? 
Nay,  111  be  sworn,  I  have  sat  in  the  stocks  for 
puddings  he  hath  stolen,  otherwise  he  had  been 
executed :  I  have  stood  on  the  pillory  for  geese  he 
hath  killed,  otherwise  he  had  suffered  fort;  thou 
think^t  not  of  this  now  I — Nay,  I  remember  the 
trick  you  served  me.  when  I  took  my  leave  of 
Madam  Silvia ;  did  not  I  bid  thee  still  mark  me, 
and  do  as  I  do?  When  didst  thou  see  me  heave 
op  my  Ugf  and  make  water  against  a  gentle- 
woman's fartuigale?  didst  thou  ever  see  mf  do 
aochatrick? 


ErUer  Proteus  and  JuuA. 
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Bro.  Sebastian  is  th^  name?    I  like  thee  well, 
And  will  employ  thee  in  some  service  presently. 

Jxd.  In  what  you  please ;— I  will  do  what  I  can 

Fro,  I  hope  thou  wilt — How  now.  you  whore 
son  peasant?  [To  Launcs 

Where  have  you  been  these  two  days  loitering? 

Laun,  Marry,  sir,  I  carried  Mistress  Silvia  the 
dog  you  bade  me. 

iVw.  And  what  says  she  to  my  little  jewel? 

Laun,  Hanj.  she  says,  your  dog  was  a  cur ;  and 
tells  you,  cumsh  thanks  is  good  enough  for  such 
a  present 

Pro.  But  she  received  my  dog? 

Laun,  No,  indeed,  she  did  not:  here  have  I 
brought  him  back  again. 

Pro,  What,  didst  thou  offer  her  this  from  me? 

Laun,  Ay,  sir;  the  other  squirrel  was  stolen 
from  me  by  the  hangman's  boys  in  the  market* 

Slace:  and  then  I  offered  her  mme  own ;  who  is  a 
og  as  big  as  ten  of  your's,  and  therefore  the  gift 
the  greater. 

iVt>.  Go,  get  thee  hence,  and  find  my  dog  again, 
Or  ne'ev  return  again  into  my  sight 
Away,  I  say :  Stay'st  thou  to  vex  me  here  ? 
A  slave,  that  sUll  an  end  turns  me  to  shame. 

[Exit  Launck. 
Sebastian,  I  have  entertained  thee. 
Partly,  that  I  have  need  of  such  a  youth, 
That  can  with  some  discretion  do  my  business, 
For  'tis  no  trusting  to  yon  foolish  lowt ; 
But,  cliiefly,  for  thy  face  and  thy  behaviour ; 
Which  (if  my  augury  deceive  me  not) 
Witness  good  bringing  up,  fortune,  and  truth : 
Therefore  know  thee,  for  this  I  entertain  thee. 
Go  presently,  and  take  this  ring  with  thee, 
Deliver  it  to  Madam  Silvia : 
She  loved  me  well,  delivei-'d  it  to  me.        [token: 
JuL  It  seems  you  loved  her  not  to  leave  her 
She's  dead,  belike. 
Pro.  Not  80 ;  I  think  she  lives. 
JuL  Alas! 

Pro.  Why  dost  thou  cry,  alas  ? 
JuL  I  cannot  choose  but  pity  her. 
Pro.  Wherefore  should'st  thou  pity  her? 
Jtd.  Because,  methinks,  that  she  loved  youasweQ 
As  you  do  love  jrour  lady  Silvia : 
She  dreams  on  him  tliat  has  forgiii  her  love ; 
You  dote  on  her  that  cares  not  for  your  love. 
'Tis  pity,  love  should  be  so  contraiy ; 
And  thinking  on  it  makes  me  cry,  alas  t 

Pro.  Well,  give  her  that  ring,  and  therewithal 
This  letter  ;—aiatl8  her  chamber.— Tell  my  lady 
I  claim  the  promise  of  her  heavenly  picture. 
Tour  message  done,  hie  home  unto  my  chamber. 
Where  thou  shalt  find  me  sad  and  solitary. 

[Exit  Proteus. 
JuL  How  numy  women  would  do  such  a  message  * 
Alas,  poor  Proteus  I  thou  hast  entertain 'd 
A  fox,  to  be  shepherd  of  thy  lambs ; 
Alas,  poor  fool  1  why  do  I  pity  him 
That  with  his  very  heart  despiseth  me? 
Because  he  loves  her,  he  despiseth  me; 
Because  I  love  him,  I  must  pity  him. 
This  ring  I  gave  him,  when  he  parted  frcm  me, 
To  bind  him  to  remember  my  good  will: 
And  now  am  I  (unhappy  messenger) 
To  plead  for  that,  which  I  would  not  obtain ; 
To  carry  that  which  I  would  have  refus'd; 
To  praise  his  faith,  which  I  would  have  dispraid^ 
I  am  my  master's  tnie  confirmed  love ;  ■ 

But  cannot  be  true  servant  to  my  mastsiQQiC 
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Unless  I  prore  false  traitor  to  myself. 

Yet  I  will  woo  for  him ;  but  yet  so  eoldl^f, 

As,  heaven  it  knows,  I  would  not  have  him  speed. 


£kter  Silyia,  attended. 
Gentlewoman,  good  day  1 1  pray  yoa  be  my  mean 
To  brine  me  where  to  speak  with  Madam  Silvia. 

SiL  What  would  you  with  her,  if  that  I  be  she? 

Jid,  If  yon  be  she,  I  do  entreat  your  patience 
To  hear  me  speak  the  message  I  am  sent  on. 

SiL  Prom  whom  ? 

JyL  From  my  master^  Sir  Proteus,  madam. 

SiL  01 — ^he  sends  yon  for  a  picture  I 

Jid,  Ay,  madam. 

Sd,  Ursula,  bring  my  picture  there. 

[Pietitre  brottghL 
(jK),  gire  your  master  this :  tell  him,  fVom  me, 
One  Julia,  that  his  changing  thoughts  forget, 
Would  better  fit  his  chamber  than  this  shadow. 

JuL  Madam,  please  you  peruse  this  letter. — 
Pardon  me,  maoam ;  I  have  unadvised 
Delivered  you  a  paper  that  I  should  not; 
This  b  the  letter  to  your  ladyship. 

SU,  I  pray  thoe  let  me  look  on  that  again. 

JuL  It  may  not  be ;  good  madam,  pardon  me. 

SiL  Tliere  hold. 
I  will  not  look  upon  your  maaterls  lines : 
I  know  they  are  stuflrd  with  protestations^ 
And  full  of  new-found  oaths ;  which  he  will  break 
As  easily  as  1  do  tear  his  paper. 

JuL  Madam,  he  sends  your  ladyship  this  ring. 

SiL  The  more  shame  for  him  that  he  sends  it  me; 
For,  I  have  heard  him  say  a  thousand  times, 
Hb  Julia  gave  it  him  at  his  departure : 
Though  his  false  finger  hath  pro£u)*d  the  ring. 
Mine  shall  not  do  his  Julia  so  much  wrong. 

JuL  She  thanks  you. 

SSL  What  say*st  thou? 

JuL  I  thank  you.  madam,  that  you  tender  her: 
Poor  gnentlewoman  I  my  master  wrongs  her  much. 

/XL  Dost  thou  know  her? 

JuL  Almost  as  well  as  I  do  know  myself: 
To  think  upon  her  woes  I  do  protest 
That  I  have  wept  a  hundred  several  times,    [her. 

SU.  Belike,  she  thinks  that  Proteus  hath  forsook 

JuL  I  think  she  doth,  and  that's  her  cause  of 
sorrow, 

SiL  Isshenotpassini^foir? 

JuL  She  hath  been  fairer,  madam,  than  she  is : 
When  she  did  think  my  master  lov'd  her  well, 
She,  in  my  jud^ent,  was  as  fair  as  you; 
But  since  she  did  neglect  her  looking-glass. 
And  threw  her  son-expelling  mask  away, 


The  air  hath  starv'd  the  roses  in  her  ebeeksi 
And  pinch'd  the  lily-lincture  of  her  face, 
That  now  she  is  become  as  black  as  L 

SiL  How  tall  was  she? 

Jid,  About  my  stature :  for,  at  Pentecost, 
When  all  our  pageants  of  delight  were  play'd, 
Our  youth  got  me  to  play  the  woman's  part. 
And  I  was  trimm'd  in  Madam  Julm's  gown; 
Which  served  me  as  fit,  by  all  men's  judgment, 
As  if  the  garment  had  been  made  for  me ; 
Therefore,  I  know  she  is  about  my  height 
And,  at  that  time,  I  made  her  weep  a'^>od, 
For  I  did  play  a  lamentable  part: 
Madam,  'twas  Ariadne,  passioning 
For  Theseus'  perjury  and  unjust  light; 
Which  I  so  lively  acted  with  my  tears, 
That  my  poor  nustress,  moved  therewithal. 
Wept  bitterly ;  and  would  I  might  be  deaa, 
If  I  in  thought  felt  not  her  very  sorrow  I 

SiL  l^ha  is  beholden  to  thee,  gentle  youth  I — 
Alas,  ift>or  lady!  desolate  and  left  I — 
I  weep  myself  to  think  upon  thy  words. 
Here,  youth,  there  is  my  purse ;  I  give  diee  this 
For  thy  sweet  mistress'sake,  because  thou  lov'st  her. 
Farewell.  [Exit  Silvia, 

JuL  And  she  shall  thank  yoa  fort,  if  e'er  yon 
know  her.— 
A  virtuous  gentlewoman,  mild,  and  beautifuL 
I  hope  my  master's  suit  will  be  but  cold. 
Since  she  respects  my  mistress'  love  so  much* 
Alas,  how  love  can  trifle  with  itself! 
Here  b  her  picture :  I^t  me  see ;  I  think, 
If  I  had  sucn  a  tire,  this  face  of  mine 
Were  full  as  lovely  as  is  thb  of  hers : 
And  yet  the  painter  flatter'd  her  a  little, 
Unless  I  flatter  with  myself  too  muc^. 
Her  hair  b  auburn,  mine  b  perfect  ydlow: 
If  that  be  all  the  difference  m  his  love, 
111  get  me  such  a  colour 'd  periwig. 
Her  eyes  are  grey  as  glass ;  and  so  are  mine : 
Ay,  but  her  forehead's  low,  and  mine's  as  high. 
What  should  it  be,  that  he  respects  in  her, 
But  I  can  make  respective  in  myself. 
If  thb  fond  love  were  not  a  blinded  god? 
Come,  shadow,  come,  and  take  this  shadow  op, 
For  'tis  thy  rival.    O  thou  senseless  form. 
Thou  shalt  be  worshipp'd,  kiss'd,  lov'd,  and  adorVl; 
And,  were  there  sense  in  his  idoUtry, 
My  substance  should  be  statue  in  thy  stead. 
Ill  use  thee  kindly  for  thy  mistress'  sake, 
That  us'd  me  so ;  or  else  by  Jove  I  vow, 
I  should  have  scratch 'd  out  your  unseeing  eyes. 
To  make  my  master  out  of  love  with  thee.    [  JBot 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  l^-^The  iame.—An  Jbbeg. 
Enter  Eolamoub. 


EgL  The  sun  begins  to  gild  the  western  sky; 
And  now  it  b  about  the  venr  hour 
That  Silvia,  at  friar  Patrick's  cell  should  meet  me. 
She  will  not  fail ;  for  lovers  break  not  hours, 
Unless  it  be  to  come  before  their  time; 
Bo  much  ^hey  spur  their  expedition. 

Enter  Bjlyu^ 
8ee,  where  she  comes :  Lady,  a  happy  evening  I 

JSRL  Amen,  amen  I  go  on.  good  Ggiamour, 
Out  at  the  postern  by  the  abbey  wall ; 
I  f^v  I  am  attended  by  some  spies. 

EgL  Fear  not:  the  forest  is  not  three  leagues  off: 
If  wa  recover  that,  we  are  sure  enough.      [ExewU, 


SCENE  IL^The  aame,^An  JpcartmaU  in  the 
Duke's  Pidace. 
Enter  Thubio,  Proteus,  and  Julu. 
Thu,  Sir  Proteus,  what  says  Silvia  to  my  suit? 
Pro.  O,  sir,  I  find  her  milder  than  she  was ; 
And  yet  she  takes  exceptions  at  your  person. 
Thu.  What,  that  my  leg  b  too  long  ? 
Pro.  No;  that  it  b  too  little. 
Thu.  Ill  wear  a  boot,  to  make  it  somewhat 
rounder.  [loaches. 

Pro,  But  love  will  not  be  spom'd  to  what  it 
T?M,  What  sap  she  to  my  face? 
Pro.  She  says  it  b  a  fair  one. 
Thu.  Nay,  then  the  wanton  lies ;  my  face  b  black. 
Pro,  But  pearls  are  fair;  and  the  old  saying  ia, 
Black  men  are  pearb  in  beauteourladjesVeyea 
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JvL  Tis  trae,  such  pearls  as  put  out  ladies' eyes: 
For  1  luul  rather  wink  than  look  on  them.  [Aside, 

Tfuu  How  likes  she  my  discourse? 

Pro,  111,  when  you  talk  of  war. 

Tku,  But  well,  when  I  discourse  of  love  and 
peace? 

JuL  But  better,  indeed,  when  yon  hold  yonr 
peace.  [Amde, 

Tku,  What  says  she  to  my  valour? 

Fro.  0,  sir,  she  makes  no  doubt  of  that 

JyL  She  needs  not,  when  she  knows  it  cow- 
ardice. [Aside, 

ThL  What  says  she  to  my  birth  ? 

Pro,  That  you  are  well  deriv'd. 

JnL  True ;  from  a  gentleman  to  a  fooL    [Aside, 

Tku,  Considers  she  my  possessions? 

Pro.  Oh!  ay :  and  pities  them. 

Tku.  Wherefore? 

JvL  That  such  an  ass  should  owe  them.  [Aside, 

Pro,  That  they  are  out  by  lease. 

Jtd,  Here  comes  the  duke. 

Enter  Duke. 

Duke,  How  now,  Sir  Proteus?  how  now, 
Thurio? 

hieh  of  you  saw  Sir  EgUmour  of  late? 

Tku,  Not  I.  ^^ 

Fro.  Nor  I. 

Ouke,  Saw  3rou  my  daughter? 

Pro,  Neitlier. 

Jhike,  Why,  then,  she's  fled  unto  that  peasant 
Valentine ; 
And  EgUmuur  is  in  her  company. 
Tis  true ;  for  friar  Laurence  met  them  both, 
As  he  in  penance  wander 'd  through  the  forest: 
Hun  be  knew  well,  and  guess'd  that  it  was  she; 
But^  being  masked,  he  was  not  sure  of  it: 
Besides,  she  did  intend  confession  [not : 

At  Patrick's  cell  this  even;  and  there  she  was 
These  likelihoods  confirm  her  flight  from  hence. 
Therefore,  I  pray  you,  stand  not  to  discourse, 
But  mount  you  presently ;  and  meet  with  me 
Upon  the  riiiing  of  the  mountain  foot 
That  leads  towards  Mantua,  whither  they  are  fled: 
Despatch,  sweet  gentlemen,  and  follow  me.  [Exit. 

17m*.  Why,  this  it  is  to  be  a  peevish  girl, 
That  flics  her  fortune  when  it  follows  her : 
111  after ;  more  to  be  reveng'd  on  EgUmour, 
Than  for  the  love  of  reckless  Silvia.  [Eidt. 

Pro,  And  I  will  follow,  more  for  Silvia's  love. 
Than  hate  of  E^Iamour  that  goes  with  her.  [Exit, 

JuL  And  I  will  follow  more  to  cross  that  love, 
Than  hate  for  Silvia,  that  is  gone  for  love.    [Exit. 

SCENE  Ill,^Frtmtierto/Mantua.^Tke  Forest. 
Enter  Silvia  and  Outlaws. 

1  Out.  Come,  come ; 

Be  natient.  we  must  bring  you  to  our  captain. 

Jm,  a  tnousand  more  mischances  than  this  one 
Have  leam'd  me  how  to  brook  this  patiently. 

2  Out.  Come,  bring  her  away.  [her  ? 
1  OuL  Where  is  the  gentleman  that  was  with 
8  Out,  Being  nimble-footed,  he  hath  outrun  us, 

But  Moysei  and  Valerius  follow  him. 
Go  thou  with  her  to  the  west  end  of  the  wood. 
There  is  our  captain:  well  follow  him  that's  fled. 
The  thicket  is  beset,  he  cannot  'scape.  [cave : 

1  Out,  Come,  I  must  bring  you  to  our  captain's 
Fear  not ;  he  bears  an  honourable  mind, 
And  will  not  use  a  woman  lawlessly. 

6iL  U  Valentine,  this  1  endure  for  thee  I 

[Exuant 


SCENE  ly, —AmtherjMtrt  of  the  Forest, 

Enter  Valentine. 

Vcd.  How  use  doth  breed  a  habit  in  a  man  I 
This  shadowy  desert,  unfre<|uented  woods, 
I  better  brook  than  flourishing  peopled  towns  • 
Here  can  I  sit  alone,  unseen  of  an^. 
And  to  the  nightingale's  complaining  notes 
Tune  my  distresses,  and  record  my  woes. 

0  thou  that  dost  inhabit  m  my  breast, 
Leave  not  the  mansion  so  long  tenantless; 
Lest,  growing  ruinous,  the  building  fall. 
And  leave  no  memory  of  what  it  was  t 
Repair  me  with  thy  presence,  Silvia ; 

Thou  gentle  nymph,  cherish  th^  forlorn  swain  .— 
What  hallooing,  and  what  stir,  is  this  to-day? 
These  are  my  mates,  that  make  their  wil  U  their  law, 
Have  some  unhappy  passenger  in  chase: 
They  love  me  well;  yet  1  have  much  to  do, 
To  keep  them  from  uncivil  outrages. 
Withdraw  thee,  Valentine ;  who's  this  comes  hero  ? 

[St^  aside. 
Enter  Proteus,  Silvia,  €otd  Julla.. 

iVo.  Madam,  thb  service  I  have  done  for  you, 
(Though  you  respect  not  aught  your  servant  doth,) 
To  ha/ju^  life,  and  rescue  you  from  him 
That  would  have  forc'd  your  honour  and  your  love. 
Vouchsafe  me,  for  my  meed,  but  one  (air  look; 
A  smaller  boon  than  thb  I  cannot  beg, 
And  less  than  this,  I  am  sure,  you  cannot  give. 

Vol.  How  like  a  dream  is  this  1  see  and  bear  I 
Love,  lend  me  patience  to  forbear  awhile.    [Aside, 

JSiL  O  miserable,  unhappy  that  I  am! 

Pro.  Unhappy  were  you,  madam,  ere  I  came ; 
But,  by  my  coming,  I  have  made  you  happy. 

/SM,  By  thy  approach  thou  mak'st  me  most  un- 
happy. 

JuL  And  me,  when  he  approacheth  to  vour 
presence.  [Aside, 

£Sl.  Had  I  been  seized  by  a  hungry  lion, 

1  would  have  been  a  breaktast  to  the  beast, 
Rather  than  have  false  Proteus  rescue  me. 
(),  heaven  be  judge  how  I  love  Valentine, 
Whose  life's  as  tender  to  me  as  my  soul ; 
And  full  as  much  (for  more  there  cannot  be,) 
I  do  detest  false  perjur'd  Proteus: 

Therefore  be  gone,  s^iicit  me  no  more.        [death. 

Pro.  What  dangerous  action,  stood  it  next  to 
Would  I  not  undergo  for  one  calm  look  ? 
Oh !  'tis  the  curse  in  love,  and  still  approv'd. 
When  women  cannot  love  where  they're  belov'd. 

J^  When    Proteus  cannot  love   where   he^ 
belov'd. 
Read  over  Julia*^  heart,  thy  first  best  love. 
For  whose  dear  sake  thou  did^t  then  read  thy  £uth 
Into  a  thousand  oaths;  and  all  those  oaths 
Descended  into  penury,  to  love  me. 
Thou  hast  no  faith  left  now,  unless  thou  tiadst  two, 
And  that's  far  worse  than  none ;  better  have  none 
Than  plural  faith,  which  is  too  much  by  one: 
Thou  counterfeit  to  thy  true  friend  I 

Pro.  In  lovCj 
Who  respects  friend ! 

SiL  All  men  but  Proteus. 

Pro.  Nay,  if  the  gentle  spuit  of  moving  words 
Can  no  way  change  you  to  a  milder  form, 
I'll  woo  you  like  a  soldier,  at  arms'  end ; 
And  love  you  'gainst  the  nature  of  love— ferce  you. 

ifU.  O  heaven! 

/Vo.  ni  force  thee  yield  to  my  desire. 

VaL  KufHan,  lot  go  that  rude  uncivil  toudL; 
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ThoQ  tHend  of  an  ill  fiishioa! 

JPro.  Valentine  I  [or  love; 

Vol  Thou  common  friend,  that's  without  faith 
(For  8uch  is  a  friend  now) :  Treacherous  man ! 
Tho*  hast  heguil'd  my  hopes ;  nought  but  mine  eye 
Crnld  have  persuaded  me:    Now  I  dare  not  say 
I  have  one  friend  alive ;  thou  would'st  disprove  me. 
Who  should  be  trusted  when  one's  right  hand 
Is  perjur'd  to  the  bosom  ?    Proteus, 
1  am  sorry  I  must  never  trust  thee  more, 
But  count  the  world  a  stranger  for  thy  sake. 
The  private  wound  is  deepest:  O  time,  most  curst  1 
rMongst  all  foes,  that  a  fnend  should  be  the  worst  I 

Pro.  My  shame  and  guilt  confounds  me. 
Forgive  me,  Valentine :  if  hearty  sorrow 
Be  a  sufficient  ransom  for  offence, 
I  tender  it  here ;  I  do  as  truly  suffer 
As  e'er  I  did  commit. 

Vol  Then  I  am  paid; 
And  once  again  I  do  receive  thee  honest : 
Who  by  repentance  is  not  satisfied, 
Is  nor  of  heaven,  nor  earth,  for  these  are  pleas'd; 
By  penitence  the  Eternal^  wrath's  appeased : 
And,  that  my  love  toay  appear  plain  and  free, 
All  that  was  mine  in  Silvia  I  give  thee. 

JuL  O  me,  unhappy  I  [FamU, 

Fro,  Look  to  the  boy.  [the  matter? 

VcH.  Why  boy  I  why  wag  I  how  now?  what  is 
Look  up ;  speak. 

Jid.  O  good  supjiny  master  charg'd  me  to  deliver 
a  ring  to  Madam  Silvia :  which,  out  of  my  neglect, 
was  never  done. 

Pro.  Where  is  that  ring,  boy? 

JuL  Here  'tis :  this  is  it.  [Gives  a  ring, 

Fro.  Howl  let  me  see: 
Why  this  is  the  ring  I  gave  to  Julia. 

Jtd.  O,  cry  your  mercy,  sir,  I  have  mistook ; 
This  is  the  rmg  you  sent  to  SUvia. 

[Shows  another  ring. 

Pro,  But  how  cam'st  thou  by  this  ring  ?  at  my 
depart,  I  gave  this  unto  Julia. 

JvL  And  Julia  herself  did  give  it  me ; 
And  Julia  herself  hath  brought  it  hither. 

Pro.  Howl  Julia! 

JiL  Behold  her  that  gave  aim  to  all  thy  oaths, 
And  entertain 'd  them  deeply  in  her  heart : 
How  oft  hast  thou  with  perjury  cleft  the  root? 
0  Proteus,  let  this  habit  make  thee  blush  I 
Be  thou  asham'd  that  1  have  took  upon  me 
Sudi  an  immodest  raiment;  if  shame  live 
In  a  disguise  of  love: 

It  is  the  lesser  blot,  modesty  finds,  [minds. 

Women  to  change  their  shapes,  than  men  their 

Pro.  Than  men  their  minds?  *tis  true :  O  heaven  I 
were  man 
But  constant,  he  were  perfect :  that  one  error 
Fills  him  with  faults ;  makes  him  run  through  all 

the  sins; 
Inconstancy  falls  off  ere  it  begins: 
What  is  in  Silvia's  face,  but  I  may  spy 
More  fresh  in  Julia's  with  a  constant  eye? 

VaL  Come,  come,  a  hand  from  either : 
Let  me  be  blest  to  make  this  happy  close? 
Twere  pity  two  sach  friends  should  be  long  fbes. 


Pro.  Bear  witness,  heaven,  I  have  my  wiah 
for  ever. 

JuL  And  I  have  mine. 
Enter  Outlaws,  viith  Duke  and  Thurio. 

Out.  A  prize,  a.pri7^,  a  prize ! 

VdL.  Forbear,  I  say ;  it  is  my  lord  the  dukcb 
Your  grace  is  welcome  to  a  man  disgrae'd, 
Banish 'd  Valentine. 

Duke.  Sir  Valentine  I 

Thi.  Yonder  is  Silvia ;  and  Silvia's  mine. 

Vcd,  Thurio  give  back,  or  else  embrace  thy 
death  J 
Come  not  withm  the  measure  of  my  wrath : 
Do  not  name  Silvia  thine ;  if  once  again, 
Milan  shall  not  behold  thee.    Here  she  stands ; 
Take  but  possession  of  her  with  a  touch ; 
I  dare  thee  but  to  breathe  upon  my  love. — 

Thu,  Sir  Valentine,  I  care  not  for  her,  I ; 
I  hold  hun  but  a  fool,  that  will  endanger 
His  body  for  a  gurl  that  loves  him  not  ;^ 
I  claim  her  not,  and  therefore  she  is  thine. 

Duke.  The  more  degenerate  and  base  art  thoo. 
To  make  such  means  for  her  as  thou  hast  done. 
And  leave  her  on  such  slight  conditions. — 
Now,  by  the  honour  of  my  ancestry, 
I  do  applaud  thy  spirit,  Valentine, 
And  think  thee  worthy  of  an  empress'  love. 
Know  then,  I  here  forget  all  former  griefs. 
Cancel  all  grudge,  repeal  thee  home  a^ain.-^ 
Plead  a  new  state  tale  in  thy  nnrivall'd  merit, 
To  which  I  thus  subscribe,— Sir  Valentine, 
Thou  art  a  gentleman,  and  well  deriv'd ; 
Take  thou  Uiy  Silvia,  for  thou  hast  deserv'd  her, 

VaL  I  thank  your  grace ;  the  gift  hath  made  me 
happy. 
I  now  beseecn  you,  for  your  daughter's  sake, 
To  grant  one  boon  that  I  shall  ask  of  you. 

DuJce.  I  grant  it,  for  thine  own,  whate'er  it  be. 

VaL  These  banish'd  men,  that  I  have   kept 
withal, 
Are  men  endued  with  worthy  qualities ; 
Forgive  them  what  they  have  committed  here, 
And  let  tibem  be recall'd  from  their  exile: 
They  are  reformed,  civil,  full  of  good. 
And  fit  for  great  employment,  worthy  lord. 

Duhe.  Thou  hast  prevail'd:   I   pardon  them, 
and  thee ; 
Dispose  of  them,  as  tliou  know'st  their  deserts. 
Come,  let  us  go;  we  will  include  all  jars 
With  triumphs,  mirth,  and  rare  solemnity. 

Vol.  And,  as  we  walk  along,  I  dare  be  bold 
With  our  discourse  to  make  your  grace  to  smile : 
What  think  you  of  this  page,  my  lord? 

Duke.  I  tfiink  the  boy  hath  grace  in  him,  ha 
blushes.  [boy. 

VaL  I  warrant  you,  my  lord,  more  grace  than 

Duke.  What  mean  you  by  that  saying? 

VaL  Please  you,  111  tell  you  as  we  pass  along, 
That  you  will  wonder  what  hath  fortuned. 
Come,  Proteus ;  'tis  your  penance,  but  to  hear 
The  story  of  your  loves  discover'd: 
That  done,  our  day  of  marriage  shall  be  yoor'k; 
One  feast,  one  house*  one  mutual  happiness. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONAL. 


fBUSUB.  Dok*  of  AthMML       EOEUB,  fkthtr  to  BanaU. 
LTSAITDER.  In  lore  with  BarmUL 

DBMSTRIUd.  In  love  with  HarmU. 

PHILOSTBATB,  mMter  of  the  reveU  to  Theeeu. 

QUINOETUie  carpenter.       SNUO,  the  Joiner. 

BOTTOM,  the  waarer.       FLUTE,  the  bellows-mender. 

SNOUT,  the  tinker.        8TABVELUO,  the  Ullor. 

BZPPOLTTA,  Qaeen  of  the  Amasons  betroth«d  to  Theiens. 

yntniffA  daifhter  to  Bieiaa,  In  Ioto  with  Lysander. 


A.  In  lore  with  Demetrivi. 

OBERdN.  hint  of  the  fairlee. 

TITANIA.  queen  of  the  falriei. 

FUCK,  or  Robin  Ooodfailow,  a  fkby. 

PEA8-BL0880U.  COBWEB.  MOTH,  MUsVaBD-SSSD^  fhlrlei 

FYBAMUS.  THISBE.  WALL.  MOONBHINS,  UoYi, 

eharaeters  in  the  Interlnde,  performed  by  the  Clownti 

Other  fklrlea  attending  their  King  and  Qaeen. 

Attendants  on  Theseos  and  Kippoljrta. 


SCENE— Athens  and  a  Wood  near. 


ACT  L 


SCENE  L—Athens.    A  Rcom  in  ihe  Palace  of 

Theseus. 

EnUr  Thbsbub,  Hippoltta,  Philostbatb,  and 

Attendants. 

The,  Now,  fair  Hippolyta,  oar  noptial  hour 
Draws  on  apaoo;  fonr  happy  dayit  bring  in 
AiM^ber  moon:  hot,  oh,  metbinks,  how  slow 
T  is  old  n'oon  wanes  I  she  lingers  my  desires. 
Like  to  ft  step-dame,  or  ft  dowager, 
Lon^:  witherins  oQt  a  yoang  mao\i  reveniie. 

Hip.  Foar  days  will  quickly  steep  themselves 
in  niglits; 
Pour  nights  will  qaickly  dream  away  the  time; 
And  then  the  moon,  like  to  a  hilver  bow 
New  bent  in  heaven,  shall  behold  the  night 
Of  <^ar  solemnities. 

The.  Go,  Philostrate, 

Btir  ap  the  Athenian  youth  to  merriments; 
Awake  the  pert  and  nimble  spirit  of  mirth  ^ 
Tarn  melancholy  forth  to  funerals— 
The  pale  companion  is  not  for  our  pomp.  [Exit  Phil. 
Hippolyta,  I  woo'd  thee  with  my  sword, 
And  won  thy  love,  doing  thee  injuries; 
But  I  will  wed  thee  in  another  key, 
With  pomp,  with  triaroph,  and  with  rerelling! 
Enter  Eobus,  Hkkmia,  Ltsandbb,  and 
Demetrius. 

Ege,  HappT  be  Theseus,  oor  renowned  duket 

The.  Thanks,  good  Egens;    What's  the  news 
with  thee? 

Ege.  Full  of  vexation  oome  I,  with  complaint 
|igain.Ht  my  child,  my  dauKbter  Hermia. 
Stand  forth,  Demetrius :  My  noble  lord, 
This  man  hath  my  consent  to  marry  her. — 
Btand  forth,  Lysander  s— and,  my  gracious  duke, 
This  man  hath  bewitch'd  the  bosom  of  my  child : 
Thou,  thou,  Lysander,  thou  hast  given  her  rhymes, 
And  interchanged  love-tokens  with  my  ehild : 
Thou  hast  by  moonlight  at  her  window  snog. 
With  feigning  voioe,  verses  of  feigning  love; 
And  stoPn  the  impression  of  her  fantasy 
With  bracelets  of  thy  hair,  rings,  gawds,  oonoeits, 
Knacks,  trifles,  nosegays,  sweet-meats;  messengers 


Of  strong  prevail  meat  in  nnharden*d  youth; 
With  cunning  hast  thou  filchM  my  daughter's  heart 
Turned  her  obedience,  which  is  due  to  me. 
To  Atttbhorn  harshness:— And,  my  gracious  duke 
Be  it  so  she  will  not  here  before  your  grace 
Consent  to  marry  with  Demetrius, 
I  beg  the  ancient  privilege  of  Athens; 
As  khe  is  mine,  I  may  dbpose  of  her : 
Which  shall  be  either  to  this  gentloman,  ^ 
Or  to  her  death ;  according  to  our  law. 
Immediately  provided  in  that  case. 

The.  What  say  you,  Uermia?    Be  advis*d,  fair 
maid; 
To  you  your  father  should  be  as  a  god  ; 
One  that  composed  your  beauties;  yea,  and  one 
To  whom  you  are  but  as  a  form  in  wax, 
tij  him  imprinted,  and  within  his  power 
To  leave  the  figure,  or  disfigure  it. 
Demetrius  is  a  worthy  gentleman. 

Ber.  So  is  Lysander. 

The.  In  himself  he  is: 

Bur,  in  this  kind,  wanting  your  father's  voioe. 
The  other  must  be  held  the  worthier. 

Uer.  I  would  my  father  look'd  but  with  my  eyes. 

Ihe.  Bather  your  eyes  must  with  his  judgment 
look. 

Her.  I  do  entreat  your  grace  to  pardon  me. 
I  know  not  by  what  power  I  am  made  bold. 
Nor  how  it  may  ooDcern  my  modesty. 
In  such  a  presence  here,  to  plead  my  thoughts  : 
But  I  beseech  your  grace  that  I  may  know 
The  worst  that  may  befall  me  in  this  case. 
If  I  refuse  to  wed  Demetrius. 

2'he.  Either  to  die  the  death,  or  to  abjure 
For  ever  the  society  of  men. 
Therefore,  fair  Uermia,  question  your  desires, 
Know  of  your  youth,  examine  well  your  blood, 
Whether,  if  you  yield  not  to  your  father's  choice, 
Tou  can  endure  the  livery  of  a  nun ; 
For  aye  to  be  io  shady  cloister  mew'd, 
To  live  ft  barren  sister  all  your  life. 
Chanting  faint  hymns  to  the  cold  fruitless  moon. 
Thrice  blessed  they  that  master  so  their  blood, 
To  undergo  such  maiden  uilgrimage. 
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But  enrlbfj  happier  is  tlie  rose  disiiliM, 
Thtn  that,  which,  witherinsr  on  the  rirKin  thoro, 
Grows,  lives,  and  dies,  in  single  bIPHsedness. 

Her.  So  nill  I  grow,  so  live,  so  die,  my  lord, 
Ere  I  will  jtpld  my  virgin  patent  ap 
Unto  his  lordship,  whose  unwished  yoke 
My  soul  consents  not  to  give  sovereignry. 
The.  Take  time  to  pause;  aod,  by  ibe  next  dpw 
moon 
(The  sealing-day  betwixt  my  love  and  me 
For  everlasting  bond  of  fellowship), 
Upon  that  day  either  prepare  to  die 
For  didub^dience  to  your  father's  will, 
Or  else  to  wed  Demetrius,  as  he  would ; 
Or  on  Diana's  alter  to  protest. 
For  aye,  austerity  and  single  life. 
Dem,  Relent,  sweet  Hermia  :— And,  Lysander, 
yield 
Thy  crazed  title  to  my  oprtaf n  right. 

Ly».  You  have  her  father's  love,  Demetrius ; 
Let  nie  have  Hprmia^ :  do  you  marry  him. 

Ege.  Scornful  Lysanderl  true,he  l<aihmy  love; 
And  what  is  mine  my  love  shall  render  him  : 
And  she  is  mine ;  and  all  ray  right  of  her 
1  do  estate  unto  Demetrius. 

Ly%,  I  am,  my  lord,  as  well  derived  as  he, 
As  well  possess'd;  my  love  is  more  than  his; 
My  fortunes  every  way  as  fairly  rank*d, 
If  not  with  vantage,  as  Demetrius'; 
And,  which  is  more  than  all  these  boasts  can  be, 
I  am  belov'd  of  beauteous  Hermia: 
Why  should  not  I  then  prosecute  my  right? 
Demetrius,  1*11  avouch  it  to  his  head. 
Made  love  to  Nedar's  daughter,  Helena, 
And  won  her  soul ;  and  she,  sweet  lady,  dotes, 
Devoutly  dotes,  dotes  in  idolatry. 
Upon  this  spotted  and  inconstant  man  I 

Tht.  I  muMt  confess  that  I  have  heard  so  much. 
And   with    Demetrius   thought  to  have  spoke 

thereof; 
But  being  over-full  of  self-affiirs. 
My  mind  did  lone  it. — But,  Demetrius,  come 
And  come,  Egeus;  you  shall  go  with  me, 
I  have  some  private  schooling  for  yon  both. 
For  yon,  fair  Uermia,  look  yon  arm  yourself 
To  fit  your  fancies  to  your  father's  will ; 
Or  elbe  the  law  of  Athens  yields  you  up 
(Which  by  no  means  we  may  extenuate) 
To  death  or  to  a  vow  of  single  life. 
Come,  my  H ippolyu :  What  cheer,  my  love  ? 
Demetriurt,  Egeos,  go  along: 
1  must  employ  you  in  some  buHinesa 
Against  our  nuptial ;  and  confer  with  yon 
or  KnmHthIng  nearly  that  concerns  yourselves. 
Ege  With  dutv  and  desire,  we  follow  you. 

[Extunt  Thes.,  Hip.,  Eoe.,  Dz^., and  train. 
ZjjfS   Uow  now,  my  iove?    Why  is  your  cheek 
so  pale  ? 
How  chance  the  roses  there  do  fade  so  f«st  ? 

Eer.  Beiikeior  want  of  rain;  which  I  could  well 
Between  them  from  the  tempest  of  mine  eyes. 

LyB.  Ah  met  for  aught  that  ever  I  could  read, 
Could  ever  hear  by  tale  or  history, 
The  course  of  true  lovn  never  did  run  smooth. 
Bus  either  it  was  different  in  blood ;~ 
Ber,  O  cross!  too  hivh  to  be  enthralPd  to  low  I 
Ljf§.  Or  else  misgr^ff'd,  in  restiect  of  years;— 
Her.  O  spite  1  too  old  to  be  eigig'd  to  yonnt;I 
Li/S.  i  )r  else  it  stood  upon  the  olioibe  of  friendi* ;  — 
Ser   O  hell  t  to  choose  love  by  another's  eye  ! 
Ly$   Or,  if  therH  were  a  sympathy  in  choice, 
Wfir,  death,  or  sickness  did  lay  itiege  to  it ; 
Making  it  monetary  aa  a  sound, 
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Swift  as  a  Hhn  ow,  short  as  any  dream. 
Brief  ap  the  litriitninc  in  the  oul<ied  night, 
Toat,  in  a  fp  een,  unfolds  both  heaven  and  eartl^ 
And  ere  a  man  hath  power  to  say, — Behold  t 
The  JHws  of  darkness  do  devour  it  up : 
So  niiiok  bright  things  come  to  confusion. 

Her.  If  then  true  lovers  have  been  ever  eroee^d 
It  Htaitds  an  an  edict  in  destiny : 
Then  let  us  teach  our  trial  patience, ' 
Becnnse  it  in  a  customary  cross; 
As  due  to  love,  as  thoughts,  and  dreams,  and  sighc 
Wihhes,  and  tear.t,  poor  fancyV  tollowers. 

Lys,  A  good  persuasion;   therefore,  hear  me 
Hermia. 
I  have  a  widow  aunt,  a  dowager 
Of  great  revenue,  and  she  hatti  no  child ; 
From  Athens  is  her  houne  remov'd  seven  leagues 
And  ehe  refpects  me  as  her  only  son. 
There,  gentle  Uermia,  may  I  marry  thee; 
And  to  that  place  the  ah  irp  Athenian  law 
Cannot  pu^^ue  us  :  If  thou  lov'at  me  then, 
Hte^l  forth  thy  father^s  hoUKe  to-morrow  night; 
And  in  the  wood,  a  league  without  the  town. 
Where  I  did  meet  thee  once  with  Helena, 
To  do  observance  to  a  morn  of  May, 
Tiiei e  will  I  stay  for  thee. 

Her.  My  good  Lysander. 

I  swear  to  thee  by  Cnpid*s  strongest  bow ; 
Bv  his  best  arrow  with  the  golden  head ; 
By  the  simplicity  of  Venus'  doves ; 
By  that  whioh  knitteth  souls,  and  prospers  bvea 
And  by  that  fire  which  burn'd  the  Carthage  queeo 
When  the  fai^e  Trojan  under  sail  was  seim ; 
By  all  the  vows  that  ever  men  have  broke. 
In  number  more  than  ever  woman  spoke  ;•— 
In  that  same  place  thou  hast  appointed  me. 
To-morrow  truly  will  1  meet  with  thee  I 

Lya    Keep  promise,  love;   look,   heie  oomei 
Helena. 

Enter  Hbleva. 

Her,  God  speed  fair  Helena  I  Whither  away  ? 

HU.  Call  you  me  fair  ?  that  fair  again  unsay. 
Demetrius  loves  you  fair:  O  happy  fairl 
Your  eyes  ar»  loaid'Htars ;  and  your  tongue 'a  sweet 

air 
More  tunable  than  lark  to  shepherd's  ear. 
When  wheat  is  green,  when  hawthorn  buds  appeftrl 
S*ckne8<t  is  cafcliing ;  O,  were  favour  so 
(Your  words  I  catch),  fair  Hermia,  ere  I  go, 
My  ear  should  catch  your  voice,  my  eye  your  eye, 
My  tongue  bhould    catch    your  tongue's    sweet 

melody. 
Were  the  world  mine,  Demetrius  being  bated. 
The  rest  I'll  give  to  be  to  you  translated. 
O,  teach  me  how  you  look;  and  with  what  art 
Yon  sway  the  motion  of  Dtfmetrius*  heart  1 

Her.  I  frown  upon  him,  yet  he  loves  ma  still. 

HeL  0,  that  your  frowns  would  teach  my  smiles 
such  Mkili  t 

Her.  1  give  him  curses,  yet  he  gives  me  love. 

Hel.  0«  that  my  prayers  could  such  affection 
move  I 

Her,  The  m  -re  I  hate,  the  more  he  follows  me. 

HtL  Th  <  m.)re  1  love,  the  more  he  hatelh  me. 

Her    11  is  folly,  Helena,  is  no  fault  of  mine. 

HeL  None.    Hut  your  beauty;  would  that  fault 
were  mine  I 

Iler,  Take  comfort;  he  no  more  shall  seem> 
fiice; 
Lysander  and  myself  will  fly  this  place. 
Bef  )re  the  time  I  did  Lysander  8ee,^^->.  j 

Seem'd  Athens  like  a  paradise  to  01^:1  QOQLC 
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O  then,  wlut  graoes  in  mj  lovo  do  dwell, 
That  be  hath  turn*d  a  heaven  nnto  a  belli 

Ljft   Helen,  to  jou  oar  mind)  vre  will  unfold: 
To-murruvr  night  when  Pi  cabe  doth  behold 
Her  silver  visage  in  the  watVy  gia^a. 
Decking  with  liquid  pearl  the  biaded  grass 
(A  rime  that  lovtrd' fights duth  still  conceal), 
Tbniugh  Athens*  gatvs  have  we  devis*d  to  steal. 

Her.  And  in  the  wood,  where  often  yoa  and  I 
Upun  faint  primrosa  beds  were  wont  to  lie, 
Emptying  oar  bosoms  of  their  coansel  sweet, 
There  mj  Lysander  and  myself  shall  meet; 
And  thence,  from  Athene,  turn  away  our  eyea^ 
To  seek  new  fnends  and  stranger  companies. 
Farewell,  sweet  playfellow;  pray  thou  for  ns, 
And  good  lack  grant  thee  tiiy  Demetriusl— 
Keep  word,  Lyaander;  we  must  s'arve  our  sight 
Prom  lovers*  food  till  morrow  deep  iniduighi 

[Ex  liKa. 

ZffS  I  will,  my  Hermiat- Helena,  atiieu: 
As  yoa  on  him,  Demetrius  dote  on  yon! 

{Exit.  Lys. 

SeL  How  happy  some  o*er  other  som«  can  bt  1 
Through  Athens  I  am  thought  as  fair  as  she. 
But  what  of  thai?  Demetrius  thinks  not  so; 
He  will  not  know  what  all  bat  he  do  know. 
And  as  he  errs,  doting  on  Hermia's  ej&i, 
Bo  I,  admiring  of  his  qualities. 
Things  base  and  vile,  holding  no  quantity, 
Love  can  transpose  to  form  sod  dignity. 
Love  looks  not  with  the  eyes,  but  with  the  mitd ; 
And  therefore  is  wing'd  Cupid  painted  blind. 
Nor  hath  loveV  mind  of  any  judgment  taste; 
Wings  and  no  eyes,  figure  untieedy  haste: 
And  therefore  is  love  said  to  be  a  child, 
Because  in  choice  he  is  so  oft  b^guird. 
^  w^SSish  boys  in  game  themselves  forswear, 
Ho  the  boy  love  b  per jur'd  everywhere: 
JJ**^***  Demetrius  louk'd  on  Uermia's  eyne, 

He  hail'd  down  oaths  thst  he  was  only  mine; 

And  when  this  bail  some  heat  from  Hermia  felt, 

Bo  he  dissolved,  and  showers  of  oaths  did  melt. 

J^ill  go  tell  Lim  of  fair  Hermia's  flight: 

Then  to  the  wood  will  he.  lu-monow  night, 

*T»'ine  her;  and  for  this  mtelligenoe 

if  1  have  tbanks,  it  is  a  dear  expense. 

jjct  herein  mean  I  to  enrich  my  pain, 

XQ  have  his  sight  thither  and  back  again.     [EseU. 


8CENB  U.    The 


A  Room  in  a  Cottage. 


^^  S«c«,  Bottom,  Plih'b,  Snoot,  Qoi.ncb, 

and  tiTAEVBUKO. 

J^^  •!!  oor  company  here? 
y-   ^^«  were  be^t  to  call  them  generally,  man 
/jT*  ?J®ording  to  the  scrip. 
P/J>L^^  7i5'"«  w  **•  •®'''^**  ®f  ^^^T  ™»n^  n«n»e 
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Bat.  Ready.  Name  what  part  i  am  for,  and 
proc«'ed. 

Qtdii.  Yoa,  Nick  Bottom,  ire  set  down  for 
P>  ramus. 

Bot.  What  is  Pyramuf?  a  lover,  or  a  trrant? 

Quxxi,  A  lover,  that  kills  himself  most  gallantly 
for  lovp. 

Bo^.  That  will  ask  some  tears  in  the  true 
performing  of  it:  If  I  do  it,  let  the  audience  look 
to  their  ^j^\  I  will  move  sr<irms,  I  will  eon- 
dole  in  s«ime  messure.  To  the  rest:— Yet  my 
chief  humour  i^  for  a  tyrant:  I  coald  play  Eroies 
rarely,  or  a  part  to  t«ar  a  ont  in,  to  make  ail  split 

The  rafltiff  rooks. 
And  shtrerlDK  shocks, 
Bb«U  \avmk  the  locks 

or  priiton-gatea ; 
And  rhibbus'  car 
Bball  abine  from  f«r. 
And  miike  sd'I  mar 

The  foolish  CaUsa. 

This  wss  lofty  1— Now  name  the  rest  of  the 
players.— 1'his  is  Erdes*  vein,  a  tyrantli  vein; 
a  lover  is  more  condoling. 

Qmn,  Francis  Fiuie,  the  bellows- mender. 

¥l\k.  Here,  Peter  Q>iinoA. 

Quin.  You  must  isKe  Thlsby  on  yoo, 

Flu.  What  is  Tliisby  ?  a  wandering  knight? 

Qvdn.   It  18  the  lady  that  Pyramos  must  love. 

Vi%.  Niy,  faith,  let  not  me  play  a  woman ,  I 
have  a  beard  coming. 

Quia.  That's  all  one;  yoa  shall  play  it  in  a 
maMk,  and  you  may  speak  as  small  as  you  will. 

Boi.  An  I  may  hide  my  face,  let  me  play  Thisby 
too:  I'll  speak  in  a  monstrous  little  voice;—* 
»*Thii»ne,  Thisne,— Ah,  Pyramun,  my  lover  dear; 
thy  Thi«by  dear!  and  lady  dear  I'* 

^tttii  No,  no,  yon  must  play  Pyramos ;  and, 
Flute,  you,  Thisby. 

B(A.  Wetl,  proceed. 

Qvan.  Robin  Surveling,  the  tailor. 

Siof,  Here,  Pe  er  Quince. 

Qmn.  Robin  Starveling,  you  mast  play  Thisby^ 
mother.— Tom  Siiout,  the  tinker. 
•SiwuL  Here,  Peter  Quince. 

Quia,  You, Pyramu»'s  father;  myself, Thisby *s 
father ;  Snug,  the  joiner,  you,  the  lion's  part : — 
and,  I  hope,  here  is  a  play  fitted. 

8nug.  Have  you  the  lion's  part  written  ?  pray 
yoo,  It  it  be,  give  it  me,  for  I  am  slow  of  study. 

Quin.  You  may  do  it  extempore,  for  it  is  nothing 
but  roaring. 

Bot.  Let  me  plav  the  lion  too ;  I  will  roar,  that 
I  will  do  any  manvi  heart  good  to  hear  me ;  I  will 
roar  tliat  I  will  make  thn  doke  say,  **  Let  hiiu 
roar  again,  let  him  roar  again  I" 

Qvin  An  yoo  shonld  do  it  too  terribly,  you 
would  fright  the  dochess  and  the  ladies  that  th'-y 
would  shriek,  and  that  were  enough  to  hang  us 
all. 
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Quin  Whf ,  what  70a  will. 

£ot.  I  will  dUoharge  it  in  either  your  strmw- 
eoloured  beird,  jour  orange-ttwDV  beard,  yoar 
parple-in-grain  lieard,  or  your  Frenob-orown- 
•oloared  beard,  yoar  perfect  yellow. 

Qum.  Some  of  year  French  crowns  haye  no 
bjiir  at  all,  and  then  you  will  play  bare  faced. — 
But,  masters,  here  are  yoor  parts:  and  I  aoi  to 
entreat  yoo,  rec^est  you,  aud  desire  yuu,  to  oon 
them  by  to-morrow  night:  and  meet  me  in  the 
palace  wood«  a  mile  without  the  town,  by  moon- 


NIGHTS  DREAM. 
light ;  there  we  will  rehearse :  for  if  we  meet  in 
the  city  we  shall  be  dogg*d  with  company,  and  oar 
deTices  known.  In  the  mean  time  I  will  draw  ( 
bill  of  properties  such  as  our  play  wao'S.  I  praj 
yon  fail  me  not. 

Bot,  We  will  meet;  and  there  we  mayrehearsi 
more  obscenely  and  courageously.  Take  pains 
be  perfect ;  adieu. 

Qtdn   At  the  duke's  oak  we  meet 

Bot.  Enough.    Hold,  or  cut  bow-strings. 

[Exeun* 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  h^A  Wood  near  Athens. 


Enter  a  Fairt  on  one  tide  and  Pucx  on  the  other. 

Puck   How  now,  spirit  1  whither  wander  you? 
Fed.  Over  bill,  over  dale, 

Thorough  bush,  thorough  brier, 

Over  paik,  over  pale. 
Thorough  fl<>od,  thorough  fire  I 

I  do  wander  everywhere. 

Swifter  than  the  moon*a  sphere; 

And  I  serve  the  f«iry  queen, 

To  dew  her  orbe  upon  the  green : 

The  cowslips  tall  her  pensioners  be); 

In  their  gold  coats  spots  you  see ; 

Those  be  rubies,  fairy  favours, 

III  those  freckles  live  their  savourt: 
I  most  gi>  seek  »ome  dew-drops  here, 
And  bangs  pearl  in  every  cowslip's  ear. 
Farewell,  th'>u  lob  of  spirits,  I'll  be  gone  I 
Our  queen  and  all  her  elves  oume  here  anon. 
Puck,  The  king  doth  keep  his  revels  here  to- 
night ; 
Take  heed  the  queen  come  not  within  hit  sight. 
For  Obfroii  is  passing  fell  and  wrath, 
BfOause  tliat  she,  as  her  attendant,  hath 
A  lovely  boy  stoPn  from  an  Indian  king; 
She  never  had  no  Mweet  a  chanKOliiig : 
A*  d  jealous  Oberon  would  have  the  child 
Knight  of  his  train,  to  tract  the  forests  wild: 
Bu.  ihe,  perforco,  withholds  the  loved  boy. 
Crowns  him  with  flowers,  and  makes  him  all  her 

jov: 
And  now  they  never  meet  in  grove,  or  green. 
By  fountain  olear^  or  spauKled  starlight  »been, 
But  they  do  square;  that  ail  their elvMg,  for  fear, 
Crt-fp  into  aourn  cnpn,  and  hide  them  there. 
FaL  Either  I  mistake  your  shape  and  making 
quite. 
Or  else  you  are  that  shrewd  and  knavish  sprite, 
CaU'd  lt«>bin  UiN>dfHllow ;  are  you  not  he. 
That  friKhta  the  maidens  of  the  villagery  ; 
Skim  miik;  and  sometimes  labour  in  iIih  quern; 
A»d  b«>otleM  iiiakH  the  breatlile^M  housewife  churn ; 
Anil  S4>metiine  make  tho  drink  to  bear  no  barm ; 
Mislead  night-wanderers.  laughing  at  their  harm  ? 
Those  that  hobgoblin  call  you,  and  itweet  Puok, — 
Tou  do  their  work,  and  they  shall  have  good  luuki 
Are  not  you  he? 

Puck.  Thou  speak'st  aright ; 

I  am  that  merry  wsfderer  of  the  night. 
I  jest  t«>  Oberon,  and  make  him  smile, 
'When  I  a  (at  and  be^n-fe<l  horsn  beguile, 
Neighing  in  likeness  of  a  filly  loal : 
And  a4>metime  li&rk  I  in  a  gonsip's  t>owl, 
In  very  liaeness  of  a  roasted  crab; 
And,  when  she  diiitks,  against  her  lipe  I  bob, 
Aud  on  her  wit  her 'd  dewlap  pour  the  ales. 
The  wiaeet  amit,  telling  the  saddest  tale, 
SometioM  for  three-foot  stool  misiaketh  me : 


Then  slip  I  from  her  bum,  down  topples  sha, 
And  **  Tailor  "  cries,  and  falls  into  a  cough; 
And  then  the  whole  quire  hold  their  hips  and  loffe 
And  waxen  in  their  mirth,  and  neese,  and  swear 
A  merrier  hour  was  never  waited  there  ,"— 
But  room,  Fairy,  here  comes  Oberon. 

FuL  And  here  my  mistress  — Woald  that  he 
were  gone ! 

SCENE  II.- ^nter  Oberon  on  one  nde,  vntk 
his  trmn^  and  Titamu.  on  the  other,  with  litre. 

Obe.  Ill  met  by  moonlight,  proud  Titania  t 
Jita,  What,  jealous  Oberon?  Fairy,8kip hence; 
I  liMTe  forsworn  his  bed  and  company. 

Obe   Tarry,  rash  wanton  I    Am  not  I  thy  lord  f 
Tita,  Thtn  I  must  be  thy  lady :  But  I  know 
When  thou  hast  stolen  away  from  fairy  land, 
And  in  the  shape  of  Corin  sat  all  day, 
Playing  on  pipes  of  corn,  and  veri^ing  love 
To  amorous  Phillada.    Why  art  thou  here, 
Come  from  the  farthest  steep  of  India? 
But  that,  forsooth,  the  bouncing  Am>tzon, 
Your  budkin'd  mistress,  and  your  warrior  love, 
To  TheseuH  must  be  wedd«  d ;  and  you  come 
To  give  their  bed  joy  and  prosperity. 

Obe.  How  canst  thou  thu!<,  for  shime,  Titania, 
Qlaoce  at  my  credit  with  Hipiio)>ta, 
Knowing  I  know  thy  love  to  Tht^seus? 
Didst  thou  not  lead  him  through  the  glimmering 

night 
From  Periuenia,  whom  he  ravished  ? 
And  make  him  with  fair  JEa\6  break  his  faith, 
With  Ar'sdneaiid  Antiopaf 

Tito.  The^e  are  the  forgeries  of  jealousy  * 
And  never,  Rince  the  midole  summer's  spring, 
Met  we  on  hill,  in  dsle,  forest,  or  mead, 
By  pared  fountain,  or  by  roshy  bfook, 
Or  on  tlie  beached  margent  of  the  ie^i. 
To  dance  oar  ringlets  to  the  whistlinK  wind. 
But  with  thy  brawli<  thou  hast  disturbed  our  spori 
Thereforp,  the  winds,  pipii  g  to  us  i>i  vain. 
As  in  revenge,  have  suck'd  up  from  the  sea 
Contagious  fogs;  which,  fa  ling  in  the  land, 
liave  every  pelting  river  made  bO  proud. 
That  they  have  overborne  ihuir  coniineMts 
The  ox  hatb  therefore  s' retch *d  his  yi>ke  in  vain, 
The  ploughman  lost  his  sweat;  and  the  green  corn 
liath  rotted,  ere  his  youth  atiain'd  a  beard: 
The  fold  standi  empty  in  the  drowncl  field, 
And  crows  are  faited  with  the  murrain  fli»ck, 
The  nine  men's  morris  is  fi  I'd  up  with  mud; 
And  the  quaint  mas  s  in  the  wanton  .treen, 
For  lack  of  tread,  are  undisiinguishable: 
'Ihe  human  mortals  want;  thtir  winter  here, 
No  night  is  now  with  hymn  or  carol  ble^a'd  t 
Therefore,  the  moon,  the  governess  of  floods. 
Pale  in  her  anger,  washes  all  the  air, 
That  rheumatic  diseases  do  abound: 
And  thorouf(h  this  distemperature.  we  tee 
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The  Muons  alter ;  hoary-beaded  frosta 
Pall  in  tHe  fresh  lap  of  the  erimflon  rose ; 
And  on  old  U  jmena*  chin,  and  icy  crown, 
An  odorous  chaplft  of  sweet  nummer  bads 
la,  as  in  mookfry,  set:  The  spring,  the  summer, 
Tbe  ohilding  aninron,  angry  winter,  change 
Thfir  wonted  liveriett;  and  the  mazed  world. 
By  their  increase,  now  Icnows  not  which  ia  which: 
And  ihia  saine  progeny  of  otIIs  come 
Prom  cor  dabate,  from  onr  dissension;^ 
We  are  their  parents  and  oricinal. 

Ob&.  Do  you  amend  it  then:  it  lies  in  yon : 
Why  ahoQid  Tirania  cross  her  Oberon? 
I  do  hot  beg  a  little  changeling  boy, 
To  be  my  henchman. 

TUa.  Set  year  heart  at  rest, 

The  fairy  land  boys  not  the  child  of  me. 
His  mother  was  a  votVens  of  my  order : 
And,  in  tbe  spiced  Indian  air,  by  night, 
Full  ofien  hath  she  gossipM  by  my  aida ; 
And  sat  with  me  on  Nepiunei  yellow  sands, 
Marking  th'  embarked  traders  on  the  flood ; 
When  we  have  Unghed  to  see  the  saila  oonoeiTe, 
And  grow  big-bellied,  with  the  wanton  wind : 
Which  she,  with  pretty  and  with  awimming  gait 
Following  (her  womb  then  rich  with  my  young 

squire) 
Would  imitate;  and  sail  npon  the  land, 
To  fetch  me  trifles,  and  return  again. 
As  from  a  Toyage,  rich  with  merchandiae. 
But  she,  being  mortal,  of  that  boy  did  die; 
And,  for  her  sake,  I  do  rear  up  her  boy : 
And.  for  her  aake,  I  will  not  part  with  him. 

Obe.  How  long  within  this  wood  intend  yon 
stay? 

Tito.  Perchance,  till  after  Theaena'  we  Iding-day. 
If  yuu  will  patiently  dance  in  oar  round. 
And  see  our  moonlight  reTe's,  go  wiib  us ; 
If  n«^,  shun  me,  and  I  will  spare  your  haunts. 

Obe.  Qive  me  that  boy,  and  I  will  go  with  thee. 

lita.  Not  for  thy  fairy  kingdom.  FMiries,  away  I 
We  khsll  chide,  downriKhr,  if  I  longer  stay. 

lEweunt  Titamia  and  her  train, 

Obe,  Well,  go  thy  way  thou  f>halt  not  from 
this  grove. 
Till  I  torm«*iit  thee  for  thii  injury. 
My  gentle  Puck,  come  hither:  Thou  rememberlst 
Since  once  I  sat  upon  a  promontory. 
And  heard  a  mertnaid,  on  a  dolphin's  back. 
Uttering  such  dulcfi  and  harmonious  breath. 
That  the  rude  s«>a  grew  civil  at  her  song. 
And  oertaio  stars  shot  madly  from  their  spheres 
To  hfMT  the  aea-maid's  music. — 

Puck  I  rememb«r. 

Obe,  That  Tcry  time  I  saw  (but  thou  eonldst 
not) 
Plying  between  the  cold  moon  and  the  earth, 
Cupid  all  arm*d ;  a  certain  aim  he  took 
At  a  fair  TCdtai,  throned  by  the  we«t ; 
And  looa*d  his  love-shaft  t<marily  from  bis  bow, 
As  it  should  pierce  a  hundred  thousand  liearta: 
But  I  might  s*;e  young  Cup*d*s  fiery  ahttft 
Qiiisuch'a  in  the  chaste  beams  of  the  watery  moon ; 
And  the  imperial  votaress  pahS^d  on. 
In  roaiiten  meditation,  fancv-free. 
Yet  mark'd  I  where  the  bolt  of  Cupid  fell : 
It  fell  apon  a  little  western  fl»wer, — 
Before,   milk-Mhite,   now,    purple   with    loreV) 

Wound, — 
And  maidf  ns  call  it  lovcln-idlpnesa. 
Fetch  me  that  flower ;  the  herb  I  dhow^d  thee  once ; 
The  juioe  of  it  ou  sleeping  eyelids  laid, 
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Will  make  or  man  or  woman  madly  dote 
Upon  the  next  live  creature  that  it  sees. 
Fetch  me  this  herb:  and  be  thou  here  again 
Ere  the  leviathan  can  swim  a  league. 

Pueh.  1*11  put  a  girdle  round  about  thA  earth 
In  flirty  minutes.  [Exit  Pud 

Obe.  Having  once  this  juice, 

1*11  watch  Titania  when  she  is  as'eep, 
And  drop  the  liquor  of  it  in  her  eyes : 
The  next  thing  then  she  waking  looks  apOD 
(Be  it  on  lion,  bear,  or  wolf,  or  ball. 
On  meddling  monkey,  or  on  buiy  ape). 
She  shall  pursue  it  with  the  soul  of  love. 
And  ere  I  take  this  charm  off  from  her  sighty 
(As  I  can  take  it  with  another  herb), 
ril  make  her  render  up  her  page  to  me 
But  who  comes  here?    I  am  invisible; 
And  I  VI  ill  overhear  their  o inference. 

Enter  Dbmetriub,  Hzvesxfolfounng  him. 

Dent,  I  love  thee  not,  therefore  pursue  me  not. 
Where  is  Lysander,  and  fair  Herinia  ? 
The  one  1*11  stay,  the  other  stay  el  h  me. 
Thou  told8*i  me,  they  were  stol'n  into  this  wood, 
And  here  am  I,  and  wood  within  this  wood, 
Because  I  cannot  meet  my  Hermia. 
Hence,  get  thee  g>ne,  and  follow  me  no  morel 

HeL    I  ou  draw  me,  you  hard-hearted  adamant ; 
But  yet  you  draw  not  iron,  for  my  heart 
Is  true  as  ^teel :  Lfuive  you  your  power  to  draw 
And  I  shall  have  no  power  to  follow  you. 

Dim.  Do  I  entice  yon?     Do  I  speak  yoo  fair? 
Or,  rather,  do  I  not  in  plainest  truth 
Tell  yoo— I  do  not,  nor  1  cannot  love  yon  ? 

Hel  And  even  for  that  do  I  love  you  the  more 
I  am  your  spaniel ;  and,  Demetrius, 
The  more  you  beat  me,  I  will  fawn  on  you  1 
Use  me  but  as  your  spaniel,  spurn  me,  strike  me, 
Neglect  me,  lose  me;  only  give  roe  leave, 
Unworthy  as  I  am,  to  follow  youl 
What  worser  place  can  I  b*g  in  your  love 
(And  yet  a  place  of  high  respect  with  me) 
Than  to  be  used  as  you  utic  your  dog? 

Vem.  Tempt  not  too  much  the  hatred  of  my 
spirit ; 
For  I  am  nick  when  I  do  look  on  thee. 

Bel.  And  I  am  hick  when  I  look  not  on  yoo. 

Dent.  Yoo  do  impeach  your  modesty  too  muoli. 
To  leave  tbe  city,  and  commit  yourself 
Into  the  hands  of  one  that  loves  yoo  not. 
To  trost  the  opp  irtunity  of  night. 
And  the  ill  counsel  of  a  desert  place, 
With  the  rich  worth  of  your  virginity. 

Ud.  Your  virtue  is  my  privilege  for  that. 
It  is  not  niicht,  when  I  do  see  your  face, 
Therefore  I  think  i  am  not  in  the  night: 
Nor  doth  this  wood  lack  worlds  of  company; 
For  yon,  in  my  respect,  are  all  the  world : 
Then  how  can  it  be  said  I  am  alone. 
When  all  tbe  world  is  here  to  ioi>k  on  me? 

Dan.  I'll  run  from  thee,  and  bide  mj  in  thr 
brakes, 
And  leave  thee  to  the  meroy  of  wild  beasts. 

Ud.  The  wildest  hath  not  such  a  heart  as  yoo. 
Kuii  when  you  will,  thH  story  shall  be  chan^*d: 
Apollo  flies  and  Daphne  holdct  the  chase; 
The  dove  pursues  the  griffin ;  the  mild  hind 
Miikes  speed  to  catch  the  tiger:  Bo<Hle«s  bpeedt 
When  cowardice  porsuea,  and  valour  flies. 

Jttm.  1  will  not  stay  thy  questions;  let  me  go 
Or,  it  thou  follow  me,  do  not  be>ieve 
Bui  I  shall  do  thee  mischief  in  the  wood.       i 
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UeL  Ay,  in  thn  temple,  in  the  t  iMrn,  and  field, 
Too  do  me  mischief.    Fie,  Demetrius  I 
Ynor  wronfiTB  do  eet  a  scandal  on  my  sex : 
We  cannot  fii^lit  for  love,  as  men  may  do : 
We  should  be  woo*d,  and  were  not  mvie  to  woo. 
Ill  follow  thee,  and  make  a  heaven  of  hell, 
To  die  upon  the  band  I  love  so  well  I 

[Examt  Dem.  and  Hel. 
O60.  Fare  thee  well,  nympb  I  ere  be  do  leava 
thi?«  grove, 
ThoQ  shall  fly  him,  and  he  shall  seek  tby  love. 

Be-enter  Pock. 

Hast  thoa  the  flower  there?  Welcome,  wanderer  I 

Puck.  Ay,  there  it  is. 

Obe,  I  pray  thee,  give  it  me. 

I  know  a  bank  where  the  wild  th^me  blows, 
Where  ox-lipi  and  the  nodding  violet  grows; 
Quite  over-canopied  with  Iumiuus  woodbine 
With  i*weet  niusk-roses,  and  with  eglantine : 
Tbere  sleeps  Titania,  some  time  of  the  night, 
LulPd  in  these  flowers  with  dances  and  delight; 
And  there  the  snake  throws  her  enameird  skin. 
Weed  wide  enough  to  wrap  a  fairy  in : 
And  with  the  juice  of  this  1*11  streak  her  eyes, 
And  make  her  full  of  hnteful  fantasies. 
Take  thou  some  of  it,  and  seek  through  this  grove— 
A  sweet  Athenian  lady  is  in  love 
With  a  disdainful  youth :  anoint  his  eyes; 
But  do  it  when  the  next. thing  he  espies 
May  be  the  lady :  Thou  shall  know  the  man 
By  the  Athenian  garments  he  hath  on. 
Elfeoi  it  with  some  care ;  that  he  may  prove 
More  fond  00  her  thau  she  upon  her  love : 
Aud  look  thoa  meet  me  ere  the  first  cook  crow. 

Fuek.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  your  seivant  ^hnll  do 
f.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  UL^Another  part  of  the  Wood. 

Enter  Titamia,  with  her  train, 
Tita.  Come,  now  a  roundel,  aui  a  fiiiry  song; 
Thru,  for  tlie  third  part  of  a  minute,  hence ; 
Some,  to  kill  cankers  in  the  musk-rose  buds; 
Some,  war  with  rear-mice  fur  their  leathern  wings. 
To  make  mv  small  elves  coals ;  and  some,  keep 

back 
The  clamorous  owl,  that  nightly  hoots  and  wonders 
At  our  quaint  spirits:  Sing  me  now  ssleep; 
Then  to  your  oflBoes,  and  let  me  rest. 

BONO. 

L 

1  FoL  Toa  spotted  anakea,  with  doable  toD;.-«e, 
Thorny  hedgf^bogs  be  not  seen ; 
Newts  aod  i'bDd- worms,  do  no  wrong ; 
Oome  Doi  Dear  our  r«irj  queeo : 

CBORUB. 

rbllomeL  with  melo<iy 
Sing  III  our  aweet  lullal»y 
LallA.  luUa.  loUabjr :  lulla,  loUa.  hiUabf ; 
Kever  harm,  nor  •p*-lL  oor  oharm, 
Oume  uur  lovelj  ladjr  nigh ; 
Bo,  goud  nlghi.  with  lall»by. 
J[. 
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Love  and  languish  f«>r  his  sake  t 
Be  it  ounce,  or  o<«t,  or  bear, 
Pard,  or  boar  with  bristle  1  hair, 
In  thy  eye  that  shall  appear 
When  thou  wak*st,  it  Is  thy  dear, 
Wake,  when  some  vile  thing  is  near.  [E^ 

Enter  LrsANOEB  and  Ubbmia. 
Ly$.  Fair  love,  yoa  faint  with  wandering  in  the 

wood; 
And,  to  speak  troth,  I  have  forgot  oor  way ; 
Well  rest  us,  Uermia,  if  yoa  think  It  good, 
And  urry  for  the  comfort  of  the  day. 
Her.  Be  it  s«»,  Lysander,  find  you  out  a  bed. 
For  I  upon  this  bank  will  rest  my  head. 

Lye  One  turf  shall  serve  as  pillow  for  as  both, 
One  heart,  one  bed,  two  bosoms,  aod  one  troth. 
Ber,  Nay,  good  Lysander ;  for  my  sake,  mj 
dear  I 
Lie  further  off  yet,  do  not  lie  so  near. 

Lys.  0,  take  the  senie,  sweet,  of  my  innocence 
Love  takes  the  meaning,  in  love*s  conference. 
I  mean,  that  my  heart  unto  yours  is  knit ; 
So  that  but  one  heart  we  oan  make  of  It : 
Two  bosoms  interchained  with  an  oath ; 
So  then,  two  bosoma,  and  a  single  troth. 
Then,  by  your  side,  no  bed-room  me  deny ; 
For,  lying  so,  Uermia,  1  do  not  lie. 

Her.  Lysander  riddles  very  prettily  :-> 
Now  much  beshrew  my  manners  and  my  pride. 
If  Uermia  meant  to  say.  Lysander  lied. 
But,  gentle  friend,  for  love  and  courtesy 
Lie  further  off;  in  human  modesty 
Such  separation,  ar,  a.ay  well  be  said 
Bec«>me8  a  virtuous  baciielor  and  a  maid : 
So  far  be  disunt ;  and  good  night,  sweet  friend  i 
Thy  love  ne'er  alter,  till  thy  sweet  life  end  I 

Ly$.  Amen,  Amen,  to  that  fair  prayer  say  I, 
And  then  end  life,  when  I  end  loyalty  1 
Hare  is  my  bed:  Sleep  give  thee  all  bis  resti 
Her.  With  half  that  wish  the  wisher's  9ye»  be 
press*dl  [They  d$e^ 

J£fiter  PcoK. 
Fuek,  Through  the  forest  have  I  gone, 
But  Athenian  find  I  none 
On  whose  evfs  I  might  approve 
This  flowers  force  in btirring  love. 
N'ght  and  silence!  who  is  here? 
Weeds  of  Athens  he  doth  wear . 
This  is  he,  my  master  said, 
Dt'Spised  the  Athenian  maid ; 
And  here  the  maiden,  sleeping  soand, 
On  the  dank  and  dirty  ground. 
Pretty  bouI  I  she  durst  not  lie 
Near  this  lack-love,  this  kill-coartssy. 
Churl  I  upon  thv  eyes  I  throw 
Ail  the  power  this  charm  doth  owe: 
When  thou  wak*st,let  love  forbid 
Sleep  his  seat  on  thy  eyelid. 
So  a^vake,  when  I  am  gone ; 
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How  came  her  eyes  so  bright?    Not  with  salt 

tears ; 
If  so,  mj  eyes  are  oftener  wash'd  thao  hers. 
N<s  no,  I  am  as  at{ly  ad  a  bear ; 
For  beasts  that  meet  me  f  un  away  for  fear 
Therefore^  no  marvel,  ihoagh  Demetrius 
D*«,  as  a  monster,  fly  my  presence  thus. 
What  wtuked  and  dissemblint;  ^lass  of  mine 
Made  me  compare  with  Uermia's  sphery  eynef 
But  who  i^  here?— Lysandert  on  the  ground  1 
Dead?  or  aideep?  I  see  no  blood,  no  wound,— 
Ly^ander,  if  you  liv<*|  good  sir,  awake ! 

Lif8,  And  ran  through  fire  I  will,  for  thy  sweet 
sake.  [  iVaJdng. 

Transparent  Helena !  Natore  shows  her  art. 
That  throoKh  thy  boKom  makes  me  see  thy  heart. 
Where  is  Demetrius  ?  0.  how  fit  a  word 
Is  ihftt  vile  name  to  pt-rish  on  my  sworc^I 

Hd.  D »  not  say  so,  Lysander ;  say  not  so; 
What  though  h<4  lore  your  Uermia?  Lord,  wliat 

though? 
Tet  Hermia  si  ill  loves  you:  then  be  content. 

LjfB,  Content  with  Uermia?    No :  1  do  rtpent 
The  tedious  minufs  I  with  her  have  spent. 
Not  Uermia,  but  Uelena  now  I  love ; 
Who  will  not  change  a  raven  for  a  dove? 
The  will  of  man  is  oy  his  reason  swayM . 
And  reason  says  yuo  are  the  worthier  maid. 
Things  growing  are  not  ripe  until  their  Mea50D ; 
So  I,  being  young,  till  now  ripe  not  to  reason; 
And  touching  now  the  point  of  human  skill, 
Reason  beoomes  the  marshal  to  my  will. 
And  leads  me  to  your  eyes ;  where  I  overlook 
Love*s  stories  written  in  love's  richest  book. 

Bei  Wherefore  was  I  to  this  keen  mockery 
bom? 
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When  at  your  hand.n  did  I  deserve  this  Fp'>rD? 
IVt  not  en<iugh,  U  t  not  ennugh,  young  man, 
That  I  did  never,  no,  nor  never  can, 
Deserve  a  ttweHt  look  from  Dmetrius*eye, 
But  you  must  fl  at  my  insutticiency? 
Good  tr«)th,  you  do  me  wrong,  good  sooth  yoa  do^ 
In  audi  disdainful  mnnner  me  tt»  woo! 
But  fare  you  well:  perforce  I  must  confess, 
I  thought  yon  lord  of  more  true  gentleness. 
O,  that  a  lady  of  one  man  refus'd 
Should  of  another  therefore  be  abus'd  I         [Exit, 

Ly$,  She  sees  not  Uermis :— Hermia,  sleep  thaii 
there ; 
And  never  mayst  thou  come  Lysander  near 
For,  as  a  surfeit  of  the  sweetest  things 
The  deepest  loathing  to  the  stomach  brings; 
Or,  as  the  heresies  that  men  do  leave 
Are  hated  most  of  those  they  did  deceive  ;*• 
So  th«)U,  mj  surfeit,  and  my  heresy, 
Of  all  ba  hated ;  but  the  most  of  me. 
And  all  my  powers  address  your  love  and  might 
To  honour  Helen,  and  to  be  her  knight!       [£aa$. 

Her.  [starting.]  Help  me,  Lysander,  help  met 
do  thy  best. 
To  pluck  this  crawling  serpent  from  my  breast  I 
Ah  me,  for  pity  1— what  a  dream  was  here  1 
Lysander,  look  how  I  do  quake  with  fear  1 
Methought  a  serpent  ate  my  heart  away, 
And  you  ^at  smiling  at  his  cruel  prey  : 
Lysander!  what,  remov*d ?  Lysander!  lord) 
What,  out  of  hearing?  gone?  no  sound,  no  word? 
Alack,  where  are  you?  speak,  and  if  yoa  hear; 
Speak,  of  all  loves;  I  swoon  almost  with  fear. 
No?— then  i  well  perceive  you  are  not  nigh: 
Either  death  or  you,  1*11  find  immediately. 

[Exit, 


ACT  IIL 


SCENE  L^Tke  Wood.    Ihe  Queen  ^Fairies 
lying  adeep. 

Enter  QuniOB,  Skuo,  Bottom,  Flutb,  Shout, 
and  Stabvelimo 

BoL  Are  we  all  met? 

Qum.  Pat,  pat;  and  here's  a  marvelloos  con- 
venient place  for  our  rehearsal:  This  green  plot 
shall  be  our  stage,  this  hawthorn  brake  our  tyriiig- 
noose;  and  wa  will  do  it  in  action,  as  we  will  do 
It  befi>re  the  duke. 

Bot.  Peter  Quince,— 

Qtun,  What  say'st  thon,  Bnlly  Bottom? 

BoL  There  are  things  in  this  comedy  of  *  Pyra- 
Bos  and  Tbisby '  that  will  never  please.  First, 
Pyramos  must  draw  a  sword  to  kill  himself, 
which  the  ladies  cannot  abide.  How  answer  you 
that? 

Sn-^  By'rlakin,  a  parlous  fear  I 

Star,  I  believe  we  must  leave  the  killing  oot, 
wh*'n  all  is  done. 

Bu.  Not  a  whit;  I  have  a  device  to  mako  all 
weli.  Write  me  a  prologue;  and  let  the  prologue 
seem  to  ►ay  we  will  do  no  harm  with  our  swords; 
and  that  Pyramus  is  not  killed  indeed;  and, 
for  the  more  better  ast^urance,  tfll  them,  that 
I,  Pyramus,  am  not  Pyramus,  but  B)itom  the 
weaver:  Ttiis  will  put  them  outof  fear. 

Quin.  Well,  we  will  have  such  a  prologue;  and 
it  sliall  be  written  in  eight  and  six. 

Bot.  No,  make  it  two  more;  let  it  be  written 
b  eiicht  and  eight. 

8-cmi,  Will  not  the  ladies  be  afeard  of  the  lion  ? 

Star.  I  fear  it,  I  promise  you. 


Bot,  Masters,  tou  ought  to  consider  with  your- 
selves :  to  bring  in— God  shield  us !  a  lion  among 
ladies,  is  a  most  dreadful  thing:  for  there  is  not 
a  more  fearful  wild-fowl  than  your  lion,  living  I 
and  we  ought  to  look  to  it. 

Snout.  Therefore,  another  prologue  must  tell  he 
b  not  a  lion. 

Bot.  Nay,  you  must  name  his  nsme,  and  half 
his  face  must  be  seen  through  the  lion's  neck;  aiid 
he  himself  must  speak  through,  saving  thus,  or  to 
the  same  defect— Ladies,  or  fair  ladies,  I  would 
wish  you,  or  I  would  request  you,  or  I  would 
entreat  you,  not  to  fear,  not  to  tremble  *  my  life 
for  yours.  If  you  think  I  come  hither  as  a  lion, 
it  were  pity  of  my  life :  No,  I  am  no  such  thing ; 
I  am  a  man  as  other  men  are :  and  there,  indeed, 
let  him  name  his  name ;  and  tell  them  plainly  he 
is  S'lUg  the  joiner. 

Quia.  Weil,  it  shall  be  so.  But  there  is  two 
hard  things;  that  is,  to  bring  the  mooitlittht  into  a 
chauiber:  for  yon  know,  Pyramus  and  Thi^by 
meet  by  moonlight. 

Snug.  Djth  the  moon  shine  that  night  we  play 
our  pUy? 

Bot.  A  calendar,  a  ealendar !  look  in  the  alma- 
nac i  Binl  out  moonshine,  find  out  moonshine! 

Qtiin.  Tes,  it  doth  nhine  that  night 

hot.  Wtiy,  then,  may  >ou  leave  a  casement  of 
lb*'  great  ciiamber-window,  where  we  play,  open* 
and  I  he  moon  may  shine  in  at  the  casement. 

^ittn.  Ay;  or  else  one  must  come  in  with 
bush  of  thorns  and  a  lantern,  and  say,  he  oomes 
to  dibfi^ure,  or  to  present,  the  person  of  m«N»n- 
shine.     Then,  there  is  another  thing:  wo 
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htre  a  wall  Id  the  great  ohamber ;  for  Pyramus 
and  Thjsby,  says  the  story,  did  talk  throagh  the 
ohtnk  of  a  wall. 

Snug.  Tou  can  neyer  bring  in  a  wall. — What 
lay  yna.  Bottom  ? 

Bot.  Some  roan  or  other  most  present  wall:  and 
let  him  have  some  plaflter,  or  some  lome,  or  acme 
roogh-cast  about  him,  to  signify  wall ;  or  let  him 
hold  his  fiogers  thos,  and  through  that  cranny 
^11  Pyramos  and  Tbisby  whisper. 

Quin.  If  that  may  be,  then  all  is  well.  Come, 
sit  down,  every  motherls  son,  and  rehearse  year 
parts.  Pyramas,  yoa  begin :  wlien  you  have 
spoken  your  speech,  enter  into  that  brake ;  and  so 
every  one  aooordiog  to  his  cue. 

Enter  VucK-htihind. 
B»eh   What  hempen  homespuns  have  we  swag- 
gering here. 
So  near  the  cradle  of  the  fairy  queen  ? 
Whnt,  a  play  toward  ?    Til  be  an  auditor ; 
An  actor,  too,  perhaps,  if  I  sea  cau^e. 
Qtjdn.  Speak,  Pyramos :— Tliisby,  stand  forth. 

P^r,  Thlsby.  the  flowen  of  odioof  saToon  svaei. 
QuM,  Odours,  odours  I 

Pur.  —odoan«av(mr8  sweet: 
80  bath  iby  breath,  my  dearest  Thisbf  dear. 

Bat.  hark,  a  voice !  stay  thou  but  here  a  while, 
And  by  and  by  I  will  to  thee  appear.  {EmL 

Puck,  A  stranger  Pyramus  than  e*er  play*d  her-  I 
[Adck—ExiU 

Tld».  Must  I  speak  now? 

Quin.  Ay,  marry,  must  yon:  for  you  must 
understand  he  goes  but  to  see  a  noise  that  he 
beard,  and  U  to  come  again. 

This.  Most  radiant  Syramns.  most  lily  white  of  hue. 

Of  colour  like  the  red  rose  on  triumphant  brier,— 
Moat  brisky  juveoal  and  oke  moit  lovely  Jew, 

As  true  as  truest  horse  that  yet  would  never  tire  I 
ril  meet  thee.  Pyramus,  at  Ninny's  tomb  I 

Quin  Ninus*  tomb,  mm.  Why,  you  must  not 
•peak  that  yet;  that  you  answer  to  Pyramus :  you 
speak  all  your  part  at  once,  cues  and  all. — Pyra- 
mus, enter;  your  cue  is  past;  it  is,  ** never  tire.** 

Be^Mter  Puok  and  Bottom,  with  an  ass'a  head. 

TMm.  O,  as  true  as  truest  horse,  that  yet  would  never 

tire. 
Pyr,  If  I  were  fair.  Tbisby,  I  were  only  thine  i— 
Quin.  O  moniitrousi  O  st range  1  we  are  haunted. 
Pray,  masters!  fly,  masters  1  help! 

[Exeuni  Clowns, 
Puck.  IM  follow  yoa,  111  lead  you  about  around, 
TbrouKh  bng,  through  bush,  through  brake, 
through  brier; 
Sometime  a  horse  111  be,  sometime  a  hound, 
A  hog,  a  headless  bear,  sometime  a  fire; 
And  neigh,  and  bark,  and  grunt,  and  roar,  and 

burn, 
Like  horse,  hound,  hog,  bear,  fire,  at  every  turn. 

[ExU. 
Bot.  Why  do  they  run  away  ?  this  is  a  knavery 
of  them  to  make  me  afeard. 

Be-aUar  Snout. 

Siumt,  O,  Bottom,  thou  art  changed  1  what  do  I 
see  on  thee  ? 

Bot.  What  do  you  see?  you  see  an  ass-head  of 
yuur  own;  Do  you? 

Re-tnter  Qoinob. 
Qum   Bless  thee,  Bottom  I  blesa  thee  I  Uioa  art 

{ExU 
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Bot.  I  see  their  knavery :  this  is  to  make  an  ass 
of  me;  to  fright  me,  if  they  could.  But  I  will  not 
stir  from  this  place, do  what  they  can.  I  will  walk 
up  and  down  here,  and  I  will  sing,  that  they  shall 
hear  I  am  not  afraid.  [tUng^ 

The  wooselooek,  so  black  of  hue^ 

With  orHngo-tawny  bill. 
The  throstle  with  his  note  so  true* 
The  wren  with  UtUe  quill  ;— 
Tito,  What  angel  wakes  me  from  my  flowery 
bed?  [WddnQ 

Sot     The  flnoh.  the  sparrow,  and  the  lark. 
The  plain-S'  ng  cuckoo  itray, 
Wiiose  note  full  many  a  man  doth  mark. 
And  diures  not  answer,  1 


for,  indeed,  who  could  set  his  wit  to  so  foolish  a 
bird?  who  would  give  a  bird  the  lie,  though  ha 
cry  *'  Cuckoo,"  never  so? 

Tito.  1  pray  thee,  gentle  mortal,  sing  again : 
Mine  ear  i^  much  enamour'd  of  thy  noFe, 
So  is  mine  eye  enthralled  to  thy  shape ; 
And  thy  fair  virtue's  force  perforce  doth  move  mci 
On  the  first  view,  to  say,  to  swear,  I  love  thee  I 

Bot.  Methinks,  mistress,  you  should  have  little 
reason  for  that :  And  yet,  to  say  the  truth,  reason 
and  love  keep  little  company  together  now-a-days : 
The  more  the  pity,  that  some  honest  neighbours 
will  not  make  them  friends*  Nay,  I  can  gleek 
upon  occ&nion. 

Tita.  Thou  art  as  wise  as  thou  art  beautiful. 

BoU  Not  so,  neither .  but  if  1  had  wit  enough 
to  get  out  of  this  wood,  I  have  enough  to  serve 
mine  own  turn. 

Tita.  Out  of  ihU  wood  do  not  desire  to  go ; 
Thou  shale  remain  here,  whether  thou  wilt  or  no. 
I  am  a  spirit,  of  no  common  rate; 
The  summer  still  doih  tend  upon  my  state. 
And  I  do  love  thee  I  therefore,  go  with  me; 
ril  give  thee  fairiis  to  attend  on  thee; 
And  they  shall  fetch  thee  jewels  from  the  deep, 
And  sing,  while  thou  on  pressed  flowers  dostsfeEepi 
And  I  will  purge  ihy  mortal  grossness  so, 
That  thou  shalt  like  an  airy  spirit  go. — 
Peas-blossom  1  Cobweb  1  Moth!  and  Mustard-seedl 

Enter  Peas  blossom,  Cobweb,  Moth,  Mustaki^ 
8£BJ>,  fiAir  Fairies. 

1  Fai,  Ready. 

2  Fai  And  I. 

8  Fai.  And  L 

4  Fai  And  I. 

AIL  Where  shall 

we^o. 

Tita   Be  kind  and  courteous  to  this  gentleman ; 
H*<p  in  his  walks,  and  gambol  in  his  eyes; 
Fnid  him  with  apricocks  and  dewberries; 
With  purple  grapes,  green  figs,  and  mulberries; 
Tlte  houey-bags  ttieal  from  the  humble-bees 
And,  for  night-tapers,  crop  their  waxen  thighs, 
And  light  them  at  the  fiery  glow-worms  eyes, 
To  have  my  love  to  bed,  and  to  arixe ; 
And  plucK  the  wingi«  from  painted  butterflies. 
To  fan  the  moonbeams  from  his  sleepmg  eyfti ; 
Nod  to  him.  elves,  and  do  him  courtesies. 

1  Fai    Hail,  morul  1 

2  Fai.  Hail  t 

3  Fai.  Hail  I 

4  Fai   Hail! 

BoL  I  cry  your  worships  meroy,  heartily!  ! 
be^eech  your  worship^  name.— 

C(Jb.  Cobweb. 

Bot   I  shall  desire  you  of  more  aoquaiftance, 
good  Man ter  Cobweb:  If  I  cut  1 
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Bake  bold  with  70a.— Toar  name,  honest  gen- 
Ueman  ? 

Peas   Peas-blossom. 

Bot.  1  pray  jou,  commend  me  to  MistreM 
Eqoash,  your  mother,  and  to  Master  Pe«H-cod, 
your  fat  her  I  Good  Master  Peaa-blossom  I  I  shall 
desire  jou  of  more  acquaintaooe  too.— -Your  name, 
I  besf'ech  you,  sir  ? 

Mu8.  Mostard-seed. 

Bot,  Good  Master  Mostard-seed,  I  know  your 

Ktience  well :  that  same  cowardly,  giant-like  oz- 
ef  hath  devoured  many  a  gentleman  cf  your 
boose:  I  promise  you,  yoor  kindred  hath  made 
my  eyes  ws^er  ere  now.    I  desire  yoo  more  ao- 
qoaintanoe,  good  master  Mustard-seed  I 
TUa.  Come,  wait  opoo  him,  lead  him  to  my 
bower. 
The  moon,  methinks,  looks  with  a  watery  eye; 
And  when  she  wee^js,  weepti  every  little  flower, 
Lamenting  some  enforced  chastity. 
Tie  op  my  love*s  toogoe,  bring  him  silently. 

[Ex. 

SCENE  Ih—AnotherpariqfAe  Wood. 

Enter  Obbbon. 

Obe  I  wonder,  if  Titaoia  be  awakM ; 
rhen,  what  it  was  that  next  came  in  her  eye, 
WhiGh  she  most  dote  on  In  extremity. 

£nter  FvCK 

Here  oomes  my  messenger. — How  now,  mad  spirit  ? 
What  night-rule  now  about  this  haunted  grove? 

i^idfc.  My  mistress  with  a  monster  in  in  love 
S?*r  ***  **•*■  ^^^^  wid  consecrated  bower. 
While  she  was  in  her  doll  snd  sleeping  boor, 
A  crew  of  patches,  rode  mechanicals, 
That  work  for  bread  upon  Athenian  stalls. 
Were  met  togetlier  to  rehearse  a  play, 
,|I'*«»^ded  for  great  Theseus'  nuptial  dsy. 
*»«  shallowest  thick-skin  of  (hat  barren  sort. 
Whom  Pyrainos  presetit<^d,  in  their  sport 
^rso"k  his  ncene,  and  enter*d  in  a  brake  • 
When  I .  id  him  at  this  advantage  take, 
^"  eas'g  nowl  I  fixed  on  his  head ; 
Anon,  his  Thisbe  most  be  answered, 
^^  forth  my  mimic  oomes :  When  they  did  him 

g«  wild  gt:e«e  that  the  creeping  fowler  eye, 
g'  pssei-pated  oboughs,  many  in  sort, 
jJI'^ig  and  cawing  at  the  gun's  report. 


Enter  Dehetbius  and  Hebmul. 


^▼tr  themselves,  and  madly  sweep  the  sky 

And*  "**  *'*^'  ^""^  *''"  ^^^^^^^  *y  '^ 
B      " 


*t  oor  8tamp,'bere  <»'er  and  o'eAie  falls: 
-lelp  - 

with  their  fears  thus 


2|J  ?«rther  cries,  and  Help  from  Athens  calls' 
*o«ii  eenee  thos  wesk,  iost  with  their  fears  t 

p  "J*®  •*»wele«8  things  begin  to  do  them  wrong ; 
g^|f»neni  a>  d  tboros  at  iheir  apparel  snatch ; 
■"""•i  sleeves;  gome,    hats;   from  yielders   all 


Ohe.  S'and  close;  this  is  the  same  Athenian. 

Puck.  This  is  the  woman,  but  not  this  the  man. 

Dan   0,  why  rebuke  you  him  that  loves  you  ao? 
Lay  breath  so  bitter  on  yoor  bitter  foe. 

Mer.  Now  I  hot  chide,  bot  I  sboold  oae  thee 
worse; 
For  thou,  I  fear,  hast  giveu  me  cause  to  oorbS. 
If  thou  hast  slain  Lysander  in  bis  sleep. 
Being  o'er  shoes  io  blood,  plunge  io  the  deep. 
And  kill  me  too. 

The  SOD  was  not  so  troe  onto  the  day. 
As  be  to  me:  Woold  he  have  stolen  away 
From  sleeping  Uermia  ?    Ill  believe  as  sooo. 
This  whole  earth  may  bebor'd ;  and  that  the  moon 
May  through  the  centre  creep,  and  so  displeaae 
Her  brother's  noontide  with  the  Aatipodes. 
It  cannot  be  bot  thou  hast  morther'd  him ; 
So  Khoold  a  moriberer  look ;  so  dead,  so  grim. 

Dem,  So  sboold  the  murtherM  look;  and  so 
should  I, 
Pierc'd  through  the  heart  with  yoor  stern  omelty : 
Yet  yoo,  the  inortherer,  look  as  bright  as  clear, 
As  yonder  Yenos  in  her  glimmering  sphere. 

Ser.  What's  this  to  my  Lysander  ?  where  is  he? 
Ah,  good  Demetrios,  wilt  tboo  give  him  me? 

l)an,  I'd  rather  give  his  carcase  to  my  hooods. 

Ber.  Got,  dog  I  out,  cor  I  tboo  drivW  me  pasc 
the  boonds 
Of  maiden's  patience.    Hast  tboo  slain  him  then  V 
Henceforth  be  never  number'd  among  men ! 
Oh  I  once  tell  true,  tell  true,  even  for  my  sake; 
Durst  thou  have  looked  upon  bim,  being  awake, 
And  hast  thou  kill'd  him  sleeping?    0  brave 

touch  1 
Coold  not  a  worm,  an  adder^  do  so  roach  ? 
An  ad<ler  did  it ;  for  with  doobler  tofgue 
Than  thine,  thou  serpent,  never  adder  stong. 

Dem.  Yoo  sptnd  ymr  passion  on  a  mispris'J 
mood: 
I  am  not  guilty  of  Ly Sander's  blood ; 
Nor  is  he  dead,  for  aught  that  I  can  tell. 

Ber,  I  pray  thee,  t«il  me  then  that  be  is  well. 

Dem.  An  if  I  could,  what  should  I  get  there- 
fore? 

Her.  A  privilege  never  to  see  me  more. — 
And  from  thy  hated  presence  part  I  so : 
See  roe  no  roore,  whether  he  be  dead  or  no.  [ExU 

Dem.  There  is  no  following  her  in  this  fierce 
vein : 
Here,  therefore,  for  a  while  I  will  remain. 
80  sorrow's  heaviness  doth  heavier  grow 
For  debt  thai  bankrupt  sleep  doth  sorrow  owe  , 
Which  now,  in  some  blight  meaaure,  it  will  pay. 
If  for  his  tender  here  I  make  some  sUy.  . 

[Lies  aoum. 

Obe.  What  hast  thou  done?  Tboo  hast  mlsUkei 
quite                                     ,       »     •  W4 
And  laid  the  love-juice  on  some  troe-loves  sigut 
Of  thy  misprision  roust  perforce  ensue ^^    _^^ 
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Obe,    Flower  of  this  purple  die, 
Hit  witli  Cupid*8  archery, 
8ii>k  in  apple  of  his  eye  I 
When  hia  love  he  doth  eapy 
Let  her  nhine  tm  gloriously 
A**  the  Venus  of  the  sky. 
Wheo  thou  wak'st,  if  she  be  by, 
Beg  of  her  for  remedy. 

Bertnter  Puck 
FulL  Captain  of  oor  fairy  land, 

Helena  is  here  at  hand, 

And  the  youth,  mistook  by  me, 

Pleading;  for  a  lover's  fte; 

Sh>ill  we  their  fond  pageant  see? 

Lord,  what  fools  these  mortals  bn  t 
Ode     8tand  aside :  the  noise  they  make 

Will  eause  Demetrius  to  awake. 
Puck.  Then  will  two  at  onoe  woo  one— 

That  must  needs  be  sport  alone  { 

And  those  things  do  best  please  me. 

That  befall  preposterously. 

EnUr  Ltsahdeb  and  Ublena. 

hy%.  Why  should  yoo  think  that  I  should  woo 
in  scorn  ? 

8oom  and  deri«ion  nerer  oome  in  tears. 
Look,  whtm  I  tow,  I  weep;  and  rows  so  born, 

In  their  nativity  all  troth  appears. 
How  oan  these  things  in  me  seem  scorn  to  yuu 
Baarioff  the  badge  of  faith,  to  prove  them  true? 

Hd,  You  do  advance  your  cunning  more  and 
more. 

When  truth  kills  truth,  O  deviHsh-holy  fray  I 
These  vows  are  Hermia's ;  Will  you  give  her 
o'er? 

Weigh  oath  with  oath,  and  yoa  will  nothing 
weigh. 
Your  T0W8  to  her  and  me,  put  in  two  scales. 
Will  even  weigh ;  and  both  as  light  as  tales. 

Ly$   I  had  no  jadgmnnt,  when  to  her  I  swore. 

Bel   Nor  none  in  my  mind,  now  yon  give  her  o'er. 

Xys.  Demetrius  loves  her,  and  he  loves  not  you. 

JOem.  [amakmg'\  0  Helen,  goddess,  nymph— per- 
fect, divine ! 
To  what,  my  love,  shall  I  compare  thine  eyne  ? 
Cryatal  is  muddy.    O,  how  ripe  in  show 
Thy  lips,  those  kissing  cherries,  tempting  grow  X 
That  pore  congealed  white,  high  Taurus*  slow, 
Fann*d  with  the  eastern  wind,  turns  to  a  crow. 
When  thou  hold'st  op  th^  band :  O,  let  me  kis4 
Thi^  princess  of  pore  white,  this  seal  of  bliss  t 

Ed.  O,  spite!  O,  hell  I  I  see  yon  are  all  bent 
To  set  against  me,  for  your  merriment. 
If  you  were  civil  and  knew  courtesy, 
You  would  not  do  me  thus  much  injury. 
Oan  yon  not  hate  me,  as  I  know  yuu  do, 
But  you  mu»t  join,  in  souls,  to  mock  me  too  ? 
If  yoo  were  men,  as  men  you  are  in  show, 
You  would  not  uae  a  gentle  lady  so. 
To  vow.  and  swear,  and  snperpraise  my  parts, 
When,  1  am  sore,  you  hate  me  with  your  hearts. 
Yon  both  are  rivals,  and  love  Uermia; 
And  now  both  rivals,  to  mock  Helena : 
A  trim  exploit,  a  manly  enterprise. 
To  conjure  tears  up  in  a  poor  maid's  eyes 
With  your  derision  1  None  of  noble  sort 
Would  so  offend  a  virgin  ;  and  extort 
|i  poor  soul's  patience,  all  to  make  you  sport. 

Lya.  You  are  unkind,  Demetrius ;  be  not  so ; 
Tor  you  love  Uermia:  this,  you  know,  I  know: 
And  here,  with  all  good  will,  with  all  my  heart. 

In  Hermia's  love  I  yield  you  np  my  part; 
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And  yours  of  Helena  to  me  bequeath. 
Whom  I  do  love,  and  will  do  to  my  death. 

Ud.  Never  did  mockers  watte  more  idle  breath 

Dtm.  Lyflander,  keep  thy  Hermia;  I  will  none 
If  e'fr  I  lov'd  her,  all  that  love  U  g  tne. 
My  heart  to  her  but  as  guest-wisn  soiouniM ; 
And  now  to  Helen  it  is  home  retum'd. 
There  to  remain. 

Jjy$.  Helen,  it  is  not  so. 

Dem,  Disparage  not  the  faith  thoa  dost  tk%, 
know. 
Lest,  to  thy  peril,  thou  ahy  it  dear.— 
Look,  where  thy  love  comes ;  yonder  is  thy  dea 

Entir  Hgbma. 

Her,  Dark  night,  that  from  the  eye  his  fnnoti  o 
tikes 
The  ear  more  quick  of  apprehension  makes 
Wherein  it  doth  imiMtir  the  seeing  sense. 
It  pays  the  hearing  double  recompense : 
Thou  art  not  by  mine  eye,  Lys<«nder,  fonnd  ; 
Mine  ear,  1  thauk  it,  brought  me  to  thy  sound. 
But  why  unkindly  didst  ilion  leave  me  so? 

Lyt.  Why  should  he  stay  whom  love  doth  pre 
lo  go? 

Her  What  love  oonld  press  Lysander  from  my 

side? 

£y«.  Lvitander^  love,  that  woald  not  let  bim 
bide; 
Fair  Helena ;  who  more  engilds  the  night 
Ttian  all  yon  fiery  oes  and  eyes  of  light  I 
Why  seek'st  thoa  me?  could  not  this  make  thee 

know. 
The  hate  I  bare  thee  made  me  leave  thee  so  ? 

Her.  You  speak  iiot  as  you  think ;  it  cannot  be. 

Utl   Lo,  she  is  one  of  this  confederacy  1 
Now  I  perceive  ihej  have  conjoiuV',  all  three, 
T(»  fa«>hion  thia  false  sport  in  spite  of  roe. 
Injurious  Hf rmia  1  most  ungrateful  maid ! 
Have  you  oonspir*d,  have  you  with  these  contriv'd 
To  bait  me  with  this  foul  derision? 
I*  all  the  counsel  that  we  two  have  shar'd, 
The  sisters*  vows,  the  hours  that  we  have  apent. 
When  we  have  chid  the  hasty-^oted  time 
For  parting  us,— 0,  and  u  all  forgot? 
All  school-days' friend6hip,childh(K>d  ionooence? 
We,  Herraia,  like  two  artificial  gods, 
Have  with  our  needles  created  both  one  fiower^ 
Both  on  one  sampler,  sitting  on  one  cushion. 
Both  warbliuK  of  one  song,  both  in  one  key 
As  if  our  bands,  our  sides,  voices,  miitds. 
Had  been  incorporate.    So  we  grew  together. 
Like  to  a  double  cherry,  seeming  parted, 
Bui  yet  a  union  in  partition — 
Two  lovelyfPrries  moulded  on  one  stem : 
8n,  with  two  seeming  bodies,  but  one  heart. 
TtfTO  of  the  first,  like  ooats  in  heraldry, 
Due  but  to  one,  and  orowned  with  one  crest. 
And  will  you  rend  our  ancient  love  asunder, 
To  join  with  men  in  scorning  your  poor  friend  ? 
It  is  not  friendly,  \U  not  maidenly , 
Our  sex,  as  well  as  I.  mny  chide  you  for  it; 
Though  I  alone  do  feel  the  injury. 

Her.  I  am  amazed  at  your  passionate  words: 
I  scorn  vou  not;  it  seems  that  yon  scorn  me. 

Hei.  Have  you  not  set  Ly8ao«ier,  as  in  scorn. 
To  follow  me,  and  praise  my  eyes  and  faoe  ? 
And  made  your  other  love,  Demetiius 
(Who  even  but  now  did  spurn  me  with  his  foot), 
To  call  me  goddess,  nymph,  divine,  and  rare. 
Precious,  celestial  ?     Wherefore  speaks  he  this 
To  her  he  hates?  and  wherefore  doth  Lysamler 
Dfoy  your  love  so  rich  within  hiasvol,         ^ 
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And  tender  me,  forsooth,  affection ; 
but  by  yonr  RettiDg  on,  b^  your  consent? 
What  thoagh  I  be  not  so  in  grace  as  you, 
Bo  hong  upon  with  love,  so  fortunate — 
Bat  miserable  most,  to  love  onlov'd! 
This  yoo  t>hoold  pity,  rather  than  despise. 

JItT,  I  miderstand  not  what  yoo  mean  by  this. 

Bd.  Ay,  do,  persevere,  coonterfeit  sad  looks, 
Make  mooths  opon  me  when  I  torn  my  back ; 
Wink  each  at  other ;  bold  the  sweet  jest  op ; 
This  sport,  well  carried,  shall  be  chronicled. 
If  yoo  hare  any  pity,  grace,  or  manners, 
Too  woold  hot  make  me  such  an  irgament 
But,  fare  ye  well ;  Wa  partly  mine  own  fault ; 
Which  death,  or  absence,  soon  shall  remedy. 

L^  Stay,  gentle  Helena;  hear  my  excuse; 
)fy  Inve,  iny  life,  my  soul,  fair  Helena  I 

Ed,  0,  excellent  1 

JJtr.  Sweet,  do  not  scorn  her  so. 

Dtm  If  she  cannot  entreat,  I  can  compel, 

iiyt.  Tboo  canst  compel  no  more   than   she 
entreat; 
Thy  threats  have  no  more  strength  than  hei  weak 

prayers. — 
Helen,  I  love  thee;  by  my  life  I  dot 
I  swear  by  that  which  I  will  lose  for  thee, 
To  prove  him  fa'se  that  says  I  love  thee  not ! 

JDsai.  I  siy,  I  love  thee  more  than  he  can  do. 

Ly$   If  tboo  say  so,  withdraw,  and  prove  it  too. 

Jkm.  Quick,  come, — 

//er.  Lyrander,  whereto  tends  all  this  ? 

Xys.  Away,  yoo  Ethiope  1 

iSem,  No,  no,  sir  :— 

Seem  to  break  loose ;  take  on,  as  yoo  woold  follow 
But  yet  come  not ;  You  are  a  tame  man,  go  I 

I^  Hang  off,  thou  cat,  thoo  borrl  vile  thing, 
let  loose; 
Or  T  will  shake  thee  from  me,  like  a  serpent ! 

Eer   Why  are  you  grown  so  rode?  what  change 
is  this, 
Sweet  love? 

Xys.  Thy  love?  ont,  tawny,  Tartar,  oof 

Our,  iiiathed  medicine  I    O,  haled  poison,  hence  I 

Htft.  Do  you  not  jest  ? 

Hd,  Yes,  'sooth ;  and  so  do  yoo. 

//{fs.  Demetrius,  I  will  keep  my  word  with  thee. 

/Asm.  I  woold  1  had  yoor  bond ;  for  I  perceive 
A  weak  bond  holds  yon  ;  111  not  trust  yoor  word. 

Ly%   What,  should  I  hurt  her,  strike  her,  kill 
her  dead  I 
Althoogh  I  hate  her,  III  not  harm  her  so. 

JEfer.  What,  can  yoo  do  me  greater  harm  than 
hate? 
Hate  met  wherefore?    O  me!  what  news,  my 

love? 
Am  not  I  Hermia?    Are  not  yoo  Lysander? 
I  am  as  fair  now  as  I  was  ere  while. 
Since  night  yoo  lov*d  me ;  yet,  since  night  you 

left  me: 
Why  then  yoo  left  me,— -0,  the  gods  forbid  1 
In  Himest,  shall  I  say  ? 

L^.  Ay,  by  my  life; 

And  never  did  desire  to  see  thee  more. 
Therefore,  be  oot  of  hope,  of  qup-tjon,  of  doobt — 
lie  certain,  nothing  truer,  *t  is  no  j«>jt, 
Tnat  I  do  bate  thee,  and  love  lioiena. 

Her.  0  me  I  ynn  Juggler  1  you  canker-blossom  ! 
T«iu  thief  of  lovet  what,  have  yun  come  by  night. 
And  stolh)  my  love's  heart  from  him? 

Hd  Fm  u  i'  faith  I 

Have  yoo  no  modpitty,  no  maid»'n  si  ame. 
No  touch  of  bashfulness?     What,  will  you  tear 
Impatient  answers  from  my  gentle  longoe? 


Fip,  fiti  1  you  counte'f^if,  yoo  poppet,  you  I 

lltr.  Puppet  I  why  bo  ?    Ay,  that  way  goes  the 
game. 
Now  I  perceive  that  she  hath  made  compare 
Between  our  statures,  she  hath  Qrg*d  her  height; 
And  with  her  personage,  her  tall  perxonage. 
Her  height,  forsooth,  she  hath  prevaiPd  with  him. 
And  are  you  grown  so  high  in  his  esteem^ 
BeoauM  I  am  so  dwarfish,  and  so  low  ? 
How  low  am  I,  thou  painted  maypole?  speak; 
How  low  am  I  ?  I  am  not  yet  so  low. 
But  that  my  nails  can  reach  unto  thine  eyes. 

Hd  I  prsy  you,lbouKh  yoo  mock  me.  gentlemen. 
Let  her  not  hurt  me :  I  was  never  curat; 
I  have  no  gift  at  all  in  ehrewishiies<$ ; 
I  sm  a  right  maid  for  my  cowardice ; 
Let  her  not  strike  me :  You,  perhaps,  mav  think, 
Because  she's  something  lower  than  myself, 
That  I  can  match  her. 

Her,  Lower  I  hark,  again. 

Hd,  Good  Hermia,  d  j  not  be  so  bitter  with  me. 
I  evermore  did  love  you,  Hermia. 
Did  ever  keep  your  counsels,  never  wroug'd  you  { 
tiave  that,  in  love  onto  Demetrius, 
I  told  him  of  yoor  stealth  onto  this  wood; 
He  follow 'd  you;  for  love  1  followed  h=m. 
Bat  he  hath  chid  me  hence ;  and  threatened  me 
To  strike  me,  spurn  me,  nay,  to  kill  me  too . 
And  now,  so  you  will  let  me  quiet  go. 
To  Athens  will  I  bear  my  folly  back, 
And  follow  you  no  further :  iJet  me  go: 
You  see  how  simple  and  how  fond  I  am. 

Her,  Why,  get  yoo  gone ;  Who  is  *t  that  hiodert 
you? 

Bd  A  foolish  heart  thit  I  leave  here  behind. 

Her.  What,  with  Lvsander  ? 

Hd.  With  Demetrius. 

/>ys.  Be  not  afraid :  she  shall  not  harm  thee, 
Helena. 

Deal,  No,  sir ;  she  shall  not,  though  yoo  take 
her  part. 

Bd,  O,  when  she^  engry,  she  is  keen  and 
shrewd: 
She  was  a  vixen  when  she  went  to  school  \ 
Atid,  though  she  be  bot  little,  she  is  fierce. 

Her.  Little  again?  nothing  bot  low  and  little? 
Why  will  yoo  suffer  her  to  flout  me  thos? 
Let  me  come  to  her. 

L\ft.  Get  voo  gone,  yoo  dwarf; 

Yoo  minimos,  of  hiudVing  knot-grass  made ; 
You  bead,  yoo  aoorn. 

Deoi.  Yoo  are  too  officious 

in  her  behalf  that  scorns  yoor  services. 
Let  her  alone;  speak  not  of  Helena; 
Tttke  not  her  part :  for  if  thou  dost  intend 
Never  so  little  show  of  love  to  her, 
Thoo  Shalt  aby  it. 

Z^.  Now  she  holds  me  not; 

Now  follow.  If  tboo  dar'st,  to  try  whose  right, 
Or  thine  or  mine,  is  most  in  Helena. 

Dem   Follow  ?  nay,  I'll  go  with  thee,  ohfek  by 
jole.  \EQXu-ni  Lts  and  Drm. 

Rer.  Yoo,  mistress,  all  this  coil  is  long  of  yoot 
Nay,  (.0  not  back. 

Bd.  I  will  not  trost  yoo,  I; 

Nor  longer  fctay  in  yoor  corst  company. 
Your  hands  than  mine  are  quicker  for  a  fray; 
My  legs  are  longer,  though,  to  run  away.     \Eadi, 

Ber.  I  am  amazM,  and  ttnow  not  what  to  say. 
\Exii,  pursuing  Heleha. 

Obe.  This  is  thy  negligHice:  still  thou  misUk'st 
Or  else  oommitt*st  thy  knaveries  wiUiitgly.     ■ 
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Jhick.  Believe  me,  king  of  shftdnws,  I  mistook. 
Did  not  you  tell  me,  I  should  know  the  man 
Bj  the  Athenian  garments  he  had  on? 
A.nd  so  far  b]amele.«i}  provo*  my  enterprise, 
That  I  have  'nointed  an  A>henian*8  eyes : 
And  so  far  am  1  glad  it  so  did  sort, 
As  this  their  jangling  I  esteem  a  sport. 

Obe,  Thoa  seest,  these  lovers  seek  a  place  to 
fight: 
flie  therefore,  Robin,  overcast  the  night; 
The  starrj  welkin  cover  thou  anon 
With  drooping  fog,  an  black  as  Acheron; 
And  lead  these  Usij  rivals  so  astray. 
As  one  come  not  wiihin  another's  way. 
Like  to  Lyraiider  sometime  frame  thy  tongue, 
Then  stir  Demetrius  up  with  bitter  wrong; 
And  sometime  rail  thou  like  Demetrius ; 
And  from  each  other  look  thou  lead  them  thu^, 
Till  o*er  their  brows  death-counterfeiting  slfep 
With  leaden  legs  and  batty  wings  doth  creep ; 
Then  cruoh  this  herb  into  Lysander's  eye. 
Whose  liquor  hath  this  virtuous  property. 
To  take  from  thence  all  error,  with  his  might. 
And  make  his  eyeballs  roll  with  wonted  sighr. 
When  they  next  wake,  all  this  derifiiou 
Shall  seem  a  dream,  aad  fruitless  vidon ; 
And  back  to  Athens  shall  the  lovers  wend, 
With  league,  whosn  date  till  death  shall  never  end. 
Whiles  I  in  this  affiiir  do  thee  employ, 
rn  to  my  queen,  and  beg  her  Indian  boy; 
And  then  1  will  her  charmed  eye  release 
From  noonster's  view,  and  all  things  shall  be  peace. 

Puck  My  fairy  lord,  this  must  be  done  with  haste ; 
For  iiighi*s  swiit  dragons  cut  the  clouds  full  fast, 
And  yonder  libiiie^  Aurora*s  harbingHr;       [there. 
At  whose  approach,  ghosts,  wandering  here  and 
Troop  home  to  chuichyards;  damned  spirits  all, 
That  in  cro-(s-ways  and  fl  tods  have  burial, 
Alrealy  to  their  wormy  beds  are  gone ; 
For  fear  lest  day  should  look  their  shames  upon. 
They  wilfully  th<  m^telves  exile  from  >ight, 
And  muMt  for  aye  consort  with  black-browM  iiight. 

Obe.  But  we  are  spiiirs  of  another  sort: 
I  with  the  morning's  love  have  oft  made  sport ; 
And,  like  a  forester,  the  groves  may  tread, 
Even  till  the  ea^stern  gate,  all  fiery-red. 
Opening  on  Neptune  with  fair  blessed  b<ams, 
Turns  into  yellow  gold  his  salt-green  sti  earns. 
Bur,  notwithgtanding,  hante;  make  no  delay  ; 
We  may  effect  thb  business  yet,  ere  dav 

[JlxU  Obb. 

PucL  Up  and  down,  up  and  down : 
I  will  lead  them  up  and  down : 
1  am  fear*d  in  field  and  town ; 
Qob'in,  lead  them  up  and  down. 
Bere  comes  one. 

Unter  Ltsandek. 

Ly$,  Where  art  thoo,  proud  Demetrius?  rpeak 

thou  now. 
Hick  Here,  villain ;  drawn  and  ready.    W  here 

art  thou? 
Lyt   I  will  be  with  thee  straight. 
litek.  Follow  me  then  to  plainer  ground 

[Exit  Lys.  aa/oUowmg  the  voice, 
Enter  Dembtbius 

Dem,  Lysaiider  1  speak  again. 
Thoa  runaway,  thou  coward,  art  thou  fled  ? 
Bpeak.    In  some  bush?    Where  dost  thou  hide 
thy  head  ? 

Puck  Thou  coward,  ari  thoubraggingtothes'ars, 
Telling  the  bt^hes  that  thou  look'st  for  wars. 


NIGHT'S  DREAM. 
And  wilt  not  come  ?     Come  reereant ;   come, 

thou  child ; 
ini  whip  thee  with  a  rod:  He  is  defiPd 
That  draws  a  sword  on  thee. 
Dem.  Yea,  art  thou  there? 

Puck.  Follow  mj  Toiod ;  we*il  try  no  manhood 
here.  [Exewfi. 

Jk  enter  Ltsandeb. 
Lye.  He  goes  before  me,  and  still  dares  me  on ; 
Whrn  I  oome  where  he  calls  then  he  is  gone. 
The  villain  is  much  lighter  heel'd  thao^  I: 
i  follow*d  fast,  but  fiasier  be  did  fly; 
That  fallen  am  I  in  dark  uneven  way, 
And  here  will  rest  me.    Come,  thou  gentle  day  t 

[Lies  down 
For  if  but  once  thou  show  me  tby  grey  iight, 
I'll  find  Demetrius,  and  revenge  this  spite.  [SUipe. 

Be- enter  Pock  and  Demetbius. 

Puck  Ho,  ho,  hot    Coward,  whyoom'st  thoa 

not? 
Dem.  Abide  me,  if  thou  dsrlst;  for  well  I  wot, 
Thou  ranns't  before  me,  shifting  every  place ; 
And  dar'st  not  stand,  nor  look  me  in  tbe  face. 
Where  art  thou  new? 
Puck  Come  hither ;  I  am  here. 

Jkm.  Nay,  then,  thou  mock'st  me.    Thou  sbslt 
buy  thia  dear. 
If  ever  I  thy  face  by  daylight  see : 
Now,  go  thy  way.    Faintuess  constraineth  me 
To  measure  out  my  length  on  this  cold  bed. 
By  day's  approach  look  to  be  v  ini  ted. 

[L4e$  down  and  ele^pe 
Enter  Helena. 
HeU  0,  weary  night,  0,  long  and  tedious  night  1 
Abate  thy  h«>urs:  shine  comforts  from  theeiit, 
That  I  may  back  to  Athens  by  daylight. 

From  ttiode  that  m^  poor  company  detest  >— 
And  sleep,  that  sometimes  shuts  up  sorrow's  eye. 
Steal  me  awhile  from  mine  owo  C(»mpany.    [SUept 
Pud:.  Yet  but  three ?    Come  one  more; 
Two  of  both  kinds  makes  up  four 
Here  she  omes,  cordt  and  sad : 
Cupid  ki  a  knavish  lad, 
Tbua  to  make  poor  females  mad. 

Enter  Hekmia. 
Her.  Never  so  weary,  never  so  in  woe, 
Bedabbled  with  the  dew,  and  torn  with  briers] 
I  can  no  further  crawl,  no  furilier  go ; 

My  legs  can  keep  no  pace  with  my  desires. 
Here  will  I  rest  till  the  break  of  day. 
Heavens  shield  Lysai.der  if  they  mean  a  fray  t 
Puck.  Oil  the  ground  [Liee  down. 

Sleep  sound : 
I'll  apply 
To  your  eye, 
Glentle  lover,  remedy. 
[Squeezing  the  juice  on  Ltsandbb's  ^e. 
Wlien  til  u  waa'st, 
Thou  tek'st 
True  delight 
In  the  sight 
Of  thy  former  lady's  eye: 
And  the  country  proverb  known. 
That  every  man  hhould  take  his  own. 
In  your  waking  shall  be  shown ; 
Jack  shall  have  Jill; 
Nought  shall  go  ill ;         [be  well 
The  man  shall  have  his  mare  again,  and  all  shall 
[Exit  Puoc— Dbm.,  Ub(*.,  &o  ,  9f^9, 

9le 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  l.—Th£  Wood. 


JBkier  Trania  and  Bottoic,  Fairies  attending; 
Obbbon  lekind,  tmseen. 

TUm.  Gome,  sit  thee  down  upon  thia  floweiy 
bed, 
While  I  thy  amiiible  cheeks  do  coy, 
And  stick  mnsk-roses  in  thy  sleek  smooth  head, 
And  kiss  thy  fair  large  ear^,  my  gentle  joy. 

Bot,  Wberels  Peas-blossom? 

Feas.  Ready. 

JSot  Scratch  my  head,  Peas-blossom.— Wherels 
Monsieur  Cobweb? 

Cob.  Read^. 

Bot.  Monsieur  Cobweb;  good  monsieir, *  get 
▼our  weapons  in  year  hand,  and  kill  me  a  red- 
nipped  haroble*bee  on  the  top  of  a  thistle:  and 
Itood  monsieur,  bring  me  the  honey-bag.  Do  not 
fret  yonrself  too  much  in  the  action,  monsiear ; 
and,  good  monsieur,  have  a  care  the  honey-bag 
break  not ;  I  would  be  loth  to  have  yn  overflown 
with  a  honey-bag,  sigoior. — Where's  monsieur 
MoKtard-seed? 

MwL  Ready. 

Bot.  01  ve  me  your  neif,  monsieur  Mustard-seed. 
F^ay  you,  leave  ynur  courtesy,  good  monsieur. 

Hust.  What's  your  will? 

BoL  Nothing,  good  monsieur,  but  to  help  cara- 
lero  Cobweb  to  scratch.  I  must  to  the  barber's, 
monsieur ;  for,  methinks,  I  am  marvellous  hairy 
about  the  face ;  and  I  am  such  a  tender  aas,  if  my 
hair  do  but  tickle  me  I  must  scratch. 

TUa  What,  wilt  thou  hear  some  music,  my 
sweet  love? 

Bot.  I  have  a  reasonable  good  ear  in  music :  let 
■a  h«ve  the  tongs  and  the  bones. 

TUa  Or  say,  sweet  love,what  thou  destr^t  to  eat. 

Bot  Truly,  a  peck  of  provender  I  I  ouuld 
munch  your  good  dry  oats.    Methinks  I  have  a 

Keat  desire  to  a  bottle  of  hay:  good  hay,  sweet 
y.  haih  no  fellow. 

JUa,  I  have  a  veitturons  Tairy  that  shall  seek 
TbM  i-quirrel's  hoard,  and  fetch  thee  new  nuts. 

Bot.  1  had  rather  have  a  handful  or  two  of 
dried  peas.  But  I  pray  you,  let  none  of  your 
p»iplt)  stir  me ;  I  have  an  exposition  of  sleep  oome 
Upon  me. 

Tit€L  Sleep  thou,  and  I  will  wind  thee  in  my 
arms  I 
Fairies  be  gimp,  and  be  all  ways  away. 
S>»  d'lth  the  woodbine  the  sweet  honeysuckle 
Oeiitly  entwist;  the  female  ivy  so 
EnrintfM  the  b^rky  fingers  of  the  elm. 
O,  how  I  love  thee  t  bow  I  dote  on  thee  1 

[They  §Utp. 

Obbroh  advancee.    Enter  Puoe. 

Obe,  Welc<imp,  good  Robin.    See'^t  thou  this 
sweet  sight  ? 
Her  dotage  now  I  do  begin  to  pity. 
F»r  meetinK  her  of  late,  behind  the  wood, 
Seeking  sweet  Havourd  for  this  hatefnl  fool, 
I  did  U|brai)l  her  and  fall  out  with  her  : 
For  hhe  bin  hairy  templi>8  then  had  rounded 
With  0  roM<^t  ut  fresh  and  fragrant  flower^ ; 
A"d  that  same  dew  which  sometime  on  the  buds 
Was  wont  to  swell  like  round  and  orient  pt-arls, 
Stood  now  within  the  pretty  flowVets' eyes,* 
Like  tears  that  did  their  own  disgrace  bewalL 


When  I  had,  at  my  pleasure,  taunted  ber, 
And  she,  in  mild  terms,  begg'd  my  patience, 
I  then  did  ask  of  her  her  changeling  child. 
Which  straight  she  gave  me,  and  her  fairy  sent 
To  bear  him  to  my  bower  in  fairy  land. 
And  now  1  have  the  boy,  I  will  undo 
This  hateful  imperfection  of  her  eves. 
And,  gentle  Puck,  take  this  transformed  scalp 
From  off  the  head  of  this  Athenian  bwaio. 
That  he  awaking  when  the  other  d.>. 
May  all  to  Athena  back  again  repair; 
And  think  no  more  of  this  night^  accidents 
But  as  the  fierce  vexation  of  a  dream. 
But  fir^t  I  will  release  the  fairy  queen. 
Be  tliou,  as  thou  wast  wont  to  be — 

[Towhihglur  eyes  with  an  lieih 
See,  as  thou  wast  wont  to  see : 
Dian's  bud  o*er  Cupid's  flower 
Hath  such  force  and  blessed  power. 
Now,  my  Titania,  wake  you,  my  sweet  qu(>en  I 
'Vita,  My  Oberon  I  what  visions  have  1  seen  1 
Methougbt  I  was  enamour'd  of  an  ass  1 
Obe,  There  lies  your  love. 
TUcL  Ilow  came  these  things  to  passT 

0,  h'»w  mine  eyes  do  loathe  his  visage  now  t 
Obe.  Silence  a   while. — Robin,  take   off  this 
head. — 
Titania,  music  call ;  and  strike  more  dead 
Than  common  sleep,  of  all  these  five  the  sense. 
TUa,  Music,  ho  I   music ;   such  as   oharmeth 

sleep 
Puck.  When  thou  wak'st,  with  thine  own  fooPs 

eyes  peep. 
.  Obe.  Sound,  mu-io-     [StiU  music]    Come,  my 

queen,  take  hands  with  me, 
And  rock  the  ground  whereon  these  sleepers  be. 
Now  thou  and  I  are  new  in  amity, 
And  will,  to-morrow  midnight,  solemnly 
Dance  in  Duke  Theseus'  house  triumphantly 
And  bless  it  to  all  fair  posterity; 
I'here  shall  the  pairs  of  faithful  lovers  be 
Wedded,  with  Theseus,  all  in  jollity. 
Puck.  Fairy  king,  attend,  and  mark ; 

I  d«>  hear  the  morning  lark. 
Obe*    Then,  my  queen,  in  silence  sad. 
Trip  we  after  the  night's  shade : 
Wo  the  globe  can  compass  soon. 
Swifter  than  the  wandVing  moon. 
TUa,  Come,  my  lord ;  and  in  our  flight. 
Tell  me  bow  it  came  this  nighr. 
That  I,  sleeping  here,  was  found 
With  these  mortals  on  the  ground. 

[Exeunt,    Horns  sound  vnthim. 
JSheer  Theseus,  Hippoltta,  Eobus,  and  Train, 

The.  Oo,  one  of  you,  find  out  the  forester ; 
F«»r  now  our  observation  is  perform 'd; 
And  since  we  have  the  vaward  of  the  day, 
My  love  shall  hear  the  music  of  my  hounds. 
Uncouple  in  the  western  valley;  let  them  go: 
Despatch,  I  kay,  and  find  the  forester. 
We  will,  fair  qut^en,  up  to  the  mountain's  top. 
And  mark  the  musical  cnnfu^iion 
Of  hounds  and  echo  in  conjunction. 

Hip.  I  was  with  ilcrculfS  and  Cadmns  once. 
When  in  a  wood  of  Crete  they  bay'd  the  bear 
With  hounds  of  Sparta:  never  did  I  hear 
Such  gallant  chiding;  for,  besides  the  g'^ov< 
The  skies,  the  fountains,  every  region 
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8e6m*d  all  one  motoiil  cry:  I  never  heard 
80  musioal  a  discord,  such  sweet  thunder. 

The  M  J  hounds  are  bred  oat  of  the  Spartan 
kind, 
80  flew'd,  so  sanded,  and  their  heads  are  hang 
With  ears  that  sweep  awaj  the  nnoming  dew ; 
Crook-knee'd  and  dew-lapped  like  Thps^alian  bulls; 
Slow  in  porsuit,  but  matched  in  raouth-iike  bells, 
Each  under  each.    A  cry  more  tuneable 
Was  nerer  boUa'd  to,  nor  cheer*d  with  horn, 
In  Crete,  in  Sparta,  nor  in  Thessaly : 
Judge,  when  70a  hear. — But,  toft,  what  nymphs, 
are  these  ? 

Ege,  My  lord,  this  is  my  daughter  liere  asleep ; 
And  this  Lysander;  this  Demeirios  if; 
This  Helena,  old  Nedar*s  Helena : 
I  woitder  of  their  being  here  together. 

The,  No  doubt  they  rose  up  early  to  observe 
The  rite  of  May ;  and,  hearing  our  intent, 
Cime  here  in  graoe  of  oor  solemnity. 
But,  speak,  Egeos ;  b  not  this  the  day 
That  Hermia  should  give  answer  of  her  choice? 

Ege.  It  is  my  lord. 

The  Qo,   bid  the  hantsmen  wake  them  with 
their  horns. 

Horm^  and  ehout  wthin.  Dehetrids,  Ltsandeb. 
Hermia,  and  Helena  uxihe  and  itart  up. 

The,  Good  morrow,  friends.    St  Valentine  is 
past? 
Begin  these  wood-birds  bot  to  coaple  now  ? 
Ljfi.  Pardon,  ny  lord. 

[He  and  the  rett  bud  to  The. 

2*he.  I  pray  you  all,  stand  up. 

I  know  yoo  two  are  riral  enemies ; 
How  comes  this  gentle  concord  in  the  world 
That  hatred  is  so  far  from  jealousy, 
To  steep  by  hate,  and  fear  no  enmity  ? 

Lye,  My  lord,  I  shall  reply  amazedly. 
Halt  Vtleep,  half  waking:  But  as  yet,  I  swear, 
I  cannot  truly  say  how  I  oime  here: 
But,  as  I  think  (for  truly  woald  I  speak,— 
Aitd  now  I  do  bethink  me,  so  it  id), 
I  came  with  Hermia  hither;  oor  intent 
Wa«4  to  be  gone  from  Athens,  where  we  might  be 
Withoot  the  peril  of  the  Athenian  law. 

Ege.  Enough,    enough,  my    lord;   yoa   have 
enough: 
I  beg  the  law,  the  law,  upon  bis  head. 
They  would  have  stol'u  away,  they  woold,  Deme- 
trius, 
Thereby  to  have  defeated  you  and  ma: 
Tou  of  yoor  wife,  and  me  of  my  consent,— 
Of  my  consent  that  she  should  be  yoor  wife 

Dan.  My  lord,  fair  Helen  told  me  of  their 
stealth. 
Of  this  their  purpose  hither,  to  this  wood  : 
And  I  in  fur^  hither  followVi  them ; 
Fair  Helena  in  fanov  following  me. 
But,  my  good  lord,  I  woe  not  by  what  power 
(But,  by  some  power  it  h)  my  love  to  Hermia. 
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2'he.  Fnir  lovern,  you  are  fortunately  met: 
Of  this  discourse  we  will  hear  more  anon. 
Egeos,  I  will  overbear  your  will ; 
Fi>r  in  the  temple,  by  and  by  with  us, 
These  couples  shall  eternally  be  knit, 
And,  for  the  raoriiing  now  is  something  worn, 
Our  purpos*d  hunting  shall  hot  set  aside. 
Away,  with  us,  to  Athens:  Three  and  three 
Wtt*ll  hold  a  feast  iu  great  solemnity, 
C<im%  Hippolyta. 
[Exeunt  Theseus,  Hippoltta,  Eoeus  and  TVoJu. 

Den.  These  things  seem  small  and  nndistio- 
guishable. 
Like  faroff  mountains  turned  into  clouds. 

Her,  Methinks  I  see  these  things  with  parted 
eye. 
When  cTcry  thing  seem?  double. 

Hel.  So,  methinkst 

And  I  have  found  Demetrii»  like  a  jewel, 
Mine  own,  and  not  mine  o^vo. 

Dem.  [Are  yuu  sure 

That  we  are  awako  ?J    It  seems  to  me, 
That  yet  we  sleep,  we  dream. — Do  not  yon  think. 
The  duke  was  here,  and  bid  ui  follow  him? 

Her,  Yea,  and  my  father. 

Hel.  And  Hippolyta. 

Lye,  And  he  did  bid  us  follow  to  the  temple. 

Dem.  Why,  then,  we  are  awake;  let**  follow 
him; 
And,  by  the  way,  let  us  recount  our  dreams. 

[Exemii. 
As  they  go  oul,  Bottom  awakee. 

Bot,  When  my  cue  comes,  call  me,  and  I  will 
answer :  my  next  is,  **  Most  fair  Pyramus."— 
Hey,  hot— Peter  Quince  I  Flute,  the  b«)i  lows- 
mender  I  Snout,  the  tinker  I  Starveling!  God^ 
my  life  1  stolen  hence,  and  left  me  asleep  I  I  hare 
had  a  most  rare  Tiaion.    I  have  had  a  dream,— 

Rftflt  the  wit  of  man  to  say  what  dream  it  was  :— 
Ian  is  but  an  ass  if  he  go  about  to  expound  this 
dream.  Methought  I  was -there  is  00  man  can 
tell  what.  Methought  I  was,  and  methought  I 
had.— But  man  is  but  a  patched  fool  if  be  will 
offer  to  say  what  methought  I  had.  The  eye  of 
man  hath  not  heard,  the  ear  of  man  hath  not  seen, 
manV  hand  is  not  able  to  taste,  his  tongue  to  eon- 
ceiTe,  nor  his  heart  to  report,  what  my  dream  was. 
I  will  get  Peter  Qiince  to  write  a  ballad  of  this 
dream:  it  shall  becaliel  Bottom's  Dream,  because 
it  hath  no  bottom:  and  I  will  sinic  it  in  the  latter 
end  of  a  play,  before  the  duke:  Peradventure,  (o 
make  it  the  mors  gracious,  i  shall  sing  it  ^t  her 
death.  [ExiL 

SCENE  II.— Athens.  A  Boom  in  Quince*s  Houee, 

Enter  QuinoB,  Flute,  Shout,  and  Stabteuno 

Qum.  Have  you  sent  to  Bottom's  house?  is  be 
come  home  yet? 
Star.  He  cannot  be  heard  of.    Oot  of  doubt,  he 
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Al^pk  Masters,  the  dakb  is  coming  from  the 
temple,  end  them  is  two  or  three  lords  end  ladies 
■ore  married ;  if  cor  sport  had  gone  forward  we 
had  all  been  made  men. 

FU  0  sweet  batljBmnml  Thus  hath  be  lost 
»ixp«i»ee  a-day  during  bis  life;  be  could  not  hare 
*scaped  sixpence  a-daj:  an  the  dake  had  not 
given  biro  sixpence  a-day  for  playing  Pjramos, 
111  be  hai'ged ;  he  would  I'ave  deserved  it :  six- 
pence anlaj,  in  Pjramus,  or  n  >thing. 

.£hter  Bottom. 

BoL  Where  arc  these  lads?  where  arc  these 
hearts  ? 

Quin  Bottom  1^0  most  cowrageoos  day  I    O 
L  happy  hourl 
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Boi.  Masters,  I  am  to  discourse  wonders :  but 

ank  mo  not  what;  for  if  I  tell  yon  I  am  no  true 

Athenian.    I  will  tell  you  everything,  right  as  it 

fell  ont, 

Qvin.  Let  ns  hear,  sweet  Bottom. 
Ml  Not  a  word  of  me.  AH  that  I  will  tell  70a 
is,  that  the  duke  hath  dined:  Get  your  appaifl 
togHther;  good  strings  to  your  bonrds,  new  ribboiis 
to  your  pump<«;  meet  prei<ently  at  the  palace ^ 
every  man  l«K)k  o*er  bis  part ;  for,  the  i«hort  and  the 
long  is,  our  play  is  preferred.  In  any  oaoe,  let 
Thisby  have  clean  linen;  and  let  not  him  that 
plays  the  lion  pare  his  nails,  for  they  shall  hang 
out  for  the  lion's  claws.  And,  most  dear  actor.s, 
eat  no  onions,  nor  garlic,  for  we  are  to  utter  bw  et 
breath;  and  I  do  not  doubt  but  to  hear  them  say 
it  is  a  sweet  comedy.  No  more  words ;  awar  go, 
away.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  V 


SCENE  t'-Aihent^^An  Apartment  in  ike  Palace 
of  These Ui) 

Slier  Thbsbus,  HiPF0LTTA,PniL09nuTB,  Lords, 
and  Attendants. 

JSfjpu  *Tis  strange,  my  Theseus,  that  these  lovers 
speak  of. 

The,  Mure  strange  than  true.     I  never  may 
believe 
Tbeae  antique  fables,  nor  these  fairy  toys. 
Lovers  and  madmen  have  such  seething  brains. 
Such  shaping  fantasies,  that  apprehend 
More  than  cool  reason  ever  comprehends. 
The  lunatic,  the  lover,  and  the  poet, 
Arc  of  imagination  all  compact : 
One  sees  more  devils  than  vaitt  hell  can  hold  — 
That  is  the  madman:  the  lover,  all  as  frantic, 
Bees  Ueleii%  beauty  in  a  brow  of  Egypt: 
The  po«t*s  eye,  in  a  fine  frensy  roliutfc, 
Doth  glance  from  heaven  to  earth,  from  earth  to 

heaven. 
And,  as  imagination  bodies  forth 
The  forms  of  things  unknown,  the  poet*s  pen 
Turns  them  to  shape-*,  and  gives  to  airy  nothing 
A  local  habitation  and  a  name. 
Such  tricks  hnth  strong  imagination; 
That,  if  it  would  but  apprehend  some  joy. 
It  comprehends  some  bringer  of  that  j.iy ; 
Or,  in  the  night,  imagining  some  fear, 
How  cany  is  a  buKh  supposM  a  bear  I 

Hip.  But  all  the  story  of  the  night  told  over 
And  ail  their  minds  transfigurM  so  together. 
Mo*  a  witneasetb  than  fiincy's  images. 
And  grows  to  something  of  great  constancy; 
Bat,  howsoever,  strange,  and  admirable. 

J«itar  Ltsavdsb,  Demetiuus,  Hebuu,  amd 
Helena. 

Tkt.  Here  come  the  lovers,  full  of  joy  and  mirth. 
Joy,  centle  friends  I  joy,  and  fresh  days  of  love, 
Aocompany  yoor  hearts  I 

I^f9,  More  than  to  us 

Wail  in  your  royal  walks,  your  b  >ard,  your  bed ! 

The.  Come  now;  what  ma^ks,  what  dances, 
shall  we  have. 
To  wear  away  this  long  age  of  three  hours, 
Between  our  after^upper  and  bedtime? 
Where  is  our  U'^uai  manager  of  mirth? 
What  revels  are  in  hand?    Is  there  no  pixy. 
To  ease  the  anguish  of  a  torturing  hour? 
Ca*i  i'nih. strata. 

Fhduet,  Here,  mighty  Theseus. 


The,  Say,  what  abridgment  have  yon  for  this 
evening? 
What  mank,  nhtt  music?    How  shall  we  beguile 
The  Uzv  time,  if  not  with  some  delight  ? 

FhUo$t.  There  it>  a  brief,  ho  w  many  sports  are  rife; 

Make  choice  of  which  your  highne^ii  will  tfn  firat. 

fG icing  a  paper, 

Lya,  [Reads]  **  The  battle  with  ibe  Centaurs 
to  be  bUng, 
By  an  Athenian  eunuch  to  the  harp.** 

The.  We'll  none  of  that  •  that  have  I  told  my 
love. 
In  glory  of  my  kinsman  Hercules. 

Lys.  **  The  riot  of  the  tipsy  Bacchanals, 
Tearing  the  Tliracian  singt^r  in  their  rage." 

The.  That  ii  an  old  device,  and  it  vftm  |>l!iy*d 
When  I  from  Thebes  came  last  a  coni|Ueror. 

Ly$.  **  The  thrice  three  Musea  mourning  for  the 
death 
Of  learning,  late  deceas*d  in  beggary." 

The,  That  is  some  satire,  keen  and  critical, 
Not  sorting  with  a  nui»tial  ceremony. 

Ly$.  "  A  tedious  brief  scene  of  young  Pyramna 
Ano  his  love  Thisbe;  very  tragical  roirtb.** 

The,  Merry  and  tragical?  Tedious  and  brief? 
That  is,  hot  ice,  and  wunderous  strange  snow. 
How  shall  we  find  the  concord  of  this  discord  ? 

Phihst.  A  play  tbcrf   is,  my  lord,  stmu  ten 
words  long; 
Which  is  as  brief  as  I  have  known  a  play ; 
But  by  ten  words,  my  lord,  it  is  too  long, 
Which  makes  it  tedious .  for  in  all  the  play 
There  is  not  one  word  apt,  one  player  fitted. 
And  tragical,  my  noble  lord,  it  is; 
For  Pyramus  therein  doth  kill  himself. 
Which  when  I  saw  rehears'd,  I  must  confess, 
Made  mine  eyes  water ;  but  more  merry  tears 
The  nasnion  of  loud  laughter  never  shed. 

The    What  are  they  that  do  play  it  ?         [hero, 

Philost.  Hard-handed  men,  thai  woik  in  Alliens 
Which  never  laboured  in  their  mindtt  till  now; 
And  now  have  toil'd  their  unbrfath'd  memories 
With  this  same  play,  against  your  nuptial. 

The.  And  we  will  hear  it. 

Philost,  No,  my  noble  lord, 

It  ia  noi  for  yoa:  I  have  heard  it  over. 
And  it  is  nothing,  nothing  in  the  world 
(Unless  you  can  find  spori  in  th«;ir  intents), 
Extremely  stretoh'd  and  conn*d  with  cruel  psiHi 
To  Ho  you  service. 

The.  I  will  hear  that  play; 

For  never  anything  can  be  amijd    r  ^  ^^^^^T^ 
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'When  simpleneM  and  datj  tender  it. 

Go,  bring  them  in :  and  take  your  places,  ladies. 

[Exit  PniLOSTRATB. 

Hip.  I  love  not  to  see  wretclmduess  oWcharg'd, 
And  duiv  in  his  service  perishing.  ['hii^g. 

The.  Why,  gentle  sweet,  yoa  shall  pee  no  ouch 

Bip,  He  says,  they  can  do  nothing  in  this  kind. 

Tm.  The  kinder  we,  to  give  them  thanks  for 
notbiitg. 
Oar  sport  shall  be,  to  take  what  they  mistake : 
Ani  what  p»or  duty  cannot  do, 
Noble  respect  takes  it  in  might,  not  merit. 
Where  I  have  come,  great  clerks  have  purposed 
To  grept  me  with  premeditated  welcomes ; 
Where  I  have  seen  them  shiver  and  look  pale. 
Make  periods  in  the  midst  of  sentences. 
Throttle  their  practisM  accent  in  iheir  fears, 
And,  in  conclusion,  dumbly  have  broke  off^ 
Not  paying  me  a  weloomf :  Trust  me  sweet, 
Out  of  this  silence  yet  I  picked  a  welcome ; 
And  in  the  modesty  of  fearful  dntj 
I  read  as  much,  as  from  the  rattling  tongue 
Of  saucy  and  audacious  eloquence. 
Love,  therefore,  and  tongue-tied  simplicity, 
In  least  speak  most,  to  my  cspacity. 

Enter  Philostratb. 

PhUost.  80  please  your  grace,  the  prologue  is 

addressed. 
TAs.  Let  biro  approach.     [Floumh  0/ trumpets. 

Enter  Prologue. 

Frot  If  we  offend,  it  is  with  our  good  will. 

That  you  should  Uiink  we  oomt)  nJb  to  offend, 
Bui  with  good  will    To  show  our  simple  bUH. 

That  is  Uie  tone  ijegiiiDing  ( f  our  end. 
OoDBider,  then,  we  oomu  but  in  despite. 

We  do  not  oome  as  miudmg  to  content  yoo, 
Our  true  intent  is.    A  il  for  your  deligiit. 

We  are  not  here.    That  yuu  «hould  here  repent  yoa. 
The  acti>rB  are  at  hand  ;  and,  by  thuir  show. 
You  shall  know  aU  that  jou  axe  like  to  know. 

The.  This  fellow  doth  not  stand  upon  points. 

Lye  He  hath  rid  his  prologue  like  a  rough  colt; 
he  knows  not  the  stop.  A  good  moral,  my  lord : 
It  U  not  enough  to  speak,  but  to  speak  true. 

ffyp.  Indeed  he  hath  played  on  bis  prologue 
like  a  child  on  a  reoorder ;  a  sound,  but  not  in 
gov<>rnment. 

The.  His  speech  was  like  a  tanf^led  chain; 
nothing  impaired,  but  all  disordered.  Who  is  next  ? 

Enter  Pt&ami/s  and  Thisbb.  Wall,  Mookshihc, 
and  LlUN,  ae  in  dumb  show 

fhrcl  Oentlea.  perhaps  you  wondei  at  thin  show ; 

But  wonder  on,  till  truth  m^ku  all  things  plain. 
This  man  in  Pyraniiis.  if  you  would  knuw ; 

This  be«uto  <u->  lady  Thisby  is.  oert»i<i. 
This  man.  with  lime  and  rough  cast,  doth  inwent 

WtM  tliiU.  villi  WaII.  which  did  thmM>  lovars  sntider  t 
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The.  1  wonder,  if  the  lion  be  to  speak. 
Dem,  No  wonder,  my  lord :  one  liou  may,  when 
many  asses  do. 

WaU.  In  this  same  interlude.  It  doth  befall. 
Tnat  I.  one  Suout  by  uamS,  present  a  wall : 
And  such  a  wall  as  I  would  have  you  think* 
That  had  in  it  a  cranny  hole,  or  oAtnk, 
Through  which  the  lovers.  Pyramns  and  Thfataif, 
Did  whisper  often  very  secretly. 
This  loam,  this  rouxh-east.  and  this  stone  dolh  ibow 
That  I  am  that  same  wall ;  the  truth  is  so : 
And  this  the  cranny  Is,  right  and  sinister. 
Through  which  the  fearful  lorers  are  to  whisper. 

The.  Would  yoa  desire  lime  and  hair  to  speaJc 
better? 

I^eoi.  It  is  the  wittiest  partition  that  ever  I  beard 
discourse,  my  lord. 

The.  Pyramus  draws  near  the  wall ;  silenoe. 

Enter  Pybamub 

P]/r.  O  gtim4ook'd  night  t  O  night  with  hue  so  black  I 

0  night,  which  ever  art  when  day  is  not  I 
O  night,  O  niKht,  alack,  alack,  alack, 

1  fear  my  Tbtsby*s  promise  is  foivot 

And  thou,  O  wall,  thou  sweet  and  lovely  wait 
That  stands  between  her  father's  ground  and  mins^ 

Thou  wall,  O  wall,  O  sweet  and  lovely  wall. 
Show  me  thy  chink,  to  blink  throuvh  with  mine  eyns 

[  Wall  holds  up  hie  fingers 

Thanks,  courteous  wall :  Jove  shield  thee  well  for  thisi 

But  what  see  I  ?   No  Thisby  do  I  see. 
O  wicked  wall,  through  whom  I  see  no  bliss; 

Cur8*d  be  ihiy  stones  for  thus  deceiving  me  1 

The.  The  wall,  methinks,  being  sensible,  shoalil 
curse  sgain. 

Bot.  N<>,  in  trnth,  sir,  he  should  not.  **  Deoaiv- 
ing  me*'  is  Thisby^s  cue :  she  is  to  enter  now,  and 
I  am  to  spy  her  thruneb  the  wall.  You  shall  see, 
it  will  fall  pat  as  I  told  you:  Yonder  she  oomea. 


Enter  Thisbb. 

TMs.  O  wan.  full  often  hast  thou  heard  my 
For  parking  my  fair  Pyramus  and  me : 

My  cherry  lips  have  (ifte>i  kiae'd  thy  stones : 
Thy  stones  with  lime  and  hair  knit  up  in  tl 

Pvr.  I  see  a  voice :  now  will  I  to  the  otiiuk» 
To  spy  an  I  can  hear  my  Thisby's  face. 
Thisby  I 

This.  My  love  t  thou  art  my  love.  I  think. 

Pvr.  Think  wbat  thou  wilt,  I  am  thj  lover's 
And  like  Umander  aw  1  tru-^ty  stilL 

Thi$.  And  I  like  Helen   till  the  fates  me  kill, 

Pvr.  Not  Shafdlus  to  Prooru-t  was  so  true. 

This.  As  Shafalua  to  Proci  us,  I  to  you 

Pur.  O.  kisH  me  tbrou^h  the  hole  of  this  vile  waU. 

TM*  I  kiss  the  wall's  hole,  not  your  Ups  at  all 

Pvr.  Wilt  thou  at  Ninny's  torobmeet  me  stiaishtwaf 

TnU   Tide  Ufa  'tide  death.  I  ct>me  without  dt^luy. 

IVall  Thus  have  I.  Wall,  my  part  discharged  so ; 
And.  being  done,  thus  Wall  away  doth  go. 

[Exeunt  Wall,  Ptuamub,  and  Thisbb. 
The.  Now  is  the  mural  down  between  the  two 
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Tbeo  know  Ui«t  I.  one  Bong  the  joiner,  am 
A  lion  fell,  nor  else  no  lion's  d»ro : 
Vor  if  I  Bhoukl  as  lion  oome  in  strife 
Into  Uiis  plaoe, '%  wtue  pitj  of  m j  life. 
The    A   very  geotlo   beast,   and   of  a   good 
aori^oienee. 

Dem.  The  Terj  best  at  a  beatt,  my  lord,  that 
e*er  I  law. 
Im$.  Th!^  Itoo  is  a  very  fol  for  his  valoar. 
The.  Troe ;  and  a  goose  for  his  discretion. 
Dem  Kot  so,  my  lord ;  for  his  ralour  cannot 
earry  bis  discretion  ;  and  the  (ox  carries  the  goose. 
The.  His  discretion,  I  am  sure,  cannot  carry 
his  VAlonr;  for  the  goose  carries  not  the  (ox.    It 
is  well.  leave  it  to  his  discretion,  and  let  ns 
hearken  to  the  moon. 
Moom  Tikis  lantern  doth  the  homed  moon  present. 
Dm.  He  should  have  worn  the  horns  ou  his 

The.  He  is  no  ore  scent,  and  his  horns  are  invi 
Bible  within  the  circumference. 

Moon.  Thla  bntera  doth  the  horned  moon  present  * 
Mfself  the  man  i  ih'  moon  do  seem  to  be. 

The.  This  is  the  Kreatest  error  of  all  the  rest  • 
the  man  should  he  put  into  the  lantern  How  is 
it  else  the  man  i*  the  moon  7 

Dem  He  dares  not  come  there  for  the  candle 
for.  voo  see,  it  is  already  in  snoff. 

Eip  I  am  weary  of  this  moon .  Would  he  would 
obaiiiee. 

The,  It  appears,  by  his  f>mall  light  of  discretion, 
Ibat  he  is  in  the  wane  t»ut  yet,  m  courtesy,  in 
all  reason,  we  mast  stay  the  time. 

Lys.  Proceed,  moon. 

Ifoofi.  All  that  I  have  to  say  Is  to  tell  yoo.  that  the 
lantern  is  the  moon ;  I,  the  roan  in  the  moon  ;  this  Uiora- 
bnsh,  my  thom-hnah ;  and  Uals  dog,  my  dog. 

Dem,  Why,  all  these  should  be  m  the  lantern ; 
tor  they  are  in  the  moon.  But,  silence,  here 
oomes  Thisbe. 

Enter  Tbimbu, 

ThU.  This  is  old  Nlnny^  tomb;  Where  wi  my  love* 
Lkm.  Oh-. 

[The  LiOM  roars— Thisbb  rtms  oj^, 

DewL  Well  roared,  lion. 
The,  Well  run,  Thisbe. 

Jdip,  Well  shone,  moon.  Truly  the  moon  shines 
with  a  good  grace. 

The.  Well  moused,  lion. 

[The  LiOM  teare  Thi8BB*&  maniUj  and  exit 
Dem.  And  then  (»me  Pyranius. 
LjfM,  And  so  the  lion  vanisheil. 

.^ifer  Ptbamus. 

Ffir  Street  moon,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  sunny  beams 

1  thank  tbee,  moon,  for  shining  now  so  bright ; 
tx  r.  by  thy  graoioaa.  golden,  glaterinx  streams, 
1  trust  to  taste  of  truest  Thisby's  sU^k 
But  stay ;— O  spite  I 
But  mark :— Poor  knight, 
What  dreadful  dole  is  here  I 


Eyes,  do  you  see  f 
How  can  it  be? 


O  dainty  dndil   O  dear  I 

Tby  mantle  good. 

What.  sUiD'd  with  blood 
Approach,  ye  furies  fell  I 

O  fates  I  come  oome ; 

Oni  thread  and  ihrum  : 
Quail,  onisti.  conclude,  and  qudU  1 

The.  Thit  psM^ion,  and  ihf  death  ot  a  dear  friend, 
wooid  go  near  to  make  a  man  l<N»k  sad. 
D^^  Beibrew  my  heart,  but  I  pity  the  man. 


PjfT.  O  wherefore.  NHture.  didst  thou  linns  frame  t 

Hince  lion  rile  hath  here  deflour'd  my  d<-ar : 
Which  is—  DO.  no  —which  was  the  fairest  dame. 
That  Ur'd.  that  lor'd.  that  lik'd.  that  look'd  with 
Come,  tears,  confound ; 
Out,  sword,  and  wound 
The  pap  of  i^rnmns : 
Ay.  that  left  pap 
Wheru  heart  doth  hop.^ 
Thus  die  I,  thus,  thus,  thus. 
Kow  am  I  dead. 
Now  am  I  fled : 
My  soul  ill  in  the  sky : 
Tongue,  lose  thi^  light  1 
Moon,  take  tby  flight  1 
Nowdie.diebdie,  die.  die. 

[Dtea.^ExU  MooifSHnrs. 

Dem.  No  die,  but  an  see,  for  him;  for  he  is  but 
one. 

Lye.  Lees  than  an  ace,  man ;  for  be  is  dead ;  ha 
is  no'hins:. 

The  With  the  help  of  a  surgeon,  he  might  yet 
recover,  and  prove  an  ass. 

B^.  How  chance  Moonshine  is  gone,  before 
Thiribe  comes  haclc  and  finds  her  lover  ? 

The.  She  will  find  him  by  starlight.— Hero  she 
oomes  i  and  her  passion  ends  the  play. 

Ente9  Thisbb. 

Hip.  Methinks,  she  should  not  nsa  a  long  one 
for  such  a  Pyramus:  I  hope  she  will  be  brief 

Dem.  A  mote  will  turn  the  ba'ance,  which  Pyra- 
mu->,  whieh  Thisbe,  is  the  better. 

Lye  8he  hath  spied  him  already  with  those 
ttweft  eyes. 

Dem   And  thus  she  moans,  mdelicH. 

TkU.      Asleep,  my  loreT 

What.  dfad.  mydore? 
O  Pyramns.  arise, 

^:peak.  speak.    Quite  dumb  t 

Dead,  dead  t    A  ton>b 
Most  cover  tby  sweet  eyea. 

These  lily  lips. 

This  cherry  nose, 
niese  yellow  cowslip  cheeks. 

Are  gone,  are  gone : 

Lovers,  make  moan  1 
His  eyes  were  green  as  leeka 

O  sisters  three. 

Oome.  come  to  me. 
With  bands  as  pale  as  milk ; 

Lay  them  in  gore. 

bince  you  hare  shore 
With  shears  his  thread  of  bUk. 

Tongue,  not  a  word : 

Oome.  trusty  sword : 
Oome,  blade,  my  lireust  imbrue. 

And  farewell,  friends; 

Thus  Thisbe  ends .' 
Adieu,  adieu  adieu.  [Dies 

The,  Moonshine  and  Lion  are  left  to  bury  the 
dead. 

Dem.  Ay,  and  Wall  too. 

Bot.  No,  I  assure  ym;  the  wall  is  down  that 
parted  their  fathers.  Will  it  please  you  to  see  the 
epilogue,  or  to  hear  %  Bergomask  dance,  between 
two  of  our  company  ? 

The,  No  epilogue,  I  pray  you;  for  your  play 
need**  no  excuse.  Never  excuse;  for  when  the 
players  are  all  ''ead,  there  need  none  to  be  blamed. 
Marry,  if  he  that  writ  it  had  played  Pyramus, 
and  hanged  himself  in  Thisbe  s  garter,  it  would 
have  been  a  fine  tragedy  and  so  it  is,  truly ,  and 
very  notably  discharged.  But  oome,  your  Bergo- 
mask   let  your  epilogue  alone. 

[Here  a  danet  ^Clowna 
The  iron  tongne  of  midnight  hath  told  twelve: — 
Lovers  to  bed  .  *tis  almost  fairy  liine. 
I  fear  we  shall  ou's'eep  the  c<»miiig  morn. 
As  much  as  we  this  ^ht  have  overwatched  ■  p 
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This  paipable-fp-oas  play  hath  waII  hf^mrd 

The  ht^avy  gait  of  night.  —  Hweot  fiieDds,   to 

iM»d  — 
A  fortnight  hold  we  this  polcmnity, 
In  uightlj  revels,  and  new  jollity. 


[Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 
Enter  Puck. 


Puck,  Now  the  huni^ry  Hon  roars, 

And  the  wolf  kMshowU  the  moon ; 
WhiUt  the  heavy  ploughman  soures. 

All  with  weary  ta»k  fordone. 
Now  the  watted  brands  do  slow, 

Whilst  thescritch-owl,  scriiching  loud, 
Pur«t  the  wretch,  that  lies  in  woe, 

In  remembrance  of  a  shroud. 
Now,  it  is  the  lime  of  night, 

That  the  graves,  all  gaping  wide, 
Every  one  If ts  forth  his  oprite, 

III  the  church-way  paihs  to  glide  : 
And  we  fairies,  that  do  run 

By  the  triple  UecateVi  team. 
From  the  presence  of  the  snn, 

Following  darkness  like  a  dream, 
Now  are  frolic ;  not  a  mouse 
Bball  disturb  his  hallow'd  house 
I  am  sent,  with  broom  before. 
To  sweep  the  dust  behind  the  door. 

Enter  Obbbom  and  Titamia,  with  their  TVoi'm, 

'  Obe.    Through  the  house  give  glimmering  light, 
By  the  dead  and  drowsy  fire 
Every  elf,  and  f^iiry  sprite, 

Hop  as  light  as  bird  from  brier ; 
And  this  ditty,  after  me, 
Hing,  and  dance  it,  trippingly. 
ISiih   First  rehearse  this  song  by  rote : 
To  each  word  a  warbling  note, 
H»nd  in  hand,  with  lairy  grace, 
Will  we  ting,  and  bleas  this  place. 
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Obe     Now,  until  the  bresk  of  dav. 

Through  tliis  hoiiHi*  each  fairy  stray. 
To  thf  be>t  biide-bed  will  we, 
Which  by  us  shall  blessed  be; 
And  the  i88ue  there  create 
Ever  Hball  be  fortunate. 
So  ^hall  all  the  couples  three 
Ever  true  in  loving  be : 
And  the  biota  of  Nature's  hand 
Shall  not  in  their  ii^sue  stand ; 
Never  mole,  hare-lip  tior  scar, 
Nor  mark  prodigious,  such  aa  are 
Despised  in  nativity, 
8h<ill  upon  their  children  be. 
With  this  field-dew  consecrate. 
Every  fairy  uke  his  gait ; 
And  each  several  chainbr^r  bless. 
Through  this  palace  with  sweet  peace; 
Ever  Khali  in  safety  rest. 
And  the  owner  of  it  blest 
Trii)  away ; 
Make  no  stay: 
Meet  me  ail  by  break  of  day. 

[Exeunt  Obkbon,  Titamia,  mid  7\ram 

Puck.  If  we  shadows  have  offended. 

Think  but  this  (and  all  is  mended), 

That  you  have  but  slumbered  here. 

While  these  visions  did  appear. 

And  this  weak  and  idle  theme. 

No  more  yielding  but  a  dretim, 

Gentles,  do  not  reprehend; 

If  yutt  pardon,  we  will  mend. 

And,  as  I  am  an  honest  Puck, 

If  we  have  unearned  luck 

Now  to  'scape  the  serpent's  tongue^ 

We  will  make  am»:ods  ere  long: 

Else  the  Puck  a  liar  call. 

So,  good  night  unto  you  all. 

Give  me  your  hands,  it  we  be  frienda, 

Aad  Kobu  shall  reatore  aiueoda.       ' ' 


Digitized  by 


Google 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS, 


^^  OBSSf 0,  Dole  of  Ulyrla. 

■BBAgnAR.  a  yonnff  centleniftn,  brother  to  THo!*. 

AHTOmO.  a  Ma^capUlB,  frlond  to  SebastUo. 

VAUWRn  Soa-capUln,  M«ad  to  Viola. 

TALMTiMtt.1  g«atI«iii«B  attoadlBg  on  tho  DuU. 

*int  TOBT  BELOB.  miclo  of  OUvla. 

SIB  AHD&EW  AQUE-CHEEK. 


KALVOUO.  Howard  to  Oltvla 
CLO^']"™»*««oOWvla. 

OLIVIA,  a  rich  Covntrn. 

VIOLik.  ill  lore  with  the  Duko. 

KAKIA,  OUvU'a  womaa. 

Lorda.  Maito,  Bailors,  Oflcen,  Miuidaai,  and  othar 

Attwidanta. 


8GEHE— A axj la  myrla;  and tho Boa^eoart aoar  11 


ACT  L 
SCENE  I,— An  ApartmaU  in  t^e  Duke^s  Palace. 


Unter  Duke,  Cubio,  Lords ;  Musicians  attending, 

Duke,  If  music  be  the  food  of  love,  play  on ; 
Give  me  excess  of  it ;  that,  surfeiting, 
The  appetite  may  sicken,  and  so  die. 
That  strain  again ;— it  had  a  dying  fall : 
Oh !  it  came  o'er  my  ear  like  the  sweet  south, 
That  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  violets, 
Stealing,  and  giving  odour.—Enoiigh;  no  more; 
Tis  not  so  sweet  now,  as  it  was  before. 
O  spirit  of  love,  how  quick  and  fresh  art  thou  I 
That  notwithstanding  thy  capacity 
Receiveth  as  the  sea,  nought  enters  there, 
Of  what  validity  and  pitch  soever, 
Bat  falls  into  abatement  and  low  price, 
Even  in  a  minute  I  So  fall  of  shapes  is  fancy, 
That  it  alone  is  high-fantastical. 

Cur,  Will  you  go  hunt,  my  l<tfd? 

Duke,  What,  Curio? 

Cur,  The  hart 

Duke,  Wh;^,  so  I  do.  the  noblest  that  I  have : 
Oh  I  when  mine  eyes  did  see  Olivia  first, 
Blethought  she  purg'd  tlie  air  of  pestilence; 
That  instant  was  I  tum'd  into  a  nart ; 
And  my  desires,  like  fell  and  cruel  hounds,  [her? 
E'er  since  pursue  me. — Uo w  now !  what  news  from 

Enter  Valentine. 

VaL  So,  please  my  lord,  I  might  not  be  admitted, 
fiot  from  her  handmaid  do  return  tliis  answer : 
The  element  itself,  till  seven  years*  heat, 
Shall  net  beliold  her  face  at  ample  view : 
But,  like  a  cloistress,  she  will  veiled  walk, 
And  water  once  a  day  her  chamber  round 
With  eye-offending  brine :  all  this,  to  season 
A  brother's  dead  love,  which  she  would  keep  fresh. 
And  lasting,  in  her  sad  remembrance.         [franie, 

Duke,  0  she,  that  hath  a  heart  of  that  fine 
To  pay  this  debt  of  love  but  to  a  brother. 
How  will  she  love,  when  the  rich  golden  shaft 
Bath  kill'd  the  flock  of  all  affections  else 
That  live  in  her  I  when  liver,  brain,  and  heart. 
These  sovereign  thrones,  are  all  supplied,  and  nlVd 
(Her  sweet  perfections),  with  one  self  kingi — 
Away  before  me  to  sweet  beds  of  flowers  ; 
Love-thoqght^  Ue  rich  when  canopied  Wf  th  bowers. 

fExeioU, 


SCENE  II.— 7^  Sea  Coast 


Enter  Viola,  Caftadt,  and  Sailon. 

Ftb.  What  country,  friends,  is  this  ? 

Cap,  lUyria,  lady. 

Vu>,  And  what  should  I  do  in  IHyria? 
My  brother  he  b  in  Elysium.  [sailors? 

Perchance,  he  is  not  drowned : — What  thmk  you, 

Cctp,  It  is  perchance,  that  you  yourself  were 
saved.  [may  he  be. 

Vio,  0  my  poor  brother!  and  so,  perchance 

Cap.  True,  madam :  and,  to  comfort  you  with 
chance. 
Assure  yourself,  oftor  our  ship  did  split. 
When  you,  and  tliat  poor  number  saved  with  you, 
Hung  on  our  driving  boat,  I  saw  your  brother. 
Most  provident  in  peril,  bind  himself 
fCourage  and  hope  both  teaching  him  the  practice) 
fo  a  strong  mast,  that  lived  upon  the  sea; 
Where,  like  Arion  on  the  dolpnin's  back, 
I  saw  him  hold  acquaintance  with  the  wavea 
So  long  as  I  could  see. 

Vio.  Fur  saying  so,  there's  gold: 
Mine  own  escape  unfoldeth  to  my  hope, 
Whereto  thy  speech  serves  for  authoritf. 
The  like  of  him.    Know'st  thou  this  country? 

Cap,  Ay,  Madam,  well ;  for  I  was  bred  and  bom, 
Not  three  "hours'  travel  from  this  very  place. 

Vio,  Who  governs  here? 

Cap,  A  noble  duke,  in  nature. 
As  in  name. 

Vio.  What  is  his  name? 

Cap,  Orsino. 

Vio.  Orsino!  I  have  heard  ray  fkther  name  him. 
He  was  a  bachelor  then. 

Cap,  And  so  is  now. 
Or  was  so  very  late :  for  but  a  month 
Ago  I  went  from  hence ;  and  then  'twas  fresh 
In  murmur  (as,  yon  know,  what  great  ones  do^ 
The  less  will  i>rattle  of)  that  he  did  seek 
The  love  of  fair  Olivia. 

Vio.  What's  she? 

Cap,  A  virtuous  maid  the  daughter  of  a  ooont 
That  died  some  twelvemonth  since :  then  leaving  her 
In  the  protection  of  his  son,  her  brother. 
Who  shortly  also  died :  for  whose  dear  lovo 
They  say,  she  hath  abjured  the  oompany 
Ana  sight  of  men. 
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Vio,  O  that  I  served  that  lady : 
And  might  not  be  delivered  to  the  world. 
Till  I  had  made  mine  own  occasion  mellow, 
What  my  estate  is. 

Cap,  That  were  hard  to  compass ; 
Secanse  she  will  admit  no  kind  of  suit, 
No,  not  the  dnke*s. 

Vio,  There  b  a  iair  behaviour  in  thee,  captain ; 
And  though  that  nature  with  a  beauteous  wall 
Doth  oft  dose  in  ponution,  yet  of  thee 
I  will  believe,  thou  hast  a  mind  that  suits 
With  this  thy  fiiir  and  outward  character. 
I  pray  thee,  and  111  pay  thee  bounteously. 
Conceal  me  what  I  am ;  and  be  my  aid 
For  such  disguise  as,  haply,  shall  become 
The  form  of  my  intent    III  serve  this  duke ; 
Thou  shalt  present  me  as  an  eunuch  to  him, 
It  may  be  worth  thy  pains ;  for  I  can  sing. 
And  speak  to  him  in  many  sorts  of  music, 
That  will  allow  me  very  worth  hb  service. 
What  else  may  hap,  to  time  I  will  commit; 
Only  shape  thou  toy  silence  to  my  wit. 

Uap,  Be  you  his  eunuch,  and  your  mate  111  be: 
When  my  tongue  blabs,  then  let  mme  eyes  not  see ! 

Vio,  1  thank  thee :  lead  me  on.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  m.— ^  Boom  in  OltvuM  Emm, 
Enter  Sir  Tobt  Belch,  and  Maria. 

Sir  To,  What  a  plague  means  my  niece,  to  take 
the  death  of  her  brother  thus  t  I  am  sure  care's 
an  enemy  to  life. 

liar.  By  my  troth.  Sir  Toby,  you  must  come  in 
earlier  o*iiigbts ;  your  cousin,  my  lady,  takes  great 
exceptions  to  your  ill  hours. 

Sir  To.  Why,  let  her  except  before  excepted. 

Mar,  Ay,  but  you  must  confine  yourself  within 
the  modest  limits  of  order. 

iSft"  To.  Confine?  Ill  confine  myself  no  finer 
than  I  am :  these  clothes  are  good  enough  to  drink 
in,  and  so  be  these  boots  too ;  an  they  be  not,  let 
them  hang  themselves  in  their  own  straps. 

Mar,  That  quafiing  and  drinking  will  undo  you : 
I  heard  my  lady  talk  of  it  yesterday ;  and  of  a 
foolish  knight  tliat  you  brought  in  one  night  here, 
to  be  her  wooer. 

Sr  To,  Who?  Sir  Andrew  Agae-cheek? 

Mar,  Ay,  he. 

Sir  To.  lie's  as  tall  a  man  as  any*e  in  Illyria. 

Mar,  What's  that  to  the  purpose  ? 

Sir  To,  Why,  he  has  three  thousand  ducats  a  year. 

Mar,  Aye,  but  hell  have  but  a  year  in  all  these 
docats :  he^  a  very  fool  and  a  prodigal. 

Sir  To,  Fye,  that  you'll  say  sol  he  plays  o*  the 
yiol-de-gamlK>,  and  speaks  three  or  four  languages 
word  for  word  without  book,  and  hath  all  the  good 
gifts  of  nature. 

Mar,  He  hath  indeed. — almost  natural*  for, 
besides  that  he's  a  fool,  he  s  a  great  quarreller ;  and, 
but  that  he  hath  the  gift  of  a  coward  to  allay  the 
gust  he  hath  in  quarrelling,  *tb  thought  among  the 
prudent,  he  would  ouickly  have  the  gift  of  a  grave. 

iSSr  To,  By  thb  nand,  thej  are  scoundrds  and 
•ubtraotors  that  say  so  of  him.    Who  are  they  ? 

Mar,  They  that  add  moreover,  he's  drunk 
nightly  in  your  company. 

Sir  To,  With  drinkmg  healths  to  my  m'eoe ;  111 
drink  to  her.  as  long  as  there  is  a  passage  in  my 
throat,  and  arink  in  Illyria:  He^  a  coward  and  a 
ooystril,  that  will  not  drink  to  m^  niece,  till  hb 
brains  turn  o'  the  toe  like  a  paruh-top.  What, 
wench?  Caatiliano-volgo;  for  here  comes  Sir 
Andrew  Ague-face. 
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EnUr  Sir  Andbew  Aqub-cbeek. 

Br  And,  Sir  Toby  Belch  I  how  now,  Sir  Tobv 
Belch?  ' 

iSfr  To,  Sweet  Sir  Andrew! 

Sir  And,  Bless  you,  fair  shrew. 

Jior.  And  you  too,  sir. 

iS&*  To.  Accost,  Sir  Andrew,  accost 

Sir  And,  What's  that? 

Sir  To,  My  niece's  chamber-maid. 

Sir  And,  Good  mbtress  Accost,  I  desire  better 
acquaintance. 

Mar.  My  name  b  Mary,  sir. 

Sir  And.  Good  Mistress  Mary  Accost,— 

Sir  To,  You  mistake,  knight :  accost,  b,  front 
her,  board  her,  woo  her,  assail  her. 

Sir  And.  By  my  troth,  I  would  not  undertake 
her  in  thb  company.  Is  that  the  meaning  of 
accost? 

Mar.  Fare  you  well,  gentlemen. 

Sir  To.  An  thou  let  nart  so,  Sir  Andrew,  'would 
you  might'st  never  draw  sword  a^in. 

^  And.  An  you  part  so,  mbtress,  I  would  I 
might  never  draw  swonl  again.  Fair  lady,  do  you 
think  you  have  fools  in  hand  ? 

Mar,  Sir,  I  have  not  you  by  the  hand. 

SLAnd,  Marry,  hut  you  shall  have,  and  here's 
my  hand. 

Mar  Now,  sir,  thought  b  free :  I  pray  you, 
brin^  your  hand  to  the  buttery-bar,  and  let  it  drink. 

Sir  And,  Wherefore,  sweet  heart?  what's  your 
metaphor  ? 

Mar,  It's  dry.  Sir? 

Sir  And.  Why,  I  think  so :  I  am  not  such  an 
ass,  but  I  can  keep  my  hand  dry.  But  whatli 
your  jest? 

Mar.  A  dry  jest,  sir. 

^V  And,  Are  you  full  of  them? 

Mar,  Ay,  sir;  I  have  them  at  my  fingers*  ends 
nuury,  now  I  let  go  your  hand,  I  am  barren. 

[Exit  Mabu. 

Sir  To.  0  knight,  thou  kck'st  a  cup  of  canary : 
when  did  I  see  thee  so  put  down? 

Sir  And.  Never  in  your  life,  I  thmk ;  unless 
yon  see  canary  put  me  down:  methinks,  some- 
times I  have  no  more  wit  than  a  Christian,  or  an 
ordinary  man  haa :  but  I  am  a  great  eater  of  beef, 
and  I  believe  that  does  harm  to  my  wit 

Sir  To,  No  question. 

^  And.  An  I  thought  that,  I^  fbrswear  it 
111  ride  home  to-morrow,  Sir  Toby. 

Sir  To.  Pourmiouy  my  dear  knight? 

Sir  And,  Ana  what  b  pottrquoy  f  do  or  not  do? 
I  would  I  had  bestowed  that  time  in  the  tongues, 
that  I  have  in  fencing,  dancing,  and  bear-baiting  s 
oh !  had  I  but  followed  the  arts  I  [of  liair  ? 

Sir  To,  Then  had'st  thou  had  an  excellent  head 

Sir  And.  Why,  would  that  have  mended  my 
hairf 

Sir  To.  Past  question ;  for  thoa  seest  it  will  not 
curl  by  nature.  [not  ? 

Sir  And.  But  it  becomes  me  well  enough,  does't 

Sir  To.  Excellent;  it  hangs  like  flax  on  a  dis- 
taff; and  I  hope  to  see  a  housewife  take  thee 
between  her  legs  and  spin  it  off. 

Sir  And,  'Faith  111  home  to-morrow,  Sir  Toby : 
your  niece  will  not  be  seen ;  or,  if  she  be,  it's  four 
to  one  shell  none  of  me:  the  count  himself^  here 
hard  by.  wooe  her. 

^To.  Shell  none  o'  the  count;  shell  not 
match  above  her  degree,  neither  in  estate,  vear^ 
nor  wit ;  I  have  heard  her  swear  it  Tut  thereB 
lifoint,! 
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Sir  And,  III  sUj  a  month  longer.  I  am  a  fel- 
low o*  tho  strangest  mind  i'  the  world ;  I  delight 
in  masques  and  revels  sometimes  altogether. 

Sir  To.  Art  thou  good  at  these  kick-shaws, 
knight? 

JSir  And,  As  any  man  in  Dlyria,  whatsoever  he 
be,  under  the  degree  of  my  betters ;  and  yet  I  will 
not  compare  with  an  old  man.  [knight? 

8U'  To,  What  is  thy  excellence  in  a  galliard, 

J^  And,  'Faith,  I  can  cut  a  caper. 

Atr  7b.  And  1  can  cut  the  mutton  to*t 

Sir  And.  And,  I  think,  1  have  the  back-trick, 
simply  as  strong  as  any  man  in  Illyria. 

^  To.  Wherefore  are  these  tilings  hid?  where- 
fore have  these  gitlts  a  curtain  before  them?  are 
they  like  to  take  dust,  like  Mistress  Mall^  picture? 
why  dost  thou  not  go  to  church  in  a  galliard,  and 
come  home  in  a  coranto  ?  M  v  very  walk  should 
be  a  jig ;  I  would  not  so  nutcn  as  make  water  but 
in  a  8iiik-a-pace.  What  dost  tlioa  mean?  is  it  a 
world  to  hide  virtues  in  ?  1  did  think  by  the 
excellent  constitution  of  thy  leg,  it  was  formed 
under  the  star  of  a  galliard. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  tis  strong,  and  it  does  indiflferent 
well  in,  a  flame-coloured  stock.  Shall  we  set  about 
some  revels  ?  [under  Taurus  ? 

Sir  To.  What  shall  we  do  else?  were  we  not  bom 

Sir  And.  Taurus?  that's  sides  and  heart. 

£Sr  To,  No,  sir ;  it  is  legs  and  thighs.  Let  me 
see  thee  caper :  hal  higher:  ha,  ha  I— excellent! 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  1Y,-^A  Boom  in  the  Duke^  Ikdace. 
Enter  Yalektine  and  Viola,  in  man'$  attire. 

Vol  If  the  duke  continue  these  favours  towards 
von.  Cesario,  you  are  like  to  be  much  advanced ; 
he  bath  known  yon  but  three  days,  and  ahready 
you  are  no  stranger. 

Vio,  You  either  fear  his  humour,  or  my  negli- 
rence,  that  you  call  in  question  the  continuance  of 
bis  love :  b  he  inconstant,  sir,  in  his  favours  ? 

VaL  No,  believe  me. 

JSnier  Dukb,  Curio,  and  Attendants. 

Vio.  I  thank  you.    Here  comes  the  count 

Jhike.  Who  saw  Cesario,  ho? 

Vio.  On  your  attendance,  my  lord ;  here. 

Duke,  Stand  you  awhile  aloof. — Cesario, 
Thon  know'st  no  less  but  all ;  I  have  uncUisp*d 
To  thee  the  book  even  of  my  secret  soul ; 
Therefore,  good  youth,  address  thy  gait  unto  her 
Be  not  denied  access ;  stand  at  her  doors,  . 

And  tell  them,  there  thy  fixed  foot  shall  grow. 
Till  thou  have  audience. 

Vio.  Sure,  my  noble  lord, 
If  she  be  so  abandoned  to  her  sorrow 
As  it  is  spoke,  she  never  will  admit  me. 

Dube,  Be  clamorous,  and  leap  all  civil  bounds. 
Bather  than  make  unprofited  return.  [then  ? 

Vio,  Sav,  I  do  speak  with  her,  my  lord ;  what 

Jhdx.  Oh  I  then  unfold  the  passion  of  my  love, 
Surprise  her  with  discourse  of  my  dear  faith : 
It  shall  become  thee  well  to  act  my  woes ; 
She  will  attend  it  better  in  thy  youth. 
Than  m  a  nnucio  of  more  grave  aspect 

Vio.  1  think  not  so.  my  lord. 

JDuie,  Dear  lad,  believe  it ; 
For  they  shall  yet  belie  thy  happy  rears 
That  say  thou  art  a  man:  Diana's  lip 
Is  not  more  smooth  and  rubious ;  thy  small  pipe 
Is  as  the  maiden's  organ,  shrill  and  sound. 
And  all  is  semblative  a  woman's  part 
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I  know  thy  constellation  is  right  apt 
For  this  affair :— Some  four  or  five  attend  Mm} 
All,  if  you  will ;  for  I  myself  am  be^t. 
When  least  in  company : — Prosper  well  in  this, 
And  thou  shalt  live  as  freely  as  thy  lofd. 
To  call  his  fortunes  thine. 

Vio,  111  do  mv  best 

To  woo  your  lady :  yet  [Aiide]  a  barful  strife! 
Whoe*er  I  woo,  myself  would  be  his  wife. 

[ExcunU 

SCENE  Y.—A  Boom  in  OuviaIb  house. 
Enter  Maria  and  Clown. 

Mar.  Nay,  either  tell  me  where  thou  hast  been, 
or  I  will  not  open  my  lips,  so  wide  as  a  bristle 
may  enter,  in  way  of  thy  excuse :  my  lady  will 
hang  thee  for  thv  absence. 

C%.  Let  her  hang  me :  he  that  is  well  lianged 
in  this  world,  needs  to  fear  no  colours. 

Mar.  Make  that  good. 

Clo.  He  shall  see  none  to  fear. 

Mar.  A  good  lenten  answer;  I  can  teU  thee 
where  that  saying  was  bom,  of,  I  fear,  no  colours. 

Clo.  Where,  good  Mistress  Mary? 

Mar.  In  the  wars ;  and  that  you  may  be  bold 
to  sav  in  your  foolery. 

clo.  Well,  God  give  them  wisdom,  that  have  it , 
and  those  that  are  fools,  let  them  use  their  talents. 

Mar.  Yet  you  will  be  hanged,  for  being  so  long 
absent;  or,  to  be  turned  away ;  is  not  that  as  good 
as  hanging  to  you? 

Clo.  Manv  a  good  hangmg  prevents  a  bad  mar- 
riage ;  and  for  turning  away,  let  sununer  bear  it 
out 

Mar.  Ton  are  resolute  then  ?  [points. 

Clo,  Not  so,  neither ;  but  1  am  resolved  on  two 

Mar,  That,  if  one  bi*eak  the  other  will  hold ;  or, 
if  both  break,  your  gaskins  fall. 

Clo.  Apt,  in  good  faith;  very  apt!  Well,  go  thy 
way  J  if  Sir  Toby  would  leave  drmldng,  thou  wert 
as  Matty  a  piece  of  Eve's  flesh,  as  any  in  Illyria. 

Mar.  Peace,  you  rogue,  no  more  of  that;  here 
comes  my  laay:  make  your  excuse  wisely,  you 
were  best  [Exit, 

Enter  Ouyia  and  Malvouo. 

Clo,  Wit,  and't  be  thy  will,  put  me  into  good 
fooling !  Those  wits  that  think  they  have  thee,  do 
very  oft  prove  fools;  and  I,  that  am  sure  I  lack 
thee,  may  pass  for  a  wise  man:  For  what  says 
Quinapalus?  Better  a  witty  fool,  than  a  foolish 
wit. — Uod  bless  thee,  lady  I 

OU.  Take  the  fool  away.  [ladv. 

Clo,  Do  you  not  hear,  fellows?  Take  away  tne 

OU,  Go  to,  youVe  a  dry  fool ;  111  no  more  of 
you :  besides,  you  grow  ^honest 

Clo,  Two  faults,  madonna,  that  drink  and  goo 
ooonsel  will  amend :  for  give  the  dry  fool  drink, — 
then  is  the  fool  not  dry ;  bid  the  aishonest  man 
mend  himself, — if  he  mend,  he  is  no  longer  dis- 
honest ;  if  he  cannot,  let  the  botcher  mend  him : 
Anything  that's  mended,  is  but  iiatcbed :  virtue, 
that  transgresses,  is  but  patched  with  sin ;  and  sin, 
that  amends,  is  but  patched  with  virtue:  If  that 
this  simple  syllogism  will  serve,  so ;  if  it  will  not, 
What  remedy  ?  As  there  is  no  true  cuckold  but 
calamity,  so  beauty's  a  flower  ^-the  lady  bade  thee 
take  away  the  fool ;  therefore,  I  say  again,  take 
her  away. 

OIL  ^ir,  I  bade  them  take  away  you. 

Clo.  Misprision  in  the  highest  degree  I — Lady, 
CueuUus  non/adt  monadivm;  thal^s  as  mnoh  a^ 
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to  lay,  I  wear  not  motley  in  my  brain.  Uood 
DMuionna,  give  me  leave  to  prove  you  a  i'ool. 

Oli,  Can  you  do  it?  , 

Clo,  Dexterously « good  madonna. 

OU,  Make  your  proof. 

do.  I  must  catechize  you  for  it,  madonna: 
Good  my  mouse  of  virtue,  answer  me. 

Olu  Well,  sir,  for  want  of  other  idleness,  111 
abide  your  proof. 

Clo.  Good  madonna,  why  moum'st  thou? 

OH.  Good  fool,  for  my  brother's  death. 

Clo.  I  think  his  soul  is  in  hell,  madonna. 

OU,  1  know  his  soul  is  in  heaven,  fool. 

Clo.  The  more  fo.)lyou,  madonna,  to  mourn  for 
your  brother's  soul  bemg  in  heaven. — Take  away 
the  fool,  fi^entlemen. 

OU.  What  think  you  of  this  fool,  Malvolio? 
doth  he  not  mend  ? 

Mai.  Yes :  and  shall  do,  till  the  pangs  of  death 
shake  him :  Infirmity,  that  decays  the  wise,  doth 
ever  make  the  better  fool. 

Clo.  God  send  you,  sir,  a  speedy  infirmity,  for 
the  better  increasing  vour  folly  1  Sir  Toby  will  be 
sworn,  that  I  am  no  fox ;  but  he  will  not  pass  hia 
word  for  two  penoe  that  you  are  no  fool. 

OIL  How  say  von  to  that,  Malvolio? 

MaL  I  marvel  your  ladyship  takes  delight  in 
such  a  barren  rascal ;  I  saw  him  put  down  the 
other  day  with  an  ordinary  fool,  that  has  no  more 
brain  than  a  stone.  Look  you  now,  he's  out  of  his 
guard  already ;  unless  you  laugh  and  minister  oc- 
casion to  him,  he  is  gagged.  I  protest,  i  take  these 
wise  men,  that  crow  so  at  these  set  kind  of  fools, 
DO  better  than  tlie  fools'  zanies. 

OU.  0  you  are  sick  of  self-love.  Malvolio,  and 
taste  with  a  distempered  appetite.  To  be  generous, 
guiltless,  and  of  free  dis{K)sition,  is  to  take  tliose 
minga  for  bird-bolts,  ttiat  you  deem  cannon-bullets : 
There  is  no  slander  in  an  allowed  fool,  though  he 
do  nothing  but  rail ;  nor  no  railing  in  a  known  dis- 
creet man,  though  he  do  nottiing  but  reprove. 

Clo.  Now  Mercury  endue  thee  with  leasing,  for 
thon  apeakest  well  of  fools  1 

Be^nter  Maria. 

Mar,  Madam,  there  is  at  the  ^e  a  young 
gentleman,  much  desires  to  .«peak  with  yoo. 

OU.  From  the  Count  Orsino,  is  it  ? 

Mar.  I  know  not,  madam;  'tis  a  fair  young 
man.  and  well  attended. 

Oli.  Who  of  my  people  hold  him  in  delay? 

Mar.  Sir  Toby,  madam,  your  kinsman. 

OU.  Fetch  him  off,  I  pray  you;  he  speaks 
nothing  but  madman:  Fveon  him !  [Exit  Maria.] 
Go  you,  Malvolio ;  if^  it  be  a  suit  from  the  count,  1 
am  sick,  or  not  at  home,  what  you  will,  td  dismiss 
it.  [Ezii  Malvouo  1  Now,  you  see,  sir,  how 
your  foolmg  grows  old,  and  people  dislike  it 

Clo.  Thou  iiast  spoke  for  us,  madonna,  as  if  thy 
eldest  son  shoald  be  a  fool :  whose  skull  Jove  cram 
with  brains,  for  here  he  oomes,  one  of  thy  kin,  has 
f  most  weak^ica  mater. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Beloxl 

OU.  By  mine  honour,  half  drunk.— What  is  he 
ftt  the  gate,  oousm? 

^  ^.  A  gentleman. 

0^  A  gentleman ?     Wliat  gentleman? 

Si>  To.  Tb  a  gentleman  here— A  plague  o* 
these  pickle  herring ! — How  now,  sot  ? 

Clo.  Good  Sir  Toby,— 

Oli.  Cousin,  cousin,  how  haye  you  come  so  early 
ly  this  lethargy? 
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Sir  7b.  Lechery  1  I  defy  lechery:  ThQre*«  one 
at  the  gate. 

Oli.  Ay,  marry ;  what  is  he? 

Sir  To.  Let  him  be  the  devil,  an  he  will,  1  care 
not :  give  me  £uth,  say  I.    Well,  it's  all  one. 

[Exit, 

OU.  What's  a  drunken  man  like,  fool  ? 

Clo.  Like  a  drown 'd  man,  a  fool,  and  a  madman : 
one  draught  above  heat  makes  him  a  fool;  the 
second  mads  him ;  and  a  third  drowns  him. 

OIL  Go  thou  and  seek  the  crowner,  and  let  him 
sit  o'  my  coz ;  for  he's  in  the  third  degree  of  drink ; 
he's  drown'd :  go  look  after  him. 

Clo.  He  is  but  mad  yet,  madonna;  and  the  fool 
shall  look  to  the  madman.  [Exit  Clowk. 

Mounter  Malyolio. 

MaL  Madam,  yond' young  fellow  swears  he  will 
speak  with  you.  I  told  him  you  were  sick ;  he 
takes  on  him  to  understand  so  much,  and  there- 
fore comes  to  speak  with  you ;  I  told  him  you  were 
asleep ;  he  seems  to  have  a  foreknowledge  of  tliat 
too,  and  therefore  comes  to  speak  with  you.  What 
is  to  be  said  to  him,  lady?  he's  forilied  against 
any  denial. 

OIL  Tell  him  he  shall  not  speak  with  me. 

Mid.  He  has  been  told  so;  and  he  says  hell 
stand  at  your  door  like  a  sheriflTs  post,  and  be  the 
supporter  of  a  bench,  but  hell  speak  with  you. 

OIL  What  kind  of  man  is  he? 

MaL  Why  of  mankind. 

OIL  What  manner  of  man? 

Mai.  Of  very  ill  manner ;  hell  speak  with  yon, 
will  you  or  no. 

OIL  Of  what  personage  and  years  is  he? 

MaL  Not  vet  old  enough  for  a  man,  nor  young 
enough  for  a  boy ;  as  a  squash  is  before  'tis  a  pease- 
cod,  or  a  codling  when  'tis  almost  an  apple:  tis 
with  him  e'en  standing  water,  between  boy  and 
man.  He  is  very  well-favoured,  and  he  speaks 
very  shrewishly;  one  would  think  his  mother's 
milk  were  scarce  out  of  hun. 

OU.  Let  him  approach :  call  in  my  gentlewoman. 

MaL  Gentlewoman,  my  lady  calls.  [Exit. 

BerenUr  Maria. 

OU.  Give  me  my  veil :  come,  throw  it  o*er  my 
Well  once  more  hear  Orsino's  embassy.        [face. 

Enter  \\0UK 

Vio.  The  honourable  lady  of  the  tioose,  which 
is  she?  [will? 

OU.  Speak  to  me,  I  shall  answer  for  her.   Your 

Vio,  Most  radiant,  exonisite,  and  unmatchable 
beauty, — I  pray  you,  tell  me,  if  tliis  be  the  lady 
of  the  house,  for  I  never  saw  her:  I  would  be 
lotli  to  cast  away  my  speech ;  for,  besides  that  it 
is  excellently  well  penned,  I  have  taken  great 
pains  to  con  it  Good  beauties,  let  me  sustain  no 
scorn;  I  am  very  comptible,  even  to  the  least 
sinister  usage. 

OU.  Whence  came  yon,  sir? 

Vio.  I  can  say  little  more  than  I  have  studied, 
and  that  question 's  out  of  my  part  Good  gentle 
one,  give  me  modest  assurance,  if  you  be  the  lady 
of  the  house,  that  I  may  proceed  in  my  speech. 

OU,  Are  you  a  comedian  ? 

Vio.  No,  my  profound  heart :  and  yet,  by  the 
very  fangs  of  malice,   I  swear,  I  am  not  that  I 
\    Are  you  the  lady  of  the  house? 
*/t.  If  1  do  not  usurp  myself,  I  am. 

Vio.  Most  certain,  if  you  are  she,  f  on  do  usurp 
yourself;  for  what  is  yours  to  bestov  ii  not  youn 
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to  reserve.    But  this  is  from  mj  commission :  I  | 
will  on  witti  my  speech  in  your  praLse,  and  then 
show  you  the  heart  uf  m^  messa^. 

OU.  Come  to  wiiat  is  important  int  I  forgive 
you  the  praise.  . 

Vio.  Alas,  I  took  great  pains  to  study  it,  and  'tis 
poetical. 

OIL  It  is  the  more  likely  to  be  feigned ;  I  pray 
you,  keep  it  in.  I  beard  you  were  saucy  at  my 
ffates;  and  allowed  your  approach,  rather  to  won- 
der at  you  than  to  hear  you.  If  j^ou  be  not  mad, 
be  gone;  if  you  have  reason,  be  bri«f:  ^tis  not  that 
time  of  moon  with  me,  to  make  one  in  so  skipping 
a  dialogue. 

Mar.  Will  you  hoist  sail,  sir?  here  lies  your  way. 

Vio.  No  good  swabber:  I  am  to  hiUl  here  a 
little  longer. — Some  molification  for  your  giant, 
sweet  lady. 

OH.  Tell  roe  your  mind. 

Vio.  1  am  a  messenger. 

OU,  Sure,  you  have  some  hideous  matter  to 
deliver,  when  the  oourtesy  of  it  is  so  fearful. 
Speak  your  office. 

Vio,  It  alone  concerns  your  ear.  I  bring  no 
overture  of  war,  no  taxation  of  homage ;  I  hold 
the  olive  in  my  hand :  my  words  are  as  full  of 
peace  as  matter. 

OIL  Yet  you  began  rudely.  What  are  you? 
what  would  you? 

Vio.  The  rudeness  that  hath  appear*d  in  me, 
have  1  learn 'd  from  my  entertainment.  What  I 
am,  and  wliat  I  would,  are  as  secret  as  maiden- 
heaid:  to  your  ears,  divinity;  to  any  others, 
profiuiation. 

OIL  Qive  us  the  place  alone  :  we  will  hear  this 
divinity.  [Ejcit  Majua.]  Now,  sir,  what  is  your 
teit? 

Vio.  Host  sweet  1ady,~ 

OH,  A  comfortable  doctrine,  and  much  may  be 
«ud  of  it.    Where  lies  your  text? 

Vio.  In  Orsiuo's  bosom. 

OU.  In  his  bosom?  In  what  chapter  of  his 
bosom? 

Vio.  To  answer  by  the  method,  in  the  first  of 
his  heart 

OU.  Oh!  I  have  read  it;  it  is  heresy.  Have 
you  no  more  to  say  ? 

Vio.  Good  madnm,  let  me  see  your  &ce. 

OU  Have  you  any  commission  from  your  lord 
to  negudate  with  my  face?  you  are  now  out  of 
your  text ;  but  we  will  draw  the  curtain,  and  show 
you  the  picture.  Look  you,  sir,  such  a  one  as  I 
was  this  pree^nt :    Is't  not  well  done  ?  [  Unveiling. 

Vio.  Excellently  done,  if  God  did  all. 

OU  Tis  in  grain,  sir ;  t  will  endure  wind  and 
weather. 

Vio,  Tis  beauty  truly  blent,  whose  red  and 
white 
Nature's  own  sweet  and  cunning  hand  kid  on : 
La4y,  you  are  the  cruel 'st  she  alive. 
If  you  will  lead  these  graces  to  the  grave. 
And  leave  the  world  no  copy. 

(XL  O  sir,  I  will  not  be  so  hard-hearted;  I  will 
give  out  divers  schedules  of  my  beauty :  it  shall 
be  inventoried;  and  every  particle^  and  utensil, 
labelled  to  my  will :  as,  item,  two  lips  indifferent 
red;  item,  two  grey  eyes,  with  lids  to  them;  item, 
one  neck,  one  chin,  and  so  forth.  Were  you  sent 
hither  to  'praise  me  ? 

Via.  1  see  you  what  you  are:  yoa  are  too 
•proud; 
But,  if  vou  were  the  devil,  you  are  fair. 
U/  lord  and  master  loves  you;  Ub!  such  love 
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Could  be  but   recompensed   though   yoa   wers 

crt)wn*d 
The  nonpareil  of  beauty  I 

OU.  How  does  he  love  me  ? 

Vio.  With  ad»»rations,  with  fertile  tears, 
With  groans  that  thunder  love,  with  sighs  of  fire. 

OU  Your  lord  does  know  my  mind,  I  cannot 
love  him : 
Yet  I  suppose  him  virtuous,  know  him  noble, 
Of  great  estate,  of  fresh  and  stainless  youth  ; 
In  voices  well  divulg'd,  free,  leam'd,  and  valiant. 
And,  in  dimension,  and  the  shape  of  nature, 
A  gracious  person :  but  yet  1  cannot  love  him ; 
He  might  have  took  his  answer  long  ago. 

Vw.  If  1  did  love  you  in  my  master  s  flame, 
With  such  a  suffering,  such  a  deadly  life. 
In  your  denial  I  would  find  no  sense, 
I  would  not  understand  it. 

OU.  Why,  what  would  you? 

Vio.  Make  me  a  willow  cabin  at  your  gate, 
And  call  uoon  my  soul  within  the  house ; 
Write  loyal  cantons  of  contemned  love, 
And  sing  them  loud  even  in  the  dead  of  night; 
HoUa  your  name  to  the  reverberate  hills. 
And  make  the  babbling  gossip  of  the  air 
Cry  out,  Olivia  1    Oh  I  vou  should  not  rest 
Between  the  elements  of  air  and  earth. 
But  you  should  pity  me. 

OU  You  might  do  much :  What  ui  your  parent 
age? 

Fib.  Abo\  e  my  fortunes,  yet  my  state  is  well : 
I  am  a  gentleman. 

OU  Get  you  to  your  lord ; 
I  cannot  love  him:  let  him  send  no  more; 
Unless,  perchance,  you  come  to  me  again. 
To  tell  me  how  he  takes  it    Fare  you  well : 
I  thank  you  for  your  pains :  spend  this  for  me. 

Vio.  1  am  no  fee'd  post,  bdy ;  keep  your  purse 
My  master,  not  myself,  lacks  recompense. 
Love  make  his  heart  of  flint,  that  you  shall  love ; 
And  let  your  fervour,  like  mv  master^,  be 
Placed  in  contempt  I  Farewell,  fiiir  cruelty. 

[Exiy 

OU  What  is  your  parentage  ? 
Above  my  fortune,  yet  my  state  is  well : 

**  1  am  a  gentleman.'' 111  l)e  sworn  thou  art; 

Thy  tongue,  thy  face,  thy  limbs,  actions,  and  spirit 
Do  give  thee  bve-fold  blazon: — Not  too  fast:- 

soil!  soft  I 
Unless  the  master  were  the  man.— How  now? 
Even  so  quickly  may  one  catch  the  plague? 
Methinks,  1  feel  tliis  youth's  perfections, 
Witli  an  invisible  and  subtle  stealth. 
To  creep  in  at  mine  eyes.    Well,  let  it  be.— 
Whatjho,  Malvoliol  — 

Be^ntcr  BiALVOUO. 

MdL  Here,  madam,  at  your  service. 

OU  Run  after  that  same  peevish  messenger. 
The  county's  man :  he  left  tliis  ring  beliind  him. 
Would  I,  or  not ;  tell  him,  I'll  none  of  it. 
Desire  him  not  to  flatter  with  his  lord. 
Nor  hold  him  up  with  hopes ;  1  am  not  for  Mm : 
If  that  the  youtn  will  come  this  way  to-morrow, 
111  give  him  reasons  for^t.    Hie  thee,  Malvolio. 

MaL  Madam,IwilL 

[Etit 

OU  I  do  I  know  not  what ;  and  fear  to  find 
Mine  eye  too  great  a  flatterer  for  my  mind. 
Fate,  show  thy  force :  ourselves  we  do  not  owe; 
What  is  decr^,  miut  be ;  and  be  this  sol 
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ACT   IL 


SCENE  L^The  Seorcoast. 
Enter  Antonio  and  Sebastiah. 


Aid.  Will  yon  stay  do  longer?  nor  will  you 
not  that  I  go  with  you  ? 

SA,  By  your  patience,  no:  my  stars  shine 
darkly  over  me ;  the  malignancy  of  my  fate  might, 
perhaps,  distemper  your's ;  tiierefore  I  shall  crave 
of  you  your  leave,  that  1  may  bear  my  evils  alone  : 
it  were  a  bad  recompense  for  your  love  to  lay  any 
of  them  on  you. 

AnL  Let  me  yet  know  of  you,  whither  you  are 
bound. 

8«b.  No,  ^sooth,  sir ;  my  determinate  voyage  is 
mere  extravagancy.  But  I  perceive  in  you  so 
excellent  a  touch  of  modesty,  that  you  will  not 
extort  from  me  what  I  am  willing  to  keep  in ; 
therefore  it  charges  me  in  manners  the  rather 
to  express  myself.  You  must  know  of  me  tlien, 
Antonio,  my  name  is  Sebastian,  which  I  called 
Kodorigo;  my  &ther  was  that  Sebastian,  of  Mes- 
saline,  whom  I  know  you  have  heard  of:  he  left 
behind  him,  myself  and  a  sister,  both  born  in  an 
hour.  If  the  heavens  had  been  pleased,  'would  we 
had  so  ended*!  but  you,  sir,  altered  that ;  for,  some 
hour  before  you  took  me  from  the  breach  of  the 
sea,  was  my  sister  drowned. 

AnL  Alas,  the  day  1 

Oeb,  A  lady,  sir,  though  it  was  said  she  much 
resembled  me,  was  yet  of  many  accounted  beautiful : 
but,  though  I  could  not,  with  such  estimable 
wonder,  overfiir  believe  that,  yet  thus  far  1  will 
boldly  publish  her,  she  bore  a'  mind  that  envy 
could  not  but  call  fidr :  she  is  drowned  already, 
sir,  with  salt  water,  though  I  seem  to  drown  her 
remembrance  again  with  more. 

Ant,  Pardon  me,  sir,  your  bad  entertainment 

Seb,  0  good  Antonio,  forgive  me  your  trouble. 

Afd,  If  you  will  not  murder  me  for  my  love, 
let  me  be  your  servant. 

SA,  If  you  will  not  undo  what  yon  have  done, 
that  is,  kill  him  whom  you  have  recovered,  desire 
it  not.  Fare  ye  well  at  once :  my  bosom  is  full 
of  kindness ;  and  I  am  yet  so  near  the  manners  of 
my  mother,  that  upon  the  least  occasion  more, 
mme  eyes  will  tell  tales  of  me.  I  am  bound  to 
the  Count  Orsino's  court:  farewell.  [Exit. 

Ant.  The  gentleness  of  all  the  gods  go  with  thee  I 
I  have  many  enemies  in  Orsino's  court. 
Else  would  I  very  Portly  see  thee  there: 
But  come  what  may,  I  do  adore  tliee  so. 
That  danger  shall  seem  sport,  and  I  will  go.  [EwiL 

SCENE  U,— A  Street. 

Enter  Viola  ;  Malyolio  foUowmg. 

M<JL  Were  not  yon  even  now  with  the  countess 
OUyia? 

Fib.  Even  now.  sir ;  on  a  moderate  pace  I  have 
dnoe  arrived  but  hither. 

MdL  She  returns  this  rin^  to  yon,  sir;  you 
might  have  saved  me  my  pains,  to  have  taken  it 
away  yourself.  She  adds  moreover,  that  you 
thoold  put  your  lord  into  a  desperate  assurance 
•he  will  none  of  him :  and  one  thing  more ;  that 
yon  be  never  so  hardy  to  come  again  in  his  atikirs, 
unless  it  be  to  report  your  lord's  taking  of  this. 
Receive  it  so. 

y%o.  She  took  tb^  rin^  of  me ;  111  none  of  it. 


MaL  Come,  sir,  you  peevishly  threw  it  to  her 
and  her  will  is,  it  should  be. so  returned:  if  ft  be 
worth  stooping  for,  there  it  lies  in  your  eye;  if 
not,  be  it  his  that  finds  it 

lExit, 

Vio,  I  left  no  ring  with  her:  what  means  \\m 
ladjr? 
Fortune  forbid,  my  outside  have  not  charm  *d  her  5 
She  made  good  view  of  me;  indeed,  so  much. 
That,  sure,  methought,  her  eyes  had  lost  her  to  ngue 
For  she  did  speak  in  starts  distractedly.  ' 

She  loves  me,  sure ;  the  cunning  of  her  passion 
Invites  me  in  this  churlish  messenger. 
None  of  my  lord's  ring  1  why,  he  sent  her  none. 
I  am  the  man :— If  it  be  so  (as  *tis). 
Poor  Udy,  she  were  better  love  a  dream.  ' 

Disguise,  I  see  thou  art  a  wickedness. 
Wherein  the  j)regnant  enemy  does  much. 
How  easy  is  it,  for  the  proper-false 
In  women's  waxen  hearts  to  set  their  forms  I 
Alas !  our  frailty  is  the  cause  not  we ; 
For,  sucli  as  we  are  made  of,  such  we  be 
How  will  this  fadge  ?  My  master  loves  her  dearly  5 
And  I  poor  monster,  fond  as  much  on  him ; 
And  she,  mistaken,  seems  to  dote  on  me : 
What  will  become  of  thb  I     As  I  am  man, 
My  state  is  desperate  for  my  master's  love ; 
As  I  am  woman,  now  alas  the  day  I 
What  thriftless  sighs  shall  poor  Olivia  breathed 
O  time,  thou  must  untangle  this,  not  I ; 
It  is  too  hard  a  knot  for  me  t'  untie.  [Exit, 

SCENE  IIL— ^  Room  m  Olivia's  H<mu. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch,  and  Sir  Andrew 
Aque-cheek. 

i^  To.  Approach,  Sir  Andrew :  not  to  be  a-bed 
after  midnight,  is  to  be  up  betimes ;  and  dUiuculo 
aurgert^  thou  know'st, 

Sir  And.  Nay,  by  my  troth,  I  know  not :  but  I 
know,  to  be  up  late,  is  to  be  up  late. 

Sir  To.  A  false  conclusion  ^  I  hate  it  as  an  un- 
filled can :  to  be  up  after  midnight,  and  to  go  to 
bed  then,  is  early:  so  that,  to  go  to  bed  after  mid- 
night, is  to  go  to  bed  betimes.  Do  not  our  lives 
consist  of  tlie  foiu*  elements  ? 

Sir  And.  'Faith,  so  they  say;  but,  I  think,  it 
rather  consists  of  eating  and  drinking. 

Sir  To.  Thou  art  a  scholar;  let  us  therefore  eat 
and  drink.— Marian,  I  say  I a  stoop  of  wine  1 

Enter  Clown. 

Sir  And.  Here  comes  the  (bol.i' faith. 

Clo.  How  now,  my  hearts  ?  Did  you  never  see 
the  picture  of  we  three? 

Sir  To.  Welcome,  ass.    Now  let's  have  a  catdi. 

Sir  And.  By  my  troth,  the  fool  has  an  excellent 
breast  I  had  rather  than  forty  shillings  I  had 
such  a  leg;  and  so  sweet  a  breath  to  sing,  as  the 
fool  has.  In  sooth,  thou  wast  in  rexj  gracious 
fooline  last  night,  when  thou  spokestof  Kgro^mi- 
tus,  of  the  Yapians  passing  the  equinoctial  of 
Queubus :  'twas  very  good,  i'  faith.  I  sent  thee 
sixpence  tor  thy  leman :  hadst  it? 

Clo.  I  did  impeticos  thjy  gratilHty ;  for  Malvo- 
lio^  nose  is  no  whipstock :  my  lady  has  a  white 
hand,  and  the  M3mmdon8  are  no  bottle-ale  houses. 

Sir  And.  Excellent;  why,  this  is  the  best  fool 
ing,  when  all  is  done.    Now,  a  song^  ■ 
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Sr  To,  Come  on;  there  is  sixpence  for  you: 
let's  have  a  song. 

Sir  And.  There's  a  tcstril  of  me  too:  if  one 

kn%ht  give  a [good  life  ? 

Civ,  Would  you  have  a  love-song,  or  a  song  of 

ifi^  7b.  A  lovG-song,  a  love-song. 

Hir  And,  Ay,  ay ;  I  care  not  for  good  life. 

BONO. 
^*Io.  O  mistreaB  mine,  where  are  you  roaming? 
O  stay  and  bear:  your  true  love's  coming; 

That  can  sing  both  high  and  low ; 
Trip  no  further,  pretty  sweeting ; 
Journeys  end  in  loTer^  meeting, 
£rery  wise  man's  son  doth  know. 

fikr  And.  Excellent  good,  i'  faith  I 
Sir  lb.  Good,  good. 

Cl(K  What  b  lore?  'tis  not  hereafter : 

Pre»3nt  mirth  tiath  present  lauc^ter  s 

What's  to  come  is  still  unsure : 
In  delay  there  lies  no  plenty : 
Then  come  kia^  me  sweet  and-twenty. 

Youth's  a  stuff  will  not  endure. 

JBirAruL  A  mellifluous  voice,  as  I  am  true 
knight 

JSr  To.  A  contagious  breath. 

Sir  And.  Very  sweet  and  contagions,  V  faith. 

Sir  2b.  To  hear  by  the  nose,  it  is  dulcet  in  con- 
tagion. But  shall  we  make  the  welkin  dance 
indeed?  ^hall  we  rouse  the  night-owl  in  a  catch, 
that  will  draw  three  souls  out  of  one  weaver? 
shall  we  do  that?  [at  a  catch. 

Sir  And.  An  you  love  me,  let's  dot:  I  am  dog 

Clo.  By*r  lady,  sir,  and  some  dogs  will  catch 
irell.  [knave." 

Sir  And.  Most  certain :  let  our  catch  be  "  Thou 

Clo.  "  Hold  thy  peace,  thou  knave,"  knight?  I 
shall  be  constrain 'd  in't  to  call  tliee  knave,  knight. 

Sir  And.  Tis  not  the  first  time  I  have  con- 
strained one  to  call  me  knave.  Begin,  fool;  it 
begins,  "  Hold  thy  peace." 

Clo.  I  shall  never  begin,  if  I  hold  my  peace. 

Sir  And,  Qood,i'£uthl    Come,  begin. 

[They  sing  a  catch. 

Enter  MAmx. 

Mar,  What  a  caterwauling  do  you  keep  here? 
If  my  ladv  have  not  called  up  her  steward,  Mal- 
volio,  ana  bid  him  turn  you  out  of  doors,  never 
^  trust  me. 

Sir  To.  My  lady's  a  Catalan,  we  are  politicians ; 
Malvolio's  a  Peg-o-Ramsay,  and  "Three  merry 
men  we  be."  Am  not  I  consanguineous?  am  not 
I  of  her  blood?  Tilly-valley,  ladv  I  "There 
dwelt  a  man  in  Babylon,  lady,  lady  I "      [Sinffing. 

Clo,  Beshrew  me,  the  luiight  s  in  admirable 
fooling. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  he  does  well  enough,  if  he  be  dis- 
posed, and  so  do  I  too ;  he  does  it  with  a  better 
grace,  but  I  do  it  more  natural. 

iSlir  2b.  "O  the  twelfth  day  of  December,"— 


Mar,  For  the  love  o'  God,  peaoe. 
JSnter  Malvolio. 

MaL  Hy  masters,  are  you  mad  ?  or  what  are 
jrcn?  Have  you  no  wit,  manners,  nor  honesty, 
out  to  gabble  like  tinkers  at  this  time  of  night/ 
Do  ye  make  an  alehouse  of  my  lady's  house,  that 
ye  squeak  out  your  coziers' catches  without  any 
mitigation  or  remorse  of  voice?  Is  theie  no 
resMct  of  place,  persons,  nor  time  in  you  ?  - 

Sir  To.  We  did  keep  time,  sir,  in  our  catches. 
Sneck  up  I 

Jfo/.  Sir  Toby  I  must  be  round  with  you.  My 
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lady  bade  me  tell  you,  that,  though  she  harbours 
you  as  her  kinsman,  she's  nothing  allied  to  youi 
disorders.  If  you  can  separate  yourself  and  youi 
misdemeanors,  you  are  welcome  to  the  house;  ii 
not,  an  it  would  please  jou  to  take  leave  of  her, 
she  is  very  willing  to  bid  you  farewell. 

Ar  2b.  "  Farewell,  dear  heart,  since  I  must 
needs  be  gone." 

Jfar.  Na^,  good  Sir  Toby.  [done. 

Clo.  "  llis  eyes  do  show  his  days  are  almost 

Mai.  Is't  even  so  ? 

Sir  To.  "  But  I  will  never  die." 

Clo,  Sir  Toby,  there  you  lie. 

MaL  This  is  much  credit  to  yon. 

Sir  To.  "  Shall  I  bid  him  go?  "  [Singing, 

Clo.  "  What  an  if  you  do  ?  " 

Sir  To.  "  Shall  I  bid  him  go,  and  spare  not?" 

Clo.  0  no,  no,  no,  no,  you  dare  not." 

Sir  To.  Out  o'time?  su-,  ye  lie.— Art  any 
more  than  a  steward  ?  Dost  thou  think  because 
thou  art  virtuous,  there  shall  be  no  more  cakes 
and  ale? 

Clo.  Yes,  by  Saint  Anne ;  and  f^oiger  shall  be 
hot  i'  the  mouth  too. 

Sir  To.  Thou'rt  i'the  right.— Go,  sir,  rub  youi 
chain  with  crums : — A  stoop  of  wine,  Maria  I 

Mai.  Mistress  Mary,  if  you  prized  my  lady's 
favour  at  any  thing  more  than  contempt,  you 
would  not  give  means  for  this  uncivil  rule ;  she 
shall  know  of  it  by  this  hand.  [Exit. 

Mar.  Qo  shake  your  ears. 

Sir  And.  Twere  as  good  a  deed  as  to  drink 
when  a  man's  a  hungry,  to  challenge  him  to  the 
field,  and  then  to  break  promise  with  him,  and 
make  a  fool  of  him. 

Sir  To.  Do't,  knight ;  111  write  thee  a  challenge: 
or  I'll  deliver  thy  indignation  to  him  by  word  oi 
mouth. 

Mar.  Sweet  Sir  Toby,  be  patient  for  to-night; 
since  the  youth  of  the  count's  was  to-day  with  my 
lady,  she  is  much  out  of  quiet.  For  Monsieur 
Malvolio,  let  me  alone  with  him ;  if  I  do  not  gull 
him  into  a  nay  word,  and  make  him  a  common 
recreation,  do  not  think  I  have  wit  enough  to  lie 
straight  in  my  bed :  I  know,  I  can  do  it. 

Sir  To.  Possess  us,  possess  us ;  tell  us  something 
of  him. 

Mar.  Marry,  sir,  sometimes  he  is  a  kind  of 
Puritan. 

Sir  And.  Oh  I  if  I  thought  that,  I'd  beat  him 
like  a  dog. 

Sir  To.  What,  for  being  a  Pnritan?  thy  ex- 
quisite reason,  dear  knight? 

Sir  And.  I  have  no  exquisite  reason  for't,  but 
I  have  reason  good  enough. 

Mar.  llie  devil  a  Puritan  that  he  is,  or  any 
thing  constantly  but  a  time  pleaser ;  an  affection^ 
ass,  tliat  cons  state  without  book,  and  utters  it  by 
great  swarths :  the  best  persuaded  of  himself,  so 
crammed  as  he  thinks  with  excellences,  that  it  is 
his  ground  of  faith,  that  all,  that  look  on  him,  love 
him ;  and  on  that  vice  in  him  will  my  revenge  find 
notable  cause  to  work. 

Sir  To.  What  wilt' thou  do? 

Mar.  I  will  dropin  his  way  some  obscure  epistlei 
of  love;  wherein,  by  the  colour  of  his  beard,  the 
shape  of  his  leg,  the  manner  of  his  gait,  the  ex- 
pressure  of  his  eye,  forehead,  and  complexion,  he 
shall  find  himself  most  feelingly  personated:  I 
can  write  very  like  my  lady  your  niece;  on  a 
forgotten  matter  we  can  hardly  make  distinction 
of  our  Iiands. 
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Sir  And,  I  hare^t  in  mj  nose  too. 

Sir  To,  He  shall  think,  by  the  letters  that  thou 
wilt  drop,  that  they  come  from  my  niece,  and  that 
she  is  in  love  with  him. 

Mar,  Mj  purpose  is,  indeed,  a  horse  of  that 
colour. 

Sir  And,  And  your  horse  now  would  make  him 
an  ass. 

Mar,  Ass,  I  doubt  not. 

Sir  And,  Oh!  twill  be  admirable. 

Mar.  Sport  royal,  I  warrant  you:  I  know  my 
physic  will  work  with  him.  I  will  plant  you  two, 
and  let  the  fool  make  the  third,  where  he  shaU  find 
the  letter :  observe  his  construction  of  it.  For  this 
night,  to  bed,  and  dream  on  the  event    Farewell. 

[Exit, 

Sir  7b.  Good  night,  Penthesilea. 

Sir  And,  Before  me,  she*s  a  good  wench. 

Sir  To,  She's  a  beadle,  true-bred,  and  one  that 
adores  me ;  What  o*  that  ? 

Sar  And,  I  was  adored  once  too. 

Sir  7b.  Let's  to  bed,  knight— Thou  hadst  need 
send  for  more  money. 

Sir  And.  If  I  cannot  recover  your  niece,  I  am 
a  foul  way  out. 

Sir  7b.  Send  for  money,  knight ;  if  thou  hast 
her  not  i'  the  end,  call  me  Cut 

Sir  And,  If  I  dio  not,  never  trust  me,  take  it  how 
you  will. 

Sir  To.  Come,  come;  111  go  bum  some  sack, 
tis  too  late  to  go  to  bed  now;  come,  knight; 
eome,  knight.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  lY.—A  Boom,  m  the  Dukels  Palace, 
Snter  Dukb,  Viola,  Curio,  and  osiers. 

Duke.  Give   me    some    music:— Now,    good 
morrow,  friends:— 
Now,  eood  Cesario,  but  that  piece  of  song, 
That  old  and  antique  song  we  heard  last  night ; 
Methought.  it  did  relieve  my  nassion  much  ; 
More  than  light  airs  and  recollected  terms. 
Of  these  most  brisk  and  giddy-paced  times: — 
Come,  but  one  verse. 

Cur.  He  is  not  here,  so  please  your  lordship, 
that  should  sing  it 

Duie.  Who  was  it? 

Cur.  Feste,  the  jester,  my  lord :  a  fool,  that  the 
Lady  Olivia's  father  took  much  delight  in :  he  b 
about  the  house. 

Duke,  Seek  him  out,  and  play  the  tune  the 
while.  [Exit  Curio.— iftt«c. 

Come  hither,  boy;  if  .ever  thou  slialt  love. 
In  the  sweet  pangs  of  it,  remember  me : 
For,  such  as  I  am,  all  true  lovers  are; 
Umttaid  and  skittish  in  all  motions  else. 
Save  in  the  constant  image  of  the  creature 
That  is  belov'd.— How  dost  thou  like  this  tonef 

Ftb.  It  gives  a  very  echo  to  the  seat 
Where  Love  is  thron'd. 

Duke.  Thou  dost  speak  masterly ; 
My  life  opont,  jroung  though  thou  art,  thine  flje 
Hath  stayed  upon  some  favour  that  it  loves ; 
Hath  it  not  boy? 

Vio,  A  little,  by  your  favour. 

Duke,  What  kind  of  woman  is't? 

Vio.  Of  your  complexion. 

Duke,  She  is   not   worth   thee   tlien.     What 
years,  i'  faith  ? 

Vio.  About  your  years,  my  lord. 

Duke,  Too  old,  by  heaven ;  let  still  the  woman 
take 
As  older  than  herself :  so  wears  she  to  him, 
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rSo  sways  she  level  in  her  husband's  heart 
For,  boy,  however  we  do  praiae  ourselves, 
Our  fancies  are  more  giddy  and  uniirm, 
More  longing,  wavering,  sooner  lost  and  worn, 
Than  women's  are. 

Vio.  I  think  it  well,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Then  let  thy  love  be  younger  than  thyse  li 
Or  thy  affection  cannot  hold  the  bent : 
For  women  are  as  roses ;  whose  fair  flower. 
Being  once  displayed,  doth  fall  tliat  very  hour. 

Vio.  And  so  they  are :  alas,  that  they  are  so ; 
To  die,  even  when  they  to  perfection  grow  I  ^ 

He-enter  Curio  and  Clown. 

Duke,  O  fellow,  come,  the  song  we  had  last 
night: — 
Mark  it,  Cesario ;  it  is  old  and  plain : 
The  spinsters  and  the  knitters  m  the  sun, 
And  the  free  maids,  that  weave  their  thread  with 

bones. 
Do  use  to  chaunt  it;  it  is  silly  sooth, 
And  dallies  with  the  innocence  of  love, 
Like  the  old  age. 

Clo.  Are  you  ready,  su*? 
Duke.  Ay ;  pr'ythee,  sing.  [Music 

BOVQ. 

Clo.    Come  awaj.  eome  away,  death. 

And  m  sad  cypiuag  lei  me  be  laid ;      * 

Fly  •WAy,  fly  away,  breath  : 
I  am  slain  by  a  fair  cruel  maid. 
My  shroud  of  white,  stuck  all  wlUi  yaw* 

O  prepare  it ; 
My  part  of  death  uo  one  so  tma 
Didshireit 

Not  a  flower,  not  a  flower  sweet, 
On  my  black  cotBn  let  there  be  strewn , 

Not  a  friend,  not  a  friend  greet 
My  poor  corpse,  where  mv  bones  shall  be  thrown ; 
A  thousand  thousand  signs  to  save. 

Lay  me,  O  where 
Sad  true  lorer  ne'er  find  my  gTAve. 
To  weep  there. 

Duke,  There's  for  thy  pains. 

Clo,  No  pains,  sir ;  I  take  pleasure  in  singing, 
sir. 

Duke.  Ill  pay  thy  pleasure  then. 

Clo.  Truly,  su-,  and  pleasure  will  be  paid,  one 
time  or  another. 

Duke.  Give  roe  now  leave  to  leave  thee. 

Clo.  Now,  the  melancholy  god  protect  thee; 
and  the  tailor  make  thy  doublet  of  changeable 
taSata,  for  thy  mind  is  a  very  opal.  I  would  have 
men  of  such  constancy  put  to  sea,  that  their  busi- 
ness might  be  ever^  thmg,  and  their  intent  every 
where;  for  that's  it,  that  always  makes  a  good 
▼oyaffe  of  nothing.    FarewelL         [ExitChOWV. 

VitM,  Let  all  the  rest  give  place. — 

[Exeimt  CcBio  and  Attendants. 
Once  more,  Cesario, 

Get  thee  to  yon'  same  sovereign  cruelty : 
Tell  her  my  love,  more  noble  than  the  world, 
Prizes  not  quantity  of  dirty  lands ; 
The  narts  that  fortune  hath  bestow'd  upon  her. 
Tell  ner,  I  hold  as  giddily  as  fortune  ; 
But  Vis  that  miracle,  and  queen  of  gems. 
That  nature  pranks  her  in,  attracts  my  souL 

Vio,  But,  if  she  cannot  love  you,  sir? 

Duke,  I  cannot  be  so  answer  d. 

Vio.  'Sooth,  but  you  must 
Say,  that  some  Uuly,  as,  perhaps,  there  is, 
Hath  for  your  love  as  great  a  pang  of  heart 
As  you  have  for  Olivia:  you  cannot  love  her; 
You  tell  her  so ;  must  she  not  then  be  answei'd  7 

Duke.  There  is  no  woman's  sides, 
Can  bide  the  beating  of  ao  strong  a  uagsioo         . 
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As  lore  doth  give  my  heai  t :  no  woman's  heart 
fio  big,  to  hold  so  much ;  they  lack  rotention. 
Alas!  their  love  may  be caird  appetite, — 
No  motion  of  the  liver,  but  the  palate, — 
That  suffer  surfeit  doyment,  and  revolt ; 
But  mine  is  all  as  hungry  as  the  sea. 
And  can  digest  as  much :  make  no  comp&re 
Between  ttut  love  a  woman  can  bear  me, 
And  that  I  owe  Olivia. 

Fto.  Ay,  but  I  know, — 

Duke,  What  dost  thon  know  ? 

Vio,  Too  well  what  love  women  to  men  may 
owe: 
In  fiuth,  they  are  as  true  of  heart  as  we. 
My  iather  had  a  daughter  lov'd  a  man. 
As  it  might  be,  perhaps,  were  I  a  woman, 
I  should  your  Iord>hip. 

Duke,  And  whats  her  lustory  ? 

Fio.  A  blank,  my  lord:  she  never  told  her  love. 
But  let  concealment,  like  a  worm  i'the  bud, 
Feed  on  her  damask  cheek :  she  pin*d  in  thought, 
And,  with  a  green  and  yellow  melancholy, 
8he  sat  like  Patience  on  a  monument, 
Smiling  at  grief.    Was  not  this  love,  indeed? 
We  men  may  say  more,  swear  more :  but,  indeed, 
Onr  shows  are  more  than  will ;  for  still  we  prove 
Much  in  our  vows,  but  little  in  otu*  love. 

Duke.  Btit  died  thy  sister  of  her  love,  my  boy? 

Fib.  I  am  all  the  daughters  of  my  father's  house, 
And  all  the  brotlicrs  too ;— and  yet  I  know  not  i— 
Sir,  shall  1  to  this  lady? 

Duke,  Ay,  that's  the  theme. 
To  her  in  haste ;  give  her  this  jewel ;  say, 
Hy  love  can  give  no  place,  bide  no  denay. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE  y.— OuviaTb  Chrden, 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch,  Sir  Akdbbw  Aoub- 
CHEEK,  and  Fabian. 

£Sr  7b,  Come  thy  ways.  Signior  Fabian. 

Fab,  Nay,  111  come ;  if  I  lose  a  scruple  of  this 
fport,  let  me  be  boiled  to  death  with  melancholy. 

Sir  7b.  Would'st  thou  not  be  glad  to  have 
the  niggardly  rascally  sheep-biter  come  by  some 
notable  shame! 

Fbb.  I  would  exult,  man :  you  know,  he  brought 
me  out  of  favour  vrith  my  lady,  about  a  b^- 
btitinffhere. 

Srlb,  To  anger  him,  well  have  the  bear 
again;  and  we  will  fool  him  black  and  blue: — 
•ball  we  not.  Sir  Andrew  ? 

Sir  JmcL  An  we  do  not,  it  b  pity  of  our  Uvea. 

Enter  Mabia, 

Sir  To.  Here  comes  the  little  villain:— how 
now,  my  metal  of  India? 

Mar,  Get  ye  all  three  into  the  box-tree:  Mai- 
▼olio's  coming  down  this  walk ;  he  has  been  yonder 
iViesun,  practbing  behaviour  to  his  own  shadow  this 
half  hour :  observe  him,  for  the  love  of  mockery ; 
for  I  know  this  letter  will  make  a  contemplative 
idiot  of  him.  Close,  in  the  name  of  jesting!  [The 
men  hide  themeeloes.]  Lie  thou  there  Uhrawa  donjn 
a  letter]  \  for  here  comes  Uie  tront  tuat  must  be 
caught  with  Uckling.  [Exit  Mabia. 

^        Enter  Maltouo. 

MdL  Tlf  bat  fortmie;  all  is  fortmte.  Maria 
onee  told  me,  she  did  affect  me :  and  1  have  heard 
herself  oome  thna  near,  that,  shoold  she  fancy,  it 
bovld  be  one  of  my  complexion.    Besides,  she 
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uses  me  with  a  more  exalted  respect  tnan  any  one 
else  that  follows  her.     W'Imt  should  I  think  on't? 

Sir  To.  Here's  an  over-weening  rogtie  1 

Fab.  O  peace!  Contemplation  makes  a  rare 
turkey-cock  of  him ;  how  he  jets  under  his  ad- 
vanced plumes! 

Sir  And,  'Slight,  I  could  so  beat  the  rogue : — 

Sir  To.  Peace,  I  say. 

Mai,  To  be  Count  Malvolio ; — 

Svr  To,  Ah !  rogue! 

Sir  And,  Pistolliim,  pistol  him. 

Sir  To.  Peace,  peace  I 

MaL  There  is  example  for^;  the  lady  of  the 
strachy  married  the  yeoman  of  the  wardrobe. 

Sir  And.  Fie  on  him,  Jezebel ! 

Fub.  O peace!  now  lie's  deeply  in;  look,  how 
imagination  blows  him.  . 

Mai,  Having  being  three  months  married  td 
her,  sitting  in  mv  state — 

Sir  To,  Oh !  tor  a  stone-bow,  to  hit  him  in  the 
eye. 

MdL  Calling  my  officers  about  me,  in  my 
branched  velvet  gown :  having  oome  from  a  day- 
bed,  where  I  left  Olivia  sleeping : 

Sir  To,  Fire  and  brimstone  I 

Fab,  O  peace,  peace! 

MaL  And  then  to  have  the  humour  of  state : 
and  after  a  demure  travel  of  regard, — telling  them, 
I  know  my  place,  as  I  would  they  should  do 
their's,— to  ask  for  my  kinsman  Toby : 

&r  To,  Bolts  and  shackles ! 

Fab,  O  peace,  peace,  peace  I  now,  now. 

MaL  Seven  of^  m^  people,  with  an  obedient 
start,  make  out  for  him :  I  frown  the  while :  and, 
perchanoe,  wind  up  my  watch,  or  play  with  some 
rich  jewel.  Toby  approaches ;  court  sies  thereto 
me: 

Sir  To,  Shall  this  fellow  live? 

Fab.  Though  our  silence  be  drawnfrom  us  with 
ears,  yet  peace. 

MaL  1  extend  my  hand  to  him  thus,  quenching 
my  familiar  smile  with  an  austere  regard  of 
control: 

Sir  To,  And  does  not  Toby  take  yon  a  blow 
o'  the  lips  then  ? 

MaL  Saying,  "  Cousin  Tob^,  my  fortunes 
having  cast  me  on  vour  niece,  give  me  this  prero- 
gative of  speech : — ^*' 

Sir  To,  Wlwt,  what? 

MaL  ^  You  mustamendyour  drunkenness." 

^r  7b.  Out,  scab! 

Fah,  Nay,  patience,  or  we  break  the  sinews  of 
our  plct. 

MaL  **  Besides,  you  waste  tihe  treasure  of  your 
time  with  a  foolish  knight; 

Sir  And,  That's  me,  I  warrant  you. 

MaL  "  One  Sir  Andrew :" 

Sir  And,  I  knew,  'twas  I ;  for  many  do  oall  mo 
fool. 

McL  What  employment  have  we  here? 

[Taking  up  iJie  Utter, 

Fab,  Now  is  the  woodcock  near  the  ipn. 

Br  To.  0  peace!  and  the  spirit  of  homonrs 
intimate  reading  aloud  to  him. 

MaL  By  mv  life,  that  is  mv  Udy's  hand :  these 
be  her  very  C's,  her  U%,  and  her  T's ;  and  thns 
makes  she  her  great  P's.  It  is,  hi  contempt  of  ques- 
tion, her  hand. 
Sir  And,  Her  C's,  her  U's,  and  her  T's :  Why  that? 

MaL  [Remit.]  "  To  the  unknown  beloved,  this, 
and  my  good  wishes:"  her  very  plirases!— By 
your  leave,  wax. — Soft  I  and  the  impressore  her 
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Lucrece,  with  which  she  uses  to  seal:  tis  017 
lady :  To  whom  should  this  be  ? 
Fab.  Thb  wins  him,  liver  and  all. 

UaL  IBeadt^l  Jore  knows.  I  lore: 
But  who! 
LipB  do  not  more. 
No  man  must  wotnt. 

No  man  must  know.*'— What  follows?  the  nnm- 
bers  altered  I — ^"  No  man  must  know :" — If  this 
should  be  thee,  Malvolio? 
Sir  To,  Marry,  hang  thee,  brock  I 

MaL  I  maj  command  where  I  adore : 

But  ftilenoe,  like  fc  Lucreoe  knife. 
With  bloodletis  stroke  my  heart  doth  goie: 
M,  O,  A.  I,  doth  sway  my  life. 

Fob,  A  fhstian  riddle  1 

8ir  To,  Excellent  wench,  say  I. 

MaL  M,  O,  A,  I,  "  doth  sway  my  life."— Nay, 
but  first,  let  me  see,— let  me  see,— let  me  see. 

Fab,  What  a  dish  of  poison  has  she  dressed 
him. 

Sr  To.  And  with  what  wing  the  stannyel  checks 
atiti 

MclL  •*  I  may  command  where  I  adore."  Why, 
she  may  command  me :  I  serve  her,  she  is  my 
lady.  Why,  this  is  evident  to  any  formal  capacity. 
Tliere  is  no  obstruction  in  this ;— and  the  end, — 
what  should  t!iat  alphabetical  position  portend? 
If  I  could  make  that  resemble  something  in  me, 
-softly!— "M,0,A,I."— 
iS£r  To,  O  ay  t  make  up  that  ^-he  is  now  at  a 
cold  scent 

Fab,  8owter  will  cry  upon^t,  for  all  this,  though 
it  be  as  rank  as  a  fox. 

MaL  "M,'*-Malvolio;— "M,"— why,  that  be- 
gins my  name. 

Fbb,  Did  not  I  say  he  would  work  it  out?  th« 
cur  IS  excellent  at  faults. 

MaL  **M," — but  then  there  is  no  consonancy  in 
the  sequel;  that  Ruflfers  under  probation:  **A*' 
should  follow,  but  "  O  "  does. 

Fab,  And  "  0  **  shall  end,  I  hope. 

SSr  To,  Ay,  or  111  cudgel  him,  and  make  him 
cry"0." 

Mai,  And  then,  **  I "  comes  behind ; 

Fab,  Ay,  an  vou  had  an  eye  behind  you,  yoa 
might  see  more  detraction  at  your  heels,  than  for- 
tunes before  you. 

MaL  "  M,  O,  A,  I;**— This  simuUtion  is  not  as 
the  former:— and  yet,  to  crush  this  a  little,  it 
would  bow  to  me,  for  every  one  of  these  letters 
are  in  my  Lame.  Soft ;  here  follows  prose. — '*  If 
this  fall  mto  thy  hand,  revolve.  In  my  stars  I  am 
above  thee ;  but  be  not  afraid  of  greatness:  some 
are  bom  great,  some  achieve  greatness,  and  some 
have  greatness  thrust  upon  them.  Th  v  fates  open 
their  hands ;  let  thy  blood  and  spirit  embrace  them. 
And,  to  inure  thyself  to  what  thou  art  like  to  be, 
cast  thy  humble  slough,  and  appear  fresh.  Be 
opposite  witli  a  kinsman,  surly  with  servants :  let 
thy  tongue  tang  arguments  of  state;  put  thyself 


OR,  WHAT  YOU  WILL. 

into  the  tnck  of  singularity :  she  thus  advises  thecL 
that  sighs  for  thee.  Remember  who  commended 
thy  yellow  stockings:  and  wished  to  see  thee  ever 
cross-gartered:  I  sa;^,  remember.  Go  to;  thoa 
art  m^e.  If  thou  desirest  to  be  so ;  if  not,  let  me 
see  thee  a  steward  still,  the  fellow  of  servants,  and 
not  worthy  to  touch  fortune's  finders.  FarewelL 
She  that  would  alter  services  with  thee.  The 
Fortunatb-Ukhappt."— Daylight  and  champian 
discovers  not  more :  this  is  open.  I  will  be  proud, 
I  will  read  politic  authors,  I  will  ba£9e  Sir  Toby, 
I  will  wash  off  gross  acquaintance,  I  will  be  point 
device,  the  very  man.  i  do  not  now  fool  myseiC 
to  let  imagination  jade  me;  for  every  reason  eAcitet 
to  this,  that  my  lady  loves  me.  She  did  comment 
my  yellow  stockings  of  late,  she  did  praise  mj 
leg  being  cross-gartered ;  and  in  this  she  manifests 
herself  to  my  love,  and,  with  a  kind  of  ininncy 
tion,  drives  me  to  these  habits  of  her  likings 
I  thank  my  stars,  I  am  liappy.  I  will  be  strange^ 
stout,  ill  yellow  stockings,  and  cross-gartered,  even 
with  the  swiftness  of  putting  on.  Jove  and  my 
stars  be  praised  I  ~  Here  is  yet  a  postscript.  "  Thou 
canst  not  choose  but  know  who  I  am.  If  thou 
entertainest  my  love,  let  it  appear  in  thy  smiling; 
thy  smiles  become  thee  well :  therefore  in  mv 

Sresence  still  smile,  dear  my  sweet,  I  prythee.^' 
ove,  I  thank  thee.— I  will  smile ;  I  will  do  every- 
thing that  thou  wilt  have  me.  [Exit, 
Fab.  I  will  not  give  my  part  of  this  sport  for  s 
pension  of  thousands  to  be  paid  from  the  Sophy. 
Sir  To,  I  could  marry  this  wench  for  thb  device. 
Sir  And,  So  could  I  too. 
Sir  To,  And  ask  no  other  dowry  with  her,  but 
such  another  jest. 

Enter  Mabu. 

SSr  And,  Nor  I  neither. 

Fab.  Here  comes  my  noble  gull-catcher. 

Sir  To.  Wilt  thou  set  thy  foot  o'  my  neck? 

Sir  And,  Or  o'  mine  either? 

Sir  To,  Shall  I  play  my  freedom  at  tray-trip 
and  become  thv  bond  slave. 

Sir  And.  Tfaith,  or  I  either. 

Sir  To.  Why,  thou  hast  put  him  in  such  a  dream, 
that,  when  the  image  of  it  leaves  him,  he  mustrua 


Mar,  Nay,  but  say  true ;  does  it  work  upon  him  ? 

Sir  To,  Like  amta-ritoi  with  a  midwife. 

Mar,  If  vou  will  then  see  the  fruits  of  the  sport: 
mark  his  first  approach  before  my  ladjr :  he  will 
come  to  her  in  veiiow.  stockings,  and  'tis  a  ooloni 
she  abhors;  and  cross-gartered,  a  fiuhion  she  de- 
tests; and  he  will  smile  upon  her,  which  will  now 
be  so  unsuitable  to  her  disposition,  being  addicted 
to  a  melancholy  as  she  is,  that  it  cannot  but  turn 
him  into  a  notable  contempt:  if  you  will  soe  it, 
follow  me. 

iS&-  To,  To  the  gates  of  Tartar,  thou  most  ex- 
cellentdevilof  witi 

Sir  And,  111  make  one  too.  lExetmL 
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ACT  III 


SCENE  L-OuTiAB  Garden. 
Enter  Viola  €md  Clown  taith  a  tabor. 

Via,  Save  thee,  friend,  and  thy  miuio:  dost 
tfaoQ  lire  bj  thy  tabor  V 

Clo,  No,  sir,  I  live  by  the  church. 

Ftb.  Art  thon  a  charchman  ? 

Clo,  No  such  matter,  sir ;  I  do  live  by  the  church : 
r<»'  I  do  live  at  my  honse,  and  my  house  doth  stand 
by  the  church. 

Ftb.  So  thon  mav'st  say,  the  king  lies  by  a 
beggar,  if  a  beggar  dwell  near  him :  or,  the  church 
stands  by  the  tabor,  if  thy  tabor  stand  by  the 
church. 

Oh.  You  htTO  said,  sir.— To  see  this  age  I— 
A  sentence  is  but  a  ohoTeril  glove  to  a  good  wit ; 
How  quickly  the  wrong  side  may  be  turned  out- 
ward! 

VuK  Nay,  that's  certain ;  they  that  dally  nicely 
with  words  may  quickly  make  them  wanton. 

Clo.  I  would  Uierefore,  my  bister  had  had  no 
name,  sir. 

Vio.  Why,  roan? 

Clo,  Why,  sir,  her  name^s  a  word ;  and  to  dally 
with  that  word,  might  make  my  sister  wanton : 
bat,  indeed,  words  are  very  rascals,  since  bonds 
disgraced  them. 

rio.  Thy  reason,  man  ? 

Clo.  Troth,  sir,  I  can  yield  you  none  without 
words :  and  words  are  grown  so  false,  I  am  loth 
to  prove  reason  with  them. 

Vio.  I  warrant  tlioa  art  a  merry  fellow,  and 
earest  for  nothing. 

Clo.  Not  so,  SU-,  I  do  care  for  something :  but 
in  my  conscience,  sir.  I  do  not  care  for  you :  if 
that  be  to  care  for  nothing,  sir,  I  would  it  would 
make  yon  invisible. 

Vio.  Art  not  thou  the  Lady  Olivia's  fool  ? 

Clo.  No,  indeed,  sir ;  the  I^y  Olivia  has  no 
folly :  she  will  keep  no  fool,  sir,  till  she  bo  married ; 
and  fools  a«e  as  like  husbands,  as  pilchards  are  to 
herrings,  the  husband's  the  bigger ;  1  am,  indeed, 
not  her  tool,  but  her  corrupter  of  words. 

Vio,  I  saw  thee  late  at  the  Count  Orsmo*8. 

Clo,  Foolery,  sir,  does  walk  aibout  tlie  orb  like 
the  sun ;  it  shines  every  where.  I  would  be  sorry, 
sir,  but  the  fool  should  be  as  oft  with  your  master, 
as  with  my  mistress:  I  think  I  saw  your  wisdom 
there. 

Vio,  N^,  and  thou  pass  upon  me.  Ill  no  more 
with  thee.    Hold,  there's  expenses  for  thee. 

Clo,  Now  Jove,  in  his  next  commodity  of  hair, 
fend  thee  a  beard  I 

Vio,  By  my  troth.  111  tell  thee  I  am  almost 
sick  for  one ;  though  I  would  not  have  it  grow  on 
my  chin.    Is  thy  Lady  witliin  ? 

Clo,  Would  not  a  pair  of  these  have  bred,  sir? 

Vio,  Yes,  being  kept  together,  and  put  to  use. 

Clo,  I  would  play  Lord  Pandarus  of  Phrygia, 
i4r,  to  bring  a  Cressida  to  this  Troilus. 

Vio,  I  understand  you,  sir ;  'tis  well  begg'd^ 

Clo.  The  matter,  I  hope,  is  not  great,  sir, 
befging  but  a  beggar;  Cressida  was  a  beggar. 
h\y  lady  it  within,  sir.  I  will  conster  to  them 
whence  yoo  come ;  who  ^ou  are,  and  what  you 
would,  are  out  of  my  weikm :  I  might  say  element ; 
but  the  word  is  over-worn.  ^  [Exit. 

Vio.  This  fellow's  wise  enough  to  pla;^  the  fool : 
And,  to  do  that  well,  craves  a  kuid  of  wit : 
lie  most  observe  their  nnood  oa  whom  he  jests, 


The  ouality  of  persons,  and  the  time ; 

And,  like  the  haggard,  check  at  every  feather 

That  comes  before  his  e^e.    This  is  a  practice. 

As  full  of  labour  as  a  wise  man's  art : 

For  folly,  that  he  wisely  shows,  is  fit ; 

But  wise  men,  foUy-fiUlen,  quite  tamt  their  wit. 

EtiUr  Sir  Tobt  Belch  and  Sir  Andrew 
Aqub-cheek. 

Sir  To,  Save  you,  gentlemen. 

Vio,  And  you,  sir. 

Sir  And,  Dieu  vous  garde^  monsieur. 

Vio,  Etvousaussi^  votre  aeroiteur. 

Sir  And,  I  hope,  sir,  you  are ;  and  I  am  your% 

Sir  To.  Will  you  encounter  the  house?  my 
niece  is  desirous  you  should  enter,  if  your  trade  oe 
to  her. 

Vh.  I  am  bound  to  your  niece,  sir :  I  mean  she 
is  the  Ibt  of  my  voyace. 

Sir  To.  Taste  your  legs,  sir,  put  them  to  motion 

Vio,  Viy  legs  do  better  understand  me,  sir,  thar 
I  understand  what  you  mean  by  bidding  me  taste 
my  legis. 

£&r  To,  I  mean,  to  go,  sir^  to  enter. 

Vio,  I  will  answer  you  with  gait  and  entrance : 
but  we  are  prevented. 

Enter  OLxyiA  and  Maria. 

Most  excellent  accomplished  lady,  the  heavens 
rain  odours  on  you  I 

Sir  And,  That  youth's  a  rare  courtier  I  **  Raiu 
odours  l"  well. 

Vio,  My  matter  hath  no  voice,  hidy,  but  to  your 
own  roast  pregnant  and  vouchsafed  ear. 

Sir  And,  "Odours,  pregnant,"  and  ••vouch- 
safed:"— 111  get  'em  all  thrae  ready, 

Oli.  Let  the  garden  door  be  shut,  and  leave  me 
to  my  hearing. 

[Exeunt  Sir  ToBT,  Sir  Andrew,  and  Maria. 
Give  me  your  hand,  sir. 

Vio,  My  duty,  nuidam,  and  most  humble  senrioe. 

OU,  What  is  your  name? 

Vio,  Cesario  is  your  servant's  name,  fiiir  princess. 

OH,  My  servant,  sir!   Twas  never  merry  world, 
Since  lowly  feigning  vras  called  compliment : 
You  are  servant  to  the  Count  Orsino,  youth. 

Vio,  And  he  is  your's,  and  his  must  needs  be 
your's. 
Your  servant's  servant  is  your  servant,  madaoa. 

OU.  For  him,  I  think  not  on  him:   for  hia 
thoughts, 
Would  they  were  blanks,  rather  than  fiU'd  with  me  I 

Vio,  Madam,  I  come  to  wet  your  gentle  thoughts 
On  his  behalf : — 

Oli.  Oh  I  by  your  leave,  I  pray  jou ; 
I  bade  you  never  speak  again  of  him : 
But,  would  you  undertake  another  suit, 
I  had  rather  hear  you  to  solicit  that, 
Than  music  from  the  spheres. 

Vio,  Dear  lady, 

Oli,  Give  me  leave,  I  beseech  you:  I  did  send* 
After  the  last  enchantment  you  did  here, 
A  ring  in  cliase  of  you ;  so  did  I  abuse 
M3r8erf,  my  servant,  and,  I  fear  me,  you : 
Under  your  hard  construction  must  I  sit^ 
To  force  that  on  you,  in  a  shameful  cunmng, 
Which  you  knew  none  of  yourVi :  what  might  yoo 

think  ? 
Have  you  not  set  mine  honour  at  the  stake. 
And  baited  it  with  all  the  unmui^eti  thouj;Lta 
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Tli«t  tTTinnous  heart  can  tliink?     T»  one  of 

voor  receiving 
Enongh  is  shown ;  a  CTprus,  not  a  bosom, 
Hides  my  poor  heart :  Bo  let  me  hear  yon  speak. 

Vio,  I  pity  you. 

on  ThaiB  a  degree  to  love. 

Vio.  No,  not  a  grise ;  for  tis  a  vulgar  proof,  • 
That  very  oft  we  pity  enemies.  [again  : 

OK  why,  then,  methinks,  'tis  time  to  smile 

0  world,  how  apt  the  poor  are  to  be  proud! 
If  one  should  be  a  prey,  how  much  the  better 
To  fall  before  the  Uon,  than  the  wolf? 

[Clock  strikes. 
The  dock  upbraids  me  with  the  waste  of  time- 
Be  not  afraid,  good  youth,  I  will  not  have  you : 
And  yet,  when  wit  and  youth  is  come  to  harvest, 
Your  wife  is  like  to  reap  a  proper  man : 
There  lies  your  way,  due  west 

Vio,  Then  westward-hoc: 
Qraoe,  and  good  disposition  Hend  your  ladyship  I 
Von  11  nothing,  madam,  to  my  lora  by  me  r 

OIL  Stay: 

1  prVtliee,  tell  me,  what  thou  think^t  of  me. 

Fao.  That  you  ao  think,  you  are  not  what  you 
are. 

OIL  Id  think  so,  I  think  the  same  of  you. 

Vio,  Then  thmk  you  right :  I  am  not  what  I  am. 

OIL  I  would,  you  were  ss  I  would  have  you  be  I 

Vio,  Would  it  be  better,  madam,  than  I  am, 
I  wish  it  might;  for  now  I  am  your  fool. 

OH,  Oh!  what  a  deal  of  soom  looks  beautiful 
In  the  contempt  and  anger  of  his  lip  I 
A  mnrd*rous  guilt  shovrs  not  itself  more  soon 
Than  love  that  would  seem  hid :  love's  night  is 

noon. 
Cesario,  by  the  roses  of  the  spring. 
By  roaidhood,  honour,  truth,  and  every  thing, 
I  love  thee  so,  that  maugre  all  thy  pride, 
Nor  wit,  nor  reason,  can  my  passion  hide. 
Do  not  extort  thy  reasons  from  this  clause. 
For,  that  I  woo,  thou  therefore  hast  no  cause : 
But  rather,  reason  Uius  with  reason  fetter : 
/  Love  sought  is  good,  but  given  unsought,  is  better. 

Vio,  By  innocence  1  swear,  and  by  my  youtli, 
i  have  one  heart,  one  bosom,  and  one  truth. 
And  that  no  woman  has ;  nor  never  none 
Shall  mistress  be  of  it,  save  I  alone. 
4nd  so  adieu,  good  madam ;  never  more 
Will  I  my  master's  tears  to  you  deplore. 

OH.  Yet  come  again ;  for  thou,  perhaps,  may'st 
move 
rhat  heart,  which  now  abhors,  to  like  his  love. 

[Eboeunt. 

SCENE  IL— ^  Boomin  Ouyu^  House. 

EkUr  Shr  Tobt  Belch,  Su-  Andrew  Aoub- 
OHEEK,  and  Fabiam. 

Sir  And.  No  &ith,  111  not  sUy  a  jot  longer. 

Br  To,  Thy  reason,  dear  venom,  give  thy 
reason. 

Feb,  You  must  needs  yield  your  reason,  Sir 
Andrew. 

Sir  And,  Marry,  I  saw  your  nieoe  do  more 
favours  to  the  count's  serving  man,  than  ever  she 
bestowed  upon  me ;  I  saw't  i'  the  orchard. 

Sir  To.  Did  she  see  thee  the  while  old  boy?  tell 
me  that. 

Sir  And.  As  plain  as  I  see  you  now. 

Fab.  This  was  a  great  argument  of  love  m  her 
toward  yon. 

Sir  And.  'Slightl  will  you  make  an  ass  o'  me? 
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Fitb.  I  will  prove  it  legitimate,  sir,  upoo  the 
oaths  of  judgment  and  reason. 

Sir  To,  And  they  have  been  grand  juiy-men 
since  before  Noah  was  a  sailor. 

Fab,  She  did  show  fiivour  to  the  youth  in  yoni 
sight,  only  to  exasperate  you,  to  awake  your  dor 
mouse  valour,  to  put  fire  m  your  heart,  and  brim 
stone  in  your  liver :  you  should  then  haveacoo8te<* 
her;  and  with  some  excellent  jest,  fire-new  firom 
the  mint,  you  should  have  banged  the  youth  into 
dumbness.  This  was  looked  for  at  your  hand,  and 
this  was  baulked :  the  double  gilt  of  this  opportu- 
nity you  let  time  wash  off,  and  you  are  now  sailed 
into  the  north  of  my  lady's  opinion ;  where  yon 
will  hang  like  an  icicle  on  a  Dutchman^  beard, 
unless  you  do  redeem  it  by  some  laudable  attempt, 
either  of  valour  or  policy. 

Sir  And,  And't  be  any  way,  it  must  be  with 
valour;  for  poli<nr  I  hate:  I  had  as  lief  be  a 
Brownist,  as  a  politician. 

Sir  To,  Why  then,  build  me  thy  fortunes  upon 
the  basis  of  valour.  Challenge  me  the  count's 
youth  to  fight  with  him ;  hurt  bun  in  eleven  places; 
my  niece  shall  take  note  of  it :  and  assure  thyself^ 
there  la  no  love-broker  in  the  world  can  more 
prevail  in  man's  commendation  with  woman,  than 
report  of  valour. 

Fab,  There  is  no  way  but  this,  1^  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Will  either  of  you  hear  me  a  challenge 
to  him? 

Sir  To.  Go,  write  it  in  a  martial  hand ;  be  eur»t 
and  brief;  it  is  no  matter  how  witty,  so  it  be 
eloquent,  and  full  of  invention :  taunt  him  with 
the  licence  of  ink :  if  thou  tbou'tt  him  some  thrice, 
it  shall  not  be  amiss;  and  as  many  lie^  as  will  lie 
in  thy  sheet  of  paper,  although  the  sheet  were  big 
enough  for  the  bed  of  Ware  m  England,  s^t'em 
down ;  go,  about  it.  Let  there  be  gall  enough  in 
thy  mk ;  though  thou  write  with  a  goose  pen,  no 
matter:  about  it. 

Sir  And.  Where  shall  I  find  you? 

Sir  7b.  Well  call  thee  at  the  cnbioulo :  go. 

[Exit  Sur  Ahdsbw. 

Fab,  This  is  a  dear  manakin  to  you.  Sir  Toby. 

Sur  7\k  I  have  been  dear  to  him,  lad;  sooie 
two  thousand  strong,  or  so. 

Fab.  We  shall  have  a  rare  letter  from  him :  bit 
youll  not  driver  it 

Sir  7b.  Never  trust  me  then ;  and  by  all  meani 
stir  on  tiie  youth  to  an  answer.  I  think  oxen  and 
wamropes  can  not  hale  them  together.  For  A  ndre  w, 
if  he  were  opened,  and  yon  find  so  much  blood  in 
his  liver  as  will  clog  the  foot  of  a  flea,  111  eat  the 
rest  of  the  anatomy. 

Fab.  And  his  opposite,  the  youth,  bean  in  his 
visage  no  great  presage  of  cruelty. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To,  Look,  where  the  youngest  wren  of  nuie 
comes. 

Mar.  If  you  desire  the  spleen,  and  will  laugh 
yourselves  into  stitches,  follow  me:  yon'  gull 
Mai  vol  io  b  turned  heathen,  a  very  renegado;  for 
there  is  no  Christian,  that  means  to  be  saved  by 
believing  rightly,  can  ever  believe  such  impossible 
passages  of  groasness.    He's  in  yellow  stockings. 

£Sr  To,  And  cross-gartered  ? 

Mfv.  Most  vilUnously ;  like  a  pedant  that  keeps 
a  school  i'  the  church.—!  have  dogged  him,  like 
his  murderer :  he  doa«  obey  every  point  of  th« 
letter  that  I  dropped  to  betray  mm.  He  doea 
smile  his  face  into  more  lines  than  are  in  the  new 
map,  with  the  angmenUUion  of  Uie^  Indies:  yoQ 
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bft^e  not  seen  such  a  thin^  as  tis;  I  can  hardly 
forbear  burling  tilings  at  him.    I  know  my  lady 
will  strike  him ;  if  she  do,  he'll  smile,  and  takut 
for  a  great  favour. 
Sir  7b.  Come,  bripg  as,  bring  us  where  he  la. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  IIL— A  Street. 

FnUr  Antohio  and  Sebastian. 

8A.  I  would  not,  by  my  will,  have  troubled 
you;  but,  since  you  make  your  pleasure  of  your 
pains,  I  will  no  iurther  chide  you. 

AnL  I  could  not  stay  behind  you;  my  desire, 
More  sharp  than  filed  steel,  did  spur  me  forth ; 
And  not  all  love  to  see  you  (though  so  much, 
Kb  might  have  drawn  one  to  a  longer  voyage), 
Bat  jcauoosy  what  might  befall  your  travel, 
Being  skilless  in  these  parts :  which  to  a  stranger, 
Unguided,  and  unfriended,  often  prove 
Roogb  and  unhospitable :  my  willmg  love. 
The  rather  by  these  arg^uments  of  fear. 
Bet  forth  in  your  pursuit. 

&b.  My  kind  Antonio, 
I  can  no  other  answer  make,  but,  thanks. 
And  thanks,  and  ever  thanks:  often  good  turns 
Are  shuffled  off  with  such  uncurrent  pay: 
Bat,  vrere  my  worth,  as  is  my  conscience,  firm. 
You  should  find  better  dealing.     What's  to  do? 
Shall  we  go  see  the  reliques  of  this  town? 

AnL  To-morrow,  sir;  l>est,  first,  go  see  yoor 
lodging. 

M,  I  am  not  wearer,  and  \]s  long  to  night ; 
I  pray  voo,  let  us  satisfy  our  eyes 
With  tne  memorials,  and  the  things  of  fame, 
That  do  renown  thhi  dty. 

Ant.  Would,  you'd  pardon  me; 
I  do  not  without  danger  walk  these  streets : 
Once,  in  a  sea-fi^ht,  'gainst  the  count  his  galleys, 
I  did  some  service ;  of  such  note,  indeed, 
That,  were  I  ta^en  here,'  it  would  scarce  be  an- 
swered. 

Seb,  Belike,  yon  slew  great  number   of  his 
people. 

Ant.  The  offtence  is  not  of  such  a  bloody  nature; 
Albeit  the  ooality  of  the  time,  and  quarrel, 
Might  well  nave  given  us  bloody  argument. 
It  mig^t  have  since  been  answer'd  in  rcj'aying 
What  we  took  from  them ;  which,  for  traffic's  sake, 
Most  of  oar  city  did:  only  myself  stood  out: 
For  which,  if  I  be  kpsed  in  this  place. 


1  shall  pay  dear. 
&6.  Don 


>  not  then  walk  too  open.  [purse; 

Ant.  It  doth  not  fit  me.    llold,  sir,  here's  my 
In  the  soath  suburbs,  at  the  Elephant^ 
Is  best  to  lodge;  I  will  bespeak  our  diet. 
Whiles  you  beguile  the  tune,  and  fipnd  your  know- 
led^ 
With  viewing  of  the  towm ;  there  shall  you  nave  me. 

8d>.  Why  I  your  purse?  [toy 

Ant.  Hapl^,  your  eyes  shall  lighi  upon  some 
Ton  have  desire  to  purchase ;  and  your  store, 
I  think,  is  not  for  idle  market?,  sir. 

Seb.  I'll  be  your  purse-bearer,  and  leave  you  for 
An  hour. 

Ant.  To  the  Elephant— 

Seb.  I  do  rememoer.  [Mxeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— OuTUTi  Cfarden. 
Enter  Oltvu  and  Maria. 

OIL  I  have  sent  after  him:  he  says  hell  come ; 
fow  shall  I  feast  him?  what  buatow  on  him? 
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For  youth  is  bought  more  oft,  than  begg*d,  or 
borrow 'd. 

I  speak  too  loud. 

Where  is  Malvolio?— he  is  sad,  and  civil. 
And  suits  well  for  a  servant  with  my  fortunes; 
Where  is  Malvolio? 

Mar.  He's  coming,  madam ; 
Bat  in  strange  manner.    He  is  sure  possessed. 

OIL  Why,  what's  the  matter?  does  he  rave? 

Mar,  No,  madam, 
He  does  nothing  but  smile:  yoor  ladyship 
Were  best  have  guard  about  ^ou,  if  he  come 
For,  sure,  the  man  is  tainted  in  his  wits. 

OH  GhD  call  him  hither. — I  am  as  mad  as  ha, 
If  sad  and  merry  madness  equal  be. — 

Enter  Malyouo. 

How  now,  Malvolio  ? 

MaL  Sweet  hidy,  ho,  ho.     [SmiUetfaKnta$tkaXly* 

OH  Smil'stthou? 
I  sent  for  thee  upon  a  sad  occasion. 

MaL  Sad,  lady?  I  could  be  sad:  this  does  make 
some  obstruction  in  the  blood,  this  cross-gartering; 
but  what  of  that,  if  it  please  the  eye  of  one,  is  it 
with  me  as  the  very  true  sonnet  is :  **  Please  one, 
and  please  alL" 

OL  Why,  how  dost  thoa,  man?  what  is  the 
matter  with  thee? 

MaL  Not  black  in  my  mind,  though  yellow  in 
my  legs :  it  did  come  to  bis  hands,  and  commands 
shall  be  executed.  I  think  we  do  know  the  sweet 
Roman  hand. 

OU,  WUt  thoa  go  to  bed,  Malvolio  ?      [to  thee. 

Mai  To  bed?  ay,  sweet-heart;  and  I'll  come 

OIL  God  comfort  thee  I  Why  dost  thoa  smile 
so,  and  kiss  thy  hand  so  oft? 

Mar.  How  do  you,  Malvolio  ? 

MaL  At  your  request  ?  Yes ;  nightingales 
answer  daws.   . 

Mar.  Why  appear  you  with  this  ridiculon^ 
boldness  before  my  lady  ?  [writ 

MaL  "  Be  not  afraid  of  greatness :"— 'twas  well 

OIL  What  meanest  thou  by  that,  Malvolio? 

MaL  "Some  are  bom  great,**— 

OIL  Ha? 

Mai.  "  Some  achieve  greatness," 

OH.  What  say  St  thou?  [them.* 

MaL  "And  some  have  greatness  thrust  upon 

0/u  Heaven  restore  thee  I  [stockings;'* 

MaL  "  Remember,  who  commended  thy  yellow 

OU.  Thy  yellow  stockings? 

Mai.  "  And  wished  to  see  thee  cross-gartered.'* 

OIL  Cross-gartered  ?  [to  be  so ;"-' 

Mai.  "Go  to :  thoa  art  made,  if  thou  desircsl 

OIL  Am  I  made  ? 

MdL  "  If  not,  let  me  see  thee  a  servant  still." 

OIL  Why,  this  is  very  midsummer  madness. 

Enter  Servant. 

Set.  Madam,  the  young  gentleman  of  the  Count 
Orsino's  is  retum'd ;  I  could  hardly  entreat  him 
back  :  he  attends  your  ladyship's  pleasure. 

OIL  I'll  come  to  him.  [Exit.  Servant.)  Good 
Maria,  let  this  fellow  be  looked  to.  Where's  my 
cousin  Toby?  Let  some  of  my  people  have  a 
specif  care  of  him ;  I  would  not  have  him  inls> 
carry  for  the  half  of  my  dowry. 

[Exeunt  OuTiA  om^  Maria. 

Mai,  Oh  I  ho  I  do  you  come  near  roe  now?  no 
worse  man  than  Sir  Toby  to  look  to  me?  This 
concurs  directly  with  the  letter:  she  sends  him 
on  purpose,  that  I  may  appear  stubborn  to  him  ; 
for  she  incites  me  to  that  in  tha  letter.  "[CmI 
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thy  humble  sioagh,"  says  she ;  "  be  opposite  with  a 
kinsman,  surly  with  servants, — let  thy  tongue  tang 
with  arguments  of  state, — put  thyself  into  the 
trick  of  singularity ;"— and  consequently,  sets  down 
the  manner  how ;  as,  a  sad  face,  a  reverend  carriage, 
a  slow  tongue,  in  the  habit  of  some  sir  of  note,  and 
so  forth.  I  have  limed  her;  but  it  is  Jove's  doing, 
and  Jove  make  me  thankful  I  And  when  she  went 
away  now  "  Let  this  fellow  be  looked  to ;  Fellow  1 
not  Malvolio,  nor  after  my  degree,  but  fellow. 
Why,  everything  adheres  together :  that  no  dram 
of  a  scruple,  no  scruple  of  a  scruple,  no  obstacle, 
no  incredulous,  or  unsafe  circumstance,— What 
can  be  said?  Nothing,  that  can  be,  can  come 
between  me  and  the  full  prospect  of  my  hopes. 
Well,  Jove,  not  I,  is  the  doer  of  this,  ana  he  is  to 
be  thanked. 

B&^nter  Mabia,   with   Sir  Tobt    Belch,  and 
Fabian. 

JSSr  7b.  Which  way  is  he,  in  the  name  of  sanctity  ? 
and  all  the  devils  in  hell  be  drawn  in  little,  and 
Legion  himself  possessed  him,  yet  Vi\  speak  to  him. 

Fab.  Here  he  is,  here  he  is: — How  is't  with  you, 
sir?  how  is't  with  you,  man? 

MaL  Go  off;  I  discard  yon;  let  me  enjoy  my 
private ;  go  oS. 

Mar,  Lo,  how  hollow  the  fiend  speaks  within 
him!  did  not  I  tell  you?— Sir  Toby,  my  lady 
prays  you  to  have  a  care  of  him. 

Jaai.  Ah  1  hal  does  she  so? 

&ir  To.  Go  to.  go  to ;  peace,  peace,  we  must 
deal  gently  with  him ;  let  me  alone.  How  do  you, 
Malvolio?  how  ist  with  you?  What,  man  I  defy 
the  devil :  consider,  he's  an  enemy  to  mankind. 

MaL  Do  you  know  what  you  say? 

Mar.  La  you,  an  you  speak  ill  of  the  devil,  how 
he  takes  it  at  heart  I  Pray  God  he  be  not  bewitched  I 

Fab.  Carry  his  water  to  the  wise  wonum. 

Mar.  Marry,  and  it  shall  be  done  to-morrow 
rooming,  if  I  live.  My  lady  would  not  lose  Him 
for  more  than  111  say. 

MaL  How  now,  mistress? 

Mar.  O  lord  I 

Sir  To.  Prythce,  hold  thy  peace ;  this  is  not  the 
way :  Do  yon  not  see  you  move  him  ?  let  me  alone 
with  him. 

Fab.  No  way  but  gentleness;  gently,  gently: 
the  tiend  is  rough,  ana  will  not  be  roughly  used. 

Sir  To,  Why,  how  now,  my  bawcock?  how 
dost  thou,  chuck. 

Mai,  Sir? 

Sir  To.  Ay  Biddy,  come  with  me.  What  man  I 
tb  not  for  gravity  to  play  at  cherry-pit  with 
Satan:  Hang  him,  foul  collier! 

Mar.  Get  him  to  say  his  prayers;  good  Sir 
Toby,  get  him  to  pray. 

M(d.  My  prayers,  minx?  piness. 

3far,  No,  I  warrant  you,  he  will  not  hearof  god- 

i/oZ.  Go  hang  yourselves  all  I  you  are  idle 
sliallow  things:  I  am  not  of  your  element;  you 
shall  know  more  hereafter.  [Exit, 

Sir  To,  Is't  possible? 

Fab,  If  this  were  play*d  upon  a  stage  now,  I 
could  condemn  it  as  an  improbable  fiction. 

Sir  To.  His  very  genius  hath  taken  the  infection 
of  the  device,  man. 

Mar.  Nay,  pursue  him  now;  lest  the  device 
take  air  and  taint 

Fab.  Why  we  shall  make  him  mad,  indeed. 

i/oTv  The  house  will  be  the  quieter. 

Sir  To.  Come,  we'll  have  him  in  a  dark  room, 
and  bouitd.    My  niece  is  already  in  the  belief  tktt 
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he  b  mad ;  we  may  carry  it  thus,  for  our  pleasnra 
and  his  penance,  till  our  very  pastime,  tired  out  ot 
breath,  promnt  us  to  have  mercy  on  him ;  at  which 
time,  we  will  bring  the  device  to  the  bar  and 
crown  thee  for  a  finder  of  madmen.  But  see,  but  see. 

ErUer  Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek. 

Fab.  More  matter  for  a  May-raomin*;. 

Sir  And,  Here's  the  challenge,  read  it;  I  war- 
rant there's  vinegar  and  pepper  in'L 

Fab.  Is*t  so  saucy  ? 

Sir  And,  Ay  is  it,  I  warrant  him :  do  but  read. 

Sir  To,  Give  me  [limda.]  "  Youth,  whatsoever 
thou  art,  thou  art  but  a  scurvy  fellow." 

Fab.  Good,  and  valiant. 

Sir  To,  "  Wonder  not,  nor  admire  not  in  thy 
mind,  why  I  do  call  thee  so,  for  I  will  show  thee 
no  reason  fort."  [blow  of  the  law 

FcJt,  A  good  note:  that  keeps  you  from  the 

Sir  To,  "  Thou  oomest  to  the  lady  Olivia,  and 
in  my  sight  she  uses  thee  kindly  :  but  thou  liest 
in  thy  throat,  that  is  not  the  matter  I  challenge 
thee  for." 

Fab.  Very  brief,  and  exceeding  good  senseless. 

J^  To,  "  I  will  way-lay  thee  going  home ;  where 
if  it  be  thy  chance  to  kill  me, " 

Fab,  Good.  [villain.' 

Sir  To,  **  Thou  killest  me  like  a  rogue  and  a 

Fab,  Still  you  keep  o*the  windy  side  of  the  law : 
good. 

Sur  Th,  "Fare  thee  well;  and  God  have  mercy 
upon  one  of  our  souls  I  He  may  have  mercy 
•upon  mine ;  but  my  hope  is  better,  and  so  look  to 
thyself.  Thy  friend,  as  thou  usest  him,  and  thy 
sworn  enemy,  „  Andkbw  Aouekhieek." 

JSSr  To.  If  this  letter  move  him  not,  his  legs 
cannot :  111  give't  him. 

Mar,  You  may  have  very  fit  occasion  for*t :  be 
is  now  in  some  commerce  with  my  lady,  and  will 
by  and  by  depart. 

Sir  To,  Go,  Sir  Andrew ;  scout  me  for  him  at 
the  comer  of  the  orchard,  like  a  bum-bailiff:  so 
soon  as  ever  thou  seest  nim,  draw ;  and,  as  thou 
drawest,  swear  horrible ;  for  it  co^es  to  pass  oft, 
that  a  terrible  oath,  with  a  swaggering  accent 
sharply  twanged  off,  gives  manhood  more  appro- 
bation than  ever  proof  itself  would  have  eam'd 
him.    Away. 

Sir  And.  Nay,  let  me  alone  for  swearing.  [Exit, 

Sir  To.  Now  will  not  I  deliver  his  letter :  for 
the  behaviour  of  the  young  gentleman  gives  him 
out  to  be  of  good  capacity  and  breeding;  his  em- 
ployment between  his  lord  and  my  niece  confirms  ' 
no  less ;  therefore  this  letter,  being  so  ezc3llontl  y 
ignorant,  will  breed  no  terror  m  the  youth,  he  will 
find  it  comes  from  a  clodpole.  But,  sir,  I  \«  ill 
deliver  his  challenge  by  word  of  mouth ;  set  ui)on 
Ague-cheek  a  notable  report  of  valour ;  and  drive 
the  gentleman  (as,  I  know,  his  youth  will  aptl^ 
receive  it)  into  a  most  hideous  opinion  of  his 
rage,  skill,  fury,  and  impetuosity.  This  will  so 
fright  them  both,  that  they  will  kill  one  another 
by  the  look,  like  cockatrices. 

Enter  Ouvia  and  Viola. 
Fab.  Here  he  comes  with  your  niece :  give  them 
way,  till  he  take  leave,  and  presently  after  him. 

^  7b.  I  will  meditate  the  whUe  upon  some 
horrid  message  for  a  challenge. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Toby,  Fabian,  and  Maria. 
OIL  I  have  said  too  much  unto  a  heart  of  stone, 
And  laid  mine  honour  too  uncharv.  Q^i  i  . 
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There's  something  in  me  that  reproves  my  fault. 

Hut  snch  A  headstrong  potent  fault  it  is, 

That  it  hut  mocks  reprool  [bears, 

Vio.  With  the  same  "haviour  that  yonr  passiob 
Go  on  my  master's  griefs. 

on.  H  ere,  wear  tWs  jewel  for  me,  *tis  my  picture ; 
Befnse  it  not,  it  hath  no  tongue  to  vex  you : 
And,  I  beseech  you,  come  again  to-morrow. 
What  fahall  you  ask  of  me,  that  Til  deny ; 
That  honour,  sav'd,  mav  upon  asking  give? 

Vio,  Nothing  but  this,  your  true  love  for  my 
master.  [that 

OIL  How  with  mine  honour  may  1  give  him 
Which  I  have  given  to  you? 

Vio.  I  will  aquit  you.  [well : 

Olu  Well,  come  again  to-morrow:  fare  thee 
4.  fiend,  like  thee,  might  bear  my  soul  to  hell. 

[Exit. 
Be-mUr  Sir  Tobt  Belch  cmd  Fabiah. 

iS£r  To.  Gentleman,  God  save  thee. 

Vio.  And  you,  sir. 

Sir  To.  That  defence  thou  hast,  betake  thee 
tot :  of  what  nature  the  wrongs  are  Ihou  hast  done 
him,  I  know  not;  but  thy  intercepter,  full  of 
despight,  bloody  as  the  hunter,  attends  thee  at  the 
orchard  end :  dismount  thy  tuck,  be  yare  in  thy 
prrpnration,  for  thy  assailant  is  quick,  skilful,  and 

Vio.  Yon  mistake,  sir ;  I  am  sure  no  man  hath 
any  quarrel  to  me ;  my  remembrance  is  very  free 
and  clear  from  any  image  of  offence  done  to  any 
man. 

8ir  Th,  Youll  find  it  otherwise,  I  assure  yon : 
therefore,  if  you  hold  vour  life  at  anjr  price, 
betake  you  to  your  gfuu'd ;  for  your  opposite  hath 
in  him  what  youth,  strength,  skill,  and  wrath,  can 
furnish  man  withal. 

Vio,  I  pray  you,  sir,  what  is  he? 

iS^  7b.  He  18  knight,  dubbed  with  unbacked 
rapier,  and  on  carpet  consideration ;  but  he  is  a 
devil  in  private  brawl:  souls  and  bodies  hath  he 
divorced  three;  and  his  incensement  at  thb 
moment  is  so  implacable,  that  satisfaction  can  be 
none  but  by  pangs  of  death  and  sepulchre :  hob, 
nob,  is  his  word ;  give't,  or  take*t. 

Vio*  I  will  return  again  into  the  house,  and 
desire  some  conduct  of  the  lady.  I  am  no  fighter. 
I  have  heard  of  some  kind  of  men  that  put  quar- 
rels purposely  on  others,  to  taste  their  valour : 
belike,  tnis  is  a  man  of  that  quirk. 

Sir  7b.  Sir,  no;  his  indignation  derives  itself 
out  of  a  very  comjietent  injury;  therefore,  get 
you  on,  and  give  him  his  desire.  Back  you  sliall 
Dot  to  the  house,  unless  you  undertake  that  with 
me,  which  with  as  much  safety  you  might  answer 
him:  therefore,  on,  or  strip  your  sword  stark 
naked:  for  meddle  yon  must,  that's  certain,  or 
forswear  to  wear  iron  about  you. 

Vto.  This  is  as  uncivil,  as  strange.  I  beseech 
you,  do  me  this  courteous  office,  as  to  know  of  the 
knight  what  my  offence  to  him  is ;  it  is  something 
of  my  negligence,  nothing  of  my  Purpose. 

JBn"  To,  I  will  do  so.  Signior  Fabian  stay  you 
by  this  gentleman  till  my  return.    [Exit  Sir  Toby. 

Via.  Pray  yon,  sir,  do  you  know  of  this  matter? 

Jfab.  I  know  the  knight  is  incensed  against  yon, 
even  to  a  mortal  arbitrement;  but  notbmg  of  the 
circumstance  more. 

Vio.  I  beseech  yon,  what  manner  of  man  is  he? 

Fab,  Nothing  of  that  wonderful  promise,  to 
read  him  by  his  form,  as  you  are  like  to  find  nim 
in  the  proof  of  his  valour.    He  is,  mdeed,  sir,  the 
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most  skilful,  bloody,  and  fatal  opposite  that  yoq 
could  possibly  have  found  in  any  part  of  Illjrria: 
will  you  walk  towards  hiin?  I  will  make  youi 
peace  with  him,  if  I  can. 

.  Vio,  I  shall  be  much  bound  to  you  for't:  I  an 
one  that  would  rather  go  with  sir  priest  than  wit! 
sir  knight:  I  care  not  who  knows  so  much  of  my 
mettle.  [Exeunt 

Reenter  Sir  Toby,  mth  Sir  Aitorew. 

Sir  To,  Why,  man,  he's  a  very  devil ;  I  have 
not  seen  such  a  virago.  I  had  a  pass  with  him, 
rapier  J  scabbard,  and  all,  and  he  gives  me  tlir 
stuck-m,  with  such  a  mortal  motion,  that  it  i/ 
inevitable;  and  on  the  answer,  he  pays  you  a* 
surely  as  your  feet  hit  the  ground  they  step  on 
they  say  he  has  been  fencer  to  the  Sophy. 

Sir  And.    Pox  on't,  I'll  not  meddle  with  him 

Sir  To.  Ay,  but  he  will  not  now  be  pacified 
Fabian  can  scarce  hold  him  yonder. 

Sir  And.  Plague  on't;  an  I  thought  he  had 
been  valiant,  and  so  cunning  in  fence,  I'd  havp 
seen  him  damned  ere  I'd  have  cWillenged  him. 
Let  him  let  the  matter  slip,  and  I'll  give  him  my 
horse,  gray  Capilet. 

Sir  To.  I'll  make  the  motion:  Stand  here 
make  a  good  show  on't ;  thlB  shall  end  without  the 
perdition  of  souls :  marry,  I'll  ride  your  horse  as 
well  as  I  ride  you.  [Aside. 

Re-enter  Fabian  atid  Viola. 
I  have  his  horse  [7*0  Fab.]  to  take  up  the  quarrel  i 
I  have  persuaded  him  the  youth's  a  devil. 

Fab.  He  is  as  horribly  conceited  of  him ;  and 
pants,  and  looks  pale  as  if  a  bear  were  at  heels. 

Sir  To.  There's  no  remedy,  sir;  he  will  fight 
with  you  for  his  oath's  sake :  marry,  he  hath  better 
bethought  him  of  his  quarrel,  and  he  finds  that 
now  scarce  to  be  worth  talking  of:  therefore  draw, 
for  the  supportanc J  of  his  vow ;  he  protests,  he 
will  not  hurt  you. 

Vio.  Pray  God  defend  me  I  A  little  thing 
would  make  me  tell  them  how  much  I  lack  of  a 
man.  [Aside, 

Fab,  Give  ground,  if  you  see  him  furious. 

Sir  To,  Come,  Sir  Andrew,  there's  no  remedy; 
the  gentleman  will,  for  his  honour's  sake,  have  one 
bout  with  you:  he  cannot  by  the  duello  avoid  it : 
but  he  has  promised  me,  as  he  is  a  gentleman  and 
a  soldier,  he  will  not  hurt  you.    Come  on;  to't. 

Sir  And.  Pray  God,  he  keep  hb  oath  I    [Draios, 

Enter  Antonio. 
Vio.  I  do  assure  you,  Us  against  my  will. 

[Draten, 
Ant,  Put  up  your  tword  j— if  this  young  gen- 
tleman 
Have  done  offence,  I  take  the  fault  on  me ; 
If  you  offend  him,  I  for  him  defy  you.   [Drawing 
Sir  2b.  You.  sir  ?  why,  what  are  you  ? 
Ant,  One,  sir,  that  for  his  love  dares  yet  do  more 
Than  yon  have  heard  him  brag  to  you  he  will. 

Sir  To.  Nay,  if  yon  be  an  undertaker,  I  am  for 
yon.  [Draws. 

Enter  Two  Officers. 

Fab.  O  good  Sir  Toby,  hold ;  here  oome  the 
ofiicers. 

Sir  To,  111  be  with  you  anon.     [Tb  Antonio. 

Vio,  Pray,  sir,  put  up  yonr  sword,  if  you  please. 
[To  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Marry,  will  I,  sir; — and,  for  that  I 
promised  yon,  I'll  bo  as  good  as  m;^  word :  he  wUJ 
Be.r  yon  e^Uy.  "I  j«^^jj^U.(^QQglg 
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1  Off.  This  is  t)ie  man ;  do  thy  office. 

2  Off,  Antonio,  I  arrest  thee  at  the  suit 
Of  Count  Orsino. 

Ant,  Ton  do  mistake  me,  sir. 

1  Off,  No,  sir,  no  jot;  I  know  your  favour  well, 
Though  now  you  have  no  sea-cap  on  jrour  h"Ad. — 
Take  him  away;  he  knowsj  I  know  him  well. 

AjnL  I  must  ohey.-This  comes  with  seeking 
you; 
Hat  there*8  no  remedv :  I  shall  answer  it. 
What  will  you  do?  Now  my  necessity 
Makes  me  to  ask  you  for  my  purse:  it  grieves  me 
Much  more,  for  what  I  cannot  do  for  you, 
Than  what  befalls  myself.    You  stand  amaz'd 
But  be  of  comfort. 

2  Off,  Come,  sir,  awar. 

Ani.  I  must  entreat  ^jfiVi  some  of  that  money. 

Fib.  What  money,  sir? 
For  the  (air  kindness  you  have  show*d  me  here, 
And,  part,  being  prompted  hj  your  present  trouble, 
Out  of  my  lean  and  low  ability 
111  lend  you  something ;  my  tiaving  is  not  much ; 
111  make  division  of  my  present  with  you : 
Hold,  there  is  half  my  coflfer. 

Ant,  Will  vou  deny  me  now? 
1st  posrible  that  my  deserts  to  you 
Can  lack  persuasion?    Do  not  tempt  my  misery. 
Lest  that  it  make  me  so  unsound  a  man, 
As  to  upbraid  you  with  those  kindnesses 
That  I  nave  done  for  you. 

Fio.  I  know  of  none: 
Nor  know  I  jou  by  voice,  or  any  feature : 
I  hate  ingratitude  more  in  a  man. 
Than  lying,  vainness,  babbling,  drunkenness. 
Or  an^  taint  of  vice,  whose  strong  corruption 
Inhabits  our  frail  blood. 

Aid,  0  heavens  themselves ! 

2  Off,  Come,  sir,  I  pray  you,  go. 

AsilU  Let  me  speak  a  little.  This  youth  that  you 
see  here. 
I  snatoh'd  one-half  out  of  the  jaws  of  death ; 
Believed  him  with  such  sanctity  of  love, — 
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And  to  hu  image,  which,  methought,  did  promise 
Most  venerable  worth,  did  I  devotion. 

1  Off,  What's  that  to  us  ?    The  time  goes  by 
away. 

Ard,  But  oh  I  how  vile  an  idol  proves  this  god  i- 
Thou  hast,  Sebastian,  done  good  feature  sliame. — 
In  nature  there's  no  blemish  but  the  mind ; 
None  can  be  calPd  deform *d,  but  the  unkind  * 
Virtue  is  beauty;  but  the  beauteous-evil 
Are  empty  trunks,  o'erflourish'd  by  the  devii, 

1  Off.  The  man  grows  mad ;  awav  with  him. 
Come,  come,  sir. 

Ant,  Lead  me  on. 

[Exeunt  Officers,  vnth  Antonio 

Fib.  Methinks,  his  words  do  from  such  passion 

That  he  believes  himself;  so  do  not  I. 
Prove  true,  imagination,  0  prove  true. 
That  I,  dear  brother,  be  now  ta*en  for  yon  I 

Sir  To,  Come  hither,  knight;  come  hither, 
Fabian ;  well  whisper  o'er  a  couplet  or  two  of  most 
sage  saws. 

Vio.  lie  nam*d  Sebastian ;  I  my  brother  know 
Yet  living  in  my  glass ;  even  such,  and  so. 
In  fevour  was  my  brother;  and  he  went 
Still  in  this  fa<*hion,  colour,  ornament, 
For  him  I  imitate :  Oh  I  if  it  prove. 
Tempests  are  kind,  and  salt  waves  fresh  in  love! 

[BxU 

Sir  7b.  A  very  dishonest  paltry  boy,  and  more 
a  coward  than  a  hare :  his  dishonesty  appears,  in 
leaving  his  friend  here  in  necessity,  and  denying 
him ;  and  for  his  cowardship,  ask  Fabian. 

Fab,  A  coward,  a  most  devout  coward,  religious 
in  it. 

Sir  And,  *Slid,  111  after  him  again,  and  beat  him. 

Sir  To.  Do,  cuff  him  soundly,  bat  nover  draw 
thy  sword. 

Sir  And,  An  I  do  not,'  [EzO. 

Fab.  Come,  let's  see  the  event. 

Sir  !nK  1  dare  Uy  any  money,  ^twill  be  nothing 
yeL  [Exeunt 


ACT  IV. 


SCENB  L— T3W  Strea  before  OlxvllIb  House. 
Enter  Sebastiah  and  Clown. 


Clo.  Will  yoa  make  me  believe,  that  I  am  not 
sent  for  you? 

Seb.  Qo  to,  go  to,  thoa  art  a  foolish  fellow ;  let 
me  be  clear  m  thee. 

Ola.  WeU  held  out,  itiith  I  No,  I  do  not  know 
you ;  nor  I  am  not  sent  to  you  by  my  Uidy,  to  bid 
you  come  speak  with  her ;  nor  your  name  is  not 
Master  Cesario :  nor  this  is  not  my  nose  neither. — 
Nothing,  that  is  so,  is  so. 

Seb,  I  pry  thee,  vent  thy  folly  somewhere  else; 
thou  know^t  not  me. 

Ch.  Vent  my  folly  I  he  has  heard  that  word  of 
some  great  man,  and  now  applies  it  to  a  fool.  Vent 
my  foflyl  I  am  afraid  this  great  lubber,  the  world, 
will  prove  a  oookney.— I  pr'jrthee  now,  ungird  thy 
strangeneas,  and  tell  me  what  I  shall  vent  to  my 
lady ;  shall  I  vent  to  her  that  thoa  art  coming  ? 

&L  I  prithee,  foolish  Greek,  depart  from  me ; 
Thereof  money  for  thee ;  if  yoa  tarry  longer, 
I  shall  give  worse  payment 

Cla.  Bj  my  troth,  thoa  hait  an  open  hand : — 
these  wise  men  that  give  fools  money,  get  tliem- 
selvee  a  good  report  alter  fourteen  years*  purchase. 


Enter  Sir  Andrew,  Sir  Toby,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  And.  Now,  sir;   have  I  met  you  again? 
there's  for  you.  [Striking  Sebastian. 

Seb,  Why,  therels  for   thee,   and  there,  and 
there: 
Are  all  the  people  mad?  , 

[Beating  Sir  Andrew. 
Sir  7b.  Hold,  sir,  or  111  throw  your  dagger 
o'er  the  house. 

Clo,  This  will  I  tell  my  lady  straight;  I  would 
not  be  in  some  of  your  coats  for  two  pence. 

[Exit  Clown. 
Sur  To,  Come  on,  ab ;  hold. 

[Holding  Sbbastun. 

Sir  And.  Nay,  let  him  alone.  111  go  another 

way  to  work  with  him ;  111  have  an  action  of 

batterv  against  him,  if  there  be  any  law  in  lUyria : 

though  I  struck  him  first,  yet  it*s  no  matter  for 


Seb.  Letgo  thy  hand. 

Sir  To,  Come,  sir,  I  will  not  let  yoa  go.  Come, 
my  young  soldior,  put  up  your  iron :  you  aie  well 
fleshed;  come  on. 

Seb.  I  will  be  free  from  thee.    What  woald'st 

thoa  now?  (^r\r\n\o 
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If  thoa  dar^  tempt  me  forther,  draw  thy  sword. 

[Drotof. 

Bt  To.  Whit,  what?    Nay  then  I  must  have 

■B  oBDee  or  two  of  this  malapert  blood  from  you. 

[Drawa. 

EnUrOLrrvu 

OIL  HoM,  Toby;  on  thy  life,  I  eharge  thee, 

hold. 
SSr  Jh,  Madam? 

OH.  Will  it  be  ever  thus  ?  Ungraciona  wretch, 
Fit  for  the  mountains,  and  the  barbarous  caves, 
Were  manners  ne'er  were  preached  I  out  of  my 

s^tl 
Be  not  offended,  dear  Cesario^— 
Bndesby,  be  gone  I— I  pr'ytheo,  gentle  friend, 

[Sxemt  Sir  Tobt,  Sir  Andrew,  and 
Fabiax. 
Let  tiiy  fidr  wisdom,  not  thy  passioii,  sway 
Id  this  oneiTil  and  oniust  extent 
Against  thy  peace.    Ue  with  me  to  my  house; 
And  hear  thoa  there  how  many  fruitless  pranks 
This  ruffian  hath  botched  up,  that  thou  thereby 
Hay^st  smile  at  this :  thou  shalt  not  choose  but 

go; 
Do  not  deny ;  beehrew  his  soul  for  me. 
He  started  one  poor  heart  of  mine  in  thee. 
8eb.  What  relish  is  in  this?   how  runs   the 
stream? 
Or  I  am  mad,  or  else  this  is  a  dream; — 
Let  fancy  still  my  sense  in  Lethe  steep: 
If  it  be  thua  to  dream,  stUl  let  me  sleepi 
Oti.  Nay,  oome,  I  prithee;  'Would  thon'dst 

M  rulM  by  nke  I 
Beb.  Madam,  I  wUl. 
(Mi.  Obi  nyio,aDdiobel  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL— ^  Boon  m  OunA^B  Emm. 
Sntar  Maria  and  Clowv. 

Mar.  Nay,  I  jnrVthee,  put  on  this  gown,  and  this 
beard ;  make  bun  believe,  thou  art  Sir  Topas,  the 
carate;  do  it  quickly:  111  call  Sir  Toby  the 
whilst 

[ExU  Maria. 

do.  Well,  111  pat  it  on,  and  I  wUl  dissemble 
myself  in^ ;  and  I  would  I  were  the  first  that  ever 
dissembled  in  such  a  gown.  I  am  not  fat  enough 
to  become  the  function  well ;  nor  lean  enough  to  be 
thought  a  good  stodent ;  but  to  be  said,  an  honest 
man  and  a  good  housekeeper,  goes  as  fahiy,  as  to 
say.  a  careful  man,  and  a  great  scholar.  The  com- 
petitors enter. 

Ikier  Sir  Tobt  Belch  and  Maria. 

8Sr  2b.  Jove  bless  thee,  master  parson. 

Ob>.  BonmdkB,  Sir  Toby:  for  as  the  old  her- 
mit of  Prague,  that  never  saw  nen  and  ink,  very 
wiuily  said  to  a  niece  of  king  Qorboduc,  **That, 
that  is,  is :"  so  I,  being  master  parson,  am  master 
parson :  for  what  b  that,  but  that?  and  is,  but  is? 

i9r  7b.  To  hhn,  Sur  Topas. 

Clo.  What,  boa,  I  say,— Peace  hi  this  prisoni 

Sir  To.  The  knave  counterfeits  well ;  a  good 
knave. 

MaL  ^n  an  imet  ihaaiicr:^  Who  calls  there  ? 

(Jk»  Sir  Topas,  the  curate,  who  comes  to  visit 
MalvoHo  the  lunatio. 

MaL  Sh-  Topas,  Sir  Topas,  good  Sir  Topas,  go 
to  my  lady. 

Clo.  Oat,  hyperbolical  fiend  I  how  vexest  thoa 
Us  man?  talKest  thou  nothmg  but  of  ladies? 
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^  To.  Well  said,  master  parson 

MaL  Sir  Topas,  never  was  man  thus  wronged : 
good  Sir  Topas,  do  not  think  I  am  mad ;  they  have 
laid  me  here  in  hideous  darkness. 

Clo.  Fie,  thou  dishonest  Sathan  I  I  call  thee  by 
the  most  modest  terms ;  for  1  am  one  of  those 
gentle  ones  that  will  use  the  devil  himself  with 
courtesy :  say'st  thou,  that  house  is  dark  ? 

MaL  As  hell.  Sir  Topas. 

Clo,  Why,  it  hath  bay-windowa  transnarent  a» 
barricadoes,  and  the  clear  stories  towards  tne  south- 
north  are  as  lustrous  as  ebony;  and  yet  compUincst 
thou  of  obstruction? 

MaL,  I  am  not  mad.  Sir  Topas ;  I  say  to  you, 
this  house  is  dark. 

Clo,  Madman,  thou  errest:  I  say  there  is  no 
darkness,  but  ignorance  I  in  which  thoa  art  more 
puzzled,  than  the  Egyptians  in  their  fog. 

MaL  I  say  this  house  is  as  dark  as  ignorance, 
though  ignorance  were  as  dark  as  hell ;  and  I  say 
there  was  never  man  thus  abused:  I  am  no  more 
mad  than  yoa  are ;  make  the  trial  of  it  in  any 
constant  question. 

Clo,  What  is  the  opinion  of  Pythagoras,  eon- 
ceniing  wild-fowl  ? 

MaL  That  the  soul  of  our  grandam  might  haply 
inhabit  a  bird. 

Clo,  What  thinkeat  thou  of  his  opmion? 

MaL  I  think  nobly  of  the  soul,  and  no  way 
approve  his  opinion. 

Clo,  Fare  tnee  well :  remain  thou  still  in  dark- 
ness :  thou  shalt  hold  the  opinion  of  Pythagoras, 
ere  I  will  allow  of  thy  wits ;  and  fear  to  kill  a 
woodcock,  h«t  thoa  dispoesess  the  sool  of  thy 
grandam.    Fare  thee  weU. 

MaL  Sir  Topas,  Sir  Topas,— 

Sir  To.  My  most  exquisite  Sir  Topas  I 

Clo.  Nay,  I  am  fur  all  waters. 

Mar,  Thou  might'st  have  done  this  without 
thy  beard,  and  ^own ;  he  sees  thee  not. 

JBSr  To,  To  him  in  thine  own  voice,  and  bring 
me  word  how  thou  findest  him :  I  would,  we  were 
well  rid  of  this  knavery.  If  he  may  be  con- 
veniently delivered,  I  would  he  were ;  for  I  am 
now  so  ur  in  offence  with  my  niece,  that  I  cannot 
pursue  with  any  safety  this  sport  to  the  upshot 
Come  by  and  by  to  my  chambler. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Tobt  and  BIaru 

Oh.      Hey  Robin,  tony  Robin. 

Tell  ma  now  thy  lady  does.. 

[Sinjmg. 

MaL  Fool,— 

Clo,  "Mytadyiaankiiid,perdy." 

Mai,  Fool,— 

Clo,  **  AhuL  why  is  she  so  ?»* 

MaL  Pool,  I  say:— 

Ch.  ^  She  loves  another**— Who  caVa,  ha? 

MaL  Good  fool,  as  ever  thou  wilt  deserve  well 
at  my  hand,  help  me  to  a  candle,  and  pen,  ink,  and 
paper;  as  I  am  a  eentleman,  I  will  live  to  be 
thimkful  to  thee  fort. 

Cto,  Master  Malvolio  I 


MaL  Ay,  good  fool 
Clo.  Aba,   * 
wiU? 


air,  how  fell  yoa  besides  yoar  five 


MaL  Fool,  there  was  never  man  so  notoriously 
abused :  I  am  aa  well  in  my  wits,  fool,  aa  thou 
art. 

Clo,  Bat  aa  well  ?  then  jroa  are  mad,  indeed,  if 
yoa  be  no  better  in  your  wits  than  a  fool. 

MaL  They  have  here  propertied  me,  keep  me 
in  darkness,  send  ministers  to  me,  asses,  and  do 
all  theycaatofaoemeoatofmy^n^ta. 
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restore  I  endeavoor  thyself  to  sleep,  aiid  leave  thy 
▼&in  bibble  babble. 

MaL  Sir  Topas, 

Clo,  Maintain  no  words  with  him,  g^ood  fellow. 
Who,  I,  sir  ?  not  I,  sir.  God  b'wi  Vou,  good  Sir 
Topas.  -  Marry,  amen.  -I  will,  sir,  I  will. 

MaL  Fool,  fool,  fool,  I  say,— 

do,  Alas,  sir,  be  patient.  What  say  you,  sir  ? 
am  shent  for  speaking  to  yon. 

JiaL  Good  fool,  help  me  to  some  light  and 
some  paper ;  I  tell  thee,  I  am  as  well  in  my  wits 
as  any  man  in  Illyria. 

Clo.  Well-a-day,— that  you  were,  sirl 

MaL  By  this  hand,  I  am :  good  fool,  some  ink, 
paper,  and  light,  and  convey  what  I  will  set  down 
to  my  lady ;  it  shall  advantage  thee  more  than 
ever  the  bearing  of  letter  did. 

Olo,  I  will  help  vou  to*t    Bat  tell  me  true,  are 

V  not  mad  indeed?  or  do  yon  but  counterfeit  ? 

MaL  Believe  me,  I  am  not ;  I  tell  thee  true. 

Clo,  Nay,  111  ne*er  believe  a  madman  till  I  see 
his  brains.  I  will  fetch  jou  light,  and  paper,  and 
ink. 

MaL  Fool,  111  requite  it  in  the  highest  degree: 

pr*ythe.>  begone. 

Ch,  I  am  (one,  sfar. 

And  anon,  sir, 
m  be  with  you  acaln. 
In  a  trioe ; 
Like  to  the  old  vioo. 
Tour  need  to  sustain' 
AVho  withda«ger  of  UttL 
In  his  rage  and  his  wrath. 

Cries,  ah.  hal  totbedorU: 
lilce  a  mad  lad. 
Tare  thy  nails,  dad 
Adian,  goodman  drlTd.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III.— Olivia^  Chrden. 

Enter  Sebastiah. 

Seb.  This  is  the  air;  that  b  the  glorious  son; 
This  pearl  she  gave  one,  I  do  feelt,  and  see't : 


I  could  not  find  him  at  the  Elepliant : 

Yet   there   he   was;    and  there    I  found   thic 

credit, 
I'hat  he  did  range  the  town  to  seek  me  out. 
His  counsel  now  might  do  me  golden  service: 
For  though    my  soul   disputes  well   with  my 


That  this  may  be  some  error,  but  no  madness, 

Yet  doth  this  accident  and  fiood  of  fortune 

So  far  exceed  all  instance,  all  discourse, 

That  I  am  ready  to  distrust  mine  eyes, 

And  wrangle  with    my  reason   that   persuadetf 

mo 
To  any  other  trust,  but  that  I  am  mad. 
Or  else  the  Iady*!B  mad ;  yet,  if  twere  so, 
She  could  not  sway  her  house,    conunand  hex 
I  followers. 

Take,  and  give  back,  af&irs,  and  their  despatch. 
With  such  a  smooth,  discreet,  and  stable  bearing, 
As  I  perceive,  she  does :  there^  something  in't. 
That  is  deceivable.    But  here  eomes  the  lady. 

Enter  OuviA  and  a  Priest 

OU,  BUme  not  this  haste  of  mine:  if  you  inetn 
well, 
Now  eo  with  me,  and  with  this  holv  man, 
Into  me  chantry  by :  there,  before  him, 
And  underneath  that  consecrated  roof, 
Plight  me  the  full  assurance  of  your  ^ith  j 
That  my  most  jealous  and  too  doubtful  sool 
May  live  at  peace :  he  shall  conceal  it, 
Whiles  you  are  willing  it  sliall  come  to  note; 
What  time  we  will  our  celebration  keep 
According  to  my  burth. — Wluit  do  yon  say? 
SeK  111  follow  thb  good  man,  and  go  witb 
you; 
And,  having  sworn  truth,  ever  will  be  true. 
on.  Then  lead  the  way,  good  father ;-~ And 
heavens  so  shine. 
That  they  may  fairly  note  this  aot  of  mine  I 

[Eeeennl 
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SCENE  h—A  Street  hefort  Olivia'^  JToum. 
Elder  Clown  and  Fabian. 

Fab,  Now,  as  thon  lovest  me,  let  me  see  h's 
letter.  [request 

C/o.  Good  master  Fabian,  grant  me  another 

Fch,  Aiij  thing. 

Clo,  Do  not  desire  to  see  this  letter. 

Fab,  That  is,  to  give  a  dog,  and,  in  recompense, 
•Sesire  mj  dog  again. 

Enter  Duke,  Viola  and  Attendants. 

Jhiie,  Belong  you  to  the  ladv  Olivia,  friends? 

Clo.  Av,  sir,  we  are  some  of  Iier  trappings. 

Duke,  t  know  thee  well :  How  dost  thou,  mj 
good  fellow? 

Clo.  Truly,  sir,  the  better  for  my  foes,  and  the 
worse  for  my  friends.  [friends. 

Ihike.  Just  the  contrary;   the  better  for  thy 

do.  No,  sir,  the  worse. 

Duke,  How  can  that  be? 

Clo,  Marry,  sir,  they  praise  me,  and  make  an 
asa  of  me;  now  my  foes  tell  me  plainly  I  am  an 
ass :  80  that  by  my  foes,air,  I  profit  in  the  know- 
ledge of  myself;  and  by  my  fnends  I  am  abused : 
■o  that,  conclusions  to  be  as  kisses,  if  your  four 
negatives  make  your  two  affirmatives,  why,  then 
the  worse  for  my  friends,  and  the  better  for  my  foes. 

Duke,  Why  this  is  excellent. 

Clo,  By  my  troth,  sir,  no;  though  it  please  you 
to  be  one  of  my  friends. 

Duke.  Thou  shalt  not  be  the  worse  for  me; 
there's  gold. 

Clo,  But  that  it  would  be  double^ealing,  sir,  I 
would  yon  could  make  it  another. 

Duke,  Oh  1  yon  give  me  ill  counsel. 

Clo,  Put  your  grace  in  your  pocket,  sir,  for  this 
once,  and  let  your  flesh  and  blood  obey  it. 

Duke.  Well,  I  will  be  so  much  a  smner  to  bea 
double-dealer ;  there^  another. 

Clo.  PrimOy  secundo^  terttOj  is  a  good  play :  and 
the  old  saying  is,  the  third  pays  for  all :  tne  tnplex, 
sir,  is  a  good  tripping  measure;  or  the  bells  of  St. 
liennet,  sir,  may  put  you  in  mind ;  one,  two,  three. 

Duke,  You  can  fool  no  more  money  out  of  me 
at  this  throw :  if  you  will  let  your  lady  know,  1 
am  here  to  speak  with  her,  and  bring  her  along 
with  yon,  it  majr  awaken  my  bounty  further. 

Clo,  Marry,  sir,  lullaby  to  your  bounty,  till  I 
come  again.  I  go,  sir ;  but  I  would  not  have  you 
to  think,  that  my  desire  of  having  is  the  sin  of 
coveton:»ne8s :  but,  as  vou  say,  sir,  let  your  bounty 
take  A  nap,  I  will  awake  it  anon.     [Exit  Clown. 

EtUet.  Antonio  and  Officers. 

Ftb.  Here  comes  the  man,  sir,  that  did  rescue  me. 

Duke.  That  face  of  his  I  do  remember  well ; 
Yet  when  I  saw  it  last,  it  was  besmear'd 
As  black  as  Vulcan,  in  the  smoke  of  war : 
A  bawbling  vessel  was  ho  captain  of. 
For  shallow  draught,  and  bulk,  nnprizable ; 
With  which  such  scathful  grapple  did  he  make 
With  the  most  noble  bottom  of  our  fleet. 
That  very  envy,  and  the  tongue  of  loss. 
Cried  fame  and  honour  on   him. — What's  the 
matter? 

1  Of.  Orsino,  this  is  that  Antonio, 
Thattook  the  PhGenix,and  her  fraught, firom  Candy ; 
And  this  is  he  that  did  the  Tiger  board, 
Whan  jour  yoong nephew  Titus  lost  his  leg: 


Here  in  the  streets,  desperate  of  shame  and  state, 
In  private  brabble  did  we  apprehend  him. 

rio.  He  did  me  kindness,  sir :  drew  on  my  side. 
But  in  conclusion,  put  strange  speech  upon  me, 
I  know  not  what  'twas,  but  distraction. 

Duke,  Notable  pirate  I  ttion  salt-water  thief  1 
What  foolish   boldness  brought  thee   to  their 

mercies, 
Whom  thou  in  terms  so  bloody  and  so  dear, 
Hast  made  thine  enemies? 

Ant,  Orsino,  noble  sir,  [me ; 

Be  pleas'd  that  I  shake  off"  these  names  you  give 
Antonio  never  yet  was  thief  or  pirate, 
Though  I  confess,  on  base  and  ground  enough, 
Orsino *8  enemy.    A  witchcraft  drew  me  hither : 
That  most  ine^ateful  boy  there  by  your  side, 
From  the  rude  sea*s  enrag'd  and  foamy  month 
Did  I  redeem ;  a  wreck  past  hope  he  was : 
His  life  I  gave  him,  and  did  thereto  add 
M  V  love,  without  retention  or  restraint 
All  his  in  dedication :  for  his  sake 
Did  I  expose  myself,  pure  for  his  love, 
Into  the  danger  of  thb  adverse  town ; 
l)rew  to  defend  him,  when  he  was  b^et; 
Where  being  apprehend  ad,  his  false  cunning 
(Not  meaning  to  partalrc  with  me  in  danger), 
Taught  him  to  face  me  out  of  his  acquaintance. 
And  grew  a  twenty -years-removed  thing, 
While  one  would  wink;  denied  me  mine  own 
Which  I  had  recommended  to  his  use         [pursd, 
Not  half  an  hour  before. 

Vto,  How  can  this  be  ? 

Duke,  When  came  he  to  this  town? 

Ant.  To-day,  my  lord :  and  for  three  months 
fNo  interim,  not  a  minute  s  vacancy)  [before, 

i3oth  day  and  night  did  we  keep  company. 

Enter  Ouyia  and  Attendants. 

Duke,  Here  comes  the  coimtess:  now  heaven 

walks  on  earth. 

Bat   for  thee,   fellow,   fellow,    thy   words  are 

madness: 
Three  montlis  this  youth  hath  tended  U|>on  me; 
But  more  of  that  anon. Take  him  aside. 

OU.  What  would  my  lord,  but  that  he  may  not 
W  herein  Olivia  oiay  seem  serviceable  ? —  [nave, 
Cesario,  you  do  not  keep  promise  with  me. 

Vw.  Madam? 

Duke.  Gracious  Olivia. 

OU.  What  do  you  say,  Cesario? Qood,  my 

lord. 

Vio.  My  lord  would  speak,  my  duty  hashes  me. 

OU,  If  It  be  au<i:ht  to  the  old  tune,  my  lord, 
It  is  as  fat  and  fulsome  to  mine  ear. 
As  howling  after  music 

Duke.  Still  so  cruel  ? 

OU.  Still  80  constant,  lord.  P^^^Tj 

Duke.  WliatI  to    perverseuesa?  you    oncivil 
To  whose  ungrate  and  unauspidons  altars 
My  soul  the  fiuthfull'st  offenngs  hath  breathed  oat, 
Tiiat  e'er  devotion  tendered  I     What  shall  I  do  ? 

OU.  Even  what  it  please  my  lord,  that  shall 
become  him.  [it, 

Duke.  Why  should  I  not,  had  I  the  heart  to  do 
Like  to  the  Egyptian  thief,  at  point  of  death. 
Kill  what  1  love ;  a  savage  jealousy. 
That  sometime  savours  nobly  ?— But  hear  me  this: 
Since  vou  to  non-regardance  cast  my  faith. 
And  that  1  partly  know  the  instrument 
Tluit  screws  me  from  my  tnio  place  in  your  (kfUfOJ- 
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Liv6  voa,  tbe  marble-breasted  tyrant,  still ; 
But  this  jour  minion,  whom,  I  know,  yon  love, 
And  whom,  by  heaven,  I  swear,  I  tender  dearly, 
Him  will  I  tear  out  of  that  cruel  eye, 
Where  he  rits  crowned  in  his  master^  spite. — 
Come  boy  with  me:  my  thoughts  are  ripe  in 
111  sacrifice  the  lamb  that  I  do  love,      [mischief; 
To  spite  a  raven^  heart  within  a  dove.       [Qomg. 

Vw.  And  I,  most  jocund,  apt,  and  willingly, 
To  do  yon  rest,  a  thousand  deaths  would  die. 

OU.  Where  goes  Cesario?  IFoBowmg. 

Vio.  After  hnii  I  love, 
More  than  I  love  these  eyes,  more  than  my  life. 
More,  by  all  mores,  tlian  e'er  I  shall  love  wife ; 
If  I  do  reign,  you  witnesses  above, 
Punish  my  life,  for  tainting  of  my  love ! 

OU.  Ah  me,  detested !  how  am  I  beguirdi 

Vio,  Who  does  beguile  you?  who  does  do  you 
wrong? 

OU.  Hast  thou  forgot  thyself  I    Is  it  so  loi^  I~ 
Qdl  forth  the  holy  father.       [IkU  an  Atten&nt. 

Duke,  Come  away.  [To  Viola. 

OU.  Whither,   my   lord?— Cesario,   hu^iband, 

Duke,  Husband?  [btuy. 

OU.  Ay,  husband ;  can  he  that  deny  ? 

Duke,  Her  husband,  sirrah  ? 

Vh.  No,  my  lord,  not  I. 

OIL  Alas,  it  is  the  baseness  of  thy  fear, 
That  makes  thee  strangle  tiiy  propriety : 
Fear  not,  Cesario,  take  thy  fortunes  up ; 
Be  that  thou  know^t  thou  art,  and  then  thoa  art 
As  great  as  that  thou  fear'st,— 0  welcome  father  I 

Be^rUer  Attendant  and  Priest. 

Father,  I  ohaige  thee,  by  thy  reverence. 
Here  to  unfold  (though  lately  we  intended 
To  keep  in  darkness,  what  occasion  now 
Reveals  before  tis  ripe)  what  thou  dost  know. 
Hath  newlv  past  between  this  youth  and  me. 

Priest.  A  contract  of  eternal  bond  of  love, 
Confirm'd  by  mutual  joinder  of  your  hands, 
Attested  by  the  holy  close  of  lips, 
8trengthen*d  by  interohangement  of  your  rings; 
And  all  the  ceremony  of  this  compact 
Sealed  in  my  function,  by  my  testimony: 
Since  when,  my  watch  hath  told  me,  toward  ray 
I  have  traveira  but  two  hours.  [grave, 

Duke,  O   thou   dissembling   cub  I   what   wilt 
thou  be. 
When  time  hath  sow^d  a  grizzle  on  thy  case? 
Or  ¥rill  not  else  thy  craft  so  quickly  grow. 
That  thine  own  trip  shall  be  thine  overthrow  ? 
Farewell,  and  take  her;  but  direct  thy  feet, 
Where  thou  Mtd  I  henceforth  may  never  meet. 

Vio,  My  lord,  I  do  protest, — 

OU.  OhI  do  not  swear; 
Hold  little  fiuth,  though  thou  hast  too  much  fear. 

Enter  Sir  Ahdrbw  Agub-chbex  with  hie 
head  broke, 

6if  And.  For  the  love  of  Qod,  a  surgeon ;  send 
one  presently  to  Sir  Toby. 

OU,  What's  the  matter? 

Str  And.  He  has  broke  my  head  across,  and  lias 
ffiven  Sir  Toby  a  bloody  coxcomb  too:  for  the 
loTe  of  God,  your  help:  I  had  rather  than  forty 
pounds  I  were  at  home. 

OU,  Who  has  done  this.  Sir  Andrew  ? 

^  And,  The  count*8  gentleman,  one  Cesario : 
we  took  him  for  a  coward,  but  he's  the  verv  devil 
locardinato. 

Duke.  My  gentleman,  Cesario  I 
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Sir  And,  Od's  lifelings  here  he  is: — ITou  broke 
my  head  for  nothing :  and  tliat  that  i  did,  I  was 
set  on  to  dot  by  Sir  Toby. 

Vio.  Why  do  you  speak  to  me  ?  I  never  hart 
you:  You  drew  your  sword  upon  me,  without 
cause ;  But  I  bespake  you  fair,  and  hurt  you  not. 

Sir  And.  If  a  oloody  coxcomb  be  a  hurt,  you 
have  hurt  me ;  I  think,  you  set  nothing  by  a  bloody 
ooxuomb. 

Enter  Sir  Tobt  Belch,  dnmkt  led  by  the  Clown. 

Here  comes  Sir  Toby  halting,  you  shall  hear 
more :  but  if  he  had  not  been  m  drink,  he  would 
have  tickled  you  othergates  than  he  did. 

Duke.  How  now,  raitlemen  ?  how  b't  with  you  ? 

Sir  7b.  That's  aJl  one ;  he  has  hurt  me,  aitd 
there^the  end  on't — Sot,  did'st  see  Dick  surgeon, 
sot? 

Glo,  O  he*s  drunk,  Sir  Toby,  an  hour  agone; 
his  eyes  were  set  at  eight  i'the  morning. 

Sir  Jb.  Then  he's  a  rogue.  After  a  passy- 
measure,  or  a  pavin,  I  hate  a  drunken  rogue. 

OU.  Away  with  him:  Who  hath  inade  this 
havoc  with  them? 

Sir  And.  Ill  help  you.  Sir  Toby,  beoause  well 
be  dress'd  toother. 

Sir  7b.  WiU  you  help  an  ass-head,  and  a  cox- 
comb, and  a  knave?  a  thm-fiuied  knave,  a  gull? 

OU.  Get  him  to  bed,  and  let  his  hurt  be  look'd  to. 
[Exeunt  Clown,  Sir  Tobt,  and  Sir  Anokbw 

Enter  Sebastian. 
Seb,  1  am  sorry,  madam,  I  have  hurt  your 


Bat  had  it  been  the  brother  of  my  blood, 
I  must  have  done  no  less,  with  wit  and  safety. 
You  throw  a  strange  regard  upon  me,  and 
By  that  I  do  perceive  it  Imth  offended  you; 
Pardon  me,  sweet  one,  even  for  the  vows 
We  made  each  other  but  so  late  ago. 

Duke,  One  Csce,  one  voice,  one  habit,  and  two 
persons; 
A  natural  perspective,  that  is,  and  is  not. 

Seb.  Antonio,  O  my  dear  Antonio? 
How  have  the  hours  rack'd  and  tortnr'd  me. 
Since  I  have  lost  thee. 

Ant,  Sebastian  are  you? 

Seb,  Fear'st  thou  that,  Antonio? 

Ant,  How  have  you  inade  division  of  yourself  f 
An  apple,  deft  in  two,  is  not  more  twin 
Than  these  two  creatures.    Which  is  Sebastian  ? 

OU,  Most  wonderful  1 

Seb,  Do  I  stand  there?  I  never  had  a  brother: 
Nor  can  there  be  that  deity  in  my  nature. 
Of  here  and  every  where.    I  had  a  sister, 
Whom  the  blind  waves  and  surges  lia  ve  devour 'd :  — 
Of  charity,  what  kin  are  you  to  me  ? 

[7b  Viola. 

What  countryman  ?  what  name?  what  parentage? 

Vio.  Of  Messaline :  Sebastian  was  my  father; 
Such  a  Sebastian  was  my  brotlier  too. 
So  went  he  suited  to  his  watery  tomb : 
If  spirits  can  assume  both  form  and  suit 
You  come  to  flight  us. 

^.  A  spirit  I  am,  indeed ; 
bat  am  in  uat  dimension  grossly  clad. 
Which  from  the  womb  I  md  participate. 
Were  you  a  woman,  as  the  rest  goes  even, 
I  should  my  tears  let  fidl  upon  your  cheek, 
And  say,— Thrice  welcome,  drowned  Viola  t 

Vio,  My  father  had  a  mole  upon  his  brow 

SA.  And  so  had  mine.  ^  -.  t 
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Vw.  And  died  that  day  when  Viola  from  her 
birth 
Htd  nomber'd  thirteen  vcaw. 

Seb.  O  that  record  is  lively  in  my  soul 
He  finished,  indeed,  his  mortal  act, 
That  day  that  made  my  sister  thirteen  years. 

Vio,  If  nothing  lets  to  make  us  happy  both, 
But  this  my  masculine  usurped  attire, 
Do  not  embrnce  me^  till  each  circumstance 
Of  place,  time,  fortune,  do  cohere  and  jump, 
That  I  am  Viola:  which  to  confirm, 
Ili  brinff  yon  to  a  captain  in  this  town. 
Where  lie  my  maiden  weeds;  by  whose  gentle 

help 
I  was  preserv*d,  to  serre  this  noble  covnt : 
An  the  oooorrence  of  my  fortune  since 
Hath  been  between  this  lady,  and  this  lord. 
8eb.  So  eomes  it,  lady,  you  have  been  mis- 
took: [ro  Olivia. 
But  nature  to  her  bias  drew  in  that. 
You  woold  have  been  contracted  to  a  maid : 
Nor  are  von  therein,  by  my  life  deceiv'd. 
Ton  are  betrothed  both  to  a  maid  and  man. 

Duhe,  Benotamazd;  right  noble  is  his  blood.— 
If  this  be  so,  as  yet  the  glass  seems  true, 
I  skall  have  share  in  this  most  happy  Wreck. : 
Boy,  thou  hast  said  to  me  a  thousand  times, 

[7b  Viola. 
Ihon  never  shonld'st  love  woman  like  to  me. 

Fib.  And  all  those  sayings  will  I  over  swear ; 
And  all  those  swearings  keep  as  trae  in  seal, 
As  doth  that  orbed  continent  the  fire 
That  severs  day  from  night. 
Dkke,  Give  me  th^  hand ; 
And  let  me  see  thee  in  thy  woman^  weeds. 

Vio,  The  captain  that  did  bring  me  first  on  shore, 
Hath  my  maia*s  garments ;  he,  upon  some  action. 
Is  now  m  durance ;  at  Malvollo*8  suit, 
A  gentleroan  and  follower  of  my  lady's. 
OIL  He  shall  enkffge  him: — Fetch  Malvolio 
hither: — 
And  yet,  alas,  now  I  remember  me, 
They  nj,  poor  gentleman,  he's  much  distract. 

B&mter  Clown,  with  a  Utter, 
Amost  extracting  frenzy  of  nunc  own 
™m  my  remembrance  clearly  banish'd  his. — 
How  does  he,  sirrah? 

<^'  Truly,  madam,  he  holds  Belzebub  at  the 
jUve'i  end,  as  well  as  a  man  in  his  case  may  do : 
Je  has  here  writ  a  letter  to  yon,  I  should  have  i 
**T5  y^  >*  to^y  morning;  but  as  a  madman's  ; 
Jjpwtles  are  no  go^«  so  it  skills  not  much,  when  i 

they  are  delivered. 
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right,  or  you  much  shame.  Think  of  mo  as  yoa 
please.  I  leave  my  duty  a  little  onthoughtof 
and  speak  out  of  my  injury. 

The  madly-ns'd  Malyouo." 

OH  Did  he  write  this? 

(Jlo,  Ay,  madam. 

Duke,  This  savours  not  much  of  distraction. 

OU,    See  him  deliver 'd,  Fabian;    bring  him 

hither.  [Exit  Fadia5. 

My  lord,   so  please  yon,   these  things  further 

thought  on. 
To  think  me  as  well  a  sister  as  a  wife, 
One  day  shall  crown  the  alliance  on't,so  please  you, 
Here  at  mv  house,  and  at  my  proper  cost. 

Duke,  Madam,  I  am  most  apt  to  embrace  yonr 
offer. — 
Tour  master  quits  you:       [7b  Viola.]  and,  for 

your  service  done  him. 
So  much  against  the  mettle  of  your  sex, 
So  far  beneath  your  soft  and  tender  breeding. 
And  since  you  call'd  me  master  for  so  long, 
Here  is  my  liand ;  you  shall  from  this  time  be 
Your  master's  mistress. 

OU,  A  sister  ?  you  are  she. 

Be-enter  Fabian,  with  Malyouo. 

Duhe,  Is  this  the  madman  ? 

OU.  Ay,  mv  lord,  the  same: 
How  now  Malvolio? 

Med,  Madam,  you  have  done  me  wrong. 
Notorious  wrong. 

OU.  Have  1  Malvolio?  no.  [letter 

MdL  Lady,  you  have.    Pray  you  pemse  that 
You  must  not  now  deny  it  is  your  hand. 
Write  from  it  if  you  can  in  hand,  or  phrase; 
Or  say,  tb  not  your  seal,  nor  your  invention : 
You  can  say  none  of  this :  Well  grant  it  then. 
And  tell  me  in  the  modesty  of  honour,      [favour: 
Why  you  have  given  me  sucli  clear  lights  of 
Bade  me  come  smiling,  and  cross-garter*d  to  yoOf 
To  put  on  yellow  stockings,  and  to  frown 
Upon  Sir  Toby,  and  the  lighter  people : 
And,  acting  this  in  an  obedient  hope. 
Why  have  you  suffered  me  to  be  imprisoned. 
Kept  in  a  dark  house,  visited  by  the  priest. 
And  made  the  most  notorious  geek  and  gall. 
That  e'er  invention  play'd  on?  tell  me  why. 

OU,  Alas!  Malvolio,  this  is  not  my  writing, 
lliongh  I  confess,  much  like  the  character: 
But,  out  of  Question,  'tis  Maria's  hand. 
And  now  I  ao  bethink  me,  it  was  she       [smilin|;. 
First  told  me  thou  wast  mad ;  thou  cam'st  in 
And  in  such  forms  which  here  were  presuppos'd 
Upon  thee  in  the  letter.    Prythee,  be  content : 
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Oo.  Why,  "  some  are  born  great,  some  achieve 
greatness,  and  some  have  greatness  thrown  upon 
thenu"  I  was  one,  sir,  in  this  interlude;  one  Sir 
Tonas,  sir;  but  that's  all  one:— "B7  the  Lord, 
fool,  I  am  not  mad ;"— But  do  70U  remember  ? 
^  Madam,  why  laugh  you  at  such  a  barren  rascal  ? 
an  you  smile  not,  he's  gagg'd:"  and  thus  the 
whirligig  of  time  brings  in  his  revenge. 

Mai,  111  be  revenged  on  the  whole  pack  of  yon. 

OU.  He  hath  been  most  notoriously  abusu. 

i>iiJbe.  Pursue   Mm,    and    entreat    him    to    a 
peace: — 
He  hatli  not  told  us  of  the  captain  yet ; 
When  that  is  known,  and  golden  time  convents, 
A  solemn  combination  shall  be  made 
Of  our  dear  souls — Mean  time,  sweet  sister, 
We  will  not  part  from  hence. — Cesario,  come ; 
For  so  you  shall  be  while  yon  are  a  man ; 
Dut,  when  in  other  habits  vou  are  seen, 
Onino*8  mistress,  and  his  fanoy*s  queen. 


OR,  WHAT  TOU  WILL. 
SONG. 

Clo.  When  that  I  was  and  a  little  tiny  boy. 
With  hey,  ho.  Ihe  wmJ  aud  the  raia, 
A  foolish  thing  was  but  a  toy, 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

But  when  I  came  to  man*s  estate, 
With  hey,  ho.  the  wind  and  the  nUn. 

*Gain4t  knave  aud  thief  men  shut  their  c^tc 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

But  when  I  came,  alas  I  to  wive. 

With  hey.  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain. 
By  swaKgering  could  I  never  thrive, 

For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

But  when  I  came  nnto  my  bed. 
With  hey.  ho.  the  wind  and  the  rain. 

With  toss-pots  still  had  drunken  head. 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

A  great  while  ago  the  world  begun. 

With  hey,  ho.  the  wind  and  the  rain; 
But  that's  all  one,  nur  play  is  done, 

And  we'U  strive  to  ylease  you  every  day 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


Mr  JORV  FAL8TAFF.      FENTOH. 

SHALLOW.  %  eoaatryjiutle*. 

SLENDER,  cooBlii  to  SluOlow. 

Ifr.  FORD,  a  gentlem&n  dwelling  at  Windsor. 

Ur.  PAGE,  a  eentleman  dwelling  at  Wlndiior, 

WnJJAM  PAGE.  %  boy,  ion  to  Mr.  Pag^ 

Sir  HUGH  EVANS,  a  Welsh  parson. 

Dr.  CAIUS,  a  Franeb  phyilcUB. 


HOBToftheOartarltaB.    BARDOLPR,  a  followtr  of  Fyitall. 

HTK,  a  follower  of  Falstaff.    PISTOL,  a  foUowsr  of  Falstafl. 

BOBIN,  pago  to  FalstailL       SIMPLE,  senraat  to  Slcador. 

RUOBT,  seryant  to  Dr.  Oaloa. 

Mn.  FORD.       Mn.  PAGE. 

Iffrt.  ANN  PAGE,  daoghtar  to  Mn.  Pa<a 

Mra.  QUICKLY,  sarraat  to  Dr.  Caiaa. 

Senraat*  to  Paco,Ftad,A«. 


ACT  I. 


BGEKB  L— Windsor.    Q<sr^m  Front  of  Pages' 
Houae. 

Enter  Justice  Shallow,  Slender,  and  Sir  Hugh 
Evans. 

SkaL  Sir  Hugh,  persuade  me  not;  I  will  make 
a  Star-chamber  matter  of  it :  if  he  were  twenty 
Sir  John  Falstaff,  he  shall  not  abase  Robert 
Shallow,  esciuire. 

£Bm,  In  the  county  of  Gloster,  justice  of  peace, 
and  eorwn, 

8haL  Ay,  oonsin  Slender,  and  Cust-atorum. 

Slen,  Ay,  and  rotalontm  too ;  and  a  gentleman 
bom,  master  parson ;  who  writes  himself  armigero; 
in  any  bill,  warrant,  quittance,  or  obligation, 
anttiffero, 

SKcd,  Ay,  that  I. do;  and  have  done  any  time 
these  three  hundred  years. 

8ltn,  All  his  successors,  gone  before  him,  have 
donet ;  and  all  his  ancestors,  that  come  after  him, 
may :  they  may  give  the  dozen  white  luces  in 
their  coat. 

&iaL  It  is  an  old  coat. 

Eva,  The  dozen  white  louses  do  b€come  an  old 
ooat  well ;  it  agrees  well,  passant :  it  is  a  familiar 
beast  to  man,  and  signifies  love. 

.  Suil  The  luce  is  the  fresh  fish ;  the  salt  fish  is 
an  old  coat. 

Slen,  I  may  quarter,  coz  ? 

ShaL,  You  may,  by  marrying. 

Eta,  It  is  marrying,  indeed,  if  he  quarter  it. 

8hal,  Not  a  whit. 

Eva,  Yes,  py'r  lady ;  if  he  has  a  quarter  of  your 
coat  there  is  but  three  skirts  for  yourself,  in  mj 
simple  conjectures;  but  that  is  all  one:  If  Sir 
John  Falstaff  have  comrailted  disparagements  unto 
you,  I  am  of  the  church,  and  will  be  giad  to  do 
m^  benevolence,  to  make  atonements  and  compro- 
mises between  you. 

ShaL  The  council  shall  hear  it ;  it  is  a  riot. 

Eta,  It  is  not  meet  the  council  hear  a  riot; 
there  is  no  fear  of  Got  in  a  riot :  the  council,  look 
you,  shall  dasire  to  hear  the  fear  of  Got,  and  not 
to  hear  a  riot ;  take  your  vizaments  in  that. 

Shal.  Ha  I  o'  mj  life,  if  I  were  young  again  the 
•wonl  should  end  it. 

Eva,  It  is  potter  that  friends  is  the  sword,  and 
3nd  it;  and  there  is  also  another  device  in  my 


prain,  which,  peradventure,pring8  goot  discretions 
with  it :  There  is  Anne  Pa^e,  which  is  daughter 
to  Master  George  Page,  whidi  is  pretty  virginity. 

SUn,  Mistress  Anne  Page?  She  has  brown 
hair,  and  speaks  small  like  a  woman. 

Eva,  It  IS  that  fery  person  for  all  the  'orld,  as  just 
as  you  will  desire ;  and  seven  hundred  pounds  of 
moneys^  and  gold,  and  silver,  is  her  grandsire 
upon  his  death's-bed  (Got  deliver  to  a  joyful 
resurrections !)  give,  when  she  is  able  to  overtake 
seventeen  years  old :  it  were  a  goot  motion  if  wc 
leave  our  pribbles  and  prabbles,  and  desire  a 
marriage  between  Master  Abraham  and  Mistress 
Anne  Page. 

ShaL  Did  her  grandsire  leave  her  seven  hundred 
pound? 

Eva,  Ay,  and  her  father  is  make  her  a  petter 
penny. 

ShaL  I  know  the  young  gentlewoman ;  she  has 
goodg^fts. 

Eva.  Seven  hundred  pounds,  and  possibilities, 
is  goot  gifts. 

Shal.  Well,  let  us  see  honest  Master  Page :  Is 
Falstaff  there? 

Eva,  Shall  I  tell  von  a  lie?  I  do  despise  a  liar 
as  I  do  despise  one  that  is  false ;  or  as  I  despise  one 
that  b  not  true.  The  knight,  Sir  John,  is  there; 
and  I  beseech  you  be  ruled  by  your  well-willers. 
I  will  peat  the  door  [hnocka]  for  Master  Page. 
What,  boat  Got  pless  your  house  here  I 

Enter  Paob. 

Page,  Who's  there? 

Eva,  Here  is  Got's  plessing,  and  your  friend, 
Ju<;tice  Shallow :  and  here  young  Master  Slcndci : 
that,  peradventures,  shall  tell  you  another  tale,  it 
matters  grow  to  your  likings. 

Page.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  worships  well :  t 
thank  you  for  my  venison.  Master  Shallow. 

Shal.  Master  Pa^e,  I  am  glad  to  see  you ;  much 

food  do  it  your  good  heart  I  I  wished  your  venison 
etter ;  it  was  ill  killed : — How  doth  good  M  idtress 
Page?— and  I  thank  you  always  with  my  heart, 
la ;  with  my  heart. 
Page,  Sir,  I  thank  you. 
ShaL  Sir,  I  thank  you ;  by  yea  and  no,  I  do. 
Page,  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  good  Master  Slender. 
Slen.  How  does  your  fallow  greyhound,  sir? 
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i  heard  say  oe  was  oatrun  at  Ootaali. 

Jiigc  It  could  not  be  judged,  sir. 

SloL  You'll  not  confess,  you'll  not  confess. 

Sfud.  That  he  will  not:— tis  your  fault:— tis 
your  fiiult :— Tis  a  good  dog. 

J\Mffe.  A  cur,  sir. 

SmL  Sir,  he^  a  good  dog,  and  a  fiiir  dog;  Can 
there  be  more  said  r  he  is  good,  and  fiur.  Is  Sir 
John  Fabtaff  here? 

Flage,  Sir,  he  is  within ;  and  I  would  I  could  do 
a  good  office  between  you. 

Mvcu  It  is  spoke  as  a  christians  ought  to  speak. 

SkaL  He  hath  wronged  me,  Master  Pa^e. 

Bage,  Sir,  he  doth  in  some  sort  confess  it 

ShaL  If  it  be  confessed  it  is  not  redressed ;  is 
not  that  so.  Master  Page  ?  He  hath  wronged  me ; 
indeed,  he  hath ;— at  a  word  he  hath ;— believe  me ; 
Robert  Shallow,  esquire,  saith  he  is  wronged. 

iV^e.  Here  comes  Sir  Jolm. 

Enter  Sir  John  Faubtapp,  Babdolph,  Ntm,  and 
Pistol. 

ItiL  Now,  Master  Shallow  |  youll  complain  of 
me  to  the  king? 

JSfuxL  Knight,  tob  hare  beaten  my  men,  killed 
my  deer,  and  broke  open  my  lodge. 

FaL  But  not  kissed  ^our  keeper's  daughter. 

ShaL  Tut,  a  pin  I  this  shall  be  answered. 

FaL  I  will  answer  it  straight;— I  have  done  all 
this ; — Tliat  is  now  answered. 

ShaL  The  council  shall  know  this. 

FaL  Twere  better  for  yon  if  it  were  known 
in  counsel ;  youll  be  lauded  at 

Iam.  Pauca  verha^  Sir  John,  goot  worts. 

FaL  Goot  worts  I  good  cabbage.— Slender,  I 
broke  your  head ;  what  matter  have  you  against 
ne? 

SUn,  Marry,  sir,  I  have  matter  in  my  head 
against  you;  and  against  your  conev-catching 
rascals,  Bardolph,  Nym,  and  Pbtol.  T Tiiey  car- 
ried me  to  the  tavern  and  made  me  ornnk,  and 
afterwards  picked  my  pocket] 

Bard.  You  Banbury  cheese! 

Sloi,  Ay,  it  is  no  matter. 

Piit,  How  now,  Mephostophilus? 

Sim.  Ay,  it  is  no  matter. 

Nym.  Slice,  I  say!  pauca^  pauca;  slieel  that's 
my  humour. 

Sien.  Where^  Simple,  my  man  ?— can  you  tell, 
oousin? 

Jiva.  Peace:  I  pray  you  I  Now  let  us  under- 
stand :  there  is  three  umpires  in  this  matter,  as  I 
understand:  that  is— Master  P&^e^JtdeUcet,  Master 
Page;  and  there  is  myselt^  fiddicet^  mpelf;  and 
the  tliree  party  is,  lastly  and  finally,  mme  host  of 
Uie  Garter. 

Page.  We  three,  to  hear  it  and  end  it  between 
Uienu 

Eva.  Fery  goot :  I  will  make  a  prief  of  it  in 
ni/  note-book ;  and  we  will  afterwards  'ork  upon 
die  cause,  with  as  great  discreetly  as  we  can. 

FaL  Pistol— 

Pitt,  He  hears  with  ears. 

Eva.  The  tevil  and  his  tami  what  phrai^e  bthis, 
••  He  hears  with  ear  "?    Why,  it  is  affectations. 

Fal.  Pistol,  did  you  pick  Master  Slender 's purse ? 

Slen,  Ay,  by  these  gloves,  did  he  (or  would  I 
miglit  never  cjme  in  mine  own  great  chamber 
again  else),  of  seven  groats  in  mill-sixpences,  and 
two  Edward  shovel-boards,  that  cost  me  two 
shilling  and  twopence  a-piece  of  Yead  Miller,  by 
tJiestt  gloves. 

Fal.  Is  this  true,  Pistol  7 


Efta.  No ;  it  is  fiUse,  if  it  is  a  piek-pursc. 

PiaL  Ha,  thou  mountain-foreigner! — Hir  Johv 
and  master  mine, 
I  combat  challenge  of  this  latten  bilbo: 
Word  of  denial  in  thy  labras  here : 
Word  of  denial :  froth  and  scum,  thou  liest  1 

SUn.  By  these  gloves,  then  'twas  he. 

Kym.  Be  advised,  sir,  and  pass  good  humtiirs ; 
I  will  say,  "  marry  trap,"  with  you,  if  you  run  the 
nuthook^  humour  on  me :  that  is  the  very  note  ot 
it 

&€tL  "By  this  hat,  then,  he  in  the  red  face  had 
it:  for  though  I  cannot  remember  what  I  did 
when  you  made  me  drunk,  yet  I  am  not  altogether 
an  ass. 

FaL  What  eaj  you,  Scarlet  and  John  ? 

Bard.  Why,  sir,  for  my  part,  I  say,  the  gentle- 
man  had  drunk  himself  out  of  his  five  sentences. 

Eva,  It  is  his  five  senses:  fie,  what  the  ignoranoe 
isl 

Bard,  And  being  fiip,  mr,  was,  as  they  say, 
cashiered ;  and  so  oondusions  passed  the  careers. 

Slen.  Ay,  you  spake  in  Latin  then  too ;  but  *di 
no  matter :  I'll  ne'er  be  drunk  whilst  I  live  again, 
but  in  honest,  civil,  godly  company,  for  tlib  trick: 
if  I  be  drunk.  111  be  drunk  with  those  that  have 
the  fear  of  God,  and  not  with  drunken  knaves. 

Eva.  So  Got  Hidge  me,  that  is  a  yirtuous  mind. 

FaL  You  hear  all  these  matters  denied,  gentle- 
men ;  you  hear  it 

Enter  Mistress  Akkb  Page,  with  tome;  Mistress 
Ford  and  Mistress  Paqe^  foUawing, 

Page.  Nay,  daughter,  carry  the  wine  in ;  well 
drink  within.  [Exit  Anne  Pa  or. 

J^en,  O  heaven  I  this  is  Mistress  Anne  Page. 

Piaae.  How  now.  Mistress  Ford? 

FaL  Mbtress  Ford,  by  my  troth,  you  are  yery 
well  met :  by  your  leave,  good  mistress. 

[Kistmg  her. 

Page.  Wife,  bid  these  gentlemen  welcome: 
come,  we  haye  a  hot  venison  pasty  to  dinner: 
come,  gentlemen,  I  hope  we  shall  dnnk  down  all 
unkindness. 

[Exeunt  aU  hui  Shau,  Slen.,  and  EyANS. 

SUn.  I  had  rather  than  forty  shDlings,  I  had 
my  book  of  Songs  and  Sonnets  here:— 

Enter  Simple. 

How  now.  Simple!  Where  have  you  been?  I 
must  wait  on  myself,  must  I?  You  have  not  tlie 
"  Book  of  Riddles"  about  you,  have  you? 

Sim.  "Book  of  Riddles"?  why  aid  you  not 
lend  it  to  Alice  Shortcake  upon  Allliallon'mas 
last,  a  fortnight  afore  Michaelmas  ? 

Skal.  Come,  coz;  come,  coz;  we  stay  for  you. 
A  word  with  you,  coz :  marry  this  coz :  there  is, 
as  'twere,  a  tender,  a  kind  of  tender,  made  afar  off 
by  Sir  Hugh  here:— Do  vou  undei-stand  me? 

Slen.  Ay,  sir,  you  sluill  find  me  reasonable;  if 
it  be  so,  I  shall  do  that  that  is  reason. 

ShaL  Nay,  but  understand  me. 

Slen.  So  I  do,  sir. 

Eva.  Give  ear  to  his  motions.  Master  Slender: 
I  will  description  the  matter  to  you,  if  you  bo 
capacity  of  it 

Skn.  Nay,  I  will  do  as  my  cousin  Shallow  says: 
I  pray  you,  pardon  me;  he's  a  justice  of  peaoa  in 
hb  countr}',  simple  though  I  stand  here. 

Kva.  But  tiiat  is  not  the  question;  the  que»tiaD 
is  concerning  your  marria^^e. 

ShaL  Ay,  thereVi  the  point,  sir.    ^ 
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Eva,  MaiTf,  is  it ;  the  very  point  of  it ;  to 
]Ji5tre88  Anne  Pag^ 

8Un.  Why,  if  it  be  so,  I  will  marry  her,  upon 
uaj  reasonable  demancLi. 

Eva,  But  can  you  affection  the  *oman?  Let  us 
command  to  know  tliat  of  your  month  or  of  your 
lips;  for  divers  phillosophers  hold  tliat  the  lips  is 
parcel  of  the  month: — Therefore,  precisely,  can 
jou  carry  your  good  will  to  the  maid  ? 

3kaL  Cousin  Abraham  Slender,  can  you  love 
her? 

Skn,  1  hope,  sir,—!  will  do  as  it  shall  become 
one  that  would  do  reason. 

JEAm.  Nay,  Got's  lords  and  his  ladies,  yon  must 
speak  possitably,  if  you  can  carry  her  your  desires 
towaroti  he  . 

ShaL  That  you  must:  Wfll  you,  upon  good 
dowry,  marry  ber? 

Slen.  1  will  do  a  greater  thing  than  that,  upon 
jour  request,  cousin,  in  any  reason. 

ShaL  Nay,  conceive  me,  conceive  me,  sweet 
eoe;  what  lao  is  to  pleasure  you, cox:  can  you 
love  the  maid? 

Slen.  I  will  marry  her,  sir,  at  your  request; 
kot  if  there  be  no  great  love  hi  the  beginning,  yet 
Heaven  may  decrease  it  upon  better  acquaintance, 
when  we  are  married  and  have  more  occaMion  to 
kaow  one  another:  I  hope,  upon  funiliarity  will 
grow  more  contempt ;  but  if  you  say,  "  marry 
her,**  I  will  marry  her,  that  I  am  freely  dissolved, 
and  dissolutely. 

J£va,  it  IS  a  feiy  discretion  answer;  save,  the 
fiul'  is  in  the  *ort  dissolutely :  the  'ort  is,  according 
to  our  meaning,  resolutely ; — his  meaning  is  gooo. 

ShaL  Ay,  I  think  my  cousin  meant  well. 

SUn,  Ay,  or  else  I  would  I  might  be  hanged,  la. 

Reenter  Ahkb  Paqb. 

Shei,  Here  comes  £ur  Mistress  Anne :— Would 
I  were  young,  for  your  sake,  mistress  Anne  I 

Anne,  The  dinner  is  on  the  table;  my  father 
desires  yoxa  worship's  company. 

ShaL  I  will  wait  on  him  fair  Mistress  Anne. 

Bfta.  Od*s  plessed  will  I  1  will  not  be  absence  at 
the  grace.  [Exeunt  Sual.  a»id  Sir  li.  Evans. 

Anne.  Will't  piease  your  worship  to  come  in,  sir  ? 

Skn,  No,  I  thank  you,  forsooth,  heartily ;  I  am 
▼eiywill. 

Annt,  The  dinner  attends  you,  sir. 

SUn.  I  am  not  a-hungry,  I  thank  you,  forsooth. 
Go,  sirrah,  for  all  you  are  my  man,  go  wait  upon 
my  cousin  Shallow :  \Eait  Simple.]  A  justice  of 
peace  somethne  may  be  beliolden  to  his  friend  for 
a  man :— I  keen  but  three  men  and  a  boy  yet,  till 
my  mother  be  dead :  but  what  though?  yet  I  live 
like  a  poor  gentleman  bom. 

Anne  I  may  not  go  in  without  your  worship: 
tiiey  will  not  sit  till  you  come. 

8U$i,  r  faith,  111  eat  nothing;  I  thank  yon  as 
much  as  though  I  did. 

Anne.  I  pray  you,  sir,  walk  in. 

Slen.  I  had  rather  walk  here,  I  thank  you ;  I 
bruised  my  shin  the  other  day  with  playing  at 
•word  and  da^trer  with  a  master  of  fence,  three 
veneys  for  a  di^^h  of  stewed  prunes ;  and,  bjr  my 
troth,  1  cannot  abide  the  smeU  of  hot  meat  since. 
Why  do  your  dogs  bark  so  ?  be  there  bears  i'  the 
town. 

Anne.  I  thmk  there  are,  sir:  I  heard  them 
talked  ot 

Slen.  I  love  the  sport  well ;  but  I  i»liall  as  soon 
quarrel  at  it,  as  any  man  in  England :— You  are 
afraid  if  you  see  the  bear  lootie   are  you  not? 


Aime.  Ay,^  indeed,  sir. 

Slen,  Thai's  meat  and  drink  to  me  now:  I  have 
seen  Sackcrson  loose  twenty  times;  and  have 
taken  him  by  the  chain :  but,  I  warrant  you,  the 
women  have  so  cried  and  shrieked  at  it,  tbnt  it 
passed: — but  women,  indeed,  cannot  abide  'em; 
they  are  very  ill-favoured  rough  things. 

Bcrenter  Page. 

Pom,  Come,  gentle  Master  Slender,  come ;  we 
stay  for  you. 

Slen,  1*11  eat  nothing,  I  thank  you,  sir 

Page.  By  cock  and  pye,  you  shall  not  choose, 
sir :  come,  come. 

Slen.  Nay,  pray  jrou,  lead  the  way. 

Page.  Come  on.  sir. 

SUn.  Mistress  Anne,  yourself  shall  go  first. 

Anne.  Not  I,  sir ;  pray  you,  keep  on. 

Slen.  Truly,  I  will  not  go  first;  truly,  la:  I 
will  not  do  you  that  wrong. 

Anne.  I  pray  you,  sir. 

«      Ilf r    '       • 


rather  be  unmannerly  than  trouble- 
some; you  do  yourself  wrong,  indeed,  la. 

[Exewii. 

SCENE  IL^The  $ame. 

Enter  Sir  Hugh  Evahs  and  Siuplb. 

Eva.  Go  jour  ways,  and  ask  of  Doctor  Caius* 
house,— which  \b  the  wajri  and  there  dwells  one 
Mistress  Quickly,  which  is  in  the  manner  of  his 
nurse,  or  his  dry  nurse,  or  his  cook,  or  his  laun- 
dry, his  washer,  and  his  wringer. 

Sim.  Well,  sir. 

Eva.  Nay,  it  is  petter  yet;—  give  her  this  letter; 
for  it  is  a  'oman  that  altogether  s  acquaintance 
with  Mistress  Anne  Page:  and  the  letter  is  to 
desire  and  require  her  to  solicit  your  master's 
desires  to  Bllstress  Anne  Page:  I  pray  you, 
begone ;  I  will  make  an  end  of  my  dinner ;  tliere's 
pippins  and  cheese  to  come.  [Exaud. 

SCENE  IIL— ^  Room  m  the  Garter  Inn. 

Enter  Falbtatf,  Host,  Bardolph,  Ntm,  Pistol, 

and  Robin. 

FaL  Mine  host  of  the  Garter,— 

Ho8t.  What  says  my  bully-rook?  Speak 
scholarly  and  wbely. 

FaV.  Truly,  mine  host,  I  must  turn  away  some 
of  my  followers. 

Host.  Discard,  bully  Hercules;  cashier;  let 
them  wag;  trot,  trot. 

FaL  I  sit  at  ten  pounds  a  week. 

Host.  ThouVt  an  emperor,  Ciesar,  Keiser,  and 
Pheezar.  I  will  entertain  Bardolph;  he  shall 
draw,  he  shall  tap:  said  I  well,  bully  Hector? 

FaL  Do  so,  good  mine  host 

HoaL  I  have  spoke :  let  him  follow :  let  me  see 
thee  froth,  and  live :  I  am  at  a  word ;  follow. 

[Exit  Host. 

FaL  Bardolph,  follow  him ;  a  tapster  is  a  good 
trade :  an  old  cloak  makes  a  new  jerkin ;  a  withered 
servingman  a  fresh  tapster:  Go;  adieu. 

Bant.  It  b  a  life  that  I  have  desired;  I  will 
thriye. 

[Exit  Babd. 

Pist.  O  base  Hungarian  wight!  wilt  thou  the 
spigot  wield  ? 

Nym.  He  was  gotten  in  drink;  \i  not  the 
humour  conceited  ?  [lli^  mind  u  not  heroic.  And 
thereV  the  huiiiuur  oriLl^ 
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^  Fed,  I  am  glad  I  am  so  acquit  of  this  tindp.r-box ; 
his  thefts  were  too  open ;  his  filching  vras  like  an 
unskilful  singer, — ho  kept  not  time. 

Nym,  The  good  humour  is  to  steal  at  a  minufc  s 
rest. 

Pist,  Convey,  tho  wise  it  call:  steal!  foh;  a 
fico  for  the  phrase. 

Fal,  Well,  sirs,  I  am  almost  out  at  heels. 

PUL  Why,  then  let  kibes  ensue. 

FaL  There  is  no  remedy ;  I  must  ooney-catoh ; 
I  must  shifL 

put.  Young  ravens  must  have  food. 

Fal,  Which  of  you  know  Ford  of  this  town? 

PiaL  I  ken  the  wight ;  he  is  of  substance  good. 

FdL  'iiy  honest  laBs,  I  will  tell  you  what  I  am 
about. 

Pist,  Two  ;^ds,  and  more. 

FaL  No  quips  now,  Pistol :  Indeed  I  am  in  the 
waist  two  yards  about ;  but  I  am  now  about  no 
waste ;  I  am  about  thrift.  Briefly,  I  do  mean  to 
make  love  to  Ford's  wife;  I  spy  entertainment  in 
her ;  she  discourses,  she  carves,  she  gives  the  leer 
of  invitation :  I  can  construe  the  action  of  her 
familiar  style;  and  the  hardest  voice  of  her 
behaviour,  to  be  Englished  rightly,  is,  I  am  Sir 
Tohn  Falstaff's. 

Pist.  He  hath  studied  her  will,  and  translated 
her  will,  out  of  honesty  into  English. 

Nym,  The  anchor  is  deep:  Will  that  humour 
pa«? 

FaL  Now,  the  report  goes  she  has  all  the  rule 
of  her  husband's  purse ;  he  hath  a  legion  of  angels. 

Pist,  As  many  devils  entertain ;  and,  '*  To  her ! 
boy,"  say  I. 

Njm,  The  humour  rises;  it  is  good:  humour 
me  tno  angels. 

Fal.  I  have  writ  me  here  a  letter  to  her :  and 
here  another  to  Page's  wife ;  who  even  now  gave 
me  good  eyes  too ;  examined  my  parts  with  most 
judicious  eyelids;  sometimes  the  beam  of  her 
view  gilded  my  foot,  sometimes  my  portly  belly. 

IHst,  Then  did  the  sun  on  dunghill  shine. 

Jij/m.  I  thank  thee  for  that  humour. 

FaL  0,  she  did  so  course  o'er  my  exteriors  with 
such  a  greedy  intention,  that  the  appetite  of  her 
eye  did  seem  to  scorch  me  up  like  a  niiming-glass  I 
Here's  another  letter  to  her :  she  bears  the  purse 
too;  she  is  a  region  of  Guiana,  all  gold  and  bounty. 
I  will  be  cheater  to  them  both,  and  they  shall  be 
excheouers  to  me:  they  shall  be  my  East  and 
West  indies,  and  I  will  trade  to  tliem  both.  (Jo, 
bear  thou  this  letter  to  Mistress  P.i'^e ;  and  thou 
this  to  Mistress  Ford :  we  will  thrive  lads,  we  will 
thrive. 

Pist.  Shall  I  Sir  Pandarus  of  Troy  become, 
And  by  my  side  wear  steel  ?  then,  Lucifer  take  all  I 

Ni,m.  I  will  run  no  base  humour:  here,  take 
the  humour  letter;  I  will  keep  the  liaviour  of 
reputation. 

FaL  Hold,  sirrah,  [to  Rob.]  bear  you  these 
letters  tightly ; 
Sail  like  my  pinnace  to  these  golden  shores.  — 
Rogues,  hiMice,  avauut  I  vanish  like  hailstones,  go ; 
Trudge,  plod  away  i'  the  hoof;  seek  shelter,  pack ! 
Falstafl:  will  learn  the  humour  of  the  age, 
French  thrift  I  you  rogues;  myself,  and  skirted  jjage. 
[Exeunt  Falstapf  and  Robin. 

Pitt,  IjQt  vultures  gripe  thy  guts!   lor  gourd 
and  fuUam  hol(L«, 
And  high  and  low  bejEjuile  the  rich  and  poor; 
TeAtor  1 11  h»ve  in  p<juch,  when  thou  sba!t  lack, 
Biuie  Phrygian  Turk! 


THE    MERRY   WIVFJ3   OF  WINDSOR. 


JVyw.  I  have  operations,  which  be  humours  o/ 
revenge. 

Pist.  Wilt  thou  revenge? 

Nifm.  By  welkin,  and  her  star  I 

I^t.  With  wit,  or  steel  ? 

iVi/w.  With  both  the  humours,  I: 
I  will  discuss  the  humour  of  this  love  to  Ford. 

Pist,  And  I  to  Page  shall  eke  unfold, 
How  Falstaffi  varlet  vile, 
His  dove  will  prove,  his  ^Id  will  hold, 
And  his  sort  couch  dehle. 

Nym,  My  humour  shall  not  cool :  I  will  incena*. 
Ford  to  deal  with  poison;  I  will  possess  him  with 
yellowness,  for  the  revolt  of  mien  is  dangerous : 
that  is  nay  true  humour. 

Pist.  Thou  art  the  Mars  of  malcontents:  I 
seoond  thee;  troop  on.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. -  A  Boomin  Dr,  Cains's  lloute. 
Enter  Mrs.  Quickly,  Simple,  and  Ruobt. 

Quick,  What:  John  Rugby  I — I  pray  thee,  go 
to  the  casement,  and  see  if  ^ou  can  see  my  master, 
Master  Doctor  Caius,  oommg:  if  he  do,  i'  faith, 
and  find  anybody  in  the  house,  here  will  be  an 
old  abusing  of  God's  patience  and  the  king's 
English. 

Hug.  Ill  go  watch.  [Exit  Ruobt. 

Qmck.  Go ;  and  we'll  have  a  posset  for't  soon 
at  night,  in  faith,  at  the  latter  end  of  a  sea-coal 
fire.  An  honest,  willing,  kind  fellow,  as  ever 
servant  shall  come  in  house  withal ;  and,  I  warrant 
^ou,  no  tell-tale,  nor  no  breed-bate :  his  worst  fault 
IS  that  he  is  given  to  prayer;  hb  is  something 
peevish  that  way ;  but  nobody  but  has  his  fault  ;— 
but  let  that  pass.  Peter  Simple  you  say  your 
name  is? 

JSim.  Ay,  for  fault  of  a  better. 

Quick.  And  Master  Slender*s  your  master? 

JSim.  Ay,  forsooth. 

Quick,  Does  he  not  wear  a  great  round  beard, 
like  a  glover's  paring  knife  ? 

Sim,  No,  forsooth :  he  hath  but  a  litle  wee  face, 
with  a  little  yellow  beard  :  a  cane-coloured  beard. 

Quidi,  A  soiUy-sprighted  man,  is  he  not  ? 

Sun,  Ay,  forsooth :  but  he  is  as  toll  a  man  o. 
his  hands  as  any  is  between  this  and  his  head ;  he 
hath  fought  with  a  warrener. 

Quick.  How  say  you  ?— O.  I  should  remember 
him :  Does  he  not  hold  up  nis  head,  as  it  were? 
and  strut  in  his  gait? 

Sim,  Yes,  indeed,  does  he. 

Quick,  Well,  heaven  send  Anne  Page  no  worse 
f  )rtunel  Tell  Master  Parson  Evans  I  will  do 
vrhat  I  can  for  your  master:  Anne  is  a  good  girl, 
and  I  wish — 

Be-enter  Ruobt. 

Bug,  Out,  alas!  here  comes  my  master. 

Quick,  We  shall  all  be  shent:  Run  in  here, 
good  young  man;  go  into  this  cloi$et.  [Sliuls 
Simple  m  the  cLosetA  He  will  not  stey  long.— 
What,  John  Rugby!  John,  what  John,  Isayl 
Go,  John,  go  inquire  for  thy  master ;  I  doubt  he 
be  not  well,  that  he  comes  not  home :— "  And 
down,  down,  adown-a,"  etc  [Sings. 

Enter  Doctor  Caius. 
Omas,  Vat  is  you  sing?    I  do  not  like  dese 
toys ;  Pray  you,  go  and  vetch  me  in  my  closet  wn 
hoitier  verd;  a  box,  a  green-a  box:  Do  inland  vat 
I  speak?  a  green-a  box. 
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Qwick  Ay,  foTBooth,  111  fetch  it  jou.  I  am 
glad  h6  went  not  in  bimself :  if  he  had  found  the 
Toung  man,  ha  would  have   been  horn-mad. 

[Aside. 

Caiui,  Ftyftyftyftl  mafoiy  iX  fait  fori  chaud, 
/•  m'oi  vau  d  la  cour^ — la  grcmdt  affaire 

Oaiclk  Is  it  this,  sir  ? 

Caiug,  Ouy;  mttU  le  au  men  pocket ;  Depichcm 
qqickly :— Vere  is  dat  knave  Rueby  ? 

Qmek  What,  John  Hugbyt  John! 

£uff*  Hare,  sir* 

CoMua,  You  are  John  Bugby,  and  you  are  Jack 
Logby :  Come,  take-a  your  rapier,  and  oome  after 
mj  hael  to  the  court 

Aig,  Tis  ready,  sir,  here  in  the  porch. 

Cams.  By  my  trot,  I  tarry  too  long;— Od*8  me  I 
Quajffouuiit  dere  Is  some  simples  in  my  closet 
dat  I  vill  not  for  the  varld  I  shall  leave  behind. 

Quick  Ah  me  I  hell  6nd  the  young  man  there, 
andbemadl 

Cctiiti,  0  didbU^  diahlel  vat  is  in  my  closet? — 
YiUamy  I  lamml  [PvUmg  Simfle  out.]  Rugby, 
my  rapier. 

OmdL  Qood  master,  ba  content 

CatM.  Verefora  shall  I  be  eontent-a  ? 

Chacim  That  young  man  is  an  honest  man. 

Caiu$.  Vat  snail  de  honest  man  do  in  my  closet  ? 
dara  is  do  honest  man  dat  shall  crme  in  my  closet 

Qtdti.  I  beseech  you,  be  not  so  flejpnatick ; 
ear  the  troth  of  it:  He  came  on  ao  errand  to  me 
from  parson  Hugh. 

Onui  Veil. 

JSim.  Ay,  forsooth,  to  desire  her  to— 

Quick,  Peace,  I  pray  yon. 

Caiui.  Peace-a  your  tongue  :—Speak-a  your 
tale. 

Sim.  To  desire  this  honest  gentlewoman,  your 
maid,  to  sp^  a  good  word  to  Mrs.  Anne  Page 
for  my  master,  in  the  way  of  marriage. 

Qmck.  This  is  all,  indeed,  hi ;  but  ill  ne'er  put 
my  finger  in  the  fire,  and  need  not 

QcduM.  Sir  Hugh  send-a  you?— Rugby,  haillez 
■M  soma  paper :  Tarry  you  a  little-a  while. 

[Writee. 

Qtddt.  I  am  glad  he  is  so  quiet :  if  he  had  been 
thoroughly  moved  you  should  have  heard  him  so 
loud  and  so  melancholy. — But  notwithstanding, 
man,  III  do  your  master  what  good  I  can :  and 
the  ve  7  yea  and  the  no  is^  the  French  doctor,  my 
master,— I  may  call  him  my  master,  look  you,  for 
I  keep  his  hou^e ;  and  I  wash,  wring,  brew,  bake, 
senur,  dress  meat  and  drink,  make  the  beds,  and 
do  all  myMlf  :— 

Sim.  TIs  a  great  ofaarga  to  oome  under  one 
body'^  hand. 

Quick.  Are  you  advised  o'that?  you  shall  find 
it  a  great  charge :  and  to  be  up  early  and  down 
late ;— but  notwithstanding  (to  tell  yc  u  in  your 
ear;  I  would  have  no  words  of  it),  my  master 
bimself  is  in  love  with  Mistress  Anne  rage :  but 
notwithstanding  that,  I  know  Anne^  mind,— that's 
neither  here  nor  there. 

Caiu$.  You  jack*nape;  givent  dls  letter  to  Sir 
Hugh;  by  gar,  it  b  a  challenga:  I  vill  eut  his 
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troat  in  de  park ;  and  1  vill  teach  a  Bcurvr  jack^a- 
nape  priest  to  meddle  or  make: — ^you  may  be  eonc : 
it  is  not  good  you  tarnr  here:— by  gar,  I  vill 
eut  all  his  two  stones;  by  gar,  ha  shall  not  have 
a  stone  to  throw  at  his  dog.  {JExit  Sm . 

Qj^h,  Alas,  he  speaks  but  for  his  friend. 

Caius.  It  is  no  matter-a  for  dat^— do  not  you 
tell-a  me  dat  I  shall  have  Anne  Page  for  myself?— 
by  g;ar,  I  vill  kill  de  Jack  priest ;  and  I  have 
appointed  mine  host  of  de  Jarterrc  to  mcasuru 
our  weapon:— by  gar,  I  vill  myself  have  Anne 

^Uck.  Sir,  the  maid  loves  you,  and  all  shall  bo 
well :  we  must  giva  folks  leave  to  prate :  What, 
thegood-jerl 

Cidus.  Rugby,  oome  to  the  court  vid  me:— By 

gar,  if  I  have  not  Anna  Page,  I  shall  turn  your 

head  out  of  my  door :— Follow  my  heels,  Rugby. 

[Eioeunt  Caius  and  Ruoby. 

Quick.  You  shall  have  An  foors-liead  of  your 
own.  No,  I  know  Anne^  mind  for  that:  never  a 
woman  in  Windsor  knows  more  of  Anne's  mind 
than  I  do :  nor  can  do  mora  than  I  do  with  her,  1 
thank  heaven. 

Fent,  [WithiiL]  Who*8  within  tiiera?  ho! 

Quick.  Who's  there,  I  trow?  Come  near  the 
houae,  I  pray  you. 

Enter  Fehtoh. 

Fent.  How  now,  good  woarum ;  how  doet  thou? 

Quick.  The  better  that  it  pleases  your  good 
worship  to  ask. 

Fent.  What  news?  how  does  pretty  Mbtrasa 
Anne? 

Quick.  In  truth,  sur,  and  aha  is  pr«tty,  and 
honest,  and  gentle ;  and  one  that  is  your  n-iend,  I  can 
tell  you  that  by  the  way ;  I  praise  heaven  for  it 

Fent.  Shall  I  do  any  good,  think'st  thou?  Shall 
I  not  lose  my  suit  ? 

Quick.  Troth,  sir,  all  is  in  His  hands  above : 
but  notwithstanding,  Master  Fenton,  111  be  sworn 
on  a  book,  she  loves  you :— Have  not  your  worship 
a  wart  above  your  eye? 

Fent.  Yes,  marry,  have  I ;  what  of  that  ? 

Quick.  Well,  thereby  hangs  a  tale;  -good  faith, 
it  is  such  another  Nan ;— but,  I  detest,  an  honest 
maid  as  ever  broke  bread; — We  had  an  hour's 
talk  of  that  wart :— I  shall  never  laugh  but  in 
that  maid's  company  I  But,  indeed,  she  is  given 
too  much  to  allicholly  and  musing:  but  for 
you— Well,  go  to. 

Fent.  Well,  I  shall  see  her  to^y;  hold,thara'k 
money  for  thee;  let  me  have  thy  voice  in  my 
behalf:  if  thou  seest  her  before  me,  commend 

Quick.  WiU  I?  ilaith,  that  we  will ;  and  I  will 
tell  your  worship  more  of  the  wart,  the  next  time 
we  have  confidence;  and  of  other  wooers* 

Fent.  Well,  farewell :  I  am  in  great  haste  bow. 

[ExiL 

Quick,  Farewell  to  your  worship — ^Truly.  an 
honest  gentleman;  but  Anna  lovea  him  not;  ror  I 
know  Anne's  laind  as  well  as  anothar  does : — Out 
upon*tI  what  have  I  forgot?  [MwU. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


82 


THE   MERRY  WIVES   OP  WINDbOR. 


ACT   IL 


SCENE  L^S^fore  Pftge's  Houie. 


Enter  Mistress  Paqi,  with  a  Letter, 

Mr$.Page,  What  I  have  I  *8caped  love-letters 
in  the  holiday  time  of  my  beauty,  and  am  I  now 
a  subject  for  them  ?    Let  me  see :  [Reads, 

**  AMk  me  no  reasoD  why  I  love  yoa ;  for  (hough  love 
use  reMcm  for  Its  pradaiaii,  he  admits  him  not  for  his 
oomiclUor.  You  are  not  young,  no  more  am  I :  go  to 
Iben,  there's  empathy:  you  are  merry,  so  am  I:  Hal 
ba !  then  there's  more  sympathy :  you  lore  sack,  and  so 
do  I;  Would  you  desire  better  sympathy?  Let  it  Huffioe 
thee.  Mistress  Page  (at  the  least,  if  the  love  of  soldier  can 
•oflioe).  tl»t  I  love  thee.  I  will  not  saj.  pity  me,  'tis  not 
•  soldier-lika phrase:  but  I  say.  love  ma.  ^y  mo 
Thine  own  true  kztight; 
.  By  day  or  night. 

*  Or  any  kind  of  light,, 

With  all  his  m*sht, 
VOrtheetoHght. 

JoHH  FaxAiaiT.' 

What  a  Herod  of  Jewry  is  tliisl—O  wicked, 
wicked  world  1 — one  that  is  well  nigh  worn  to 
nieces  with  age,  to  show  himself  a  young  gallant! 
What  an  unweighed  behaviour  hath  this  Flemish 
drunkard  picked  (with  the  devil  ^  name)  out  of  my 
ounversation,  that  he  dares  in  this  manner  assay 
me?  Whv,  he  hath  not  been  thrice  in  my  com- 
pany!— What  should  I  say  to  him?— 1  was  then 
Irugal  uf  my  mirtlt : — Heaven  forgive  me  I  Why, 
111  exhibit  a  bill  in  the  parliament  for  the  putting 
down  of  men.  How  shall  I  be  revenged  on  him  r 
<br  revenged  1  will  be,  as  sure  as  his  guts  are 
made  of  puddings. 

Enter  Mbtress  Fobd. 

Mre.  Fiord,  Mistress  Page!  trust  me,  I  was 
^>inff  to  your  house  I 

Mn,  Jmge.  And  trust  me,  I  was  coming  to  yoo. 
You  look  very  ill. 

Mrt,  Ford.  Nay,  III  ne'er  believe  that ;  I  have 
to  show  to  the  contrary.  i 

Mrs.  FoM.  Taith,  but  you  do,  in  my  mind.        \ 

Mre,  FM,  Well,  I  do,  then ;  ^et,  I  say,  I  could  : 
ihow  you  to  the  contrary :  0,  mistress  Page,  give 
me  some  oouosel ! 

Hn.  Plage,  What's  the  matter,  woman? 

Mr$,  Ford.  O  woman,  if  it  were  not  for  one 
vritUng  respect,  I  could  come  to  such  honour  1 

Mrs.  Page,  Hang  the  trifle,  woman ;  take  the 
honour:  What  is  it P—diapense  with  trifles;— 
what  is  it? 

Mr$.  Ford.  If  I  would  but  go  to  hell  for  ao 
temal  moment  or  so,  I  could  be  knighted. 

Mre.  Jiage.  What  ?  thou  liest !— Sir  AUce  Ford  t 
These  knights  will  hack;  and  so  thou  shouldst 
not  alter  the  article  of  thy  gentry. 

Mrs,  Fbrd,  We  burn  daylight.'— here,  read, 
read :— perceive  how  1  might  be  knighted. — 1 
•hall  think  the  worse  of  &t  men,  as  long  as  I  have 
an  eye  to  make  diffiBrence  of  men's  liking:  And 
yet  he  would  not  swear ;  praised  women's  modesty ; 
end  gave  such  orderly  and  well-behaved  reproof 
to  all  uncomeliness.— that  I  would  have  sworn  his 
disposition  would  nave  gone  to  the  truth  of  his 
words :  but  thev  do  no  more  adhere  and  keep  place 
together  than  the  hundredth  psalm  to  the  tune  of 
*•  Green  Sli^eves."  What  tempest,  I  trow,  threw 
tliis  whale,  with  so  many  tons  of  oil  in  his  belly, 
aiUiore  at  Windsor  ?  How  shall  I  be  revenged  on 
him  ?  I  think  the  best  way  were  to  entertain  him 
with  a  hope,  till  the  wicked  fire  of  lust  have 


melted  hhn  In  his  own  grease.— Did  you  ever 
hear  the  like? 

Mrs,  Page.  Letter  for  letter;  but  that  the  name 
of  Page  and  Ford  differs !— To  thy  great  comfort 
in  this  mvstery  of  ill  opinions,  here's  the  twin- 
brother  or  thy  letter:  bat  let  thine  mherit  first; 
for,  I  protest,  mine  never  shall.  1  warrant  he  hath 
a  thousand  of  these  letters,  writ  with  blank  spaoe 
for  different  names  (sure  more),  and  these  are  of 
the  second  edition:  he  will  print  them  out  of 
doubt;  for  he  cares  not  wliat  he  pnts  into  the 
press  when  he  would  put  us  two.  I  had  rather 
be  a  giantess,  and  lie  under  Mount  Pelion.  Well, 
I  will  find  yon  twenty  lascivioas  turtles,  ere  one 
chaste  man. 

Mrs.  Ford,  Why,  thu  is  the  very  same;  the 
very  hand,  the  very  words ;  what  doth  he  think  ci 

UBY 

Mrs,  Page.  Nay,  I  know  not ;  it  makes  me  almost 
ready  to  wrangle  with  mine  own  honesty.  Ill 
entertain  myself  like  one  that  1  am  not  acquainted 
withal;  for,  sure,  unless  he  know  some  strain  in 
me,  that  I  know  not  myself,  he  would  never  have 
boarded  me  in  this  fury. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Boarding,  call  you  it?  Ill  be  sure 
to  keep  him  above  deck. 

Mrs,  Page,  So  will  I ;  if  he  come  under  my 
hatches  111  never  to  sea  again.  Let's  be  revenged 
onhim:  let'sap^inthimameeting; givehimashow 
of  comfort  in  his  suit;  and  lead  liim  on  with  a  fine 
baited  deUy,  till  he  hath  pawned  his  horses  to  mine 
host  of  the  Garter. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  I  will  consent  to  act  an^ 
villainv  against  him,  that  may  not  sully  the  chari- 
ness of  our  honesty.  0,  that  my  huslMUid  saw  this 
letter  I  it  would  give  eternal  food  to  his  jealousy. 

Mrs,  Page,  Why,  look,  where  he  comes ;  and 
my  eood  man  too ;  he's  as  fiir  from  jealousy  as  I 
am  from  giving  him  cause ;  and  that,  I  hope,  is  an 
unmeasurable  distance. 

Mrs,  Ford,  You  are  the  happier  woman. 

Mrs,  Page.  Let's  consult  together  against  this 
greasy  knight :  come  hither.  [Tfiey  retire 

Enter  Fobd,  Pistol,  Paob,  and  Ntm. 

Ford,  Well,  I  hope  it  be  not  io. 

Pist,  Hope  is  a  curtail  dog  in  gome  aiBurs : 
Sir  John  affects  thy  wife. 

Ford,  Why,  sir.  mv  wife  is  not  young. 

Pist.  He  woos  DOth  high  and  low,  rich  and  poor 
Both  young  and  old,  one  with  another.  Ford ; 
He  loves  the  gally-mawfry ;  Ford,  perpend. 

Ford.  Love  my  wife? 

Pist,  With  liver  burning  hot :  prevent,  or  go  thou 
Like  Sir  Acteon  he,  with  Ringwood  at  thy  heeb:— 
O,  odious  is  the  name. 

Ford.  What  name,  sir? 

Pist.  The  horn,  I  say :  farewell  [night: 

Take  heed ;  have  open  eye ;  for  thieves  do  root  by 
Take  heed,  ere  summer  comes,  or  cuckoo  birds  do 

sing.— 
Away,  Sir  Corporal  Nym.— 
Believe  it.  Page ;  he  speaks  sense.  [Exit  Piarou 

Fbrd.  1  will  be  patient;  I  will  find  out  this. 

Ifvnu  And  this  is  true  [to  Page]  I  like  not 
the  humour  of  lying.  He  hath  wronged  me  in 
some  humours:  I  should  have  bomutliehumou  ed 
letter  to  her ;  but  I  have  a  sword,  and  it  sliall  bite 
upon  my  neoessity.  He  loves  your  wife :  thereVi 
the  riiort  «.d  the  loog.  ^V:[,,^^^ji^Q 


HjUkx  I  ipeak,  and  I  avouch.  Tis  true:— mj 
Mune  is  Njm,  and  Falstaff  loves  joar  wife. — 
Adiea  I  I  love  not  the  humoar  of  bread  and  cheese. 
4dieii.  [Exit  Nym. 

Page,  **The  hnmoiir  of  it,*  quoth  ^al  here's  a 
fsUow  firights  hamoor  out  of  bis  wits. 

IbnL  1  will  seek  out  Falstaff. 

JPage,  I  never  heard  such  a  drawling,  affectfaag 
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ranie. 
FonL 


Ford.  If  Idofindit,weUI 
Page,  I  will  not  believe  such  a  Cataian,  though 
the  priest  o'  the  town  commended  him  for  a  true 

IbnL  Twas  a  good  sensible  fellow ;  welll 

Page,  How  now.  Meg? 

Mre.  Page,  Whither  go  yon,  George?— Hark 
▼on. 

Mn,  Fbrd,  How  now,  sweet  Frank  ?  whj  ^ 
thoo  melancholy  ? 

Ford,  1  melancholy  1  I  am  not  melancholy. — 
Get  yon  home,  go. 

Jtfrf.  Ford,  'Faith  thou  hast  some  crotchets  in 
thy  head.  now. — Will  you  go,  Mistress  Page? 

Jtfrt.  Page,  Have  with  you. — You  11  come  to 
dinner,  George?  Look,  who  comes  vender:  she 
shall  be  our  messenger  to  this  paltry  knight. 

[Axide  to  Mrs.  Fobd. 
Enter  Mrs.  Quicklt. 

Mre,  Ford,  Trust  me,  I  thought  on  lier:  shell 
lit  it 

Mre.  Page*  Ton  are  come  to  see  my  dau^ter 
Anne? 

Qmck,  Ay,  forsooth.  And  I  pray,  how  does  good 
Mistress  Anne? 

Mre,  Page,  Go  In  with  as  and  see ;  we  have  an 

boort  talk  with  yon.      [ExemU  Mrs.  Paoe,  Mrs. 

Ford,  and  Mrs.  Quick. 

Page,  How  now,  Master  Ford  ? 

FML  You  heard  what  this  knave  told  me;  did 
yoanot? 

Page,  Tee.  And  you  lieard  what  the  other  told 
me^ 

Fbrd,  Do  you  think  there  is  truth  in  them  ? 

Page,  Hang  'em.  slaves;  I  do  not  think  the 
knight  would  offer  it:  but  these  that  accuse  him 
in  his  intent  towards  our  wives  are  a  yoke  of  his 
lUsearded  men:  very  rogues,  now  they  be  out  of 
•ervioe. 

Ford,  Were  they  his  men? 

Page,  "Hmttj  were  they. 

Ford,  I  like  it  never  the  better  for  that— Does 
he  lie  at  the  Garter? 

Page,  Ay,  marry,  does  he.  If  he  should  intend 
this  voyage  towaras  my  wife,  I  would  turn  her 
loose  to  him ;  and  what  he  gets  more  of  her  than 
shan  words,  let  it  lie  on  my  liead. 

Ford,  I  do  not  misdoubt  my  wife ;  but  I  would 
be  loth  to  turn  them  together :  a  man  may  be  too 
confident :  I  would  have  nothing  lie  on  my  head : 
1  cannot  be  thus  satisfied. 

Page,  Look,  where  my  ranting  host  of  the 
Garter  comes :  there  is  either  liquor  in  his  pate,  or 
Buney  in  his  purse,  when  he  looks  so  merrily. — 
How  now,  mme  host  ? 

Emier  Host  and  Shallow. 

Boet,  How  now,  bully-rook?  thouVte  gentle- 
nan  :  cavalero-jostice,  1  say  1 

8haL  I  follow,  mine  host,  I  follow.— Good  even, 
«m1  twenty,  ^ood  Master  Page  I  Master  Page, 
will  yoa  go  with  as?  we  have  sport  in  hand. 


HotL  Tell  him,  cavalero-jostioe :  tell  him« 
bullv-rook. 

8naL  Sir,  there  is  a  fray  to  be  fought  between 
Sir  Hugh  the  Welsh  priest  and  Caius  the  French 
doctor. 

Ford,  Goo4  mine  host  o*  the  Garter,  a  word 
with  you 

Hoot,  What  say'st  thou,  my  bully-rook  ? 

\  They  go  aside, 

ShaL  WUl  yon  [to  Paoe]  go  with  us  to  behold 
it  ?  My  merry  ho8t  hath  had  the  measuring  of 
their  weapons ;  and,  I  think,  hath  appointed  them 
contrary  places :  for,  believe  me,  I  hear  the  parson 
is  no  jester.  Hark,  I  will  tell  youwhat  oar  sport 
shall  be. 

Host,  Hast  thoa  no  salt  against  my  knight,  my 
guest-cavalier? 

Ford  None,  I  protest;  bat  111  give  ^u  a  pottle 
of  burnt  sack  to  nve  me  recourse  to  him,  and  tell 
him  my  name  is  Brook :  only  for  a  jest 

Hott,  My  hand,  bully;  thou  shalt  have  egress 
and  regress ;  said  I  well?  and  thv  name  shall  be 
Brook :  It  is  a  merry  knight  Will  yon  go  on, 
beers? 

8haL  Have  with  yon,  mine  host 

Pitqe,  I  have  heard  the  Frenchman  hath  good 
skill  m  his  rapier. 

ShaL  Tut,  sir,  I  could  have  told  you  more: 
In  these  times  yon  stand  on  dlntanoe,  yonr  passes, 
stoocadoes,  and  I  know  not  what:  'tis  tlie  heart. 
Master  Page ;  *tis  here,  *tis  here.  I  have  seen  the 
time  with  my  long  sword  I  would  have  made  yoor 
four  tall  fellows  skip  like  rats. 

HoeL  Here,  boys,  here,  here  I  shall  we  wag? 

Page,  Have  with  you  ^-l  had  rather  hear  them 
seold  than  fight 

[ExemU  Hoer.,  Shal.,  and  Paob. 

JbrdL  Though  Page  be  a  secure  fool,  and  stands 
so  firmljr  on  his  wife's  frailty,  }ret  I  cannot  put  off 
my  opinion  so  easily :  she  was  in  his  comiMny  at 
Page's  house :  and  what  they  made  there  I  know 
not  Well,  I  will  look  further  intot :  ai\d  I  have 
a  disguise  to  sound  Falstaff:  if  I  find  her  honest, 
I  lose  not  my  Ubour;  if  she  be  otherwise,  ^ 
kbonr  well  bestowed.  [Exit, 

SCENE  IL— il  Room  in  Os  Garter  Inn. 
Enter  Falstaff  and  Pistou 

Fad,  I  will  not  lend  thee  a  penny. 

Pitt,  Why,  then  the  world's  mine  oyster, 
Which  I  with  sword  will  open. 

Fad,  Not  a  penny.  I  have  been  content,  sfr, 
you  should  Uy  my  countenance  to  pawn :  I  have 
grated  upon  my  good  friends  for  three  reprieves 
for  you  and  your  coach-fellow,  N^m ;  or  else  you 
had  looked  through  the  grate,  like  a  geminy  of 
baboons.  I  am  damned  in  hell  for  swearing  to 
gentlemen  my  friends  yon  were  good  soldiers  and 
tall  fellows :  and  when  Mistress  Bridget  lost  the 
handle  of  her  fim,  I  took^  upon  mine  honour  thou 
had'st  it  not 

Pitt,  Didst  not  thoa  share?  hadst  thoa  not 
fifteen  pence? 

FaL  Reason,  you  rogue,  reason:  thb)k*st  thou 
111  endanger  my  soul  graititt  At  a  word,  hang 
no  more  about  me,  I  am  no  gibbet  for  you  :~go. 
— A  short  knife  and  a  throng  ;~to  your  manor 
of  Pickt-hatch,  go— Youll  not  bear  a  letter  for  me, 
you  rogue!— You  stand  upon  your  honour  I  Why, 
thou  unconfinable  baseness,  it  is  as  much  as  I  can 
do  to  lu»p  the  tnm.  of  Bf^,kog^M(e5^^te 
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I  myself  sometfaneHf  levying  the  fear  of  heaven  on 
the  left  hand,  and  hiding  mine  honour  in  mj 
necessity,  am  niin  to  shaflSe,  to  hedge,  and  to  larch ; 
and  yet  you,  rogue,  will  ensconce  your  rags,  your 
cat-A-mountain  looks,  your  red-lattice  phrases,  and 
vour  bold-beating  oaths,  under  tbe  shelter  of  your 
^honour  I  You  will  not  do  it,  you? 

Fist,  1  do  relent  What  would  thon  more  of 
man? 

JEhfer  RoBiH. 

i2o6.   Sir,  here's  a  woman  would  speak  with 
you. 
JUL  Let  her  approach. 

Enter  Mrs.  Quickly. 

^utdb.  Giro  your  worship  good  morrow. 

Ibd,  Good  morrow,  good  wife. 

QmcI;.  Not  so,  ant  please  your  worship. 

Fed.  Good  maid,  then. 

Qtdck,  1*11  be  sworn,  as  my  mother  was,  the 
first  hour  I  vras  bom. 

IbL  1  do  believe  the  swearer :  What  with  me  ? 

Quick,  Shall  I  vouchsafe  your  worship  a  word 
or  two  ? 

FaL  Two  thousand,  &ir  woman :  and  111  vouch- 
safe thee  the  hearing. 

QmcL  There  is  one  Mistress  Ford,  sir; — I  pray 
come  a  little  nearer  this  ways: — ^I  myself  dwell 
with  Master  Doctor  Caius. 

FaL  Well,  on :  Mistress  Ford,  yon  say, — 

QukL  Your  worship  says  very  true:  I  pray 
your  worship  come  a  little  nearer  this  ways. 

FaL  I  warrant  thee,  nobody  hears:— mine  own 
people,  mine  own  people. 

Quick,  Are  they  so  ?  Heaven  bless  them,  and 
make  them  his  servants  1 

FaL  Well:  mistress  Ford;— what  of  Her? 

QuicL  Why,  sir,  she's  a  good  creature.  Lord, 
I^rdl  your  worship's  a  wanton:  Well,  heaven 
for^ve  vou,  and  all  of  us,  I  pray  I 

FaL  Mistress  Ford ; — come.  Mistress  Ford, — 

Quick.  Marry,  this  is  the  short  and  the  long  of 
it:  you  have  brought  her  into  such  a  canaries,  as 
tis  wonderful.  The  best  courtier  of  them  all, 
when  the  court  Uy  lit  Windsor,  could  never  have 
brought  her  to  such  a  canary.  Yet  there  has 
been  knights,  and  lords,  and  gentlemen,  with 
their  coaches;  1  warrant  yon,  ooach  after  coach, 
ietter  after  letter,  gift  after  gift;  smtlling  so 
sweetly  (all  musk),  and  so  rustling,  I  warrant 
you,  in  silk  and  gold ;  and  in  such  aDigant  terms ; 
and  in  such  wine  and  sugar  cft  the  best,  and  the 
fairest,  that  would  have  won  any  woman's  heart ; 
•nd.  I  warrant  you,  they  could  never  get  an  eye- 
wink  of  her.— I  had  myself  twenty  angels  given 
me  this  morning;  but  I  defy  all  angels  (in  any 
such  sort,  as  they  say),  but  in  the  way  of  lionesty  ^— 
and,  I  warrant  you,  they  could  never  get  her  so 
much  as  sip  on  a  cUp  with  the  proudest  of  them 
all :  and  yet  there  has  been  earls,  nay,  which  is 
more,  pensioners;  but,  I  warrant  you,  all  is  one 
with  her. 

FaL  But  what  says  she  to  me?  be  brief,  my 
good  sh^Marcury. 

Quick,  Marry,  she  hath  received  your  letter; 
for  the  which  she  thanks  you  a  thousand  times : 
and  she  gives  you  to  notify,  that  her  husband  will 
be  absence  from  his  house  between  ten  and 
eleven. 

fuL  Ten  and  eleven  ? 

Quick,  Ay,  forsooth :  and  then  yon  may  come 
and  see  the  picture,  she  says,  that  you  wot  ot; 


Master  Ford,  her  husband,  will  be  from  home 
Alas  1  the  sweet  woman  leaids  an  ill  life  with  him 
he's  a  very  jealousy  man :  she  leads  a  very  fram 
pold  life  with  him,  good  heart. 

FaL  Ten  and  eleven :  woman,  commend  me  if 
her;  I  will  not  fail  her. 

Quick,  Why,  yon  say  well :  but  I  have  anothei 
messenger  to  your  worship :  Mistress  Page  hatl 
her  hearty  commendations  to  you  too  ;>-«nd  le* 
me  tell  you  in  your  ear,  sbe%  as  fartuous  a  civi) 
modest  wife,  and  one  (I  tell  you)  that  will  not  mis? 
vou  morning  nor  evening  prayer,  as  any  is  in 
Windsor,  whoe'er  be  the  other:  and  she  Mdeme 
tell  your  worship  that  her  husband  is  seldom  from 
home;  but  she  nopes  there  will  come  a  time.  I 
never  knew  a  woman  so  dote  upon  a  man ;  surely, 
I  think  you  liave  charms,  la;  yes,  in  truth. 

FaL  Not  I,  I  assure  thee;  setting  the  attraction 
of  ifiy  Rood  parts  aside,  1  have  no  other  charms. 
Quiac  Blessing  on  your  heart  fort  I 
FaL  But,  I  praj^  thee,  tell  me  this:  has  Ford^ 
wife  and  Page's  wife  acquainted  each  other  how 
they  love  me? 

Quick,  That  were  a  jest  indeed  I— they  have  not 
so  Uttle  grace,  I  hope: — that  were  a  trick,  indeed ! 
But  Mistress  Page  would  desire  you  to  send  her 
your  little  i)age,  of  all  loves :  her  husband  has  a 
marvellous  infection  to  the  little  page;  and,  truly. 
Master  Page  is  an  honest  man.  Never  a  wife  m 
Windsor  leads  a  better  life  than  shu  docs ;  do  what 
she  will,  say  what  she  will,  take  all,  pay  all,  go  to 
bed  when  she  list,  rise  when  she  list,  all  is  as  she 
vrill :  and,  truly,  she  deserves  it :  forrif  there  be  a 
kind  woman  in  Windsor,  she  is  one.  You  must 
send  her  your  nage ;  no  remedy. 
FaL  Why,  I  will. 

Quick.  Nay,  but  do  so  then:  and,  look  you,  he 
may  come  and  go  between  you  both ;  und,  in  any 
case,  have  a  nay-word,  that  you  may  know  one 
another's  mind,  and  the  boy  never  need  to  under 
stand  anything;  for  tis  not  good  that  ehildren 
should  know  any  wickedness ;  old  folks,  you  know, 
have  discretion,  as  they  say,  and  know  the  world. 
FaL  Fare  thee  well:  commend  me  to  them 
both :  there's  my  purse ;  I  am  yet  thy  debtor.-^ 
Boy,  go  along  with  this  woman.— This  news 
distracts  me  I  [Exeunt  Quickly  and  Bosnr. 

PiaU  This  punk  is  one  of  Cupid's  carriers  :— 
Clap  on  more  sails ;  pursue,  up  with  your  fights; 
Give  fire ;  she  is  my  piize,  or  ocean  whelm  them 
all!  [Exit  I'JSTOU 

FaL  Say'st  thou  so  old  Jack?  go  thy  ways; 
1*11  make  more  of  thy  old  body  than  I  have  done. 
Will  they  yet  look  after  thee?  Wilt  thou,  after 
the  expense  of  so  much  money,  be  now  a  gainer  ? 
Good  body,  I  thank  thee :  Let  them  say,  tis 
grossly  done ;  so  it  be  fiurly  done,  no  matter. 
Eater  Bjlbdolph. 

Bard,  Shr  John,  there's  one  Master  Bcoo'k  below 
would  fain  speidL  with  you,  and  be  acquainted  v?ith 
you;  and  hath  sent  your  worship  a  morning's 
draught  of  sack. 

FiiL  Brook  is  his  name  ? 

Bard.  Ay,  sir. 

Fal.  Call  him  in;  [Exit  Bardolth,]  Such 
Brooks  are  welcome  to  me  tliat  o'erflow  such 
liquor.  Ah  I  ha  I  Mistress  Ford  and  Mistress 
Page,  have  I  encompassed  you  ?  go  to ;  ma  / 

Bd-enter  Bardolfh  toith  Ford  dUguiKd, 

Ford,  Bless  yon,  sir. 

FaL  And  you.  su: :   would  you  iy[TeitlyJvith JdBtt 
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J^bra.  I  make  Isold  to  press  with  so  little  prepa- 
re'JoD  npon  Toa. 

Hd,  VoaTe  welcoms.  What's  your  will? 
Give  us  leave,  drawer.  [Exit  Bakdolpk, 

Ford,  Sir,  I  am  a  gentleman  that  have  spent 
much;  my  name  is  Brook. 

fi'aL  Good  Master  Brook,  I  desire  more  acqtuunt- 
ance  of  yon. 

Ford,  Good  Sir  John,  I  sae  for  yoars :  not  to 
charge  yon;  for  I  must  let  yon  understand  I 
tliink  myself  in  better  plight  for  a  lender  than 
you  are:  the  which  has  somethihg  emboldened 
me  to  thit  unseasoned  intrusion :  for  they  say,  if 
money  go  before  all  wavs  do  lie  open. 

Fat  Money  is  a  good  soldier,  sir,  and  will  on. 

Ford,  Troth,  and  I  have  a  bag  of  money  here 
troubles  me :  if  yon  will  help  to  bear  it,  Idir  John, 
take  all,  or  half,  for  easing  me  of  the  carriage. 

FaL  Sir,  I  know  not  how  I  may  deserve  to  be 
jour  porter. 

Ford,  I  will  tell  you,  sir,  if  you  will  give  me 
the  hearing. 

FaL  Speak,  good  Master  Brook;  I  shall  be 
glad  to  be  your  servant. 

Ford,  Su-,  I  hear  you  are  a  scholar— I  will  be 
brief  with  you— and  you  have  been  a  man  long 
known  to  me,  though  I  had  never  so  good  means, 
as  desire,  to  make  myself  acquainted  with  you.  I 
shall  discover  a  thing  to  you,  wherein  I  must  very 
much  hiy  open  mine  own  imperfection :  but,  good 
Sir  John,  as  you  have  one  eye  upon  my  follies,  as 
you  hear  them  unfolded,  turn  another  into  the 
register  of  your  own :  that  I  may  pass  with  a 
reproof  the  easier,  sith  you  yourself  know  how 
easy  it  is  to  be  suco  an  oniender. 

fid.  Very  well,  sir;  proceed. 

Ford,  Theie  is  a  gentlewoman  in  thif  town,  her 
huabandlB  name  is  Ford. 

FaL  Well,  sir. 

Ford,  I  have  long  loved  her.  and,  I  protest  to 

Iou,  bratowed  much  on  her ;  followed  her  with  a 
oting  observance;  engrossed  opportunities  to 
meet  Der ;  fee'd  every  slight  occasion  that  could 
but  niggardly  give  me  sight  of  her;  not  only 
bought  many  presents  to  give  her,  but  have  given 
largely  to  oumy,  to  know  what  she  would  have 
given ;  bri^y,  I  have  pursued  her  as  love  hath 
pursued  me,  which  hatti  beei^on  the  wing  of  all 
oocaaione.  But  whatsoever  I  have  merited,  either 
in  my  mind,  or  in  my  means,  meed,  I  am  sore,  I 
have  received  none ;  unless  experience  be  a  jewel ; 
that  I  have  purchased  at  an  inlmite  rate;  and  that 
hath  taught  me  to  say  this : 

"  Lore  Uke  a  shadow  flies,  when  mdMtanoe  Ioto  parsaes ; 
Punuing  that  that  flies,  and  flying  what  pttnuee." 

FbL  Have  you  received  no  promise  of  satisfac- 
tion at  her  hands  ? 

Ford,  Never. 

FaL  Have  you  importuned  her  to  sudi  a 
purpose? 

Ford,  Never. 

FaL  Of  what  quality  was  your  lore  then  ? 

Ford,  Like  a  fair  house  built  on  another  man's 
ground ;  so  that  I  have  lost  m^  edifice,  by  mis- 
taking the  place  where  I  erected  it. 

FaL  To  what  purpose  have  you  nnfblded  this 
tomeY 

Ford,  When  I  have  told  you  that  I  have  told 
you  all.  Some  say,  that,  though  she  appear  honest 
to  me,  vet,  in  other  plaoe8,she  enUrgeth  her  mirti 
ao  fiff  that  there  is  shrewd  construction  made  of 
her.  Now,  Sir  John,  here  is  the  heart  of  my  pur- 
poie :  70a  are  a  ^^entleman  of  excellent  breeding,  ' 


WIVES  OP  WINDSOR.  «5 

admirable  discourse,  of  great  admittance,  anthentio 
in  your  place  and  person,  generally  allowed  for 
your  many  warlike,  oourtlike,  and  learned  prepa- 
rations. 

Fal,  0,sirl 

Ford,  Believe  it,  for  yon  know  it:— there  is 
money ;  spend  it,  spend  it;  spend  more;  spend  all 
I  have;  only  give  me  so  much  of  your  time  in 
exchange  of  it,  as  to  lay-  an  amiable  siege  to  the 
honesty  of  this  Ford's  wife:  use  your  art  of  wooing, 
wm  her  to  consent  to  you ;  if  any  man  may,  yon 
may  as  soon  as  any. 

FaL  Would  it  apply  well  to  the  vehemem^  of 
your  affection,  that  I  should  wm  what  you  would 
enjoy  ?  Methinks,  you  prescribe  to  yourself  very 
preposterously. 

Ford,  O,  understand  my  drift!  she  dwells  so 
securelv  on  the  excellency  of  her  honour,  that  the 
folly  of  mv  soul  dares  not  present  itself ;  slie  is  too 
bright  to  be  looked  against.  Now,  could  I  come 
to  her  with  any  detection  in  my  hsind,  my  desires 
had  instance  and  argument  to  oonunend  them- 
selves: I  could  drive  her  then  from  the  ward  of 
her  purity,  her  reputation,  her  marriage  vow,  and  a 
thousand  other  her  defences,  which  now  are  too 
too  strongly  embattled  against  me :  what  say  you 
tot,  Sir  John? 

FaL  Master  Brook,  I  will  first  make  bold  with 
your  money ;  next,  give  me  your  band ;  and  last, 
as  I  am  a  gentleman,  yon  shall,  if  you  will,  enjoy 
Ford*^  wife. 

Ford,  p  good  sir  I 

Fal,  I'say  you  shall. 

Ford,  Want  no  money,  Shr  John,  you  shall  want 
none. 

FaL  Want  no  Mistress  Ford,  Master  Brook,you 
shall  want  none.  I  shall  be  with  her  (I  may  tell 
y.iu),  by  her  own  appointment;  even  as  yon  came 
m  to  me,  her  assistant,  or  go-between,  parted  from 
me :  I  sa^,  I  shall  be  with  her  between  ten  and 
eleven ;  tor  at  that  time  the  jealous  rascally  knave, 
her  husband,  will  be  forth.  Come  you  to  me  at 
night ;  you  shall  know  how  I  speed. 

Ford.  I  am  blessed  in  your  aoqnaintanoe.  Do 
you  know  Ford,  sir  ? 

J'iiL  Hang  him,  poor  cnckoldlyknaviBl  I  know 
him  not:— yet  I  wrong  him  to  call  hhn  poor;  they 
say  the  jealous  wittoliy  knave  hath  masses  of 
money ;  for  the  which  lus  wife  seems  to  me  well* 
favoured.  I  will  use  her  as  theke/  of  theeockoldly 
rogue^  coffer ;  and  there's  my  harreat-home. 

Ford,  I  would  vou  knew  Ford,  sir;  that  you 
might  avoid  him  if  you  saw  him, 

Fal,  Hang  him,  mechanical  salt-butter  rogue  1 
I  will  store  him  out  of  his  wita:  I  vrill  awe  nim 
with  my  cudgel :  it  shall  hang  like  a  meteor  o'ec 
the  cuckold's  boms:  Master  Brook,  thon  shalt 
know  I  will  predominate  over  the  peasant,  and  thon 
shalt  lie  with  his  wife.— Come  to  me  soon  at  night : 
Ford's  a  knave,  and  I  will  aggravate  his  s^le: 
thou.  Master  Brook,  shalt  know-him  fbr  knave  and 
cuckold :  -  come  to  me  soon  at  night  [FxU, 

Ford,  What  a  damned  Epicurean  rascal  is  tnis!— 
My  heart  is  ready  to  crack  with  impatience.— Who 
says,  this  is  improvident  jealousy  r  My  wife  hath 
sent  to  him,  the  hour  is  fixed,  the  match  is  made. 
Would  any  man  have  thought  this  ?— See  the  hell 
of  having  a  false  woman  I  My  bed  shall  be  abused, 
my  coffers  ransacked,  my  refutation  gnawn  at ; 
and  I  shall  not  only  receive  this  villainous  wrong, 
but  stand  under  the  adoption  of  abominable  terras, 
and  by  him  that  does  me  this  wrong.  Terras  1 
-Amaimon  sounds  well|  Lucifer  well* 
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BarbMon,  well ;  Tet  they  are  devils'  additions,  the 
names  of  fiends!  hot  cuckold  I  wittol-cuckoldl  the 
devil  himself  hath  not  such  a  name.  Page  ia  an 
ass.  a  secure  ass  I  he  will  trust  his  wife,  he  will  not 
be  jealou.'^;  I  will  rather  trust  a  Fleming  with  my 
butter.  Parson  Hugh  the  Welshman  with  my 
cheese,  an  Irishman  with  my  aqua-vitae  bottle,  or 
a  thief  to  walk  my  ambling  geldmg,  than  m^  wife 
with  herself:  then  she  plots,  then  she  rmnates, 
then  she  devises;  and  what  they  think  in  their 
hearts  they  may  effect  they  ¥rill  break  their  hearts 
but  they  will  effect.  Heaven  be  praised  for  my 
{ealousy  I — Eleven  o'dook  the  hour  I — I  will  pre- 
vent tlus,  detect  my  vrife,  be  revenged  on  Falstaff, 
and  laugh  at  Page.  I  will  about  it ;  better  three 
hours  too  soon  than  a  minute  too  late.  Fie,  fie,  fie! 
cuckold  I  cuckoldl  cuckold  I  l£xU, 

SCENE  IIL— Field  near  W'mdMt. 
EnUt  GA1U9  cmd  Ruobt. 

CoMtf.  Jack  Rugby  I 

Bmo,  Sir. 

CbMW.  Vat  is  the  dock,  Jack? 

Ruq,  T  is  past  the  hour,  sir,  that  Sir  Hugh 
promised  to  meet 

Couif.  By  gar,  he  has  save  his  soul,  dat  he  is  no 
come;  he  has  pray  his  Pible  veil,  dat  he  is  no 
come;  by  gar,  Jack  Rugby,  ho  is  dead  already  if 
be  be  come. 

Ruq,  He  is  wise,  sir;  he  knew  your  worship 
would  kill  him  if  he  came.  _ 

CbNis.  By  ear,  de  herring  is  no  dead  so  as  I  vill 
kill  him.  Take  your  rapier.  Jack ;  I  vill  tell  you 
how  I  vill  kill  him. 

Bug,  Alas,  sir,  I  cannot  fence. 

Caaitf.  Villainy,  take  your  rapier. 

Bug,  Forbear ;  here's  company. 

Ater  Host,  Shallow,  Slekdeh,  and  Paab. 

Hott.  'Bless  thee,  bully  doctor. 

8kaL  Save  you,  Master  Doctor  Caios. 

Page,  Now,  good  Master  Doctor. 

Sioi,    Give  you  sood-morrow,  sir.  [for? 

CoHis.  Vat  be  all  you,  two,  tree,  four,  come 

Bott,  To  see  thee  fight,  .to  see  thee  foin,  to  see 
toee  trarerM,  to  see  thee  here,  to  see  thee  there; 
to  see  thee  pass  thy  punto,  thy  stock,  thv  reverse 
^y  distance,  thy  montint.  Is  he  dead,  my 
Ethiopian  ?  is  he  dead,  my  Frandsoo  ?  ha,  bully  I 
What  says  my  JEscuUpius  ?  my  Galen  ?  my  heart 
of  elder  ?  ha  1  is  he  dead,  bully  Stale?  is  he  dead? 

Caiue.  Br  gar,  he  is  de  coward  Jack  priest  of 
he  vorld ;  he  Is  not  show  his  (ace. 

Hott.  Thou  art  a  Castilian,  king  Urinal ! 
Hector  of  Greece,  my  boy  • 

Caiue,  I  pray  you,  bear  vitness  that  me  have 
stay  six  or  seven,  two,  tree  hours  for  him,  and  he 
U  DO  come. 

&ud.  He  is  the  wiser  man,  master  doctor :  he 
Is  A  onrer  of  toolf  and  yon  a  ourar  of  bodies;  If 
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you  should  fight,  you  go  against  the  hair  of  your 
professions ;  is  it  not  true.  Master  Page? 

Page,  Master  Shallow,  you  have  yourself  been 
a  great  fighter,  though  now  a  man  of  peace. 

Slud,  Bodykins,  Master  Page,  though  I  now  oe 
old,  and  of  the  peace,  if  I  see  a  sword  out  my 
finger  itches  to  make  one :  though  we  are  justices, 
and  doctors,  and  churchmen.  Master  Page,  we 
have  some  salt  of  <fjr  youth  in  us;  we  are  the 
sons  of  woman,  Master  Page. 

Page,  T  is  true,  Master  Shallow. 

Sud,  It  will  be  found  so,  Master  Page.  Master 
Doctor  Caius,  I  am  come  to  fetch  vou  home.  I  am 
sworn  of  the  peace ;  ^ou  have  showed  yourself  a 
wise  physician,  and  Sir  Hugh  hath  shown  himself 
a  wise  and  patient  churchman :  you  must  go  with 
me.  Master  Doctor. 

Ho$t,  Pardon,  guest  justice:— ah,  Monsienr 
Muck  water. 

CaUu,  Muck-vatert  vat  is  dat? 

Host,  Muck- water,  in  our  English  tongue,  is 
ralour,  bully. 

Caiue,  By  gar,  then  I  have  as  much  muck- 
▼ater  as  de  Englishman :— Scurvy  jack-dog  priest! 
by  gar,  me  villcut  his  ears. 

UoeU  He  will  dapper-ckw  thee  tightly,  bully. 

Caiua,  Ckpper-deHslaw    vat  is  dat? 

Hoet,  That  is,  he  will  make  thee  amends. 

Caiue,  By  gar,  me  do  look  he  shall  dapper-de- 
eUw  me ;  for,  by  gar,  me  vill  have  it.  [wag. 

Boat.  And  I  will  provoke  hun  to  %  or  let  him 

Caiue,  Me  tank  you  for  dat 

Hoet,  And,  moreover,  bullv, — ^but  first  master 
g:uest,  and  Master  Page,  and  eke  cavalero  Slender, 
go  you  through  the  town  to  Frogmore. 

[Aeideioihem, 

Page,  Sur  Hugh  is  there,  is  he? 

Host.  He  is  there :  see  what  humour  he  is  in ; 
and  I  will  bring  the  doctor  about  by  the  fields: 
willitdoweU? 

Shal.  We  will  do  it 

Page^  8haL^  and  Slen,  Adieu,  good  CMster 
doctor.  [Exeunt  Paob,  Shal.,  and  Slbh. 

Caiue.  B^  gar,  me  vill  kill  de  priest;  for  he 
speak  for  a  jack-an-ape  to  Anne  Page. 

Hoet,  Let  him  die:  sheathe  thy  impatience; 
throw  cold  water  on  thy  choler :  go  aoout  Uie 
fields  with  me  through  Frogmore;  I  will  bring 
thee  where  Mistress  Anne  Page  is,  at  a  farm- 
house, a  feasting :  and  thou  shalt  woo  her :  Cried 
I  gaine?  saidi  wdl? 

Caiue.  By  gar,  me  tank  yon  vor  dat :  by  gar,.  I 
love  you ;  and  I  shall  procure-a  you  de  good  guest, 
de  Earl,  de  Knight,  de  Lords,  de  Gentlemen,  my 
patients. 

Hoet.  For  the  which  I  will  be  thy  adversary 
tOMrard  Anne  Page;  said  I  wdl? 

Caiue,  By  gar,  *t  b  good ;  vdl  said. 

Hoet,  Let  us  ¥rag  then. 

(kdue.  Gome  at  my  heels,  Jack  Rugby. 

[BxeMit 
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ACT  IIL 


SCENE  h—A  FSdd  near  Frogmore. 
JSiUer  Sir  Hugh  Eyans  and  Sdcflb. 

3mu  I  pray  yon  now,  ^ood  Master  Slender's 
•enring-inan,  and  (Kend  Him  pie  by  jour  name, 
whidb  war  have  joa  looked  for  Master  Cains, 
that  calls  himself  doctor  of  pbjsio? 

Sun.  Many,  sir,  the  pittie-ward,  the  park-ward, 
tmrj  way ;  old  Windsor  way,  and  every  way  bat 
the  town  way. 

Em,  1  most  fehemently  desire  yon,  you  will 
also  look  that  way. 

iSlMi.  I  will,  sir. 

Em.  Pless  my  soul!  how  full  of  cholers  I  am, 
and  tremplinff  of  mind  I — I  shall  be  glad  if  he 
have  deceived  me:  how  melancholies  I  am!  I 
will  knoff  his  urinals  about  his  knave's  costard, 
when  I  bare  good  opportunities  for  the  'ork — 
pless  my  soul  I  [JSmffs. 

To  shallow  riTen,  to  whose  falls 
lUlodkras  birds  sing  madrigato ; 
There  will  we  voMke  our  peds  of  roeea» 
And  a  thousand  f  rsgzant  posies. 
To  shallow— 

Herey  on  me  1 1  have  a  great  dispositions  to  cry. 

Molodkias  birds  sing  madrigals : 
When  as  I  sat  in  Pabylon,— 
And  a  thousMMl  Tsgram  poslea 
To  shallow— 

Sbn.  Yonder  he  is  coming,  this  way.  Sir  Hu^ 

Em,  He's  welcome: 

"To  shallow  itvera,  to  whose  fslbb— * 
Ilearen  orosper  the  rip^ht !— What  wei^ns  is  he  ? 

Sim,  No  weapons,  sir :  There  comes  my  master, 
Haeter  Shallow,  and  another  gentleman  from  Frog- 
more,  over  the  stile,  this  way. 

Eva,  Pray  you,  give  me  my  gown ;  or  else  keep 
H  in  your  arms. 

Enter  Paob,  Shallow,  and  Slkhdib. 

&iaL  How  now,  Blaster  Parson?  Good  morrow, 
good  Sir  Hugh.  Keep  a  gamester  from  the  dice, 
and  a  good  student  from  his  book,  and  it  is 
wondennL 

SUn.    Ah,  sweet  Anne  Page  I 

Ihffe,  Save  you,  good  Sir  Hugh! 

Em.  Pless  you  from  his  mercy  sake,  all  of  you  I 

ShaL  What!  the  sword  and  the  word;  do  you 
•tndy  them  both  Master  Parson  ? 

/^^  And  youthful  still,  in  your  doublet  and 
boee,  this  raw  rheumatic  day  ? 

Eixi,  There  is  reasons  and  causes  for  it. 

Page,  We  are  come  to  you  to  do  a  good  ofBot, 
master  parson. 

Em.  Fery  well:  What  is  it? 

Bape,  Yonder  Im  a  most  reverend  gentleman, 
who  belike,  having  received  wrong  by  some  per- 
son, is  at  most  <Mds  with  his  own  gravity  and 
patience,  that  ever  yon  saw. 

ShaL  I  have  lived  four  score  years  and  upward ; 
I  never  heard  a  man  of  his  pUce,  gravity,  and 
learning,  so  wide  of  his  own  respect. 

Em,  What  is  he? 

Avs.  I  think  you  know  him :  Master  Doctor 
Cains,  the  renowned  French  physician. 

Em.  Got*s  will,  and  his  nassion  of  my  heart  I 
I  had  as  lief  you  would  tell  me  of  a  mess  of 

Itage.  Whj? 


Eva.  He  has  no  more  knowled^  in  Hibocrates 
and  Galen,— and  he  is  a  knave  besides ;  a  cowardly 
knave,  as  you  wou^  desires  to  be  acquamted 
withal. 

Page,  I  warrant  you,  he*s  the  man  should  fight 
withnim. 

Slen,  0,  sweet  Anne  Page ! 

ShaL  It  appears  so  by  his  weapons:— Keep 
them  asunder ;— here  comes  Doctor  Cains. 

Enter  Host,  Caius,  and  Ruqbt. 

Page.  Nay,  good  Master  Parson,  keep  in  you 
weapon. 

Slud,  So  do  you,  good  Master  Doctor. 

Ho8t,  Disarm  them,  and  let  them  Question ;  let 
them  keep  their  limbs  whole,  ana  had(  oux 
English. 

C/onia.  I  pray  you  letnt  me  speak  a  word  vii 
your  ear  :Verefore  vill  you  not  meet-a  me? 

Eva.  Fray  you  nse  your  patience:  in  good 
time. 

Canu.  By  gar,  you  are  do  eoward,  de  Jack  dog, 
John  ape. 

Eva.  Pray  you,  let  us  not  be  lau^hin^-stogs  to 
other  men's  humours ;  I  desire  vou  m  friendship, 
and  I  will  one  way  or  other  make  you  amends :  - 
I  will  knog  your  urinal  about  your  knave^  cogs- 
comb  for  missing  your  meetmgs  and  appoint- 
ments. 

Caiue.  JXabltl—JMt^  Bugb^r, — mine  hoii  de 
Jarterre^  have  I  not  stay  for  hijn,  to  kill  him? 
have  I  not,  at  de  place  I  did  appoint? 

Eva.  As  I  am  a  christians  soul,  now,  look  you, 
this  is  the  pUce  appointed ;  111  be  judgment  by 
mine  host  or  the  Garter. 

Host,  Peace,  I  say,  Guallia  and  Gaul ;  Frenoh 
and  Welch ;  soul-curer  and  bodv-ourer. 

Ccdus.  Ay,  dat  b  very  good  f  excellent  1 

HoaL  Peace,  I  say;  hear  mine  host  of  the 
Garter.  Am  I  politic?— am  I  subtle?— am  I  a 
Machiavel?  Shall  I  lose  my  doctor?  no;  he 
gives  me  the  potions  and  the  motions.  Shall  I 
lose  my  parson  ?  my  priest?  my  Sir  Hugh?  no; 
he  gives  me  the  proverbs  and  the  noverbs.— Give 
me  thy  hand,  terrestrial ;  so: — Give  me  thy  hand, 

celestial:  so. Boys  of  art,  I  have  deceived  you 

both ;  I  nave  directed  you  to  wrong  places ;  your 
hearts  are  mightjr,  your  skins  are  whole,  and  let 
burnt  sack  be  the  issue. — Come,  lay  their  swords 
to  pawn:— Follow  me,  ]ad  of  peace;  follow, 
follow,  follow. 

Shai.  Trust  me,  a  mad  host: — ^Follow,  gentle- 
men, follow. 
Sien,  O,  sweet  Anne  Page  I 

[Exeunt  Shal.,  Slen.,  Paob,  and  Host 

Oaiua.  Ha  I  do  I  perceive  dat  ?— have  yon  make- 
a  de  sot  of  us?— ha,  ha. 

Em.  This  is  well ;  he  has  made  us  his  vlouting- 
Stog. — I  desire  you  that  we  may  be  friends ;  and 
let  us  knog  our  prains  together^  to  be  revenged  on 
this  same  scall,  scurvy,  cogging  companion,  the 
host  of  the  Garter. 

Caiui.  By  gar,  vit  all  my  heiut ;  he  promise  to 
bring  me  vere  is  Anne  Page;  by  gar,  he  deceive 
me  too. 

Eva.  Well,  I  will  smite  his  noddles :— Pray 
you,  follow. 

[ExewU. 
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SCENE  XL— rAe  Street  m  Windsor. 
Enter  Mistress  Paob  cmd  Robin. 


Mr$,  Page,  Naj,  keep  vour  way,  little  gallant; 
you  were  wont  to  be  a  follower,  but  now  you  are 
a  leader:  whether  had  you  rather  lead  mine  eyes, 
or  eye  your  master's  heels? 

Hob,  I  had  ratlier,  forsooth,  go  before  yoa  like 
a  mnn,  than  follow  him  like  a  dwarf. 

Mrs,  Page.  O  you  are  a  flattering  boy;  now,  I 
see  youll  be  a  courtier. 

Enter  Ford. 

EortL  Well  met,  Mistress  Page:  whither  go 
yoo? 

Mrs,  Ptige,  Truly,  sir,  to  see  your  wife ;  is  she 
at  home? 

FcnL  At;  and  as  idle  as  she  may  hang  together, 
for  want  of  company.  I  think  if  your  husbands 
were  dead,  you  two  would  marry. 

Jtfrt.  Page.  Be  sure  of  that, — two  other  hus- 
bands. 

Ecmd,  Where  had  you  this  pretty  weathercock  ? 

Jir$,  Page.  I  cannot  tell  what  the  dickens  his 
nante  is  my  husband  had  him  of:  what  do  you; 
call  your  knight's  name,  sirrah  ? 

Jtob,  Sir  John  Falstaff. 

Ford,  Sir  John  Falstaff  I 

Jir9,  Rage,  He,  he ;  I  can  never  hit  on*s  name. 
— There  ia  such  a  league  between  my  good  man 
and  he  I— 'Is  your  wife  at  home,  indeecl  ? 

Ford  Indeed,  she  is. 

Mrs.  Page,  By  your  leaye,  ur: — ^I  am  sick,  till 
I  see  her.  [Exeunt  Mrs,  Paob  and  Robin. 

FML  Has  Page  any  brains?  hath  he  any  ejeA  ? 
hath  he  any  thinking?  Sure,  they  sleep;  he 
hath  no  use  of  them.  Why,  this  boy  will  carry  a 
letter  twenty  miles,  as  easy  as  a  cannon  will  shoot 
point-blank  twelve,  score.  He  pieces  out  his 
wife's  inclination ;  he  gives  her  folly  motion  and 
advantage :  and  now  she^s  going  to  my  wife,  and 
Falstaffs  boy  with  her.  A  man  may  hear  this 
shower  sing  In  tlie  wind  I — and  Falstaffls  boy  with 
her! — Qood  plots  I — they  are  laid;  and  our 
revolted  wives  share  damnation  together.  Well ; 
I  will  take  him,  then  torture  my  wife,  pluck  the 
borrowed  veil  of  modesty  from  the  so  seeming 
Mistress  Page,  divulge  Page  himself  for  a  secure 
and  wilful  Actaeon ;  and  to  these  violent  proceed- 
ings all  my  neighbours  shall  cry  aim.  [Clock 
temses.]  The  clock  gives  me  my  cue,  and  my 
assurance  bids  me  search ;  there  1  shall  find  Fal- 
stafT:  I  shall  be  rather  praised  for  tliis  than 
mocked ;  for  it  as  positive  as  the  earth  is  firm  that 
Fahtaff  is  there :  I  will  go. 

Enter  Paob,    Shallow,   Slbnder,  Host,  Sir 
Huou  Evans,  Caius,  and  Ruoby. 

SheL  Page,  &c  Well  met,  Master  Ford. 

Ford,  Trust  me,  a  good  knot:  I  have  good 
oheer  at  home;  and,  I  pray  you  all  go  with  me. 

ShaL  I  must  excuse  myself,  Master  Ford. 

SUn^  And  ^  must  I,  sir ;  we  have  appointed  to 
dint  with  Mistress  Anne,  and  I  would  not  break 
with  her  for  more  money  than  1 11  speak  of. 

BhaL  We  have  lingered  about  a  match  between 
Anne  Page  and  my  cousin  Slender,  and  this  day 
we  shall  have  our  answer. 

8Un,  I  hope  I  have  your  good  will,  £Uher  Page. 

Page,  You  have.  Master  Slender ;  I  stand 
wholly  for  you :— bat  my  wife.  Master  Doctor,  is 
for  you  mlt<H;ether. 


Caiut.  Ay.  by  gar;  and  de  maid  is  love-a  me. 
my  nursh-a  Quickly  tell  me  so  mush. 

Boat,  What  say  you  to  young  Master  Fenton  ? 
he  capers,  he  dances,  he  has  eyes  of  youth,  he 
writes  verses,  he  speaks  holiday,  he  smells  April 
and  May :  he  will  carry  *t,  he  will  carry  't ;  t  is 
in  his  buttons ;  he  will  carry  t 

Page,  Not  by  my  consent,  I  promise  you.  The 
gentleman  is  of  no  liaving;  he  kept  company 
with  the  wild  prince  and  Poins;  he  is  of  too  high 
a  region,  he  knows  t>o  much.  No,  he  shall  not 
knit  a  knot  in  his  fortunes  with  the  finger  of  my 
substance :  if  he  take  her,  let  him  take  her  simply; 
the  wealth  I  have  waits  on  my  consept,  and  my 
coasent  goes  not  that  way. 

Ford,  I  beseech  you,  heartily,  some  of  yon  go 
home  with  me  to  dinner :  besides  your  cliefr,  yoo 
shall  have  sport;  I  will  show  you  amonstpr, — 
Master  Doctor,  you  shall  eo;— so  shall  you. 
Master  Pa^ ;—  and  you,  Sir  Hugh. 

Stud.  W  ell,  fare  you  well :  we  shall  havB  the 
frver  wooing  at  Master  Page's. 

[Exeunt  Shal.  and  Slbn. 

Caiai,  Gk>  home,  John  Kugby ;  I  come  anon. 
[Eadt  KuoBT. 

Host,  Farewell,  my  hearts:  I  will  to  my  honest 
knight  Falstaff,  and  drink  canary  with  him. 

[Exit  Host. 

Ford  [Aeide,"]  I  think  I  shall  drink  in  pipe-wine 
first  with  him;  111  make  him  dance.  Will  you 
go,  gentles  ? 

AIL  Have  with  you,  to  see  this  monster. 

[Exewil, 

SCENE  III.— il  Room  m  Ford^  House, 
Enter  Mrs.  Ford  and  Mrs.  Page. 
Mrs,  Ford,  What,  John  I  What,  Robert  1 
Mrs.  Page,  Quickly,  quickly:    Is   ^e    buck 
basket? 
Mrs,  Ford,  I  warrant:  What,  Robin,  I  sayl 

Enter  Servants,  wih  a  basket, 

Mrs,  Page,  Come,  come,  come. 

Mrs.  Ford,  Here,  set  it  down. 

Mrs.  Page,  Give  your  men  the  charge;  we 
must  be  brief. 

Mrs^  Ford,  Marry,  as  I  told  you  before,  John 
and  Hubert,  be  rMuy  here  hard  by  in  the  In^w- 
house;  and  when  I  suddenly  call  you,  come  forth, 
and  (without  any  pauFe  or  staggering)  uke  tliis 
basket  on  your  shoulders :  that  done,  trudge  with 
it  in  all  haste,  and  carry  it  among  the  whitsters  in 
Datchet  meaa,  and  there  empty  it  in  the  muddy 
ditch,  close  by  the  Thames  side. 

Mrs,  Page,  You  will  do  it? 

Mrs.  Ford,  I  have  told  them  over  and  over ; 
they  lack  no  direction :  Be  gone,  and  come  when 
you  are  called.  [Exeunt  Servants. 

ifrt.  Page.  Here  comes  little  Robin. 

Mter  RoBDr. 

Mrs.  Ford.  How  now,  my  eyas-musket?  what 
news  with  you  ? 

Ech.  My  master,  Sir  John,  h  come  in  at  your 
back-door,  Mistress  Ford;  and  requests  your 
company. 

Mrs.  Page,  You  little  Jaok-a-lent,  have  you 
been  true  to  us? 

Hob.  Ay,  111  be  sworn :  My  master  knows  noi 
of  your  being  here ;  and  hath  threatened  to  put 
me  into  everUsting  liberty  if  I  tell  yon  o^  it ;  roc, 
he  iwean,  hell  turn  me  away. 
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Jfr$,  Page.  ThonVt  a  good  boy ;  this  secrocy  of 
tfaine  shall  be  a  UiJor  to  ttiee,  and  shall  make  thee 
a  new  doublet  aDd  hose.    1*11  go  hide  me. 

ifra.  HnxL  Do  80>— Go  tell  thy  master  I  am 
■lone.    Mistrofls  Page,  remember  you  vonr  cue. 

Exit  UoBiM. 

Mrs.  Page,  1  warrant  thee ;  if  I  do  not  act  it, 
hiss  me.  [Exit  Mra.  Page. 

Mn.  Ford.  Go  to  then ;  well  use  this  an  whole- 
some hurniditr,  this  ktosb  watery  pumpion.  Well 
teach  him  to  know  turtles  from  jays. 

Enter  Falbtaff. 

Fal.  Have  I  caught  thee,  my  heavenly  jewel  f 
Why,  now  let  me  die,  for  I  have  lived  lung 
enough ;  this  is  the  period  of  my  ambition.  0 
this  blessed  hour! 

Mr§,  Ford.  0  sweet  Sir  John  I 

FaL  Mrs.  Ford,  I  cannot  cog,  I  cannot  prate. 
Mistress  Ford.  Now  shall  I  sin  in  my  wish :  I 
would  thy  husband  were  dead.  Ill  speak  it 
before  the  best  lord,  I  would  make  thee  my  lady. 

Mrt.  Ford.  I  yoor  lady.  Sir  Johnl  alas,  X 
should  be  a  pitiful  lady. 

FaL  Let  the  Court  of  France  show  me  such 
another.  I  see  how  thine  eye  would  emulate 
the  diamond:  Thou  hast  the  ril^ht  arched  beauty 
of  the  brow,  that  becomes  the  ship-tire,  the  tire- 
valiant,  or  any  lire  of  Venetian  admittance. 

Mra.  Ibrd.  A  phun  kerchief,  Sir  John:  my 
brows  become  nothing  else ;  nor  that  well  neither. 

FaL  Thou  art  a  tynmt  to  say  so:  thou  woulJ'st 
make  an  absolute  courtier ;  and  the  firm  fixture 
of  thy  foot  would  give  an  excellent  motion  to  thy 
gait,  in  a  semidrcled  Cuthingale.  I  see  what 
thou  wert,  if  Fortune  thy  foe  were  not,  Nature 
thy  friend :  Come,  thou  canst  not  hide  it        [me. 

Afrfc  Ft^  Believe  me,  there^  no  sueh  thing  in 

FaL  What  made  me  love  thee?  let  that  per- 
roade  thee  there's  something  extraordinary  in 
thee.  Come,  I  cannot  cog,  and  say  thou  art  this 
and  that,  like  a  many  of  these  lisping  hawthorn- 
buds,  that  come  like  women  in  men's  apparel,  and 
smell  like  Buokler^bury  in  simple-time :  I  cannot : 
but  I  love  thee;  none  but  thee;  and  thou 
deservcst  it. 
Mr$.Fbrd.  Do  not  betray  me,  sir.    I  fear  you 

love  Mkstress  Page, 
Foi.  Thou  mijitst  as  well  say  I  love  to  walk 

by  the  Counter-gate;  which  is  as  hateful  to  me  as 

the  reek  of  a  lime-kiln. 
Mrt.  Ford.  Well,  heaven  knows  how  I  love  you ; 

andyou  shall  one  day  find  it. 

^  Keen  in  that  mind ;  111  deserve  it 

Mrt,  Ford.  Nay,  I  must  tell  you,  so  you  do ;  or 

««se  I  could  not  be  in  that  mind. 

-fio6.  IwHJm].  Mistress  Ford,  Mistress  Fordl 

geres  Mistress  Page  at  the  door,  sweating,  and 

wowuig,  and  looking  wildly*  and  would  nee  A*  speak 

^»th  von  presently.  ^  ^ 

^  fa^.  Skesiiall  not  sea  me ;  I  wiU  ensconce  me 
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Mra.  Page.  O  well-a-day,  Mintress  Ford !  hsYln.'^ 
an  honest  man  to  your  husband,  to  give  him  sooli 
cause  of  suspidon  I 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  cause  of  suspicion  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  What  cause  of  suspicion? — Out  upon 
you  I  how  am  I  mistook  in  youl 

Mrs,  Ford.  Why,  alas  I  what's  the  matter? 

Mra.  Page,  Your  husband's  coming  hither, 
woman,  with  all  the  officers  in  Windsor,  to  search 
for  a  gentleman  that,  he  says,  is  here  now  in  the 
house,  by  your  consent,  to  take  an  ill  advantage  of 
his  absence :  you  are  undone. 

Mra,  Fbrd  Tis  not  so,  I  hope. 

Mra.  Page.  Prav  heaven  it  be  not' so,  that<you 
have  such  a  man  here ;  but  'tis  most  certain  your 
husband's  coming,  with  half  Windsor  at  his  heels, 
to  search  for  such  a  one.  I  come  before  to  teHyou. 
If  you  know  yourself  clear,  why,  I  am  glad  of  it : 
but  if  you  have  a  friend  here,  convey,  convey:  him 
out.  Be  not  amazed ;  call  all  yoor  senses  to  you : 
delbnd  your  reputation,  or  bid  farewell  to  your 
good  life  for  ever. 

Mra,  Ford.  What  shall  I  do  ?— There  is  a  gentle- 
man, my  dear  friend ;  and  I  fear  not  mine  own 
shame  so  much  as  his  peril:  I  had  rather  tlian  a 
thousand  pound  he  were  out  of  the  house. 

Mra,  Page,  For  shame,  never  stand  '*  you  had 
rather,"  and  **  you  had  rather ;"  your  hu.sbaad  s 
here  at  hand;  bethink  you  of  some  conveyance: 
in  the  house  you  cannot  hide  him.— 0,  how  have 
vou  deceived  me  I — Look,  here  is  a  basket ;  if  he 
be  of  any  reasonable  stature,  he  ma^  creep  in  here ; 
and  throw  foul  linen  upon  him,  as  if  it  were  going 
to  bucking:  or,  it  is  whiting-time,  send  him  by 
your  two  men  to  Datchet  mead. 

Mra.  Ford.  He'stoo  big  to  go  in  there:  what 
shaUIdo? 

He-enter  Falstapf. 

Fed.  Let  me  see't,  let  me  see'tl  O  let  me  6ee*t  I 
ni  in,  111  in ;  follow  your  fWend's  counsel ;— 1  U 
in. 

Mra.  Page.  What  I  Sir  John  FalstalTI  Are 
these  your  letters,  knight? 

FcL  I  love  thee.  Uelp  me  away :  let  ma  creep 
Sn  here;  I'll  never — 

[He  goea  into  the  basket  J  they  cover  Mm 
with  foul  hnen. 

Mrs.  Page.  Help  to  cover  your  master,  boy  • 
Call  your  men.  Mistress  Ford:  You  dissembluig 
knight! 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  John,  Robert,  Johnl  [SxU 
Robin.  lie^nter  Servants.]  Go  take  up  thtge 
clothes  here,  quickly;  where's  the  cowl-^ff^ 
look,  how  you  drumble ;  carry  them  to  the  laun- 
dress in  Datchet  mead :  quickly,  come. 

Enter  PoRD,  Page,  Caiub,  and  Sir  Hugh  Eva.v^ 

Ford.  Pray  you,  come  near :  if  I  suspect  witi- 
'     '    ne,  ili3n  lot 
How   now? 


out  cause,  why  then  make  sport  at  me,  ilion  lot 

ma    liA    v/\np     io«f  •     T     t^AsarvA     it.— HoV 
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Bearoh,  sebk,  iind  out:  111  warrant  well  unkennel 
the  fox:— Let  me  atop  thU  waj  first:— so,  now 
uncape. 

Page.  Good  Master  Ford,  be  contented:  jon 
wrong  yourself  too  much. 

ForcC  True,  Master  Page.— Up,  gentlemen ;  you 
shall  see  sport  anon:  follow  me,  gentlemen. 

*^  [Exit. 

Evan,  This  is  ferj  fiuitastical  humours  and 
jealousies. 

CttMU.  By  gar,  His  no  de  fashion  of  France:  it 
is  not  jealous  in  France. 

Fiagc  Nay,  follow  him  gentlemen ;  see  the  issue 
of  his  search.     [Examt  Eyams,  Paob,  and  C aius. 

Jfn,  Baae.  U  there  aot  a  double  excellency  in 
this? 

Mrs,  Ford,  I  know  not  which  pleases  me  better, 
that  my  husband  is  deceived,  or  sir  Jolm. 

Jtfrs.  ftige.  What  a  taking  was  he  in,  when  your 
husband  asked  who  was  in  the  basket! 

Mn,  Eord,  I  am  half  afraid  he  will  have  need 
of  washing ;  so  throwing  him  into  the  water  will 
do  him  a  benefit. 

Mr$,  Page.  Hang  him,  dishonest  rascal  I  I 
would  all  of  the  same  strain  were  in  the  same 
distress. 

Jfrt.  i'brdL  I  think  my  husband  hath  some 
special  susmcion  of  FalstaflTs  being  here;  for  I 
never  saw  him  so  gross  in  his  jealousy  till  now. 

Mn.  Page.  I  wiU  lay  a  plot  to  try  that :  And 
we  will  yet  have  more  tricks  with  Falstaff:  his 
dissolute  disease  will  scarce  obey  this  medicine. 

Mrs.  Fbrd.  Shall  we  send  that  foolish  carrion, 
Mistress  Quickly,  to  him,  and  excuse  his  throwing 
into  the  water;  and  give  him  another  hope,  to 
betray  him  to  another  punishment? 

Mrs.  Page,  We  will  do  it ;  let  htm  be  sent  for 
to-morrow  eight  o'clock,  to  have  amends. 

BeroUer  Fobd,  Page,  Caius,  and  Sir  Hugh 
Evans. 

Ford,  I  cannot  find  him:  may  be  the  knave 
bragged  of  that  he  could  not  compass. 

Mrs.  Page.  Heard  you  tliat? 

Mrs.  ford.  You  use  me  well,  Master  Ford,  do 
you? 

Ford,  Ajre,  I  do  so. 

Mrt.  Ford,  Heaven  make  you  better  than  your 
thoughts  1 

Ford.  Amen. 

Mrs.  Page,  You  do  yourself  mighty  wrong, 
Master  Ford. 

Ford,  Ay,  ay;  I  must  bear  it 

Eva.  If  there  be  vaj  pody  in  the  house,  and 
In  the  diambers,  and  in  the  coffers,  and  in  the 
presses,  heaven  forgive  my  sins  at  the  day  of 
judgment! 

C/OMcs.  By  gar,  nor  I  too;  dere  is  no  bodies. 

fVyc  Fie,  fie.  Master  Ford!  are  you  not 
ashamed?  What  spirit,  what  devil  suggests 
this  imagination?  I  would  not  have  your 
distemper  in  this  kind,  for  the  wealth  of  Windsor 
Castle. 

/br(iTi8my&ult.Bfa8terPage:  I  suffer  for  it 

Eva.  You  suffer  tor  a  pad  conscience:  your 
wife  is  as  honest  a  *omans  as  I  will  desires  among 
five  thousand,  and  five  hundred  too. 

Caiiu.  By  gar,  I  see  'tis  an  honest  woman. 

Ford.  Well ; — I  promised  you  a  dinner: — Come, 
come,  walk  in  the  park :  I  pray  you,  pardon  me : 
I  will  hereafter  make  known  to  you  why  I 
|iave  done  this.— Come,  wife;— come.   Mistreat 
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Page;  I  pray  you,  pardon  me;  pray  heartOy 
pardon  me. 

Page.  Let's  go  in,  gentlemen;  but,  trust  me 
we'll  mock  him.  I  do  invite  you  to-morrow 
morning  to  my  house  to  breakfast:  after,  well 
a-birding  toother ;  I  have  a  fine  hawk  for  the 
bush:  shall  It  be  so? 

Ford.  Anything. 

Eva,  If  there  is  one,  I  shall  make  two  iu  ^ 
company. 

Caim.  If  there  be  one  or  two.  I  shall  mak>« 
de  tird. 

Ford.  Pray  you  go,  Master  Page. 

Eva,  I  pray  you  now,  remembrance  to-morrow 
on  the  lousy  knave,  mine  host. 

Caim.  Dat  is  good ;  by  gar,  vit  all  my  heart 

Eva.  A  lousy  knave;  to  have  his  gibes  and  his 
mockeries.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV.— il  Room,  m  Page^  House. 
Enter  Fbhtoit   and  Mistress  Anne  Page. 

Fent.  I  see  I  cannot  get  thy  father^  love. 
Therefore  no  more  turn  me  to  him,  sweet  Nan. 

Anne.  Alas!  how  then? 

Fent.  Why,  thou  must  be  thyself 

He  doth  object,  I  am  too  groat  of  birth ; 
And  that,  my  stAte  bemg  ^piU'd  with  my  expense, 
I  seek  to  heal  it  only  by  his  wealth : 
Besides  Uiese,  other  bars  he  lays  before  me« — 
My  riots  past,  my  wild  societies ; 
And  tells  me,  'tis  a  thing  impossible 
I  should  love  thee,  but  as  a  property. 

Anne.  JAvr  be,  he  tells  you  true. 

Fent,  No,  heaven  so  speed  me  in  my  time  to  oomel 
Albeit,  I  will  confess  thy  &tber's  wealth 
Was  the  first  motive  that  I  woo'd  thee,  Anne : 
Yet,  wooing  thee,  I  found  thee  of  more  value 
Than  stamps  in  gold,  or  sums  in  sealed  bags; 
And  His  the  very  riches  <d  thyadf 
That  now  I  aim  at 

Anne,  Gentle  Master  FentOL, 

Yet  seek  my  father's  love ;  stall  seek  it,  air: 
If  opportunity  and  humblest  suit 
Cannot  attain  it,  why  then— hark  you  hither. 

[  They  converse  apart. 
Enter  Shallow,  Slihdbb,  ami  Mrs.  Quicklt 

ShaL  Break  their  talk.  Mistress  Quickly ;  my 
kinsman  shall  speak  for  himself. 

Slen.  Ill  make  a  shaft  or  a  bolt  ont :  slid,  tis 
but  venturing. 

Shal,  Be  not  dismayed. 

Slen.  No,  she  shall  not  dismay  me :  I  oare  not 
for  that— but  that  I  am  afeard. 

QuicL  Hark  ye ;  Master  Slencter  would  apeak  a 
word  with  you. 

Anne.  I  come  to  him. — ^Thia  is  my  fiither's  choice. 
O,  what  a  world  of  vile  ill-fiivour  d  fiiulta 
Looks  handsome  in  three  hundred  pounds  a-yearl 

Qukk,  And  how  does  good  Master  Fenton? 
Pray  you,  a  word  Mrith  you. 

SnaL  She'a  coming;  to  her,  cos.  O  boy,  thov 
hadstafiOhert 

Slen,  I  had  a  father,  Mistreaa  Anne ;— my  unde 
can  lell  you  good  jests  of  him : — Pray  you,  uncle, 
tell  Mistress  Anne  the  iest  how  my  rather  stole 
two  gtHibtt  out  ot  a  pen,  good  uncle. 

ShaL  Mistress  Anne,  my  cousin  lovet  jwl 

Slen,  Ay, 'that  I  do;  aswellaalloveanywoinan 
In  Qlo'ateitthurd. 
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Sktu,  He  will  maintain  700  like  a  gentlewoman. 

Slen.  Ajr,  that  I  will,  come  eat  and  long-tail, 
uider  the  degree  of  a  'sqnire. 

Shal,  He  will  make  70a  a  hmidred  and  fifl7 
pounds  jointure. 

Afim.  Good  Master  Shallow,  let  him  woo  for 
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JShaL  Many,  I  thank  70a  for  it ;  I  thank  70a 
for  that  good  comfort.  She  calls  70a,  ooz :  111 
leave  7011. 

Mme,  Now,  Master  Slender. 

SkiL  Now,  good  Mistress  Anne. 

Atme.  What  is  70ur  will  ? 

Sim,  My  will  ?  'od's  heartlings.  that's  a  pretty 
Jot,  indeed!  I  ne'er  made  my  will  7ct,  I  thank 
Hearen ;  I  am  not  such  a  8ickl7  creature,  I  give 
Hearen  praise. 

Anne.  I  mean.  Master  Slender,  whatwonld  70U 
with  me? 

Slen,  Tml^,  for  mine  own  part,  I  would  little 
or  nothing  with  70U :  your  &tner,  and  m7  nncle, 
hare  made  motions:  if  it  he  m7  luck,  so ;  if  not, 
liapp7  man  be  his  dole  I  The7  can  tell  70a  how 
tbinigs  go  better  than  I  can :  70a  ma7  ask  7oar 
fiuher ;  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Paob  and  Mistress  Paob. 

Bage,  Now,  Master  Slender  >-love  him,  daughter 
Anne — 
Wb7,  how  now,  what  does  Master  Fenton  here  ? 
Ton  wrong  me,  sir,  thus  still  to  haunt  my  house : 
I  told  70U,  sir,  m7  daughter  is  dispos'd  or. 

IhU.  Na7,  Master  Page,  be  not  impatient. 

Mn,  Page,  Good  Master  Fentoo,  oome  not  to 
m7  child. 

Bage,  She  is  no  match  for  70a. 

Fent,  Sir,  will  70a  hear  me? 

Page,  No,  good  Master  Fenton. 

Come,  Master  Shallow;  oome,  son  Slender,  in:— 

Knowing  m7  mind,  70U  wrong  me.  Master  Fenton. 

[Exeunt  Pjioe,  Suau,  and  Slen. 

Mdfc.  Speak  to  Mistress  Page. 

Ikid,  Good  Mistress  Pttge,  for  that  I  love  7onr 
daoghter 
In  such  a  righteons  fiishion  as  I  do. 
Perforce,  against  all  checks,  rebukes,  and  manners, 
I  most  advance  the  colours  of  m7  love. 
And  not  retire:  let  me  have  70ur  good  wilL 

Atme,  Good  mother,  do  not  marr7  me  to  7ond* 

Mn,  Page,  I  mean  it  not;  I  seek  70U  a  better 
husband. 

(Mck,  That%  m7  master,  master  doctor. 

Anm.  Alas,  I  had  rather  be  set  quick  i'  the  earth, 
And  bowPd  to  death  with  turnips. 

Mn,  Page,  Come,  trouble  not  70urself:  good 
Master  Fenton. 
I  win  not  be  7omr  frieno,  nor  enem7: 
M7  daoghter  will  I  question  how  she  loyes  70U, 
And  as  I  find  her,  so  am  I  affected ; 
Till  then,  fiurevell,  sir :— she  must  needs  go  in : 
Her  firthcr  will  be  angry. 

[EaoemU  Mrs.  Paob  and  Ahhb- 

Ibnt,  Farewell,  gentle  mistress:  &rewel1,  Nan. 

Qmti,  This  Is  m7  doing  ■ow.-~Na7,  said  1,  will 
Jon  east  awa7  7our  child  on  a  fool,  and  a  phTsician ? 
Look  on  Master  Fenton :— this  is  m7  doing. 

Phti,  I  thank  thee;  and  I  pray  thee,  once  to- 
night, -Giye  m7  sweet  Nan  this  nng :  There's  for 
tb7  pains.  [Exit, 

ifiadt.  Now  heayen  send  thee  good  fortune  1 
A  land  heart  he  hath:  a  woman  would  run  through  i 


tire  and  water  for  such  a  kind  heart.  But  78t,  I 
would  m7  master  had  Biistress  Anne;  or  I  would 
Master  Slender  had  her ;  or.  in  sooth,  I  would 
Master  Fenton  had  her:  I  will  do  what  I  can  for 
them  all  three ;  for  so  I  have  promised,  and  111  be 
as  good  as  my  word  ;  but  speciou8l7  for  Master 
Fenton.  Well,  I  must  of  another  errand  to  Sir 
John  Falstaff  from  m7  two  mistresses.  What  a 
beast  am  I  to  slack  itl  [ExU, 

SCENE  v.— ^  Earn  m  the  Garter  Inn. 
Enter  Falstaff  and  Babdolph. 

FaL  Bardolph,  I  8a7^~ 

Bard,  Here,  sir. 

FaL  €k>fetdimeaqiiartofsack;putatoastin\. 
[Exit  Bard.]  Have  I  lived  to  be  carried  in  a 
basket,  like  a  barrow  of  butcher^i  offiil ;  and  to  be 
thrown  m  the  Thames?  Well,  if  1  be  served 
soch  another  trick.  111  have  m7  brains  ta'en  out, 
and  buttered,  and  give  them  to  a  dog  for  a  new 
jeu's  gift  The  rogues  slighted  me  into  the 
river  with  as  little  remorse  as  ^107  would  have 
drowned  a  bitch's  blind  puppies,  fifteen  i'  the 
litter :  and  you  may  know  07  my  size  that  I  have 
a  kind  of  alacrit7  m  sinking ;  if'^the  bottom  were 
as  deep  as  hell  I  should  down.  I  had  been 
drowned  but  that  the  shore  was  she]v7  and 
shallow,— «  death  that  I  abhor;  for  the  water 
swells  a  man:  and  what  a  thing  should  I  have 
been  when  I  had  been  swelled  I  I  should  have 
been  a  mountain  of  mamm7. 

E&enter  Babdolph  with  the  vine. 

Bard,  Here's  Mistress  Qaickl7,  sir,  to  speak 
with  you. 

FaL  Come,  let  me  pour  in  some  sack  to  the 
Thames  water ;  for  m^  belly's  as  oold  as  if  I  had 
swallowed  snowballs  mr  pills  to  oool  the  reins. 
Call  her  in. 

Bard,  Come  in,  woman. 

Enter  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Quick.  Bj  joxxt  leave ;  I  017  70U  mero7 :  Giye 
70ur  worship  good  morrow. 

FaL  Take  awa7  these  chalices:  Go,  brew  me  a 
pottle  of  sack  finel7. 

Bard,  With  eggs,  sir? 

FaL  Simple  of  itself ;  111  no  pullet-sperm  m 
m7  hrefnK^—[Exit  BARi>OLpn.]~How  now  ? 

Quick,  Many,  sir,  I  come  to  70ur  worship  from 
Mistress  Ford. 

FaL  Mistress  Fordl  I  haye  had  ford  enough; 
I  was  thrown  into  the  ford :  I  have  m7  bell7  rail 
of  ford. 

Qttick,  Alas  the  da7 1  good  heart,  that  was  not 
her  &ult:  she  does  so  take  on  with  her  men; 
they  mistook  their  erection. 

Fal,  So  did  I  mine,  to  build  upon  a  foolish 
wonum's  womise. 

^uidL  Well,  she  laments,  sir,  for  it,  that  it 
would  7eam  70ur  heart  to  see  it  Her  husband 
goes  this  morning  a-birding :  she  desires  70U  once 
more  to  oome  to  her  between  eight  and  nine.  I 
must  cany  her  word  quiokl7:  she  11  make  7011 
amends,!  warrant 70U. 

IbL  Well,  I  wUl  visit  her:  Tell. her  so:  and 
bid  her  think  what  a  man  is;  let  her  consider  his 
frailt7,  and  then  judee  of  m7  merit 

Quick,  I  will  tell  her. 

FbL  Do  so.    Between  nine  and  ten,  sa7'st  thou? 

Qtdek,  Eight  and  ninei  s^r. 
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FaL  Well,  be  gone:  I  will  not  niiss  her. 
QMu  Peace  be  with  yon,  sir.  \Exit, 

FaL  I  marvel  I  hear  not  of  Master  Brook ;  he 

sent  ine  word  to  stay  within ;  I  like  his  monej 

well.    0  here  he  comes. 

Enter  VOJOK 

Ford.  Bless  yon,  sir! 

FaL  Now,  Master  Brook?  yon  come  to  know 
what  hath  passed  between  me  and  Ford's  wife. 

Ford,  That,  indeed,  Sir  John,  is  my  business. 

FaL  Master  Brook,  I  will  not  He  to  you:  I  was 
at  her  house  the  hour  she  appointed  me. 

Ford.  And  sped  you,  sir? 

FaL  Very  ill-fa vouredly.  Master  Brook. 

Ford.  How  so,  sir?  Did  she  change  her  deter- 
mination ? 

FaL  No,  Master  Brook ;  but  the  peaking  comuto 
her  husband.  Master  Brook,  dwelling  in  a  oontinual 
lamm  of  jealousy,  comes  on  me  in  the  instant  of 
our  encounter,  after  we  had  embraced,  kissed, 
protested,  and,  as  it  were,  spoke  the  prologue  of 
our  comedy ;  and  at  hb  heels  a  rabble  of  his  com- 
panions, thitlier  provoked  and  instigated  by  his 
distemper,  and,  forsooth,  to  search  his  house  for 
his  wife%  love. 

Ford,  What,  while  yon  were  there  ? 

FaL  While  I  was  there. 

Ford,  And  did  he  search  for  yon  and  oonld  not 
find  you  ? 

FaL  You  shall  hear.  As  good  luck  would  have 
it  comes  in  one  Mistress  Pa^e ;  gives  intelligence 
of  Ford's  approach;  and,  m  her  invention  and 
Ford's  wife's  distraction,  they  conveyed  me  into  a 
buck-basket. 

Ford,  A  buck-basket? 

FaL  Yes,  a  buck-basket :  rammed  me  in  with 
foul  shirts  and  smocks,  socks,  foul  stockings, 
greasy  napkins  :  that,  Master  Brook,  there  was  the 
rankest  compound  of  villainous  smell  that  ever 
offended  nostriL 

Ford,  And  how  long  lay  yon  there? 

FaL  Nay,  you  shall  hear.  Master  Brook,  what  I 
have  suffered  to  bring  this  woman  to  evil  for  your 
good.  Being  thus  crammed  in  the  basket,  a  couple 
of  Ford's  knaves,  his  hinds,  were  called  forth  by 
their  mistress,  to  carry  me  in  t)ie  name  of  foul 
clothes  to  Datdiet-lane:  they  took  me  on  their 
shoulders;  met  the  jealous  knave  their  master  in 
the  door ;  who  isked  them  once  or  twice  what 


they  had  in  their  basket :  I  quaked  for  fear,  lest 
the  lunatic  knave  would  have  searched  it ;  but  fete, 
ordaining  he  should  be  a  cuckold,  held  his  hand. 
Well :  on  went  he  for  a  search,  and  away  went  I 
for  foul  clothes.  But  mark  the  sequef,  Master 
Brook :  I  suffered  the  pangs  of  threeseveral  deaths: 
first,  an  intolerable  fright,  to  be  detected  vrith  « 
jealous  rotten  bell-wether :  next,  to  be  oomp&^ed, 
like  a  good  bilbo,  in  the  circumference  of  a  peck, 
hilt  to  point,  heel  to  head :  and  then,  to  bestoppedin, 
like  a  strung  distillation,  with  stinidng  cloches  that 
fretted  in  their  own  grease :  think  of  that, — a  man 
of  my  kidney,— think  of  that;  that  am  as  subject 
to  h&it  as  butter;  a  man  of  continual  dissolution 
and  thaw ;  it  was  a  miracle  to  ^cape  suffocation. 
And  in  the  height  of  this  bath,  when  I  was  more 
than  half  stewed  in  grease,  like  a  Dutch  dish,  to 
be  thrown  into  the  Tiiames,  and  cooled,  glowing 
hot,  in  that  surge,  like  a  horse  shoe;  think  of  that,— 
hissing  hot,— think  of  that.  Master  Brook. 

Ford,  In  good  sadness,  sir,  I  am  sorry  that  for 
my  sake  you  have  suffered  all  this.  My  suit  then 
is  desperate ;  you  11  undertake  her  no  more. 

FaL  Master  Brook,  I  will  be  thrown  into  Etna, 
as  I  have  been  thrown  into  Thames,  ere  I  will  leave 
her  thus.  Her  husband  is  this  morning  gone 
a-birding:  I  have  received  from  her  another 
emba<«8y  of  meeting;  *twixt  eight  and  nine  is  the 
hour,  Master  Brook. 

-fbrJ.  Tis  past  eight  already,  sir. 

Fai.  Is  it?  I  will  then  address  me  to  my 
appointment  Come  to  me  at  your  convenient 
leisure,  and  yon  shall  know  how  I  speed ;  and  the 
conclusion  shall  be  crowned  with  your  enjoying 
her:  Adieu.  You  shall  have  her,  Master  Brook; 
Master  Brook,  vou  shall  cuckold  Ford.        [Exit, 

Ford,  Hum!  hal  is  this  a  vision?  is  this  a 
dream?  do  I  sleep?  Master  Ford  awaken  awake. 
Master  Ford;  there's  a  hole  made  in  youl-'best 
coat.  Master  Ford.  This 'tis  to  be  married  I  thb 
'tis  to  have  linen  and  buck-baskets  I — Well,  I  will 

{)roclaim  myself  what  I  am :  I  will  now  take  the 
echer;  he  is  at  my  house ;  he  cannot  'ecape  me; 
'tis  impossible  he  should ;  he  cannot  Creep  into  a 
halfpennv  purse,  nor  into  a  pepper-box;  bat,  lest 
the  devil  that  guides  him  should  aid  him,  I  will 
search  impossible  places.  Though  what  [  am  I 
cannot  avoid,  yet  to  be  what  I  would  not  sliall  not 
make  mo  tame :  If  I  have  horns  to  make  one  mad, 
let  the  proverb  go  with  me ;  111  be  horn  mad. 

[Eat 
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ACT   IV. 


SCENE  "L—Thc  Street, 


Enter  Mrs.  Page,  Mrs.  Qoxcklt,  and  Wiluav . 

i/rt.  Page,  Is  he  at  Master  Ford's  alreadj, 
tiiink*8t  thou  ? 

Quick.  Sure  he  is  bj  this ;  or  will  be  presently : 
hot  truly  he  is  very  courageous  mad,  about  his 
throwing  into  the  water.  Mistress  Ford  desires 
yoa  to  come  suddenly. 

Mn,  Page.  lH  be  with  her  by-and-by ;  111  but 
bring  my  young  man  here  to  school.  Look, 
where  his  master  comes;  tis  a  playing  day,  I  see. 

Enter  Sir  Huen  Evans. 

Qow  now,  Sir  Hugh  ?  no  school  to-day  ? 

Eva.  No ;  Master  Slender  is  let  the  boys  leave 
topla^. 

Qmck,  Blessing  of  his  heart  I 

Mr$.  Paqe,  Sir  Hugh,  my  husband  says  my  son 
profits  nothing  in  the  world  at  his  book.  I  pray 
yoo  ask  him  some  questions  in  his  accidence. 

Eea.  Come  hither,  William;  hold  up  your 
bead;  come. 

iir$.  Page,  Come  on,  sirrah;  hold  up  your 
head ;  answer  your  master,  be  not  afraid. 

^co.  William,  how  many  numbers  is  in  nouns? 

WHL  Two. 

Qmek,  Truly,  I  thought  there  had  been  one 
number  more;  because  they  say,  od's  nouns. 

Eva,  Peace  your  tattlmgs.  What  is  fair. 
William? 

Win.  Pulcker. 

Quick,  PolecatsI  there  are  fairer  things  than 
pdecats^re. 

Mr  a.  You  are  a  very  simplicity  *oman;  I  pray 
yon,  peace.     What  is  lams,  William  ? 

IFiTTAstone. 

Eva,  And  what  is  a  stone,  William  ? 

Wm.  A  pebble. 

EvcL  No,  it  is  hjpia;  I  pray  you  remember  in 
yonrpram. 

WULlMpte. 

Eta.  That  is  a  good  William.  What  is  he, 
William,  that  does  lend  articles? 

WUL  Articles  are  borrowed  of  the  pronoun; 
and^be  thus  declined,  SinguUuiter  noniinativo^  hie, 
kaCfhoe, 

Eva,  Nbminativo,  kig.  hag^  hog; — pray  yon, 
mark:  genUixQ^hvjue:  WeU,  what  is  your  accuaor 
tiveeatef 

WilL  AccuaaHvo^  hine, 

Eva,  I  pray  you,  have  your  remembrance, 
chOd ;  Aocuaatvoo^  /im^,  hang^  nog, 

Qiack,  Hang  hog  is  Latin  for  baeon,  I  warrant 
yon. 

Eva.  Leave  your  prabbles,  *oman.  What  is 
the  focative  case,  Willuun? 

}ViU,  0—vocativo,0. 

ErtL.  fiemember,  William,  focative  is,  caret, 

Juick,  And  that*8  a  good  root, 
ra.  *Oman,  forbear. 
Mrs,p{Ufe  Peace. 

.fiva.  Wnat  is  your  pem<«DsaiM|)2iira2,  William? 
WUL  Oenitivo  case? 

niU,  Uadtive^—horum^harum^horum. 
Quick,    'Vengeance  of  Jenny's   case!    fie  on 
her !— never  name  her,  child,  if  she  bo  a  whore. 
Eva,  For  shaoio.  *oman. 


Quick.  You  do  ill  to  teaoh  the  child  such  words* 
he  teaches  him  to  hipk  and  to  hack,  which  theyll : 
do  fast  enough  of  themselves,  and  to  call  horum 
fie  upon  you  I 

Eva.  'Oman,  art  thou  lunatics?  hast  thon  no 
understandings  for  thy  cases,  and  the  numbers  of 
the  genders?  Thou  art  a  foolish  christian  crea- 
tures as  I  would  desires. 

Mn.  Plage,  Prithee  hold  thy  peace. 

Eva.  Show  me  now,  William,  some  decJensions 
of  your  proiM>uns. 

WiJL  Forsooth  I  have  forgot. 

Eva,  It  is  qui,  qua,  quod;  if  you  forget  yonr 
quies^  joxir  quces,  and  your  quode,  you  must  be  . 
preeches.    uo  your  vrays,  and  play,  go. 

Mr§.  Page*  He  is  a  better  sohoUur  than  I  thought 
he  was. 

Eva,  He  is  a  good  sprag  memory.  Farewell, 
Mistress  Page. 

Mrs,  Page,  Adieu,  good  Sir  Hugh  [Exit  Sir 
HuoH.]  Get  you  home,  boy. — Come,  we  stay 
too  long.  {ExtimL 

SCENE  U^—A  Boom  in  Ford's  Eoute, 
Enter  Falstafp  and  Mrs.  Ford. 

FaL  Mistress  Ford,  your  sorrow  hath  eaten  up 
my  sufferance :  I  see  you  are  obsequious  in  your 
love,  and  I  profess  requital  to  a  hair's  breadth : 
not  only,  Mistress  Ford,  in  the  simple  office  of 
love,  but  in  all  the  accoutrement,  complement, 
and  ceremony  of  it  But  are  you  sure  of  your 
husband  now  ? 

Mrs.  JFbrd.  He's  a  birding,  sweet  Sur  John. 

Mrs.  Page,  [  Within.]  What  hoa,  gossip  Ford ! 
what  boa  1 

kin.  Ford,  Step  into  the  chamber,  Su*  John. 

[Exit  Falstaff. 
Enter  tin,  Paob. 

Mr$,  Page,  How  now,  sweetheart?  who%  at 
home  bende  yourself? 

Ilrr  Ford.  Why,  none  but  min6  own  people. 

2fr8.  Page.  Indeed? 

Mrs.  Ford.  No,  certainly;  Speak  louder.  [Aeidc, 

Mr$.  Page,  Truly,  I  am  so  glad  you  have 
nobody  here. 

Mr$,Ford.  Why? 

Mrs.  Page.  Why,  woman,  your  husband  is  in 
his  old  lines  again :  he  so  takes  ou  yonder  with 
ray  husband;  so  rails  against  all  married  mankind; 
so  curses  all  Eve's  daughters,  of  what  complexion 
soever;  and  so  bufiiets  himself  on  (he  forehead, 
crying  "  Peer-out,  peer-out ! "  that  any  madness  I 
ever  yet  beheld  seemed  but  tameness,  6ivility, 
and  patience,  to  this  his  distemper  he  is  in  now; 
I  am  glad  the  fat  knight  is  not  here. 

Mrs.  Krd.  Why,  does  he  talk  of  him? 

Mrt.  Page,  Of  none  but  him;  and  swears  he 
was  carried  out,  the  last  time  he  searched  for  him 
in  a  basket :  protests  to  my  husband  he  is  now 
here ;  and  hatn  drawn  him  and  the  rest  of  their 
company  from  their  si)ort,  to  make  another 
experiment  of  his  suspicion ;  but  I  am  glad  the 
knight  is  not  here:  now  he  shall  see  bis  own 
foolery. 

Mrs.  Ford.  How  near  is  he,  Mistress  Page  ? . 

Mrs.  Page,  Hard  by ;  at  street  end ;  he  will  be 
here  anon. 

Mrs,  Ford,  I  am  midonel— the  knight  is  here. 
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Mr$.  Fkage.  Whj,  then  yon  are  utterly  shamed, 
and  he%  bnt  a  dead  man.  Wliat  a  woman  are 
yooI—Away  with  him,  away  with  him;  better 
shame  than  murder. 

Mn.  Ford,  Which  way  should  he  go  ?  how 
should  I  bestow  him?  Shall  I  put  him  into  the 
basket  again? 

jB^enter  Falstaff. 

FaL  No,  111  come  no  more  i*  the  basket:  May  I 
not  go  out  ere  he  come? 

Mrs,  Plage,  AUb,  three  of  Master  Ford's  brothers 
watch  the  door  with  pistols,  that  none  shall  issue 
out ;  otherMrise  you  might  slip  away  ere  he  came. 
But  what  make  yon  here  ? 

FaL  What  shall  I  do?- Ill  creep  up  into  the 
chimney. 

Mrs,  Ford,  There  they  always  use  to  discharge 
their  bhrding-pieces :  Creep  into  the  kiln-hole. 

FaL  Where  is  it? 

Mrs,  FML  He  will  seek  there,  on  my  word. 
Neither  press,  coffer,  chest,  trunk,  well,  vault,  but 
he  hath  an  abstract  for  the  remembrance  of  such 
places,  and  goes  to  them  by  his  note :  There  is 
no  hiding  you  in  the  house. 

FaL  III  go  out  then. 

Mrs,  Paps,  If  yon  so  out  in  your  own  semblance 
yon  die.  Sir  John.    Unless  you  go  out  disguised, — 

Mrs,  Ford,  How  might  we  disguise  bun  ? 

Mrs,  Page,  Alas  the  day,  I  know  not  There 
is  no  woman's  gown  big  enough  for  him ;  other- 
Mriie  he  might  put  on  a  hat,  a  muffler,  and  a 
kerchief!  and  so  escape. 

FaL  Good  hearts,  devise  something;  any 
extremity,  rather  than  a  mischief. 

Mrs,  Ford,  tij  maid's  aunt,  the  bX  woman  of 
Hrentford,  has  a  gown  abOTC. 

Mrs,  Paqe,  On  mr  word,  it  will  serve  him ; 
slie%  as  big  as  he  IS :  and  there's  her  thrumm'd 
hat.  and  her  muffler  too :  Run  np  Sir  John. 

Mrs,  Ford,  Go,  go,  sweet  Sir  John :  Bfistress 
Puffe  and  I  will  look  some  linen  for  your  head. 

Mirs,  Page.  Quick,  quick ;  we  II  come  dress  you 
stiaiffht :  put  on  the  gown  the  while.    {Exit  FaL 

ifrs,  FonL  I  would  my  husband  would  meet 
him  in  this  shape:  he  cannot  abide  the  old  woman 
of  Brentford ;  he  swears  she's  a  witch ;  forbade 
her  my  house,  and  hath  threatened  to  beat  her. 

Mrs.  Page.  Heaven  guide  him  to  thy  husband^ 
eudgel ;  and  the  devil  guide  his  cudgel  afterwards  I 

Mrs.  Ford,  But  is  my  husband  coming  ? 

Mrs.  Page,  At,  in  good  sadness  is  he;  and  talks  of 
the  basket  too,  nowsoever  he  hath  had  intelligence. 

Mrs.  Ford.  \¥ell  try  that ;  for  111  sppoint  my 
men  to  carry  the  basket  again,  to  meet  mm  at  the 
door  with  it,  as  they  did  last  tune. 

ifrt.  Ptige,  Nay.  but  hell  be  here  presently; 
let's  go  dress  him  like  the  witch  of  Brentford. 

Mrs,  Ford.  Ill  first  direct  my  men  what  they 
shall  do  with  the  basket  Gk>  up.  111  bring  linen 
fur  him  straight  [ExiL 

Mrs.  Page,  Uang  him,  dishonest  yarletl  we 
eannot  misuse  him  enough. 

We  II  lasTe  a  proof,  by  tbst  which  «re  will  do^ 
Wives  nuur  W  merry,  and  yet  hoiieit  too : 
We  do  not  act  that  often  Jett  and  laugh ; 
Tli  old  tool  true ;  StUl  swine  eat  aUt^  draff. 

[Exd. 
Re-enter  Mrs.  Ford,  with  two  Servants. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Go,  sirs,  take  the  basket  sgain  on 
Tonr  shoulders ;  your  master  is  luml  at  door ;  if  he 
Did  you  set  it  down,  obey  him:  quickly,  despatch. 

{Exit. 
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1  8erv.  Come,  come,  take  tt  op. 

2  8erv,  Fmy  heaven  it  be  not  ftill  of  knight 
again. 

1  Serv,  1  hope  not:  I  had  as  lief  bear  as  mseli 
lead. 

Enter  Ford,  Paob,  Shallow,  Caios,  and  Sir 
Hugh  Evans. 

Fbrd.  Ay,  bnt  if  it  prore  true.  Master  Ptee, 
have  yon  any  way  then  to  unfool  me  again  ?— S^ 
down  the  misket,  villain  :~somebody  call  my 
wife >— youth  in  a  basket!— O,  you  panderly 
rascals  I  therels  a  knot,  a  ging,  a  pack,  a  oonspiracr 
against  me:  now  shall  the  devil  be  shamt^ 
what!  wife,  I  ssy!— (Jome!  come  forth!  Behuld 
what  honest  clothes  you  send  forth  to  bleach  in;;! 

Page,  Why,  this  nassesi  Master  Ford  prou  are 
not  to  go  loose  any  longer  |  you  must  8e  pmioned. 

Eva,  Why,  this  is  lunatioff  1  this  is  as  mad  as  a 
mad  dog! 

ShaL  Indeed,  Master  Ford,  this  is  not  well; 


Enter 'Mis.FoBD. 

FML  So  say  I  too,  sir.  —Come  hither,  Mistress 
Ford;  Mistress  Ford,  the  honest  woman,  the 
modest  wife,  the  virtuous  creature,  that  hath  the 
jealous  fool  to  her  husband! — I  suspect  without 
cause,  mistress,  do  I  ? 

Mrs,  Ford.  Heaven  be  my  witness  you  do,  if 
you  suspect  me  of  any  dishonesty. 

ForcL  Well  said,  brazen-&ce ;  hold  it  out— Come 
forth,  sirrah!       [PuUs  the  clothes  out  of  the  basket. 

Page,  This  passes! 

Mrs,  Fbrd,  Are  you  not  ashamed  ?  let  the  dothes 
alone. 

Ford.  I  shall  find  you  anon. 

Eva.  Tis  unreasonable !  Will  you  take  op  your 
wife's  clothes?    Come  away. 

Ford.  Empty  the  basket,  I  say. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  man,  why? 

Ford.  Master  Page,  as  I  am  a  man,  there  was 
one  conveyed  out  of  my  house  yesterday  in  this 
basket:  why  maynot  he  be  there  again?  In  my  house 
I  am  sure  he  is :  my  intelligence  is  true ;  my 
jealousy  is  reasonable:  pluck  me  out  all  th^  linen. 

Mrs.  Ford.  If  you  find  a  man  there,  he  shall  die 
a  flea's  death. 

Page,  Here's  no  man. 

ShaL  By  my  fidelity,  tiliis  is  not  well.  Master 
Ford ;  this  wrones  you. 

Eva,  Master  Ford,  you  must  pray,  and  not 
follow  the  imaginations  of  your  own  heart :  this  is 
jealousies. 

Ford.  Well,  he%  not  here  I  seek  for. 

Page.  No.  nor  nowhere  dse,  bnt  m  ^our  brain. 

Ford.  Help  to  search  my  house  this  one  time: 
If  I  find  not  what  I  seek,  show  no  colour  for  my 
extremity,  let  me  for  ever  be  your  table-sport: 
let  tliem  say  of  me.  As  jealous  as  Ford,  thaw 
searched  a  hollow  walnut  for  his  wife%  leman. 
Satisfy  me  once  more;  once  more  search  with  me. 

Mrs,  Ford,  What  boa,  Mistress  PSffe!  come 
you,  and  the  old  woman,  down ;  my  husband  wHI 
come  into  the  chamber. 

^ordL  Old  woman !  What  old  woman^  that? 

Mrs,  Ford.  Why,  it  is  my  maid's  aunt  of  Brant- 
ford. 

Ford,  A  witch,  a  quean,  an  old  ooaening  quean! 
Havel  not  forbid  her  my  house?  She  comes  of 
errands,  does  she?  We  are  simple  men;  we  do 
not  know  what's  brought  to  pass  under  the  pro- 
fession of  fortune4elling.    She  wstfks  ^ip^fifK 


bj  neins,  hj  the  figure,  end  ench  daaberj  as  this 
ie;  Deymkl  our  element:  we  know  nothing. — 
Ck>iiie  aowii,7oa  witch,  yon  hag  70a;  oome  down, 

IMT. 

Mh.  Ford,  Naj,  good,  sweet  husband ;— good 
gentlemen,  let  him  not  strike  the  old  woman. 

Wider  FxunAwr  in  women'i  ctothest  led  iy 
Mrs.  Paob. 

Mn  Bvs.  Come,  Mother  Prat,  come,  give  me 
joorhand. 

FonL  m  prot  her: Out  ef  mj  door,  you 

witeh   [beaU  km],  yon  rag,  you   baggage,  you 

foleeat,  you  ronyoni  ontl  out!    Ill  conjure  you, 
*U  fortune^tell  you.  [Exit  FAUSTAvr, 

Mrs,  Page,  Are  you  not  ashamed?  I  think 
you  have  killed  the  poor  woman. 

Jtfrt.  Ford,  Nay,  he  will  do  it :— Tis  a  goodly 
eredit  for  tou. 

Jbrd  Hang  her,  witchi 

Ewu  By  yea  and  no,  I  think,  the  'oman  Is  a 
witeh  indeed :  I  like  not  when  a  'oman  has  agreat 
peard ;  I  spy  a  great  peard  under  her  muffler. 

Fiord,  Will  yon  follow,  gentlemen?  I  beseech 
yen,  follow;  see  but  the  issue  of  my  jealousy;  if  I 
cry  out  thus  upon  no  tnul,  never  trust  me  when 
lopenanin. 

Page,  Let^  obey  his  humour  a  little  ftirther: 
Come,  gentlemen. 

{Exeunt  Paob,  Ford,  Shal.,  and  Eva. 

Mn,  Fage,  Trust  me,  he  beat  him  most  pitifolly. 

Mr$,  Ford,  Nay,  by  the  mass,  that  he  did  not; 
be  beat  him  most  unpitifully,  methought. 

Mn,  Fage,  111  have  the  cudirel  hallowed,  and 
hon^  o*er  the  altar;  it  hath  done   meritorious 
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Mn,  Ford,  What  think  you?  May  we,  with 
tiie  warnmt  of  womanhood,  and  tlie  witness  of  a 
good  eoMcfienee,  pursue  him  with  any  further 
rerenge? 

Mn,  Fage,  The  spirit  of  wantonness  is,  sure, 
seared  out  of  him ;  if  the  devil  have  him  not  in 
fee  aimple,  with  fine  and  recovery,  he  will  never, 
I  think,  in  the  wav  of  waste,  attempt  us  again. 

Mr$,  Ford,  Shall  we  tell  our  husbands  now  we 
have  served  hhn? 

Mr$,  Fage,  Yes,  by  all  means;  if  it  be  but  to 
scrape  the  figures  out  of  your  husband^  brains. 
If  they  can  find  in  their  hearts  the  poor  unvirtuous 
fiit  kmcht  shall  be  any  flirther  afflicted,  we  two 
will  still  be  the  minieten. 

Mre,  Ford,  111  warrant  theyll  have  him  pub- 
lidr  shamed;  and,  methinks,  there  would  be  no 
period  to  the  jest,  should  he  not  be  publicly  shamed. 

llfv.  Fm,  Come,  to  the  forge  with  it  then, 
•bape  It:  I  would  not  have  things  cod. 

[Exemt, 

BCENE  m^^A  Boom  in  the  Qarter  Inn. 

3Uer  Hoet  and  Bardolpu. 

Bard,  Sir,  the  Germans  desire  to  have  three  of 
your  horses :  the  duke  himself  will  be  to-morrow 
at  eourt,  and  tiiev  are  going  to  meet  him. 

BoeL  What  auke  should  that  be  comes  so 
•ecretly  ?  I  hear  not  of  him  in  the  court :  let  me 
speak  with  the  gentlemen ;  they  speak  English? 

Bard,  Ay,  air ;  111  call  them  to  you. 

Hoti,  Tuej  shall  have  my  horses ;  but  111  make 
them  pay;  111  sauce  them:  they  have  had  my 
hooaes  a  week  at  command ;  I  have  turned  away 
my  other  guests:  th^mnst  oome  off*  111  sauce 
lacm:  ombs.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  IV.'^A  BoominFoTd'B  Bouee. 

Enter  Paob,  Ford,  Mrs.  Paob,  Mrs.  Ford,  and 
Sir  Huou  EvAHB. 
EvcL  "Us  one  of  the  pest  discretions  of  a  A*man 
as  ever  I  did  look  upon. 

Fage,  And  did  he  send^u  both  these  letters  at 
one  instant  ? 
Mrs,  Page,  Within  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
Ford,  Pardon  me,  wife:   henceforth  do  what 
thou  wilt ; 
I  rather  will  suspect  the  snn  with  cold 
Than  thee  with  wantonness :  now  doth  thy  honout 

stand, 
In  him  that  was  of  late  an  heretle, 
Asfirmasfiuth. 

Page,  Tis  well,  *tis  well:  no  mctB: 

Be  not  as  extreme  in  submission 
As  in  offence ; 

But  let  our  plot  go  forward :  let  our  wives 
Yet  once  again,  to  make  us  public  sport. 
Appoint  a  meeting  vrith  this  old  fiit  fellow. 
Where  we  may  ti3ce  him,  and  disgrace  him  for  It. 
Ford,  There  is  no  better  way  than  that  they 

rooke  of. 
Pope,  Howl  to  send  him  word  they  11  meet 
him  in  the  park  at  midnight?     Fie,  fie;  he'U 
never  come. 

Eva,  You  say,  he  has  been  thrown  in  the  rivers; 
and  has  been  gnevouslv  peaten,  as  an  old  *oman ; 
methinks  there  should  be  terrors  in  him  that  he 
should  not  come;  methinks,  his  flesh  is  punished, 
he  shall  have  no  desires. 
Page,  80  think  I  too. 

Mrs,  Ford,  Devise  but  how  youll   use  him 
when  he  comes, 
And  let  us  two  devise  to  bring  him  thither. 
Mrs,  Page,  There  is  an  old  tale  goes,  tliat  Heme 
the  hunter. 
Sometime  a  keeper  oere  in  Windsor  forest. 
Doth  all  the  winter-time,  at  still  midnight, 
Walk  round  about  an  oak,  with  flreat  ragged  horns 
And  there  he  blasts  the  tre^  ana  takes  the  cattle; 
And  makes  milch-kine  yield  blood,  and  shakes  a 

cliain 
In  a  most  hideous  and  dreadful  manner : 
You  have  heard  of  such  a  spirit ;  and  well  you 

know. 
The  superstitious  idle-headed  eld 
Received,  and  did  deliver  to  our  age, 
This  tale  of  Heme  the  hunter  for  a  truth* 
Page,  Why,  yet  there  want  not  many  that  do 
fear 
In  deep  of  night  to  wUk  by  this  Heme^  oak  * 
But  what  of  this?  * 

J//-*.  Fbrd,         Marry,  this  is  onr  device; 
That  FalstafT  at  that  oak  shall  meet  with  us, 
[DLsguls'd  like  Heme,  with  huge  horns  on  hb 
head.] 
Fage,  Well,  let  it  not  be  doubted  hot  hell 
come, 
And  in  this  shape :  when  you  have  brought  him 

thither, 
What  shall  be  done  with  him?  what  is  your  plot? 
Mrs,  i'uf/e.  That  likewise  have  we  thought  upon, 
and  thus: 
Nan  Page  my  daughter,  and  my  little  son. 
And  three  or  four  more  of  theur  gronrth,  well  dreat 
Like  urchins,  ouphes,  and  fairies,  green  and  whit% 
With  rounds  of  waxen  tapers  on  their  heads. 
And  rattles  in  their  hands ;  upon  a  sudden, 
As  Falstaff,  she,  and  I,  are  newly  met, 
Let  them  from  forth  a  sawpit  rush  a*v<mco  t 
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With  tome  diffkued  song ;  upon  their  sight, 
We  two  in  great  amazedness  will  fly: 
11ien  let  them  all  encircle  him  aboutf 
Ajid,  fairy-like^  to  pinch  the  unclean  knight; 
And  ask  him,  why,  that  hour  of  tairy  revel, 
[n  their  so  sacred  paths  he  dares  to  tread, 
(n  shape  profane. 

Mrs.  Ford.  And  till  he  tell  the  truth. 

Let  the  supposed  fidries  pinoh  him  sound, 
And  bum^  him  with  their  tapers. 

Mrs.  Poffc  The  truth  being  known, 

We'll  all  present  onrselTes ;  dis-hom  the  spirit. 
And  mock  him  home  to  Windsor. 

For<L  The  children  must 

Be  practis'd  well  to  this,  or  theyll  ne'er  dot. 

Eva,  I  will  teach  the  children  their  behaviours ; 
and  I  will  be  like  a  jaok-on-apes  also,  to  bum  the 
knight  with  my  tab^. 

Ford.  That  will  be  excellent  111  go  buy  them 
vizards. 

Mrs.  Page.  M^  Nan  ahaU^be  the  queen  of  all 
the  fairies. 
Finely  attired  in  a  robe  of  white. 

I^xge.  That  silk  will  Igo  buy  I-and  in  that  tune 
Shall  Master  Slender  steal  my  Nan  away,   {AsidA. 
^nd  marry  her  at  Eton.— Go,  send  to  Falstaff, 
sraght. 

Ford.  Nay,  Til  to  hun  again,  in  name  of  Brook  ; 
He'll  tell  me  all  his  purpose:  sure,  he'U  come. 

Mrs,  Fage,   Fear  not  yoo  that;  go,   get  us 
properties. 
And  tricking  for  our  fairies. 

Eva,  Let  us  about  it ;  it  is  admirable  pleasures, 
and  feiy  honest  knaveries. 

{EwemU  Paob,  Ford,  and  Eta. 

Mrs.  Page  CK),  Mistress  Ford, 
Send  quickly  to  Sir  John,  to  know  his  mind. 

[Exit  Mrs.  Ford. 
Ill  to  the  doctor;  he  hath  m^  good  will, 
And  none  but  he,  to  marry  with  Nan  PiNBT^* 
That  Slender,  though  well  landed,  is  an  idiot; 
And  he  my  husband  best  of  all  affects : 
The  doctor  is  well  money 'd,  and  his  friends 
Potent  at  court ;  he,  none  but  he,  shall  have  her. 
Though  twenty  thousand  worthier  come  to  crave 
her.  [Exit. 

SCENE  v.— ^  Boomin  the  Garter  Inn. 
Enter  Host  and  Simplb. 

Eostt  VHisX  wouldst  thou  have,  boor?  what, 
thickskin?  speak,  breathe,  discuss:  brief,  short, 
quick,  snap. 

/S&n.  Marry,  sir,  I  come  to  speak  with  Sir  John 
Falstaff  from  Master  Slender. 

Host,  There's  his  chamber,  his  housCj  his  castle, 
his  standing-bed,  and  truckle-bed;  'tis  painted 
about  with  the  story  of  the  prodigal,  frei»h  and 
new:  go,  knock  and  call;  hell  speak  like  an 
Anthropophaginian  unto  thee:  Knock,  I  say. 

iSlnnu  There's  an  old  woman,  a  iat  woman,  gone 
up  into  his  chamber :  1*11  be  so  bold  as  stay,  sir,  till 
she  oome  down ;  I  come  to  speak  with  her,  indeed. 

Host.  Hal  a  (at  woman!  the  knight  miy  be 
robbed :  I'll  call.— Bully  knight  I  Bully  Sir  John ! 
speak  from  thy  lungs  military:  Art  thou  there? 
it  is  thine  host,  thine  Ephesian,  calls. 

FaL  [aboveA  How  now  mine  host? 

Host.  Heres  a  Bohemian-Tartar  tarries  the 
coming  down  of  thy  fat  woman.  Let  her  descend, 
DuUy,  let  her  descend :  my  chambers  are  honour- 
able:  Fie  I  privacy?  nel 
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Enter  Falstafp. 

FaL  There  was,  mine  host,  an  old  fat  woman 
eyen  now  with  me ;  but  she's  gone. 

Sim.  Pray  you,  sir,  was  't  not  the  wise  woman 
of  Brentford? 

FaL  Ay,  marry,  was  it,  muscle-shell:  What 
would  you  with  her  ? 

Sim.  Mj  master,  sir,  my  Master  Slender,  sent 
to  her,  seeing  her  ffo  through  the  streets,  to  know, 
sir,  whether  one  Nym,  sir,  that  beguUed  hfm  of  a 
chain,  had  the  chain,  or  no. 

Fd.  I  spake  with  the  old  woman  abottt  it 

Sim.  And  what  says  she,  I  pray,  sir? 

FaL  Marry,  she  says  that  the  yery  same  man 
that  beguiled  Master  Slender  of  bis  chain  cozened 
him  of  it 

Sim.  I  would  I  could  have  spoken  with  the 
woman  herself:  I  had  other  things  to  have  spoken 
with  her  too,  from  him. 

FaL  What  are  they?  let  us  know. 

Host.  Ay,  c<mie;  quick. 

Sim.  I  may  not  ooucmI  them,  sir. 

Host.  Ck>nceal  them,  or  thou  diest 

Sim.  Why,  sir,  they  wei-e  nothing  but  about 
Mistress  Anne  Page ;  to  know  if  it  were  my 
master's  fortune  to  have  her,  or  no. 

FaL  Tis,  'tis  bis  fortune. 

Sim.  What, sir? 

Fal.  To  have  her, — or  no:  Go;  say  the  woman 
told  me  so. 

Sim.  May  I  be  bold  to  say  so,  sir  ? 

FaL  Ay.  Sir  Tike;  who  more  bold? 

Sim.  I  thank  your  worship:  I  sludl  make  my 
master  glad  with  these  tidings.  [ExU  Sue 

HosL  Thou  art  clerkly,  thou  art  olerky.  Sir 
John :  Was  there  a  wise  woman  with  thee? 

FaL  Ay,  that  there  was,  minehoM;  one  that 
hath  tsu^ht  me  more  wit  than  ever  I  learned  before 
in  my  lite ;  and  I  paid  nothing  for  it  neither,  but 
was  paid  for  my  learning. 

Enter  Bardolfh. 

Bard.  Out,  alas,  sir!  cozenagel  mereooMnage. 

Host.  Where  be  my  horses?  speak  well  of 
them,  yarletto. 

Bard.  Run  away  with  the  cozeners :  for  so  soon 
SB  I  came  beyond  Eton,  they  threw  me  off,  fi  om 
behind  one  of  them,  in  a  slough  of  mire ;  and  set 
spurs  and  away,  like  three  German  devils,  three 
Doctor  Faustuses. 

Host.  They  are  gone  bat  to  meet  the  duke, 
yilhim:  do  not  say  they  be  fled;  Germans  ar«t 
honest  men. 

Enter  Sir  HuoH  EyANS. 

Eva,  Where  is  mine  host? 

Host.  What  is  the  matter,  sir? 

Eva.  Have  a  care  of  your  entertainments :  there 
is  a  friend  of  mine  come  to  town,  tells  me  there  is 
three  oouzin  ^rmans,  that  has  cozened  all  the 
hosts  of  Readings,  of  Maidenhead,  of  Colehrook, 
of  horses  and  money,  I  tell  yoo  for  good-will,  look 
you:  you  are  wise,  and  M\  of  gibes  and  vloniing- 
stogs;  and  t  is  not  convenient  you  should  be 
cozened:  Fare  yon  well.  [Exit 

Enter  Dr.  Caiub. 

Caiua,  Vere  is  mine  host  de  Jarterref 

Host.  Here  Master  Doctor,  in  perplexity^  and 

doubtful  dilemma. 

Caius,  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat :  But  it  is  tell  a 

me,  dat  you  make  grand  preparation  for  a  doko 
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deJarvMouj:  by  my  trot,  dere  ii  no  duke  dat  de 
court  is  know  to  come:  I  tell  yoo  for  good  vill : 
fidiea.  [Exit, 

Host.  Hne  *nd  cry  I  villain,  go  I— assist  me, 
knight;  I  am  undone:  fly,  run,  hue  and  cry, 
▼illain  I  I  am  undone  I      [Exewtt  Host  and  Bard. 

FaL  I  would  all  the  world  might  be  cozened ; 
for  I  have  been  cozened  and  beaten  too.  If  it 
should  come  to  the  ear  of  the  court,  how  have  I 
been  transformed,  and  how  my  transformation 
hath  been  washed  and  cudgelled,  they  would  melt 
me  out  of  my  fat,  drop  by  drop,  and  liquor  fisher- 
men^ boots  with  me.  I  warrant  they  would  whip 
me  with  their  fine  wits,  till  I  were  as  crest-fallen 
as  a  dried  pear.  I  never  prospered  since  I  forswore 
myself  at  primera,  Well,  if  my  wind  were  but 
long  enougn  to  say  my  prayers,  I  would  repent.— 

EnUr  Mistress  QuiCXLT. 
Now!  whence  come  you? 

Qmdu  From  the  two  parties,  forsooth. 

FaL  The  devil  take  one  party  and  his  dam  the 
other,  and  so  they  shall  be  both  bestowed  I  I  have 
suffered  more  for  their  sakes,  more,  than  the 
villainous  inconstancy  of  man's  disposition  is 
able  to  bear. 

QuicL  And  have  not  thcv  suffered  ?  Yes,  I 
warrant;  speciously  one  of  them ;  Mistress  Ford, 
good  heart,  is  beaten  black  and  blue,  that  yon 
cannot  see  a  white  spot  about  her. 

FaL  What  tell'st  thou  me  of  black  and  blue? 
I  was  beaten  myself  into  all  the  colours  of  the 
rainbow ;  and  I  was  like  to  be  apprehended  for  the 
witch  of  Brentford;  but  that  my  admirable 
dexterity  of  wit,  my  counterfeiting  the  action  of 
an  old  woman,  delivered  me,  the  knave  constable 
had  set  me  i'  the  stocks,  i'  the  common  stocks,  for 
awitdi. 

Quick.  8ur,  let  me  speak  with  yon  in  your 
duanber :  yon  shall  hear  how  things  go ;  and,  I 
warrant,  to  your  content.  Here  is  a  letter  will 
say  somewhat.  Good  hearts,  what  ado  here  is  to 
brmg  you  together  I  Sure,  one  of  yon  does  not 
serve  Maven  well  that  you  are  so  crossed. 

FaL  Come  np  into  my  chamber.  [ExeunU 

SCENE  yL^Amother  Boom  m  the  Garter  Inn. 

EnUr  Fehtoh  and  Host. 
UotL  Master  Fenton,  talk  not  to  me ;  my  mind 
if  heavy^  will  give  over  all. 
FenL  Yet  hear  me  speak:  Assist  me  in  my 
purpose. 
And,  as  lam  a  gentleman,  111  give  thee 
A  hondred  pounds  in  gold,  more  than  your  loss. 


Host,  I  will  hear  you.  Master  Fenton ;  and  I 
will,  at  the  least,  keep  your  counsel. 

Fent.  From  time  to  time  I  have  acquainted  yoo 
With  the^dear  love  I  bear  to  fair  Anne  Page; 
Who,  mutually,  hath  answered  mv  affection 
^o  far  forth  as  herself  might  be  her  chooser), 
Even  to  my  wish :  I  have  a  letter  from  her 
Of  such  contents  as  you  will  wonder  at ; 
The  mirth  whereof  so  larded  with  my  matter. 
That  neither,  singly,  can  be  manifested. 
Without  the  show  of  both,  wherein  fat  Faliitaff 
Hath  a  great  scene:  the  image  of  the  jest 
111  show  you  here  at  large.     Hark,  good  mine 

host: 
To-night  at  Heme^s  oak,  just  twixt  twelve  and 

one. 
Must  my  sweet  Nan  present  the  fairy  queen : 
The  purpose  why,  is  liere:  in  which  disguise. 
While  other  jests  are  something  rank  on  foot. 
Her  father  hath  commanded  her  to  slip 
Away  with  Slender,  and  with  him  at  Eton 
Immediately  to  marry :  she  hath  consented : 
Now,  sir, 

Her  mother,  even  strong  against  that  match, 
And  firm  for  Doctor  Caios,  hath  appointed 
That  he  shall  likewise  shuffle  her  away. 
While  other  sports  are  tasking  uf  tbeir  minds. 
And  at  the  deanery,  where  a  priest  attends, 
Straight  marry  her:  to  this  her  mother^  plot 
She,  seemingly  obedient,  likewise  hath 
Made  promise  to  the  doctor.^Now  thus  it  rests. 
Her  father  means  she  shall  be  all  in  white; 
And  in  that  habit,  when  Slender  sees  his  time 
To  take  her  by  the  hand,  and  bid  her  go, 
She  shall  go  with  him :  her  mother  hath  intended, 
The  better  to  denote  her  to  the  doctor 
jFor  they  must  all  be  mask'd  and  vizarded), 
That,  (quaint  in  green,  she  shall  be  loose  enrob'd. 
With  ribands  pendant,  flaring  l>out  her  head ; 
And  when  the  doctor  spies  his  vantage  ripe, 
To  pinch  her  by  the  hand,  and,  on  tluit  token, 
The  maid  hath  given  consent  to  go  with  him. 

Host,  Which  means  she  to  deceive?  father  oT 
mother? 

Fhut.  Both,  my  good  host,  to  go  alone  with  me : 
And  here  it  rests, — that  youll  procure  the  vicar 
To  stay  for  me  at  church,  *twixt  twelve  and  one, 
And,  in  the  lawful  name  of  marrying, 
To  give  our  hear^  united  ceremony. 
Most,  Well,  husband  your  device;  111  to  the 
vicar: 
Bring  yon  the  maid,  you  shall  not  lack  a  priest 
Fent.    So  shall  I  evermore  be  bound  to  thee ; 
Besides,  111  make  a  present  recompense.  [Exatnt 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE  L— ^  Boom  tn  ike  Garter  Inn. 
Enter  Falstafp  and  Mrs.  Quickly. 

FaL  Prithee,  no  more  prattling: — go.  Ill 
hold :  This  is  the  third  time;  I  hope,  ^>od  lack 
lies  in  odd  nombers.  Away,  go;  they  saj  there 
is  divinity  in  odd  nnmbers,  either  m  nativity, 
ehance,  or  death.~Away. 

Quick,  111  provide  you  a  chain:  and  111  do 
what  I  can  to  get  yon  a  pair  of  horns. 

FaL  Away,  I  say ;  tune  wears :  hold  up  yonr 
head,  and  minoe.  [EmL  Mw.  Quickly. 

Enter  Ford. 
How  now,  Master  Brook?     Master  Brook,  the 
matter  will  be  known  to-night,  or  never.    Be  joa 
in  the  park  about  midnight,  at  Heme's  oak,  and 
you  shall  see  wonders. 

Ford,  Went  von  not  to  her  yesterday,  as  yon 
told  me  you  had  appointed? 

FaL  I  went  to  her,  Master  Brook,  as  yon  see, 
like  a  poor  old  man :  but  1  came  from  her,  Master 
Brook,  like  a  poor  old  woman.  That  same  knave, 
Ford  her  husband,  hath  the  finest  mad  devil  of 
jealousy  in  him,  Master  Brook,  that  ever  ^vemed 
frenzy.  I  will  tell  you :— He  beat  me  gnevously, 
in  the  shape  of  a  woman ;  for  in  the  shape  of  man. 
Master  Brook,  I  fear  not  Goliah  with  a  weaver's 
beam ;  because  I  know  also,  life  is  a  shuttle.  I 
am  in  haste ;  go  along  with  me ;  111  tell  you  all, 
Master  Brook.  Since  I  plucked  geese,  played 
truant,  and  whipped  top,  I  knew  not  what  it  was 
to  be  beaten,  till  lately.  Follow  me :  111  tell  you 
strange  thines  of  this  knave  Ford:  on  whom  to- 
night I  Mrill  be  revengfHL  and  I  will  deliver  his 
wife  into  your  hand.— Follow :  Strange  things  in 
hand.  Master  Brook  1  follow.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II.— Windsor  Park. 
Enter  Paob,  Shallow,  and  Slbkdeb. 

Faye,  Come,  come|  well  couch  i*  the  castle- 
ditch,  till  we  see  the  light  of  our  fairies.— Remem- 
ber, son  Slender,  mv  daughter. 

Slau  Ay,  forsooth;  1  have  spoke  with  her,  and 
we  have  a  nay-word,  how  to  know  one  another. 
I  oome  to  her  m  white,  and  cry  mum:  she  cries 
budget:  and  by  that  we  know  one  another. 

ShaL  That's  good,  too:  but  what  needs  either 
▼our  mum,  or  her  budoet  t  the  white  will  decipher 
her  well  enough. — It  hath  struck  ten  o'clock. 

Page,  The  night  is  dark;  light  and  spirits  will 
become  it  well.  Heaven  prosper  our  sporti  No 
roan  means  evil  but  the  devil,  and  we  shall  know 
him  by  his  horns.    Let^  away ;  follow  me. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  III.— rA*  Street  w  Windsor. 
Enter  Mrs.  Page,  Mrs.  Ford,  and  Dr.  Caius. 

Mre,  Page,  Master  Doctor,  my  daughter  is  in 
green :  when  jou  see  your  time,  take  her  by  the 
Hand,  away  with  her  to  the  deanery,  and  despatch 
it  quickly :  go  before  hito  the  park ;  we  two  most 
go  toother. 

Casus.  I  know  vat  I  have  to  do :  adieu. 

Mrs,  Page,  Fare  you  well,  sir.  [Exit  Cahts.] 
My  husband  will  not  rejoice  so  much  at  the  abuse 
of  Falstaff,  as  he  will  chafe  at  the  doctor^  marrying 
m^  daughter:  but  *th  no  matter;  better  a  little 
chiding  than  a  great  deal  of  heartbredc 


Mrs,  Ford,  Where  is  Nan  iiow,and  her  troop  oi 
fairies?  and  the  Welsh  devil,  Hufh? 

Mre,  Page,  They  are  all  couched  in  anit  hard  by 
Heme's  oak,  with  obscured  lights ;  whioh,  at  the 
very  instant  of  Falstaff 's  and  our  meeting,  they 
will  at  once  display  to  the  night. 

Mr$,  Ford,  That  cannot  choose  but  amaxe  him. 

Mrt,  Page,  If  he  be  not  amazed,  he  will  be 
mocked ;  if  he  be  amazed,  he  will  every  way  be 
mocked. 

ifrt.  Ford,  Well  betray  hun  finely. 

Mrs,  Page,  Ag^nst  such  lewdsteirs,  and  their 
jechery. 
Those  that  betray  them  do  no  treachery. 

Mrs,  Ford,  The  hour  draws  on.  To  the  oak,  to 
the  oak  1  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV^Windsor  Park. 

Enter  Sir  Hugh  Eyahb  and  Fairies. 

Eo€u  Trib,  trib,  £uries;  oome ;  and  remember 

yonr  parts:  be  pold,  I  pray  you;  follow  me  into 

the  pit;  and  when  I  give  the  watch-'ords,  do  as  I 

pid  you ;  oome,  come;  trib,  trib.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  Y,-^ Another  part  qf  ihe  Park. 
Enter  Falstaff,  disguised  with  a  bucVs  head  an, 

FaL  The  Windsor  bell  hath  stmck twelve;  the 
minute  draws  on :  now  the  hot-blooded  gods  assist 
me  I — Remember,  Jove,  thou  wast  a  bull  for  thy 
Europa;  love  set  on  thy  horns.  O  powerful  love! 
that,  m  some  respects,  makes  a  beast  a  man ;  in 
some  other,  a  man  a  beast.  You  were  also, 
Jupiter,  a  swan,  for  the  love  of  Leda  >— O,  omni- 
potent love!  how  near  the  god  drew  to  the 
complexion  of  a  goose  I — A  fiuut  done  first  in  the 
form  of  a  beast ;— O  Jove,  a  beastly  fiiult  1  and  then 
another  fault  in  the  sembknce  of  a  fowl  I  think 
on't,  Jove;  a  foul  fault  When  gods  have  hot 
backs,  what  shall  poor  men  do?  For  me,  I  am 
here  a  Windsor  stag;  and  the  fattest,  I  think,  i'the 
forest:  send  me  a  cool-rat  time,  Jove,  or  who  can 
blame  me  if  I  piss  my  tallow  ?  Who  comes  here  ? 
my  doe? 

Enter  Mrs.  Ford  and  Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs.  Ford,  Sir  John  ?  art  thou  there,  my  deer  f 
my  male  deer? 

FaL  My  doe  with  the  bUok  cut?— Let  the  sky 
rain  potatoes ^  let  it  thunder  to  the  tune  of  **Green 
Sleeves";  hail  kissing-comfits,  and  snow  r^ 


let  there  oome  a  tempest  of  provocation,  1  will 
shelter  me  here.  [Embracing  her, 

Mrs,  Ford,  Mistress  Page  is  oome  with  me, 
sweetheart. 

FaL  Divide  me  like  a  bride-buck,  each  a  haunch* 
I  will  keep  my  sides  to  myself,  my  shoulders  for 
the  fellow  of  this  walk,  and  my  horns  I  bequeath 
your  husbands.  Am  I  a  woodman?  ha!  Speak 
I  like  Heme  the  hunter?— Why,  now  is  Cupid  a 
child  of  conscience :  he  makes  restitution.  As  I 
am  a  true  spirit,  welcome !  [Ifoise  vithin, 

Mrs,  Page.  Alas!  what  noise! 

Mrs,  Ford,  Heaven  foi^ve  our  sins! 

FaL  What  should  this  be? 

mZ:  ^}  ^^y'  *^^*     f  ^*^  "^  ^• 

FaL  1  think  the  devil  will  not  have  me  damned, 
lest  the  oil  that  is  in  me  should  set  hell  on  fire; 
he  would  never  else  cross  me  thos.^  . 
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Enter  ^Hx  HuoH  EvANs,  Likt  a  aUyr }  Mrs. 
UuicKLT,  and  Pistol;  Annb  Page,  aa  the 
Fairy  Queen,  attended  by  her  brother  and  others^ 
dretaedUke/cdrieSy  toith  laaxen  tapers  on  their  Jieada. 

Anne.  Fairies,  black,  grey^  green,  and  white, 
Ton  moonshine  revellers,  and  shades  of  night, 
Ton  orphan-heirs  of  fixed  destiny. 
Attend  your  office  and  jour  (quality, 
Crier  Hobgoblin,  make  the  (airy  oyes. 
Pitt,  Elves,  liist  your  names ;  silence,  jov  aiiy 
tovs. 
Orkkety  to  Windsor  chimneys,  shalt  thou  leap : 
Where  fires    thou   find'st   unrak'd  and  hearths 

nnswept. 
There  pinch  the  maids  as  blue  as  bilberry. 
Our  radiant  queen  bates  sluts  and  sluttery. 
IhL  They  are  fairies ;  he  that  speaks  to  them 
shall  die ; 
111  wink  and  couch :  no  man  their  works  must  eye. 
[Lies  doum  upon  his  face, 
Eva,  Where"^  Pede  f—Qo  you,  and  where  you 
find  a  maid. 
That,  ere  she  sleep,  has  thrice  her  prayers  said, 
Baise  up  the  organs  of  her  fantasy, 
Sleep  she  as  sound  as  careless  infancy ; 
But  those  that  sleep  and  think  not  on  their  sins, 
Pinch  them,  arms,  legs,  backs,  shoulders,  sides,  and 
shins. 
Anne,  About,  about; 
Search  Windsor-castle,  elves,  within  and  out : 
Strew  good  luck,  ouphes,  on  every  sacred  room  ; 
That  it  may  stand  till  the  perpetual  doom. 
In  sUte  as  wholesome,  as  in  state  tis  fit; 
Worthy  the  owner,  and  the  owner  it. 
The  several  chairs  of  order  look  yon  scour 
With  juice  of  balm,  and  every  precious  flower : 
EaiA  fiur  mstalment,  coat,  and  several  crest. 
With  loyal  blazon,  evermore  be  bless'd! 
Aiid  nightly,  meadow-fiiiries,  look,  you  sing, 
like  to  the  Uarter's  compass,  in  a  nng: 
The  expressure  that  it  bears,  green  let  it  be, 
More  fertile-fresh  than  all  the  field  to  see ; 
And,  Ilomj  toil  qui  maly  penae,  write, 
In  emerald  tufts,  flowers  purple,  blue  and  white; 
Like  sapphire,  pearl,  and  rich  embroidery, 
Backled  below  (air  knighthood's  bended  knee : 
Fairies  use  flowers  for  their  charactery. 
Away;  dUperse:  But  till  'tis  one  o'clock. 
Our  dance  of  custom,  round  about  the  oak 
Of  Heme  the  hunter,  let  us  not  forget. 

^•o.  Pray  you,  lock  hand  in  hand ;  yourselves 
in  order  set: 
And  twenty  glow-worms  shall  our  Untems  be, 
•g»  guide  oiff  measure  round  about  the  tree. 
i  1'^L'  *  '"*®^  *  man  of  middle  earth. 
raL  Heavens  defend    me    from  that  Welsh 
fiuryl 
Lest  he  transform  me  to  a  piece  of  cheese  I 
■^-  \ue  worm,  thou  wa*t  o'erlook'd  even  in 
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[During  this  aong  the  fixuiea  pinch  Falbtaff 
Doctor  Caius  comet  one  way,  and  tteailt  away  a 
fairy  in  qreen;  Slender  another  way^  and  takes 
off  a  fcary  in  white;  and  Fenton  eomety  and 
tteala  away  Mrs.  Anne  Page.  A  noite  of  hunt- 
ing it  made  within,  AU  the.  fairiet  run  away, 
Faustapf  puUt  off  hit  bucket  head^  and  ritet.] 

Enter  Page,  Ford,  Mrs.  Page,  ani  Mrs.  Ford. 

They  lay  hold  on  him. 

Page,  Nay,  do  not  fly ;  I  think,  we  have  watch'd 
'ou  now : 

ill  none  but  Heme  the  hunter  serve  your  turn? 

Mr$.  Page,  I  pray  you,  oome ;  hold  up  the  jest 
no  higlier : 

Now,  good  Sir  John,  how  like  you  Windsor  wives  ? 
See  you  these,  husband  ?  do  not  these  fair  yokes 
Become  the  forest  better  than  the  town  ? 

Ford,  Now,  sir,  who's  a  cuckold  now  ?— Master 
Brook,  Falstaflfs  a  knave,  a  cuckoldly  knave; 
here  are  his  horns,  Master  Brook :  And,  Master 
Brook,  he  hath  enjoyed  nothing  of  Ford's  but  his 
buok-hssket,  his  cudgel,  and  twenty  pounds  of 
money,  which  must  be  paid  to  Master  Brook ;  his 
horses  are  arrested  for  it.  Master  Brook. 

Mrt,  Ford,  Sir  John,  we  have  had  ill  luck;  we 
could  never  meet.  I  will  never  take  you  for  my 
love  again,  but  I  will  always  count  you  my  deer. 

FaL  I  do  begin  to  perceive  that  I  am  made  an 
ass. 

Ford,  Ay,  and  an  ox  too;  both  the  proofs  are 
extant. 

FaL  And  these  are  not  (airies?  I  was  tliroe 
or  four  times  in  the  thought  they  were  not  fairies: 
and  jret  the  guiltiness  of  my  mind,  the  sudden 
surprise  of  my  powers,  drove  the  grossness  of  the 
foppery  into  a  received  belief,  in  despite  of  the 
teeth  of  all  rhyme  and  reason,  that  they  were 
fairies.  See  now,  how  wit  may  be  made  a  Jack- 
a-lent,  when  t  is  upon  ill  employment. 

Eva,  Sir  John  Falstaff,  serve  Got,  and  leave 
your  desires,  and  fairies  will  not  pLnse  you. 

Ford,  Well  said,  fairy  Hugh. 

Eva,  And  leave  you  your  jealousies  too,  I  pray 

Ford,  I  will  never  mistrust  my  ^fe  again,  till 
thou  art  able  to  woo  her  in  good  English. 

F^  Have  I  laid  my  brain  in  tb©  sun,  and  dried 
it,  that  it  wants  matter  to  prevent  so  8«»«/*f^ 
reacliing  as  this?    Am  I  ridden^  ^^ht^^^rvi 


Digitized  by 


Google 


100 


THE   MERRY  WIVES  OP  WINDSOR. 


Ford,  What,  a  hodge-pudding  ?  a  bag  of  flax  ? 

i/rf  Page,  A  paflfed  man  ? 

Page,  Old,  cold,  withered,  and  of  intolerable 
entrails? 

Ford,  And  one  that  is  as  slanderous  as  Satan  ? 

Page,  And  as  poor  as  Job  ? 

Ford,  And  as  wicked  as  his  wife? 

Eva,  And  given  to  fornications,  and  to  taverns, 
and  sack,  and  wine,  and  nietheglins,  and  to  drink- 
ings,  and  swearings,  and  starings,  pribbles  and 
prabbles? 

FaL  Well,  I  am  your  theme:  yon  have  the 
start  of  me ;  I  am  dejected ;  I  am  not  able  to 
answer  the  Welsh  flannel :  ignorance  itself  is  a 
plammet  o'er  me ;  use  me  as  jovl  will. 

Ford,  Marry,  sir,  we'll  bring  vou  to  Windsor, 
to  one  Master  Brook,  that  vou  nave  cozened  of 
money,  to  whom  vou  should  have  been  a  pander : 
over  and  above  tnat  yoxx  have  suffered,  I  think, 
to  repay  that  money  will  be  a  biting  affliction. 

Page,  Tet  be  oheerAil,  knight :  thou  shalt  eat  a 
posset  to-night  at  my  house ;  where  I  will  desire 
thee  to  laugh  at  my  wife  that  now  laughs  at  thee : 
Tell  her  Master  Slender  hath  married  her  daughter. 

Mrs.  Page,  Doctors  doubt  that ;  if  Anne  Pl^B^e  be 
my  daughter,  she  is,  by  this.  Doctor  Caius' wife. 

[Aside, 
Enter  Slender. 

Bkn.  Whoo,hoI  hoi  Father  Pagel 

Page,  Son  I  how  now?  how  now,  son?  have 
you  despatched  ? 

Slen,  Despatchedl-'Ill  make  the  best  in  Glocea- 
tershire  know  on't;  would  I  were  hanged,  la,  else. 

Page,  Of  what,  son? 

Sim,  Icamevonderat  Eton  to  marry  Mistress 
Anne  Page,  and  she's  a  great  lubberly  boy.  If  it 
bad  not  been  i'  the  church,  I  would  have  swinged 
lim,  or  he  should  have  swinged  me.  If  I  did  not 
think  it  had  been  Anne  Page  would  I  might  never 
stir,  and  't  is  apostmaster^  boy. 

Page,  Upon  my  life  then  you  took  the  wrong. 

Sien,  What  need  yon  tell  me  that?  I  think  so 
when  I  took  a  boy  for  a  girl :  if  I  had  been 
narried  to  him,  for  all  he  was  in  woman's  apparel, 
[  would  not  have  had  him. 

Page,  Why,  this  is  your  ovm  folly.  Did  not  I 
tell  you  how  you  sbould  know  my  daughter  by 
her  garments? 

Slen.  I  went  to  her  in  white,  and  cried  mi/m, 
and  she  cried  budget^  as  Anne  and  I  had  appointed ; 
and  vet  it  was  not  Anne,  but  a  postmaster  s  boy. 

Mn,  Page,  Good  George,  be  not  angry :  I  knew 
of  your  purpose ;  turned  m^  daughter  into  green  ; 
and,  indeed,  she  is  now  with  the  doctor  at  the 
deanery,  and  there  married. 


Enter  Caius. 

Caitia,  Yere  is  Mutress  Page?  By  gar,  I  am 
cozened;  I  ha'  married  un  gar^on,  a  boy;  w 
paiMtn^ ,  by  gar,  a  boy ;  it  is  not  Anne  Page :  by 
gar,  I  am  cozened. 

Mrs,  Page,  Why  did  you  take  her  in  green  ? 

Caius,  Ay,  be  gar,  and  tb  a  boy;  be  gar,  111 
raise  all  Windsor.  [Exit  Caius. 

Ford,  This  is  strange:  who  hath  got  the  right 
Anrie? 

Page,  My  heart  misgives  me:  here  comes 
Master  Fenton. 

Enter  Fenton  and  Anne  Paqb. 

How  now.  Master  Fenton? 

Amte,  Pardon,  good  &ther  I  good,  my  mother, 
pardon  I 

Page,  Now,  mistress?  bow  chance  jon  went 
not  with  Master  Slender? 

Mrs,  Page,    Why  went  you  not  with  Master 
Doctor,  maid? 

Fent,  Tou  do  amaze  her :  hear  the  truth  of  it. 
You  would  have  married  her  most  shamefully, 
Where  there  was  no  proportion  held  in  love. 
The  truth  is,  she  and  I,  long  smce  contracted, 
Are  now  so  sure  that  nothing  can  dissolve  us. 
The  offence  Is  holy  that  she  bath  committed: 
And  this  deceit  loses  the  name  of  craft, 
Of  disobedience,  or  unduteous  title ; 
Since  therein  she  doth  evitate  and  shun 
A  thousand  irreligious  cursed  hours. 
Which  forcSd  marriage  would  have  brought  upon 
her. 

Ford,  Stand  not  amaz'd :  here  is  no  remedy : 
In  love,  the  heavens  themselves  do  guide  th« 

state; 
Money  buys  lands,  and  wives  are  sold  by  (ate. 

Fed,  I  am  glad,  though  you  have  taVi  a  special 
stand  to  strike  at  me,  that  your  t.rrow  hath 
glanced. 

Page,  Well,  what  remedy?     FentMi,  heaven 
give  thee  joy  I 
What  cannot  be  eschew'd  must  be  embrao'd. 

Fed,  When  night-dogs  run  all  sorts  ^  deer  are 
chas'd. 

Mrs,  Page,   Well,   I   will   muse  no  further: 
Master  Fenton, 
Heaven  give  you  many,  many  merry  days  I 
Good  husband,  let  us  every  one  go  home. 
And  laugh  this  sport  o'er  by  a  country  fire; 
Sir  John  and  all. 

Ford.  Let  it  be  so :— Sir  John, 
To  Master  Brook  von  yet  shall  hold  your  word; 
For  he,  to-night,  shall  lie  with  Mistress  Ford. 

\Exemd 
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VIKOBIVTIO,  tlM  Duke. 

AlVGELO,  the  dapaty  [in  Uw  Dak«*i  alMMiM]. 

B8CALUS,  &B  MicleBt  lord  Moln«d  with  Angalo  in  tht 

daDuUtlon]. 

CLAUDIO.  a  jwag  gentleman.       LUCIO,  n  fantaatlo. 

Two  other  like  Oentlemea.       Proroet.       THOMAS,  a  Mar. 

PET£R.  a  Mar.       A  Jutiee. 

ELBOW  a  Biaple  conitabto. 

BCENB- 


DRAMAT/S  PERSONS, 

FBOTH,  a  fooliih  gentlenaa.      Oowa. 
ABHOBSON,  an  ezecationer. 


BA&NA&DIKS,  a  diMolate  priMtter. 

ISABELLA,  lister  to  Claadlo. 

MAUAHA,  betrothed  to  Ang^ 

JUUET.  beloved  of  Claudio.        FBAMCX8CA,  a  mm. 

mSTBESS  OVERDONE,  a  bawd. 

Lordi,  Qentlemen,  Ooards,  Offlcen,  and  other  Attendanta 

-Vienna. 


ACT  L 


SCENE  I.— ^  Apartment  in  the  Duke's  Palace, 
Enter  Duke,  Esoalus,  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

Duke,  Escalus, — 

Eacal.  My  lord. 

Duke,  Of  gOTemment  the  properties  to  unfold, 
Would  seem  in  me  to  affect  speech  and  discourse ; 
Bince  I  am  put  to  know,  that  your  own  science 
Exceeds,  in  that,  the  lists  of  all  advice 
My  strength  can  give  jrou :  ITien,  no  more  remains 
Bat  that,  to  your  sufBciency  as  your  worth,  is  able ; 
And  let  them  work.    The  nature  of  our  people, 
Oar  city's  institutions,  and  the  terms 
For  common  justice,  you  are  as  pregnant  in, 
As  art  and  practice  hath  enriched  any 
That  we  remember :  There  is  oar  commission, 
From  which  we  would  not  have  yoa  warp. — Call 

hither, 
I  say,  bid  oome  before  us  Angelo. 

[ExU  an  Attendant 
What  figure  of  us  think  you  he  will  bear  ? 
For  you  must  know,  we  have  with  special  soul 
Elected  him  our  absence  to  supply  ^ 
Lent  him  our  terror,  dress*d  him  with  our  love ; 
And  given  his  deputation  all  the  organs 
Of  our  own  power :  What  think  you  of  it? 

E$oaL  If  any  in  Vienna  be  of  worth 
To  undergo  such  ample  grace  and  honour, 
It  is  Lord  Angelo. 

EtUer  Ahoelo. 

Duhe.  Look,  wbero  he  comes. 

Afig,  Always  obedient  to  your  grace's  will, 
I  come  to  know  your  pleasure. 

Duke,  Anselo, 

There  b  a  kind  of  character  io  thv  lifoi 
That,  to  the  observer,  doth  thy  history 
Folly  unfold :  thyselt  and  thy  belongings 
Are  not  thine  own  so  proper,  as  to  waste 
Thyself  upon  thy  virtues,  them  on  thee. 
Heaven  doth  with  us  as  we  with  torches  do^ 
Not  light  them  for  themselves :  for  if  our  virtues 
Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  Hwere  all  alike 
As  if  we  had  them  not    Spirits  are  not  finely 

touch'd, 
But  to  fine  issues ;  nor  nature  never  lends 
The  smallest  scruple  of  her  excellence,  I 


But,  like  a  thrifty  goddess,  she  determines 

Herself  the  glory  of  a  creditor. 

Both  thanks  and  use.    But  I  do  bend  my  speech 

To  one  that  can  my  part  in  him  advertise; 

Hold,  therefore,  Angelo: 

In  our  remove,  be  thou  at  full  ourself : 

Mortality  and  mercy  in  Vienna 

Live  in  the  tongue  and  heart :  Old  Escalus, 

Though  first  in  (juestion,  is  thy  secondary: 

Tako  thy  commission. 

Ang,  Now,  good  my  lord. 

Let  there  be  some  more  test  made  of  my  metal, 
Before  so  noble  and  so  great  a  figure 
Be  stamp'd  upon  it 

Duke.  No  more  evasion : 

We  have  with  a  leaven*d  and  prepared  choioe 
Proceeded  to  you ;  therefore  take  your  honours. 
Our  haste  from  hence  is  of  so  quick  condition, 
That  it  prefers  itself,  and  leaves  unnuestion'd 
Matters  of  needful  value.    We  shall  write  to  you 
As  time  and  our  concemings  shall  importune. 
How  it  goes  with  us ;  and  do  look  to  know 
What  doth  befall  you  here.    So,  (are  you  well : 
To  the  hopeful  execution  do  I  leave  you 
Of  your  commissions. 

Ang.  Yet,  give  leave,  my  lord, 

That  we  may  bring  you  something  on  the  way. 

Duke,  "hlLj  haste  may  not  admit  it ; 
Nor  need  you,  on  nine  honour,  have  to  do 
With  any  scruple :  your  scope  is  as  mine  own : 
So  to  enforce,  or  qualify  the  laws. 
As  to  your  soul  seems  good.  Give  me  your  hand 
111  privily  away :  I  love  the  people. 
But  do  not  like  to  stage  me  to  their  e^ves: 
Though  it  do  well,  I  ao  not  relish  well 
Their  loud  applause,  and  oom  vehement : 
Nor  do  I  think  the  man  of  safe  discretion. 
That  does  affect  it.    Once  more,  fare  you  well. 
Ang,  The  heavens  give  safety  to  your  purposes  I 
EkoL  Lead  forth,  and  bring  yoa  back  in  happi* 

ness. 
Duke,  I  thank  you :  fare  ypa  well.  [Exit, 

EkoL  I  shall  desire  you,  sir,  to  give  ma  leave 
To  have  free  speech  with  you ;  and  itooncema  mo 
To  look  into  the  bottom  of  my  place : 
A  power  I  have )  but  of  what  strength  and  nature 
I  am  not  yet  instructed. 
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Ang,  *Tis  so  with  me :— let  us  witharaw  together, 
And  we  may  soon  our  satisfAciion  have 
Touching  that  point. 

EbcoL  111  wait  apon  yoor  honour. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  n.^A  Street. 
JSnter  LuCTO  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Lucio,  If  the  duke  with  the  other  dukes  come 
not  to  composition  with  the  Kine  of  Hungary, 
why,  then  all  the  dukes  fall  upon  the  king. 

1  Oent.  Heaven  grant  us  its  peace,  but  not  the 
King  of  Hungary's  I 

2  Oent,  Amen. 

Jjudo,  Thou  condudest  like  the  sanctimonious 
pirate,  that  went  to  sea  with  the  ten  command- 
ments, but  scraped  one  out  of  the  table. 

2  Oent.  Thou  shalt  not  steal  ? 

Ludo.  Ay,  that  he  razed. 

1  Oent.  Why, 'tvras  a  commandment  to  command 
the  captain  and  all  the  rest  from  their  functions ; 
they  put  forth  to  steal :  there's  not  a  soldier  of  us 
all,  tnat,  in  the  thanksgiving  before  meat,  doth 
relish  the  petition  well  that  prays  for  peace. 

2  Oent,  I  never  heard  any  soldier  dislike  it. 
Ludo.  I  believe  thee ;  for,  I  think,  thoa  never 

\rast  where  grace  was  said. 

2  Oent,  No  ?  a  dozen  times  at  least 

1  Oent,  What?  in  metre? 

Ludo.  In  any  proportion,  or  in  any  language. 

1  Oent,  I  think,  or  in  any  religion. 

Ludo,  Ay  I  why  not?  Grace  is  grace,  despite 
of  all  controversy:  As  for  example:  Thou  thyself 
art  a  wicked  villain,  despite  of  ail  grace. 

1  Oent.  Well,  there  went  but  a  pair  of  shears- 
between  us. 

Zmdo.  I  grant ;  as  there  maj  between  the  lists 
and  the  velvet :  Thou  art  the  list 

1  Oent,  And  thou  the  velvet :  thou  art  good 
velvet:  thouVt  a  three-piled  piece,  I  warrant  thee: 
I  had  as  lief  be  a  list  of  an  English  kersey,  as  be 
pil'd.  as  thou  art  piPd,  for  a  French  velvet.  Do  I 
speak  feelingly  now? 

Ludo,  1  think  thon  dost;  and,  indeed,  with 
most  painful  feeling  of  thy  speech :  I  will,  out  of 
thine  own  confession,  learn  to  begin  thy  health; 
but,  whilst  I  live,  forget  to  drink  after  thee. 

1  Oent,  I  think  I  have  done  myself  wrong ;  have 
I  not? 

2  OenL  Tes,  that  thou  hast ;  whether  thou  are 
tainted,  or  free. 

Ludo.  Behold,  behold,  where  Madam  Mitigation 
comes  I  I  have  purchased  as  many  diseases  under 
her  roof,  as  come  to— 

2  Oent.  To  what,  I  pray? 

1  Oent.  Judge. 

2  Oent.  To  three  thousand  dollars  a-year. 
1  Oent.  Ay,  and  more. 

Ludo.  A  French  crown  more. 

1  Oent.  Thou  art  always  figuring  diseases  in 
me :  bnt  thou  art  full  of  error ;  I  am  sound. 

Ludo,  Nay,  not  as  one  would  say,  healthy ;  bnt 
so  sound,  as  things  that  are  hollow :  thy  bones  are 
hollow :  impiety  has  made  a  feast  of  thee. 

J^n^Bawd. 

1  Oent.  How  now  ?  Which  of  your  hips  has 
the  most  orofound  sciatica? 

Batod.  Well,  well ;  there's  one  yonder  arrested, 
and  carried  to  prison,  was  worth  five  thousand  of 
you  all. 

1  Oent.  Who's  that  I  pray  thee? 


Bawd.  Marry,  sir,  that's  Claudio,  Signbr 
Claudio. 

1  Oent,  Claudio  to  prison  I  *tis  not  so. 

Bawd,  Nay,  but  I  know,  'tis  so;  I  saw  htm 
arrested ;  saw  him  carried  away ;  and,  which  is 
more,  within  these  three  days  his  head's  to  bo 
chopped  off. 

Ludo,  But,  after  all  this  fooling,  I  would  not 
have  it  so :  Art  thou  sure  of  thb? 

Bawd  I  am  too  sure  of  it:  and  it  is  for  getting 
Madam  Julietta  with  child. 

Ludo,  Believe  me,  this  may  be:  he  promised 
to  meet  me  two  hours  since;  and  he  was  ever 
precise  in  promise-keeping. 

2  Oent,  Besides,  you  know,  it  draws  something 
near  to  the  speech  we  had  to  such  a  purpose. 

1  Oent,  But  most  of  all,  agreeing  with  the 
proclamation. 

Ludo,  Away ;  let^  go  learn  the  truth  of  it 

[Exeunt  Lucid  and  Gentlemen. 

Bawd  Thus,  what  with  the  war,  what  with  the 
sweat,  what  with  the  gallows,  and  what  with 
poverty,  I  am  custom-shrunk.  How  now  ?  what's 
tiie  news  with  you? 

Enter  Clown. 

Ch,  Yonder  man  is  carried  to  prisoa 

Bawd  Well ;  what  has  he  done? 

Clo,  A  woman. 

Bawd  But  what's  his  offence? 

Clo,  Groping  for  trouts  in  a  peculiar  river. 

Bawd  Wnat,  is  there  a  maid  Avith  child  by  him? 

Clo.  No;  buttliere^  a  woman  with  maid  by 
him :  you  have  not  heard  of  the  proclamation,  have 
you? 

Bawd  What  proclamation,  man  ? 

Clo,  All  houses  in  the  suburbs  of  Vienna  must 
bepluck'ddown. 

Bawd  And  what  shall  become  of  those  in  the  city? 

Clo.  They  shall  stand  for  seed :  the^  had  gone 
down  too,  but  that  a  wise  burgher  put  in  for  them. 

BauxL  But  shall  our  houses  ot  resort  in  the 
suburbs  be  puUd  down ? 

Oh,  To  the  ground,  mistress. 

Bawd  Whv,  here's  a  change,  indeed,  in  the 
commonwealth !    What  shall  become  of  me? 

Clo.  Come;  fear  not  you;  good  counsellors  lack 
no  clients:  though  you  change  your  place,  you 
need  not  change  your  trade ;  111  be  you  tapster 
still.  Courage ;  tnere  will  be  pity  taken  on  yon : 
yon  that  have  worn  your  eyes  almost  out  in  the 
service,  yon  will  be  considered. 

Bawtl  What's  to  do  here,  Thomas  Tapster? 
Let's  withdraw. 

Clo.  Here  comes  Signior  Claudio,  led  by  the 
provost  to  prison:  and  there's  Madam  Juliet 

'"      It 


SCENE  IX.— TT^soms. 

Enter  Provost,  Claudio,  Juliet,  and  OOieers  ; 
Luoio,  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Claud  Fellow,  why  dost  thou  show  me  thus  to 
the  world? 
Bear  me  to  prison,  where  I  am  committed. 

Prop.  I  do  it  not  in  evil  disposition. 
But  firom  Lord  Angelo  by  special  charge. 

Claud.  Thus  can  the  demi  god.  Authority, 
Make  us  pay  down  for  our  offence  by  weipjht — 
The  words  of  heaven ;— on  whom  it  will,  it  will; 
On  whom  it  will  not,  so ;  yet  still  'tis  just 

Ludo.  Whv,  how  now,  CUadio  ?  whence  oomos 
this  restraint  r  f  ^  \ 
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Claud.  Prom  too  much  liberty,   my  Lucio, 
liberty: 
Am  surfeit  is  the  father  of  mnch  fast, 
So  every  scope  by  tlie  immoderate  use 
Turns  to  restraint:  Our  natures  do  pursue 
(Like  rati  that  ravin  down  their  proper  bane) 
A  thirsty  eril,  and  when  we  drink,  we  die. 

iMcio.  If  I  could  speak  so  wisely  under  an 
arrest,  I  would  send  for  certain  of  my  creditors : 
and  yet,  to  say  the  truth,  J  had  as  lief  have  the 
foppery  of  freedom,  as  the  morality  of  imprison- 
ment—What*s  thy  offence,  Claudio?  , 
Claud.  What,but  to  speuLofwould  offend  again. 
Ludo,  What!  ist  murder? 
CUmd,  No. 
Ludo.  Lechery  f 
Claud,  Call  it  so. 
iVtw.  Away,  SU-;  you  must  go. 
Claud,  One  word,  good  friend  ^— Luci0|  a  word 
with  you.                       [  Tales  lum  agide. 
Lucio.  A  hundred,  if  theyll  do  you  any  good.— 
Is  lechery  so  look'd  after? 
Claud,  llius  stands  it  with  me :— upon  a  true 
contract, 
I  got  possession  of  Julietta*s  bed ; 
You  know  the  lady ;  she  is  fast  my  wife, 
gave  that  we  do  the  denunciation  lack 
Of  outwurd  order :  this  we  came  not  to, 
Only  for  propagation  of  a  dower 
Remaining  in  the  coffer  of  her  friends ; 
1-  rom  whom  we  thought  it  meet  to  hide  our  love, 
Till  time  had  made  them  for  us.    But  it  chances, 
The  stealth  of  our  most  mutual  entertainment, 
With  character  too  gross,  is  writ  on  Juliet 
Ludo.  With  child^  perhaps? 
Claud.                             Unhappily,  even  so. 
And  the  new  deputy  now  for  the  oukc,— 
Whether  it  be  the  tault  and  rfimpse  of  newness : 
Or  whether  that  the  body  public  be 
A  horse  whereon  the  governor  doth  ride, 
Who,  newly  in  the  seat,  that  it  may  know 
He  can  command,  lets  it  stra^ht  feel  the  spur ; 
Whether  the  tyranny  be  in  his  place, 
Or  m  his  eminence  that  fills  it  up, 
I  stagger  in  ^-but  this  new  governor 
Awakes  me  all  the  enrolled  penalties, 
Whidi  have,  like  unscour'd  armour,  hung  by  the 

80  long,  that  nineteen  sodiacs  have  gone  round, 
And  none  of  Uiem  been  worn :  and,  for  a  name, 
Now  puts  the  drowsy  and  neglected  act 
Frcsluy  on  me : — 'tis  surely,  for  a  name. 
Luao.  I  warrant,  it  is :  and  thy  head  stands  00 


Claud.  I  thank  you,  good.friend  Lueio. 

Ludo.  Within  two  hours,— 

Claud.  Come,  officer,  away.  [Emint. 

SCENE  IV.— -4  JUbruutary. 
Enter  Duke  and  Friar  Thomas. 
Duie.  No,    holy  fiither;    throw  away  that 
thought; 
Believe  not  that  the  dribbling  dart  of  love 
Can  pierce  a  complete  bosom :  why  I  desire  thee 
To  give  me  secret  harbour,  hath  a  purpose 
More  grave  and  wrinkled  than  the  aims  and  ends 
Of  burning  youth.  , 

Fri.  May  your  grace  speak  of  it  ? 

Ihthe.  My  holy  sir,  none  better  knows  than  you 
How  I  have  ever  lov'd  the  life  remov'd ; 
And  held  in  idle  price  to  haunt  assemblies. 
Where  youth,  and  cost,  and  witless  bravery  keep» 
I  have  delivered  to  Lord  Angelo 
(A  man  of  stricture,  and  firm  abstinence) 
My  absolute  power  and  place  here  in  Vienna, 
And  he  supposes  me  travell'd  to  Poland; 
For  so  I  have  strewed  it  in  the  common  ear, 
And  so  it  is  receiv'd :  Now,  pious  sir. 
You  will  demand  of  me,  why  I  do  this? 
Fri,  Gladly,  my  lord. 

Duie.  We  have  strict  statutes,  and  most  biting 
laws 
(The  needful  bits  and  curbs  to  headstrong  steeds), 
Which  for  this  fourteen  years  we  have  let  sleep ; 
Even  like  an  o'ergrown  lion  in  a  cave, 
That  goes  not  out  to  prey :  Now,  as  fond  fathers 
Havuig  bound  up  the  threafning  twigs  of  birch, 
Only  to  stick  it  in  theur  children's  sight, 
For  terror,  not  to  use:  in  time  the  rod 
Becomes  more  mock*d  than  fear'd:  so  our  decrees, 
Dead  to  infiiction,  to  themselves  are  dead; 
And  liberty  plucks  justice  by  the  nose; 
The  baby  baits  the  nurse,  and  quite  athwart 
Goes  all  decorum. 

Fn.  It  rested  in  your  grace 

To  unloose  this  tied-up  justice,  when  you  pleased ; 
j^nd  it  in  you  more  dreadtul  would  have  seem'd, 
Than  in  Lord  Angelo. 

j)uke.  I  do  fear,  tec  dreadful: 

Sith  *twas  my  fault  to  give  the  people  scojpe, 
Twould  be  my  tyranny  to  strike  and  gall  them 
For  what  I  bid  them  do :  For  we  bid  this  be  done, 
When  evil  deeds  have  their  permissive  pass, 
And  not  the  punishment    Therefore,  indeed,  my 

father, 
I  have  on  Angelo  hnpos*d  the  office ; 
Who  may,  in  the  ambush  of  mv  name,  strike  home, 


tickle  on  thy  shoulders,  that  a  milkmaid,  if  she  ber  ^^^     ^  ^y  nature  never  in  the  sight, 

b  love,  may  sigh  it  off.    Send  after  the  duke,  and  ,p^  ^J  ^  gi^aer :  and  to  behold  his  sway, 

tpppeal  toliim.  ^  x.  t      a  I  will,  as  twere  a  brother  of  your  order, 

VUnui.  I^have  done  «>»  J>wtJ}e  s  no^*^  tounfl.  yj^i^  ^^  prince  and  people :  therefore,  I  prithee. 


Ipr^ythee,  Luck>,  do  me  this  kind  service: 
Tnis  day  my  sister  sliould  the  cloister  enter. 
And  there  receive  her  approbation ; 
Aoquamt  her  with  the  danger  of  my  state ; 
Implore  her,  in  my  voice,  that  she  make  friends 
To  the  strict  deputy;  bid  herself  assay  him ; 
1  have  great  hope  in  that ;  for  m  her  youth 
There  is  a  prone  and  si>eechless  dialect, 
Such  9B  moves  men ;  besides,  she  hath  prosperous  a 
When  she  will  play  with  reason  and  discourse. 
And  well  she  can  persuade. 

Ludo.  1  pray,  she  may:  as  well  for  the 
encouragement  of  the  like,  which  else  would  stand 
under  grievous  imposition ;  as  for  the  enjoying  of 
tky  life,  who  I  would  be  sorry  should  be  thus 
(bulishly  k)st  at  a  game  of  tick-tack.    Ill  to  her. 


me  with  the  habit,  and  instruct  me 
How  I  may  formally  in  person  bear 
Like  a  true  friar.    More  reasons  for  this  action, 
At  our  more  leisure  shall  1  render  you ; 
Only,  this  one  >— Lord  Angelo  is  precise: 
Stands  at  a  guard  with  envy ;  scarce  confesses 
That  his  blood  flows,  or  that  his  appetite 
Is  more  to  bread  than  stone :  Hence  shall  we  see 
If  power  change  purpose,  what  our  seemers  be. 

SCENE  V^— ^  Nunnery. 
EnJter  Isabella,  and  Fsa  vgdoa. 
I»db,  And  have  you  nuns  no  farther  privileges  1 
Fran.  Are  not  these  large  enough  ? 
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Itah.  Tet,  tralj:  I  speak  not  as  desiring  more ; 
Bat  rather  ^risliing  a  more  strict  restraint 
Upon  the  sisterhood,  the  votarists  of  Saint  Clare. 

Lueio.  Uol  Peace  be  in  this  place  1      [  ?FiC/t«n.l 

l9ab.  Who's  that  which  calls  ? 

Fran.  It  is  a  man's  voice:  Gentle  Isabella, 
Turn  yon  the  kej,  and  know  his  bosiness  of  him ; 
You  maj,  I  may  not ;  vou  are  yet  unsworn : 
"When  you  have  vow'o,  you  must  not  speak  with 

men, 
But  in  the  presence  of  the  prioress : 
Then,  if  you  speak,  you  must  not  show  your  face; 
Or,  it  YOU  show  your  face,  you  must  not  speak. 
Ue  calls  again ;  I  pray  yon  answer  him. 

[Exit  Fbanctoca. 

Itab.  Peace  and  prosperity!   W  hoist  that  calls? 

Enter  LuciO. 

Lmo.  Hail,  virgin,  if  yoo  be ;  as  those  cheek- 
roses 
Proclaim  you  are  no  less  I  Can  you  so  stead  me 
As  bring  me  to  the  sight  of  Isabella, 
A  novioe  of  this  place,  and  the  fair  sister 
To  her  unhappy  brother,  Claudio  ? 

I$ab.  Why  her  unhappy  brother?  let  me  ask 
The  rather,  for  I  now  must  make  you  know 
I  am  that  Isabella,  and  his  sister. 

Ludo,  Gentle  and  £ur,  your  brother  kindly 
greets  you : 
Not  to  be  weary  with  yon,  he's  in  prison. 

J$ab,  Woe  me  I    For  what  ? 

Ludo,  For  that,  which,  if  myself  might  be  his 
judge, 
He  should  receive  his  punishment  in  thanks : 
Ue  bath  got  his  fHend  with  child. 

Itaib,  8ir,  make  me  not  your  story. 

Lndo.  Tis  true.    I  would  not— though  'tis  my 
familiar  sin 
With  maids  to  seem  the  lapwing^,  and  to  jest, 
Tonffue  far  from  heart,— play  with  all  virgins  so : 
1  hold  you  as  a  thing  enskied  and  sainted ; 
By  vour  renouncement,  an  immortal  spirit ; 
Aao  to  be  talked  with  m  sincerity. 
As  with  a  saint. 


FOR  MEASURE. 

I9ab,  Adoptedly;  as  schoolmaids  change  Uuih 
names. 
By  vain  though  apt  affsction. 
Ludo.  She  it  is. 

laab.  Oh !  let  him  marry  her  1 
Ludo.  This  is  the  point 


The  duke  is  very  strangely  ffone  from  hence : 
Bore  many  gentlemen,  m^rself  being  one, 
In  hand,  and  hope  of  action :  but  we  do  learn 
By  those  that  know  tlie  ver^  nerves  of  state, 
His  givings  out  were  of  an  mfinite  distance 
From  his  troe-meant  design.    Upon  his  place, 
And  with  full  line  of  his  authority. 
Governs  Lord  Angelo;  a  man,  whose  blood 
Is  very  snow-broth;  one  who  never  fbels 
The  wanton  stings  and  motions  of  the  sense ; 
But  doth  rebate  and  blunt  his  natural  edge 
With  profits  of  the  mind,  study  and  fast. 
He  (to  give  fear  to  use  and  liberty, 
Which  nave,  for  long,  run  by  the  hideous  law, 
As  mice  by  lions),  hath  pick'd  out  an  act, 
Under  whose  heavy  sense  your  brother's  life 
Falls  into  forfeit:  be  arrests  him  on  it; 
And  follows  close  the  rigour  of  the  statute, 
To  make  him  an  example :  all  hope  is  gone. 
Unless  you  have  the  grace  by  your  fair  prayer 
To  soften  Angelo :  and  that's  my  pith 
Of  business  twixt  you  and  your  poor  brother. 

/m6.  Doth  he  so 

Seek  hit  life? 

Ludo.  Hath  censur'd  him  already, 

And.  as  I  hear,  the  provost  liath  a  warrant 
For  his  execution. 

Itab,  Alas  I  what  poor 

Abilit^^'s  in  me  to  do  him  good  ? 

Litao.  Aaatij  the  power  you  have. 

Isab.  My  power  I  AhisI  I  doubt— 

Ludo.  Our  doubts  are  traitors. 
And  make  us  lose  the  good  we  oft  might  win, 
By  fearini^  to  attempt:  Go  to  Lord  Angelo, 
And  let  him  learn  to  know,  when  maidens  sue. 
Men  give  like  gods;  but  when  they  weep  and 
kneel, 
i  All  their  petitions  are  as  freely  theirs 


Inb.  You  do  blaspheme  the  good,  in  mockingme.    As  they  themselves  would  owe  them. 


JAido.  Do  not  believe  it    Fewness  and  truth, 
tis  thus : 
Your  brother  and  his  lover  have  embrao'd : 
As  those  that  feed  giow  full ;  as  blossoming  time, 
That  from  the  seedness  the  bare  fallow  brings 
To  teeming  foison ;  even  so  her  plenteous  womb, 
Expresseth  his  tvXl  tilth  and  husbandry. 

Jsab,  Some  one  with  child  by  him? My 

cousin  Juliet? 

Luao,  la  she  y  our  ooosin  ? 

ACT 

SCENE  I.— J  ma  in  Ahqwlo*b  Eouae,        . 
£titer  Anoelo,  Escalus,  a  Justice,  Provost,    I 


Itab,  111  see  what  1  can  do. 

Ludo.  But  speedily. 

Itab.  I  will  about  it  straight; 
No  longer  staying  but  to  give  the  mother 
Notice  of  my  affiur.    I  humbly  thank  you : 
Commend  me  to  my  brother :  soon  at  night 
111  send  him  certain  word  of  my  success. 

Ludo.  I  take  my  leave  of  you* 

UoiK  Good  sir,  adieu. 

II 

That,  fai  the  working  of  your  own  aflbctions. 
Had  time  cohered  with  place,  or  place  with  wishing, 
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IV  jewel  that  we  find,  we  stoop  and  take  it, 

Because  we  see  it ;  but  what  we  do  not  see, 

We  tread  upon,  and  never  think  of  it. 

Yon  may  not  so  extenuate  his  offence, 

For  I  have  had  such  faults ;  but  rather  tell  me, 

When  I,  that  oansure  him,  do  so  offend, 

Let  mine  ovm  Judgment  pattern  out  my  death, 

And  nothing  come  in  partial.    Sir,  he  must  die. 

E$eal.  Be  it  as  your  wisdom  will. 

Atig,  Where  is  the  provost  ? 

Frov,  Here,  if  it  like  your  honour. 

Ang.  See  that  Claudio 

Be  executed  by  nine  to-morrow  morning : 
Brinff  him  his  confessor,  let  him  be  prepared; 
For  that's  the  utmost  of  his  pilgrimage 

[Exit  Provost. 

JEicaL  Well,  heaven  forgive  him ;  and  forgive 
nsalll 
Some  rise  by  sin,  and  some  by  virtue  fall : 
Some  run  from  brakes  of  vice,  and  answer  none ; 
And  some  condemned  for  a  fiiult  alone. 

EiUer  Elbow,  Fboth,  Clown,  Officers,  Se, 

EVb.  Come,  bring  them  away :  if  these  be  good 
people  in  a  commonweal,  that  do  nothing  but  use 
their  abuses  in  common  houses,  I  know  no  law ; 
bring  them  away. 

Ang.  How  now,  sir!  What's  your  name  ?  and 
what's  the  matter  ? 

Elb,  U  it  please  your  honour,  I  am  the  poor 
duke's  constable,  and  mv  name  is  Elbow ;  I  do 
lean  upon  justice,  sir,  and  do  bring  in  here,  before 
your  good  honour  two  notorious  benefactors. 

Ang,  Benefactors?  Well;  what  benefactors 
•re  they?  are  they  not  malefactors? 

£lb.  If  it  please  your  honour,  I  know  not  well 
what  they  are:  but  precise  villains  they  are,  that 
I  am  sure  of;  and  void  of  all  profanation  in  the 
world,  that  good  christians  ought  to  have. 

EicaL  This  comes  off  well;  here's  a  wiso 
officer. 

.411^.  Goto:  What  quality  are  they  of  ?  Elbow 
is  your  name  ?  Yfhy  dost  thou  not  speak.  Elbow  ? 

Clo,  He  cannot,  sir ;  he's  out  at  elbow. 

Ana.  What  are  you,  sir? 

E&,  He,  sir?  a  tapster,  sir;  parcel-bawd;  one 
that  serves  a  bad  woman ;  whose  house,  sir,  was. 
as  they  say,  pluck'd  down  in  the  suburbs;  and 
now  she  professes  a  hot-house,  which,  I  think,  is  a 
very  ill  house  too. 

E$caL  How  know  yon  that? 

EB>.  Mv  wife,  aur,  whom  I  detest  before  heaven 
and  your  honour,— 

EtcaL  Howl  thy  wife? 

Elb.  Ay,  air,  wbom  I  thank  heaven  is  an  honest 
woman. — 

EscaL  Dott  thou  detest  her  therefore  ? 

Elb,  I  say,  sir,  I  will  detest  myself  also,  as  well 
as  she.  that  this  house,  if  it  be  not  a  bawd's  hou!>e, 
it  it  pitT  of  her  life,  for  it  is  a  naughty  hou.'^e. 

EkoL  How  dost  thou  know  that,  constable  ? 

EW.  Marry,  sir^by  my  wife;  who,  if  she  had 
been  a  woman  caroinally  given,  might  have  been 
aoonsed  in  fornication,  adultery,  andallundeanli- 
oeas  there. 

E9eaL  By  the  woman's  means? 

JSQ>.  Ay,  sir^  by  Mistress  Orerdone's  means: 
but  as  she  spit  m  his  fiMe,  so  she  defied  him. 

do.  Sir,  if  it  please  your  honour,  this  is  not  so. 

Elb.  Prove  it  before  these  varlets  here,  then 
honourable  man,  prove  it. 

£9oal  Do  yon  hear  how  he  mispUoes? 

[2b  Amoxio. 


Clo,  Sir,  she  came  in  great  with  child;  and 
longing  (saving  your  honour's  reverence),  for 
stew'd  prunes ;  sir,  we  had  but  two  in  the  oouse, 
which  at  that  very  distant  time  stood,  as  it  were, 
in  a  fruit  dish,  a  dish  of  some  three-pence  $70^^ 
honours  have  seen  such  dishes ;  they  are  not  dhina 
dishes,  but  very  good  dishes. 

EbcoL  Qo  to,  go  to :  no  matter  tor  the  dish,  sir  I 

Clo.  No.  indeed,  sir,  not  a  inn ;  yon  are  therein 
in  the  nght :  but,  t»  the  point ;  As  I  sav,  this 
Mistress  Elbow,  being,  as  t  say,  with  chikL  and 
being  great  bellied,  and  longing,  as  I  said,  for 
prunes ;  and  having  but  two  in  the  dish,  as  1  said. 
Master  Froth  here,  this  very  man,  having  eaten 
the  rest,  as  I  said,  and  as  I  say,  paving  for  them 
very  honestl;^ ;— for,  as  you  know.  Master  Froth, 
I  could  not  give  yon  three-pence  again. 

Froth.  No,  indeed. 

Clo,  Very  well :  yon  being  then,  if  ron  be 
remember'd,  cracking  the  stones  of  the  foresaid 
prunes. 

Froth.  Ay,  so  I  did,  indeed. 

Clo.  Why,  very  well :  I  telling  yon  then,  if  you 
be  remember'd,  that  such  a  one,  iad  snch  a  one, 
were  past  cure  of  the  thing  yon  wot  of,  unless 
they  kept  very  ^ood  diet,  as  I  told  yon. 

^h>th.  All  this  is  true. 

Clo,  Why,  very  well  then. 

EaoaL   Come,  yon  are  a  tedious  fool:  to  the 

Eurpose. — What  was  done  to  Elbow's  wife,  that 
e  hath  cause  to  oomplain  of?  Come  me  to  what 
was  done  to  her. 

Clo,  Sir,  your  honour  cannot  come  to  that  yet 

EsoaL  No,  sir,  nor  I  mean  it  not. 

Clo.  Sir,  but  you  shall  come  to  it,  by  join 
honour's  leave:  and  I  beseech  yon,  look  into 
Master  Froth  here,  sir;  a  man  of  fourscore  pound 
a  year ;  whose  &ther  died  at  Hallowmas:— Was *t 
not  at  Hallowmas,  Blaster  Froth : 

Fh)th,  All-hallownd  eve. 

Clo.  Why,  very  well;  I  hope  here  be  truths. 
He,  sir,  sitting,  as  I  say,  in  a  lower  chair,  sir ;— twas 
in  the  Bundi  of  Qrapes,  where,  indeed,  yon  have 
a  delight  to  sit:  Have  you  not? 

Froth.  I  have  so ;  because  it  is  an  open  room, 
andgood  for  winter. 

(Uo.  Why,  Tory  well  then;  I  hope  here  be 
truths: 

Ang,  This  will  last  out  a  night  in  Russia. 
When  nights  are  longest  there:  111  take  my  leave, 
And  leave  you  to  the  hearing  of  the  cause ; 
Hoping,  youll  find  good  cause  to  whip  them  all. 

E8cal.  I  think  no  less:  Qood  morrow  to  yonr 
lordship.  [Exit  Anoelo. 

Now,  sir,  oome  on;  what  was  done  to  Elbow's 
wife,  once  more  ? 

Clo,  Once,  sir?  there  was  nothing  done  to  her 
once. 

EQk  I  beseedi  yon,  sb,  ask  him  what  this  man 
did  to  my  wife. 

Clo,  I  beseech  yonr  honour^  ask  me 

Eical.  Well,8U* ;  what  did  this  gentleman  to  her? 

Clo,  I  beseech  you,  sir,  look  in  this  gentleman's 
fkoe : — Qood  Master  Froth,  look  upon  his  honour; 
'tis  fbr  a  good  purpose :  Doth  your  honour  mark 
his  face? 

EacoL  Ay,  sur,  very  well. 

Clo,  Nay,  I  beseech  you,  mark  it  well. 

EaoaL  Well,  1  do  so. 

Clo.  Doth  your  honour  see  any  harm  in  his  faoe? 

EacaL  Why,  no. 

Clo.  Ill  be  supposed  npon  a  book,  his  fiioe  is 
the  worst  thing  about  him:  Goodlhen:  Hpwaould 
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Master  Froth  do  the  oonstable's  wife  any  harm? 
I  would  know  that  of  joor  honour. 

EtoaL  He*8  in  the  right:  Constable,  whatsaj 
jon  to  it? 

£lb.  First,  an  it  like  jou,  the  house  isa  respected 
house:  next,  this  is  a  respected  fellow;  and  his 
mistress  is  a  respected  woman. 

Ch,  Bj  this  hand,  sir,  his  wI^b  is  a  more 
respected  person  than  anj  of  us  all. 

£&,  Varlet,  thou  liest ;  thou  liest,  wicked  varlet ; 
the  time  is  yet  to  come,  that  she  was  ever  respected, 
with  man,  woman  or  child. 

Clo.  Sir,  she  was  respected  with  him  before  he 
married  with  her. 

EscaL  Which  is  the  wiser  here?  justice,  or 
iniquity? — Is  this  true? 

£&.  O'thoa  caitiiri  O  thou  Tarlett  0  thou 
wicked  Hannibal  1  I  respected  with  her,  before  I 
was  married  to  her  ?  If  ever  I  was  respected 
with  her,  or  she  with  me,  let  not. your  worship 
think  me  the  poor  duke*8  officer: — Prove  tliis, 
thou  wicked  Hannibal,  or  1*11  have  mine  action  of 
battery  on  thee. 

EtdaL  If  he  took  you  a  box  oth  ear,  you  might 
have  your  action  of  slander  too. 

Elb.  Marry,  I  thank  your  good  worship  for  it : 
What  is't  your  worship's  pleasure  I  should  do 
with  this  wicked  caitiff? 

EaooL  Truly,  officer,  because  he  hath  some 
offences  in  him,  that  thou  wouldst  discover  if  thou 
couldst,  let  him  continue  in  his  courses,  till  thou 
know*8t  what  they  are. 

EUf,  Marry,  1  thank  your  worship  for  it: — 
Thou  seest,  thou  wicked  varlet  now,  what's  come 
upon  thee ;  thou  art  to  continue  now,  thou  varlet ; 
thou  art  to  continue. 

EioaL  Where  were  you  bom,  friend  ? 

[2b  Fboth. 

F^roth,  Here  in  Vienna,  sir. 

E§caL  Are  you  of  fourscore  pounds  a  year  ? 

Fh>th.  Yes,  an*t  please  you,  sir? 

EkoL  So >- What  trade  are  you  of,  sir? 

[To  the  Clown. 

Clo,  A  tapster:  a  poor  widow's  tapster. 

EtcdL  Your  mistress's  name  ? 

Clo,  Mistress  Overdone. 

EtoaL  Hath  she  had  any  morethan  one  husband? 

Oo.  Nine,  sir ;  Overdone  by  the  lasL 

EacaL  Nine  I— Come  hither  to  me,  Master 
Froth.  Master  Froth,  I  would  not  have  yon 
acquainted  with  tapsters:  they  will  draw  you. 
Master  Froth,  and  you  will  hang  them :  Qet  you 
gone,  and  let  me  hear  no  more  of  too. 

FMl  1  thaiUc  your  worship.  For  mine  own 
part,  I  never  oome  into  any  room  in  a  ti^hooae, 
but  I  am  drawn  in. 

EtcaL  Well;  no  more  of  it,  Master  Froth: 
fiu'ewell.  [ExU  Froth.]— Come  you  hither  to 
me.  Master  Tapster :  what^  your  name,  Master 


Clo,  If  the  law  would  allow  it,  sir. 

Etcal.  But  the  law  will  not  allow  it,  Pompeyj 
nor  it  shall  not  be  allowed  in  Vienna. 

Clo,  Does  your  worship  mean  to  geld  and  splay 
all  the  youth  m  the  city? 

E»c(mL  No,  Pompey. 

Clo,  Truly,  sir,  in  my  poor  opinion,  th^  will 
tot  then :  If  your  worship  will  take  order  for  the 
drabs  and  the  knaves,  you  need  not  to  fear  the 
bawds. 

EseaL  There  are  pretty  orders  bei^nning,  I  caa 
tellyou :  it  is  but  heading  and  banging. 

Cflo.  If  you  head  and  hang  all  that  offend  that 
way  but  for  ten  year  together,  youll  be  glad  to 

e've  out  a  commission  tor  more  heads.  If  this 
w  hold  in  Vienna  ten  year.  111  rent  the  fairest 
house  in  it,  after  threepence  a  bay :  If  you  live  to 
see  this  come  to  pass,  say,  Pompey  told  yon  so. 

EacaL  Thank  you,  good  Pompey:  and,  in 
requital  of  your  prophecy,  hark  you, — I  advise 
you,  let  me  not  find  you  before  me  again  upon  any 
complaint  whatsoever,  no,  not  for  dwelling  where 
you  do :  if  I  do,  Pompey  I  shall  beat  you  to  your 
tent,  and  prove  a  shrewd  Caesar  to  you ;  in  plain 
dealing,  Pompey,  I  shall  have  you  whipt :  su  for 
this  time,  Pompey,  fare  you  well. 

Clo,  I  thank  your  worship  for  your  good  eoun 
sel ;  but  I  shall  fuUow  it,  as  the  flesh  and  fortune 
shall  better  determine. 

Whip  mo  f  no,  no ;  let  oannan  whip  bis  Jftda ; 
The  Taliant  heart*!  not  whipt  out  his  trade. 

[Exit, 

EtoaL  Come  hither  to  me.  Master  Elbow; 
oome  hither.  Master  Constable.  How  long  have 
you  been  in  this  place  of  constable? 

Elb,  Seven  year  and  a  half,  sir. 

EtoaL  I  thought,  by  your  readiness  in  the  office, 
you  had  continued  in  it  some  time ;  You  say,  seven 
years  togetlier  ? 

Elb.  And  a  half,  sir. 

EtoaL  Alas!  it  hath  been  great  pains  toyoul 
They  do  you  wrong  to  put  you  so  oft  upont  Are 
there  not  men  in  your  wara  sufficient  to  serve  it  ? 

Elb.  Faith,  sir,  few  of  any  wit  in  such  matters: 
as  they  are  chosen,  they  are  glad  to  choose  me  for 
them ;  I  do  it  fur  some  piece  of  money,  and  go 
through  with  all. 

EtcixL  Look  you,  bring  me  in  the  names  of  some 
six  or  seven,  the  most  sufficient  of  your  parish. 

Elb.  To  your  worshipls  house,  sir  ? 

EtcaL  To  my  house:  fare  you  well.  [Exit 
Elbow.]    What's  o'clock,  think  you  ? 

Jutt,  Eleven,  sir. 

EtoaL  I  pray  you  home  to  dinner  with  me. 

JutL  I  humbly  thank  you. 

EtcaL  It  grieves  me  for  the  death  of  Claudio 
But  there^  ne  remedy. 

Jutt,  Lord  Angelo  ia  severe. 

EtoaL  It  is  but  needful: 
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AH  sects,  all  ages,  smack  of  this  Tice ;  and  he 
To  die  for  *t  I— 

Enter  Akoelo. 

Jng.  Now,  what^s  the  matter,  Prorost? 

/Vtm.  Is    it    your    will    Claudio    shall    die 
to-morrow? 

Ajig,  Did  not  J  tell  thee,  yea?  hadst  thou  not 
order? 
Why  dost  tliou  ask  again  ? 

Jhw.  Lest  I  miglit  be  too  rash : 
Under  yoor  good  correction,  I  hare  seen, 
When,  after  execution,  judgment  hath 
Repented  o*er  his  doom. 

J]^.  Go  to;  let  that  be  mine : 

Do  TOO  your  office,  or  give  up  your  place, 
Ana  yoa  shall  well  be  spar'd. 

Pnw.  I  crave  jrour  honour's  pardon. — 

What  shall  be  done,  sir,  with  the  groanmg  J  uliet  ? 
6he^  very  near  her  hour. 

Ang,  Dispose  of  her 

To  some  more  fitter  place ;  and  that  with  speed. 

Re-enter  Servant. 

Sen.  Here  is  the  sister  of  the  man  condemned, 
Desires  access  to  yoo. 

Ang.  Hath  he  a  sister  ? 

iVov.  Ay,  my  good  lord ;  aYery  virtaons  maid, 
And  to  be  shortly  of  a  sisterhood, 
If  not  already. 

Amq.  Well  let  her  be  admitted. 

[ExU  Serv. 
8ee  Toa  the  fornicatress  be  removed ; 
Let  her  have  needful,  but  not  lavish,  means ; 
There  shall  be  order  for  it. 

Enter  Luoio  emd  Isabella. 

Proo.  Save  your  hononr  I        [  Offering  to  retire, 

Ang.  SUy  a  little  while.~[7b  Ihab.]    You  are 
welcome:  what  s  your  will  ? 

/•a&.  I  am  a  woeful  suitor  to  your  honour. 
Please  but  your  honour  hear  me. 

Ana.  Well ;  whaf^  your  suit  ? 

leab.  There  is  a  viceu  that  roost  I  do  abhor, 
And  most  desire  should  meet  the  blow  of  justice ; 
For  which  I  would  not  plead,  but  that  I  must ; 
For  which  I  must  not  plead,  but  that  I  am 
At  war,  twixt  will,  and  will  not. 

Ana.  Well;  the  matter? 

Aab.  I  hare  a  brother  is  condemned  to  die : 
I  do  beseech  yon.  let  it  be  his  fault, 
And  not  my  brother. 

Droo.  Heaven  give  thee  moving  graces  I 

Ang.  Condemn  the  fault,  and  not  the  actor  of  it  I 
Why,  every  fault's  condemn  *d,  ere  it  be  done : 
Mine  were  the  very  cipher  of  a  function, 
To  find  the  faults,  whose  fine  stands  in  record, 
And  let  go  by  the  aotor. 

laab.  O  just,  but  MeYert  law! 
I  bad  a  brother  tiien.—Heaven  keep  your  honour  I 

[lUtiring. 

LueuK  [7b  IsAB.]  Give^  not  o'er  so:  to  him 
again,  entreat  him ; 
Kneel  down  before  him,  hang  noon  his  gown ; 
Ton  are  too  cold :  if  you  should  need  a  pin. 
Ton  could  not  with  more  tame  a  tongue  desire  it : 
To  him,  I  say. 

/tab.  Must  he  needs  die? 

Ana.  Maiden,  no  remedy. 

Jeab.  Tes ;  I  doihink  that  you  might  pardon  him, 
And  neither  heaven  nor  man  grieve  at  the  mercy. 

Ang,  I  will  not  dot 

iwft.  But  can  joo,  if  yoa  would? 


Ang.  Look,  what  I  will  not,  that  1  cannot  du. 

Jtab,  But  might  yon  dot,  and  do  the  world  no 
wrong. 
If  so  jour  heart  were  tonch'd  with  that  remorse 
As  mme  is  to  him? 

Ang.  He^s  sentene'd;  Yis  too  late. 

Lucio.  Yon  are  too  cold.  [To  Isabeliji 

/sa6.  Too  late?  why,  no;  I,  that  do  speak  a  word 
May  call  it  back  again  :  well  believe  tliLs, 
No  ceremony  that  to  great  ones  longs, 
Not  the  king's  crown,  nor  the  deputed  sword. 
The  marshal's  truncheon,  nor  the  judge's  robe. 
Become  them  with  one  half  so  good  a  grace. 
As  mercy  does. 

If  he  had  been  as  ;^on^nd  you  as  he, 
You  would  have  slipp'd  like  him ;  but  he,  like  you 
Would  not  have  been  so  stem. 

Ana,  Pray  you,  begone. 

laab.  I  would  to  heaven  I  had  your  potency. 
And  yon  were  Isabel !  should  it  then  be  thus? 
No ;  I  would  tell  what  twere  to  be  a  judge, 
And  what  a  prisoner. 

Lucio.  Ay,  touch  him:  therels  the  vein.  [Aside* 

Ang.  Your  brother  is  a  forfeit  of  the  law. 
And  you  but  waste  your  words. 

Isab.  Alas  I  alast 

Whv,  all  the  souls  that  were,  were  forfeit  once ; 
And  Ho  that  might  the  vantage  best  have  took, 
Found  out  the  remedy :  how  would  you  be, 
If  He,  which  is  the  top  of  judgement,  should 
But  judge  you  as  yon  are?    Oh  1  think  on  that, 
And  mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  lijis. 
Like  man  new  made. 

Ang.  Be  yon  content,  fiur  maid ; 

It  is  the  law,  not  I,  condemns  your  brother : 
Were  he  my  kinsman,  brotlier,  or  my  son, 
Itshould  be  thus  with  him;— henuistdietoMnorrow 

J$ab.  To-morrow?    Oh  I  that  s  sudden  1   Sparc 
him,  spare  him : 
He*s  not  prepared  for  death!     Even  for  om 

kitchens 
We  kill  the  fowl  of  season ;  shall  we  serve  heaven 
With  less  respect  than  we  do  minister 
To  onr  gross  selves?  Good,  good  my  lord,  bethink 

you; 
Who  is  it  that  hath  died  for  this  offence? 
There's  many  have  committed  it 

Ludo.  Ay,  well  said. 

Ang.  The  law  hath  not  been  dead,  though  it 
hath  slept : 
Those  many  had  not  dar*d  to  do  that  evil, 
If  the  first  that  did  the  edict  infrin^. 
Had  answer'd  for  hb  deed :  now,  'tis  awake ; 
Takes  note  of  what  is  done ;  and,  like  a  prophet. 
Looks  in  a  glass,  that  shows  what  future  evils 
(Either  now,  or  by  remissness  new-conceivYI, 
And  so  in  progress  to  be  hatch 'd  and  bom). 
Are  now  to  have  no  successive  degrees. 
But,  where  they  live,  to  end. 

Jeab.  Yet  show  some  pity. 

Ang.  I  show  it  most  of  all,  when  I  show  justice , 
For  then  I  pit^  those  1  do  not  know. 
Which  a  dismiss'd  offence  would  after  gall ; 
And  do  him  right,  that  answering  one  foul  wrong, 
Livee  not  to  act  another.    Be  satisfied ; 
Your  brother  dies  to-morrow ;  be  c^^ntent. 
I§ab.  So,  you  must  be  the  first  that  gives  thit 
sentence; 
And  he,  that  suffers :  Oh !  it  is  excellent 
To  have  a  giant's  strength ;  but  it  is  tyrannous 
To  use  it  like  a  giant. 
Lucio.  That's  well  said. 

laab.  Could  great  men  thonder  ^  ^  ^^T^ 
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As  JoTC  hini<ie1f  does,  Jove  would  ne*er  be  quiet, 

For  ererjT  peldnr,  petty  officer, 

Would  use  hia  heavea  for  thunder :  nothiog  but 

thonder.— 
Merdfhl  heaven  I 

Thou  rather,  with  thj  sharp  and  sulphurous  bolt, 
Splittlst  the  nnwedgeable  and  gnarled  oak, 
Than  the  soft  myrUB :  But  man,  proud  man  t 
Dressed  in  a  little  brief  authority ; 
Most  ignorant  of  what  he's  most  assured — 
His  glassy  essences— like  an  angry  ape. 
Plays  such  fimtastic  tricks  before  high  heaven. 
As  make  the  angels  weep :  who,  with  our  spleens. 
Would  all  themselves  laugh  mortal. 

Jjudo.  Oh  I  to  him,  to  him,  wench:  ht  will 
relent; 
He%  coming,  I  perceived 

Brov.  Pray  heaven,  she  win  him  I 

/sofr.  We  cannot  weigh  our  brother  with  ourself: 
Great  men  may  jest  with  saints :  *tis  wit  in  them ; 
But,  in  the  less,  foul  profanation. 

Ludo.  ThouVt  in  the  right,  girl;  more  o*  that. 

laab.  That  in  the  captain's  but  a  choleric  word, 
Which  in  the  soldier  is  flat  blasphemy. 

Ludo.  Art  avis'd  o'  that?  more  on't 

Ana.  Why  do  you  pat  these  sayings  upon  me? 

Jtdb.  Because   authority,   though  it   eir  like 
others. 
Hath  vet  a  kind  of  medicine  in  itself. 
That  skins  the  vice  o*  the  top :  Go  to  your  bosom ; 
Knock  there;  and  ask  your  heart,  what  it  doth 

know 
That^  like  my  brother's  fault :  if  it  confess 
A  natural  guiltiness,  such  as  is  his. 
Let  it  not  sound  a  thought  upon  your  tongue 
Against  my  brother's  me, 

Ang,  She  speaks,  and  Hh 

Such  sense,   that  my  sense  breeds  with  it — 
Fare  you  well. 

liob.  Gentle  my  lord,  turn  back. 

Ang»  I   will   bethink   me  ^— Come   again  to 
morrow. 

I$db,  Hark,  how  111  bribe  you :  Gk>od  my  lord, 
turnback. 

Ana.  Howl  bribe  me? 

laab.  Av,  with  such  gifts,  that  heaven  shall 
share  with  you. 

Imoo.  You  had  marr'd  all,  else. 

lub.  Not  with  fond  shekels  of  the  tested  gold, 
Or  stones,  whose  rates  are  either  rich  or  poor. 
As  fimoy  values  them ;  but  with  true  prayers, 
That  shall  be  up  at  heaven,  and  enter  there, 
Ere  sunrise ;  prayers  from  preserved  souls. 
From  fastine  maids,  whose  minds  are  dedicate 
To  nothing  temporal. 

Ang.  Well:  oome  to  me 

To^norrow. 

Ludo.  Gk>  to ;  *tif  well ;  away. 

[Aside  to  Isabella. 

Mb.  Hearen  keep  your  honour  safe  1 

Ang,  Amen : 

For  I  am  that  way  going  to  temptation,      [Aside. 
Where  prayers  cross. 

Isab.  At  what  hour  to-morrow 

tihail  I  attend  your  lordship? 

Ang.  At  any  time  Tore  noon. 

Itab.  Save  your  honour! 

[ExeurU  Luao,  Isabella,  and  Provost 

Ang,  From  thee;  even  from  thy  virtue ! — 
What%  this?  what's  this?  Is  this  her  fault  or  mine? 
The  tempter  or  the  tempted,  who  sins  most  ?  Ha  I 
Not  she;  nor  doth  she  tempt :  but  it  is  I, 
That  lying  by  the  violet  in  the  sun. 
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Do,  as  the  carrion  does,  not  as  the  flower. 
Corrupt  with  virtuous  season.  Can  it  be, 
That  modesty  may  more  betray  oiur  sense 
Than  woman *8  lightness?  Having  waste  gronnd 

enough. 
Shall  we  desire  to  raze  the  sanctuary. 
And  pitch  our  evils  tliere?  0  fie,  fie,  fie! 
What  dost  thou?  or  what  art  thou,  Angelo? 
Dost  thou  desu-e  her  foully,  for  those  things 
That  make  her  good  I  Oh  I  let  her  brother  live: 
Thieves  for  their  robbery  have  authority. 
When  judges  steal  themselves.       What?  do  I 

love  her. 
That  I  desire  to  hear  her  speak  again, 
And  feast  upon  her  eyes  ?  What  ist  I  dream  on  ? 

0  cunning  enemy,  tKat,  to  catch  a  faint, 

With  saints  dost  bait  thv  hook !   Most  dangerous 
Is  that  temptation,  that  doth  goad  us  on 
To  sin  in  loving  virtue :  never  could  the  strumpet. 
With  all  her  double  vigour,  art,  and  nature, 
Once  sdr  my  temper ;  but  this  virtuous  maid 
Subdues  me  quite ;  Ever,  till  now. 
When  men  were  fond,  I  smiled,  and  wonder 'd  how. 

[EdL 

SCENE  III.^^  Boom  in  a  Prison. 

EhUt  Duke,  habited  Uke  a  FViar,  and  Provost 

Luke.  Hail  to  you,  provost!  so,  I  think  you  are. 
J^rov.  I  am  the  provost:    What's  your  will 

good  friar? 
Duke.  Bound  by  my  charity,  and  my  blesis'd 

order, 

1  come  to  visit  the  afflicted  spirits 

Here  in  the  prison  :  do  me  the  common  right 
To  let  me  see  them ;  and  to  make  me  know 
The  nature  of  their  crimes,  that  I  may  minister 
To  them  acoordinffly. 
Brov.  1  would  do  more  than  that,  if  more  were 
needful. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Look,  here  comes  one;  a  gentlewoman  of  mfaie. 
Who  falling  in  the  flaws  of  her  own  youth, 
Hath  blister'd  her  report :  She  is  with  child. 
And  he  that  got  it,  sentenced :  a  young  man 
More  fit  to  do  another  such  oflfenoe, 
Than  die  for  this. 

Luke.  When  must  he  die  ? 

Proo.  As  I  do  think,  to-morrow. — 
I  have  provided  for  you;  stay  a  while. 

[7b  JuLHffr. 
And  you  shall  be  conducted. 

Luke.  Repentyou,  feir  one,  of  the  sm  you  carrv  ? 

JuUet.  1  do ;  and  bear  the  shame  most  patiently. 

Luke.  Ill  teach  you  how  you  shall  arraign 
your  conscience. 
And  try  your  penitence,  if  it  be  sound. 
Or  hollowly  put  on. 

JyUet  Vn  gUdly  learn. 

Luke.  Love  you  the  man  that  wrong*d  you? 

JuUet.  Yes,  as  I  love  the  woman  that  wrong'd  him. 

Luke.  So  then,  it  seems,  your  most  offsncefhl  act 
Was  mutually  committed? 

Juliet.  Mutually. 

Luke.  Then  was  yoursni  of  heavier  kind  thanhit. 

JuUeL  I  do  confess  it,  and  repent  it,  father. 

Luke.  *Tia  meet  so,  daughter :  but  lest  you  do 
repent. 
As  that  the  sin  hath  brotight  you  to  this  shame,— 
Which  sorrow  is  always  toward  ourselves,  not 

heaven ; 
Showing,  we  would  notspare  h^ftven,  as  wo  love  it| 


MEASURE 
but  as  we  Btand  in  fear, — 

JviHtt,  I  do  repent  me,  aa  it  is  an  eril; 
And  take  the  shame  with  joj. 

Duke.  There  rest 

Yoor  partner  as  I  hear,  most  die  to-morrow, 
And  lam  going  with  instmction  to  him. — 
Grace  go  with  you  I  BentdicUel  [ExU. 

Miet.  Must  die  to-morrow  I  O  bjurioos  loYe, 
That  respites  me  a  life,  whose  verj  oomfbrt 
Is  still  a  dying  horrorl 

Pnm.  *1l8  pitj  of  him.  [Esoemd, 


SCENE  IYt-uI  Boom  in  Angblo^b  Hoim. 

Eater  Akqelo. 

Jmq.  When  I  would  pray  and  think,  I  think 
and  pray 
To  seTeral  subjects :  heaven  hath  my  empty  words ; 
Whilst  my  invention,  hearing  not  my  tongae, 
Anchors  on  Isabel :  Heaven  in  my  mouth. 
As  if  I  did  but  onlv  ohew  his  name ; 
And  in  my  heart,  the  strong  and  swelling  evil 
Of  my  conception:  The  state,  whereon  I  studied, 
Is  like  a  good  thing,  being  often  read. 
Grown  fear'd  and  tedious ;  yea,  my  gravity, 
Wherein  (let  no  man  hear  me)  I  take  pride, 
Could  I,  with  boot,  ehuige  for  an  idle  plume, 
Which  the  air  beats  for  vain.    O  plaoel  O  form  I 
How  often  dost  thon  with  thy  case,  th^  habit. 
Wrench  awe  from  fools,  and  tie  the  Mnser  souls 
To  thy  fidse  seeming  ?   Blood,  thou  art  blood : 
Let%  write  good  angel  on  the  devil's  horn, 
Tia  not  the  devils  crest 

JTnter  Servant. 

How  now,  who^s  there? 

Berv,  One  Isabel,  a  sister, 

Desires  access  to  yon. 

Ajug,  Teach  her  the  way.    O  heavens  I 

[ExU  Servant 
Why  does  my  blood  thus  muster  to  my  heart; 
Making  both  it  unable  for  itself. 
And  dispossessmg  all  my  other  parts 
Of  necessary  fitness? 

Bo  play  the  foolish  throngs  with  one  that  swoons, 
Come  all  to  help  him,  and  so  stop  the  air 
Bv  which  he  should  revive:  ana  even  so 
™  general,  subject  to  a  well-wish  d  king, 
Quit  toeir  own  part,  and  m  obsequious  fondness 
Crowd  to  his  presence,  where  their  nniaugnt  love 
Must  needs  appear  ofTence. 

^n/er  IsASELLA. 
How  now,  ialr  maid? 
"x^*  m.  X  '  ■"  *^"®  *o  kno^  7^^  pleasure. 
wJ??  ™*^^  ^o^  »*»  yroM  much 
Than  to  d< 
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Falsely  to  take  avray  a  life  trua  made, 
As  to  put  mettle  in  restrained  means, 
To  make  a  false  one. 

/«a6.  Tis  set  down  so  in  heaven,  bat  not  hi  earth. 

Ang,  Sav  you  so  ?  then  I  shall  poie  you  quickly. 
Which  had  you  rather.  That  the  most  just  law. 
Now  took  your  brother's  life ;  or,  to  ri^eem  him. 
Give  up  your  body  to  such  sweet  undeannesa, 
As  she  that  he  hath  stain  d? 

Isab.  Sir,  believe  this, 

I  had  rather  give  my  body  than  my  soul. 

Ang,  I  talk  not  of  vonr  soul :  Our  oompeird  sins 
Stand  more  for  number  than  for  accompt. 

I9ab,  How  say  yon? 

Ang.   Nay.   Ill  not  warrant  that;  for  I  can 
speuc 
Agamst  the  thing  I  say.    Answer  to  this  |— 
I,  now  the  voice  of  the  recorded  law, 
Pronoonoe  a  sentence  on  ^rour  brother^  lifo: 
Might  there  not  be  a  chanty  in  sm, 
To  save  this  brotherls  life  ? 

/sofr.  Please  yon  to  dot, 

111  take  it  aa  a  peril  to  my  soul, 
It  is  no  sin  at  all,  but  charity. 

AsRQ,  Pleas'd  you  to  dot,  at  peril  of  your  ioal, 
Were  equal  poise  of  sin  and  charity. 

I$ab,  That  I  do  beg  his  life,  if  it  be  shi. 
Heaven  let  me  bear  it  I  you  granting  of  my  suit, 
If  that  be  sin.  111  make  it  my  mom  prayer 
To  have  it  added  to  the  faults  of  mine, 
And  nothing  of  your  answer. 

Ang,  Nay,  but  hear  me: 

Your  sense  pursues  not  mine:  either  you  are 

ignorant, 
Or  seem  so,  craftily ;  and  thatls  not  good. 

I$ab.  Ijet  me  be  ignorant,  and  m  nothing  good, 
But  graciously  to  know  1  am  no  better. 

J^,  Thus  wisdom  wishes  to  appear  most  bright, 
When  it  doth  tax  itself:  as  these  black  masks 
Proclaim  an  enshield  beauty  ten  times  louder 


]>etter  n/ease  me. 


JJ>C 


what  tis.   Tour  brother  cannot 


J^  ^ran  so?— Heaven  keep  your  honour  I 


Than  beauty  could,  displayed. — But  mark  me ; 
To  be  received  plain,  1*11  speak  more  grosa : 
Your  brother  is  to  die. 

/sa&.  So. 

Ang,  And  his  offence  is  so,  as  it  appears 
Accountant  to  the  law  upon  that  pam. 

I$ab,  True. 

Ang,  Admit  no  other  way  to  save  his  life, 
f  As  I  subscribe  not  that  nor  any  other. 
But  in  the  loss  of  auestion),  that  you  his  sbter. 
Finding  yourself  aesir'd  of  such  a  person. 
Whose  credit  with  the  judxe,  or  own  great  place, 
Could  fetch  your  brother  from  the  manacles 
Of  the  all-binding  law ;  and  that  there  were 
No  earthly  mean  to  save  him,  but  that  either 
You  must  lay  down  the  treasures  ofyour  body 
To  this  supposed,  or  else  let  him  suror ; 
What  would  yon  do? 

Isai),  As  much  for  my  poor  brother,  as  myself : 
That  is.  Were  I  under  the  terms  of  death. 
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Nothing  A  ^  to  foul  redemption. 

Ang,    Yon  seemed  of  late  to  make  the  law  a 
tyrant; 
And  rather  prov'd  the  sliding  of  your  brother 
A  merriment  than  a  vice. 

Jaab,  0  pardon  me,  my  lord,  it  oft  falls  out, 
To  have  what  we  would  have,  we  speak  not  what 

we  mean: 
I  something  do  excose  the  thing  I  hate, 
For  his  advantage  that  I  dearly  love. 

Ana.  We  are  all  frail. 

Itdb,  Elde  let  my  brother  die, 
If  not  a  feodary,  bat  only  he, 
Owe,  and  succeed  by  weakness. 

Ana.  Nay,  women  are  frail  too. 

Itab.  Ay,  as  the  glasses  where  they  Tiew  them- 
selves : 
Which  are  &s  easy  broke  as  they  make  forms. 
Women  I — Help  heaven!  men  their  creation  mar 
In  profiting  by  them.    Nay,  call  us  ten  timea  frail 
For  we  are  soft  as  our  complexions  are. 
And  oredulous  to  fiilse  prints. 

Ana,  I  think  it  welL 
And  from  this  testimony  of  your  own  sex 
(Hince,  I  suppose,  we  are  made  to  be  no  stronger 
Than  fiiults  may  shake  oor  frames),  let  me  be 

bold;— 
I  do  arrest  your  words :  Be  that  you  are, 
That  is,  a  woman ;  if  you  be  more,  youVe  none: 
If  yoQ  be  one  fas  you  are  well  expressed 
By  all  extenuu  warrants],  show  it  now, 
By  putting  on  the  destined  livery. 

Jaab.  I  have  no  tongue  but  one :  gentle  my  lord. 
Let  me  entreat  you  speak  the  former  language. 

Ana.  Plainly  conceive,  I  love  you. 

Jtab.  My  brother  did  lore  Juliet ;  and  yon  tell 
That  he  shall  die  for  it  [me, 

Ana.  He  shall  not,  Isabel,  if  you  ^ve  me  love. 

Imb.  1  know,  ^our  virtue  hath  a  licence  in't, 
Which  seems  a  little  fouler  than  it  is. 
To  pluck  on  others. 

Ang.  Believe  me,  on  mine  honour. 
My  words  express  my  purpose. 
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Jaab.  Ha  1  little  honour  to  be  much  beiiev'd, 
And  most  pernicious  purpose  I — Seeming,  seemingl 
I  will  proclaim  thee,  Angelo;  look  for 't: 
Sign  me  a  present  pardon  for  my  brother, 
Or,  with  an  outstretch *d  throat,  ill  tell  the  world 
Aloud,  what  man  thou  arL 

Ang.  Who  will  believe  thee,  Isabel? 
My  unsoil'd  name,  the  austereness  of  my  life. 
My  vouch  against  you,  and  my  place  i^e  state, 
Will  so  your  accusation  overweigh. 
That  you  shall  stifle  in  your  own  report, 
And  smell  of  calumny.    I  have  begun ; 
And  now  I  give  my  sensual  race  tlie  rein : 
Fit  thy  consent  to  my  sharp  appetite : 
Lay  by  all  nicety,  and  prolixious  blushes, 
That  banish  what  they  sue  for;  redeem  thy  brother 
By  yielding  up  thy  body  to  mv  will ; 
Or  else  he  must  not  only  die  the  death, 
But  thy  unkindness  shall  his  death  draw  out 
To  lingering  sufferance :  answer  me  to-mon-ow 
Or,  by  the  affection  that  now  guides  me  most, 
111  prove  a  tyrant  to  him :  As  for  ;|rou. 
Say  what  you  can,  my  false  o'erweighs  your  true. 

[Eat. 

Jatib,  To  whom  shall  I  complain?    Did  I  tell 
this. 
Who  would  believe  me?    O  perilous  mouths. 
That  bear  in  them  one  and  the  self-same  tongue, 
Either  of  condemnation  or  approof  I 
Bidding  the  law  make  court 'sy  to  their  will ; 
Hooking  both  right  and  wrong  to  the  appetite 
To  follow  as  it  draws  1  111  to  my  brother : 
Though  he  hath  fiillen  by  prompture  of  the  blood, 
Yet  bath  he  in  him  such  a  mind  of  honour, 
That  had  he  twenty  heads  to  tender  down 
On  twenty  bloody  blocks,  he'd  yield  them  up, 
Before  hid  sister  should  her  body  stoop 
To  such  abhorred  pollution. 
Then,  Isabel,  live  chasta,  and,  brother,  die: 
More  than  our  brother  is  our  chastity. 
Ill  tell  him  yet  of  Angelo*s  request. 
And  fit  his  mind  to  death,  for  his  soul^  rest 

[ExU. 


ACT  IIL 


SCENE  L^AJloommiU  Pnaon, 
EnUr  Duke,  Claudio,  and  Provost 

Duke,  So,  then  you  hope  of  pardon  from  Lord 

Angelo  ? 
Claud.  The  miserable  have  no  other  medicine. 
But  only  hope: 
I  have  hope  to  live,  and  am  prepared  to  die. 

Jhike,  Be  absolute  for  death;  either  death,  or  life. 
Shall  thereby  be  the  sweeter.    Reason  thoa  with 

life.— 
If  1  do  lose  thee,  I  do  lose  a  thing 
1'hat  none  but  fools  would  keep:  a  breath  thou  art 
fServile  to  all  the  skiey  influences), 
Tliat  dost  this  habitation,  where  tnou  keep'st, 
Hourly  afflict ;  merely,  thou  art  death  s  fool ; 
For  him  thou  labourist  by  thy  flight  to  shun, 
And  yet  run%t  toward  him  still;  thou  art  not 

noble ; 
For  all  the  accommodations  that  thou  bear*st. 
Are  nurs'd  by  baseness  :  Thou  art  by  no  means 

valiant; 
For  thou  dost  fear  the  soft  and  tender  fork 
Of  a  poor  worm :  thy  best  of  rest  is  sleep, 
And  that  thou  oft  provok*st ;  yet  grossly  fear^t 
Thy  death,  which  is  no  more.  Thou  art  not  tliyself ; 
Fur  thou  exist'st  on  many  a  thousand  graios 


That  issue  out  of  dust :  Happy  thou  art  not; 
For  what  thou  hast  not,  still  thou  striv'st  to  get; 
And  what  thou  hast,  forget'st;    Thon  art  not 

certain; 
For  thy  complexion  shifts  to  strange  effects, 
After  the  moon :  If  thou  art  rich,  thou  art  poor 
For,  like  an  ass,  whose  back  with  ingots  bows. 
Thou  bear'st  thy  heavy  riches  but  a  journey. 
And  death  unloads  thee:  friend  hast  thou  none: 
For  thine  own  bowels,  which  do  call  thee  sire. 
The  mere  effusion  of  th^  proper  loins, 
Do  curse  the  gout,  serpigo,  and  the  rheum, 
For  ending  thee  no  sooner:  Thou  hast  nor  youth, 

nor  age ; 
But,  as  it  were,  an  after-dinner's  sleep. 
Dreaming  on  both ;  for  all  thy  blessed  youth 
Becomes  as  aged,  and  doth  beig  the  alms 
Of  palsied  eld ;  and  when  thou  art  old,  and  rich. 
Thou   hast  neither   heat,   affection,   limb,   nor 

beauty, 
To  make  thy  nches  pleasant    What"^  yet  in  this. 
That  bears  the  name  of  life?  yet  in  this  life 
Lie  hid  more  thousand  deaths ;  yet  death  we  fearj 
That  makes  these  odds  all  even. 
Claud,  I  humbly  thank  yon. 
To  sue  to  live,  I  find,  I  seek  to  die : 
And*  seeking  death,  find  life:  let  i^  cpme  on.  j 
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Ill 


Enter  IsABSLLJU 

Uab,  Whit,  hoi  peace  here;  grace  and  good 
company  t 

Pnm,  Who^s  there?  oomein;  the  wish  deserves 
a  welcome. 

Jhike,  Dear  sir,  ere  long  111  yisit  700  again. 

CloMd.  Most  holy  sir,  I  thank  you. 

Jtab,  My   bnsineBS  u  a  word  or  two  with 
dlaadio. 

Pnm,   And  very  welcome.     Look,  signior, 
here's  your  sister. 

DuJbe.  Provost,  a  word  with  yon. 

Proo,  As  many  as  von  please. 

Duhi,  Brins  me  to  hear  them  speak,  where  I 
may  be  concealed, 
fet  hear  them. 

[Eaoemi  Duks  eand  Provost. 

CUmd,  Now,  sister,  what%  the  comfort? 

Itaib,  Wliy,  as  all  comforts  are; 
Host  good  Indeed : 
liord  Angelo,  having  afihirs  to  heaven. 
Intends  yon  for  his  swift  ambassador. 
Where  you  shall  be  an  everlasting  lieger: 
Therefore  your  best  appointment  make  with  speed ; 
To-morrow  you  set  on. 

ClmuL  Is  there  no  remedy  ? 

liab.  None,  but  such  remedy,  as  to  save  a  head. 
To  cleave  a  heart  in  twain. 

ClmuL  But  is  there  any  ? 

Aab,  Tes,  brother,  you  may  live ; 
There  is  a  devilish  mercy  in  the  judge, 
If  youll  implore  it,  that  will  free  your  life, 
But  fetter  yon  till  death. 

Claud,  Perpetual  durance? 

Jtab,  Ay,  just,  perpetual  darance;  a  restramt, 
Though  all  the  world's  vastidity  you  had. 
To  a  aetermin*d  soope. 

CUnuL  But  in  what  nature  ? 

I$ab.  In  such  a  one  as  (>ou  consenting  to\) 
Would  bark  your  honour  from  that  trunk  yon  bear, 
And  leave  you  naked. 

Claud,  Let  me  know  the  point 

Jmb.  Oh  t  I  do  fear  thee,  Claudio ;  and  I  quake 
Lest  thou  a  £Bverous  life  shouldst  entertain, 
And  six  or  seven  winters  more  respect 
Than  a  perpetual  honour.    Dar*st  thou  die  ? 
The  sense  of  death  is  most  in  apprehension ; 
And  the  poor  beetle,  that  we  trioad  upon, 
In  corporal  sufferance  finds  a  pang  as  great 
As  when  a  giant  dies. 

Clmid,  Why  give  you  me  this  shame  ? 

Think  Tou  I  can  a  resolution  fetch 
From  flowery  tenderness  ?    If  I  must  die, 
I  will  encounter  darkness  as  a  bride, 
And  hug  in  it  mine  arms. 

isoft.  There  spake  my  brother;    there  my 
fkther*s  grave 
Did  utter  forth  a  voice  1    Yes,  thou  must  die: 
Thou  art  too  noble  to  conserve  a  life 
In  base  appliances.  This  outward-sainted  deputy, — 
Whose  settled  vlBsge  and  deliberate  word 
Nips  vouth  ithe  hoid,  and  follies  doth  emmew. 
As  fiJcon  doth  the  fowl, — is  yet  a  devil ; 
His  filth  within  beine  cast,  he  would  appear 
A  pood  as  deep  as  hell. 

Claud.  The  precise  Anselo  ? 

Aab.  O,  His  the  cunning  livery  of  hell. 
The  damned'ft  body  to  invest  and  cover 
In  orecise  guards  1   Dost  thou  think,  Claodio, 
If  1  would  yield  him  my  virginity, 
TboQ  mightst  be  freed ? 

ClmuL  O  heavensl  it  cannot  bo. 


Jsab.  Yes,  ho  would  give*t  thee,  from  this  rank 
offence, 
So  to  offend  him  still :  this  night's  the  time 
That  I  should  do  what  I  abhor  to  name. 
Or  else  thou  diest  to-morrow. 

Claud.  Thou  Shalt  not  dot 

Isab,  O.  were  it  but  my  life, 
I'd  throw  it  down  for  your  deliveranoe 
As  frankly  as  a  pin. 

Claud,  Thanks,  dear  IsabeL 

Idob,  Be  ready,  Claudio,  for  your  death  to 
morrow. 

Claud,  Yes.— Has  he  affections  in  him, 
That  thus  can  make  him  bite  the  law  by  the  nose, 
When  he  would  force  it  ?    Sure  it  is  no  sin ; 
Or  of  the  deadly  seven  it  is  the  least. 

laab.  Which  is  the  least? 

Claud,  If  it  were  damnable,  he,  being  so  wise. 
Why  would  he  for  the  momentary  trick 
Be^erdurably  fin'd?— O  Isabel  t 

M>,  What  says  my  brother? 

Claud,  Death  is  a  fearful  thing. 

Itab,  And  shamed  life  a  hatefhl. 

ClcnuL  Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go  we  know  not 
where; 
To  lie  in  cold  obstruction,  and  to  rot; 
This  sensible  warm  motion  to  become 
A  kneaded  clod ;  and  the  delighted  sputt 
To  bathe  in  fiery  floods,  or  to  reside 
In  thrillmg  regions  of  thick-ribbed  ice ; 
To  be  imprisoned  in  the  viewless  winds. 
And  blown  with  restless  violence  round  about 
The  pendent  world ;  or  to  be  worse  than  worst 
Of  those,  that  Utwless  and  inoertain  thoughts 
Imagine  howling  t~tis  too  horrible  1 
The  weariest  and  most  loathed  worldly  lifci 
That  age,  ache,  penury,  and  imprisonment 
Can  Uy  on  nature,  is  a  paradise 
To  what  we  fear  of  deatn. 

liob,  AlasI  alast 

Clctttd,  Sweet  sister,  let  me  live : 

What  sin  you  do  to  save  a  brother^  life. 
Nature  dispenses  with  the  deed  so  far, 
Tliat  it  becomesa  virtue. 

Isab,  O,  you  beast  I 

O,  faithless  coward !    O,  dishonest  Mrretch  I 
Wilt  thou  be  made  a  man  out  of  my  vice  ? 
Is't  not  a  kind  of  incest,  to  take  life 
From  thine  own  sister's  shame?    What  should  I 

think? 
Heaven  shield,  my  mother  play'd  my  fiither  &ir  I 
For  such  a  warped  slip  of  wilderness 
Ne'er  issued  from  his  olood.    Take  my  defiance 
Die;  perish!  might  but  my  bending  down 
Reprieve  thee  from  thy  fiUe,  it  should  proceed : 
111  pray  a  thousand  prayers  for  thy  death. 
No  wora  to  save  thee. 

Claud,  Nay,  hear  me,  IsabeL 

Itab.  Ofie,fle,fieI 

Thy  sm's  not  accidental,  but  a  trade : 
Mercy  to  thee  would  prove  itself  a  bawd : 
*Tis  best  that  thou  diest  quickly.  [Ooinff, 

Claud,  0  hear  me,  Isabella. 

B&^ater  Ddkb. 

Duke,  Vouchsafe  a  word,  young  sister,  but  one 
word. 

/soft.  What  U  your  wUl  ? 

Duke,  Might  you  dispense  with  yourlebure,  I 
would  by  and  by  have  some  speech  with  you :  the 
satisfaction  I  wooJd  require  u  likewise  your  own 
benefit. 

J$ab,  I  have  no  supcrfinons  leisure;  my  stay 
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must  be  stolen  out  of  otiior  affiairs ;  bat  I  will 
attend  you  a  wbile. 

Duke,  [lb  Claudio,  atide,]  Son,  I  hare  over- 
heard  what  hath  passed  between  70a  and  jova 
sister.  Angelo  haa  never  the  purpose  to  corrupt 
her ;  only  he  hath  made  an  assay  of  her  virtue,  to 
practise  his  judgment  with  the  disposition  of 
natures ;  she,  having  the  truth  of  honour  in  her, 
hath  made  him  that  gracious  denial  which  he  is 
moet  glad  to  receive:  I  am  confessor  to  Angelo, 
and  I  know  this  to  be  true;  therefore  prepare 
joursdf  to  death:  Do  not  satisfy  your  resolution 
with  hopes  that  are  fallible :  to-morrow  yon  must 
die ;  go  to  your  knees,  and  make  ready. 
Duke.  Hold  yon  there:  farewell.  [ExUChAxn), 
Claud.  Let  me  ask  my  sister  pardon.  I  am  so 
out  of  lore  with  life,  that  I  will  sue  to  be  rid  of  it 

Be-enter  Provost. 

Provost,  a  word  with  you. 

Prov.  What's  your  will,  fiither  ? 

Duke.  That  now  ^ou  are  come,  yoo  will  be 
gone :  Leave  me  awhile  with  the  maid :  my  mind 
promises  with  my  habit,  no  loss  shall  touch  her  by 
my  company. 

Prao.  in  good  time.  [ExH  Provost 

Duhe.  The  hand  that  hath  made  you  £dr,  hath 
made  you  good :  the  goodness  that  is  cheap  in 
beauty,  makes  beauty  brief  in  goodness ;  but  grace, 
being  tne  soul  of  your  complexion,  should  keep  the 
body  of  it  ever  fiiir.  The  assault,  that  Angelo 
hath  made  to  you,  fortune  hath  conveyed  to  my 
understanding;  and,  but  that  firailty  hath  examples 
for  his  falling,  I  should  wonder  at  Angelo.  How 
will  3rou  do  to  content  this  substitute,  and  to 
save  your  brother? 

/•oo.  I  am  now  going  to  resolve  him;  I  had 
rather  my  brother  die  by  the  law,  than  my  son 
should  M  unlawfully  bom.  But  O !  how  much 
is  the  good  duke  deceived  in  Angelo !  If  ever  he 
return,  and  I  can  speak  to  hfan,  1  will  open  my  lips^ 
in  vain,  or  discover  his  government 

Duke.  That  shall  not  be  much  amiss:  Yet,  as  the 
matter  now  stands,  he  will  avoid  your  accusation ; 
he  made  trial  of  you  only.  Therefore,  fasten  your 
ear  en  my  advisings ;  to  the  love  I  have  in  doin^ 
good.  A  remedy  presents  itself.  I  do  make  myself 
believe  that  you  may  most  uprighteonsly  do  a 
poor  wronged  lady  a  merited  benefit ;  redeem  your 
brother  from  the  angry  law ;  do  no  stain  to  your 
own  gracious  person ;  and  much  please  the  absent 
duke,  if,  peraa  venture,  he  shall  ever  return  to  have 
hearing  of  this  bushiess. 

Jtab.  Let  me  hear  von  speak  further;  I  have 
spirit  to  do  any  thing  that  appears  not  foul  in  the 
truth  of  my  spirit 

Duke,  Virtue  b  bold,  and  goodness  never  fearfU. 
Have  you  not  heard  speak  of  Mariana  the  sister  of 
Frederick,  the  great  soldier,  who  miscarried  at  sea  ? 

leab,  I  nave  heard  of  the  lady,  and  good  words 
went  with  her  name. 

Duke.  She  should  this  Anselo  have  married; 
was  affianced  to  her  bj  oau,  and  the  nuptial 
appointed :  between  which  time  of  the  contract, 
and  limit  of  the  solenmity,  her  brother  Frederick 
was  wrecked  at  sea,  haviiu[  in  that  perishM  vessel 
the  dowry  of  his  sister.  But  mark,  how  heavily 
this  befel  to  the  poor  gentlewoman ;  there  she  lost 
a  noble  and  renowned  brother,  in  his  love  toward 
her  ever  most  kind  and  natural ;  vrith  him  the 

Sortion  and  sinew  of  her  fortune,  her  marriage- 
owry;  with  both,  her  combinate  husband,  this 
well-seemiog  Angelo. 


Aab,  Can  this  be  so?  Did  Angelo  so  leave  bar? 

Duke,  Left  her  in  her  tears,  and  dry'd  not  one 
of  them  with  his  comfort ;  svralloweia  his  vows 
whole,  pretending,  in  her,  discoveries  of  dishonour: 
in  few,  bestowed  her  on  her  own  lamentation, 
which  she  yet  wears  for  his  sake ;  and  he,  a  marble 
to  her  tears,  is  washed  with  them,  but  rdents  not 

I$ab.  What  a  merit  were  it  in  death,  to  take 
this  poor  maid  from  the  world  I  What  corruption 
in  this  life,  that  it  yrill  let  this  man  live  I— But  how 
out  of  this  can  she  avail  ? 

Duke.  It  is  a  rupture  that  you  may  easily  heal : 
and  the  cure  of  it  not  only  saves  your  brother,  but 
keeps  you  from  dishonour  in  doing  it 

liab.  Show  me  how,  good  father. 

Duke.  This  fore-named  maid  bath  yet  in  her  the 
continuance  of  her  first  affection;  his  unjust 
nnkindness,  that  in  all  reason  should  have  quenched 
her  love,  hath,  like  an  impediment  in  the  current, 
made  it  more  violent  and  unruly.  Oo  yon  to 
Angelo;  answer  his  re(}uiring  with  a  plausible 
obedience;  agree  with  his  demands  to  the  point; 
only  refer  yourself  to  this  advantage, — first,  that 
your  stay  with  him  may  not  be  long ;  tliat  the 
time  may  have  all  shadow  and  silence  in  it;  and 
the  place  answer  to  convenience:  this  being  granted 
in  course,  now  follows  all.  We  shall  advise  this 
wronged  maid  to  stead  up  your  appointment,  ^  in 
your  place:  if  the  encounter  acknowledge  itself 
hereafter,  it  majr  compel  him  to  her  recompense: 
and  here,  b^  this,  is  your  brother  saved,  your 
honour  untamted,  the  poor  Mariana  advantaged, 
and  the  corrupt  deputy  scaled.  The  maid  wDl  I 
frame,  and  make  fit  for  his  attempt.  If  you  think 
well  to  carry  this  as  you  may,  the  doubleness  of 
the  benefit  defends  the  deceit  from  reproof.  What 
think  you  of  it? 

Isab,  The  image  of  it  gives  me  content  already; 
and,  I  trust,  it  will  grow  to  a  most  prosperous 
perfection. 

Duke.  It  lies  much  in  your  holding  op :  haste 
you  speedily  to  Angelo;  if  for  this  night  he  entreat 
you  to  his  bed,  give  him  promise  of  satisfaction. 
I  will  presently  to  St  Lukes;  there,  at  the  moated 
grange,  resides  this  dejected  Mariana:  at  that 
place  call  upon  me  and  despatch  with  Angelo,  that 
It  may  be  quickly. 

Jsab,  I  thank  you  for  this  comfort :  fiure  you 
well,  good  fftther.  [Exewit  severaUy. 

SCENE  Ih^The  Street  Irfore  the  Fnaon. 

Enter  Duke,  at  a  trior;  to  hm  Elbow,  Clown, 
onJ  Officers. 
EU).  Nay,  if  there  be  no  remedy  for  it,  but  tliat 

Cwill  neeids  buy  and  sell  men  and  women  like 
ts,  we  shall  have  all  the  world  drink  brown  and 
white  bastard. 

Duke,  0  heavens!  what  stuff  b  here? 

Clo,  Twas  never  merry  world,  since,  of  two 
usuries,  the  merriest  was  put  down,  and  the  worser 
allow'd  by  order  of  law  a  furr*d  gown  to  keep  him 
warm;  and  furr*d  with  fox  and  uunbskins  too,  to 
signify,  that  craft,  being  richer  than  innooency, 
stands  for  the  facing. 

Elb,  Come  your  way,  sur^-bless  yoo,  good 
fiither  fHar. 

Diike,  And  you,  good  brother  father;  What 
offence  hath  thb  man  made  you,  sir  ? 

Elb,  Marry  J  sir,  he  hath  ofiended  the  law ;  and, 

sir,  we  take  him  to  be  a  thief  too,  sir ;  for  we  have 

found  upon  him,  sir,  a  strange  pick-lock,  which  we 

have  sent  to  the  deputy.  f  ^  r^r^r-^\^ 
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Lvkt,  Fie,  simh ;  a  bawd,  a  wieked  bawd! 
The  evil  that  thou  causest  to  be  done, 
That  is  thy  means  to  live :  do  thou  but  think 
What  'tia  to  cram  a  maw,  or  clothe  a  back, 
From  such  a  filth j  vice:  say  to  thjrself, — 
From  their  abominable  and  beastl^  touchef 
I  drink,  I  eat,  array  myself,  and  live. 
Canst  thou  believe  thj  living  is  a  life. 
So  stinkingty  depending?    Go,  mend;  go,  mend. 

Ch,  Indeed,  it  does  stink  in  some  sort,  sir,  but 
yet,  sir,  1  would  prove 

Duke.  Nay,  if  the  devil  have  given  thee  proofs 
for  sin, 
Thoo  wilt  prove  his.    Take  him  to  prison,  o£Soer ; 
Correction  and  instruction  must  botJi  work, 
Ere  this  rude  beast  will  profit. 

Elb.  He  must  before  the  deputy,  sir;  he  has 

given  him  wanting:  the  deputy  cannot  abide  a 

whoremaster :  if  he  be  a  whoremonger,  and  comes 

before  him,  he  were  as  good  go  a  mile  on  his 

errand. 

Duke,  That  we  were  all,  as  some  would  seem  to 
be. 
Free  firom  our  firalts,  as  faults  from  seeming,  free  I 

Enter  Lucio. 

KW,  His  neck  will  come  to  your  waist,  a  oord, 

CJo,  I  spy  comfort ;  I  cry  bail :  here^  agentle- 
man,  and  a  mend  of  mine. 

Lucio,  How  now,  noble  Pompey?  What,  at 
the  wheels  of  Caesar  ?  Art  thou  led  in  triumph  ? 
What,  is  there  none  of  Pygmalion  s  iipages,  newly 
made  woman,  to  be  had  now,  for  putting  the  hand 
in  the  pocket  and  extracting  it  dutch'd?  What 
reply?  Ha?  Wl.at  sayest  thou  to  this  tune, 
matter,  and  method?  Is't  not  drown 'd  i'lhe  last 
rain?  Ha?  What  say *st  thou,  trot?  Is  the  world 
as  it  was,  man?  Which  is  the  way?  Is  it  sad, 
and  few  words  ?  Or  how  ?  The  trick  of  it  ? 
Dvke,  Still  thus,  and  thnsl  still  worse  I 
Luao.  How  doth  my  dear  morsel,  thy  mistress? 
Procures  she  still?    Ha? 

CU>,  Troth,  sir.  she  hath  eaten  up  all  her  beef, 
and  she  is  herself  in  the  tub. 

I^tiao.  Why,  tis  good ;  it  is  the  right  of  it ;  it 
must  be  so:  Ever  your  fresh  whore,  and  your 
powdwed  bawd:  An  unshunn'd  consequence;  it 
murt  be  80 :  Art  going  to  prison,  Pompey  ? 
Cto.  Yes,  fidth,  sir. 

Imao,  Why,  tis  not  amiss,  Pompey :  Farewell : 
Or  iJ!*^9 1  "ent  thee  thither.  For  debt,  Pompey? 
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Elb,  Come  your  wa3r8,  sir ;  come. 

Ludo,  Qo,~to  kennel,  Pompey,  go: 

[ExewU  E1.BOW,  Clown,  ana  Officers. 
What  news,  fnar,  of  the  duke  ? 

Duke,  I  know  none :  Can  you  tell  me  of  any  ? 

Ludo,  Some  say,  he  b  with  the  emperor  of 
Russia  ;  other  some,  he  is  in  Rome :  But  where  is 
he,  think  you  ? 

Duhe,  I  know  not  where :  But  wheresoever,  I 
wish  him  well. 

Ludo.  It  was  a  mad  fantastical  trick  of  him,  to 
steal  from  the  state,  and  usurp  the  beggary  he 
was  never  bom  to.  Lord  Angelo  dukes  it  well 
in  his  absence ;  he  puts  trangression  tot. 

Dtike,  He  does  well  int. 

Lucio,  A  little  more  lenity  to  lechery  would  do 
DO  harm  in  him :  something  too  crabbed  that  way, 
friar. 

Dvike,  It  is  too  general  a  vice,  and  severity 
must  cure  it. 

Ludo.  Yes,  in  good  sooth,  the  vice  is  of  a  great 
kindred ;  it  b  well  allied :  but  it  is  impossible  to 
extirp  it  quite,  friar,  till  eating  and  drinking  be 
put  down.  They  say,  this  Angelo  vras  not  inade 
by  man  and  woman,  after  the  downright  way  of 
creation :  Is  it  true,  think  you? 

Duke,  How  should  he  be  made  then  ? 

Ludo,  Some  report,  a  sea-maid  spawn'd  him : — 
Some,  that  he  was  begot  between  two  stock-fi.>lies : 
But  it  is  certain,  that  when  he  makes  water,  his 
urine  is  congealed  ice ;  that  I  know  to  be  true : 
and  he  is  a  motion  ungenerative  that's  infallible. 

DukA,  Yon  are  pleasant,  sir ;  and  speak  apace. 

Ludo.  Why,  what  a  ruthless  thing  is  tnis  in 
him,  for  the  rebellion  of  a  codpiece,  to  take  away 
the  life  of  man  ?  Would  the  auke,  that  is  absent, 
have  done  this?  Ere  he  would  have  hanged  a  man 
for  the  getting  a  hundred  bastards,  he  would  have 
paid  for  the  nursing  a  thousand:  He  had  some 
reeling  of  the  sport ;  he  knew  the  service,  and  that 
instructed  him  to  mercy. 

Duke,  I  never  heard  the  absent  duke  much 
detected  for  women ;  he  was  not  inclined  that  way. 

Ludo,  O  sir,  you  are  deceived. 

Dukt,  Tis  not  possible. 

Ludo,  Who?  not  the  duke?  yes,  your  beggar 
of  fifty;— and  his  use  was,  to  put  a  ducat  in  her 
cUick-dish:  the  duke  had  crotchets  in  him:  He 
would  be  drunk  too ;  that  let  me  inform  you. 

Duke,  You  do  him  wrong,  surely. 

Ludo,  Sir,  I  was  an  inward  of  his:  A  shy  fel- 
low was  the  duke:  antt,  I  believe,  I  know  the 
cause  of  his  withdrawing. 

n,Jf*.  Whftf  T  nrit}iAA.  miffht  be  the  cause? 
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Z/uctb.  Come,  sir,  I  know  what  I  know. 

Duke,  1  can  hardly  believe  tliat,  since  you 
know  not  what  you  speak.  But,  if  ever  the  duke 
*etum  (as  our  prayers  are  he  may),  let  me  desire 
you  to  make  your  answer  before  hmi :  If  it  be 
honest  you  have  spoke,  you  have  courage  to 
maintain  it :  I  am  bound  to  call  upon  you ;  and,  I 
pray  yon,  your  name  ? 

lAuio,  Sir,  my  name  b  Lacio ;  well  known  to 
the  duke. 

Dukt,  He  shall  know  yon  better,  sir,  if  I  may 
live  to  report  you. 

Luido.  I  fear  you  not. 

Duke,  Oh  I  you  hope  the  duke  will  return  no 
more;  or  yon  imagine  me  too  unhurtful  an  oppo- 
site. But,  indeed,  I  can  do  you  little  harm; 
youll  forswear  this  again. 

Lucio,  111  be  hang'd  first:  thou  art  deceived  in 
me,  friar.  But  no  more  of  this :  Canst  Uiou  tell, 
if  Claudio  die  to-morrow,  or  no? 

Duke,  Why  should  he  die,  sir? 

Luao.  Why?  for  filling  a  bottle  with  a  tundish. 
I  would,  the  duke,  we  talk  of^  were  returned 
again:  this  ungenitured  agent  will  unpeople  the 
uroviuco  with  continency;  sparrows  must  not 
Duild  in  his  house-eaves,  because  they  are  lecherous. 
The  duke  yet  would  have  dark  deeds  darkly 
answered;  he  would  never  bring  them  to  li^ht: 
would  he  were  returned !  Marry,  this  Claudio  is 
condemned  for  untrussing.  Farewell,  good  friar : 
I  prithee,  pray  for  me.  The  duke,  I  say  to  thee 
ag&in,  would  eat  mutton  on  Fridays,  lle^s  now 
past  it ;  yet,  and  I  say  to  thee,  he  would  mouth 
with  a  beggar,  though  she  smelt  brown  bread  and 
garlic:  say,  that  I  said  so.    Farewell.  [Exit, 

Duke,  No  might  nor  greatness  in  mortality 
Can  censure  'scape ;  back-wounding  calumny 
The  whitest  virtue  strikes :   What  king  so  strong, 
Can  tie  the  gall  up  in  the  slanderous  tongue  ? 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Escalus,  Provost,  Bawd,  and  Officers. 

EbcoI,  Oo,  away  with  her  to  prison. 

Bawd,  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me;  your 
honour  is  accounted  a  merciful  man :  good  my  lord. 

E8caL  Double  and  treble  admonition,  and  still 
forfeit  in  the  same  kind?  This  would  make 
mercy  swear  and  plar  the  tyrant. 

Prav.  A  bawd  of  eleven  yean'  continuance, 
mav  it  please  your  honour. 

Bcojod,  My  lord,  this  is  ono  Lucio^  information 
against  me :  Mistress  Kate*  Keepdown  was  with 
child  by  him  in  the  duke's  time ;  he  promised  Iier 
marriage ;  his  child  is  a  year  and  a  quarter  old, 
come  Philip  and  Jacob:  I  have  kept  it  myself: 
and  see  how  he  goes  about  to  abuse  me. 

JSmxd,  That  fellow  is  a  fellow  of  much  licence  :— 
let  him  be  called  before  us.— Away  with  her  to 
prison:  go  to;  no  more  words.  [Exeunt  Bawd 
and  Officers.]  Provoet,  my  brother  Angelo  will 
not  be  altered,  Claudio  must  die  to-morrow:  let 
him  be  furnished  with  divines,  and  have  all 
charitable  preparation:  if  my  brother  wrought  by 
my  pity,  it  should  not  be  so  with  him. 

rirov.  So  please  you,  this  friar  hath  been  with 
him,  and  aovised  him  for  the  entertainment  of 
death. 

EacdL  Good  even,  good  father. 

Duke,  Bliss  and  goodness  on  youl 

EacaL  Of  whence  are  yon? 


Duke,  Not  of  this  country,  though  my  ohanob 
is  now 
To  use  it  for  my  time :  I  am  a  brother 
Of  gracious  order,  late  come  from  tlie  see, 
In  special  business  from  his  holiness. 
Esoal,  What  news  abroad  i'  the  world? 
Duke.  None,  but  that  there  is  so  ^eat  a  fever 
on  goodness,  that  the  dissolution  of  it  must  cure 
it:  novelty  is  only  in  request:  and  it  is  as  dan- 
geious  to  be  aged  in  any  kind  of  course,  as  it  is 
virtuous  to  be  constant  in  any  undertaking.  There 
b  scarce  truth  enough  alive  to  make  societies 
secure ;  but  security  enough  to  make  fellowships 
accursed :  much  upon  this  riddle  runs  the  wUdum 
of  the  world.    This  news  is  old  enough,  yet  it  ia 
every  day's  news.    I  pray  you,  sir,  of  what  dispo- 
sition was  the  duke  ? 

EacaL  One,  that,  above  all  other  strifes,  coo- 
tended  esuecially  to  know  himself. 
Duke,  What  pleasure  was  he  given  to? 
EacaL  Hather  rejoicing  to  see  another  merry, 
than  merry  at  anything  which  professed  to  make 
him  rejoice :  a  gentleman  of  all  temperance.  But 
leave  we  him  to  his  events,  with  a  prayer  they  may 
prove  orosperous ;  and  let  me  desire  to  know  how 
you  nnd  Claudio  prepared.  I  am  made  to 
understand  that  you  have  lent  him  visitation. 

Duke,  He  professes  to  have  received  no  sinister 
measure  from  his  judge,  but  most  willingly 
humbles  himself  to  the  determination  of  justice: 
yet  had  he  framed  to  himself^  by  the  instruction 
of  his  frailty,  many  deceiving  promises  of  life; 
which  I,  by  my  good  leisure,  have  discredited  to 
him,  and  now* is  he  resolved  to  die. 

EaoaL  You  have  pid  the  heavens  your  function, 
and  the  prisoner  the  very  debt  of  your  calling. 
I  have  laboured  far  the  poor  gentleman,  to  the 
extremcst  shore  of  my  modesty ;  but  my  brother 
justice  have  I  found  so  severe,  that  he  hath  forced 
me  to  tell  him,  he  is  indeed— justice. 

Duke,  If  his  own  life  answer  the  straitneas  of 
his  proceeding,  it  shall  become  him  well; 
wherein  if  ha  chance  to  fail  he  hath  sentenced 
himself. 

EscaL  I  am  going  to  visit  the  prisoner :  Fare 
you  well. 
Duke,  Peace  be  with  you! 

[Ex,  EscAL.  ant.  Prov. 
He  who  the  sword  of  heaven  will  bear 
Should  be  as  holy  as  severe ; 
Pattern  in  himself,  to  know,        ' 
Grace  to  stand,  and  virtue  go ; 
More  nor  less  to  others  i>aying, 
Tlian  by  self-offences  weighing. 
Shame  to  him,  whose  cruel  striking 
Kills  for  faults  of  his  own  liking  I 
Twice  treble  shame  on  Angelo, 
To  weed  my  vice,  and  let  his  growl 
0,  what  may  man  within  him  nide, 
Though  angel  on  the  outward  side  I 
How  may  likeness,  made  in  crimes, 
Making  practice  on  the  times, 
To  draw  with  idle  spiders'  string;*  ^ 
Moit  ponderous  and  substantial  things: 
Craft  against  vice  I  must  apply: 
With  Angelo  to-night  shall  lie 
His  old  betrothed,  but  despised; 
So  dis<;uise  shall,  by  the  disguised, 
Pay  with  falsehood  fiiklse  exacting, 
And  perform  an  old  contracting.  [£n1f 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  h-^A  Boom  m  Mariana^  Soum, 

ILiBiANA  discovered  sitting  ;  a  B07  singing, 
SONG. 
Take,  oh  take  those  lips  away. 

That  so  sweetly  wera  f oniworn ; 
And  those  eyes,  the  break  of  day, 

Lights  that  do  mislead  the  mom : 
But  my  kisses  bring  again. 

iMing  again. 
Seals oClOTe,  bat  seal'd in  Tain. 

seal'd  in  rain 

Mori,  Break  off  thj  gong,  and  haste  theo  quick 
away; 
Here  comes  a  man  of  comfort,  whose  adyice 
Hath  often  still'd  my  brawling  discontent — 

{Exit  hoy. 
EnUrDjPLB. 

I  cry  yon  raercy,.8ir;  and  well  could  wish 

YoQ  had  not  found  me  here  so  musical: 

Let  me  excuse  me,  and  believe  me  so, — 

My  mirth  it  much  displeas'd,  but  pleased  my  woe. 

Duke,  Tisgood:  though  music  oft  hath  such 
a  charm, 
To  make  bad  good,  and  good  provoke  to  harm. 
I  pray  you,  tell  me,  hath  anybody  inquired  for  me 
here  to-day?  much  upon  this  time  have  I  promised 
here  to  meet. 

Maru  You  have  not  been  inquired  after:  I 
have  sat  here  all  day. 

iEkter  Isabella. 

Duht.  I  do  constantly  believe  yon: — The  time 
is  oome,  even  now.  I  shall  crave  your  forbearance 
a  little :  may  be,  I  will  call  upon  you  anon,  for 
tome  advantage  to  yourself. 

Mcari,  I  am  always  bound  to  you.  [EaeU, 

Jhtke,  \erj  well  met,  and  welcome. 
What  Is  the  news  from  this  good  deputy? 

Jsab.  He  hath  a  garden  circummur'd  with  brick, 
Whose  western  side  is  with  a  vinevard  back'd ; 
And  to  that  vineyard  is  a  planched  ^te. 
That  makes  his  opening  with  this  bigger  key : 
Th'is  other  doth  command  a  little  door. 
Which  from  the  vineyard  to  the  garden  leadg; 
There  have  I  made  my  promise  upon  the 
Heavy  middle  of  the  night  to  oill  upon  him. 

Duke,  But  shall  yon  on  yoor  Imowledge  find 
this  way? 

Isab,  I  have  ta'en  a  due  and  waiy  note  upont; 
With  whispering  and  most  guilty  diligence, 
In  action  all  of  precept,  he  did  show  me 
The  way  twice  o*er. 

Duke,  Are  there  no  other  tokens 

Between  yon  *greed,  concerning  her  observance? 

/tab.  No,  none,  but  only  a  repair  i'the  dark ; 
And  that  I  have  possess'd  him,  my  most  stay 
Can  be  but  brief:  for  I  have  made  him  know, 
I  have  a  servant  comes  with  me  along. 
That  stays  upon  me ;  whose  persuasion  is, 
I  come  about  my  brother. 

Duke,  Tis  well  borne  up. 

I  have  not  yet  made  known  to  Mariana 
A  word  of  this:— What,  hoi  within!  oome  forth  1 

Ee-enter  Mariana. 

I  pray  you  be  acquainted  with  this  maid ; 
She  comes  to  do  you  good. 

Jsab.  I  do  desire  the  like. 

Duke,  Do  you  persuade  yourself  that  I  respect 
you? 


Man.  Good  fnar,  I  know  yon  do;  and  have 

found  it. 
Duke.  Take  then  this  your  companion  by  the 
hand, 
Who  hath  a  story  ready  for  your  ear: 
I  shall  attend  your  leisure ;  but  make  haste  * 
The  vaporous  night  approaches. 
Man.  Wiirt  please  you  walk  aside? 

[Exeunt  Mari.  and  Isab. 
Duke.  Oplaoeand  greatness,  millionsof  false  eyes 
Are  stuck  upon  thee!  volumes  of  report 
Run  with  these  false  and  most  contrarious  quests 
Upon  thy  doings !  thousand  escapes  of  wit 
Make  thee  the  father  of  their  idle  dream. 
And  rack  thee  in  their  fancies  1 — Welcome  I    How 
agreed? 

Ee^nter  Makiana  and  Isabella. 

Isab.  Shell  take  the  enterprise  upon  her,fkther, 
If  you  advise  it. 

Ihike,  It  is  not  my  consent, 

But  my  entreaty  too. 

Isab.  Little  have  you  to  say. 

When  you  depart  from  him,  but,  soft  and  low, 
**  Remember  now  my  brother." 

Mari.  •  Pear  me  not. 

Duke.  Nor,  gentle  daughter,  fear  you  not  at  all: 
He  is  your  husband  on  a  preniontract : 
To  bring  you  thus  together,  'tis  no  sin; 
Sith  that  the  justice  of  your  title  to  him 
Doth  flourish  the  deceit.    Come,  let  us  go; 
Our  corn's  to  reap,  for  yet  our  tithe's  to  sow. 

[ExewiL 

SCEN£  11.—^  Eoom  in  the  Prison. 
Enter  Provost  and  Clown. 

Prov.  Coihe  hither,  sirrah:  Can  yoa  cut  off  a 
man*s  head  ? 

do.  If  the  man  be  a  badielor,  sir,  I  can :  but  if 
he  be  a  married  man,  he  is  his  wife^  head,  and  I 
can  never  cut  off  a  woman's  head. 

Prov.  Come,  sir,  leave  me  your  snatches,  ana 
yield  me  a  direct  answer.  To-morrow  morning 
are  to  die  Claudio  and  Bamardine :  Here  is  in  our 

{)rison  a  common  executioner,  who  in  his  office 
acks  a  helper:  if  you  will  take  it  on  you  to  assist 
him,  it  shall  redeem  you  from  your  gyves ;  if  not 
you  shall  have  your  full  time  of  imprisonment, 
and  yoor  deliverance  with  an  unpitied  whipping; 
for  you  have  been  a  notorius  bawd. 

(Jlo.  Sir,  I  have  been  an  unlawful  bawd,  time 
out  of  mind;  but  yet  I  will  be  content  to  be  a 
lawful  hangman.  I  would  be  glad  to  receive 
some  instruction  firom  my  fellow  partner. 

Prov,  What  ho,  Abhorson  1  Where's  Abhorsun 
there? 

Enter  Abhorsov. 

Abhor,  Do  yon  call,  sir? 

iVov.  Sirrah,  herels  a  fellow  will  help  you 
to-morrow  in  your  execution:  If  you  thmk  it 
meet,  compound  with  him  by  the  year,  and  let 
him  abide  here  with  you ;  if  not,  use  him  for  the 
present  and  dismiss  him:  He  cannot  plead  bis 
estimation  with  yon;  he  hath  been  a  bawd. 

Abhor,  A  bawd,  sir?  Pie  upon  him,  he  will 
discredit  our  mystery. 

Prov.  Qo  to,  8ir ;  you  weigh  equally;  a  feather 
will  turn  the  scale.  ExiL 
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Clo,  Pnj^  sir,  by  your  good  favour  (tor,  surd/, 
lir,  A  f^ood  favour  you  have,  but  that  you  have  a 
banging  look),  do  you  call,  sir,  your  occupation  a 
mystery? 

Abhor.  Ay,  sir ;  a  mjrstery. 

Clo,  Painting,  sir,  I  have  heard  say,  is  a 
mystery ;  and  your  whores,  sir,  being  members  of 
my  occupation,  using  painting,  do  prove  my  occu- 
pation a  mystery :  but  what  mystery  there  should 
be  in  lianging,  if  I  should  be  hanged  I  cannot 
imagine. 

Abhor,  Su*.  it  is  a  mystery. 

Ch,  Proof? 

Abhor,  Every  true  man's  apparel  fits  your 
thief 

do.  If  it  be  too  little  for  your  thief,  your  true 
man  thinks  it  big  enough  -,  it  it  be  too  big  for  your 
thief,  your  thief  thinks  it  little  enough :  so  every 
true  man's  apparel  fits  your  thief. 

i2e-efito- Provost 

Prov.  Are  you  agreed? 

Clo.  Sir,  I  will  serve  him ;  for  I  do  find  your 
hangman  a  more  penitent  trade  than  your  bawd ; 
he  doth  oftener  ask  foi^veness. 

Pro,  You,  sirrah,  provide  your  block  and  your 
axe,  to-morrow  four  o'clock. 

Abhor,  Come  on,  bawd ;  I  will  instruct  thee  in 
my  trade  *,  follow. 

Ch,  I  do  desire  to  leani,  sir ;  and,  I  hope,  if 
yon  have  occasion  to  use  me  for  your  own  turn, 
vou  shall  find  me  yare :  for,  truly,  sir,  for  your 
kindness  I  owe  you  a  good  turn. 

Prov.  Call  hither  Bamardine  and  Claudio : 

[Exeunt  Clown  and  Abhob. 
Th'  one  has  my  pity ;  not  a  jot  the  other. 
Being  a  murtherer,  though  he  were  my  brother. 

£nter  Claudio. 

Look,  here^  the  warrant,  Claudio,  for  thy  death : 
Tis  now  dead  midnigiit,  and  bv  eight  to-morrow 
Thou  must  be  made  immortaL    Where's  Bamar- 
dine? 
Claud,  As  fiut  look'd  up  in  sleep,  as  guiltless 
labour 
When  it  lies  starkly  in  the  traveller's  bones: 
He  will  not  wake. 

Prov,  Who  can  do  good  on  him? 

Well,  go,  prepare  yourself.    But  bark,  what  noise  ? 
[Knocking  wUhin, 
Heaven  give  yonr  spirits  comfort !    [ExU  Claud. 

By  and  by : — 
I  hope  it  is  some  pardon,  or  reprieve. 
For  the  most  gentle  Claudio.— Welcome,  father. 

Enter  Duke. 

Duhe,  The  best  and  wholesomest  spirits  of  the 
night 
Envelop  von,  good  provost!  Who  called  here  of  late? 

Proo,  None,  since  the  curfew  rung. 

Ihtke.  Not  Isabel  I 

Prov,  No. 

Dttibe.       They  wOl  then,  ere^  be  long. 

Pro9.  What  comfort  is  for  Claudio? 

Duke,  There's  some  in  hope. 

Pro,  It  is  a  bitter  deputy. 

Duke.  Not  so,  not  so ;  his  life  is  parallel *d 
Even  with  the  stroke  and  Ime  of  his  great  justice ; 
He  doth  with  holy  abstinence  subdue 
That  in  himself,  which  he  spurs  on  hb  power 
To  Qualify  in  others :  were  ue  meal'd 
Witb  that   which   he  corrects,   then    were    he 
tyrannous; 


But  this  being  so,  hels  just. — Now  are  tliey  oome 
^Knocking  untftm, — Provost  goes^uL 
This  is  a  gentle  provost :  Seldom,  when 
The  steeled  gaoler  is  the  firlend  of  men. 
How  now  ?    What  noise  ?    That  spirit's  possess'd 

with  haste, 
That  wounds  the  unsisting  postern   with  these 

strokes. 

Provost  returns,  tpeahmg  to  one  at  the  door. 

Prov,  There  he  must  stay,  until  the  ofScer 
Arise  to  let  him  in ;  he  is  caUl'd  up. 

Duke.  Have  you  no  countermand  for  Claudio 
yet. 
But  he  must  die  to-morrow  ? 

Prov,  None,  sir,  non«. 

Duke.  As  near  the  dawning,  provost,  as  it  is, 
Ton  shall  hear  more  ere  morning. 

Prov,  Happily 

Tou  something  know;  yet,  I  believe,  there  oomes 
No  coimtermand ;  no  such  example  have  we : 
Besides,  upon  the  very  siege  of  justice. 
Lord  Angelo  hath  to  the  public  ear 
Profess'd  the  contrary. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

This  is  his  lordship^  man. 

Duke.  And  here  comes  Claudio's  pardon. 

J£es$.  My  lord  hath  sent  you  this  note ;  and  by 
me  this  further  charge,  that  you  swerve  not  from 
the  smallest  article  of  it,  neither  in  time,  matter, 
nor  other  circumstance.  Good  morrow ;  for,  as  I 
take  it,  it  is  almost  dajr. 

Prov.  I  shall  obey  him.  [Exit  Messenger. 

Duke.  This  is  his  pardon  purchas'd  by  such  sin, 

[Askle, 
For  which  the  pardoner  himself  is  m : 
Hence  hath  offence  his  quick  celeri^. 
When  it  is  borne  in  high  authority : 
When  vice  makes  mercy,  mercy's  so  extended, 
That  for  the  fitult's  love  is  the  ofiender  friended. — 
Now,  sir,  what  news  ? 

Pnv,  I  told  you:  Lord  Angelo,  belike,  think- 
ing me  remiss  in  mine  office,  awakens  ma  with 
this  unwonted  putting  on:  methinks,  strangely, 
for  he  hath  not  used  it  before. 

Duke.  Pray  you,  let's  hear. 

/Vtw.  [Beads.]  "  Whatsoever  you  mav  hear  to 
the  contrary,  let  Claudio  be  executed  by  four  oi 
the  clock ;  and,  in  the  afternoon,  Bamardine:  for 
my  better  satis&ction,  let  me  have  Claudio's  head 
sent  me  by  five.  Let  this  be  duly  i)erformed; 
with  a  thought,  that  more  depends  on  it  than  wo 
must  yet  deliver.  Thus  fail  not  to  do  your  office, 
as  you  will  answer  it  at  your  peril." — What  say 
you  to  this,  sir? 

Duke,  What  is  that  Barnard  ine,  who  is  to  be 
executed  in  the  afternoon  ? 

Prov,  A  Bohemian  bom;  but  here  nursed  up 
and  bred ;  one  that  is  a  prisoner  nine  years  old. 

Duke.  How  came  it,  that  the  absent  duke  h;id 
not  either  delivered  him  to  his  liberty,  or  executed 
him  ?   I  have  heard  it  was  ever  his  manner  to  do  so 

Prov.  His  friends  still  vrrought  reprieves  for 
him:  And,  indeed,  his  fact,  till  now  in  the  govern* 
ment  of  Lord  Angelo,  came  not  to  an  undoubtful 
proof. 

Duke.  Is  it  now  apparent  ? 

Prov.  Most  manifest,  and  not  denied  by  himself. 

Duke,  Hath  he  home  himself  penitently  in 
prison  ?    How  seems  he  to  be  touched  ? 

Prov.  A  man  that  apprehends  death  no  more 

dreadfidly  but  as  a  drunken  sleep  ^^careless,  reck* 
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leas,  and  fearless  of  wUafk  past,  present,  or  to 
oome;  insensible  of  mortality,  and  desperatel/ 
mortaU 

Duke*  He  wants  advice. 

jprov.  He  will  hear  none ;  he  hath  evermore  had 
the  liberty  of  the  prison ;  give  him  liberty  to  escapNS 
hence,  he  would  not:  drunk  many  times  a  day,  if 
not  man  V  days  entirely  drank.  We  have  very  oft 
awaked  him,  as  if  to  carry  him  to  execution,  and 
showed  him  a  seeming  warrant  for  it ;  it  hath  not 
moved  him  at  alL 

Duke.  More  of  him  anon.  There  is  written  in 
your  brow,  provost,  honesty  and  constancy:  if  I 
read  it  not  truly,  mv  ancient  skill  beguiles  me ; 
but  in  the  boldness  of  my  cunning,  I  will  lay  mjrself 
in  hazard.  Claudio,  whom  here  you  have  warrant 
to  execute,  is  no  greater  forfeit  to  the  hiw  than 
Anplo  who  hath  sentenced  him :  To  make  you 
nitdentand  this  in  a  manifested  effect,  I  crave  but 
f«>ur  days'  respite :  for  the  which  you  are  to  do  kne 
both  a  present  and  a  dangerous  courtesy. 

iVw.  Pray,  sir,  in  what? 

Duke.  In  the  deUying  death. 

Prov.  Alack  I  how  may  I  do  it?  having  the 
hour  limited;  and  an  express  command,  under 
penalty,  to  deliver  his  heaa  in  the  view  of  Angelo  ? 
1  may  make  my  case  as  Claudio's,  to  cross  this  in 
the  smallest. 

Duke.  By  the  vow  of  mme  order  I  warrant  yoo, 
if  my  instructions  may  be  your  guide.  Let  this 
Barnardine  be  this  morning  executed,  and  his 
head  borne  to  Angelo. 

Frqo.  Angelo  hath  seen  them  both,  and  will 
discover  the  favour. 

Duke.  O,  death's  a  great  disguiser:  and  you 
may  add  to  it  Shave  the  head,  and  tie  the  beard ; 
and  say,  it  was  the  desu*e  of  the  penitent  to  be  so 
bared  before  his  death :  Ton  know  the  course  is 
conunon.  If  anything  fall  to  you  upon  this,  more 
than  thanks  and  gdod  fortune,  by  ue  saint  whom 
I  profess,  I  will  plead  against  it  with  my  life. 

iVtw.  Pardon  me,  good  fiither,  it  is  against  my 
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Duke.  Were  you  sworn  to  the  duke,  or  to  the 
dwuty? 

rrav.  To  him^  and  to  his  substitutes. 

Duke.  Ton  will  think  you  have  made  no  offence, 
if  the  duke  will  avouch  the  justice  of  your  dealing? 

Frov.  But  what  likelihood  is  in  that? 

Duke.  Not  a  resemblance,  but  a  certamty.  Yet 
iinoe  I  see  you  fearful,  that  neither  my  coat,  integ- 
rity, nor  persuasion,  can  with  ease  attempt  you,  I 
wiU  go  further  than  I  meant,  to  pluck  all  fears 
out  of  you.  Look  you,  sir,  bere  is  the  hand  and 
seal  of  the  duke.  You  know  the  character,  I  doubt 
not ;  and  the  signet  is  not  strange  to  yoo. 

Prov.  I  know  them  both. 

Duke.  The  contents  of  this  is  the  retium  of  the 
duke;  you  shall  anon  over-read  it  at  your  pleasure: 
where  you  shall  find,  within  these  two  days  he 
will  be  here.  This  is  a  thing  that  Angelo  knows 
not :  for  he  this  very  day  receives  letters  of  strange 
tenor j  perchance,  of  the  duke's  death;  perchance, 
entenng  into  some  monastery;  but,  by  chance, 
nothing  of  what  is  writ  Look,  the  imfolding  star 
calls  up  the  shepherd.  Put  not  yourself  into 
amazement,  how  these  things  should  be:  all  diffi- 
culties are  but  euy  when  they  are  known.  Call 
r>ar  executioner,  and  off  with  Bamardine's  head: 
will  give  him  apresent  shrift,and  advise  him  for 
a  better  place,  i  et  you  are  amazed :  but  this 
shall  absolutely  resolve  yoo.  Come  away ;  it  is 
t  dear  dawn.  [HJaoBunt, 


SCENE  llh—AnotkerSoommihemme 
Enter  Clown. 
Clo.  I  am  as  well  acquainted  here,  as  I  was  in 
our  hou^  of  profession ;  one  would  think  it  were 
Mistress  Overdone's  own  house,  for  here  be  many 
of  her  old  customers.  First,  here's  young  Master 
Rash ;  he's  in  for  a  commodity  of  brown  paper  and 
old  ginger,  ninescore  and  seventeen  pounds;  of 
which  he  made  five  marks,  ready  money;  marry, 
then,  ginger  was  not  much  in  request,  for  the  old 
women  were  all  dead.  Then  is  there  here  one 
Master  Caper,  at  the  suit  of  Master  Threepile  the 
mercer,  for  some  four  suits  of  peadi-ooloured  satin, 
which  now  peaches  him  a  beggar.  Then  have  we 
here  young  Dizy,  and  young  Master  Deep-vow, 
and  Master  Copuer-spur,  and  Master  Starve-lackey 
the  rapier  and  nagger  man,  and  young  Drop-heir 
that  killed  lusty  Pudding,  and  Master  Forthright 
the  tilter,  and  brave  Master  Shoe-tie  the  great 
traveller,  arid  wild  Half-can  that  stabbed  Pots,  and, 
I  think,  forty  more ;  all  great  doers  in  oar  trade, 
and  are  now  for  the  Lord's  sake. 

Enter  Abhorsov. 

Abhor.  Sirrah,  bring  Barnardine  hither. 

Clo.  Master  Barnardine  I  you  must  rise  and  be 
hanged.  Master  Barnardine! 

Abhor.  What  ho,  Barnardine  I 

Bamar.  [  Within.]  A  pox  o'  your  throats  I  Who 
makes  that  noise  there  ?    What  are  you  ? 

Clo.  Your  friends,  sir ;  the  hangman :  You  must 
be  so  good,  sir^  to  rise  and  be  put  to  death. 

Barnar.  [  Wtthin.]  Away,  you  rogue,  away  I  I 
am  sleepy. 

Abhor,  Tell  him  he  must  awake,  and  that  quickly 
too. 

Clo.  Pray,  Master  Barnardine,  awake  till  you 
are  executeo,  and  sleep  afterwards. 

Abhor.  Go  in  to  him,  and  fetch  him  out 

Clo.  He  is  coming,  sir,  he  is  coming ;  I  hear  his 
straw  rustle. 

Enter  BABNABDniB. 

Abhor.  J»  the  axe  upon  the  block,  sirrah? 

Clo.  Very  ready,  sir. 

Bamar.  Mow  now,  Abhorson?  what^  the  news 
with  you  ? 

Abhor.  Truly,  sir,  I  would  desire  you  to  dap 
into  your  prayers;  for,  look  you,  the  warrant's  come. 

Bamar.  i  on  rogue,  I  have  been  drinking  all 
night,  I  am  not  fitted  for't. 

Clo.  0,  the  better,  sir;  for  he  that  drinks  all 
night,  and  is  hanged  betimes  in  the  morning,  may 
sleep  the  sounder  all  the  next  day. 

Enter  DXJXB. 

Abhor,  Look  you,  sir,  here  comes  your  ghostly 
father.    Do  we  jest  now,  think  you  ? 

Duke.  Sir,  induced  bv  my  charity,  and  hearing 
how  hastily  you  are  to  depart,  I  am  come  to  advise 
you,  comfort  jrou,  and  pray  with  you. 

Bamar.  Friar,  not  1;  I  nave  been  drinking  hard 
aU  night,  and  I  will  have  more  time  to  prepare  me. 
or  they  shall  beat  out  mv  brains  with  billets :  I 
will  not  consent  to  die  this  day,  that's  certain. 

Duhe.  O,  sir,  you  must ;  aid  therefore,  I  beseech 
you.    Look  forward  on  the  journey  you  shall  go. 

Bamar.  I  swear,  I  will  not  die  to-day  for  any 
man^  persuasion. 

Duke.  But  hear  you,— • 

Bamar.  Not  a  word;  if  you  have  anything  to 
say  to  me,  oome  to  my  waitl;  fprgthence  will  not 
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Enter  Provost 

Jhiie.  Unfit  to  live,  or  die ;  O,  gravel  heart  I 
Alter  him,  fellows:  bring  him  to  the  block. 

[Exeunt  Abhorson  and  Clown. 

Prw.  Now,  sir,  how  do  you  find  the  prisoner  ? 

Duke.  A  creature  unprepared,  uni^eet  for  death ; 
And  to  transport  him  in  the  mind  he  is 
Were  damnable. 

Frov.  Here  in  the  prison,  fiither, 

There  died  this  morning  of  a  cruel  fever 
One  Ragozine,  a  most  notorious  pirate, 
A  man  of  Claudio*s  years  ^  hb  beard,  and  head, 
Just  of  his  colour :  What  if  we  do  omit 
This  reprobate,  till  he  were  well  inclined; 
And  satisfy  the  deputj  with  the  visage 
Of  Ragozine,  more  like  to  Claudio? 

Duhi,  O,  tis  an  accident  that  heaven  provides. 


Persuade  this  rude  wretch  willingly  to  die. 

Proe,  This  shall  be  done,  good  father,  presently. 
But  Bamardine  must  die  this  afternoon; 
And  how  shall  we  continue  Claudio, 
To  save  me  from  the  danger  that  might  come, 
If  he  were  known  aUve  ? 

Duhe,  Let  this  be  done : — 

Pat  them  in  secret  holds,  both  Barnardine  and 

Claudio: 
Ere  twice  the  sun  hath  made  his  journal  greeting 
To  yonder  generation,  vou  shall  find 
Your  safety  manifesteo. 

iVoe.  I  am  your  free  dependant. 

Duke.  Quickj  despatch, 

And  send  the  head  to  Angelo.         [ExU  Provost. 
Now  will  I  write  letters  to  Angelo, — 
The  provost,  he  shall  bear  them, — whose  contents 
Shall  witness  to  him  I  am  near  at  home; 
And  that  by  great  injunctions  I  am  bound 
To  enter  pubUcl  v :  him  1*11  desire 
To  meet  me  at  the  consecrated  fount 
A  league  below  the  city ;  and  from  thence, 
By  cold  gradation  and  weal-balanc'd  form, 
We  shall  proceed  with  Angelo. 

Se-enter  Provost 

Proo,  Here  is  the  head ;  ni  carry  it  mjrself. 

Duke.  Convenient  is  it:  Make  a  swift  return; 
For  I  would  commune  with  you  of  such  things 
That  want  no  ear  but  yours. 

Proo,  111  make  all  speed. 

[Exit. 

Mb.  [  Wtthm.]  Peace,  ho,  be  here  I 

Duke,   The  tongue  of  Isabel:— IShe%  come  to 
know. 
If  yet  her  brother's  pardon  be  come  hither: 
But  I  will  keep  her  ignorant  of  her  good^ 
To  make  her  heavenly  comforts  of  despair 
When  it  is  least  expected. 

EtUer  Isabella. 
2$ab.  Ho,  by  your  leave. 
Duke,  Good  morning  to  yon,  fair  and  gracious 

daughter. 
letA,  The  oetter,  given  me  by  so  holy  a  man. 
Hath  vet  the  depu^  sent  my  brother *s  pardon? 
Duke.  He  hath  released  him,  Isabel,  from  the 
world ; 
His  head  is  oflT,  and  sent  to  Angelo. 
laab.  Nay,  but  it  is  not  so. 
Duke.  It  is  no  other: 

Show  your  wisdom,   daughter,  in  your  dose 


Jsab.  O,  I  will  to  him,  and  pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Duke.  You  shall  not  be  admitted  to  his  sight 

Jsab.  Unhappy  Claudio!  Wretched  Isabel' 
Injurious  world  1  Most  danmed  Angelo  I 

Duke,  This  nor  hurts  him  nor  profits  yon  a  jot; 
Forbear  it  therefore ;  ^ve  your  cause  to  heaven. 
Mark  what  1  say ;  which  vou  shall  find, 
Bv  every  syllable,  a  faithtul  verity : 
The  duke  comes  home  to-morrow ; — ^nay,  dry  your 

eyes; 
One  of  our  convent,  and  his  confessor, 
Qives  me  this  instance :  Already  he  hath  carried 
Notice  to  Escalus  and  Angelo; 
Who  do  prepare  to  meet  him  at  the  gates, 
There  to  give  up  tlieir  power.     If  you  can  pace 

your  wisdom 
In  that  good  path  that  I  wonld  wish  it  go; 
And  you  sliall  have  your  bosom  on  this  wretch, 
Grace  of  tlie  duke,  revenges  to  your  heart, 
And  general  honour. 

leab.  I  am  directed  by  you. 

Duke.  This  letter  then  to  Friar  Peter  give, 
*Tis  that  he  sent  me  of  the  duke^s  return: 
Say,  by  this  token,  I  desire  his  company 
At  Mariana^s  house  to-night     Her  canae,  and 

yours, 
111  perfect  him  withal :  and  he  shall  bring  yon 
Before  the  duke;  and  to  the  head  of  Angelo 
Accuse  him  home,  and  home.    For  my  poor  self^ 
I  am  combined  by  a  sacred  vow. 
And  shall  be  absent.    Wend  you  with  thb  letter: 
Command  these  fretting  waters  from  your  eyea 
With  a  light  heart;  trust  not  my  holy  order^ 
If  I  pervert  your  course. — Who's  here? 

Enter  Lucio. 

Ludo.  Gbod  event 

Friar,  where  Is  the  provost  ? 

Duke,  Not  within,  sir. 

Ludo.  O,  pretty  Isabella,  I  am  pale  at  mine 
heart,  to  see  thine  eyes  so  red :  thou  must  be  patient: 
I  am  fiun  to  dine  and  sup  with  water  and  bran: 
I  dare  not  for  my  head  fill  my  belly ;  one  fruitful 
meal  would  set  me  to*t :  But  tney  say  the  duke  will 
be  here  to-morrow.  By  my  troth,  Isabel,  I  loved 
thy  brother:  if  the  old  fiintastical  duke  of  dark 
comers  had  been  at  home,  he  had  lived. 

[Exit  Jaab. 

Duke.  Sir,  the  duke  is  marvellous  litue  beholden 
to  your  reports;  but  the  best  is,  he  lives  not  in 
them.  ^ 

Ludo,  Friar,  thou  knowest  not  the  duke  10  well 
as  I  do:  he*s  a  better  woodman  than  thou  takest 
him  for. 

Duke.  Well,  youll  answer  this  one  day.  Fare 
ye  well. 

Ludo.  Nay,  tarry;  111  go  along  with  thee;  I 
can  tell  thee  pretty  tales  of  the  duke. 

Duke.  You  liave  told  me  too  many  of  him 
already,  sir,  if  they  be  true;  if  not  true,  none  were 
enough. 

Ludo.  I  was  once  before  him  for  getting  a  wench 
with  child. 

Duke.  Did  you  such  a  thing? 

Ludo.  Yes.  marry,  did  I:  but  I  was  £dn  to 
forswear  it;  they  would  else  have  married  me  to 
the  rotten  medlar. 

Duke.  Sir,  your  company  is  fidrer  than  honest: 
Best  you  well. 

Ludo.  By  my  troth,  111  go  with  thee  to  the  lane^ 
end:  If  bawdy  talk  offend  you,  well  have  very 
little  of  it  hay,  friar,  I  am  a  kind  o^  barr,J  shaU 
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Snter  Akoelo  and  Ebcalub, 

SxoL  Ereiyletter  he  hath  writ  hath  disronched 
oiner. 

Ang,  In  most  mieyen  and  distracted  manner. 
His  actions  show  much  like  to  madness:  prej 
neaven,  his  wisdom  be  not  tainted  I  And  why 
meet  him  at  thegates,  and  re-deliyer  our  authorities 
there? 

EteaU  Isnessnot. 

Ana.  And  why  should  ttB  proclaim  it  in  an 
hour  before  his  entering,  that,  if  any  crave  redress 
of  hijastice,  they  shoald  exhibit  their  petitions  m 
the  street? 

JStcaL  He  shows  his  reason  for  that:  to  have  a 
desj^atch  of  complaints;  and  to  deliver  ns  from 
oevices  hereafter,  which  shall  then  have  no  power 
to  stand  against  ns. 

Ang.  w  ell,  I  beseech  yon,  let  it  be  proclaim'd : 
Betimes  i'  the  mom  111  call  yoa  at  your  hoose: 
Give  notice  to  sach  men  of  sort  and  suit, 
As  are  to  meet  him. 

E$octL  I  shall,  sir ;  fare  you  well. 

[Esdt. 

Aug.  Goodnight— 
This  deed  mishapes  me  qnite,  makes  me  unpreg- 

nant, 
ind  dnll  to  all  proceedings.    A  deflowered  maid  I 
And  by  an  eminent  body,  that  enforced 
The  law  against  it! — But  that  her  tender  shame 
Will  not  procUum  against  her  maiden  loss, 
How  migbt  she  tongue  me!    Yet  reason  dares  her 

No: 
For  my  anthority  bears  of  a  credent  bulk. 
That  no  particular  scandal  once  can  touch, 
But  it  confounds  the  breather.    He  should  have 

Uv'd, 
Sare  that   his  riotous  youth,  with  dangerous 


Might,  in  the  times  to  come,  have  ta'en  reyenge, 

By  so  receiving  a  dishonour'd  life, 

With  nmsom  of  such  shame.    'Would  yet  he  had 

Uv'dl 
Alack,  when  once  our  grace  we  have  forgot, 
Nothing  goes  right;  we  would,  and  we  would  not. 

[ExU. 


Enter  Duke  in  hU  own  habits  and  Friar  Peteh 

Duke.  These  letters  at  fit  time  deliver  me. 

Wiriwj  Utter$. 
The  proyost  knows  our  nurpose,  and  our  plot. 
The  matter  being  afoot,  keep  your  instruction. 
And  hold  you  ever  to  our  special  drift; 
Though  sometimes  you  do  blench  from  this  to  that, 
As  cause  doth  minister.  Go,  call  at  Flavius'  house, 
And  tell  him  where  I  stay:  give  the  like  notice 
To  VaJentinns,  Rowland,  and  to  Crassns, 
And  bid  them  bring  the  trumpets  to  the  gate; 
But  send  me  Flavins  first. 
F.  Feter.  It  shall  be  speeded  well. 

[Exit  Friar. 
Enter  Yakbxvs, 
Duie.  I  thank  thee,  Yarrius;  thou  bast  made 
good  haste: 
Come,  we  will  walk:  There*s  other  of  our  friends 
Will  greet  us  here  anon,  my  gentle  Yarrius. 


SCENE  Yl.—&reet  near  the  City  Gate. 
Enter  Isabblla.  and  Mabiana. 
leab.  To  speak  so  indirectly  I  am  loth ; 
I  would  say  the  truth ;  but  to  accuse  him  so, 
That  is  your  part:  yet  I  am  advis'd  to  do  it; 
He  says,  to  veil  full  purpose. 
Mori,  Be  rul'd  by  him. 

Isab.  Besides,  he  tells  me,  that,  if  peradveuture 
He  speak  against  me  on  the  adverse  side, 
I  should  not  think  it  strange ;  for  tis  a  physio 
That's  bitter  to  sweet  end. 
Mori.  1  would.  Friar  Peter— 
Mb.  O,  peace;  the  friar  is  come. 

JS^tter  Friar  Peter. 
F,  Feter.  Come,  I  have  found  you  out  a  stand 
most  fit. 
Where  you  may  have  such  vantage  on  the  duke. 
He  shall  not  pass  you :  Twice  have  the  trumpets- 
sounded; 
The  generous  and  gravest  citizens 
Have  bent  the  gates,  and  very  near  upon 
The  duke  is  entering;  therefore,  henoe,  awi^. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  l.—AFid>UcBaceneariheOityQate. 

Mariana  (veiled),  Isabeixa,  and  Peter,  at  a 
dietance.  Enter  at  opposite  sideSy  Dukb, 
Yarrius,  Lords;  Anoelo,  Escalus,  Lucio, 
Provost,  Officers,  and  Citizens. 

Didbe.  My  yery  worthy  cousin,  fiurly  met: — 
Oor  old  and  Authful  friend,  we  are  glad  to  see  you. 

Ang,  and  EaoaL  Happy  return  be  to  your  royal 
grace! 

Duke.  Many  and  hearty  thankings  to  you  both. 
We  have  made  inquiry  of  jrou ;  and  we  hear 
Bach  goodness  of  your  justice,  that  our  soul 
Cannot  but  yield  you  forth  to  public  thanks. 
Forerunning  more  requital. 

Ama.  You  make  my  bonds  still  greater. 

Dicce.  O,  your  desert  speaks  loud ;  and  I  should 

To  lock  it  inthe  wards  of  covert  bosom, 
When  it  deserves  with  characters  of  brass 
A  forted  residence,  'gainst  the  tooth  of  time, 
And  rasure  of  oblivion.    Give  me  your  hand, 


And  let  the  subject  see,  to  make  them  know 
That  outward  courtesies  would  fain  proclaim 
Favours  that  keep  within. — Come,  Escalus ; 
You  must  walk  by  us  on  our  other  hand ; 
And  good  supporters  are  you. 

Pbter  and  Isabella  come  Jbrtpord 

F.FtUr.  Now  is  your  time;  speak  loud,  and 
kneel  before  him. 

Iwab.  Justice,  0  royal  duke!  YaO  your  regara 
Upon  a  wronged,  I  would  fain  have  said  a  maid! 
O  worthy  prince,  dishonour  not  your  eye 
B^  throwing  it  on  any  other  object, 
Till  you  have  heard  me  in  my  true  complaint. 
And  given  me  justice,  justice,  justice,  justice! 

Dttce.  ReUte   your   wrongs:    In  what?     By 
whom  ?  be  brief: 
Here  is  Lord  Angelo  shall  give  you  justice* 
Reveal  yourself  to  him. 

leah.  0,  worthy  dukoj 

Tou  bid  me  seek  redemption  of  toe  devil: 
Hear  me  yourself;  for  that  which  I  must  speak 
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Must  either  pnnisa  me,  not  being  beiieTed, 
Or  wring re^reu  from  70a:  hear  me,  O,  hear  me, 
here! 

Ang.  M7  lord,  her  wits,  I  fear  me,  are  not  firm — 
She  hath  been  a  soitor  to  me  for  her  brother, 
Cut  off  by  ooorse  of  justice  I 

Itab.  Bj  coarse  of  jnstiee  ? 

Ang,  And  she  will   speak  most  bitterly  and 
strange. 

Mb.  Most  strange,  but  yet  most  tmlj,  will 
I  speak: 
That  Angelo's  forsworn— is  it  not  strange? 
That  Angelo's  a  murtherer—is  t  not  strange? 
That  Angelo  is  an  adolterons  thief, 
An  hTpocrite,  s  virgin-violator— 
Is  it  not  strange,  and  strange  ? 

Duke.  Nay.  it  is  ten  times  strange. 

Itab.  It  is  not  tmer  he  is  Angelo, 
Than  this  is  all  as  true  as  it  b  Strang; 
Nay,  it  is  ten  times  true ;  for  truth  is  truth 
To  the  end  of  reckoning. 

Duke.  Away  with  her; — Poor  soul, 

Bhe  speaks  this  in  the  infirmity  of  sense. 

Isw.  O  prince,  I  conjure  thee,  as  thou  believ'st 
There  is  another  comfort  than  this  world^ 
That  thou  neglect  me  not,  with  that  opmion 
That  I  am   tooch'd   with  madness;   make  not 

impossible 
Thst  which  but  seems  unlike:  *tis  not  impos- 
sible 
But  one,  the  wickedest  caitiff  on  the  ground 
May  seem  as  shy,  as  grave,  as  just,  as  iU>solute, 
As  Ang^o ;  even  so  may  Angelo 
In  all  ms  dressings,  characts,  titles,  forms, 
Bean  arch-villain ;  believe  it,  royal  prince, 
If  he  be  less,  he*8  nothing;  but  he's  more, 
Had  I  more  name  for  baoness. 

Duke.  By  mine  honesty. 

If  she  be  mad,  as  I  believe  no  other, 
Her  madness  hath  the  oddest  frame  of  sense, 
(Such  a  dependency  of  thing  or  thing,) 
As  e'er  I  heard  in  madness. 

Itab  0,  gracious  duke, 

Harp  not  on  that:  nor  do  not  banish  reason 
For  mequality ;  but  let  your  reason  serve 
To  make  the  truth  appear  where  it  seems  hid ; 
And  hide  the  false  seems  true. 

Duke.  Many  that  are  not  mad. 

Have,  sure,  more  lack  of  reason. — What  would 


laab. 


you  say? 
I  am  the  sister  of  one  Claudio, 


Condemned  upon  the  act  of  fornication 
To  loose  his  head ;  condemned  by  Angelo: 
I,  in  probation  of  a  sisterhood. 
Was  sent  to  by  my  brother :  One  Lucio, 
As  then  the  messenger  ;— 

Ludo,  That's  I,  ant  like  vour  grace. 

I  came  to  her  from  Claudio,  and  desir'd  her 
To  try  her  gracious  fortune  with  Lord  Angelo, 
For  her  poor  brother's  pardon. 

Jtab.  Tliat's  he,  hideed. 

Duke.  Ton  were  not  bid  to  speak. 

Ludo.  No,  my  good  lord, 

Nor  wish'd  to  hold  my  peace. 

Duke.  I  wish  you  now  then ; 

Pray  :jrou,  take  note  of  it :  and  when  you  have 
A  business  for  yourself,  pray  heaven,  you  then 
Beperfeot 

Ludo.      I  warrant  your  honour. 

Ihtke.  The  warrant 's  for  yourself;  take  heed 
to  it 

Itab.  This  gentleman  told  somewhat  of  my  late. 

Ludo.  Right 


Duke.    It  may  be  right ;   bat  yon  are  to  the 
wrong 
To  speak  before  your  time.— Proceed. 

Jtab.  I  went 

To  this  pernicious  caitiff  deputy. 

Duke.  That's  somewhat  madly  spoken. 

Jeab.  Pardon  it ; 

The  phrase  is  to  the  matter. 

Duke.  Mended  sgain:  the  matter :— Proceed. 

leab.  In  brief,— to  set  the  needless  process  by. 
How  I  persuaded,  how  I  pray'd,  and  kneel'd. 
How  he  refeird  me,  and  how  I  replied 

iFor  this  was  of  much  length] ;  the  vile  oondusion 
now  begin  with  grief  aud  sname  to  utter : 
He  would  not,  but  b;^  gin  of  my  chaste  body 
To  his  conoupiscible  intemperate  lust, 
Release  my  brother ;  and,  after  much  debatement 
My  sisterly  remorse  confutes  mine  honour. 
And  I  did  yield  to  him:   But  the  next  mom 

betimes. 
His  purpose  surfeiting,  he  sends  a  warrant 
For  my  poor  brother's  head. 

Duke.  This  is  most  likelyl 

laab.  O,  that  it  were  as  like  as  it  is  true! 

Duke.  By  heaven,  fond  wretch,  thou  know%t 
not  what  thou  speak 'st ; 
Or  else  thou  art  subom'd  against  his  honour. 
In  hatefhl  practice :  First,  his  inte^t^ 
Stands  without  blemish: — next,  it  imports  na 

reason, 
That  with  such  vehemenc^  he  should  pursue 
Faults  proper  to  himself:  if  he  bad  so  offended. 
He  would  have  weigh'd  thy  brother  by  himself. 
And  not  have  cut  him  off:  Some  one  hath  set 

vou  on ; 
Confess  the  troth,  and  say  hy  whose  advice 
Thou  cam'kt  here  to  complain. 

/sa6.  And  is  this  all? 

Then,  oh,  jovl  blessed  ministers  above. 
Keep  me  m  patienoe ;  and,  with  ripen 'd  time. 
Unfold  the  evil  which  is  here  wrapp'd  up 
In  countenance  I— Heaven  shield  your  grace  from 

woe. 
As  I,  thus  wrong'd,  henoe  nnbelievcd  go! 

Duke.  I  know  you'd  fain  be  gone: — An  officer: 
To  prison  with  her: — Shall  we  thus  permit 
A  blasting  and  a  scandalous  breath  to  fall 
On  him  so  near  us?   This  needs  must  be  a  praotioe. 
Who  knew  of  your  intent  and  coming  hither? 

laab.  One  that  I  would  were  here,  fnar  Lodowidc 

Duke,   A  ghostly  father,  belike:  Who  knows 
Lodowick? 

Ludo.  My  lord,  I  know  him ;  'tis  a  meddling'friar. 
I  do  not  like  the  man :  had  he  been  lay,  my  lord. 
For  certain  words  he  ppake  against  ^our  grace 
In  your  retirement,  I  had  swing'd  him  soundl}[. 

Duke.  Words  agamst  me?    This  is  a  good  fnar, 
belike! 
And  to  set  on  this  wretched  woman  here 
Against  our  substitute  I— Let  this  friar  be  found. 

Ludo.  But  yesternight,  my  lord,  she  and  that 
friar, 
I  saw  them  at  the  prison:  a  aaoflj  friar, 
A  very  scurvy  fellow. 

F.  Peter.  Bless'd  be  your  royal  grace  t 

I  have  stood  by,  my  lord,  and  I  have  hnrd 
Tour  royal  ear  abus'd :  First,  hath  this  woman 
Most  wrongfully  accused  your  substitute ; 
Who  is  as  tar  from  touch  or  soil  with  her, 
As  she  from  one  ungot. 

Duke.  We  did  believe  no  less. 

Know  you  that  Friar  Lodowick  which  she  speaks 
of?  ^^ 
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F,  Peter.  I  knoAT  him  for  a  man  divine  and  holy; 
Not  acnrry,  nor  a  temporary  meddler, 
As  he's  reported  by  this  gentleman ; 
And,  on  my  trust,  a  man  that  never  yet 
Did,  as  he  vonehes,  misreport  your  grace. 

Lucio.  My  lord,  most  villainously ;  believe  it 

F»  lister.  Well,  he  in  time  may  come  to  clear 
himself; 
But  at  this  bstant  he  is  sick,  my  lord, 
Of  a  strange  fever:  Upon  hia  mere  request 
(Being  come  to  knowledge  tlut  there  was  com- 
plaint 
Intended  igainst  Lord  Angelo),  came  I  hither, 
To  speak  as  from  his  mouth,  what  he  doth  know 
Is  true,  and  finlse ;  and  what  he  with  his  oath, 
And  aJI  probation,  wiil  make  up  full  dear. 
Whensoever  he's  oonvented.      First,  tor  this 

woman; 
jTo  justify  this  worthy  nobleman. 
So  vulgarly  and  personally  accus  d,) 
Her  shall  you  hear  disproved  to  her  eyes, 
nil  she  herself  confess  it. 

Duke,  Good  (War.  letls  hear  it 

[Isabella  i$  ccaried  off,  guarded;  and 
Mariana  coma  forward. 
Do  you  not  smile  at  this,  Lord  Angelo  ? — 

0  heaven  I  the  vanity  of  wretched  fools  I 
Give  us  some  seats. — Come  cousin  Angelo; 
In  thia  111  be  impartial ;  be  you  judge 

Of  your  own  cause. — Is  this  the  witness,  friar? 
Fint,  let  her  show  her  face ;  and^  after,  speak. 

Mori,  Pardon,  my  lord;  I  will  not  show  my 
face, 
UntU  my  husband  bid  me. 

I}uke,  What,  are  you  married  ? 

Mori,  No,  my  lord. 

Duke,  Are  yon  a  maid? 

Mart,  No,  my  lord. 

Dvke.  A  widow  then? 

Mori,  Neither,  my  lord. 

Dvke.  Why,  you 

Are  nothing  then : — Neither  maid,  widow,  nor 
wife? 

Lueio,  VLj  lord,  she  may  be  a  punk ;  for  many 
of  them  are  neither  maid,  widow,  nor  wife. 

Duke.  Silence  that  fellow :  I  would  he  had  some 
cause 
To  prattle  for  himself. 

£uicio,  Whll,  my  lord. 

MarL  My  lord,  X  do  confess  I  ne*er  was  married ; 
And,  I  confess,  besides,  I  am  no  maid : 

1  have  known  my  husband;  yet  my  husband 

knows  not 
That  ever  he  knew  me. 

Ludo,  Ue  was  drunk  then,  my  lord;  it  can  be 
no  better. 

Duke,  For  the  benefit  of  silence,  would  thou 
wert  so  too  I 

Ludo.  Well,  my  lord. 

Duke,  This  is  no  witness  for  Lord  Angelo. 

Man,  Now  I  come  to  *t,  my  lord : 
She,  that  accnses  him  of  fornication, 
In  Belf-«ame  manner  doth  accuse  my  husband; 
And  charges  him,  my  lord,  with  such  a  time, 
When  111  depose  I  bad  him  in  mine  arms, 
With  all  the  eflbot  of  love. 

Ang,  Charges  ahe  more  than  me? 

Marl  Not  that  I  know. 

Vuhe,  No  ?  yon  say,  your  husband. 

Mai,  Why,  ja<t,  my  lo^,  and  that  is  my  bf idy, 
Who  thinks  be  knowb  tliat  he  de*er  knew  Angelo, 
Bat  knows  he  thinks  that  he  knows  Isabel's. 

Amg,  This  isastrangeabuse'—Let'ksee thy fjMO. 


Mari,  Mj  husband  bids  me ;  now  I  will  unmask. 

[UnveiUng, 
This  is  that  face,  thou  cruel  Angelo, 
Which  once  thou  swor^st  was  worth  the  looking 

on: 
This  is  the  hand  which,  with  a  vow*d  contract, 
Was  fast  belock'd  in  thine:  this  is  the  body 
That  took  away  the  match  from  Isabel, 
And  did  supply  thee  at  thy  garden-house, 
In  her  imagin'd  person. 

Duke,  Know  you  this  woman  ? 

Ludo,  Carnally,  she  sajTS. 

Duke,  Sirrah,  no  more. 

Ludo,  Enough,  my  lord. 

Ang,  My  lord,  I  must  confess  I  know  this 
woman: 
And,  five  years  since,  there  was  some  speech  of 

marriage 
Betwixt  myself  and  her ;  which  was  broke  oflE, 
Partly,  for  that  her  promised  prop^ortions 
Came  short  of  composition ;  but,  in  chief^ 
For  that  her  reputation  was  disvalued 
In  levity :  since  which  time  of  five  years, 
I  never  spake  with  her,  saw  her,  nor  heard  firom 

her. 
Upon  my  faith  and  honour 

Maria,  Noble  prince, 

As  there  comes  light  f^om  heaven,  and  words  from 

breath. 
As  there  is  sense  in  truth,  and  truth  in  virtue, 
I  am  affiano'd  this  m$n*B  wife,  as  strongly 
As  words  could  make  up  vows:  and,  my  good 

lord. 
But  Tuesday  night  last  gone,  in  his  garden-house. 
He  knew  me  as  a  wife:  As  this  is  true 
Let  me  in  safety  raise  me  from  my  knees ; 
Or  else  for  ever  be  confixed  here, 
A  marble  monument  1 

Ang,  I  did  but  smile  tOl  now ; 

Now,  good  my  lord,  give  me  the  scope  of  justice; 
My  patience  here  is  touch'd :  I  do  perceive, 
These  poor  informal  women  are  no  more 
But  instruments  of  some  more  mightier  member, 
That  sets  them  on :  Let  me  have  way  my  lord. 
To  find  this  practice  out 

Duke,  Ay.  with  my  heart ; 

And  punish  them  unto  your  height  of  pleasure. — 
Thou  foolish  friar ;  and  thou  pernicious  woman. 
Compact  with  her  thaVs  gone  I  think*st  thou,  thy 

oaths. 
Though  they  would  swear  down  each  particular 

saint, 
Were  testimonies  against  his  worth  and  credit, 
That's  sealed  m  approbation  ?— You,  Lord  Esoalus, 
Sit  with  my  cousin;  lend  him  your  kind  j 
To  find  out  this  abuse,  whence  tb  derive 
There  is  another  friar  that  set  them  on ; 
Let  him  be  sent  fbr. 

F,  Feier,  Would  he  were  here,  my  lord ;  for  he 
indeed. 
Hath  set  the  women  on  to  this  complaint : 
Your  provost  knows  the  place  where  he  abides, 
And  he  may  fetch  him. 

Duke,  Go,  do  it  instantly^—        [Exit  Provost 
And  yon,  my  noble  and  well-warranted  cousin. 
Whom  it  concerns  to  hear  this  matter  forth, 
Do  with  your  injuries  as  seems  jon  best, 
In  any  chastisement :  I  for  a  wmle 
Will  leave  you ;  but  stir  not  von,  till  you  have 
Well  determin  d  upon  these  slandorers. 

EscoL  My  lord,  we'll  do  it  thoroughly,— [^^ 
DUKB.  J  Signior  Lucio,  did  not  you  say  you  knew 
that  fmr  Lodowiok  to  be  a  dishoiuwt  person  ? . 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


in 


Lueio.  OueuUua  non  /adt  monachwn :  honest  in 
nothing  but  in  his  clothes;  and  one  that  hath 
spoke  most  villainous  speeches  of  the  duke. 

£Kal,  We  shall  entreat  you  to  abide  here  till  he 
com«,  and  enforce  them  against  him :  we  shall  find 
this  friar  a  nouble  fellow. 

Ludo.  As  an  J  in  Vienna,  on  my  word. 

EscaL  Call  that  same  Isabel  here  once  again; 
[to  an  Attendant]  I  would  speak  with  her :  rray 
jron,  my  lord,  give  me  leave  to  question ;  you 
shall  see  how  1*11  handle  her. 

Ludo,  Not  better  than  he,  by  her  own  report. 

EicaL  Say  you? 

Ludo,  Marry,  sir,  I  think  if  you  handled  her 
privately  she  would  sooner  confess:  perchance, 
publicly  shell  be  ashamed. 
Ee^nter  Officers,  tnth  Isabella  ;  the  Dukb,  m 
the  Friar's  habit^  and  Provost. 

EtodL  I  will  go  darkly  to  work  with  her. 

Ludo,  That's  the  way ;  for  women  are  light  at 
midnight. 

EscmL  Come  on,  mistress :  [to  Isabella]  here's 
a  gentlewoman  denies  all  that  you  have  said. 

Ludo,  My  lord,  here  comes  the  rascal  I  spoke 
of;  here  with  the  provost. 

Esad,  In  very  good  time:— speak  not  70a  to 
him,  till  we  call  upon  you. 

Ludo,  Mum. 

EaoaL  Come,  sir :  did  you  set  these  women  on 
to  slander  Lord  Angelo  ?  they  have  confessed  yon 
did. 

Duke,  Tis  false. 

EkoL  Howl  know  yon  where  yon  are? 

Duke,  Respect  to  your  great  place  I  and  let  the 
devil 
Be  sometimes  honoured  for  his  burning  throne : — 
Where  is  the  duke  ?  tis  he  should  hear  me  speak. 

EaoaL  The  duke'to  in  us;  and  we  will  hear  you 
speak: 
Look  vou  speak  justly. 

Duke.  Boldly,  at  least:  bat  O, 

poor  souls. 
Come  y;on  to  seek  tne  lamb  here  of  the  fox  ? 
Good  night  to  your  redress.    Is  the  duke  gone  ? 
Then  is  your  cause  gone  too.     The  duke's  unjust 
Thus  to  retort  your  manifest  appeal. 
And  put  your  trial  in  the  villain's  month, 
Which  here  ^ou  come  to  accuse. 

Ludo,  This  is  the  rascal ;  this  is  he  I  spoke  of. 

EaoaL  Why,  thon  nnreverend  and  unhallowed 
friar! 
Is*t  not  enough  thon  hast  suborn 'd  these  women, 
To  accuse  this  worthy  man?  but,  in  foul  mouth. 
And  in  the  witness  of  his  proper  ear. 
To  call  him  villain?  and  then  to  glance  from  him 
To  the  duke  himself,  to  tax  him  with  injustice? 
Take  him  hence;  to  the  rack  with  him: — Well 

touzeyon 
Joint  by  joint,— bnt  we  will  know  his  purpose: 
What  I  unjust? 

Duke,  Be  cot  so  hot:  the  duke 
Dare  no  more  stretch  this  finger  of  mine,  than  he 
Dare  rack  his  own :  his  subject  am  I  not. 
Nor  here  provincial:  My  business  in  this  state 
Made  me  a  looker-on  here  in  Vienna, 
Where  I  have  seen  oorruption  boil  and  bubble. 
Till  it  o'errnn  the  stew:  laws,  for  all  faults; 
But  faults  so  countenanc'd,  that  the  strong  statutes 
Stand  like  the  forfeits  in  a  barber's  shop. 
As  much  in  mock  as  mark. 

JBacal,  Slandor  to  the  stata*    Away  with  him  to 
pcison. 
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Aug,  What  can  7011  Tonch  against  Ihvn:  Rigoxor 
Ludo? 
Is  this  the  man  that  thon  did  tell  us  of? 

Ludo.  Tis  he,  my  lord.  Come  hither,  good- 
man  baldnate:  Do  yon  know  me? 

Duke.  I  rem^ber  you,  sir,  by  the  sound  of  your 
yoioe:  I  met  you  at  the  prison,  in  the  absence  of 
the  duke. 

Ludo,  O  did  you  so?  And  do  70a  remember 
what  you  said  of  the  duke? 

Duke,  Most  notedly,  sir. 

Ludo,  Do  you  so,  sir?  And  was  the  duke  a 
fleshmonger,  a  fool,  and  a  coward,  as  yon  then 
reported  him  to  be? 

Duke,  You  must,  sir,  change  persons  with  me, 
ere  you  make  that  my  report:  you,  indeed,  spoke 
ao  of  him ;  and  much  more,  much  worse. 

Ludo,  0  thou  damnable  fellow  I  Did  not  I 
pluck  thee  by  the  nose  for  thy  speeches? 

Duke,  I  protest  I  love  the  duke,  as  1  lov£  m3rselfl 

Ana,  Hark!  how  the  villain  would  close  now, 
after  his  treasonable  abuses. 

EaoaL  Such  a  fellow  is  not  to  be  talked  withal  :— 
Away  with  him  to  prison: — Where  is  the  pro- 
vost?— Away  with  him  to  prison;  lay  bolts  enough 
upon  him:  let  him  speak  no  more:-Awa^  with 
those  gi^lots  too,  and  with  the  other  oon^erate 
companion. 

[The  Provost  laya  handa  en  the  Duks. 

Duke,  Stay,  sir ;  stay  awhile. 

^n^.  What!  resists  he?    Help  him,  Ludo. 

Lucio,  Come,  sir;  come,  sir;  come,  sir;  fob, 
sir :  why,  you  baldpated  lying  rascal  I  you  must 
be  hoodecL  must  you?  Snow  your  knaveVi 
yisage,  witn  a  pox  to  you !  showyour  sheepl/iting 
face,  and  be  hanged  an  hour !    Will't  not  off  > 

[FuUa  off  the  Friar's  hooa^  and 
diacovera  the  Dokb. 

Duke.  Thou  art  the  first  knave  that  e'er  made  a 
duke. — 
First,  provost,  let  me  bail  these  gentle  three  :— 
Sneak  not  away,  sir;  [toLncio]  for  the  friar  and  you 
Must  have  a  word  anon : — lay  hold  on  him. 

Luiw.  This  may  prove  worse  than  hanging. 

Duke,  What  you  have  spoke,  I  pardon ;  sit  yon 
down.  —  [To  EscALiis. 

Well  borrow  place  of  him — Sir,  by  your  leave : 

*     [To  Ana, 
Hast  thon  or  word,  or  wit,  or  impudence, 
That  yet  can  do  thee  office  ?    If  thou  hast, 
Rely  upon  it  till  my  tale  be  heard. 
And  hold  no  longer  out. 

Ang.  O  my  dread  lord, 

I  should  be  guiltier  than  m^  guiltiness, 
To  think  I  can  be  undiscernible. 
When  I  perceive  your  grace,  like  power  divine, 
Hath  look'd  upon  my  passes.    Then,  good  prince. 
No  longer  session  hold  upon  my  shame. 
But  let  my  trial  be  mine  own  confession : 
Immediate  sentence  then,  and  sequent  death, 
Is  all  the  grace  I  beg. 

Duke,  Come  hither,  Mariana : — 

Say,  wast  thon  e*er  contracted  to  this  woman? 

Ang,  I  was,  my  lord. 

Duke,  Go  take   her   hence,   and  man7  hei^ 
instantly. — 
Do  you  the  office,  friar ;  which  consummate, 
Return  him  here  again : — Go  with  him,  provost. 
[Exeunt  Ano.,  Masl,  Peteb,  and  Prcv. 

EaoaL  My  lord,  I  am  more  amaaVl  al  hit  dis> 
honour, 
Than  at  the  strangeness  of  it 
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IhAtt,  Come  hitbeFf  Isabel : 

Yoar  ^riar  is  now  jonr  prince :  As  I  was  thte 
Adrertisingi  and  holy  to  your  basiness, 
Not  changing  heart  with  habit,  I  am  still 
AttoriMj'd  at  jour  service.  ^ 

Jsab,  O  give  nW  pardon, 

That  I,  your  vassal,  have  employed  ana  pain'd 
Tour  onknown  sovereignty. 

Duke,  Yon  are  pardon 'd,  Isabel : 

And  now,  dear  maid,  be  von  as  free  to  us. 
Toot  brother's  death.  I  know,  sits  at  your  heart ; 
And  you  may  marvel,  why  I  obscur'd  myself. 
Laboring  to  save  his  life ;  and  would  not  rather 
Make  rash  remonstranoe  of  my  hidden  power. 
Than  let  him  so  be  lost:  O  most  kind  maid, 
It  was  tiie  swift  celerity  of  his  death. 
Which  I  did  think  with  slower  foot  came  on. 
That  brain'd  my  purpoie ;  But  peace  be  with  him! 
That  life  is  better  life,  pak  fear'mg  death, 
Than  that  which  lives  to  fear:  make  it  your 

comfort, 
So  happy  is  your  brother. 

Be-oUer  Anoelo,  Mariaiva,  Peter,  and  Provost 

iMb,  I  do,  my  lord. 

Duke.  For  this  new-married  man,  approaching 
here, 
Whoae  salt  imagination  yet  hath  wrongM 
Tour  well-defended  honour,  you  must  pardon 
For  Mariana's  sake:   but  as  he  adjudg'd  yoor 

brother 
fBeing  criminal^  in  double  violation 
Of  sacred  chasuty,  and  of  promise- breach 
Thereon,  dependent,  for  your  brother's  life), 
The  verv  mercy  of  the  law  cries  out 
Most  audible,  even  from  his  proper  tongae, 
An  Angelo  for  Claudio,  death  for  death. 
BEaste  still  pays  haste,  and  leisure  answers  leisure; 
Like  doth  quit  like,  and  Afeastire  still /or  Measure. 
Then,  Angelo,  thy  fault's  thus  manifested: 
Which,  though  thou  wouldst  deny,  denies  thee 

vantage: 
We  do  oondenm  thee  to  the  very  block 
Where  Claudio  stoop'd  to  death,  and  with  like 

haste; 
Away  with  him. 

MarL  O,  my  most  gradons  lord, 

I  hope  yoa  will  not  mock  roe  with  a  husband! 

DuAs.  It  is  your  husband  moek'd  you  with  a 
husband: 
(kmsenting  to  the  safeguard  of  your  honour, 
I  thought  your  marriage  fit;  else  imputation. 
For  that  he  knew  you,  might  reproach  your  life. 
And  choke  your  good  to  oome :  tor  his  po£«>e&3ion8. 
Although  by  confiscation  they  are  ours, 
We  do  mstate  and  widow  yon  withal, 
To  bajr  yoa  a  better  husband. 

liari,  0,  my  dear  lord, 

I  crave  no  other,  nor  no  better  man. 

Duhs,  Never  crave  him;  we  a: e  definitive. 

Mori,  Qentle  my  liege, — .  [Kneeling, 

Duke.  Tou  do  bat  lose  vour  labour; 

Away  with  him  to  death.~Now,  sir  (to  Lucio],  to 
voa. 

Mart.  0,  my  good  lord! — Sweet  Isabel,  take  my 
part; 
Lena  me  your  knees,  and  all  my  life  to  come 
m  lend  you  all  my  life  to  do  you  service. 
-  Duke.  Against  all  sense  you  do  imptjrtune  her; 
Shoold  she  kneel  down,  in  mercy  of  this  fact, 
Her  brother's  ghost  his  paved  bed  would  break, 
And  take  her  hence  in  horror. 
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Man,  Isaboa. 

Sweet  Isabel,  do  yet  bat  kneel  by  me; 
Hold  up  your  hands,  say  nothing.  111  speak  alt. 
They  say,  best  men  are  moulded  out  of  faults; 
And,  for  the  most,  become  much  more  the  better 
For  being  a  little  bad:  so  may  my  husband. 
O,  Isabel !  will  you  not  lend  a  knee? 

Dtdce.  He  dies  for  Claudio's  death. 

I$/xb.  Most  bounteous  sir,  [Kneeling 

Look,  if  it  please  jx>u,  on  this  man  condemned. 
As  if  mj  brother  liv'd :  I  partly  think, 
A  due  smceritv  govem'd  his  deeds. 
Till  he  did  look  on  me ;  since  it  is  so. 
Let  him  not  die:  My  brother  had  but  iustice 
In  that  he  did  the  thing  for  which  he  oied: 
For  Angelo, 

His  act  did  not  o'ertake  his  bad  intent; 
And  must  be  bnned  but  as  an  intent 
That  perish 'd  by  the  way :  thoughts  are  no  subjects 
Intents  but  merely  thoughts. 

Mori.  Merely,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Tour  suit's  unprofitable:  stand  up,  I  say 
I  have  bethought  me  ot  anotlier  fault: — 
Provost,  how  came  it  Claudio  was  beheaded 
At  an  nnusual  hoar? 

Prov.  It  was  commanded  so. 

Duke.  Had  yoa  a  special  warrant  for  the  deed? 

Frov.  No,  my  good  lord;  it  was  by  private 
message. 

Duke.  For  wluch  I  do  discharge  you  of  yoai 
oflSce: 
Give  up  your  keys. 

Frov.  Pardon  me,  noble  lord* 

I  thought  it  was  a  fault,  but  knew  it  not; 
Tet  did  repent  me,  after  more  advice: 
Fur  testimony  wherof,  one  in  the  prison, 
That  should  by  private  orders  else  have  died, 
I  have  reserv'd  alive. 

Duke.  What's  he? 

Prov.  His  name  is  Bamardine. 

Duke.  I  would  thou  hadst  done  so  by  CUudio.— 
Go,  fetch  him  hither;  let  me  look  upon  him. 

[ExU  Provost 

Esccd.  I  am  sorry,  one  so  learned  and  so  wise 
As  you.  Lord  Angelo,  have  still  appear'd. 
Should  slip  so  grosslvj  both  in  the  neat  of  blood, 
And  Uck  of  temper'd  judgment  afterward. 

Ang.  I  am  sorry  that  such  sorrow  I  procure : 
And  so  deep  Hticks  it  in  my  penitent  heart, 
Tnat  I  crave  death  more  willingly  than  mercy; 
*T  is  my  deserving,  and  I  do  entreat  it 

B^-^nter  Ptovost,  Barhardinb,  Claudio,  atui 

JULUST. 

Duke.  Whidi  is  that  Bamardine? 
Prov.  This,  my  lord. 

Duke.  There  was  a  friar  told  me  of  this  man : — 
Sirrah,  thou  art  said  to  have  a  stubborn  soul, 
That  apprehends  no  further  than  this  world. 
And  squar'st  thy  life  according.    Thou'rt  con 

demn*d; 
But,  for  those  earthly  faults,  I  quit  them  all; 
And  pray  thee,  take  tliis  mercy  to  provide 
For  better  times  to  come : — Filar,  advise  him , 
I  leave  him  to  your  hand.— What  mu£9ed  fellow^ 
that? 
Frov.  This  is  anoths  *  prisoner  that  I  sav'd. 
That  should  have  died  v«  hen  Claudio  lost  his  head, 
As  like  almost  to  Claudio  as  himself. 

[  Unmuffla  Cli  UDxa 

Duht.  If  he  be  like  yoor  brother  £(9  Isabella]. 

for  his  sake 
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MEASUBE  FOB  MEASUBE. 


JU  lie  pardon'd :  And,  for  jour  lovel  v  sake, 
Gire  me  your  hand,  and  saj  you  mil  be  mine ; 
He  is  my  brothet-  *->*>:  Bat  fitter  time  for  that 
By  this,  Lord  Angilo  perceives  he's  safe ; 
Methinks,  I  see  a  quick'ning  in  his  eye:— 
Well,  Angelo,  your  evil  quits  you  well : 
Look  that  you  love  your  wife ;  her  worth,  worth 

'  yours.—- 
t  find  an  apt  remission  in  myself :  • 

And  yet  here*8  one  in  place  I  cannot  pardon:— 
You,  sirrah  [to  Luoioj,  that  knew  me  for  a  fool,  a 

coward, 
One  all  of  luxury,  an  ass,  a  madman ; 
Wherein  have  I  so  deserv'd  of  you, 
That  you  extol  me  thus? 

Zmoo.  Taitb,  my  lord,  I  spoke  it  but  according 
to  the  trick :  If  you  will  hang  me  for  it,  you  may, 
but  I  had  rather  it  would  please  you  I  might  be 
whipped. 

Duke.  Whipped  first,' sir,  and  hang'd  after. 
Proclaim  it,  provoet,  round  about  the  city ; 
If  any  woman  *s  wrong'd  by  this  lewd  fellow, 
(As  I  have  heard  him  swear  himself  there's  one 
Whom  he  begot  with  child),  let  her  appear, 
And  he  shall  marry  her :  tne  nuptial  miisb'd, 
Let  him  be  whippxl  and  hanged. 


Ludo,  I  beseech  your  highness,  do  not  marrr 
me  to  a  whore  I  Your  highness  said  even  now,  I 
made  you  a  duke ;  good  my  lord,  do  not  reeom- 
pense  me  in  making  me  a  cuckold. 

Duke,  Unon  mine  honour,  thou  shalt  marry  her 
Thy  slande^I  forgive;  and  therewithal 
Remit  thy  other  forfeits: — Take  him  to  prison : 
And  see  our  pleasure  herein  executed. 

Ludo.  Marring  a  punk,  my  lord,  is  pressing 
to  death,  whipping,  and  hanging. 

Duke,  Slandering  a  prince  deserves  it — 
She,  Claudio,  that  you  wrongM,  look  you  restore. 
Joy  to  you,  Mariana  I — love  her,  Angelo; 
I  have  confessed  her,  and  I  know  her  virtue. 
Thanks,  good  friend  Escalus,  for  thy  much  goodness . 
There's  more  behind  that  is  more  gratulate. 
Thanks,  provost,  for  thj  care  and  secresy ; 
We  shiUI  employ  thee  m  a  wortliier  place: — 
Forgive  him,  Angelo,  that  brought  you  home 
The  head  of  Ragozine  for  Clandio's; 
The  offence  jMurdons  itself. — Dear  Isabel, 
I  have  a  motion  much  imports  your  good 
Whereto  if  you'll  a  willing  ear  mdine, 
What's  mine  is  yonrs  and  what  is  yours  is  mine 
So,  bring  us  to  our  palace ;  where  we'll  show 
What's  yet  behind,  that's  meet  yoa  all  should  know 

lExetmi 
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DRAMATIS  PERSON jE. 


Son  ramtO,  PrtiiM  of  Amfon. 

Poa  JOHN,  bMUrd  brothw  to  Don  P«4ro. 

OtAPPIO,_a  yoaag  lord  of  Floronoo.  favonrlto  of  Don  Pedro. 

BIMBDIOK,  ft  yoanf  lord  of  PadvA,  nvonrlto  Ukowise  of  ]>oii 


LBORATO.  Governor  of  Messbuu 

ANTONIO,  InroUfer  to  Leonato. 

BiT.TH  AZAE.  lorvnnt  to  Pan  Fodro. 


BORACHZO,  fiBllower  of  Don  John. 
OONB.ADE.  follower  of  Don  John. 
DOOBERRT,  a  city  offloer.       VERGES.  %  city 
A  Bezton.       A  FrUr.       A  Boy. 

HERO.  dftVRhtor  to  Leonato.     BEATRICE,  mece  to 

ICAJUkABET,  a  gentlewoinui  attending  on  Hero. 


URSULA,  a  geatiewomaa  attending  on  Buo. 
KMMttcon,  Wftteli,  and  Attanda&tf. 


BCENS.--lfetrina. 


ACTL 


SCENE  I.— iS'ereef  Ml  Messina. 


Svtar  Lbohato,  Hero,  Beatricb,  and  others, 
with  a  Messenger. 

Leon.  I  learn  in  this  letter,  that  Don  Pedro  of 
Arragon  comes  this  night  to  Messina. 

Mess.  He  is  yery  near  by  this ;  he  was  not  three 
leagues  off  when  I  lefl  him. 

Leon.  How  manj  gentlemen  have  7011  lost  in 
this  action  ? 

Mess.  But  few  of  any  sort,  and  none  of  name. 

Zjeon.  A  victory  is  twice  itself  when  the  achiever 
brings  home  full  numbers.  I  find  here,  that  Don 
Pedro  hath  bestowed  much  honour  on  a  young 
Florentine,  called  Claudio. 

Mess.  Much  deserved  on  his  part,  and  eqnallv 
remembered  by  Don  Pedro :  He  hath  borne  himself 
beyond  the  promise  of  his  ase;  doing,  in  the  figure 
of  a  Iamb,  the  feats  of  a  lion :  he  hath,  indeed, 
better  bettered  expectation  than  you  must  expect 
of  me  to  tell  you  how. 

Xeon.  He  hath  an  unde  here  in  Messina  will  be 
very  much  glad  of  it. 

Mess.  I  have  already  delivered  him  letters,  and 
there  anpears  much  joy  in  him ;  even  so  much  that 
jov  ooiud  not  show  itself  modest  enough  without 
a  iMtdge  of  bitterness. 

Leon.  Did  he  break  out  Into  tears? 

Mess.  In  great  measure. 

Leon.  A  kind  overflow  of  kindness:  There  are 
no  faces  truer  than  those  that  are  so  washed.  How 
much  better  is  it  to  weep  at  joy,  than  to  joy  at 
weeping! 

Seat.  I  pray  you.  Is  Signior  Montanto  returned 
from  the  wars,  or  no? 

Mess.  I  know  none  of  that  name,  lady;  there 
was  none  such  in  the  army  of  any  sort. 

Leon.  What  is  he  that  you  ask  for,  niece? 

i9ero.  My  ooosin  means  Bignior  Benedick  of 
Padaa. 

Mess.  O,  he's  returned,  and  as  pleasant  as  ever 
he  was. 

Beat.  He  set  up  here  his  bills  here  in  Messina, 
and  challenged  Cupid  at  tlie  flight :  and  my  uncle's 
fool,  reading  the  challenge,  subscribed  for  Cupid, 
and  challenged  him  at  the  bird-bolt.  I  pray  you, 
how  many  hath  he  killed  and  eaten  in  these  wars? 
But  how  many  hath  he  killed?  for,  indeed,  I 
promised  to  eat  all  of  his  killing. 


Leon,  Faith,  niece,  you  tax  Signior  Benedick  too 
much;  but  hell  be  meet  with  you,  I  doubt  it  not 

Mess.  He  hath  done  good  service,  lady,  in  these 
wars. 

Beat.  Tou  had  musty  victual,  and  he  hath  holp 
to  eat  it:  he's  a  very  valiant  trencherman,  he  hath 
an  excellent  stomach. 

Mess.  And  a  good  soldier,  too,  lady. 

Beat.  And  a  good  soldier  to  a  hidy:— But  what 
is  he  to  a  lord? 

Mess.  A  lord  to  a  lord,  a  man  to  a  num;  stuffed 
with  all  honourable  virtues. 

Beat.  It  is  so,  indeed :  he  is  no  less  than  a  stuffed 
man:  but  for  the  stuffing, — Well,  we  are  all  mortal. 

Leon.  You  must  not,  sir,  mistake  my  niece: 
there  is  a  kind  of  merry  war  betwixt  Signior 
Benedick  and  her :  they  never  meet  but  there^  a 
skirmish  of  wit  between  them. 

Beat.  Alas  I  he  gets  nothing  by  that.  In  our 
last  conflict,  four  of  his  five  wits  went  halting  off, 
and  now  is  the  whole  man  governed  with  one :  so 
that  if  he  have  wit  enough  to  keep  himself  warm, 
let  him  bear  it  for  a  difference  oetween  himself 
and  his  horse ;  for  it  is  all  the  wealth  that  he  hath 
left,  to  be  known  a  reasonable  creature.  Who  is 
his  companion  now?  He  hath  every  month  a 
new  sworn  brother. 

Mess.  Is't  possible? 

Beat.  Very  easily  possible :  he  wears  his  faith 
but  as  the  fashion  of  nis  hat ;  it  ever  changes  with 
the  next  block. 

Mess.  I  see,  lady,  the  gentleman  is  not  in  your 
books. 

Beat.  No :  an  he  were,  I  would  bum  my  study. 
But,  I  pray  you,  who  is  his  companion?  Is  there 
no  voung  squarer  now,  that  will  make  a  voyage 
with  him  to  the  devil? 

Mess.  He  ia  most  in  the  company  of  the  right 
noble  Claudio. 

Beat.  O  Lord !  he  will  hang  upon  him  like  t 
disease :  he  is  sooner  caught  than  the  pestilence^ 
and  the  taker  runs  presently  mad.  God  help  the 
noble  Claudio  I  if  ne  have  caught  the  Benedick, 
it  will  cost  him  a  thousand  pound  ere  he  be  cured. 

Mess,  I  will  hold  friends  with  you,  lady. 

Beat.  Do,  good  friend. 

Leon.  Toull  ne'er  run  mad,  niece. 

Beat.  No,  not  till  a  hot  Januarv. 

Mess.  Don  Pedro  is  approachca. 
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JSnUr  Don  Pedro,  attended  by  Balthasab  and 
Uhen^  Don  Joun,  Clacdio,  and  Benedick. 


BfUCH  ADO  ABOUT   NOTHING. 


D.  Pedro,  Good  Signior  Leonato,  V( 

the  fashion  of  the  world  is 


.  you  are  come 
to  meet  your  trouble 
to  avoid  cost,  and  jou  encounter  it. 

Leon,  Never  came  trouble  to  my  house  In  the 
likeness  of  your  grace;  for  trouble  being  gone, 
comfort  should  remain;  but  when  you  depart 
from  me  sorrow  abides,  and  happiness  takes  his 
leave. 

D.  JPddro,  You  embrace  your  charge  too  wU- 
lin^ly.    I  think  this  is  your  daughter. 

Leon.  Her  mother  hath  many  times  told  me 
so. 

Bene,  Were  you  In  doubt  that  you  asked  her  ? 

Leon,  Signior  Benedick,  no ;  for  then  were  you 
a  child. 

/>.  F^ro,  Tou  have  it  full,  Benedick :  we  may 
guess  by  this  what  you  are,  being  a  man.  Truly,  the 
Udy  fathers  herself: — Be  happy,  kdyl  for  you 
are  like  an  honourable  father. 

Bene,  If  Signior  Leonato  be  her  father,  she 
would  not  have  his  head  on  ber  shoulders  for  all 
Messina,  as  like  him  as  she  is. 

Beat.  I  wonder  that  you  will  still  be  talking. 
Benedick ;  nobody  marks  you. 

Bene.  What,  my  dear  Lady  Disdain!  are  you 
yet  living? 

Beat,  IB  it  possible  Disdain  should  die,  while 
•he  hath  such  meet  food  to  feed  it  as  Signior 
Benedick  ?  Courtesy  itself  must  convert  to  dis- 
dain if  you  come  in  her  presence. 

Bene.  Then  is  courtesv  a  turncoat:— But  it  is 
certain  I  am  loved  of  all  ladies,  only  you  excepted : 
and  I  would  I  could  find  in  my  heart  that  I  had 
not  a  hard  beart :  for,  truly,  I  love  none. 

Beat.  A  dear  happiness  to  women ;  they  would 
else  have  been  troubled  with  a  pernicious  suitor. 
I  thank  God,  and  my  cold  blood,  I  am  of  your 
humour  for  that ;  I  had  rather  hear  my  dog  bark 
at  a  crow,  than  a  man  swear  he  loves  me  I 

Bene.  God  keep  your  ladyship  still  in  that 
mind  I  so  some  gentleman  or  other  shall  'scape  a 
predestinate  scratched  face. 

Beat.  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worse,  an  ^ 
were  such  a  fitce  as  yours  were. 

Bene.  Well,  vou  are  a  rare  parrot-teacher. 

Beat,  A  bird  of  my  tongue  is  better  than  a 
beast  of  yours. 

Bene.  1  would  my  horse  had  the  speed  of  your 
tongue ;  and  so  good  a  oontinuer :  But  keep  your 
way  o*  God's  name ;  I  have  done. 

BeaL  You  always  end  with  a  jade's  trick ;  I 
know  you  of  old. 

D.  Bedro.  This  is  the  sum  of  all:  Leonato,— 
Signior  Claudio,  and  Signior  Benedick,->mv  dear 
friend  Leonato  hath  invited  you  all.  I  tell  him 
we  shall  stay  here  at  the  least  a  month  ;  and  he 
heartily  prays  some  occasion  may  detain  us  longer : 
I  dare  swear  he  is  no  hypocrite,  but  prays  m>m 
his  heart. 

Leon,  If  you  swear,  my  lord,  you  shall  not  be 
forsworn. — Let  me  bid  jrou  welcome,  my  lord: 
being  reconciled  to  the  prince  your  brother,  1  owe 
you  all  duty. 

D.  John,  I  thank  you :  I  am  not  of  many  words, 
but  I  thank  you. 

Leon.  Please  it  your  giace  lead  on  ? 


Claud,  Is  she  not  a  modest  young  lady  ? 

Bene.  Do  you  question  me  as  an  honest  man 
should  do,  for  my  simple  true  judgment;  or  wouIq 
you  have  me  speak  after  my  custom,  as  being  a 
professed  tyrant  to  their  sex  ? 

Claud,  No,  I  pra^  thee,  speak  in  sober  judgment 

Bene.  Why,  i  faith,  metninks  she*s  too  low  for 
a  high  praise,  too  brown  for  a  fair  praise,  and  too 
little  for  a  great  praise :  only  this  commendation 
I  can  afford  her:  that  were  she  other  than  she  is, 
she  were  unliandsome ;  and  being  no  other  but  as 
she  is,  I  do  not  like  her. 

Claud,  Thou  thinkest  I  am  in  sport ;  I  prey 
thee,  tell  me  truly  how  thou  likest  her. 

Bene,  Would  you  buy  her,  that  you  inquire 
after  her? 

Claud,  Can  the  world  buy  such  a  jewel? 

Bene.  Yea,  and  a  case  to  nut  it  into.  But  speak 
you  this  with  a  sad  brow  ?  or  do  you  play  the 
flouting  Jack;  to  tell  us  Cupid  is  a  good  hare* 
finder,  and  Vulcan  a  rare  carpenter  ?  Come,  in 
what  key  shall  a  man  take  you,  to  go  in  the  song? 

Claud.  In  mine  eye  she  is  the  sweetest  lady 
that  ever  I  looked  on. 

Bene,  I  can  see  yet  without  spectacles,  and  I 
see  no  such  matter:  there's  her  cousin,  an  she 
were  not  possessed  with  a  fury,  exceeds  her  as 
much  in  beauty  as  the  first  of  Alay  doth  the  last 
of  December.  But  I  hone  you  have  no  intent  to 
turn  husband;  have  your 

Clavd,  I  would  scarce  trust  myself,  though  I 
had  sworn  the  contrary,  if  H6ro  would  be  my  wife. 

Bene,  1st  come  to  this,  i 'faith?  Hath  not  the 
world  one  man  but  he  will  wear  his  cap  with 
suspicion  ?  Shall  I  never  see  a  bachelor  or  three- 
score again  ?  Go  to,  ifaith :  an  thou  wilt  needs 
thrust  tny  neck  into  a  yoke,  wear  the  print  of  it, 
and  sigh  away  Sundays.  Look,  Don  Pedro  is 
returned  to  seek  you. 

B&tnUr  Doo  Pedbo. 

D,  Pedro,  What  secret  hath  held  you  here,  that 
you  followed  not  to  Leonato's  ? 

Bene.  I  would  your  grace  would  constrain  mo 
to  tell. 

D,  Pedro.  I  charge  thee  on  thj  allegiance. 

Bene.  You  hear.  Count  Claudio :  I  can  be  secret 
as  a  dumb  man,  I  would  have  you  think  so ;  but 
on  my  allegiance,— mark  you  this,  on  my  alle- 
giance : — He  is  in  love.  With  who  ? — ^now  that 
is  your  grace's  part. — Mark,  how  short  his  answer 
is : — With  Hero,  Leonato's  short  daughter. 

Claud.  If  this  were  so,  so  were  it  uttered. 

Bene.  Like  the  old  tale,  my  lord:  **  it  is  not  so, 
nor  twas  not  so ;  but,  indeed,  God  forbid  it  should 
be  so." 

Claud.  If  my  passion  change  not  ahortly,  God 
forbid  it  should  be  otherwise. 

D,  Pedro,  Amen,  if  yon  love  her;  for  the  lady 
is  very  well  worthy. 

Claud,  You  speak  this  to  fetch  me  in,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro,  By^  my  troth,  I  speak  my  thought 

Claud,  And  in  raith,  my  lord,  I  spoke  mine. 

Bene,  And  bj  my  two  iaitltf  and  troths,  my 
lord,  I  six>ke  mine. 

CUxud.  That  1  love  her,  I  fed. 

D.  Pedro,  That  she  is  worthy,  I  know. 

Bene,  That  I  neither  feel  how  she  should  be 


D,  Pedro,  Your  hand,  Leonato  ;  we  will  go  ;  loved,  nor  know  how  she. should  be  worthy,  is  the 
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together.  [Exeunt  all  but  Bene,  and  Claud. 

Clmid,  Benedick,  didst  thou  note  tlie  daughter 
of  Signior  Leonato  ? 

Bme,  I  noted  her  not  •  but  I  looked  on  her. 


opinion  that  fire  cannot  melt  out  of  me ;  I  will 
die  in  it  at  the  stake. 

D,  Pedro,  Thou  wast  ever  an  obstinate  heretio 
in  the  despite  of  beauty.  >r  ^  . 
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(^atkL  And  never  could  maintain  his  part  but 
In  the  force  of  his  will. 

£aie.  That  aivoman  conceived  me,  I  thank  her ; 
that  she  brooght  me  ap,  I  likewise  give  her  most 
hmnble  thanks:  but  that  I  will  have  a  recheat 
winded  in  my  forehead,  or  bang  my  bugle  in  an 
invisible  baldrick,  all  women  shall  pardon  me: 
Because  1  will  not  do  them  the  wrong  to  mistrust 
anj,  I  will  do  mjrself  the  right  to  tru8t  none ;  and 
the  fine  is  (for  the  which  I  may  go  the  finer),  I 
will  live  a  bachelor. 

2>.  Pedro,  I  shall  see  thee,  ere  I  die,  look  pale 
with  love. 

Bene,  With  anger,  with  sickness,  or  with 
hunger,  my  lord :  not  with  love :  prove  that  ever 
I  lose  more  blood  with  love  than  1  will  get  again 
with  drinking,  pick  out  mine  eyes  with  a  ballad- 
maker^  pen,  and  han^  me  up  at  the  door  of  a 
brothel -house,  for  the  sign  of  blind  Cunid. 

D.  Pedro,  Well,  if  ever  thou  dost  fall  from  this 
fjdth  thou  wilt  prove  a  notable  argument. 

JBeHe.  If  I  do,  hang  me  m  a  bottle  like  a  cat, 
and  shoot  at  me ;  and  he  that  hits  me  me  let  him 
be  clapped  on  the  shoulder  and  called  Adam. 

2>.  J^sdro.  Well,  as  time  shall  try : 

"  In  thne  the  ian«e  boll  doth  bear  the  yokSL** 

jBbK.  The  savage  bull  may ;  but  if  ever  this 
sensible  Benedick  bear  it,  pluck  off  tlie  bull  s  horns 
and  set  them  in  my  forehead:  and  let  me  be  vilely 
painted;  and  in  such  great  letters  as  they  write, 
^Here  b  ^ood  horse  to  hire,"  let  them  signify 
under  my  sign,—"  Here  yott  may  see  Benedick  the 
OMuried  man." 

t'Umd,  If  this  should  ever  happen  thou  wouldst 
be  horn-mad. 

/>.  Pedro,  Nay,  if  Cupid  have  not  spcffit  all  his 
quiver  in  Venice,  thou  wilt  quake  for  tliis  shortly. 

Bent,  I  look  for  an  earthouake,  too,  then. 

2>.  I^dro.  Well,  you  will  temporize  with  the 
honn.  In  the  mean  time,  good  Signior  Benedick, 
repair  to  Leonato's;  commend  me  to  him,  and  tell 
him  I  will  not  fail  him  at  supper;  for,  indeed,  he 
hath  made  great  preparation. 

Bene,  I  have  almost  matter  enough  in  me  for 
such  an  embassage;  and  so  I  commit  you — 

Claud.  To  the  tuition  of  God:  From  my  house 
Pf  I  had  it),— 

D,  Pedro,  The  sixth  of  July :  Tour  loving  friend, 
Benedick* 

Bene,  Nay,  mock  not,  mock  not:  The  body  of 
your  discourse  is  sometime  guarded  with  fragments, 
tnd  the  guards  are  but  slightly  basted  on  neither: 
ere  you  lout  old  ends  any  further,  examine  your 
conscience;  and  so  I  leave  you.  [Exit  Bene 

Oiaud,  My  liege,  your  highness  now  may  do 
me  good.  [how, 

J>,  Pedro,  My  love  Is  thine  to  teach;  teach  ubut 
And  thon  shaH  see  how  apt  it  is  to  learn 
Any  htard  lesson  that  nnay  do  thee  Kood. 
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J),  Pedro,  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  lover  presently, 
And  tire  the  hearer  with  a  book  of  words : 
If  thou  dost  love  fair  Hero,  cherish  it; 
And  I  will  break  with  her;  [aivH  with  her  father, 
And  thou  shalt  have  her:]  Wast  not  to  this  end 
That  thou  begann'st  to  twist  so  fine  a  story  ? 

Claud,  How  sweetly  do  j^ou  minister  to  lo^-e. 
That  know  love's  grief  by  his  oomplexioni 
But  lest  my  liking  might  too  sudden  seem, 
I  would  have  salv'd  it  with  a  longer  treatise. 

J),  Pedro.  What  need  the  bridge  much  broadei 
than  the  flood? 
The  fairest  grant  is  the  necessity: 
Look,  what  will  serve  is  fit:  'tis  once,  thou  lovostj 
And  I  will  fit  thee  with  the  remedy. 
I  know  we  shall  have  revelling  to-night; 
I  will  assume  thy  part  in  some  disguise, 
And  tell  fair  Hero  I  am  Claudio; 
And  in  her  bosom  111  unclasp  m^  heart, 
And  take  her  hearing  prisoner  with  the  force 
And  strong  encounter  of  my  amorous  tale: 
Then,  after,  to  her  father  will  I  break; 
And,  the  conclusion  is,  she  shall  be  thine: 
In  practice  let  us  put  it  presently.  [Exettni, 

SCENE  II.— ul  JBoom  in  Leonato^  Houx. 
Enter  Lbonato  and  Antonio. 

Leon,  How  now,  brother?  Where  is  my  cousin, 
your  son  ?    Halh  he  provided  this  music  ? 

Ant,  He  is  very  busy  about  it.  Bnt,  brotlier, 
can  tell  you  news  that  you  yet  dreamt  not  of. 

Leon,  Are  they  good? 

Ant.  As  the  event  stamps  them ;  but  they  nave 
a  good  cover;  they  show  well  outward.  The 
prmce  and  Count  Claudio,  walkuig  ui  a  thick- 
pleached  alley  in  my  orchard,  were  thus  overheard 
by  a  man  of  mine:  The  prince  discovered  to 
Claudio  that  he  loved  my  niece,  }'our  daughter, 
and  meant  to  acknowledge  it  this  night  in  a  dance 
and,  if  he  found  her  accordant,  he  meant  to  take 
the  present  time  by  the  top,  and  histantiy  break 
with  you  of  it. 

Leon,  Hath  the  fellow  any  wit  that  told  you  this? 

Ant,  A  good  sharp  fellow ;  I  will  send  for  him. 
and  question  him  yourself. 

L«nu  No,  no ;  we  will  hold  it  as  a  dream,  till 
it  appear  itself :— but  I  will  acquaint  my  daughter 
withal,  that  she  may  be  the  better  prepared  for  an 
answer,  if  peradventure  this  be  true.  Oo  you, 
and  tell  her  of  it  [Several persons  cross  the  sttMeA 
Cousins,  you  know  what  you  have  to  do. — 0, 1 
cry  you  mercy,  friend:  go  you  with  me,  and  I 
will  use  your  skill ; — Good  cousin,  have  a  care  tliis 
busy  time.  [Exeitnt, 

SCENE  lll,-^ JjiothGT  Boon  in  Leonato's  ifc/wsc 
Enter  Don  John  and  Conradb. 
Con,  What  the  good  year,  my  lordl  why  are 
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I  have  stomach,  and  wait  for  no  man*B  leisure ; 
sleep  when  I  am  drowsj,  and  tend  on  no  man's 
buhiuess ;  laugh  when  I  am  meny,  and  claw  no 
man  in  his  humour. 

Con.  Yea,  but  you  must  not  make  the  full  show 
of  this,  till  jou  may  do  it  without  controlment. 
You  hare  of  late  stood  out  against  your  brother, 
and  he  hath  ta'en  you  newly  into  his  giace; 
where  it  is  impossible  you  should  take  root,  but 
by  the  fair  weather  that  you  make  yourself:  it  is 
needful  that  you  firame  the  season  fur  your  own 
harvest. 

D.  John,  I  had  rather  be  a  canker  in  a  hedge 
than  a  rose  in  his  grace;  and  it  better  fits  my 
blood  to  be  disdained  of  all  than  to  fashion  a  car- 
riage to  rob  love  from  any:  in  this,  though  I 
cannot  be  said  to  be  a  flattering  honest  man,  it 
must  not  be  denied  that  I  am  a  plain-dealing 
villain.  I  am  trusted  with  a  muzzle,  and  enfran- 
chised with  a  clog ;  therefore  I  have  decreed  not 
to  sin^  in  my  cage :  If  I  had  my  mouth  I  would 
bite ;  if  I  had  my  liberty  I  would  do  my  liking : 
in  the  mean  time,  let  me  be  that  I  am,  and  seek 
not  to  alter  me. 

Con,  Can  you  make  no  use  of  your  discontent  ? 

2).  John,  1  make  all  use  of  it,  for  I  use  it  only. 
Who  comes  here?    What  news,  Borachio  ? 

JEnter  Borachio. 
Bora,  I  came  yonder  from  a  great  supi>er;  the 
prince,  your  brother,  is  royally  entertained  by 


Leonato;  and  I  can  give  yon  intelligeDoe  of  ac 
intended  nmrriage. 

D,  John,  Will  it  serve  for  anv  model  to  build 
mischief  so?  What  is  he  for  a  mol  that  betroths 
himself  to  unquietness? 

Bora.  Marry,  it  is  your  brother's  right  hand. 

D.  John.  Who?~tiie  most  exquisite  CUiudio? 

Borci.  Even  he. 

D.  John.  A  proper  squire  I  And  who,  and  who? 
which  way  looks  he? 

Bora.  Marry,  on  Hero,  the  daughter  and  heir  of 
Leonato. 

D.  John.  A  very  forward  March-chick  I  How 
came  you  to  this? 

Bora.  Being  entertained  for  a  perfumer,  as  I  was 
smoking  a  musty  room,  comes  me  the  prince  and 
Claudio,  hand  in  hand,  in  sad  conference;  I  whipt 
behind  the  arras;  and  there  heard  it  a^eed  upon, 
that  the  prince  sSould  woo  Hero  for  himself,  and 
having  oDtained  hor  give  her  to  Count  Claudio. 

£>.  John.  Come,  come,  let  us  thither;  this  may 
prove  food  to  ray  displeasm^ :  that  young  start-up 
nath  all  the  glory  of  my  overthrow;  if  I  can  cross 
him  in  any  way  I  bless  myself  every  way:  You 
are  both  sure,  and  will  assist  rae? 

Con,  To  the  death,  my  lord. 

/>.  John,  Let  us  to  the  great  supper:  their  cheer 
is  the  greater  that  I  am  subdued:  'Would  the  cook 
were  of  my  mindl— Shall  we  go  prove  what's 
to  be  doner 

Bora,  Well  wait  upon  your  lordship.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IT 


SCENE  h—A  HaU  in  Leonato's  Uoim, 

Enter  Leonato,  Antonio,  Hebo,  Beatbiob,  and 
othen, 

Leon.  Was  not  Count  John  here  at  supper  ji* 

Ant.  I  saw  him  not. 

Beat.  How  tartly  that  gentleman  looks  I  I  never 
can  see  him  but  I  am  beartbumed  an  hour  after. 

Hero.  He  is  of  a  very  melancholy  disposition. 

Beat.  He  were  an  excellent  man  that  were  made 
just  in  the  mid-way  between  him  and  Benedick; 
the  one  is  too  like  an  image,  and  says  nothing ;  and 
the  other  too  like  my  lady's  eldest  son,  evermore 
tattUng. 

Leon,  Then  half  Signior  Benedick's  tongue  in 
Count  John's  mouth,  and  half  Count  John's 
melancholy  in  Signior  Benedick's  face, — 

lieat.  With  a  &)od  le^,  and  a  good  foot,  uncle, 
and  money  enough  in  his  purse,  such  a  man  would 
win  any  wonum  In  the  world, — if  he  oonld  get  her 
good-will. 

Leon.  By  my  troth,  niece,  thou  wilt  never  get 
thee  a  husband  if  thou  be  so  shrewd  of  thy  tongue. 

Ant.  In  faith,  she's  too  curst. 

Beat.  Too  curst  is  more  than  curst :  I  shall  lessen 
God's  sending  tliat  way:  for  it  is  said,  "  Godsends 
a  curst  cow  &ort  horns;"  but  to  a  cow  too  curst 
he  sends  none. 

Leon.  So,  by  being  too  eurst  God  will  send  you 
no  horns. 

Beat.  Just,  if  he  send  me  no  husband;  for  the 
which  blessing  I  am  at  him  upon  my  knees  every 
morning  and  evening:  Lord!  I  could  not  endure  a 
husband  with  a  beard  on  his  face :  I  had  rather  lie 
in  the  woollen. 

Jjem.  You  may  light  upon  a  husband  that  hath 
DO  beard. 

Beat,  What  should  I  do  with  him  ?  dress  him 
In  my  appaiel,  and  make  him  uiy  waiting  gentle- 


woman? He  that  hath  a  beard  is  more  than  a 
youth ;  and  he  that  hath  no  beard  is  less  than  a 
nmn ;  and  he  that  is  more  than  a  youth  is  not  for 
me ;  and  he  that  is  less  than  a  man  I  am  not  for 
him:  therefore  I  will  even  take  sixpence  in 
earnest  of  tiie  bearward,  and  lead  his  apes  into  helL 

Leon.  Well,  then,  go  you  into  hell  I 

Beat.  No ;  but  to  the  gate ;  and  there  will  the 
devil  meet  me,  like  an  old  cuckold,  with  horns  on 
his  head,  and  sayj  "  Get  you  to  heaven ;  here^  no 
place  for  you  maids:"  so  deliver  I  up  my  apes, 
and  away  to  Saint  Peter :  for  the  heavens,  he 
shows  me  where  the  bachelors  sit,  and  there  live 
we  as  merry  as  the  day  is  long. 

Ant.  Well,  niece  [to  Hero],  I  trust  yon  will  be 
ruled  by  your  father. 

Beat.  Yes,  faith ;  it  is  my  cousin's  duty  to  make 
courtesy,  and  say,  **  As  it  please  you :  "—but  yet 
for  all  that,  cousin,  let  him  be  a  handsome  fellow, 
or  else  make  another  courtesy,  and  say,  *^  Father, 
as  it  please  me." 

Leon,  Well,  niece,  I  hope  to  see  you  one  da> 
fitted  with  a  husband. 

Beat.  Not  till  God  make  men  of  some  other 
metal  tiian  earth.  Would  it  not  grieve  a  woman 
to  be  overmastered  with  a  piece  of  valiant  dust  ? 
to  make  account  of  her  life  to  a  clod  of  wayward 
nuurl  ?  No,  uncle,  I'll  none :  Adam's  sons  are  my 
brethren ;  and  truly  I  hold  it  a  sin  to  match  in 
my  kindred. 

Leon,  Daughter,  remember  what  I  told  you: 
if  the  prince  do  solicit  you  in  that  kind,  you  know 
your  answer. 

Beat.  The  fkult  will  be  in  the  music,  oousm,  if 
you  be  not  wooed  in  good  time :  if  the  prince  be 
too  important,  tell  hun  there  is  measure  m  every- 
thing, and  so  dance  out  the  answer.  For  hear 
me.  Hero:  wooing,  wedding,  and  repenting,  is  as 
a  Scotch  jig,  a  measure,  and  a  daque-pace  •  the 
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first  suit  is  hot  and  ha8t7,  like  a  Scotch  jig,  and 
lull  as  fantastical ;  the  wedding,  manner ly-modest, 
as  a  measure  full  of  state  and  ancientry ;  and  then 
oomes  repentance,  and  with  his  bad  legs,  falls  into 
the  3inque-paoe  faster  and  &ster,  till  he  sink  into 
his  grave. 

Lum,  Cousin,  jon  apprehend  passing  shreNvdly. 

Beat.  I  have  a  good  eye,  uncle ;  I  can  see  a 
church  by  daylight. 

Ltfm.  The  revellers  are  entering,  brother; 
make  good  room. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benkdick,  Bal- 
THA2AB;  Don  John,  Borachio,  Makqaret, 
Ubsula,  and  others,  masked. 

D.  Pedro,  Lady,  will  you  walk  about  with  your 
friend? 

Hero,  So  you  walk  softly,  and  look  sweetly,  and 
say  nothmg,  I  am  yours  for  the  walk ;  and,  espe- 
cially, when  I  walk  away. 
/>.  Pedro.  With  me  in  your  company  ? 
Hero.  I  may  say  so  when  I  please. 
D.  Pedro.  And  when  please  you  to  say  so? 
Hero.  When   I    like   your   favour;   for    God 
defend  the  lute  should  be  like  the  case ! 

D.  Pedro.  My  visor  is  Philemon's  roof;   within 
the  house  is  Jove. 
Hero,  Why,  then  your  visor  should  bo  thatch*d. 
D.  Pedro.  Speak  low,  if  you  speak  love. 

[  Takes  Iter  aside. 
Bene.  Well,  I  would  you  did  like  me. 
Afarg.  So  would  not  I,  for  your  own  sake,  for  I 
luve  utanv  ill  qualities. 
Bene.  Whicli  is  one? 
Alary.  I  say  my  prayers  aloud. 
Bene.  I  love  you  the  better ;  the  hearers  may 
cry.  Amen. 
Afarg.  God  match  me  with  a  good  dancer  1 
Balth.  Amen. 

Marg.  And  God  keep  him  out  of  my  sight 
when  the  dance  is  done  I  -Answer,  clerk. 
Balth,  No  more  words;  the  clerk  is  answered. 
Urs.  I  know  you  well  enough ;  you  are  Siguier 
Antonio. 
Ant.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 
Urs.  I  know  you  by  the  waggling  of  ^onr  head* 
Ant.  To  tell  you  true,  I  counterfeit  lum. 
(7rs.  You  could  never  do  him  so  ill-well,  unless 
you  were  the  very  man :  Here^  his  dry  hand  up 
and  down ;  you  are  he,  you  are  he. 
Ant,  At  a  word,  I  am  not 
Urs.  Come,  come ;  do  you  think  I  do  not  know 
^ou  by  your  excellent  wit?     Can  virtue  hide 
Itself?     Go  to,  mum,  you  are  he:  graces  will 
appear,  and  there's  an  end. 
Beat,  Will  you  not  tell  me  who  told  yoa  so? 
Bene,  No,  you  shall  pardon  me. 
Beat.  Nor  will  you  not  tell  me  who  yoa  are? 
Bent.  Not  now. 

Beat,  That  I  was  disdamful,— and  that  I  had 
mv  good  wit  out  of  the  **  Hundred  Merry  Tales;" 
Well,  this  was  Signior  Benedick  that  said  so. 
Bene.  What's  he? 

Beat.  I  am  sure  you  know  him  well  enough. 
Bene,  Not  I,  believe  me. 
Beat,  Did  he  never  make  yon  laugh  ? 
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Bene,  I  pray  vou,  what  is  he? 
Beat,  Why,  he  is  the  prii 


prince's  jester ;  a  very 
dnlT  fool;  only  his  ^ft  is  in  devising  impossible 
■landers:  none  but  libertines  delight  m  him;  and 
the  commendation  is  not  in  his  wit  but  in  his 
Tillainy:  for  he  both  pleasetb  men  and  angers 
thorn  and  then  they  laugh  at  him  and  beat  him : 


I  am  sure  he  is  in  tne  fleet;  I  would  he  had 
boarded  me. 

Bene.  When  I  know  the  gentleman.  111  tell 
him  «hat  you  say. 

Beta.  Do,  do :  hell  but  break  a  comparison  or 
two  on  mo ;  which,  peradventure,  not  marked,  or 
not  laughed  at,  strikes  him  into  melancholy ;  and 
then  there's  a  partridge'  wing  saved,  for  the  fool 
will  cat  no  supper  that  night.  [Music  within,]  We 
must  follow  the  leaders. 

Bene.  In  every  good  thing. 

Beat.  Nay,  if  they  lead  to  any  ill,  I  will  leave 

them  at  the  next  turning.  [Dance,     Thsn 

exeunt  ail  but  Don  John,  Bora.,  and  Claud. 

2>.  John,  Sure,  my  brother  is  amorous  on  Hero, 
and  hath  withdrawn  her  father  to  break  with  him 
about  it:  The  ladies  follow  her,  and  but  one  visor 
remains. 

Bora,  And  that  is  Claudio :  I  know  him  by  his 
bearing. 

D.  John,  Arc  not  yoa  Signior  Benedick? 

Claud,  You  know  me  well;  I  am  he. 

D.  John,  Signior,  yoii  are  very  near  my  brother 
in  his  love;  he  is  enamoured  on  Hero:  I  pray  you 
dissuade  him  from  her,  she  is  no  equal  for  his  birtht 
you  naay  do  the  part  of  an  honest  man  in  it. 

Claud.  How  know  you  he  loves  her? 

D.  John.  I  heard  him  swear  his  affection. 

Bora.  So  did  I  too;  and  he  swore  he  would  man) 
her  to-night. 

D.  John,  Come,  let  us  to  the  banquet. 

[Exeunt  Don  John  and  Bom 

Claud,  Thus  answer  I  in  name  of  Benedick^ 
But  hear  these  ill  news  with  the  ears  of  Claudia. 
Tis  certain  so,— the  prince  woos  for  himself. 
Friendship  is  constant  in  all  other  things. 
Save  in  the  ofiBce  and  atiGurs  of  love : 
Therefore,  all  hearts  in  love  use  their  own  tongaos; 
Let  every  eye  negotiate  for  itself, 
And  trust  no  agent:  for  beauty  is  a  witch, 
Against  whose  charms  faith  melteth  into  blood. 
This  is  an  accident  of  hourly  proof. 
Which  I  mistrusted  not :  Fare  >vell,  therefore,  Hero 

Rtrtnter  Benedick* 

Bene.  Count  Claudio? 

Claud.  Yea,  the  same. 

Bene.  Come,  will  you  go  with  me? 

Cbxud,  Whither? 

Bene.  Even  to  the  next  willow,  about  your  own 
business,  count.  What  fashion  will  you  wear  the 
garland  of?  About  your  neck,  like  an  usurer's 
cliain?  or  onder  your  arm,  like  a  lieutenant's 
scarf?  Yoa  must  wear  it  one  way,  for  the  prince 
hath  got  your  Hero. 

Claud,  I  wish  him  joy  of  her. 

Bene.  Why,  that's  spoken  like  an  honest  drover; 
•o  they  sell  bullocks.  But  did  you  think  the  princt 
would  have  served  you  thus  ? 

Claud.  I  pray  you  leave  me. 

Bene.  Ho!  now  you  strike  like  the  blind  man; 
*twas  die  boy  that  stole  your  meat,  and  you'll  beat 
the  post,  • 

Claud.  If  it  will  not  be,  111  leave  you.    [Exit, 

Bene.  Alas!  poor  hurt  fowl!  Now  will  he  creep 
into  sedges.  But  that  my  Ladv  Beatrice  should 
know  me,  and  not  know  me!  The  prince's  fool! — 
Ha,  it  mav  be  I  go  under  that  tide,  because  I  am 
merry.— I ea;  but  so;  I  am  apt  to  do  myself 
wrong:  I  am  not  so  reputed :  it  is  the  base  though 
bitter  disposition  of  Beatrice,  tliat  puts  the  world 
into  her  |)erson,  and  so  gives  me  out  Wellf  111 
be  reveiiLetl  as  I  may. 
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Se-enter  Don  Pbobo. 

i>.  JPBcbro.  Now,  signior,  whore's  the  oomtt;  Did 
jou  see  him? 

Bene.  Troth,  my  lord,  1  have  played  the  part  of 
Lady  Fame.  I  found  him  here  as  melancholy  as 
a  lodge  in  a  warren ;  1  tdld  him,  and  I  think  tuld 
him  true,  that  your  grace  had  gDt  the  will  of  tliia 
yomig  lady;  and  I  oflfered  him  my  company  to  a 
willow-tree,  eitlier  to  make  him  a  garland,  as  being 
forsaken,  or  to  bind  him  a  rod,  as  oeing  worthy  to 
be  whipped. 

D.  Peilro.  To  be  whipped?    What's  his  fault? 

Ikne.  The  flat  transgression  of  a  schoolboy; 
who,  bein^  overjoyed  with  finding  a  bird's  nest, 
•hows  it  his  companion,  and  he  steals  it. 

D,  Pedro.  Wilt  thou  noakea  trust  a  transgression? 
The  transgression  is  in  the  stealer. 

Bene,  Yet  it  had  not  been  amiss  the  rod  had  been 
made,  and  the  garland  too;  for  the  garland  he 
might  have  worn  himself;  and  the  rod  he  might 
have  bestowed  on  you,  who,  as  I  take  it,  have  stc-lun 
his  bird's  nest 

D.  Pedro.  I  will  but  teach  them  to  sing,  and 
restore  them  to  the  owner. 

Bene,  If  their  singing  answer  your  saying,  by  my 
£fdth,  you  say  honestly. 

D.  rcdro.  The  Lady  Beatrice  hath  a  quarrel  to 
you^  the  gentleman  that  danced  with  her  told  her 
she  15  much  wronged  by  you. 

Bene,  O,  she  misused  me  past  the  endurance  of 
a  block :  an  oak,  but  with  one  green  leaf  on  it, 
would  have  answered  her ;  my  venr  visor  began  to 
assume  life  and  scold  with  her:  She  told  me,  not 
thinking  I  had  been  myself,  that  I  was  the  prince  s 

{'ester,  and  that  I  was  duller  than  a  great  thaw ; 
luddling  jest  upon  jest,  with  such  impossible  con- 
veyance upon  me,  that  I  stood  like  a  man  at  a  mark , 
with  a  whole  army  shooting  at  me :  She  speaks 
poniards,  and  every  word  stalis:  if  her  breath  were 
as  terrible  as  her  terminations,  there  were  no  living 
near  her;  she  would  infect  to  tlie  north  star.  1 
would  not  marry  her  though  she  were  endowed 
with  all  that  Adam  had  loft  him  before  he  trans- 
gressed :  she  would  have  made  Hercules  have  turned 
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with  false  dice,  therefore  your  grace  may  w%I]  sa^ 
1  have  lost  it. 

D,  Pedro.  Yon  have  put  him  down,  lady,  you 
have  put  him  down. 

Beat.  So  I  would  not  he  should  do  me.  my  lord, 
lest  I  should  prove  the  niother  of  fools.  X  have 
brought  Count  Claudio,  whom  you  sent  me  to  seek. 

D,  Pedro.  Why,  how  now,  count  ?  wherefora 
arc  you  sad? 

CUmd.  Not  sad,  my  lord. 

D.  I^dro.  How  then?  Sick? 

Claud,  Neitlier,  my  lord. 

Beat,  The  count  is  neither  sad,  nor  sick,  oor 
merry,  nor  well:  but  civil,  count;  civil  as  an 
orange,  and  something  of  that  jealous  comulexion. 

D.  Pedro.  V  faith,  Udy,  1  think  your  blazon  to 
be  true ;  though  111  be  sworn  if  he  be  so,  his  con- 
ceit is  fal-e.  Here,  Claudio,  I  have  wooed  in  tlir 
name,  and  &ir  Hero  is  won ;  I  have  broke  with 
her  father,  and  his  goodwill  obtained :  name  the 
day  of  marriage,  and  God  give  thee  joy  I 

Leon.  Count,  take  of  me  my  daughter,  and  with 
her  my  fortunes ;  his  grace  hath  made  the  match, 
and  all  grace  bay  Amen  to  it! 

Beat.  Speak,  count,  tis  your  cue. 

Claud,  Silence  is  the  perfectest  heraldof  joy :  I 
were  but  little  happy  if  I  could  say  how  much. 
Lady,  as  you  are  mme,  I  am  yours :  I  give  away 
myself  for  you,  and  dote  upon  the  exchange. 

Beat,  Sneak,  cousin ;  or,  if  you  cannot,  stop  his 
mouth  with  a  Idss,  and  let  not  him  speak  neither. 

D.  Pcchv.  In  faith,  lady,  you  have  a  merry 
heart. 

Beat.  Yea,  my  lord,  I  thank  it;  poor  fool,  it 
kee])8  on  the  windy  fide  of  care : — My  cousin  tells 
him  in  his  ear  that  he  is  in  her  heart. 

Claud,  And  so  she  doth,  cousin. 

Beat.  Good  lord,  for  alliance ! — Thus  goes  every 
one  to  the  world  but  I,  and  I  am  sunburned ;  1 
may  sit  in  a  corner  and  cry,  heigh-ho!  for  a 
husband. 

D.  Pedro.  Lady  Beatrice,  I  will  get  you  one. 

Beat,  I  would  rather  have  one  of  your  Other's 
getting:  Hath  your  grace   ne'er  a  brother  like 


spit;  yea,  and  have  cleft  his  club  to  make  the  fire  '  yoo^    Your  father  got  excellent  husbands,  if  a 
too.    Come,  talk  not  of  her :  you  shall  find  her  the  '  ""4^  could  come  by  them. 


infernal  Ate  in  good  apparel.  I  would  to  God  some 
scholar  would  conjure  her ;  for,  certainly,  while  she 
is  here,  a  man  may  live  as  quiet  in  hell  as  in  a 
sanctuary:  and  people  sin  ui>on  purpose  because 
they  would  go  thither;  so,  indeed,  all  disquiet, 
horror,  and  perturbation  follow  her. 

Be-enterCLA.VJ>iOy  BBiLTRiOE,  Lbohato,  om^HBBO. 

D.  Pedro.  Look,  here  she  comes. 

Bene,  Will  your  grace  command  me  any  service 
to  the  world's  end?  I  will  gt)  on  the  slightest 
errand  now  to  the  antipodes,  that  you  can  devLse 
to  send  me  on ;  I  will  fetch  you  a  tooth  [licker  now 
from  the  forthest  inch  of  Asia;  bring  you  the 
length  of  Prester  John's  foot ;  fetch  you  a  hair  of 
the  great  Chain's  beari^ ;  do  you  any  embassage  to 
the  Pigmies, — rather  than  hold  three  words'  con- 
ference with  this  harpy :  You  hare  no  employment 
forme? 

2).  Pedro.  Kone,  but  to  desire  your  good  company. 

Bene,  0  God,  sir,  here's  a  dish  I  love  not ;  I 
cannot  endure  my  Lady  Tongue.  [Exit. 

I).  Pedro.  Come,  lad^,  come ;  you  have  lobt  the 
heart  of  Signior  Benedick 

Beat,  Indeed,  my  lord,  he  lent  it  me  a  while ; 
and  I  gave  him  use  for  it— 4  doable  heart  for  a 
tingle  one :  marry,  once  before  he  won  it  oi  me 


D.  Pedro.  Will  you  have  me,  lady? 

Beat,  No,  my  lord,  unless  I  might  have  another 
for  working-days;  your  grace  is  too  costly  to 
wear  every  day :  But,  I  beseech  your  grace,  pardon 
me ;  I  was  bom  to  speak  all  mirth,  and  no  matter. 

D,  Pedro.  Your  silence  most  offends  me,  and  to 
be  merry  best  becomes  you ;  for,  out  of  question, 
you  were  bom  in  a  merry  hour. 

Beat.  No,  sure,  my  lord,  my  mother  cried ;  but 
then  there  was  a  star  danced,  and  under  that  was 
I  born. — Cousins,  God  give  you  joy  I 

Lam.  Niece,  will  you  look  to  thoae  things  I 
told  you  of? 

Beat.  I  cry  you  mercy,  uncle. — By  yourgracels 
pardon.  [ExUa^kT, 

D.  Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  pleasant-spirited  lady. 

Leon.  There's  little  of  the  melancholy  element 
in  her,  my  lord :  she  is  never  sad,  but  when  she 
sleeps ;  and  not  ever  sad  then ;  for  I  have  heard 
my  daughter  say  she  hath  often  dreamt  of  unhap- 
puiess,  and  waked  herself  with  laughing. 

D.  Pedro.  She  cannot  endure  to  hear  tell  of  a 
husband. 

Leon.  O,  by  no  means;  ahe  mocka  all  her 
wooers  out  of  suit. 

D,  Pedro,  She  were  an  excellent  wiie  for 
Benedick.  ^  ^  . 
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Ltoti.  O  Lord,  my  lord,  if  they  were  but  a  week 
married  thej  would  talk  them.<elves  mad. 

D.  Pedro,  Ck)unt  Claudio,  when  mean  joa  to  go 
toohorcb? 

Claud,  To-morroWf  my  lord  :  Time  goee  on 
eratcbes  till  Loye  have  all  his  rites. 

Leon,  Not  till  Monday,  ray  dear  son,  wliicli  is 
hence  a  just  seven-night;  and  a  time  too  brief  too, 
to  have  all  things  am>wer  mind 

D,  Pedro,  Come,  you  shake  the  head  at  so  long 
a  breathing;  but  1  warrant  thee,  Claudio,  the 
time  shall  not  ffo  dully  bpr  as;  I  will,  in  the 
interim,  ondertake  one  of  Ilercules'  labours; 
which  is,  to  bring  Siguior  Benedick  and  the  Lady 
Beatrice  into  a  moiuitain  of  aiTection,  tho  one 
with  the  other.  I  woul '  fain  have  it  a  matdi ; 
and  1  doubt  not  but  to  fasliion  it,  if  you  three 
will  but  minister  sucli  assistance  as  I  shall  give 
you  direction. 

Leoiu  My  lord,  I  am  for  you,  though  it  cost  me 
ten  nights*  watchiugs. 

Claud.  And  I,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro,  And  you  too,  gentle  Hero. 

Hero.  1  will  do  any  modest  office,  my  lord,  to 
help  my  cousin  to  a  good  husband. 

D.  Pedro.  And  Benedick  b  not  the  unhope- 
fullest  husband  that  I  know :  thus  far  can  I  praii-e 
him ;  he  is  of  a  n  ble  strain,  of  approved  valour, 
and  confirmed  honesty.  I  will  teacli  you  how  to 
bomoor  your  cousin,  that  she  shall  fall  in  love 
with  Benedick : — and  I,  with  your  two  helps,  will 
so  practise  on  Benedick,  that,  in  desuite  ol  his 
quick  wit  and  his  queasy  stomach,  he  snail  fall  in 
love  with  Beatrice.  If  we  can  do  this,  Cupid  is 
no  longer  an  archer ;  his  gloiy  shall  be  ours,  for 
we  are  the  only  love-gods.  Go  in  with  me,  and  I 
will  tell  you  my  drift  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  U,— Another  Room  in  Leonato's  nou$e. 
Enter  Don  Johh  and  Borachio. 

D,  John.  It  IS  so  ;  the  Count  Claudio  shall 
Duury  the  daughter  of  Leonato. 

Bora,  Yea,  my  lord,  but  I  can  cross  it. 

p.  John.  Any  bar,  any  cross,  any  impediment 
will  be  medicinable  to  me:  I  am  sick  in  du^plea- 
sere  to  liim ,  and  whatsoever  comes  athwart  his 
affection,  ranges  evenly  with  mine.  How  canst 
thou  cross  this  marriage  ? 

Bora,  Not  honestly,  my  lord ;  but  wo  corertly 
that  no  dishonesty  shall  appear  in  me. 

X).  John.  Show  me  brietiy  how. 

Bora.  1  thmk  I  told  your  worship,  a  year  smce, 
how  much  I  am  in  the  favour  of  Margaret,  the 
waitmg-;<cntlewoman  to  Hero. 

T).  John.  I  remember. 

Bora,  I  can,  at  any  imseasonable  instant  of  the 
night,  appoint  her  to  look  out  at  her  lady's 
chamber-window. 

D.  JihL 
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Bora,  Uo  then,  find  me  a  meet  hour  to  draw 
Don  Pedro  and  the  Count  Claudio,  alone:  tell 
them  that  you  know  that  Hero  \ove&  me ;  intend 
as~in  a  love  of  your  brother  s  honour,  who  hath 
a  kind  of  zeal  both  to  the  prince  and  CMaudio, 
made  this  match  ;  and  his  friend's  reputation,  who 
is  thus  like  to  be  cozened  with  the  semblance  of  a 
maid, — that  jrou  have  discovered  thus.  They  will 
scarcely  believe  this  without  trial:  offer  them 
instances;  which  shall  bear  no  less  likelihood 
than  to  see  me  at  her  chamber-window ;  hear  me 
call  Margaret,  Hero;  hear  Margaret  term  me 
Claudio ;  and  bring  them  to  see  this,  the  very 
night  before  the  intended  wedding:  for,  in  the 
mean  time,  I  will  so  fashion  tho  matter,  that  Hero 
shall  be  absent;  and  there  hhall  appear  such 
seeming  truth  of  Hero^  disloyalty,  that  jealousy 
shall  bo  called  assurance,  and  all  the  preparation 
overthrown, 

D.  John,  Grow  this  to  what  adverse  issue  it 
can.  I  will  put  it  in  practice :  be  cunning  in  tho 
working  this,  and  thy  fee  is  a  thousand  ducats. 

Bora.  Be  thou  constant  in  the  accusation,  and 
my  cunning  shall  not  shame  me. 

D.  Jolm.  £  will  presently  go  learn  their  day  of 
marriage.  [EaecunU 

SCENE  III.— Leonato's  Gardtn. 
Enter  Benedick  and  a  Boy. 
Bene,  Boy! 
Boy,  Signior. 

Bene,  In  my  chamber-window   lies   a    book* 

bring  it  hither  to  mo  in  the  orchard. 

Bioy,  I  am  here  already,  sir. 

Bme,  I  know  tliat; — but  I  would  have  thee 

hence,  and  here  agam.     [Exit  Boy.]— 1  do  racch 

wonder  that  one  man,  seeing  how  much  another 

man  is  a  fool  when  he  dedicates  his  behaviours 

to  love,  will,  after    he    hath    laughed    at  such 

I  shallow  follies  hi  others,  become  the  argument 

;  of  his    own   scorn,    by   falling    in    love:  And 

,  such  a  man  is  Claudio.      I   have  known   when 

there  was  no  music  with  him  but  the  drum  and 

j  the  fife;  and  now  had  he  rather  hear  the  tabor 

and  the  pipe :  I  have  known  when  he  would  have 

walked  ten  mile  afoot,  to  see  a  good  armour; 

and  now  will  he  He  ten  nights  awake,  carving 

the  fashion  of  a  new  doublet.     He  was  wont  to 

speak  plain,  and  to  the  purjjose,  like  an  honest  man 

and  a  soldier ;  and  now  he  is  turned  orthographer; 

I  hb  words  are  a  very  fantastical  banquet,  just  so 

I  many  strange  dishes.  May  I  be  so  converted,  and 

!  see  with  those  ^yesf    I  cannot  tell;  I  think  not: 

t  I  will  not  be  sworn  but  love  may  transform  me  to 

un  oyster;  but  111  take  my  oath  on  it,  till  he  have 

I  made  an  oyster  of  me,  he  shall  never  make  me  such 

I  a  fool.  One  woman  is  fair;  yet  I  am  well:  anothci 

1  is  wise;  yet  I  am  well:  another  virtuous;  yet  I  am 


.„,      ,.•...  .      .     J     .     * '  ^oli"  ^"*  ^^1  •'J  graces  be  in  one  woman,  one 

What  life  18  m  that,  to  be  the  death  of ,  woman  shall  not  come  in  my  grace.  Rich  she  shall 


this  marriage? 

Bcn€L  The  poison  of  that  lies  in  you  to  temper. 
Go  you  to  the  urince  your  brother ;  spare  not  to 
td!  him,  that  he  hath  wronged  his  honour  in 
nuirrying  the  renowned  Claudio  (whose  estimation 
do  vou  mightily  hold  up)  to  a  contaminated  stale, 
■nch  a  one  as  Hero. 

D,  John,  What  proof  shall  I  make  of  th  it? 

Bora,  Proof  enough  to  misuse  the  prince,  to  vex 
Claudio,  to  undo  Hero,  and  kill  Leonato  :  Look 
you  for  any  other  issue  ? 

D.  John,  Only  to  despite  them,  1  will  endeavour 
anything. 


be,  that's  certain;  wise,  or  rD  none;  virtuous,  or 
I'll  never  cheapen  her;  fair,  or  111  never  look  on 
her;  mild,  or  come  not  near  me;  noble,  or  not  I 
for  an  angel;  of  good  discourse,  an  excellent 
musician,  and  her  hair  shall  be  of  what  colour  it 

J)lcase  God.  Hal  the  prince  and  Monsieur  l^vel 
.  will  hide  me  in  the  arbour.  [  Withdrawe, 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Leonato,  and  Claudio. 
D,  Petbv.  Come,  shall  we  hear  this  music  ? 
Claua,  Yea,   my  good  lord:— How  atill  the 
evening  is, 
A.  h«.h<l  on  ourp«.  to^^ta^^^^  J^ 
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D.  Pedro,  See  jon  where  Benedick  hath  hid 
oimself? 

Claud,  Of  rerj  wellf  my  lord :  the  music  ended, 
Well  fit  the  kid  fox  with  a  pennyworth. 

Enter  Baltuazab,  with  music, 

D,  Pedro,  Come,  Balthazar,  well  hear  that  song 
again. 

BaltTi,  O  good  my  lord,  tax  not  so  bad  a  voice 
To  slander  music  any  more  than  once. 

D.  Pedro.  It  is  the  witness  still  of  excellency, 
To  put  a  strange  face  on  liis  own  perfection : — 
I  pray  thee,  sing,  and  let  me  woo  no  more. 

Btdth,  Because  yon  talk  of  wooing,  I  vrill  sing: 
Since  many  a  wooer  doth  Commence  his  suit 
To  her  he  thinks  not  worthy;  yet  he  wuos; 
Yet  will  he  swear,  he  loves. 

2>.  Pedro.  Nay,  pray  thee,  come  ; 

Or,  if  thou  wUt  hold  longer  argument, 
Do  it  in  notes. 

BaLth,  Note  this  before  my  notes. 

There's  not  a  note  of  mine  that^s  worth  the  noting. 

D,  Pedro,  Why,  these  are  very  crotchets  that  he 
speaks; 
Note  notes,  forsooth^  and  noting  1  \Mune, 

Bene.  Now,  "Divine  airT*  now  is  his  soul 
ravished ! — Is  it  not  strange  that  sheep's  guts  should 
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my  money,  when  all's  done 

Bajjthazar  ting$, 

talth,  Bkfa  no  morcL  ladies.  Blgh  no  more; 
Hen  were  deceivers  ever ; 
One  foot  in  sea,  and  one  on  shore; 
To  one  thing  constant  never 
Then  sigh  not  so, 
But  let  them  go, 
A'mI  be  you  blithe  and  bonny : 
Oon  verting  all  your  sounds  of  woa 
IntOb  Hey  nouuy,  nonny. 
IL 
Bins  no  more  ditties,  sing  no  mo 

01  dnmps  so  dull  and  heavy ; 
The  fraud  of  men  was  ever  so. 
Since  summer  first  waj«  leavy. 
Then  sigh  not  so,  &o. 
D.  Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  good  song. 
BaJUh.  And  an  ill  singer,  mv  lord. 
D.  Pedro.  Ha?  no;  no,  faith;  tliou  singest  well 
enough  for  a  shift. 

Bme,  [Aside,]  An  he  had  been  a  dog  that  should 
have  howled  thus,  they  would  have  hanged  him : 
and  I  pray  tied  Ids  bad  voice  bode  no  mischief!  I 
bad  as  lieJf  have  heard  tlie  night-raven,  come  what 
plague  could  have  come  after  it. 

V.  ledro.  Yea,  marry;  [to  Claddio.]— Dost 
thou  hear,  Balthazar?  1  pray  thee,  get  us  some 
excellent  music ;  for  to-morrow  night  we  would 
have  it  at  the  lady  Hero's  chamber-window. 
BaUh,  The  best  I  can,  mv  lord. 
D.Pedro,  Do  so:  farewell,  [iiirie  Balthazar.] 
Come  hither,  Leonato:  What  was  it  you  told  me 
of  to-day  ?  that  your  niece  Beatrice  was  in  love 
with  Siffnior  Benedick? 

Claud,  O,  ay:— Stalk  on,  stalk  on :  the  fowl 
fits.  [Amde  to  Peobo.]— I  did  never  think  that 
lady  would  have  loved  any  man. 

Leon,  No,  nor  I  neitlier ;  but  most  wonderful 
that  she  should  so  dote  on  Signior  Benedick,  whom 
bhe  hath  in  all  outward  behaviours  seemed  ever 
to  nbhor. 

Bene,  Is  *t  possible?     Bits  the   wmd  in  that 

corner?  [Aside. 

Leon,  By  my  troth,  my  lord,  I  cannot  tell  what 

to  think  of  it ;   but  tluit  she  loves  him  with  an 

onraged  afiection,— k  is  past  the  infinite  of  thought. 


D,  Pedro,  May  be,  she  doth  bat  eonnterfalt. 

Claud,  'Faith,  like  enough. 

Leon.  O  God  I  counterfeit  I  There  was  never 
counterfeit  of  passion  came  so  near  the  life  oi 
passion,  as  she  discovers  it. 

D.  Pedro.  Why,  what  effects  of  passion  shows 
she? 

daud.  Bait  the  hook  well ;  this  fish  will  bite 

[AsUle, 

Leon.  What  effects,  my  lord  I  She  will  sit 
you. — Tou  heard  my  daughter  tell  yon  how. 

Claud,  She  did,  indeed. 

D.  Pedro.  How,  how,  1  pray  you?  You  amaze 
me:  I  would  have  tliought  her  spirit  had  been 
invincible  against  all  assaults  of  affection. 

Leon,  I  would  Imve  sworn  it  had,  my  lord; 
especially  against  Benedick 

Bene.  [Aside.]  I  should  think  this  a  gnll,  but 
that  the  white-bearded  fellow  speaks  it ;  knavery 
cannot,  sure,  hide  himself  in  such  reverence. 

Claud,  He  hath  ta'en  the  infection ;  hold  it  uo. 

[Aside. 

D.  Pedro,  Hath  she  made  her  affection  knovm 
to  Benedick? 

Leon,  No;  and  swears  she  never  will:  that^ 
!  her  torment. 

Claud,  T  is  tme,  indeed ;  so  yonr  daughter 
says:  "Shall  I,"  says  she,  "that  have  so 
oft  encountered  him  with  scorn,  ¥rrito  to  him  that 
I  love  him  ?" 

Leon.  Tins  says  she  now  when  she  is  beginning 
to  write  to  him :  for  shell  be  up  twenty  times  a 
night:  and  there  will  she  sit  in  her  smock,  till  she 
have  writ  a  sheet  of  paper  :~my  daughter  tells 
ns  all. 

Ckmd.  Now  yon  talk  of  a  sheet  of  paper,  I 
remember  a  pretty  jest  your  daugliter  told  us  of. 

Leon.  01 — When  she  had  writ  it,  and  was 
reading  it  over,  she  foond  Benedick  and  Beatrice 
between  the  sheet? 

Claud.  That. 

Leon,  O  she  tore  the  letter  into  a  thonsml 
half-pence ;  railed  at  herself,  that  she  should  be  so 
immodest  to  write  to  one  that  she  knew  would 
flout  her :  "  I  measure  him," says  she,  **  by  my  own 
spirit;  fur  I  shbuld  flout  him,  if  be  writ  tome; 
yea,  though  I  love  him,  I  should." 

Claud.  Then  down  upon  her  knees  she  falls, 
weeps,  sobs,  beats  her  heart,  tears  her  hair,  prays, 
curses; — "O  sweet  Benedick!  God  give  m<» 
patience !" 

Leon.  She  doth,  indeed ;  my  daughter  says  so : 
and  the  ecstac;^  hath  so  much  overborne  her,  that 
my  daughter  is  sometime  afeared  she  will  do  a 
desperate  outrage  to  herself.    It  is  very  true. 

I).  Pedro.  It  were  good  that  Benedick  knew  of 
it  by  some  other,  if  ^e  will  not  discover  it. 

Claud.  To  what  end?  He  would  but  make  a 
sport  of  it,  and  torment  the  p€K)r  lady  worse. 

D,  Pedro.  An  he  should,  it  were  an  alms  to 
hang  him:  She's  an  excellent  sweet  lady;  and, 
out  of  all  &u.spicion,  she  is  virtuous. 

Claud.  And  she  is  exceeding  wise. 

D,  Pedro.  In  everything,  but  in  loving  Benedick. 

Leon,  O  my  lord,  wisdom  and  blood  combating 
in  so  tender  a  body,  we  have  ten  proofs  to  one 
that  blood  hath  the  victory.  I  am  sorry  for  her, 
as  I  have  just  cause,  being  her  uncle  and  her 
guardian. 

D.  Pedro.  I  would  she  had  bestowed  this  dotage 
on  me ;  I  would  havedaffd  all  other  respects,  and 
made  her  half  myself:  I  uray  yoiL  tell  Benedick 

of  it,  and  hear  what  he  will  s^.    i  ^ r\r^r^\o 
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Lem.  Were  ft  ^ood,  think  70U? 

Claud,  llero  thinks  sorely  she  will  die ;  for  she 
WBJ8  she  will  die  if  he  love  her  not ;  and  slie  will 
die  ere  she  make  her  love  known ;  and  she  will 
die  if  he  woo  her,  rather  than  she  will  'bate  one 
breath  of  her  accustomed  crossness. 

Z>.  Pedro,  She  doth  well :  if  she  should  make 
tender  of  her  love  *tis  very  possible  hell  scorn  it :  for 
the  man,  as  joa  know  all,  hatha  contemptible  spirit. 

CUauL  He  is  a  very  proper  man. 

D.  Pedro,  He  hath,  indeed,  a  good  outward 
happiness. 

Claud,  Tore  God,  and  in  my  mind,  very  wise. 

D.  Pedro,  He  doth,  indeed,  show  some  sparks 
that  are  like  wit. 

Leon,  And  I  take  him  to  be  valiant 

2).  Pedro.  As  Hector,  I  assure  you:  and  in  the 
managing  of  (quarrels  you  may  see  he  is  vnse ;  for 
either  he  avoids  them  with  ^;reat  discretion,  or 
nndertakes  th^  with  a  christian-like  fear. 

Leon.  If  he  do  fear  God  he  must  necessarily 
keep  peace ;  if  he  break  the  peace  he  ought  to 
enter  into  a  quarrel  with  fear  and  trembling. 

D.  Pedro.  And  so  will  he  do ;  for  the  man  doth 
fear  God,  howsoever  it  seems  not  in  him,  by  some 
large  jests  he  will  make.  Well,  I  am  sorry  for 
jour  niece:  Shall  we  go  see  Benedick,  ana  tell 
him  of  her  love? 

Claud.  Never  tell  him,  my  lord;  let  her  wear 
it  out  with  good  counsel. 

Leon,  Nay,  that's  impossible ;  she  may  wear  her 
heart  out  first. 

D,  Pedro.  Well,  we  will  hear  further  of  it  by 
your  daughter.  Let  it  cool  the  while.  I  love 
Benedick  well :  and  I  could  wish  he  would  modestly 
examine  himself  and  see  how  much  he  is  unworthy 
to  have  so  good  a  lad  v. 

Leon.  Mj  lord,  will  you  walk  ?  dinner  is  ready. 

Claud,  u  he  do  not  dote  on  her  upon  this,  I 
will  never  trust  my  expectation.  [Aside. 

D.  Pedro.  Let  there  be  the  same  net  spread  for 
ber :  and  that  must  your  daughter  and  her  gentle- 
woman carr^.  The  sport  will  be,  when  they  hold 
one  an  opinion  of  another's  dotage,  and  no  such 
matter ;  that's  the  scene  that  I  would  see.  which 
will  be  merely  a  dumb-show.  Let  us  send  her  to 
odl  him  in  to  dinner.  [Aside. 

[Exeunt  D.  Pedbo,  Claudio,  and  Leon. 
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Benedick  advanoee  from  ihe  mhotw. 

Bene,  This  can  be  no  trick:  The  conference  was 
sadly  borne.— They  have  the  truth  of  this  from 
Hero.  They  seem  to  pity  the  lady ;  it  seems  her 
affections  have  their  full  bent.  Love  me  1  why  it 
must  be  requited.  I  hear  how  X  am  censured : 
they  say  I  will  bear  myself  proudly,  if  I  perceive 
the  love  come  from  her ;  tnejr  say  too,  that  she 
will  rather  die  than  give  any  sign  of  affection. — I 
did  never  think  to  marry — I  must  not  seem 
proud :— Happy  are  they  that  hear  their  detractions, 
and  can  put  them  to  mending.  They  say  the  lady 
is  fair ;  *tb  a  truth,  I  can  bear  them  witness :  and 
virtuous — 'tis  so,  I  cannot  reprove  it :  and  wise, 
but  for  loving  me: — By  my  troth,  it  is  no  addition 
to  her  wit;— nor  no  great  ar^iment  of  her  folly,  for 
I  wiil  be  horribly  in  love  with  her. — I  may  chance 
have  some  odd  quirks  and  remnants  of  wit  broken 
on  me,  because  I  have  railed  so  long  against  mar- 
riage: But  doth  not  the  appetite  idter?  A  man 
loves  the  meat  in  his  youth  that  he  cannot  endure 
in  his  age :  Shall  quips,  and  sentences,  and  tliese 
paper  bullets  of  the  Drain,  awe  a  man  from  the 
career  of  his  humour?  No:  The  world  must  be 
peopled.  When  I  said  I  would  die  a  bachelor,  I  did 
not  think  I  should  live  till  I  were  married. — Here 
comes  Beatrice:  By  this  daj,  she's  a  fair  lady: 
I  do  spy  some  marks  of  love  in  her. 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Against  my  wUl,  I  am  sent  to  bid  yon  come 
in  to  dinner. 

Bene,  Pair  Beatrice,  I  thank  you  for  your  pains. 

Beat.  I  took  no  more  pains  for  those  thanks,  than 
you  take  pains  to  thank  me;  if  it  had  been  painful 
I  would  not  have  come. 

Bene.  You  take  pleasure,  then,  in  the  message? 

Beat.  Yea,  just  so  much  as  you  may  take  upon 
a  knife's  point,  and  choke  a  daw  withal: — You  have 
no  stomach,  signior;  fare  you  well.  [Exit. 

Bene.  Ha!  *^  Against  my  will,  I  am  sent  to  bid 
^ou  come  in  to  dinner"— there's  a  double  meaning 
m  that  "  I  took  no  mare  pains  for  those  thanks, 
than  yon  took  pains  to  thank  me" — ^that's  as  much 
as  to  say.  Any  pains  that  I  take  for  you  is  as  easy 
as  thanks: — If  I  do  not  take  pity  of  her  I  am  a 
villain ;  if  I  do  not  love  her  I  am  a  Jew:  I  will  ^0 
get  her  picture.  {ExU, 


ACT  ni 


SCENE  I.— Leonato*8  Garden, 


Enter  Hero,  Margaret,  and  Ursula. 

Hero.  Good  Margaret,  run  thee  to  the  parlour: 
There  shalt  thou  find  my  cousin  Beatrice 
Proposing  with  the  prince  and  Claudio: 
Whisper  her  ear,  and  tell  her,  I  and  Ursula 
Walk  in  the  orchard,  and  our  whole  discourse 
Is  dl  of  her;  say,  that  thou  overheard 'st  us; 
And  bid  her  steal  into  the  pleached  bower. 
Where  honeysuckles,  ripen 'd  by  the  sun. 
Forbid  the  sun  to  enter; — Hke  favourites, 
Hade  proud  by  princes,  that  advance  their  pride 
Against  that  power  that  bred  it: — there  will  she 

hide  her. 
To  listen  our  nurpoee:  This  is  thy  oflRce, 
Bear  thee  well  in  it,  and  leave  us  alone. 

Marg.    Ill  make  her  come,    I  warrant  you, 

Sresuntly.  [Exit, 

fow,  Ursula,  when  Beatrice  doth  come, 
Af  we  do  trace  this  alley  up  and  down^ 


Our  talk  must  only  be  of  Benedick: 

When  I  do  name  him,  let  it  be  thy  part 

To  praise  him  more  than  ever  man  did  merit: 

My  talk  to  thee  must  be,  how  Benedick 

Is  sick  in  love  with  Beatrice:  Of  this  matter 

Is  little  Cupid's  crafty  arrow  made. 

That  only  wounds  by  hearsay.    Now  begin: 

filter  Beatrice,  behind. 

For  look  where  Beatrice,  like  a  lapwing,  runs 
Close  by  the  ground,  to  near  our  conference. 

Ura.  The  pleasantest  angling  is  to  see  the  fish 
Cut  with  her  golden  oars  the  silver  stream, 
And  greedily  devour  the  treacherous  bait: 
So  angle  we  for  Beatrice ;  who  even  now 
Is  couched  in  the  woodbine  coverture : 
Fear  you  not  my  part  of  the  dialogue. 

Hero.  Then  go  we  near  her,  that  her  ear  lose 
nothing 
Of  the  false  sweet  bait  that  we  lay  for  it.~ 

[The^  adoanot  to  the  hower 
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No,  tmljy  Urs'ilft,  une  Is  too  disdainful ; 
1  know,  her  !?pirit><  jfre  as  coy  and  wild 
▲s  haggards  of  the  rock. 

Urs.  But  are  you  sure 

That  Benedick  loves  Beatrice  so  entirely? 

Hero.  So  says  the  prince,  and  ray  uowtrothrd 
lord. 

Un.  And  did  they  bid  you  tell  her  of  it,  nmdam  ? 

Hero.  They  did  entreat  me  to  acnuaint  her  of  it : 
But  I  persuatled  them,  if  they  l'>v(i  Benedick, 
To  wish  him  wrestle  with  affection. 
And  never  to  let  Beatrice  know  of  it. 

Ur8,  Wh^  did  you  so?  Doth  not  the  gentleman 
Deserve  as  full,  as  fortunate  a  bed. 
As  ever  Beatrice  shall  couch  upon  ? 

Hero.  0  God  of  love  I  I  know  ho  doth  de.«erve 
As  much  as  may  be  yielded  to  a  man: 
But  Nature  never  fram'd  a  woman's  heart 
Of  prouder  stuff  than  that  of  Beatrice: 
Disd  tin  and  scorn  ride  sparklin;;  in  her  eyes, 
Mii.prbing  what  they  look  on;  and  her  wit 
Values  itself  so  highly,  tliat  to  her 
All  matter  else  seems  weak :  she  cannot  love. 
Nor  take  no  shape  nor  project  of  affection, 
She  is  so  self-endeared. 

(/ra.  Sure,  I  think  so; 

And  therefore,  certainly,  it  were  not  good 
She  knew  his  love,  lest  she  make  sport  at  it. 

Hero,  Why,  you  speak  truth :  I  never  yet  saw 
^  man. 
How  wise  how  noble,  young,  how  rarely  featured. 
But  she  would  spell  him  bacicward  :  if  fair  fac'd. 
She  would  i) wear  the  gentlemen  should  be  her  sister; 
If  black,  why.  Nature,  drawing  of  an  antic. 
Made  a  foul  blot:  if  tall,  a  lance  ill-headed ; 
If  low,  an  agate  very  vilely  cut : 
If  speakin;;,  why,  a  vane  blown  with  all  winds; 
If  feilent,  why,  a  block  moved  wih  none^ 
So  turns  she  eveiy  man  the  wron^r  sid*'  out; 
And  never  gives  to  truth  and  virtue  that 
Which  siraplenej>s  and  merit  purchaseth. 

Urs,  Sure,  sure,  such  carpmg  is  not  commend- 
able. 

Hero.  No  ;^  not  to  be  so  odd,  and  from  al  1  fashions. 
As  Beatrice  is,  cannot  be  commendabl.? : 
But  who  dare  tell  her  so?  If  I  should  sjieak, 
She  would  mock  me  into  air ;  O,  she  would  laugh 

me 
Out  of  myself,  press  me  to  death  with  wit 
Therefore,  let  Benedick,  like  cover'd  fire. 
Consume  away  in  sighs,  waste  inwardly : 
It  were  a  better  death  than  die  with  mocks ; 
Which  is  as  bad  as  die  with  tickling. 

Urs.  Yet  tell  her  of  it;  hear  what  she  will  say. 

Hero,  No;  rather  I  will  go  to  Benedick, 
And  counsel  him  to  fight  against  his  passion : 
And,  truly,  111  devise  some  honest  sland<  rs 
To  stain  my  cousin  with:  One  d«jth  not  know 
How  much  an  ill  word  may  empoison  likii.£:. 

Ura.  O,  do  not  do  yoiu*  cousin  such  a  wrong. 
She  cannot  be  so  much  without  true  judgment 
(Having  so  swift  and  excellent  a  wit 
As  she  IS  priz'd  to  have),  as  to  reaise 
So  rare  a  gentleman  as  8ignior  Benedick. 

H<ro.  lie  is  the  only  man  of  Italy 
Always  excepted  my  dear  Claud io. 

Urs.  I  pray  you  be  not  angry  with  me,  madam. 
Speaking  ray  fancy;  Signior  Benedii  k. 
For  shape,  for  bearing,  argument,  and  valour. 
Goes  foremost  in  report  tlirough  1  laly. 

Hero.  Indeed,  he  hath  an  excellent  good  name. 

Ura.  His  excellence  did  earn  it,  ere  he  had  it. 
When  are  you  married,  madam? 


atuch  ado  about  nothtng 


Hr9.  Why,  every  da^ ;— to-morrow :  Come,  go  in- 
Ill  show  thee  some  attires;  and  have  thy  counsel, 
Which  Is  the  best  to  furnish  me  to-morrow. 
Ura.  She's  ta'en ;  I  warrant  you,  we  have  caught 
•  her,  madam.  _ 

Hero,  If  it  proves  so,  then  loving  goes  by  haps : 
I  Some  Cupid  kills  with  arrows,  some  with  tra|>s. 
[Exeunt  Heao  and  Ursula. 

Beatrice  advancea. 
Beat,  What  fire  is  m  mme  ears  ?  Can  this  be  tme? 

Stand  I  condemn 'd  for  pride  and  scorn  s^>  much? 
Contempt,  farewell!  and  maiden  pride,  adieu  I 

No  glory  lives  behind  the  back  of  such. 
And,  Benedick,  love  on,  I  will  requite  thee; 

Taming  mv  wild  heart  to  thy  loving  hand  ; 
If  thou  dost  love,  my  kindness' shall  incite  thee 

To  bind  our  loves  up  in  a  holy  band : 
For  others  say  thou  dost  d&serve;  and  I 
Believe  it  better  than  reportingly.*  [Exit. 

SCENE  n.—A  Boom  in  Leonato"^  Houae. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick,  ap 
Leonato. 

D.  PeAro.  I  do  but  stay  till  your  marria^  be 
consummate,  and  then  go  I  toward  Arragon. 

Claw/,  ni  bring  you  tliither,  my  lord,  if  youll 
▼ouchsafe  me. 

D.  Pedro.  Nay,  that  would  be  as  great  a  soil  in 
the  new  gloss  of  your  marriage,  as  to  show  a  child 
his  new  coat,  and  forbid  him  to  wear  it.  I  will 
only  be  bold  with  Benedick  for  his  company ;  for, 
from  the  crown  of  his  head  to  the  sole  of  his  foot, 
he  is  all  mirth ;  he  hath  twice  or  thrice  cut  Cupids 
bowstring,  and  ^e  little  hangman  dare  not  shoot  at 
him  :  he  hath  a  heart  as  sound  as  a  bell,  and  hii 
tongue  is  the  clapper ;  for  what  his  heart  tliinks  hii 
tongue  speaks. 

Bene.  Gallants,  I  am  not  as  I  have  been. 

Leon.  So  say  I ;  methinks  you  are  sadder. 

Claml.  I  hope  he  be  in  love. 

D.  Pedro.  Hang,  him,  truant;  there's  no  true 
drop  of  blood  in  him,  to  be  truly  touched  with  love: 
if  he  sad,  he  wants  money. 

Bene.  I  have  the  tooth-ach. 

D.  Pedro,  Draw  it 

Bene.  Hang  it  I 

ChiuL  Tou  must  hang  it  first,  and  draw  it 
afterwards. 

D.  Pedro.  What?  sigh  for  the  tooth-ach  ? 

Leon.  Where  is  but  a  humour,  or  a  worm ! 

Bene.  Well,  every  one  can  master  a  grief,  but  he 
that  has  it. 

('land.  Yet,  say  I,  he  is  in  love. 

D.  Ptjlro,  There  is  no  appearance  of  fancy  in  him, 
unless  i  t  be  a  fancy  that  he  nath  to  strange  disguises ; 
as.  to  be  a  Dutchman  to-day ;  a  Frenchman  to- 
morrow ;  [or  in  the  shape  of  two  countries  at  once, 
as,  a  (tei-man  from  the  waist  downward,  all  slops ; 
and  a  S^wmiard  from  the  hip  upward,  no  doublet:] 
Unless  he  have  a  fancy  to  this  foolery,  as  it 
appears  he  hath,  he  is  no  fool  for  fancy,  as  you 
would  have  it  to  appear  he  is. 

Claud.  If  he  be  not  in  love  with  some  woman, 
there  is  no  believing  old  signs:  he  brushes  his 
hat  o' mornings:  What  should  that  bode? 

D.  Pedro.  Hath  any  man  seen  him  at  the  barber's  ? 

ClatuL  No,  but  the  barber's  man  liath  been  seen 
with  him ;  and  the  old  ornament  of  his  cheek  hath 
already  stuflfed  tennis-balls. 

Leon.  Indeed,  he  looks  younger  than  he  did  by 
the  loss  of  a  board. 
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D,  Pedro,  Nay,  he  rubs  hinwelf  with  dyet :  Can 
joa  smell  him  out  by  that  ?  ! 

Claud,  That's  as  much  as  to  saj,  The  sweet 
youth's  in  love.  i 

D,  Pedro.  The  greatest  note  of  it  is  his  melancholy. 

Claud  And  when  was  he  wont  to  wash  his  face  ? 

D,  Pedro,  Yea,  or  to  paint  himself?  for  the 
which,  I  hear  what  they  say  of  him. 

Claud.  Nay,  but  his  jesting  spirit ;  which  is  ; 
now  crept  into  a  lutestring,  and  now  goTcmed  by  j 
stops. 

X>.  Pedro.  Indeed,  that  tells  a  heayy  tale  for 
him :  Conclude  he  is  in  love. 

Claud,  Nay,  but  I  know  who  loves  htm. 

D.  Pedro.  That  would  I  know  too ;  I  warrant, 
one  that  knows  him  not. 

Claud.  Tes,  and  his  ill  conditions;  and,  in 
despite  of  all,  dies  for  him. 

A  Petb^.  She  shall  be  buried  with  her  face 
npwards. 

Bene,  Tet  is  this  no  charm  for  the  tooth-ach. 
Old  Signior,  walk  aside  with  me;  I  have  studied 
eight  or  nine  wise  words  to  speak  to  you,  which 
these  hobby-horses  must  not  hear. 

[Exeunt  Bene,  and  Lrow, 

D.  Pedro.  For  my  life,  to  break  with  him  about 
Beatrice. 

Claud,  Tis  even  so ;  Hero  and  Margaret  Imve 
by  this  played  their  parts  with  Beatrice;  and  ttion 
the  two  bears  will  not  bite  one  another  when  they 
meet 

Enter  Don  Juan. 

D.John.  My  lord  and  brother,  Ood  save  yoa. 

D.  l\;dro.  Good  den,  brother. 

D,  JiJin.  If  your  leisure  served,  I  would  speak 
with  yoa. 

2).  Pedro.  In  private? 

D,  John.  If  it  please  yon ; — yet  Count  Claudio 
may  hear ;  for  what  I  would  B\>eik  of  concerns  him. 

I),  Pedro.  What's  the  matter? 

D.John,  Means  your  lordship  to  be  married 
to-morrow?  [7b  Claudio. 

D.  Pedro,  Ton  know  he  does. 

D,  Jdhjh  I  know  not  that,  when  he  knows  what 
i  know. 

CUmd.  If  there  be  any  impediment,  I  pray  yoa 
discover  it. 

D.  John.  7oa  may  think  I  love  you  not ;  let 
that  Mpear  hereafter,  and  aim  better  at  me  by 
that  A  now  will  manifest.  For  my  brother,  I 
think,  he  holds  you  well ;  and  in  deamess  ot  heart 
hath  holp  to  effect  your  ensuing  marriage:  surely, 
•tdt  ill  spent,  and  labour  ill  bestowed  1 

D.  Pedro.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

D.John,  I  came  hither  to  tell  you:  and  circum- 
stances shortened  (for  she  hath  been  too  long  a 
talking  of),  the  lady  is  disloyaL 

Claud,  Who?— Hero? 

D,John.  Even  she;  Leonato^s  Hero,  your  Hero, 
erery  man^  Hero. 

Claud.  Disloyal? 

D.  John.  The  word  is  too  (food  to  paint  out  her 
wickedness;  I  could  say  she  were  worse;  think 
TOO  of  a  worse  title,  and  I  will  fit  her  to  it. 
Wonder  not  till  further  warrant :  go  but  with  me 
t<Hiight,  yoa  shall  see  her  chamber -wuidow 
entered ;  eren  the  night  before  her  wedding-day : 
if  yoa  love  her  then,  to-morrow  wed  her ;  out  it 
woald  better  fit  your  honour  to  change  your  mind. 

Claud.  May  U\\a  b :  so  ? 

D,  Adbv.  I  will  not  think  it. 
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D.Jofm.  If  you  dare  not  trust  ttmt  you  see, 
confess  not  that  you  know :  if  you  will  follow  me, 
I  will  show  you  enough ;  and  when  you  have  seen 
more,  and  heard  more,  proceed  accordingly. 

Claud.  If  I  see  anything  to-night  why  I  should 
not  marry  her  to-morrow,  in  the  congregation, 
where  I  should  wed,  there  will  I  shame  her. 

D.  Pedro.  And,  as  I  wooed  for  thee  to  obtain 
her,  I  will  join  with  theo  to  disgrace  her. 

D.  John.  I  Mrill  disparage  her  no  farther,  tOI 
you  are  my  witnesses:  bear  it  coldly  but  till 
night,  and  let  the  issue  show  itself. 

D.  Pedro.  0  day  untowardly  turned  I 

Claud.  O  mischief  strangely  thwarting! 

D.  John,  O  plague  right  well  prevent^  I 
So  will  you  say  when  you  haye  seen  the  semiel. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— -4  Street. 
Bntet  DooBBRRT  and  Verges,  ujWi  ihe  Watch. 

Dogb.  Are  you  good  men  and  true  ? 

Verg.  Yea,  or  else  it  were  pity  but  they  should 
suffer  salvation,  body  and  soul. 

Dogb,  Nay,  tliat  were  a  punishment  too  good 
for  them,  if  they  should  have  any  allegiance  in 
them,  being  chosen  for  the  prince's  watch. 

Verg.  Well,  give  them  their  ciiarge,  neighbour 
Dogberry. 

Dogb.  First,  who  think  you  the  most  desartless 
man  to  be  constable? 

1  Watch.  Hugh  Oatcakeu  sir,  or  George  Seaooal; 
for  they  can  write  and  reaa. 

Dogb.  Come  hither,  neighbour  Seacoali  God 
hath  blessed  yoa  with  a  good  name :  to  be  a  well- 
&voured  man  is  the  gift  of  fortune;  but  to  write 
and  read  cAmos  by  nature. 

2  Watch,  Both  which,  master  constable, 

Dogb.  Yoa  have;   I  knew  it  would  be  your 

answer.  Well,  for  your  fayour,  sir,  why  give 
God  thanks,  and  make  no  boast  of  it ;  and  for  your 
writing  and  reading,  let  that  appear  when  there  is 
no  ne^  of  such  vanity.  You  are  thought  here  to 
be  the  most  senseless  and  fit  man  for  the  constable 
of  the  watdh;  therefore  bear  you  the  lantern. 
This  is  your  charge:  You  shall  comprehend  all 
yagrom  men ;  you  are  to  bid  any  man  stand,  in 
the  prince's  name. 

2  Watch,  How  if  a  will  not  stand  ? 

Dogb,  Why,  then,  take  no  note  of  him,  bat  let 
him  go ;  and  presently  call  the  rest  of  the  watch 
together,  and  tnank  God  yoa  are  rid  of  a  knave. 

Verg,  If  he  will  not  stand  when  he  is  bidden, 
he  is  none  of  the  prince's  subjects. 

Do^.  True,  and  they  are  to  meddle  with  none 
but  the  prince's  subjects:— You  shall  also  make 
no  noise  in  the  streets;  for,  for  the  watch  to 
babble  and  talk  is  most  tolerable  and  not  to  be 
endured. 

2  Watch,  We  will  rather  sleep  than  talk ;  we 
know  what  belongs  to  a  watch. 

Dogb.  Why,  you  speak  like  an  ancient  and  most 
qraiet  watchman ;  for  I  cannot  see  how  sleeping 
snould  ofibiid :  only  haye  a  care  that  your  bills  be 
not  stolen : — Well,  you  are  to  call  at  all  the  ale- 
houses, and  bid  them  that  are  drank  get  them  to 
bed. 

2  Watch,  How  if  they  will  not? 

Dogb,  Why,  then  let  them  alone  till  they  are 
sober;  if  they  make  yon  not  then  the  better 
answer,  you  may  say  they  are  not  the  men  you 
took  them  for. 

S  Watch.  Well  sir. 
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D9(jb,  If  you  meet  a  thief,  you  may  suspect 
him,  by  virtue  of  your  office,  to  be  no  true  man  ; 
and,  for  such  kind  of  men,  the  less  you  meddle  or 
make  with  them,  why,  the  more  is  for  your 
honesty. 

2  Waich,  If  we  imow  hmi  to  be  a  thief,  shall 
we  not  lay  hands  on  him  ? 

Do^,  Truly,  by  your  office,  vou  may;  but  I 
think  they  that  touch  pitch  will  bo  denied:  the 
most  peaceable  way  for  you,  if  you  do  take  a  tliief, 
is  to  let  liim  show  himself  what  he  is,  and  steal 
out  of  your  company. 

Verg,  You  have  been  always  called  a  merciful 
roan,  partner. 

Do^,  Truly,  I  would  not  hang  a  dog  by  my 
will ;  much  more  a  man  who  hath  any  honesty  in 
him. 

Verg,  If  you  hear  a  child  cry  in  the  night,  you 
must  call  the  nurse,  and  bid  her  still  it. 

2  Wat/ck*  How  if  the  nurse  be  asleep,  and  will 
not  hear  us. 

Dogb,  Why,  then  deiMut  in  peace,  and  let  the 
ohild  wake  her  with  crying:  for  the  ewe  that  will 
not  hear  her  lamb  when  it  baes  will  never  answer 
a  calf  when  he  bleats. 

Vera,  Tis  very  true. 

Dog^,  This  is  the  end  of  the  charge.  You 
constable,  are  to  present  the  prince's  own  person ; 
if  yon  meet  the  prince  in  the  night,  you  may  stay 
him. 

Verg,  Nay,  by  V  lady,  that,  I  think,  a  cannot. 

Jki^,  Fire  shillings  to  one  on*t,  with  any  man 
that  knows  the  statues,  he  may  stay  him  :  marry, 
not  wiUiout  the  prince  be  willing :  for,  indeed,  the 
watch  ought  to  offend  no  man ;  and  it  is  an  offence 
to  stay  a  man  against  his  will. 

Vrrg,  By  V  lady  I  think  it  be  so. 

Vogh.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Well,  masters,  good  night : 
an  there  be  any  matter  of  weight  chances,  call  up 
me :  keep  your  fellows'  counsel?  and  your  own, 
and  good  night. — Come,  neighbour. 

2  Waidi,  Well,  masters,  we  hear  our  charge : 
let  us  go  sit  here  upon  the  church-bench  till  two, 
and  then  all  to  bed. 

Dogb,  One  word  more,  honest  neighbours:  I 
pray  you  watch  about  Signior  Leonato's  door ;  for 
the  wedding  being  there  to-morrow,  there  is  a 
great  coil  to-night:  Adieu,  be  vigilant,  I  beseech 
you.  [Exeunt  Doob.  and  Verg. 

J^t^BoiucHio  and  Cohrade. 
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Bora,  Whatl  Conrade^— 
Watch.  Peace,  stir  not. 

■D n j_    T t 


[Aiide. 


Jiora.  That  shows  thou  art  uneonfinned:  Tboa 
knowest,  that  the  fashion  of  a  doublet,  or  a  tut  or 
cloak  is  nothing  to  a  man. 

Con,  Yes,  it  is  apparel. 

Bora.  I  mean,  the  fashioE. 

Con.  Yes,  the  fashion  is  the  fkshioi:. 

Bora.  Tush !  I  may  as  well  say,  the  fool^  the 
fool.  But  seest  thou  not  what  a  deformed  thief 
this  fashion  is  ? 

Watch.  I  know  that  Deformed;  a  has  beeu  ■ 
vile  thief  this  seven  year ;  a  goes  up  and  down  like 
a  gentleman :  I  remember  his  name. 

Bora.  Didst  thou  not  hear  somebody? 

Con,  No ;  'twas  the  vane  on  the  house. 

Jiora,  Seest  thou  not,  I  say,  what  a  deformed 
thief  this  fashion  is?  how  giadily  he  turns  about 
all  the  hot  bloods,  between  fourteen  and  five-and- 
thirty  ?  sometime,  fashioning  them  like  Pharoali's 
soldiers  in  the  reechy  painting ;  sometime,  like  god 
Bel's  priests  in  the  old  church-window ;  sometime, 
like  the  shaven  Hercules  in  the  smirched  worm- 
eaten  tapestry,  where  his  codpiece  seems  as  noassy 
as  his  club? 

Con.  All  this  I  8«e ;  and  see  that  the  fashion 
wears  out  more  apparel  than  the  man :  But  art  not 
thou  thjself  giddy  with  the  fasliion  too,  that  thou 
lia.^  shifted  out  of  ihy  tale  into  telling  me  of  the 
fashion  ? 

Bora.  Not  so  neither:  but  know,  that  I  have 
to-night  wooed  Margaret,  the  Lady  Hero's  gentle- 
woman, by  the  name  of  Hero ;  she  leans  me  out  at 
her  mistr^'  chamber-window,  bids  me  a  thousand 
times  good  night, — I  tell  this  tale  vilely  :^I'8houid 
(irst  tell  thee  how  the  prince,  Claudio,  and  my 
master,  planted,  and  placed,  and  possessed  by  my 
master  Don  John,  saw  afar  off  in  the  orchard  this 
amiable  encounter.  , 

Con,  And  thought  thy^  Margaret  was  Hero? 

Bom.  Two  of  them  did,  the  prince  and  Claudio; 
but  the  devil  my  master  knew  she  was  Margaret ; 
and  partly  by  his  oaths,  which  first  possessed  them, 
partly  by  the  dark  night,  which  dia  deceive  them, 
but  chiefly  by  my  villainy,  which  did  coniinn  any 
slander  tliat  Don  John  had  made,  away  went 
Claudio  enraged;  swore  he  would  meet  her  as  he 
was  appointed,  next  morning  at  the  temple,  and 
there,  before  the  whole  congregation,  sliame  her 
with  what  he  saw  o'er-night,  and  send  her  home 
again  without  a  husband. 

1  Watch.  We  chaise  yon  in  the  princess  name, 
stand. 

2  Watch.  Call  up  the  right  master  constable: 
we  have  here  recovered  the  most  dangerous  piece  of 


Digitized  by 


Google 


MUCH  ADO 

Bno,  And  liid  her  oome  hither. 

Ur$,  Well.  [Exit  Vbsjjul, 

Marg.  Troth,  I  think  your  other  rabato  were 
better. 

JJero,  No,  pray  thee,  good  Meg,  111  wear  this. 

Marg,  Bj  my  trotli,  it's  not  so  good;  and  I 
warrant  your  cousin  will  say  so. 

Bero.  My  cou:iin'6  a  fool,  and  thou  art  another ; 
III  wear  none  but  this. 

Marg.  I  like  the  new  tire  within  excellently,  if 
the  hair  were  a  tliought  browner :  and  your  gown's 
a  most  rare  fashion,  i'faith.  I  saw  the  Duchess  of 
Milan's  gown,  that  they  praise  so. 

Hero,  0,  that  exceeds,  they  say. 

Marg.  By  my  troth  it's  but  a  night-gown  in 
respect  of  ^ours:  Cloth  of  gold,  and  cuts,  and 
laced  with  silver;  set  witli  pearls  down  sleeves, 
side-sleeves,  and  skirts,  round  undei  borne  with  a 
blueish  tinsel:  but  for  a  fine,  quaint,  graceful  and 
excellent  fashion — ^yours  is  worth  ten  ont. 

Hero.  God  give  me  joy  to  wear  it,  for  my  heart 
it  exceeding  heavy  I 

Marg.  'T  will  Im)  heavier  soon  by  the  weight  of 
aman. 

Hero.  Fie  upon  thee  I-  ar*t  not  ashamed  ? 

Marg.  Of  what,  lady?  of  speaking  honourably? 
Is  not  marriage  honourable  m  a  be^K&f  ?  Is  not 
your  lord  honourable  without  marriage  ?  I  think, 
you  would  have  me  say — saving  your  reverence— 
'*a  husband:"  an  bad  thinking  do  not  wrest  true 
•peaking.  III  offend  nobody :  Is  there  any  harm 
in,  "  the  heavier  for  a  husband  ?"  None,  1  think, 
in  it  be  the  right  husband,  and  the  right  wife; 
otherwise  tis  light,  and  not  heavy :  Ask  my  Lady 
Beatrice  else,  here  she  comes. 

Enter  Beatricb. 

Hiero.  Good  morrow,  coz. 

Beat.  Good  morrow,  sweet  Hero. 

Hero.  Why,  how  now!  do  you  speak  in  the 
sick  tune? 

Beat.  I  am  out  of  all  other  tune,  methinks. 

Marg.  Ckp  us  into— "Light  o'  love;"  that  goes 
without  a  burthen ;  do  you  sing  it,  and  III  dance  it. 

Beat,  Ye  light  o'love  with  your  heels ;— then  if 
your  husband  have  stables  enough,  you  11  look  he 
shall  lack  no  bams. 

Marg.  O  illegitimate  construction  I  I  scorn  that 
with  my  heels. 

Beat.  'Tis  almost  five  o'clock,  cousm ;  'tis  time 
Toa  were  ready.  By  my  troth  I  am  exceeding  ill : 
bey  ho! 

Marg.  For  a  hawk,  a  horse,  or  a  husband? 

Beat.  For  the  letter  tliat  begins  them  ail,  H. 

Marg.  Well,  an  you  be  not  turned  Turk,  there's 
no  more  sailing  by  the  star. 

BetU.  What  means  the  fool,  trow? 

Marg.  Nothing  I ;  but  God  send  every  one  their 
hearth  desire ! 

Hero.  These  gloves  the  count  sent  me,  they  are 
an  excellent  perfume. 

Beat.  I  am  stuffed,  cousin,  I  cannot  smell. 

Marg.  A  maid,  and  stuffed  1  there's  goodly 
eatdiing  of  cold. 

Beat.  0,  God  help  me  I  God  help  me  I  how 
long  have  you  professed  apprehension  ? 

Marg,  Ever  since  you  left  it :  doth  not  my  wit 
become  me  rarely? 

Beat,  It  is  not  seen  enough,  you  should  wear  it 
Ib  your  cap. — By  my  trotli,  I  am  sick. 

Marg.  Get  you  some  of  this  distilled  Carduus 
Bencdictus,  and  lay  it  to  your  heart  *  it  is  the  only 
thing  for  a  qualm. 
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Hero.  There  ihou  pricks  her  with  a  thistle. 

Beat.  Benedictus!  why  Bsnedictus?  you  have 
some  moral  in  tlus  lienedictus. 

Marg.  Moral  I  no,  by  mv  trothj  I  have  no  moral 
meaning;  I  meant,  plain  holy-thistle.  You  may 
think,  perchance,  that  I  think  you  are  in  love :  nay, 
by'r  laay,  I  am  not  such  a  fool  to  think  what  I  list : 
nor  I  list  not  to  tliink  what  I  can ;  nor,  indeed,  I 
cannot  think,  if  I  would  think  mv  heart  out  of 
thinking,  that  you  are  in  love,  or  that  you  cau  be 
in  love  :  yet  mnedick  was  such  another,  and  now 
is  he  become  a  man :  he  swore  he  would  never 
marry ;  and  vet  now,  in  despite  of  his  heart,  he  eats 
his  meat  without  grudging :  and  how  you  may  be 
converted,  I  know  not ;  but,  methinks,  you  look 
with  your  eyes  as  other  women  do. 

Beat.  What  pace  is  this  tliat  thy  tongue  keeps? 

Marg.  Not  a  false  gallop. 


Be^enter  UBSOLJi, 

Ura.  Madam,  withdraw ;  the  prince,  tbe  coimt, 
Signior  Benedick,  Don  John,  and  all  the  gallants 
of  the  town,  are  come  to  fetch  you  to  church. 

Hero.  Help  to  dress  me,  good  coz,  good  Meg, 
good  UrsuhL  [Ex-mnL 

SCENE  Y.—Amiher  Boom  in  I^nato's  House, 
Enter  Leonato,  toith  Dooberrt  and  Verges. 

Leon,  What  would  you  with  me,  Iioiiest  neigh- 
hour? 

Dogb.  Marry,  sir,  I  would  have  some  confidence 
with  you  that  decerns  you  nearly. 

Leon.  Brief,  I  pray  you ;  for,  you  see,  it  is  a  busy 
time  with  me. 

Jhgb,  Marr^,  this  it  Uj  sir. 

Verg.  Yes,  in  truth  it  is,  sir. 

Leon.  What  is  it,  my  good  friends? 

Dogb,  Goodman  Verges,  sir,  speaks  a  little  oflf 
the  matter:  an  old  nuw,  sir,  and  his  wits  are 
not  so  blunt,  as,  God  help,  I  would  desire  they 
were:  but,  in  £uth,  honest,  as  the  skin  between 
his  brows. 

Ver^.  Yes,  I  thank  God,  I  am  as  honest  as  any 
man  living,  that  is  an  old  man,  and  no  honester 
tluml. 

Do^.  Comparisons  are  odorous  :|Ki2a&ra<,  neigh- 
bour Verges. 

Leon.  Neighbours,  you  are  tedious. 

Dogb.  It  lueases  your  worship  to  say  so,  but  we 
are  the  poor  duke's  officers ;  but,  truly,  for  mine 
own  part,  if  I  were  as  tedious  as  a  king  I  could  find 
in  my  heart  to  bestow  it  all  of  your  worship. 

Leon.  All  tliy  tediousness  on  me !  ha  I 

Dogb.  Yea,  and  'twere  a  thousand  times  more 
than  'tis :  for  I  hear  as  ^ood  exclanmtion  on  yoar 
worship,  as  of  any  man  m  the  city ;  and  though  I 
be  but  a  poor  man  I  am  glad  to  hear  it 

Verg.  And  so  am  I. 

Leon.  I  would  fain  know  wliat  you  have  to  say. 

Verg.  Marry,  sir,  our  watch  to-night,  excepting 
your  worship's  presence,  liuve  ta'en  a  couple  of  as 
arrant  knaves  as  anv  in  Messina. 

Dogb.  A  good  old  man,  sir ;  he  will  be  talking; 
as  they  say.  When  the  age  is  in,  the  wit  is. out; 
God  help  us!  it  is  a  world  to  see!— Well  sai<L 
i'faith,  neighbour  Verges:— well,  Gods  a  good 
man ;  an  two  men  ride  of  a  horse,  one  must  ride 
l»ehind :— An  honest  soul,  i'faith,  sir ;  by  my  troth 
he  is,  as  ever  broke  bread:  but  God  is  to  be 
worshipped:  All  men  are  not  alike ;  alas,  good 
neighbour  I 


Digitized  by 


Google 


138  MUCH   ADO   ABOUT 

Xfon.  Indeed,  neighbotir,  ho  comes  too  short  of 
you. 

Dogb.  Gifts,  that  God  gives. 

Lem.  I  must  leave  j^ou. 

Dogb,  One  word,  sir:  our  watch,  sir,  have, 
indeed,  comprehended  tvro  aspicious  persons,  and 
we  would  have  them  this  mommg  exantined  before 
your  worship. 

Leon,  Take  their  examination  yourself,  and 
bring  it  me ;  I  am  now  in  great  haste,  as  may 
apjiear  unto  you. 

Dogb,  It  shall  be  sofiSgance. 

Leon,  Drink  some  wine  ere  you  go:  fere  you 
welL 


NOTHING. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Meis.  My  lord,  they  stay  for  you  to  give  yo3t 
daughter  to  her  husband. 

Ltfon.  I  will  wait  upon  them ;  I  am  ready. 

[Exeunt  Leonato  anfl  Messenger. 

Dogb,  Go,  good  partner,  go,  get  you  to  Francis 
Scacoal;  bid  him  bring  his  pen  and  inkhom  to 
the  gaol :  we  are  now  to  examination  these  men. 

Verg,  And  we  must  do  it  wisely. 

Dogb,  We  will  spare  for  no  wit,  I  warrant  you; 
here's  that  [toiu^'ng  his  forehead]  shall  drive  some 
of  them  toAnoncom:  only  get  uie  learned  writer 
to  set  down  our  excommunications,  and  meet  me 
at  the  gaoL  [Exeunt, 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  h—The  Ingide  of  a  Churcfu 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Don  John,  Leonato,  Friar, 
Claudio,  Benedick,  Hero,  and  Beatrice,  dsc, 

Leon,  Come,  Friar  Francis,  be  brief;  only  to 
the  plain  form  of  marriage,  and  you  shall  recount 
their  particular  duties  afterwards. 

Fruir,  You  come  hither,  my  lord,  to  marry  this 
lady? 

Gland,  No. 

Leon,  To  be  married  to  her :  friar,  you  come  to 
marry  her. 

Fnar.  Lady,  you  come  hither  to  be  married  to 
this  count  ? 

Hero,  I  do. 

Friar,  If  either  of  you  know  any  inward  impe- 
diment why  you  should  not  be  conjoined,  I  charge 
you,  on  your  souls,  to  utter  it. 

Olaua,  Know  you  any,  Hero  ? 

Hero.  None,  my  lord. 

Friar,  Know  you  any,  count? 

Leon,  1  dare  make  his  answer,  none. 

Claud,  0,  what  men  dare  do  I  what  men  may 
do!  what  men  daily  do  I  [not  knowing  what 
they  do  II 

An*.  How  now  I  Interjections?  Why,  then, 
lomebeof  laughing,  as  ha!  ha!  he! 

Claud,  Stand  thee  by,  friar :— Father,  by  your 
leave : 
Will  you  with  free  and  unconstrained  soul 
Give  me  thb  maid,  your  daughter? 

Leon.  As  freely,  son,  as  God  did  give  her  me. 

CkauL    And  what  have  I  to  give  you  back, 
whose  worth 
May  counterpoise  this  rich  and  precious  gift? 

A  Pedro,  Nothing,  unless  you  render  her  a^ain. 

Claud,  Sweet  prince,  you  leam  me  noble  tlujik- 
fhlness. 
There,  Leonato,  take  her  back  again ; 
Give  not  this  rotten  orange  to  your  friend ; 
^^he's  but  the  sign  and  semblance  of  her  honour : 
Behold,  how  like  a  maid  she  blushes  here: 
O,  what  authority  and  show  of  truth 
Cfm  cunning  sin  cover  itself  withal  1 
Comes  not  that  blood,  as  modest  evidence. 
To  witness  simple  virtue?  Would  you  not  swear, 
All  you  that  see  her,  that  she  were  a  maid. 
By  these  exterior  shoMrs  ?    But  she  b  none : 
She  knows  the  heat  of  a  luxurious  bed : 
Her  blush  is  guiltiness,  not  modesty. 

Leon,  What  do  you  mean,  my  lord  ? 

Claud.  Not  to  be  married. 

Not  to  knit  my  soul  to  an  approve^l  wanton. 

Leon.  Dear  my  lord,  if  you,  in  your  own  proof. 
Have  vanquished  the  resistance  of  her  youth, 
And  made  defeat  of  her  virginity,— 


Claud,  I  know  what  you  would  say ;  If  I  have 
known  her. 
You  11  say,  she  did  embrace  me  as  a  husband. 
And  so  extenuate  the  'forehand  sin : 
No,  Leonato, 

I  never  tempted  her  with  word  too  large" 
But,  as  a  brother  to  his  sister,  show'd 
Bashful  sincerity,  and  comely  love. 
Hero.  And  seem'd  I  ever  otherwise  to  you  ? 
Claud.  Out  on  the  seeming!  I  will  writeagainstit, 
You  seem  to  me  as  Dian  in  her  orb ; 
As  chaste  as  is  the  bud  ere  it  be  blown ; 
But  you  are  more  intemperate  in  your  blood 
Than  Venus,  or  those  pamper'd  animals 
I'hat  rage  in  savage  sensuality. 

Hero.  Is  my  lord  well,  that  he  doth  speak  so 
wide? 
I.Mm.  Sweet  prince,  why  speak  not  yon  ? 
/>.  PefJro.  Wliat  should  I  speak  ? 

I  stand  dishonoured,  that  have  gone  about 
To  link  my  de.ir  friend  to  a  common  stale. 
Leon,  Are  these  thing  spoken?  or  do  I  but 

dream? 
D.  John.  Sir,  they  are  spoken,  and  these  things 

are  true. 
Bene.  This  looks  not  like  a  nuptial. 
Hero,  Tmel  OGodI 

Claud,  Leonato,  stand  I  here? 
Is  tliis  the  prmce?  Is  this  the  prmce%  brother? 
Is  this  face  Hero's  ?  Are  our  eyes  our  own  ? 
Leon,  All  this  is  so :  But  what  of  this,  my  lord  V 
Claud,  Let  me  but  move  one  question  to  your 
daughter ; 
And,  by  tliat  fatherly  and  kindly  power 
That  yon  have  in  her,  bid  her  answer  truly. 
Leon.  I  charge  thee  do,. as  thou  art  my  child. 
Hero.  O  God  defend  me!  how  am  I  beset  I— > 
What  kind  of  catechising  call  you  this  ? 

Claud.  To  make  you  answer  truly  to  your  name. 
Hero,  Is  it  not  Hero?  Who  can  blot  that  name 
With  any  just  reproach? 

Claud.  Marry,  that  can  Hero; 

Hero  itself  can  blot  out  Hero's  virtue. 
What  man  was  he  talked  Avith  you  yesternight 
Out  at  your  window,  betwixt  twelve  and  one? 
Now,  if  you  are  a  maid,  answer  to  this. 
Hero.  I  talk'd  with  no  man  at  that  hour,  my  lord. 
D,  Pedro,  Why,  then  are  you  no  maiden. — 
Leonato, 
I  am  sorry  you  must  hear :  Upon  mine  honour, 
Myself,  my  brother,  and  this  grieved  count. 
Did  see  her,^ear  her,  at  tliat  hour  last  night, 
Talk  with  a  rulBan  at  her  chamber- window ; 
Who  hath,  indeed,  most  like  a  liberal  vUlaiOf 
Confess'd  the  vile  encounters  they  have  had 
A  thousand  times  in  secret. 
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D.  Jnhfu  Fie,  fiel  they  are 

Not  to  be  nam*d,  my  lord,  pot  to  be  spuken  of; 
There  is  not  chasti^  enough  m  language, 
Without  offence  to  utter  them :  Thus,  pretty  lady, 
I  am  sorry  for  thy  much  misgovemment. 

Claud.  O  Hero  I  what  a  Hero  hadst  thou  been. 
If  half  thy  outward  graces  had  been  placed 
About  thy  thoughts,  and  counsels  of  thy  heart : 
But,  fare  thee  well,  most  foul,  most&ir!  farewell, 
Thou  pure  impiety,  and  impious  purity  I 
For  thee  111  lock  up  all  the  gates  of  love, 
And  on  my  eyelids  shatl  conjecture  hang. 
To  turn  all  beiiuty  into  thoughts  of  harm. 
And  never  shall  it  more  be  gracious. 

Leon*  Hath  no  man's  dagger  here  a  point  for  me  ? 
[Heko  swoons. 

Beat,  Why,  how  now,  cousin  ?  wherefore  sink 
you  down  ? 

/>.  John,  Comoj  let  us  go:  these  things  come 
thus  to  light, 
Smother  her  spirits  up. 

[Exentnt  D.  Pedro,  D.  John,  and  Claud. 

Bene,  How  doth  the  lady? 

Beat,  Dead,  I  think ;— help,  uncle ; — 

Hero!  wh^.  Hero  I— Uncle! — Signor  Benedick! — 
friar. 

Leon,  0  fete,  take  not  away  thy  heavy  hand  I 
Death  is  the  feirest  cover  for  her  shame 
That  may  be  wish'd  for. 

Beat,  How  now,  cousin  Hero? 

Friar,  Hare  comfort,  lady. 

Leon.  Dost  thou  look  up? 

Friar.  Yea;  Wherefore  should  she  not?  ! 

Leon,  Wherefore?  Why,  doth  not  every  earthly  , 
thing  I 

Cry  shame  upon  her?    Could  she  here  deny 
The  storj  that  is  printed  in  her  blood  ? 
Do  not  live.  Hero ;  do  not  ope  thine  eves : 
For  did  I  think  thou  wonldst  not  quickly  die, 
Thought  I  thy  spirits  were  stronger  than  thy 

shames. 
Myself  would,  on  the  rearward  of  reproaches. 
Strike  at  thy  life.    Griev'd  1, 1  had  but  one  r 
Chid  I  for  that  at  frugal  nature's  frame  ? 
O,  one  too  much  by  thee  I     Why  had  I  one  ? 
Why  ever  wast  thou  lovely  in  my  eyes? 
Why  had  I  not,  with  charitable  hand. 
Took  up  a  beggar's  issue  at  my  gates ; 
Who,  smirched  thus,  and  mir'd  with  infamy, 
I  might  have  siud,  **  No  part  of  it  is  mine, 
This  ^hame  derives  itseltfrora  unknown  loins?" 
But  mine,  and  mine  I  lov'd,  and  mine  I  prais'd. 
And  mine  that  I  was  proud  on ;  mine  so  much, 
That  I  myself  was  to  myself  not  mine. 
Valuing  of  her ;  why,  she— O,  she  is  nillen 
Into  a  pit  of  ink !  tliat  the  wide  sea 
Hath  drops  too  few  to  wash  her  clean  a^^ain; 
And  salt  too  little,  which  may  season  give 
To  her  foul  tainted  flesh  I 

Bene,  Sir,  sir,  be  patient : 

For  my  part  I  am  so  attir*d  in  wonder, 
I  know  not  what  to  say. 

Beat,  O,  on  my  soul,  my  cousin  is  belied  t 

Bene,  I^dy,  were  you  her  bedfellow  last  night? 

Beat.  No,  truly  not ;  although  until  last  night 
I  have  this  twelvemonth  been  her  bedfellow, 
Leon,  Confirmed,  confirm 'd  I  O,  that  is  stronger 
made. 
Which  was  before  barr'd  up  with  ribs  of  iron 
Would  the  two  princes  lie?  and  Claudio  lie? 
Who  lov'd  her  so,  that,  s{>eaking  of  her  foulness, 
Washed  it  with  tears?  Hence  from  her ;  let  her  dio. 

Friar,  Hear  me  a  little ; 
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For  I  have  only  been  silent  so  lonp. 
And  given  way  unto  this  course  of  foi  run^j, 
By  noting  of  the  lady ;  I  have  mark'd 
A  thousand  blushing  apparitions  start 
Into  her  feqe ;  a  thousand  innocent  shames 
In  angel  whitipness  bear  away  those  blush(v« ; 
And  in  her  eye  there  hath  appeared  a  fire. 
To  bum  the  errors  that  these  princes  hold 
Against  her  maiden  truth :— Call  me  a  fool ; 
Trust  not  my  reading,  nor  my  observations, 
'Which  with  experimental  seal  doth  wanant 
The  tenour  of  my  book ;  trust  not  my  age, 
My  reverence,  calling,  nor  divinity. 
If  this  sweet  lady  lie  not  guiltless  here 
Under  some  biting  error. 

Leon,  Friar,  it  cannot  be : 

Thou  seest,  that  all  the  grace  that  she  hath  left 
Is,  that  she  will  not  add  to  her  damnation 
A  pin  of  perjury ;  she  not  denies  it : 
Why  seek'st  thou  then  to  cover  with  excuse 
That  which  appears  in  proper  nakedness? 

Friar.  Lady,  what  man  is  lie  you  are  accused  of? 

Hero.  They  kuow  that  do  accuse  me ;   I  know 
none 
If  I  know  more  of  any  man  alive 
Than  that  which  maiden  modesty  doth  warrant 
Let  ail  my  sins  lack  meny  I — O  my  father. 
Prove  you  that  any  man  with  me  convers'd 
At  hours  unmeet,  or  that  I  yesternight 
Maintain 'd  the  change  of  words  with  any  creature^ 
Refuse  me,  hate  me,  torture  me  to  death. 

Friar,  There  is  some  strange  misprision  in  the 
princes. 

Bene,  Two  of  them  have  the  very  bent  of  honour ; 
And  if  their  wisdoms  be  misled  in  this, 
The  practice  of  it  lives  in  John  the  bastard. 
Whose  spirits  toil  in  fram^  of  villainies. 

Lwn.  I  know  not :  If  they  speak  but  truth  of  her^ 
These  hands  shall  tear  her;  if  they  wrong  her 

honour. 
The  proudest  of  them  shall  well  hear  of  it 
Time  hath  not  yet  so  dried  this  blood  of  mine 
Nor  age  so  eat  up  my  invention. 
Nor  fortune  made  such  havoc  of  my  means. 
Nor  my  bad  life  reft  me  so  much  of  friends, 
But  they  shall  find,  awak'd  in  such  a  kind, 
Both  strength  of  limb,  and  policy  of  mind, 
Ability  in  means,  and  choice  of  mends. 
To  quit  me  qf  them  throughly. 

Friar,  Pause  a  while, 

And  let  my  counsel  sway  ]roa  in  this  case. 
Tour  daughter  here  the  princes  left  for  dead ; 
Let  her  a  while  be  secretly  kept  in. 
And  publish  it  tliat  she  is  dead  indeed : 
Maintain  a  mourning  ostentaticn  ; 
And  on  your  family's  old  monument 
Hang  mournful  epitaphs,  and  do  all  rites 
That  appertain  unto  a  burial. 

Leon,  What  shall  become  of  this  ?    What  will 
this  do? 

Friar,  Marry,  this,  well  carried,  shall  on  hei 
behalf 
Change  slander  to  remorse ;  that  is  some  good : 
But  not  for  that  dream  I  on  this  strange  course, 
But  on  this  travail  look  for  greater  birth. 
She  dying,  as  it  must  be  so  maintain'd, 
Upon  the  instant  that  she  was  accus'd. 
Shall  bo  lamented,  pitied,  and  excus'd. 
Of  every  hearer :  For  it  so  (alls  out. 
That  what  we  have  we  prize  not  to  the  worth 
Whiles  we  enjoy  it ;  but  being  lack'd  and  lost, 
Why  then  we  rack  the  value,  then  we  fmd 
The  virtue  that  possession  would  not  show  us 
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Whiles  it  was  ours :    So  will  it  fare  with  Claudio : 

When  he  shall  hear  she  died  upon  his  words, 

The  idea  of  her  life  shall  sweetlj  creep 

Into  his  stadj  of  imagination ; 

And  every  lovely  organ  of  her  life 

Shall  come  appareird  in  more  precious  habit, 

More  moving-aelicate,  and  full  of  life. 

Into  tlie  eye  and  prospect  of  his  soul, 

Than  when  she  liv*d  indeed : — then  shall  he  mourn, 

(If  ever  love  had  interest  in  his  liver), 

And  wish  he  had  not  so  accused  her ; 

No,  tliough  he  thought  his  accusation  true. 

Let  this  be  so,  and  doubt  not  but  success 

Will  fashion  the  event  in  better  shape 

Than  I  can  lay  it  down  in  likelihood. 

But  if  all  aim  but  this  be  levelled  false, 

The  supposition  of  the  lady's  death 

Will  quench  the  wonder  of  her  in&my: 

And,  il'  it  sort  not  well,  you  may  conceal  her 

(As  best  befits  her  wounded  reputation) 

In  some  reclusive  and  religious  life. 

Out  of  all  eyes,  tongues,  minds,  and  injaries. 

Bene,  Signior  Leonato,  let  the  friar  advise  you : 
And  though,  you  know,  my  inwardness  and  love 
Is  very  much  unto  the  prince  and  Claudio, 
Yet,  by  mine  honour,  I  will  deal  in  this 
As  secretly  and  justly  as  your  soul 
Should  with  your  body. 

Leon,  Being  that  I  flow  in  grief. 

The  smallest  twine  may  lead  mc. 
Friar.  'TIS  well  consented ;  presently  away ; 
For  to  strange  sores  strangely  they  strain  the 
cure  — 
Come,  lady,  die  to  live :  this  wedding-day, 

Perhaps,  is  but  prolonged;  have  patience,  and 
endure. 

[Exeunt  Friar,  Hero,  and  Leon. 
Bene,  Lady  ^eatiice,  have  you  wept  all  this 
while? 
BetU,  Yetij  and  I  will  weep  a  while  longer. 
Bene,  I  will  not  desire  that 
Beat  You  have  no  reason,  I  do  it  freely. 
Bene,  Surely,  I  do  believe  your  fair  couam  is 
wronged. 

Beat,  Ah,  how  much  might  the  man  deserve  o  f 
me  that  would  light  her  I 
Bene,  Is  there  any  way  to  show  such  friendship  ? 
Beat,  A  very  even  way,  but  no  such  friend. 
Bene,  May  %  man  do  it  ? 
Beat,  It  is  a  man's  office,  but  not  yours. 
Bene.  1  do  love  nothing  in  the  world  so  weD  as 
you:  Is  not  that  strange? 

Beat,  As  strange  as  die  thing  I  know  not :  It 
were  as  possible  for  me  to  say  I  loved  nothing  so 
well  as  you:  but  believe  me  not ;  and  yet  1  lie  not ; 
I  confess  nothing,  nor  I  deny  nothing  :~I  am  sorry 
for  my  cousin. 
Bene.  By  my  sword,  Beatrice,  thou  lovest  me. 
Beat,  Do  not  swear  by  it,  and  eat  it. 
Bene,  I  will  swear  by  it  that  you  love  me ;  and 
I  will  make  him  eat  it  that  says  I  love  not  you. 
Beat,  Will  you  not  eat  your  word  ? 
Bene.  With  no  sauce  that  can  be  devised  to  it: 
I  protest  I  love  thee. 
Beat.  Why,  then  God  forgive  me  1 
Bene.  What  offence,  sweet  Beatrice? 
Beat.  You  have  stayed  me  ui  a  happy  hoar ;  I 
was  about  to  protest  I  loved  you. 
Bene,  And  do  it  witli  all  thy  heart. 
BeaL  I  love  you  with  so  much  of  my  heart,  that 
none  is  left  to  protest. 
Bene,  Come,  bid  me  do  any thmg  for  thee. 
Beat.  Kill  Claudio. 
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Bene,  Ha!  not  for  the  wide  world 

Beat,  Yon  kill  me  to  dtn^ :  FareweU. 

Bene.  Tarry,  sweet  Beatrice. 

Beat,  1  am  gone,  though  I  am  here:  -There  is 
no  love  in  you : — Nay,  I  pray  you,  let  me  go. 

Bene.  Beatrice, — 

Beat.  In  faith,  I  will  go. 

Bene,  Well  be  friends  first 

Beat,  You  dare  easier  be  friends  with  me  than 
fight  with  mine  enemv. 

Bene,  Is  Claudio  thine  enemy? 

Beat.  Is  he  not  approved  in  the  height  a -villain, 
that  hath  slandered,  scorned,  dislionoured  my 
kinswoman  ? — 0  that  I  were  a  man  I —  What !  bear 
her  in  hand  until  they  come  to  take  hands ;  and 
then  with  public  accusation,  uncovered  sl«ider, 
unmitigated  rancour,— 0  God,  that' I  were  a  man! 
I  would  eat  his  heart  in  the  market-placel 

Bene,  Hear  me,  Beatrice ; — 

Beat,  Talk  with  a  man  out  at  a  window  ?—« 
proper  saying. 

Bene.  Nay,  but,  Beatrice ; — 

Beat,  Sweet  Hero  I— she  is  wronged,  she  if 
slandered,  she  is  undone. 

Bene,  Beat 

Beat.  Princes,  and  counties  I  Surely,  a  princely 
testimony,  a  goodly  count-confect ;  a  sweet  gallant, 
surelv  I  0  that  I  were  a  man  for  his  sake  I  or  that 
I  had  any  friend  would  be  a  man  for  my  sake  I 
But  manhood  is  melted  into  courtesies,  valour 
into  compliment,  and  men  are  only  turned  into 
tongue,  and  trim  ones  too :  he  is  now  as  valiant  as 
Hercules  that  only  tells  a  lie,  and  swears  it : — I 
cannot  be  a  man  with  wishing,  therefore  I  will  die 
a  woman  with  grieving. 

Bene,  Tarry,  good  Beatrice:  By  this  hand  I 
love  thee. 

Beat,  Use  it  for  my  love  some  other  way  than 
swearing  b^  it 

Bene,  Think  vou  m  your  soul  the  Count  Claudio 
bath  wronged  Hero? 

Beat,  Yea,  as  sure  as  I  have  a  thought,  or  a  souL 

Bene.  Enough,  I  am  engaged,  I  will  challenge 
him;  I  will  kiss  your  hand,  and  so  leave  you:  By 
this  hand,  Claudio  shall  render  me  a  dear  account : 
As  you  hear  of  me,  so  think  of  me.  Go,  comfort 
your  cotuin:  I  must  say  she  is  dead;  and  so, 
farewelL  [EaoeunL 

SCENE  II.— -4  iVtfon. 

Enter  Dooberet,  Yebobs,  and  Sexton,  ingoum$: 
and  the  Watch,  toith  Conrade  and  Borachio. 

Do^,  Is  our  whole  dissembly  appeared? 

Vcrg.  O,  a  stool  and  a  cusliion  for  the  sexton  I 

SesOon.  Which  be  the  malefHctors? 

Dogh.  Marry,  that  am  1  and  my  partner. 

Verg.  Nay,  tliat  's  certain ;  we  have  the  exhibi 
tion  to  examine. 

Sexton.  But  which  are  the  ofienders  that  are  to 
be  examined?  let  them  come  before  master  con- 
stable. 

Dogb.  Yea,  marry,  let  them  come  beiore  me. — 
What  is  your  name,  friend? 

Bora.  Borachio. 

Dogb.  Pray,  write  down,  Borachio. Yours, 

sirrah? 

Con,  I  am  a  genlleman,  sir,  and  my  name  is 
Comade. 

Dogb,  Write  down,  master  gentleman  Comrade. 
Mastent.  do  vou  serve  God? 

[Cjn.  B'/ra.  Yea,  sir,  we  hope. 

Dogb,  Write  down  tliat  they  hope  they  serve 
Gbd^and  write  God  first;  tor  GKid  defend  but 
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Ood  should  go  before  snoh  TiUains ! — ]    Masters, 
it  is  proved  already  that  you  are  little  better  than 
fidse  knaves ;  and  it  will  go  near  to  be  thought  so 
shortly.    How  answer  you  for  yourselves  ? 

Can.  Marry,  sir,  we  sa^  we  are  none. 

Dogb.  A  marvellous  witty  fellow,  I  assure  you ; 
but  I  will  go  about  with  him. — Come  you  hither, 


NOTHING.  141 

upon  his  words,  to  disgrace  Hero  before  the  whole 
,  assembly,  and  not  marry  her. 

Dogb.  O  villain,  thou  wilt  be  condemned  into 
everlasting  redemption  for  this. 

Sexton.  What  else? 

2  Watch.  This  is  all. 

Sexton.  And  this  is  more,  masters,  than  you  can 


sirrah ;  a  word  in  your  car,  sir ;  I  say  to  you,  it  is  I  deny.    Prince  John  is  this  morning  secretly  stolen 


thought  you  are  fiilse  knavee. 

Bora.  Sir,  I  say  to  you,  we  are  none. 

Do^  Well,  stand  aside. — Fore  Qod,  they  are 
both  ma  tale:  Have  you  writ  down  that  they  are 
none? 

Sexton.  Master  constable,  you  go  not  the  tray 
to  examine ;  yon  must  call  forth  the  watch  that 
ve  their  accusers. 

Iktyb.  Yea,  marry,  tha.VB  the  eftest  way: — Let 
the  watch  come  forth : — Masters,  I  diarge  yon,  in 
the  prince's  name,  accuse  th&se  men. 

1  Watch.  This  man  said,  sir,  that  Don  John,  the 
prince's  brother,  was  a  villain. 

Dogb.  Write  down.  Prince  John  a  villain:— 
Whjr,  this  is  flat  perjury,  to  call  a  prince's  brother 
villain. 

Bom.  Master  constable, — 

Dogb.  Pray  thee,  fellow,  peace;  I  do  not  like 
tiiy  look,  I  promise  thee. 

Seadon.  What  heard  you  him  say  else  ? 

2  WaUh.  Marry,  that  he  had  received  a  thon- 
sand^iueats  of  Don  John,  for  accusing  the  Lady 
Hero  wrongfully. 

Dogb,  FUt  burglary,  as  ever  was  committed. 

Verg,  Yea.  by  Uie  mass,  that  it  is. 

Sexton.  What  else,  fellow? 

1  Watek,  And  that  Coont  Ckadio  did  mean, 


I  away;  Hero  was  in  tliis  manner  accused,  in  this 
very  manner  refused,  and  upon  the  grief  of  this 
suddenly  died. — Master  constable,  let  these  men  be 
bound,  and  brought  to  Leonato ;  I  will  go  before, 
and  show  him  their  examination.  [ExU. 

Dogb.  Come,  let  them  be  opinioned. 

Verg.  Let  them  be  in  the  liands — 

Con.  Off,  coxcomb  I 

Do^.  God's  my  life  I  where^  the  sexton  ?  let 
him  write  down,  the  prince's  officer,  coxcomb. 
Come,  bind  them : Thou  naughty  varlet  1 

Con.  Away !  you  are  an  ass,  you  are  an  ass. 

Dogb.  Dost  thou  not  suspect  my  place  ?  Dost 
thou  not  suspect  my  years?— 0  that  he  were  here 
to  write  me  down,  an  ass !  but,  masters,  remember 
that  I  am  an  ass;  though  it  be  not  written  down, 
yet  forget  not  that  I  am  an  ass ;— No,  thou  villain, 
thou  art  full  of  pie^,  as  shall  be  proved  unon  thee 
by  good  witness.  I  am  a  wise  fellow ;  ana,  which 
is  more,  an  officer ;  and  which  is  more,  a  house- 
holder ;  and^  which  is  more,  as  pretty  a  piece  of 
flesh  as  any  is  in  Messina:  and  one  that  knows  the 
law,  go  to ;  and  a  rich  fellow  enough,  go  to ;  and 
a  fellow  that  hath  had  losses ;  and  one  that  hath 
two  gowns  and  everything  handsome  about  h  m  :— 
Bring  him  away.  0,  that  I  had  been  writ  down 
anassi  {ExeimL 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  tr-B^fort  Leonato*s  House. 
EnUr  Lbohato  and  Antonio. 

Axt.  If  you  go  on  thus,  you  will  kill  yourself; 
And  tit  not  wisdom  thus  to  second  grief 
Against  yourself. 

lieon.  I  pray  thee,  cease  thy  counsel, 

Which  falls  into  dune  ears  as  profitless 
As  water  in  a  sieve :  give  not  me  counsel ; 
Nor  let  no  comforter  delight  mine  ear. 
But  such  a  one  whose  wrongs  do  suit  with  mine. 
Bring  me  a  father,  that  so  lov'd  his  child. 
Whose  jojr  of  her  is  overwhelmed  like  mine. 
And  bid  him  speak  of  patience : 
Measure  his  woe  the  length  and  breadth  of  mine. 
And  let  it  answer  every  strain  for  strain ; 
As  thus  for  thus,  and  such  a  grief  for  such. 
In  ^'verj  lineament,  branch,  shape,  and  form : 
If  such  a  one  will  smile,  and  stroke  his  beard; 
Aiul,  ** sorrow  wag"  ery;  hem,  when  he  should 

groan; 
Patch  grief  with  proverbs ;  make  misfortune  drunk 
With  candle-wasters;  bring  him  yet  to  me. 
And  I  of  him  will  gather  patience. 
But  there  is  no  such  man :  For,  brother,  men 
Can  counsel,  and  speak  comfort  to  that  grief 
Which  they  themselves  not  feel ;  but  tasting  it 
Their  counsel  turns  to  passion,  which  before 
Would  give  preoeptial  medicine  to  rage. 
Fetter  strong  madness  in  a  silken  thread. 
Charm  ach  with  air,  and  agony  with  words : 
No,  no;  \is  all  men'^  office  to  speak  patience 
To  those  that  wring  under  the  load  of  sorrow ; 
But  no  man's  virtue,  nor  sufficiency. 
To  be  so  moral,  when  he  shall  endure 


The  like  hims3lf :  therefore  give  me  no  counsel ' 
My  griefs  cry  louder  than  advertisement. 

AnL  Therein  do  men  from  children  nothing 
differ. 

Leon,  I  pray  thee,  peace;  I  will  be  flesh  and  blood; 
For  there  was  never  yet  philosopher 
That  could  endure  the  tooth-ach  patiently ; 
However  they  have  writ  the  style  of  gods. 
And  made  a  push  at  chance  and  siiffoiance. 

Ant.  Yet  bend  not  all  the  harm  u^ion  yourself; 
Make  those  that  do  offend  you  suffer  too. 

Leon.  There  thou  speak'it  reason:  nay,  I  will 
do  so: 
My  soul  doth  tell  me  Hero  is  belied ; 
And  that  shall  Claudio  know,  so  shall  the  prince. 
And  all  of  them,  that  thus  dishonour  her. 

Enter  Don  Pedxo  and  Claudio. 

AnL  Here  comes  the  prince,  and  Claudio,  hastily. 
D.  Pedro.  Good  den,  good  den. 
CUxud.  Good  day  to  both  of  yon. 

Leon,  Hearyou,  my  lords, — 
D.  Pedro.  We  have  some  haste,  Leonato. 
Leon,  Some  haste,  my  lord! — well,  fitro  yon 
well,  my  loro ; 
Are  you  so  h&^ty  now  ? — well,  all  is  one. 
D,  Pedro.  Nay,  do  not  quarrel  with  us,  good  old 


Ant.  If  he  oonld  right  himself  with  quarrelliug, 
Some  of  us  would  lie  low. 

Claud.  Who  wrongs  him? 

Leon.  Marry,  thou  dost  wrong  me;  thou  di» 
sembler,  thou : — 
Nay,  never  lay  thy  hand  upon  th/  swoi:d, 
I  fear  thee  noL  (  ^  r\r\n\o 
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Claud,       Harry,  beshrew  my  haiid, 
If  it  should  give  your  age  such  cause  of  fear: 
In  &ith,  my  nand  meant  aotUin^  to  my  sword. 

Leoih,  Tushy  tush^  man,  never leerand  jestatme: 
I  speak  not  like  a  dotard,  nor  a  fool ; 
As,  under  privilege  of  age,  to  brag 
What  I  have  done  being  youn^,  or  what  would  do 
Were  I  not  old:  Know,  Ciaudio,  to  thv  head, 
Thou  hast  so  wrong'd  my  uinocent  child  and  me, 
That  i  ara  forc'd  to  lay  my  reverence  by ; 
And,  with  grey  hairs,  and  bruise  of  nuiny  days. 
Do  challenge  thee  to  trial  of  a  man. 
1  say,  thou  hast  belied  mine  innocent  child ; 
Thy  slander  hath  gone  through  and  through  her 

heart, 
And  she  lies  buried  with  her  ancestors : 
O I  in  a  tomb  where  never  scandal  slept, 
ISare  this  of  hers  framed  by  thy  villainy. 

Claud.  My  villainy? 

Leon.  Thine^  Claudio ;  thine,  I  say. 

i>.  Fiedro,  You  saj  not  right,  old  man. 

Leon*  My  lord,  my  lord, 

111  prove  it  on  his  body,  if  he  daro ; 
Despite  hh  nice  fence  and  his  active  practice, 
His  May  of  youth,  and  hluora  of  iustihoud. 

ClatuL  Away,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 

Leon,  Canst  thou  so  daff  me  ?    Thou  hast  kiird 
my  child: 
If  thon  kill  St  me.  t>oy,  thou  shalt  kill  a  man. 

Ant.  He  shall  kill  two  of  us,  and  men  indeed ; 
But  that's  no  matter ;  let  him  kill  one  first ; — 
Win  me  and  wear  me, — ^let  him  answer  me, — 
Come  follow  me,  boy ;  come  sir  boy,  come  follow 

me: 
Sir  boy.  111  whip  you  from  your  fomiug  fence  ; 
Nay,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  will. 

Leon.  Brother,— 
-     JnL  Content  yourself:  God  knows,  I  lov*d  my 
niece: 
And  she  is  dead,  slandered  to  death  by  villains; 
That  dare  as  well  answer  a  man,  indeed. 
As  I  dare  take  a  serpent  by  the  tongue : 
Boys,  apes,  braggarts,  Jacks,  milksops  !^ 

lieon.  Brother  Antony, — 

AnL  Hold  you  content:  Wliat,  manl  I  know 
them,  yea. 
And  woat  they  weigh,  even  to  the  utmost  scruple: 
Scambling,  out-facing,  fashioii-monging  boys, 
That  lie,  and  cog,  and  flout,  deprave,  and  slander. 
Go  anticly,  and  show  outward  hideousncss. 
And  speak  off  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words, 
How  they  might  hurt  their  enemies,  if  they  dur:«t, 
And  this  is  all. 

Leon.  Bat,  brother  Antony, — 

Ant.  Uome,  ^tis  no  matter ; 

Do  not  you  meddle,  let  me  deal  in  this. 

J).  Fedro,  Gentlemen  both,  we  will  not  wake 
your  patience. 


MUCH   ADO   ABOUT   NOTHING. 


Ton  are  almost 


Bene.  Good  day,  my  lord. 
!      /).  Fedro.  Welcome,  signior: 
come  to  part  almost  a  fray. 

Claud.  We  liad  like  to  have  had  our  two  nosea 
snapped  off  with  two  old  men  without  teeth. 

D.  Fedro.  Leonato  and  his  brother:  What 
think 'st  thou?  Had  we  fought,  I  doubt  we  should 
have  been  too  young  for  them. 

liene.  In  a  false  quarrel  there  is  no  true  yalonr: 
,  1  came  to  seek  you  both. 

I      Claud.  We  faiave  been  upand  down  to  seek  thee; 
!  for  we  are  high  proof  melancholy,  and  would  &in 
'  have  it  beaten  away :  Wilt  thou  use  thy  wit  ? 
Bene.  It  is  in  my  scabbard :  Shall  1  draw  it? 
2).  Fedro.  Dost  thou  wear  thy  wit  by  thy  side? 
Claud.  Never  any  did  so,  though  very  many 
have  be^i  beside  their  wiL — I  will  bid  thee  dmw, 
I  as  we  do  the  minstrels ;  draw,  to  pleasure  us. 
D.  Fedro.  As  I  am  an  honest  man,  he  looks 
pale : — Art  thou  sick,  or  angry  ? 

Claud.  What?  courage,  man!  What  though 
care  killed  a  cat,  thou  hast  mettle  enough  in  thee 
to  kill  care. 

j  Bene,  Sir,  I  shall  meet  your  wit  in  the  career, 
an  you  char^  it  against  me : — I  pray  you,  choose 
another  subject. 

Claud.  Nay,  thun  give  him  another  staff;  this 
list  was  broke  cross. 
,      D.  Fedro.  Qy  tliis  light,  ho  changes  more  and 
,  more :  1  think  he  be  angry  indeed.  « 

I      Claud.  If  ho  be,  he  knows  how  to  turn  his  girdle. 
I      Bene.  Shall  [speak  a  word  in  your  ear? 
I      Claud.  God  bless  me  from  a  challenge  I 
1      Bene.  You  are  a  villain; — I  jast  not — I  will 
make  it  good  how  you  dare,  with  what  you  dare, 
and  when  you  dare: — Do  me  right,   or  I  will 

{)rotest  your  cowardiee.  You  have  killed  a  sweet 
ady,  and  her  death  shall  fall  heavy  on  you :  Let 
me  hear  from  you. 

Claud.  Well,  I  will  meet  you,  so  I  may  have 
good  cheer. 

J).  Fedro.  What,  a  feast?  a  feast ? 

Claud.  V  faith,  I  thank  him ;  be  hath  bid  me  to 
a  calf 8  head  and  a  capon,  the  wliich  if  I  do  not 
carvemostcuriously,  say  my  knife  &  naught. — Shall 
I  not  find  a  woodcock  too  V 

Bene.  Sir,  your  wit  ambles  well;  it  goes  easily. 

Z>.  Fedro.  I'll  tell  thee  how  Beatrice  praised  thy 
wit  the  other  day:  I  said,  thou  hadst  a  fine  Mrit: 
"  True,"  saj'S  she,  '*a  fine  little  one : "  "  No,"  said 
I, "  a  great  wit ;"  "  Right,"  says  she,  *'  a  great  gross 
one:"  "  Nay,"  said  1,  "a  good  wit ;"  "  Just," said 
she,  "  it  hurts  nobody :"  "  Nay,"  said  I,  "  the 
gentleman  is  wise;"  **  Certain,"  baid  she,  ** a  wise 
gentleman:"  ^*  Nay,"  said  I,  ^*  he  hath  the  tongues;" 
**  That  I  believe,*'  said  she,  ^^  for  he  swore  a  tidng 
to  me  on  Monday  night,  which  he  forswore  on 
Tuesday  morning;  there's  a  double  tongue;  there's 
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Bene,  Fare  70a  w«llf  bo^I  you  know  mj  mind; 
1  frill  leave  ^oa  now  to  your  gossip-like  humoar : 
jou  break  jests  as  braggarts  do  their  blades, 
i»  hioh,  God  be  thanked,  hurt  not. — My  lord,  fur 
your  many  courtesies  1  thank  you :  I  must  discon- 
tinue your  company:  your  brotl»er,  the  bastard, 
is  fled  from  Messma:  you  have,  among  you, 
killed  a  sweet  and  iimocent  bdy :  For  my  Lord 
Lackbeard  there :  he  and  I  shall  meet,  and  till  then 
peace  be  with  him.  [Exit  Bene. 

i>.  Pedro,  Ue  is  in  earnest. 

Claud.  In  most  profound  earnest;  and  111 
warrant  you  for  the  love  of  Beatrice. 

D.  Pedro.  And  hath  challenged  thee? 

Claud.  Most  sincerely. 

2>.  Pedro.  What  a  pretty  thmg  man  is,  when  be 
goes  in  his  doublet  and  hose,  and  leaves  off  his  wit! 

Claud,  Ue  is  then  a  giant  to  an  ape :  but  then 
ia  an  ape  a  doctor  to  such  a  man. 

Z>.  Pedro.  But,  soft  you,  let  me  be ;  pluck  up, 
my  heart,  and  be  sad!  Did  he  not  say  ray  brother 
was  fled? 

Enter  Doobehrt,  Verges,  and  the  Watch,  with 
Com HADB  and  Borachio. 

Dogb.  Come,  you,  sir;  if  justice  cannot  tame 
TOO,  she  shall  ne'er  weigh  more  reasons  in  her 
Dalance :  nay,  an  you  be  a  cursing  hypocrite  once, 
yon  must  be  looked  to. 

D.  Pedro.  How  now,  two  of  my  brother's  men 
bound  I    Borachio  one  I 

Claud.  Hearken  after  their  offence,  my  lord! 

2>.  Pedro.  Officers,  what  offence  have  mese  men 
done? 

Dogb.  Marry,  sir,  they  have  committed  false 
report;  moreover,  they  have  spoken  untruths; 
secondarily,  they  are  slaniiers ;  sixth  and  lastly, 
thejr  have  belied  a  hdy;  thirdly,  they  have 
verified  unjust  things ;  and,  to  conclude,  tney  are 
lying  knaves. 

D.Pedro.  First,  I  ask  thee  what  they  have  done; 
thirdly,  1  ask  thee  what's  their  offence;  sixth 
and  lastly,  why  they  are  committed  ;  and,  to  con- 
elude,  what  you  lay  to  tlieir  cluirge  ? 

Claud.  Rightlyrcasoned,andinnisowndiviHi  n; 
and,  by  my  troth,  there's  one  meaning  well  suited. 

D.  Pedro.  Whom  have  you  offended,  masters, 
that  you  are  thus  bound  to  your  answer?  this 
learned  constable  is  too  cunning  to  be  understood : 
What'a  your  offence? 

Bora.  Sweet  prince,  lot  me  go  no  further  to 
mine  answer :  do  you  hear  me,  and  let  this  count 
kill  me.  I  nave  deceived  even  your  very  eves : 
what  your  wisdoms  could  not  discovoi  Uie^te  shallow 
fools  have  brought  to  light;  who,  in  the  night, 
overheard  me  confessing  to  this  man,  how  Don 
John  yoar  brother  incenfued  me  to  slander  the  lady 
Hero ;  how  you  were  brought  into  the  orchard, 
and  saw  me  court  Margaret  in  Hero's  garments  ; 
how  you  disgpiced  her  when  you  should  noarry 
her :  my  villainy  they  have  upon  record ;  which 
1  had  rather  seal  with  my  death,  than  repeat  over 
to  my  shame :  the  ladjr  is  dead  upon  mine  and  my 
master's  (Use  accusation ;  and,  brieiiy,  1  desire 
nothing  bat  the  reward  of  a  villain. 

D.  Pedro.  Kuns  not  this  speech  like  iron  through 
your  blood  ? 

Claud.  1  have  drunk  poison  whiles  he  utter'd  it. 

D.  Bedro.  But  did  my  brother  set  thee  on  to  this  ? 

Bora.  Yea,  and  paid  me  richly  for  the  practice  of  it. 

/>.   Bbdro.   He   is   compos'd   and    firam'd   of 
treachery : — 
And  fled  is  he  upon  this  villahiy. 
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Claud.  Sweet  llero  I  now  thy  image  doth  appear 
In  the  rare  semblance  that  1  lov'd  it  first. 

Dogb.  Come,  bring  away  the  plaintiffs;  by  this 
time  our  sexton  hath  reformed  Sign  lor  Leonato  of 
the  matter :  And,  masters,  do  not  forget  to  specify, 
when  time  and  place  shall  serve,  that  I  am  an  ass. 

Very.  Here,  here  comes  Master  Siguier  Leonato, 
and  the  sexton  too. 

Re-enter  Leonato  and  Antonio,  tovOi  the  Sexton. 

Leon.  Which  is  the  villain?  Let  me  see  his  eyes; 
That  when  I  note  another  man  like  him 
I  may  avoid  him :  Which  of  these  is  he? 

Bora,  if  you  would  know  your  wronger,  look 
on  me. 

Leon.  Art  thou — thoa — the  slave  that  with  thy 
breath  hast  kiil'd 
Mine  innocent  child? 

Bora.  Yea,  even  I  alone. 

Leon.  No,  not  so,  vilUun ;  thou  beliest  thyself; 
Here  stand  a  pair  of  honourable  men, 
A  third  is  fled,  that  had  a  baud  in  it : 
I  thank  you,  princes,  for  my  daughter's  death; 
Record  it  witli  your  high  and  worthy  deeds ; 
Twas  bravely  done,  if  you  bethink  you  of  it. 

Claud.  I  know  not  how  to  pray  your  parience, 
Yet  I  must  speak :  Choose  your  revenge  yourself; 
Impose  me  to  what  penance  your  invention 
Can  lay  upon  my  sin :  yet  sinn'd  I  not. 
But  in  mistaking. 

D.  Pedro.  By  my  soul,  nor  I ; 

And  yet,  to  satisfy  tnis  good  old  man, 
I  would  bend  under  any  heavy  weight 
That  hell  enjoin  me  to. 

Leon.  1  cannot  bid  you  bid  my  daughter  live, 
That  were  impossible ;  but  1  pray  you  botli, 
Possess  the  people  in  Messina  here 
How  innocent  she  died :  and,  if  your  love 
Can  labour  ought  in  sad  invention. 
Hang  her  an  epitaph  upon  her  tomb. 
And  sing  it  to  her  nones ;  sing  it  to-night: — 
To-morrow  morning  come  you  to  my  house; 
And  since  you  could  not  be  my  son-m-law. 
Be  yet  my  nephew :  my  brother  hath  a  daughter, 
Almost  the  copy  of  my  child  tliat's  dead. 
And  she  alone  is  heir  to  both  of  us; 
Give  her  the  right  you  should  have  given  her 

cousin. 
And  80  dies  my  revenge. 

Claud.  O,  noble  sir. 

Your  over  kindness  doth  wring  tears  from  me! 
I  do  embrace  your  offer;  and  dispose 
For  henceforth  of  poor  Claudio. 

Leon.  iVmorrow  then  I  will  expect  your  coming ; 
To-night  I  take  my  leave. — This  naughty  man 
Shall  face  to  face  be  brought  to  Margaret, 
Who,  I  believe,  was  pack'd  in  all  this  wrong, 
Hir'd  to  it  by  your  brother. 

Bora.  No,  by  my  soul,  she  was  not ; 

Nor  knew  not  what  she  dia,  when  she  spoke  to  me ; 
But  always  hath  been  just  and  virtuona, 
In  anythmg  that  1  do  know  by  her. 

Dogb.  Moreover,  sir  (which,  indeed,  ia  not 
under  white  and  black),  this  plaintiff  here,  the 
offender,  did  call  me  an  ass :  I  oeseech  you,  let  it 
be  remembered  in  his  punishment :  And  also,  tlie 
watch  heard  them  talk  of  one  Deformed :  they  say, 
he  wears  a  key  in  hia  ear,  and  a  lock  hanging  by 
it ;  and  borrows  money  in  God's  name ;  the  whicu 
he  hath  used  so  long,  and  never  paid,  that  now 
men  grow  hard-hearted,  and  will  lend  nothing  for 
God's  sake:  Pray  yon,  examine  him  upon  tluU 
point 
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Ltoii  I  tliank  thee  for  thy  oare  and  honest  pains. 

Dogb.  Your  woisbip  speaks  like  a  most  thank- 
ftil  and  reverend  yoath ;  and  I  praise  God  for  70Q. 

Leon.  There's  for  thj  pains. 

Dogh.  God  save  the  foundation ! 

LtaiK,  Go,  1  discharge  thee  of  thy  prisoner,  and 
I  thank  thee. 

Lcyh.  I  leave  an  arrant  knave  with  your  wor- 
fhip;  which  I  beseech  voar  worship,  to  correct 
yourself,  for  the  example  of  others.  God  keep 
your  worship;  I  wish  your  worship  well;  God 
restore  you  to  health :  I  humbly  give  you  leave 
to  depart ;  and  if  a  merry  meeting  may  be  wished, 
God  prohibit  it. — Come,  neighbour. 

[Exeunt  Uogb.,  Verq.,  and  Watch. 

Leon,  Until  to-morrow  morning,  lords,  farewell. 
AnL   Farewell,  my  lords;   we  look  for  you 

to-morrow. 
2>.  Pedro,  We  will  not  fjdl. 
Claud,  To-night  111  moom  with  Hero. 

[Exeunt  D.  Pedro  and  Claud. 

Z^eon,  Bring  you  these  fellows  on ;  well  talk 
with  Alargaret. 
How  her  acquaintance  grew  with  this  lewd  fellow. 

[ExU, 


NOTHING. 

Eitter  Beatrice. 


SCENE  II.— Leonato's  Garden, 
Snter  Beaedick  and  Maroabet,  meeting. 

Bene,  Vn.y  thee,  sweet  Mistress  Margaret, 
deserve  well  at  my  hands,  by  helping  me  to  the 
speech  of  Heatiice. 

Marg.  Will  you  then  write  me  a  sonnet  in  praise 
of  my  beauty  ? 

Bene.  In  so  high  a  style,  Margaret,  that  no  man 
living  shall  come  over  it;  for,  in  most  comely 
truth,  thou  deservest  it 

Marg,  To  have  no  man  come  over  me?  why, 
flhall  I  always  keep  below  stairs? 

Bene,  Thy  wit  is  as  quick  as  the  greyhound's 
mouth,  it  catches. 

Marg.  And  yours  as  blunt  as  the  fencer's  foils, 
which  hit,  but  hurt  not 

Bene,  A  most  manly  wit,  Margaret,  it  will  not 
hurt  a  woman ;  and  so,  I  pray  thee,  call  Beatrice : 
I  give  thee  the  bucklers. 

Marg,  Give  us  the  swords,  we  have  bucklera  of 
our  own. 

Bene,  If  you  use  them,  Margaret,  you  must  pat 
in  the  pikes  with  a  vice :  and  they  are  dangerous 
weapons  fornuuds. 

Marg.  Well,  I  will  call  Beatrice  to  you,  who,  I 
thmk,  hath  legs.  [ExU  Maboaret. 

Bene.  And  therefore  will  come.  [longing. 

The  god  of  lore, 
That  sits  abore. 
And  kooMTB  me.  and  knows  me, 
How  pitiful  I  deserve,— 

I  mean  in  singing;  but  in  loving, — Leander  the 
good  swimmer,  Troilos  the  first  employer  of 
panders,  and  a  whole  book  full  of  these  quondam 
carpet-mongers,  whose  names  yet  run  smoothly  in 
the  even  road  of  a  blank  verse,  why,  they  were 
never  so  truly  ttirned  over  and  over  as  my  poor 
self,  m  Jove :  Marry,  I  cannot  show  it  in  rhyme : 
I  have  tried :  I  can  find  out  no  rhyme  to  *'lady'^ 
but  "baby,"  an  innocent  rhyme;  for  "scorn" 
"horn,"  a  hard  rhyme;  for  "school,"  "fool,"  a 
babbling  rhyme:  yerj  ominous  endings:  No,  I 
was  not  bom  unacr  a  rhyming  planet,  nor  I  cannot 
woo  in  lestival  t«i  ma. 


Sweet  Beatrice,  wouldst  thou  come  when  I  called 
thee? 

Beat.  Yea,  signior,  and  depart  when  you  bid  me. 

Bene.  O,  stay  but  till  then  I 

Beat.  Then,  is  spoken ;  fare  you  well  now : — 
and  yet,  ere  I  go,  let  me  go  with  (hat  I  came  for, 
which  i»,  with  knowing  what  hath  passed  between 
you  and  Claudio. 

Baic.  Only  foul  words ;  and  thereupon  I  will 
kiss  thee. 

I      Beat.  Foul  words  is  but  foul  wind,  and  foul  wind 
I  is  but  foul  breath,  and  foul  breath  is  noisome; 
therefore  I  will  depart  unkissed. 

Bene.  Thou  hast  frighted  the  word  out  of  his 
!  ri^ht  sense,  so  forcible  is  thy  wit:  But,  I  must  tell 
I  thee  plainly,  Claudio  undergoes  my  oliallenge;  and 
I  either  I  must  shortly  hear  from  him,  or  I  wii' 
1  Kiibscribe  him  a  coward.  And,  I  pray  thee  now, 
tell  me,  for  which  of  my  bad  parts  didst  thou  first 
fall  in  love  with  me  ? 

Ikat.  For  them  all  together ;  which  maintained 
so  politic  a  state  of  evil,  that  they  will  not  admit 
any  good  part  to  intermingle  with  them.  But  for 
which  of  my  good  parts  did  you  first  suffer  love 
for  me  ? 

Dene.  "Suffer  love;"  a  good  epithet!  I  do 
gufier  love,  indeed,  for  I  love  thee  against  my  will. 

Beat.  In  spite  of  your  heart,  I  think;  alas! 
poor  heart!  If  you  spite  it  for  my  sake,  I  will 
spite  it  for  yours;  for  I  will  never  love  that 
which  my  friend  hates. 

Bene.  Thou  and  I  are  too  wise  to  woo  peaceably. 

Beat.  It  appears  not  in  this  confession :  there's  not 
one  wise  manamong  twenty  that  will  praise  himself. 

Bene.  An  old,  an  old  instance,  Beatrice,  that 
lived  in  the  time  of  good  neighbours :  if  a  man  do 
not  erect  in  this  age  his  own  tomb  ere  he  dies,  he 
shall  live  no  longer  in  monument  than  the  bells 
ring,  and  the  widuw  weepe 

Beat,  And  huw  long  is  that,  think  you  ? 

Bene,  Question? — Why,  an  hour  m  clamour, 
and  a  quarter  in  rheum:  Therefore  it  is  most 
expedient  for  the  wise  (if  dun  Worm,  his  con- 
science, find  no  impediment  tu  the  contrary)  to  be 
the  trumpet  of  his  own  virtues,  as  I  am  to  myself: 
So  much  for  praising  mjrself  (who,  I  myself  will 
bear  witness,  is  praiseworthy),  aiul  now  tell  me, 
How  doth  your  cousin  ? 

Beat,  Very  ilL 

Bene.  And  how  do  you? 

Beat,  Very  ill  too. 

Bene.  Serve  God,  love  me,  and  mend:  then 
will  I  leave  you  too,  for  here  comes  one  in  haste. 

Enter  Ursula. 

Ore.  Madam,  you  must  come  to  your  nnde; 
yonder *s  old  coil  at  home:  it  is  proved,  my  Lady 
Hero  hath  been  falsely  accused ;  the  prince  and 
Claudio  mightily  abused;  and  Don  John  is  the 
author  of  all,  who  is  fied  and  gone:  will  you 
come  presently? 

Beat.  Will  you  go  hear  this  news,  signior? 

Bene.  I  wiU  live  in  thy  heart,  die  in  thy  Up, 
and  be  buried  in  thy  Qyea ;  and,  moreover,  I  mtiII 
go  with  thee  to  thy  nucleus.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  llL-^Thelnrndefifa  Church, 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  and  Attendants, 
vjiih  music  and  taper$ 

OlamL  la  thif  the  moooment  of  Leouato? 
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Atten,  It  Is,  mj  lord. 
Claud.  {RftadafFom  a  teroS.] 

''Done  to  deaih  by  flluidorons  tongiun 

Was  the  Hero  thftt  hem  bes : 
Death,  in  goexdon  of  her  wroueti, 

Oiree  her  fame  whidi  never  diet : 
80  the  life  that  died  with  shame 
liTM  In  death  with  glorious  fame. 
Hang  thoa  there  noon  the  tomb, 
Prainng  her  when  I  am  dumb." 

Now,  musio  soiind,  ud  sing  your  solemn  hymn. 
BONO. 
Pardon,  godden  of  the  night. 
Those  that  slew  thy  Tixgin  knight ; 
For  the  which,  with  aongs  of  w.m, 
Bound  about  her  tomb  they  go. 
Midnight,  axsist  our  moan ; 
Help  ua  to  sigh  and  groan, 

HeaTily,  heavily : 
Qravea,  yawn,  and  yield  yoor  dead 
Till  death  be  uttered. 
Heavenly,  heavenly. 

Claud.  Now  unto  thy  bones  ^ood  nightl 

Yearhr  will  I  do  this  rite. 
D,  Pedro,  Uood  morrow,  masters;   put  Toar 
torches  out :  [day, 

The  wolves  have  prey'd  :  and  look,  the  gentle 
Before  the  wheels  or  Phoebus,  round  about 

Dapples  the  drowsy  east  with  spots  of  gray : 
Thanks  to  you  all,  and  leave  us;  fare  you  well. 
Claud,  Qood  morrow,  masters ;  each  his  several 

way. 
D,  Ptdro,  Come,  let  us  hence,  and  put  on  other 
weeds; 
And  then  to  Leonato*s  we  will  go. 
Claud,  And,  Hymen,  now  with  luckier  issue 
speeds 
Than  this,  for  whom  we  rendered  up  this  woe  I 

[ETxunt. 

SCENE  IY,^A  Boom  m  Leonato*^  Houati, 

Enter  Leonjlto,  Aktonio,  Bbnkdick,  Bbatricb, 
Ursula,  Friar,  and  Hero. 

Friar,  Did  I  not  tell  you  she  was  innooeiit? 

Leon,   So  are  the  prince  and   Claudio,   who 
aocus'd  her. 
Upon  the  error  that  you  heard  debated : 
But  Margaret  was  in  some  fault  for  this ; 
Although  against  her  will,  as  it  appears 
In  the  true  course  of  all  the  question. 

Ant,  Well.  X  am  glad  that  all  things  sort  so 
well. 

Bene,  And  so  am  I,  being  el^e  by  (aith  enforo'd 
To  call  younff  Claudio  to  a  reokoninir  for  it. 

Leon,  Well,  daughter,  and  yon  gentlewomen  all, 
Withdraw  to  a  chamber  by  yourselves, 
And,  when  I  send  for^oa,  come  hither  mask'd : 
The  prince  and  CJaudio  promised  by  this  hour 
To  visit  me:— yon  know  vo„r  office,  brother; 


Bene,  Tour  answer,  sir,  is  enigmatical : 
But,  for  my  will,  my  will  is,  your  good  will 
May  stand  with  ours,  this  day  to  be  conjoined 
In  the  estate  of  honourable  marriage ; 
In  which,  good  friar,  I  shall  desire  your  help. 

Leon,  My  heart  is  with  your  likiuff. 

Friar,  And  my  help 

[Here  comes  the  prince  and  Claudio.] 

Enter  Don  Pedbo  and  Claudio,  vxih  Attendants! 

D,  Pedro.  Good  morrow  to  this  fair  assembly. 
Leon,    Good  morrow,  prince;   good  moiTow 
Claudio ; 
We  here  attend  you.    Are  you  yet  determin'd 
To-day  to  marry  with  my  brother's  daughter? 
Claud,  111  hold  my  mmd,  were  she  an  Etbiope. 
Ijcon,  Call  her  forth,  brother,  here's  the  friar 
ready.  [Exit  Antoi»k>. 

D,  Pedro.  Good  morrow.  Benedick :  Why  what's 
the  matter, 
That  you  have  such  a  February  face, 
80  full  of  frost,  of  storm,  and  cloudiness  ? 

Clomd  [  think  he  thinks  upon  the  savage  bull  :— 
Tush,  fear  not,  man,  well  tip  thy  horns  with  gold. 
And  all  Europa  shall  rejoice  at  thee ; 
As  once  Europa  did  at  lusty  Jove, 
When  he  would  play  the  noble  beast  in  love. 
Bene.  Bull  Jove,  sir,  had  an  amiable  low  •, 
And  some  such  strange  bull  leaped  your  fathir  t 

cow. 
And  got  a  calf  in  that  same  noble  featj 
Much  like  to  you,  for  you  have  just  his  blest 
Reenter  Antonio,  vnth  the  Ladies  tnaahBd 

Claud,  For  this  I  owe  yon:  here  come  oiher 
reckonings. 
Which  is  the  lady  I  inuKt  seize  upon  V 

Ant.  This  same  as  she,  and  I  do  give  you  her. 

Claud.  Why,  then  she's  mine :  Sweet,  let  me  see 
your  face. 

Leon.  No,  that  you  shall  not,  till  you  take  her 
hand 
Before  this  friar,  and  swear  to  marry  her. 

Claud  Give  me  your  hand  before  this  holy  friar; 
I  am  your  husband,  if  you  like  of  me. 

Hero.  And  when  I  hv'd,  I  was  your  other  wife : 

[Unmaeking, 
And  when  you  lov'd,  you  were  my  other  husband. 

Claud,  Another  Hero? 

Hero,  Nothing  certauier : 

One  Hero  died  fdefil'dj)  but  I  do  live, 
And,  surely  as  I  live,  fam  a  maid. 

D.Pedro.  Th?' former  Hero  I  Hero  that  is  dead  i 

Leon.  She  died,  my  lord,  but  whiles  her  slander 

^f*iar.  All  this  amazement  can  I  qualir^ ; 
When,  after  that  the  holy  rites  are  ended, 
I  ni  tell  you  largely  of  fair  Hero's  death : 
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Bem.  They  swore  that  you  were  almost  sick 

for  ine. 
Beat,  They  swore  that  you  were  well  nigh  dead 

for  ine. 
Bene,  Tis  do  such  matter : — Then  you  do  not 

love  me? 
Beat,  No,  truly,  hut  in  friendly  recompense. 
Leon,  Come,  cousin,  I  am  sure  you  love  the 

gentleman. 
Claud,  And  I'll  be  sworn  upon\  that  he  loves 
her; 
For  here*8  a  paper,  written  in  his  hand, 
A  halting  sonnet  of  his  own  pure  brain, 
Fashion 'd  to  Beatrice. 

Hero.  And  here's  mother, 

Writ  in  my  cousin's  hand,  stolen  from  her  pocket, 
Contaming  her  affection  unto  Benedick, 

Bene,  A  miracle ;  here's  our  own  liands  a^inst 
our  hearts! — Come,  1  will  have  thee ;  but,  by  this 
light,  I  take  thee  for  pity ! 

BeaL  I  would  not  deny  you ; — but,  bv  this  good 
day,  I  yield  upon  great  persuasion ;  and,  partly,  to 
save  your  life,  for  1  was  told  yon  were  m  a  con- 
sumption. 
Bene,    Peace,  I  will  stop  your  mouth. 

[Kiasing  Tier, 
Z>.  Pedro,  How  dost  thou,  Benedick  the  married 

man? 
Bene,  ril  tell  thee  what,  prince;  a  college  of  wit- 
crackers  cannot  flout  me  out  of  my  humour :  Dost 
tftou  tbink  I  oare  tora  satire,  or  an  epigram  ?  Mo : 


if  a  man  will  be  beaten  with  brains,  a  shall  weat 
nothing  handsome  about  him :  In  brief,  since  I  do 
pun^ose  to  many,  I  will  think  nothing  to  any 
purpose  that  the  world  can  say  against  it;  and 
therefore  never  flout  at  me  for  what  I  have  said 
against  it;  for  man  is  a  giddy  thing,  and  this  is  my 
conchi.sion. — For  thy  part,  Claudio,  I  did  think  to 
have  beaten  thee;  but  in  that  diou  art  like  to 
be  my  kinsman,  live  unbruised,  and  love  my 
oousin. 

Claud,  I  had  well  hoped  ihou  wouldst  have 
denied  Beatrice,  that  I  mi^ht  have  cudgellKl  thee 
out  of  thy  single  life,  to  make  thee  a  double  dealer; 
which,  out  of  question,  thou  wilt  be,  if  my  cousin 
do  not  look  exceeding  narrowly  to  thee. 

Bene.  Come,  come,  we  are  friends : — let's  hava 
a  dance  ere  we  are  married,  that  we  may  lighten 
our  oMm  hearts,  and  our  wives'  heels. 

Leon.  Well  have  dancing  afterwards. 

Bene,  First,  o'  my  word ;  therefore,  pUy  music 
Prince,  thou  art  sad ;  get  thee  a  wife,  get  thee  a 
wife ;  there  is  no  staff  more  reverend  than  one 
tipped  with  horn. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  your  brother  John  is  ta*en  m 
flight,  and  brought  with  armed  men  back  to 
Messina. 

B^te.  Think  not  on  him  till  to-morrow;  111 

devise  thee  brave  ponishmentB  for  him. — Strike 

1  uP)  pipers.  [Danoe.  Emuunt, 
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ADAM,  servant  to  OUver.        DENNIS,  eenraat  to  OUtot. 
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Bear  OUTtc"!  Bsuo ;  attorwardo.  nartly  In  tho  Usurpor^  Conrt.  and  parUy  in  tho  Porort  of  Arden. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  \,^An  Orchard,  near  Oliver's  flbufc 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

OrZ.  As  I  remember,  Adam,  it  was  npon  thb 
fashion  bequeathed  me  by  will,  but  poor  a  thou- 
sand crowns;  and,  as  thou  saj'st,  charged  my 
brother,  on  his  blessing,  to  breed  me  well :  and 
there  begins  my  sadness.  Mj  brother  Jaqucs  he 
keeps  at  school,  and  report  speaks  goldenly  of  his 
pront:  for  my  part,  he  keeps  me  rustically  at 
Lome,  or,  to  speak  more  properlv,  stays  me  here 
•t  home  unkept.  For  call  you  tnat  keeping  fur  a 
gentleman  of  my  birth,  that  differs  not  from  the 
stalling  of  an  ox?  His  horses  are  bred  better; 
for,  besides  that  they  are  fair  with  their  feeding, 
they  are  unglit  their  manage,  and  to  that  end 
riders  dearly  hired :  but  I,  his  brother,  gain  nothing 
under  him  bat  growth ;  for  the  wbicli  his  animals 
on  bis ^ dunghills  are  as  much  bound  to  him  as  I. 
Besides  this  nothing  that  he  so  plentifully  gives 
me,  the  somelliing  that  nature  gave  me  his  coun 
tenance  seems  to  take  from  me :  he  lets  me  feed 
with  his  hinds,  bars  me  the  place  of  a  brother, 
and  as  much  as  in  him  lies,  mines  mv  gentility 
with  my  education.  This  is  it,  Adam,  that  grieves 
me;  and  the  spirit  of  my  father,  which  1  tliink  is 
witiiin  nie,  begins  to  mutiny  against  this  servitude : 
I  will  no  ii'ngcr  endure  it,  though  yet  I  know  no 
wise  remedy  how  to  avoid  iL 

Enter  OhPnau 

Adam.  Tonder  comes  my  master,  vcur  brother. 

OrL  Go  apart,  Adam,  and  thou  shall  hear  how 
he  will  shake  me  up. 

OH  Now,  sir!  what  make  Tou  here? 

OrL  Nothing:  I  am  not  taught  to  make  anything. 

OIL  What  nuir  you  then,  sir  ? 

OrL  MaiTy,  sir,  I  am  helping  you  to  mar  that 
which  God  made,  a  poor  unwortliy  brother  of 
jrours,  with  idleness. 

OU,  Marry,  sir,  be  better  employed,  and  be 
naught  awhile. 

OrL  Shall  I  keep  your  hoj^,  and  eat  hu.«ks  with 
them?  Wliat  proaigal  portion  have  1  spent,  that 
1  should  come  to  i«uch  penury? 

OIL  Know  you  where  you  are,  fhr? 

Ori.  O,  sir,  ytry  well,  here  in  your  orchard. 

Ott.  Know  you  before  whom,  sir? 

OrL  Ay,  better  than  him  I  am  before  knows 


the  gentle  condition  of  blood,  you  should  so  know 
me :  The  courtesy  of  natiDus  allows  you  my  better, 
in  that  you  are  the  first-born ;  but  the  same  tradi- 
tion takes  not  away  my  blood,  were  there  twenty 
brothers  betwixt  us:  1  have  as  much  of  my  father 
in  me,  as  you ;  albeit,  I  confess,  your  coming  before 
me  is  nearer  to  his  reverence. 
OIL  What,  boy  I 

OrL  Come,  come,  elder  brother,  yon  are  too 
youn^  in  this. 

Olu  Wilt  thou  lay  hands  on  me,  villain  t 
Ort.  I  am  no  villain :  I  am  the  youngest  son  of 
Sir  Rowland  de  Bois  ;  he  was  my  father ;  and  he  is 
thrice  a  v  illain  tliat  says  such  a  fatlier  begot  villains. 
Wert  thou  not  my  brother,  I  would  not  take  this 
hand  from  thy  throat  till  this  other  had  pulled  out 
thy  tongue  for  saying  so;  thou  ha»t  railed  on  thyself. 
Adam,  Sweet  masters,  be  patient;   for  your 
father's  remembrance,  be  at  accord. 
OU,  Let  me  go,  1  say. 

OrL  I  will  not,  till  I  please :  you  shall  hear  me. 
My  father  charged  you  in  his  will  to  give  me  good 
education :  you  have  trained  me  like  a  peasant, 
obscui  ing  and  hiding  from  me  all  gentlemanlike 
qualities :  the  spirit  of  my  fatlier  grows  strong  in 
me,  and  I  will  no  longer  endure  it :  therefore  allow 
me  such  exercises  as  may  become  a  gentleman,  or 
give  me  the  poor  allottery  my  father  left  me  by 
testament;  with  that  I  will  go  buy  my  fortunes. 

Oli.  And  what  wilt  thou  do?  beg,  when  that  is 

spent?  Well,  sir,  get  you  in:  I  will  not  long  be 

troubled  with  you:  you  shall  have  some  part  of 

I  your  will :  I  pray  you,  leave  me. 

I      OrL  I  will  no  further  offend  you  than  becomes 

,  loe  for  my  good. 

!      OIL  Get  you  with  him,  you  old  dog. 

I      Adam,  Is  old  dog,  my  reward  ?    Most  true,  I 

j  have  lost  my  teeth  in  your  service.— God  be  wi»h 

my  old  master  1  he  would  not  have  spoke  such  a 

j  word.  [Exeunt  Oklaxuo  attd  Adam. 

OIL  Is  it  even  so?  be^Mn  you  to  grow  upon  me  T 

I   will  nhN'sic  your  rankness,  and  yet  give  DC 

thousano  o'owns  neither.    Holla,  Dennis  I 

Ent4r  Deknis. 
Den.  Calls  your  worship  ? 
OU.  Was  not  Charles,  the  duke's  wrestler,  here 
to  speak  with  me  ? 
Den.  So  please  you,  he  is  hero^  the  dopr,  uu* 
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Ofil  Call  him  in.  [ExUDeksib.]  'Twill  be  a 
good  way ;  and  to-morrow  the  wrestling  is. 

Enter  Chari.E8. 

Oho,  Qood  morrow  to  your  woffhip. 

OIL  Good  Monsieur  Charles! — what's  the  new 
news  at  the  new  court  ? 

Cha.  There's  no  news  at  the  court,  sir,  but  the 
old  news :  that  is,  the  old  duke  is  banished  by  his 
younger  brother  the  new  duke ;  and  three  or  four 
loving  lords  have  put  themselves  into  voluntary 
exile  with  him,  whose  lands  and  revenues  enrich 
the  new  duke;  therefore  he  gives  them  good  leave 
to  wander. 

OH.  Can  you  tell  if  Rosalind,  the  duke^  daughter, 
be  banished  with  her  father? 

Cha.  O,  no;  for  the  duke's  daughter,  her  cousin, 
so  loves  her,  being  ever  from  their  cradles  bred 
together,  that  she  would  have  followed  her  exile, 
or  have  died  to  stay  behind  her.  She  is  at  the 
court,  and  no  less  beloyed  of  her  uncle,  tlian  his  own 
daughter ;  and  never  two  ladies  loved  as  they  do. 

OH.  Where  will  the  old  duke  live? 

CAo.  They  say  he  is  already  in  the  forest  of 
Arden,  and  a  many  merry  men  with  him ;  and  there 
they  live  like  the  old  Kobin  Hood  of  England : 
they  say  many  young  gentlemen  tlock  to  him  every 
day,  and  fleet  the  time  carelessly,  as  they  did  in 
the  golden  world. 

OIL  What,  you  wrestle  tomorrow  before  the 
new  duke? 

C1t€u  Marry,  do  I,  sir;  and  I  came  to  acquaint 
you  with  a  matter.  I  am  given,  sir,  secretly  to 
understand  thut  your  younger  brother,  Orlando, 
hath  a  disposition  to  come  in  disguised  against 
me  to  try  a  fall :  To-morrow,  sir,  I  wrestle  for 
my  credit ;  and  he  that  escapes  me  without  some 
broken  limb  shall  acquit  him  well.  Your  brother 
is  but  young,  and  tender ;  and,  for  your  love,  I 
would  be  loth  to  foil  him,  as  I  must,  for  my  own 
honour,  if  he  come  m:  therefore,  out  of  my  love 
to  you,  I  came  hither  to  acquaint  you  withal; 
that  either  you  might  stay  him  from  his  intend- 
ment, or  brook  such  disgrace  well  as  he  shall  run 
into ;  in  that  it  is  a  thing  of  his  own  search,  and 
altogether  against  my  will. 

OIL  Charles,  I  thank  thee  for  th^  love  to  me, 
which  thou  shalt  find  I  will  most  kmdly  requite. 
I  had  myaelf  notice  of  my  brother's  puri)ose 
herein,  and  have  by  underhand  means  laboured  to 
divsuade  him  from  it;  but  he  is  resolute.  I'll 
tell  thee.  Charles,  it  is  the' stubbornest  young 
fellow  of  France;  full  of  ambition,  an  envious 
emulator  of  every  man's  good  parts,  a  secret  and 
villainous  contriver  against  me  his  natural  brother; 
therefore  use  thy  discretion ;  I  had  as  lief  thou 
did^t  break  his  neck  as  his  finger :  And  thou  wert 
best  look  tot ;  for  if  thou  dost  him  any  slight 
disgrace,  »r  if  he  do  not  mightily  grace  himselfon 
thee,  he  will  practise  against  thee  by  poison, 
entrap  thee  by  some  treacherous  device,  and 
never  leave  thee  till  he  hath  ta'en  thy  life  by 
some  indirect  means  or  other:  for,  I  assure  thee, 
and  almost  with  tears  I  speak  it,  there  is  not  one 
so  young  and  so  villainous  this  day  living.  I 
fq)eak  but  brotherly  of  him;  but,  should  I  anato- 
mize him  to  thee  as  he  is,  I  must  blush  an(i  weep, 
and  thou  must  look  pale  and  wonder. 

Cha.  I  am  heartily  glad  I  came  hither  to  you : 
If  he  come  to-morrow  I'll  give  him  his  payment: 
If  ever  he  go  alone  again  111  never  wre&tle  for 
prize  more  :  And  so,  God  keep  vour  warship. 

{£xiL 
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OU,  Farewell,  good  Charles.— Now  will  I  stii 
this  gamester :  I  hope  I  shall  see  an  end  of  btm 
for  my  soul,  yet  I  know  not  why,  hates  nothins 
more  than  he.  Yet  he's  gentle ;  never  schooled 
and  yet  learned;  full  of  noble  device;  of  all  sorts 
enchantingly  beloved ;  and,  indeed,  so  much  in 
the  heart  of  the  world,  and  especially  of  my  own 
people  who  best  know  him,  that  I  am  altogether 
misprised:  but  it  shall  not  be  so  long;  this 
wrestler  shall  clear  all :  nothing  remains  but  tiiat 
I  kindle  the  boy  thither,  which  now  111  go  about 

lExiU 

SCENE  II.— il  Lawn  before  the  Duke*8  Palace, 

Enter  Rosalind  and  Ceua. 

CrL  I  pray  thee,  Rosalind,  sweet  my  cos,  be 
merry. 

Bos.  Dear  Celia,  I  show  more  mirth  than  I  am 
mistrassof;  and  wi>uld  you  yet  I  were  merrier? 
Unless  you  could  teach  me  to  forget  a  banished 
father,  you  must  not  learn  me  how  to  remember 
any  extraordinary  pleasure. 

CcL  Herein  I  see  thou  lov'st  me  not  with  the 
full  weight  that  I  love  thee:  if  my  ancle,  thy 
banished  father,  had  banished  thy  uncle,  the  duke, 
my  father,  so  thou  hadst  been  still  with  me  I 
could  have  taught  my  love  to  take  thy  fat'ier  for 
mine ;  so  wouldAt  thou,  if  tiie  truth  of  thy  love  to 
me  were  so  righteously  tempered  as  mine  is  to  thee. 

Has,  Wei),  I  will  forget  the  condition  of  my 
estate,  to  rejoice  in  yours. 

Cel.  You  know  my  father  Iiath  no  child  but  I, 
nor  none  is  like  U>  have;  a;id.  truly,  when  ho 
dies  thou  slmlt  be  his  heir:  for  what  he  liath 
tiken  away  from  thy  father,  perforce,  I  will 
render  thee  again  in  affection ;  by  mine  honour  I 
will;  and  when  I  break  that  oath  let  me  turn 
monster:  therefore,  my  sweet  Rose,  my  dear 
Rose,  be  merry. 

h'os.  From  henceforth  I  will,  ooz,  and  devise 
sports :  let  me  see ;— what  think  yoa  of  falling 
in  love  ? 

Cel.  Marry,  I  prithee  do,  to  make  sport  Vithal ; 
but  love  no  man  in  good  earnest;  nor  no  further 
in  sport  neither,  tlian  with  safi;ty  of  a  pure  blush 
thou  mav  st  in  honour  come  off  agam. 

Jio8.  What  shall  bo  our  sport  then? 

CeL  Let  us  sit  and  mock  the  good  housewife, 
Fortune,  from  her  whc:,  'h.ii  her  gifts  may  hence- 
forth be  bestowed  equally. 

JRos.  I  would  we  could  do  so ;  for  her  benefits 
are  mightily  misplaced:  and  the  bountiful  blind 
woman  dotli  most  mistake  in  her  gifts  to  women. 

CeL  1'istrue:  for  those  tlia  she  makes  fair  she 
scarce  makes  honest ;  and  those  that  she  makes 
honest  she  makes  very  ill  favouredly. 
.  Jtios.  Nay,  now  thou  goest  from  fortuned  oflBce 
to  nature's  :  fortune  reigns  in  gifts  of  the  world, 
not  in  the  lineaments  of  nature. 

Enter  Todchstonb. 

CeL  No?  When  nature  hath  made  a  fair 
creature,  may  she  not  by  fortune  fall  into  the  firet 
Though  nature  hath  given  us  wit  to  fiout  at 
fortune,  hath  not  fortune  sent  in  this  fool  to  cut 
off  th J  argument  ? 

Eos.  Indeed,  there  is  fortune  too  hard  fi)r 
nature ;  when  fortune  makes  nature's  natural  tne 
cutter  off  of  nature's  wit. 

CeL  Peradventure,  this  is  not  fortune's  work 
neither,  but  natures;  who,  perceiving  our  natm'dl 
wiis  too  dull  to  reason  of  such  guduiesses,  hath 
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lent  thu  natural  for  cfiir  whetstone:  for  alvvav« 
the  dulness  of  the  fool  is  the  whetstone  of  the 
wits. — How  now,  wit? — whither  wander  you. 

Ibueh,  Mistress,  you  must  come  away  to  your 
fiither. 

CeL  Were  you  made  the  messenger? 

Jbuch,  No,  by  mine  honour;  but  I  was  bid  to 
come  f(»r  you. 

Jios.  Where  learned  you  that  oath,  fool  ? 

'Jhuih,  Of  a  certain  kniglit,  that  swore  by  his 
honour  they  were  good  jKinc^ikes,  and  swore  by 
hb  honour  the  mustard  was  naught:  now,  I'll 
ttand  to  it,  the  pancakes  were  naught,  and  the 
mustard  was  good;  and  yet  was  not  the  knight 
A>«*worn. 

Cd,  How  prove  you  that,  in  the  great  heap  of 
vonr  kuowleuge? 

Hoa.  Ay,  marry ;  now  unmuzzle  your  wisdom. 

Towh.  Stand  you  both  forth  now :  stroke  your 
^Uns  and  swear  by  your  beards  that  I  am  a  knave. 

OeL  By  our  beards,  if  we  had  them,  thou  art. 

TbicA.  By  my  knavery,  if  I  had  it,  then  I  were: 
#iit  if  yoa  swear  by  that  tliat  is  not,  you  are  not 
wnwon  ••  no  more  was  this  knight,  swearing  by 
\iB  hononr,  for  he  never  had  any ;  or,  if  he  had, 
he  had  sworn  it  away  before  ever  he  saw  tliose 
pancakes  or  that  mustard. 

Cd.  Prithee,  who  is't  tliat  thou  meanVt  ? 

Thuch.  Onethatold  Frederick,  your  father,  loves. 

Cd.  My  father^s  love  is  enough  to  honour  him 
•nough :  speak  no  more  of  hhn ;  you'll  be  whipped 
lor  taxation  one  of  these  da}'s. 

Touch,  The  more  pity,  that  fools  may  not  speak 
vrisely,  what  wise  men  do  foolishly. 

Cd.  By  my  troth,  thou  say'st  true ;  for  since 
the  little  wit  that  fools  have  was  silenced,  the 
little  foolery  that  wise  men  have  makes  a  great 
diow.    Here  comes  Monsieur  le  Beau. 

Enter  Le  Beau. 

Aw.  With  his  mouth  full  of  news. 

OU.  Which  he  will  put  on  as,  as  pigeons  leed 
their  young. 

Hos.  Then  shall  we  be  news-crammed. 

Cd.  All  the  better,  we  shall  be  the  more 
marketable.  Bon  jour ^  Monsieur  le  Beau :  What's 
the  news? 

//«  Beau,  Fair  princess,  you  have  lost  much 
good  sport. 

OeL  Spurt?    Of  what  colour  ? 

LeBeitii  What  colour,  madam?  How  shall  I 
answer  you  ? 

JUm.  As  wit  and  fortune  will. 

TowA,  Or  as  the  destinies  decree. 

OeL  Well  sai£ ;  that  was  laid  on  with  a  trowel. 

ThucK  Nay,  if  1  keep  not  my  rank, — 

Bob.  Thou  loses*  thy  old  smell. 

Le  Beau,  You  amaze  me,  ladies:  1  would  have 
told  you  of  good  w.  cslling,  which  yon  have  lost 
the  sight  of. 

Bos.  Yet  tell  ns  the  manner  of  tha  w>  jnlin^. 

Le  Beau,  I  will  tell  you  the  beginning;,  and,  if 
it  plea.se  your  larlyships,  you  may  see  the  end ;  for 
the  best  is  yet  to  do ;  and  here,  where  you  are, 
they  are  coming  to  perform  it. 

UeL  Well,— the  beginning,  that  is  dead  and 
buried. 

Le  Beau,  There  comc8  an  old  man,  and  his  three 
sons,— 

CeL  I  oonld  ma'.ch  this  beginning  with  an  old 
tale. 

L^  Bejm,  Three  proper  young  men  of  excellent 
growth  and  prcuQnee;— 
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Bo8,  With  bills  on  their  necks — ^  Be  it  known 

unto  all  men  by  these  presents," 

Le  Beau,  The  eldest  of  the  three  wrestled  with 
Charles,  the  duke's  wrestler ;  which  Charles  in  a 
moment  threw  him,  and'broke  three  of  his  ribs, 
that  there  is  little  hope  of  life  in  him :  so  he  served 
the  second,  and  so  the  third :  Yonder  they  lie ;  the 

Soor  old  man,  their  father,  making  such  pitiful 
ole  over  them,  that  all  the  beholders  take  his 
part  with  weeping. 

Bos.  Alas  I 

Toudi.  But  what  is  the  sport,  monsieur,  that  the 
ladies  have  lost? 

Le  Beau.  Why,  this  that  I  speak  of. 

Touch.  Thus  men  may  grow  wiser  every  dayl 
it  is  the  first  time  that  ever  I  heard  breaking  of 
ribs  was  sport  for  ladies. 

Cel.  Or  I,  I  promise  thee. 

Bos.  But  is  there  any  else  longs  to  see  this  broken 
music  in  Ids  sides?  is  there  yet  another  dotes  upon 
rib-breaking  ? — Shall  we  see  this  wrestluig  cousin  ? 

Le  Beau.  You  must,  if  you  stay  here :  for  here 
is  the  place  appointed  for  the  wrestling,  and  they 
are  ready  to  perform  it. 

Cd,  Yonder,  sure,  they  are  coming:  Let  os 
now  stay  and  see  it. 

Flourish,    Enter  Dukk  Fhedkrick,  Lords, 
Obulndo,  Charles,  and  Attendants. 

Duke  F.  Come  on ;  since  the  youth  will  not  be 
entreated,  his  own  peril  on  his  forwardueas. 

Bos.  Is  yonder  the  man  ? 

Le  Beau.  Even  he,  madam. 

Cd.  Alas,  he  is  too  young:  yet  he  looks 
successfully. 

DukeF,  How  now,  daughter  and  coosin?  are 
you  crept  hither  to  see  the  wrestling? 

Bos,  Ay,  my  liege ;  so  please  you  give  us  leave. 

Duke  F,  You  will  take  little  delight  in  it,  I 
can  tell  yon,  there  is  such  odds  in  tlie  man.  In 
pity  of  the  challenger  s  youth  I  would  fain  dissuade 
him,  but  he  will  not  be  entreated :  Speak  to  him, 
ladies:  see  if  you  can  move  him. 

CeL   Call  him  hither,  good  Monsieur  le  Beau. 

Duke  F.  Do  so ;  I'll  not  be  by.   [Duke  goes  apart, 

Le  Beau.  Monsieur  the  chidlenger,  the  princess 
oalls  for  you. 

Orl  I  attend  them,  with  all  respect  and  duty. 

Bos,  Yomig  man,  have  you  challenged  Charles 
the  wrestler? 

Orl.  No,  fair  princess ;  he  is  the  general  chal- 
lenger :  I  come  but  in,  as  others  do,  to  try  with 
him  the  strength  of  my  youth. 

CeL  Young  gentleman,  your  spirits  are  too 
bold  for  your  years :  You  have  seen  cruel  proof 
of  tliis  man*8  strength:  if  you  saw  your.^elf 
with  your  eyes,  or  knew  yourself  with  your 
judgment,  the  fear  of  your  adventure  would 
counsel  yoii  to  a  more  equal  enterprise.  We  pray 
yon,  f>r  >our  own  sake,  to  emorace  your  own 
safety,  aiid  give  over  this  attempt. 

Bos,  Do,  young  sir;  your  reputation  shall  not 
therefore  be  misprised :  we  will  make  it  our  suit 
to  the  duke  that  the  wrestling  might  not  go  for 
ward. 

OrL  1  beseech  you,  punish  me  not  with  your 
hard  thoughts,  wherein  I  confess  me  much  guilty 
to  deny  so  fair  and  excellent  ladies  anything. 
But  let  your  fair  eyes  and  gentle  wishes  go  with 
me  to  my  trial :  wherein  if  I  be  foiled,  there  is 
btit  one  shamed  that  was  never  gracious ;  if  killed, 
but  one  dead  tliat  is  willing  to  be  so:  I  shall  do 
my  friends  no  wrung,  tor  I  Li  we  ^/ii^^^MJ^}^^ 
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me;  the  world  no  injarjf  for  in  it  I  have  nothing ; 
only  in  the  world  I  fill  up  a  place  which  inaj  be 
better  supplied  when  I  have  made  it  empty. 

£o8.  The  little  strength  that  I  bare,  I  would  it 
were  with  you. 

CeL  And  mine,  to  eke  out  hers. 

Hot.  Fare  you  well.  Pray  heaven,  I  be 
deceived  in  you! 

CeL  Your  heart's  desires  be  with  you. 

Cha.  Come,  where  is  this  young  gallant,  that  is 
60  desirous  to  lie  with  his  mother  earth  ? 

Orl.  Ready,  sir ;  but  his  will  hath  in  it  a  more 
modest  working. 

DukeK  You  shall  try  but  one  foil. 

Cha.  No,  I  warrant  your  grace ;  you  shall  not 
entreat  him  to  a  second,  that  have  so  mightily 
persuaded  him  from  a  first. 

OrL  You  mean  to  mock  me  after;  you  should 
not  have  mocked  me  before :  but  come  your  ways. 

Bos.  Now,  Hercules  be  th^  speed,  young  man! 

Cd.  I  would  I  were  invisible,  to  catch  the 
strong  fellow  by  the  leg. 

[Charles  and  Oruutdo  wrestle. 

Bos.  O  excellent  young  man! 

Cd.  If  I  had  a  thundeibolt  in  mine  eye,  I  can 
tell  who  should  down. 

[Charles  is  iltrown,    SJiout. 

Duke  F.  No  more,  no  more. 

OtL  Yes,  I  beseech  your  grace ;  I  am  not  yet 
well  breathed. 

Duke  F.  How  dost  thou,  Chailes? 

Le  Be(m.  He  cannot  speak,  my  lord. 

Duke  F.  Bear  him  away.  [CnxKLEBisbomeotU. 
What  is  thy  name,  young  man  ? 

OrL  Orlando,  my  liege,  the  youngest  son  of  Sir 
Rowland  de  Bois.  [else. 

Uuke  F.  I  would  thou  hadst  been  son  to  some  man 
The  world  esteem'd  thy  father  honourable. 
But  I  did  find  him  still  mine  enemy:  [deed 

Thou  shouldst  have  better  pleased  roe  with  this 
Hadst  thou  descended  from  another  house. 
But  fare  thee  well ;  thou  art  a  gallant  youth ; 
I  would  thou  hadst  told  me  of  another  father. 
[Exaint  Duke,  Fred.,  Tram,  aiul  Le  Beau. 

CeL  Were  I  my  father,  coz,  would  I  do  this? 

OrL  I  am  more  proud  to  be  Sir  Rowland's  son, 
His  youngest  son ; — and  would  not  change  that 

calling. 
To  be  adopted  heir  to  Frederick. 

Bos.  My  father  lov'd  Sir  Rowland  as  his  soul; 
And  all  the  world  was  of  my  father's  mind : 
Had  I  before  known  this  young  man  Ills  son, 
I  should  kave  given  him  teais  unto  entreaties, 
Ere  he  should  thus  have  ventured. 

Cd.  Gentle  cousin, 

Let  us  go  thank  him,  and  encourage  him : 
My  father's  rough  and  envious  disposition 
Sticks  me  at  heart.— Sir,  you  have  well  deservU ; 
If  you  do  keep  your  promises  in  love 
But  justly  as  you  have  exceeded  all  promise. 
Your  mistress  shall  be  happy. 

Bos»  Qentleman, 

[Owing  him  a  cJiainfrom  her  neck. 
Wear  this  for  me, — one  out  of  suits  with  fortune, 
That  could  give  more  but  that  her  bauds  lacks 
Shall  we  go,  coz?  [means. 

Cd,  Ay : — Fare  you  well,  fair  gentleman. 

OrL  Can  I  not  say  I  thank  you?  My  better  parts 
Are  all  thrown  down ;  and  that  which  hei'e  stands  up 
b  but  a  quintain,  a  mere  lifeless  block. 

i2of.  lie  calls  us  back :  My  pride  fell  with  my 
fortunes : 
111  aak  liim  what  he  would  ^-Did  you  call,  sir?— 
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Sir,  you  have  wrestled  well,  and  overthrown 
More  tlian  your  enemies. 

CeL  Will  you  go,  oor? 

Bos.  Have  with  you  j— Fare  you  well. 

[Exeunt  Rosaund  and  Ceua 
OrL  What  passion  hangs  these  weights  upon  mj 
tongue? 
I  cannot  speak  to  her,  yet  she  nrg'd  conference. 

Be-enter  Lb  Beau. 

0  poor  Orlando  I  thou  art  overthrown ; 

Or  Charles,  or  something  weaker,  ma-sters  thee. 

Le  Beau.  Qood  sir,  I  do  in  friendship  counsel  yon 
To  leave  this  place :  Albeit  you  have  deserv'd 
High  commendation,  true  applause,  and  love; 
Yet  such  is  now  the  duke's  condition. 
That  he  misconstrues  all  that  you  have  done. 
The  duke  is  humorous ;  what  he  is,  indeed. 
More  suits  you  to  conceive,  than  I  to  speak  of. 

OrL  1  thank  you,  sir;  and,prayvou,tellmetbii. 
Which  of  the  two  was  daughter  of  the  duke 
That  here  was  at  the  wrestling?  [manners 

Le  Beau.  N«4ther  his  daughter,  if  we  judge  b> 
But  yet,  indeed,  the  shorter  is  his  daughter : 
The  other  is  daughter  to  the  banish "d  duke. 
And  here  detain  a  by  her  usurping  uncle. 
To  keep  his  daughter  company ;  whose  lovei 
Are  dearer  than  the  natural  bond  of  sisters. 
But  I  can  tell  you,  that  of  Ute  this  duke 
Hath  ta'en  displeasure  'gainst  his  gentle  nieoe; 
Grounded  upon  no  other  argnaicnt 
But  that  the  people  praise  her  for  her  virtues, 
And  pity  her  for  her  good  father's  sake ; 
And,  on  my  life,  his  malice  'gaiust  the  lady 
Will  suddenly  break  forth.— Sir,  fare  you  well; 
Hereafter,  in  a  better  world  tlian  this, 

1  shall  desire  more  love  and  knowledge  of  you. 

OrL  Irestmuchboundentoyou:  fare  you  well! 
[Exit  Le  Bead. 
Thus  must  I  from  the  smoke  into  the  smother; 
From  tyrant  duke  unto  a  tyrant  brother : — 
But  heavenly  Rosalind!  [Exit 

SCENE  III.— il  Boom  in  the  Palace, 
Enter  Celia  and  Rosaund. 

CeL  Why,  cousin ;  why,  Rosalind ; — Cupid  have 
mercy !— not  a  word  ? 

Bos.  Not  one  to  throw  at  a  dog. 

CiL  No,  thy  words  are  too  precious  to  be  cast 
away  upon  curs;  throw  some  of  thun  at  me: 
come,  lame  me  with  reasons. 

Bos.  Then  there  were  two  cousins  laid  up: 
when  the  one  should  be  lamed  with  reasons,  and 
the  other  mad  without  any. 

CeL  But  is  all  this  for  your  father  ? 

Bos.  No,  some  of  it  is  for  mv  father  s  child ;  0, 
how  full  of  briars  is  this  workfrg-day  world  I 

CeU  They  are  but  burs,  cou!>in,  thrown  upoa 
thee  in  holiday  foolery;  if  we  walk  not  in  the 
trodden  paths,  our  very  petticoats  will  catch  them. 

Boa.  I  could  shake  them  off  my  coat;  these 
burs  are  in  my  heart. 

CeL  Hem  them  awa^.  [him. 

Bos.  I  would  try;  if^I  could  cry  hem,  and  have 

CeL  Come,  come,  wrestle  with  thy  affections. 
Bos.  O,  they  take  the  part  of  a  better  wrestler 
tlian  myself. 

CeL  0,  a  ^ood  wish  upon  you!  you  will  try  to 
time,  in  despite  of  a  fall. — But,  turning  these  j&sts 
out  of  service,  let  us  talk  in  good  earnest:  U  it 
possible,  on  such  a  sudden,  you  should  fall  into  so 
strong  a  liking  with  old  Sir  Rowland's  youngest  sou^ 
o  *  Digitized  by     *  ^        IC 
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Soi,  The  duke  my  father  loved  his  Either  dear  I  y . 

Cd.  DoUi  it  therefore  ensue  that  you  should 
love  his  son  dearly?  Bj  this  kind  of  chase,  I 
should  hate  him,  for  mj  father  hated  his  father 
dearly ;  yet  I  hate  not  Orlando. 

Eos,  MOf  'fiutli,  hate  him  not,  for  my  sake. 

OeL  Why  should  I  not?  doth  he  not  deserve 
well? 

Hot.  Let  me  love  him  for  that ;  and  do  yon  love 
him,  because  I  do : — Look,  here  comes  the  duke. 

OeL  With  his  eyes  full  of  anger. 

Enter  Duke  Frbdebiok,  with  Lords. 

DuieF.  Mistress,  despatch  you  with yoornfest 
haste, 
And  get  yon  from  our  court. 

Bos.  Me,  uncle? 

Duie  F,  You,  cousm : 

Within  these  ten  days  if  that  thou  be'st  found 
So  near  our  public  court  as  twenty  miles, 
Thou  diest  for  it. 

£os.  I  do  beseech  your  grace^ 

Let  me  the  knowledge  of  my  fault  bear  with  me : 
If  with  myself  I  hold  intelligence, 
Or  have  acquaintance  with  mine  own  desire. 
If  that  I  do  not  dream,  or  be  not  frantic 
(As  I  do  trust  I  am  not),  then,  dear  uncle, 
Never,  so  much  as  in  a  thought  unborn, 
Did  I  offend  your  highness. 

Duke  F,  Thus  do  all  traitors ; 

If  their  purgation  did  consist  in  words, 
The^  are  as  innocent  as  grace  itself: 
Let  It  suffice  thee,  that  I  trust  thee  not. 

Bos,  Yet  your  mistrust  cannot  make  meatraitor : 
Tell  me,  whereon  the  likelihood  depends. 

Duke  F,  Thou  art  thy  father's  daughter,  there's 
enough. 

jBos,  So  was  I  when  your  highness  took  his 
dukedom; 
Bo  was  I  when  jour  highness  banish'd  him ; 
Treason  is  not  mherited,  my  lord ; 
Or,  if  we  did  derive  it  from  our  friends, 
What's  that  to  me?  my  fatlier  was  no  traitor: 
Then,  good  my  liege,  mistake  me  not  so  much 
To  think  my  poverty  is  treacherous. 

CeL  Dear  sovereign,  hear  me  speak. 

Duke  F,  Ay,  Celia ;  we  stay'd  her  for  your  sake, 
Else  had  she  with  her  father  rai\g'd  along. 

CeL  1  did  not  then  entreat  to  have  her  stay, 
It  was  your  pleasure,  and  your  own  remorse; 
I  was  too  young  that  time  to  value  hor. 
Bat  now  I  know  her :  if  slie  be  a  traitor. 
Why,  so  am  I;  we  still  have  slept  together. 
Rose  at  an  instant,  learn  d,  p1ay*d,  eat  together ; 
Aud  wheresoe'er  we  went,  like  Juno's  swans, 


Still  we  went  coupled,  and  inseparable. 
-  *  ■  *    for  tl 

smoothness. 


DvkeF,  She  is  too  subtle  tor  thee;  and  her 


Her  very  silence,  and  her  patience, 
Speak  to  the  people,  and  they  pity  her. 
l^ou  art  a  fool :  she  robs  thee  of  thy  name ; 
And  thou  wilt  show  more  bright,  and  seem  more 

virtuous, 
When  she  is  gone:  then  open  not  thy  lips; 
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Firm  and  irrevocable  is  my  doom 
Which  X  have  pass'd  upon  her ;  she  is  banished. 

CeL  Pronounce  that  sentence  then  on  me,  my 
liege; 
I  cannot  live  out  of  her  company. 

DvkeF.  You  are  a  fool:— You,  nieee,  provid* 
yourself; 
If  you  outstay  the  time*  upon  mine  honour, 
And  in  the  greatness  of  my  word,  you  die. 

[Exeunt  Duke  Fbed.  and  Lords. 

Od.  0  my  poor  Rosalind  I  whither  wilt  thou  ^? 
Wilt  thou  change  fathers?  I  will  p^ve  thee  mine. 
I  charge  thee,  be  thou  not  more  gnevVl  than  I  am. 

Ros.  Ihave  more  cause. 

CeL  Thou  hast  not,  cousin ; 

Prithee,  be  oheerlul ;  know'st  thou  not  the  duke 
Hath  banish'd  me,  his  daughter? 

Bos,  That  he  hath  not 

CeL  No  ?  hath  not?  Rosalmd  lacks  then  the 
love 
Which  teacheth  thee  that  thou  and  I  am  one : 
Shall  we  be  sunder'd  ?  shall  we  part,  sweet  girl? 
No ;  let  my  father  seek  another  neir. 
Therefore  devise  with  me  how  we  may  6y, 
Whither  to  go,  and  what  to  bear  with  us : 
And  do  not  seek  to  take  your  change  upon  you. 
To  bear  your  griefs  yourself,  and  leave  me  out; 
For,  bv  this  heaven,  now  at  our  sorrows  (Mile, 
Say  what  thou  canst,  111  go  along  with  thee. 

Mos.  Why,  whither  sliall  we  go  ? 

Cd.  To  seek  my  uncle  in  the  forest  of  Arden 

Bos.  Alas,  what  danger  will  it  be  to  us. 
Maids  as  we  are,  to  travel  forth  so  far! 
Beauty  provoketh  thieves  sooner  than  gold. 

CeL  1 11  put  myself  in  poor  and  mean  attire. 
And  with  a  kind  of  umber  smirch  my  face, 
The  like  do  you;  so  shall  we  pass  along, 
And  never  stir  assailants. 

Bos.  Were  it  not  better, 

Because  that  T  am  more  than  common  tall. 
That  I  did  suit  me  all  points  like  a  man  ? 
A  gallant  curtle-axe  upon  my  thigh, 
A  boar-spear  in  my  hand ;  and  (in  my  heart 
Lie  there  what  hidden  woman's  fear  there  will) 
We'll  have  a  swashhig  and  a  martial  outside ; 
As  many  other  mannish  cowards  have. 
That  do  outface  it  with  their  semblances. 

Cd.  What  .^hall  1  call  thee  when  thou  art  a  man? 

Bos.  I'll  liave  no  worse  a  name  than  Jove's  own 
And  therefore  look  you  call  me  Ganymede,  [page. 
But  what  will  vou  oe  call'd? 

Cd.  Something  that  hath  a  reference  to  ray 
state; 
No  longer  Celia,  but  Aliena. 

Bos.  But,  cousin,  what  if  we  essayed  to  steal 
The  clownish  fool  out  of  your  father's  court? 
Would  he  not  be  a  comfort  to  our  travel  ? 

Cd.  Hell  go  along  o'er  the  wide  world  with  mo ; 
Leave  me  alone  to  woo  him:  Let's  away. 
And  get  our  jewels  and  our  wealth  together; 
Devise  the  fittest  time,  and  safest  way 
To  hide  us  from  pursuit  that  will  be  made 
After  my  Hijjht :  Now  go  in  we  content. 
To  liberty,  and  not  to  banishment.  [Rxeunt 
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ACT  IL 


SCENE  h-^The  Forest  <i/'Aiden, 

Snicr  Duke  aenior^  Amiens,  and  other  Lords,  mi 
the  drees  qf  Foresters. 

Duke  S.  Now,  my  oo-mates,  and  brothers  in  exile, 
Hath  not  old  castom  made  this  life  more  sweet 
Than  that  of  painted  pomp?  Are  not  these  woods 
More  free  from  peril  than  the  envious  oourt? 
Here  feel  we  not  the  penalty  of  Adam. 
The  seasons*  difference, — as,  the  icj  fimg. 
And  churlish  chiding  of  the  winter's  wind, 
Which  when  it  bites  and  blows  npNon  my  body. 
Even  till  I  shrink  with  cold,  I  smile,  and  say 
This  is  no  flattery,— these  are  counsellors 
That  feelingly  persuade  me  what  I  am. 
Sweet  are  me  uses  of  adversity ; 
Which,  like  the  toad,  ugly  ana  venomous, 
Wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head; 
And  this  our  life,  exempt  frora  public  haunt, 
Finds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks. 
Sermons  in  stones,  and  good  in  everything. 

Ami,  I  would  not  change  it:  Happy  is  your  grace, 
That  can  translate  tha  stubbornness  of  fortune 
Into  so  quiet  and  so  sweet  a  style. 

Duke  8.  Come,  shall  we  go  and  kill  us  venison? 
And  yet  it  irks  me  the  poor  dappled  fools, — 
Being  native  burghers  of  this  dosert  city,— 
Should,  in  their  own  confines,  with  forked  heads, 
Have  theifr  round  haunches  gor'd. 

I  Ijord,  Indeed,  my  lord. 

The  melancholy  Jaques  grieves  at  that ; 
And,  in  that  kind,  swears  you  do  more  usurp 
Than  doth  your  brother  that  hath  banish 'd  yon. 
To-day,  my  Lord  of  Amiens  and  myself 
Did  steal  behind  him,  as  he  lay  along 
Under  an  oak,  whose  antiaue  root  peep^  out 
Upon  the  brook  that  brawis  along  this  wood : 
To  the  which  place  a  poor  sequestered  stag, 
That  from  the  hunters*  aim  had  ta  en  a  hurv. 
Did  come  to  languish :  and,  indeed,  rov  lord. 
The  wretched  animal  heav'd  forth  such  groans. 
That  their  discharge  did  stretch  his  leathern  coat 
Almost  to  bursting;  and  the  big  round  tears 
Coursed  one  another  down  his  innocent  nose 
In  piteous  dmse :  and  thus  the  hairy  fool. 
Much  marked  of  the  melancholy  Jaques, 
Stood  on  the  extremest  verge  ot  the  swift  brook. 
Augmenting  it  with  tears. 

Duke  S,  But  what  said  Jaques  ? 

Did  he  not  moralize  this  spectacle? 

1  Lord,  O  yes,  into  a  thousand  similes. 
First,  for  his  weeping  into  the  needless  stream ; 
**  Poor  deiT,"  mioth  he,  "  thou  mak*st  a  testament 
As  wordlings  ao,  giving  thy  sum  of  more 
To  that  which  had  too  much."  Then  being  there 

alone. 
Left  and  abanaon*d  of  his  velvet  friend: 
***T  is  right,"  quoth  he;  "  tluw  misery  doth  part 
The  flux  of  company : "    Anon,  a  careless  herd. 
Full  of  the  pasture,  jumps  along  by  him, 
And  never  stays  to  greet  lum ;  **  Ay,  quoth  Jaqneii 
**  Sweep  on,  you  fat  and  greasy  citizens; 
T  is  just  the  fashion :  Wherefore  do  vou  look 
Upon  that  poor  and  broken  bankrupt  there?  '* 
Thus  most  mveotively  he  pieroeth  through 
The  body  of  the  country,  city,  court, 
Tea,  and  of  this  our  life :  swearing,  that  we 
Are  mere  usurpers,  tyrants,  and  what 's  worse, 
T«  fright  the  animals,  and  to  kill  them  up, 
In  their  assigned  and  native  dwelling-pUioe. 


Duke  S,  And  did  you  leave  hun  in  this  oontem 
plation  ?  [menting 

2  Lord,  We  did.  my  lord,  weeping  and  com- 
Upon  the  sobbing  deer. 

Duke  S,  Show  me  the  place : 

I  love  to  cope  him  ui  these  sullen  fits. 
For  then  he  *s  full  of  matter. 
2  Lord,   T  11  bring  you  to  him  straight, 

[ExewiL 

SCENE  11.—^  lioom  th  the  Palace. 

Enter  Duke  Frbderick,  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

Duke  F,  Can  it  be  possible  that  no  man  saw 
them? 
It  cannot  be :  some  villains  of  my  court 
Are  of  consent  and  sufferance  in  this. 

1  Lord,  1  cannot  hear  of  any  that  did  see  her. 
The  ladies,  her  attendants  of  her  chamber. 
Saw  her  arbed ;  and,  in  the  morning  early. 
They  found  the  bed  untreasur'd  of  their  mistress. 

2  Lord,  My  lord,  the  roynish  clown,  at  whom  so  oft 
Tour  gi-ace  was  wont  to*  laugh,  b  also  missing. 
Hesperia,  the  princess*  gentlewoman, 
Contesses,  that  she  secretly  o*eriieard 

Tour  daughter  and  her  cousin  much  commend 
The  parts  and  graces  of  the  wrestler 
That  did  but  lately  foil  the  sinewy  Charles ; 
And  she  believes,  wherever  they  are  gone, 
That  youth  is  surely  in  their  company.      [hither; 
Lhtke  F.  Send  to  his  brother;  fetch  that  gallant 
Jf  he  be  absent,  brin^  his  brother  to  me, 
I'll  make  him  find  him :  do  this  suddenly ; 
And  let  not  search  and  inquisition  quail 
To  bring  again  these  foolisti  runaways.    [Exeunt 

SCENE  lll,^Btfore  Oliver^  Bouse, 

Enter  Oblando  and  Adam,  meeting. 

(W.  Who's  there?  [master, 

Adam.  What  I  my  young  master  I — O,  my  gentle 
O,  mv  sweet  master,  0  you  memory 
Of  old  Sir  Rowland!  why,  what  make  you  here? 
Why  are  you  virtuous?    Why  do  people  love  you? 
And  wherefore  are  you  gentle,  strong,  and  valiant  ? 
Why  would  you  be  so  fond  to  overcome 
The  bony  priser  of  the  humorous  duke? 
Tour  praise  is  come  too  swiftly  home  berore  yoo. 
Know  you  not,  master,  to  some  kind  of  men 
Their  graces  serve  them  but  as  enemies? 
No  more  do  yours ;  your  virtues,  gentle  master, 
Are  sanctified  and  holy  traitors  to  you. 
(),  what  a  world  is  this,  when  what  is  comely 
Envenoms  liim  that  bears  it  I 
Orl  Why,  what's  the  matter? 
Adam,  O  unhappy  youth, 

Come  not  within  these  doors ;  within  this  roof 
The  enemy  of  all  your  graces  lives : 
Tour  brother— (no,  no  brother ;  yet  the  son— 
Tet  not  the  son  ;  I  will  not  call  him  son^ 
Of  him  I  was  about  to  call  his  father) — 
Hath  heard  your  praise ;  and  this  night  he  means 
To  bum  the  lod^ng  where  jou  use  to  lie, 
And  you  within  it :  if  he  fail  of  that. 
He  will  have  other  means  to  cut  you  off: 
I  overheard  hun  and  his  practices. 
This  is  no  place,  this  house  is  but  a  butchery; 
Abhor  it,  (ear  it,  do  not  enter  it  [me  go? 

Orl.  Why,  whither,  Adam,  wouldst  thou  have 
Adam,  No  mattar  whither,  so  you  come  not  hure. 
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(M.  >^hat,  woaldst  thou  have  me  go  nnd  beg 
m  V  food  ? 
Or,  with  a  base  and  boisterous  sword,  enforce 
A  thievish  living  on  the  common  road  ? 
This  I  must  do,  or  know  not  what  to  do : 
Yet  this  I  will  not  do,  do  how  1  c;in ; 
I  rather  will  subject  me  to  the  malice 
Ufa  diverted  blood,  and  bloodv  brother. 

.^<fam.  But  do  not  so:  I  have  oveliund  red  crowns, 
The  thrifty  hire  I  sav'd  under  your  father, 
Which  I  did  store,  to  be  my  foster-nurse, 
When  service  should  in  my  old  limbs  lie  lame, 
And  unregarded  age  in  comers  thrown ; 
Take  that :  and  He  that  doth  the  ravens  feed, 
Yea,  providently  caters  for  the  sparrow, 
Be  comfort  to  my  age !    Here  is  the  gold ; 
All  this  I  give  yon:  Let  me  be  your  servant ; 
Though  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  strong  and  lusty ; 
For  in  my  vonth  I  never  did  applv 
Hot  and  rebellious  liquors  in  my  blood : 
Mot  did  not  with  unl]^xhful  forehead  woo 
The  means  of  weakness  and  debility ; 
Therefore  my  age  is  as  a  lusty  winter, 
Frosty,  but  kindly:  let  me  go  with  you; 
rU  do  the  service  of  a  younger  man 
In  all  your  business  and  necessities. 

OrL  0  good  old  man ;  how  well  in  thee  appears 
The  constant  service  of  the  antique  world, 
When  service  sweat  for  duty,  not  f  r  meed  I 
Thou  art  not  for  the  fasnion  of  these  times. 
Where  none  will  sweat,  hue  for  promotion ; 
And  having  that,  do  choke  their  service  up 
Even  with  the  having:  it  b  not  so  with  tlice. 
But,  poor  old  man,  thou  prun'st  a  rotten  tree, 
That  cannot  so  much  as  a  blosisom  yield, 
In  lieu  of  all  thy  pains  and  husbandry: 
But  come  thy  ways,  well  go  along  together: 
And  ere  we  have  thy  youthful  wages  spent, 
Well  light  upon  some  settled  low  content. 

Adam.  Master,  go  on ;  and  I  will  follow  thee, 
To  the  last  gasp,  with  truth  and  loyalty.— 
From  seventeen  years  till  now  almost  fourscore 
Here  lived  I,  but  now  live  here  no  more. 
At  seventeen  years  many  their  fortunes  seek; 
But  at  fourscore,  it  is  too  late  a  week : 
Yet  fortune  cannot  recompense  me  better, 
Than  to  die  well,  and  not  my  master'is  debtor. 

[£^.rf  unt. 

SCENE  IV.— 7^  Forat  of  Arden. 

Jfitftfr  KoSAUND,  in  hoy's  clothes^  Ceua  drestedliU 
a  Shpfitrdess,  and  Touchstone. 

Jto$.  O  Jupiter  I  how  merry  are  my  spirits  I 

Touch,  I  care  not  for  my  spirits,  if  my  legs  were 
not  weary. 

Hog.  1  could  find  in  my  heart  to  disgrace  my 
nun's  apiMTcl,  and  to  cry  like  a  woman:  but  T  mu^r 
comfort  the  weaker  vessel,  as  doublet  and  hose 
ought  to  show  itself  courageous  to  a  petticat; 
therefore,  courage,  good  A  liena.  [further. 

CeL  I  pray  you,  bear  with  me;  I  cannot  go  no 

Thueh,  For  my  part,  I  had  rather  bear  with  you, 
than  bear  you :  yet  I  should  bear  no  cross,  if  1  did 
bear  you;  for,  I  think,  you  have  no  money  in  your 
purse. 

/fo0.  Well,  this  is  the  forest  of  Ardcn. 

TbucA.  Ay,  now  am  I  in  Arden :  the  more  fool 
I,  when  I  was  at  home  I  was  in  a  better  place ; 
bnt  travel !er«?  must  be  content 

Ho8.  Ay.  be  so,  pood  Touchstone:— Look  you, 
#ho  comes  hare ;  a  young  man,  and  an  old,  in 
•olemn  talk. 
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Enttr  CORIN  and  Bilyiub. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  make  her  scorn  vou  still 
SiL  O  Corui,  that  thou  knew  'st  how  I  do  love  her  I 
Cor.  I  partly  guess ;  for  I  have  lov'd  ere  now. 
'Sil.  No,  Corin,  being  old,  thou  canst  not  friiess; 
Though  in  thy  you'h  thou  wast  as  true  a  lover 
As  ever  sigh'd  upon  a  midnight  pillow : 
Rut  if  thy  love  u^re  ever  like  to  mine 
(As  sure  I  think  did  never  man  love  so), 
ilow  many  actions  most  ridiculous 
Jlast  thou  been  drawn  to  by  thy  fantasy  ? 
Cor.  Into  a  thousand  that  1  have  forgotten. 
SU.  O,  thou  didst  then  never  love  so  heartily 
If  thou  remember 'st  not  the  slightest  folly 
I'hat  ever  love  did  make  thee  run  into, 
llion  hast  not  lov'd : 
Or  if  tliou  hast  not  sat  as  I  do  now. 
Wearing  thy  hearer  in  thy  mistress'  praise, 
Thou  hast  not  lov'd : 
Or  if  thou  liast  not  bi  oke  from  company 
Abruptly,  as  my  passion  n<iw  makes  me. 
Thou  hast  not  lov'd:  0  Phebe,  Thebe,  Phebel 

Hoi.  Alas,  poor  shepherd  I  aearching  of  thy 
wound, 
I  have  by  hard  adventure  found  mine  own. 

Touch.  And  I  mine :  I  remember  when  1  was 
in  love,  I  broke  my  sword  upon  a  stone,  and  bid 
him  take  that  for  coming  anight  to  Jane  Smile : 
and  I  remember  the  kissing  of  her  batler,  and  the 
cow's  dugs  that  her  pretty  choj^ped  hands  hid 
milked:  and  I  remember  tlie  woomg  of  a  ueascod 
instead  of  her;  from  whom  I  took  two  coas,  and, 
'giving  her  them  ngain,  said,  with  weeping  te^irs, 
"  Wear  these  f«)r  my  sake."  We,  that  are  true 
lovers,  run  into  strange  capers ;  but  as  all  is  mortal 
in  nature,  so  is  all  nature  m  love  mortal  in  fully. 

J{o8.  Thou  speak  st  wiser  tlian  thou  art  'ware  of. 

Touch.  Nay,  I  shall  ne'er  be  'ware  of  mine  own 
wit,  till  I  break  my  shins  against  it. 

£o8.  Jovel  Jove!  this  i-liei)herd's passion 
Is  much  upon  my  fashion. 

Touch.  And  mine;  but  it  grows  something  stale 
with  me. 

Cd,  I  pray  you,  one  of  you  question  yond  man, 
If  he  for  gold  will  give  us  any  food ; 
I  faint  almost  to  death. 

Touch.  Holla ;  you  clown ! 

£os.  Peace,  foul ;  he  ^  not  thy  kinsman. 

Cor.  Who  calls? 

Touch.  Your  betters,  sir. 

Cor.  Else  are  they  very  wretched. 

Ilo8.  Peace,  1  say : — (iood  even  to  you,  friend. 

Cor.  And  to  you,  gcntje  sir,  and  to  you  all.  ^ 

Bos.  I  prithee,  shepherd,  if  that  love,  or  gol^ 
Can  in  this  des<'rt  ph'.ce  buy  entertainment. 
Bring  us  wl  ere  we  may  rest  ourselves,  and  feed : 
Here  's  a  young  maid  with  travel  much  oppressed, 
And  faints  for  succour. 

Cor.  Fair  sir,  I  pity  her, 

And  wish  for  her  sake,  more  than  for  mine  own. 
My  fortunes  were  more  able  to  relieve  her: 
But  I  am  shepherd  to  another  man. 
And  do  not  shear  the  fleeces  that  I  graze; 
My  master  is  of  churlish  disposition, 
And  little  recks  to  find  the  way  to  heaven 
Uy  doing  deeds  of  hospitality: 
resides,  his  cote,  his  flocks,  and  bounds  of  feed, 
Aje  now  on  sale,  and  at  our  sheepcotu  now, 
Bv  reason  of  his  absence,  there  is  notliing 
Ttiat  yon  will  feed  on  ;  hat  what  is,  come  see, 
And  iin  my  Toioe,  most  welcome  shuli  you  be 
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£oa.  What  U  be  that  shall  hnj  his  flock  and 

pasture?  [erewhile, 

Cor,  That  young  swain  that  you  saw  here  but 

That  little  cares  for  bupring  anything. 

Eos.  I  pray  thee,  if  it  stand  with  honesty, 
Buy  thou  the  cottage,  pasture,  aud  the  tiock, 
And  thou  shalt  have  to  pay  for  it  of  us. 

CeL  And  we  will  mend  thy  wages :  I  like  this 
place, 
And  willingly  oould  waste  m^  time  in  it. 
Cor,  Assuredly,  the  thing  is  to  be  sold: 
Ck>  with  me;  if  you  like,  upon  report. 
The  soU,  the  profit,  and  thb  kind  of  life, 
I  will  your  yerv  faithful  feeder  be. 
And  buy  it  with  your  gold  right  suddenly. 

[Exeunt, 
SCENE  Y.^  The  same, 
EiUer  Amiehs,  Jaqubs,  and  oihtn, 
BONO. 
A  lid,      Under  the  greenwood  t  ree. 
Who  loves  to  He  with  me, 
And  tune  hi>  merry  note 
Unto  the  sweet  biriVs  tliroat. 
Ctomo  hither,  corae  hither,  come  hither ; 
Here  ahKll  he  see 
Ko  enemy. 
But  winter  uid  rough  weather. 
Jaq.^  More,  more,  I  prithee,  more. 
Ami,  It  will  make  you  melancholy,  Monsieur 
Jaaues. 

Jaq.  I  thank  it.  More,  I  prithee,  more.  I  can 
suck  melancholy  out  of  a  song,  as  a  weazel  sucks 
eggs :  More,  I  prithee,  more. 

And,  My  voice  is  ragged;  I  know  I  cannot 
please  you. 

Jaq.  I  do  not  desire  you  to  please  me,  I  do  desire 
you  to  sing:  Come,  more;  another  stanza;  call 
yon  *em  stanzas  ? 
And,  What  you  will,  Monsieur  Jaques. 
Jaq,  Nay,  I  care  not  for  their  names ;  they  owe 
me  nothing:  Will  you  sing? 
And,  More  at  your  request  than  to  please  myself. 
Jaq,  Well  then,  if  ever  I  thank  any  man  111 
thank  you :  but  that  they  call  compliment  is  like 
the  encounter  of  two  dog-apes ;  and  when  a  man 
Ihanks  me  heartily,  methinks  I  have  given  him  a 
penny,  and  he  renders  me  the  beggarly  thanks. 
Come,  sing;   and  you  that  will  not  hold  your 
tongues. 

And,  Well,  111  end  the  song.— Sirs,  cover  the 
while;  the  duke  will  drink  under  this  tree  : — he 
bath  been  all  this  day  to  look  ^ou. 

Jaq,  And  I  have  been  all  this  day  to  avoid  him. 
He  is  too  disputable  for  my  company :    I  think  of 
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And,  What 'sth»t  due  AfffMf 

Jaq,  'Tis  a  Greek  invocation,  to  call  fools  into 
a  circle.  I'll  go  sleep  if  1  can;  if  I  cannot,  I'll 
rail  against  all  the  first-bom  of  Egypt. 

And,  And  I'll  go  seek  the  duke ;  his  banquet  is 
preyed.  [Exeunt  MveraUif. 

SCENE  VI.— r^  tame. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Adam,  Dear  master,  I  can  go  no  further :  0, 1 
die  for  food  I  Here  lie  I  down,  and  measure  out 
my  grave.    Farewell,  kind  master. 

On,  Why,  how  now,  Adam!  no  greater  heart 
in  thee?  Live  a  little;  comftrt  a  Tittle;  chee^* 
thyself  a  little:  If  tiiis  uncouth  forest  yield  any- 
thmg  savage,  I  will  either  be  food  for  it,  or  bring 
it  for  food  to  thee.  Thy  conceit  is  nearer  death 
than  thy  powers.  For  my  sake,  be  comfortable, 
hold  death  awhile  at  the  arm's  end :  I  will  here  be 
with  thee  presently ;  and  if  I  bring  thee  not  some- 
thing to  eat  I  will  give  thee  leave  to  die :  but  if 
thou  diest  before  I  come,  thou  art  a  mocker  of  my 
labour.  Well  said!  thou  look  st  cheer ly:  and  I'll 
be  with  thee  quickly.— Yet  thou  liest  in  the  bleak 
air :  Corae,  I  will  bear  thee  to  some  shelter ;  and 
thou  shalt  not  die  for  lack  of  a  dinner,  if  there 
live  anything  in  this  desert  Cheerly,  good 
Adam  1  [ExeusU. 

SCENE  YlL-^The  same. 

A  table  aet  out.    Enter  Duke  setdor^  AimoiB, 
Lords,  and  others, 

Duhe  S,  I  think  he  be  transformed  into  a  beast; 
For  I  can  nowhere  find  him  like  a  man. 

I  Lord,  My  lord,  he  is  but  even  now  gone  hence; 
Here  was  he  merry,  hearing  of  a  song. 

Duke  8.  U  he,  compact  «if  jars,  grow  mu-slcal, 
We  shall  have  shortly  discord  in  the  spheres: — 
Go,  seek  him;  tell  hun  I  would  speak  with  him. 

Enter  Jaques. 

1  Lord,   He   saves   my  labour   by  his   own 

approach. 

Duke  8.  Why,  how  now,  monsieur  I  what  a  life 
is  this. 
That  your  poor  friends  must  woo  your  company? 
What!  you  look  merrily. 

JWy.  A  fool,  a  fool  I  [met  a  fool  i*  the  foreat, 
A  motley  fool ;  a  miserable  varlet : 
As  I  do  live  by  food,  I  met  a  fool ; 
Who  laid  him  down  and  bask*d  him  in  the  sun. 
And  raird  on  lady  Fortune  in  jirood  terms. 
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Jaq.  O  worthy  Iboll   One  that  hath  heen  a 
courtier; 
And  says,  if  ladies  be  but  young,  and  fair, 
Thcv  have  the  gift  to  know  it :  and  in  his  brain,— 
"Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder  biscuit 
After  a  vo3rage, — he  hath  strange  places  cramni'd 
"With  observation,  the  which  he  vents 
Id  mangled  forms :— O,  that  I  were  a  fool  I 
I  am  ambitious  for  a  motley  coat. 

DvJce  8.  Thou  shalt  hare  one. 

Jaq.  It  is  my  onl  y  suit : 

Provided,  that  yon  weed  your  better  judgments 
Of  all  opinion  that  grows  rank  in  them, 
That  I  am  wise.    I  must  have  liberty 
Withal,  as  large  a  charter  as  the  wind, 
To  blow  on  whom  I  please ;  for  so  fools  have. 
And  they  tliat  are  most  galled  with  my  folly, 
They  moat  must  laugh :  and  why,  sir,  must  they  so? 
The  why  is  plain  as  way  to  parish  church : 
He  that  a  fool  doth  very  wisely  hit 
Doth  very  foolishly,  although  he  smart, 
[Not  to]  seem  senseless  of  the  bob :  if  not, 
The  wise  man's  folly  b  anatomiz'd 
Even  by  the  squand.Ving  glances  of  the  fool. 
Invest  me  in  my  motley ;  ^ive  me  leave 
To  speak  my  mmd,  and  J  will  through  and  through 
Cleanse  the  foul  body  of  the  infected  world. 
If  they  will  patiently  receive  my  medicine. 

Uaht  8.   Fie  on  thee!    I  can  tell  what  thon 
wouldst  do. 

Jaq,  What,  for  a  counter,  would  I  do  but  good? 

Duke  &  Most  mischievous  foul  sm,  in  chiding 
sin : 
For  tnou  thyself  hast  been  a  libertine, 
As  sensual  as  the  brutish  sting  itself; 
And  all  the  embossed  sores,  and  headed  evils. 
That  thou  with  licence  of  free  foot  ha^t  caught, 
Wooldst  thou  disgorge  mto  the  general  world. 

Jaq,  Why,  who  cries  out  on  pride. 
That  can  therein  tax  any  private  party? 
Doth  it  not  flow  as  hugely  as  the  sea, 
Till  that  tlie  weary  very  means  do  ebb? 
What  woman  in  the  city  do  I  name 
When  that  I  say,  The  city-woman  bears 
The  cost  of  princes  on  unworthy  shoulders? 
Who  can  come  in,  and  say  that  I  mean  her. 
When  such  a  one«8  she,  such  is  her  neighbour? 
Or  what  is  he  of  basest  function, 
That  says,  his  bravery  is  not  on  my  cost 
(Thinking  that  I  mean  him),  but  therein  suits 
His  folly  to  the  mettle  of  my  sneech? 
There  then ;  how  then?  what  tnen  ?    Let  me  see 

wherein 
My  tongue  hath  wronged  him  :  if  it  do  him  right, 
Then  he  hath  wrong'd  liimself ;  if  he  be  free, 
Why,  then  my  taxing  like  a  wild  goose  flies. 
Unclaimed  of  any  man. — But  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Oblavdo,  with  Ida  tworddramn, 

Orl»  Forbear,  and  eat  no  more. 

Jan,  Why,  I  have  eat  none  yet. 

Ore.  Nor  shalt  not,  till  necessity  be  serv'd. 

Jaj.  Of  what  kind  should  this  cock  come  of? 

Duke  8.  Art  thon  thus  bolden*d,  man,  by  thy 
distress; 
Or  else  a  rude  despiser  of  good  manners. 
That  in  civility  thou  seem'st  so  empty  ?       [point 

Ori.  Tou  touched  my  vein  at  first ;  the  thorny 
Of  bare  distre^  hath  ta'en  from  me  the  shoW 
Of  smooth  dviiity :  yet  am  I  inland  bred. 
And  know  some  nurture.     But,  forbear,  I  say 
He  dies  that  touci.es  any  of  this  fVuit 
fill  I  and  my  aflkirs  are  answered. 
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Jaq.  An  yon  will  not  be  answered  with  reason, 
I  must  die. 

Duke  8,  WJiat  would  you  have?    Your  gentle- 
ness shall  force, 
More  than  your  force  move  us  to  gentleness. 

OH.  I  almost  die  for  food,  and  let  me  have  iL 

Ihtke  8.  Sit  down  and  feed,  and  welcome  to  ou 
table. 

Ori.  Speak  you  softly?  Pardonme,Iprayyoa! 
I  thought  that  all  things  had  been  savage  here ; 
And  therefore  put  I  on  the  countenance 
Of  stem  commandment:  But  whate'cr  you  are. 
That  in  this  desert  inaccessible. 
Under  the  shade  of  melancholy  boughs, 
Ijose  and  ne&:lect  the  creeping  hours  of  time ; 
If  ever  you  have  look'd  on  better  days; 
If  ever  been  where  belU  have  knoll  id  to  ohur^'^h  { 
If  ever  sat  at  any  good  man's  feast; 
If  ever  from  your  eyelids  wip'd  a  tear^ 
And  know  what  'tis  to  pity  and  be  pitied ; 
IvCt  gentleness  my  strong  enforcement«be : 
In  the  which  hope,  I  blush,  and  hide  my  sword. 

Ihtke  8.  True  is  it  that  we  have  seen  better  days. 
And  have  with  holy  bell  been  knnird  to  church ; 
And  sat  at  good  men's  feasts;  and  wip*d  our  eyei 
Of  drops  that  sacred  pity  hath  engendered: 
And  therefore  sit  you  down  in  gentleness, 
And  take  upon  command  what  help  we  have. 
That  to  your  wanting  may  be  mmister*d. 

OrL  Then,  but  forbear  your  food  a  little  while 
Whiles,  like  a  doe  I  go  to  find  my  fawn, 
And  give  it  food.    There  is  an  old  poor  man. 
Who  after  me  hatii  many  a  weary  step 
IJmp'd  in  pure  love ;  till  he  be  first  suffic'd, 
Oppress'd  with  two  weak  evils,  age  and  hunger, 
I  will  not  touch  a  bit. 

Duke  8.  Go,  find  him  out, 

And  we  will  nothing  waste  till  you  return. 

OrL  I  thank  ye :  and  be  bless'd  for  your  good 
comfort  1  [£xit, 

Duke  8.  Thou   seest,   we  are  not  all   alone 
unhappy; 
Thb  wide  and  universal  theatre 
Presents  more  woeful  pageants  than  tlie  scene 
Wherein  we  play  in. 

Jaq.  All  the  world's  a  stage, 

And  all  the  men  and  women  merely  players : 
They  have  their  exits,  and  their  entrances; 
And  one  man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts, 
His  acts  being  seven  ages.    At  first,  the  infant, 
Mewling  and  puking  in  the  nurse's  arms : 
Then  the  whining  schoolboy,  with  his  satchel. 
And  shining  morning  face,  creeping  like  snail 
Unwillingly  to  school :  and  then,  the  lover, 
Sighing  like  furnace,  with  a  woeful  ballad 
Made  to  his  mistress'  eyebrow:  Then,  a  soldier; 
Full  of  strange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  [tard, 
Jealous  in  honour,  sudden  and  quick  in  quarrel 
Seeking  the  bubble  reputation 
Even  in  tlie  cannon's  mouth:  and  then,  the  justice) 
In  fair  round  belly,  with  good  capon  lin'd, 
With  eyes  severe,  and  beard  of  formal  cut, 
Full  of  wise  saws  and  modem  instances, 
And  so  he  plays  his  part :  The  sixth  age  shifts 
Into  the  lean  and  slipper'd  pantaloon ; 
With  spectacles  on  nose,  and  ponch  on  side ; 
His  youthful  hose  well  sav'dj  a  world  too  wide 
For  his  shrunk  shank ;  and  his  big  manly  voice, 
Turning  asain  toward  childish  treble,  pipes 
And  whisUes  in  his  sound:  Last  scene  of  all, 
That  ends  this  strange  eventful  history. 
Is  second  chUdishness,  and  mere  oblivion ; 
SaiiM  teeth,  sans  eyes,  sans  taste,  sang  everythinf^ 
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B&enter  Oblamdo  wUh  Adam. 

DuheS.  Welcome:  Set  down  jour  venerable 
burthen^ 
Ana  let  him  feed. 

OrL  I  thank  yon  most  for  him. 

Adam,  So  had  you  need ; 
I  scarce  can  s]>eak  to  thank  yon  for  myself. 

Duke  8.  Welcome,  fall  to:  I  will  not  trouble 
you 
As  yet,  to  question  you  about  vour  ftirtunes : — 
Give  OS  some  music;  and,  good  cousin,  sing 

Amtens  tinga, 
SONG. 


Blow,  blow,  thou  winter  wind. 
Thou  art  not  bo  unkind 
As  mtui's  intauMi  lule ; 
Thy  tooth  H  nof  ho  k*x!n. 
Because  thou  art  not  KC(>n, 
♦Although  thy  br»ftth  l>e  milo. 
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Helchhol  linff.  heigh  ho  1  vnto  the  green  holly: 
Mom  friendship  \»  feigning,  most  loring  men  f oUy  i 
Then  heigh  ho !  the  holiy  1 
This  life  la  moat  JoUy. 

n. 
Freeze,  treexe,  thou  bltt«r  rt  .▼, 
Thou  ao6t  not  bite  so  nigh 

As  benefits  forgot  : 
Though  thou  the  waters  warp. 
Thy  Bting  is  not  so  altarp 
As  friend  remember'd  not. 
Heigh  ho  I  sing  hoigh  ho,  fta 

Duke  S,  If  that  you  were  the  good  Sir  Rowland*t 
son, — 
As  YOU  have  whisper  d  faithfully  you  were ; 
And  as  mine  eye  uolh  iiis  efiigies  witne^^s 
Most  truly  limn'd,  and  living  in  your  face, 
Be  truly  welcome  hither:  I  am  the  duke 
Tlwt  lov'd  your  father :  the  residue  of  your  fortune, 
Go  to  my  cave  and  tell  me.—  Good  old  man, 
Thou  art  right  welcome  as  thy  master  is ; 
Sup])()rt  him  by  the  arm.—  Give  me  your  liand, 
A  nd  let  me  all  your  fortunes  understand.  [Exeunt 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I.— ^  Room  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Duke  Fredekick,  OLivtiR,  Lord<,  and 
Attendants. 

Duke  F,   Not  see  him  since?     Sir,  sir,  that 
cannct  be: 
But  were  I  not  the  better  part  made  mercy, 
I  should  not  neek  an  absent  argument 
Of  my  revenge,  thou  present :    But  look  to  it ; 
Find  out  thy  brother,  wheresoe'er  he  is ; 
Seek  him  witli  candle;  bring  him  dead  or  living 
Within  this  twelvemonth,  or  turn  thou  no  more 
To  seek  a  living  in  our  territory. 
Thy  lands,  and  all  things  that  thou  dost  call  thine. 
Worth  seizure,  do  we  seize  into  our  hands ; 
Till  thou  canst  quit  thee  by  thy  brother *s  mouth. 
Of  what  we  think  against  thee.  [this ! 

OIL  O,  that  your  liighneas  knew  my  heart  in 
I  never  lov'd  my  brother  in  my  life. 

Ditke  F.  More  villain  thou. —  Well,  push  him 
out  of  doors ; 
And  let  my  officers  of  such  a  nature 
Make  an  extent  upon  his  house  and  lands: 
Do  this  expediently,  and  turn  him  going.   [Exewid, 

SCENE  ll.—The  Foreet, 
Enter  Oblando,  with  a  pa^, 

OrL  Hang  there,  my  verse,  in  witness  of  my 
love: 
And,  thon,  thrice-crowned  queen  of  night,  survey 
With  thy  chaste  eye  from  thy  i>ale  sphere  above. 

Thy  huntress'  name,  that  my  full  life  doth  sway. 
O  Hosalind  I  these  trea^  shall  bo  my  books. 

And  in  their  barks  mv  tli  nights  111  chanMiter; 
That  every  eye,  which  in  this  forest  looks, 

Shall  see  thy  virtue  witness  d  everywhere. 
Kun,  run,  Orlando ;  carve  on  every  tree 
The  fair,  the  chaste,  and  unoxpressive  she.   [ExU, 
Enter  Cokin  and  Touchstone. 

Cor,  And  how  like  yon  this  shepherds  life, 
Master  Touchstone? 

Touch.  Truly,  shephei-d,  in  respect  of  itself  it  is 
a  good  life ;  but  in  res])eot  tliat  it  Li  a  shepherd's 
life  it  is  naught.  In  respect  that  it  is  solitary,  I 
like  it  very  well ;  but  in  respect  that  it  is  private, 
it  is  a  very  vile  life.  Now,  in  respect  it  is  in  the 
fields,  it  pleaseth  me  well  •  bat  in  respect  it  is  not 


in  the  oonrt,  it  is  tedious.  As  it  is  a  spare  life, 
look  you,  it  fits  my  humour  well ;  but  a.^  there  is 
no  more  plenty  in  it,  it  goes  much  against  my 
stomach.    Hast  any  philosophy  in  thee,  shephei  d? 

Cor.  No  more,  but  that  1  know,  the  more  one 
sickens,  the  worse  at  ease  he  is ;  and  that  he  that 
wants  money,  means,  and  content,  is  without 
three  good  friends :  That  the  property  of  rain  is 
to  wet,  and  fire  to  burn:  That  good  pasture 
makes  fat  sheep ;  and  tliat  a  great  cause  of  the 
night  is  lack  ut  the  sun :  That  lie  that  hath  learned 
no  wit  by  nature  nor  art  may  comulain  of  good 
breeding,  or  comes  of  a  very  dull  kinarcd. 

ToiuJi.  Such  a  one  is  a  iiatural  philosopher. 
Wast  ever  in  court,  shepherd  ? 

C7or.  No,  truly. 

Touch.  Then  ih  lU  art  damned. 

Cor,  Nay,  I  hope.— 

Touch.  Trulv,  thou  art  danmed;  like  an  ID* 
roasted  egg,  all  on  one  side. 

Cor,  For  not  being  at  court?    Your  reason. 

Toudi.  Why,  if  thou  never  wast  at  court  thou 
never  saw'st  good  manm-rs ;  if  thou  never  saw'st 
good  manners  then  thy  manners  must  be  wicked  j 
and  wickedness  is  sin,  and  bin  is  damnation :  Thou 
art  in  a  parlous  state,  shepherd. 

Cor.  Not  a  whit.  Touchstone:  those  that  are 
good  manners  at  the  court  are  as  ridiculous  in  the 
country,  as  the  belmviour  of  the  country  is  most 
mockable  at  the  eourt.  You  told  me,  you  salute 
not  at  the  court,  but  you  kiss  your  hands ;  that 
courtesy  would  be  uncleanly,  if  courtiers  were 
shi'jiherds. 

Touch.  Instance,  briefly ;  come,  instance. 

Cor.  Why,  we  are  still  lumdling  omr  ewes;  and 
their  fells,  y«u  know,  are  greasy. 

Toucfi.  Why,  do  not  your  courtier's  hands  sweat? 
and  is  not  the  grease  of  a  mutton  as  wholesome  as 
the  sweat  of  a  man  ?  Shallow,  shallow :  A  better 
instance.  1  say ;  come. 

Cor.  Besides,  our  hands  are  hard. 

Touch.  Vour  Him  will  feel  tbem  the  sooner. 
Sliallow,  again :  A  more  sounder  instance,  come. 

Cor.  And  they  are  often  tarred  over  witli  the 
surgery  of  our  sheep;  And  would  you  have  ua 
kiss  tar?  The  courtier's  bauds  are  perfumed 
with  civet. 

TbriM.  Most  shallow  man!  Thou  wormV 
meat,  in  respect  of  a  good  piece  of^fiesh :  Indeed! 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


A8  TOTJ 
Learn  of  Oie  wiw,  and  perpenti;  Civet  is  of  a 
ba«er  birtb  than  tar ;  the  very  uncleanly  finx  of  a 
cnt.    Mend  the  instance,  she)>berd. 

Cor,  Tou  have  too  courtly  a  wit  for  me;  111  rest. 

Toudu  ^'ilt  thou  rest  damned?  God  help  thee, 
shallow  man!  God  make  incision  in  thee!  thou 
artravr. 

Cor.  Sir,  I  am  a  true  labourer ;  I  earn  that  I 
est,  get  that  I  wear ;  owe  no  man  bate,  envy  no 
num  8  happiness ;  glad  of  other  men'b  good,  con- 
tent with  my  barm:  and  the  greatest  of  mr  pride 
18,  to  see  my  ewes  graze  and  my  lambs  suck. 

Tmich.  Tliat  is  another  simple  sin  in  you;  to 
bring  the  ewes  and  the  rams  together,  and  to  offer 
to  get  your  living  by  the  copulation  of  cattle :  to 
be  oawd  to  a  bell-wether ;  and  to  betray  a  she- 
Iamb  of  a  twelvemonth,  to  a  crooked-pated,  old, 
cucko!dly  ran),  out  of  all  reasonable  match.  If 
thou  be'st  not  damned  for  tliis,  the  devil  himself 
will  have  no  shepherds ;  I  oonnot  see  else  how 
thou  shouldst  *8cape. 

Cor.  Here  comes  young  Master  Ganymede,  my 
new  mistress'  brother. 

JSkUer  RosALUiD,  reading  a  ft^per, 

<Am>.  "From  the  east  to  western  Ind. 
Ko  jewel  ia  like  RoEalind. 
Her  worth,  being  mounted  on  the  wind, 
Tbrooffh  all  the  world  bears  Rosalind. 
All  ttie  pictures,  fairest  liu'd. 
Are  but  black  to  lU«alm<L 
Let  no  face  be  kept  iu  mind* 
Bui  ihe  fair  of  Ros^vlind." 

^  Thueh,  111  rhyme  you  so,  eight  years  together ; 
dinners,  and  suppers,  and  sleeping  iiours  excepted: 
it  18  the  right  butter-woman's  rauk  to  market. 
£08.  Out,  fool  I 
Touch.  For  a  taste : 

If  a  bart  do  lack  a  bind. 
Let  bim  seek  out  Ros^alind. 
It  the  cat  Will  af  tt-r  kind. 
Bo,  be  sure,  will  Roeuiind. 
'Winter-ganuents  niii^t  b'^  Un'd, 
8o  must  slender  Rosalii.<I. 
Tbey  that  reap  must  eheaf  and  bind ; 
Then  to  cart  with  Rosalind. 
Sweetest  not  batb  soureet  rind. 
Bnch  a  nut  is  Rosalind. 
He  that  sweetest  rose  will  find, 
Mittt  find  love's  prick  and  Rosalind. 
This  is  the  very  false  gallop  of  verses :   Why  db 
yon  infect  yourself  with  them? 

Bos.  Peace,  you  dull  fool ;  I  found  them  on  a 
tree. 

Touch.  Truly,  tlie  tree  yields  bad  fruit. 
J^os.  ni  graff  it  with  you,  and  then  I  shall  graff 
it  with  a  medlar :  then  it  will  be  the  earliest  fruit 
in  the  country :  for  youll  be  rotten  ere  you  be 
half  ripe,  and  that's  the  right  virtue  of  the  medlar. 
I'cnich.  You  have  said ;  but  whether  wisely  or 
no,  let  the  forest  judge. 

'Enter  Celia,  reading  a  paper. 
-«o#.  Peace  I 
Here  comes  my  sister,  reading ;  stand  aside. 
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Therefore  ReaTen  rature  charc'd 

That  oi<e  body  shotilil  he  flll'd 
With  all  graces  wide  enl  •rv'd : 

Nature^  presently  distill  d 
Helen's  cheek,  but  not  lier  heart ; 

Cleopatra's  majesty ; 
Atalanta's  better  part ; 

Bad  Lucretia's  modesty. 
Thus  Rosalind  of  ma*  y  parts 

By  heavenly  synod  was  devis*d. 
Of  many  faces,  eyes,  and  hearts. 

To  have  the  touches  dt- are«t  priz'd. 
Heareo  woukl  that  she  these  gifts  should  havo^ 
And  I  to  live  and  die  her  slare." 

Bo8.  Omost  gentle  Jupiter!  what  tedions  homily 
of  love  have  you  wearied  your  parishioners 
withal,  and  never  cried,  ^  Have  patience,  good 
people!" 

OL  How  now  I  back,  friends  j— Shepherd,  go 
off  a  little :  go  with  him,  sirrah. 

Thuch.  Come,  shepherd,  let  us  make  an  hononr- 
able  retreat ;  though  not  with  bag  and  baggage,  yet 
with  scrip  and  scnppege. 

[Exeunt  Cor.  and  Touch. 

OeL  Didst  thou  hear  these  verses? 

JRot.  O,  yes,  I  heard  them  all,  and  more  too ;  for 
some  of  them  had  in  them  more  feet  than  the  verses 
would  bear. 

CcL  That%  BO  matter;  the  feet  might  bear  the 
rerses. 

£o8.  Ay,  but  the  feet  were  lame,  and  oould  not 
bear  themselves  without  the  verse,  and  therefore 
stood  lamely  in  the  verse. 

Cel.  But  didst  thon  hear,  without  wondering  how 
the  name  should  be  banged  and  carved  upon  these 
trees? 

7?o9.  I  was  seven  of  the  nine  days  oat  of  the 
wonder  before  you  came ;  for  look  here  what  I 
found  on  a  palm-tree :  I  was  never  so  be-rhymed 
since  Pythagoras'  time,  that  I  was  an  Irish  rat, 
whidi  I  can  hardly  remember. 

CeL  Trow  you  who  hath  done  this? 

Boa.  Is  it  a  roan  ? 

CW.  And  a  chain,  that  you  once  wore,  about  his 
neck:  Change  you  colour? 

Bos.  I  prithee,  who? 

CeL  0  Lord,  Lord !  it  is  a  hard  matter  for  friends 
to  meet;  but  mountains  may  be  removed  with 
earthquakes,  and  so  encounter. 

lioa   Nay,  but  who  is  it  ? 

Cd.  Is  it  possible? 

Boa.  Nay,  I  prav  thee  now,  with  most  petition- 
ary vehemence,  tell  me  who  it  is. 

CeL  O  wonderful,  wonderful,  and  most  wonder- 
ful wonderful,  and  yet  again  wonderful,  and  after 
that  out  of  all  whooping. 

I!o8,  Good  my  complexion  I  dost  thou  thmk, 
though  1  am  caparisoned  like  a  man.  I  have  a 
doublet  and  hose  m  ray  disposition  ?  One  inch  of 
delay  more  is  a  South-sea  of  discovery.  I  prithee, 
tell  me,  who  is  it?  quickly,  and  speak  apace:  I 
would  thoucouldst  stammer,  that  thou  mightst 
pour  this  concealed  man  out  of  thy  mouth,  as  wine 
comes  out  of  a  narrow-mouthed  bottle ;  either  too 
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Jio$,  Nay,  bnt  the  derfl  ake  noeldng ;  speak 
nd  brow,  and  true  nmid. 

Cd.  Ifaith,  coz,  tis  he. 

£o8.  Orlando? 

CeL  Orlando. 

Jio8.  Alas  the  day!  what  shall  I  do  with  mj 
doublet  and  hose? — What  did  he  when  thou  saw'st 
him?  What  said  he?  How  looked  he?  Wherein 
went  he?  What  makes  he  here?  Did  he  ask  for 
me?  Where  remains  he?  How  parted  he  with 
thee?  and  when  slialt  thou  see  him  again?  Answer 
me  in  one  word. 

Cd,  You  must  borrow  me  Gargantuan  mouth 
first :  tis  a  word  too  great  for  any  mouth  of  this 
age  8  size :  To  saj  aj,  and  no,  to  these  particuUu^, 
si  more  tlian  to  answer  in  a  catechism. 

Jio8.  But  doth  he  know  that  I  am  in  this  forest 
and  in  man's  apparel  ?  Looks  he  as  fireiUily  as  he 
did  the  da^  he  wrestled  ? 

Cd,  It  IS  as  e&<v  to  count  atomies,  as  to  resolve 
the  propositions  of  a  lover:  but  take  a  taste  of  mj 
finding  liim,  and  relish  it  with  a  good  observance. 
I  found  him  under  a  tree,  like  a  dropped  acorn. 

Jios,  It  may  well  be  called  Jove^  tree,  when  U 
di'ops  forth  such  fruit. 

Cd^  (live  me  audience,  good  madam, 

Jioa.  Proceed. 

Cel  There  lay  he,  stretched  along,like  a  wounded 
knight. 

Jioa.  Though  it  be  a  pity  to  see  such  a  sight,  it 
well  becomes  the  ground. 

Cd,  Cry,  holU!  to  the  tongue,  I  prithet*.;  it 
eurvets  unseasonably.  He  was  furnished  like  a 
hunter. 

Jioh,  O  ominous!  he  comes  to  kill  my  liart! 

Cd.  I  would  sing  my  song  without  a  burtlien : 
thou  bring'st  me  out  of  tune. 

/ios.  Do  you  not  know  1  am  a  woman  ?  when  I 
tliink  I  must  speak.    Sweet,  say  on. 

Enter  Ohlando  and  Jaqubs. 

Cd,  You  bring  me  out: — Soft!  comes  he  not  here? 

fiof.  Tis  he;  slink  by, and  note  him. 

[Cel.  and  Ros.  retire, 

Jaq.  T  thank  yon  for  your  company ;  but,  good 
fiuth,  I  had  as  iief  have  been  myself  alone. 

OrL  And  so  luul  I ;  but  yet,  for  fashion  sake, 
1  thank  you  too  ft  >r  your  society.  [can. 

Jan.  God  be  with  you ;  let's  meet  as  little  as  we 

On,  I  do  desire  we  may  be  better  strangers. 

Joij.  I  pray  vou,  mar  no  more  trees  with  writing 
love-songs  in  their  barks. 

Orl,  I  pray  vou,  mar  no  more  of  my  verses  with 
reading  them  ili-favouredly. 

Jao.  Rosalind  is  your  love's  name? 

OrL  Yes,  just. 

fan.  I  do  not  like  her  name. 

On.  There  was  no  thought  of  pleasing  yoa  when 
the  was  christened. 

Jwt.  What  stature  is  she  of? 

On,  Just  as  high  as  my  heart 

Jaq.  You  are  full  of  pretty  answers :  Have  yon 
not  been  acquainted  with  goldsmiths*  wives,  and 
conned  them  out  of  rings? 

Od,  Not  so ;  but  I  answer  yon  right  painted 
doth,  from  whence  you  liavestumedyour  oucstions. 

Jaq.  You  have  a  nimble  wit;  I  thinlc  it  was 
made  of  Atalanta's  heels.  Will  you  sit  down  wiih 
me  ?  and  we  two  will  rail  against  our  mistress  the 
world,  and  all  onr  misery. 

OrL  I  will  ohide  no  breather  in  the  world  bat 
myself;  against  whom  I  know  most  faults. 

Jetq,  The  worst  fault  yoa  have,  is  to  be  hi  love. 


Od,  Tts  a  fiinlt  I  will  not  change  for  joor  bee* 
virtue.    I  am  weary  of  vou. 

J(Uf.  By  my  troth,  1  was  seeking  for  a  fool 
when  1  found  you. 

Orl.  He  is  drowned  in  the  brook;  look  but  in. 
and  you  ^hall  see  him. 

Jan.  There  shall  I  see  mine  own  figure. 

Orl.  Which  I  take  to  be  either  a  fcK)l  or  a  cipher, 

Jaq.  I'll  tarry  no  longer  with  you:  fitrewell. 
good  Siguier  Love. 

OrL  I  am  glad  of  year  departure ;  adiea,  good 
Monsieur  Melancholy. 

iExit.  Jaq.— Cel.  and  Ros.  come  forward. 
will  speak  to  him  like  a  saucy  lacquey, 
and  ander  tlutt  habit  play  the  knave  with  him. — 
Do  you  hear,  forester? 

OrL  Very  well;  What  would  you? 
lias.  I  pray  you,  what  is't  a  clock  ? 
OrL  You  should  ask  me  what  time  o'day ;  ihere^ 
no  dock  in  the  forest. 

Roe.  Then  tliere  is  no  true  lover  in  the  fore>«t ; 

else  sighing  every  mhiute,  and  groaning  every  hour, 

would  detect  the  lazy  foot  of  time  as  well  as  a  clock. 

OrL  And  why  not  the  swift  foot  of  time?  had 

not  that  been  as  proper  ? 

Roe.  By  no  means,  sir:  Time  travels  in  divers 
paces  with  divers  persons:  I II  tell  you  who  Time 
ambles  withal,  who  Time  tr  >t8  withil,  who  Time 
gallons  withal,  and  who  he  stands  still  withal. 
On,  I  prithee,  who  doth  he  trot  withal  ? 
Roe.  Marry,  he  trots  hard  with  a  young  maid, 
between  the  contract  of  her  marriage  and  the  day 
it  is  solemnized :  if  the  interim  be  but  a  se*nnitrht. 
Time's  pace  is  so  hard  that  it  seems  the  length  of 
seven  year. 

OrL  Who  ambles  Time  withal? 
Roe.  With  a  priest  that  lacks  Latin,  and  a  n^ 
man  that  hath  not  the  gout:  for  the  one  sleeps 
easily,  because  he  cannot  study ;  and  the  other  I  i  ves 
merrily,  because  he  feels  no  pain :  the  one  lacking 
j  the  burthen  of  lean  and  wasteful  learning;  the 
other  knowing  no  burthen  of  heavy  tedious  penury: 
These  Time  am  hies  withal. 

OrL  Who  doth  he  gjiUop  withal  ? 
Roe.  With  a  thief  to  the  gallows:  for  though  he 
go  as  softly  as  foot  can  fall,  he  thinka  himself  too 
s^n  there. 

OrL  Who  steys  it  still  withal  ? 
Roe.  With  If  wyers  in  the  vacation :  for  thej  sleep 
within  term  and  term,  and  then  they  perceive  not 
how  time  moves. 

Od,  Where  dwell  you,  pretty  youth? 
Roe.  With  this  shepherciess,  my  sbtor ;  here,  vu 
the  skirts  of  the  forest,  like  fringe  upon  a  petticoat 
OrL  Are  vou  native  of  this  place? 
Roe,  As  the  coney,  that  you  see  dwell  where  she 
is  kindled. 

OrL  Your  accent  is  something  finer  than  you 
conld  purcliase  in  so  removed  a  dwelling. 

Roe.  I  liave  been  told  so  of  many :  but,  indeed, 
an  old  rdi^ous  unde  of  mine  taught  me  to  speak, 
who  was  m  his  youth  an  inland  man ;  one  tiiat 
knew  courtship  too  wdl,  for  there  he  fell  in  love. 
I  have  heard  him  read  many  lectures  against  it ; 
and  I  thank  God  I  am  not  a  woman,  to  be  touched 
with  so  many  giddy  offences  as  he  hath  generally 
taxed  thoir  whole  sex  withal. 

Orl.  Can  vou  remember  any  of  the  prind/al 
evils  that  he  laid  to  the  charge  of  women  ? 

Roe,  There  were  none  principal ;  they  were  all 
like  one  another,  as  halfjtenceare:  everyone  fault 
seeming  monstrouB,  till  ita  fellow  £itult  came  to 
match  lU 
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Ori.  I  prithee  f-ecount  some  of  them. 

Jioi.  No ;  1  will  not  cast  away  mj  phTsic  bnt 
on  those  that  are  sick.  There  is  a  man  Iiannts 
the  forest  that  abuses  our  young  plants  with 
carving  Rosalind  on  their  barks;  htaigs  odes  u])on 
havrrhoms,  and  elegies  on  brambles ;  all,  forsooth, 
deifying  the  name  of  fiosalind:  if  I  could  meet 
that  lanty'-monger,  I  would  give  him  some  good 
counsel,  lor  he  seems  to  have  the  quotidian  of  love 
apon  him. 

OrL  I  am  he  that  is  so  love-shaked;  I  pray 
you,  tell  me  your  remedy, 

£o9.  There  is  none  of  my  uncle's  marks  upon 
you :  he  taught  me  how  to  know  a  man  in  love ;  in 
wiitch  cage  of  rushes,  I  am  sure,  you  are  not  prisoner. 

OrL  Wiuit  were  his  marks? 

Boa.  A  lean  cheek ;  which  you  have  not :  a 
blue  eye,  and  sunken ;  which  you  have  not :  an 
unquestionable  spirit;  which  you  have  not:  a 
beard  neglected;  which  you  have  not:  (but  I 
pardon  you  for  tliat ;  for,  simply,  your  having  in 
beard  is  a  younger  brother's  revenue:)  Then 
your  hose  should  be  nngartered,  your  bonnet 
unhanded,  your  sleeve  unbuttoned,  your  shoe 
untied,  and  everything  about  you  demonstrating 
acareless  desolation  But  you  are  no  such  man ;  you 
are  rather  point-device  in  your  accoutrements;  as 
loving  yourself,  than  seeming  the  lover  of  any  other. 

Ori.  Fair  youth,  I  would  (  could  make  thee 
believe  1  love. 

Bos,  Me  believe  it?  ^ou  may  as  soon  make  her 
that  you  love  believe  it ;  which,  I  warrant,  she 
b  apter  to  do  than  to  confess  she  does :  that  is 
one  of  the  points  in  the  which  women  still  give 
the  lie  to  their  conscience.  But,  in  good  sooth, 
are  you  he  tliat  hangs  the  verses  on  the  trees, 
^herein  Roealtnd  is  so  admired  ? 

OrL  I  swear  to  thee,  youth,  by  the  white  hand 
of  Rosalind,  I  am  that  be,  that  unfortunate  he. 

Jios,  But  are  you  so  much  in  love  as  your 
rhymes  s]>eak  ? 

OrL  Neither  rhyme  nor  reason  can  express  how 
much. 

Has.  Love  is  merely  a  madness;  and,  I  tell 
you,  deserves  as  well  a  dark  house  and  a  whip  as 
madmen  do:  and  the  reason  why  they  are  not  so 
punished  and  cured  is,  ttiat  the  luiuicy  is  so  ordi- 
nary that  the  whippers  are  in  love  too:  Yet  I 
profess  curing  it  by  counsel. 

OrL  Did  you  ever  cure  any  so  ? 

Hos.  Yes,  one ;  and  in  this  manner.  He  was 
to  imagine  mo  his  love,  his  mistress ;  and  I  set 
him  every  day  to  woo  me:  At  which  time  would 
I,  being  but  a  moonbh  youth,  grieve,  be  effemi- 
nate, changeable,  longing,  and  liking;  proud,  fan- 
tastical, apldi,  shallow,  inconstant,  full  of  tears, 
full  of  smiles ;  for  every  passion  something,  and 
for  no  passion  truly  anything,  as  boys  and  women 
are  for  the  most  part  cattle  of  this  colour:  would 
now  like*  him,  now  loathe  him;  then  entertain 
him,  then  forswear  him ;  now  weep  for  him,  then 
spit  at  him;  that  I  drave  my  suitor  from  his  mad 
humour  of  love,  to  a  living  humour  of  madness ; 
wbioh  was,  to  forswear  the  full  stream  of  the 
world,  and  to  live  in  a  nook  merely  monastic: 
And  thus  I  cured  him ;  and  this  way  will  1  take 
upon  me  to  wash  your  liver  as  clean  as  a  sound 
sheep^s  heart,  that  there  shall  not  be  one  spot  of 
love  in^. 

OrL  I  would  not  be  cnredj  jouth. 

lios,  I  would  cure  you,  u^oa  would  but  call 
me  liosalind,  and  come  every  day  to  my  ooto,  ahd 
woomob 
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OrL  Now,  by  the  fSuth  of  my  love,  2  will;  tell 
me  where  it  is. 

Iio8,  Go  with  me  to  it,  and  111  show  it  yon : 
and,  by  the  way,  jon  shall  tell  me  where  in  the 
forest  you  live :  Will  you  go  ? 

OrL  With  all  my  heart,  good  youth. 

Bos.  Nay,  you  must  call  me  Rosalind : — Come, 
sister,  will  you  go  ?  [Exewd, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Touchstonb  and  Audrey  ;  Jaqdbs  at  a 
diatancty  observing  them, 

Toiuck,  Come  apace,  good  Audrey ;  I  will  fetch 
up  your  goats,  Audrey :  And  how,  Audrey?  am  I 
the  man  yet  ?  Doth  my  simple  feature  content  you  ? 

Aud,  Your  features!  Lord  warrant  nsl  what 
features  ? 

Touck.  I  am  here  with  thee  and  thy  goats,  as  the 
most  capricious  poet,  honest  Ovid,  was  among  the 
Goths. 

Jaq.  0  knowledge  ill-inhabited!  worse  than 
Jove  in  a  thatched  house  I  [Aside* 

Touch.  When  a  man's  verses  cannot  be  under- 
stood,  nor  a  man's  good  wit  seconded  with  the 
forward  child,  understanding,  it  strikes  a  man  more 
dead  tlian  a  great  reckoning  in  a  little  room: 
Truly,  I  would  the  gods  had  made  thee  poetical. 

AwL  I  do  not  know  what  poetical  is:  is  it  honest 
in  deed  and  word  ?    Is  it  a  true  thing? 

Touch,  No,  truly ;  for  the  truest  poetry  is  the 
most  feigning;  and  lovers  are  given  to  poetry;  and 
what  they  swear  in  poetry,  may  be  said,  as  lovers, 
they  do  fei^.  [me  poetical  ? 

Aud.  Do  you  wish,  then,  that  the  gods  nad  made 

Touch,  I  do,  truly :  for  thoa  swear'st  to  me  thou 
art  honest ;  now,  if  thou  wert  a  poet  I  might  have 
some  hope  thou  didst  feign. 

Aud,  Would  you  i  ot  nave  me  honest? 

Touch,  No,  truly,unless  thou  wert  hard-favoured: 
for  honesty  coupled  to  beauty,  is  to  have  honey  a 
sauce  to  sugar. 

Jaq.  A  material  fool  t  [Aside, 

Aud.  Well,  1  am  not  &ir ;  and  therefbre  I  pray 
the  gods  make  me  honest  I 

Touch,  Truly,  and  to  cast  away  honesty  upon  a 
foul  slut  were  to  put  good  meat  into  an  unclean  dish. 

AvuL  I  am  not  a  slut,  though  I  thank  the  gods 
I  am  foul. 

Touch.  Well,  praised  be  the  gods  for  thy  foulness  1 
sluttishness  may  come  hereafter.  But  be  it  as  it 
may  be,  I  will  marry  thee:  and  to  that  end,  I  have 
been  with  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,  the  vicar  of  the 
next  village ;  who  hath  promised  to  meet  me  in 
this  place  of  the  forest,  and  to  cou))le  us. 

Jaq.  I  would  fain  see  this  meeting.  [Atidt, 

Aud,  Well,  the  gods  give  us  joy  I 

Touch,  Amen.  A  man  may,  if  he  were  of  a 
fearful  heart,  stagger  in  this  attempt ;  for  here  we 
have  no  temple  out  the  wood,  no  assembly  but 
horn-beasts.  But  what  though?  Courage  I  As 
horns  are  odious,  they  are  necessary.  It  is  said. 
Many  a  man  knows  no  end  of  his  goods :  right ; 
numy  a  man  has  good  horns,  and  knows  no  end  of 
them.  Well,  that  is  the  dowry  of  his  wife: 'tis 
none  of  his  own  getthig.  Horns  ?  Even  so :  Poor 
men  alone?  No,  no ;  the  noblest  deer  hath  them 
as  huge  as  the  rascal.  Is  the  single  man  therefore 
blessed  ?  No :  as  a  walled  town  Is  more  worthier 
than  a  village,  so  is  the  forehead  of  a  married  man 
more  honourable  than  the  bare  brow  of  a  bachelor, 
and  by  how  much  dufonoe  is  better  than  no  skill: 
by  so  much  is  a  horn  more  precious  than  to  wanr 
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Enter  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text. 

Here  comes  8ir  Oliver. — Sir  Oliver  Mar-text, 
yoa  are  well  met:  Will  yon  desptch  us  here 
under  this  tree,  or  shall  we  go  with  you  to  your 
ebai>el  ? 

6ir  OH,  Is  there  none  here  to  ^ve  the  woman? 

Tottch.  I  will  not  take  her  on  gift  of  any  man. 

Sir  OK.  Truly  she  must  be  given,  or  the 
marriage  is  not  lawful. 

Ja^.  [discovering  himself.]  Proceed,  proceed; 
ni  give  her. 

7'ouch.  Good  even,  good  master  "  Wliat  ye 
callt:"  How  do  you,  sir?  You  are  very  well 
met:  God  lid  you  for  your  laat  company :  I  am 
very  glad  to  see  you :— Even  a  toy  iu  liand,  here, 
sir : — Nay ;  pray  be  covered. 

Jaq,  Will  yoD  be  married,  motley? 

Touch,  As  the  ox  hath  his  bow,  sir,  the  horse 
his  curb,  and  the  falcon  her  bells,  so  man  hath  his 
desires ;  and  as  pigeons  bill,  so  wedlock  would  be 
Dibbling. 

Jaq.  And  will  yon,  being  a  man  of  your  breed- 
ing, be  married  under  a  bush,  like  a  beggar  ?  Get 
you  to  church,  and  have  a  ^ood  priest  tliat  can  tell 
you  what  marriage  is:  this  fellow  will  but  join 
you  to|^ether  as  they  join  wainscot ;  then  one  of 
you  will  prove  a  shrunk  panel,  and,  like  green 
timber,  warj),  warp. 

Touch.  I  am  not  in  the  mind  but  I  were  better 
to  be  married  of  him  than  of  another :  for  he  is 
not  like  to  marry  me  well;  and  not  being  well 
married,  it  will  be  a  good  excuse  for  me  hereafter 
to  leave  my  wife.  [Aside. 

Jaq,  Go  thou  with  me,  and  let  me  jounsel  thee. 

Touch.  Come,  sweet  Audrey: 
We  must  be  married,  or  we  must  live  in  bawdry. 
Farewell,  good  Master  Oliver  1 

Not  O  sweet  Oliver, 
O  brave  Oliver, 
Leave  me  not  behind  thee ; 
But  wi  d  ttwiiy, 
Bcgoue  1 1  ay, 
I  will  nut  to  wedding  with  tbee. 

[Exeimt  Jaq.,  Touch.,  and  Aud. 
iSlur  OU.  Tis  no  matter ;  ne'era  fantastical  knave 
of  them  all  shall  flout  me  oat  of  my  calling. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IV The  same,    B^orea  Cottage, 

Enter  Eosaund  and  Celia. 

Bos.  Never  talk  to  me,  I  will  weep. 

Cel.  Do,  I  prithee ;  but  yet  have  the  grace  to 
consider  that  tears  do  not  become  a  man. 

Jios.  But  have  I  not  cause  to  weep? 

Cel.  As  good  cause  as  one  would  desire ;  there- 
fore weep. 

Boa,  His  very  hair  is  of  the  dissembling  colour. 

CcL  Something  browner  than  Judas's:  marry, 
his  kisses  are  Judks*s  own  children. 

Bvs.  V  faith,  his  hair  is  of  a  good  colour. 

Cel.  An  excellent  colour:  your  chesnut  was 
ever  the  only  colour. 

V  Bos.  And  his  kissing  is  as  full  of  sanctity  as  the 
touch  of  holy  bread. 

Cel.  He  hath  bought  a  i^air  of  cast  lips  of 
Diana:  a  nun  of  winter's  sisterhood  kisses  not 
more  religiously ;  the  very  ice  of  chastity  b  in 
tbcm. 

Bos.  Rut  why  did  he  swear  he  would  come  this 
morning,  and  comes  not  ? 

CeL  Nay,  certainly,  there  is  no  truth  in  him. 

Bos.  Do  Tou  think  so? 
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CeL  Yes;  I  think  he  is  not  a  pick-porse,  nor  a 
horse-stealer ;  but  for  his  verity  in  love,  1  do  think 
him  as  concave  as  a  covered  goblet,  or  a  worm- 
eaten  nut. 

Bos,  Not  true  in  love  ? 

CeL  Yes,  when  he  is  in ;  but,  I  thmk  he  ia  not  in. 

Bos.  You  have  heard  him  swear  downright  he 
was. 

Cel.  Was  is  not  is :  besides,  the  oath  of  a  lover 
is  no  stronger  than  the  word  of  a  tapster;  they  are 
both  the  C(  mfirmer  of  false  reckonings :  He  attends 
here  in  the  forest  on  the  duke  your  father. 

Bos.  I  mot  the  duke  yesterday,  and  had  much 
question  with  him :  Ho  asked  me,  of  what  parent- 
is I  was ;  I  told  him,  of  as  good  as  he ;  so  he 
laughed,  and  let  me  go.  But  what  talk  we  of 
fathers,  when  there*s  such  a  man  as  Orlando  ? 

CeL  0,  that's  a  brave  man  I  he  writes  brave 
verses,  speaks  brave  words,  swears  brave  oaths, 
and  breaks  them  bravely,  quite  traverse,  athwart 
the  heart  of  his  lover ;  as  a  puny  tilter,  that  spurs 
his  horse  buton  one  side,  breaks  bis  staff  likea  nobis 
g(iose:  but  all^  brave  that  youth  mounts,  and 
folly  guides: — Who  comes  here? 

Enter  CoRDV. 

Cor.  Mistress,  and  master,  you  have  oft  inquired 
After  the  shepherd  that  complain'd  of  love; 
Who  you  saw  sitting  bv  me  on  the  turf. 
Praising  the  proud  disdainful  shepherdess 
That  was  his  mistre«js. 

CeL  Well,  and  what  of  him  ? 

Cor,  If  von  will  see  a  pageant  truly  play'd. 
Between  the  pale  complexion  of  true  love 
Aid  the  red  gl<iw  of  scorn  and  proud  disdain, 
Go  hence  a  littie,  and  I  shall  conduct  you, 
If  you  will  mark  it. 

Bos.  0,  come,  let  us  remove; 

The  sicjht  of  lovers  fecdeth  tliose  in  love : 
Bring  us  but  to  this  si^ht,  and  you  shall  say 
111  prove  a  busy  actor  in  their  play.         [EzewU. 

SCENE  Y.^AnotherpartofiheForeit, 
Enter  SiLVius  and  Phebb. 

6iL  Sweet  Phebe,  do  not  sooth  me;  do  not, 
Phebe: 
Say,  that  you  love  me  not ;  but  sa^  not  so 
In  bitterness :  The  common  executioner,      [hard, 
Whose  heart  the  accustom 'd  sight  of  death  makes 
FalN  not  the  axe  upon  the  humbled  neck, 
But  tirst  begs  pardon ;  Will  you  sterner  be 
Than  he  that  dies  and  lives  through  bloody  drops? 

Enter  RosAUHD  J  CEiJA,amf  Corin,  atadistanee, 

Phe.  I  would  not  be  thy  executioner; 
I  fly  thee,  for  I  would  not  injure  thee. 
Thou  teirst  me,  there  is  murther  in  mine  eye ; 
Tis  pretty,  sure,  and  very  probable, 
That  eves,  that  are  the  frairst  and  softest  things, 
Who  shut  their  coward  gates  on  atomies, 
Should  be  calPd  tyrants,  butchers,  murtherers! 
Now  I  do  fi-own  on  thee  with  all  my  heart ; 
And,  if  mine  eyes  can  wound,  now  let  them  kill 

thee; 
Now  counterfeit  to  swoon;  why,  now  fall  down; 
Or,  if  thou  canst  not,  0,  for  shame,  for  shame. 
Lie  not,  to  say  mine  eyes  are  murtherers. 
Now  show  the  wound  mine  eye  hath  made  in  thae; 
Scratch  thee  but  with  a  pin,  and  there  remaiu 
Some  scar  of  it ;  lean  upon  a  rush, 
The  cicatrice  and  capable  imprcssure, 
Th  y  palm  some  moment  keeps :  but  now  mine  eyes. 
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Whiob  I  hare  darted  at  thee,  hurt  thee  not; 
Nor,  I  am  sure  there  is  no  force  in  eyee 
That  can  do  hurt 

Sa,  OdearPhebel 

If  eyer  (as  that  ever  may  be  near) 
Too  meet  in  some  fresh  cheek  the  power  of  imcj, 
Then  shall  yoo  know  the  wonnds  invisible 
That  love^  keen  arrows  make. 

I9ie.  Bat,  till  thri  time, 

Come  not  thou  near  me:  and,  when  *^hat  time  comes, 
Afflict  me  with  thy  mocks,  pity  me  not; 
As,  till  that  time,  I  shall  not  pity  thee. 

.fiot.  And  why,  I  pray  yon?  fAdvandng,]  Who 
might  M  yonr  mother  r 
That  yon  msolt,  exult,  and  all  at  once, 
Oyer  the  wretched?  What  thongh  yon  hayo  no 

beanty 
(As,  by  my  fiuth,  I  see  no  more  in  you 
Than  without  candle  may  go  dark  to  bed). 
Hast  you  be  therefore  proud  and  pitiless? 
Why,  what  means  this?  Why  do  yon  look  on  me? 
I  see  no  more  in  you  than  in  the  ordinary 
Of  nature's  sale-work  :~0d%  my  little  life  I 
I  think  she  means  to  tangle  my  eyes  too: — 
Np*  *iaith,  proud  mistress,  hope  not  after  it: 
*Tis  not  your  inky  brows,  your  black  silk  hair, 
Tour  bugle  eyeballs,  nor  your  cheek  of  cream. 
That  can  entame  my  spirits  to  your  worship. 
Ton  foolish  shepherd,  wherefore  do  you  follow  her, 
Like  foggy  south,  puffing  with  wind  and  rain  ? 
Ton  are  a  thousana  times  a  properer  man. 
Than  she  a  woman :  *Tb  such  fools  as  you 
That  make  the  world  taU  of  ill-&Tonr  v  children : 
lis  not  her  glass,  but  you,  that  flatters  her ; 
And  out  of  yon  she  sees  herself  more  oroper 
Than  any  of  her  lineaments  can  show  her. 
But  mistress,  know  yourself,  down  on  your  knees. 
And  thank  heayen,  fasting,  for  a  good  man's  love : 
For  I  must  tell  yon  friendly  in  your  ear, 
Sen  when  you  can ;  you  are  not  for  all  markets : 
Cry  the  man  mercy;  love  him ;  take  his  offer ; 
Foul  is  most  foul,  being  foul  to  be  a  scoffer. 
80,  take  her  to  thee,  shepherd;  hie  you  well. 

Pke,  Sweet  youth,  1  pray  you  chide  a  year 
together; 
I  bad  lather  hear  yon  chide  than  this  man  woo. 

£0$,  He^  fallen  in  love  with  your  foulness,  and 
shell  £U1  in  love  with  my  anger;  If  it  be  so,  as 
fkst  as  she  answers  thee  with  frowning  looks,  I'll 
sance  her  with  bitter  words.— Why  look  you  so 
sponme? 

PA€.  For  no  ill  will  I  bear  yon. 

So$.  I  pray  you,  do  not  fall  in  love  with  me, 
For  I  am  fiUser  than  vows  made  in  wine : 
Besides,  I  like  you  not :  If  you  will  know  my  house, 
Tis  at  the  tuft  of  olives,  here  hard  by  >— 
Wm  you  go,  sister  ?    Shepherd,  ply  her  hard ; 
Come  sister :  Shepherdess,  look  on  him  better. 
And  be  not  proud :  though  all  the  world  oould  see, 
None  oould  be  so  abused  m  sight  as  he. 
Come,  to  our  flock. 

[Exeunt  Boe.,  Cbl.,  and  Cob. 

Phi.  Dead  shepherd  I  now  I  find  thy  saw  of 

•^  Wlko  ever  loy'd,  that  loy*d  not  at  first  sight?" 
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SO,  Sweet  Fhebe,— 

Fhe.  Ha  I  what  say Ist  Aon,  Silvius  f 

SU,  Sweet  Phebe,  pity  me. 

Phe,  Why,  I  am  sorry  for  thee,  gentle  Sflvint 

SU,  Wherever  sorrow  is,  relief  would  be ; 
If  you  do  sorrow  at  my  grief  in  love, 
By  giving  love,  your  sorrow  and  my  grief 
Were  Loth  eztermin'd. 

Phe,  Thou  hast  my  love ;  Is  not  that  neigh- 
bourly? 

JBU.  I  would  have  vou. 

Phe,  why,  that  were  oovetoosneas. 

Silvius,  the  time  was  that  I  hated  thee; 
And  ^et  it  is  not  that  I  bear  thee  love : 
But  since  that  thou  canst  talk  of  love  so  well, 
Th^r  company,  which  erst  was  irksome  to  me, 
I  will  enaare ;  and  111  employ  thee  too : 
But  do  not  look  for  further  recompense 
Than  thine  own  gladness  that  thou  art  employed. 

SiL  So  holy  and  so  perfect  is  my  love, 
And  I  in  sucn  a  poverty  of  grace. 
That  I  shall  thmk  it  a  most  plenteous  crop 
To  glean  the  broken  ears  after  the  man 
That  the  main  harvest  reaps :  loose  now  and  then 
A  scattered  smile,  and  that  111  live  upon. 

Phe.  Know'st  thou  the  youth  that  spoke  to  me 
erewhile  ? 

JSU,  Not  very  well,  but  I  have  met  him  oft; 
And  he  hath  bought  the  cottage,  and  the  bounds. 
That  the  old  carlot  once  was  master  of^ 

Phe.  Think  not  I  love  him,  though  I  ask  for  him ; 
T  is  but  a  peevish  boy :— yet  he  talks  well  ;— 
But  what  care  I  for  words  ?  vet  words  do  well. 
When  he  that  speaks  them  pleases  those  that  hear. 
It  is  a  pretty  youth :— not  very  pretty : — 
But,  sure,  be s  proud;  and  yet  his  loide  becomes 

him: 
Hell  make  a  proper  man :  The  best  thing  in  him 
Is  his  complexion ;  and  &ster  than  his  tongue 
Did  make  offence,  his  eye  did  heal  it  up. 
He  is  not  very  tall ;  yet  for  his  years  he^  tall : 
His  leg  is  but  so  so ;  and  yet  ^  is  well : 
There  was  a  pretty  redness  in  hb  lip ; 
A  little  riper  and  more  lusty  red 
Than  that  mix'd  in  his  cheek;  'twas  just  the 

difference 
Betwixt  the  constant  red,  and  mingled  damask. 
There  be  some  women,  Silvius,  nad  they  marked 

him 
In  parcels  as  I  did,  would  have  gone  n  ear 
To  fidl  in  love  with  him :  but,  for  my  part, 
I  love  him  not,  nor  hate  him  not ;  and  vet 
I  have  more  cause  to  hate  him  than  to  love  him : 
For  what  had  he  to  do  to  chide  at  me? 
He  said,  mine  eyes  were  black,  and  my  hair  black 
And  now  I  am  remember'd,  soom*d  at  me : 
I  marvel  why  I  answered  not  again : 
But  that's  all  one :  omittance  is  no  quittance. 
Ill  write  to  him  a  very  taunting  letter. 
And  thou  shalt  bear  it ;  Wilt  thou,  Silvius  ? 
SiL  Phebe,  with  all  my  heart 
Phe.  Ill  write  it  straight  • 

The  matter*^  in  my  head,  and  in  my  heart : 
I  will  be  bitter  with  him,  and  passing  short : 
Go  with  me,  Silviua.  (JESboeunt 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L—The 


Enter  Bosalind,  Cblia,  and  Jaques. 

Jaq.  I  prithee,  pretty  jontb,  let  me  be  better 
Bcaoainted  with  thee. 

Boa.  They  say  yon  are  a  melancholy  fellow. 

Jaq,  I  am  80:  I  do  love  it  better  than  laughing. 

Mos.  Those  that  are  in  extremity  of  either  are 
abominable  fellows;  and  betray  themselves  to 
everj  modem  censure,  worse  than  drunkards. 

Jaq.  Why,  tis  good  to  be  sad  and  say  nothing. 

Hot,  Why,  then,  *tis  good  to  be  a  post 

Jaq.  I  have  neither  the  scholar's  melancholy, 
which  is  emulation ;  nor  the  musician's,  which  is 
fantastical;  nor  the  courtier's,  which  is  proud; 
nor  the  soldier's,  which  is  ambitious;  nor  the 
lawyer's,  which  is  politic  ;  nor  the  lady's,  which  is 
nice ;  nor  the  lover's,  which  is  all  these :  but  it  is 
a  melancholy  of  mine  own,  compounded  of  many 
simples,  extracted  from  many  objects,  and,  indeed, 
the  sundry  contemplation  of  mj  tiavels.  in  which 
my  often  rumination  wraps  me  m  a  most  humorous 
sadness. 

Hot,  A  traveller!  By  my  faith,  you  have  great 
reason  to  be  sad :  I  fear,  you  have  sold  your  own 
lands,  to  see  other  mens;  then,  to  have  seen 
much,  and  to  have  nothing,  is  to  have  rich  Qyoa 
and  poor  hands. 

Jaq.  Yes,  I  have  gained  my  experience. 

Enter  Oklasih). 

Hoe.  And  your  experience  makes  you  sad :  I 
had  rather  have  a  fool  to  make  me  merryj  than 
experience  to  make  me  sad ;  and  to  travel  for  it  too. 

OrU  Good  day,  and  happiness,  dear  Uosalind  I 

Jaq.  Nay,  then,  God  be  wi'  you,  an  you  talk  in 
blank  verse.  [Exit. 

Bob.  Farewell,  monsieur  traveller:  Look  you 
lisp  and  wear  strange  suits ;  disable  all  the  benefits 
of  your  own  company ;  be  out  of  love  with  your 
nativity,  and  almost  chide  God  for  making  yon 
that  countenance  you  are ;  or  I  will  scarce  think 
you  have  swam  m  a  gondola. — Why,  how  now, 
Orlando!  where  have  you  been  all  this'whfle?  You 
a  lover?— An  you  serve  me  such  another  trick, 
never  oome  in  nov  sight  more. 

OrL  "My  Cur  Rosalind,  I  come  within  an  lioar 
of  my  promise. 

Eos,  Break  an  hour's  promise  in  love?  Ho 
tlut  will  divide  a  minute  into  a  thousand  parts, 
and  break  but  apart  of  the  thousandth  part  of  a 
minute  in  the  afQiirs  of  love,  it  may  be  said  of  him 
that  Cupid  hath  clapped  him  o'  the  shoulder,  but 
I'll  warrant  him  heart-whole. 

OrL  Pardon  me,  dear  Rosalind. 

Eae.  Nay,  an  you  be  so  tardy,  come  no  more  in 
my  sight;  I  had  as  lief  be  wooed  of  a  snaiL 

OrL  Of  a  snail? 

Eoi.  Ay,  of  a  snail;  for  thongh  he  comes 
slowly,  he  carries  his  house  on  his  head,  a  better 
jointure,  I  think,  than  you  can  make  a  woman: 
Besides,  he  brin^  his  destiny  with  him. 

Ori.  What's  that? 

Eo$.  Whv,  horns ;  which  such  as  you  are  fain 
to  be  beliolden  to  your  wives  for :  but  he  comes 
armed  in  his  fortune,  and  prevents  the  slander  of 
his  wife.  ' 

Orl  Virtue  is  no  horn-maker ;  and  my  Rosalind 
is  virtoous. 


Jio».  And  I  am  your  Rosalind. 
CeL  It  plbases  him  to  call  you  so :  but  be  hath 
a  Rosalind  of  a  better  leer  than  yotu 

Eos.  Come,  woo  me,  woo  me ;  for  now  I  am  in  a 
holiday  humour,  and  like  enough  to  consent  :— 
What  would  you  say  to  me  now,  an  I  were  your 
very  very  Rosalind? 

OrL  1  would  kiss  before  I  spoke. 

Ed.  Nay,  you  were  better  speak  first;  and 
when  you  were  gravelled  for  lack  of  matter,  ytw 
might  take  occasion  to  kiss.  Very  good  orators, 
when  they  are  out,  they  will  spit ;  and  for  lovers, 
lacking  (God  warn  as  I)  matter,  the  cleanliest  shift 
is  to  kiss. 

Orl.  How  if  the  kiss  be  denied? 

Eoa.  Then  she  puts  you  to  entreaty,  and  there 
begins  new  matter. 

OrL  Who  oould  be  out,  being  before  his  beloved 
mistress  ? 

Eos.  Marry,  that  should  you,  if  I  were  your 
mbtress ;  or  I  should  think  my  honesty  ranker 
than  my  wit. 

OrL  What,  of  my  suit? 

Eos.  Not  out  of  your  apparel,  and  yet  out  of 
your  suit    Am  not  I  your  Rosalind  ? 

OrL  I  take  some  joy  to  say  you  are,  because 
I  would  be  talking  of  her. 

Eos.  Well,  in  ner  person,  I  say — I  will  not 
have  vou. 

OrL  Then,  in  mine  own  person,  I  die. 

Eos.  No,  faith,  die  by  attorney.  The  poor 
world  is  almost  six  thousand  years  old,  and  in  all 
this  time  there  was  not  any  man  died  in  his  own 
person,  videlicet  in  a  love-cause.  Troilus  had  his 
brains  dashed  out  with  a  Grecian  club :  yet  he  did 
what  he  could  to  die  before;  and  he  is  one  of  the 
patterns  of  love.  Leander,  he  would  have  lived 
many  a  fair  year,  though  Hero  had  turned  nun,  if 
it  had  not  been  for  a  hot  midsummer  night:  for, 
good  youth,  he  went  but  forth  to  wash  him  in  the 
Hellespont,  and,  being  taken  with  the  cramp,  was 
drowned ;  and  the  foolish  chroniclers  of  that  age 
found  it  was— Hero  of  Sestos.  But  these  are  all 
1  ies ;  men  have  died  from  time  to  time,  and  vrorms 
have  eaten  them,  but  not  for  love. 

OrL  1  would  not  have  my  right  Rosalind  of 
this  mind ;  for,  I  protest,  her  frown  might  kill  me. 

Eos.  By  this  hand,  it  will  not  kill  a  fly :  But, 
come,  now,  I  will  be  your  Rosalind  in  a  more 
ooming-on  disposition ;  and  ask  me  what  you  will, 
I  will  grant  it. 

OrL  Then  love  me.  Rosalind. 

Eos.  Yes,  faith  will  I,  Fridays,  and  Satordays, 
Andall. 

OrL  And  wilt  thou  have  me  ? 

Eos,  Ay,  and  twenty  such. 

OrL  WW  say 'st  thou? 

Eos,  Are  you  not  good? 

OrL  I  hope  so. 

Eos.  Whv,  then,  can  one  desire  too  much  of  a 
good  thing?— Come,  sister,  you  shall  be  the  priest, 
and  marry  us. — Give  me  your  hand,  Orlando :~ 
What  do  you  say,  sister  ? 

OrL  Pray  thoe,  marry  us. 

CeL  I  cannot  say  the  words. 

Eos.  You  must  begin,— *' Will  you,  Orlando,"— 

CeL  Go  to  ^- Will  you  Orlando,  have  to  wife 
this  Rosalind? 

OrL  ImlL 
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Mm.  At,  but  when? 

OrL  Vnxy,  now ;  as  hat  as  she  can  marry  as. 

£09.  Then  toq  most  say,—**  I  take  thee,  Roea- 
Ind,  fbr  w  ife.^ 

OrL  1  take  thee,  BoaaUnd,  for  wifb. 

B09.  I  might  ask  yon  for  year  commission; 
bat, — I  do  take  thee,  OrUndo,  for  m^r  husband : 
There^  a  ghrl  goes  before  the  priest:  and, 
certainly,  a  woman's   thought  runs   before  her 


OrL  So  do  all  thoughts;  they  are  winged. 

Bot.  Now  tell  me,  now  long  you  would  have 
her.  after  you  haye  possessed  her. 

OrL  For  ever,  and  a  day. 

Boi.  Say  a  day,  without  the  eyer:  No,  no, 
Orlando ;  men  are  April  when  they  woo,  Decern- 
ber  when  they  wed :  maids  are  May  when  the;^  are 
maids,  bot  the  sky  changes  when  they  are  wiyes. 
I  will  be  more  jealous  of  thee  than  a  Barbery 
•ode-pigeon  oyer  his  hen ;  more  clamorous  than  a 
parrot  against  rain;  more  new-&ngled  than  an 
a]>e ;  more  giddy  in  my  desires  than  a  monkey :  I 
will  weep  for  nothing,  like  Diana  in  the  fountain, 
and  I  will  do  that  when  you  are  disposed  to  be 
merry ;  I  will  laugh  like  a  hyen,  and  that  when 
thou  art  inclined  to  sleep. 

OrL  But  will  my  Rosalind  do  so? 

Boi.  By  my  life^  she  will  do  as  I  do. 

OrL  0,  but  she  is  wise. 

Mo§.  Or  else  she  could  not  haye  the  wit  to  do 
this:  the  wiser,  the  waywarder:  Make  the  doors 
upon  a  woman's  wit,  and  it  will  out  at  the  case- 
ment ;  shut  that,  and  twill  oat  at  the  key-hole; 
•top  that,  'twill  fly  with  the  smoke  out  at  the 
chimney* 

OrL  A  man  that  had  a  wife  with  such  a  wit,  he 
---^t  sav,— "  Wit,  whither  wUt?  " 

t.  Nay,  you  might  keep  that  check  for  it,  till 
met  your  wife^  wit  going  to  your  neighbour's 

OrL  And  what  wit  could  wit  haye  to  excuse 
that? 

Bm.  Marry,  to  say— she  came  to  seek  you 
there.  Ton  shall  never  take  her  vrithoot  her 
answer,  unless  you  take  her  without  her  tongue. 
0,  that  woman  that  cannot  make  her  fault  her 
husband^  occasion,  let  her  never  nurse  her  child 
herself,  for  she  wUl  breed  it  like  a  fool. 

OrL  For  these  two  hours,  Rosalind,  I  will  leave 
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Oel,  You  have  sfanply  mirased  our  sex  in  your 
love  prate:  we  must  have  your  doublet  and  nose 
plucked  over  your  head,  and  show  the  world  what 
the  bird  hath  done  to  her  own  nest 

Bot.  0  coz,  coz,  cos,  my  pretty  little  cox,  that 
thou  didst  know  how  many  fS&mom  deep  I  am 
in  love  I  But  it  cannot  be  sounded;  mvi^ection 
hath  an  unknown  bottom,  like  the  bay  of  Portugal. 

Od,  Or  rather,  bottomless ;  that  as  fittt  as  you 
pour  affection  in,  it  runs  out. 

Bot,  No,  that  same  wicked  bastard  of  Yenus, 
that  was  begot  of  thought,  conceived  of  spleen, 
and  bom  of  madness ;  that  blind  rascally  boy, 
that  abuses  every  onelB  eyes,  because  his  own  are 
out,  let  him  be  judge  how  deep  I  am  in  love : — 111 
tell  thee  Aliena,  I  cannot  be  out  of  the  sight  of 
Orlando:  111  go  find  a  shadow,  and  sigh  till  he 
come. 

CeL  And  111  sleep.  [Sammt 

SCENE  IL—Jjtother  part  0/ the  ForuL 
Enter  Jaqubs  and  Lords,  m  tht  habit  qf  Ibrettert, 

Jaa.  Which  is  he  that  killed  the  deer? 

1  Lord,  Bir,  it  was  I. 

Jaq.  Let's  present  him  to  the  duke,  like  a  Roman 
conqueror ;  and  it  would  do  well  to  set  the  deer's 
horns  upon  his  head,  for  a  branch  of  victory : — Have 
you  no  song,  forester,  for  this  purpose  ? 

2  2xmiYe8sir. 

Jaq,  Sing  it ;  *tis  no  matter  how  it  be  in  tone, 
so  it  make  noise  enough. 

SONa 

L  What  ihall  he  haT6  that  kiird  the  dewT 
1  His  leather  akin,  and  boras  to  wear. 

Take  thou  no  sooro  to  wear  the  horn ; 

It  was  a  oreet  ere  thou  wast  born. 

1.  Thj  fo(her*8  fattier  wore  it ; 
1  And  thv  father  bore  it; 
AIL  Hm  horn,  the  bora,  tbe  Ins^  hora. 
Is  not  a  thing  to  laugh  to  loom. 


Bot.  Alas,dearloye,Icannotbtok  thee  two  hours. 

OrL  I  must  attend  the  duke  at  dinner ;  by  two 
o'clock  I  will  be  with  thee  again. 

Bot.  Ay,  go  your  ways,  go  your  ways ; — I  knew 
what  yon  would  prove ;  my  friends  told  me  as 
less:- 


much,  and  I  thought  no  less:— that 

tonguo  of  yours  won  me: — tis  but  one  cast  awa}^ 

and^Bo,— come,  death.— Two  o'clock  is  your  hour? 

OrL  Ay,  sweet  Rosalind. 

Bot.  By  my  troth,  and  in  good  earnest,  and  so 
Ood  mend  me,  and  by  all  pretty  oaths  that  are  not 
dangerous,  if  jon  break  one  jot  of  your  promise, 
or  eome  one  minute  behind  your  hour,  I  will  think 
you  the  most  pathetical  break-promise,  and  the 
most  hollow  lover,  and  the  most  unworthy  of  her 
yo«  call  Rosalind,  that  mav  be  chosen  out  of  the 
gross  band  of  the  unfiuthral:  therefore  beware 
my  censure,  and  keep  your  promise. 

OrL  With  no  less  religion  than  if  thou  wert 
indeed  my  Rosalind :   80,  adieu. 

Bot.  Well,  Time  is  tbe  old  justice  that  examines 
all  sioh  oflanders  and  let  Time  try :   Adieul 

ISwUOtLU 


[Exeunt. 


SCENE  Ul,^The  IvretL 
Enter  Rosalind  and  Ceua. 


Bot.  How  say  you  now?  Is  it  not  past  two 
o'clock?  and  here  much  Orlando  I 

CeL  I  warrant  you,  with  pure  love,  and  troubled 
brain,  he  hath  ta'en  his  bow  and  arrows,  and  is 
gone  forth— to  sleep:  Look,  who  comes  here, 
j^nter  SiLyiUB. 

8iL  'M.J  errand  is  to  yoUj  fidr  youth  ;^ — 
My  gentle  Phebe  bid  me  give  you  this ; 

[C^vmg  a  letter. 
I  know  not  the  contents ;  but,  as  I  guess. 
By  the  stem  brow,  and  waspish  acdon 
Which  she  did  use  as  she  was  writing  of  It, 
It  bears  an  angrj^  tenor:  pardon  me, 
I  am  but  as  a  guiltless  messenger. 

Bot.  Patience  herself  would  startle  at  this  letter, 
And  play  the  swaggerer ;  bear  this,  bear  all : 
She  savs  I  am  notfair ;  that  I  lack  manners ; 
She  calls  me  proud ;  and,  that  she  could  not  loveme 
Were  men  as  rare  as  phcenix ;  Od's  my  will  I 
Her  love  is  not  the  hare  that  I  do  hunt. 
Why  writes  she  so  to  me?— Well,  shepherd,  well, 
This  is  a  letter  of  your  own  device. 

SiL  No,  I  protest,  I  know  not  the  contents; 
Phebe  did  write  it. 

Bot.  Come,  come,  you  are  a  fool 

And  tum'd  hito  tbe  extremity  of  love. 
1 1  saw  her  hand*  aha  has  a  leathern  haq(l« 
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A  freestone-ooluor^d  hand ;  I  yerUy  did  think 
That  her  old  gloves  were  on,  but  twas  her  hands; 
She  has  a  hoswife's  hand :  but  that's  no  matter : 
I  say^  the  never  did  invent  this  letter ; 
This  IS  a  man^  invention,  and  his  liand. 

SiL  Sure,  it  is  hers. 

Boi,  Why,  tis  a  boisterous  and  a  cruel  style, 
A  style  for  challengers;  why,  she  defies  me, 
Like  Turk  to  Christian :  woman's  gentle  brain 
Could  not  drop  forth  such  giant  rude  invention, 
Such  Ethiop  words,  blacker  in  their  effect 
Than  in  their  countenance :— Will  you  hear  the 
letter? 

JSU,  So  please  you,  for  I  never  heard  it  yet; 
Tet  heard  too  much  of  Phebe*s  cruelty. 

Boi.  She  Phebes  me:  Mark  how  the  tyrant 
writes  [Beads. 

"Alt  thoa  god  to  shepherd  iura'd. 
That  a  nuddeu*8  heart  hath  boxn'd  t— 

Can  a  woman  rail  thus? 
3tL  Call  you  this  railing? 

Bot.  ••Why.  thy  godhead  laid  apart, 

Wan^  thou  with  a  womaQ's  heart  T 

Did  yoa  ever  hear  such  railing  ? 

**  Whiles  the  eye  of  man  did  woo  me, 
That  ouuld  do  no  Tongeanoe  to  me.— ^ 

Meaning  me  a  beast. — 

**  If  the  soom  of  your  brli^t  eyne 
Have  power  to  raiM  such  love  in  mi]i% 
Alaok.  in  me  what  strange  effect 
Would  they  work  in  mild  aspect? 
Wliilee  you  diid  me,  I  did  lore ; 
How  then  might  your  prayers  moTet 
He  that  brings  this  lore  to  thee 
Little  knows  this  love  in  me : 
And  by  him  seal  up  thy  mind ; 
Whether  that  thy  youth  and  kind 
WUl  the  faithful  offer  take 
Of  me,  and  all  that  I  can  make; 
Or  else  by  him  my  love  deny. 
And  then  ru  study  how  to  die." 

iSEZ.  Call  you  this  chiding? 

Cd.  Alas,  poor  shepherdl 

Bos,  Do  you  pity  him?  no,  he  deserves  no 
T)lty. — Wilt  thou  love  such  a  woman  ? — What,  to 
nake  thee  an  instrument,  and  plav  false  strains 
opon  thee !  not  to  be  endured  I — Well,  go  your 
way  to  her  (for  I  see,  love  hath  made  thee  a  tame 
snake),  and  say  this  to  her; — That  if  she  love  me. 
I  charge  her  to  love  thee :  if  she  will  not,  I  will 
never  have  her,  unless  thou  entreat  for  her.  —If 
Tou  be  a  true  lover,  hence,  and  not  a  word ;  for 
here  oomes  more  company.  [Exit  Silvius. 

Enter  OuYEB. 

OU,  Good  morrow,  fair  ones:  Pray  you,  if  yon 
know 
Where,  in  the  purlieus  of  this  forest,  stands 
A  sheepKMte,  fenc'd  about  with  olive-trees? 

CeL  West  of  this  pUu^e,  down  in  the  neighbour 
bottom, 
The  rank  of  osiers,  by  the  murmuring  stream. 
Left  on  your  right  hand,  brings  you  to  the  place : 
But  at  this  hour  the  house  doth  keep  itself^ 
There's  none  within. 

OH,  If  that  an  eye  may  profit  bpr  a  tongue, 
Then  should  I  know  yon  by  descnption ; 
Budi  garments,  and  such  years :  *'  The  boy  is  fidr, 
Of  female  favour,  and  bestows  himself 
Like  a  ripe  sister :  the  woman  low. 
And  browner  tlian  her  brother.**    Are  not  you 
The  owner  of  the  house  I  did  inauire  for  ? 

Od,  It  is  no  boast,  being  ask  n,  to  say,  we  are. 

OU,  Orlando  doth  commend  him  to  you  both ; 
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And  to  that  jouth,  he  calls  hif  Rosalmd, 
He  sends  this  bloody  napkin ;  Are  you  he? 

Bos.  I  am :  what  must  we  understand  by  this? 

OU,  Some  of  my  shame ;  if  vou  will  know  of  ma 
What  man  I  am,  and  how,  and  why,  and  where 
This  handkerchief  was  stainU 

CeL  '  I  pray  yon,  tell  it. 

OU,  When  last  the  young  Orlando  parted  firom 
He  left  a  promise  to  return  agam  [yon, 

Within  an  hour ;  and,  pacing  through  the  forest, 
Chewing  the  food  of  sweet  and  bitter  fancy, 
Lo,  what  befel  I  he  threw  his  eye  aside, 
And,  mark,  what  object  did  present  itself  1 
Under  an  old  oak,  whose  boughs  were  mossed  with 
And  high  top  bald  with  dry  antiquity^  [age, 

A  wretched  ragged  man,  oVgrown  with  hair, 
Lay  sleeping  on  his  back :  about  his  neck 
A  gieen  and  gilded  snake  had  wreathed  itself^ 
Who  with  her  head,  nimble  in  threats,  approach^ 
The  opening  of  his  mouth ;  but  suddenly 
Seeing  Orlando,  it  unlink'd  itself, 
And  with  hidented  glides  did  slip  smst 
Into  a  bosh :  under  which  bush*s  shade 
A  lioness,  with  udders  idl  drawn  dry, 
Lav  couching,  head  on  ground,  with  catlike  watoh, 
When  that  the  sleeping  man  should  stir ;  for  tis 
The  royal  disposition  of  that  beast. 
To  prey  on  nothing  that  doth  seem  as  dead ; 
This  seen,  Orlando  did  approach  the  man, 
Ajid  found  it  was  his  brotner,  his  elder  brother. 

CeL  0, 1  have  heard  him  speak  of  that  same 
brother ; 
And  he  did  render  him  the  most  mmatnial 
That  liv*d  'mongst  men. 

OU,  And  well  he  might  so  do, 

For  well  I  know  he  was  unnatural. 

Bos.  But,  to  OrUmdo  ;^Did  he  leave  him  there, 
Food  to  the  suck*d  and  hungry  lioness? 

OU,  Twice  did  he  turn  his  lMick,andpurpo6*d  10 : 
But  kindness,  nobler  ever  than  revenge. 
And  nature,  stronger  than  his  just  oocasioQ, 
Made  him  five  battle  to  the  lioness, 
Who  quickly  fell  before  him ;  in  which  hurtling 
From  miserable  slumber  I  awak*d. 

CeL  Are  you  his  brother? 

Bos,  Was  it  you  he  rescued  ? 

OeL  Wa8*t  TOU  that  did  so  oft  contrive  to  kill 
him? 

OU,  Twas  I ;  but  tis  not  I :  I  do  not  shame 
To  tell  you  what  I  was,  smce  my  conversion 
So  sweetly  tastes,  being  the  thin^  I  am. 

Bos,  But,  for  the  bloody  napkm? — 

OU,  By  and  by. 

When  fh>m  the  first  to  last,  betwixt  us  two, 
Tears  our  recountments  had  most  kindly  bath\l. 
As,  how  I  came  into  that  desert  phu»; — 
In  brief,  he  led  me  to  the  gentle  duke^ 
Who  gave  me  firesh  array  and  entertainmer.t, 
Committing  me  unto  my  brother^  love; 
Who  led  me  instantly  unto  his  cave. 
There  stripped  himself,  and  here  upon  hia  aim 
The  lioness  had  torn  some  flesh  away, 
Which  all  this  while  had  bled ;  and  now  he  fiUnted, 
And  cried,  in  fainting,  upon  Rosalind. 
Brief,  I  recovered  him ;  bound  up  his  wound ; 
And,  after  some  small  space,  being  strong  at  heart. 
He  sent  me  hither,  stranger  as  1  am. 
To  tell  this  story,  that  you  might  excuse 
His  broken  promise,  and  to  give  this  napkin. 
Dyed  in  this  blood,  unto  the  shepherd  youth 
That  he  in  sport  doth  call  his  Rosalind,      [mede? 

OeL  Why,  how  now,  Qanymede?  sweet  Gany- 
^Rosalind  ,^---*- 
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OU,  Many  will  iwoon  when  they  do  look  on 
blood. 

CeL  There  is  more  in  it  >— Cousin— Qanymede  I 

Oli  Look,  he  recovers. 

£oi,  I  would  I  were  at  home. 

CeL  Well  lead  yon  thither.*— 
I  pray  you,  will  you  take  him  by  the  arm? 

Oh,  Be  of  good  cheer,  youth : — You  a  man? — 
Ton  lack  a  man's  heart 

Bos,  I  do  so,  I  confess  it.  Ah,  rirra,  a  body 
would  think  tins  was  well  counterfeited :  I  pray 
you,  tell  your  brother  how  well  I  counterfeited. — 
Heigh  ho  I 

ok.  This  was  not  counterfeit;  there  it  too  great 
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testimony  In  your  oomplexlon,  that  it  wastpasalaQ 
of  earnest. 

£0$.  Counterfeit,  I  assure  you. 

OU,  Well,  then,  take  a  good  heart,  and  ooaDte^ 
feit  to  be  a  man. 

Jio8.  So  I  do :  but,  i*  fiuth,  I  should  haye  been 
a  woman  by  right. 

Cd,  Come,  you  look  paler  and  pder ;  pray  you, 
draw  homewards : — Good  sir,  go  with  us. 

OU,  That  will  I,  for  I  must  bear  answnr  back 
how  you  excuse  mj  brother,  Rosalind. 

B08,  1  shall  devise  somethine :  But,  I  pray  you. 
commend  my  counterfeiting  to  him :  Wfll  you  go  ? 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  Lr-Thetame. 
Enter  Touchstonk  and  Audbbt. 


Tbmk.  We  shall  find  a  time,  Audrey ;  patience, 
gentle  Audrey. 

Aud.  Taith,  the  priest  was  good  enough,  for  all 
the  old  gentleman^  saying. 

Tomh,  A  most  wicked  Sir  Oliver,  Audrey,  a 
most  yUe  Mar-text  But^  Audrey,  there  is  a  youth 
here  in  the  forest  lays  chum  to  you. 

Aud,  Ay,  I  know  who  'tis;  he  hath  no  interest 
in  roe  in  the  world:   here  comes  the  man  you 


BtUrWnJAAM, 

T\mdL  It  is  meat  and  drink  to  me  to  see  a  clown: 
By  my  troth,  we  that  have  good  wits  have  much 
t()  answer  for;  we  shall  be  flouting;  we  cannot 
hold. 

WSL  Good  even,  Audrey. 

Aud,  God  ye  good  even,  William. 

WUL  And  good  even  to  you,  sir. 

TouA.  Good  even,  gentle  firiend:  Cover  thy 
bead,  cover  thy  head ;  nay,  prithee  be  covered. 
How  old  are  you.  friend? 

WiiL  Five-and-twenty,  sir. 

TbucA.  A  ripe  age :  Is  thy  name  William? 
•  WUL  Wmiim,lir.  [here? 

Tbuch,  A  fair  name :  Was^  bom  i*  the  forest 

WilL  Ay.  sir,  I  thank  God. 

Ihueh,  Thank  God  I— a  good  answer:  Artrioh? 

WUL  Faithf  sir,  so  so. 

ToudL  So  so  is  good,  very  good,  very  excellent 
good:  and  yet  it  is  not;  it  is  but  so  so.  Art  thou 
wise? 

WiU,  Ay,  sir,  I  have  a  pretty  wit 

"hucK  Why,  thou  say'st  well.  I  do  now 
remember  a  saying ;  **  The  fool  doth  think  he  is 
wise,  but  the  wise  man  knows  himself  to  be  a 
'bol.^  The  heathen  philosopher,  when  he  had  a 
desire  to  eat  a  grape,  would  open  his  lips  when  he 
put  it  into  his  mouth;  meaning  thereby,  that 
grapes  were  made  to  eat,  and  lips  to  open.  Tou 
do  love  this  maid  ? 

ma.  I  do,  sir. 

Tbuch,  Give  me  your  hand :  Art  thou  learned  ? 

WSL  No.  sir. 

JhwJL  Then  learn  this  of  me ;  To  have,  is  to 
have:  For  it  is  a  figure  in  rhetoric,  that  drink 
being  poured  out  of  a  cup  into  a  glass,  by  filling 
the  one  doth  empty  the  other :  For  all  your  writers 
do  consent,  that  ipae  is  he;  now  you  are  not  ijm, 
for  I  am  he. 

WUL  Which  he,  sfr? 

Touch.  He,  sir,  that  must  marry  this  woman: 
Therefore,  you,  down,  abandon,  which  is  in  the 


vulgar,  leave,  the  sodety,  which  in  the  boorish  is, 
company,  of  this  female,  which  in  the  common  is. 
woman,  which  together  is,  abandon  the  sodety  of 
this  female;  or,  clown,  thou  perishest ;  or,  to  thy 
better  understanding,  diest ;  or  to  wit,  I  kill  thee, 
make  thee  avray.  translate  thy  life  into  death,  thv 
liberty  into  bondage:  I  will  deal  in  poison  with 
thee,  or  in  bastinado,  or  in  steel ;  I  will  bandy 
with  thee  in  faction;  I  will  overrun  thee  with 
policy;  I  will  kill  thee  a  hundred  and  fifty  ways; 
tfierefore  tremble,  and  depart 

Aud,  Do,  good  William. 

WUL  God  rest  you  merry,  sir.  [ExiL 

FiUerCoKa. 


Cor.  Our  master  and  mistress  seeks  you ;  come 
away,  away. 

TouA.  Trip,  Audrey,  trip,  Audrey ;— I  attend, 
I  attend.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  IL-^The 
Enter  Oklamdo  and  OuysB. 

OrL  Is*t  possible  that  on  so  little  acquaintance 
)U  should  like  her?  that,  but  seeing,  you  should 
love  her?  and,  loving,  woo?  and,  wooing,  she 
should  grant  ?  and  will  you  persever  to  enjoy  her? 
OU,  Neither  call  the  giddiness  of  it  in  question, 
the  poverty  of  her,  the  small  acquaintance,  my 
sudden  wooing,  nor  her  sudden  consenting ;  but 
say  with  me,  I  love  Aliena;  say  with  her,  that 
she  loves  me;  consent  with  both,  that  we  may 
ei\joy  each  other :  it  shall  be  to  your  good ;  for 
my  father's  house,  and  all  the  revenue  that  was 
old  Sir  Rowland's,  will  I  estate  upon  you,  and  here 
live  and  die  a  shepherd. 

Enter 'Ro&JdJtm, 

OrL  Tou  have  my  consent  Let  your  wedding 
be  to-morrow :  thither  will  I  invite  Uie  duke,  and 
all  his  contented  followers :  Go  you,  and  prepare 
Aliena ;  for,  look  you,  here  comes  my  Roralind. 

Bot,  God  save  you,  brother. 

OU.  And  you,  fair  sister. 

iZof.  0,  my  dear  Orlando,  how  it  grieves  me  to 
see  tiiee  wear  thy  heart  in  a  scarf  I 

OrL  It  is  my  arm. 

Eot.  I  thought  thy  heart  had  been  wounded 
with  the  claws  of  a  lion. 

OrL  Wounded  it  is,  but  with  the  eyes  of  a  lady. 

Jio€,  Did  your  brother  tdl  you  how  I  counter- 
feited to  swound,  when  he  showed  me  your 
handkercher  ? 

OrL  JLj,  and  greater  wonders  than  that 

Roi.  O,  I  know  where  you  are : — Nay  tis  true: 
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of  two  rami,  and  C«nr^  timsomoil  brag  of— 
♦*  I  oame,  «w,  and  overcame :"  For  jour  brother 
and  mj  sbter  no  sooner  met,  bat  tbej  looked ;  no 
sooner  looked,  but  thej  loved :  no  sooner  loved, 
but  thej  sighed  ;  no  sooner  signed,  bnt  theyaskea 
one  another  the  reason ;  no  sooner  knew  the  reason, 
bnt  thej  sought  ^e  remedy :  and  in  these  degrees 
have  thev  made  a  pair  of  stairs  to  marriage,  which 
they  will  climb  incontinent,  or  else  be  incontinent 
before  marriage :  they  are  in  the  very  wrath  of 
love,  and  they  will  together;  clubs  cannot  part 
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OrL  They  shall  be  married  to-morrow;  and  I 
will  bid  the  duke  to  the  nuptial.  But,  O,  how 
bitter  a  thing  it  is  to  look  mto  happiness  through 
another  man^s  eyes  I  B^  so  much  the  more  shall 
I  to-morrow  be  at  the  height  of  heart-heaviness,  by 
how  much  I  shall  think  my  brother  happy,  in 
tiaving  what  he  wishes  for. 

Mot.  Why,  then,  to-morrow  I  cannot  serve  your 
torn  for  Rosalind? 

OrL  I  can  live  no  longer  by  thinkmg. 

Bot,  I  will  wearv  you  no  longer  then  with  idle 
talking.  Know  of  me  then  (for  now  I  speak  to 
some  purpose),  that  I  know  jon  are  a  gentleman  of 
good  conceit :  1  speak  not  this  that  you  should  bear 
a  good  opinion  or  mjr  knowledge,  uisomuch,  I  say, 
I  know  you  are ;  neither  do  I  labour  for  a  greater 
esteem  than  may  in  some  little  measure  draw  a 
belief  from  you,  to  do  yourself  good,  and  not  to 
sraoe  me.  Believe,  then,  if  you  please,  that  I  can 
do  strange  things :  I  have,  since  I  was  three  year 
old,  conversed  with  a  magician,  most  profound  in 
his  art,  and  yet  not  damnable.  If  you  do  love  Rosar 
Und  so  near  the  heart  as  your  ja^ture  cries  it  out, 
when  your  brother  marries  Aliena  shall  you  manj 
her:  I  know  into  what  straits  of  fortune  she  is 
driven ;  and  it  is  not  impossible  to  me,  if  it  appear 
not  inconvenient  to  you,  to  set  her  before  vour  eyes 
to-morrow,  human  as  she  is,  and  witnout  any 


Speakest  thou  in  sober  meanings? 
Ro$.  By  my  life  I  do  ^  which  I  tender  dearly, 
though  I  say  I  am  a  magician :  Therefore,  put  you 
in  your  best  array,  bid  your  friends ;  for  ifyou  will 
be  married  to-morrow,  you  shall ;  and  to  Rosalind, 
ifyou  wilL 

Enter  SiLvnTB  and  Phebb. 

Look,  here  comes  a  lover  of  mine,  and  a  lover  of 
h^srs.  [ness. 

Phe,  Youth,  you  have  done  me  much  ungentle- 
To  show  the  letter  that  I  writ  to  you. 

Mot.  I  care  no',  if  I  have :  it  is  my  study 
To  seem  despiteful  and  ungentle  to  you  : 
Tou  are  there  followed  by  a  faithftil  shepherd; 


All  purify,  an  trUL  all  observance ; 
And  so  am  I  for  Pbebe. 

Phe,  And  so  am  I  for  Gkmy 

OrL  And  so  am  I  for  1 

Bob.  And  so  am  I  for  no  1 

Phe,  If  this  be  so,  why  blame  you  me  to  lovt 
me?  [7b  Ros. 

SU.  If  this  be  so,  why  blame  yon  me  to  love 
you?  [7b  Phb, 

OrL  If  this  be  so,  why  blame  you  me  to  love 
you? 

Bot.  Who  do  yon  speak  to,  **  why  blame  you 
metolove  jou?" 

OiL  To  her,  that  is  not  here,  nor  doth  not  hear. 

i2oc  Pray  you,  no  more  of  this ;  %b  like  the 
howlhig  of  Insh  wolves  against  the  moon. — I  will 
help  vou,  [to  SiLVius]  if  I  can : — I  would  love 
you,  [to  Phebb]  if  I  could. — To-morrow  meet  me 
all  together. — I  will  meet  you,  [to  Phebb]  if  ever 
I  marry  woman, and  111  be  married  to-morrow: — 
I  will  satisfy  you,  [to  Oblando]  if  ever  I  satisfied 
man,  and  you  shall  be  married  to-morrow: — I 
will  content  you,  [to  SiLVius]  if  what  pleases 
you  contents  you,  and  vou  shall  be  mamed  to- 
morrow.— As  yon  [to  Oblando]  love  Konlind, 
meet;— as  you  [to  Silvius]  love  Phebe,  meet; 
And  as  I  love  no  woman.  111  meet — So,  fiure  yon 
well ;  I  have  left  you  commands. 

m.  III  not  fiul,  if  I  live. 

Phe,  Nor  I. 

OrL  Nor  I.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  UL^The  eame. 
Enter  Touohstohb  and  Audbet. 

7btic&.  To-morrow  is  the  joyful  day,  Audrey; 
to-morrow  will  we  be  marriea. 

And.  I  do  desire  it  with  all  my  heart :  and  I 
hope  it  is  no  dishonest  desire,  to  desire  to  be  a 
woman  of  the  world.  Here  comes  two  of  the 
banished  duke*s  pages. 

Enter  heo  Fagn, 

1  Pane,  Well  met,  honest  gentleman. 

Tbudi.  By  my  troth,  well  met:  Come,  ait,  sit, 
and  a  song. 

2  Page.  We  are  for  you :  sit  i*  the  middle. 

1  i^.  Shall  we  clap  into  t  roundly,  without 
hawking,  or  spitting,  or  saying  we  are  hoarse; 
which  are  the  only  prologues  to  a  bad  voice? 

2  P^.  I'fidth,  i*faith;  and  both  hi  a  tone,  like 
two  gipsies  on  a  horse. 

80Ka 
I. 
It  wiM  a  loTor.  and  hU  laM, 
_    With  a  hey.  and  a  hOj^  i^A^J^..?*"*'"^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


AS  TOU  LTin?  IT. 


167 


^budb.  Trntyj  young  gentlemen,  though  there 
was  no  great  matter  in  the  ditty,  yet  the  note  was 
very  untnneable. 

1  Fagt.  You  are  deceived,  sir ;  we  kept  time, 
we  lost  not  oar  time. 

TbucA.  By  my  troth,  yes;  I  count  It  but  time 
lost  to  hear  such  a  foolish  song.  God  be  with 
you;  and  God  mend  your  voices  I  Come,  Audrey. 

SCENE  XS.^AnoQitT^^  qflM  Fared. 

Bnter  Duke  atmar,  Amiens,  Jaqubs,  OBLAinM), 
Outer,  and  Celll. 

Duhe  S,  Dost  thou  believe,  Orlando,  that  the  boy 
Can  do  idl  this  that  he  bath  promised  ?  [not ; 

OH,  I  sometimes  do  believe,  and  sometimes  do 
Ai  those  that  fear,— they  hope,  and  know  they  fear. 
Enter  Ro6Alihd,  Siltius,  and  Puebb. 

JZot.  Patience  once  more,  whiles  our  compact 
is  DTg'd  :— 
Ton  say.  if  I  bring  in  your  Rosalind,  [7b  the  D  vkb. 
You  will  bestow  her  on  Orlando  here? 

Duie  &  That  would  I,  had  I  kingdoms  to  give 
with  her. 

Bo$,  And  you  say,  you  will  have  her,  when  I 
bring  her ?  [Tb  Orlando. 

OrL  That  would  I,  were  I  of  all  kingdoms  king. 

Hoe,  You  say,  you'll  many  me,  if  I  be  willuig  ? 

[2b  Phebe. 

Phe.  That  will  I,  should  I  die  the  hour  after. 

Bo$.  But,  if  you  do  refuse  to  marry  me, 
Toull  give  yourself  to  this  most  faithful  shepherd. 

I*he.  So  is  the  bargain. 

Boe.  You  say,  that  youll  have  Phebe,  if  she 
will?  [TbSiL. 

BU,  Though  to  have  her  and  death  were  both 
one  thing. 

JSdt.  I  have  promised  to  makeall  this  matter  even. 
Keep  you  your  word,  O  duke,   to  give   your 

daughter; — 
You  yours,  Orlando,  to  receive  his  daughter:— 
Keep  you  your  word,  Phebe,  that  youll  marry  me ; 
Or  else,  rising  me,  to  wed  this  shepherd : — 
Keep  your  word,  Silvius,  that  youll  marry  her. 
If  she  reftise  me  >— and  from  hence  I  go, 
To  make  these  doubts  all  even.  [Ex.  Bos.  and  Cel. 

Ihtke  &'.  I  do  remember  in  this  shepherd-boy 
Some  lively  touches  of  mj  daughter's  favour. 

OrL  My  lord,  the  first  time  that  I  ever  saw  him, 
Methonght  he  was  a  brother  to  your  daughter : 
Bat,  my  good  lord,  this  bov  is  forest-bom ; 
And  hath  been  tutor'd  in  the  rudiments 
Of  many  desperate  studies  by  his  uncle, 
Wbom  he  reports  to  be  a  great  magician, 
Oliecured  in  the  circle  of  ^  forest 

Enter  Touchstone  and  Audbbt. 


Jag.  And  how  was  that  taVn  up? 

T<»jich,  Taith,  we  met,  and  found  the  quarrftl 
was  upon  the  seventh  cause. 

Jaq.  How,  seventh  cause  ?--Good  my  lord, 
like  this  fellow, 

Duke  S.  I  like  him  very  well. 

Tbudi,  God.nid  you^sir;  I  desbe  you  of  the 
like.  I  press  m  here,  sir,  amongst  the  rest  of  the 
country  copulatives,  to  swear,  and  to  forswear; 
according  as  marriage  binds,  and  blood  breaks:  A 
poor  virgin,  sir,  an  iil-fevoured  thing,  sir,  but  mine 
own ;  a  poor  humour  of  mine,  sir,  to  take  that  that 
no  man  else  will :  Rich  honesty  dwells  like  a  miser, 
sir,  m  a  poor  house;  as  your  pearl  m  your  foul 

^^'SSfcc  8,  By  my  feith,  he  is  very  swift  and 

sententious.  .,..,..       j      u 

Tbiicft,  According  to  the  fool%  bolt,  sir,  and  such 

dulcet  diseases.  ,  ^      j.j        is  j 

Jaq.  But,  for  the  seventh  cause ;  how  did  you  find 

the  quarrel  on  the  seventh  cause? 

Touch,  Upon  a  lie  seven  times  removed  ;—Bwr 

r)ur  body  more  seemmg,  Audrey:— as  thus,  sir. 
did  dislike  the  cut  of  a  certain  oourtier  s  beard ; 
be  sent  me  word,  if  I  said  his  beard  was  not  cut 
well,  he  was  in  the  mhid  it  was :  This  u  called  the 
"R^ort  courteous."  If  I  sent  bun  word  a^,  it 
was  not  well  cut,  he  would  send  me  word,  he  cut 
it  to  please  himself:  This  is  called  the  "Quip 


spake  not  true:  This  is  called  the  "Reproof 
'vSiant"  If  agam,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would 
say,  I  lie:  TOs  U  called  the  "Countercheck 
quarrelsome  f  and  so  to  the  "  Lie  circumstantial,^ 
and  the "  Lie  direct."  , .  ^      j,  ^ 

Jaq.  And  how  oft  did  you  say,  his  beard  was  no* 

Touch,  I  durst  go  no  fhrther  than  the  "Lie  cfa^ 
cumstantial,"  nor  he  durst  not  give  me  the  "  Lie 
direct  :*'  and  so  we  measured  swords  and  parted. 

Jaq,  Can  you  nominate  m  order  now  the  degrees 

Tbuch.  O  rir,  we  quarrel  in  print,  by  the  book; 
as  you  have  books  for  good  manners.  I  will  name 
yoi  the  degrees.    The  first,  the  Retort  wurteous; 
the  second,  the  Quip  modest ;  the  third,  the  Regy 
churlish;  the  fourth,  the  Reproof  valifn*?.  ™ 
fifth,  the  Countercheck  qn^plsome;  the  Mxtn, 
the  tie  with  droumstanoe;  the  seventh,  thjLw 
direct.    All  these  you  n»y^»7<»^  ^*  ™  If 
direct;  and  you noay  avoid  *J^*  J^J^^^^^*; 
I  knew  when  seven  )^^'<^J^i,^^^^fSIrl 
quarrel ;   but  when  the  narties  were  »;* J^S"^, 
Selves,  one  of  them  thought  but  of  "\^»,  "Jv  A* 
you  Mdd  90,  then  I  said  so ;"  «dth«y  shook  htf^ 
Ld  swore  Uthers.  .  Your  tfMihe  only  pe«»- 
«i«Va*.  mn«th  irirtnein  If,  ^-  .    . 
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Bos,  To  Toa  I  giTB  myself,  for  I  tm  yours. 

[ToDX3KBS. 

To  yoa  I  give  myself,  for  I  am  yonra. 

[To  Oklahdo. 
Duke  S,  If  there  be  troth  in  sight,  yon  are  my 
daughter.  [Rosalind. 

OrL  If  there  be  truth  in  sight,  you  are  my 
P%&  If  sight  and  shape  be  true. 
Why,  then,— my  lore,  adieu  I 
Mo$.  1 11  haye  no  father,  if  yon  be  not  be^- 
[To  DuKB  8, 
1 11  have  no  husband,  if  yon  be  not  he.  [To  Orl. 
Nor  ne*er  wed  woman,  if  you  be  not  she.  [lb  Pes. 
Bym.  Peace,  ho  I  I  bar  confusion : 
*Tis  I  must  make  oonclnsion 

Of  these  most  strange  events : 
Here's  eight  that  must  take  hands, 
To  johi  in  Hymen's  bands, 

If  truth  holds  true  contents. 
Ton  and  yon  no  cross  shall  part : 

[To  Orl.  and  Bos. 
Ton  and  yon  are  lieart  in  heart : 

[To  Oll  and  Ckl. 
Ton  [to  Feb.]  to  his  loye  must  accord, 
Or  liaye  a  woman  to  your  lord  :— 
Yon  and  you  are  sure  together, 

[7b  Touch,  and  Aud. 
As  the  winter  to  foul  weather. 
Whiles  a  wedlock-hymn  we  sing. 
Feed  yonrselyes  with  questioning; 
That  reason  wonder  may  diminish, 
How  tfaua  we  met,  and  these  things  finish. 
SONG. 


Wedding  ia  great  Juno's  Ocvwu> 
O  blessed  bond  of  board  aad  bed  I 

Tis  Hymen  peoples  every  town ; 
High  wedlock  then  be  honoured ; 

Honour,  high  honour  and  renown. 
To  Hymen,  god  of  erery  town  I 

Ihke  A  0  my  dear  niece,  welcome  thoa  art  to 
me; 
Eyen  daughter,  welcome  in  no  less  degree. 

PAe.  I  will  not  eat  mv  word;  now  thou  art  mine, 
fhy  fiuth  my  fancy  to  thee  doth  combine.  [  7b  Sil. 

Enter  Jaqubb  dk  Boxb. 

Jaq.  de  B.  Let  me  haye  andience  for  a  word,  or 
two; 
I  am  the  second  son  of  old  Sir  Rowland, 
That  brine  these  tidings  to  this  fair  assembly : 
Duke  Frederick,  hearing  how  that  every  day 
Men  of  great  worth  resorted  to  this  forest, 
Addressxl  a  mighty  power ;  which  were  on  foot, 
In  his  own  conduct,  purposely  to  take 
His  brother  here,  ana  pnt  him  to  the  sword : 
And  to  the  skirts  of  this  wild  wood  he  came ; 
Where,  meeting  with  an  old  religions  man, 
After  some  question  with  him,  was  conyerted 
Both  from  lus  enterprise,  and  from  the  world : 
His  crown  beoueathing  to  his  banish'd  brother. 
And  Mil  their  lands  restor'd  to  them  again 
That  were  with  him  exil'd:  This  to  be  true, 
I  do  engage  my  life. 


LIKE  IT. 

Duhe  &  Welcome,  young  man ; 

Thou  offerlBt  fairly  to  thy  brotherl§  wedding; 
To  one,  his  lands  withheld  ;  and  to  the  other, 
A  land  itself  at  large,  a  potent  dukedom. 
First,  in  this  forest,  let  us  do  those  ends 
That  here  were  well  begnn,  and  well  begot: 
And  after,  eyery  of  this  happy  number. 
That  haye  endured  shrewd  days  and  nights  with  ns, 
Shall  share  the  good  of  oar  returned  fortune, 
Accor«4ng  to  the  measure  of  their  states. 
Meantime,  forget  this  new-falPn  dignity, 
And  fall  into  our  rustic  reyelry: 
Play,  music ;— and  you  brides  and  bridegrooms  all 
With  measure  heaped  in  joy,  to  themiaftures  falU 

Jaq,  Sir,  by  your  patience ;  If  I  heard  yon  rightly 
The  duke  hath  put  on  a  religious  life, 
And  thrown  into  neglect  the  pompous  oonrt? 

Jaq.de  B.  He  hath. 

Jaq.  To  him  will  I:  out  of  these  convertites 
There  is  much  matter  to  be  heard  and  letm*d.^ 
Ton  to  your  former  honour  I  bequeath ; 

[TbDuKsA 
Tour  patienee  and  your  yirtue,  well  desenres  it  :— 
You  [to  Oblaitdoj  to  a  loye  that  yonr  true  feith 

doth  merit:—  [allies:— 

Ton  [to  OuyERJ  to  your  land,  and  love,  and  great 
You  [to  SiLYiDSj  to  a  long  and  well-  deserved  bed : — 
And  yon  [to Touchstohb]  to  wrangling;  for  thy 
loving  voysge  [pleasures ; 

Is  but  for  two  months  yictualPd: — Soto  your 
I  am  for  other  than  for  dancing  measures. 

Duke  3.  Stay,  Jaques,  stay. 

Jaq.  To  see  no  pastime  I:— what  yon  would  have 
1*11  stay  to  know  at  your  abandon'd  oaye.     [EidL 

Duke  S.  Proceed,  proceed:  we  will  begin  these 
rites, 
And  we  do  trust  theyll  end  hi  true  delights. 

[A  donee. 
BPILOaUB. 

Bob,  It  is  not  the  fashion  to  see  the  lady  the 
epilogue:  but  it  is  no  more  unhandsome,  than  to 
see  the  lord  the  prolosue.  If  it  be  true,  that  **  good 
wine  needs  no  bnsh^  'tis  true,  that  a  good  play 
needs  no  epilogue:  Yet  to  good  wine  they  do  use 

Siod  bushes ;  and  ^od  plays  prove  the  better  for 
e  help  of  good  epilogues  What  a  case  am  I  in 
then,  tnat  am  neither  a  good  epilogue,  nor  cannot 
insinuate  with  von  in  the  behalf  of  a  good  playl 
I  am  not  furnished  like  a  beggar,  therefore  to  beg 
will  not  become  me :  my  way  is,  to  conjure  yon; 
and  I'll  begin  with  the  women.  I  charge  yon,  0 
women,  for  the  love  yon  bear  to  men.  to  like  as 
much  oif  this  play  as  please  you:  ana  I  charge 
Ton,  0  men,  for  the  love  ^ou  bear  to  women  (as 
I  perceive  by  your  simpering,  none  of  yon  hates 
them),  that  between  you  and  the  women  the  play 
may  please.  If  1  were  a  woman,  I  would  kiss  as 
man;jr  of  you  as  lud  beards  that  pleased  me,  com- 
plexions  that  liked  me,  and  breaths  that  I  defied 
not :  and,  I  am  sure,  as  many  as  have  good  beards, 
or  good  faces,  or  sweet  breaths,  will,  for  my  idnd 
offer,  when  I  make  eurtsy,  bid  me  urewelL 

[JBSuimL 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  I^Vcnioe.    A  Street. 


Snier  ilNTONio,  Salarino,  and  Solahio. 

JmL  Io  Booth,  I  know  not  whj  I  am  so  sad ; 
It  wearies  me ;  yoa  m  it  wearies  yon ; 
But  how  (  caaght  it,  foand  it,  or  came  bj  it, 
What  stuff  tis  made  of;  whereof  it  is  bom, 
I  am  to  learn ; 

And  snch  a  want-wit  sadness  makes  of  me, 
That  I  have  much  ado  to  know  myself 

Salof,  Tour  mind  is  tossing  on  the  ocean ; 
Then*,  where  your  argosies  with  portlj  sail, 
likp  sip^niors  and  rich  burghers,  on  the  flood. 
Or,  as  It  were,  the  pageants  of  the  sea. 
Do  overpeer  the  petty  traffickers, 
Tliat  cort'sy  to  them,  do  them  reverence, 
As  thej  fly  bj  them  with  their  woven  wings. 

BoUm.  Beheve  me,  sir,  liad  I  such  venture  forth, 
The  better  part  of  my  affections  would 
Be  with  my  hopes  abroad.    I  should  be  still 
Plucking  the  grass,  to  know  where  sits  the  wind ; 
Peering  in  map,  for  ports,  and  piers,  and  roads ; 
And  every  object  that  might  make  me  fear 
Misfortune  to  my  ventures,  out  of  doubt, 
Would  make  me  sad. 

JSalar,  My  wind,  cooling  my  broth, 

Would  blow  me  to  an  ague  when  I  thought 
What  harm  a  wind  too  great  might  do  at  sea. 
[  should  not  see  the  sandy  hour-glass  run, 
But  I  should  tliink  of  shallows  and  of  flats : 
And  see  my  wealthy  Andrew  dock*d  in  sand, 
Vailing  her  high-top  lower  than  her  ribs. 
To  kiss  her  burial.    Should  I  go  to  church. 
And  see  the  holy  edifice  of  stone, 
And  not  bethink  me  straight  of  dangerous  rooks. 
Which,  touching  but  my  gentle  ves^%  side. 
Would  scatter  all  her  spices  on  the  stream ; 
Enrobe  the  roaring  waters  with  my  silks ; 
And,  in  a  word,  but  even  now  worth  this. 
And  now  worth  nothing?  Shall  I  have  the  thought, 
To  think  on  this ;  and  shall  I  lack  the  thought 
That  sucha  thing,  bechanc'd,  would  make  me  sad  ? 
But  tell  not  me ;  I  know  Antonio 
Is  sad  to  think  upon  his  merchandise. 

JmL  Believe  me,  no;  I  thank  my  fortune  for  it, 
My  ventures  are  not  in  one  bottom  trusted, 
Kor  to  one  place ;  nor  is  my  whole  estate 
Upon  the  fortune  of  this  present  year : 
Therefore  my  merchandise  makes  me  not  std. 


Balar,  Why,  then  yoa  are  in  love. 
Ant,  Fie,  fie  I 

Solar,  Not  in  love  neither?    Then  let  us  say 
you  are  sad. 
Because  you  are  not  merry:  and  'twere  as  easy. 
For  you  to  laugh,  and  leap,  and  say  you  are  merry, 
Because  you  are  not  sad.  Now,  by  two-headed  Janus, 
Nature  hath  fram'd  strange  fellows  in  her  time: 
Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their  eyes, 
And  laugh,  like  parrots,  at  a  oagpiper : 
And  other  of  sucn  vinegar  aspect. 
That  thevll  not  show  their  teeth  in  way  of  smile. 
Though  Nestor  swear  the  jest  be  laughable. 

Enter  Bassanio,  Lobboto,  and  Gratiaho. 

Soilan,  Here  oomes  Bassanio,  your  most  noble 
Oratiano,  and  Lorenzo :  Fare  you  well ;  pdnsman. 
We  leave  you  now  with  better  company. 

Sabr,  I  would  have  stay'd  till  I  had  made  yov 
merry. 
If  worthier  friends  had  not  prevented  me. 

Ant.  Your  worth  is  very  dear  in  my  regard. 
I  take  it,  your  own  business  calls  on  you. 
And  you  embrace  the  occasion  to  depart. 

Solar.  Qood  morrow,  my  good  lords. 

Ban.  Good  signiors  ooth,  when  shall  we  laugh  ? 
say,  when  ? 
Tou  grow  exceeding  strange :  Must  it  be  so? 

&iSxr.  Wellmakeourleisurestoattend  on  yours. 
[Exetmt  Salarino  and  Solanic. 

Lor.  My  Lord  Bassanio,  since  you  have  found 
Antonio, 
We  two  will  leave  you ;  but  at  dinner-time 
I  pray  you  have  in  mind  where  we  must  meet. 

Bcuu.  I  will  not  fail  you. 

Orcu  You  look  not  well,  Siguier  Antonio; 
You  have  too  much  respect  upon  the  world: 
They  lose  it  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care. 
Believe  me,  you  are  marvellously  chang*d. 

Ant.  I  hold  the  world  but  as  the  worlcL  Gra> 
A  stage  where  every  man  must  play  a  part,  [tian ; 
And  mine  &  sad  one. 

Or€u  Let  me  play  the  Fool : 

With  mirth  and  laughter  let  old  wrinkles  come; 
And  let  my  liver  rather  heat  vrith  wine. 
Than  my  heart  oool  with  mortifying  groans. 
Why  should  a  man  whose  blood  is  warm  within 
Sit  like  his  grandsire  cut  in  alabaster  ? 
Bleep  when  he  wakes  ?  and  creep  into  the  Jaundioi 
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Br  Mog  peevish  ?    I  teU  thee  what,  Antonio, 
I  love  thee,  and  it  is  mj  love  that  speaks  ^ — 
There  are  a  sort  of  men,  whose  visages 
Do  oream  and  mantle  like  a  standing  pond ; 
And  do  a  wilful  stillness  entertain, 
With  purpose  to  be  dress'd  in  an  opinion 
Of  wisdom,  gravity,  profound  conceit; 
As  who  should  say,  **I 


[  am  Sir  Oracle, 
And  when  I  ope  mv  lips  let  no  dog  bark  f ** 
O.  my  Antonio,  I  do  know  of  these, 
That  therefore  only  are  reputed  wise 
For  saying  nothing ;  who,  I  am  very  sure, 
If  they  should  speak,  would  almost  damn  those 
ears  [fools. 

Which,  hearing  them,  would  call  their  brothers 
m  tell  thee  more  of  this  another  time ; 
But  fish  not  with  this  melancholy  bait. 
For  this  fool  gudgt>on,  this  opinion. 
Come,  good  I^renzo : — Fare  ye  well,  a  while; 
ril  end  my  exhortation  after  dinner.  [time : 

Lor.  Well,  we  will  leave  vou  then  till  dlnner- 
1  must  be  one  of  these  same  dumb  wise  men, 
For  Qratiano  never  lets  me  speak.  [more, 

Ora,  Well,  keep  me  company  but  two  years 
Thou  shalt  not  know  the  sound  of  thine  own  tongue. 

ArU,  Farewell  1  111  grow  a  talker  for  this  gear. 

Ora.  Thanks,  i*  faith ;  for  silence  is  only  com- 
mendable 
In  A  neat^  tongue  dried,  and  a  maid  not  vendible. 
[Exgunt  Gratujio  and  Lorenzo. 

Jnt,  Is  that  anythmg  now  ? 

Basa,  Gratiano  speaks  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing, 
more  than  anpr  man  iu  all  Venice :  His  reasons  are 
two  grains  of  wheat  hid  in  two  bushels  of  chaff: 
you  shall  seek  all  day  ere  you  find  them:  and 
when  yon  have  them  they  are  not  worth  the 
learch. 

Ant.  Well ;  tell  me  now,  what  lady  is  the  same 
To  whom  you  swore  a  secret  pilgrimage, 
That  you  tonlay  promis'd  to  t(  11  me  of? 

Bass.  Tis  not  unknown  to  you,  Antonio, 
How  much  I  have  disabled  mine  estate, 
Bv  something  showing  a  more  swelling  port 
Than  mv  faint  means  would  grant  continuance ; 
Nor  do  I  now  make  moan  to  be  abridged 
From  such  a  noble  rate ;  but  my  chief  care 
Is  to  come  fairly  off  firom  the  great  debts 
Wherein  my  time,  something  too  prodigal, 
Hath  left  me  gago :  To  you  Antonio, 
I  owe  the  most  in  money  and  in  love; 
And  from  vour  love  I  have  a  warrant 
To  unburthen  all  mv  plots  and  purposes, 
How  to  get  clear  of^all  the  debts  I  owe. 

Ant.  I  pray  yon,  good  Ba&sanio,  let  me  know  it; 
And,  if  it  stano,  as  you  yourself  still  do, 
Within  the  eye  of  honour,  be  sssur'd 
Hj  purse,  mv  person,  my  extremest  means. 
Lie  all  unlock'a  to  your  occasions. 

Bass.  In  my  school-days,  when  I  had  lost  one 
Ijshot  his  fellow  of  the  self-same  flight         [shaft 


THE  MERCHANT  OF  VENICE. 

And,  out  of  doubt,  you  do  me  now  more  wrong 
In  making  question  of  my  uttermost, 
Than  if  you  had  made  waste  of  all  I  have. 
Then  do  but  say  to  me  what  I  should  do. 
That  in  your  knowledge  may  by  me  be  aona, 
And  I  am  prest  unto  it :  therefore  speak. 

Basi,  In  Belmont  is  a  ladv  richly  left, 
And  she  is  faiur,  and,  fairer  ttian  that  word. 
Of  wondYous  virtues.     Sometimes  IVom  her  eyei 
I  did  receive  fair  speechless  messages : 
Her  name  is  Portia;  nothing  undervalued 
To  Gate's  daughter,  Brutus'  Portia. 
Nor  is  the  wide  world  ignorant  of  her  worth ; 
For  the  four  winds  blow  in  from  every  coast 
Renowned  suitors:  and  her  sonny  lom 
Hang  on  her  temples  like  a  golden  fleece; 
Which  makes  her  seat  of  Belmont,  Colchos*  strand, 
And  many  Jasons  come  in  quest  of  her. 
O,  my  Antonio  1  had  I  but  the  means 
To  hold  h  r'val  place  vrith  one  of  them, 
I  have  a  mird  presages  me  such  thrift. 
That  I  sho  iM  questionless  be  fortunate. 

Ant.  Thou  know'st  that  alt  2r-  fortunes  are  al 
sea; 
Neither  have  I  money,  nor  commodity 
To  raise  a  present  sum :  therefore  go  forth. 
Try  what  my  credit  can  in  Venice  do ; 
That  shall  be  rack'd,  even  to  the  uttermost, 
To  furnish  thee  to  Belmont,  to  fair  Portia. 
Go,  presently  inquire,  and  so  will  I, 
Where  money  is;  and  I  no  question  make. 
To  have  it  of  my  trust,  or  for  my  sake.    [Exmnt 


SCENE  IL— Belmont    A  Boom  m  PortUi> 
Boiue, 


Enter  Pobtia  and  NiRiBflA. 


iVr. 


By  my  troth,  Nerissa,  my  little  body  ifi 
a-weary  of  this  g^eat  world. 

.ATer.  fou  would  be,  sweet  madam,  if  your 
miseries  were  in  the  same  abundance  as  vour  good 
fortunes  are ;  And  yet.  for  aught  I  see,  tney  are  as 
sick  that  surfeit  with  too  much,  as  they  that  starve 
with  nothing  :  It  is  no  small  happmess,  therefore, 
to  be  seated  in  the  mean ;  superfluity  comes  sooner 
by  white  hairs,  but  competency  lives  longer. 

For.  Good  sentences,  and  well  pronounced. 

Her.  They  would  be  better,  if  well  followed. 

Por.  If  to  do  were  as  easy  as  to  know  what  were 
good  to  do,  chapels  had  been  churches,  and  poor 
men%  cottages  princes'  palaces.  It  is  a  good 
divine  that  follows  his  own  instructions:  I  can 
easier  teach  twenty  what  were  good  to  be  done, 
than  be  one  of  the  twenty  to  follow  mine  own 
teaching.  The  brain  may  devise  laws  for  the 
blood ;  but  a  hot  temper  leaps  o'er  a  cold  decree: 
•uch  a  hare  is  madness  the  vouth^  to  skip  o'er  the 
meshes  of  good  counsel  the  cripple.  But  thia 
reasoning  Is  not  in  tlie  fashion  to  choose  me  a  hus- 
band:—O  me,  the  word  choose!    I  may  neither 
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For,  I  pny  thee,  oTenuwne  them;  and  as  thoa 
oamest  them  I  wUl  describe  them ;  and  aeoording 
lo  mj  desoription  lerel  at  my  affiectioii. 

Ner,    First,  there  is  the  Neapolitan  prinee. 

For.  Aj,  that's  a  colt,  indeed,  fbr  he  doth 
Mthing  bnt  talk  of  hb  horse ;  and  he  makes  it  a 
great  appropriation  to  his  own  good  parts  that  he 
ean  shoe  him  himself:  I  am  much  afinud  my  lady 
his  mother  placed  fiJae  with  a  smith. 

Ner,  Then,  is  there  the  comity  Palathie. 

Pot.  He  doth  noUiing  but  frown ;  as  who  shonld 
•ay,  **An  you  wfll  not  have  me,  choose:"  he 
hears  merry  tales,  and  smiles  not:  I  fear  he  will 
nroTC  the  weeping  philosopher  when  he  grows  old, 
being  so  fUll  of  mimannerly  sadness  in  bis  youth. 
I  had  rather  to  be  married  to  a  death's  head  with 
ft  bone  in  his  month,  tlian  to  either  of  these.  God 
defend  me  from  these  two ! 

Net.  How  say  yoa  by  the  French  lord,  If on- 
liearleBon? 

For,  Qod  made  him,  and  therefore  let  him  pass 
for  a  man.  In  truth,  I  know  it  is  a  sin  to  be  a 
mocker.  But  bet  why.  he  hath  a  horse  better 
than  the  Neapolitan^ ;  a  better  bad  habit  of  frown- 
ing than  the  Count  Palatine :  he  is  every  man  in 
no  man:  if  a  throstle  sing  he  falls  straight  a 
capering;  he  will  fence  with  his  own  shadow :  if  I 
should  marry  him  I  should  marry  twenhr  hus- 
bands :  If  he  would  despise  me  I  would  n)rgive 
him :  for  if  he  love  me  to  madness  I  shall  never 
reouitehim. 

Ner,  What  say  yon  then  to  Faolconbridge,  tiie 
young  baron  of  England? 

For.  Tou  know  I  say  nothing  to  him;  for  he 
onderstands  not  me^  nor  I  him:  he  hath  neither 
Latin.  French,  nor  Italian ;  and  you  will  come 
into  the  court  and  swear  that  I  have  a  poor  penny- 
worth  in  the  English.     He  is  a  proper  man's 

Sicture.  But,  alas!  who  can  converse  with  a 
umb  show  ?  How  oddly  he  is  suited  t  I  think 
he  bought  his  doublet  in  Italy,  his  round  hose  in 
France,  his  bonnet  hi  Qennany ,  and  his  behaviour 
•rerywhere. 

Ner,  WhktUnk  yoaof  the  Scottish  lord,  his 
Mighbonr? 

Pot,  That  he  hath  a  neighbourlr  charity  in 
him;  for  he  borrowed  a  box  of  the  ear  or  the 
Englishman,  and  swore  he  would  pay  him 
igam  when  he  was  able:  I  think  the  Frendi- 
man  became  his  surety,  and  sealed  under  for 
another. 

Ner,  How  like  you  the  young  Qerman — the 
Duke  of  Saxony's  nephew  ? 

For,  Very  vilely  in  the  morning,  when  he  is 
sober ;  and  most  vilely  in  Uie  afternoon,  when  he  is 
drunk:  when  he  is  best  he  is  a  little  worse  than  a 
man ;  and  when  he  is  worst  he  b  little  better  than 
a  beast :  an  the  worst  fall  that  ever  fell,  I  hope  1 
shall  make  shift  to  go  without  him. 

Ner.  If  he  should  offer  to  choose,  and  choose 
the  right  casket,  vou  should  refhse  to  perform 
your  fiither^  will  if  yon  should  ndTuse  to  accept 

For.  Therefore,  for  fear  of  the  worst,  I  pray 
tlMe  aet  a  deep  glass  of  Rhenish  wine  on  the  con- 
trary casket :  for,  if  the  devil  be  within,  and  that 
tempUtiim  without,  I  know  he  will  choose  it.  I 
will  do  anything,  Nerissa,  ere  I  will  be  married 
toasponee. 

JITsr.  zon  need  not  fiear,  ladj,  the  having  any  of 
Uiese  lords ;  they  have  acquainted  me  with  tneir 
determinations:  which  is.  indeed,  to  return  to 
liiiir  borne  and  to  fronble  jon  with  no  more 


suit;  unless  you  may  be  won  by  some  other  sort 
than  your  father's  imposition,  aepending  on  the 
casketo. 

P^.  If  lUvetobeasoldasSibvlUI  wUl  die 
as  chaste  as  Diana,  unless  I  be  obtained  by  the 
manner  of  my  father's  will :  I  am  glad  this  parcel 
of  wooers  are  so  reasoilable  \  for  there  is  not  one 
among  them  but  I  dote  on  his  very  absence,  and  I 
wish  them  a  fair  departure. 

Ner,  Doyou  not  remember,  lady,  in  your  &ther^ 
time,  a  Yenetian,  a  scholar,  and  a  soldier,  that  came 
hither  in  company  of  the  Marquis  of  Montferrat? 

For,  Yes,  yes,  it  wss  Bassanio;  as  I  think  so 
was  he  called. 

Ner,  True,  madam ;  he,  of  all  the  men  that  ever 
my  foolish  eves  looked  upon,  was  the  best  deserv- 
inga  fitir  lady. 

ibr.  I  remember  him  well ;  and  I  remember 
hun  worthy  of  thy  praise. 

Enter  a  Servant 

8tn,  The  four  strangers  seek  you,  madam,  to 
take  their  leave :  and  there  b  a  forerunner  come 
from  a  fifth,  the  Prince  of  Morocco :  who  brings 
word  the  prince,  hb  master,  will  be  here  to-fiight 

For,  If^  I  could  bid  the  fifth  welcome  with  so 
good  a  heart  as  I  can  bid  the  other  four  farewell, 
I  ^ould  be  glad  of  hb  approach :  if  he  have  the 
condition  of  a  saint,  and  tne  complexion  of  a  devil, 
I  liad  rather  he  should  shrive  me  than  wive  me. 
Come,  Nerissa.  Sirrah,  go  before. 
Whiles  we  shut  the  gate  upon  one  wooer,  another 
knocks  at  ue  door.  \ExewiiL 

SCENE  in— Venice.    A  pubUe  Fiaoe. 
Enter  Bassanio  and  Shtlock. 

Shy,  Three  thousand  Jucats,— well. 

Ecus,  Ay,  sir,  for  three  months. 

Slty,  For  three  months, — well. 

Bati,  For  the  which,  as  I  told  yon,  Antonio 
shall  be  bound. 

Shy,  Antonio  shall  become  bound, — ^well. 

Baas.  May  you  stead  me?  Will  you  pleasure 
me  ?    Shall  I  know  your  answer  ? 

Shu,  Three  thousand  ducats,  for  three  months, 
and  Antonio  bound. 

Basi,  Your  answer  to  that 

Sky,  Antonio  b  a  good  man. 

Bass.  Have  you  heard  any  imputation  to  the 
contrary? 

Shy.  Oh  no,  no,  no,  no;— my  meaning  in  saying 
he  b  a  good  man  is,  to  have  you  understand  me  that 
he  b  sufficient :  yet  hb  means  are  in  supposition : 
he  hath  an  argosy  bound  to  Tripolis,  another  to  the 
Indies;  I  understand,  moreover,  upon  the  Rialto, 
he  hath  a  third  at  Mexico,  a  fourth  for  England; 
and  other  ventures  he  bathj  squandered  abroad. 
But  ships  are  but  boards,  sailors  but  men :  there 
be  land-rats  and  water-rats,  water-tliieves  and  land- 
thieves— I  mean,  pirates ;  and  then,  there  b  the 
peril  of  waters,  winds,  and  rocks :  The  man 
b,  notwithstanding,  sufficient ;— three  thousand 
ducate ;— I  think  I  may  take  his  bond. 

Basi.  Be  assured  you  may. 

Shy.  I  will  be  assured  I  may ;  and  that  I  may 
be  assured  I  will  bethink  me :  May  I  speak  with 
Antonio? 

Bass,  If  it  please  you  to  dfaie  with  us. 

SIm.  Yes,  to  smell  pork  I  to  eat  of  the  habitation 
which  your  prophet,  the  Nazarite,  oix^ured  tlie 
devil  into  I  I  will  bu^  with  you,  sell  with  you, 
talk  with  you,  walk  with  yon,  and  so  following^ 
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bnt  I  will  not  eit  with  yon,  dnnk  with  yon,  nor 
»ray  with  you.— What  news  on  the  Rudto?— Who 
he  oomes  here  ? 

Enter  Amtonio. 

Bats,^  This  is  Signior  Antonio. 

Shy,  [AndeA  How  like- a  fawning  pnblioan  be 
looks  I 
I  hate  him  for  he  is  a  ChristiaD : 
But  more,  for  that,  in  low  simplicity, 
He  lends  oat  money  gratis,  and  brings  down 
The  rate  of  usance  here  with  us  in  Venice. 
If  I  can  catch  him  onco  upon  the  hip, 
I  will  feed  fat  the  ancient  grudge  I  bear  him. 
He  hates  oar  sacred  nation ;  and  he  rails, 
Even  there  where  merchants  most  do  congregate, 
On  me,  my  bargains,  and  my  well- won  thrift. 
Which  he  calls  interest:  Cursed  be  my  tribe, 
If  I  forgive  him  I 

JB<u8,  Shylock,  do  you  hear  ? 

Shy.  1  am  debating  of  my  present  store : 
And,  by  the  near  guess  of  my  memory, 
1  cannot  instantly  raise  up  the  gross 
Of  fUll  three  thousand  ducats:  What  of  that? 
Tubal,  a  wealthy  Hebrew  of  my  tribe. 
Will  fhmisb  me:  But  soft:  How  many  months 
Do  you  desire  ?  Rest  yon  fair,  good  signior : 

[To  Antokio. 
Tour  worship  was  the  last  num  in  our  mouths. 

Ant.  Shylock,  albeit  I  neither  lend  n(ff  borrow, 

?y  taking,  nor  by  giving  of  excess, 
et,  to  supply  the  ripe  wants  of  my  friend, 
111  break  a  custom : — Is  he  yet  poesess'd 
How  much  yon  would  ? 

Shy,  Ay,  ay,  three  thousand  ducats. 

AnL  And  for  three  months. 

Shy.  I  had  forgot, — three  months,  you  told  me  so. 
Well  then,  your  bond ;  and,  let  me  see.   But  hear 

you: 
Hethouff  nt  you  said,  you  neither  lend  nor  borrow, 
Upon  advantage. 

Ant.  1  do  never  use  it. 

Shy.  When  Jacob  graz'd  his  uncle  Laban*s  sheep, 
This  Jacob  from  our  holy  Abraham  was 
(As  his  wise  mother  wrought  in  his  behalf) 
The  third  possessor :  ay,  he  was  the  third. 

AnL  And  what  ot  him  ?  did  he  take  interest? 

Shy.  No,  not  take  interest ;  not,  as  you  would  say. 
Directly  interest :  mark  what  Jacob  did. 
When  LAban  and  himself  were  compromised 
That  all  the  eanlings  which  were  streaked  and  pied, 
Should  flUl,  as  Jacobus  hire ;  the  ewes,  being  rank. 
In  end  of  autumn  turned  to  the  rams : 
And  when  the  work  of  generation  was 
Between  these  woolly  breeders  in  the  act, 
The  skilfol  shepherd  niird  me  certain  wands, 
And,  in  the  doing  of  tne  deed  of  kind, 
He  stuck  them  up  before  the  fulsome  ewes ; 
Who,  then  oonceiving.  did  in  eaning-dme 
Fall  partioolour'd  lambs,  and  those  were  JacoVs. 
This  was  a  way  to  thrive,  and  he  was  blessed ; 
And  tlurift  is  blessing,  if  men  steal  it  not. 

Ant.  This  was  a  venture,  sir,  that  Jacob  served 
for: 
A  thing  not  in  his  power  to  brinff  to  pass, 
But  sway'd  and  fosnion'd  bv  the  nana  of  Heaven. 
Was  this  inserted  to  make  interest  good  ? 
Or  is  your  gold  and  silver  ewes  ana  rams? 

Shy.  I  cannot  tell ;  I  make  it  breed  as  ftst : 
But  note  me,  signior. 

Ant.  Mark  yon  this,  BassaniOi 

The  devU  ean  dte  scripture  for  his  purpose. 
An  tvil  soul  producing  holy  witness 
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A  goodly  apple  rotten  at  the  heart ; 

0,  what  a  goodly  outside  falsehood  hath ! 

Shy.  Three  thousand  ducats, — *tis  a  good  round 
sum. 
Three  months  from  twelve,  then  let  me  see  the  rat% 

Ant.  Well,  Shylock,  shall  we  be  beholding  to 

you? 
Shy.  Signior  Antonio,  many  a  time  and  oft 
In  the  Ri^to  you  have  rated  me 
About  my  moneys,  and  my  usances : 
Still  have  I  borne  it  with  a  patient  shruff — 
For  sufieranoe  is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe ; 
Ton  call  me  misbeliever,  oat-throat  dog, 
And  spot  upon  my  Jewish  gaberdme. 
And  ail  for  use  of  that  which  is  mine  own. 
Well,  Uien,  it  now  appears  you  need  my  help: 
Go  to.  then ;  you  come  to  me,  and  you  say, 
"  Shylock,  we  would  have  moneys;"  You  say  lo; 
Tou,  that  did  void  your  rheum  upon  my  beard, 
And  foot  me,  as  you  spurn  a  stranger  our 
Over  your  tliresnold ;  moneys  is  your  suit. 
What  should  1  say  to  yon  ?    Should  I  not  say, 
**  Hath  a  dog  money  ?  is  it  possible 
A  cur  can  lend  three  thousand  ducats?  "  or 
Shall  I  bend  low,  and  in  a  bondman's  key. 
With  iMited  breath,  and  whispering  humbleness, 
Say  this,— 

**  Fair  sir,  yoa  spot  on  me  on  Wednesday  last* 
Ton  spum*d  me  such  a  day ;  another  time 
Tou  caird  me  dog ;  and  for  these  courtesies 
ni  lend  you  thus  much  moneys?" 

AnL  I  am  as  like  to  call  thee  so  again. 
To  spot  on  thee  again,  to  spurn  thee  too. 
If  thou  wilt  lend  this  money,  lend  it  not 
As  to  thy  friends  (for  when  did  friendship  take 

A  breed  of  barren  metal  of  his  friend  ?) ; 

But  lend  it  rather  to  thine  enemy: 

Who,  if  he  break,  thou  mayst  witn  better  hot 

Elxact  (he  penalties. 
Shy.  Why  look  yon,  how  yoa  storm  I 

I  would  be  friends  with  you.  and  have  your  love; 

Forget  the  shames  that  you  have  stained  me  with ; 

Supply  your  present  wants,  and  take  no  doit 

Of  usance  for  my  moneys,  and  youll  not  hear  me* 

This  is  kind  I  offer. 
Ba$8.  This  were  kindnetsu 

Sky.  This  Undness  will  I  show : 

Go  with  me  to  a  notary :  seal  me  there 

Your  single  bond ;  and,  in  a  merry  sport, 

If  you  repay  me  not  on  such  a  day. 

In  such  a  place,  such  sum,  or  sums,  as  are 

Ezpress'd  in  the  condition,  let  tlie  for&ft 

Be  nominated  for  an  equal  pound 

Of  your  fair  flesh,  to  be  cut  off  and  taken 

In  what  part  of  ^oar  body  plcaseth  me. 
Ant.  Content,  m  faith ;  111  seal  to  such  a  Oond, 

And  say  there  is  much  kindness  in  the  Jew. 
Bat».  You  shall  not  seal  to  such  a  bond  for  me; 

111  rather  dwell  in  my  necessity. 
Ant.  Why,  fear  not,  man ;  I  will  not  forfeit  it; 

Within  these  two  months,  that's  a  month  before 

This  bond  expires,  I  do  expect  return 

Of  thrice  three  times  the  value  of  this  bond. 
Shy.  0  father  Abraham,  what  these  Christians 
aro, 

Whose  own  bai^d  dealings  teaches  them  saspect 

The  thoughts  of  others!    Pray  you,  tell  mo  thisi 

If  he  should  break  his  day,  what  should  I  gain 

By  the  exaction  of  the  forfeiture? 

A  pound  of  man's  flesh  taken  from  a  man. 

Is  not  so  estimable,  profitable  neither, 

A.  «•*  of  m«u«^  betp,*  |o.1».  ^^©ogle 


To  buy  his  fkyoar  I  extend  this  fKencLihip ; 

If  he  will  take  it,  so ;  if  not,  adieu ; 

And,  for  my  love.  I  praj  too  wrong  roe  not 

Ant.  Tea,  Shylock,  I  will  seal  unto  this  bond. 

Bhy,  Then  meet  me  forthwith  at  the  notary's ; 
Give  him  direction  for  this  merry  bond^ 
And  I  will  go  and  purse  the  ducats  straight; 
^ee  to  my  house,  left  in  the  a  fearful  guard 
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Of  an  unthrifty  knave ;  and  presently 

I  will  be  with  you.  [Exit 

Ant.  Hie  thee,  gentle  Jew. 

This  Hebrew  will  turn  Christian ;  he  grows  kind. 

Bass.  I  like  not  fair  terras  and  a  villain's  mind. 

Ant.  Come  on ;  in  this  there  can  be  no  dismay, 
My  ships  come  home  a  month  before  the  day. 

[JSxamt, 


ACT   IL 


dCENE  L— Belmont.    A  Boom  m  Portia's  Eouse, 

Wkmvh  qf  Comets,  Enter  the  Princb  of  Ho- 
Koooo,  and  his  Tram;  Portia,  Nbbissa,  and 
other  qfher  Attendants. 

Mot,  Mislike  me  not  for  my  complexion, 
The  shadow 'd  livery  of  the  burnished  sun, 
To  whom  I  am  a  neighbour,  and  near  bred. 
Bring  me  the  fairest  oreatnre  northward  bom, 
Where  Phoebus'  fire  scarce  thaws  the  icicles, 
ind  let  OS  make  incision  for  your  love, 
To  prove  whose  blood  is  reddest^  his,'  or  mine. 
I  tell  thee,  lady,  this  aspect  of  mme 
Hath  fear'd  the  valiant;  by  my  love,  lawear, 
The  best-regarded  virgins  of  our  clime 
Have  lor'd  it  too :  I  would  not  change  this  hue, 
Except  to  fteal  your  thoughts,  my  gentle  aueen. 

Par,  In  terms  of  choice  I  am  not  solely  led 
By  nice  direction  of  a  maiden's  eyes : 
Besides,  the  lottery  of  my  destiny 
Bars  me  the  right  of  voluntary  choosing: 
Bat.  if  my  fiither  had  not  scanted  me, 
And  hedg'd  me  by  his  wit,  to  yield  myself 
Hii  wife  who  wins  me  by  that  means  I  told  yon. 
Yourself,  renowned  prince,  then  stood  as  fair 
Aa  any  comer  I  have  lookxl  on  yet. 
For  my  affection. 

Mor,  Even  for  that  I  thank  you ; 

Tlierefore,  I  pray  you,  lead  me  to  the  caskets, 
To  try  my  fortune.    By  thu  scimitar, 
That  slew  the  Sophy,  and  a  Persian  prince 
That  won  three  fields  of  Sultan  Solyman, 
I  would  o*er-stare  the  sternest  eyes  that  look. 
Outbrave  the  heart  most  daring  on  the  earth, 
Pluck  the  yonn^  sucking  cubs  from  the  she-bear. 
Tea,  nKNsk  the  kon  when  he  roars  for  prey. 
To  win  thee,  lady :  But,  alas  the  while! 
If  Herenles  and  Lichas  plav  at  dice 
Which  is  the  better  man,  the  greater  throw 
Ifar  torn  by  fortune  from  the  weaker  hand: 
80  It  Alcides  beaten  by  his  page; 
And  so  may  I,  blind  fortune  leading  me. 
Hiss  that  which  one  onworthier  may  attain. 
And  die  with  grieving. 

Pot,  loa  must  take  your  chance ; 

And  either  not  attempt  to  choose  at  all. 
Or  swear,  before  you  choose, — ^if  you  chooee  wrong, 
Never  to  speak  to  lady  afterward 
In  way  of  marriage;  therefore  be  advis'd. 

Mor,  Nor  will  not;  come,  bring  me  onto  my 
chance. 

Por,  First,  forward  to  the  temple ;  after  dinner 
Tour  hazard  shall  be  made. 

Mor.  Good  fortune  then !    {Comets, 

To  make  me  hless'd,  or  corsed'st  among  men. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  II.— Venice.    A  StneL 

Enter  Lauhoelot  Qobbo. 

Lamn,  Certainly  my  consoienee  wiU  eerreme 
to  ran  flrom  this  Jew,  my  master:  The  fiend  U  at 


mine  elbow,  and  tempts  me;  saying  to 
Qobbo,  Launcelot  Qobbo,  good  Launcelot,  or 
good  Qobbo,  or  good  Launcelot  Gobbo,  use^onr 
legs,  take  the  start,  run  away: — My  conscience 
says,— no;  take  heed,  honest  Launcelot;  take 
heed,  honest  Qobbo;  or  (as  aforesaid)  honest 
Launcelot  Qobbo;  do  not  run:  scorn  running 
with  thy  heels :  Well,  the  most  courageou:!  fiend 
bids  me  pack.  Via  I  says  the  fiend ;  away !  says 
the  fiend,  for  the  heavens ;  rouse  up  a  brave  mind, 
says  the  fiend,  and  run.  Well,  my  conscience, 
bulging  about  the  neck  of  my  heart,  says  very 
wisely  to  me,— my  honest  friend,  Launcelot,  being 
an  honest  man's  son,  or  rather  an  honest  womans 
son ; — ^for,  indeed,  my  father  did  something  smack, 
something  grow  to,  he  had  a  kind  of  taste ;— well, 
my  conscience  savs,  Launcelot,  budge  not :  budge, 
says  the  fiend;  budge  not,  sajrs  my  conscience: 
Conscience,  say  I,  you  counsel  well ;  fiend,  say  I, 
you  counsel  well :  to  be  ruled  by  my  conscience 
I  should  stay  with  the  Jew  my  master,  who  (God 
bless  the  mark!)  is  a  kind  of  devil;  and  to  run 
away  from  the  Jew  I  should  be  ruled  by  the  fiend, 
who,  saving  your  reverence,  is  the  devil  himself: 
CertEunly,  the  Jew  is  the  very  devil  incarnation : 
and,  in  my  conscience,  my  conscience  is  a  kind  of 
hard  conscience,  to  offer  to  counsel  me  to  stay 
with  the  Jew :  The  fiend  gives  the  more  fHendly 
counsel:  I  will  run,  fiend;  my  heels  are  at  yonr 
commandment,  I  will  run. 

Enter  Old  Gobbo,  with  a  basket, 

Oob.  Master,  yonnff  man,  you,  I  pray  yea; 
which  is  the  way  to  Blaster  Jew*s  ? 

Laun,  [Asideh  O  Heavens,  this  is  my  tnie- 
be^tten  fiither  1  who,  being  more  than  sand- 
blind,  high-gravel  blind,  knows  me  not :  I  will 
try  conclusions  with  him. 

Oob.  Master  yonne  gentleman,  I  pray  yoa 
which  is  the  way  to  Master  Jew'k? 

Zjoun,  Turn  upon  your  right  hand  at  the  next 
turning,  but,  at  the  next  turning  of  all,  on  youi 
left ;  marry,  at  the  very  next  turning,  turn  of  no 
hand,  but  turn  down  indirectly  to  the  Jew^ 
house. 

06b,  By  God's  sonties,  'twill  be  a  hard  way  to 
hit.  Can  yon  tell  me  whether  one  Launcelot 
that  dwells  with  him  dwell  with  hun,  or  no? 

Zjoun,  Talk  you  of  young  Master  Launcelot?-^ 
Mark  me  now — [aside] — now  will  I  raise  the 
waters:— Talk  you  of  young  Master  Launcelot? 

Oob,  No  master,  sir^  but  a  poor  man's  son :  his 
fiuher,  though  I  say  it,  is  an  honest  exceeding 
poor  mankind,  God  be  thanked,  well  to  live. 

Zxnm,  WelL  let  his  father  be  what  a  vrill,  we 
talk  of  young  Master  Launcelot 

Oob,  Your  worship's  friend,  and  Lamioelot. 

Laun,  But  I  pray  you  ergo^  old  man,  ergo^  i 
beseech  you,  talk  you  of  young  Masfcer  Launcelot. 

Oob,  Of  Launcelot,  ani  please  your  mastership. 

Laun.  Ergo^  liaster  Laonoelot;  talk  not  oi 
blaster  Launcelot,  fiather;  for^the  yoong|gentle> 
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niAn  (tooording  to  fiitM  and  deBtinieB,  and  saoh 
odd  sayings,  &e  sisters  three,  and  such  branches 
of  learning)  is,  indeed,  deceased ;  or,  as  yon  woald 
cay  in  plain  tenns,  gone  to  hearen. 

€hb.  Marry,  God  forbid  I  the  boy  was  the 
Terr  staff  of  my  ace,  my  very  prop. 

Laun.  Do  I  look  like  a  eadgel,  or  a  horel-poit, 
a  stafl^  or  a  prop?-  Do  yon  know  me,  father  ? 

Oob,  Alack  the  day,  I  know  yon  not,  young 
gentleman :  bat,  I  pray  yon  tell  me,  is  my  boy 
(Ood  rest  his  sonll)  alive  or  dead? 

Laun.  Doyoanotknowme,fiither? 

Oob,  Alaok,  sir.  I  am  sand-blind,  I  know  yon  not 

Laun,  Na^,  indeed,  if  you  had  jonr  eyes  yoa 
oiight  £ul  of  the  knowing  me ;  it  is  a  wise  father 
that  knows  his  own  child.  Well,  old  man,  I  will 
tell  YOU  news  of  yonr  son :  Give  me  your  blessing: 
truth  will  come  to  light :  morther  cannot  be  hid 
long;  a  man's  son  may;  but,  in  the  end,  truth  will 
out 

^06.  Prar yon, sir, standi^;  lamsureyoaaie 
aot  Launcelot,  my  bov. 

Laun.  Pray  you,  leTs  have  no  more  fooling  about 
It,  but  give  me  your  blessing ;  I  am  Launcelot, 
your  boy  that  was,  your  son  that  is,  your  child  that 
fhallbe. 

Oob,  I  cannot  think  you  are  my  son. 

Laun,  I  know  not  what  I  shall  think  of  that ; 
but  I  am  Launcelot,  the  Jew^i  roan ;  and  I  am  sure 
Margery,  your  vrife,  is  my  mother. 

Oob.  Her  name  is  Margery,  indeed :  111  besworn. 
if  thou  be  Launcelot,  thou  art  mine  own  flesh  ana 
blood.  Lord  worshipped  night  he  be  I  what  a 
beard  hast  thou  got  1  thou  hast  got  more  hair  on 
hy  chin  than  Dobbin  my  phill-horse  has  on  his 
aul. 

Laun.  It  should  seem  then  ttiat  Dobbin^s  tail 
grows  backward ;  I  am  sure  he  had  more  hair  of 
his  tail  than  I  have  of  my  face,  when  I  last  saw  him. 

Oob.  Lord!  how  art  thou  changed  I  How  dost 
thou  and  thy  master  agree?  I  hare  brought  him 
a  present    How  'ffree  you  now  ? 

Laun.  Well,  well ;  but  for  mine  own  part,  as  I 
haye  set  up  my  rest  to  run  away,  so  I  will  not  rest 
till  I  have  run  some  ground.  My  master^s  a  yery 
Jew.  Giye  him  a  present  I  give  him  a  halter :  I 
am  fiimish'd  in  his  senrioe^ou  may  tell  every 
finger  I  have  with  my  ribs.  Father,  I  am  glad  you 
are  oome :  give  me  your  present  to  one  Master 
Bassanio,  who,  indeed,  gives  rare  new  liveries ;  if 
I  serve  not  him,  I  will  run  as  far  as  God  has  any 
ground.— O  rare  fortune  I  here  comes  the  man ; — 
to  him,  fiuhff ;  for  I  am  a  Jew  if  I  serve  the  Jew 
any  longer. 

Enier  Babsahio,  with  Lbohasdo.  and  other 
FoUowen. 

Ban.  Ton  may  do  so :— but  let  it  be  so  hasted 
that  supper  be  ready  at  the  fiuthest  by  five  of  the 
clock :  See  these  letters  delivered ;  put  the  liveries 
to  making;  and  desire  Gradano  to  come  anon  to 
my  lodging.  [Eaai  a  Servant 

Laun.  To  him,  fkther. 

Oob.  Chxl  bless  your  worship  I 

Ban.  Gramercy  I  Wouldst  thou  aught  with  me  ? 

Gob.  Here's  my  son,  sir,  a  poor  boy,— 

Laun.  Not  a  poor  boy,  sir,  but  the  rich  Jew% 
man ;  that  would,  sir,  as  my  fiither  shall  specify, — 

Qcb.  He  hath  a  great  infection,  sir,  as  one 
would  say,  to  serve,— 

Laun.  Indeed,  the  short  and  the  long  is,  I  serve 
tka  Jew,  and  have  a  desire,  as  my  lather  shall 
spMify. 
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-What  would  you  t 


Oob.  His  master  and  he  (saving  your  worship^ 
reverence)  are  scarce  cater-cousins: 

Laun.  Tobebrief,thevery  truth  is,  that  the  Jew 
having  done  me  wrong,  doth  cause  me,  as  my 
father,  being  I  hope  an  old  man,  shall  frutify  unto 

Gob.  I  have  here  a  dish  of  doves,  that  I  would 
bestow  upon  your  worshfo ;  and  my  suit  is, — 

Laun.  In  very  brief,  tne  suit  is  impertinent  to 
myself,  as  yonr  worship  shall  know  by  this  honest 
old  man ;  and,  though  I  say  it,  though  old  mai^ 
yet,  poor  man,  my  father. 

Ban.  One  speak  for  both » 

Laun.  Serve  you,  sir. 

Oob.  That  is  the  very  defioct  of  the  matter,  sir. 

Bass.  I  know  thee  well,  thou  hast  obtained  thy 
suit: 
Shylock.  thy  master,  spoke  with  me  this  day. 
And  hatn  preferred  thee,  if  it  be  preferment. 
To  leave  a  rich  Jew^  service,  to  become 
The  follower  of  so  poor  a  gentleman. 

Laun.  The  old  jproverb  is  very  well  parted  b»> 
tween  my  master  Shylock  and  you,  sir ;  vou  have 
the  grace  of  God,  sir,  and  he  hath  enougn. 

Ban.  Thou  speak'st  it  well.    Go,  father,  with 
thy  son  >— 
Take  leave  of  thy  old  master,  and  inquire 
My  lodging  out  :-^ve  him  a  livery 
More  guarded  than  nis  fallows':  [ihkiiJbOowen. 
See  it  done. 

lAum,  Father,  In  :~I  cannot  get  a  service,  no  t 
— I  have  ne'er  a  tongue  in  my  head! — Weill 
Hooking  on  kii  ]^alm\  if  an^  man  in  Italy  have  a 
fairer  table ;  which  doth  omr  to  swear  upon  a  book 
I  shall  have  good  fortune  I  Go  to,  here's  a  simple 
line  of  life  I  here's  a  small  trifle  of  wives:  Abs, 
fifteen  wives  is  nothing;  eleven  widows  and  nine 
maids,  is  a  simple  coming  in  for  one  man:  and 
then,  to  *scai>e  drowning  thrice ;  and  to  be  in  perU 
of  my  life  with  the  ed^e  of  a  feather  bed,  here  are 
simple  *scapesl  Well,  if  fortune  be  a  woman,  she% 
a  good  wench  for  this  gear. — Father,  come.  Ill 
take  my  leave  of  the  Jew  in  the  twmkling  of  an 
eye.  [EoBennt  Laum.  and  Old  Gob. 

Basi.  I  pray  thee,  good  Leonardo,  think  on  this; 
These  things  being  bought,  and  orderly  beetow'd. 
Return  in  haste,  for  I  do  feast  to-iiight 
My  best-esteem'd  acquaintance :  hie  th^e.  go 

'  01    be 


Leon.  My  beet 
herein. 


endeavours    shall 


dona 


Enter  Qrltiaxo, 


Ora,  Where^  your  master? 

Leon^         Yonder,  sir,  he  walks.    [Eni  Lboi 

Ora.  Signior  Bassanio, — 

Ban,  Gratiano! 

^o.  I  have  a  suit  to  yon. 

Ban.  I  ou  have  obtained  it 

Ora.  You  must  not  deny  me:  I  most  go  witk 
you  to  Belmont 

Bass,  Why,  then  you  must — But  hear  thee^ 
Gratiano; 
Thou  art  too  wild,  too  rude,  and  bold  of  voioe; 
Parts,  that  become  thee  happily  enough. 
And  in  such  eyes  as  ours  appear  not  units ; 
But  where  they  are  not  known,  why,  there  thci) 

show 
Something  too  liberal :— nray  thee  take  pam 
To  alUy  vrith  some  cold  orops  of  modesty 
Thy  skippicg    spirit;    lest,   through   thy    wild 

beiiaviour« 
1  be  misooustrued  in  the  place  1  go  to, 
And  lose  my  hopes. 
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Ora,  SigniorBassanio,  hear  me: 

If  1  do  not  pot  on  a  sober  habit, 
Talk  with  respect,  and  swear  bat  now  and  then. 
Wear  prajer-books  in  my  pocket,  look  demorelj ; 
Nay  more,  while  grace  is  saying,  hood  mine  eyes 
Thus  with  my  hat,  and  sigh,  and  say  amen ; 
Use  all  the  obsenranoe  of  civility, 
Like  one  well  stndied  in  a  sad  ostent 
To  please  his  grandam. — ^never  trust  me  more. 

Aim.  Well,  we  shall  see  your  bearing. 

Ora,  Nay,  but  I  bar  to-night;  yon  shall  not 
*gageme 
By  what  we  do  to-night. 

Bass,-  No,  that  were  pity ; 

I  would  entreat  jou  rather  to  put  on 
Your  boldest  suit  of  mirth,  for  we  hare  firiendj 
That  purpose  merriment :  But  fare  you  wellf 
I  have  some  business. 

Chra,  And  I  must  to  Lorenzo  and  the  rest; 
But  we  will  visit  you  at  supper-time.       [ExeunL 

BCENB  m^Venioe.     A  Boon  m  Shylook^ 
House, 

Enter  Jessica  and  Launcelot. 

Jess,  I  am  sorry  thou  wilt  leave  my  £iUher  so; 
Our  house  is  hell,  and  thou,  a  merry  aevil. 
Didst  rob  it  of  some  taste  of  tedioosuess: 
But  five  thee  well :  there  is  a  ducat  for  thee: 
And,  Launoelot,  soon  at  sapper  shalt  thou  see 
Lorenzo,  who  is  thy  new  master's  guest: 
Give  him  this  letter ;  do  it  secretly. 
And  so  forewell ;  I  would  not  have  my  £Uher 
See  me  in  talk  with  thee. 

Laws,  Adieu  I — tears  exhibit  my  tongue.  Most 
beautiful  pagan, — most  sweet  Jew  f  If  a  Christian 
did  not  play  the  knave  and  get  thee,  I  am  much 
deceived:  But,  adieu!  these  foolish  drops  do  some- 
what drown  my  manly  spirit :  adieu  I  [ExiU 

Jes,  FarewQjl,  good  Launcelot. 
Alack,  what  heinous  sin  is  it  in  me, 
To  be  asham'd  to  be  my  father's  child ! 
But  though  I  am  to  daughter  to  his  blood, 
I  am  not  to  his  manners:  O  Lorenzo, 
If  thou  keep  promise,  I  shall  end  this  strife ; 
Become  a  Ohristian,  and  thy  loving  wife.     [ExU, 

SCENE  IV.— Venice.    A  Street, 
Enter  Qkatuho,  Lobenzo,  Salariko,  and 

SOLAJflO. 

Lor,  Nay,  we  will  slink  away  in  supper-time ; 
Disguise  us  at  my  lodging,  and  return 
All  m  an  hoar. 

Ora,  We  have  not  made  good  preparation. 

Solar,  We  have  not  spoke  us  yet  ottorclibau^rs. 

Solan,  Tis  vile,  unless  it  may  be   quickly 
order'd  j 
And  better,  in  my  mind,  not  undertook. 

Lor,  Tis  now  but  four  o'clock ;  we  have  two 
hours 
Tofhmiih  us.— 

Enter  Lauhcblot,  with  a  Utter, 

Friend  Laanoelot,  what's  the  news? 

Lann,  An  it  shall  please  you  to  break  up  this. 
It  shall  seem  to  signify. 

Lor,  I  know  the  hand :  in  Adth,  *tis  a  fair  hand; 
And  whiter  than  the  paper  it  writ  on 
Is  the  fair  hand  that  wnt 

€hra.  Love-news,  in  faith. 

Laws,  By  yoor  leave,  sir. 

Lor.  Whither  goest  tlM>a? 
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I     Lcnm.  Marry,  sir,  to  bid  my  old  master  the  Jew 
to  sup  to-night  with  my  new  master  the  Christian. 

Lor.  Hold  here,  take  this : — tAl  gentle  Jessica 
I  will  not  fail  her ;— speak  it  privately :  go. 
Gentlemen,  [Exit  Lach 

Will  you  prepare  you  for  this  masque  to-night? 
I  am  provided  of  a  torchbearer. 

Saiar,  Ay,  many.  111  be  gone  about  it  strai^it. 

Solan,  And  so  will  1. 

Lor,  Meet  me  and  Qratiano 

At  Gratiano's  lodging  some  hour  hence 

Solar.  Tis  gooa  we  do  so. 

[Ex,  Salab.  and  SolajIi 

Ora,  Was  not  that  letter  from  fair  Jessica? 

Lor.  I  must  needs  tell  thee  all :  She  hath  directed 
How  I  shall  take  her  from  her  £[ither*s  house; 
What  gold  and  jewels  she  is  fumish'd  with ; 
What  page's  smt  she  hath  in  readiness. 
If  e'er  the  Jew  her  father  come  to  heaven, 
It  will  be  for  his  gentle  daughter's  sake : 
And  never  dare  misfortune  cross  her  foot, 
Unless  she  do  it  under  this  excuse, — 
That  she  is  issue  to  a  fSaithless  Jew. 
Come,  go  with  me;  peruse  this  as  thoa  goest : 
Fair  Jessica  shall  be  my  torchbearer.       [Exeunt, 

SCENE  v.— Venice.     Before  Shylock's  Bouse, 
Enter  Shtlook  and  Launoelot. 

J3hy,  Well,  thou  Shalt  see,  thy  eyes  shall  be  thy 
judge, 
The  diffiarence  of  old  Shylock  and  Bassanio: 
What,  Jessical^Thou  snalt  not  gormandize, 
As  thou  hast  done  with  me;— What,  Je&oical— > 
And  sleep  and  snore,  and  rend  apparel  out,*— 
Why,  Jessica,  I  say ! 

Ixnoi,  Why,  Jessica  I 

Shy.  Who  bids  thee  call?    I  do  not  bid  thee  call. 

Lmm.  Your  worship  was  wont  to  tell  me  I  could 
do  nothing  without  bidding. 

JShter  Jessica. 

Jes,  Call  yon?     What  is  your  will? 

Sky.  I  am  bid  forth  to  supper,  Jessica; 
There  are  my  keys  >-Bat  wherefore  should  I  go? 
I  am  not  bid  fcr  love ;  they  flatter  mo : 
But  yet  I'll  go  in  bate,  to  feed  upon 
The  prodigal  Christian.— Jessica,  my  girl. 
Look  to  my  house : — I  am  right  loth  to  go ; 
There  is  some  ill  a-brewuiff  towards  my  rest, 
For  I  did  dream  of  mone^-bags  to-night 

Laun.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  go;  my  young  master 
doth  expect  your  reproach. 

iS%.  So  do  I  his. 

Lmm,  And  they  have  oonsphred  together,— I 
will  not  say,  you  sliall  see  a  masque ;  but  if  you 
do,  then  it  was  not  for  nothing  that  my  nose  fell  a 
bleeding  on  Black-Monday  last,  at  six  o'clock  i 
the  morning,  falling  out  that  year  on  Ash-Wed 
nesday  was  four  year  in  the  afternoon. 

Shy,   What!  are  there  masques?     Hear  yon 
me,  Jessica : 
Lock  up  m  V  doors :  and  when  you  hear  the  drum, 
And  the  vile  squealing  of  the  wry-neck  *d  fife, 
Clamber  not  you  up  to  the  casements  then. 
Nor  thrust  your  head  into  the  public  street. 
To  gaze  on  Christian  fools  with  vamish'd  faces : 
But  stop  my  house's  ears,  I  mean  my  casementsi 
Let  not  the  sound  of  shallow  foppery  enter 
M  V  sober  house. — By  Jacob's  staff  I  sweSr, 
I  have  no  mind  of  feasting  forth  to-night : 
But  I  will  go.  —Go  you  before  me,  simhi 
Si^,  I  will  oome. 
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I  will  go  before,  sir-— 

ifistress,  look  01^  at  window,  for  all  this ; 
There  wiucome  a  Christian  by. 
Will  be  worth  a  Jewess'  eye.    [Exit  Lavk. 

iSfty.  What  says  that  fool  of  Hagar'sofispring,  ha? 

Je».  His  words  were,  Farewell,  mistress;  nothing 
else. 

8Jty,  The  patch  is  kind  enoQgh;  but  a  huge  feeder, 
Snail-slow  in  profit^  and  he  sleeps  by  day 
More  than  the  wild  cat :  drones  hive  not  with  me, 
Therefore  I  part  with  him ;  and  part  with  him 
To  one  that  I  would  have  him  help  to  waste 
His  borrow'd  purse.— Well,  Jessica,  go  in ; 
Perhaps,  I  will  return  immediately ; 
Do  as  I  bid  you. 

Shut  doors  after  yon :  Fast  bind,  fitst  find ; 
A  proverb  never  stale  in  thrifty  mind.         [Eaatf 

Ja,  And  it  my  fortune  be  not  cross*d, 
[  have  a  fiither,  you  a  daughter,  lost  [^ooit. 

SCENE  Yh-^Themme. 
Enter  Gratiano  and  Salabino,  matqutd, 

Qra,  This  is  the  pent-honse,  onder  which  Lorenzo 
Desir'd  ns  to  make  stand. 

Solar,  His  hour  is  almost  past. 

Chra,  And  it  is  marvel  he  out-dwells  his  hour, 
For  lovers  ever  run  before  the  clock. 

Scdar,  O,  ten  times  faster  Venus'  pigeons  fly 
Po  seal  love's  bonds  new  made,  than  they  are  wont 
To  keep  obliged  (aith  unforfeited ! 

Ora.  That  ever  holds:  who  riseth  from  a  feast, 
With  that  keen  appetite  that  he  sits  down? 
Where  is  the  horse  that  doth  untread  again 
His  tedious  measures  with  the  unbated  fire 
That  he  did  pace  them  first  ?    All  things  that  are, 
Are  with  more  spirit  chased  than  enjoy'd. 
How  like  a  younger,  or  a  prodigal. 
The  soarfed  bark  puts  from  her  native  bay, 
Hugged  and  embraced  by  the  strumpet  wmd ! 
How  like  a  prodigal  doth  she  return ; 
With  over-weather'd  ribs,  and  ragged  sails, 
Lean,  rent,  and  beggar'd  by  the  strumpet  wind! 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

SaUa;   Here  comes  Lorenzo; — ^more  of  this 

hereafter. 
Zior.  Sweet  friends,  yocur  patience  for  my  long 
abode: 
Not  I,  but  my  affiiirs,  have  made  you  wait 
When  you  shall  please  to  play  the  thieves  for  wives, 
111  watch  as  long  for  you  then. — Approach; 
Here  dwells  my  father  Jew : — Ho  1  who's  within? 

Enter  Jessica,  above,  in  boy'e  dothee, 

Jea.  Who  are  you  ?  Tell  me,  for  more  certainty, 
Albeit  111  swear  that  I  do  know  yonr  tongue. 

Lor.  Lorenzo,  and  thy  love. 

Jea,  Lorenzo,  certain ;  and  my  love,  indeed ; 
lur  who  love  I  so  much?  and  now  who  knows 
But  you,  Lorenzo,  whether  I  am  yours  ? 

Lor,  Heaven,  and  thy  thoughts,  are  vritness  that 
thou  art. 

Jee.  Here,  catch  this  casket;  it  is  worth  the  pains. 
I  am  glad  tls  night,  you  do  not  look  on  me, 
For  I  am  much  asham'd  of  my  exchange: 
But  love  is  blind,  and  lovers  caimot  see 
The  pretty  follies  that  themselves  commit; 
For  i£  they  could,  Cupid  himself  would  blush 
To  see  me  thus  transformed  to  a  boy. 

Lor,  Descend,  for  you  must  be  my  torchbearer. 

Je$,  What,  must  I  hold  a  candle  to  my  shames? 
They  in  thamielyes,  good  sooth  are  too  too  Mgtit,  i 
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Why,  tis  an  office  of  disoovery,  loye : 
And  I  should  be  obscur'd. 

Lor,  So  you  are,  swoat, 

Even  in  the  lovely  garnish  or  a  boy. 
But  come  at  once; 

For  the  close  night  doth  play  the  runaway, 
And  we  are  stay'd  for  at  Ba^sanio's  feast. 

Jea.  1  will  make  fast  the  door,  and  gild  myseli 

With  some  more  ducats,  and  be  with  you  straight. 

[Exit,  from  above, 

Ora,  Now,  by  my  hood,  a  Qentile  and  no  Jem 

Lor,  Beshrew  me,  but  I  love  her  heartily : 
For  she  is  wise,  if  I  can  judge  of  her ; 
And  fiur  she  is,  if  that  mine  eyes  be  true ; 
And  true  she  is.  as  she  hath  prov'd  herself; 
And  therefore,  like  herself,  wise,  fair,  and  true, 
Shall  she  be  phiced  in  my  constant  souL 

Enter  Jessica,  below. 

What,  art  thou  come?— On,  gentlemen,  away; 
Our  masquing  mates  by  this  time  for  us  stay. 

[Exit,  with  Jbs.  and  Salax. 
Enter  Antonio. 

Ant,  Who's  there? 

Ora,  Signior  Antonio? 

Ant,  Fie,  fie.  Gratiano  t  where  are  all  the  rest  t 
"Tis  nine  o'clock:  our  friends  all  stay  for  yon: 
No  nuuque  to-night;  the  wind  is  come  about; 
Bassanio  presently  will  go  aboard: 
I  have  sent  twen^  out  to  seek  for  yon. 

Ora,  1  am  glad  on't;  I  desire  no  more  delight 
Than  to  be  under  sail  and  gone  to-night.  [Esaamt, 

SCENE  YIL—Belmont.    ^  .SoommPortU'ii 
House, 

Flouriah  of  Comets,     Enter  Pobtia,  with  the 
Prince  of  Morocco,  and  both  their  Trams, 

For,  60,  draw  aside  the  curtains,  and  discoyer 
The  several  caskets  to  this  noble  prince  :— 
Now  make  your  choice. 

Mor.  The  first,  ofgold,whothisinaoription  bean: 
"  Who  chooaeth  me  shall  gain  what  many  men  deriro.* 
The  second,  silver,  which  this  promise  carries : 

"  Who  ohooaeth  me  shall  get  as  mooh  as  he  deserrei.'* 
This  third,  dull  lead,  with  warning  all  as  blunt: 
"Who  chooaeth  me  must  give  and  hazard  aU  be  hath." 
How  shall  I  know  if  I  do  choose  the  right? 

For.  The  one  of  them  contains  my  pictore. 
prmce; 
If  you  choose  that,  then  I  am  yours  withaL 

Mor,  Some  god  direct  my  judgment  I    Let  me 
see. 
I  will  survey  the  inscriptions  back  again : 
What  says  this  leaden  casket  ? 
**  Who  ohooaeth  me  must  glre  and  hamd  aU  he  hath.* 
Must  give— For  what  ?  for  lead  ?  hazard  for  lead? 
This  casket  threatens :  Men  that  hazard  all       4 
Do  it  in  hofie  of  fair  advantages : 
A  golden  mind  stoops  not  to  shows  of  dross : 
111  then  nor  give,  nor  hazard,  aught  for  lead. 
What  says  the  sUver,  with  her  virgin  hue? 

"Who  chooaeth  me  ahall  get  aa  much  aa  he  deeerraa.' 
As  much  as  he  deserves  ? — Pause  there  Morocco, 
And  weigh  thy  value  with  an  even  hand : 
If  thou  be'st  rated  by  thy  estimation, 
Thou  dost  deserve  enough ;  and  yet  enoa£:]i 
May  not  extend  so  far  as  to  the  lad^ : 
And  yet  to  be  afeard  of  my  deserving 
Were  but  a  weak  disabling  of  myself.^ 
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ILB  much  as  1  desarra  I — 'Wbv  that's  the  My. 
I  do  in  birth  dtjsenre  her,  and  in  fortunes, 
In  graces,  and  in  qunlities  of  breeiiing; 
Bat  more  than  these,  in  love  I  do  deserve. 
What  if  I  stray 'd  no  furtlier,  bat  chose  here?~ 
Let's  see  once  more  this  saying  grav'd  in  gold: 
**  Who  ohooseth  me  ihall  gain  what  many  men  dMiro.** 
Why  that's  the  lady:  all  the  world  desires  her: 
From  the  four  comers  of  the  earth  they  come, 
To  kiss  this  shrine,  this  mortal  breathing  saint 
The  Hyrcanian  deserts,  and  the  vasty  wilds 
Of  .wide  Arabia,  are  as  thoroogh  fores  now, 
For  princes  to  come  view  fair  Portia . 
The  watery  kingdom,  whose  ambitious  head 
Spits  in  the  face  of  heaven,  b  no  bar 
To  stop  the  foreign  spirits ;  but  they  come, 
As  o'er  a  brook,  to  see  fair  Portia. 
One  of  these  three  contains  her  heavenly  picture, 
1st  like  that  lead  contains  her  ?  Twere  damnation 
To  think  so  base  a  thought :  it  were  too  gross 
To  rib  her  cerecloth  in  the  obscure  grave. 
Or  shall  I  think  in  silver  she's  immur'd, 
Being  ten  times  undervalued  to  tried  goldY 
0  sinful  thought!    Never  so  rich  a  gem 
Was  set  in  worse  t*  ..   —. 

A  coin  that  bears 
Stamped  in  gold , 

But  here  an  angel  in  a  goldL 

Lies  all  within. — Deliver  me  the  key : 
Here  do  I  choose,  and  ^ive  I  as  I  may . 
Bjt.  There,  take  it,  prince,  and  if  my&pm  lie 


in 


Justice !  the  law !  my  ducats,  and  my  daughter! 
A  sealed  bag^  two  scaled  bags  of  ducats. 
Of  double  ducats,  storn  from  me  bv  my  daughter  I 
And  jewels;  two  stones,  two  rich  and  precious 

stones, 
Stol'n  bv  my  daughter!— Justice!  find  the  girl ! 
She  hath  the  stones  upon  her,  and  the  ducats !" 

Solar,  Why,  all  the  boys  in  Venice  follow  him, 
Crying,— his  stones,  his  daughter,  and  hia  ducats i 

aolcm.  Let  good  Antonio  look  he  keep  his  day, 
Or  he  shal]  pay  for  this. 

Solar,  Marry,  weH  remember'd; 

I  reasoned  with  a  Frenchman  yesterday. 
Who  told  me,--in  the  narrow  seas  that  part 
The  French  and  English,  there  miscarrickl 
A  vessel  of  our  country,  richly  fraught : 
I  thought  u^on  Antonio  when  he  told  me, 
ind  wish'd  m  silence  that  it  were  not  his. 

Solan,  You  were  best  to  tell  Antonio  what  you 
hear; 
let  do  not  suddenly,  for  it  may  grieve  Imn. 

Solar,  A  kinder  gentleman  treads  not  the  earth 
I  saw  Bassanio  and  Antonio  part : 
Bassanlo  told  him  he  would  make  some  speed 


Let  it  not  enter  in  your  mind  of  love: 
Be  merry ;  and  emplov  vour  chiefest  thoughts 
To  courtship,  and  sucn  fair  ostents  of  love 
As  shall  conveniently  become  you  there :" 


Then  I  e^^.      [He  unlocks  thf.  goldencaskct^  ^"^  even  there,  hw  eye  beingl)ig  with  tears, 
^  .^ .. .     .    }^^^  ^^  jj^^  ^^.'^^^^w***!^^   Fuming  his  face,  he  put  his  hand  behind  him, 

And  with  affection  wondrous  sensible 
He  wmng  Bassanio's  hand,  and  so  they  parted. 


Mor,  0  hell !  what  have  we  here  ?' 
A  carrion  death,  withm  whose  empty  eye 
There  is  a  written  scroll  ? 


(11  read  the  writing. 

AH  that  glitten  ia  not  gold. 
Often  have  you  heard  that  told 
Maoy  a  man  his  life  hath  sold 
But  my  outside  to  behold: 
Gilded  tombs  do  womis  infold. 
Had  you  been  aa  wise  as  bold. 
Young  iu  limbs,  in  Judgment  old. 
Your  answer  bad  not  been  in8m>li'd 
V^arejoawell;  your  suit  Is  oold." 

Odd,  indeed,  and  labour  lost: 

Then,  &rewell  heat;  and  welcome  frost— 
Portia,  adieu !  I  have  too  griev'd  a  heart 
To  take  a  tedious  leave :  thus  losers  part   [Kvit 

Par.  A  gentle  riddance :~Draw  the  curtains, 

L«t  all  ofhis  complexion  choose  me  so.  [Exeunt. 

aCENE  Vm.-Vemce.    A  Street 

Enter  Saulriho  and  Solahio. 

Solar,  Why,  man,  I  saw  Bassanio  under  s^f 
With  him  is  Gratiano  gone  along ; 
And  in  their  ship,  I  am  sure.  Lorenxo  is  not. 

Solon,  The  viUain  Jew  with  ontoriee  rais'd  the 
duke; 
Who  went  with  him  to  search  Baseanio's  ship. 

Solar,  He  came  too  hrte,  the  ahip  was  under  sail: 
But  there  the  duke  was  given  to  understand, 
rhat  in  a  gondoU  were  seen  together 
Lorenxo  and  his  amorous  Jessica ; 
Besidea,  Antonio  certified  the  duke, 
They  were  not  with  Bassanio  in  his  ship. 

Solan,  I  never  heard  a  passion  so  confus'd, 
So  strange,  outrageous,  and  so  variable, 
Ab  the  dog  Jew  did  utter  in  the  streets : 

**  My  daughter  I — O  my  dncats !  O  my  daughter! 
Pled  with  a  Christian?— O  uy  Christian  dunats  1_ 


Salann  think  he  only  loves  the  world  for  him. 
I  pray  thee,  let  us  go  and  find  him  out, 
And  quicken  hb  embraced  heaviness 
With  some  delight  or  other. 

Solar,  Do  we  so.     [Exeunt 

SCENE  IX.— Belmont     A  Room  m  Portia's 
Hofuae, 

Enter  Nbrisba,  voUh  a  Servant 

Ner,  Quick,  quick,  I  pray  thee,  draw  the  curtain 
straight; 
The  Prince  of  Arragon  hath  ta'en  his  oath. 
And  comes  to  his  election  presently. 

Flourish  of  Comets,    Enter  the  Prince  op 
Abraoon,  Portia,  and  their  Trains, 

For,  Behold,  there  btand  the  caskets,  noble  prinoe; 
If  you  choose  that  wherein  I  am  contained. 
Straight  shall  our  nuptial  rites  be  sulemniz'd ; 
But  u  you  fail,  without  more  speech,  my  lord, 
You  must  be  gone  from  hence  immediately. 

At,  I  am  enjoin'd  by  oath  to  observe  tbret 
things: 
First  never  to  unfold  to  any  one 
Which  casket  twas  I  chose:  next,  if  I  fail 
Of  the  right  casket,  never  in  my  life 
To  woo  a  maid  in  way  of  marria^ ;  lastly. 
Tf  I  do  fail  iu  fortune  of  my  choice. 
Immediately  to  leave  you  and  be  gone. 

l\jr.  To  these  injunctions  every  one  doth  swear 
That  comes  to  hazard  for  my  wortliless  self. 

Ar.  And  so  have  I  address'd  me :  Fortune  now 
To  my  heart's  hope ! — Gold,  silver,  and  base  lead 
"  Who  obooseth  me  must  give  and  hazard  all  ha  hath  f* 
Ton  d»ll  look  fiurer.  V^itJ^g^^j^J^Qle 
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What  lays  the  golden  diest?  hal  let  me  aee :  Ar. 

'*  Who  ehooMth  m»  shAll  gain  what  many  men  desire." 
What  many  men  desire. — That  many  may  be  meant 
By  the  fool  multitude,  that  choose  by  show. 
Not  learning  more  than  the  fond  eye  doth  teach, 
Which  pries  not  to  th'  interior,  but,  like  the  martlet 
Builds  m  the  weatlier  on  the  outward  wall. 
Even  in  the  force  and  road  of  casualty. 
I  will  not  choose  what  many  men  desire, 
Because  I  will  not  jump  with  common  spirits,         | 
And  rank  me  with  the  barbarous  multitudes.  | 

Why,  then  to  thee,  thou  silver  treasure-house;       ; 
Tell  me  once  more  what  title  thou  dost  bear :         ; 

**  Who  obooeeth  me  shall  get  as  much  as  he  deaerres:* 

And  well  said  too.    For  who  shall  go  about 
To  cozen  fortune,  and  be  honourable 
Without  the  stamp  of  merit  I    Let  none  presume 
To  wear  an  ondeserred  dignity. 
O,  that  estates,  degrees,  and  offices, 
Were  not  deriv'd  corruptly  I  and  that  dear  honour 
Were  purchased  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer  1  I 

How  many  then  should  cover  that  stand  bare  I        I 
How  many  be  commanded  that  command  I  ) 

How  much  low  peasantry  would  then  be  gleaned    i 
From  the  trueseed  of  honour  I  and  how  much  honour  j 
Pick'd  from  the  chaff  and  ruin  of  the  times, 
To  be  new  varnished  I    Well,  but  to  my  choice : 
"  Who  chooaeth  me  shall  get  as  mooh  as  he  doaenres  :** 

I  will  assume  desert:— Qive  me  a  key  for  this, 
And  instantly  unlock  my  fortunes  here.       [there. 

For.  Too  long  a  pause  for  that  which  you  find 

Ar.  What's  here  ?  the  portrait  of  a  blinkmg  idiot, 
Presenting  me  a  schedule?    I  will  read  it 
How  much  unlike  art  thou  to  Portia  I 
How  much  unlike  my  hopes  and  my  deservings  t 

**  Who  chooseth  me  shall  get  as  much  as  he  deserrea" 
Did  I  deserve  no  more  than  a  fooPs  head? 
U  that  my  prize?  are  my  deserts  no  better? 

Par,  To  offend,  and  judge,  are  distinct  offices, 
\nd  of  opposed  natures. 


Whatishere^ 


**  The  fire  aeren  times  tried  this: 
Seven  Umes  tried  that  judgment  IB 
That  did  nerer  choose  aaiss: 
Some  them  be  that  shadows  kiss; 
Such  have  but  a  shadow^  bliss. 
There  be  fools  alive,  1  wis, 
Silver'd  o'er ;  and  so  was  this. 
Take  what  wife  you  will  to  bed. 
I  will  ever  be  your  bead : 
So  begone ;  you  are  H>ed.* 

Still  more  fool  I  shall  appear 

By  the  time  I  linger  here : 

W  ith  one  fooFs  head  I  came  to  woo,     • 

But  I  go  away  with  two. 

Sweet,  adiea !  Ill  keep  my  oath, 

Patiently  to  bear  my  wroth. 

[Exeunt  Arraoow  and  Tram 
Par.  Thus  hath  the  candle  sing'd  the  moth. 
O  these  deliberate  fools  I  when  they  do  choose. 
They  have  the  wisdom  by  their  wit  to  lose. 
Nor,  The  ancient  saying  is  no  heresy; — 
Hanging  and  wiving  goes  by  destiny. 
Par.  Come,  draw  the  curtain,  Nerissa. 

EnUr  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Where  is  my  lady? 

For,  Hero:  what  woold  my  lord f 

8erv.  Madam,  there  is  alighted  at  your  gate 
A  youn^  Venetian,  one  that  comes  before 
To  signify  the  approaching  of  his  lord : 
From  whom  he  oringeth  sensible  regreets ; 
To  wit,  besides  cjmmends  and  courteous  breath, 
Gifts  of  rich  value ;  yet  I  have  not  seen 
So  likely  an  ambassador  of  love : 
A  day  in  April  never  came  so  sweet, 
To  show  how  costly  summer  was  at  hand. 
As  this  fore«purrer  comes  before  his  lord. 

Por.  No  more,  I  prajr  thee ;  I  am  half  afeard, 
Thou  wilt  say  anon  he  is  some  kin  to  thee, 
Thou  spend'st  such  high-day  wit  in  praising  him. 
Come,  come,  Nerissa ;  for  I  long  to  lee 
Quick  Cupid's  post  that  comes  so  mannerly. 

Ner,  Bassamo,  lord  Love,  if  thy  will  it 'be  I 

[ExewtL 


ACT    HL 


SCENE  L— Venice.     A  StreeL 
EnUr  BoiJLNio  and  Salabiho. 

Solan.  Now,  what  news  on  the  Bialto? 

Solar.  Why,  yet  it  lives  there  unchecked,  that 
Antonio  hath  a  snip  of  rich  lading  Mrracked  on  the  , 
narrow  seas, — the  Qoodwins,  I  think  they  call  the  i 
place ;  a  voy  dangerous  flat  and  fatal,  where  the  I 
carcases  of  many  H  tall  ship  lie  burled,  as  they  | 
lay,  if  my  gossip  report  be  an  honest  woman  of  ' 
her  word. 

Solan.  I  woold  she  were  as  lying  a  gossip  in  ; 
that,  as  ever  knapped  ginger,  or  made  her  neigh-  i 
hours  believe  she  wept  for  the  death  of  a  third 
husband:  But  it  is  true, — without  any  slips  of 
prolixity,  or  crossing  the  plain  highway  of  talk,^  i 
that  the  good  Antonio,  the  honest  Antonio, — 0  ! 
tliat  1  had  a  title  good  enough  to  keep  his  name  ! 
company  t — 

Solar.  Come,  the  full  stop. 

SoUm.  Ha,— why  say Vt  thou?— Why,  tiie  end 
is,  he  hath  lost  a  ship. 

Solar.  IwoulditmightprovetheendofhislossesI 

Solan.  Let  me  say  amen  betimes,  lest  the  devil  . 
cross  my  prayer ;  lor  here  he  oomes  in  the  like-  | 
oens  of  a  Jew. 


Enter  8btloc&. 


How  now,  Shylock?  what  newt  among  die 
merchants? 

Sky.  You  knew,  none  so  well,  none  so  weU  as 
you,  of  my  daughter^  flight. 

Swar,  That's  certain.  I,  for  iny  part,  knew 
the  tailor  that  made  the  wings  she  new  withaL 

Soian.  And  Shylock,  for  his  own  part,  knew 
the  bird  was  fledged ;  and  then  it  is  the  complexion 
of  them  all  to  leave  the  dam. 

SItv.  She  is  damned  for  it.  [Jadge. 

Scdar.  That's  certain,  if  the  devil  may  do  her 

Sky.  My  own  flesh  and  blood  to  rebel  I 

Soum.  Out  upon  it,  old  carrion!  rebels  it  at 
these  years? 

Sh/.  I  say,  my  daughter  is  my  flesh  and  blood. 

ScUar,  There  is  more  difference  between  thy 
flesh  and  hers,  than  between  jet  and  ivory ;  more 
between  your  bloods,  than  there  is  between  red 
wine  and  rhenish:— But  tell  us,  do  you  hear 
whether  Antonio  have  had  any  loss  at  sea  or  no  ? 

Sky.  There  I  have  another  bad  match :  a  bank- 
rupt, a  prodigal,  who  dare  scarce  show  his  head 
on  the  Kialto ;  a  beggar,  that  was  used  to  come  so 
smug  upon  the  mart. — Let  him  look  to  his  bond : 
be  was  wont  to  call  me  nsiirer;-tlet  M'KV^^ 
Digitized  by  VjOO^LC 


his  bond;  he  was  want  to  lend  money  for  a 
Christian  courtesy; — let  him  look  to  his  bond. 

Solar,  Why,  I  am  sure,  if  he  forfeit,  thou  wilt 
not  take  his  flesh  ?    What^s  that  good  for  ? 

Shy,  To  bait  fish  withal :  if  it  will  feed  nothing 
else  It  will  feed  my  revenge.  He  hath  disgraced 
me,  and  hindered  me  half  a  million ;  laughed  at 
my  losses,  mocked  at  my  gains,  scorned  my  nation, 
thwarted  mpr  bargains,  cooled  my  friends,  heated 
mine  enemies ;  and  what's  his  reason  ?  I  am  a 
Jew:  Hath  not  a  Jew  eyes?  hath  not  a  Jew 
hands,  organs,  dimensions,  senses,  affections,  pas- 
sions r  fed  with  the  same  food,  hurt  with  the  same 
weapons,  subject  to  the  same  diseases,  healed  by 
the  same  means,  warmed  and  cooled  by  the  same 
winter  and  summer,  as  a  Christian  is  ?  If  you 
prick  us.  do  we  not  bleed  ?  if  you  tickle  us,  do  we 
not  laugh  ?  if  you  poison  us,  do  we  not  die?  and 
if  you  Mrrong  us,  shall  we  not  revenge?  If  we  are 
like  you  in  the  rest,  we  will  resemble  you  in  that. 
If  a  Jew  wrong  a  Christian,  what  is  his  humility  ? 
revenge:  If  a  Christian  wron^  a  Jew,  what 
should  his  sufferance  be  by  Christian  example  ? 
why,  revenge.  The  villainy  you  teach  me  1  will 
execute ;  and  it  shall  go  hard  but  I  will  better  the 
instraction. 

Enter  a  Servant 

8erv,  Gentlemen,  my  master  Antonio  is  at  his 
lu>nse,  and  deKires  to  speak  with  you  both. 
Solar,  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  seek  him. 

Enter  Tubal. 

Solan.  Here  comes  another  of  the  tribe ;  a  third 
eumot  be  matched,  unless  the  devil  himself  turn 
Jew. 

[Exeunt  Solamio,  Sala&imO)  and  Servant 

8k^,  How  now,  Tubal,  what  news  from  Genoa? 
hast  thou  found  my  daughter  ? 

Tub,  I  often  came  where  I  did  hear  of  her,  bat 
eannot  find  her. 

Sku,  Why,  there,  there,  there,  there  I  a  dia- 
mond gone,  cost  me  two  thousand  ducats  in 
Frankfort  I  The  curse  never  fell  upon  our  nation 
till  now ;  I  never  felt  it  till  now :— two  thousand 
dncats  in  that:  and  other  precious,  precious 
jewels. — I  would  my  daughter  were  dead  at  my 
foot,  and  the  jewels  in  her  earl  would  she  were 
hearsed  at  my  foot,  and  the  ducats  in  her  coffin  I 
No  news  of  them  ? — why,  so :— and  I  know  not 
how  much  is  spent  in  the  search :  Why,  thou  loss 
upon  loss  I  the  thief  gone  with  so  much,  and  so 
much  to  find  the  thief;  and  no  satisfaction,  no 
revenge ;  nor  no  ill  luck  stirring  but  what  lights 
0*  my  shoulders ;  no  sighs  but  o'  my  breathmg ; 
no  tears  but  o*  my  shedding. 

Shif,  What,  what,  what?  ill  luck,  ill  luck? 

Tub,  Yes,  other  men  have  ill  luck  too.  Antonio 
as  I  heard  in  Genoa, — 

Tvh, — hath  an  argosy  cast  away,  coming  from 
Tripolis. 

Shy,  I  thank  God,  I  thank  God.-^Is  it  truel 
to  it  true? 

Tub,  I  spoke  with  some  of  the  sailors  that 
dsouped  the  wrack. 

Shy,  I  thank  thee,  good  Tubal ;— Good  news, 
good  news:  ha  I  haI-~Where?— in  Gknoa? 

7k&.  Tour  daughter  spent  in  Genoa,  as  I  heard, 
>iie  night  fourscore  ducats ! 

Sky,  Toon  stick'st  a  dagger  in  me:~[  shall 
never  see  my  gold  again :  Foorsoore  ducats  at  a 
aitdng  I  fouraoore  doous ! 
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Tub.  There  came  divers  of  Antonio's  creditora 
in  my  company  to  Venice,  that  swear  he  cannot 
choose  but  break.  - 

Shy.  I  am  very  glad  of  it :  111  plagae  bim ; 
111  torture  him ;  I  am  glad  of  it 

Tub.  One  of  them  snowed  me  a  ring,  that  he 
had  of  your  daughter  for  a  monkey. 

Shy,  Out  upon  her  1  Thou  torturest  me.  Tubal . 
it  was  my  turquoise;  I  had  it  of  Leah,  when  I 
was  a  bachelor :  I  would  not  have  given  it  for  % 
wilderness  of  monkeys. 

Tub.  But  Antonio  is  certainly  undone. 

Shy,  Nay,  that's  true,  that^  very  true:  Go, 
Tubal,  fee  me  an  officer,  bespeak  him  a  fortnight 
before :  I  will  have  tlie  heart  of  him,  if  he  forfeit ; 
for  were  he  out  of  Venice,  I  can  make  what 
merchandize  I  will:  Go,  Tubal,  and  meet  me  at  our 
synagogue;  go,  good  Tubal;  at  oar  synagogue, 
TubaL  [EgoemL 

SCENE  IL— Bebnont    A  Boon  m  Portia's 
Mouse. 

Enter  Bassahio,  Poetia,  Gratiaho,  Nerissa, 
and  Attendants.     The  caskets  are  set  out. 

Pot.  I  pray  you,  tarry ;  pause  a  day  or  two, 
Before  ycu  hazard ;  for,  in  choosing  wrong 
I  lose  yo'.<r  company;  therefore,  forbear  a  while: 
There^  something  tells  me  (but  it  is  not  love) 
I  would  not  lose  you ;  and  you  know  yourself, 
Hate  counsels  not  in  such  a  quality : 
But  lest  you  should  not  understand  me  well 

iAnd  yet  a  maiden  hath  no  tongue  but  thouglit), 
would  detain  you  here  some  month  or  two, 
Before  you  venture  for  me.    I  could  teach  you 
How  to  choose  right,  but  then  I  am  forsworn ; 
So  will  I  never  be :  so  may  you  miss  me; 
But  if  you  do,  youll  mane  me  wish  a  sin, 
That  I  had  been  forsworn.    Beshrew  your  eyes. 
They  have  o*erlook*d  me,  and  divided  me ; 
One  half  of  me  is  yours,  the  other  half  yours, — 
Mine  own,  I  would  say;  but  if  mine,  then  yoms 
And  so  all  yours :  O I  these  naugh^  times 
Put  bars  between  the  owners  and  their  rights ; 
And  so,  though  yours,  not  yours. — Prove  it  so, 
Let  fortune  go  to  hell  for  it,— not  I. 
I  speak  too  long ;  but  'tis  to  peize  the  time; 
To  eke  it,  and  to  draw  it  out  in  length, 
To  stay  you  from  election. 

Bass,  Let  me  choose ; 

For,  as  I  am,  I  live  upon  the  rack. 

For.  Upon  the  rack,  Bassanio?  then  confess 
What  treason  there  is  mingled  with  your  love. 

Bass,  None,  but  that  ugly  treason  of  mistrust, 
Which  makes  me  fear  the  enjoying  of  my  love: 
There  may  as  well  be  amity  and  life 
'Tween  snow  and  fire,  as  treason  and  my  love. 

For,  Ay,  but  I  fear  you  speak  upon  tbe  rack. 
Where  men  enforced  do  speak  anything. 

Bass,  Promise  me  life,  and  111  confess  the  truth. 

For,  Well,  then,  cenfess,  and  live. 

Bass.  Confess,  and  love 

Had  been  the  yery  sum  of  my  confession : 
O  happy  torment,  when  my  torturer 
Doth  t^&ch  me  answers  for  deliverance  1 
But  let  me  to  my  fortune  and  the  caskets. 

For.  Away  then :  I  am  locked  in  one  of  them ; 
If  you  do  love  me,  jou  will  find  me  out 
Nerissa,  and  the  rest,  stand  all  aloof. 
Let  music  sound,  while  he  doth  make  his  choioo ; 
Then,  if  he  lose,  he  makes  a  swan-like  end. 


180  THE   BIERCHANT 

IU7  gtaad  more  proper,  1117  eje  thall  be  the 

stream. 
And  watery  death-bed  for  hun :  He  may  win ; 
And  what  a  music  then  ?  then  music  is 
Even  as  the  flourish  when  true  subjects  bow 
To  a  new-crowned  monarch :  such  it  is, 
As  are  those  dulcet  sounds  in  break  of  day, 
That  creep  into  the  dreaming  bridegroom^  ear, 
And  summon  him  to  marriage.    Now  he  goes, 
With  no  less  presence,  but  with  much  more  love, 
Than  ^oung  Alcides,  when  he  did  redeem 
The  virgin  tribute  paid  bj  howling  Troy 
To  the  sea-monster :  I  stand  for  sacrifice, 
The  rest  aloof  are  the  Dardanian  wives. 
With  bleared  visages,  come  forth  to  view 
The  issue  of  the  exploit    Qo,  Hercules ! 
Live  thou,  I    live: — With   much  much  more 

dismay 
I  view  the  fight,  than  thou  that  mak^st  the  fray. 

ifuAC,  whiltt  BA88AN10  commenti  on  the  ctuheU 

tohbnMdf, 

BONO. 

L  Toll  me  where  is  fancy  bred. 

Or  in  the  heart,  or  in  the  head? 

How  begot,  how  nouriahedf 
Reply,  reply. 
8.  It  la  engender'd  in  the  eyee. 

With  gaane  fed ;  and  fancy  diet 

In  the  cradle  where  it  lies  : 

Let  OS  all  ring  fancy's  knell ; 

ru  begin  it,— Ding.  dong.  belt 
;,belL 
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Ding,  dong. 
may  the  outward  shows  be   least 


AIL 

BoMi.  So 

themselves ; 
The  world  is  still  deceived  with  ornament. 
In  law,  what  plea  so  tainted  and  corrupt, 
But,  being  seasoned  with  a  gracious  voice, 
Obscures  the  show  of  evil?    In  i-eligion. 
What  damned  error,  but  some  sober  brow 
Will  bless  it,  and  approve  it  with  a  text, 
Hiduig  the  grossnes^  with  fair  ornament? 
There  is  no  vice  so  simple,  but  assumes 
Some  mark  of  virtue  on  his  outward  parts. 
How  many  cowards,  whose  hearts  are  all  as  false 
As  stayers  of  sand,  wear  yet  upon  their  chins 
The  beards  of  Hercules  and  frowning  Mars, 
Who,  inward  searched,  have  livers  white  as  milk, 
And  these  assume  but  valour's  excrement. 
To  render  them  redoubted  1    Look  on  beauty. 
And  you  shall  see  't  is  purchased  by  the  weight ; 
Whidi  therein  works  a  miracle  in  nature. 
Making  them  lightest  that  wear  most  of  it: 
So  are  those  crisped  snaky  golden  locks. 
Which  make  such  wanton  gambols  with  the  wind, 
Upon  supposed  fairness,  oTten  known 
To  be  the  dowry  of  a  second  head. 
The  scull  that  bred  them  m  the  sepulchre. 
Fhos  ornament  is  but  the  gulled  shore 
To  a  most  dangerous  sea ;  the  beauteous  scarf 
VeilUig  an  Indian*  beauty ;  m  a  word, 
The  seeming  truth  whicn  cunning  times  put  on 
To  entrap  the  wisest  Tb erefore,  thou  gaudy  gold, 
Hard  food  for  Midas,  I  will  none  of  thee : 
Nor  none  of  thee,  thou  pale  and  common  drudge 
Tweea  man  and  man.    But  thou,  thon  meagre 
lead,  -,  ^ 

Which  rather  threat*nest  than  dost  promise  aught. 
Thy  paleness  moves  me  more  than  eloquence. 
And  nerti  choose  I.  Joy  be  the  consequence! 
For,  How  all  the  other  passions  fleet  to  air, 
As  doubtful  thoughts,  and  rash  embraced  despair, 
And  shoddVmff  fear,  and  green-ey'd  jealousy  1 
O  levd.  be  modarate,  allay  thy  eostacy, 


In  measure  rain  thy  ioy,  scant  this  excess; 
I  feel  too  mucli  thy  blessing,  make  it  less, 
For  fear  I  surfeit  1 
B<m,  What  find  I  here? 

[Opening  the  leaden  eatiket 
Fair  Portia^  counterfeit?    What  demi-god 
Hath  come  so  near  creation?    Move  these  eyes S 
Or  whether^  ridm^  on  the  balls  of  mine. 
Seem  the^  m  motion  ?    Here  are  sever  d  lips, 
Parted  with  sugar  breath ;  so  sweet  a  bar 
Should  sunder  such  sweet  friends:  Here  in  her 

hairs 
The  painter  plays  the  spider ;  and  hath  woren 
A  golden  mesh  to  entrap  the  hearts  of  men. 
Faster  than  gnats  in  cobwebs :  But  her  eyes, — 
How  could  he  see  to  do  tliem?  having  made  one, 
Methinki>  it  should  have  power  to  steal  both  his. 
And  leave  itself  unfurnished :  Yet  look,  how  far 
The  substance  of  my  praise  doth  wrong  thisshadow 
In  underprising  it,  so  far  this  shadow 
Doth  limp  behmd  the  substance. — Here's  the  scroll, 
The  oontment  and  summary  of  my  fortune. 

**  Yon  that  choose  not  by  the  riew, 
Ohance  as  fair,  aod  chioae as  troo  1 
Since  thii  fortune  falls  to  you. 
Be  ooDtent,  and  seek  no  new. 

If  y ju  be  weU  pleaa'd  with  this. 
And  hold  your  fortune  for  your  dUh^ 
Turn  you  where  your  lady  is, 
And  claim  her  with  a  loving  Un.** 

A  gentle  scroll. — Pair  lady,  by  youi  leave: 

[Kitting  h&t, 
I  come  by  note,  to  give  and  to  receive. 
Like  one  of  two  contending  in  a  prize, 
Tliat  thinks  he  hath  done  well  in  people's  eyes, 
Hearing  applause  and  universal  shout, 
I  Giddy  m  spirit,  still  gazing  in  a  doubt 
Whether  those  peals  of  praise  be  his  or  no ; 
So,  thrice  fair  lad  v,  stand  1,  even  so ; 
As  doubtful  whether  what  I  see  be  tme, 
Until  confirmed,  signed,  ratified  by  yon. 

For,  You  see,  my  lord  Ba^anio,  where  I  sttfid, 
Such  as  I  am :  thoup^h,  for  myself  alone, 
I  would  not  be  ambitions  in  my  wish, 
To  wish  myself  much  better ;  yet,  for  yon, 
I  would  be  trebled  twenty  times  myself; 
A  thousand  times  more  air,  ten  thousand  times 
More  rich ; 

That  onl^  to  stand  high  in  your  account, 
I  might  m  virtues,  b^uties,  livings,  friends. 
Exceed  account :  but  the  full  sum  of  me 
Is  sum  of  nothuig ;  which,  to  term  in  gross. 
Is  an  unles8on*d  girl,  unschoord,  unpractis*a : 
Happy  in  this,  she  is  not  ^et  so  old 
But  she  may  learn ;  happier  than  this. 
She  is  not  bred  so  dull  out  she  can  learn; 
Happiest  of  all,  is,  that  her  gentle  spirit 
Commits  itself  to  yours  to  be  directed^ 
As  from  her  lord,  ner  p^vemor,  her  king. 
Myself,  and  what  is  nunc,  to  yon  and  yours 
Is  now  converted :  but  now  I  was  the  lord 
Of  this  fair  mansion,  master  of  my  servants. 
Queen  o*er  myself;  and  even  now,  but  now, 
This  house,  these  servants,  and  this  same  myself; 
Are  yours,  my  lord,— I  give  them  with  this  ring! 
Which  when  you  part  from,  lose,  or  give  away. 
Let  it  presage  the  ruin  of  your  love, 
And  be  my  vantage  to  exclaim  on  you. 

Batt.  Madam,  you  have  bereft  me  of  all  words 
Only  my  blood  speaks  to  you  in  my  veins: 
And  there  is  such  confusion  in  my  powers : 
As,  after  some  oration,  fairly  spoke 
By  a  beloved  prince,  there  aoth  •4y?««f    ^^T^ 
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Among  the  buzzing  pleased  maitittrae ; 
Where  eTerj  something,  being  blent  together 
Toms  to  a  wild  of  nothing :  save  of  ioy, 
Expre8S*d,  and  not  expressed :  But  when  this  ring 
Parts  from  this  finger,  tlien  parts  life  from  hence ; 
O,  then  be  bold  to  say,  tiassanio*s  dead. 

Net,  My  lord  and  lady,  it  is  now  our  time, 
That  have  stood  by  and  seen  our  wishes  prosper, 
fo  cry,  food  joy;  Qood  joy,  ray  lord  and  lady  I 

Grtu  lly  Lord  Btissanio,  and  my  gentle  lady, 
I  wbh  you  all  the  joy  that  you  can  wish ; 
For  I  ain  sure  you  can  wish  none  from  me  t 
And,  when  your  honours  mean  to  solemnize 
The  bargain  of  your  faith,  1  do  beseech  you, 
l£ven  at  that  time  I  may  be  married  too. 

Baa$.  With  all  my  heart,  so  thou  canst  get  a 
wife.  [one. 

^ti.  I  thank  your  lordship;  yon  have  got  me 
My  eyes,  my  lord,  can  look  as  swift  as  yours; 
Toa  saw  the  mistress,  I  beheld  the  maid ; 
Ycu  lov*d,  I  lov*d ;  for  intermission 
No  more  pertains  to  me,  my  lord,  than  yon. 
Your  fortune  stood  upon  the  caskets  there; 
And  so  did  mine  too,  as  the  matter  falls : 
For  wooing  here,  until  I  sweat  again. 
And  swearmf  ,  till  my  y^tj  roof  was  dry 
With  oaths  of  love,  at  hist,— if  promise  last,— 
I  got  a  promise  of  this  fair  one  here, 
To  have  her  love,  provided  that  your  fortune 
Achieved  her  mistress. 

For.  Is  this  true,  Nerissa? 

Ner.  Madam,  it  is,  so  you  stand  pleas'd  withal. 

Ba$9.  And  do  you,  Qratiano,  mean  good  faith? 

Qrcu  Tes,  faith,  my  lord. 

Bam.  Our  feast  shall  be  mooh   honoured    in 
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Vonr  marriage. 
Well  pUy  with 


them,  the  first  boy  fbr  a 


Onu 
ttiousand  ducats. 

Nor.  What,  and  stake  down? 

€hra.  No ;  we  shall  ne'er  win  at  that  sport,  and 
stake  down. 
But  who  comes  here?  Lorenzo,  and  his  infidel  ? 
What,  and  my  oM  Venetian  friend,  Solanio  ? 

Sfder  LoBBno,  Jbssiga,  and  Solanio. 

Boss.  Lorenzo  and  Solanio,  welcome  hither ; 
If  that  the  youth  of  my  new  mterest  here 
Have  power  to  bid  you  welcome:— By  your  leave, 
I  bid  my  very  friends  and  countrymen, 
Sweet  Portia,  welcome. 

i^.  So  do  I,  my  lord ; 

They  are  entirely  welcome. 

l^.  I  thank  your  honour:— For  my  part,  my 
lord, 
if  7  porpose  was  not  to  have  seen  you  here ; 


Bat 


n%tuttiw9* 


..^«.K    UaIs 


k  K«.  *kA   ...... 


B)Um,  1  would  yon  had  won  the  fleece  that  he 

hath  lost  I 

For,  There  are  some  shrewd  contents  in  yoi» 
same  paper, 
That  steal  the  colour  from  Bassanio*s  cheek , 
Some  dear  friend  dead ;  else  nothing  in  the  world 
Could  turn  so  much  the  constitution 
Of  any  constant  man.    What,  worse  and  worse?— 
With  leave,  Bassamo ;  I  am  half  yourself. 
And  I  must  freely  have  the  half  of  anything 
That  this  same  paper  brings  you. 

Ban,  0  sweet  Portia 

Here  are  a  few  of  the  unpleasant'st  words 
That  ever  blotted  paper  t    Gentle  lady, 
When  I  did  first  impart  my  love  to  yon, 
I  freely  told  you,  all  the  wealth  I  had 
Kan  in  my  veins,  -I  was  a  gentleman ; 
And  then  I  told  you  true :  and  yet,  dear  lady, 
Rating  myself  at  nothing,  you  shall  see 
How  much  I  was  a  braggart :  When  I  told  yon 
My  state  was  nothing,  I  should  then  have  told  yon 
That  I  was  worse  than  nothing ;  for,  indeed, 
I  have  engagM  myself  to  a  dear  friend, 
Engaged  my  friend  to  his  mere  enemy. 
To  feed  my  means.    Here  is  a  letter,  lady ; 
The  paper  as  the  body  of  my  friend, 
And  every  word  in  it  a  ^ping  wound. 
Issuing  life-blood.    But  is  it  true.  Solanio  ? 
Have  all  his  ventures  fail'd  ?    What,  not  one  hit  ? 
From  Tripolis,  from  Mexico,  and  England, 
From  LisDon,  Barbary,  and  India? 
And  not  one  vessel  'scape  the  dreadful  touch 
Of  merchant-marring  rocks  ? 

Solan,  Not  one,  my  lord. 

Besides,  it  should  appear,  that  if  he  had 
The  present  money  to  discharge  the  Jew, 
He  would  not  take  it :  Never  did  I  know 
A  creature  that  did  bear  the  shape  of  man, 
So  keen  and  greedy  to  confound  a  man : 
He  plies  the  duke  at  morning,  and  at  night ; 
Ana  doth  impeach  the  freedom  of  the  state 
If  they  deny  him  justice :  twenty  merchants. 
The  duke  himself,  and  the  magnificoes 
Of  greatest  port,  have  all  persuaded  with  him ; 
But  none  can  drive  him  from  the  envious  plea 
Of  forfeiture,  of  justice,  and  his  bond. 

Ja,  When  I  was  with  him,  I  have  heard  him 
swear 
To  Tubal,  and  to  Chus,  his  countr^en. 
That  he  would  rather  have  Antonio's  fiesh 
Tlian  twenty  times  the  value  of  the  sum 
That  he  did  owe  him ;  and  I  know,  my  lord. 
If  law,  authority,  and  power  deny  not. 
It  will  go  hard  with  poor  Antonio. 

F&r.  Is  it  your  dear  friend  that  is  thus  in  trouble? 
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M  7  maid  Nerusft,  and  m^lf,  meantime, 
Will  live  as  maids  and  widows.    Come,  away; 
For  you  shall  hence  upon  your  wedding-day : 
Bid  your  friends  welcome,  show  a  merry  cheer: 
Since  you  are  dear  bought,  I  will  love  yoa  dear. 
But  let  me  hear  the  letter  of  your  friend. 
Basa.  [Reads.] 
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Tou  haye  a  noble  and  a  true  eoncdt 

Of  godlike  amity ;  which  appears  most  strongly 

In  bearing  thus  the  absence  of  your  lord. 

But,  if  you  knew  to  whom  you  show  this  hoDOor, 

How  true  a  gentleman  you  send  relief. 

How  dear  aloTer  of  my  lord  your  husband, 

I  know  you  would  be  prouder  of  the  work, 


••Sweet  BMsanio.  my  abips  bare  aO  misoanled,  my  I  Than  customary  bounty  can  enforce  you, 


ereditora  grow  cruel,  my  estate  ia  veiy  low,  my  bond  to  I 
Uie  Jew  ia  forfeit ;  and  sinoe.  in  paying  it.  it  is  impoeaible 
I  sliould  lire,  all  debts  are  dearea  between  you  aud  I,  if  I 
might  but  see  you  at  my  death:  notwitlistanding.  use 
your  pleasure :  If  your  lore  do  not  persuade  you  to  come. 
*et  not  my  letter." 

For.  0  love,  despatch  all  business,  and  be  gone. 
Bats,  Since  I  have  your  good  leave  to  ^  &w&y. 

I  will  make  haste :  but,  till  I  come  again, 
No  bed  shall  e'er  be  guilty  of  my  stay, 

Nor  rest  be  interposer  twixt  us  twain. 

[ExeimL 

SCENE  III.— Venice.    A  Street. 
Snter  Sutlock,  Salarino,  Airromo,  and  Gaoler. 

Sky,   Oaoler,  look  to  him.     Tell  not  me  of 
mercy ; — 
This  is  the  fool  that  lends  oat  money  gratis  ;— 
Gaoler,  look  to  him. 

AtU,  Hear  me  yet,  good  Shylook. 

Skp,  111  have  my  bond ;  speak  not  against  my 
bond; 
I  have  sworn  an  oath  that  I  will  have  my  bond : 
Thou  callUst  me  dog,  before  thou  hadst  a  cause : 
But.  since  I  am  a  dog,  beware  my  fangs : 
The  duke  shall  grant  me  justice. — 1  do  wonder. 
Thou  naughty  gaoler,  that  thou  art  so  fond 
To  come  abroad  with  him  at  his  request. 

Ant  I  pray  thee  hear  me  speak.  [speak : 

Shjf.  Ill  have  my  bond ;  I  will  not  hear  thee 
III  have  my  bond ;  and  therefore  speak  no  more. 
Ill  not  be  made  a  soft  and  dull-ey*d  fool 
To  shake  tlie  head,  relent,  and  sigh,  and  yield 
To  Christian  intercessors.    Follow  not ; 
111  have  no  speaking ;  I  will  have  ray  bond. 

tExit  Shylock. 
le  cur 
That  ever  kept  with  men.  * 

Afd,  Let  him  alone ; 

111  follow  him  no  more  with  bootless  prayers. 
He  seeks  my  life ;  his  reason  well  I  know ; 
I  oft  delivered  from  his  forfeitures 
Many  that  have  at  times  made  moan  to  me ; 
Therefore  he  hates  me. 

Salear,  I  am  sure  the  duke 

Will  never  grant  this  forfeiture  to  hold. 

Ant,  The  duke  cannot  deny  the  course  of  law, 
For  the  commodity  that  strangers  have 
With  us  in  Venice ;  if  it  be  denied. 
Twill  much  impeaoh  the  justice  of  the  state  | 
Since  that  the  trade  and  profit  of  the  city 


Ibr,  I  never  did  repent  for  doin^  good, 
Nor  shall  not  now :  for  in  companions 
That  do  converse  and  waste  the  time  together, 
Whose  souls  do  bear  an  equal  yoke  of  love. 
There  must  be  needs  a  like  proportion 
Of  lineaments,  of  manners,  ana  of  spirit ; 
Which  nuikes  me  think,  that  tliis  Antonio, 
Being  the  bosom  lover  of  my  lord. 
Must  needs  be  like  my  lord :  If  it  be  so, 
How  little  is  the  cost  I  have  bestowed, 
In  purchasing  the  semblance  of  my  soul 
From  out  the  state  of  hellish  cruelty  1 
This  comes  too  near  the  praising  of  myself; 
Therefore,  no  more  of  it :  hear  other  things. 
Lorenzo,  I  commit  into  your  hands 
The  husbandry  and  manage  of  my  house. 
Until  my  lord  s  return :  for  mine  own  part, 
I  have  toward  heaven  breathed  a  secret  vow. 
To  live  in  prayer  and  contemplation, 
Only  attended  by  Nerissa  here, 
Until  her  husband  and  my  lord's  return : 
There  is  a  monastery  two  miles  off. 
And  there  we  will  abide.    I  do  desire  yov 
Not  to  deny  this  imposition ; 
The  which  my  love,  and  some  necessity, 
Now  lays  upon  yon. 

Lor,  Madam,  with  all  my  heart, 

I  shall  obey  you  m  all  fair  commands. 

For.  My  people  do  already  know  my  mmd, 
And  will  acknowledge  you  and  Jessica 
In  place  of  lord  Ba.<^sanio  and  myself. 
So  fare  you  well,  till  wc  shall  meet  again. 

Lor,  Fair  thoughts  and  happy  hours  attend  on 
you. 

Jes.  1  wish  your  ladyship  all  heart's  content 

For,  1  thank  you  for  the  wish,  and  am  well 
pleas'd 
To  wish  It  back  on  you ;  fkre  yon  well,  Jessica. 

[Exeunt  Jbs.  and  Los. 
Now,  Balthazar, 

As  I  have  ever  found  thee  honest,  true 
So  let  me  find  thee  still :  Take  this  same  letter. 
And  use  thou  all  the  endeavour  of  a  man 
In  speed  to  Padua ;  see  thou  render  this 
Into  ray  cousin's  hand.  Doctor  Bellario ; 
And,  look,  what  notes  and  garments  he  doth  give 

thee. 
Bring  them,  1  pray  thee,  with  imagin'd  speed 
Unto  the  tranect,  to  the  common  fcrry 
Which  trades  to  Venice : — waste  no  time  in  wordsL 
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Into  A  manly  stride ;  and  speak  of  fraTS, 

Lake  a  fine  bragging  youth :  and  tell  quaint  lies, 

How  honoarable  ladies  8oag;ht  my  love. 

Which  I  denying  they  fell  sick  and  died ; 

I  coold  not  do  withal :  then  111  repent, 

And  wish,  for  all  that,  that  I  had  not  killed  them : 

And  twenty  of  these  pony  lies  111  tell. 

That  men  shall  swear  I  have  discontinued  school 

Above  a  twelvemonth : — I  have  within  mv  mind 

A  thousand  raw  tricks  of  these  braggmg  Jacks, 

Which  I  will  practice. 

Net.  Why^  shall  we  torn  to  men? 

Pir,  Fiel  what  a  question's  that, 
If  thon  wert  near  a  lewd  interpreter! 
But  come.  111  tell  thee  all  m^  whole  device 
When  I  am  in  my  coach,  which  stays  for  us 
At  the  park  gate ;  and  therefore  haste  away. 
For  we  must  measure  twenty  miles  to-day. 

[Ex&md, 

SCENE  v.— r%s  mme,    A  Gardens 
Enter  Launcelot  and  Jessioa. 

Lamu  Tes,  truly :— for,  look  you.  the  shu  of 
the  father  are  to  be  laid  upon  the  children ;  there- 
fore, I  promise  you  I  fear  you.  I  was  always 
plain  with  you,  and  so  now  I  speak  my  agitation 
of  the  matter :  Therefore,  be  of  good  cheer ;  for 
truly  I  think  you  are  damned.  There  is  but  one 
hope  in  it  that  can  do  you  any  good,  and  that  is 
but  a  kind  of  bastard  hope  neither. 

/es.  And  what  hope  is  that,  I  pray  thee? 

Lamu  Mmttj,  you  may  partly  hope  that  your 
Atther  got  yon  not,  that  you  are  not  the  Jew's 
dauj^ter. 

Jei.  That  were  a  kind  of  bastard  hope,  indeed ; 
so  the  sini  of  my  mother  should  be  visited  upon 
me. 

Lmm.  Truly,  then,  I  fear  you  are  damned  both 
by  fiUher  and  mother:  thus  when  I  shun  Scvlla, 
your  &ther,  I  fall  into  Charybdis,  your  mother ; 
well,  yon  are  gone  both  ways. 

J(t$,  I  shall  be  saved  by  my  husband ;  he  hath 
made  me  a  Christian. 

Ixnm,  Truly,  the  more  to  blame  he:  we  were 
Christians  enough  before;  e'en  as  many  as  could 
well  live,  one  by  another :  This  making  of  Chris- 
tians will  raise  the  price  of  hogs ;  if  we  grow  all 
to  be  pork-eaters  we  shall  not  shortly  have  a 
rasher  on  the  coals  for  money. 
Eater  hOEZSto. 

Je$.  Ill  ten  my  husband,  Launcelot,  what  yon 
say ;  here  he  comes. 

Lor,  I  shall  grow  jealous  of  you  shortly, 
Laoncelot,  if  yon  thus  eet  my  wife  into  comers. 

Ja.  Nay,  you  neea  not  fear  us,  Lorenzo. 
Launcelot  and  1  are  out :  he  tells  me  flatly  there 
is  no  mercv  for  me  in  heaven,  because  I  am  a 
Jew%  dMgnter :  and  he  says,  you  are  no  good 
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member  of  the  commonwealth ;  for,  in  converting 
Jews  to  Christians,  you  raise  the  price  of  pork. 

Lor,  I  shall  answer  that  better  to  the  common- 
wealth, than  you  can  the  getting  up  of  the  negro^ 
belly ;  the  Moor  is  with  child  by  you  Launcdot 

Laim,  It  is  much  that  the  Moor  should  be 
more  than  reason :  but  if  she  be  less  than  an 
honest  woman,  she  is,  indeed,  more  than  I  took 
her  for. 

Lor.  How  every  fool  can  play  upon  the  word  i 
I  think,  the  best  grace  of  wit  will  shortly  turn  into 
sUence ;  and  discourse  grow  commendaole  in  none 
only  but  parrots. — GK)  in,  simh ;  bid  them  prepare 
for  dinner. 

Laun,  That  is  done,  sir;  the^ have  all  stomachs. 

Lor,  Qoodly  Lord,  what  a  wit«iapper  are  you  I 
then  bid  them  prepare  dinner. 

Laun,  That  is  done,  too,  sir:  only,  cover  is  the 
word. 

Lor.  Win  you  cover  then,  sir  ? 

Laun.  Not  s«,  sir,  neither ;  I  know  my  duty. 

Lor,  Tet  more  quarrelling  with  occasion  1  Wilt 
thou  show  the  whole  wealth  of  thy  wit  in  an 
instant?  I  pray  thee,  understand  a  plain  man  in 
his  plain  meaning ;  go  to  thy  fellows ;  bid  them 
cover  the  table,  serve  in  the  meat,  and  we  vrill 
come  in  to  dinner. 

Laun,  For  the  table,  sir,  it  shall  be  served  in ; 
for  the  meat,  sir,  it  shall  be  covered ;  for  your 
coming  in  to  dinner,  sir,  why,  let  it  be  as  humours 
and  conceits  shall  govern.  [Eaat  Laun. 

Lor,  Odeardiscretion,howhis  words  are  suitedl 
The  fool  hath  planted  in  his  memory 
An  army  of  good  words :  and  I  do  know 
A  many  fools  that  stand  m  better  place, 
Gamish'd  like  him,  that  for  a  tricksy  word  . 
Defy  the  matter.    How  cheer'st  thou,  Jessioa? 
Ana  now,  good  sweet,  say  thy  opinion  a^ 
How  dost  thou  like  the  Lord  Baissaniov  wife? 

Jea,  Past  all  expressing :  It  is  veij  meet 
The  Lord  Bassamo  live  an  upright  life; 
For,  having  such  a  blessing  m  his  lady, 
He  finds  the  joys  of  heaven  here  on  earth ; 
And,  if  on  earth  he  do  not  mean  it,  it 
Is  reason  he  should  never  come  to  heaven. 
Why,  if  two  gods  should  play  some  heavenly 

match. 
And  on  the  wager  lay  two  earthly  women. 
And  Portia  one,  there  must  be  somethmg  else 
Pawn'd  with  the  other;  for  the  noor  rude  world 
Hath  not  her  feUow— 

Lor,  Even  such  a  husband 

Hast  thou  of  me,  as  she  is  for  a  wife. 

Jea.  Nay,^  but  ask  my  opinion  too  of  that 

Lor,  I  will  anon ;  first,  let  us  go  to  dinner. 

Jet.  Nay,  let  me  praise  you  while  I  have  a 
stomach. 

Lor,  No,  pray  thee,  let  it  serve  for  table-talk ; 
Then,  hewsoe'er  thou  speak'st,  'mong  other  thk^ 
I  shall  digest  it. 

Jt%  Well,  111  set  jou  forth.  [EuemL 
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ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I.— Venice.    A  Court  of  Justice, 
Enter  Vie   Ddre,  the   Magnificoos;  ANTomo, 

BaSSAVIO,     GraTIANO,     SaLAKIKO,     SOLANIO, 

andoihert. 

Duke,  What,  is  Antonio  here  ? 

Ant,  Ready,  so  please  your  grace. 

Duke,  I  am  sorry  for  thee;  thoa  art  come  to 
answer 
A  stony  adversary,  an  inhuman  wretch 
Uncapable  of  pity,  void  and  empty 
From  any  dram  of  mercy. 

Ant.  I  have  heard 

Your  pp-ace  hath  ta*en  great  pains  to  qualify 
Uis  rigorous  course;  but  since  he  stands  ob- 
durate. 
And  that  no  lawful  means  can  carry  me 
Out  of  liis  envy's  reacli,  1  da  oppose 
My  patience  to  hb  fury  and  ara  armM 
To  suffer,  with  a  quietness  of  spirit, 
The  vei^  tyranny  and  rage  of  his. 

Duke,  Qo  one,  and  call   the  Jew   into   the 
court 

8oUm,  lie's  ready  at  the  door:  he  comes,  my 
lord. 

Enter  Bhtlock. 

Duke,  Make  room,  and  let  him  stand  before  our 
face. 
Shylock,  the  world  thinks,  and  I  think  so  too, 
That  thou  but  lead'st  this  fashion  of  thy  malice 
To  the  last  hour  of  act :  and  then  'tis  thought 
Thoult  show  thy  mercy  and  remorse,  more  strange 
Than  is  thy  strange  apparent  cruelty ; 
And  where  thou  now  exact'st  the  penalty 
rWhich  is  a  pound  of  this  poor  merchant's  flesh). 
Thou  wilt  not  only  lose  the  forfeiture. 
But,  touch'd  with  human  gentleness  and  love. 
Forgive  a  moiety  of  the  principal ; 
Glancuig  an  eye  of  pity  on  his  losses. 
That  have  of  late  so  huddled  on  his  back, 
Enough  to  press  a  royal  merchant  down. 
And  pluck  commiseration  of  his  state 
From  brassy  bosoms,  and  rough  hearts  of  flint, 
From  stubborn  Turks  and  Tartars,  never  train 'd 
To  oflBces  of  tender  courtesy. 
We  all  expect  a  gentle  answer,  Jew. 

Sky,  I  have  possessed  your  grace  of  what  I 
purpose. 
4nd  by  our  holy  Sabbath  have  I  sworn, 
To  have  the  dne  and  forfeit  of  my  bond : 
If  you  deny  it,  let  the  danger  lignt 
Upon  your  chaiter,  and  your  city's  freedom. 
Vou'll  ask  me,  why  I  rather  choose  to  have 
A.  weight  of  carrion  flesh,  than  to  receive 
Fhree  thousand  ducats :  111  not  answer  that: 
But,  say,  it  is  my  humour :  Is  it  answer'd  ? 
What  if  my  house  be  troubled  with  a  rat, 
A.nd  I  be  pleas'd  to  ^ive  ten  thousand  ducats 
To  have  it  ban'd ?     What,  are  you  answer 'd  yet  ? 
dome  men  there  are  love  not  a  gapmg  pig ; 
Some,  that  are  mad  if  they  behold  a  cat; 
And  others  when  the  bagpipe  sin^  i'  the  nose, 
Cannot  contain  their  urine:  for  affection. 
Master  of  passion,  sways  it  to  the  mood 
Of  what  it  likes,  or  loathes :  Now,  for  your  answer. 
As  there  is  no  firm  reason  to  bo  rcuoer'd, 
Why  he  cannot  abide  a  gaping  pig ; 
Why  he,  a  harmlew)  necessary  cat ; 


Why  he,  a  woollen  bagpipe,— >bnt  of  foroe 
Must  yield  to  such  inevitable  shamo. 
As  to  offend,  himself  being  offended; 
So  can  I  give  no  reason,  nor  I  will  not. 
More  than  a  lodg'd  luite,  and  a  certain  loathing 
I  bear  Antonio,  that  I  follow  thus 
A  losing  suit  against  him.    Are  you  answer 'd? 
Base,  This  is  no  answer,  thou  unfeelmg  man, 
To  excuse  the  current  of  thy  cruelty. 

SJty.  I  am  not  bomid  to  please  thee  with  my 
answer. 
Base.  Doall  men  kill  the  things theydonot love? 
Bhy,  Hates  any  man  the  thing  he  would  not  kill? 
Bass,  Every  offence  is  not  a  hate  at  first. 
Shy,  What,  would'st  thou  have  a  serpent  sting 

thee  twice  ? 
Ant.  I  pray  you,  think  you  question  with  the  Jew, 
You  may  as  well  go  stand  upon  the  beach. 
And  bid  the  main  flood  bate  his  usual  height ; 
You  may  as  well  use  question  with  the  wolf, 
Why  he  hath  made  the  ewe  bleat  for  the  lamb ; 
You  may  as  well  forbid  the  mountain  pines 
To  wag  theur  high  tons,  and  to  make  no  noise. 
When  they  are  fretted  with  the  gusts  of  heaven ; 
You  may  as  well  do  anything  most  hard. 
As  seek  to  soften  that  (than  which  what's  harder?) 
His  Jewish  heart:— Therefore,  I  do  beseech  you, 
Make  no  more  offers,  use  no  further  means. 
But,  with  all  brief  and  plain  conveniency, 
LfCt  me  have  judgment,  and  the  Jew  his  will. 
Bass,  For  thy  three  thousand  duoats  here  is  tax, 
8liy.  If  every  ducat  in  six  thousand  ducats 
Were  m  six  parta,  and  every  part  a  ducat, 
I  would  not  oraw  them, — I  would  have  my  bond. 
Duke,  How  shalt  thou  hope  for  mercy  rendVing 

none  ? 
Sky,  What  judgment  shall  I  dread,  doing'  no 
wrong? 
You  have  among  you  many  a  purchased  slave, 
Which,  like  your  asses,  ami  your  dogs,  and  moles, 
I  You  use  in  abject  and  in  ^lavish  parts. 
I  Because  you  bought  them: — Shall  I  say  to  yon, 
:  Let  them  be  free,  marry  them  to  your  heirs? 
Why  sweat  they  under  burthens  ?  let  their  beds 
Be  made  as  soft  as  yours,  and  let  their  palates 
j  Be  season 'd  with  such  viands  ?    You  will  answer, 
The  slaves  are  ours: — So  do  I  answer  yoiu 
The  pound  of  flesh,  which  I  demand  of  him. 
Is  deaiiy  bought ;  'tis  mine,  and  I  will  have  it: 
If  you  deny  me,  fie  upon  your  law  I 
There  is  no  force  in  the  decrees  of  Venice : 
I  stand  for  judgment :  answer,  shall  1  Iiave  it? 

Duke.  Upon  my  power,  I  may  dismiss  this  conrt 
Unless  BeOario,  a  learned  doctor^ 
Whom  I  have  sent  for  to  determme  this. 
Come  here  to-day. 

SdUrn,  My  lord,  here  stays  withom 

A  messenger  with  letters  from  the  doctor, 
New  come  from  Padua. 
Duke.  Bring  us  the  letters ;  Call  the  messenger. 
Base,  Good    cheer,    Antonio!    What,    manl 
I  courage  yet  I 

;  The  Jew  shall  have  my  flesh,  blood,  bones,  and  ul, 
Ere  thou  shalt  lose  for  me  one  drop  of  blood. 
Ant.  I  am  a  tainted  wether  oftlie  flock, 
I  Meetest  for  death ;  the  weakest  kind  of  fruit 
I  Drops  earliest  to  the  ground,  and  so  let  me 
i  You  cannot  better  be  employ'd,  Bassaiiio, 
'  Than  to  live  still,  and  wnte  mine  epitaph. 
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JMer  Neri^sa,  dresaed  Uke  a  lawyer's  dark,       \ 

Duke,  Came  you  from  Padua,  from  Bcllario  ? 

Nrr,  From  both,  my  lord :  Bellario  greets  yonr 
grace. 

[PretentB  a  letter, 

Ba89,  Why   dost    thou    whet    thy  knife    so 
earnestly  ? 

8ky.  To  cut  the  forfeiture  from  that  bankrout 
there. 

QrcL  Not  on  thy  sole,  but  on  thy  soul,  harsh 
Jew, 
Thou  mak*8t  thy  knife  keen ;  but  no  metal  can. 
No,  not  the  hangman's  axe,  bear  half  the  keen- 
ness 
Of  thy  sharp  envy.    Can  no  prayers  pierce  thee  ? 

Shy,  No,  none  that  thou  hast  wit  enough  to  make. 

Qra,  0,  be  thou  damn'd,  Lnexecrable  dog  I 
And  for  thy  life  let  justice  be  accus'd. 
Thou  almost  mak'st  me  waver  in  my  faith, 
To  hold  opinion  with  Pythagoras, 
That  souls  of  animals  infuse  themselves  ^ 
Into  the  trunks  of  men :  thy  currish  spirit 
Gk)vem'd  a  wolf,  who,  hangu  for  human  slaughter, 
Even  from  the  gallows  did  his  fell  soul  fleet. 
And,  whilst  thou  lay'st  in  thy  unhallowed  dam, 
Infus'd  itself  m  thee;  for  thy  desires 
Are  wolfish,  bloody,  sterv'd,  and  ravenous. 

Bl^f,  Till  thou  canst  rail  the  seal  from  off  my 
bond. 
Thou  but  offend'st  thy  lungs  to  speak  so  loud : 
Repair  thy  witj  good  youth ;  or  it  will  fall 
To  cureless  rum. — I  stand  here  for  law, 

Duke,  This  letter  from  Bellario  doth  commend 
A  young  and  learned  doctor  to  our  court : — 
Where  u  be? 

Ner.  He  attendeth  here  hard  by, 

To  know  your  answer,  whether  youll  admit  him. 

Duke,  with  all  my  heart :— some  three  or  four 
of  you 
Go  give  him  courteous  oondoct  to  this  place.— 
Meantime,  the  court  shall  hear  Bellario^s  letter. 

[Clerk  reads, 

"Your  gnuM  ahall  uodentand  that,  at  tiie  receipt  of 
four  letter,  I  am  rery  sick :  but  in  tlie  ioBtant  that  your 
DMnenger  came,  in  loying  risitatir  ""  i 

doctor  of  Homo,  his  name  is  Balth 
with  the  cause  in  coutruveray  betn 
lonio  the  merchant:  we  turned  o'c 
be  is  famished  with  my  opinion 
bis  own  learning  (the  greatness  wl 
eommendl.  oomea  with  him.  at  m] 

Cur  grace's  request  in  my  stead. 
:lt  of  years  be  no  impt^iment  to  1 

estimation ;  for  I  novor  knew  so  yi — „ , i 

a  head.     I  leave  him  to  your  gracious  aooeptuioe,  whose 
trial  shall  better  publish  his  commendation.** 

Duke,  You  hear  the  learned  Bellario,  what  he 
writes : 
And  here,  I  take  it,  is  the  doctor  come.^ 

Enter  Portia,  dressed  Wee  a  doctor  ^f  Vxios. 
Give  me  your  hand  :  Came  you  from  old  Bellario? 

Par,  I  did,  mv  lord. 

Duke,  I  ou  are  welcome :  take  your  place. 

Are  you  acquainted  with  the  difference 
That  holds  this  present  question  in  the  court  ? 

/br.  I  am  informed  thoroughly  of  the  cause. 
Which  is  the  merchant  here,  and  which  the  Jew? 

Dike,  Antonio  and  old  Shvlock,  both  stand 

For,  Is  your  name  Shylock  ?  [forth. 

Sky,  Shvlock  is  my  name. 

Far,  Of  a  strange  nature  is  the  suit  you  follow ; 
Yet  in  such  rule  that  the  Venetian  Uiw 
Cannot  impugn  you,  as  you  do  proceed. — 
Toil  stand  wiUiiD  bis  danger,  do  you  not?  [IbAxr. 


Ami,  Ay,  to  he  says. 
For,  Do  you  confess  the  bond? 

Ant,  I  do. 

For,  Then  must  the  Jew  be  merciful. 

Shy,  On  what  compulsion  must  I?  tell  me  that. 
For,  The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  strain'd ; 
It  droppeth,  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heaven 
Upon  the  place  beneath :  it  is  twice  bless'd ; 
It  blesseth  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes; 
*Tis  mightiest  in  the  mightiest ;  it  becomes 
The  throned  monarch  better  than  his  crown ; 
His  sceptre  shows  the  force  of  temporal  power, 
The  attribute  to  awe  and  majesty, 
Wherein  doth  sit  the  dread  and  fear  of  kings: 
But  mercy  is  above  this  sceptred  sway. 
It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  kings. 
It  is  an  attribute  to  God  himself; 
And  eiurthly  power  doth  then  show  likest  God^ 
When  mercy  seasons  justice.    Therefore,  Jew, 
Though  justice  be  thy  plea,  consider  this— 
That  m  the  course  of  justice,  none  of  us 
Should  see  salvation :  we  do  pray  for  mercy ; 
And  that  same  prayer  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 
The  deeds  of  mercy.    I  have  spoke  thus  much, 
To  mitigate  the  justice  of  thy  plea; 
Which  if  thou  follow,  this  strict  court  of  Venice 
Must  needs  give  sentence  Against  the  merchant 
there. 
Shy,  My  deeds  upon  my  head!    I  crave  the 
The  penalty  and  forfeit  of  my  bond.  [law, 

Far,  Is  he  not  able  to  discharge  the  money? 
Boas.  Yes,  here  I  tender  it  for  him  in  the  court ; 
Yea,  twice  the  sum :  if  that  will  not  suffice, 
1  will  be  bound  to  pay  it  ten  times  o'er, 
On  forfeit  of  my  hands,  my  head,  my  heart : 
If  this  will  not  suffice,  it  must  appear 
That  malice  bears  down  truth.  And  I  beseech  yon, 
Wrest  once  the  law  to  your  authority: 
To  do  a  great  right  do  a  little  wrong ; 
And  curb  tlds  cruel  devil  of  his  will. 
For,  It  must  not  be;  there  is  no  power  in 
Venice 
Can  alter  a  decree  established : 
•Twill  be  recorded  for  a  precedent ; 
And  many  an  error,  by  the  same  example, 
Will  rush  into  the  state :  it  cannot  be. 
Shy,   A  Daniel  come  to  judgment!  yea,  a 
Daniel! 
O  wise  young  judge,  how  do  I  honour  thee  I 
For,  I  pray  you,  let  me  look  upon  the  bond. 
Shy,  Here  *tis,  most  reverend  doctor,  here  it  is. 
For,  Shylodc,  there's  thrice  thy  ihoney  offer'd 

thee. 
Sh!u.  An  oath,  an  oath,  I  have  an  oath  in  heavea 
Shall  1  lay  perjury  upon  my  soul  ? 
No,  not  for  Venice. 

For,  Why,  this  bond  is  forfeit ; 

And  lawfully  by  this  the  Jew  may  claim 
A  pound  of  flesh,  to  be  by  him  cut  off 
Nearest  the  merchant's  heart :— Be  merciful ; 
Take  thrice  thy  money ;  bid  me  tear  the  bond. 
Shy,  When  it  is  paid  according  to  the  teuoir. 
It  doth  appear  you  are  a  worthy  judge ; 
You  know  the  law,  your  exposition 
Hath  been  most  Sound :  I  charge  yon  by  the  ian, 
Whereof  you  are  a  well-desenmg  nilhir. 
Proceed  to  judgment :  by  my  soul  1  swear, 
There  is  no  power  in  the  tongue  of  man 
To  alter  me :  I  stay  here  on  my  bond. 

Ant,  Most  heartuy  I  do  beseech  the  conrt 
To  give  the  judgment. 

iSr.  Why,  then,  thus  it  is: 

You  must  prepare  your  bosom  for  hu  Im^  ^ 
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Shg,  0  noble  Judge  i  O  excellent  jonng  n 

For,  For  the  intent  and  porpose  of  the  lai 
HaUi  full  relation  to  the  penalty, 
Which  here  appeareth  due  upon  the  bond. 

Shy,  Tia  very  true:  0  vrise  and  upright  judge  t 
How  much  more  elder  art  thou  than  thy  looks  I 

Fior.  Therefore,  lay  bare  your  bosom. 

Shy,  Ay,  his  breast : 

Bo  says  the  bond ;  Doth  it  not,  noble  judge  ? — 
Nearest  his  heart  those  are  the  very  words. 

Fior,  It  is  so.  Are  there  balance  here,  to  weigh 
the  flesh  ? 

Shy,  I  have  them  ready.  [charge. 

Par,  Have  by  some  surgeon,  Shylock,  on  your 
To  stop  his  wounds,  lest  he  should  bleed  to  death. 

Shy.  Is  it  so  nominated  in  the  bond  ? 

Far,  It  is  not  so  expressed ;  But  what  of  that? 
*r  were  good  you  do  so  much  for  charity. 

Shy,  I  cannot  find  it ;  *tis  not  in  the  bond. 

For,  Come,  merchant,  have  you  anything  to 
•ay? 

AtU,  But    little;    I    am    arm*d,    and     well 
prepared. — 
Giye  me  your  hand,  Bassanio ;  fare  you  well  I 
Grieve  not  that  I  have  fallen  to  this  for  you  ; 
For  herein  Fortune  shows  herself  more  kind 
Than  is  her  custom :  it  is  still  her  use, 
To  let  the  wretched  man  outlive  his  wealth, 
To  view  with  hollow  eye,  and  wrinkled  brow, 
An  age  of  pover^ ;  from  which  lingering  penance 
Of  such  misery  doth  she  cut  me  aS, 
Commend  me  to  your  honourable  wife : 
Tell  her  the  process  of  Antonio's  end, 
Say,  how  I  lov'd  you,  soeak  me  fair  in  death ; 
And  when  the  tale  is  told,  bid  her  be  judge 
Whether  Bassanio  had  not  once  a  love. 
Repent  not  you  that  you  shall  lose  your  friend, 
And  he  repents  not  that  he  nays  your  debt; 
For,  if  the  Jew  do  cut  but  deep  enough, 
111  pay  it  instantly  with  all  my  heart 

Baas.  Antonio,  I  am  married  to  a  wife, 
Which  is  as  dear  to  me  as  life  itself; 
But  life  itself,  my  wife,  and  all  the  world, 
Are  not  with  me  esteemed  above  thy  life; 
I  would  lose  all,  ay,  sacrifice  them  all 
Here  to  this  devil,  to  deliver  yon. 

For,  Tour  wife  would  give  you  little  thanks 
for  that, 
if  she  were  by,  to  hear  you  make  the  offer. 

Ora,  I  have  a  vrife,  whom  I  protest  I  love; 
I  would  she  were  in  heaven,  so  she  could 
Entreat  some  power  to  change  this  currish  Jew. 

Ner,  Tis  well  you  offer  it  behind  her  back; 
The  wish  would  make  else  an  unquiet  house. 

Shy,  These  bo  the  Christian  husbuids:  I  have 
a  daughter ; 
Would  any  of  the  stock  of  Barrabas 
Had  been  her  husband,  rather  than  a  Christian  I 

[Aside, 
We  trifle  time ;  I  pray  thee  pursue  sentence. 

For,  A  pound  of  tliat  same  merchant^  flesh  is 
thine; 
rhe  court  awards  it,  and  the  law  doth  give  it 

Sky,  Most  rightful  judge !  [breast. 

For,  And  you  must  cut  this  flesh  from  off  his  I 
The  law  allows  it,  and  the  court  awards  it 

/SBiy.  Most  learned  judge  I — ^A  sentence ;  come ; 
prepare. 

For.  Tarry  a  little ;— there  is  something  else. — 
This  bond  doth  give  thee  here  no  jot  of  blood ; 
The  words  expressly  are  a  pound  of  flesh ; 
Then  take  thy  bond,  take  thou  thy  pound  of  flesh ; 
Bat,  in  the  cutting  it  if  thou  dost  Aied 


One  drop  of  Christian  blood,  thy  lands  and  goods 

Are,  by  the  laws  of  Venice,  confiscate 

Unto  tne  state  of  Venice.  [judge  1 

Ora,  O  upright  judge!— Mark,  Jew}— O  learned 

Shy.  Is  that  the  hiw? 

For.  Thyself  shall  see  the  act: 

For,  as  thou  urgest  justice,  be  assured 
Thou  shalt  have  justice,  more  than  thou  desirest 

Ora.  Oleamedjudgei— Mark,  Jew;— a  learned 
judge  I 

Shu,  I  take  this  offisr  then, — ^pay  the  bond  thrice, 
And  let  the  Christian  go. 

Ba88,  Here  is  the  money. 

iV.  Soft. 
The  Jew  shall  have  all  justice|— soft:— no  haste;— 
He  shall  have  nothing  but  the  penalty. 

Ora.  OJewl  an  uprightjudge,  a  learned  judge  I 

Ibr,  Therefore,  prepare  thee  to  cut  off  the  flesh. 
Shed  thou  no  blooa ;  nor  cut  thou  less,  nor  more. 
But  just  a  pound  of  flesh :  if  thou  tak*^t  more. 
Or  less,  than  a  just  pound,— be  it  but  so  much 
As  makes  it  light  or  heavy,^  in  the  substance. 
Or  the  division  of  the  twentieth  part 
Of  one  poor  scruple,— nay,  if  the  scale  do  turn 
But  in  the  estimation  of  a  hair, — 
Thou  dlest,  and  all  th^  goods  are  confiscate. 

Ora,  A  second  Daniel,  a  Daniel,  Jew  t 
Now,  infidel,  I  have  thee  on  the  hip. 

iVw.  Why  doth  the  Jew  pause?  take  thy  for> 
feiture. 

Shy.  Give  me  my  principal,  and  let  me  go. 

Ban.  I  have  it  ready  for  thee :  here  it  is. 

For.  He  hath  refus'd  it  in  the  open  court ; 
He  shall  have  merely  justice,  and  his  bond. 

Ora,  A  Duiiel,  stul  say  I ;  a  second  Daniel  t— 
I  thank  thee,  Jew,  for  teachuig  me  that  word. 

Shy,  Shall  I  not  have  barely  my  principal  ? 

For.  Thou  shalt  have  nothing  but  the  forfeiture, 
To  be  so  taken  at  thy  peril.  Jew. 

Shy.  Why,  then  the  devil  give  him  good  of  it; 
III  stay  no  longer  question. 

For.  Tarry,  Jew; 

The  law  hath  yet  another  hold  on  you. 
It  is  enacted  in  the  laws  of  Venice, — 
If  it  be  prov'd  against  an  alien. 
That  by  direct  or  indirect  attempts 
He  seek  the  life  of  any  citizen. 
The  party  Against  the  which  he  doth  contrive 
Shall  seize  one  half  his  goods ;  the  other  half 
Comes  to  the  privy  ooffer  of  the  state ; 
And  the  offender's  life  lies  in  the  mercy 
Of  the  duke  only,  'gainst  all  other  voice. 
Li  which  predicament,  I  say,  thou  stand'sti 
For  it  appears  by  manifest  proceeding. 
That,  indirectly,  and  directly  too, 
Thou  hast  contriv'd  against  the  very  life 
Of  the  defiendant ;  and  thou  bast  incurred 
The  danger  formerly  by  me  rehears'd. 
Down,  therefore,  and  beg  mercy  of  the  duke. 

Ora.  Beg  that  thou  mayst  have  leave  to  hang 
thyself: 
And  yet,  thy  wealth  beine  forfeit  to  the  state. 
Thou  hast  not  left  the  value  of  a  cord ; 
Therefore,  thou  must  be  hang'd  at  the  state's 
charge.  [spirit, 

Duke.  That  thou  shalt  see  the  difference  of  our 
I  pardon  thee  thy  life  before  thou  ask  it : 
For  half  thy  wealth,  it  is  Antonio's ; 
The  other  half  oomes  to  the  general  state, 
Which  humbleness  may  drive  unto  a  fine. 

Por.  Ay,  for  the  state ;  not  for  Antonio. 

Shy,  Nay,  take  my  life  and  all,  pardon  not  thai: 
You  take  my  house,  >vhen  you  do^take  the  wop 
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Tbttt  doth  sostain  my  hoiue ;  70a  take  my  life, 
When  jou  do  take  the  means  whereby  I  live. 
iW.  What  mercy  can  you  render  him,  Antonio? 
Onu  A  halter  gratis;  nothing  else,  for  God^ 
sake.  [coart, 

Ant.  80  please  my  lord  the  duke,  and  all  the 
To  quit  the  fine  for  one  half  of  his  goods; 
I  am  content  so  he  will  let  me  have 
The  other  half  in  use,  to  render  it, 
Upon  his  death,  onto  the  gentleman 
That  lately  stole  his  daughter ; 
Two  things  provided  more,— That  for  this  &voiir, 
He  presentlv  become  a  Christian ; 
The  other,  that  he  do  record  a  gift. 
Here  in  the  court,  of  all  he  dies  p<^sess*d, 
Unto  his  son  Lorenzo  and  his  daughter. 

Dule,  He  shall  do  this ;  or  else  1  do  recant 
The  pardon  that  I  late  pronounced  here. 
Bar.  Art  thou  c<mtented,  Jew ;  what  dost  thou 

say? 
Sfty,  I  am  content 

For,  Clerk,  draw  a  deed  of  gift 

£^,  1  pray  you  give  me  leave  to  go  from  hence : 
I  am  not  well ;  send  the  deed  after  me, 
And  I  will  sign  it 
Duhe,  Get  thee  gone,  but  do  it 

Qra.  In    christening,  thou    shalt  have  two 
godfathers ; 
Had  I  been  judge,  thou  shonldst  have  had  ten 
more,  [Exit  Set. 

To  bring  thee  to  the  gallows,  not  to  the  font 
Duie.  Sir,  I  entreat  you  with  me  home  to 

dinner. 
Bor,  I  humblj^  do  desire  your  grace  of  pardon. 
I  must  away  this  night  toward  Padua ; 
And  H  is  meet  I  presently  set  forth. 
Duhe,  I  am  sorry  that  your  leisure  serves  you 
not 
Antonio,  gratify  thb  gentleman ; 
For,  in  my  mind  you  are  much  bound  to  him. 

[ExemU  Duke,  llagnifiooes,  and  Tram* 
Bam,  Host  worthy  gentleman,  I  and  m^  friend 
Have  by  your  wisdom  oeen  this  day  acquitted 
Of  grievous  penalties ;  in  lieu  wherofl 
Three  thousand  ducats,  due  unto  the  Jew, 
We  freely  cope  your  courteous  pains  withaL 
AnL  And  stand  indebted,  over  and  above. 
In  love  and  service  to  you  evermore. 

For,  He  is  well  paid  that  is  well  satisfied: 
And  I,  delivering  you,  am  satisfied, 
And  therein  do  account  myself  well  paid ; 
My  mind  was  never  yet  more  mercenary. 
I  pray  you  know  me,  when  we  meet  again : 
I  wish  you  well,  and  so  I  take  my  leave. 
B(u$.  Dear  sir,  of  force  I  must  attempt  you 
fiirther. 
Take  some  remembrance  of  us,  as  a  tribute. 
Not  as  a  fbe :  grant  me  two  things,  I  pray  you, 
Not  to  deny  me,  and  to  pardon  me. 

Bar.  You  press  me  far,  and  therefore  I  will  yield. 
Give  me  your  gloves,  111  wear  them  for  your 

sake: 
'  And,  foryoar  knre,  111  take  this  ring  from  you  :— 
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Do  not  draw  back  your  hand ;  IH  take  no  more; 
And  you  in  love  shall  not  deny  me  this. 

Bass.  This  ring,  good  sir,— ^alas,  it  is  a  trifle; 
I  will  not  shame  mjself  to  give  you  this. 

For,  I  will  liave  nothing  else  but  only  this; 
And  now.  methinks,  I  have  a  mind  to  it 

Bast.  There's  more  depends  on  this  than  on  the 
value. 
The  dearest  ring  in  Venice  will  1  give  you, 
And  find  it  out  oy  proclamation ; 
Only  for  this  I  pray  you  pardon  me. 

iw.  I  see,  sir,  you  are  liberal  in  offers : 
You  taught  me  first  to  beg ;  and  now  methinks. 
You  teach  me  how  a  beggar  should  be  answer'd 

Bass.  Good  sir,  this  ring  was  given  me  by  my 
wife; 
And,  when  she  put  it  on,  she  made  me  vow 
That  I  should  neither  sell,  nor  give,  nor  lose  it 

For,  That  'sense  serves  many  men  to  save  their 
An  if  your  wife  be  not  a  mad  woman,         [gifts. 
And  know  how  well  I  have  deserv'd  this  ring. 
She  would  not  hold  out  enemy  for  ever. 
For  giving  it  to  me     Well,  peace  be  with  you ' 
[Moeunt  Fob.  ana  Nbb. 

AnL  My  Lord  Bassanio,  let  him  have  the  ring ; 
Let  his  deservings,  and  mj  love  withal. 
Be  valued  against  your  wife's  commandment 

Bass.  Go,  Gratiano,  run  and  overtake  him ; 
Give  him  the  ring;  and  bring  him,  if  thou  canst, 
Unto  Antonio's  house : — away,  make  haste. 
Come^you  and  I  will  thither  presently ;   [Ex,  Gba. 
ning  early  will  we  both 


And  in  the  morning 
Fly  toward  Belmont 


Come,  Antonio.    [Exeunt 


SCENE  IL— Venice.    A  Street. 

Enter  Pobtia  and  Nebibsa. 

For,  Inquire  the  Jew*s  house  out,  give  him 
this  deed. 
And  let  him  sign  it ;  well  away  to-night. 
And  be  a  da^  before  our  husbands  home : 
This  deed  will  be  well  welcome  to  Lorenzo. 

Enter  Gratiaito. 

Ora.  Fair  sir,  jon  are  well  o'erta*6at 
My  Lord  Bassamo,  upon  more  advice. 
Hath  sent  you  here  this  ring ;  and  doth  entreat 
Your  company  at  dinner. 

For.  That  cannot  be : 

His  ring  I  do  accept  most  thankfully, 
And  so,  I  pray  yon,  tell  him :  Furthermore, 
I  pray  yon,  show  my  youth  old  Shylook's  houses 

Ora.  That  will  I  do.    * 

Ner.  Sir,  I  would  speak  with  you; 

111  see  if  I  can  get  my  husband's  ring,  [  2b  Portia. 
Which  I  did  make  him  swear  to  keep  for  ever. 

For.  Thou  mayst,  I  warrant    We  shall  hare 
old  swearing. 
That  they  did  give  the  rings  away  to  men ; 
But  well  outfjBce  them,  and  outswear  them  too. 
Away,  make  haste ;  thou  know'st  where  I  will  tarry. 

JVer.  Come,  good  sir,  will  you  show  me  to  tms 
hooser  f  Exeunt 
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8CENE  L— Belmont.   Avemie  to  Portia's  Bouae,  |  Within  the  honfte,  yonr  mistress  is  at  hand  x 

,  And  bring  your  music  forth  into  the  air. 


Enter  Lorenzc*  cmdKfEaaiGX, 

Lor.  The  moon  shines  bright:— In  sach  a  idght 
as  t'.is, 
When  the  sweet  wind  did  j^entl  j  kiss  the  trees, 
And  they  did  ii  ake  no  noise, — in  such  a  nieht, 
Troilus,  metiilnks,  mounted  the  Trojan  walls, 
And  sigh*d  his  soul  toward  the  Grecian  tents, 
Where  Cressid  lay  that  night. 

Jes.  In  such  a  night, 

Did  Thisbe  fearfully  o'ertrip  the  dew ; 
And  saw  the  lion*s  shadow  ere  himself. 
And  ran  dismayed  away. 

Lor,  ^  In  such  a  night, 

Stood  Dido  with  a  willow  in  Iier  hand 
Upon  the  wild  sea-banks,  and  waft  her  loTe 
Vo  come  again  to  Carthage. 

•Ties.  In  snch  a  night, 

Medea  ^ther*d  the  enchanted  herbs 
That  did  renew  old  Mson, 

Lor.  In  snch  a  night. 

Did  Jessica  steal  from  the  wealthy  Jew ; 
And  with  an  unthrift  love  did  run  from  Venice, 
As  far  as  Belmont. 

Jes.  In  such  a  night, 

Did  young  Lorenzo  swear  he  lov'd  her  well ; 
Btealing  her  soul  with  many  vows  of  futh. 
And  ne  er  a  true  one. 

Lor.  In  such  a  night. 

Did  pretty  Jessica,  like  a  little  shrew. 
Blander  her  love,  and  he  forgave  it  her. 

Jea.  I  would  out-night  ^ou,  did  no  body  come; 
But,  hark,  I  hear  the  footing  of  a  man. 

Enter  Stbphano. 

Lor,  Who  comes  so  fast  in  silence  of  the  night  ? 

Stepk.  A  friend. 

Lor.  A  friend?  what  friend?  yonr  name,  I 
pray  you,  friend. 

St^h.  Stephano  is  my  name :  and  I  bring  word, 
My  mistress  will  before  the  break  of  day 
Be  here  at  Belmont ;  she  doth  stray  about 
By  holy  crosses,  where  she  kneels  and  prays 
For  happy  wedlock  hours. 

Lor.  Who  comes  with  her  ? 

Stqah.  None,  but  a  holy  hermit,  and  her  maid. 
I  pray  you,  is  my  maste?  yet  retum'd  ? 

Lor.  He  is  not,  nor  we  have  not  heard  from  him. 
But  go  we  in,  I  pray  thee,  Jessica, 
And  ceremoniously  let  us  prepare 
Some  welcome  for  the  mistress  of  the  house. 

Enter  Launcblot. 

Laun,  Sola,  sola,  wo  ha,  ho,  sola,  sola  I 

Lor,  Who  calls? 

Laun.  Sola  I  Did  you  see  Master  Lorenzo,  and 
Mistress  Lorenzo  ?  sola,  sola ! 

Lor.  Leave  hollaing,  man ;  here. 

Laun.  Sola!    Where?  where? 

Lor.  Here. 

Law.  Tell  him  there^  a  post  oome  from  my 
master,  with  his  horn  full  of  good  news;  my 
master  will  be  here  ere  morning.  [Exit, 

Lor,  Sweet  soul,  let's  in,  and  there  expect  their 
coming. 
And  ^t  no  matter ; — Wh^  should  we  go  in  ? 
My  friend  Stephano,  signify,  I  pray  yon, 


[ExU  Stkph, 
How  sweet  the  moonlight  sleeps  upon  thb  bankl 
Here  will  we  sit,  and  let  the  sounds  of  music 
I  Creep  m  our  ears ;  soft  stillness,  and  the  night, 

Become  the  touclies  of  sweet  harmony. 
I  Sit,  Jessica.     Look  how  the  floor  of  Heaven 
I  Is  thick  inlaid  with  patines  of  bright  gold. 
There's  not  the  smallest  orb  wliich  thou  behold'st 
But  in  his  motion  like  an  angel  sings. 
Still  ouiring  to  the  ^oung-cyed  cliernbimA : 
Such  harmony  is  in  immortal  seals ; 
But  whilst  this  mudd^  vesture  of  decay 
Doth  grossly  close  it  m,  we  cannot  hear  iL^ 

Enter  Musicians. 
Come,  ho,  and  wake  Diana  with  a  hymn ; 
With  sweetest  touches  pierce  your  mistress*  eai. 
And  draw  her  home  with  music 

Jes.  I  am  never  merry  when  I  hear  sweet 
music  [i/amc 

Lot,  The  reason  is  vour  spirits  are  attentive: 
For  do  but  note  a  wild  and  wanton  herd. 
Or  race  of  youthful  and  uiihaiidled  colts, 
Fetchinj^  mad  bounds,  bellowing,  and  neighing 
Wiiich  IS  the  hot  condition  of  their  blood ;    [lou^ 
If  they  but  hear  perchance  a  trumpet  sound. 
Or  any  air  of  music  touch  their  ears, 
Tou  shall  perceive  them  make  a  mutual  stand, 
Their  savage  eyes  tum'd  to  a  modest  gaze, 
By  the  sweet  power  of  music :  Therefore,  tlie  poet 
Did  feign  that  Orpheus  drew  trees,  stones,  and 

floods; 
Since  nought  so  stockish,  hard,  and  full  of  rage, 
But  music  for  the  time  doth  change  his  nature ; 
The  man  that  hath  no  music  in  himself. 
Nor  is  not  mov'd  with  concord  of  sweet  sonnds, 
Is  fit  for  treasons,  stratagems,  and  spoils ; 
The  motions  of  his  spirit  are  dull  as  night, 
And  his  affections  dark  as  Erebus : 
Let  no  such  man  be  trusted.— Mark  the  music 

Ekter  Portia,  and  Nerissa  at  a  distanee. 

Por,  That  li^ht  we  see  is  burning  in  my  hall. 
How  far  that  little  candle  throws  his  beams  1 
So  shines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world. 

Ner.  When  the  moon  shone  we  did  not  see  the 
candle 

Por.  So  doth  the  greater  glory  dim  the  less : 
A  substitute  shines  brightly  as  a  king, 
Until  a  king  be  by ;  and  then  his  state 
Empties  itself,  as  doth  an  inland  brook 
Into  the  main  of  waters.    Music !  hark  I 

Ner,  It  is  jour  music,  madam,  of  the  house. 

Por.  Nothing  is  good,  I  see,  without  respect; 
Methuiks  it  sounds  much  sweeter  than  by  day. 

Ner.  Silence  bestows  that  virtue  on  it,  madam. 

Por.  The  crow  doth  sing  as  sweetly  as  the  lark, 
When  neither  is  attended ;  and,  I  thmk. 
The  nightingale,  if  she  should  smg  bv  day. 
When  every  goose  is  cacklmg,  would  be  though 
No  better  a  musician  than  the  wren. 
How  manv  things  by  season  seasoned  are 
To  their  right  praise  and  true  perfection ! — 
Peace  I  How  tne  moon  sleeps  with  Endyraion, 
And  would  not  be  awak*d !  [Music  ceasu 

Lor.  That  is  the  voice. 

Or  I  am  mndh  deceived,  of  Portia. 
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ibr.  He  knows  me,  as  the  blind  man  knows 
the  cackoo, 
B7  the  bad  voice. 

Lor,  Dear  ladj,  welcome  home. 

Vor,  We  have  been  prajing  for  our  husband*s 
welfare, 
Which  speed,  we  hope,  the  better  for  our  words. 
Are  thej  retum'd  ? 

Lor.  Madam,  they  are  not  jet ; 

Bat  there  is  come  a  messenger  before, 
To  signify  their  coming. 

Pcfr,  •  Go  in,  Nerissa ; 

Give  order  to  my  servants,  that  they  take 
No  note  at  all  of  our  bein^  absent  hence ; 
Nor  you,  Lorenzo : — Jessica,  nor  you. 

\A  tuehet  sounds. 

Lor,  Your  husband  is  at  hand;   I  hear  his 
trumpet: 
We  are  no  tell-tales,  madam ;  fear  you  not. 

/br.  This  night,  methinks,  b  but  the  daylight 
It  looks  a  little  (mler ;  'tis  a  day  [sick. 

Such  as  the  day  is  when  the  sun  is  hid. 

Snt^  Bassanio,  Antohio,  Gratiano»  smi 

their  Followers, 

Bass,  We  should  hold  day  with  the  Antipodes, 
If  you  would  walk  in  absence  of  the  sun. 

For.  Let  me  give  light,  but  let  me  not  be  light ; 
For  a  light  wife  doth  make  a  heavy  husband. 
And  never  be  Bassanio  so  for  me ;  pord. 

But  God  sort  all !— You  are  welcome  home,  my 

Bass.  I  thank  you,  madam:  give  welcome  to 
my  friend. — 
This  is  the  man,  this  is  Antonio, 
To  whom  I  am  so  infinitely  bound. 

Ar.  You  should  in  all  sense  be  much  bound  to 
For,  as  I  hear,  he  wat«  much  bound  for  you.    rhim, 

AnL  No  more  than  I  am  well  acquitted  or. 

Por,  Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  house  : 
It  must  appear  in  other  ways  than  words, 
Therefore,  I  scant  this  breathing  courtesy. 

[Gra.  and  Nbb.  seem  to  talk  apart 

Ora,  Bv  yonder  moon,  1  swear  you  do  me 
In  fiuth.  I  gave  it  to  the  judge's  clerk  ;    [wrong ; 
Would  he  were  gelt  that  had  it,  for  my  part, 
Since  you  do  take  it,  love,  so  much  at  heart. 

Por,  A  quarrel,  ho,  already?  what's  the  matter? 

Ora,  About  a  hoop  of  gold,  a  paltry  ring 
That  she  did  give  me ;  whose  posy  was. 
For  all  the  world,  like  cutler's  poetry 
Upon  a  knife,  ^  Love  me,  and  leave  me  not.** 

Ner,  What,  talk  you  of  the  posy,  or  the  value  ? 
You  swore  to  me,  when  I  did  give  it  you. 
That  Tou  would  wear  it  till  the  hour  of  death ; 
And  that  it  should  lie  with  you  in  your  grave : 
Though  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  vehement  oaths, 
You  should  have  been  respective,  and  have  kept  it. 
Gave  it  a  judge's  clerk  I — but  weh  I  know. 
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Nor  pluck  it  fh>m  bis  finger,  for  the  wealth 
That  the  world  masters.    Now,  in  faith,  Gratiano, 
You  give  your  wife  too  unkind  a  cause  of  grief ; 
An*t  were  to  me,  1  should  be  mad  at  it. 

Bass.  Why,  I  were  best  to  out  my  left  hand  o£^ 
And  swear,  1  lost  the  ring  defending  it.      [Asids, 

Ora.  My  Lord  Bassanio  g^ave  his  ring  away 
Unto  tlie  judge  that  begg'd  it,  and,  mdeed, 
Deserv'd  it  too ;  and  then  the  boy,  his  clerk. 
That  took  some  pains  in  writing,  he  begged  mine: 
And  neither  man,  nor  master,  would  wTq  aught 
But  the  two  rings. 

Por.  What  ring  gave  you,  my  lord  ? 

Not  that,  I  hope,  which  you  receivM  of  me. 

Bass,  If  I  could  add  a  lie  unto  a  fault, 
I  would  deny  it ;  but  you  see^  my  finger 
Hath  not  the  ring  upon  it,  it  is  gone. 

Por,  Even  so  void  is  your  false  heart  of  truth. 
By  heaven  I  will  ne'er  come  in  your  bed 
until  1  see  the  ring. 

Ner.  Nor  I  in  yours, 

Till  I  again  see  mine. 

Bass,  Sweet  Portia, 

If  you  did  know  to  whom  I  gave  the  ring. 
If  you  did  know  for  whom  Igave  the  ring. 
And  would  conceive  for  what  I  gave  the  ring. 
And  how  unwillinfflv  I  left  the  ring, 
When  nought  womd  be  accepted  but  the  ring. 
You  wouldabate  the  strength  of  your  displeasure. 

Por.  If  you  had  known  the  virtue  of  toe  ring, 
Or  half  her  worthiness  that  gave  the  ring. 
Or  your  own  honour  to  contain  the  ring, 
You  would  not  then  have  oarted  with  the  ring. 
What  man  is  there  so  mucn  unreasonable, 
If  you  had  pleased  to  have  defended  it 
With  any  terms  of  zeal,  wanted  the  modesty 
To  urge  the  thing  held  as  a  ceremony  ? 
Nerissa  teaches  me  what  to  believe ; 
111  die  for*t,  but  some  woman  had  the  ring. 

Bass.  No,  by  mine  honour,  madam,  by  my  soul, 
No  woman  had  it,  but  a  civil  doctor. 
Which  did  refuse  three  tiiousand  ducats  of  me. 
And  begg'd  the  ring ;  the  which  I  did  deny  him, 
And  suSer'd  him  to  go  displeased  away ; 
Even  he  that  had  held  up  the  very  life 
Of  my  dear  friend.    What  should  I  say,  sweet 

Uidy? 
I  was  enforc'd  to  send  it  after  him ; 
I  was  beset  with  shame  and  courtesy ; 
My  honour  would  not  let  ingratituM 
So  much  besmear  it :  Pardon  me,  good  lady; 
For,  by  these  blessed  candles  of  the  night. 
Had  you  been  there,  I  think,  you  would  Laye 

begg'd 
The  ring  of  me  to  give  the  worthy  doctor. 

iW.  Let  not  diatdoctor  e'er  come  nearmy  house- 
Since  he  hath  got  the  jewel  that  I  lov'd. 
And  that  which  you  did  swear  to  keep  for  me 


The  clerk  will  ne'er  wear  hair  on's  face  that  had  it.  1  I  will  become  as  liberal  as  you ; 


Ora.  He  will,  an  if  he  live  to  be  a  man. 

Ner.  Ay,  if  a  woman  live  to  be  a  man. 

Ora,  Now,  by  this  hand,  1  gave  it  to  a  youth,— 
A  kind  of  boy ;  a  little  scrubbed  boy. 
No  higher  than  thyself,  the  judge'b  clerk; 
A  pninng  boy,  that  begg'd  it  as  a  fee ; 
I  could  not  for  my  heart  deny  it  hun.  [you, 

Por.  You  were  to  blame,  I  must  be  plain  with 
To  part  so  slightly  with  your  wife's  first  gift ; 
A  thing  stuck  on  with  oaths  upon  your  finger 
And  so  riveted  with  faith  unto  your  flesh. 
I  gave  my  love  a  ring,  and  maoe  him  swear 
Never  to  part  with  it  j  and  here  he  stands,— 
(  dare  bt  sworn  for  him,  be  would  not  leave  it 


111  not  deny  him  anythmg  I  have. 

No,  not  my  body,  nor  my  husband^  bed : 

Know  him  I  shall,  I  am  well  sure  of  it : 

Lie  not  a  night  fh>m  home;  watch  me,  like  Argus, 

If  you  do  not,  if  I  be  left  alone. 

Now,  by  mine  honour,  which  b  vet  mine  own, 

I'll  have  that  doctor  for  my  bedfellow. 

Ker.  And  I  his  clerk,  therefore  be  well  advis'd. 
How  you  do  leave  me  to  mine  own  protection. 

Ora.  Well,  do  you  so :  let  not  me  take  him  then ; 
For,  if  I  do.  111  mar  the  young  clerk's  pen. 

Ant,  I  am  the  unhappy  subject  of  these  quarrels^ 

Por,  Sir,  grieve  not  you ;  you  are  welcome  noi> 

wiUkstanding.  C  ^ r\r\n\i> 
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THE  MET^CHANT  OF  VENTOE. 


£a».  i*ortia,  forgiye  me  this  euibrced  wrong; 
And,  in  the  hearing  of  these  many  friends, 
I  swear  to  thee,  even  by  thine  own  fair  eyes, 
Wherein  I  see  mTself, — 

P&r.  Mark  70a  but  that! 

In  both  my  eyes  he  doubly  sees  himself: 
In  each  eye  one : — swear  by  your  double  seU^ 
And  there's  an  oath  of  credit 

Bass,  Nay,  but  hear  me; 

Pardon  this  fault,  and  by  my  soul  I  swear, 
1  never  more  will  break  an  oath  with  thee. 

Ant.  1  once  did  lend  my  body  for  his  wealth ; 
Which,  but  for  him  that  had  your  husband's  ring, 

[7b  FOBTIA. 

Had  quite  miscarried :  I  dare  be  bound  again, 
My  soul  upon  the  forfeit,  that  your  lord 
Will  never  more  break  faith  advisedly. 

Ibr.  Then  you  shall  be  his  surety :  Give  hun 
this; 
And  bid  him  keep  it  better  than  the  other. 

AnL  Here,  Lord  Bassanio ;  swear  to  keep  this 
ring. 

Bass,  By  Heaven,  it  is  the  same  I  gave  the 
doctor  1 

J\)r.  1  Iiad  it  of  him:  pardon  me,  Bassanio; 
For  by  this  ring  the  doctor  lay  with  me. 

Her,  And  pardon  me,  my  gentle  Gratiano ; 
For  that  same  scrubbed  boy,  the  doctor's  clerk, 
In  lieu  of  this  last  ni^ht  did  lie  with  me, 

Onu  Why,  this  is  like  the  mendmg  of  highways 
In  summer,  where  the  ways  are  fair  enough : 
Whatl  are  we  cuckolds,  ere  we  have  deserv*d  it  ? 

IW,  Speak  not  so  grossly. — Tou  are  all  amaz'd: 
Here  is  a  letter,  read  it  at  your  leisure ; 
It  comes  from  Padua,  from  Bellario : 
There  you  shall  find,  that  Portia  was  the  doctor ; 
Nerissa  there,  her  clerk :  Lorenzo  here 
Shall  witness,  I  set  forth  as  soon  as  yon. 


4nd  but  e'en  now  retum'd :  I  have  not  yet 
ISntar'd  my  house.— Antomo,  you  are  weloc 


eloome; 


And  I  have  better  news  in  store  for  yon  ' 

Than  you  expect :  miseal  this  letter  soon: 
There  you  shall  find,  three  of  your  argosies 
Are  richly  come  to  harbour  suddenly: 
You  shall  not  know  by  what  strange  accident 
I  clianced  on  this  letter. 

AtiL  I  am  dumb. 

Bass,  Were  you  the  doctor,  and  I  Imew  yon  not? 

Qnu  Were  you  the  clerk,  that  is  to  make  me 
cuckold? 

Nar,  Ay ;  but  the  clerk  that  never  means  to 
do  it, 
Unless  he  live  nntfl  he  be  a  man. 

Bass.  Sweet  doctor,  you  shall  be  my  bedfellow; 
When  I  am  absent  then  lie  with  my  wife. 

Ant,  Sweet  lady,  you  have  given  me  life,  and 
living ; 
For  here  I  read  for  certain,  that  my  ships 
Are  safely  come  to  road. 

For,  How  now,  Lorenzo? 

My  clerk  hath  some  good  comforts  too  for  you. 

J^er.  Ay,  and  111  give  them  him  without  a  fee.— 
There  do  1  give  to  you  and  Jessica, 
From  the  rich  Jew,  a  special  deed  of  gift 
After  his  death,  of  all  he  dies  possess'd  ot. 

Lor.  Fair  bidies,  you  drop  manna  in  the  way 
Of  starved  people. 

i^.  It  is  almost  morning. 

And  yet,  I  am  sure,  you  are  not  satisfied 
Of  these  events  at  mil :  Let  us  go  in  ^ 
And  charg^e  us  there  upon  inter'gatones, 
And  we  will  answer  all  things  faithfully. 

Gra.  Let  it  be  so ;  The  first  inter'^torj, 
That  my  Nerissa  shall  be  sworn  on,  is. 
Whether  till  the  next  night  she  had  rather  stay, 
Or  go  to  bed  now,  being  two  hours  to  day: 
But  were  the  day  come,  I  should  vrish  it  dark, 
Till  I  were  coucning  with  the  doctor's  clerk. 
Well,  while  I  live.  111  fear  no  other  thing 
80  sore,  as  keeping  safe  Nerissa^s  ring.    [1 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONAL, 


TEBBINAND,  I^ing  of  NftTarre. 

BIBON,  ft  lord  ftttending  on  the  King. 

Z«ONQAVLLIi£,  a  lord  ftttendlDg  on  the  King. 

DUMAIN,  ft  lord  attending  on  the  King. 

BOTST.  a  lord  attending  on  the  PrinccM  of  Trance. 

MEB0AI7S,  a  lord  attending  on  the  Princess  of  JFnince. 

DON  ADBIANO  DE  ARMAIK),  a  fantastical  Spaniard. 

Sir  NATHANIEL,  a  curate. 


HOLOFERNES.  a  ichoolmaBter. 

DUIjIj,   a  constable.       C08TABD,  a  clown. 

MOTH,  page  to  Amiado.    A  Forester. 

PHINCES8   OF  FRANCE. 

R08AUNB,  a  lady  attending  on  the  Princess  of  France. 

MARIA,  a  lady  attending  on  the  Princess  of  France. 

KATHARINE,  a  lady  attending  on  the  Princess  of  France. 

JAQUBNET--    ' ' 


BTTA,  a  countiy  weuch. 


SCENE -Navarre. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I.— Navarre.  A  Park^  uoith  a  Palace init. 
Enter  the  Kino,  Biron,  LoNeAYiLLS,  and  Buxain. 
King,  Let  fame,  that  all  hu  nt  after  in  their  lives, 
Live  register'd  upon  onr  brazen  tombs, 
And  then  grace  us  in  the  disgrace  of  death ; 
When,  spite  of  cormorant  devouring  Time, 
Th*  endeavour  of  this  present  breath  may  buy 
That  honour,  which  shall  bate  his  scythe's  keen 


And  make  us  heirs  of  all  eternity. 

Therefore,  brave  conquerors !  —  for  so  you  are, 

That  war  against  your  own  afifections, 

And  the  huge  arm v  of  the  world's  desires,  — 

Our  late  edict  shall  strongly  stand  in  force : 

Navarre  shall  be  the  wonder  of  the  world ; 

Our  court  shall  be  a  little  Academe, 

Still  and  contemplative  in  living  art. 

Tou  three,  Biron,  Dumain,  ana  Longaville, 

Have  sworn  for  three  years'  term  to  live  with  me, 

Hy  fellow-scholars^  and  to  keep  those  statutes 

That  are  recorded  m  this  schedule  here : 

Tour  oaths  are  pass'd,  and  now  8ubsciibe|your 

names; 
That  his  own  hand  may  strike  his  honour  down. 
That  violates  the  smallest  branch  herein : 
If  vou  are  arm'd  to  do,  as  sworn  to  do, 
SuDscribe  to  your  deep  oath,  and  keep  it  too. 

Long,  I  am  resolv'd :  'tis  but  a  three  years'  fast ; 
The  mipd  shall  banquet,  though  the  btody  pine 
Fat  paunches  have  lean  pates ;  and  dainty  bits 
Hake  rich  tho  ribs,  but  banker  out  the  wits. 

Dum,  My  loving  lord,  Dimiain  is  mortified. 
The  grosser  manner  of  these  world's  delights 
He  throws  upon  the  gross  world's  baser  slaves. 
To  love,  to  wealth,  to  pomp,  I  pine  and  die ; 
With  all  these  living  in  philosophy. 

Biron.  I  can  but  say  their  protestation  over. 
So  much,  dear  liegre,  I  have  already  sworn. 
That  is,  to  live  and  study  here  three  years. 
But  there  are  other  strict  observances : 
As  not  to  see  a  woman  in  t  hut  term ; 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there : 
And,  one  day  in  a  week  to  touch  no  food, 
And  but  one  meal  on  every  day  beside ; 
The  which,  I  hope,  is  not  cnroUed  there : 
And  then  to  sleep  but  three  hours  in  the  nighty 
And  not  be  seen  to  wink  of  all  the  day 
rWhen  I  was  wont  to  think  no  harm  all  night. 
And  make  a  dark  night  too  of  half  the  day) ; 


Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there. 
O,  these  are  oarren  tasks  too  hard  to  keep ; 
Not  to  see  ladies,  —  study,  —  last,  —  not  sleep. 

King,  Your  oath  is  pass VI  to  pass  away  m)m 
these. 

.SCron.  Let  me  say  no,  my  liege,  and  if  you  please, 
I  only  swore  to  study  with  your  grace. 
And  stay  here  in  your  court* lor  three  years'  space. 

Long'.  You  swore  to  that,  Biron,  and  to  the  rest. 

Biron.  By  yea  and  nay,  sir,  then  I  swore  in  jest. 
What  is  the  end  of  study  ?  let  me  know. 

King,  Whv,  that  to  know,  which  else  we  should 
not  know. 

Biron.  Things  hid  and  baiT'd,  you  mean,  from 
common  sense  ? 

King.  Ay,  that  is  study's  godlike  recompense. 

Biron.  Come  on,  then,  I  will  swear  to  study  so. 
To  know  the  tliin<r  I  am  forbid  to  know ; 
As  thus,  —  to  study  where  I  well  may  dine, 

When  I  to  fast  expressly  am  forbid ; 
Or  study  where  to  meet  some  mistress  fine. 

When  mistresses  from  common  sense  ai'e  hid 
Or,  having  sworn  too  hard-a-keeping  oath, 
Study  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  troth. 
If  study's  gain  be  thus,  and  this  be  so. 
Study  knows  that  whicn  yet  it  doth  not  know : 
Swear  me  to  this,  and  I  will  ne'er  say,  no. 

King.  These  be  the  stops  that  hinder  study  quite. 
And  train  our  intellects  to  vain  delight. 

Biron.  Why,  all  delights  are  vam;   and  that 
most  vain. 
Which,  with  pain  purchas'd,  doth  inherit  pain : 
As,  painfuUy  to  pore  upon  a  book. 

To  seek  the  lignt  of  truth ;  while  truth  the  while 
Doth  falsely  blind  the  eyesight  of  his  look : 

Light,  seeking  light,  doth  light  of  light  beguile : 
So,  ei*e  you  find  where  light  in  darkness  lies. 
Your  light  gix>ws  dark  by  losing  of  your  eyes. 
Study  me  how  to  please  the  eye  indeed. 

By  fixing  it  upon  a  fairer  eye ; 
Who  dazzling  so.  that  eye  shall  be  his  heed. 

And  give  him  light  that  it  was  blinded  by. 
Study  is  like  the  heaven's  glorious  sun. 

That  will  not  be  deep-search'd  with  saucy  looks ; 
Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  won. 

Save  base  authority  from  other's  books. 
These  earthly  godiathers  of  heaven's  lights, 

That  give  a  name  to  ever^  fixed  star. 
Have  no  more  profit  of  their  shining  nights. 

Than  those  that  walk,  and  wot  not  what  they  are 
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Too  much  to  Know  is,  to  know  nought  bnt  fame; 
And  every  godfather  can  give  a  name. 
King.  How  well  hes  read,  to  reason  against 

reading ! 
uum,  ProceMed    well,    to    stop    all    good 

proceeding! 
Long.  He  weeds  the  com,  and  still  lets  grow 

the  weeding. 
Biron,  The  spring  is  near,  when  green  geese  are 

a  breeding. 
Dum,  How  follows  that? 
Biron,  Fit  in  his  place  and  time. 

Dum.  In  reason  nothing. 
Biron.  Something  then  in  rhyme. 

King,  Biron  is  like  an  envions  snoaping  frost. 

That  bites  the  first-bom  infants  of  the  sprmg. 
Biron.  Well,  say    I   am;   why  should  proud 
summer  boast, 
Before  the  birds  have  any  cause  to  sing? 
•  Why  should  I  joy  in  any  abortive  birth? 
At  Christinas  1  no  more  desire  a  rose. 
Than  wish  a  snow  in  May's  new-fangled  shows; 
But  like  of  each  thing  that  in  season  grows. 
So  you,  to  study  now  it  is  too  late. 
Climb  o*er  the  house  to  unlock  the  little  gate. 
Kbig.  Well,   sit  you  out;  go  home,   Biron; 

adieu  I 
Biron.  No,  my  good  lord ;  I  have  sworn  to  stay 
with  you: 
And,  though  1  have  for  barbarism  spoke  more, 
Than  for  that  angel  knowledge  you  can  say; 
Yet,  confident  111  keep  what  I  have  swore, 

And  bide  the  penance  of  each  three  years'  day, 
Give  me  the  paper,— let  me  read  the  same; 
And  to  the  strictest  decrees  111  write  my  name. 
King.  How  well  this  yielding  rescues  thee  from 

shame ! 
Biron.  [lieads.] 

Item,  That  no  woman  shaQ  oome  wkhin  a  mile  of  mj 
ooiut— 

Hath  this  been  proclaimed? 

Long,  Four  days  ago.    * 

Biron.  Let's  see  the  penalty.  [Beads.] 

-On  pain  of  loting  her  tongne.— 
Who  devis'd  this  penalty? 

Long.  Marry,  that  did  I. 

Biron.  Sweet  lord,  and  why? 

Long,  To  fright  them  hence  with  that  dread 
penalty. 

Biron.  A  dangerous  law  against  gentility.  [7?^a£&] 

Item.  If  any  man  be  leen  to  talk  with  a  woman  witliin 
the  tenn  of  three  years,  he  shall  endure  nich  public 
ibame  at  the  rest  of  the  cooit  shall  possibly  devise.— 

This  article,  my  liege,  yourself  must  break ; 

For  well  you  know,  here  comes  in  embassy 
The  French  kmg's  daughter,  with  yourself  to 
speak, — 

A  maid  of  gr^oe,  and  complete  majesty, — 
About  surrender-up  of  Aquitain 

To  her  decrepit,  sick,  and  bed-rid  father: 
Therefore,  this  article  is  made  in  vain. 

Or  vainly  comes  th'  admired  princess  hither. 

King.  What  say  yon,  lords?  why,  this  was  quite 
forgot 

Biron.  So  study  evermore  is  over-shot ; 
While  it  doth  study  to  have  what  it  would, 
It  doth  forget  to  do  the  thing  it  should: 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  most, 
Tis  won,  as  towns  with  fire ;  so  won,  so  hist. 

King.  We  must,  of  force,  dispense  with  this 
decree; 
Sbe  mast  lie  here  on  mere  necessity. 


LOVE'S   LABOUR  '8  LOST. 


^tiron.  Necessity  will  make  us  all  forsworn 
Three  thousand  times  within  this  three  yean^ 
space : 
For  every  man  with  his  affects  is  bom ; 

Not  by  mi^ht  mastered,  but  by  special  grace. 
If  I  br^  faith,  this  word  shall  speak  for  me, 
I  am  forsworn  on  mere  necessity. — 
So  to  the  laws  at  large  I  write  my  name : 

[8vb9crihe$, 
And  he  that  breaks  them  in  the  least  degree 
Stands  in  attainder  of  eternal  shame: 

Suggestions  are  to  others,  as  to  me; 
But,  I  believe,  although  I  seem  so  loth, 
I  am  the  last  that  will  last  keep  his  oath. 
But  is  there  no  quick  recreation  granted  ? 
King.  Ay,  that  there  is:  our  court,  you  know,  is 
haunted 
With  a  refined  traveller  of  Spain ; 
A  man  in  all  the  world's  new  fiishion  planted. 
That  hath  a  mint  of  phrases  in  his  brain : 
One  who  the  music  of  his  own  vain  tongue 
Doth  ravish,  like  enchantm^  harmony ; 
A  man  of  complements,  whom  ri^ht  and  wrong 

Have  chose  as  umpire  of  their  mutiny : 
This  child  of  foncy,  that  Armado  bight. 

For  interim  to  our  studies,  shall  relate 
In  high-bom  words,  the  worth  of  many  a  knight 
From  tawny  Spain,  lost  in  the  world  s  debate. 
How  you  delight,  my  lords,  I  know  not,  I ; 
But,  1  protest,  I  love  to  hear  him  lie, 
And  I  will  use  him  for  my  minstrelsy. 

Biron.  Armado  is  a  most  illustrious  wight, 
A  man  of  fire-new  words,  fashion  s  own  kni^;ht. 
Long.  Costard  the  swain,  and  he,  shall  be  our 
sport; 
And,  so  to  study,  three  years  is  bat  short. 

Enter  Dull,  with  a  letter^  and  CosTAXtv. 

DuU.  Which  is  the  duke's  own  person  ? 

Biron.  This,  fellow.    Whatwouldst? 

DtdL  1  myself  reprehend  his  own  person,  for  I 
am  his  grace's  tharoorough:  but  I  would  see  hii 
own  person  in  flesh  and  blood. 

Biron.  This  is  he. 

Didl.  Signior  Arme — Anne— commends  you. 
There's  villainy  abroad :  this  letter  vrill  tell  you 
more. 

CotL  Sir,  the  contempts  thereof  are  as  touching 
me. 

^ng.  A  letter  from  the  magnificat  Armado. 

Biron,  How  low  soever  the  matter,  I  hope  ia 
God  for  high  words. 

Long.  A  high  hope  for  a  low  heaven:  Gtod  grant 
us  patience ! 

Biron,  To  hear?  or  forbear  hearing? 

Long.  To  hear  meekly,  sir,  and  to  laugh 
moderately;  or  to  forbear  both. 

Biron.  Well,  sir,  be  it  as  the  style  shall  give  Of 
cause  to  climb  in  the  merriness. 

Cost.  The  matter  is  to  me,  su*.  as  concerning 
Jaquenetta.  The  manner  of  it  is,  I  was  taken  with 
the  manner. 
'  Biron,  In  what  manner? 

Cost.  In  manner  and  form  following,  sir ;  all 
those  three :  I  was  seen  with  her  in  the  manor* 
house,  sitting  with  her  upon  the  form,  and  taken 


jr. 
for 


following  her  into  the  park ;  which,  put  togethi 
is  in  manner  and  form  following.     Now,  mt,  1,. 
the  manner, — it  is  the  manner  ofia  man  to  speak  to 
a  woman :  for  the  form, — in  some  form. 

Biron.  For  the  following,  sir  ? 

Cost.  As  it  shall  follow  in  my  oon^sotion :  Am^ 
God  defend  the  right  I  ^.g.,.^^^  byXjOOgle 


Kwg,  Will  you  hear  thU  letter  wiui  attention  ? 
Birm,  As  we  would  hear  an  oracle. 
Cost,  Such  is  the  simplioitj  of  man  to  hearken 
after  the  flesh. 
King,  [Beads,] 

"  Gieat  deputy,  the  welldn's  Tloegerent,  and  sole  doml- 
nator  of  Navarre,  my  soul's  earth's  God.  and  body's 
f ostermg  xtatroD,  — 
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Co8t,  Not  a  word  of  Costard  yet. 

"Soitta.- 

Coat,  It  may  he  so :  but  if  he  say  it  is  so,  he  is, 
m  telling  true,  but  so. 

Kitig,  Peace  I 

Cost.  —  be  to  me,  and  every  man  that  dares  not 
oghtl 

Kitig.  No  words  I 

Cost,  —  of  other  men's  secrets,  I  beseech  you. 

King, 

•Bolt  is.  bedernd  with  sable-colooxed  melancholj,  I 
OMoonunend  the  blaok- oppressing  humoor  to  the  most 
wholoapme  physic  of  thy  health  giving  air ;  and,  aa  I  am 
a  genUeman.  betook  myself  to  walk.  The  time  when? 
About  the  sixth  hour ;  when  beasts  most  graze,  biids  best 
peck,  and  men  sit  down  to  that  nonrlahment  which  is 
called  sapp^.  So  much  for  the  time  when :  Now  for  the 
pound  whldi ;  which.  I  mean,  I  walked  upon :  it  is  yclept 
thy  park.  Then  for  the  place  where ;  where,  I  mean'  I  did 
encounter  that  obscene  and  most  preposterous  event,  that 
oraweUi  frum  my  snow-white  pen  the  ebo^-coloured  iok, 
which  here  thou  viewest,  beholdest.  surveyest,  or  8eeat : 
But  to  Uie  place  where.— It  standeth  north-north  east  and 
by  east  from  the  west  comer  of  thy  curious-kuotted  garden. 
Iliere  did  i  see  that  low-qOiited  swain,  that  base  minnow 
ox  thy  mirth. 

Cost,  Me? 
King, 

— "  that  unlettor'd  small-knowing  aoal. 
Cost,  Me? 
King,  ■ 

— "Uiat  shallow  raoal 
Cost,  Still  me? 


— "  which,  as  I  remember,  U^t  Oostaid, 
Cost,  0  me  I 
King, 

—"sorted,  and  consorted,  contrary  to  thy  eHAblished 
proclaimed  edict  and  continent  canon,  with-  with.— O 
with— but  with  this  I  passion  to  say  wlierewith. 

Cost,  With  a  wench. 

King. 

—••with  a  child  of  our  grandmother  Eve,  a  female :  or 
lor  thy  more  sweet  understanding,  a  woman.  Him 
I  (as  mj  ever-esteemed  duty  pricks  me  on)  have  sent 
to  thoe.  In  receive  the  meed  of  puniahment,  by  thy  sweet 
ffraoe  s  officer,  Antony  Dull ;  a  man  of  good  repute,  car- 
liase,  bearing,  and  estimation.  ^  ^  ^^ 

n^ri*^  Me,  an 't  shall  please  you;  I  sun  Antony 
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King,  It  was  proclaimed  a  years  miprisonment, 
to  be  taken  with  a  wench. 

Cost,  I  was  taken  with  none,  sir ;  I  was  taken 
with  a  damosel. 

King,  Well,  it  was  proclaimed  daraosel. 

Cost,  This  was  no  damosel  neither,  bir ;  she  was 
a  vir^. 

Ktng.  It  is  so  varied  too ;  for  it  was  proclaimed 
virgin. 

Cost,  If  it  were,  I  deny  her  virginity;  I  was 
taken  with  a  maid. 

Kmg.  This  maid  will  not  serve  your  turn,  sir. 

Cojst,  This  maid  will  serve  my  turn,  sir. 

King.  Sir,  I  will  pronounce  your'sentenoe:  You 
shall  fast  a  week  with  bran  and  water. 

Cost  I  had  rather  pray  a  month  with  mutton 
I  andporridge. 

I      Kwg,  And  Don  Armado  sliall  be  your  keeper* — 
My  Lord  BIron,  see  him  delivered  o'er. — 
And  go  we,  lords,  to  put  in  practice  tluit 

Which  each  to  other  hath  so  strongly  sworn.— 
[Exeunt  Kino,  Lonoaville,  and  Dumain. 

Biron.  I'll  lay  my  head  to  any  good  man's  hat, 
^  These  oaths  and  Jaws  vrill  prove  an  idle  scorn. — 
Sirrah,  come  on. 

Cost,  I  suffer  for  the  truth,  sir:  for  true  it  is,  I 
was  taken  with  Jaquenetta,  and  Jaquenetta  is  a 
true  girl ;  and  therefore,  welcome  the  sour  cup  of 
prosperity!  Aflfliction  may  one  day  smile  again, 
and  until  then,  sit  thee  down,  sorrow  I      [Exeunt 

SCENE  II.— Another  part  qfthtacant. 

Annado's  Mouse, 

Enter  Abmado  and  Moth. 

Arm,  Boy,  wluit  sign  is  it,  when  a  man  of  great 
spirit  grows  melancholy  ? 

Moth.  A  great  sign,  sir,  that  he  will  look  sad. 

Arm,  Why,  sadness  is  one  and  the  self-same 
thing,  dear  imp. 

Moth.  No,  no;  O  Lord,  sir,  no. 

Arm.  How  canst  thou  part  sadness  and  melan- 
cholv,  my  tender  juvenal  ? 

MotJi.  By  a  familiar  demonstration  of  the  work 
ing,  my  tough  senior. 

Arm   Why  tough  senior  ?  why  tough  senior  ? 

Moth,  Why  tender  juvenal?  why  tender  juvenal? 

Arm.  I  spoke  it,  tender  juvenal,  as  a  congruent 
epitheton,  appertaining  to  thy  youiig  days,  which 
we  may  nommate  tender. 

Moth,  And  I,  tough  senior,  as  an  appertment 
title  to  your  old  time,  which  we  may  name  tough. 

Arm.  Pretty,  and  apt. 

Moth.  How  mean  you,  sir ;  I  pretty,  and  my 
sajdng  apt?  or  I  apt,  and  my  saying  pretty  ? 

Amu  Thou  pretty,  becau.se  little. 

Moth.  Little  pretty,  because  little :  Wherefore 
apt? 

Arm,  And  therefore  apt,  because  quick. 
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Arm,  Impossible. 

Afoth,  How  many  is  one  thrioe  told? 

Arm.  I  am  ill  at  reckoning;  it  fits  the  spirit  of 
a  lapster. 

Moth,  You  are  a  gentleman,  and  a  gamester,  sir. 

Arm,  I  confess  both;  they  are  both  the  varnish 
of  a  complete  man. 

Moth,  Then,  I  am  sore,  7011  know  h.)w  much 
the  gross  sum  of  deuce-ace  amounts  to. 

Arm,  It  doth  amount  to  one  more  than  two. 

Moth,  Which  the  base  vulgar  call  three. 

Arm,  True. 

Moth.  Why,  sir,  is  this  such  a  piece  of  stndj? 
Now  heroes  three  studied,  ere  youll  thrice  wink : 
and  how  easy  it  is  to  put  years  to  the  word  three, 
and  study  three  years  in  two  words,  the  dancing 
horse  will  tell  you. 

Arm,  A  most  fine  figure  I 

Moth,  To  prove  you  a  cipher.  [Aside, 

Arm,  I  will  hereupon  confess,  I  am  in  love :  and, 
as  it  is  base  for  a  soldier  to  love,  so  am  I  in  love 
with  a  base  wench.  If  drawing  my  sword  against 
the  humour  of  affection  would  deliver  me  from 
the  reprobate  thought  of  it,  I  would  take  Desire 
prisoner,  and  ransom  him  to  any  French  courtier 
for  a  new  devised  courtesy.  I  think  scorn  to  sigh ; 
methinks,  I  should  outswear  Cupid.  Commrt 
me,  boy:  What  great  men  have  been  in  love? 

MotL  Hercules,  master. 

Arm.  Most  sweet  Hercules  1 — More  authority, 
dear  boy,  name  more ;  and,  sweet  my  child,  let 
them  be  men  of  good  repute  and  carriage. 

Moth,  Sampson,  master ;  he  was  a  man  of  good 
carriage,  great  carriage ;  for  he  carried  the  town- 
Kates  on  nis  back,  like  a  porter :  and  he  was  in 
fove. 

Arm,  0  well-knit  Sampson!  strong-jointed 
Sampson !  I  do  excel  thee  in  my  rapier,  as  much 
as  thou  didst  me  in  carrying  gates.  I  am  in  love 
too,— Who  was  Sampson's  love,  my  dear  Moth? 

Moth,  A  woman,  nuister. 

Arm.  Of  what  complexion? 

Moth,  Of  all  the  four,  or  the  three,  or  the  two; 
or  one  of  the  four. 

Arm,  Tell  me  precisely  of  what  complexion  ? 

Moth,  Of  the  sea-water  green,  sir. 

Arm,  Is  that  one  of  the  four  complexions? 

Moth,  As  I  have  read,  sir :  and  the  best  of 
them  too. 

Arm,  Qreen,  indeed,  is  the  colour  of  lovers; 
but  to  have  a  love  of  that  colour,  methinks, 
Sampson  had  small  reason  for  it  He,  surely, 
affected  her  f  ^r  her  wit. 

Moth,  It  was  so,  sir ;  for  she  bad  a  green  wit. 

Arm,  My  love  ia  most  immaculate  white  and 
red. 

Moth,  Most  maculate  thoughts,  master,  are 
masked  under  such  colours 

Arm.  Define,  define,  well-educated  infant. 

Moth,  My  fiither's  wit,  and  my  mother's  tongue, 
assist  me. 

ArTti,  Sweet  invocation  of  a  child ;  most  pretty, 
and  oatheticall 

Moth,  If  she  be  made  of  white  and  red, 
Her  &ults  will  ne'er  be  known ; 
For  blushing  cheeks  by  faults  are  bred, 

And  fears  by  pale-white  shown : 
Then,  if  she  fear,  or  be  to  blame. 

By  this  you  shall  not  know; 
For  still  her  cheeks  possess  the  same. 
Which  native  she  doth  owe. 
A  dangerous  rhyme,  master,  against  the  reason  of 
white  and  red. 
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Arm,  Is  there  not  a  ballad,  boy,  9t  the  King 
and  the  Beggar? 

Moth,  The  world  was  very  guilty  of  such  a 
ballad  some  three  ages  since :  but,  I  think,  now 't 
b  not  to  be  found ;  or,  if  it  were,  it  would  neither 
serve  for  the  writing,  nor  the  tune. 

Arm.  I  will  have  that  subject  newly  writ  o  er, 
that  I  may  example  my  digression  by  some  mighty 
precedent.  Boy,  I  do  love  that  country  girl  that 
I  took  in  the  park  with  the  rational  hind  Costard ; 
she  deserves  well. 

Moth.  To  be  whipped ;  and  yet  a  better  love 
than  my  master.  [Ande, 

Arm.  Sing,  boy;  my  spirit  grows  heavy  in  love. 

Moth.  And  that's  great  marvel,  loving  a  light 

Arm.  I  say,  sing.  [wench. 

Moth,  Forbear  till  this  company  be  past 


Miter  Doll,  Costard,  and  Jaqdenbtta. 

IhtU.  Sir,  the  duke^s  pleasure  is  that  you  keep 
Costard  safe:  and  you  must  let  him  take  no 
delight,  nor  no  penance;  but  a*  must  fast  three 
days  a-week.  For  this  damsel,  I  must  keep  her 
at  the  park;  she  is  allowed  for  the  day- woman. 
Fare  you  well. 

Arm,  I  do  betray  myself  with  blushing. — Maid. 

Jaq.  Man. 

Arm,  I  will  visit  thee  at  the  lodge. 

Jaq,  That's  hereby. 

Arm.  I  know  where  it  is  situate. 

Jaq.  Lord,  how  wise  you  are  I 

Arm.  I  will  tell  thee  wonders. 

Jaq.  With  that  face? 

Arm,  I  love  thee. 

Jaq,  So  I  heard  yon  say. 

Arm,  And  so  farewell. 

Jaq.  Fair  weather  after  you  I 

DulL  Come,  Jaquenetta,  away. 

[Exit  Dull  andJAH^ 

Arm,  Villain,  thou  shalt  fast  for  thy  offenoet 
ere  thou  be  pardoned. 

Cost.  Well,  sir,  I  hope,  when  I  do  it,  I  shall  do 
it  on  a  full  stomach. 

Arm,  Thou  shalt  be  heavily  punished. 

Coat.  1  am  more  bound  to  you  than  your  fel- 
lows, for  they  are  but  lightly  rewarded. 

Arm,  Take  away  this  villain;  shut  him  up. 

Moth,  Come,  you  transgressing  slavo ;  away. 

Cost,  Let  me  not  be  pent  up,  sir ;  I  will  fast, 
being  loose. 

Moth,  No,  sir;  that  were  fast  and  loose:  thon 
shalt  to  prison. 

Cost.  Well,  if  ever  I  do  see  the  merry  days  of 
desolation  that  1  have  seen,  some  shall  see — 

Moth.  What  shall  some  see  ? 

Cost,  Nay,  nothing,  master  Moth,  but  what  they 
look  upon.  It  is  not  for  prisoners  to  be  silent  in 
their  words;  and,  therefore,  I  will  say  nothing:  I 
thank  God,  I  have  as  little  patience  as  another 
man ;  and,  therefore,  I  can  be  quiet 

[ExeurU  Moth  and  Costard. 

Arm,  T  do  affect  the  very  ground,  which  is  base, 
where  her  shoe,  which  is  baser,  guided  by  her  foot, 
which  is  basest,  doth  tread.  I  shall  be  forsworn 
(which  is  a  great  argument  of  falsehood)  if  I  love : 
And  how  can  that  be  true  love,  which  is  falsely 
attempted?  Love  is  a  familiar;  love  is  a  devil: 
there  is  no  evil  angel  but  love.  Yet  Sampson  was 
so  tempted;  and  he  had  an  excellent  strength: 
yet  was  Solomon  so  seduced ;  and  he  had  a  very 

food  wit.       Cupid's  buttsliaft   is   too  hard  foi 
lercules'  club,  and  therefore  too  much  odds  for  a 
Spaniard's  rapier.    The  first  and  afCoiicU^use  yIU 
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not  serre  my  torn;  the  passado  he  respects  not, 
the  duello  he  regards  not:  his  disgrace  is  to  be 
called  hoy;  bat  his  glory  is  to  subdue  men. 
Adieu,  vakfUrl  rust,  rapier  t  be  still,  drum  I  for 
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your  manager  u  m  lore  t  yea,  he  loreth.  Assist 
me  some  extemporal  god  of  rhyme,  for,  I  am  sure, 
I  shall  turn  sonnet.  Devise,  wit;  write,  pen;  for 
I  am  for  whole  volumes  in  mlio.  lExU, 


ACT   IL 


SCENE L-^dnoCto* parti/ (At Park.  AIMlum 
amd  ToUs  at  a  distance, 

Enter  ikeTaacisaB  of  France,  Rosaline,  Mabia, 
Kathabinb,  Botbt,  Lor  ds,atu;{oe^  Attendants. 

MoifeL  Now,  madam,  smnmon  np  your  dearest 
spirits; 
Consider  who  the  king  vour  father  sends ; 
To  whom  he  sends ;  and  what's  his  embassy : 
Yourself,  held  precious  in  the  world^s  esteem. 
To  parley  with  the  sole  inheritor 
Of  all  pmections  that  a  man  Biay  owe. 
Matchless  Navarre :  the  plea  of  no  less  weight 
Than  Aquitain  ^  a  dowry  for  a  queen. 
Be  now  as  prodigal  of  all  dear  grace. 
As  Nature  was  in  making  graces  dear, 
When  she  did  starve  the  general  world  beside, 
And  prodigally  gave  them  all  to  you. 

iVin.  Good  Lord  Boyet,  my  beauty,  though  but 
mean. 
Needs  not  the  painted  flourish  of  your  praise; 
Beauty  is  bouglit  by  judgment  of  the  eye, 
Not  utter *d  by  base  sale  of  chanmen's  tongues : 
I  am  less  proud  to  hear  you  tell  my  worth, 
Than  yon  much  willing  to  be  counted  wise 
In  spoiding  your  wit  in  the  praise  of  mine. 
But  now  to  task  the  tasker, — Go<>d  Boyet, 
You  are  not  ignorant,  all-telling  fame 
Doth  noise  abroad,  Navarre  hath  made  a  vow. 
Till  painful  study  shall  outwear  three  years, 
No  woman  may  approach  his  silent  court : 
Therefore  to  us  seemeth  it  a  needful  oourso, 
Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  gates, 
To  know  his  pleasure ;  and  in  that  behalf^ 
Bold  of  your  worthiness,  we  single  you 
As  our  best-moving  fair  solicitor: 
Tell  him,  the  daug^hter  of  the  Khig  of  France, 
On  serious  business,  craving  quick  des^ch. 
Importunes  personal  conference  with  his  grace. 
Haste,  signify  so  much  ^  while  we  attend. 
Like  humble-visag*d  smtors,  his  hi^h  will. 

Boyet,  Proud  of  employment,  willingly  I  go. 

[Exit, 

PirtH,  All  pride  is  willing  pride,  and  yours  is  so. 
Who  are  the  votaries,  my  loving  lords, 
lliat  are  vow-fellows  with  this  virtuous  duke? 

1  Lord,  Longaville  is  one. 

FHtu  Know  you  the  man  ? 

Mar,  1  know  him,  madam ;  at  a  marriage  feast, 
Between  Lord  Perigort  and  the  beauteous  heir 
Of  Jaques  Falconbridgo,  solemnized 
In  Normandy,  saw  I  this  Longaville: 
A  man  of  sovereign  parts  he  is  esteem'd; 
Well  fitted  in  the  arts,  dorious  in  arms: 
Nothine  t>ecome8  him  ill  that  he  would  weU. 
The  only  soil  of  his  fair  virtue's  gloss 

£f  virtue's  gloss  will  stain  with  any  soil) 
I  a  sharp  wit  match'd  witli  too  blunt  a  will ; 
Whose  edge  liath  power  to  cut,  whose  will  still  wills 
It  should  none  spare  that  come  within  his  power. 
iVw.  Some  merry  mocking  lord,  belike;  U'tso? 
Mar.  They  say  so  most,  that  mo:»t  his  humours 

know. 
iVM.  Such  short  Uy*d  wita  do  wither  as  they 
Whoaretbarett?  [grow. 


Kath,  The  young  Dumain,  a  well-eocompUBh*d 
youth. 
Of  all  that  virtue  love  for  virtue  loy*d: 
Most  power  to  do  most  harm,  least  knowing  HI ; 
For  he  hath  wit  to  make  an  ill  shape  good, 
And  shape  to  win  grace  though  he  had  no  wit. 
I  saw  him  at  the  Duke  Alen^on^  on'be; 
And  much  too  little  of  that  good  I  saw. 
Is  my  report  to  his  great  worthiness. 

.Bos.  Another  of  these  students  at  that  time 
Was  there  with  him :  As  I  have  heard  a  truth, 
Biron  they  call  him ;  but  a  merrier  man, 
Within  the  limit  of  becoming  mirth, 
I  never  spent  an  hour's  tiUk  witlud : 
His  eye  begets  occasion  for  hU  wit : 
For  every  object  that  the  one  doth  catoh, 
The  other  turns  to  a  mirth-moving  jest ; 
Which  his  fair  tongue  (conceit's  expositor) 
Delivers  in  such  apt  and  gracious  words. 
That  aged  ears  play  truant  at  his  tales. 
And  younger  hearings  are  quite  ravished; 
iSo  sweet  and  voluble  is  his  discourse. 

Prm.  God  bless  my  ladies !  are  they  all  in  love: 
That  every  one  her  own  hath  garnished 
With  such  bedecking  ornaments  of  praise? 

Mar,  Here  oomes  Boyet. 

B&€nler  Borvt, 

Brim,  Now,  what  admittance,  lord? 

Ihyet,  Navarre  had  notice  of  your  fiiir  approach ; 
And  he  and  his  competitors  in  oath 
Were  all  address'd  to  meet  you,  gentle  lady. 
Before  I  came.    Marry,  thus  much  I  have  learnt, 
He  rather  means  to  lodge  you  in  the  field 
(Like  one  that  oomes  here  to  besiege  his  court}. 
Than  seek  a  dispensation  for  his  oath. 
To  let  you  enter  his  unpeopled  house* 
Here  comes  Navarre.  [  The  LacUes  mask. 

Enter  Kino,  Longaville,  Domain,  Biron,  and 
Attendants. 

King,  Fair  prinoees,  welcome  to  the  court  ol 
Navarre.    • 

Prm.  Fair  I  give  you  back  agam ;  and  welcome 
I  have  not  yet :  the  roof  of  this  court  is  too  high 
to  be  yours ;  and  welcome  to  the  wide  fields  too 
base  to  be  mine. 

Kinj.  You  shall  be  welcome,  madam,  to  my  court 

IMn,  1  will  be  welcome,  then;  oonduet  me 
thither. 

King.  Hear  me,  dear  lady,  I  have  sworn  an  oath. 

Prin.  Our  L*Jy  help  mv  lord  I  hell  be  forsworn. 

Kiiig.  Not  for  the  world,  fair  madam,  by  my  will. 

Prin.  Why,  will  shall  break  it;  will, and notliing 
else. 

King,  Your  ladyship  is  ignorant  what  it  is. 

Prin.  Were  my  lord  so,  his  ignorance  were  wise. 
Where  now  his  knowledge  must  prove  ignorance. 
I  hear  your  ^^race  hath  sworn-out  housekeeping: 
*Tis  deadly  sin  to  keep  that  oath,  my  lord, 
And  sin  to  break  it : 
But  pardon  me,  I  am  too  sudden  bold ; 
To  teach  a  teacher  ill  beseem eth  me. 
VoucliAHre  to  read  the  purpose  of  my  coming. 
And  suddenly  rusci  ve  me  in  my  B 
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Kmg,  Madam,  I  will,  if  suddenly  I  may. 

Prm,  Yon  will  the  sooner,  tliat  1  were  away; 
For  ^oull  prove  perjur*d,  if  you  make  me  stay. 

Btron.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

Moa,  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

Btron.  I  know  you  did.  [tion  1 

Bos.  How  needless  was  it  then  to  ask  the  ques- 

Biron.  You  must  not  be  so  quick. 

Bo$.  Tis  long  of  you  that  spur  me  •with,  such 
questions. 

Biron,  Your  wit^  too  hot,  it  speeds  too  fast,  twill 
tire. 

Boi.  Not  till  it  leave  the  rider  in  the  mire. 

Btron.  What  time  o' day? 

Bos.  The  hour  that  fools  should  ask. 

Bmm.  Now  fair  be&ll  ^our  mask  I 

Bos.  Fair  fall  the  face  it  covers ! 

Bvron,  And  send  you  many  lovers ! 

Bos.  Amen,  so  you  be  none. 

Btron.  Nay,  then  will  I  be  gone. 

King.  Madam,  your  father  here  doth  intimate 
The  payment  of  a  hundred  thousand  crowns ; 
Being  but  the  one  half  of  an  entire  sum, 
Disbursed  by  my  father  in  his  wars. 
But  say,  tHat  he,  or  we  (as  neither  have) 
Reoeiv*d  that  sum ;  yet  there  remains  unpaid 
A  hundred  thousand  more ;  in  surety  of  the  which, 
One  part  of  Aquitain  is  bound  to  us, 
Although  not  valued  to  the  money's  worth. 
If  then  the  king  your  father  will  restore 
But  that  one  half  which  is  unsatisfied. 
We  will  give  up  our  right  in  Aquitain, 
And  hold  fair  friendship  with  his  majesty. 
But  that,  it  seems,  he  little  purposeth. 
For  here  he  doth  demand  to  have  repaid 
An  hundred  thousand  crowns ;  and  not  demands. 
On  payment  of  a  hundred  tliousand  crowns. 
To  have  his  title  live  in  Aauitain ; 
Which  we  much  rather  haa  depart  withal. 
And  have  the  money  by  our  father  lent. 
Than  Acjuitain  so  gelded  as  it  is. 
Dear  princess,  were  not  his  requests  so  far 
From  reason's  yielding,  your  fair  self  should  make 
A  yielding,  'gamst  some  reason,  in  my  breast. 
And  go  wtill  satisfied  to  France  again. 

Prin.  You  do  the  king  my  father  too  much 
wrong. 
And  wrong  the  reputation  of  your  name, 
In  so  unseeming  to  confess  receipt 
Of  that  which  hath  so  faithfully  been  inid. 

Ktnp.  I  do  protest,  I  never  heard  orit ; 
And,  if  you  prove  it.  111  repay  it  back. 
Or  yield  up  Aquitain. 

Frin.  We  arrest  your  wo^d^— 

Boyet,  you  can  produce  acquittances. 
For  such  a  sum,  from  special  officers 
Of  Charles  his  father. 

King.  Satisfy  me  so.  [come, 

Boyet.  So  please  your  ^ce,  the  packet  is  not 
Where  that  and  other  specialties  are  bound ; 
To-morrow  you  shall  have  a  sight  of  them. 

King.  It  snail  suffice  me :  at  which  interview, 
All  liberal  reason  I  will  yield  unto. 
Meantime,  receive  such  welcome  at  my  hand 
As  honour,  without  breach  of  honour,  may 
Make  tender  of  to  thy  true  worthiness : 
You  may  not  come,  fair  princess,  in  my  gates; 
But  here  vrithout  you  shall  be  so  received. 
As  you  shall  deem  yourself  lodg'd  in  my  heart, 
Though  so  denied  farther  harbour  in  my  house. 
Your  own  good  thoughts  excuse  me,  and  farewell : 
To>morrow  we  shall  visit  you  again.  [grace I 

fVm.  Sweet  heoiUi  and  fiur  desires  ooBSort  your 
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King,  Thy  own  wish  wish  I  thee  in  everr  plaoe  I 

JExeuMt  KiMO  and  hts  Tram, 
i  commend  you  to  my  own 
heai-L 
Bos.  ^TKj  you,  do  my  coinmendationa;  I  would 
be  glad  to  see  it 
Biron,  I  would  you  heard  it  groan. 
Bos.  Is  the  fool  sick  ? 
Biron.  Sick  at  the  heart. 
Ros.  Alack,  let  it  blood. 
Biron.  Would  that  do  it  good  ? 
Bos.  }iiy  physic  sa3rs,  ay. 
Biron.  Will  you  prick  t  with  your  ^et 
Bos,  'Sopoynt,  with  my  knife. 
Biron,  Now,  God  save  thy  life ! 
Bos.  And  yours  from  long  living  I 
Biron.  I  cannot  stay  thanksgiving.      [Bettrutg. 
Dual.  Sir,  I  pray  you  a  word :  What  lady  la 

that  same  r 
Boyet,  The  heir  of  Alen^on,  Rosaline  her  name. 
Dum.  A  gallant  lady  t    Monsieur,  £ure  you  welL 

[Kadt, 
Long,  I  beseech  you  a  word :  What  is  she  in 

the  white? 
Boyet.  A  woman  sometimes,  if  you  saw  her  in 

the  light. 
Ixmg.  Perchance,  light  in  the  light:  I  desire 

her  name. 
Boyet,  She  hath  but  one  for  herself;  to  desire 

that  were  a  shame. 
Long.  Pray  you,  sir,  whose  daughter? 
Boyet.  Her  mother's,  I  have  heard. 
Long.  God's  blessing  on  your  beard  1 
Boyet.  Good  sir,  be  not  offended: 
She  is  an  heir  of  Falconbridge. 

Long.  Nay,  my  choler  b  ended. 
She  is  a  most  sweet  lady. 
Boyet.  Not  unlike,  sir;  that  may  be.  [Exit.Lova, 
Biron.  What's  her  name,  in  the  cap? 
BoyeL  Katliarine,  by  good  hap. 
Bvron,  Is  she  wedded,  or  no  ? 
Boyet,  To  her  will,  sir,  or  so. 
Biron.  You  are  welcome,  sir;  adieu! 
Boyet,  Farewell  to  me,  sir,  and  welcome  to  yon. 
[Exit  BiKON. — Ladies  unmask. 
Mar,  That  last  is  Biron,  the  merry  madcap  lord ; 
Not  a  word  with  him  but  a  jest. 
Boyet,  And  every  jest  but  a  word. 

Prin.  It  was  well  done  of  you  to  take  him  at 
his  word.  [board. 

Boyet,  I  was  as  willing  to  grapple,  as  he  was  to 
Mar.  Two  hot  sheeps,  marry  I 
Boyet,  And  wherefore  not  ships? 

No  sheep,  sweet  lamb,  unless  we  feed  on  your  lips. 
Mar,  I  on  sheep,  and  I  pasture:    Shall  that 

finish  the  jest? 
Boyet,  So  you  grant  pasture  for  me. 

[Offering  to  hiss  her. 
Mar,  Not  so,  gentle  beast: 

My  lips  are  no  common,  though  sereral  they  be. 
BoyeU  Belonging  to  whom? 
Mar.  To  my  fortnnee  and  me. 

Prvu  Good  wits  will  be  jangling ;  but,  gentles, 
agree: 
This  civil  war  of  wits  were  much  better  us*d 
On  Navarre  and  his  book-men :  for  here  'tis  abused. 
Boyet,  If  my  observation  (which  very  seldom 
lies) 
By  the  heart's  still  rhetoric,  disclosed  with  eyes, 
Deceive  me  not  now,  Navarre  is  infected. 
Prin.  With  what? 

Boyet.  With   tliat   which  we  loven  entitle, 
aflected. 
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Prin,  Toorretaon. 

Bojfet,  Why,  all  his  behaTionn  did  make  their 

retire 
To  the  court  of  his  eje,  peepiug  thorough  desire : 
His   heart,    like    an    agate,    with    yonr    print 

impressed, 
Proud  with  nis  form,  in  his  eye  pride  expressed : 
His  tongue,  all  impatient  to  speak  and  not  see, 
Did  stnmhie  with  haste  in  hb  eye-si^ht  to  be ; 
All  senses  to  that  sense  did  make  their  repair, 
To  feel  only  looking  on  fairest  of  fair : 
Methought  all  his  senses  were  lock'd  in  his  eye, 
As  jewels  in  crystal  for  some  prince  to  buy ; 
Who,  tendVing  their  own  worth,  from  whence 

they  were  glassed, 
Did  point  you  to  buy  them,  along  as  you  pass'd. 
His  lace's  own  mar^ent  did  quote  snoh  amazes, 
That  mJI  eyes  saw  his  eyes  enchanted  with  gazes : 
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ni  give  ^ou  Aquftahi,  and  all  that  is  his, 
An  you  give  him  for  my  sake  but  one  loving  kiss. 
JMru  Come,  to  our  pavilion:  Bovet  is  disposed — 
Boyd,  But  to  speak  that  in  words  which  his  qre 
hath  disclosed : 
I  only  have  made  a  mouth  of  his  eye, 
By  adding*  a  tongue  which  I  know  will  not  lie. 
Ros,  Thou  art  an  old  love-monger,  and  speakest 

skilfully. 
Mar.  He  is  Cupid's  grand&ther,  and   learns 

news  of  him, 
Ros,  Then  was  Venus  like  her  mother ;  for  her 

father  is  but  grim. 
Boyet.  Do  you  hear,  my  mad  wenches  ? 
Mar,  No. 

Boyet,  What,  then,  do  yon  see  > 

Bos.  Ay,  our  way  to  be  gone. 
Boyet,         Ton  are  too  hard  for  me.    [Exeunt, 


ACT  m. 


SCENE  I,-'AnotAer  part  qfUte  Park. 
Enter  Aritado  and  Moth. 

Am,  Warble,  child ;  make  passionate  my  sense 
of  hearing. 

Moth,  ConeoHnd [Singing, 

Arm,  Sweet  airl  Go,  tenderness  ot  years! 
take  this  key,  give  enlargement  to  the  swain,  bring 
him  festinately  hither;  I  must  employ  him  in  a 
letter  to  my  love. 

Moth,  will  yoa  win  your  love  with  a  French 
brawl? 

Arm,  How  meanest  thou  ?  brawling  in  French? 

Moth,  No,  my  complete  master:  but  to  jig  off  a 
tone  at  the  tongue's  end,  canary  to  it  with  your 
feet,  humour  it  with  turning  up  your  eyelids ;  sigh 
a  note,  and  sing  a  note ;  sometime  throu|^h  the 
throat,  as  if  you  swallowed  love  with  singing 
love ;  sometime  through  the  nose,  as  if  you  snuffed 
up  love  by  smelling  love ;  with  your  hat,  pent- 
bonae-like,  o*er  the  shop  of  your  eyes ;  with  your 
arms  crossed  on  your  thin  belly-doublet,  like  a 
rabbit  on  a  spit ;  or  your  hands  in  your  pocket, 
like  a  man  after  the  old  painting ;  and  keep  not  too 
kmg  in  one  tone,  but  a  snip  and  away :  These  are 
complements,  these  are  humours;  these  betray 
nice  wenches,  that  would  be  betrayed  without 
these ;  and  make  them  men  of  note  (do  you  note, 
men  ?),  that  moet  are  affected  to  these. 

Arm.  How  hast  thou  purchased  this  experience? 

Moth,    By  my  penny  of  observation. 

Arm,  BotC—butO— 

Moth,  —the  hobby-horse  is  forgot 

Arm,  Callest  thou  my  love,  hobby-horse? 

Moth,  No,  master;  the  hobby-horse  is  but  a 
oolt,  and  your  love,  perhaps,  a  hackney.  But  have 
yon  forgot  your  love? 

Arm.  Almost  I  had. 

Moth.  Negligent  student  t  learn  her  by  heart 


Moth.  And  three  times  as  much  more,  and  yet 
nothing  at  all. 

Arm.  Fetch  hither  the  swain;  he  must  carry 
roe  a  letter. 

Moth.  A  message  well  sympathised ;  a  horse  to 
be  embassador  for  an  ass ! 

Arm.  Ha,  ha!  what  sayest  thou? 

Moth.  Marnr,  sir,  you  must  send  the  ass  upon 
the  horse,  for  he  is  very  slow-gaited :  But  I  go. 

Arm.  The  way  is  but  short ;  away. 

Moth.  As  swift  08  lead,  sir. 

Arm,  Thy  meaning,  pretty  ingenious? 
[s  not  lead  a  metal  heavy,  dull,  and  slow  ? 

Moth,  ifTmm^,  honest  master;  or  rather,  master, 
no. 

Arm.  I  say,  lead  is  slow. 

Moth,  Yon  are  too  swift,  sir,  to  say  so : 

Is  that  lead  slow  which  is  fired  from  a  gun  ? 

Arjn,  Sweet  smoke  of  rhetoric ! 
He  reputes  me  a  cannon ;  and  the  bullet,  tfaat^ 

he:— 
I  shoot  thee  at  the  swain. 

Moth,  Thump,  then,  and  I  flee.    [ExiL 

Arm,  A  most  acute  juvenal ;  voluble  ana  free 
of  grace! 
By  thy  fkvour,  sweet  welkin,  I  must  sigh  in  thy 

face: 
Most  rude  melancholy,  valour  gives  thee  place. 
My  herald  is  returned. 

Be-enter  Moth  and  Costard. 

Moth.  A  wonder,   master;   here"^   a   Costard 

broken  in  a  shin. 
Arm,  Some  enigma,  some  riddle:   come,— thy 

Tenrcn/,*— begin. 
Cost.  Noegma,no  nddle,  no  Vemocy;  no  salve 
in  them  all,  sir :  0  sir,  plantain,  a  plain  plantain ; 
no    Venvoy,  no    Vemooy^   no   salve,    «r,    but  a 
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I  willextmpleit: 

The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  hnmble-bde, 
Were  still  at  odds,  being  but  three. 
There's  the  moral :  Now  the  Vawoy. 

Moth.  I  will  add  the  Vewooy;   say  the  moral 
figain. 
Arm,  The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  hnmble-bee, 

Were  still  at  odds,  being  bat  three. 
Moth,  Ut^U  the  goose  came  oaf  of  door. 
And  sta>  'i  the  odds  by  adding  foar. 
Now  will  I  befc'a  your  moral,  and  do  you  follow 
with  my  Venooji, 

The  foxj  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee, 
Were  still  at  odds,  being  but  three: 
Ann,  Until  the  goose  came  out  of  door, 

Staying  the  odds  by  jdding  four. 
Moth,  A   good  Venvoy^  ending  in  the  goose; 

would  you  desire  more? 
OotL  The  boy  hath  sold  him  a  bargain,  a  goose, 
that's  flat:— 
Sir,  yonr  pennyworth  is  good,  an  yoflr  goose  be 

fat — 
To  sell  a  bargain  well  b  as  cunning  as  fast  and 

loose: 
Let  me  see  a  fat  Venooy;  ay,  that's  a  fat  goose. 
Arm,  Come  hither,  come  hither:  How  did  this 

argument  begin  ? 
Moth,  By  saying  that  a  Costard  was  broken  in 
a  shin. 
Then  call'd  you  for  the  Vawmf, 
Coat,  True,  and  I  for  a  plantahii  Thns  came 
your  argument  in ; 
Then  the  boy's  fiu  Venvov.  the  goose  that  you 

bought.  "^ 

And  he  ended  the  market. 

Arm,    But  tell  me ;  how  was  there  a  Costard 
broken  in  a  shin  ? 
Moth.  I  will  tell  you  sensibly. 
Cost,  Thou  hast  no  feeling  of  it,  Moth ;    I  wQl 
speak  that  Vemootf, 

1,  Costard,  runnmg  out,  that  was  safely  within. 
Fell  over  the  threshold,  and  broke  my  shin. 
Arm,  We  will  talk  no  more  of  tlii^  nintter. 
Cost,  Till  there  be  more  matter  in  the  shin. 
Arm,  Sirrah  Costard,  I  will  enfranchise  thee. 
Cott,  O,  marry  me  to  one  Frances ;— I  smell 
some  Venvof/y  some  goose  in  this. 

-^rm.  By  my  sweet  soul,  I  mean,  setting  thee  at 
liberty,  enfrcedoming  thy  person;  thou  wert 
unmured,  restrained,  captivated,  bound. 

Coat.  True,  true ;  and  now  you  will  be  my  pur- 
gation, and  let  me  loose. 

Arm,  I  give  thee  thy  liberty,  set  thee  fi-om 
durance;  and,  in  lieu  thereof,  impose  on  theo 
nothing  but  this:  Bear  this  significant  to  the 
country  maid  Jaquenetta :  there  is  remuneration 
^ving  him  money] ;  for  the  best  ward  of  mine 
honour  is  rewarding  my  dependents.  Moth, 
follow.  [Exit. 

Moth,  Like  the  sequel,  L— Signer  Costard,  adieu. 
Coat,  My  sweet   ounce   of  man's  flesh  1    my 

vT         .„*1*^"y  •^^^  ^  [^^^  Moth. 

Now  will  I  look  to  his  remuneration.  Kemunera- 
tion  I  O,  that's  the  Latin  word  for  three  farthi  ?8 : 
three  farthings— remuneration.— What's  the  |>.  'e 
of  this  inkle?  a  penny: -No,  111  give  you  a 
remuneration :  why,  it  carries  it— Remuneration  1 
—why,  it  is  a  fairer  name  than  French  crown.  1 
will  never  buy  and  i^  out  of  this  word. 
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Biter  Bntoir. 

Btron,  O,  my  good  knave  CoctardI  exoeedfngly 
well  met 

Coat,  Pray  you,  sir,  how  much  carnation  ribbon 
may  a  man  buy  for  a  remuneration  ? 

Biron,  What  is  a  remuneration  ? 

Coat,  Marry,  sir,  halfpenny  fjrthing. 

Biron,  0,  why  then,  three-larthmgs-worth  of 
silk. 

Coat,  I  thank  your  worship:  God  be  with  yon  I 

Biron,  0,  stay,  slave ;  I  must  employ  thee : 
As  thou  wilt  wm  my  favour,  good  my  knave. 
Do  one  thing  for  me  that  I  shall  entreat 

Ccat.  When  would  you  have  it  done,  sir? 

Bir-m,  0,  this  afternoon. 

Cost,  Well,  I  will  do  it,  sir :  Pare  y;ou  weD. 

Biron,  0,  thou  knowest  not  what  it  i^^ 

Coat,  I  shall  know,  sir,  when  I  have  done  it 

Biron,  Whv,  villain,  thou  must  know  first. 

Cost.  I  wlU  come  to  your  worship  to-morrow 
morning. 

Biron,  It  must  be  done  this  afternoon*.   Hark, 
slave,  it  is  but  this ; — 
The  princess  comes  to  hunt  here  in  the  park, 
And  in  her  train  there  is  a  gentle  lady ; 
When  tongues  speak  sweetly,  then  they  name  her 

name, 
And  Rosaline  they  call  her:  ask  for  her ; 
And  to  her  white  hand  see  thou  do  commend 
This  seal'd-up  counsel.    There's  thy  guerdon ;  goi. 
[Gtcea  him  money. 

Coat,  Oardon, — O  sweet  gardon  I  better  than 
remuneration;  eleven-nence  farthing  better:  Modt 
sweet  gardon ! — I  will  do  it,  sir,  in  print. — Oardon 
— remuneration.  [Exit, 

Biron.  O  I— And  I,  forsooth,  in  love  I    I,  that  have 

been  love's  whip ; 
A  very  beatlle  to  a  humorous  sigh  ; 
A  critic ;  nay,  a  night-watch  constable ; 
A  domineering  pedant  o'er  the  boy. 
Than  whom  no  mortal  so  magnificent  I 
This  wimpled,  whining,  purblind,  wayward  boy; 
This  son i<ir  junior,  giant-dwarf,  Dan  Cupid: 
Regent  of  love-rhymes,  lord  of  folded  arms, 
The  anointed  sovereign  of  sighs  and  groans, 
Liege  of  all  loiterers  and  malcontents. 
Dread  prince  of  plackets,  king  of  codpieces. 
Sole  imperator,  and  great  general 
Of  trotting  paritors.    ( >,  my  little  heart « — 
And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  his  field. 
And  wear  his  colours  like  a  tumbler's  hoop  I 
What !  1  love  I  I  sue !  I  seek  a  wife  1 
A  woman,  that  is  like  a  German  clock, 
Still  a  repairing ;  ever  out  of  frame ; 
And  never  going  aright,  being  a  watch, 
But  being  watch'd  that  it  may  still  go  right? 
Nay,  to  be  perjur'd,  which  is  worst  of  all ; 
And,  among  three,  to  love  the  worst  of  all; 
A  whitely  wanton  with  a  velvet  brow. 
With  two  pitch-balls  stuck  in  her  face  for  eyes; 
Ay,  and,  by  Heaven,  one  that  will  do  the  deed 
Though  Ar^ns  were  her  eunuch  and  her  guard  I 
And  1  to  sigh  for  her !  to  watch  for  her  1 
To  prav  for  her  ?    Go  to ;  it  is  a  plague 
Tliat  Cupid  will  impose  for  my  neglect 
Of  his  almighty  dreadful  little  might 
Well,  I  will  love,  write,  sigh,  pray,  sue,  groan: 
Some  men  must  love  my  lady,  and  some  Joan. 

[EsoiL 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  l^^ Another  part  of  iht  Park. 

Rit^  the  Prihcbss,  Rosaline,  Maria,  Katha* 
BIKK,  BoYET,  Lords,  Attendants,  and  a  Forester. 

Prin,  Was  that  the  king  that  sparr'd  bis  horse 
80  hard 
Against  the  steep  uprising  of  the  hill? 

Baifet.  I  know  not ;  but,  I  think,  it  was  not  he. 

Phn.  Whoe'er  he  was  he  show'd  a  mounting 
mind. 

Well,  lords,  to^j  we  shall  hare  onr  despatch; 
On  Saturday  we  will  return  to  France. — 
Then,  forester,  my  friend,  where  is  the  bush 
That  we  must  stand  and  plav  the  murtherer  in  ? 

For,  Hereby,  upon  the  edge  of  yonder  coppice; 
A  stand  where  you  may  make  the  fairest  shoot. 

Prin,  I  thank  my  beauty,  I  am  fair  that  shoot, 
And  thereuoon  thou  speak  st.  the  fairest  shoot 

For.  Pardon  me,  madam,  tor  I  meant  not  so. 

Prin.  What,  what?  first  praise  me,  and  then 
again  say  no? 
O  short-liv'd  pridel    Not  &dr  ?  alack  for  woe. 

For,  Tes,  madam,  (air. 

Prin,  Nay,  never  paint  me  now ; 

Where  (air  it  not,  praise  cannot  mend  the  brow. 
Here,  good  my  glass,  take  this  for  telling  true ; 

[  Owing  Mm  money. 
Fair  payment  for  foul  words  is  more  than  due. 

For.  Nothing  but  fair  is  that  which  you  inhoriL 

Prin,  See,  see,  my  beauty  will  be  saved  by  merit. 
O  heresy  in  fair,  fit  for  these  davsl 
A  giving  hand,  though  foul, shall  have&ir  praise.— > 
But  come,  the  bow:  —Now  mercy  goes  to  kill, 
And  shooting  well  is  then  accounted  ill. 
Thus  will  I  save  my  credit  in  tlie  shoot : 
Not  wounding,  pity  would  not  let  me  dot ; 
If  wounding,  then  it  was  to  show  my  skill. 
That  more  for  praise,  than  purpose,  meant  to  kiU. 
And,  out  of  question,  so  it  is  sometimes ; 
Gloiy  grows  guilty  of  detested  crimes; 
When,  for  fame's  sake,  for  praise,  an  outward  part, 
We  bend  to  that  the  working  of  the  heart : 
As  I,  for  praise  alone,  now  seek  to  spill 
The  poor  deer's  blood,  that  my  heart  means  no  ill. 

Boyet,   Do  not  curst   wives   hold  that   self- 
sovereigntv 
Only  for  praise's  sake,  when  they  strive  to  be 
Lords  o'er  their  lords  ? 

Prin,  Only  for  praise :  and  praise  we  may  afford 
To  any  lady  that  subdues  a  lord. 

Enter  Costabo. 
Boyet,  Here  comes  a  member  of  the  common- 
wealth. 

Coet,  God  dig-yoQ-den  all  I  Pray  you,  which  is 
the  head  lady? 

Prin,  Thou  shalt  know  her,  fellow,  by  the  rest 
that  have  no  heads. 

Coet,  Which  is  the  greatest  lady,  the  highest? 
PrtR.  The  thickest,  and  the  tallest. 
Coet.  The  thickest,  and  the  tallest !  it  is  so ;  truth 
is  truth. 
An  your  waist,  mistress,  were  as  slender  as  my  wit. 
One  o'  these  uiaids'  girdles  for  your  waist  sboula 

befit 
hit  Dot  you  the  chief  woman  ?  yoaare  the  thickest 
here. 
Prin,  What's  your  will,  rir?  what's  your  will? 
OoeL  I  have  a  letter  from  Monsieur  Biron,  to 
one  Lady  Rosaline. 


Prin,  O,  thy  letter,  thy  letter ;  he's  a  gooa  frieiid 
of  mine: 
Stand  aside,  good  bearer. — Boyet,  you  can  oanre 
Break  up  this  capon. 

Boyet,  I  am  bound  to  serve. — 

This  letter  is  mbtook,  it  importctb  none  here ; 
It  is  writ  to  Jaquenetta. 

Prtn.  We  will  read  it,  I  swear 

Break  the  neck  of  the  wax,  and  every  one  give  eai 

Bojitt,  [Reads.] 
"  By  HeaTen.  that  thou  art  fair  Is  moat  InfalUbla 
tme.  that  thou  art  beauteous :  truth  Haelf,  that  thou  an 
loTeljr :  More  tairer  than  fair,  beautiful  than  beauteous, 
truer  ttian  truth  itself,  have  oommiaeration  on  thy  heroical 
vaasal  1  The  magnanimous  and  most  illustrate  Ung 
0>pKdMa  set  eye  upon  the  pernicious  and  indnhUate 


becESar  Zenelophon:  and  he  it  was  that  might  rightly  ny, 
titiu,  vi4U,  vieli  which  to  annotanize  in  the  nilgar,  {0^" 
and  obscure  rulgarl)  videlicet,  he  came,  saw,  and  c 


7iwut:  wnatsnaituK>uexonangeior  ragsT  rooea; 
tittles,  titles :  For  thyself,  me.  Thus,  expecting  thy 
r,  I  profane  my  lips  on  thy  foot,  my  ejm  <m  thy  pio* 
,  aod  myheart  on  thy  every  part. 


came :  he  came,  one ;  saw.  two ;  overcame,  three.  Who 
came?  the  king,;  Why  did  he  come?  tosee ;  Why  did  he 
see?  toorercome:  To  whom  came  he?  to  the  beggar; 
What  saw  he?  the  beggar ;  WhooTercame  he?  the  beggar: 
The  conclusion  is  Ticiory;  On  whose  side?  the  king's: 
the  captive  is  enrich  d ;  On  whose  side  ?  the  bCMsgar's :  The 
catastrophe  is  a  nuptial ;  on  whose  side?  the  (lug's ?-uo^ 
on  both  in  one,  or  one  in  both.  I  am  the  king ;  for  so 
stands  the  comparison :  thou  the  begsar  ;  for  so  witnea* 
leth  thy  lowUnesfl.  Shall  I  command  thy  love?  I  may : 
BhaU  I  enforce  thy  lore?  I  could:  Shall  I  entreatlhy 
love?  I  will:   What  shalt  thou  exchange  for  rags?  robea; 

reply. 

'*~^'      In  the'deare8t'design  of  industry, 

DoK  Adkiamo  »■  Abmado. 
Thus  dost  thou  hear  the  Nemean  lion  roar 

'Gainst thee,  thou  lamb,  that  standest  ashisprey ; 
Submissive  Eetll  his  princely  feet  before. 

And  he  from  forage  will  incline  to  play : 
But  if  thou  strive,  poor  soul,  what  art  thou  then  ? 
Food  for  his  rage,  repasture  for  his  den. 
Prin.  What  plume  of  feathers  is  he  that  indited 
this  letter? 
What  vane?  what  weathercock?  did  youerer 
hear  better? 
Boyet,  1  am  much  deceived,  but  I  remembei 

the  style. 
Prin,  Else  vour  memory  is  bad,  going  o'er  it 

erewhile. 
Boyet,  This  Armado  is  a  Spaniard,  that  keepf 
here  in  court; 
A  phantasm,  a  Monarcho,  and  one  that  makes  sport 
To  the  prince,  and  his  book-mates. 

Prin,  Thou,  fellow,  a  word: 

Who  gave  thee  this  letter  ? 
Cost,  I  told  you;  my  lord. 

Prin,  To  whom  shonldst  thou  give  it? 
Coet,  From  m v  lord  to  my  lady. 

Prm.  From  which  lord,  to  which  lady  ? 
Cos.  From  my  Lord  Biron,  a  good  master  of  mine. 
To  a  lady  of  France,  that  he  call'd  Rosaline. 
Prin,  Thou  hast  mistaken  his  letter.     Come, 
lords,  away. 
Here,  sweet,  put  up  this;  twill  be  thine  anotner 
day.  [Eaaeunt  Princesb  and  Thdn, 

Boyet,  Who  is  the  shooter  ?  who  is  the  shooter? 
Bo$,  Shall  I  teach  jrou  to  know  ? 
Boyet,  Ay,  my  continent  of  beauty. 
Bo$,  Why,  she  that  bears  the  bow. 

Finely  put  oflf  I 
Boyet,  My  hidy  goes  to  kill  homa;  but,  if  thoa 
marry, 
Hanff  me  by  the  neck,  if  horns  that  year  miscarry.. 
Finely  out  onl  f  ^  r^r^r^l^^ 
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Ho8,  Well,  then,  I  am  the  shooter. 
Boyet,  And  wlio  is  your  deer? 

Hos.  If  we  choose  by  the  horns,  yourself:  come 

not  near. 
Finely  put  on,  indeed  I— 
Mar.  Yon  still  wrangle  with  her,  Boyet,  and 

she  striken  at  the  brow. 
Boyei.  But  she  herself  is  hit  lower :  have  I  hit 

her  now  ? 
Los,  Shall  I  come  upon  thee  with  an  old  saying, 

that  was  a  man  when  King  Pepin  of 

France  was  a  little  boy,  as  touching  the 

hit  it? 
Bcyet,  So  1  may  answer  thee  with  one  as  old, 

that  was  a  woman  when  Queen  Guinever 

of  Britain  was  a  little  wench,  as  touching 

the  hit  it 
Sob,  [Singing,]-^ 

ThoQ  canst  not  hit  it.  hit  it,  hit  it. 
Thou  canst  not  hit  it,  my  good  man. 
Boyet,       An  I  cannot,  cannot,  cannot^ 
An  I  cannot,  auother  can.  , 

[Exeunt  Ros.  and  Kath. 
Cost.  By  my  troth,  most  pleasant!  how  both 

did  fit  it! 
Mar.  A  mark  manrellons  well  shot;  for  they 

both  did  hit  it. 
Boyet.  A  mark!    O,  nuirk  bat  that  mark  I    A 

mark,  says  my  lady  I 
Let  the  mark  have  a  prick  in^t  to  mete  at,  if  it 

maybe. 
Mar.  Wide  o'er  the  bow  hand!    I^fiuth  your 

hand  is  out. 
Cost.  Indeed,  a'  most  shoot  nearer,  or  hell  ne'er 

hit  the  clout 
Boyct.  An  if  my  hand  he  out,  then,  belike  your 

hand  is  in. 
Cost,  Then  will  she  get  the  upshot  by  cleaving 

the  pin. 
Mar.  Come,  come,  yon  talk  greasily,  your  lips 

grow  foul. 
Cost.  She's  too  hard  for  you  at  pricks,  sir; 

challenge  her  to  bowl. 
Boyet.  I  fear  too  much  rubbing.  Good  night,  my 

good  owl.     [Examt  Boyet  and  Maria. 
Cost.  By  my  sonl,    a  swain!  a  most  simple 

down! 
Lord,  Lord!  how  the  ladies  and  I  have  put  him 

down! 
0'  my  troth,  most  sweet  jests !  most  incony  vulgar 

wit! 
When  it  comes  so  smoothly  off,  so  obscenely,  as  it 

were,  so  fit. 
Armatho  o'  the  one  side, — O,  a  most  dainty  man ! 
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^afh.  Vtwlj,  Ma«;ter  Holofemes,  the  epithet 
arc  sweetly  varied,  like  a  scliolar  at  the  least 
But,  sir,  1  assure  ye,  it  was  a  buck  of  the  first 
head. 

Uol.  Sir  Nathaniel,  hand  credo, 

J)uU.  'Twas  not  a  kaud  credo;  *twas  a  pricket. 

HoL  Most  barbarous  intimation  !  yet  a  kind  of 
insinuation,  as  it  were  in  via.  in  way,  of  explica- 
tion; facere^  as  it  were,  replication,  or,  rather, 
ostentarcy  to  show,  as  it  were,  his  inclination, — 
after  his  undressed,  unpolished,  uneducated,  un- 
pruned,  untrained,  or  rather  unlettered,  or  ratlier- 
est,  unconfirmed  fashion,— to  insert  again  my 
?iavd  credo  for  a  deer, 

DuU.  I  said,  the  deer  was  not  a  Jiaud  credo; 
twas  a  pricket. 

Hd.  Twice  sod  simplici^,  his  ooctus  1^0  ihon 
monster  Ignorance,  how  deformed  dost  thou  look! 

Nath.  Sir,  he  hath  never  fed  of  the  dainties  that 
are  bred  in  a  book ;  he  hath  not  eat  paper,  as  it 
were ;  he  hath  not  drunk  ink :  his  intellect  is  net 
replenished ;  he  is  only  an  animal,  only  sensible 
in  the  duller  parts; 
And  such  barren  plants  are  set  before  Uh',  that  we 

thankful  should  be 
(Which  we  of  taste  and  feeling  arc)  for  those  parts 

that  do  fructify  in  us  more  than  he. 
For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vain,  indis- 
creet, or  a  fool. 
So,  were  there  a  patch  set  on  learning,  to  see  him 

in  a  school : 
But,  omne  bene^  say  I ;  being  of  an  old  father's 

mind, 
Many  can  brook  the  weather,  that  love  not  the 

Dull  jf  ou  two  are  book-men :  Can  you  tell  by 
vour  wit, 
What  was  a  month  old  at  Cain's  birth,  that's  not 
five  weeks  old  as  yet? 
EoL  Dictynna,  good  man  Dull :  Dlctynna,  good 
man  Dull. 
Dull  What  is  Dictynna? 
Natk.  A  title  to  Phoebe,  to  Luna,  to  the  moon. 
HoL  'IT'-B  moon  was  a  month  old,  when  Adam 
was  no  more : 
And  raught  not  to  five  weeks,  when  he  came  to 

fivescore. 
The  allusion  holds  in  the  exchange. 

DuU.  '11s  true  indeed;  the  collusion  holds  in 
the  exchange. 

HoL' Qja  comfort  thy  capacity!  I  say,  the 
allusion  holds  in  the  exchange. 

DulL  And  I  say  the  pollusion  holds  in  the  ex- 
change ;  for  the  moon  is  never  but  a  month  old : 


To  see  him  walk  before  a  lady,  and  to  bear  her  «  and  I  sav,  beside,  that  'twas  a  pricket  that  the 


fan! 
To  see  him  kiss  his  hand  I  and  how  most  sweetly 

a' will  swear! — 
And  his  page  o'  t'other  side,  that  handful  of  wit ! 
Ah,  heavens,  it  is  a  most  pathetical  hit! 
Sola,  sola !  [Shouting  witJiin     Exit 

Cost.,  naming. 

SCENE  n.— The  same. 
Enter  Holgfebnes,  Sib  Nathaniel,  and  Dull. 

Naih.  Very  reverent  sport,  truly;  and  done  in 
the  testimony  of  a  good  conscience. 

HoL  The  deer  was,  as  you  know,  in  sangmSy — 
blood ;  ripe  as  a  pomewater,  who  now  bangeth 
like  a  jewel  in  uie  ear  of  crrZo, — the  sky,  the 
welkin,  the  heaven;  and  anon  falleth  like  a  crab, 
on  the  £ftce  of  terroy — the  soil,  the  land,  the  earth. 


princess  killed. 

Hd.  Sir  Nathaniel,  will  you  hear  an  extemporal 
epitaph  on  the  death  of  the  deer  ?  and,  to  humour 
the  ignorant,  I  have  called  the  deer  the  princess 
killed,  a  pricket. 

Nath.  Pergty  good  Master  Holofemes,  pcr^«;  so 
it  shall  please  you  to  abrogate  scurrility. 

UoL  I  will  something  affect  the  letter;  for  it 
argues  facility. 

The  praisefal  princees  pierc'd  a  A  prick'd  a  pretty 

ploadng  pricket ; 
Some  say  a  sore ;  but  not  a  sore,  till  now  made  Bc>re 

with  shooting. 
The  dogs  did  yeJi :  put  I  to  sore,  then  sorel  jompt 

from  thicket; 
Or  pricket,  Bore,  or  else  eorcl ;  the  people  fall  a  hootin& 
If  sure  be  sore,  then  I,  to  sore  makes  fifty  sores ;  O 

sore  LI 
Of  oue  Bore  I  an  hundred  make,  faj  adding  but  (me 

more  L 
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1^"**.    A  rare  talent  I 

DtdL  If  A  talent  be  a  daw,  look  how  he  claws 
him  with  a  talent. 

ffol.  This  is  a  gift  that  I  have,  simple,  simple; 
a  foolish  extrava^t  spirit,  full  of  forms,  figures, 
shapes,  objects,  ideas,  apprehensions,  motions, 
revolutions ;  these  are  begot  in  the  ventricle  of 
memory,  nourished  in  the  womb  of  pia  mater^  and 
delivered  upon  the  mellowing  of  occasion:  But 
the  gift  is  good  in  those  in  whom  it  is  acute,  and 
I  am  thankful  for  it. 

Naih.  Sir,  I  praise  the  Lord  for  you ;  and  so  may 
my  parishioners;  for  their  sons  are  well  tutored 
by  you,  and  theirdaughters  profit  very  greatly  under 
you :  you  are  a  good  m  eni  her  of  the  common  weal  th. 

Hci.  IfeJiercle^  if  their  sons  be  ingenious,  they 
shall  want  no  instruction :  if  their  daughters  be 
capable,  I  will  put  it  to  them :  But,  tar  sapit  yia 
pauca  loqtntur.    A  soul  feminine  salnteth  ub« 


Enter  Jaquenetta  and  Costard. 

Jaq,  God  gi  ve  you  good  morrow.  Master  Person. 

JIoL  Master  Person,— <^«Pers-on.  And  if  one 
hould  be  pierced,  which  is  the  one? 

Cost.  Marry,  Master  Schoolmaster,  he  that  is 
likest  to  a  hogshead. 

^ol.  Of  piercing  a  hogshead!  a  good  lustre  of 
ooneeit  in  a  turf  of  eartli ;  fire  enough  for  a  flint, 
pearl  enough  for  a  swine:  'tis  pretty;  it  is  well. 

Jaq,  Good  Master  Parson,  be  so  good  as  read 
me  this  ^etter ;  it  was  given  me  by  Costard,  and 
f>ent  me    om  Don  Armatho ;  I  beseech  you,  read 

Hoi.  Fauste^  fyrecor  geUM  qu<mdo pecuM  oinne  nib 
umbrdf  Buminat^~-Bna  so  forth.  Ah,  good  old 
Mantuan  !  I  may  speak  of  tliee  as  the  traveller 
doth  of  >  enice : 

Vinegia^  Vine^ia^ 

Chi  non  te  vede^  et  rum  te  pregia. 

Old  Mantuan  I  oldMantnanl  Who  nn^ierstandeth 
thee  not,  loves  thee  not — £7if,  re,  soi,  Za,  wt,  ya.— 
Under  pardon,  sir,  what  are  the  contents?  Or, 
rather,  as  Horace  says  in  his — What,  my  soul, 
verses? 

Nntk,  Ay,  sir,  and  very  learned. 

BoL  Let  me  hear  a  staff;  a  stanza,  a  verso; 
£€0  ,  Domme. 

huh. 

U  l*%99  make  me  forsironi,  how  shall  I  feU  to  lore  T 

Ah.  nerer  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beaaty  row'd  I 
Though  to  myself  forsworn,  to  thee  I'll  faithful  prove ; 
nioao  ihotij^hts  to  me  were  oaks,  to  thee  like  osiers 
bow'd. 
Stodr  his  bias  leaTes.  and  makes  his  book  thine  eyes, 
Where  all  those  pleasures  Uto  that  art  would  dompre- 
liend: 
If  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thoe  shall  snfBoe ; 

Well  le  imed  is  that  tongue  that  well  can  thee  commend : 
All  ignorant  that  soul  that  sees  thee  without  wonder 

(Mrhich  is  to  me  some  praise,  that  I  tl  y  parts  admire ); 
niy  «ye  Jove's  lightning  bears,  thy  voice  his  dreadful 
thunder, 
Which,  not  to  anger  bent,  is  mudc.  and  swoetflre. 
Oeleitial  as  thoo  art,  oh  pardon,  love,  this  wrong, 
lliat  alogs  heaven's  praim  with  such  an  earthly  tongue  I 
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Jaq,  Ay,  sir,  fVom  one  Monsieur  Biron,  one  d 
the  strange  queen  s  lords. 

EoL  I  will  overelance  the  superscript.  "To 
the  snow-white  hand  of  the  most  beauteous  lady 
Rosaline."  I  will  look  again  on  the  intellect  of 
the  letter,  for  the  nomination  of  the  party  writing 
to' the  person  written  unto : 

"Tour  ladyship's  in  all  desired  employment,  BntON." 
Sir  Nathaniel,  this  Biron  is  one  of  the  votaries 
with  the  king;  and  here  he  hath  framed  a  letter 
to  a  sequent  of  the  stranger  queen's,  which,  acci- 
dentally, or  by  the  way  of  progression,  hath  mis- 
carried.— lYip  and  go,  my  sweet;  deliyer  this 
paper  intc  the  royal  hand  of  the  king;  it  may 
concern  much :  Stay  not  thy  compliment ;  I  for- 
give thy  dutv :  adieu  I 

Jag.  Good  Costard,  go  with  me« — Sir,  God  save 
your  life ! 

Cost,  Have  with  thee,  my  girL 

[Exeunt  Cost  and  Jaq 

Nath,  Sir,  you  have  done  this  in  the  fear  of  God 
verv  religiously ;  and,  as  a  certaiofather  saith— 

JfoL  Sir,  tell  me  not  of  the  father,  I  do  fear 
colourable  colours.  But,  to  return  to  the  verses 
Did  they  please  you.  Sir  Nathaniel? 

Nath,  Marvellous  well  for  the  pen. 

Hoi,  1  do  dine  to-day  at  the  tather*s  of  a  cer- 
tain pupil  of  mine;  where  if,  before  repast,  it  shall 
please  you  to  gratify  the  table  with  a  grace,  I  will 
on  my  privilege  I  have  with  the  parents  of  the 
foresaid  child  or  pupil,  undertake  your  benvenutoi 
where  I  will  prove  those  verses  to  be  verj 
unlearned,  neither  savouring  of  poetry,  wit,  noi 
invention :  I  beseech  your  society. 

Nath,  And  thank  you  too :  for  society  (saith  the 
text)  is  the  happiness  of  life. 

MoL  And,  certes,  the  text  most  infallibly  con- 
cludes it. 
Sir,  I  do  invite  you  too ;  you  shall  not  say  me  nay : 

paucaver^ 
Away;  tue  gentles  are  at  their  game,  and  we  will 
to  our  recreation.  [£!xeunt. 


H6L  You  find  not  the  apostrophes,  and  so  miss 
the  accent :  let  me  supervise  the  canzonet.  Hero  are 
only  numbers  ratified;  but,  for  the  elegancy,  faci- 
lity, and  golden  cadence  of  poesy,  caret.  Oyidius 
Naso  was  the  man :  and  why,  indeed,  Naso ;  but  for  { 
smelling  out  the  odoriferous  flowers  of  fancy,  the  . 
jerks  of  invention?     ImUari  is  nothing:  so  doth  | 

the  hound  his  master,  the  ape  his  keeper,  the  tired  .  .  ■     , 

horse  his  rider.    But,  damosella  virgin,  was  this  ,  sweet  Cupid;  thou  hast  thumped  him  vrith  thy 
diroeted  to  yoa?  '  bird-bolt  under  the  leg.  w^— I'fcith,  Mcreti^^ 


8CGNE  lll,-^ Another  part  of  ihe  i 

Enter  Biron,  vnth  a  paper, 

Biron.  The  king  he  is  hunting  the  deer;  I  am 
coursing  myself:  they  have  pitched  a  toil;  I  am 
toiling  in  a  nitch;  pitcn  that  defiles ;  defile !  a  foul 
word.  Well,  Set  thee  down,  sorrow  !  for  so  they 
say  the  fool  said,  and  so  say  I,  and  I  the  fool. 
Well  proved,  wit!  By  the  Lord,  this  love  is  as 
mad  as  Ajax:  it  kills  sheep;  it  kills  me,  I  a 
sheep :  Well  proved  again  o*  my  side  1  I  will  not 
love :  if  I  do,  hang  me ;  iTaith,  I  will  not  O, 
but  her  eye, — by  this  light,  but  for  her  eye,  1 
would  not  love  her :  yes,  for  her  two  eyes.  Well, 
I  do  nothing  in  the  world  but  lie,  and  lie  in  my 
thrant.  By  heaven,  I  do  love :  and  it  hath  taught 
me  to  rhjrme,  and  to  be  melancholy ;  and  here  is 
part  of  my  rhyme,  and  here  my  melancholy. 
Well,  she  iiath  one  o'  my  sonnets  already :  the 
clown  bore  it,  the  fool  sent  it,  and  the  lady  hath 
it :  sweet  clown,  sweeter  fool,  sweetest  lady  1  By 
the  world,  I  would  not  care  a  pin  if  the  other 
three  were  in :  Here  coraee  one  with  a  paper  ( 
God  give  him  grace  to  groan.    [  Gets  up  into  a  tree. 

Enter  the  Kino,  with  a  paper. 
King,    Ah  me ! 
Biron.  [Aside.]  Shot,  bv  Heaven.     JE^^ceed, 


80  sweet  ft  ki»  ibe  indden  1 


iglTesnot 


To  tboee  fresh  morning  drops  uDon  the  rone. 
Am  thy  oye-beains,  when  their  fresh  rays  hHve  ^mat 

The  night  of  dew  that  on  my  cheeks  down  flows: 
Vor  shines  the  silver  moon  one  half  so  bright 

Through  the  transparent  bosom  of  the  deep. 
As  doth  thy  face  through  tears  of  mbie  give  light : 

Thou  shin'st  in  evcrv  tear  tliat  1  do  weep ; 
No  drop  but  as  a  coach  doth  carry  thee, 

80  riilest  thou  triumphing  in  my  woe: 
Do  but  behold  the  tears  tiiat  swell  in  me. 

And  they  thy  glory  through  my  grief  will  show: 
But  do  not  love  thyself ;  then  thou  wilt  keep 

My  tears  for  glasses,  and  still  make  me  weep. 
O  queen  of  (lueens,  how  tar  dost  thou  excel  I 

N< 


NO  thought  can  think  uor  tongue  of  mortal  telL— 
How  shall  she  Icdow  my  griefd?   Ill  drop  the 

paper; 
Sweet  leaves  shade  foUj.    Who  is  he  comes  here  ? 

[Steps  aside. 

Enter  Lonoavtlle,  vfUh  a  paper. 

What,  Lonp;aTille!  and  reading  I  listen,  ear. 

Birm,  Now,  in  tXiy  likeness,  one  more  fool 

appear  I  [Aside, 

Long.  All  me  I  T  am  forsworn. 

Birm,  Why,  he  comes  in  like  a  perjure,  wearing 

papers.  [Aside, 

King,   In  love,  I  hope:  Sweet  fellowsnip  in 

sliame !  [Aside, 

Biron,  One  drunkard  loves  another  of  the  name. 

[Aside, 

Long,  Am  T  the  first  that  have  heen  perjur'd  so  ? 
Birm,   [Aside.]  I  could  put  thee  in  comfort; 
not  by  two,  that  I  know : 
Thou  mak'st  the  triumviry,  the  comer  cap  of 

society. 
The  shape  of  Lovers  Tyburn  that  hangs  up  sim- 

flicity. 
^      fear  these  stubborn  Unes  lack  power  to 
move : 
O  sweet  Maria,  empress  of  mv  love  I 
These  numbers  will  I  tear  and  write  in  prose, 
^tron.  [Asitle.]  0  rhymes  are  guards  on  wanton 
Uupid's  hose: 
Disfignre  not  his  slop. 
Long.  This  same  shall  go. — [He  reads  the  sonnet. 

Did  not  the  bearenljr  rhetoric  of  thine  eye 

fOainst  whom  the  world  cannot  hold  argument) 
Persuade  ray  heart  to  this  false  perjury  T 

YowB  for  thee  broke  deserve  not  ptmishmenl 
A  woman  i  forswore  ;  but.  I  will  prove. 

Thou  being  a  goddess.  I  forswore  not  thee : 
Blir  vow  was  eartlily.  thou  a  heavenly  love ; 

Thy  grace  being  gain  d.  cures  aU  disgrace  in  me. 
Vows  are  but  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  is : 

Then  thou,  fair  sun.  which  on  my  earth  dost  shfaMk 
Exhal'st  this  vapour  vow :  in  thee  it  is : 

If  broken,  then,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine, 
If  by  me  broke.    What  fool  is  not  so  win^ 

To  lose  an  oath  to  win  a  paradise  T 

Biron.   [Aside.]    i  his  is  the  liver  vein,  which 

makes  nesh  a  deity ; 
A  green  goose,  a  goddess :  pure,  pare  idolatry. 
Qoa  amend  us,  Uod  amend!   we  are  much  out 

o*  the  way. 
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Ihan,  O  most  diyine  Eatel 
Birm.  0  most  profane  ooxoomb  I    [Aside* 

Diim.  By  heaven,  the  wonder  of  a  mortal  eye  I 
Biron.  By  earth,  she  is  but  corporal :  there  jroa 
lie.  [Aside. 

Dum.  Her  amber  hairs  for  foul  have  amber  coted. 
Birm,  An  amber-colour'd  raven  was  well  noted. 

[Aside, 
Dum,  As  upright  as  the  cedar. 
Biron,  Stoop,  I  say; 

Her  shoulder  is  with  child.  [Aside, 

Dunu  As  fair  as  day. 

Biron,  Ay,  as  some  days ;  but  then  no  sun  must 
shine.  [Aside. 

Dum,  0  that  I  had  my  wish ! 
Long,  And  I  had  minet    \ Aside, 

King,  And  I  mine  too,  good  lord  I  [Aside, 

Biron,  Amen,  so  I  had  mine:  Is  not  that  a  good 
word?  [Aside, 

Dum,  I  would  forget  her;  but  a  fever  she 
Reigns  in  my  blood,  and  will  remembered  be. 

Biron,  A  fever  in  your  blood!  why,  then  incision 
Would  let  her  out  in  saucers :  Sweet  misprision ! 

[Aside, 

Dum,  Once  more  111  read  the  ode  that  I  have  writ, 

Biron,  Once  more  111  mark  how  love  can  vaxy 

wit.  [Aside^ 

Dum,  On  a  dajT  (alack  the  day  D 

Love.  whoRe  month  is  ever  May. 


Enter  Du>fAiN,  wUh  a  paper. 


Lang, 


By  whom  shall  I  send  this?— Companr, 

stay.  [Stepping  aside, 

Biron,  [Aside,]  All  hid,  all  hid,  an  old  infant 

play: 
Like  a  demigod  here  sit  I  in  the  sky, 
And  wretclied  fools'  secrets  heedful iy  o*er-eye. 
More  sacks  to  the  mill !     0  heavens,  I  have  my 

wish; 
Damain  transformed ;  Four  woodcocks  in  a  dish  I 


Bpied  a  blossom,  passing  fair, 
Playing  in  the  wanton  air : 
Through  the  velvet  leaves  the  wind. 
All  unseen,  'gan  pass.tge  find ; 
That  the  lover,  sick  to  death, 
"WishM  himself  the  heaven's  breath. 
Air,  (|uoth  he,  thv  cheeks  may  blow  ; 
Air.  would  1  might  triumph  so ! 
But,  alack,  my  band  is  sworn, 
Ke'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thoni : 
Vow.  alack,  for  youth  unmoet ; 
Touth  so  apt  to  pluck  a  sweot. 
Do  not  call  it  sin  in  me, 
That  I  am  forsworn  for  thee: 
Thou  for  whom  e'en  Jove  would  sweat. 
Juno  but  an  Etliit)p:i  were ; 
And  deny  himself  for  Jove, 
Turning  mortal  for  thy  love. 

This  will  I  send ;  and  something  else  more  plain. 
That  shall  express  my  true  love  s  fosting  pam. 
0,  would  the  Xing,  Biron,  and  Longaville, 
Were  lovers  too !    Ill,  to  example  ill, 
Would  from  mv  forehead  wipe  a  perjured  note  , 
For  none  offend,  where  all  alike  do  dote. 

Long,  Dumain  [advancing]^  thy  love  is  fiff  from 
charity. 
That  in  love's  grief  desir'st  society : 
You  may  look  pale,  but  I  should  blush,  I  know. 
To  be  o  erheara,  and  taken  napping  so. 

King,    Come,  sir  [advancing]^  you  blush ;  as  his 
your  case  is  such ; 
Tou  chide  at  him,  offending  twice  as  iLUOh : 
You  do  not  love  Maria;  Longaville 
Did  never  sonnet  for  her  sake  compile; 
Nor  never  lay  his  wreathed  arms  athwart 
His  loving  bosom,  to  keep  down  his  heart 
I  have  been  closely  shrouded  in  this  bush, 
And  mark'd  you  both,  and  for  you  both  did  blush. 
I  heard  your  guilty  rhymes,  observ'd  your  fashion ; 
Saw  signs  re^  from  you,  noted  well  your  passion: 
Ah  me  I  says  one;  0  Jove  I  the  other  cries; 
One,  her  hairs  were  ^Id,  crystal  the  otlier*s  eyes: 
Ton  would  ior  paradise  break  faith  and  troth ; 

[7b  Long. 
And  Jove,  for  your  love,  would  infrin^  an  oath. 

[TbDUMAlH. 

What  will  Biron  say,  when  that  he  shall  hear 
Faith  infringed,  which  such  leal/dhl  iweur*  1 
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How  will  h«  temut  how  will  he  spend  his  witi 
How  will  he  triamph,  letp,  and  laugh  at  itt 
For  all  the  wealth  that  ever  I  did  see, 
I  would  not  hare  him  know  so  much  by  me. 

Biron,  Now  step  I  forth  to  whip  hypocrisy. — 
Ah,  good  my  liege,  I  pray  thee  pardon  me : 

[IkscewU  fnm  the  tree. 
Good  heart,  what  grace  hast  thou,  thus  to  reprove 
These  worms  for  loving,  that  art  most  in  love  ? 
Your  e^'es  do  make  no  coaclies ;  in  your  tears 
There  is  no  ceitain  princess  that  appears: 
Youll  not  be  perjur'd,  'tis  a  hateful  thing; 
Tush,  none  but  minstrels  lilce  of  sonneting. 
But  are  you  not  asham'd  ?  nay,  are  you  not, 
All  three  of  ^ou,  to  be  thus  much  o'ershot? 
You  found  his  mote :  the  king  your  mote  did  see ; 
But  I  a  beam  do  find  in  each  of  three. 

0,  what  a  scene  of  foolery  have  I  seen. 

Of  siglis,  of  groans,  of  sorrow,  and  of  toen  ! 

0  me,  with  what  strict  patience  have  I  sat, 
To  see  a  king  transformed  to  a  gnatl 

To  see  great  Hercules  whipping  a  gig, 

And  profound  iSolomon  tuning  a  jig, 

And  Nestor  play  at  pu>h-piii  with  the  boys. 

And  critic  Timon  laugh  at  idle  toys ! 

Inhere  lies  thy  grief,  0  tell  roe,  good  Domain? 

And,  gentle  liongaville,  where  lies  thy  pain? 

And  where  my  liege's?  all  about  the  breast ;~ 

A  caudle,  hoi 

King.  Too  bitter  is  thy  jest. 

Are  we  betray 'd  thus  to  thy  over  view? 

Birun,  Not  you  by  me;  but  I  betray 'd  to  you: 

1,  that  am  honest;  1  that  hold  it  sin 
To  break  the  vow  I  am  engaged  in; 

1  am  betray'd,  by  keeping  company 

V»ith  moon-like  men,  of  strange  inconstancy. 
When  shall  you  see  me  write  a  tiling  in  rhyme? 
Or  groan  for  Joan?  or  spend  a  minute's  time 
In  pruning  me?  When  shall  you  hear  tliat  I 
Will  praise  a  hand,  a  foot,  a  face,  an  eye, 
A  gait,  a  state,  a  brow,  a  breast,  a  vraist, 
4.  leg,  a  limb? — 

Kvig.  Soft;  whither  away  so  fast? 

A  true  man,  or  a  thief,  that  gallops  so  ? 

BirotL  I  post  from  love ;  good  lover,  let  me  go. 

Ento"  Jaqoeketta  and  Costabd. 

Jaq,  God  bless  the  king! 

Kmg,  What  present  hast  thoa  there? 

Cost,  Some  certain  treason. 

King.  W  hat  makes  treason  here  ? 

Co$t.  Nay,  it  makes  nothing,  sir. 

King,  If  it  mar  nothing,  neither. 

The  treason,  and  you,  go  in  peace  away  together. 

Jag,  I  beseech  your  ^ce,  let  this  letter  be  read; 
Our  parson  misdoubts  it;  twas  treason,  he  said. 

King,  Biron,  read  it  over.  [  Giving  him  a  letter. 
Where  hadst  thou  it? 

Jaq.  Of  Costard. 

Kvig.  Where  hadst  thou  it? 

Ccet.  Of  Dun  Adramadio,  Dun  Adramadio. 

King.  How  nowl  what  if  in  you?  Why  dost 
thou  tear  it? 

Biron.  A  toy,  my  liege,  a  toy ;  your  grace  needs 
not  fear  It 

Long.  It  did  more  him  to  passion,  and  therefore 
let's  hear  it. 

Ditm,  It  is  Biron*8  writing,  and  here  is  his  name. 
[Pickt  up  the  pieces, 

BirotL  Ah,  rou  whoreson  loggerhead  [to  Cos- 
tard], you  were  bom  to  do  me  shame. — 
Gttilty,  my  lord,  guilty;  I  oonfesa,  I  oonfest. 

King.  What? 
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Biron.  That  yon  three  fools  laok^  me  fool  to 
make  up  the  mess ; 

He,  he,  and  you  |  and  yon,  my  liege,  and  I, 
Are  pick-purses  m  love,  and  we  deserve  to  die. 
O,  dismiss  this  audience,  and  I  shall  tell  you  more. 
Dum.  Now  the  number  is  even. 
Biron.  True,  true ;  we  are  four.— 

Will  these  turtles  be  gone? 
King.  Hence,  sirs;  away. 

CotL  Walk  aside  the  trne  folk,  and  let  the 
traitors  stay. 

[Exeunt  Cost,  onrf  Jaq. 
Birtm.  Sweet  lords,  sweet  lover8,()  let  us  cnibracel 
As  true  we  are  as  ile&h  and  blood  can  be ; 
The  sea  will  ebb  and  flow,  heaven  show  his  face; 

Young  blood  will  not  obey  an  old  decree: 
We  cannot  cross  the  cause  why  we  were  bom ; 
Therefore,  of  all  hands  must  we  be  forsworn. 
King.  What,  did  these  rent  lines  show  some  love 

of  thine? 
.0^1011.  Did  they,  quoth  yon?  who  sees  the 
heavenly  Rosaline, 
That,  like  a  rude  and  savage  man  of  Inde, 

At  the  first  opening  of  the  gorgeous  eatt. 
Bows  not  his  vassal  head  ;  and,  stricken  blind. 

Kisses  the  base  ground  with  obedient  breast? 
What  peremptory  eagle-sighted  eve 

Dares  look  upon  tlie  heaven  of  her  brow. 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  majesty? 

King.  What  teal  what  ftiry  hath  inspired  thee  now? 
My  love,  her  mistress,  is  a  gracious  moon ; 
She,  an  attending  star,  scarce  seen  a  light. 
Biron.  My  eye?  are  then  no  eves,  nor  I  Biron: 
O,  but  for  iny  love,  day  would  turn  to  night  I 
Of  all  complexions,  the  culPd  sovereignty 

Do  meet,  as  at  a  fair,  in  her  fair  cheek; 
Where  several  worthies  make  one  dignity ; 

Where  nothing  wants,  that  want  itself  doth  seek 
Lend  me  the  flourish  of  all  gentle  tongues, — 
Fie,  painted  rhetoric!   0,  Fhe  needs  it  not : 
To  things  of  sale  a  seller  s  praise  belongs ; 

She  passes  praise:  then  praise  tooshortdothblot. 
A  withered  hermit,  five-score  winters  worn. 
Might  shake  off  fifty,  looking  in  her  eye: 
Beauty  doth  varnish  sge,  as  if  new  bom, 

And  gives  the  crutch  the  cradle's  infanor. 
O,  ^s  tlie  sun  that  maketh  all  things  shine  f 
King,  By  heaven,  thy  love  is  black  as  ebony. 
Biron.  Is  ebony  like  her?   O  wood  divine  1 
A  wife  of  such  wood  were  felicity. 
O,  who  can  give  an  oath  ?  where  is  a  book? 

That  I  may  swear,  beauty  doth  beauty  huik. 
If  that  she  learn  not  of  her  eye  to  look : 
No  face  is  fair  that  is  not  full  so  black. 
Kitig,  O  paradox  t  black  is  the  badge  of  hell, 
the  hue  of  dungeons,  and  the  scowl  of  night; 
And  beauty*s  crest  becomes  the  heavens  well. 
Biron.  iSevils  soonest  tempt,  resembling  spirit* 
of  light. 
O,  if  in  black  my  Udjr%  brows  be  deck'd, 

It  mourns,  that  painting,  and  usurping  hair. 
Should  ravish  doters  with  a  fiUse  a.spect ; 

And  therefore  is  she  bora  to  make  black  fiur. 
Her  favour  turns  the  fashion  of  the  days; 

For  native  blood  is  counted  painting  now ; 
And  therefore  red,  that  would  avoid  dispraise, 
Paints  itself  black  to  imitate  her  brow. 
Ihm.  To  look  Uke  her,  are  chimney  sweepers 

black. 
Long.  And,  since  her  time,  are  colliers  oonnted 

bright 
Kmg.  And  Ethiops  of  their  sw^  oomplexioo 
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Dum,  Dark  neods  no  canrfles  now,  for  dark  is 

Ught. 
BiroH,  Your  mistresses  dare  never  oome  in  rain, 
For  fear  Uieir  colours  should  be  washed  away. 
Svig,  Twere  good  jours  did ;  for,  sir,  to  tdl 

you  plain, 
ni  find  a  lairer  face  not  washed  to-day. 
Biron,  111  prove  her  fieiir,  or  talk  till  doomsday 

here. 
King.  No  devU  ivill  fright  thee  then  so  much  as 

she. 

Ihtm.  I  never  knew  man  hold  vile  stuff  so  dear. 

LoMf.  Look,  here's  thy  love :  mv  foot  and  her 

face  see.  [JSUunomg  his  shoe. 

Biron,  0,  if  the  streets  were  paved  with  thine 

eyes, 

Her  feet  were  much  to  dainty  for  such  tread  I 

Dum.  0  vile  I  then  as  she  goes,  what  upward  lies 

The  street  should  see  as  she  walk'd  over  head. 

Kwg.  But  what  of  this?  Are  we  not  all  in  love  ? 

Biron,  0,  nothing  so  sure;   and  thereby   all 

forsworn. 
King.  Then  leave  this  chat;  and,  good  Biron, 

now  prove 
Our  loving  lawful,  and  our  &ith  not  torn. 
Dum.  Ajr  marry,  there ;— some  flattery  for  this 

evil. 
Long.  O,  some  authv>rity  how  to  proceed ; 
Some  tricks,   some  quillets,  how  to  cheat  the 
devil. 
Dum.  Some  salve  for  perjury. 
Biron.  O,  *t>s  more  than  need  I — 

Have  at  you  then,  affection'^  men  at  arms : 
Consider,  what  vou  first  did  s  vear  unto ; — 
To  fast, — to  study, —and  to  see  no  woman ; — 
Flat  treason  against  the  kingly  vtate  of  youth. 
Say,  can  ^ou  ust  ?  your  stomacKs  are  too  young ; 
And  abstmence  engenders  maladi&i. 
And  where  that  you  have  vow'd  to  study,  lords, 
In  that  each  of  you  hath  forsworn  his  book : 
Can  you  still  dream,  and  pore,  and  thereon  look? 
For  when  would  you,  my  lord,  or  you,  or  you. 
Have  found  the  ground  of  study's  excellence, 
Without  the  beauty  of  a  woman's  face  ? 
From  women's  eyes  this  doctrine  I  derive: 
They  are  the  ground,  the  books,  the  academes. 
From  whence  doth  spring  the  true  Promethean  firo. 
Why,  universal  pleading  prisons  up 
The  nimble  spirits  in  the  arturies; 
As  motion,  and  long-during  action,  tires 
The  sinewy  vigour  of  the  traveller. 
Now,  for  not  looking  on  a  woman's  face, 
Ton  have  in  that  forsworn  the  use  of  eyes; 
And  study  too,  the  causer  of  your  vow : 
For  where  is  any  author  in  the  world. 
Teaches  such  beauty  as  a  woman's  eye? 
Learning  is  but  an  adjunct  to  ourself. 
And  where  we  are,  our  learning  likewise  is. 
Then,  when  ourselves  we  see  in  ladies'  eyes. 
With  ourselves, — 

Do  we  not  likewise  see  our  learning  there  ? 
0,  we  have  made  a  vow  to  study,  lords ; 
And  in  that  vow  we  have  forsworn  our  books ; 
For  when  would  you,  my  liege,  or  you,  or  you. 
In  leaden  contemplation,  have  found  out 
Such  fiery  numbers,  as  the  prompting  e^es 
Of  beauty's  tutors  have  ennched  you  with? 
Other  slow  arts  entirely  ke^  the  brain; 
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And  therefore  finding  barren  praotisen. 
Scarce  show  a  harvest  of  their  heavy  toil . 
But  love,  first  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes, 
Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain ; 
But  with  the  motion  of  all  elements, 
Courses  as  swift  as  thought  in  every  power; 
And  gives  to  ever^  power  a  double  power. 
Above  their  functions  and  their  offices. 
It  adds  a  precious  seeing  to  the  eye ; 
A  lover's  eyes  will  gaze  an  eagle  blind: 
A  lover's  ear  will  hear  the  lowest  sound, 
When  the  suspicious  head  of  theft  is  stopp'd: 
Love's  feeling  is  more  soft,  and  sensible. 
Than  are  the  tender  horns  of  cockled  snails : 
Love's  tongue  proves  dainty  Bacchus  gross  in  taste 
For  valour,  is  not  Love  a  Hercules, 
Still  climbing  trees  in  the  Hesperides? 
Subtle  as  a  sphynx :  as  sweet,  and  musical. 
As  bright  Apollo's  lute,  strung  with  bis  hair; 
And,  when  Love  speaks,  the  voice  of  all  the  god 
Makes  heaven  drowsy  with  the  harmony 
Never  durst  poet  touch  a  pen  to  write. 
Until  his  ink  were  temperd  with  Love's  sighs. 
0,  then  his  lines  would  ravish  savage  ears, 
And  plant  in  tjrrants  mild  humility. 
From  women's  eyes  this  doctrine  I  derive : 
They  sparkle  still  the  right  Promethean  fire; 
They  are  the  books,  the  arts,  the  academes. 
That  show,  contain,  and  nourish  all  the  world ; 
Else,  none  at  aU  in  aught  proves  excellent : 
Then  fools  you  were  these  women  to  forswear; 
Or,  keepuag  what  is  sworn,  you  will  prove  fools 
For  wisdom's  sake,  a  word  that  all  men  love; 
Or  for  love's  sake,  a  word  that  loves  all  men ; 
Or  for  men^  sake,  the  authors  of  these  women ; 
Or  women's  sake,  by  whom  we  men  are  men ; 
Let  us  once  lose  our  oaths,  to  find  ourselves. 
Or  else  we  lose  ourselves  to  keep  our  oaths : 
It  is  reli^on  to  be  thus  forsworn: 
For  charity  itself  fulfils  the  law ; 
And  who  can  sever  love  from  charity? 

King.  Saint  Cupid,  then  I  and,  soldiors,  to  the 
field! 

Biron,  Advance  yoor  standards,  and  upon  them, 
lords; 
Pell-mell,  down  with  them  I  but  be  first  advisU 
In  conflict  that  yon  get  the  sun  of  them. 

Jjong.  Now  to  plain-dealing ;  lay  these  glozes  by; 
Shall  we  resolve  to  woo  these  girls  of  France  ? 

King.  And    win  them  too:   therefore  let   ns 
devise 
Some  entertainment  for  them  in  their  tents. 

Biron,  First,  from  the  park  let  us  conduct  them 
thither; 
Then,  homeward,  every  man  attach  the  hand 
Of  his  fair  mistress :  in  the  afternoon 
We  will  with  some  strange  pastime  solace  them. 
Such  as  the  shortness  of  the  time  can  sha])c ; 
For  revels,  dances,  masks,  and  merry  hours, 
Forerun  fair  Love,  strewing  her  way  with  flowers. 

King,  Away,  away !  no  time  slisil  be  omitted, 
That  will  be  time,  and  may  by  us  be  fitted. 

Biron.  Mhnsl  AUons  I—^w^d  cookie  reap'd  do 
com; 

And  justice  always  whirls  in  equal  measure: 
Light  wenches  may  prove  plagues  to  men  forsworn; 

If  so,  our  oopper  buys  no  better  treasure. 
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ACT   V. 


SCENE   1,^ Another  part  of  (he 


Bider  Holopbbnbs,  Sib  Nathakiel,  and  Dull. 

BoL  Satia  quod  suJicU. 

Nath,  I  praise  God  for  yon.  sir;  jonr  reasons 
at  dinner  have  been  sharp  and  sententious ;  plea- 
sant without  scarrilitj,  witty  without  affection, 
audacious  without  impudency,  learned  without 
opinion,  and  strange  without  heresy.  I  did  con- 
verse this  quondam  day  with  a  companion  of  the 
king*s,  who  is  intituled,  nominated,  or  called,  Don 
Adnano  de  Armado. 

HoL  Novi  hominem  tanquam  te:  His  humour  is 
lofty,  his  discourse  peremptory,  his  tongue  filed, 
his  eye  ambitious,  his  gait  inajestical,  and^  his 
ffenend  behaviour  vain,  ridiculous,  and  thrasonical. 
He  is  too  picked,  too  spruce,  too  affected,  too  odd, 
as  it  were,  too  peregrinate,  as  I  may  call  it 

Nath,  A  most  singular  and  choice  epithet. 

[Takes  out  his  tabU-booh, 

SoL  He  draweth  out  the  thread  of  his  verbosity 
finer  than  the  staple  of  his  argument.  I  abhor 
such  fanatical  phantasms,  such  insociable  and 
pouit-devise  companions;  such  rackers  of  ortho- 
graphy, as  to  speak,  dout,  fine,  when  he  should 
say,  doubt ;  det,  when  he  should  pronounce  debt ; — 
d,  e,  b,  t;  not  d,  e,  t;— he  clepeth  a  calf^  cauf ; 
half,  hauf;  neighbour,  voeatttr^  nebour;  neigh, 
abbreviated,  ne:  This  is  abhominable  fwhich  he 
would  call  abominable),  it  insiuuateth  me  of 
insanie;  Ne  intdUgit  dominef  to  make  frantic. 


EoL  What  is  the  figure  ?  what  is  the  figure? 

MotK  Horns. 

Hoi,  Thou  disputest  like  an  infant:  go,  whip 


"^m. 


Nath,  Lous  Deo  bone  intelUgo. 

SoL  Bonef hone^  for  bene:  Prisdan  a  little 

•eratcb'd ;  twill  serve. 

BiUer  Armado,  Moth,  and  Costabo. 

Naik.  Videsne  qm$  venitf 

HoL  Video  et  gaudeo. 

Arm,  Chirral  [7b  Moth. 

HoL  Qaare  Chirra,  not  sirrah  ? 

Arm,  Men  of  peace,  well  encountered. 

Hoi,  Most  military  sir,  salutation. 

Moth.  They  have  been  at  a  great  feast  of  lan- 
guages, and  stolen  the  scraps,    f  To  Costard  aside. 

CotL  O,  they  have  lived  long  on  the  alms- 
iMuket  of  words  I  I  marvel  thy  master  hath  not 
eaten  thee  for  a  word ;  for  thou  art  not  so  long  by 
the  head  as  honorificabUitudinitatibus :  thou  art 
easier  swallowed  than  a  flap-dragon. 

Moth,  Peace  I  the  peal  begins. 

Arm,  Monsieur  [to  HoL.],are  you  not  lettered? 

Moth,  Tes,  yes ;  he  teaches  boys  the  horn-book. 
What  is  a,  b,  spelt  backward,  with  a  horn  on  his 
head? 

HoL  Ba,  pueritioj  with  a  horn  added. 

Moth,  Ba,  most  nlly  sheep,  with  a  horn.— Toa 
bear  his  learning. 

Hoi,  Quis^  qmSf  thou  consonant  ? 

Moth.  The  third  of  the  five  vowela,  tf  you 
repeat  them ;  or  the  fifth,  if  I. 

HoL  I  will  repeat  them,  a,  e,  L— 

Moth.  The  sheep:  the  other  two  oondndesit; 
o,  n. 

Arm.  Now,  by  the  salt  wave  of  the  Mediterra- 
neum,  a  sweet  touch,  a  quick  venew  of  wit :  snip, 
nap,  quick,  and  home:  it  r^oioeth  my  intellect: 
tme  wit. 

Moth,  Offer'd  hr  a  dhfld  to  aa  old  man ;  whioh 
l«wiH»ld. 


Lend  me  your  horn  to  make  one,  and  I 
will  whip  about  your  in&my  drcwn  circd :  A  gig 
of  a  cuckold*s  horn  I 

Cost.  An  I  had  but  one  penny  in  the  world, 
thou  shouldst  have  it  to  buy  gingerbread :  hold, 
there  is  the  very  remuneration  I  liad  of  thy-master, 
thou  halfpenny  purse  of  wit,  thou  pigeon-egg  ot 
discretion.  O,  an  the  heavens  were  so  pleased 
that  thou  wert  but  my  bastard '  what  a  jovful 
fiither  wouldst  thou  make  me!  Go  to;  thou  hast 
it  ad  dungkiUy  at  the  fingers'  ends,  as  they  say. 

HoL  0,  I  smell  false  Latin;  dunghill  for 
unguem. 

Arm.  ATtB-msOy  prmambula ;  we  will  be  shigled 
from  the  barbarous.    Do  you  not  educate  youth 
at  the  charge-house  on  the  top  of  the  mountain  ? 
HoL  Or,  nums,  the  hill. 

Arm.  At  your  sweet  pleasure,  for  the  mountain. 

Hoi.  I  do,  sans  question. 

Arm,  Sir,  it  is  the  king's  most  sweet  ple&sure 

and  affection,  to  congratulate  the  princess  at  her 

pavilion,  in  the  posteriors  of  this  day ;  which  the 

rude  miUtitude  call  the  afternoon. 

HoL  The  posterior  of  the  day,  most  generous 
sir,  is  liable,  congruent,  and  measurable  for  the 
afternoon:  the  word  is  well  culled,  chose;  sweet 
and  apt,  I  do  assure  you,  sir,  I  do  assure. 

Arm,  Sir,  the  king  is  a  noble  gentleman ;  and 
my  familiar,  I  do  assure  you,  very  good  friend:— 
For  what  is  inward  between  us,  let  it  pass:— I  do 
beseech  thee,  remember  thy  courtesy:— I  beseech 
thee,  apparel  thy  head: — And  among  other  impor- 
tunate and  most  serious  designs,— and  of  great 
import  indeed  too;— but  let  that  pass:— for  I  must 
tell  thee,  it  will  please  his  grace  (by  the  worli^ 
sometime  to  lean  upon  my  poor  shoulder ;  and 
with  his  royal  finger,  thus,  aiUly  with  my  excre- 
ment, with  my  mustachio :  but,  sweet  heart,  let 
that  pass.  By  the  world,  I  recount  no  fable ;  some 
certain  special  honours  it  pleaseth  hie  greatness  to 
impart  to  Armado,  a  soldier,  a  man  of  travel,  that 
hath  seen  the  world :  but  let  that  pass.— The  very  all 
of  all  is,— but  sweet  heart,  I  do  implore  secrecy,— 
the  king  would  have  me  present  the  princess,  that 
sweet  chuck,  with  some  delightful  ostentation,  or 
show,  or  pageant,  or  antic,  or  fire-work.  Now, 
understanding  that  the  curate  and  your  sweet  self 
are  good  at  such  eruptions,  and  sudden  breaking 
out  of  mirth,  as  it  were,  I  have  acquamted  you 
withal,  to  the  end  to  crave  your  assistance. 

HoL  Sir,  you  shall  present  before  her  the  nine 
worthies.— Sir  Nathaniel,  as  concemmg  some  en- 
tertainment of  time,  some  show  in  the  posterior  of 
this  day,  to  be  rendered  by  our  assistance,— the 
king's  command,  and  this  most  gallant,  aiustrate, 
and  learned  gentleman, — before  the  princess;  I 
say,  none  so  fit  as  to  present  the  mne  worthies. 

Naih.  Where  will  you  find  men  worthy  enough 
to  present  them? 

HoL  Joshua,  yourself;  myself,  or  this  gallant 
gentleman,  Judas  Maccabsus ;  this  swain,  because 
of  his  great  limb  or  joint,  shall  pass  Pompey  the 
Great;  the  page,  Hercules. 

Amu  Pardon,  sir,  error:  he  is  not  quantity 
enough  for  that  worthy's  thumb:  he  ia  not  so 
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MoL  Shall  I  have  aadience?  he  shall  present 
Herooles  in  minority:  his  enter  and  exit  snail  he 
strangling  a  snake ;  and  I  will  have  an  apology 
ibr  tlutt  purpose. 

Moth,  An  excellent  device!  so,  if  any  of  the 
audience  hiss,  you  may  cry,  Well  done,  Hercules  I 
now  thou  crushest  the  snake  I  that  b  the  way  to 
make  an  offence  gracious;  though  few  have  the 
grace  to  do  it 

Arm.  For  the  rest  of  the  worthies?— 

HoL  I  will  play  three  m3r8elf. 

Moth.  Thrice- worthy  gentleman ! 

^rm.  ShaU  I  tell  you  a  thing? 

HoL  We  attend. 

Arm.  We  will  have,  if  this  fiidge  not,  an  antio. 
I  beseech  jon,  follow. 

Ed.  FiA,  gfoodman  Dull!  thou  hast  spoken  no 
word  all  this  while. 

DuU.  Nor  understood  none  neither,  sir. 

EoL  AUonsI  we  will  employ  thee. 

EuU.  Ill  make  one  in  a  dance,  or  so;  or  I  will 
play  on  the  tabor  to  the  worthies,  and  let  them 
dance  the  hay. 

EoL  Most  dull,  honest  Dull,  to  our  sport,  away. 

[Exewit. 
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SCENB  IL— Another  part  of  the  iome. 
the  Princess's  Pamlion. 


B^/bre 


^nter  the  PnorcEss,  Kathabine,  RoeALunt,  and 
Mi 


Frin.  Sweet  hearts,  we  shall  be  rich  ere  wo 
depart, 
If  fairings  come  thus  plentifully  in: 
A  lady  wall'd  about  with  diamonds  t 
Look  you  what  I  have  from  the  loving  king. 

Itos.  Madam,  Came  nothing  el^e  along  with  that? 

Hin,  Nothing  but  this  ?  yes,  as  much  love  in 
rhyme, 
As  would  l>e  cramm'd  up  in  a  sheet  of  paper. 
Writ  on  both  sides  of  the  leaf,  margent  and  all ; 
That  he  was  fain  to  seal  on  Cupid's  name. 

Hos.  That  was  the  way  to  make  his  godhead  wax; 
For  he  hath  been  five  thousand  years  a  boy. 

Kaih.  Ay,  and  a  shrewd  unhappy  gallows  too. 

Moe.  You  11  ne*er  be  friends  with  him;  he  kiird 
your  sister. 

Kath.  He  made  her  melancholy,  sad,  and  heavy: 
And  so  she  died :  had  she  been  lightj  like  you. 
Of  such  a  merry,  nimble,  stirring  spirit. 
She  might  have  been  a  gi-andam  ere  she  died: 
And  so  may  vou ;  for  a  light  heart  lives  long. 

£o9.  What  s  your  dark  meaning,  mouse,  of  this 
light  word  ? 

Kath,  A  light  condition  in  a  beauty  dark. 

Boa.  We  need  more  light  to  find  your  meaning 
out. 


I  were  the  fairest  goddess  on  the  cround  t 
I  am  compared  to  twentj  thousand  fairs. 
0,  he  hath  drawn  mv  picture  in  his  letter  I 

Prin,  Any thmg  like? 

Bos.  Much  in  the  letters ;  nothing  in  the  praise. 

Prin.  Beauteous  as  ink ;  a  good  conclusion. 

KcUh.  Fair  as  a  text  B  in  a  copy-book. 

Bob,  *Ware  pencils  I  How?  let  me  not  die  vour 
My  red  dominical,  my  golden  letter :  [debtor, 
0  that  your  face  were  not  so  full  of  0*s  I 

Kath.  A  pox  of  that  jesti  and  I  beshrew  all 
shrows  { 

/Vm.  But,  Katharine,  what  was  sent  to  yoL 
from  fair  Dumain? 

Kath,  Madam,  this  glove. 

Prin.  Did  he  not  send  yoa  twain  ? 

Kath.  Yes,  madam;  and.  moreover. 
Some  thousand  verses  of  a  taithful  lover; 
A  huge  translation  of  hynocrisy, 
Vilely  compiled,  profouna  simplicity. 

Mar.  This,  and  these  pearls,  to  me  sent  Longa- 
The  letter  is  too  long  by  half  a  mile.  [ville ; 

Prin.  I  think  no  loss:  Dost  thou  not  wish  in 
heart. 
The  chaui  were  longer,  and  the  letter  short? 

Mar.  Ay,  or  I  would  these  hands  might  never 
Mrt 

iWn.  We  are  wise  girls  to  mock  our  lovers  so. 

Boa.  They  are  worse  fools  to  purchase  mocking 
That  same  Biron  111  torture  ere  I  go.  [sa 

0,  that  I  knew  he  were  but  in  by  the  week  I 
How  I  would  make  him  fawn,  and  beg,  and  seek; 
And  wait  the  season,  and  observe  the  times. 
And  spend  his  prodigal  wits  in  bootless  rhymes. 
And  shape  liis  service  wholly  to  my  behests ; 
And  make  him  proud  tu  make  me  proud  that  jests! 
So  portent-like  would  I  o'ersway  his  state, 
That  he  should  be  my  fool,  and  I  his  fate. 

Brin.  None  are  so  surely  caught,  when  they  are 
catch'd. 
As  wit  turn'd  fool :  folly,  in  wisdom  hatch'd. 
Hath  wisdom's  warrant,  and  the  help  of  school; 
And  wit's  own  grace  to  grace  a  learned  fool. 

Boa,  The  blood  of  youth  bums  not  with  such 
As  gravity's  revolt  to  wantonness.  [excess. 

Mar,  Folly  in  fools  bears  not  so  strong  a  note. 
As  foolery  in  the  wise,  when  wit  doth  dote ; 
yince  all  the  power  thereof  it  doth  apply, 
To  prove,  by  wit,  worth  in  simplicity. 

Enter  Boybt. 
Pfin. 


Here  oomes  Boyet,  and  mirth  is  in  his 

face. 

0,  Ilmi  stabb'd  with  laughter  I  Wliere*8 

her  grace? 
Prin.  Thy  news,  Boyet? 

rr  .X    XT     n^         ^  ]      B£>yc<.  Prepare,  madam,  prepare!— 

Kath.  Yoini  mar  the  light,  by  taking  it  m  snuff;    Arm,  wenches,  arm  I  encounters  mounted  are 


Therefore,  III  darkly  end  the  argument 

Boa,  Look  what  you  do;  you  do  it  still  i'  the  dark. 

Kath.  So  do  not  you ;  for  you  are  a  light  wench. 

Boa.  Indeed.  1  weigh  not  you ;  and  therefore  light. 

Kath.  You  weigh  me  not,— 0^  that's  you  care 
not  for  me. 

Boa.  Great  reason ;  for,  past  care  is  still  past  cure. 

Prin.  Well  bandied  both ;  a  set  of  wit  well  play 'd. 
fiut,  Rosaline,  you  have  a  favour  too: 
Who  sent  it?  and  what  is  it? 

Boa.  I  would  you  knew: 

An  if  my  face  were  but  as  fair  as  yours, 
My  favour  were  as  great ;  be  witness  this. 
Nay,  I  liave  verses  too,  I  thank  Biron  : 
The  numbers  true ;  and,  were  the  numb'ring  too, 


Against  your  peace:  Love  doth  approacii  disguis'd 
Armed  in  arguments ;  youll  be  surprised : 
Mustei"  your  wits ;  stand  in  your  own  defence , 
Or  hide  your  heads  like  cowards,  and  fly  hence. 

Prin,  Saint  Dennis  to  Saint  Cupid !  What  are 

they,  [say. 

That  charge  their  breath  against  us?  say,  scont, 

Boyet.  Under  the  cool  shade  of  a  sycamore, 
I  thought  to  close  mine  eyes  some  half  an  hour ; 
When,  lol  to  interrupt  my  purpos'd  rest. 
Toward  that  shade  I  might  behold  addressed 
The  king  and  his  companions  :  warily 
I  stole  intf>  a  neighbour  thicket  by. 
And  overl»c;ird  what  you  shall  overhear; 
That,  by  and  by,  disg.iis'd  thev  ^fi^hflih^il^T^ 
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Their  herald  is  a  prettj  knavish  page, 

That  well  by  heart  hath  oonn*d  his  embassage : 

Action,  and  accent,  did  thej  teach  him  there; 

**  Tlios  must  thoa  speak,  and  thus  thv  body  bear :" 

And  ever  and  anon  thej  made  a  doobt, 

Presence  majestical  would  put  him  out; 

"  For,"  quoth  the  king,  '*  an  angel  shalt  thou  see, 

Tet  fear  not  thou,  but  speak  audaciously.** 

The  boy  replied,  **  An  angel  is  not  evil; 

I  should  have  fear'd  her  had  she  been  a  deviL" 

With  that  all  laugh'd,  and  clapp'd  him  on  the 

shoulder ; 
Makuig  the  bold  wag  bv  their  pnuses  bolder. 
One  robbed  his  elbow,  thus ;  and  fleer'd,  and  swore 
A  better  speech  was  never  spoke  before: 
Another,  with  his  fingor  and  his  thumb, 
Cried.  **  Vial  we  will  do't,  come  what  will  come:*' 
The  third  hecaper'd,  and  cned,  "  All  goes  well;" 
The  fourth  turn'd  on  the  toe,  and  down  he  fell. 
With  that,  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  ground, 
With  such  a  zealous  laughter,  so  profound, 
That  in  this  spleen  ridiculous  appears, 
To  check  their  folly,  passion's  solemn  tears. 

Prin,  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  visit  us? 

Uoyet.  Thevdo,tlievdo;  and  are  apparcl'd  thus- 
Like  Muscovites,  or  liussians:  as  1  guess. 
Their  purpose  is,  to  parle,  to  court,  and  dance : 
And  every  one  hl.s  love-feat  will  advance 
Unto  his  several  mbtress;  which  they'll  know 
By  favours  several,  which  theydiil  bestow. 

Frm,  And  will  they  so?  the  galhuts  shall  be 
task'd:— 
For,  ladies,  we  will  every  one  be  masVd ; 
And  not  a  man  of  them  shall  have  the  gi'ace, 
Despite  of  suit,  to  see  a  lady's  face. 
Hold,  Rosaline,  thb  favour  thou  shalt  wear. 
And  then  the  king  will  court  thee  for  his  dear ; 
Hold,  take  thou  this,  my  sweet,  and  give  me  thine; 
80  shall  Biron  take  me  for  Hosaline.— 
And  change  your  favours  too ;  so  shall  your  loves 
Woo  contrary,  deceiv'd  by  these  rem  >ves. 

JKos.  Come  on,  then ;  wear  the  fiivours  most  in 
sight 

Kath,  But,  in  this  changing,  what  b  your  intent  ? 

Prin.  The  effect  of  my  intent  is,  to  cross  theirs: 
They  do  it  but  in  mocking  merriment; 
And  mock  for  mock  u  only  my  intent. 
Their  several  counsels  thev  unbosom  shall 
To  loves  mistook ;  and  so  be  mock'd  withal, 
Upon  the  next  occasion  that  we  meet, 
With  visages  display 'd,  to  talk  and  greet. 

Hoe,  But  shall  we  dance,  if  they  desire  ns  to*t  ? 

Prm,  No ;  to  the  death  we  will  not  move  a  foot : 
Nor  to  their  penn'd  speech  render  we  no  grace: 
But,  while  His  spoke,  each  turn  away  her  face. 

Boffet.  Why,  that  contempt  will  kill  the  speaker's 
heart. 
And  guite  divorce  his  memory  from  his  part 

/Vtn.  Therefore  I  do  it ;  and,  I  make  no  doubt. 
The  rest  will  ne'er  come  in,  if  he  be  out 
There's  no  such  sport  as  sport  by  sport  o'erthrown ; 
To  make  theirs  ours,  and  ours  none  but  our  own : 
Bo  shall  we  stay,  mocking  intended  game; 
And  they,  well  mock'd,  depart  away  with  shame. 
[Trumpets  BOitnd  tcithm. 

BoyeL  The  trumpet  sounds;  be  mask'd,  the 
maskers  come.  [The  ladka  mask. 

Eidertht  Knro,  Biroh,  Lokoavillb,  and  Dumaih, 
m  RuMtianhabiU  and  masked;  Moth,  Musicians, 
and  Attendants. 

Moth,  **  All  hail,  the  richest  beauties  on  the 
earthr  [Aside, 
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BtroTL    Beauties  no  richer  than  ridi  taftita. 

Moth.  ^*  A  holy  parcel  of  the  fairest  dames, 

CTm  ladies  turn  their  backs  to  him. 
That  ever  tum'a  their— backs  to  mortal  views  I" 

Biron,  "Their  eyes^*^  villain,  "  their  eyes!** 

Moth.  **  That  ever  tum'd  their  eyes  to  mortal 
views  I    Out" — 

Boyet.  True ;  out,  indeed.  [voucnsafe 

Moth.  **  Out  of  your  favours,  heavenly  spirits, 
Not  to  behold  "- 

Biron.  **  Once  to  behold,**  rogue. 

Moth.  "Onceto behold yoursun-beamedeyes,"— 
"  With  your  sun-beamed  eyes  " — 

BoyeL  They  will  not  answer  to  that  epithet; 
You  were  best  call  it,  daughter-beamed  eyes. 

Moth.  They  do  not  mark  me,  and  that  brings 
me  out  [rogue  I 

Biron.  Is  this  your  perfectness?  begone,  you 

lios.   What  would  these  strangers  ?  know  their 
minds.  Boyet : 
If  they  do  speak  our  Uingnage,  'tis  our  will 
That  some  plain  man  recount  their  purposes t 
Know  what  they  would. 

Boyet.  What  would  you  with  the  princess? 

Biron,  Nothing  but  peace,  and  gentle  visitation. 

Bos.  What  would  they,  say  they? 

Boyet.  Nothing  but  peace,  and  gentle  visitation. 

jSm.  Why,  that  they  have ;  and  bid  them  so 
begone.  [gone. 

Boyet.  She  says  you  have  it,  and  you  may  be- 

King,   Say  to  her,  we  have  measured  many 
miles, 
To  tread  a  measure  with  her  on  the  grass. 

B^et.  Thev  say  that  they  have  measur'd  many 
a  mile. 
To  tread  a  measure  with  von  on  the  grass. 

Bos.  It  is  not  so :  ask  them  how  many  inches 
Is  in  one  mile:  if  they  have  measnr'd  many, 
The  measure  then  of  one  is  easily  told. 

Boyet.  If,  to  come  hither  you  have  measnr'd 
miles. 
And  many  miles,  the  princess  bids  von  tell, 
HoH  many  inches  do  fill  up  one  mile. 

Biron.  Tell  her,  we  measure  them  by  weary 

Boj/et.  She  hears  herself.  [steps. 

Bos.  How  many  weary  steps, 

Of  many  weary  miles  you  have  o'ergone, 
Are  number 'd  in  the  travel  of  one  mile? 

Biron.  We  number  nothing  that  we  spend  for 
Our  duty  is  so  rich,  so  infinite,  [yon ; 

That  we  may  do  it  still  without  acoompt. 
Vouchsafe  to  show  the  sunshine  of  yovi  fkoe, 
That  we,  like  savages,  may  worship  it. 

Bos,  My  face  is  but  a  moon,  and  clouded  too. 

King.  B|essed  are  clouds,  to  do  as  such  clouds  do  I 
Vouchsafe,^  bright  moon,  and  these  thy  stars,  to 

shine 
(Those  douds  remov'd)  upon  our  watery  eyne. 

Bos.  0  vain  petitioner  I  beg  a  ^eater  matter ; 
Thou  now  reqnesfkt  but  moonshine  in  the  water. 

King,  Then,  in  our  measure,  vouchsafe  but  <»ii 
change: 
Thou  bidd'st  me  beg ;  this  begging  is  not  strange. 

Bos,  PUy,  music,  then:   nay,  you  must  do  it 
soon.  [Music  plaj/s. 

Not  yet;— no  dance:— thus  change  I  like  the 
moon. 

King.  Will  you  not  dance?    How  oome  you 
thus  estranged  ? 

Bos,  You  took  the  moon  at  fiill ;  but  now  she^ 
changed. 

King.  Yet  still  she  is  the  moon,  andl  the  man. 
The  music  plays ;  vouchsafe  soma  mption  to  it 
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i2of.  Our  ears  Toochsafe  it. 
Kirg.  But  your  legs  shotUd  do  it. 

Bob.  Since  70a  are  strangers,  and  come  liere  hy 
chance, 
Well  not  be  nioe :  take  hands ;— we  will  not  dance. 
King,  Why  take  we  hands  then? 
Bos.  Only  to  part  friends  :— 

Court>7,  sweet  hearts;  and  so  the  measure  ends. 
King.  More  measure  of  this  measure;  be  not 

nice. 
JioB.  We  can  afford  no  more  at  such  a  price. 
King.  Prize  jou  jourselres :  What  buys  your 

company? 
Bob,  Your  absence  only. 
King.  That  can  never  be. 

Bos.  Then  cannot  we  be  bought:  and  so  adieu; 
Twice  to  your  visor,  and  half  once  to  you  I 
King.  If  yon  deny  to  daoce,  let^  hold  more  chat. 
Bos.  In  private  then. 

King.  1  am  best  pleas'd  with  that. 

[Iliey  converse  apart. 
Biron.  White-handed  mbtress,  one  sweet  word 
with  thee.  [tliree. 

Prin.  Honey,  and  milk,  and  sugar;  there  is 
Biron.   Nay,  then,  two  treys  (&u  if  you  grow  so 
nice}, 
Metheglin,  wort,  and  malmsey. — Well  run,  dice ! 
There's  half  a  dozen  sweets. 

Prin.  Seventh  sWeet,  adieal 

Since  yon  can  cog,  111  play  no  more  with  you. 
Biron,  One  word  in  secret. 
Prin.  Let  it  not  be  sweet 

Biron.  Thou  griev*8t  my  gall. 
Prin.  GaU?  bitter. 

Biron.  Therefore  meet. 

[TJiey  converse  apart. 
Ihtm.  Will  you  vouchsafe  with  me  to  change  a 
Mar.  Name  it.  [word? 

Dtm.  Fair  lady,— 

Mar.  Say  you  so?  Pair  lord,— 

Take  yoa  that  for  your  fair  lady. 

Dttm.  Please  it  you. 

As  much  in  private,  and  111  bid  adieu. 

[  They  converse  apart. 
Kat/L  What,  was  your  visor  made  without  a 

tongue? 
Lono.  1  know  the  reason,  lady,  why  you  ask. 
K<wu  0  for  your  reason  I  quickly,  sir ;  I  long. 
Long.  You  have  a  double  tongue  witliin  your 
mask, 
Ind  would  afford  my  speechless  visor  half. 
Kaih.  Veal,  quoth  the  Dutchman:— Is  not  veal 

a  calf? 
Long.  A  calf,  fair  lady? 
Katk.  No,  a  fiur  lord  calf. 

Long.  Let's  part  the  word. 
Km.  No,  1 11  not  be  your  half: 

Take  ail,  and  wean  it ;  it  may  prove  an  ox. 
Long.    Look,  how  you  butt  yourself  in  these 
sharp  mocks  f 
Will  you  give  horns,  chaste  lady  ?  do  not  so. 
Kaih.  Then  die  a  calf,  before  your  horns  do  grow. 
Lona.  One  word  in  private  with  you,  ere  I  die. 
KaA.  Bleat  sofUy  then,  the  butcher  hears  you 
cry.  [  They  converse  apart. 

Boyet.  The  tongues  of  mocking  wenches  are  as 
As  is  the  razor's  edge  invisible.  [keen 

Cutting  a  smaller  hair  than  may  be  seen ; 

Above  the  sense  of  sense:  so  sensible 
Seemeth  their  conference;   their  conceits  have 

wings. 
Fleeter  than  arrows,  bnUe^it  wind,  thought,  fwiAor 
things. 
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Bos.  Not  one  word  more,  my  maids :  break  oif, 
break  off. 

Biron.  By  heaven,  all  dry-beaten  with  pure  scoffi 

King.  Farewell,  mad  wenches ;  you  have  simple 
wits. 

[Exeunt  Ring,  Lords,  Moth, 
Music^  and  Attendants. 

Prin.  Twenty  adieus,  my  frozen  Muscovites. — 
Arc  these  tlie  breed  of  wits  so  wonder 'd  at? 

Boyet.  Tapers  they  are,  with  your  sweet  breaths 
ouff  d  out. 

J2o«.  Well-liking  wits  they  haye; gross, gross; 
fat,  fat. 

Prin,  0  poverty  in  wit,  kingly-poor  flout  I 
Will  they  not,  thinkyou,  hang  themselves  to-nighl{( 

Or  ever,  but  in  visors  shi)W  their  feces? 
This  pert  Biron  was  out  of  countenance  quite. 

Bos.  0 !  they  were  all  in  lamentable  cases ! 
The  king  was  weeping-ripe  for  a  good  word. 

Prin.  Biron  did  swear  himself  out  of  all  suit. 

Mar.  Dumain  was  at  my  service,  and  his  sword  • 
No  twihi,  quoth  I ;  my  servant  straight  was  mute. 

Kath.  LonlLongavillesaid.  I  came  o'er  his  heart; 
And  trow  you  what  he  call'd  me  ? 

Prin.  Qualm,  perhaps. 

Kath.  Yes,  in  good  faith. 

Prin.  Go,  sickness  as  thou  art  1 

Bos,  Well,  better  wits  have  worn  plain  statute- 
caps. 
But  will  you  hear  ?  the  king  is  my  love  sworn. 

Prin.  And  quick  Biron  hath  ijlighted  faith  to  nie. 

Kath,  And  Longaville  was  tor  my  service  bom. 

Mar.  Dumain  is  mine,  as  sure  as  bark  on  tree. 

Boyet,  Madam,  and  pretty  mistresses,  give  ears 
Immediately  they  will  again  be  here 
In  their  own  shapes ;  for  it  can  never  bo, 
They  will  digest  this  harsh  indignity. 

Prin.  Will  they  return  ? 

Boyet.  They  will,  they  will,  God  knows, 

And  leap  for  joy,  though  they  are  kme  with  blows : 
Therefore,  change  favours ;  and,  when  they  rc'imir. 
Blow  like  sweet  roses  in  this  summer  air. 

Prin.    How  blow?   how  blow?   speak  to  be 
understood. 

Boyet.  Fair  ladies,  mask*d,  are  roses  in  their  bud* 
Dismask'd,  thf  ir  damask  sweet  commixture  showu, 
Are  angels  veiling  clouds,  or  roses  blown. 

Prin,  A  vaunt,  perplexity  I  What  shall  we  do, 
If  they  return  in  their  own  shapes  to  woo  ? 

Bos.  Good  madam,  if  by  me  youll  be  advb'd. 
Let's  muck  them  still,  as  well  known,  as  disguis'd*. 
Let  us  complain  to  them  what  fools  were  here, 
Dlsgub'd  like  Muscovites,  in  shapeless  gear ; 
And  wonder  what  they  were :  and  to  what  end 
Their  fihallow  shows,  and  prologue  vilely  penned. 
And  their  rough  carriage  so  ridiculous, 
Should  be  presented  at  our  tent  to  us. 

Boyet.  Ladies,  withdraw:  the  gallants  are  at 
hand. 

Prin.  Whip  to  our   tents,  as  roes  run  over 
hmd. 
Exeunt  Princess,  Rob.,  Kath.,  and  Maria. 

Enter  ihsKmQ^  Biron,  LoNOAViLLE,aJK2  Domain, 
m  their  proper  habits. 

King,  Fair  sir,  God  save  you  I  Where  is  the 

princess? 
Boyet.  Gone  to  her  tent:  Please  it  your  majesty. 
Command  me  any  service  to  her  thither? 
King.  That  she  vouchsafe  me  audience  for  one 

word. 
Boyet.  I  will,  and  so  will  she,  I  know,  my  lord. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Bimfu  This  fellow  pecks  ap  wit,  as  pigeons  peas, 
And  ntters  it  a^in  when  J  eye  doth  please : 
He  is  wit's  peddler ;  and  retails  his  wares 
At  wakes,  and  wassals,  meetings,  markets,  fairs ; 
And  we  tliat  sell  by  gross,  the  Lord  doth  know, 
Have  not  the  ^ce  to  grace  it  with  such  show. 
Tliis  gallant  pms  the  wenches  on  his  sleeve ; 
Had  he  been  Adam,  he  had  tempted  Eve : 
He  can  carve  too,  and  lisp:  Why  this  is  he, 
That  kiss'd  away  his  liand  in  courtesy ; 
This  is  the  ape  of  form,  Monsieur  the  nice, 
That,  when  be  plays  at  tables,  chides  the  dice 
In  honoorablo  terms ;  nay,  he  can  sing 
A  mean  most  meanly;  and,  in  ushering. 
Mend  him  who  can :  the  ladies  call  him,  sweet; 
The  stairs,  as  he  treads  on  them,  kiss  his  feet : 
This  is  the  flower  that  smiles  on  every  one, 
To  show  his  teeth  as  white  as  whales*  bone ; 
And  consciences,  that  will  not  die  in  debt, 
Pay  him  the  due  of  honej-tongued  Boyet. 

King.  A  blister  on  his  sweet  tongue,  with  my 
heart. 
That  put  Armado*8  page  out  of  his  part ! 

Enkr  Ike  PRlNCBas,  wiheredly  Botet;  Rosauhe, 
B14RU,  Katuarihb,  md  Attendants. 

Birotu  See  where  it  comes  I — Behaviour,  what 
wert  thou. 
Tin  this  man  show'd  thee  ?  and  what  art  thou  now  ? 
King,  All  hail,  sweet  madam,  and  fair  time  of 

da;rl 
Prin.  Fair,  in  idl  hail,  is  foul,  as  I  conceive. 
King,  Construe  my  speeches  better,  if  you  may. 
PrvL  Then  wish  me  better,  I  will  give  you 

leave. 
King,  We  came  to  visit  you ;  and  purpose  now 
To  lead  yon  to  our  court :  voucnsare  it  then. 
iVvt.  This  field  shall  hold  me ;  and  so  hold  your 
vow: 
Nor  God,  nor  I,  delights  in  peijur'd  men. 
IRng.  Bebuke   me   not   for   that  which  yim 
provoke ; 
The  virtue  of  your  eye  must  break  my  oath. 
Piiiu  You  nick-name  virtue:  vice  you  should 
have  spoke; 
For  virtue  s  office  never  breaks  men's  troth. 
Kow,  by  my  maiden  honour,  yet  as  pure 

As  the  unsullied  lily,  I  protest, 
A  world  of  torments  though  I  should  endure, 

I  would  not  yield  to  be  your  house's  guest : 
So  much  I  hate  a  breakhig  cause  to  be 
Of  heavenly  oaths,  vow'd  with  integrity. 
Kiiuf.  0,  you  have  liv*d  in  desolation  here, 

Unseen,  unvisited,  much  to  our  shame. 
Prin,  Not  so,  my  lord,  it  is  not  so.  I  swear; 
We  have  had  pastimes  here,  and  pleasant  gaine ; 
A  mess  of  Uussians  left  us  but  of  Ute. 
King,  How,  madam  ?  Russians  ? 
Prin,  Ay,  in  truth,  my  lord ; 

Trim  gallants,  foil  of  courtship,  and  of  state. 

Hoa,  Madam,  speak  true :  It  is  not  so,  my  lord; 
My  lady  (to  the  manner  of  the  days), 
In  courtesy,  gives  undeserving  praise. 
We  four,  indeed,  confronted  were  with  four 
In  Russian  habit ;  here  they  stayed  an  hour, 
And  talk'd  apace;  and  in  that  hour,  my  lord, 
They  did  not  bless  us  with  one  happy  word. 
I  dare  not  call  them  fools ;  but  this  I  think, 
When  they  are  thirsty,  fools  would  fain  have  drink. 

Binm^  This  jest  is  dry  to  me.    Gentle  sweet. 
Tour  wit  makes  wise  things  foolbh ;  when  we  peet 
With  eyes  best  seeing  heaven's  fiery  eye, 
By  light  w«  loae  light :  Your  cauacitr 
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is  of  that  nature,  that  to  your  huge  store 
.  Wise  things  seem  foolish,  and  rich  things  but  poot 
Ro$,  This  proves  you  wise  and  rich,  for  in 

my  eye,— 
Biron,  I  am  a  fool,  and  full  of  poverty. 
Roa.  But  that  you  take  what  dom  to  you  belong, 
It  were  a  fairit  to  snatch  words  from  my  tongue. 
Birmu  0,  I  am  yours,  and  all  that  I  possess. 
Jio8.  All  the  fool  mine? 
Bircn.  I  cannot  give  yon  less. 

Bos.  Which  of  the  visors  was  it  that  vou  wore  ? 
Biron,  Where?  when?  what  visor?  why  demand 

you  this? 
Rob,  There,  then,  that  visor ;  that  superfluous  case, 
That  hid  the  worse,  and  show'd  the  better  face. 
King.  We  are  descried:  theyll  mock  us  noM 

downright. 
Dum,  Let  us  confess,  and  turn  it  to  a  jest. 
Prin,  Amaz*d,    my   lord?    Why   looks   yonf 

highness  sad? 
Bo$,  Help,  hold  his  brows  I  hell  swoon  /  Why 
look  you  ]mle? — 
Sea-sick,  I  think,  coming  from  Muscovy. 
Biron,  Thus  pour  the  stars  down  plagues  for 

perjury. 
Can  any  face  of  brass  hold  longer  out? — 
Here  stina  I,  lady;  dart  thy  skill  at  me ; 

Bruise  me  with  scorn,  confound  me  with  a  flout. 
Thrust  thy  sharp  wit  c^uite  through  my  igiiorance ; 

Cut  me  to  pieces  with  thy  keen  conceit ; 
And  I  will  wish  thee  never  more  to  dance, 
Nor  never  more  in  Russian  habit  wait 

0  never  will  I  trust  to  speeches  penn'd, 
Nor  to  the  motion  of  a  schoolboy's  tongue; 

Nor  never  come  in  visor  to  my  friend ; 

Nor  woo  in  rh^me,  like  a  blind  harper%  song. 
Taffiita  phrases,  silken  terms  precise, 

Three-piPd  hyoerboles,  spruce  affectation, 
Figures  pedantical ;  these  summer-flics 

Have  blown  me  full  of  maggot  ostentations 

1  do  forswear  them :  and  I  here  protest, 

By  this  white  glove,  (how  white  the  hand  God 
knows !) 
Henceforth  my  wooing  mind  shall  be  expressed 

In  russet  yeas,  and  honest  kersey  noes ; 
And,  to  begin,  wench,— so  God  help  me,  la! — 
My  love  to  thee  is  sound,  sans  crack  or  flaw. 

Bo$.  Sana  bans  I  pray  yon. 

^tron.  Yet  I  have  a  trick 

Of  the  old  rage : — bear  with  me,  I  am  sick ; 
111  leave  it  by  degrees.    Soft,  let  us  see  ;— 
Write  "  Lord  have  mercer  on  us,'*  on  those  three; 
They  are  infected,  in  theu:  heart  it  lies ; 
They  have  the  plague,  and  caught  it  of  your  eyes. 
These  lords  are  visited ;  you  are  not  free. 
For  the  Lord's  tokens  on  you  do  I  see.  [us. 

Prin,  No,  they  are  free  that  gave  these  tokens  to 

Biron.  Our  states  are  forfeit,  seek  not  to  undo  us. 

Boa,  It  is  not  so.    For  Iiuw  can  this  be  true, 
That  you  stand  forfeit,  being  those  that  sue? 

Biron,  Peace ;  for  I  will  n  >t  have  to  do  with  you. 

Bos,  Nor  shall  not,  if  I  do  as  I  intend. 

Biron,  Speak  for  yourselves,  my  wit  is  at  an  end 

King,  Teach  us,  sweet  madam,  for  our  rude 
transgression 
Some  fair  excuse. 

Prin.  The  fairest  is  confession. 

Were  you  not  here,  but  even  now,  disguis'd  ? 

King.  Madam,  I  was. 

Prin,  And  were  you  well  advis*d? 

King,  1  was,  fair  madam. 

Prin,  When  you  then  were  here, 

What  did  jon  whisper  in  your  1 
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Ktiig.  That  more  than  all  the  world  I  di  I  respect 
lipr. 

Pritu  When  she  shall  challenge  this,  you  Mrill 
reject  her. 

King,  Upon  mine  hononr  no. 

Prin,  Peace,  peacA,  forbear; 

Tour  oath  once  broke,  you  force  not  to  forswear. 

King,  Despise  me,  when  1  brenk  this  oath  of  mine. 

Prin.  1  will:  and  therefore  kcop  it: — liosaline, 
What  did  the  Russian  v  hi -per  in  your  ear? 

Ros.  Madam,  he  .vwore  that  he  did  hold  me  dear 
As  precit)Ud  eye-sight :  and  did  value  me 
Above  this  world:  adding  thereto,  moreover, 
That  he  would  wed  mo,  or  else  die  my  lover. 

Prin.  God  eive  thee  joy  of  him  !  the  noble  lord 
Most  honourably  doth  uphold  his  word.        [troth, 

Kiig.  What  mean  you,  madiira?  by  my  life,  my 
1  never  swore  this  lady  such  an  oath. 

Ro8.  By  He^xven  you  did;  and  to  confirm  it 
plain, 
Tou  gave  me  this :  but  take  it,  sir,  again. 

King.  My  faith,  and  this,  t!ic  i.rincess  I  did  give; 
I  knew  her  by  this  jewel  on  her  sloeve. 

Prin,  Pardon  me,  sir,  this  jewel  did  she  wear ; 
And  Lord  Biron,  1  thank  him,  is  my  dear  :— 
What ;  will  jow  have  nu*,  or  y4>ur  i)earl  again  ? 

Biron,  Neither  of  either,  I  remit  Doth  twain. 
I  see  the  trick  on't: — Hero  was  a  consent 
[Knowing  a  forehand  of  our  merriment). 
To  dash  it  like  a  Christ >nas  comedy :  [zany, 

Some  carry-tale,  some  please-man,  some  slight 
Some  mumble-news,  some  trencher-knight,  some 
Dick, —  L^rick 

That  smiles  his  che^k  in  years;  and  knows  the 
To  make  my  lady  laugh,  when  she's  disposed — 
'  Told  our  intents  before :  which  once  disclosed. 
The  ladies  did  clumge  favours ;  and  then  we, 
Following  the  .^igns,  woo'd  but  the  sign  of  she. 
Now,  to  our  perjury  to  add  more  terror. 
We  are  again  forsworn:  in  will,  and  error. 
Much  upon  this  it  is: — And  might  not  you, 

[To  BOTET. 

Forestal  otir  sport,  to  make  us  thus  untruo  ? 
Do  not  you  know  my  lady's  foot  by  the  squire, 

And  laugh  upon  the  apple  of  her  eve? 
And  stand  between  her  back,  sir,  an  1  the  fire, 

Holding  a  trencher,  je->iing  merrily  ? 
You  put  our  pa^re  out :  Go,  you  are  allow'd ; 
Die  when  you  will,  a  smock  shall  be  your  shrond. 
You  leer  upon  me,  do  you  ?  there^s  an  eye. 
Wounds  like  a  leaden  sword. 

Boyet,  Full  merrily 


Cost.  0  Lord,  sir,  it  were  a  pity  you  shoold 
get  your  living  by  reckoning,  sir. 

Biron.  How  much  is  it  ? 

Cost.  0  Lord,  sir,  the  parties  themselves,  the 
actors,  sir,  will  show  whereuntil  it  doth  amount: 
for  mine  own  part,  I  am,  as  they  say,  but  to  par 
feet  one  m&n,  in  one  poor  man;  Pompion  the 
Great,  sir, 

Biron.  Art  thou  one  of  the  worthies? 

Cost.  It  pleased  thesn  to  think  me  worthy  of 
Pompion  the  Great :  for  mine  own  part,  I  know 
not  tne  degree  of  the  worthy ;  but  I  am  to  stand 
for  him. 

Biron.  (Jo  bid  them  prepare. 

Cost.  We  will  turn  it  finely  off,  sir ;  we  will 
take  some  care.  [Exit  Costakd. 

King.  Biron,  they  will  shame  us,  let  them  not 
npproach.  [policy 

Biron.  We  are  shame-proof,  my  lord :  and  *tissome 
To  have  one  show  worse  than  the  king^  and  his 
company. 

King.  I  say,  they  shall  not  come. 

Prill.  Nay,  my  good  lord,  let  me  o'er-raleyounow. 
That  sport  best  pleases  that  doth  least  know  how : 
Where  zeal  strives  to  content,  and  the  contents 
Die  in  the  zeal,  of  that  which  it  presents 
Thp  form  confounded  makes  mi'8t  form  in  mirth ; 
AVh.M  great  tilings  labouring  peiish  in  their  birth. 

Biron,  A  right  description  of  our  sport,  my  lord. 

Enter  Armado. 

Ar^iu  Anointed,  I  implore  so  much  expense  of 

thy  royal  sweet  breath,as  will  utter  a  brace  of  words. 

[Armado  oonoerscs  mth  the  Kino,  and 

dditcrs  Jam  a  pajxr, 

Prin.  Doth  this  man  eerve  God  ? 

Biron.  Why  ask  you  ? 
'    Prin,  He  s  {>eaks  not  I  ike  a  man  of  God*s  making. 

Amu  That's  all  one,  my  fair,  sweet,  boner 
monarch:  for,  I  protest  the  schoolmaster  if 
exceeding  fantastical ;  too,  too  vain;  too,  too  vain; 
But  we  will  put  it,  as  they  say,  to  fortuna  della 
guerra,  I  wish  you  the  peace  of  mind,  most  royal 
CDuplementl  [ExitAvMAUO, 

King.  Hore  is  like  to  be  a  good  presence  of 
worthies :  1  le  presents  Hector  of  Troy ;  the  swain, 
Pompey  the  Great;  the  parish  curate,  Alexander; 
Armado*s  page,  Hercules;  the  pedant,  Jadas 
MachabfTUS. 

And  if  these  four  worthies  in  their  first  show  thrive, 
These  four  will  change  habits,  and  present  the  other 
five. 

Biron    There  w  fivft  in  thA  first  nhow. 
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Oiaif.  It  is  great,  sir;— "Pompey  surnam'd  the 
great  I 
That  oft  in  field,  \ritb  targe  and  shield,  did  make  mj 

foe  to  sweat : 
And  trayelling  along  this  coast,  I  here  am  come  hy 

chance; 
And  lay  my  arms  before  the  legs  of  this  sweet  lass 

of  France." 
If  your  ladyship  would  say,** Thanks, Pompey," I 
haa  done. 
PrvL  Great  thanks,  great  Pompey. 
Cost.  Tis  not  so  mach  worth ;  bat,  I  hope  I 
was  perfect :  I  made  a  little  fault  in  "  great" 

Btron.  My  hat  to  a  halfpenny,  Pompey  proves 
the  best  worthy. 

Snter  Nathaniel,  armed,  for  Alexander. 

Naih,  **  When  in  the  world  I  liv*d,  I  was  the 
world*s  commander ; 
By  east,  west,  north,  and  south,  I  spread  my  con- 
quering might; 
My  'scutcheon  plain  declares  that  I  am  Alisander.** 
Boyet.  Your  nose  says,  no,  you  are  not ;  for  it 

stands  too  right. 
Biron,   Your  nose  smells,   no,  in  this,  most 

tender-smelling  knight. 
Prin,  Theconouerorisdismay'd:  Proceed  good 

Alexander. 
NaA,  **  When  in  the  world  I  liv'd,  I  was  the 

world's  commander;" — 
Bouet.  Most  true,  tis  right;  yoa    were  so, 

Alisander. 
Binm.  Pompey  the  Great, — 
CotL  Your  servant,  and  Costard. 

DiroiL  Take  away  the  conqueror,  take  away 

Alisander. 
Oo$L  O,  sir,  [to  Kath.1  yoa  have  overthrown 
Alisander  the  conqueror  I  Yon  will  j-j  «K:n»L'^i] 
out  of  the  painted  cloth  for  this :  your  lion,  that 
holds  his  poU-ax  sitting  on  a  close  stool,  will  be 
given  to  A-jax :  he  will  be  the  ninth  worthy.  A 
conqueror,  and  afeard  to  speak  1  run  away  for 
shame,  Alisander.  [Nath.  retires.]  There,  ant 
shall  please  you ;  a  foolish  mild  man ;  an  honest 
man,  look  you,  and  soon  dashed !  He  is  a  marvel- 
lous good  neighbour,  in  sooth;  and  a  very  good 
bowler :  but,  for  Alisander,  alas,  you  see  how  'tis ; — 
a  little  o'erparted: — But  there  are  worthies  a 
coming  who  will  speak  their  mind  in  some  other 
sort 
•P^rm,  Stand  aside,  good  Pompey. 

SiUer  HoLorBKNES  for  Judas,  €md  Hlorafor 
Hercules. 
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Boyet,  To  make  Judas  hang  himself 

BoL  Begin,  sir;  you  are  my  eldar. 

Biron.  Well  followed:  Judas  was  hang*d  on  as 

elder. 
Hoi.  I  will  not  be  put  out  of  oountenanee. 
Biron.  Because  thou  hast  no  face. 
Hoi.  What  is  this? 
Boyet,  A  cittern-head. 
Dtm,  The  head  of  a  bodkin. 
Biron,  A  deaths  face  in  a  ring. 
Long,  The  face  of  an  old  Bioman  coin,  scarce 

seen. 
Boi/ct.  The  pummel  of  Csesar's  falchion. 
J>um,  The  carv'd-bone  face  on  a  flask. 
Biron,  St  George  s  half-cheek  in  a  brooch. 
Duni,  Ay,  and  in  a  brooch  of  lead. 
Biron,  Ay,  and  worn  in  the  cap  of  a  tooth- 
drawer. 
And  now,   forward;  for  we  have  pat  thee  in 

countenance. 
Hoi.  You  have  put  me  ont  of  countenance. 
Biron.  False :  we  have  given  thee  faces. 
HoL  But  you  have  out-faced  them  all. 
Biron.  An  thou  wert  a  lion,  we  would  do  so. 
Boyet,  Therefore,  as  he  is  an  ass,  let  him  go. 
And  so  adieu,  sweet  Jade  I  nay,  why  dost  thou 

stay? 
Dun,  For  the  latter  end  of  his  name. 
Biron.  For  the  ass  to  the  Jade ;  give  it  him : — 

Jud-as,  away ! 
HoL  This  is  not  generous;   not  gentle;    not 

humble. 
Boyet,  A  light  for  Monsieur  Jadas :  it  grows 

dark,  he  may  stumble. 
Drin.  Alas,  poor  Machabaeus,  how  hath  he  been 

baited! 

W^*Ar  Armado,  armed,  fir  Hector. 

Biron,  Hide  thy  head,  Achilles;  here  comes 
Hector  in  arms. 

Bum,  Though  my  mocks  come  home  by  me,  I 
will  now  be  merry. 

King.  Hector  was  but  a  Trojan  in  respect  of  this. 

Boyet,  But  is  this  Hector  ? 

Bum,  I  think  Hector  wasnotsodean-timberod. 

Long,  His  leg  is  too  big  for  Hector. 

Dum,  More  calf,  certain. 

Boyet,  No ;  he  is  best  indued  in  the  small. 

Biron,  This  cannot  be  Hector. 

Bum,  He's  a  god  or  a  pwnter;  for  he  makes 
faces. 

Arm,   **  The  armipotent  Mara,  of  lances  tiie 
almighty. 
Gave  Hector  a  erift," — 
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when  he  breathed,  he  was  a  man— bat  I  will  for> 
ward  with  my  device:  Sweet  royalty  [to  the 
PiiiKCE3s],  bestow  on  me  tlie  sense  of  hearing. 

[BiKON  toJiisjKTS  Costard. 

Drm.  Speak,  brave  Hector:  we  are  much 
delighted. 

^rm.  I  do  adore  thy  sweet  prace*8  slipper. 

Boyet,  Loves  her  by  the  foot. 

Dunu  He  may  not  by  tlic  yard. 

Arm,   **ThU  Hector  far  surmounted  Hanni- 
bal,"— 

Cat,  The  iiarty  is  gone,  fellow  Hector,  she  is 
gone ;  she  is  two  montlis  on  her  way. 

Amu  What  meanest  thou  ? 

Cost.  Faith,  unless  you  play  the  honest  Trojan, 
the  poor  wench  is  cast  away :  she's  quick ;  the 
chila  brags  in  her  belly  already ;  'tis  yours. 

Arm,  Dost  thou  intamouize  me  among  poten- 
tates? thou  shalt  die. 

Cost,  Then  shall  Hector  be  whipped,  for  Ja- 
quenetta  that  is  quick  by  him;  ana  hanged,  for 
Pompey  that's  dead  by  him. 

Vum,  Most  rare  Pompey  I 

BoyeU  Renowned  Pompey. 

Biron,  Greater  than  great,  great,  great,  great 
Pompey!    Pompey  the  huge  I 

Dum.  Hector  trembles. 

Biron,  Pompey  is  moved: — More  Ates,  more 
Ates;  stir  them  on  I  stir  them  on  I 

Dum,  Hector  will  clialleiigo  him. 

Biron.  Ay,  if  he  have  no  more  man's  blood  in% 
belly  than  will  sup  a  flea. 

Ann,  By  the  north  pole,  I  do  challenge  thee. 

Cost,  I  will  not  fi^lit  with  a  pole,  like  a  northern 
man  ;  111  slash ;  ni  do  it  by  the  sword : — 1  pray 
you,  let  me  borrow  my  arms  again. 

Dum,  Room  for  the  incensed  worthies* 

Cost,  ni  do  it  in  my  shirt. 

Dum.  Most  resolute  Pompey! 

Moth.  Master,  let  me  take  you  a  button -hole 
lower.  Do  you  not  see,  Pompey  is  unerasing  for 
the  combat  ?  What  mean  you  ?  you  will  lose  your 
reputation. 

Arm.  Gentlemen,  and  soldiers,  pardon  me;  I 
will  not  combat  in  my  shirt. 

Dum.  You  may  not  deny  it ;  Pompey  hath  made 
the  challenge. 

Arm,  Sweet  bloods,  I  both  may  and  MrilU 

Biron,  What  reason  have  you  for't? 

Arm,  The  naked  truth  of  it  is,  I  have  no  shirt; 
I  go  wool  ward  ft>r  penance. 

Boyet.  True,  and  it  was  enjoined  him  in  Rome 
for  want  of  linen:  since  when,  I'll  be  sworn,  he 
wore  none  but  adishclout  of  Jaquenettas;  and 
that  'a  wears  next  his  heart,  for  a  favour. 

Enter  Mercade. 

Mer,  God  save  you,  madam ! 

Prin,  Welcome,  Mercade ; 
But  that  thou  interrupt 'st  our  merriment. 

Mer,  I  am  sorry,  madam ;  for  the  news  T  bring 
Is  heavy  in  my  tongue.    The  king,  your  father — 

Prin,  Dead,  for  my  life. 

Mer.  Even  so  ;  my  tale  is  told. 

Biroiu  Worthies,  away;   the  scene  begins  to 
cloud. 

Ann.  For  mine  own   part,    I    breathe   free 

breath: 

I  have  seen  the  day  of  wrong  through  the  little 

hole  of  discretion,  and  I  will  right  my.nelf  like  a 

soldier.  [Exeunt  Worthies. 

King,  How  fares  your  majesty  ? 

Prin,  Boyet,  preimre ;  I  will  away  to-night 


King,  Madam,  not  so ;  I  do  beseech  yon  sta^« 
Prin,  i'remre,  I  say. — 1  thank  you,  gracioi* 

lords, 
For  all  your  fair  endeavours ;  and  entreat, 
Out  of  a  new-sad  soul,  that  you  vouchsafe 
In  your  rich  wisdom,  to  excuse,  or  hide, 
The  liberal  opposition  of  our  spirits: 
If  over-boldly  we  have  borne  ourselves 
In  the  cnnvei'se  of  breath,  your  gentleness 
Was  guilty  of  it. — Farewell,  worthy  lord  I 
A  heavy  heart  bears  ^ot  a  humble  tongue: 
Excuse  me  so,  coming  so  short  of  thanks 
For  my  great  suit  so  easily  obtain  d. 
King,  The  extreme  parts  of  time  extremeh 

form 
All  causes  to  the  purpose  of  his  speed ; 
And  often,  at  his  very  loose,  decides 
That  which  long  procej-s  could  not  arbitrate : 
And  though  the  mourning  brow  of  progeny 
Forbid  the  smiling  courtesy  of  love, 
I'he  holy  suit  which  fain  it  would  convince; 
Yet,  since  love's  aigument  was  first  on  foot, 
Let  not  the  cloud  of  sorrow  justle  it 
From  what  it  purpos'd;  since,  to  wail  friend> 

lost, 
Is  not  by  much  so  wholesome,  profitable. 
As  to  rejoice  at  friends  but  newly  found. 
Prin,  I    understand  you  not;   my  griefs  are 

double. 
Birvn,  Honest  plain  words  best  pierce  the  ears 

of  grief; — 
And  by  these  badges  understand  the  king 
For  your  fair  sakes  have  we  neglected  time ; 
Play'd  foul  play  with  our  oaths.    Your  beauty, 

ladit'S, 
Hath  much  deform 'd  us,  fashioning  our  humours 
Even  to  tlie  opposed  end  of  our  intents: 
And  what  in  us  hath  seem'd  ridiculous, — 
As  love  is  full  of  unbefitting  strains ; 
All  wanton  as  a  child,  skinping,  and  vain ; 
P'orm'd  by  the  eye,  and,  therefore,  like  the  eye, 
Full  of  sti-ay  shapes,  of  habits,  and  of  forms, 
Varying  in  subjects  as  the  eye  doth  roll 
To  every  varied  object  in  his  glance : 
Which  party-ctvited  presence  of  loose  love 
Put  on  oy  us,  if,  in  your  heavenly  eyes, 
Have  misbecomd  our  oaths  and  gravities. 
Those   heavenly   eyes,    that    look    into    these 

faults. 
Suggested  us  to  make :  Therefore,  ladies, 
Our   love    being   yours,   the   error   that   love 

makes 
Is  likewise  yours :  we  to  ourselves  prove  false. 
By  being  once  false  for  ever  to  be  true 
To  those  that  make  us  both,— fair  ladies,  yon: 
And  even  that  falsehood,  in  itself  a  sin, 
Thus  purifies  itself,  and  turns  to  grace. 
Prin,  We  have  received  your  letters,  foil  of 

love; 
Your  favours,  the  embassadors  of  love  ; 
And,  in  our  maiden  council,  rated  them 
At  courtship,  pleasant  jest,  and  courtesy, 
As  bombast,  and  as  lining  to  the  time : 
But  more  devout  than  this,  in  our  respects. 
Have  we   not   been,  and   therefore  met  your 

loves 
In  their  own  fashion,  like  a  merriment. 
Dvan,  Our  letters,  madam,  showed  much  more 

than  jest. 
Long,  So  did  our  looks. 
Bos,  We  did  not  quote  them  so. 

King,  Now,  at  the  latest  minute  of  the.hour«     t 
Grant  as  your  loves.         Digitized  by  LjOOglC 
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Pnru  A  timCf  methinks,  too  short 

To  make  a  world- without-end  barg:iiii  in : 
Ko»  no,  my  lord,  your  grace  ia  peijur'd  mncli, 
Full  of  dear  guiltiness;  and,  therefore  this, — 
If  for  my  love  (as  there  is  no  such  cause) 
You  will  do  aught,  this  shall  you  do  for  me : 
Your  oatli  I  will  not  trust ;  but  go  with  speed 
To  some  forlorn  and  naked  hermitage, 
Kemote  from  all  the  pleasures  of  the  world; 
There  stay,  until  the  twelve  cele»tial  signs 
Have  brought  about  their  annual  reckoning: 
If  this  austere  insociable  life 
Change  not  your  offer  made  in  heat  of  blood ; 
If  frosts,    and   fastSf   hard   lodging,   and    thin 

weeds, 
Nip  not  the  gaudy  blossoms  of  your  love, 
But  tliat  it  bear  this  trial,  and  last  love ; 
Then,  at  the  expiration  of  the  year, 
Come  challenge,  challenge  me  by  these  deserts, 
And,  by  this  virgin  palm,  now  kissing  thine, 
I  will  be  thine;  and,  till  that  instant,  shut 
My  woeful  self  up  in  a  mourning  house ; 
Kaining  the  tears  of  lamentation 
For  the  remembrance  of  my  father's  death 
If  tins  thou  do  deny,  let  our  hands  part; 
Neither  intitled  in  the  other's  heart. 
King.  If  this,  or   more   than   this,  I  would 
deny. 
To  flatter  up  these  powers  of  mine  with 
rest. 
The  fudden    hand  of   death  close    up    mhie 
eye 
Hence  ever  then  my  heart  is  in  thy  breast 
Biron,  And  what  to  me,  my  love  ?  and  what  to 

me? 
Am.  You  must  be  purged  too,  your  sins  are 
rank; 
Ton  are  attaist  with  faults  and  perjury; 
Therefore  if  you  my  favour  mean  to  get, 
A  twelvemonth  shall  you  spend,  and  never  rest, 
But  seek  the  weary  beds  of  people  sick. 
Dum*  But  what  to  me,  my  love  ?  but  wliat  to 

me? 
Katn.  A   wife!— A   beard,   fair  health,   and 
honesty ; 
With  three-fold  love  I  wish  you  all  these  three. 
Dum*  0.  shall   I   say,  I   thank   you,  gentle 

wife? 
Kath,  Not  so,  my  lord;  a  twelvemonth  and  a 
day 
111  mark  no   words   that   smooth-fac'd  wooers 

say: 
Come  when  the  king  doth  to  my  lady-  come. 
Then,   if   I   have   much    love.    111   give   yon 
some. 
Dim,  V\\  serre  thee  tme  and  faithfully  tUl 

then. 
Kaih.  Yet  swear  not,  lest  you  be   forsworn 

again. 
Long.  What  says  Maria? 
Mar.  At  the  twelvemonth^s  end, 

111    change   my  black    gown    for  a   faithful 
friend. 
Long.  Ill  stay  with  patience ;  bnt  the  time  is 

long. 
Mrrr.  The  liker  you :  few  taller  are  so  young. 
Biron.  Studies  my  lady?   mistress,   look   on 
me, 
Behold  the  window  of  my  heart,  mine  eye. 
What  humble  suit  attends  thy  answer  there; 
Impose  some  service  on  me  for  tliy  love. 
Mo$.  Oft   have   I   heard   of  you,   my  Lord 
Biron, 
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Before    I   saw    you:    and   the   worldV  Ivge 

tongue 
Proclaims  you  for  a  man  replete  with  mocks ; 
Full  of  comparisons  and  wounding  flouts ; 
Which  you  on  all  estates  will  execute. 
That  lie  within  the  mercy  of  your  wit : 
To  weed    this  wormwood  from  your   fruitful 

brain, 
And,  therewithal,  to  win  me,  if  you  please 
(Without  the  which  I  am  not  to  be  wonj, 
xou    shall    this  twelvemonth  term   from   day 

to  day 
Visit  the  speechless  sick,  and  still  conyerse 
With     groaning    wretches;     and    your    task 

shall  be, 
With  all  the  fierce  endeavour  of  your  wit, 
To  enforce  the  pained  impotent  to  smile. 
Biron,  To  move  wild  laughter  in  the  throat  of 

death  ? 
It  cannot  be ;  it  is  impossible : 
Mirth  cannot  move  a  soul  in  agony. 
Boa.  Wh^,  that's  the  way  to  choke  a  gibing 

spirit, 
Whose  influence  is  begot  of  that  loose  g^ce 
Which    shallow     laughing     hearers    give    to 

fools : 
A  jest's  prosperity  lies  in  the  ear 
Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongue 
Of  him  that  makes  it :  then,  if  sickly  ears, 
Deafd  with   the  clamours   of  their  own  dear 

groans. 
Will  hear  your  idle  scorns,  continue  then. 
And  I  will  have  you,  and  that  fault  withal; 
But,    if    they    will    not,    throw    away    that 

spirit. 
And  I  shall  find  you  empty  of  that  fianlt, 
Right  joyful  of  your  reformation. 
Biron.  A  twelvemonth?  well,  befal  what  will 

befal, 
111  jest  a  twelvemonth  in  an  hospital.  . 
Prin.  Ay,  sweet  my  lord ;  and  so  I  take  my 

leave.  [To  tJie  Kino. 

King.  No,  madam;  we  will  bring  you  on  your 

way. 
Biron,  Our  wooing  doth  not  end  like  ah  old 

Jack  hath  not  Jill :  these  ladies*  courtesy 
Might  well  have  made  our  sport  a  comedy. 

King.  Come,  sir,  it  wants  a  twelvemonth  and 
a  day. 
And  then  *twill  end. 

Biron.  That^  too  long  for  a  play. 

JViter  Abmado. 

Arm.  Sweet  majesty,  youchsafe  me, — 

Prm.  Was  not  that  Hector? 

Dum.    The  worthy  knight  of  Troy. 

Arm.  I  will  kiss  thy  royal  finger,  and  take 
leave.  I  am  a  votary ;  I  have  vowed  to  Jaque- 
netta  to  hold  the  plough  for  her  sweet  love  three 
years.  But,  most  esteemed  greatness,  will 
you  hear  the  dialogue  that  the  two  learned  men 
have  compiled,  in  praise  of  the  owl  and  the 
cuckoo  ?  it  should  have  followed  in  the  end  of 
our  show. 
,  King.  Call  them  forth  quickly,  we  will  do  so. 

Arm.  Holhil  approach. 

Enter  Holofsbnbb,  Nathaviel,  Moth,  Costabd, 
and  othen. 

This  side  is  Hlems,  winter :  this  Ver,  the  spring : 
the  one  maintained  by  the  owl,  the  other  by  the 
eackoo.    Vor,  begin. 
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Gfbjmq.  When  daisies  pied,  and  Tloleta  olne, 
And  lady-sraocks  all  ailver  white. 
And  oackoo  buds  of  yellow  hue. 

Do  paiut  the  meadows  with  delighti 
The  cuckoo  then,  on  eyery  tree. 
Mocks  married  men.  for  thus  sings  he. 

Cuckoo : 
Cnckoo.  cuckoo,— O  word  of  fear, 
Unpleasing  to  a  married  ear  I 

n. 

When  shepherds  pipe  on  oaten  straws, 
And  meny  larks  are  ploughmen's  olock«i. 

When  turtles  tread,  and  rooks,  and  daws, 
And  maidens  bleach  theirsummer-smocka, 

The  cuckoo  then,  on  every  tree. 

Mocks  married  men,  for  Uius  sings  hfl^ 
Ouckoo; 

Caokoo,  cnckoo,— O  word  of  tmx, 

Taplaosing  to  a  manled  aar  I 


WniTEB.  When  Idolca  bang  by  the  wall. 

And  Dick  the  shepherd  blows  his  oaa] 
And  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  hall. 

And  milk  comes  fruzen  home  in  pal]. 
When  blood  is  nipp'd  and  ways  be  foul. 
Then  nightly  sings  the  staring  owl. 

To-who ; 
Tu-whit,  to-who,  a  meny  note^ 
While  greasy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot. 

IV. 

When  all  aloud  the  wind  doth  blow. 

And  ooughing  drowns  the  parson's  saw. 
And  birds  sit  brooding  in  the  snow, 

And  Marian's  nose  looks  red  and  raw. 
When  roasted  crabs  hiss  in  the  bowl. 
Then  nightly  sings  the  staring  owl, 

To-who; 
Tu-whit,  to-who,  amenrnote. 
While  greasy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot 
Arm,  The  wordB  of  Mercurj  are  harsh  after 
the  songs  of  Apollo.  You,  that  waj;  we,  this  waj. 
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DRAMA  US  PERSON jE, 


BAPTIBTA.  a  rich  fentleman  of  Padua. 

VTWCBHTIO.  aa  old  gontleman  of  Piaa. 

LuuttWTi.0.  ton  to  VlncenUo,  la  love  wltli  Biaaca. 

PETRVOIO,  a  gentl«aaa  of  Voroaa,  a  raltor  to  Kathulna. 

6EB]a0.asvltortoBUnca.  HOR^IBIO.amiitortoBJaaao. 

TSAKIO.  Btrraat  to  Lac«ntio. 

BZOMSSLLO,  nmat  to  Locoatlo. 


OBTTMIO.MnraattoPetniclo.  ODBTIB,  Nrraat  to  Potroolo 

PSDAJlT.  an  old  fellow  Mt  ap  to  penoaato  Vlacoatto. 

KATBABIHA,  the  ihrew  daughter  to  Baptista. 

BIAHCA,  lUtar  toKatharlaa,  and  daughter  to  BaptlstA. 

Widow. 

TMlor,  Eaberdaihor,  and  Benraato  attondlaff  on  Baptista 

aadPetrado. 


8CSNB.— BometlmMtaPadoa;  and  MBctlmei  la  Petrudo'i  Bovm  ta  the  Co«atry. 


INDUCTION. 
A  Lord.    Ohrlitopher  8I7,  a  draaken  Tiaker.   Hoetoia,  Page,  Playen.  Haatoaea,  aad  other  Serraati. 

SCENE  L^B^fifrt  an  AWunm  on  a  Heath, 
Enter  Hostess  and  Sly. 


igjf.  ni  pheese  you,  in  faith. 

Bo8t.  A  pair  of  stocks,  you  rogue  I 

Shf,^  y *  are  a  baggage ;  the  Slys  are  no  rogues : 
Look  in  the  chronicles,  we  came  in  with  Richard 
Conqueror.  Therefore,  jpauea3  jpdUabria;  let  the 
world  slide:  Seaaal 

Host.  You  will  not  pay  for  the  glasses  you 
have  burst? 

Sly.  No,  not  a  denier :  Go— by  8.  Jeronimy— 
Go  to  thy  cold  bed,  and  warm  thee. 

Host.  I  know  my  remedy,  I  must  go  fetch  the 
thirdborough.  [Exit, 

Sly.  Third,  or  fourth,  or  fifth  borough,  I'll 
answer  him  by  law:  111  not  budge  an  inch,  boy; 
let  him  come,  and  kindly. 

[Lies  down  on  the  ground,  ofid/dUa  adee^ 

Wmd  Bomg,    Enter  a  Lord  from  hunting,  with 
hia  TVom. 

lard.  Huntsman,  I  charge  thee,  tender  well  my 
hounds : 
Brach  Merriman,  -  the  poor  cur  is  emboss'd ; 
And  couple  Clowder  with  the  deep-mouth 'd  brach. 
8aw*st  thou  not,  boy,  how  Silver  made  it  good 
At  the  hedge  comer,  in  the  coldest  fault  ? 
I  would  not  lose  the  dog  for  twenty  pound. 

1  Hun,  Why^  Bel  man  is  as  good  as  he,  my  lord; 
He  cried  upon  it  at  the  merest  loss, 
AnJ  twice  to-day  pick'd  out  the  dullest  scent: 
Trust  me,  I  take  him  for  the  better  dog. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  fool ;  if  Echo  were  as  fleet, 

L would  esteem  him  worth  a  dozen  such. 
at  sup  them  well,  and  look  unto  them  all; 
To-morrow  I  intend  to  hunt  again. 

1  Hun.  I  will,  my  lord. 

LonL  What's  here?  one  dead,  or  drunk?  See, 
doth  he  breathe? 

2  Hun.  He  breathes,  my  lord :  Were  he  not 

warm'd  with  ale. 
This  were  a  bed  but  cold  to  sleep  so  soundly. 
Lard.  O  monstrous  beast !  how  like  a  swme  he 

lies! 
Qrim  death,  how  fooland  loathsomeia  thine  imagel 


Sirs,  I  will  practise  on  this  drunken  man. 
What  think  you,  if  he  were  convey'd  to  bed, 
Wrapped  in  sweet  clothes,  rings  put  upon  his 

fingers, 
A  most  delicious  banquet  by  his  bed, 
And  brave  attendants  near  him  when  he  wakes, 
Would  not  the  beggar  then  forget  himself? 

1  Hun.   Believe  me,  lord,  I  think  he  cannot 
choose. 

S  Hun.  It  would  seem  straqge  unto  him  when 
he  wak'd.  [fancy. 

Lord  Even  as  a  flattering  dream,  or  worthless 
Then  take  him  up,  and  manage  well  the  jest : 
Carry  him  gently  to  my  fairest  chamber. 
And  hang  it  round  with  all  my  wanton  pictures : 
Balm  his  foul  head  in  warm  distilled  waters. 
And  bum  sweet  wood  to  make  the  lodging  sweet : 
Procure  me  music  ready  when  he  wakes. 
To  make  a  dulcet  and  a  heavenly  sound. 
And  if  he  chance  to  8i)eak,  be  ready  straight. 
And,  with  a  low  submissive  reverence. 
Say, — What  is  it  your  honour  will  command  ? 
Let  one  attend  him  with  a  silver  bason. 
Full  of  rose-water,  and  bestrew'd  with  flowers  | 
Another  bear  the  ewer,  the  third  a  diaper, 
And  say, — Will't  please  your  lordship  cool  your 

hands? 
Some  one  be  ready  with  a  costly  suit, 
And  ask  him  what  apparel  he  will  wear; 
Another  tell  him  of  his  hounds  and  horse, 
And  that  his  lady  mourns  at  his  disease : 
Persuade  him  that  he  hath  been  lunatic ; 
And  when  he  says  he  is  — ,  say,  that  he  dreams« 
For  he  is  nothing  but  a  mighty  lord. 
This  do,  and  do  it  kindly,  gentle  sirs ; 
It  will  be  pastune  passing  excellent, 
If  it  be  husbanded  with  modesty. 

1  Hun,  My  lord,  I  warrant  yon,  well  play  our 
part. 
As  he  shall  think,  by  our  tiue  diligencb, 
He  is  no  less  tlian  what  we  say  he  is. 

Lord,  Take  him  up  gently  and  to  bed  with  him 
And  each  one  to  hb  office,  when  be  wakes. 

[Some  bear  out  Sly.    A  trumpet  sounas. 
Sirrah,  go  see  what  trumpet  'tis  that  sounds : 

"JSet^  Servant. 
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Bdlike  some  noble  gentleman  that  means, 
Travelling  some  journey,  to  repose  him  here. 

He-enUr  a  Servant 

How  now?  who  is  it? 

Scro.  An*t  please  your  honour,  players, 

That  offer  service  to  your  lordship. 

Lord,  Did  them  come  near. 

JSh^  Flayers. 

Now,  fellows,  you  are  welrome. 

rUrtjera,  We  thank  your  honour. 

Loril.  Do  you  intend  to  stay  with  me  to-night? 

2  l^lay.  So  please  your  lord;>hip  to  accept  our 
duty. 

Lord,  With  all   my  heart,— This    feUow    I 
remember, 
Since  once  he  play'd  a  farmer's  eldest  son  ;— 
'Tvvas  where  you  woo'd  the  gentlewoman  so  well  r 
T  have  forgot  your  name ;  but,  sure,  that  part 
Was  aptly  fitted,  and  naturally  perform'd. 

1  Play,  i  think,  'twas  Soto  that  your  honour 
means. 

Lord.  'TIS  very  true ;— thou  didst  it  excellent — 
Well,  you  are  come  to  me  in  happy  time ; 
The  rather  for  I  have  some  sport  in  hand, 
Wherein  your  cunning  can  assist  me  nruch. 
There  is  a  lord  will  hear  you  play  to-night : 
But  I  am  doubtful  of  your  modesties ; 
Lest,  over-eying  of  his  odd  behaviour 
JFor  vet  his  honour  never  heard  a  play), 
Vou  break  into  some  merry  imssion, 
And  so  offend  hun ;  for  1  tell  you,  sirs, 
If  you  should  smile,  he  grows  imi)aticnt 

1  Play.  Fear  not,  my  lord ;   we  can  contain 
ourselves, 
Were  he  the  veriest  antic  in  the  world. 

Ijord  Go,  sirrah,  take  them  to  the  buttery 
And  give  them  friendly  welcome  every  one : 
Let  them  want  nothing  that  my  house  affurdi. 

[Exeunt  Servant  and  Flayers. 
Sirrah,  go  you  to  Bartholomew,  my  i)ago, 

[To  a  Servant 
And  see  htm  dress'd  in  all  suits  like  a  lady : 
That  done, conduct  him  to  the  drunkard's  cliaui  ber. 
And  call  him  madam ;  do  him  obeisance. 
Tell  him  from  me,  as  he  will  win  my  love, 
He  bear  himself  with  honourable  action, 
Such  as  he  hath  observ'd  in  noble  ladies 
Unto  their  lords,  by  them  accomplished : 
Such  duty  to  the  drunkard  let  him  do. 
With  soft  low  tongue,  and  lowly  courtesy; 
And  sav, — What  is't  your  honour  will  command, 
Wherem  your  lady,  and  your  humble  wife. 
May  show  her  duty,  and  make  known  her  love? 
And  then,  with  kind  embracements,  tempting 

kisses, 
And  with  declining  head  into  his  bosom. 
Bid  him  shed  tears,  as  being  overjoyed 
To  see  her  noble  lord  restor'd  to  health, 
Who,  for  this  seven  years,  hath  esteemed  him 
No  better  than  a  poor  and  loatlisomc  be^.^ar : 
And  if  the  boy  have  not  a  woman's  gift, 
To  raui  a  shower  of  commanded  tears. 
An  onion  will  do  well  for  such  a  shift ; 
Which  in  a  napkin  being  close  convey'd, 
Shall  in  despite  enforce  a  watery  eye. 
See  this  despatch *d  with  all  the  haste  thou  canst; 
AnoQ  I'll  give  thee  more  instructions. 

[KxU  Servant 
I  know  the  boy  will  well  usurp  the  grace. 
Voice,  gait,  and  action  of  a  gentlewoman ; 
I  long  to  hnar  him  call  the  drunkard  husband; 


THE   SHREW. 
And  how  my  men  will  stay  themselves  from 

laugliter. 
When  they  do  homage  to  this  simple  peasant 
ril  in  to  counsel  them :  haply,  my  presence 
Nay  well  abate  the  over-merr^  spleen, 
Wliich  otherwise  would  grow  into  extremes. 

[ExewnL 

SCENE  11.—^  Bedchamber  in  the  LordsJabttSc 

Sly  m  discjorered  in  a  rich  night-goton.  tdth 
Attendants ;  smnc  with  apparely  otfiers  icith  bastn, 
euxr,  and  other  appurtenances.  Enter  Lord, 
dressed  like  a  servant, 

«S7//.  For  God's  sake,  a  pot  of  small  ale. 

1  Sen,  Will  t  please  your  lordship  drink  a  cup 

of  sack  ? 

2  Serv,  Will't  please  your  honour  taste  of  these 

conserves? 

3  Serv,  What  raiment  will  your  honour  wear 

to^ay? 

Sly.  I  am  Christophero  Sly.  Call  not  me 
honour,  nor  lordship :  I  ne'er  drank  sack  in  my 
life;  and  if  you  give  me  any  conserves,  give  me 
conserves  of  beef.  Ne'er  ask  me  what  raiment 
ni  wear;  for  I  have  no  more  doublets  than  backs, 
no  more  stockings  than  legs,  nor  no  more  shoes 
than  feet;  nay,  sometime  more  feet  than  shoes, 
or  such  shoes  as  my  toes  look  through  the  over* 
leather. 

Lord,  Heaven  cease  this  idle  homour  in  jour 
honour  I 
O,  that  a  mighty  man  of  such  descent, 
Of  such  posso-sions,  and  so  high  esteem, 
Should  be  infused  with  so  foul  a  spirit  1 

Sly.  Whatl  would  you  make  me  mad?  Am  not 
I  Christopher  Sly,  old  Slys  son,  of  IJurton-heath; 
by  birth  a  pedler,  by  education  a  card-maker,  by 
transmutation  a  bear-herd,  ai.d  now  by  present 
profession  a  tinker?  A^k  Marian  Hacket,  the  &t 
ale-wife  of  Wincot,  if  she  know  me  not :  if  sh?  say 
I  am  not  fourteen  pence  on  the  score  for  sheer  ale, 
score  me  up  for  the  iyingest  knave  in  Christendom. 
Whatl  I  am  not  bestraught:     Here's 

1  Serv.  O,  this  it  is  that  makes  your  Udy  mourn. 

2  Serv.  O,  this  it  is  that  makes  your  servants 

droop. 
Lord,  Hence  comes  it  that  your  kindred  shun 

your  house, 
As  beaten  hence  by  your  strange  lunacy. 
0,  noble  lord,  bethink  thee  of  tliy  birth; 
Call  home  thy  ancient  thoughts  trom  banishmeDt, 
And  banish  hence  these  abject  lowly  dreams. 
Look  how  thy  servants  do  attend  on  thee, 
Each  in  his  office  readv  at  thy  beck. 
Wilt  thou  have  music?    barkl    Apollo  plays, 

[Music 
And  twenty  caged  nightingales  do  smg: 
Or  wilt  thou  sleep?  we'll  have  thee  to  a  couch. 
Softer  and  sweeter  than  the  lustful  bed 
On  purpose  trimm'd  up  for  Semiramis. 
Say,  thou  wilt  walk :  we  will  bestrew  the  ground: 
Or  wilt  thou  ride?  thy  horses  shall  be  trapp'd. 
Their  harness  studded  all  u  ith  gold  and  pearl. 
Dost  thou  love  hawking?  thou  hast  hawks  will  soar 
Above  the  morning  lark:  Or  wilt  thou  hunt? 
Thy  hounds  shall  make  the  welkin  answer  them. 
And  fetch  shrill  echoes  from  the  hollow  earth. 

1  Serv,  Say,  thou  wilt  course ;  thy  greyhounds 

are  as  swift 
As  breathed  stags,  ay,  fleeter  than  the  roe. 

2  Serv,  Dost  thou  love  pictures  ?  we  will  fistcb 

*^"^"  Digitized  by  Google 


TAMING  OF 

Adonis,  painted  by  a  nmotng  brook ; 

And  C^rtlierea  all  in  sedges  hid, 

Which  seem  to  move  and  wanton  with  her  breath, 

Even  as  the  waving  sedged  play  with  wind. 

Lord,  Well  show  thee  lo,  as  she  was  a  maid; 
And  how  she  was  beguiled  and  surprb'd, 
As  lively  painted  as  the  deed  was  done.       [wood ; 

3  Serv.  Or  Daphne,  roaming  throna^h  a  thorny 
Scratching  her  legs  that  one  shall  swear  she  bleeds: 
And  at  that  sight  shall  sad  Apollo  weep, 
So  workmanly  the  blood  and  tears  are  drawn. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  lord,  and  nothing  but  a  lord : 
Tliou  hast  a  lady  far  more  beautiful 
Than  any  woman  in  this  waning  age.  [thee, 

1  Serv.  And,  till  the  tears  that  she  hath  shed  for 
Like  envious  floods,  o'er-ran  her  lovely  face, 

She  was  the  fairest  creature  in  the  world ; 
And  yet  she  b  inferior  to  none. 

Sly.  Am  I  a  lord?  and  have  I  snch  a  lady? 
Or  do  I  dream,  or  have  I  dream'd  till  now  ? 
I  do  not  sleep:  I  see,  I  hear,  I  speak ; 
I  smell  sweet  savours,  and  I  feel  soft  things  ^~ 
Upon  my  life,  I  am  a  lord,  indeed; 
And  not  a  tinker,  nor  Christopher  Sly. 
Well,  bring  our  lady  hither  to  our  sight; 
And,  once  again,  a  pot  o'  the  smallest  ale. 

2  &rv.  Wiirt  please  your  mightiness  to  wash 

jour  hands? 

[Semnts  present  an  ewer,  basm, 
and  napkin. 
Of  how  wo  joy  to  see  your  wit  restored  I 
0,  that  once  more  you  knew  but  what  you  are  I 
These  fifteen  years  vou  have  been  in  a  dream ; 
Or,  when  you  wak'd,  so  wak'd  as  if  you  slept. 

Sly,  These  fifteen  years?  by  my  fay,  agoodly  nap. 
Bat  did  I  never  speak  of  all  that  time? 

1  Serv,  O  yes,  my  lordj  but  very  idle  words: — 
For  though  you  lay  here  m  thi-*  goodly  chamber. 
Yet  would  you  say  ye  were  beaten  out  of  door: 
And  rail  upon  the  fiostess  of  the  house; 
And  say,  vou  would  present  her  at  the  leet. 
Because  she  brought  stone  jugs  and  no  seal  'd  quarts: 
Sometimes  you  would  call  out  for  Cicely  Hackct. 

iS(y.  Ay,  the  woman's  maid  of  the  house. 

8  Ser.  Why,  sir,  you  know  no  house,  nor  no  such 
maid ; 
Nor  no  such  men  as  you  have  reckoned  up, — 
As  Stephen  Sly,  and  Old  John  Naps  of  Greece, 
And  Peter  Turf,  and  Henry  Pimpernell ; 
And  twenty  more  such  names  and  men  as  these, 
Which  never  were,  nor  no  man  ever  saw. 

tSly,  Now,  Lord  be  thanked  for  my  good  amends ! 

Au,  Amen, 


S^.  I  thank  thee;  then  shalt  not  lose  by  it. 
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Enter  the  Page,  as  a  lady,  wUh  Attendant!. 

Page.  How  fares  my  noble  lord? 

Sly.  Marry,  I  fare  well ;  for  here  is  cheer  enough 
Where  is  my  wife  ?  [her? 

Page,  Here,  noble  lord.    What  is  thy  will  with 

Sly.  Are  vou  my  wife,  and  will  not  call  me 
husband? 
My  men  should  call  me  lord ;  I  am  your  goodman. 

Page,  My  husband  and  my  lord,  my  loii  and 
husband ; 
I  am  your  wife  in  all  obedience. 

Sly.  I  know  it  well :  Wliat  must  I  call  her? 

Li^rd,  Madam. 

Sly.  Al'ce  madam,  or  Joan  madam? 

Lord,  Madam,  and  nothing  else;  so  lords  call 
ladies. 

Sly,  Madam  wife,  they  say  that  I  have  dream^ 
And  slept  above  some  fifteen  year  or  more. 

Page.  Ay,  and  the  time  seems  thirty  unto  me. 
Being  all  this  time  abandon 'd  from  your  bed. 

Sly.  Tis  much.  Servants,  leave  me  and  her  alone. 
Madam,  nndre-ss  you,  and  come  now  to  bed. 

Page.  Thrice  noble  lord,  let  me  entreat  of  yon 
To  pardon  me  yet  for  a  night  or  two; 
Or,  if  not  so,  until  the  sun  be  set: 
For  your  physicians  have  expressly  charged. 
In  peril  to  incur  your  former  malady. 
That  I  should  yet  absent  me  from  your  bed: 
I  hope,  this  reason  stands  for  my  excuse. 

Sty,  Ay,  it  stands  so,  that  I  may  hardly  tarry  so 
long.  But  I  would  be  loth  to  fall  into  m v  dreams 
agam.  I  will  therefore  tarry,  in  despite  of  the  flesh 
and  the  blood« 

Enter  a  Servant 

Sero,  Tour  honours   players,   hearing  yoni 
amendment. 
Are  come  to  play  a  pleasant  comedy, 
For  so  your  aociors  hold  it  very  meet: 
Seeing  too  much  sadness  hath  congeal'd  your  blood. 
And  melancholy  is  the  nurse  of  frenzy ; 
Therefore,  they  thought  it  good  you  hear  a  play. 
And  frame  your  mind  to  mirth  and  merriment. 
Which  bars  a  thousand  harms,  and  lengthens  life. 

Sly.  Marry,  I  will  let  them  play :  Is  it  not  a  com- 
monty,  a  Christmas  gambol,  or  a  tumbling-trick? 

Page.  No,  my  good  lord;  it  is  more  pleasing 
stuff. 

Sly.  What,  honsehold  stuff? 

Page.  It  is  a  kind  of  history. 

Shj.  Well,  we'll  see't: 
Come,  madam  wife,  sit  by  my  side. 
And  let  the  world  slip;  we  shall  ne'er  be  younger. 

[Ifi^sitdowi^ 


ACT  L 


SCENE  I.— Padua.    A  puliUe  Place, 

Enter  LuoEimo  and  TKAKia 

I/ue,  Tranio,  since,  for  the  great  desire  I  had 
To  see  fair  Padua,  nursery  of  arts, 
I  am  arriv'd  for  fruitful  Lombardy 
The  pleasant  garden  of  great  Italy; 
And,  by  my  father's  love  and  leave,  am  armM 
With  his  good  will,  and  thy  good  company. 
My  trusty  servant,  well  approv'd  in  all ; 
Here  let  us  breathe,  and  haply  in.stitute 
A  ooorse  of  learning,  and  inj^enioos  studies. 
Pisa,  renowned  for  grave  citizens, 
Qave  me  my  being,  and  my  father  first, 
A  merchant  of  great  traffic  through  the  world, 
Vinoentio  oome  of  the  BentiToUl. 


Vincentlo%  son,  brought  up  in  Florence, 
It  shall  become,  to  serve  all  hopes  conceived, 
To  deck  his  fortune  with  his  virtuous  deeds: 
And  therefore,  Tranio,  for  the  time  1  study. 
Virtue,  and  that  part  of  philosophy 
Will  I  apply,  that  treats  of  happiness 
By  virtue  'specially  to  be  achiev'd. 
Tell  me  thy  mind :  for  I  have  Pisa  left, 
And  am  to  Padua  come,  as  he  that  leaves 
A  shallow  plash,  to  plunge  him  in  the  deep, 
And  with  satiety  seeks  to  ouench  his  thirst 

Tra,  M  j)cr(fowate,  gentle  master  mina, 
I  am  in  all  affected  as  yourself; 
Glad  that  you  thus  continue  your  resolra, 
To  suck  the  sweets  of  sweet  philosonhy. 
Only,  good  master,  while  we  do  admire        , 
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This  rirtnef  and  this  moral  discipline. 

Let's  be  no  stoics,  nor  no  stocks,  I  pray ; 

Or  so  devote  to  Aristotle's  checks, 

As  Ovid  be  an  outcast  quite  abjur'd : 

Balk  logic  with  acquaintance  that  you  have, 

And  practise  rhetoric  in  jour  common  talk: 

Music  and  poesy  use  to  quicken  you ; 

The  mathematics  and  the  metapliysics. 

Fall  to  them,  as  yon  find  your  stomnch  serves  you  ; 

No  profit  grows  where  is  no  pleasure  ta'en; — 

In  brief,  sir,  study  ^vhat  you  most  afifect. 

Luc,  Gramercies,  Tranio,  well  dost  thou  advise. 
If,  Biondello,  thou  wert  come  ashore. 
We  could  at  once  put  us  in  readiness ; 
And  take  a  lodging,  fit  to  entertain 
Such  friends  as  time  in  Padna  shall  begeL 
But  stay  awhile :  What  company  is  this? 

Tra,  Master,  some  show,  to  welcome  us  to 
town. 

EnUr  Baptista,  Katharika,  Bianoa,  Gremio, 
cand  UoaTENSio.  Lucxntio  aand  Tranio  stand 
aside, 

Bern,  Gentlemen,  importune  me  no  fiirther. 
For  now  I  firmly  am  resolv'd  you  know : 
That  is,  not  to  bestow  my  youngest  daughter, 
Before  I  have  a  husband  for  the  elder : 
If  either  of  you  both  love  Katharina, 
Because  I  know  you  well,  and  love  you  well. 
Leave  shall  you  have  to  court  her  at  your  pleasnre. 

Ore,  To  cart  her  rather:  She's  too  rough  for  me : 
There,  there,  Hortensio,  wDl  you  any  wife? 

Kaih,  I  prav  you,  sir  [to  Bap.I  is  it  your  will 
To  make  a  stale  of  me  amongst  these  mates  ? 

Hot,  Mates,  maid!  how  mean  you  that?   no 
mates  for  vou, 
Unless  you  were  of  gentler,  milder  mould. 

Kath,  I'faith,  sir,  you  shall  never  ne^  to  fear ; 
I  wisj  it  is  not  half  way  to  her  heart : 
But,  if  it  were,  doubt  not  her  care  should  be 
To  comb  your  noddle  with  a  thrce-legg'd  stool. 
And  paint  your  face,  and  use  you  like  a  fool. 

Hot,  From  all  such  devils,  good  Lord,  deliver 
usi 

Ore,  And  me  too,  good  Lord ! 

Tra,  Hush,  master  I  here  is  some  good  pastime 
toward; 
That  wench  is  stark  mad,  or  wonderful  froward. 

Luc  But  in  the  othei's  silence  do  I  see 
Maids'  mild  behaviour  and  sobriety. 
Peace,  Tranio. 

Tra,  Well  said,  master;  mumt  and  gaze  yonr 
fill. 

Bap,  Gentlemen,  that  I  may  soon  make  good 
What  I  have  said,  Bianca,  get  you  in : 
And  let  it  not  displea>e  thee,  good  Bianca ; 
For  I  will  love  thee  ne'er  the  Jess,  my  girl. 

KaHh,  A  pretty  peat ;  tis  best 
Pat  finger  in  the  eye — an  she  knew  why. 

Bum,  Sister,  content  you  in  my  discontent. 
Sir,  to  your  pleasure  humbly  I  subscribe : 
My  books  and  instruments  shall  be  my  company ; 
On  them  to  look,  and  practise  by  myself. 

Luc  Hark,  Tranio  1  thou  mayst  hear  Minerva 
speak.  [Aside 

Hot,  Signior  Baptista,  will  you  be  so  strange? 
Sorry  am  I  that  our  good  will  effects 
Bianca^  grief. 

Ore  ^^/«  ^^^^^  y^^  ™®^  ^^» 

Signior  Baptista,  for  this  nend  of  hell. 
And  make  ner  bear  the  penance  of  her  tongue? 
Bap,  Gentlemen,  content  ye;  I  am  resolv'd: 
Go  in,  Bianca.  [ExU  Biahga. 
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And,  fbr  I  know  she  taketh  most  delight 
In  music,  instruments,  and  poetry. 
Schoolmasters  will  1  keep  within  my  house^ 
Fit  to  instruct  her  youth.    If  you,  Hortensio 
Or,  Signior  Gremio,  you  know  any  such, 
Prefer  them  hither ;  for  to  cunning  men 
I  will  be  very  kind,  and  liberal 
To  mine  own  children  in  ^od  bringing-np ; 
And  so  farewell.    Kathanna,  you  maj  stay ; 
For  I  have  more  to  commune  with  Bianca.  [Eadt, 

Kaih.  Why,  and  I  trust  I  may  go  too.  May  I  not? 
What,  shall  I  be  appointed  hours;  as  though, 

belike, 
I  knew  not  what  to  take,  and  what  to  leave?  Ha! 

[EocU, 
^  Ore.  You  nuiy  go  to  the  devills  dam :  your 
gifts  are  so  good  here's  none  will  hold  you.  Their 
love  is  not  so  great,  HortensiOj  but  we  may  blow 
our  nails  together,  and  fast  it  fairlv  out ;  our  cake's, 
dough  on  both  sides.  Farewell:— Yet,  for  the* 
love  I  bear  my  sweet  Bianca,  if  I  can  bv  any 
means  light  on  a  fit  man  to  teach  her  that  whereui 
she  delists,  I  will  wish  him  to  her  father. 

Hor,  So  will  I,  Signior  Gremio:  But  a  word,  I 
pray.  Though  the  nature  of  our  quarrel  yet 
never  brooked  parle,  know  now,  upon  advice,  it 
toucheth  us  both, — that  we  may  ret  again  have 
access  to  our  fair  mistress,  and  be  happy  rivals  in 
Bianca's  love, — ^to  labour  and  effect  one  thing 
specially. 

Ore,  What^s  that,  I  pray? 

Hor,  Marry,  sir,  to  get  a  husband  for  her  sister 

Ore.  A  husband  I  a  devil. 

Hor.  I  say,  a  husband. 

(Vre.  I  say.  a  devil :  ThhikTst  thou,  Hortensio, 
though  her  uither  be  very  rich,  any  man  is  so 
v^  a  fool  as  to  bo  married  to  hell  ? 

Hor.  Tush,  Gremio,  though  it  pass  your  patience 
and  mine  to  endure  her  loud  alarums,  why,  man. 
there  be  good  fellows  in  the  world,  an  a  man  could 
light  on  them,  would  take  her  with  all  faults,  and 
money  enough. 

Ore,  I  cannot  tell ;  but  I  had  as  lief  take  her 
dowry  with  this  condition, — ^to  be  whipped  at  the 
high-cross  every  morning. 

Hor.  'Faith,  as  you  say,  there^  small  choice  m 
rotten  apples.  But,  come ;  since  this  bar  in  law 
makes  us  friends,  it  shall  be  so  far  forth  friendly 
maintained,  till,  by  helping  Baptista's  eldest 
daughter  to  a  husband,  we  set  his  voungest  free 
for  a  husband,  and  then  have  to't  afresh.— Sweet 
Bianca  I  -  Happy  man  be  his  dole  I  He  that  runs 
fastest  gets  the  ring.  How  say  you,  Si^ior 
Gremio? 

Ore,  I  am  agreed :  and  would  I  had  given  him 
the  best  horse  m  Padua  to  begm  his  woomg,  that 
would  thoroughly  woo  her,  wed  her,  and  bed  her, 
and  rid  the  house  of  her.    Come  on. 

[Exeunt  Gre.  asnd  HoR. 

Tra,  [Adoandng^  I  pray,  sir,  tell  me, — Is  it 
possible 
That  love  should  of  a  sudden  take  such  hold  ? 

Luc  0  Tranio,  till  I  found  it  to  be  true, 
I  never  thought  it  possible,  or  likely ; 
But  seel  while  idly  I  stood  looking  on, 
I  found  the  effect  of  love  in  idleness: 
And  now  in  plainness  do  confess  to  thee, — 
That  art  to  me  as  secret,  and  as  dear. 
As  Anna  to  the  Queen  of  Carthage  was, — 
Tranio.  I  bum,  I  pine,  I  perish,  Tranio, 
If  I  aonieve  not  tnis  young  modest  girl : 
Counsel  me,  Tranio,  for  I  know  thou  oanstj; 
Assist  me,  Tranio,  for  I  know  thou  wilt 
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TVio.  H^rter,  it  is  no  time  to  ehide  yon  now; 
Affeetion  is  not  rated  from  the  heart : 
If  lore  have  touched  yoa,  nought  remains  bnt  so, — 
Bedme  U  captum  quam  quens  minimo. 

Luc  GramercieSf  lad ;  go  for\rard,  this  contents; 
The  rest  will  comfort,  for  thy  counsel's  sound. 

Tra,  Master,  you  look'd  so  longly  on  the  maid, 
Perhaps  yon  mark*d  not  what's  the  pith  of  all. 

Luc  0  yes,  I  saw  sweet  beaatv  in  her  face, 
Such  as  the  daughter  of  Agenor  had, 
That  made  great  Jove  to  humble  him  to  her  hand, 
When  with  his  knees  he  ki^'d  the  Cretan  strand. 

Tra,  Saw  you  no  more?  marked  you  not,  how 
her  sister 
Began  to  scold ;  and  raise  np  such  a  storm, 
That  mortal  ears  might  hardly  endure  the  din? 

Luc,  Tranio,  I  saw  her  coral  lips  to  move, 
And  with  her  breath  she  did  perrame  the  air; 
Sacred,  and  sweet,  was  all  I  saw  in  her. 

Tm.  Nay,then*tis  time  to  stir  him  from  bis  trance. 
1  pray,  awake,  sir :  If  you  love  the  maid, 
Bend  thoughts  and  wits  to  achieve  her.    Thus  it 

stands  r^ — 
Her  elder  sister  is  so  curst  and  shrewd, 
That,  till  the  father  rids  his  bands  of  her. 
Master,  your  love  must  live  a  maid  at  home; 
And  therefore  has  he  closely  mew'd  her  up, 
Because  she  shall  not  be  annoy 'd  wil^  suitors. 

Luc  Ah,  Tranio,  what  a  cruel  father's  he  I 
But  art  thou  not  advis'd,  he  took  some  care 
To  get  her  cunning  schoolmasters  to  instruct  her? 

Tra,  Ay,  marry,  am  I,  sir;  and  now  tis  plotted. 

Luc  I  have  it,  Tranio. 

Tni,    ^  Master,  for  my  hand. 

Both  our  inventions  meet  and  jump  in  one. 

Lur.  Tell  me  thine  first. 

TVo.  You  will  be  schoolmaster. 

And  undertake  the  teaching  of  the  maid: 
That's  your  device. 

Luc  It  is :  May  it  be  done  ?    [part, 

Tra,  Not  possible.    For  who  shall  bear  your 
And  be  in  Padua  here  Vincentio's  son  ? 
Keep  house,  and  ply  hb  book ;  welcome  his  friends ;  | 
Visit  his  countrymen,  and  banquet  them  ? 

Luc  Basta ;  content  thee ;  for  I  have  it  fnU. 
We  luve  not  yet  been  seen  in  any  house ; 
Kor  can  we  be  distinguish'd  by  our  faces. 
For  man  or  master:  tlien  it  follows  thus; — 
Thou  shalt  be  master,  Tranio,  in  my  stead. 
Keep  house,  and  port,  and  servants,  as  I  should : 
I  will  some  other  be;  some  Florentine, 
Some  Neapolitan,  or  meaner  noan  of  Pist. 
'TIS  hatch'd,  and  shall  be  so:~Tranio,  at  onoe 
Uncase  thee,  take  my  coloured  hat  and  cloak : 
When  Bioudello  comes,  he  waits  on  thee; 
But  I  will  charm  him  first  to  keep  his  tongue. 

Tra,  So  had  voa  need.     [They  exchange  habiU, 
in  brief,  sir,  sith  it  your  pleasure  is, 
And  I  am  tied  to  be  obeaient 
(For  so  your  father  charged  me  at  our  partiug; 
*  Be  serviceable  to  my  son,"  quoth  he. 
Although,  I  think,  *twas  in  another  sense), 
I  am  content  to  be  Luoentio, 
Because  so  well  1  love  Luoentio. 

Luc  Tranio,  be  so,  because  Luoentio  loves : 
And  let  me  be  a  slave,  t'  achieve  that  maid 
Whose  sadden  sight  hath  thrall'd  my  wounded  eye. 

Enter  Biohdello. 
Here  oooes  the  rogue.— Sirrah,  where  have  yea 
been? 
BwL  Where  have  I  been?     Nay,  how  now, 
where  are  you? 
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Master,  has  my  fellow  Tranio  stol^  yonr  clothes? 
Oryonstolnhis?  or  both?  pray,  what's  the  news? 

Luc  Sirrah,  come  hither ;  'tis  no  time  to  jest, 
And  therefore  frame  your  manners  to  the  time. 
Your  fellow  Tranio  here,  to  save  my  life. 
Puts  niv  apparel  and  my  countenance  on, 
And  I  Tor  my  escape  have  put  on  his; 
For  in  a  quarrel,  smce  I  came  ashore, 
I  kill'd  a  man,  and  fear  I  was  descried. 
Wait  you  on  him,  I  charge  you,  as  becomes, 
While  I  make  way  from  hence  to  save  my  life  { 
Ton  understand  me  ? 
Bion,  I,  sir?  ne'er  a  whit. 

Luc  And  not  a  jot  of  Tranio  in  your  mouth ; 
Tranio  is  chang'd  into  Luoentio.  [too' 

Bum,  The  better  for  him.    'Would  I  were  so 
Tra,  So  would  I,  faith,  boy,  to  have  the  next 
wish  after, — 
That  Lucentio  indeed   had   Baptista's  youngest 
daughter.  [advise 

But,  sirrah,  not  for  my  sake,  but  your  master's,  I 
Tou  use  your  manners  discreetly  in  all  kind  of 

companies : 
When  I  am  alone,  why,  then  I  am  Tranio ; 
But  in  all  places  else,  your  master  Lucentio. 

Luc  Tranio,  let's  go  :— 
One  thing  more  rests,  that  thyself  execute; 
To  make  one  among  these  wooers :  If  thou  ask 

me  why, — 
Sa£Soeth,  my  reasons  are  both  good  and  weighty. 

[Exeunt, 
(The  PraeiUera  abort  apeak.) 


1  Serv.  My  lor«i  yon  nod ;  yon  do  not  mind  the  play. 

TP  any  r 
Page.  My  lord,  'tla  but  begtm. 


Sljf.  Tes,  by  Saint  Anne,  do  I.    A  good  matter,  surely. 
Oomes  there  any  more  of  it  ? 


Sly.  Tis  a  very  oxoellMit  pieoo  (tf  work,  madam  lady. 
'Would  'twere  done  I  [Thiy  tit  and  vudk 

SCENE  II.— TT^som^  B^/breRorteneio^  Bouac 
Enter  Petrugio  and  Grumio. 

Pet.  Verona,  for  a  while  I  take  mv  leave, 
To  see  mv  friends  in  Padua ;  but,  of  all. 
My  best  beloved  and  approved  friend, 
Hortensio ;  and,  I  trow,  this  is  his  house: 
Ilere,  Sirrah  Qrumio;  knock,  I  say. 

Gru,  Knock,  sir!  whom  should  I  knock?  W 
there  any  man  has  rebused  your  worship  ? 

Pet.  Villain,  I  say,  knock  me  here  soundly. 

Oru,  Knock  yon  here,  sir  ?  why,  sir,  wHat  a 
I,  sir,  that  I  should  knock  you  here,  sir  ? 

Pet.  Villain,  I  say,  knock  me  at  this  gate, 
And  rap  me  well,  or  111  knock  your  knave's  pate. 

Oru,  My  master  is  grown  quarrelsome :  I  should 
knock  you  first. 
And  then  I  know  after  who  comes  by  the  worst. 

Pet,  Will  it  not  be  ? 
Taith,  sirrah,  an  you1l  not  knock.  111  wring  it ; 
111  try  how  you  can  so?, /a,  and  sing  it. 

[He  wringa  Grumio  hy  the  ear 

Oru,  Help,  masters,  help  I  my  master  is  mad. 

Pet,  Now,  knock  when  I  bid  you:  sirxahl  vUlainl 

Enter  Hortkhbio. 

Hot,  How  now?  what's  the  matter? — My  old 
fHend  Grumio !  and  my  good  friend  Petruao  I — 
How  do  you  all  at  Verona? 

Pet,  Si^or  Hortensio,  come  yoa  to  part  the 
fray? 
Oon  tutto  U  core  bene  trooato^  may  I  say. 

Bcr,  AUa  nostra  eaea  bene  venutOf 
MoUohonorato  tignor  mio  Petrudo, 
Rise  Grumio,  rise;  we  wiU  compound  this  quarrel 
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Om.  Naj,  Ms  no  matter,  what  he  leges  in 
Latin.— If  this  be  not  a  lawful  cause  for  me  to 
leave  hi«  service, — Look  you,  sir, — he  bid  me 
knock  hira,  and  rap  him  soundly,  sir:  Well,  was 
it  fit  for  a  servant  to  use  his  master  so;  beinj?, 
perhaps  (for  aught  I  see),  two-and-thirty,— a  pip 
out? 

Whom,  Vould  to  God,  I  had  well  knock 'd  at  first, 
Then  had  not  Grumio  come  by  the  worsL 

Pet,  A  senseleu  villain  ! — Good  Hortensio, 
I  bade  the  rascal  knock  upon  your  gate, 
And  could  not  get  him  for  my  heart  to  do  it. 

Oru.  Knock  at  the  gate?— 0  Heavens ! 
8pake  you  not  these  words  plain, — *^  Sirrah,  knock 

me  here. 
Rap  me  here,  knock  me  well,  and  knock  me 

soundly?" 
And  come  you  now  with— knocking  at  the  gate  ? 

Pet.  Sirrah,  be  gone,  or  talk  not,  I  advise  yon. 

Hor,  Petrucio,  imtience ;  IaraGramio\spledge: 
Why,  this  a  heavy  chance  'twixt  him  and  you ; 
Your  ancient,  trusty,  pleasant  servant,  Grumio. 
And  tell  me  now,  sweet  friend, — what  happy  gale 
Blows  yon  to  Padua  here,  from  old  Verona  ? 

Pet,  Such  wind  as  scatters  young  men  throogh 
the  world. 
To  seek  their  fortunes  farther  than  at  home. 
Where  small  experience  grows.    But,  in  a  few, 
Bignior  Hortensio,  thus  it  stands  with  me: — 
Antonio,  my  father,  is  deceased; 
And  I  have  thrust  myself  into  this  maze, 
Haply  to  wive,  and  thrive,  as  best  I  may : 
Crowns  in  my  purse  I  liave,  and  goods  at  homft. 
And  so  am  come  abroad  to  see  the  world. 

Eor,  Petrncio,  shall  I  then  come  ronndly  to 
thee, 
And  wish  thee  to  a  shrew'd  ill-favour*d  wife? 
Thon'dst  thank  nie  but  a  little  for  my  counsel : 
And  yet  1*11  promise  thee  she  shall  be  rich, 
And  very  ridi : — but  thou'rt  too  much  my  friend. 
And  ril  not  wish  thee  to  her. 

Pet.  Signior  Hortensio,  'twixt  such  friends  as  we. 
Few  words  suffice:  and,  therefore,  if  thou  know 
One  rich  enough  to  be  Petrucio's  wife 
^8  wealth  is  burthen  of  my  wooing  dance), 
Be  she  as  foul  as  was  Florentius*  love. 
As  old  as  Sybil,  and  as  curst  and  shrewd 
As  Socrates'  Xantippe,  or  a  worse, 
She  moves  me  not,  or  not  removes,  at  least, 
Affection's  edge  in  me.    Were  she  as  rough 
As  are  the  swelling  Adriatic  seas ; 
I  come  to  wive  it  wealthily  in  Padua; 
If  wealthily,  then  happilj,  in  Padua. 

Oru,  Nay,  look  you,  sir,  he  tells  von  flatly  what 
his  mind  is:  Why,  give  him  gold  enough  and 
marry  him  to  a  puppet,  or  an  aglet-baby ;  or  an 
old  trot  with  ne'er  a  tooth  in  her  head,  though  she 
have  as  many  diseases  as  two-and-fifty  horses: 
why,  nothing  comes  amiss,  so  money  comes  withal. 

Ilor.  Petrucio,  since  we  are  stepp'd  thus  far  in, 
I  will  continue  that  I  broach'd  in  jest. 
I  can,  Petrncio,  help  thee  to  a  wife 
Witli  wealth  enough,  and  young,  and  beauteous ; 
Brought  up  as  best  becomes  a  gentlewoman: 
Her  only  ranlt  (and  that  is  faults  enough) 
Is, — that  she  is  mtolerable  curst. 
And  shrewd,  and  froward  :  so  beyond  all  measure, 
That,  were  my  state  far  worser  than  it  is, 
I  would  not  wed  her  for  a  mine  of  gold. 

Pet,  Hortensio,  peace ;  then  know'st  not  gold*B 
effect : 
Tell  me  her  father's  name,  and  \is  enough; 
Por  I  will  board  her,  though  she  chide  as  load 
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As  thunder,  when  the  donds  in  autumn  eraok* 

J/or.   Her  father  is  HMiiii>ta  .Minola, 
An  affable  and  courteous  gentleman: 
Her  naiTiG  is  Katharina  Minola, 
Renown 'd  in  Padua  for  her  scolding  tongne. 

Pet.  I  know  her  father,  tliongh  I  know  notber 
And  he  knew  my  deceased  father  well : 
I  will  not  sleep,  Hortensio,  till  1  see  her; 
And  therefore  let  me  be  thus  bold  with  yon, 
To  give  you  over  at  tliis  first  encounter, 
Unless  you  will  accompany  me  thither. 

Oru.  I  pray  you,  sir,  let  him  go  while  the 
humour  lasts.  0'  my  word,  an  she  Knew  him  as 
well  as  I  do,  she  would  think  scolding  would  do 
little  good  upon  him :  She  may,  perhaps,  call  him 
half  a  score  knaves,  or  so:  why,  that's  nothing: 
an  he  begin  once,  he'll  rail  in  his  rope-tricks.  1 11 
tell  you  what,  sir,— an  she  stand  him  but  a  little, 
bp  will  throw  a  figure  in  her  &oe,  and  so  disfigure 
her  with  it,  that  she  shall  have  no  more  eyes  to  see 
withal  than  a  cat :  you  know  him  not,  sir. 

Sor.  Tarry,  Petrucio,  I  must  go  with  thee; 
For  in  Baptista's  keep  my  treasure  is : 
He  hath  the  jewel  of  my  life  in  hold. 
His  youngest  daughter,  beautiful  Bianoa; 
And  her  withholds  from  me,  and  other  more 
Suitors  to  her,  and  rivals  in  my  love : 
Supposing  it  a  thing  impossible 
(For  those  defects  I  have  before  rehears'd), 
That  ever  Katharina  will  be  woo'd, 
Therefore  this  order  hath  Baptista  ta'en, 
Tliat  none  shall  have  access  unto  Bianca, 
Till  Katharine  the  curst  have  got  a  husband. 

Oru.  Katharine  the  curst  I 
A  title  for  a  maid  of  all  titl&s  the  worst. 

Bar.  Now  shall  my  friend  Petrucio  do  me  graee. 
And  offer  me,  disguis'd  in  sober  robes. 
To  old  Baptista  as  a  schoolmaster 
Well  seen  in  music,  to  instruct  Bianca : 
That  so  I  may  by  this  device,  at  least, 
Have  leave  and  leisure  to  make  love  to  her 
And,  unsuspected,  court  her  by  herself. 

Enter  Qrruio  ;  tcith  Jam  Lucentio  dUgtdaed^  wUh 
books  under  his  arm, 

Oru.  Here^  no  knavery!  See ;  to  beguile  the 
old  folks,  how  the  young  folks  lay  their  heads 
together!    Master,  master,  look  about  you :  Who 
goes  there  ?  ha  I 

Ear,  Pence,  Grumio :  it  is  the  rivalof  my  love: 
Petrucio,  stand  by  a  while. 

Oru,  A  proper  stripling,  and  an  amorous  I 

[Thetf  retire. 

Ore,  0,  very  well ;  I  have  perus'd  the  note. 
Hark  you,  sir ;  I'll  have  them  very  fairly  bound : 
All  books  of  love,  see  that  at  any  hand ; 
And  see  yon  read  no  other  lectures  to  her: 
You  understand  me :— Over  and  beside 
Signior  Baptista's  liberality, 
I'll  mend  it  with  a  largess:— Take  your  papers  too, 
And  let  me  have  them  very  well  perfum  a ; 
For  she  is  sweeter  than  perfume  itself, 
To  whom  they  go.    What  will  you  read  to  her  ? 

Luc.  Whate'cr  I  read  to  her,  111  plead  for  yon 
As  for  my  patron  (stand  you  so  assur'd), 
As  firmly  as  yourself  were  still  in  place : 
Yea,  and  perhaps  with  more  successful  words 
Than  you,  unless  you  were  a  scholar,  sit. 

Ore,  O  this  learning!  what  a  thing  it  is! 

Oru,  0  this  woodcock !  what  an  ass  it  is  1 

PU,  Peace,  sirrah. 

Eor,  Grumio,  muml — God  sare  you,  iSIgniof 
Gremiol 
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Qrt*  And  joaYe  well  met,  Signior  HorteoAio. 
Trow  you 
Whither  I  am  going? — To  Baptista  Minola. 
I  promis'd  to  inquire  carefully 
Auout  a  schoolmaster  for  the  fair  Bianca : 
And,  by  good  fortune,  I  have  lighted  well 
On  this  young  man ;  for  learning  and  behaTioor, 
Fit  for  her  turn ;  well  read  in  poetry 
And  other  books— good  ones,  I  warrant  ye. 

Hot.  TU  well :  and  I  have  met  a  gentleman, 
Hath  promid'd  me  to  help  me  to  another, 
A  tine  musician  to  instruct  our  mistress ; 
80  sliall  I  no  whit  be  behind  in  duty 
To  fair  Bianca,  so  belov'd  of  me.  (proTe. 

Ore,  BeJovVi  of  me— and  that  my  deeds  shall 

Gru,  And  that  his  bags  shall  prove.         [Asidt, 

Hot.  GremiOf  'tis  now  no  time  to  vent  our  love ; 
Listen  to  me,  and  if  you  speak  me  fair, 
111  tell  you  news  indifferent  good  for  either. 
Here  is  a  gentleman,  whom  b^  ( ''ince  I  met, 
Upon  agreement  from  as  to  bis  *  iking, 
Will  undertake  to  woo  curst  Katharine; 
Tea,  and  to  marry  her,  if  her  dowry  please. 

Ore,  So  said,  so  done,  is  well : — 
Hortensio,  have  you  told  him  all  her  faults? 

Ptt,  I  know  she  b  an  irksome,  brawling  scold  { 
K  that  be  all,  masters,  I  hear  no  harm. 

Ore,  No,  sav^t  me  so,  friend?    Wliat  country- 
man? 

Ptt,  Bom  in  Verona,  old  Antonio's  son: 
"Mj  father  dead,  my  forttme  lives  for  me ; 
And  I  do  ho|)e  good  days,  and  long,  to  see. 

Oft.  O,  sir,  such  a  life,  with  such  a  wife,  were 
strange: 
Bnt  if  yon  have  a  stomach,  to^  o*  God's  name ; 
Toa  shall  have  me  as^ii^ting  you  in  all. 
Bat,  will  you  woo  this  wild  cat  ? 

PtU  WUlIliTe? 

Qrvu  Will  he  woo  her?— «y,  or  1*11  \axi%  her. 

[Asidt, 

PtL  Why  came  I  hither,  but  to  that  intent? 
Think  you  a  little  din  can  daunt  mine  ears? 
Have  I  not  in  mv  time  heard  lions  roar? 
Have  I  not  heara  the  sea,  pnflTd  up  with  winds, 
Bage  like  an  angry  boar,  chafed  with  sweat? 
Have  I  not  heard  m-eat ordnance  in  the  field? 
And  heaven's  artillery  thunder  in  the  skies? 
Have  1  not  in  a  pitched  battle  heard 
Loud  Itrums,   neighing  steeds,  and  trumpets* 

dang? 
And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman^  tongue ; 
That  gives  not  half  so  great  a  blow  to  hear, 
As  will  a  chestnut  in  a  fiirmer's  fire? 
Tush!  tosh  I  fear  boys  with  bugs. 

Qru.  For  he  tears  none.  [Aside* 

On.  Hortensio,  hark  I 
This  gentleman  is  happily  arriT*d, 
My  mind  presumes,  for  his  own  good,  and  yours. 

Bor,  I  promised,  we  would  be  contributors, 
And  bear  nis  charge  of  wooing,  whatsoe'er. 

Ore.  And  so  we  will,  provided  that  he  win  her. 

Oru.  I  would  I  were  as  sure  of  a  good  diimer. 

Aside, 

AterTuJiXiOjhravdy appareled;  and  Biohtdello. 

Tnu  Gentlemen,  God  save  you  I  if  I  may  be 
bold. 
Ten  me,  I  beseech  you,  which  is  the  readiest  way 
To  the  house  of  Signior  Baptista  Minola? 
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Ore,  He  that  has  the  two  fklr  daughters :— is't 
f Aside  to  Tranio]  he  you  mean  ? 

Tra.  Lven  he,  Biondello! 

Gre.  Hark  yon,  sir ;  you  mean  not  her  to 

Tra.  Perhaps,  him  and  her,  sir.     What  have 
you  to  do? 

Pet.  Not  her  that  chides,  sir,  at  any  hand,  I  pray. 

JVa.  I  love  no  chiders,  sir. —Biondello,  let's 
away.  [Aside. 

Luc  Well  begun,  Tranio. 

Hor,  Sir,  a  word  ere  you  go ; — 
Are  you  a  suitor  to  the  maid  you  talk  of,  yea  or  no  ? 

Tra.  An  if  I  be,  sir,  is  it  any  offence  r 

Ore.  No ;  if,  without  more  words,  you  will  get 
you  hence. 

3rm.#Why,  sir,  I  pray,  are  not  the  streets  as  free 
For  me,  as  for  you  ? 

Gre.  But  so  is  not  she. 

7Va.  For  what  reason,  I  beseech  you? 

Ore.  For  this  reason,  if  you  11  know,— 
That  she's  the  choice  love  of  Signior  Gremio. 

ffor.  That  she's  the  chosen  of  Signior  Ho>  tensio 

Tra.  SofU^,  my  masters,  if  you  be  gentlemen, 
Do  me  this  nght,~hear  me  with  patience. 
Baptista  is  a  noble  gentleman. 
To  whom  mj  father  is  not  all  unknown; 
And  were  his  daughter  finirer  than  she  is, 
She  may  more  suitors  have,  and  me  for  on .. 
Fair  Leda's  daughter  had  a  thousand  wooers ; 
Then  well  one  more  may  fair  Bianca  have : 
And  so  she  shall ;  Lucentia  shall  make  one, 
Though  Paris  came,  in  hope  to  speed  alone. 

Ore.  Whatl  this  gentleman  will  out-talk  us  alL 

Luc.  Sir,  give  him  head ;  I  know  hell  prove  a 
jade. 

Pet.  Hortensio,  to  what  end  are  all  these  words  ? 

Hor,  Sir,  let  me  be  so  bold  as  to  ask  you. 
Did  you  yet  ever  see  Baptista's  daughter  ? 

Tra.  No,  sir ;  but  hear  I  do,  that' he  hath  two : 
The  one  as  famous  for  a  scolding  tongue. 
As  is  the  other  for  beauteous  modesty. 

Pet.  Sir,  sir,  the  first's  for  me ;  let  her  go  by. 

Gre.  Yea,  leave  that  labour  to  great  Herciues ; 
And  let  it  be  more  than  Alcides'  twelve. 

Pet.  Sir,  understand  you  this  of  me,  in  sooth ; — 
The  youngest  daughter,  whom  you  hearken  for, 
Her  father  keeps  from  all  access  of  suitors, 
And  will  not  promise  her  to  any  man. 
Until  the  elder  sister  first  be  wed: 
The  younger  then  is  free,  and  not  before. 

Tra.  If  it  be  so,  sir,  then  you  are  the  man 
Must  stead  us  all,  and  me  amongst  the  rest ; 
An  if  you  break  the  ice,  and  do  this  feat, — 
Achieve  the  elder,  set  the  younger  free 
For  our  access, — whose  hap  shall  be  to  have  her, 
Will  not  so  graceless  be  to  be  ingrate. 

Hor,  Su",  you  say  well, and  well  do  you  conceive, 
And  since  you  do  profess  to  be  a  suitor. 
You  must,  as  we  uo,  gratify  thb  gentleman. 
To  whom  we  all  rest  generally  bidden. 

Tra.  Sir,  I  shall  not  be  slack :  in  sign  whereof. 
Please  ye  we  may  contrive  this  afternoon, 
And  quaff  carouses  to  our  mistress'  health ; 
And  so,  as  adversaries  do  in  law, — 
Strive  mightily,  but  eat  and  drink  as  friends. 

Ore,  Bum.  O  exoellent  motion  I    Fellows,  let^ 
begone. 

Hor.  The  motion's  good  indeed,  and  be  it  so ;— > 
Petrndo,  I  sliall  be  your  ben  venuto.         [EeoeunL 
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ACT  n. 


SCENE  L— 7A«  »ame,     A  Hoain  ii  Baptista's 

Houae, 

Enter  Katoarina  and  Bianca. 

Bian.  Good  sister,  wrong  me  not,  nor  wrong 
yourself, 
To  make  a  bondmaid  and  a  slave  of  me ; 
That  1  disdain :  But  for  these  other  gawdi», 
Unbind  my  hands,  111  pull  them  oflF  myself, 
Yea,  all  ray  raiment,  to  my  petticoat; 
Or,  what  you  will  command  me,  will  I  do, 
80  well  I  know  my  duty  to  my  elders. 

Kaih.  Of  all  thy  suitors,  here  I  charge  thee,  tell 
Whom  thou  lov^t  best:  see  thou  dissemble  not. 

Diaiu  Believe  me,  sister,  of  all  the  men  alive, 
I  never  yet  beheld  that  special  face 
Which  I  could  fancy  more  than  any  other. 

Kaik.  Minion,  thou  liest :  Is't  not  Hortensio  ? 

Bian,  If  you  affect  him,  sbter,  here  I  swear, 
1*11  plead  for  you  myself,  but  you  shall    have 
him. 

Eath,  0  then,  belike,  you  fancy  riches  more ; 
You  will  have  Gremio  to  keep  you  fiiir. 

Bian,  Is  it  for  him  you  do  en  vy  me  so  ? 
Nay,  then  you  jest ;  and  now  I  well  perceive, 
You  have  but  jested  with  me  all  this  while: 
I  prithee,  sister  Kate,  untie  my  hands. 

Kath,  If  that  be  jest,  then  all  the  rest  was  so. 

[Strikes  her. 
Enter  Baptibta. 

^^  ^y»  how  now,  darnel   whence  grows 
this  insolence? 
.Bianca,  stand  aside ;— poor  girl  I  she  weeps  :— 
Go  ply  thy  needle  j  meddle  not  with  her, 
Pcnr  shame,  thou  hilding,  of  a  devilish  spirit, 
Why  dost  thou  wrong  her  that  did  ne'er  wronK 
thee?  ® 

When  did  she  cross  thee  with  a  bitter  word  ? 
Kaih,  Her  silence   flouts    me,    and    111    be 
reveng'd.  [FUes  afier  ^i^oj^ 

B<^,  What,  in  my  sight?— Bianca,  ^et  thee  in. 
_  _    __,  [Exit  Bianca. 

Kath,  What,  will  yon  iiot  suffer  me?    Kay, 
now  I  see 
She  is  your  treasure,  she  must  have  a  husband; 
I  must  dance  barefoot  on  her  wedding-day. 
And,  for  your  love  to  her,  lead  apes  in  hell. 


"--—I j^-^   .w.v.  i-v  ..<>«,  ivnu  a^(»  HI  u. 

Talk  not  to  me.    I  will  go  sit  and  weep, 

Till  I  can  find  occasion  of  revenge.     [Exit  Eath. 

Bap,  Was  ever  gentleman  thus  griev'd  as  I? 
But  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Gremio,  with  Lucentio  in  the  habit  of  a 
mean  man;  Petrucio,  with  Hortensio  ae  a 
mttsician;  and  Tranio,  with  Biondello  bearina 
a  lute  and  booli. 

Ore.  Good  morrow,  neighbour  Baptista. 

Bajp,  Good  morrow,  neighbour  Gi-emio:  Qod 
save  yon,  gentlemen  I 

Pet.  And  you,  good  sir!    Pray,  have  you  not  a 
daughter 
Caird  Katharina,  fair  and  virtuous? 

Bap.  I  have  a  daughter,  sir,  call'd  Katharuia. 

Gre,  You  are  too  blunt,  go  to  it  orderly. 

Pet.  You  wrong  mc,  Signior  Gremio;  give  me 
leave. 
(  am  a  gendeman  of  Verona,  sir, 


That,  hearing  of  her  beauty,  and  her  wit, 
Her  affi;bility,  and  Lashful  modesty. 
Her  wondrous  qualities,  and  mild  bohavionr, 
Am  bold  to  show  myself  a  forward  guest 
Within  your  house,  to  make  mine  eye  the  witness 
Of  that  report  which  I  so  oft  have  heard. 
And,  for  an  entrance  to  my  entertainment, 
I  do  present  you  with  a  man  of  mine, 

[I*resenting  HoR. 
Cunnmg  m  music,  and  the  mathematics, 
To  instruct  her  fully  in  those  sciences. 
Whereof,  I  know,  she  is  not  ignorant : 
Accept  of  him,  or  else  you  do  we  wrong; 
His  name  is  Licio,  born  in  Mantua. 
Bap.  You're  welcome,  sir;  and  he  for  your  good 
sake: 
But  for  my  daughter  Katharine,  this  I  know. 
She  is  not  for  your  turn,  the  more  my  grief. 

P«<.  I  see  you  do  not  mean  to  part  with  her* 
Or  else  you  like  not  of  my  company. 

Bap.  Mistake  me  not,  I  speak  but  as  I  find. 
Whence  are  vou,  sir?  what  may  I  call   your 
name?  , 

Pet,  Petrucio  is  my  name ;  Antonio^  son, 
A  man  well  known  throughout  all  Italy. 
Bap.  I  know  him  well:  you  are  welcome  for 

his  sake. 
Ore.  Savmg  your  tale,  Petrucio,  I  pray, 
Let  us,  that  are  poor  petitioners,  speak  too : 
I^ccare  I  you  are  marvellous  forward. 
Pet.  0,  pardon  me,  Signior  Gremio;  I  would 

fain  be  doing. 
Ore,  I  doubt  it  not,  sir ;  but  you  will  curse  your 
wooing. 
Neighbour,  tliis  is  a  gift  very  grateful,  I  am  sure 
of  It.  To  express  the  like  kindness  myself,  that 
have  been  moru  kindly  beholding  to  you  than  any, 
I  freely  give  unto  you  this  young  scholar  [pre- 
senting Lucentio],  that  hath  been  long  studying 
at  Kheims;  as  cunning  In  Greek,  Latin,  and  other 
languages^  as  the  other  in  music  and  mathematics : 
his  name  is  Cambio ;  pray  accept  his  service. 

Bap,  A  thousand  thanks,  Signior  Gremio:  wel- 
come, good  Cambio.— But,  gentle  sir,  [to  Teanio] 
like  a  stranger,    tfay  I  be  so 


methinks  you  walk  ..„„  ..  o««..o«t.    „x« 
bold  to  know  the  cause  of  your  coming? 

2Va.  Pardon  me,  sir,  the  boldness  is  mine  own 2 
That,  being  a  stranger  in  this  city  here. 
Do  make  myself  a  suitor  to  your  daughter. 
Unto  Bianca,  fair  and  virtuous. 
Nor  is  your  firm  resolve  unknown  to  me. 
In  the  preferment  of  the  eldest  sister : 
This  liberty  is  all  that  I  request,— 
That,  upon  knowledge  of  my  parentage, 
I  may  have  welcome  'mongst  the  rest  that  woo 
And  free  access  and  favour  as  the  rest. 
And,  toward  the  education  of  your  daughters, 
I  here  bestow  a  simple  instrument. 
And  this  small  packet  of  Greek  and  Latin  books: 
If  you  accept  them,  then  their  worth  is  great. 

Bap.  Lucentio  is  your  name?   of  whence,  I 
pray? 

JVa.  Of  Pisa,  sir ;  son  to  Vincentio. 

-Bop.  A  mighty  man  of  Pisa:  by  report 
I  know  him  well:  you  are  very  welcome,  sir. 
Take  you  [to  Hor.]  the  lute,  and  you  [<o  Luo.l  the 

set  of  books. 
You  shall  go  see  your  pupils  presently. 
Holla,  within  I  r  ^  1 
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tajvung  of 

EnUr  a  Benrant. 

Sirrah,  lead 

These  gentlemen  to  mj  danghters ;  and  tell  them 

both. 
These  are  their  tutors ;  bid  them  nse  them  well. 

[Exit  Servant,  with  Hob.,  Luo.,  and  BiON. 
We  will  go  walk  a  little  in  the  orchard, 
And  then  to  dinner :  You  are  passing  welcome, 
And  so  I  pray  yoa  all  to  think  yourselves. 

P(t.  Signior  Baptista,  my  business  asketh  haste, 
And  every  day  [  cannot  come  to  woo. 
You  knew  my  father  well ;  and  in  him,  me, 
Left  solely  heir  to  all  his  lands  and  goods, 
Which  I  have  bettered  rather  than  decreased: 
Then  tell  me,— If  I  get  your  daughter's  love, 
What  dowry  shall  I  nave  with  her  to  wife? 

Bap,  After  my  death,  the  one  half  of  my  lands: 
And,  in  possession,  twenty  thousand  crowns. 

FeL  And,  for  that  dowry,  I'll  assure  her  of 
Her  widowhood, — be  it  that  she  survive  me, — 
In  all  m^  lands  and  leases  whatsoever: 
Let  specialties  be  therefore  drawn  between  U'^, 
That  covenants  may  be  kept  on  either  hand. 

B(m,  At,  when  the  specud  thing  is  well  obtained. 
That  IB,— her  love ;  for  that  b  all  in  all. 

PeL  Why,  that  is  nothing ;  for  I  tell  you,  fnt!ier, 
I  am  as  peremptory  as  she  proud-minded ; 
And  where  two  raging  fires  meet  together, 
They  do  consume  the  thing  that  feeds  their  fury: 
Though  little  fire  grows  great  with  little  winti. 
Yet  extreme  gusts  will  blow  out' fire  and  all : 
80  I  to  her,  and  so  ^he  yields  to  me ; 
For  I  am  rough,  and  woo  not  like  a  babe. 

Aip.  Well  mayst  thou  woo,  and  happy  be  thy 
speed! 
Bat  be  thou  arm'd  for  some  unhappy  words. 

PU.  Ay,  to  the  proof;  as  mountains  Are  for  winds, 
That  shake  not,  though  they  blow  perpetually. 

B&enUr  Hortensio,  vnth  his  head  broheru 

Bap,  How  now,  my  friend?  why  dost  thou  look 
so  pale? 

Jlor,  For  fear,  I  promise  you,  if  I  look  pale. 

A9.  What,  will  my  daughter  prove  a  good 
musician? 

Bor,  I  think,  shell  sooner  prove  a  stldier; 
Iron  may  hold  with  her,  but  never  lutes. 

Bap.  y^7t  then  thou  canst  not  break  her  to  the 
lute? 

Hor,  Why,  no;  for  she  hath  broke  the  lute  to  me* 
I  did  but  tell  her  she  mistook  her  Arets, 
And  bow'd  her  hand  to  teach  her  fingering , 
When,  with  a  most  impatient  devilish  spirit, 
•Frets,  call  you  these?'*  quoth  she:   "111  fume 

with  them  :*• 
Ana,  with  that  word,  she  struck  me  on  the  head, 
And  through  the  instrument  my  pate  made  way; 
And  there  I  stood  amazed  for  a  while. 
As  on  a  pillory,  lookuig  throogh  the  lute; 
While  she  did  call  me,— rascal  fiddler. 
And  t wangling  Jack ;  with  twenty  suon  vile  terms, 
As  she  had  studied  to  misuse  me  so. 

Pet.  Now,  by  the  world,  it  is  a  lusty  wench ; 
I  love  her  ten  times  more  than  e'er  I  did : 
O,  how  I  long  to  have  some  chat  with  her  I 

Bc^.  Well,  go  with  me,andbenotsodi.-(comfited; 
Proceed  in  practice  with  my  younger  daughter; 
8he*s  apt  to  learn,  and  thankful  for  good  turns. 
8ignior  Petmcio,  will  you  go  with  us ; 
Or  shall  I  send  my  daughter  Kate  to  you  ? 

Pet,  I  pray  yoa  do ;  I  will  attend  her  here,— 
[Exeunt  Bip.  Gee.,  Tsjl  ondHou^ 
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And  woo  her  with  some  spirit  when  she  comes. 
Bay,  that  shi9  rail;  why,  then  111  tell  her  plain 
She  sings  as  sweetly  as  a  nightingale : 
Say,  that  she  frown ;  111  say.  she  looks  as  clear 
As  morning  roses  newly  wi^'d  with  dew : 
Say,  she  be  mute,  and  will  not  speak  a  word ; 
Then  III  commend  her  volubility, 
And  say  she  uttereth  piercing  eloquence: 
If  she  do  bid  me  pack,  111  give  her  thanks 
As  though  she  bid  me  stay  by  her  a  week; 
If  she  deny  to  wed,  111  crave  the  day 
When  I   shall    ask    the   banns,   and  when    be 

married : — 
But  here  she  comes ;  and  now,  Petmcio,  sneak. 

Enter  Katuariita. 

Good  morrow,  Kate ;  for  that's  your  name,  I  hear, 
Kath.  Well  have  jon  heard,  but   something 
hard  of  hearing; 
They  call  me  Katharine,  that  do  talk  of  me. 
Pet.  You  lie,  in  fiutii ;  for  you  are  calPd  plain 
Kate. 
And  bonny  Kate,  and  sometimes  Kate  the  curst; 
]\:\t  Kate,  the  prettiest  Kato  in  Christendom, 
Kate  of  Kate- 1  fall,  ray  super-dainty  Kate, 
Tor  tlaiiities  are  all  cates ;  and  therefore,  Kate, 
Take  this  of  me,  Kate  of  mv  consolation ; — 
Hearing  thy  mildness  prais'd  in  every  town, 
Thy  virtues  spoke  of,  and  thy  beauty  sounded 

Set  not  so  deeply  as  to  thee  belongs), 
yself  am  mov'a  to  woo  thee  for  m^  wife. 
Kath.  Mov'd !  in  good  time :  let  him  that  mov^ 
you  hither 
Remove  you  hence :  I  knew  yoa  at  the  first, 
You  were  a  moveable. 
Pet,  Why,  what%  a  moveable  ? 

Kath,  A  joint-stool. 

Pet,  Thou  hast  hit  it :  come,  dt  on  me. 

Kath.  Asses  are  made  to  bear,  and  so  are  yoa. 
Pet.  Women  are  mada  to  bear,  and  so  are  yoa. 
Kath,  No  such  jade  as  you,  if  me  yon  mean. 
Ptt,  Alas,  good  Kate!  I  will  not  burthen  thee: 
For,  knowing  thee  to  be  but  young  and  hght,— 
Kath.  Too  light  for  such  a  swain  as  yoa  to 
catch; 
And  yet  as  heavy  as  my  weight  should  be. 
Pet.  Should  be?  should  bujc 
Kath.  Well  ta'en,  and  like  a  buzzard 

Pet.  O,  slow-wing'd  turtle!  shall  a  buzzard  take 

thee? 
Kath,  Ay,  for  a  turtle;  as  he  takes  a  buzzard. 
PU,  Come,  come,  yoa  wasp;  i'faith,  you  are  too 

angry. 
Kath,  If  I  be  waspish,  best  beware  my  sting. 
Pet.  My  remedy  is  then,  to  pluck  it  out. 
Kath,  Ay,  if  the  fool  could  find  it  where  it  lies. 
PsL  Who  knows  not  where  a  wasp  does  wear 
his  sting? 
InhistaiL 
Kath,      In  his  tongue. 
PU,  Whose  tongue? 

Kath,  Yours,  if  yoa  talk  of  tails ;  and  so  fare- 
well. 
Pet,  Whi^  with  my  tongue  in  your  tail  ?  nay, 
come  again. 
Good  Kate ;  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Kath,  That  111  try.  [Striking  hinu 

Pet.  I  swear  III  cuff  you,  if  you  strike  again. 
KcUh,  80  may  you  lose  your  arms : 
If  you  strike  me  you  are  no  gentleman ; 
And  if  no  gentleman,  why,  ^en  no  arms. 
i^  A  herald.  Kate?  Oputmeln^* 
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KaOi,  What  ia  yoar  crest  ?  a  coxcomb  ? 

Pet.  A  combless  cock,  so  Kate  will  be  ray  hen. 

Kath,  No  cock  of  mine,  you  crow  too  like  a 
craven. 

Pet.  Nay,  come,  Kate,  come ;  you  must  not  look 
so  sour. 

Kath,  It  is  my  fashion,  when  1  see  a  crab. 

Pet,  Why,  here's  no  crab;  and  therefore  look 
not  sour. 

Kaih,  There  is,  there  is. 

Pet.  Then  show  it  me. 

Kath.  Had  I  a  glass,  I  would. 

Pet.  What,  you  mean  my  face  ? 

Kath.  Well  aim'd  of  such  a  young  one. 

Pet,  Now,  by  Saint  George,  I  am  too  young 
for  you. 

Kaik.  Yet  yon  are  withered. 

Pet.  *Tis  with  cares. 

Ka£h,  I  care  not. 

Pet.  Nay,  hear  you,  Kate :  in  sooth  you  'scape 
not  so. 

Kath.  I  chafe  you,  if  I  tarry ;  let  me  go. 

Pet.  No,  not  a  whit.    I  find  you  passing  gentle. 
Twas  told  me,  you  were  rough,  and  coy,  and 

sullen, 
And  now  I  find  report  a  very  liar ; 
For  thou  art  pleasant,  gamesome,  passing  cour- 
teous, 
But  slow  in  speech,  yet  sweet  as  spring-time 

flowers: 
Thou  canst  not  frown,  thou  canst  not  look  askance. 
Nor  bite  the  lip,  as  angry  wenches  will ; 
Nor  hast  thou  pleasure  to  be  cross  in  talk ; 
But  thou  with  mildness  entertam'st  thy  wooers. 
With  gentle  conference,  soft  and  afiable. 
Why  does  the  world  report  that  Kate  doth  limp  ? 
0  slanderous  world  I  Kate,  like  the  hazel-twig. 
Is  straight,  and  slender ;  and  as  brown  in  hue. 
As  hazel-nuts,  and  sweeter  tlian  the  kernels. 
0,  let  me  see  thee  walk :  thou  dost  not  halt. 

Kath,  Go,  fool,  and  whom  thou  keep'st  command. 

Pet.  Did  ever  Dian  so  become  a  grove, 
As  Kate  this  chamber  with  her  princely  gait  ? 
O,  be  thou  Dian,  and  let  her  be  Kate ; 
And  then  let  Kate  be  chaste,  and  Dian  sportfuL 

Kath.   Where  did  you  study  all  this  goodl 
speech? 

Pet. tit  IS  extempore,  from  my  mother-wit. 

Katiu  A  witty  mother  I  witless  else  her  son. 

Pet.  Am  I  not  wiise  ? 

Ka£h.  Yes ;  keep  you  warm. 

Pet.  Marry,  so  I  mean,  sweet  Katharine,  in 
thy  bed: 
And,  therefore,  setting  all  this  chat  aside. 
Thus  in  plain  terms :— Your  father  hath  consented 
That  you  shall  be  my  wife;  your  dowry 'greed 

on; 
And,  will  you,  nill  you,  I  will  marry  you. 
Now,  Kate,  I  am  a  nusband  for  your  turn ; 
For,  by  this  light,  whereby  I  see  thy  beauty 
JThy  beauty  that  doth  make  me  like  thee  we'll), 
Thou  must  be  married  to  no  man  but  me ; 
For  I  am  he  am  bom  to  tame  you,  Kate ; 
And  bring  you  from  a  wild  Kate  to  a  Kate 
Conformable,  as  other  household  Kates. 
Here  comes  your  father ;  never  make  denial, 
[  must  and  will  have  Katharine  to  my  wife. 

B&^nter  Baptista,  Gremio,  and  Tranio. 
Bd^.  Now,  Siguier  Petrucio :  How  sneed  you 

with  my  daughter  ? 
Pet.  How  but  well,  sir?  how  but  well? 
Tt  were  imponible  I  should  speed  amisd. 
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Bap.  Why,  how  now,  daughter  Katharine?  in 

your  dumps  ? 
Kath.  Call  you  me  daughter?  now  I  promise 

You  have  show'd  a  tender  fatherl]^  regard, 
To  wish  me  wed  to  one  half  lunatic ; 
A  madcap  ruffian,  and  a  swearing  Jack, 
That  thinks  with  oaths  to  face  the  matter  out. 

Pet.  Father,  tis  thus, -yourself  and   all   the 
world, 
That  talk'd  of  her,  have  talk'd  amiss  of  her , 
If  she  be  curst,  it  is  for  policy: 
For  she's  not  froward,  but  modest  as  the  dove ; 
She  is  not  hot,  but  temperate  as  the  mom ; 
For  patience  she  will  prove  a  second  Grlssel ; 
And  Roman  Lucrece  tor  her  chastity : 
And  to  conclude, — we  have 'greed  so  well  together. 
That  upon  Sunday  is  the  wedding-day. 

Kath.  I'll  see  thee  hang'd  on  Sunday  first. 

Ore.  Hark,  Petrucio  I  she  says  she'll  see  thee 
hang'd  first. 

TrcL.  Is  this  your  speeding?  nay,  then,  good 
night  our  part  I 

Pet.  Be  patient,  gentlemen;  I  choose  her  for 
myself ; 
If  she  and  I  be  pleased,  what's  that  to  vou? 
Tis  bargain'd  twixt  us  twain,  being  alone. 
That  she  shall  still  be  otirst  in  company. 
I  tell  yon,  'tis  incredible  to  believe 
How  much  she  loves  me :  O,  the  kindest  Kate  I 
She  hung  about  my  neck ;  and  kiss  on  kiss 
She  vied  so  fast,  protesting  oath  on  oath, 
That  in  a  twink  she  won  me  to  her  love. 
0,  you  are  novices  I  tis  a  world  to  see, 
How  tame,  when  men  and  women  are  alone, 
A  meacock  wretch  can  make  the  curstest  shrew. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  Kate :  I  will  unto  Venice, 
To  buy  apparel  'gainst  the  weddinj^-day : 
Provide  tne  feast,  father,  and  bid  the  guests; 
I  will  be  sure  my  Katharine  shall  be  6ne. 

Bap.  I  know  not  what  to  say :  but  give  me 
your  hands ; 
€h)d  send  you  joy,  Petrucio  I  tis  a  match. 

Ore,  Tra.  Amen,  say  we;  we  will  be  witnesses. 

Pet.  Father,  and  wife,  and  gentlemen,  adieu  • 
I  will  to  Venice ;  Sunday  comes  apace : 
We  will  have  rings,  and  things,  and  fine  array ; 
And  kiss  me,  Kate ;  we  will  be  married  o'  Sunday. 
[Exeunt  Pet.  and  Kath.  severally. 

Ore.  Was  ever  match  dapp'd  up  so  suddenly? 

Bap,  Faith,  gentlemen,  now  I  play  a  merchant *f 
part. 
And  venture  madly  on  a  desperate  mart 

Tra^  'Twas  a  commodity  lav  fretting  by  yon: 
*Twill  bring  you  gain,  or  perish  on  the  seas. 

Bap,  The  gain  I  seek  is— quiet  in  the  match. 

Ore.  No  doubt  but  he  hath  got  a  auiet  catch. 
But  now,  Baptista,  to  your  younger  oaughter ; 
Now  is  the  day  we  long  have  looked  for; 
I  am  your  neighbour,  and  was  suitor  first. 

Tra.  And  1  am  one  that  love  Bianca  more 
Than  words  can  witness,  or  your  thoughts  can 
guess.  [as  I. 

Ore.  Youngluigl    thou  canst  not  love  so  dear 

Tra.  Grey-beard!  thy  love  doth  freeze. 

Ore.  But  thine  doth  fry. 

Skipper,  stand  back ;  tis  age  that  nourisheth. 

Tra.  But  youth,  in  ladies'  eyes  that  flourisheth. 

Bap.  Content  you,  gentlemen;  I  will  compound 
this  stnfe : 
Tis  deeds  must  win  the  prize ;  and  he,  of  both. 
That  can  assure  my  daughter  greatest  dower 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


TAMING  OF 
Shall  have  BUnca  s  love, 
gar,  Signior  Qremio,  what  can  70a  assure  her? 

Ore,  First,  as  jou  know,  my  house  within  the  city 
If  richly  fumbhed  with  plate  and  gold ; 
Basins,  and  ewers,  to  lave  her  dainty  hands , 
My  hangings  all  of  Tyrian  tapestry : 
In  ivory  conen  I  havestuffd  my  crowns  { 
In  cypress  chests  my  arra<^,  comiterpoints, 
Costly  apparel,  tents,  and  canopies. 
Fine  linen,  Turkey  cushions  boss'd  with  pearl, 
Valance  of  Venice  gold  in  needlework. 
Pewter  and  brass,  and  all  things  that  belong 
To  house,  or  housekeeping:  then,  at  my  farm, 
I  have  a  hundred  milcn-kme  to  the  pail, 
Sixsoore  fat  oxen  standing  iu  m^  stalls. 
And  all  things  answerable  to  this  portion. 
Myself  am  struck  in  years,  I  must  confess ; 
And,  if  I  die  to-morrow,  this  is  hers, 
If;  whilst  I  live,  she  will  be  only  mine. 

TVo.  That,  only,  came  well  in.    Sir,  list  to  me : 
I  am  my  father's  heir,  and  only  son ; 
If  I  may  have  your  daughter  to  my  wife, 
111  leave  her  houses  three  or  four  as  good. 
Within  rich  Pisa  walls,  as  any  one 
Old  Hignior  Gremio  has  in  Padua; 
Besides  two  thousand  ducats  by  the  year, 
Of  fruitful  land,  all  which  shall  be  her  jointure. 
What!  have  I  pinched  vou,  Signior  Gremio  ? 

Qrt,  Two  thousand  ducats  by  the  year  of  land  I 
My  land  amounts  not  to  so  much  in  all : 
That  she  shall  have;  besides  an  argosy. 
That  now  is  lying  in  Marseilles'  rood. 
What  I  have  1  chok'd  you  with  an  argosy? 

TVo.  Gremio,  tis  known  my  father  iiath  no  less 
Than  three  great  argosies;  besides  two  galliasses. 
And  twelve  tight  gidleys:  these  I  will  assure  her, 
And  twice  as  much,  whatever  thou  offer *st  next. 
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Ore,  Nay,  I  have  offer 'd  all;  I  nave  no  more; 
And  she  can  have  no  more  than  all  1  have. 
If  you  like  me,  she  shall  have  me  and  mine. 

Trcu  Why,  then,  the  maid  is  mine  from  all  the 
•  world, 
By  your  firm  promise.    Gremio  is  outvied. 

Bap.  I  must  confess  your  offer  is  the  best, 
And,  let  your  fatiier  make  her  the  assurance. 
She  is  your  own ;  else,  you  must  pardon  me : 
If  you  lihould  dio  before  him,  where's  hef  dower? 

Trcu  That's  but  a  cavil ;  he  is  old,  I  young. 

Qrt,  And  may  not  young  men  ^e,  as  well  as 
old? 

Bap,  Well,  gentlemen,  I  am  tiius  resolv'd  * — 
On  Sunday  next  you  know 
My  daughter  Katharine  is  to  be  married : 
Now,  on  the  Sunday  following,  sludl  Bianca 
Be  bride  to  you,  if  you  make  this  assurance  * 
If  not,  to  Signior  Gremio: 
And  so  I  take  my  leave,  and  thank  you  both. 

[Exit, 

Qrt,  Adieu,  good  neighbour^ — Now  I  fear  thee 
not; 
Sirrah,  young  gamester,  your  father  were  a  fool 
To  give  thee  all,  and,  in  his  waning  age. 
Set  foot  under  thy  table :  Tut !  a  toy! 
An  old  Italian  fox  is  not  so  kind,  my  boy.    [Emt, 

Tra,  A  vengeance  on  your  crafty  wituer'd  hide  1 
Yet  I  have  fao'd  it  with  a  card  of  ten. 
lis  in  my  head  to  do  my  master  good  >- 
I  see  no  reason,  but  suppos'd  Lucentio 
Must  get  a  &ther,  call'd— suppos'd  Vincentio* 
And  that's  a  wonder:  fathers,  commonly, 
Do  get  their  children ;  but,  in  this  case  of  woomg, 
A  child  shall  get  a  sire,   if  I  fail  not  of  my 
cunning. 

[EtU, 


ACT  rn. 


SCENE  L—- ^  Room  in  Baptista's  Eoum, 
Ikder  Luobntio,  Hobtbnsio,  and  Biakoa. 

Imc  Fiddler,  forbear;  you  grow  too  forward, 
sir; 
Have  you  so  soon  forgot  the  entertainment 
Her  sister  Katharine  welcom'd  you  withal  ? 

Bar.  But,  wrangling  pedant,  this  ia 
The  patroness  of  heavenly  harmony : 
Then  give  me  leave  to  have  prerogative ; 
And  when  in  music  we  have  spent  an  hoar, 
Toor  lectnre  shall  have  leisure  for  as  much. 

Luc  Preposterous  ass  I  that  never  read  so  far 
To  know  the  cause  why  musio  was  ordain 'dl 
Was  it  nor,  to  refresh  the  mind  of  man. 
After  his  studies,  or  his  usual  pain  ? 
Then  give  me  leave  to  read  philosophy. 
And,  while  I  pause,  serve  in  your  harmony. 

Bar,  Sirrah,  1  will  not  bear  these  braves  of 
thine. 

Bian,  Why,  gentlemen,  you  do  me  double  wrong, 
To  strive  for  that  which  resteth  in  my  choice : 
I  am  no  breeching  scholar  in  the  schools ; 
111  not  be  tied  to  hours,  nor  'pointed  times, 
But  learn  my  lessons  as  I  please  myself. 
And,  to  cut  off  all  strife,  here  sit  we  down: 
Take  yon  your  Uistrnment,  play  you  the  whiles; 
His  lectnre  will  be  done  ere  you  have  tun'd. 

Jior,  Tnull  leave  his  lecture  when  I  am  in  tune? 

[7*0  BlAHOA.— UOBTSNSIO  TtHre8, 

X«ie.That  will  be  never ;—  tune  your  instrument. 
Biun,  Where  left  we  la*t? 


lAie,  Here,  madam  ^— 
Hoc  ibat  Sknoisj  kic  est  Siffcta  teUuaj 

Hie  ateUrat  Iriand  regia  celsa  $eni$, 

Bian.  Construe  them. 

Luc  Hacibaty  as  I  told  yon  before, — IXmoU, 
I  am  Lucentio, — hie  est,  son  unto  Vincentio  or 
V^—Sigda  tcUua,  disguised  thus  to  get  your 
love; — Hie  steteraU  and  that  Lucentio  that  comes 
a  wooing, — Priamij  is  my  man  Tranio, — reffiOf 
bearing  my  port,— ce2fa  sen»,  that  we  might  beguile 
the  old  pantaloon. 

J^or.  Madam,  my  instrument's  in  tune. 

[Betwmmg, 

Bian.  Let's  he<ir ;-  [Hoetemio  play,. 

Ofie!  the  treble  jars. 

Luc  Spit  in  the  hole,  man,  and  tune  again. 

Bian,  Now  let  me  see  if  I  can  construe  it:  Ba 
ibat  Simois^  I  know  yon  not ;— Au;  eat  JSSgeia  teJXus^ 
I  trust  you  not  \^Hie  steterat  Priami,  take  heed 
he  hear  us  not ; — reyia,  presume  not ; — celsa  tenia 
desTOiir  not 

jUor,  Madam,  *tis  now  in  tune. 

Luc  All  but  the  bass. 

Ear,  The  bass  is  right ;  *tis  the  base  knave  that 
jars. 
How  fiery  and  forward  our  pedant  is . 
Now,  for  my  life  the  knave  doth  court  my  love : 
Pedeuculc,  111  watch  you  better  yet. 

Bian,  In  time  I  may  believe,  yet  I  mistriut. 

Lite.  Mistrust  it  not;  for,  sure,  i£acidos 

Was  Ai**i— c**^'<^  ^  ^^^  ^*  fif'*Y^^'?^^T^ 
Digitized  by  VjOOQLC 


226  TAMING  OF 

Bian,  I  mu^  believe  my  master ;  else,  I  promise 
vou, 
I  Bhoold  be  arguing  still  upon  that  doubt : 
But  let  it  rest. — Now,  Licio,  to  you : — 
Good  masters,  take  it  not  unkindly,  pray,  * 
That  I  have  been  thus  pleasant  with  you  both. 

Mor,  You  may  go  walk  [to  Luoemtio]  ,  and  give 
me  leave  awhile ; 
My  lessons  make  no  music  in  three  parts. 

Luc  Are  you  so  formal,  sir?  well,  I  must  wait, 
And  watch  withal ;  for,  but  I  be  deceived, 
Our  fine  musician  groweth  amorous.  [Asule, 

Ilor.  Madam,  before  you  touch  the  instrument, 
To  learn  the  order  of  my  fingering 
I  most  begin  with  rudiments  of  a^ 
To  teach  you  gamut  in  a  briefer  so 
More  pleasant,  pithy,  and  effectual, 
Than  hath  been  taught  by  any  of  my  trade; 
And  there  it  is  in  writing,  fairly  drawn. 

Bian,  Why,  I  am  past  my  gamut  long  ago. 

Eor.  Yet  read  the  gamut  of  Hortensio. 

Bicm.  [Beads.]  Q&mvitlamiheffroundqfaUaooordj 
A  re,  to  plead  Hortensio^ »  pasnon; 

B  mL  Bianco^  take  him  for  my  lord, 
C  fa  at,  that  lovet  with  all  affection} 

D  sol  re,  one  cUff,  two  notes  have  I; 

E  la  mi,  show  pityj  or  I  die. 
Call  you  this  gamut  ?  tut  I  I  like  it  not : 
Old  fashions  please  me  best ;  I  am  not  so  nice, 
To  change  true  rules  for  odd  inventions. 

Enter  a  Bemnt 

3er.  Mistress,  your  &ther  prays  you  leave  your 
books. 
And  help  to  dress  your  sister's  chamber  up ; 
You  know,  to-morrow  is  the  wedding  day. 
Bian,  Farewell,  sweet  masters,  both;  I  must 
be  gone.         [Exeunt  Bianoa  and  Serv. 
Lue.  Taith,  mistress,  then  I  have  no  cause  to 
stay.  [Em't. 

Hor.  But  I  have  cause  to  pry  into  this  pedant ; 
Methinks,  he  looks  as  though  he  were  in  love : 
Yet  if  thy  thoughts,  Bianca,  be  so  humble, 
To  cast  thy  wandering  eyes  on  every  stale. 
Seize  thee  that  list :  If  once  I  find  thee  ranging, 
Hortensio  will  be  quit  with  thee  by  ohangini 


SCENE  IL— The 
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Before  Baptbta^  Houst. 

Enter  BAFTierA,  Tranio,  Kathabina,  Bianoa, 
LuoENTio,  and  Attendants. 

Bap,  Signior  Lncentio  [to  Tbanio]  this  is  the 
\)pointed  day 
That  Katharine  and  Petrucio  should  be  married. 
And  yet  we  hear  not  of  our  son-in-law : 
What  will  be  said?  what  mockery  will  it  be. 
To  want  the  bridegroom,  when  the  priest  attends 
To  speak  the  ceremonial  rights  of  marriage ! 
What  says  Lucentio  to  this  shame  of  ours  ? 

Kaih.  Nosliamebutmine:  I  must,  forsooth,  be 
forc'd 
To  give  my  hand,  opposed  against  my  heart, 
Unto  a  mad-brain  rudesby,  full  of  spleen ; 
Who  woo'd  in  haste,  and  means  to  wed  at  leisure. 
I  told  you,  Ij  he  was  a  frantic  fool. 
Hiding  his  bitter  jests  in  blunt  behaviour: 
And,  to  be  noted  for  a  merry  man, 
HeMl  woo  a  thousand,  'point  the  dav  of  marriage, 
Make  friends,  invite,  yes,  and  proclaim  the  banns ; 
Yet  never  means  to  wed  where  he  hath  woo'd. 
Now  moat  the  world  point  at  poor  Katharine,  • 
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And  say,—**  Lo,  there  is  mad  Pet^.'^  AoH  wife. 

If  it  would  please  him  come  and  marry  her.** 

TVa.  Patience,  good  Katharine,  ind  Baptistatoo; 
Upon  my  life,  Petrucio  means  but  well. 
Whatever  fortune  stays  him  from  his  word : 
Though  he  be  blunt,  1  know  him  passing  wise ; 
Though  he  be  merry,  yet  withal  he  s  honest. 

KcUh.  *Wou)d  Katharine  had  never  seen  him, 
though  1 
[Eadt^  weeping,  followed  by  Bianca  and  others. 

Bap.  Go,  girl ;  I  cannot  blame  thee  now  to  weep ; 
For  such  an  injury  would  vex  a  saint. 
Much  more  a  shrew  of  thy  impatient  humour. 

Enter  Biondbllo 

Bion.  Master,  master  I  news,  old  news,  and  such 
news  as  you  never  heard  of ! 

Bap.  Is  it  new  and  old  too  ?  how  may  that  be  ? 

Bion.  Why,  is  it  not  news  to  hear  of  Petrucio's 

^p.  Is  he  come ?  [coming? 

BioTi.  Why,  no,  sir. 

Bap.  What  then? 

Bion.  He  is  coming. 

B(^,  When  will  he  be  here? 

Bion.  When  he  stands  where  I  am,  and  sees 
jou  there. 

Tra.  But,  say,  what  ^-To  thine  old  news. 

Bion.  Why,  Petrucio  is  coming,  in  a  new  hat 
and  an  old  jerkin:  a  pair  of  old  breeches,  thrice 
turned;  a  pair  ot  boots  that  have  been  candle- 
coses,  one  Duckled,  another  laced ;  an  old  rusty 
sword  ta'en  out  of  the  town  armoury,  with  a 
broken  hilt,  and  chapeless;  with  two  broken 
points:  His  horse  hipped  with  an  old  mothy 
saddle,  and  stirrups  oi  no  kindred :  besides,  pos- 
sessed with  the  glanders,  and  like  to  mose  in  the 
chine ;  troubled  with  the  lampass,  infected  with 
the  fashions,  full  of  windgalls,  sped  with  spavins, 
raied  with  the  yellows,  past  cure  of  the  fives, 
stark  spoiled  with  the  staggers,  begnawn  with 
the  hots;  swayed  in  the  back,  and  shoulder- 
shotten;  ne*er  legged  before;  and  with  a  half- 
checked  bit,  and  a  head-stall  of  sheep's  leather, 
which,  being  restrained  to  keep  him  from  stum- 
blmg,  hath  been  often  burst,  and  now  repaired 
with  knots;  one  girth  six  times  pieced,  and  a 
woman%  crupper  of  velure,  which  hath  two 
letters  for  her  name,  fairlv  set  down  in  studs,  and 
here  and  there  pieced  with  packthread. 

Bap.  Who  comes  with  him  ? 

Bum.  0,  sir,  his  lackey,  for  all  the  world  capa- 
risoned like  the  horse :  with  a  linen  stock  on  one 
le^,  and  a  kersey  boot-hose  on  the  other,  gartered 
with  a  red  and  blue  list ;  an  old  hat,  and  "  The 
humour  of  forty  fancies"  pricked  in*t  for  a 
feather :  a  monster,  a  very  monster  in  apparel ; 
and  not  like  a  Christian  footboy,  or  a  gentleman^ 
lackey. 

7Wi.  'Tis  some  odd  humour  pricks  him  to  this 
fashion; 
Yet  oftentimes  he  goes  but  mean  apparel 'd. 

Bap.  Iamgladhelscome,howsoeerhecomes. 

Bion.  Why,  sir,  he  comes  not 

Bap.  Didst  thou  not  say,  he  comes? 

Bion.  Who  ?  that  Petrucio  e&me  ? 

Bap.  Ay,  that  Petrucio  came. 

Bion.  No,  sir ;  I  say,  his  horse  comes  with  him 
on  his  back. 

Bap.  Why,  that's  all  one. 

Bion.  Nav,  by  Saint  Jamy,  I  hold  you  a  penny, 
A  horse  ana  a  man  is  more  than  one,  and  yet  not 
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Enter  Pbtruoxo  and  Qbumio. 

M.  Gome,  where  be  these  gallants?  who^at 
home? 

Bap,  You  are  welcome,  sir. 

Ftt.  And  jet  I  come  not  well* 

JBopu  And  jet  jon  halt  not. 

Tra.  Not  so  well  apparel'd 

As  I  wish  joQ  were. 

Fet»  Were  it  better  I  should  rush  m  thns. 
But  where  is  Kate  ?  where  is  mj  lovely  bride  ? 
How  does  mj  Cither?— Gentles,  mewinks  jou 

froMm: 
And  wherefore  gaze  this  good!  j  oompanj ; 
As  if  thej  saw  some  wondroos  monunent, 
Bume  comet,  or  nnusoal  prodigy? 

fiq».  Whj,  sir,  jon  know,  this  is  jour  wedding 
daj: 
First  were  we  sad,  fearing  joa  would  not  come ; 
Now  sadder,  that  jon  oome  so  unprovided. 
Fie  I  doff  this  habit,  shame  to  jour  estate, 
An  eyesore  to  oor  solemn  festival. 

Tnu  And  tell  as,  what  occasion  of  import 
Hath  all  so  lon^  detained  you  from  your  vrife, 
And  sent  you  hither  so  muike  yourself? 

Pet,  Tedioos  it  were  to  tell,  and  hardh  to  hear : 
Sufficeth.  I  am  come  to  keep  my  word, 
Though  in  some  part  enforcisd  to  digress ; 
Whidb,  at  more  leisuret  I  will  so  excuse 
As  you  shall  well  be  satisfied  withaL 
But,  where  is  Kate  ?    I  stay  too  long  from  her ; 
The  morning  wears,  *dB  time  we  were  at  church. 

Tra,  See  not  your  bride  in  these  irreverent 
robes; 
Gk>  to  my  chamber,  put  on  clothes  of  mine. 

FeL  Not  I,  believe  me;  thus  111  visit  her. 

Bap.  But  thus,  I  trust,  vou  will  not  marry  her. 

BU.  Good  sooth,  even  thus ;  therefore  lur  done 
with  words; 
To  me  shelB  married,  not  unto  my  clothes : 
Could  I  repair  what  she  will  wear  in  me. 
As  I  can  change  these  poor  accoutrements. 
Twere  well  for  Kate,  and  better  for  myself. 
But  what  a  fool  am  I,  to  chat  with  you. 
When  I  should  bid  good-morrow  to  my  bride, 
And  seal  the  title  with  a  lovely  kissi 

[Exeunt  Pet.,  Gbu.,  attd  Blow. 

7hi.  He  hath  some  meaning  in  his  mad  attire : 
We  will  persuade  him,  be  it  possible, 
To  put  on  better  ere  he  go  to  church. 

Bod,  111  after  him,  ai^  see  the  event  of  this. 

[Exit. 

Tra,  But,  sir,  to  her  love  concemeth  us  to  add 
Her  father's  liking :  Wliich  to  bring  to  pass, 
As  I  before  imparted  to  your  worship, 
I  am  to  get  a  man, — whatever  he  be. 
It  skills  not  much  j  well  fit  him  to  our  tom,^ 
And  he  shall  be  Vmcentio  of  Pisa ; 
And  make  assurance,  here  in  Padua, 
Of  greater  sums  than  I  have  promised* 
So  snail  you  quietly  enjoy  ^our  hope. 
And  many  sweet  Bianca  with  consent. 

Luc  Were  it  not  that  my  fellow  schoolmaster 
Doth  watch  Bianca's  steps  so  narrowly, 
Twere  go«d,  methinks,  to  steal  our  marriage ; 
Which  once  performed,  let  all  the  world  eay— no, 
m  keep  mine  own,  despite  of  all  the  world. 

Tra.  That  by  degrees  we  mean  to  look  into. 
And  watch  our  vantage  in  this  business: 
Well  overreach  the  greybeard,  Gremio, 
llie  narrow-pryinff  father,  Minola, 
The  quaint  musician,  amoroos  Lido; 
All  for  my  master^  sake,  Iaoentii>» 
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I  Alter  Grbioo. 

Siguier  Gremio  I  came  you  from  the  church  ? 

Ore.  As  willingly  as  e^er  I  carae  from  schooL 

Tra*  And  is  the  bride  and  bridegroom  coming 
home? 

€lre.  A  bridegroom,  say  yon?   *tis  a  groom 
indeed, 
kbling  groom,  and  that  the  girl  shall  find. 
CuTijter  than  she?  why,  tis  impossible. 

Ore.  Why,  he*s  adevil,  a  devil,  a  very  fiend. 

Dra.  Why,  she*s  a  devil,  a  devil,  the  deviFs  dam. 

Ore.  Tut  I  die*s  a  lamb,  a  dove,  a  fool  to  him. 
1*11  tell  you.  Sir  Lucentio ;  When  the  priest 
Should  ai^—if  ELatharine  should  be  his  wife, 
**  Ay,  by  gogs-wouns,"  quoth  he ;  and  swore  so  loud 
That,  all  amaz'd,  the  priest  let  fall  the  book : 
And,  as  he  stoop'd  again  to  take  it  up, 
lliis  mad-brain  d  bridegroom  took  him  such  a  cuff. 
That  down  fell  priest  and  book,  and  book  and 

priest; 
•*  Now  take  them  up,"  quoth  he,  "  if  any  list." 

2Ki.  What  said  the  wench,  when   he  arose 
again? 

Gre.  Trembled  and  shook ;  fbr  why,  he  ttampd 
and  swore. 
As  if  the  vicar  meant  to  cozen  him. 
But  after  many  ceremonies  done. 
He  calls  for  wme :— **  A  health,"  quoth  he,  as  if 
He  had  been  aboard,  carousing  to  his  mates 
After  a  storm :— Quaff'd  off  the  muscadd. 
And  threw  the  sops  all  in  the  sexton's  fiuse ; 
Having  no  other  reason, — 
But  that  hb  beard  grew  thfai  and  hunger!^,  ^ 
And  seem'd  to  ask  him  sops  as  he  was  dnnking. 
This  done,  he  took  the  bnde  about  the  neck. 
And  klssu  her  lips  with  such  a  clamorous  smack, 
That,  at  the  parting,  all  the  church  did  echo. 
And  I,  seeing  this,  came  thence  for  very  shame; 
And  after  me,  I  know,  the  rout  is  coming : 
Such  a  mad  marriage  never  was  before. 
Hark,  harkl  I  hear  the  minstrels  play.      [Mueie. 

&Uer  Pbtrucia,Kathariha,  Bianco,  Baptista, 
HoRTENSiO,  Gbumio,  and  Train, 

Pet.  Gentlemen  and  friends,  I  thank  you  for 
your  |)ains : 
I  know,  you  think  to  dine  with  me  to-day. 
And  have  prepared  great  store  of  wedding  chev , 
But  so  it  is,  my  haste  doth  call  me  hence. 
And  therefore  here  I  mean  to  take  my  leave. 

Bap.  U\  possible  you  will  away  to-night? 

Ptt.  I  must  away  to-day,  before  night  come: 
Make  it  no  wonder ;  if  you  knew  my  business 
You  would  entreat  me  rather  go  than  stay. 
And,  honest  oorapany,  I  thank  you  alL 
That  liave  beheld  me  give  avray  mjrself 
To  this  most  patient,  sweet,  and  virtuous  wife ; 
Dine  with  my  father,  drink  a  health  to  me; 
For  I  must  hence,  and  farewell  to  you  all. 

Tra,  Let  us  entreat  you,  stay  till  after  dinner. 

Pet.  It  may  not  be. 

Ore.  Let  me  entreat  you* 

Pet.  It  cannot  be. 

Kath.  Let  me  entreat  you. 

Pet,  I  am  content. 

Kath.  Are  you  content  to  stay  ? 

Pet,  I  am  content  you  shall  entreat  me  stay ; 
But  yet  not  stav,  entreat  me  how  you  can. 

Kath,  Now.  if  you  love  me,  stay. 

p^t,  Grnmio,  my  horse. 

Qry^  Ay,  sir,  they  be  ready;  thexMts  have  eaten 
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JCaih,  Nay,  then, 
Do  what  thoa  canst,  I  will  not  go  to-daj ; 
No,  nor  to-morrow,  nor  till  I  please  mjsdl 
The  door  is  open,  sir,  there  lies  your  way, 
You  may  be  jogging  whiles  your  boots  are  green  ; 
For  me,  1*11  not  be  gone,  till  I  please  myself: 
Tis  like,  jovill  prove  a  jolhr  surly  groom, 
That  take  it  on  you  at  the  mrst  so  roundly. 

JPa,  0  Kate,  content  thee;    prithee  be  not 
angry. 

Kath,  I  will  be  angry.    What  hast  thou  to  do  ? 
Father,  be  quiet :  he  shall  stay  my  leisure. 

Ore,  Ay,  marry,  sir :  now  it  begins  to  work. 

Kath,  Gentlemen,  forward  to  the  bridal  dinner: 
I  see,  a  woman  ma^  be  made  a  fool, 
If,  she  had  not  aroirit  to  resist 

Fet.  They  shall   go  forward,    Kate,    at  thy 
command. 
Obey  the  bride,  yon  that  attend  on  her : 
Go  to  the  feast,  revel  and.  domineer. 
Carouse  full  measure  to  her  maidenhead. 
Be  mad  and  merry, — or  go  hang  yourselves ; 
But  for  my  bonny  Kate,  she  must  with  me. 
Nay,  look  not  big,  nor  stamp,  nor  stare,  nor  fret; 
I  will  be  master  of  what  is  mine  own: 
She  is  my  goods,  my  chattels ;  she  is  my  house, 
My  household-etuf^  my  field,  my  bam, 
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My  horse,  my  ox,  my  an.  my  anytlihig ; 
And  here  she  stands,  touch  her  whoever  dare : 
111  bring  mine  action  on  the  proudest  he 
That  stops  my  way  in  Padua.    Grumio, 
Draw  forth  th;^  weapon,  we  are  beset  with  thieves; 
Rescue  thy  mistress,  if  thou  be  a  man : — 
Fear  not,  sweet  wench,  they  shall  not  touch  thee, 

Kate 
111  buckler  thee  aeainst  a  million 

[ExmiU  Pet.,  Kath.,  and  Gbd. 
Bcg9.  Nay,  let  them  go,  a  couple  of  aoiet  ones. 
Gn»  Went  they  not  quickly  I  should  die  with 

laughing. 
Trtu  Of  all  mad  matches  never  was  the  like : 
Luc  Mistress,  what's  your  opinion  of  your 

sbter? 
Bian,  That,  being  mad  herse]f,she*s  madly  mated. 
Gre,  I  warrant  him,  Petrucio  is  Kated. 
Bcg^,  Nei^bours  and  friends,  though  bride  and 
bridegroom  wants 
For  to  supply  the  places  at  the  table, 
You  know  there  wants  no  junkets  at  the  feast; 
Lucentio,  ^ou  shall  supply  the  bridegroom^  place « 
And  let  Bianca  take  her  sister's  room. 

Tra,  Shall  sweet  Bianca  practise  how  to  bride  U? 

Btgh  She  shalL  Lucentio. — Come,  gentlemen, 

let'f  go.  (EaDeunL 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  1.—A  SaU  m  Petrndo^  CoutOry  House. 
JSnter  Grumio. 

Om,  Fie,  fie.  on  all  tired  jadesi  on  all  mad 
masters  1  and  all  foul  ways  I  Was  ever  man  so 
beaten  ?  was  ever  man  so  rayed  ?  was  ever  man 
so  weary  ?  I  am  sent  before  to  make  a  fire,  and 
they  are  coming  after  to  warm  them.  Now,  were 
not  I  a  little  pot,  and  soon  hot,  my  very  lips  might 
freeze  to  my  teeth,  my  tongue  to  the  roof  of  my 
moith,  my  heart  in  my  belly,  ere  I  should  come 
by  a  fire  to  thaw  me: — But,  1,  with  blowing  the 
fire,  shall  warm  myself:  for,  considering  the 
weather,  a  taller  man  than  I  will  take  cold. 
Holla  hoa!  Curtist 

Enter  Cubtib. 

(htrt.  Who  is  that  calls  so  coldly? 

Qru.  A  piece  of  ice :  If  thou  doubt  it,  thou  mayst 

elide  from  my  shoulder  to  my  heel,  with  no  greater 

a  rmi  but  my  head  and  neck.    A  fire,  good  Curtis. 

^      Curt,  Is  my  master  and  his  wife  coming,  Grumio? 

^Oru,  0,  ay,  Curtis,  ay:  and  therefore  fire,  fire; 
east  on  no  water. 

Curt,  Is  she  so  hot  a  shrew  as  she*s  reported  } 

Qru,  She  was,  good  Curtis,  before  this  frost: 
but,  thou  know*st,  winter  tames  man,  woman,  and 
beast ;  for  it  hath  tamed  my  old  master  and  my 
new  mistress,  and  m3r8elf,  fellow  Curtis. 

Ourt,  Away,  you  three-inch  fool  I  I  am  no  beast. 

Oru.  Am  I  but  three  inches?  why,  thy  horn  is 
a  foot;  and  so  long  am  I,  at  the  least.  But  wilt 
thou  make  a  fire,  or  shall  I  complain  on  thee  to 
our  mistress,  whose  hand  (she  being  now  at  liand) 
thou  shalt  soon  feel,  to  thy  oold  oomfort,  for  being 
•low  in  thy  hot  office? 

Curt.  I  prithee,  good  Grumio,  tell  me.  How 
goes  the  world? 

Oru.  A  cold  world,  Curtis,  in  every  office  but 
thine;  and,  therefore,  fire :  Do  thy  duty,  and  have 
thy  duty ;  for  my  master  and  mistress  are  almost 
frozen  to  death* 


CurL  There^  fire  ready ;  and,  therefore,  good 
Grumio^he  news  ? 

Gru,  Why  ^' Jack,  boy  I  ho,  boy!**  and  as  much 
news  as  thou  wilt. 

Curt,  Come,  vou  are  so  frill  of  oonycatching. 

Gru,  Whv,  therefore,  fire ;  for  I  have  caught 
extreme  oold.  Where's  the  cook?  is  supper  ready, 
the  house  trimmed,  rubiies  strewed,  cobwebs 
swept ;  the  serving  men  in  their  new  fustian,  their 
white  stockings,  and  every  officer  his  wedding 
garment  on?  Be  the  jacks  fitur  within,  the  jills 
fair  without,  the  carpets  laid,  and  everything  in 
order? 

Curt.  All  ready.  And,  therefore,  I  pray  thee, 
news? 

Qru.  First,  know,  my  horse  is  tired ;  my  master 
and  mistress  fallen  out. 

Curt,  How? 

Qru.  Out  of  theu*  saddles  into  the  dirt.  And 
thereby  hangs  a  tale. 

Curt,  Lers  ha't,  good  Grumio. 

Oru.  Lend  thine  ear. 

Curt,  Here. 

Oru,  Tliere.  [Strikmghim. 

CurL  This  ^  to  feel  a  tale,  not  to  hear  a  tale. 

Qru.  And  therefore  tis  called,  a  sensible  tale: 
and  this  cuff  was  but  to  knock  at  your  ear,  and 
beseech  listening.  Now  I  begin:  Imprimis^  we 
came  down  a  foul  hill,  my  master  ridmg  behind 
my  mistress: 

Curt.  Both  on  one  horse? 

Oru.  What's  that  to  thee? 

Curt.  Why, ahorse. 

Oru,  Tell  thou  the  tale:— Bat  hadst  thou  not 
crossed  me,  thou  shouldst  have  heard  how  her 
horse  fell,  and  she  under  her  horse;  thou  shouldst 
have  heard,  in  how  miry  a  place:  how  she  was 
bemuiled ;  how  he  left  her  with  the  horse  upon 
her ;  how  he  beat  me  because  her  horse  stumbled : 
how  she  waded  through  the  dirt  to  pluck  him  off 
me ;  how  he  swore ;  how  she  prayed,  that  never 
prayed  before ;  how  I  cried;  now-.^the  horses  ran 
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•waji  how  her  hridle  was  burst:  how  I  lost  my 
emywr ;  with  manj  things  of  worthj  memory, 
which  now  shall  die  in  oblivion,  and  thou  return 
unexperienced  to  the  grave.  [she. 

CurU  Bj  this  reckoning,  he  is  more  shrew  than 

Oru.  Ay;  and  that  thou  and  the  proadest  of 
Ton  all  shall  find,  when  he  comes  home.  But  what 
talk  1  of  this?— Call  forth  Nathaniel,  Joseph, 
Nicholas,  Philip,  Walter,  Sugarsop,  and  the  rest. 
Let  their  heads  be  sleekly  combed,  their  blue  coats 
brushed,  and  their  garters  of  an  indiiferent  knit : 
let  them  curtsey  with  their  left  legs ;  and  not  pre- 
sume to  touch  a  hair  of  my  master's  horse-tail  till 
they  kiss  their  hands.    Are  they  all  ready? 

Ourt,  They  are. 

Oru.  Call  them  forth. 

Owrt.  Do  you  hear,  ho  ?  ^a  most  meet  my 
master,  to  countenance  my  mistress. 

Oru.  Why,  she  hath  a  &oe  of  her  own. 

Ourt,  Who  knows  not  that? 

Oru,  Thou,  it  seems,  that  oallest  for  company 
to  countenance  her. 

Curt,  I  call  them  forth  to  credit  her. 

Onu  Why,she  comes  to  borrow  notlungof  them. 

Enter  9evend  Semnta, 

NaA,  Weleome  home,  Grumio. 

IhiL  How  now,  Grumio? 

Jot,  What,  Grumio  1 

Nick.  Fellow  Grumio? 

Nath.  How  now,  old  lad? 

Oru,  Welcome,  you;— how  now,  toq;— what, 
yon ;— fellow,  yon  ;-Hmd  thus  much  for  gpreeting. 
Now,  my  spruce  companions,  is  all  ready,  and  all 
things  neat? 

Ifath,  All  things  is  ready:  how  nearis  our  master? 

^m.  E'en  at  hand,  ali^ted  by  this :  and  therefore 
benot^Cock's  passion,  silencei-~lhearmymaster. 

JBnUr  Pbtruchio  and  Kathabina. 

At  Wh^e  be  these  knares?    What,  no  man 
at  door. 
To  hold  my  stirrup,  nor  to  take  my  hone? 
Where  is  Nathaniel,  Gre^ry,  Philip  ? 

Ml  8erv,  Here,  here,  sir ;  here,  sir. 

JPet,  Here,sirl  here,  sirl  here,sirl  here,tirt 
Ton  loggerfaeaded  and  unpolished  grooms  1 
What,  no  attendance?  no  regard ?  no  duty  ? 
Where  is  the  foolish  knave  1  sent  before. 

Oru,  Here,  sir ;  as  foolish  as  1  was  before. 

PieU  Yon  peasant  swain !  yoa  whoreson  malt- 
horse  dmdgel 
Did  I  not  bid  thee  meet  me  in  the  park. 
And  bring  alon^  these  rasoU  knaves  with  thee  ? 

Oru,  Nathaniel's  ooat,  sir,  was  not  fully  made. 
And  Gabriel's  pumps  were  all  unpink'd  i'  the  heel ; 
There  was  no  link  to  colour  Peter's  hat. 
And  WaltorV  dagger  was  not  come  from  sheathing : 
There  were  none  fine  but  Adam,  Balph,  and 

Gregory; 
The  test  were  ragged,  old,  and  beggarly; 
Yet,  as  they  are,  here  are  they  come  to  meet  yon. 

IH,  (jK>,  rascals,  g«\  and  fetch  my  supper  in. — 

[Exeunt  aome  of  the  Servants. 

*•  Where  is  the  lifo  that  late  I  led"  -  [Sings, 

Where  are  those Sit  down,  Kate,  and  welcome. 

Bond,  aoud,  suud,  soud  I 

Me-enter  Servants,  wUh  Supper. 

Why,when,Isay?— Nay.goodsweet  Kate,bemerry« 
Off  with  my  boots,  you  rogues,  you  villains;  When  ? 
**It  was  the  friar  of  orders  grey,        [Smgs. 
Ai  be  forth  walked  on  his  way:**— 
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Out,  you  rogue !  yoa  pluck  my  foot  awry : 
Take  that,  and  mend  tne  plucking  of  the  other.— 

[Strikes  him. 
Be  merry,  Kate : — Some  water  here ;  wliat,  ho  I 
Where's  my  spaniel  Troilus?— Sirrah,  get  yon 

hence, 
And  bid  my  cousin  Ferdinand  come  hither: 

[Exit  Berrvit. 
One,  Suite,  that  yon  must  kiss,  and  oe  acquainted 

with. 
Where  are   my  slippers  ?— Shall  I  have  some 
water  ?  [A  basin  is  presented  to  him. 

Come,  Kate,  and  wash,  and  welcome  heartily : — 
[Servant  lets  the  ewerfaSL. 
Ton  whoreson  villain  I  will  you  let  it  &11  ? 

[Strikes  him. 
Kath,  Patience,  I   pray  you;   ^as  a  fault 

unwilling. 
Pet,  A  whoreson,  beetle-headed,  flap-ear*d  knavel 
Come,  Kate,  sit  dovm,  I  know  you  have  a  stomach. 
Will  you  give  thanks,  sweet  Kate, or  else  shall  I? 
What  is  this?  mutton? 
1  Servt  Ay. 

Ptt.  Who  brought  it? 

IServ.  I. 

Pet.  Tis  burnt ;  and  so  is  all  the  meat : 
What  dogs  are  these  I — Where  is  the  rascal  cook  ? 
How  durst  you,  villains,  bring  it  from  the  dresser. 
And  serve  it  thus  to  me  that  love  it  not  ? 
There,  take  it  to  you,  trenchers,  cups,  and  all : 

[Throws  the  meal,  dbc^  about  ike  stage 
You  heedless  joltheads,  and  unmanner'd  slaves ! 
What,  do  you  grumble  ?    I'll  be  with  you  straiglit 
Kaih,  I  pray  y<m,  husband,  be  not  so  disquiet; 
The  meat  was  well,  if  you  were  so  contented. 

Pet.  I  tell  thee,  Kate, 'twas  bumtanddriedaway;/ 
And  I  expressly  am  forbid  to  touch  it, 
For  it  engenders  choler,  planteth  anser; 
And  better  twere  that  both  of  us  did  fiut, 
Since,  of  ourselves,  ourbclves  are  choleric. 
Than  feed  it  with  such  over-roasted  flesh. 
Be  patient ;  to  morrow  it  shall  be  mended. 
And,  for  this  ni^ht,  well  &st  for  company : 
Come,  I  will  bnng  thee  to  thy  bridal  chamber. 

\Exemt  Pet.,  Kath.,  and  Cubt. 
Nath.  [Adoancmg,]  Peter,  didst  ever  see  the  like? 
Ptter,  He  lulls  her  in  her  own  humonr. 

Be^nUr  Cuirns. 

Oru,  Where  is  he? 

Curt,  In  her  chamber, 
MsJcing  a  sermon  of  continenoy  to  her : 
And  rails,  and  swears,  and  rates ;  that  she,  poor  soul, 
Knows  not  which  way  to  stand,  to  look,  to  speak; 
And  sits  as  one  new-risen  from  a  dream. 
Away,  away  I  for  he  is  coming  hither.      [Exeww. 

Be-enter  Petbuoio. 

PeL  Thus  have  I  politicly  begun  my  reign, 
And  *tis  ray  hope  to  end  successfully : 
My  falcon  now  is  sharp,  and  passing  empty ; 
And,  till  she  stoop,  she  must  not  be  fiill-gorg'd 
For  then  she  never  looks  upon  her  lure. 
Another  way  I  have  to  man  my  haggard, 
To  make  her  come,  and  know  her  keeper's  call. 
That  is,  to  watch  her,  as  we  watch  these  kites. 
That  bate,  and  beat,  and  will  not  be  obedient. 
She  eat  no  meat  to<lay,  nor  none  shall  eat ; 
Last  night  she  slept  not,  nor  to-night  she  shall  not ; 
As  with  the  meat,  some  undeserved  fault 
I'll  find  about  the  making  of  the  bed ; 
And  here  111  fling  the  pillow,  there  the  bolster. 
This  way  the  coverlet,  another  way^tha  sheetiw- 
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Ay,  and  amid  this  hnrij,  I  intend, 
Thiit  all  is  done  in  rererend  care  of  her; 
And,  in  eonolusion,  she  shall  watch  all  night: 
And,  if  she  chance  to  nod,  111  rail  and  brawl, 
And  widi  the  clamour  keep  her  still  awake. 
This  is  a  way  to  kill  a  wife  with  kindness ; 
And  thas  111  cnrb  her  mad  and  headstrong  humour : 
He  that  knows  better  how  to  tame  a  shrew. 
Now  let  hhn  speak ;  tis  charity  to  show.      [Exit, 

SCENE  n.— Padpa.    Btfore  Bafti8TA*8  Eouae. 
Enter  Tbanio  <md  Hortensio. 
Tra,  Is^  possible,  friend  Licio,  that  Mistress 
Bianca 
Doth  fancy  any  other  bat  Lncentio? 
I  tell  yon,  sir,  she  bears  me  fiur  in  hand. 

Hor,  Sir,  to  satisfy  yon  in  what  I  have  said, 
Stand  by,  and  mark  tlie  manner  of  his  teaching. 
[They  itand  aside. 

Enter  Bianoa  (md  Luoentio. 

Lue,  Now,  mistress,  profit  you  in  what  you  read  ? 

Bitm,  What,  master,  read  you?  first  resolve  me 
that 

lAte.  I  read  that  I  profess,  the  art  to  love. 

Bian,  And  may  you  prove,  sir,  master  of  your  art ! 

Lmc  While  you,  sweet  dear,  prove  mistress  of 
my  heart.  [Tftey  retire, 

Hor.  Quick  prooeeders,  manyl    Now,  tell  me, 
I  pray, 
,  Yoa  that  durst  swear  that  your  mistress  Bianca 
'  Lov*d  none  in  the  world  so  well  as  Lucentio. 

Tra,  0  despiteful  love !  unconstant  womankind  I 
I  tell  thee,  Licio,  this  is  wonderful. 

Ear,  Mistake  no  more :  I  am  not  Lido. 
Nor  a  musician,  as  I  seem  to  be ; 
But  one  that  soom  to  live  in  this  disgoiM, 
For  such  a  one  as  leaves  a  gentleman. 
And  makes  a  god  of  such  a  ouilion : 
Know,  sir,  thai  I  am  oaird  Horten^io. 

Tr€L,  Signior  Uortensio,  I  have  oftoi  heard 
Of  your  entire  affection  to  Bianca; 
And  since  mine  eyes  are  witness  of  her  lightness, 
I  will  with  you,— if  you  be  so  contented,— 
Forswear  Bianca  ana  her  love  for  ever. 

Bar.  See  how  they  kiss  and  court  1    Signior 
Lucentio, 
Here  is  my  hand,  and  here  I  firmly  vow 
Never  to  woo  her  more ;  but  do  forswear  her. 
As  one  unworthy  all  the  former  favours 
That  I  have  fondly  flattered  her  withal. 

Tra,  And  here  I  take  the  like  unfeigned  oath, 
Never  to  marry  with  her  though  she  would  entreat: 
Fie  on  herl  see  how  beastly  she  doth  court  him. 

Ror.  'Would  all  the  world,  but  he,  had  quite 
forsworn  I 
For  me,  that  I  may  surely  keep  mine  oath, 
I  will  be  married  to  a  wealthy  widow 
Ere  three  days  pass ;  which  hath  as  long  lovM  me, 
As  I  have  lov'd  this  proud  disdainful  h^gard : 
And  so  farewell,  Signior  Lucentio. 
Kindness  in  women,  not  their  beauteous  looks, 
Shall  win  my  love :  and  so  I  take  my  leave. 
In  resolution  as  I  swore  before. 

[Eaat  Hob.— Lna  and  BiAir.  advance, 

Tra  Mistress  Bianca,  bless  you  with  such  grace 
As  longeth  to  a  lover's  blessed  case  1 
Nay,  I  have  ta'en  you  napping,  gentle  love; 
And  have  forsworn  you  with  Hortensio. 

nififa.  'uranio,  you  Jest.    But  have  yon  both  for- 
sworn me? 

Tra,  Mistress,  we  have. 

I«a  Then  we  are  rid  of  Licio. 


THE  SHREW. 

Tra.  V  fiiith,  hell  have  a  lusty  widow  sow, 
That  shall  be  woo'd  and  wedded  in  a  day. 

Biaoi,  God  give  him  joy  1 

Tra,  Kj^  and  hell  tame  her. 

Biasi,  He  says  so,  Tranio 

Tra,  'Faith,  he  is  gone  unto  the  tamhig^hool. 

Bian,  The  taming-school  1  what,  is  there  such  • 
place? 

Tra,  Av,  mistress,  and  Petrucio  is  the  master 
That  teacneth  tricks  eleven  and  twenty  long. 
To  tame  a  shrew,  and  charm  her  chattering  tongue 

EnUr  BiOHDBLLO,  rumsmg* 

Bian,  O  master,  master,  I  have  watch'd  so  long 
That  I  am  dog-weary  |  but  at  hist  I  spied 
An  ancient  angle  oommg  down  the  hill. 
Will  serve  the  turn. 

Tra,  Wluit  is  he,  Biondello  ? 

Bion,  Master,  a  mercatante,  or  a  pedant, 
I  know  not  what;  but  formal  in  apparel, 
In  gait  and  countenance  surely  like  a  father. 

Lue,  And  what  of  him,  Tranio? 

Tra,  If  he  be  credulous,  and  trust  my  tale, 
111  make  him  glad  to  seem  Vincentio ; 
And  give  assurance  to  Baptista  Minola, 
As  if  he  were  the  right  Vincentio. 
Take  in  your  love,  and  then  let  me  alone* 

[Exeunt  Lua  and  Biah. 

Enter  a  Pedant. 

Fed,  Gtod  save  you,  sir  I 

Tra,  And  you,  shr  1  you  are  welcome. 

Travel  you  fkr  on.  or  are  you  at  the  farthest? 

PecL  Sir,  at  the  urthest  fo**  a  week  or  two ; 
But  then  up  farther ;  and  as  far  as  Rome ; 
And  so  to  Tripoli,  if  God  lend  me  lifis. 

Tra,  What  oounttyman,  I  pray? 

Fed.  OfMantna. 

Tra,  Of  Mantua,  sir?— marry,  God  forbid  1 
And  come  to  Padua,  careless  of  your  life? 

Bed,  My  life,  sir  1  how,  I  pray?  for  that  goes  hard. 

Tra,  'TIS  death  for  any  one  in  Mantua 
To  come  to  Padua.    Know  yon  not  the  caose  ? 
Your  ships  are  stay'd  at  Venice ;  and  the  duke 
(For  private  quarrel  *tMrixt  your  duke  and  him) 
Hath  publish  d  and  proclaimed  it  openly : 
'Tis  marvel ;  but  that  you  are  but  newiy  oome. 
You  might  have  heard  it  else  proclaim 'd  about. 

Bed,  Alas,  sir,  it  is  worse  for  me  than  so ; 
For  I  have  bills  for  money  by  exchange 
From  Florence^  and  must  here  deliver  them. 

Tra,  Well,  sur,  to  do  you  courtesy. 
This  will  I  do,  and  this  I  will  advise  yon : 
First,  tell  me,  have  you  ever  been  at  Fisa? 

Bed,  Ay,  sir,  in  Pisa  have  I  often  been ; 
Pisa,  renowned  for  grave  citizens. 

Tra.  Among  them,  know  you  one  Vincentio  ? 

Fed,  I  know  him  not,  but  I  have  heard  of  him ; 
A  merchant  of  incompsiable  wealth. 

Dra,  He  is  my  father,  sir ;  and,  sooth  to  say. 
In  countenance  somewhat  doth  resemble  you. 

Bion,  As  much  as  an  apple  doth  an  oyster,  and 
all  one.  [Aside, 

Tra,  To  save  your  life  in  this  extremity. 
This  favour  will  I  do  you  for  his  sake : 
And  think  it  not  the  worst  of  all  your  fortunes. 
That  you  are  like  to  Sir  Vincentio. 
His  name  and  credit  shall  vou  undertake. 
And  in  my  house  you  shall  be  friendlv  lodg'd. 
Look,  that  you  take  upon  yon  as  you  should ; 
You  understand  me,  sir ;— so  shall  ^ou  stay 
Till  you  have  done  your  business  m  the  city ; 
If  this  be  courtesy,  sir,  accept  of  it. 
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iWL  O  rfr,  Ido;  and  will  repute  you  ever 
The  patroD  of  my  life  and  liberty. 

IWz.  Then  go  with  me,  to  make  the  matter  good. 
This  by  the  way,  I  let  vou  understand; 
My  fatter  ia  here  looked  for  every  day, 
To  pasa  assuranoe  of  a  dower  in  marriage 
TwuLt  me  and  one  Baptista's  daughter  here: 
In  all  these  circumstances  111  instruct  yon : 
Qo  with  me,  sir,  to  clothe  you  as  becomes  you. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENB  III.r— il  room  m  Petrudo*8  Home. 
Eater  Kat^abina  and  Gsuhio. 

Oru,  No,  no;  forsooth,  I  dare  not,  for  my  life. 

£eUh.  The  more  my  wrong,  the  more  his  spite 
appears: 
What,  did  be  marry  me  to  famish  me? 
Beggars  that  oome  unto  my  father's  door. 
Upon  entreaty,  have  a  present  alms ; 
If  not,  elsewhere  they  meet  with  charity : 
But  1,  who  never  knew  how  to  entreat, 
Kor  never  needed  that  I  should  entreat. 
Am  starv  d  for  meat,  giddy  for  lack  of  sleep; 
With  oaths  kept  waking,  and  with  brawling  fed : 
And  that  which  spites  me  more  than  all  these  wants, 
He  does  it  under  name  of  perfect  love ; 
As  who  should  say,  if  I  should  sleep  or  eat, 
Twere  deadly  sickness,  or  else  present  death. 
I  prithee  go,  and  get  me  some  repast ; 
I  care  not  what,  so  it  be  wholesome  food. 

Oru.  What  say  you  to  a  neat's  foot? 

KtUh.  *Tis  passiilg  good ;  I  prithee  let  me  have  it. 

Oru.  I  fear  it  is  too  choleric  a  meat : 
How  say  you  to  a  fiit  tripe,  finely  broil'd  ? 

Kath.  1  like  it  well ;  good  Grumio,  fetdi  it  me. 

Oru.  I  cannot  tell ;  I  fear  'tis  cholerio. 
What  say  you  to  a  piece  of  beef,  and  mustard? 

Kath.  A  dish  that  I  do  love  to  feed  upon. 

Oru.  Ay,  but  the  mustard  is  too  hot  a  little. 

KaA.    Why,  then  the  beef,  and  let  the  mustard 
rest. 

Orm.  Nay,  then  I  will  not;  you  shall  have  the 
mustard, 
Or  else  you  get  no  beef  of  Grumio. 

Kath.  Then  both,  or  one,  or  anting  thou  wilt. 

Oru,  Why,  then  the  mustard  without  the  beef. 

^Uh.  Go,  get  thee  gone,  thou  fiUse  deluding 
slave,  [Beats  Mm. 

That  feed'st  me  with  the  very  name  of  meat : 
Borrow  on  thee,  and  all  the  pack  of  you, 
rhat  triumph  thus  upon  my  misery  I 
Go,  get  thee  gone,  I  say. 

Enter  Pbtbuoio,  uitA  a  dish  qf  meat;  and 

HOBTEHBIO. 

PtL  How  fores  my  Kate  ?    What,  sweating,  all 
amort? 

Eior.  Mistress,  what  cheer? 

Eath.  'Faith,  as  cold  as  can  be. 

Pet.  Pluck  up  thy  spirits,  look  cheerfully  upon 
me. 
Here,  love,  thou  seest  how  diligent  I  am, 
To  dreaa  thy  meat  myself,  and  brmg  it  thee : 

[Sets  the  diah  on  a  taibU. 
i  am  sure,  sweet  Kate,  this  kindness  merits  thanks. 
What,  not  a  word  ?    Nay,  then  thou  lov*st  it  not  j 
And  all  my  puns  is  sorted  to  no  proof: 
Bere,  take  away  this  dish.  ,     , 

Kath.  I  pray  you,  let  it  stand. 

PtL  The  poorest  service  is  repaid  with  thanks; 
And  so  shall  mine,  before  you  touch  the 

KaA.  I  thank  you,  sir. 


Ear.  Signior  Petrucio,  fie !  you  are  to  blame: 
Come,  Mistress  Kate,  I'll  bear  you  comoany. 

Fet.  Eat  it  up  all,  Hortensio,  if  thou  lov^st  me. 

[Aside 
Much  good  do  it  unto  thy  gentle  heart ! 
Kate,  eat  apace;— And  now,  my  honey  love, 
Will  we  return  unto  thy  father's  house; 
And  revel  it  as  bravely  as  the  best, 
With  silken  coats,  and  caps,  and  golden  rings. 


With  ruflfe,  and  cuflfe,  and  farthingales,  and  things: 
With  scarfs,  and  fans,   and   double   change  ot 
bravery, 


With  amber  bracelets,  beads,  and  all  this  knavery. 
What,  hast  thou  din'd?     The  tailor  stays  th/ 

leisure. 
To  deck  thy  body  with  his  rufiSing  treasure. 

Enter  Tailor. 

Gome,  tailor,  let  us  see  these  ornaments ; 

Enter  Haberdasher. 

Lay  forth  the  gown.— What  news  with  you,  sir? 

Bab,  Here  is  the  cap  your  worship  did  bespeak. 

Pet,  Why,  this  was  moulded  on  a  porringer; 
A  velvet  dish ;— fie,  fie  1  tis  lewd  and  filthy ; 
Why,  'tis  a  cockle  or  a  walnutshell, 
A  knack,  a  toy,  a  trick,  a  baby's  cap  \ 
Away  with  it,  come,  let  me  have  a  bigger. 

KatK  I'll  have  no  bigger  ;  this  doth  fit  the  tune, 
And  gentlewomen  wear  such  caps  as  these. 

Pet.  When  you  are  gentle,  you  shall  have  one  too, 
And  not  till  then.  ^    ,    ^    .     r  a  'j 

Hot.  That  wiU  not  be  in  haste.  [Aade. 

Kath.  Why,  sir,  I  trust,  I  may  have  leave  to 
speak; 
And  spesk  I  will.    I  am  no  child,  no  babe : 
Your  betters  have  endur'd  me  say  my  mmd ; 
And,  if  you  cannot,  best  you  stop  your  ears. 
My  tongue  will  tell  the  anger  of  my  heart ; 
Or  else  my  heart,  concealing  it,  will  break ; 
And  rather  than  it  shall,  I  will  be  free 
Eyen  to  the  uttermost,  as  I  plesacj  m  words. 

Pet.  Why,  thou  say^t  true ;  U  is  a  paltry  cap, 
A  oustard-ooffin,  a  bauble,  a  silken  pie: 
I  love  thee  well,  in  that  thou  lik'st  it  not. 

Kath.  Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I  like  the  cap ; 
And  it  I  wUl  have,  or  I  will  have  none. 

fW.  Thy  gown?  why,  ay.— Come,  tailor,  let 

0  mercy,  God  I  what  masking  stuff  is  here  I 
What's  this?  a  sleeve?  tis  Uke  a  demi-cannon: 
What  1  up  and  down,  carv'd  like  an  aople-tart? 
Here*^  snip,  and  nip,  and  cut,  and  slish,  and  slash, 
Like  to  a  censer  in  a  barber's  shop :  „     .       . .  _ 
Why.  what,  o*  devil's  name,  tailor,  call  st  thou  this? 

Hot.  I  see,  she's  like  to  have  neither  cap  nor 
gown.  ,      [^ 

2W.  xon  bid  me  make  it  orderly  and  well, 
Acoording  to  the  fiishion  and  the  time. 
Pet.  MariT,  and  did;  but  if  youberemember'd, 

1  did  not  bia  you  mar  it  to  the  time. 
Go,  hop  me  over  every  kennel  home, 
For  you  shall  hop  without  my  custom,  sir 
111  none  of  it;  hence,  make  your  best  of  it. 

Kath.  I  never  saw  a  better  fashion  d  gown, 
Morequaint,morepleasing,normore  commendable: 
Belike,  you  mean  to  make  a  puppet  of  me. 
Pet.  Why,true;  he  means  to  make  a  puppet  of  thee. 
2W.  She  says,  vour  worship  means  to  make  a 

puppet  of  her. 
JW,  O  monstrous  arrogance !  thou  Ueet,  tbon 
thread. 
Thou  thimble,  ^ 
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Thou  yard,  three^aarterat  half-Tard,  quarter,  nail, 
Thou  flea,  thou  mit,  thou  winter  cricket  thou : 
Brav'd  in  mine  own  house  with  a  skein  of  thread  I 
Awaj,  thou  ragf  thou  Quantity,  thou  remnant ; 
Or  I  shall  so  be-mete  thee  with  thj  yard, 
As  thon  shalt  think  on  prating  whilst  thou  liv'st  1 
I  tell  thee,  I|  that  thou  hast  marr*d  her  gown. 

TaL  Your  worship  is  deceived ;  the  gown  is  made 
Just  as  my  master  had  direction : 
Qrumio  gave  order  how  it  should  be  done. 

Oru,  I  gave  him  no  order ;  I  p;ave  him  the  stuft. 

Ted.  But  how  did  you  desire  it  should  be  made? 

Qni,  Marr^,  iir,  with  needle  and  thread. 

TaL  But  did  you  not  request  to  have  it  out? 

Oru,  Thon  hast  £eused  many  things. 

TaL  I  have. 

OrtL  Face  not  me :  thou  hast  braved  many  men ; 
brave  not  me.  I  will  neither  be  faced  nor  braved. 
I  say  unto  thee— I  bid  thy  master  out  out  the 
gown ;  but  I  did  not  bid  him  out  it  to  pieces :  ergo, 
uou  liest. 

TaL  Why  here  is  the  note  of  the  fashion  to  testify. 

Pet.  Read  it. 

Oru,  The  note  lies  m^  throat,  if  he  say  I  said  so. 

Ted.  Imprimu^  "  a  loose-bodied  gown :" 

Oru,  Master,  if  ever  I  said  loose-bodied  gown, 
sew  me  in  the  skirts  of  it,  and  beat  me  to  death 
with  a  bottom  of  brown  thread:  I  said  a  gown. 

FiU,  Proceed. 

7\xL  *'  With  a  small  compassed  cape  ;** 

Oru,  I  confess  the  cape. 

Tau  "  With  a  trunk  sleeve;" 

Oru,  I  confess  two  sleeves. 

TaL  **  The  sleeves  curiously  out." 

Tet,  Av,  there's  the  villainy. 

Oru.  Error  i'the  bill,  sir ;  error  i*the  bilL  I 
commanded  the  sleeves  should  be  cut  out,  and 
sewed  npa£:ain:  and  that  111  prove  upon  thee, 
though  thy  little  finger  be  armed  in  a  thimble. 

TaL  This  is  true,  that  I  say;  an  I  had  thee  in 
place  where,  thou  shouldst  know  it 

Oru,  I  am  for  thee  straight:  take  thou  tiie  bill, 
give  me  thy  mete-yard,  and  spare  not  me. 

Bar.  tidcki'mercy,  Urumiol  then  he  shall  have 
no  odds. 

Pet,  Well,  sir,  in  brief,  the  gown  is  not  for  me. 

Oru,  You  are  i'the  ri^ht,  sir ;  tis  for  my  mistress. 

Pet,  Go,  take  it  up  untv)  thy  master *s  use. 

Oru.  Villain,  not  fqr  thy  life:  Take  up  my 
mistress*  gown  for  thy  master's  use ! 

Ptt,  Why,  sir,  what's  your  conceit  in  that  ? 

Oru.  O,  sir,  the  conceit  is  deeper  than  yon  think 
for: 
Take  up  my  mistress'  gown  to  his  master's  use  I 
O,  fie,  fie,  he  I  [paid:— 

Pet.  Uortensio,  say  thon  wilt  see  the  tailor 

[Aside, 
Go,  take  it  hence;  begone,  and  say  no  more. 

Jlor,  Tailor,  HI  pay  thee  for  thy  gown  to-morrow. 
Take  no  unkindness  of  his  hasty  words : 
Away,  I  say:  commend  me  to  thy  master. 

^  [ExU  Tailor. 

PiL  Well,  come,  my  Kate;  we  will  unto  your 
father's. 
Even  in  these  honest  mean  habiliments; 
Our  purses  shall  be  proud,  our  garments  poor: 
For  tis  the  mind  that  makes  the  body  rich ; 
And  as  the  sun  breaks  through  the  darkest  clouds, 
Bo  honour  peereth  in  the  meanest  habit 
What,  is  the  jay  more  precious  than  the  lark. 
Because  his  Others  are  more  beautiful  ? 
Or  is  the  adder  bettor  than  the  eel. 
Because  his  painted  skin  oontents  the  eye? 
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O,  no,  good  Kate ;  neither  art  thon  the  worse 
For  this  poor  furniture  and  mean  array. 
If  thou  account 'st  it  shame,  lay  it  on  me: 
And  therefore  frolic ;  we  will  hence  forthwith, 
To  feast  and  sport  us  at  thy  father's  house. 
Go,  call  my  men,  and  let  us  straight  to  h'm; 
And  bring  our  horses  unto  Long-lane  end. 
There  will  we  mount,  and  thither  walk  on  foot 
Let's  see ;  I  think  'tis  now  some  seven  o'clock 
And  well  we  may  come  there  by  dinner-time. 

Kath..  I  dare  assure  you,  sir,  tis  almost  two ; 
And  twill  be  supper-time  ere  you  come  there. 

Pet.  It  shall  be  seven,  ere  I  go  to  horse : 
Look,  what  I  speak,  or  do,  orlbink  to  do, 
You  are  still  crossing  it — Sirs,  lett  aione . 
I  will  not  go  to-day ;  and  ere  I  do. 
It  shall  be  what  o  clock  I  say  it  is. 

Eior,  Why,  sol  this  gaUant  will  oommand  the 
sun.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  IV.— Padua.    B^ort  Baptistali  E<m$e. 
Enter  Tsahio,  and  the  Pedant  dressed  Uke 

VlNCENTIO. 

7)ra,  Sir,  this  is  the  house.  Please  it  you  tiiat  I 
call? 

Ped.  Ay,  what  else?  and,  but  I  be  deceiv'd, 
Signior  Baptista  may  remember  me, 
Near  twenty  years  ago,  in  Genoa, 
Where  we  wei-e  lodgers  at  the  Pegasus. 

TVo.  Tis  well ;  and  hold  your  own,  in  any  case. 
With  such  austerity  as  'longeth  to  a  father. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Ped.  I  warrantyou:  But,  sir,herecomes  your  boy; 
rPwere  good  he  were  school'^. 

Tra.  Fear  you  not  him.  Sirrah  Biondello, 
Now  do  vour  duty  thoroughly,  I  advise  you ; 
Ima^e  twere  the  right  Y  incentio. 

Bum,  Tut  I  fear  not  me. 

Tra.  But  hast  thou  done  thy  errand  to  BaptistaY 

Bion,  I  told  him,  that  your  mther  was  at  V enioe ; 
And  that  you  look'd  for  him  this  day  in  Padua. 

TVa.  Thou'rta  tall  fellow ;  hold  thee  that  to  drink. 
Here  comes  Baptbta:— set  your  countenance,  sir. 

Enter  Baftista  and  Luoemtio. 

Signior  Baptista,  you  are  happily  met^- 
Sir  [tot^PedantJ  this  is  the  gentleman  I  told  you  of: 
I  pray  you,  stand  good  father  to  me  now. 
Give  me  Bianca  for  my  patrimony. 

Ped.  8oft,sonI 
Sir,  by  your  leave,  having  come  to  Padua 
To  gather  in  some  debts,  my  son  Lncentio 
Made  me  acquainted  with  a  weighty  cause 
Of  love  between  your  daughter  and  himself: 
And,— for  the  good  report!  hear  of  you ; 
And  for  the  love  he  beareth  to  your  daughter, 
And  she  to  him, — ^to  stay  him  not  too  long, 
I  am  content,  in  a  good  Cather's  care, 
To  have  him  match'd ;  and,— if  you  pleas'd  to  like 
No  worse  than  I,— upon  some  agreement 
Me  shall  you  find  ready  and  willing 
With  one  consent  to  have  her  so  b^stow'd; 
For  curious  I  cannot  be  with  you, 
Signior  Baptista,  of  whom  I  hear  so  well. 

Bap.  Sir,  pardon  me  in  what  I  have  to  say ; — 
Your  plainness  and  your  shortness  pi  ease  me  well 
Right  true  it  is,  your  son  Lucentio  here 
Doth  love  my  daughter,  and  she  loveth  him. 
Or  both  dissemble  deeply  their  afiections: 
And,  therefore,  if  you  sa^  no  more  than  this, 
That  like  a  father  yon  will  deal  with  him, 
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And  pass  mj  dangtiter  a  sufficient  dowers 

Themateh  is  made,  and  all  is  done; 

Tour  son  shall  hare  my  daughter  with  consent 

Jiv,  I  thank  70a,  sir.    Where  then  do  yoa 
know  best, 
We  be  affied;  and  such  assnrance  ta*en, 
As  shall  with  either  part's  agreement  stand  f 

Bap,  Not  in  my  house,  Luccntio ;  for,  yon  know, 
Pitchers  hare  ears^  and  I  haye  m&ny  servants : 
Besides,  old  Gremio  is  hearkening  still ; 
And,  happily,  we  might  be  interrupted. 

7hi.  Then  at  my  lodging,  an  it  like  jrou : 
There  doth  my  father  lie ;  and  there,  this  night, 
Well  nass  the  business  priyately  and  well : 
Send  (or  your  daughter  oy  your  servant  here, 
My  boy  shall  fetch  the  scrivener  present];^. 
The  worst  is  this,  that,  at  so  slenaer  warning, 
You  are  like  to  have  a  thin  and  slender  pittance. 

Ban,  It  likes  me  well :  Cambio,  hie  you  home, 
And  Did  iiianca  make  her  ready  straight ; 
And,  if  yon  will,  tell  what  hath  happened: 
Lucentio's  father  is  arrived  in  Padua, 
And  how  she's  like  to  be  Lucenti'o's  wife  1 

Luc  I  pray  the  gods  she  may,  with  all  my  heart! 

IVa,  Dally  not  with  the  gods,  but  get  these  gone. 
Signior  BapUsta,  shall  I  lead  the  way? 
Welcome !  one  mess  b  like  to  be  your  cheer; 
Come,  sir;  we  will  better  it  in  Pisa. 

£ap,  I  follow  you. 

[Exeunt  Tra.,  Ped.,  and  Bap. 

Bion,  Cambio. 

Lue.  What  say*st  thou,  Biondello  ? 

Bion,  You  saw  my  master  wink  and  laugh  upon 
you? 

Lve,  BiondoUo,  what  of  that? 

Bion,  Taith,  nothing ;  but  he  has  left  me  here 
behind,  to  expound  the  meaning  or  moral  of  his 
ligns  and  tokens. 

Lue.  Ipray  thee,  moralize  them. 

Bion,  Then  thus.  Baptista  is  safe,  talking  with 
tiie  deceiving  father  of  a  deceitful  son. 

Lue,  And  what  of  him  ?  [supper. 

Bion,  Hb  daughter  is  to  be  brought  by  you  to  the 

Lue,  And  then  ? 

Bion,  The  old  priest  at  Saint  Luke's  church  is 
tt  your  cjmmana  at  all  hours. 

lAie,  And  what  of  all  this? 

Bion,  I  cannot  tell:  expect  they  are  busied 
about  a  counterfeit  assurance:  Take  you  assurance 
of  her  cum  priviUgio  ad  tmiiritnetidum  soUlm:  to 
the  chnroh; — take  the  priest,  clerk,  and  some 
sufficient  honest  witnesses : 
If  this  be  not  that  you  look  for,  I  have  no  more 

to  say, 
But  bid  Bianca  fiarewell  for  ever  and  a  day.  [  Going, 

Luc  Hear'st  thou,  Biondello? 

Bion,  I  cannot  tarry :  I  knew  a  wench  married 
in  an  afternoon  as  she  went  to  the  garden  for 
parsley  to  stuff  a  rabbit;  and  so  may  you,  sir; 
and  so  adieu,  sir.  My  master  hath  appomted  me 
to  go  to  Saint  Luke's,  to  bid  the  priest  oe  ready  to 
oome  against  vou  come  with  your  appendix. 

[ExU. 

Luc  T  mar,  and  will,  if  she  be  so  contented : 
She  will  be  pleas'd,  then  wherefore  should  I  doubt? 
Hap  what  hap  may.  111  roundly  go  about  her : 
It  shall  go  luurd,  if  Cambio  go  without  her.  [Ejot, 

SCENE  Y,''ApiibUeroad. 

Jhto*  Pbtbuoio,  Katbabiha,  and  Hobtbmsio. 

At.  Comeon,o'God^nam«;  once  more  toward 
onrfiuberV. 
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Good  Lord,  how  bright  and  goodly  ddnes  the 
moon :  [now* 

Kath,  The  moon  I  the  sun ;  it  b  not  moonlight 

Pet,  1  say  it  is  the  moon  that  shines  so  bright. 

Kath,  I  know  it  b  the  sun  that  shines  so  bright 

PBt,  Now, by  my  mother's  son, and  that's  myself 
It  shall  be  moon  or  star,  or  what  I  lUt, 
Or  ere  I  journey  to  your  father's  house : 
Go  on,  and  fetch  our  horses  back  again. 
Evermore  cross'd  and  cross'd :  nothing  but  crossM 

Eor.  Say  as  he  says,  or  we.shall  never  go. 

Kath,  Forward,  I  pray,  since  we  have  come  so  fiur, 
And  bo  it  moon,  or  sun,  or  what  you  please: 
And  if  you  please  to  call  it  a  rush  candle, 
Henceforth  I  vow  it  shall  be  so  for  me. 

Fet.  1  say  it  b  the  moon. 

Kath,  I  know  it  b  the  moon. 

Fet.  Nay,  then  you  lie;  it  is  the  blessed  sun. 

Kath.  Ihen,  God  be  bless'd,  it  is  the  blessed  sun : 
But  sun  it  b  not,  when  you  say  it  b  not ; 
And  the  moon  changes,  even  as  your  mind. 
What  you  will  have  it  nam'd,  even  that  it  b; 
And  so  it  shall  be  so  for  Katharine. 

Hor,  Petrucio,  go  thy  ways ;  the  field  b  won. 

Fet.  Well,  forward,  forward:  thus  the  bowl 
should  run. 
And  not  unlnckily  against  the  bias. 
But  soft  I    Company  b  coming  here  I 

Enter  Vihcentio,  in  a  travelling  dress. 

Good  morrow, gentle  mbtress:  Where  away? 

[2bViH. 
Tell  me,  sweet  Kate,  and  tell  me  truly  too, 
Hast  thou  beheld  a  fresher  gentlewoman  ? 
Such  war  of  white  and  red  within  her  cheeks? 
"Wk&i  stars  do  spangle  heaven  with  such  beauty, 
As  those  two  eyea  become  that  heavenly  face? 
Fair  lovely  maid,  once  more  good  day  to  thee: 
Sweet  Kate,  embrace  her  for  her  beauty's  sake. 

Hor,  'A  will  make  the  man  mad,  to  make  A 
woman  of  him. 

Kath,  Young  budding  virgin,  fair,  and  fresh, 
and  sweet, 
Whither  away ;  or  where  b  thy  abode? 
Uappy  the  parents  of  so  fair  a  child ; 
Happier  the  man,  whom  favourable  stars 
Allot  thee  for  his  lovely  bedfellow  1  [mad: 

Fet,  Why,  how  now,  Kate  ?  I  hope  thou  art  not 
Thb  b  a  man,  old,  wrinkled,  taded,  wither 'd; 
And  not  a  maiden,  as  thou  say'bt  he  b. 

Kath,  Pardon,  old  father,  my  mbtaking  eyes, 
That  have  been  so  bedazzled  with  the  sun. 
That  everything  I  look  on  seemeth  green : 
Now  I  perceive  thou  art  a  reverend  father; 
Pardon,  I  pray  thee,  for  my  mad  mbtaking. 

Fet,  Do,  good  old  grandsure;  and,  withal,  make 
known 
Which  way  thou  travellest;  if  along  with  ua. 
We  shall  be  joyful  of  thy  comiMiny. 

Vin,  Fair  sir,  and  you  my  merry  mbtress, 
That  with  your  strange  encounter  much  ainaz'd  me, 
My  name  b  call  d  Vincentio:  my  dwelling  Pisa; 
And  bound  I  am  to  Padua;  there  to  vbit 
A  son  of  mine,  which  long  I  have  not  seen 

Fet.  Whatbhbmune? 

Vin.  Lucentio,  gentle  sir. 

Fet,  Happily  met;  the  happier  for  thy  son. 
And  now  by  law,  as  well  as  reverend  age, 
I  may  entitle  thee  my  loving  father ; 
The  sister  to  my  wife,  this  gentlewoman, 
Thy  son  by  this  hath  married :  wonder  not. 
Nor  be  not  grieved;  she  b  of  good  esteen^ 
Her  dowry  wealthy,  and  of  worthy  birthx       t 
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Bedde^  so  qualified  as  majr  beseem 
The  spoase  of  any  noble  eentleman. 
Let  me  embrace  with  old  Yincentio: 
And  wander  we  to  see  thy  honest  son, 
Who  will  of  thjr  arrival  be  full  joyous. 

Vm.  But  is  this  true?  or  is  it  else  ^our  pleaanret 
Like  pleasant  trayellerSf  to  break  a  jest 
Upon  the  company  Toa  oyertake  ? 
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Bor,  I  do  asiore  thee,  father,  so  it  is. 
Pet,  Gome,  go  along,  and  see  the  truth  hereof; 
For  our  first  merriment  hath  made  thee  jealous. 
[Exeunt  Pet..  Kath.,  and  Vn 
Hor.  Well,  Petrucio,  this  hath  put  me  in  bear 
Haye  to  my  widow ;  and  if  she  be  froward. 
Then  hast  thou  taught  Uoriensio  to  be  witoward. 

[Exit 


AC5T  V. 


SCENE  L— Fadoa.     B^fi/rt  Lncentio's  Home, 

Enter  on  ans  tide  Bioin>ELiiO,  Lucentio,  and 
BiAKOA ;  Grbmio  walking  on  the  other  tim, 
Bioft.  Softly  and  swiftly,  dr ;  for  the  priest  is  ready. 
Luc  I  fly,  Hiondello :  but  they  may  chance  to 
need  thee  at  home,  therefore  leaye  us. 

Bion,   Nay,  faith.  111  see  the  church  o*  your 

back ;  and  then  come  back  to  my  master  as  soon 

IS  I  can.  [Eaeeunt  Luc,  Bian,  and  Bion. 

Ore,  I  manrel  Cambio  comes  not  all  this  while. 

Enter  Pbtbuoio,  Katharina,  Vihobktio,  and 

Attendauta. 
Pet.  Bur,  here's  the  door,  this  is  Lnoentia*s  house, 
Ky  father's  bears  more  toward  the  market-place ; 
Thither  must  I,  and  here  I  leaye  vou,  sir.       [go ; 
Vin,  You  shall  not  chouse  but  drink  before  you 
I  think  I  shall  command  your  welcome  here. 
And  by  all  I  ikelihood  6ome  cheer  is  toward.  [Knocks. 
Ore,  They're  busy  wiihin,  you  were  best  knock 
louder. 

Enter  Pedant  aibove  at  a  wtndouK 

Fed,  What^  he  that  knocks  as  he  would  Mt 
down  the  gate? 

Vin,  Is  Signior  Lucentio  within,  sir? 

Bid,  He*^  within,  sir,  but  not  to  be  spoken  withal. 

Vin,  What  if  a  man  bring  him  a  hundred  pound 
or  two,  to  make  merry  withal  ? 

Fed,  Keep  your  hundred  pounds  to  yourself;  he 
shall  need  none  so  long  ss  I  liye. 

Pet,  Nay,  I  told  you  your  son  was  well  beloyed 
in  Padua. — Do  you  hear,  sir  ?— to  leaye  friyolous 
drcnmstances,— I  pray  you,  tell  Signior  Lucentio 
that  his  father  is  come  from  Pisa,  and  is  here  at 
the  door  to  speak  with  him. 

Ped,  Thou  liest ;  his  father  is  come  fhmi  Pisa, 
and  here  looking  out  at  the  window. 

Vin,  Art  thou  his  father?  [her. 


Ped,  Ay,  sir;  so  his  mother  says,  if  I  may  believe 
Pet,  Why,  how  now,  gentlemen !  [7b  Viwcen.] 
why,  this  is  flat  knayery,  to  take  upon  you  ano- 


Vm,  Is^  so,  indeed  f  [Beats  Biok. 

Bion.  Help,  help,  help  I  Hereli  a  madman  will 

murther  me.  [EadL 

Bed.  Help,  son!  help,  Sipiior  Baptistal 
„      ^  [Eadt  from  the  toindouK 

Pet.  Prithee,  Kate,  lefb  stand  aside,  and  see  the 

end  of  this  oontroyersy.  [  They  retire, 

iZfroiter  Pedant  Wew;  B aptista,  Tbaioo,  oni 

Servants. 

Tra,  Sfr,  what  are  you  that  oflTer  to  beat  my 
servant? 

Vin,  What  am  I,  sir  ?  nay,  what  are  yon,  sir?— 
O  Immortal  gods!  0  fine  villain!  A  silken 
doublet!  a  velvet  hose!  a  scarlet  cloak!  and  a 
copatain  hat  I — O,  I  am  undone,  I  am  undone  I 
while  I  play  the  good  husband  at  home,  my  son 
and  my  servant  spend  nil  at  the  university. 

Tra,  How  now?  what's  the  matter? 

Bap,  What,  is  the  man  lunatic? 

Tra.  Sir,  you  seem  a  sober  ancient  gentleman  by 
your  habit,  but  your  words  show  you  a  madman. 
Why,  sir,  what  cems  it  you  if  I  wear  pearl  and 
gold?  I  thank  my  good  father,  I  am  able  to 
mamtain  it. 

Vin.  Thj  &ther?  0  yJlUdn !  he  is  a  sallmaker 
in  Bergamo. 

B<^.  You  mistake,  sir ;  you  mistake,  sir :  Pray, 
what  do  you  think  is  his  name? 

Vin,  His  name?  as  if  I  knew  not  hiA  name:  I 
have  brought  him  up  ever  since  he  was  three 
years  old,  and  his  name  is  Tranio. 

Ped,  Away,  away,  mad  ass!  His  name  is 
Lucentio,  and  he  is  mine  only  son,  and  heir  to  the 
lands  of  me,  Signior  Yincentio. 

Vin.  Lucentio!  0,  he  hath  murthered  his 
master!  lay  hold  on  him,  I  charge  you,  in  the 
duke's  luune :  0,  my  son,  my  son !— tell  me,  thou 
vilUin,  where  is  my  son,  Lucentio. 

TVa.  Call  forth  an  officer :  [Enter  one  with  an 
Officer.]  Carry  this  mad  knave  to  the  ffaol :  Father 
Baptista,  I  charge  yon  see  that  he  be  forthcoming. 

nn.  Carry  me  to  the  gaol ! 
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Lmo.  PttrdoD,  sweet  fiiCher.  [Kneding. 

Vm,  IJyes  my  sweet  son  ? 

[BiON.,  Tra,.,  and  Fed.  nm  out, 

Bkm,  Pardon,  dear  father.  [KneeHng, 

Bap,  Uow  hast  thon  offended  ? 

Where  U  Lacentio  ? 

Luc  Here^  Lncentio, 

Right  son  unto  the  right  Yincentio ; 
That  have  by  marriage  made  thy  daughter  mine. 
While  counterfeit  supposes  blear  d  thine  eyne.  [allt 

Ore,  Here^a  packing  with  a  witness  to  deceive  us 

Tin,  Where  is  that  damned  villain,  Tranio, 
That  fao'd  and  brav'd  me  in  this  matter  so  ? 

Bt^,  Why,  tell  me,  is  not  this  my  Cambio? 

BuoL  Cambio  is  changed  into  Lnoentio. 

ZiM.  Love  MrroQght  these  miracles.  Bianoo'slore 
Blade  me  exchange  my  state  with  Tranio, 
While  he  did  bear  my  countenance  in  the  town ; 
And  happil^r  I  have  arrived  at  last 
Unto  the  wished  haven  of  my  bliss : 
What  Tranio  did,  myself  enforced  him  to; 
Then  pardon  him,  sweet  ftther,  for  my  sake. 

Fin.  Ill  slit  the  viUain's  noee,  that  would  have 
sent  me  to  the  gaol. 

Bc^  But  do  yoa  hear,  sir?  [To  Luosntio.] 
dave  you  married  my  daughter  without  asking  my 
good-will?  [goto: 

Fth.  Fear  not,  Baptista;  we  will  eontent  you: 
But  I  will  in,  to  be  reveng*d  for  this  villainy.  [Exit, 

Bap,  And  I  to  sound  the  depth  of  this  knavery. 

ieA, 

Luc  Look  not  pale,  Bianca ;  thy  father  wul  not 

frown.  [Exeumt  Luo.  and  Bian. 

Ore  My  oak  e  is  dough:  But  1 11  in  among  the  rest ; 

Out  ofhope  ofall,— but  my  share  of  the  feast.  [ExU, 

Pkteugio  and  Kathasiha  adoanoe, 

Kaik,  Husband,  lefb  follow,  to  see  the  end  of 

this  ado. 
A<.  First  kiss  me,  Kate,  and  we  wilL 
KalOi.  What,  in  the  midst  of  the  street? 
PeL  What,  art  thou  ashamed  of  me?         [kiss. 
Kaih,  No,  sir;  GK>d  forbid:— but  ashamed  to 
FeL   Why,   then,   let%   home  again:— Come, 

sirrah,  let*s  away. 
Kaih,  Nay,  I  will  give  thee  a  kiss:  now  pray 

thee,  love,  stay. 
Pet,  Is  not  this  well? — Come,  my  sweet  Kate; 
Better  once  than  never,  for  never  too  late. 

[Bxemnt, 

SCENE  n.— il  Boom  m  Lueentio^  Houoc 

A  banquet  ast  out.  Enter  Baptista,  Vwcestio, 
Orkmio,  the  Pedant,  Lucentio,  Bianoa. 
Pbtrocio,  Katharina,  Hortbnsio,  and 
Widow.  Tranio,  Biondello,  Qruioo,  and 
othen^  tUtending, 

Luc  At  last,  thou^  long,  oar  jarring  notesagree; 
And  time  it  is,  when  raging  war  is  done, 
To  smile  at  Iscapes  and  penis  overbluwn. 
My  &ir  Bianca,  bid  my  father  welcome, 
While  I  with  self-aame  kindness  welcome  thine : 
Brother  Petrudo,— sister  Katharina,— 
And  thon.  Hortensio,  with  thy  loving  widow,— 
Feast  witn  the  best,  and  welcome  to  my  house. 
Mr  banquet  is  to  dose  our  stomachs  up. 
After  our  great  good  cheer :  Pray  yon,  sit  down ; 
For  now  we  sit  to  chat,  as  well  as  eat. 

[T^tUattaUc 

PbL  Nothing  but  sit  and  sit,  and  eat  and  eat 

Bam,  Padua  affords  this  kindness,  son  PetmoiA. 

m.  Padoa  aflbrds  nothing  but  what  is  kind. 
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Ear,  For  both  our  sakea,  I  would  that  word  were 

true. 
Pet,  Now,  for  my  life,  Hortensio  fears  his  widow 
Wid,  Then  never  trust  me  if  I  be  afeard. 
Pet,  You  are  very  sensible,  and  yet  you  miss  my 
sense; 
I  mean,  Hortensio  is  afeard  of  yoa.  [round 

Wid.  He  that  is  giddy  thinks  the  woria  turns 
Pet,  Roundly  replied. 

Kaih.  Mistress,  how  mean  you  that  ? 

Wid,  Thus  I  conceive  by  him.  [that  ? 

Pet,  Conceives  by  me! — How  likes  Hortensio 
Hor,  My  widow  says,  thus  she  conceives  her  tale. 
Pet,  Ver^  well  mended :  Kiss  liim  for  that,  good 
widow.  [round : — 

Kath,  He  that  is  giddy  thinks  the  world  turns 
I  prajr  you,  tell  me  what  jou  meant  by  that. 

Wld,  Your  husband,  bemg  troubled  with  a  shrew. 
Measures  my  husband*s  sorrow  by  his  woe: 
And  now  you  know  my  meaning. 
Kath,  A  very  mean  meaning. 
Wid,  Kight,  I  mean  you. 

Kath,  And  I  am  mean,  indeed,  respecting  you. 
Pet,  To  her,  Kate  I 
Hor,  To  her,  widow  I 

Pet,  A  hundred  marks,  my  Kate  does  put  her 
Eor..  That's  my  office.  Tdown. 

Pet,  Spoke  like  an  officer :— Ha*  to  thee,  lad. 

[Drinks  to  Hortehsio. 
Bd^,  How  likes  Oremio  these  quick-witted  folks? 
Ore,  Believe  n.e,  sir,  they  butt  together  well. 
Bian,  Head,  and  butt?  an  hasty-witted  body 
Would  say  your  head  and  butt  were  head  and  horn. 
Ftfi.  Ay,  mbtress  bride,  hath  that  awaken 'd  you  ? 
Bian,  Ay,  but  not  frighted  me;  therefore  111 

sleep  again. 

Pet,  Nay,  that  you  shall  not;  since  you  have 

Have  at  you  for  a  bitter  jest  or  two.  [begun, 

Bian,  Am  I  your  bird?  I  mean  to  shift  my  bush. 

And  then  pursue  me  as  you  draw  your  bow: — 

You  are  welcome  all. 

[^dt  Bian.,  Kath.,  oiuf  Widow. 
BbL  She  hath  prevented  me.— Here,  Signior 
Tranio, 
This  bird  you  aim*d  at,  though  vou  hit  her  not; 
Therefore,  a  health  to  all  that  shot  and  miss*d. 
Tra,  0,  sir,  Lucentio  slipp'd  me  like  his  grey- 
hound, 
Which  runs  himself,  and  catches  for  his  master. 
Pet,  A  good  swift  simile,  but  something  eurrish. 
Tra.  *T  is  well,  sir,  that  you  hunted  for  yourself ; 
*1^s  thought,  your  deer  does  hold  yon  at  a  bay. 
Bap,  O  ho,  Petrucio,  Tranio  hits  yoa  now. 
Luc  I  thank  thee  for  that  gird,  good  Tranio. 
Hor,  Confess,  confess,  hath  he  not  hit  you  here? 
Pet,  A*  has  a  little  gall'd  me,  I  confess; 
And,  as  the  jest  did  glance  away  from  me, 
Tis  ten  to  one  it  maitn'd  you  two  outright. 
Bap.  Now,  in  good  sadness,  son  Petrucio, 
I  think  thon  hast  the  veriest  shrew  of  all.     [ranee. 
Pet,  Well,  I  say— no :  and,  therefore,  for  assu- 
Letls  each  one  send  unto  his  wife ; 
And  he,  whose  wifis  is  most  obedient 
To  come  at  first,  when  he  doth  send  for  her, 
Shall  win  the  wager  which  we  will  propose. 
Bar.  Content:  What's  the  wager  ? 
Luc  Twenty  crowns. 

Pet,  Twenty  crowns ! 
Ill  venture  so  much  on  my  hawk,  or  houno. 
But  twenty  times  so  much  apon  my  wife. 
Luc,  A  hundred  then. 
Hor  Content. 
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//or.  Who  shin  begl&r 
Luc  That  will  I. 
Go,  Biondello,  bid  jour  mistren  oome  to  me. 
Bion,  I  go.  [ExiL 

Bap,  Son,  I  will  be  toot  half,  Bianca  comes. 
Lue.  Ill  have  no  halyes ;  111  bear  it  all  myselfl 

Be^nUr  Biohdello. 
How  now!  what  news? 

Bion,  Sir.  mj  mistress  sends  yon  word 

That  she  is  busy,  and  she  cannot  come. 

Pet.  How  1  sbe^  busy,  and  she  cannot  oome  t 
Is  that  an  answer? 

Ore,  Ajf  and  a  kind  one  too : 

Pray  God,  sir,  your  wife  send  you  not  a  worse. 

rtt,  I  hope,  better. 

Her,  Sirrah  Biondello,  go,  and  entreat  mj  wife 
To  oome  to  me  forthwith.  [ExU  Biondello. 

Pet,  O  hoi  entreat  her  1 

Nay^  then  she  most  needs  oome. 

Hot,  I  am  afraid,  sir, 

Do  what  70a  can,  joxxn  will  not  be  entreated. 

Reenter  Biondello. 
Now,  where^  my  wife? 

Bion,  Shesa3r8,yoahayesomegoodlyje8t!nhand; 
She  will  not  come;  she  bids  yoa  come  to  her. 

Pet.  Worse  and  worse;  she  will  not  come!-  Ovile, 
Intolerable,  not  to  be  endor'dl 
Sirrah  Gramio,  go  to  year  mistress ; 
Say  I  command  her  to  come  to  me.    [EaeUOtKOiao, 

Hor.  I  know  her  answer. 

Pet.  What? 

Hor,  She  will  not 

Pet,  The  fouler  fortnne  mine,  and  there  an  end. 
Enter  Kathabiha. 

Bap,  Now,by  my  holidame,  here  oomes  Katharina! 

Kath.  Whatisyom'will,sir,thatyoa8endforme? 

Pa,  Where  is  yom*  sister,  and  Hortensio's  wife  ? 

Kath,  They  sit  conferring  by  the  parlour  fire. 

Pet,  Go,  fetch  them  hither:  if  they  deny  to  come, 
Swinge  me  them  soundly  forth  unto  their  husbands : 
Away,  1  say,  and  bring  them  hither  straight 

[.£^Rath. 

Lue,  Here  !•  a  wonder,  if  yon  talk  of  a  wonder. 

Hor.  And  so  it  is ;  I  wonder  what  it  bodes. 

Pet.  Marry,  peace  it  bodes,  and  loye,  and  quiet 
An  awful  rule,  and  right  supremacy ;  [life, 

And,  to  be  short,  what  not,  that's  sweet  and  happy. 

Bap,  Now  fair  befidl  thee,  good  Petrudol 
The  wager  thou  hast  won ;  and  I  will  add 
Unto  their  losses  twenty  thousand  crowns ! 
Another  dowry  to  another  daughter. 
For  she  is  chaiig'd,  as  she  had  never  been. 

Pet,  Nay,  I  will  win  my  wager  better  yet; 
And  show  more  sign  of  her  obedience. 
Her  new-built  virtue  and  obedience. 

B&^nttr  Kathaeina,  toiih  Biavoa  and  Widow. 

See,  whereshecomes;and  brings  your  froward  wives 
A5  prisoners  to  her  womanly  persuasion. 
Katnarina,  that  cap  of  yours  becomes  you  not ; 
Off  with  that  bauble,  throw  it  under  foot 

[Kath.  vhUs  off  her  oap^  and  throwa  it  down, 

Wia,  Lord,  let  me  never  have  a  cause  to  sigh. 
Till  1  be  brought  to  such  a  silly  pass! 

Bian,  Fie  t  what  a  foolish  duty  call  yon  this? 

lAtc  I  would  your  duty  were  as  foolish  too: 
The  ¥risdom  of  your  duty,  fiur  Bianca, 
Hath  cost  me  an  hondred  crowns  since  supper-time. 


THE  SHREW. 

Bian,  Themorefbolyt>ii,forUyinff  onmydntj 

PeL  Katharine,  I  charge  thee,  tSl  these  head 

strong  women 

What  duty  they  do  owe  their  lords  and  husbands* 

Wid,  (jome,  oome^  youVe  mocking;  we  wiU 

have  no  tellmg. 
Pet,  Come  on,  I  say ;  and  first  begin  with  her 
Wid,  She  shah  not 

Pet,  I  say,  she  shall ;— and  first  beffin  with  her. 
Kath,  Fie,  fie!  unknit  that  thieatViing  unkind 
brow. 
And  dart  not  scornful  glances  from  those  eyes, 
To  wound  thy  lord,  thy  king,  thy  governor : 
It  blots  thy  beauty,  as  frosts  do  bite  the  meads 
Confounds  thy  fame,  as  whirlwinds  shake  fair 
And  in  no  sense  is  meet  or  amiable.  buds  * 

A  woman  mov'd  is  like  a  fountain  troubled. 
Muddy,  ill-seeming,  thick,  bereft  of  beauty; 
And,  while  it  is  so,  none  so  dry  or  thirsty 
Will  deign  to  sip.  or  touch  one  drop  of  it 
Thy  husband  is  thy  lord,  thy  life,  tAy  keeper. 
Thy  head,  thy  sovereign ;  one  that  &ires  for  tiiee, 
And  for  thy  maintenance :  commits  his  body 
To  painful  labour,  both  by  sea  and  land ; 
To  Mratch  the  night  in  storms,  the  day  in  cold, 
While  thou  liest  warm  at  home,  secure  and  safe : 
And  craves  no  other  tribute  at  thy  hands, 
But  love,  fair  looks,  and  true  obedience, — 
Too  little  payment  for  so  great  a  debt 
Such  duty  as  the  subject  owes  the  prince. 
Even  sucn  a  woman  oweth  to  her  husband : 
And  when  she^  froward,  peevish,  sullen,  soar, 
And  not  obedient  to  his  honest  will. 
What  is  she,  but  a  foul  contending  rebeL 
And  graceless  traitor  to  her  loving  lord? 
I  am  asham'd,  that  women  are  so  simple 
To  offer  war,  where  they  should  kneel  for  peaae; 
Or  seek  for  rule,  supremacy,  and  sway. 
When  they  are  bound  to  serve,  love,  and  obey. 
Why  are  our  bodies  soft  and  weak,  and  smooth, 
Uni^  to  toil,  and  trouble  in  the  world. 
But  that  our  soft  conditions,  and  our  hearts. 
Should  well  agree  with  our  external  parts? 
Come,  come,  you  fro  ward  and  unable  worms  I 
My  mind  hath  been  as  big  as  one  of  yours. 
My  heart  as  great ;  my  reason,  haply,  more, 
To  bandy  word  for  word,  and  frown  for  frown; 
But  now,  I  see  our  lances  are  but  straws ; 
Our  strong  as  weak,  our  weakness  past  compare, 
Thatseemmg  to  be  most,  which  we  inaeed  least  are. 
Then  vail  your  stomachs,  for  it  is  no  boot ; 
And  place  your  hands  below  your  husbands*  foot: 
In  token  of  which  duty,  if  he  please. 
My  hand  is  ready,  may  it  do  him  easel 
Pet,  Why,  there%  a  wench  I— Come  on,  and  kiss 
me.  Kate.  [hat 

Luc  Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  lad ;  for  thou  shalt 
Tin,  Tisagood  hearing,  when  childrenaretoward. 
Luc  But  a  harsh  hearing,  when  women  are 
Pet,  Come,  Kate,  well  to  bed :  [froward. 

We  three  are  married,  but  you  two  are  sped. 
Twas  I  won  the  wager,  though  you  hit  tne  white; 

[7b  LUCBHTIO. 

And,  being  a  winner,  God  give  you  good  night  I 
[Exeunt  Pet.  and  Kath. 
Hor,  Now  go  thy  ways,  thou  hast  tam'd  a  curst 

shrew. 
Luc  Tis  a  wonder,  by  your  leaye,  she  will  be 
tam'd  10.  [KuumL 
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ACT  L 


SCENB L— SoosOlon.    ABoommthAGoxxiiUm'B 
Fcdaee. 

Eni&r  Bbrtram,  the  Countess  of  Rousillon, 
Helena,  and  Lafeu,  vi  tnouming, 

(hmd.  In  deliyering  m j  ion  from  me,  I  bury  a 
•eoond  husband. 

Bar,  And,  I,  in  going,  madam,  weep  o'er  my 
fiktber^  death  anew:  bat  I  most  attend  his 
majetty^  command,  to  whom  I  am  now  in  ward, 
trermore  in  sobjeotion. 

La/.  Ton  shall  find  of  the  king  a  husband. 


Adam  ^— 70a,  sir,  a  fiither :  He  that  so  generally 
is  at  all  times  good,  most  of  necessity  hold  his 


yirtne  to  jou ;  whose  worthiness  would  stir  it  up 
where  it  wanted,  rather  than  lack  it  where  there  is 
■och  abundance.  [ment? 

OomU,  What  hope  is  thereof  hifl  majestj'samend- 

Zd/,  He  hath  absndoned  his  physicians,  madam ; 
ander  whose  practices  he  hath  persecuted  time 
with  hone,  and  finds  no  other  aavantsge  in  the 
process  Sat  onlj  the  losing  of  hope  by  time. 

CowU.  This  joung  gentlewoman  had  a  &ther 
(0,  that  had/  how  sad  a  passage  tis  I)  whose  skill 
was  almost  as  great  as  his  honesty ;  had  it  stretched 
■0  fiur,  would  haye  made  nature  immortal,  and 
death  should  haye  pUy  for  husk  of  work.  'Would, 
for  the  king's  sake,  ne  were  living  I  I  think  it 
would  be  the  death  of  the  king%  disesse. 

Lqf.  How  call  you  the  man  you  speak  of,  madam  ? 

Count,  He  was  fiunous,  sir,  in  his  profession,  and 
It  was  his  great  right  to  be  so:  Gerard  de  Narbon. 

L(rf.  He  was  excellent,  indeed,  madam;  the 
king  yery  lately  spoke  of  him  admiringly  and 
moumingly :  he  was  skilful  enough  to  have  lived 
itill,  if  knowledge  could  be  set  upsgainst  mortality. 

Ber,  What  is  it,  my  good  lord,  the  king  hm^ 
goishesof? 

Lq/i  A  fistula,  my  lord. 

Btr.  I  heard  not  of  it  before. 

La/,  I  would  it  were  not  notorious. — Was  this 
gentlewoman  the  daughter  of  Qerard  de  Narbon  ? 

CmmC  His  sole  ohud,  my  lord ;  and  bequeathed 
to  my  oyerlooking.  I  have  those  hopes  of  her 
Mod  that  her  edoeation  promises :  her  dispositions 
■he  inherits,  which  make  fair  gifts  fairer;  for 
where  an  andean  mind  oarries  virtuous  Qualities, 
there  commendations  go  with  pity,— thev  are 
yvtoes  and  traitors  too :  in  her  they  are  the  better 
for  their  simpleness ;  she  oarives  her  hooesty/and 
aeliiaves  hiv  goodness 


La/.  Tour  oommendatkms,  madam,  get  from 
her  tears. 

Count.  Tis  the  best  brine  a  maiden  can  season 
her  praise  in.  The  remembrance  of  her  father 
never  approaches  her  heart  but  the  tyranny  of  her 
sorrows  takes  all  livelihood  from  her  cheek.  No 
more  of  this,  Helena— go  to,  no  more ;  lest  it  be 
rather  thought  you  affect  a  sorrow,  than  to  have. 

HeL  I  do  affect  a  sorrow,  indeed,  but  I  have  it  too. 

La/.  Moderate  lamentation  is  the  ri^ht  of  the 
dead ;  excessive  grief  the  enemy  to  the  living. 

CowU.  If  the  living  be  enemy  to  the  griet,  the 
excess  makes  it  soon  mortal. 

Ber,  Madam,  I  desire  your  holy  wishes. 

La/,  How  understand  we  that? 

Count.  Be  thou  bless'd,  Bertram,  and  succeed 
thy  father 
In  manners,  as  in  shape  I  thy  blood  and  virtue 
Contend  for  empire  in  thee;  and  thy  goodness 
81iare  with  thy  birthright  1    Love  all,  trust  a  few, 
Do  wrong  to  none :  be  able  for  thine  enem^ 
Kather  in  power  than  use ;  and  keep  thy  friend 
Under  thy  own  life's  key:  be  check 'd  for  silence. 
Bat  never  tax'd  for  speech.  What  heaven  more  Mrill, 
Tliat  thee  may  fttrniso,and  my  prayers  pluck  down, 
Fall  on  thy  headl    FarewelL— My  lord, 
Tis  an  unseason'd  courtier ;  good  my  lord, 
Advise  him. 

La/,  He  cannot  want  the  best 

That  shall  attend  his  love. 

Count.  Heaven  bless  him  t— Farewell,  Bertram. 

[Exit. 

Ber.  The  best  wishes  that  can  be  forged  in  your 
thoughts  [to  Helena]  be  servants  to  you  I  Be 
comfortable  to  my  mother,  yoor  mistress,  and 
make  much  of  her. 

La/.  Farewell,  pretty  lady:  Ton  must  hold  the 
credit  of  your  father. 

[Exeunt  Beeteam  and  LafeiT. 

HeL  O,  werethat  all  1— I  think  not  on  my  father; 
And  these  great  tears  grace  his  remembrance  more 
Than  those  I  shed  for  him.    What  was  he  like? 
I  have  forgot  him :  m  v  imagination 
Carries  no  favour  in't  but  Bertram^ 
I  am  undone;  there  is  no  living,  none, 
If  Bertram  be  away.    It  were  all  one 
That  i  should  love  a  bright  particular  star. 
And  think  to  wed  it,  he  is  so  above  me : 
In  hfs  bright  radiance  and  collateral  light 
Must  I  be  comforted,  not  in  his  sphere.        T^ 
The  ambition  in  my  love  thus  plagues  itself  iV^ 
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The  hind  that  would  he  mtted  by  the  bon 

Most  die  for  lore.    Twas  pretty,  thoagh  a  plague, 

To  see  him  eyerj  hour ;  to  sit  and  draw 

His  arched  brows,  his  hawkmg  eye,  his  curls, 

In  our  heart's  table ;  heart  too  capable 

Of  every  line  and  trick  of  liis  sweet  favour : 

But  now  he's  gone,  and  my  idolatrous  fancy 

Must  aanotify  nis  relics.    Who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Pabolles. 

One  that  goes  with  him:  I  love  him  for  his  sake; 

And  vet  I  know  him  a  notorious  liar. 

Think  him  a  great  way  fool,  solelj  a  coward ; 

Tet  these  fix'd  evils  sit  so  fit  in  him, 

That  they  take  placeu  when  virtue's  steely  bones 

Look  bleak  i'the  cold  wind :  wiihal,  full  oft  we  see 

Cold  wisdom  waiting  on  superfluous  folly. 

Par,  Save  you,  fair  queen. 

Ed,  And  you,  monarch. 

Ftir.  No. 

Ed,  And  no. 

Par,  Are  you  meditating  on  virginity? 

EeL  Ay.  Ton  have  some  stain  of  a  soldier  in 
you ;  let  me  ask  you  a  question :  Man  is  enemy 
to  virgmity ;  how  may  we  barricade  it  against  him  ? 

JRsr.  Keep  him  out 

Ed,  But  be  assails ;  and  our  viigmity,  though 
valiant  in  the  defence,  yet  is  weak :  unfold  to  us 
some  warlike  resistance. 

Par.  There  is  none :  man,  sitting  down  before 
yon,  win  undermine  you,  and  blow  you  up. 

Ed.  Bless  our  poor  virginity  from  underminers 
and  blowers  up  I  Is  there  no  military  policy  how 
virgins  might  blow  up  men  ? 

Air.  Virginity,  bemg  blown  down,  man  will 

auicklier  be  blown  up :  marry,  in  blowing  him 
own  again,  with  the  breach  yourselves  made,  you 
lose  your  city.  It  is  not  politic  in  the  common- 
wealth of  nature  to  preserve  virginity.  Loss  of 
virginity  is  rational  mcrease :  and  there  was  never 
virgin  got  till  virginity  was  nrst  lost  That  you 
were  made  of  is  metal  to  make  virgins.  Vir- 
ginity, by  beings  once  lost,  may  be  ten  times  found : 
by  bein^  ever  kept,  it  is  ever  lost:  'tis  too  cold  a 
compamon ;  away  Mritht 

Hd,  I  will  stand  for*t  a  little,  thoagh  therefore 
I  die  a  virgin. 

Par,  There%  little  can  be  said  in*t ;  tis  against 
the  rule  of  nature.  To  speak  on  the  part  of  vir- 
ginity is  to  accuse  your  mothers ;  which  is  most 
In£Edlible  disobedience.  He  that  hangs  himself  is 
a  virgin :  virginity  murthers  itself;  and  should  be 
buried  in  highways,  out  of  all  sanctified  limit,  as 
a  desperate  offendress  against  nature.  Viiginitv 
breeds  mites,  much  like  a  cheese;  consumes  itself 
to  the  very  paringj  and  so  dies  with  feeding  his 
own  stomach.  Besides,  virginity  is  peevish,  prou^ 
idlCj  made  of  self-love,  which  is  the  most  inhibited 
sin  m  the  canon.  Keep  it  not;  prou  cannot  choose 
but  lose  bv't:  Out  witht:  within  ten  year  it  will 
make  itselt  ten,  which  is  a  goodly  increase :  and 
the  principal  itself  not  much  the  worse :  Away 
witht.  [liking? 

Ed,  How  might  one  do,  sir^  to  lose  it  to  her  own 

Par,  Let  me  see :  Harry,  ill,  to  like  him  that 
ne'er  it  likes.  'Tis  a  commodity  will  lose  the  gloss 
with  lying;  the  longer  kept  the  less  worth:  off 
with't,  while  tis  vendible:  answer  the  time  of 
request  Virginity,  like  an  old  courtier,  wears 
her  cap  out  of  fashion;  richly  suited,  but 
unsuiiable :  just  like  the  brooch  and  the  toothpick, 
which  wear  not  now :  Your  date  is  better  in  your 
pie  and  your  ponidge  than  in  your  cheek:   And 
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your  virgmity,  your  old  virginity,  is  like  one  ol 
our  French  withered  pears ;  it  looks  ill.  it  eats 
drily ;  marry,  'tis  a  withered  pear ;  it  was  rormerly 
better;  marry,  vet,  tis  a  withered  pear:  Will 
you  anything  with  it? 

Ed.  Not  my  virginity  yet 
There,  shall  your  master  have  a  thousand  loveii 
A  mother,  and  a  mistress,  and  a  friend, 
A  phoenix,  captain,  and  an  enem^, 
A  guide,  a  goddass,  and  a  sovereign, 
A  counsellor,  a  traitress,  and  a  dear ; 
His  humble  ambition,  proud  humility, 
Uis  jarring  concord,  and  his  discord  dulcet, 
His  faith,  his  sweet  disaster :  with  a  world 
Of  pretty,  fond,  adoptious  Christendoms, 
That  blinking  Cupid  gossips.    Now  shall  he— 
I  know  not  what  he  shall :— God  send  him  well  I— 
The  court's  a  learning-place— and  he  is  one— 

Ptir,  What  one,  i'laith? 

Ed,  That  I  wish  welL— "Ks  pity— 

Ptir,  What's  pity? 

Ed,  That  wishing  well  had  not  a  body  int, 
Which  might  be  felt :  that  we,  the  poorer  bom, 
Whose  basisr  stars  do  shut  us  up  in  wishes, 
Might  with  efiiscts  of  them  follow  our  friends, 
And  show  what  we  alone  must  think ;  which  never 
Returns  us  thanks. 

J&iteraPage. 

Page.  Monsieur  ParoUes,  my  lord  calls  for  you. 

[Exit, 

Par,  Little  Helen,  farewell :  if  I  can  remember 
thee,  T  will  think  of  thee  at  court 

Hd.  Monsier  Parolles,  you  were  bom  onder  a 
charitable  star. 

Par.  Under  Mars,  I. 

Ed.  I  especially  think,  under  Mars. 

Par,  Why  under  Mars? 

Ed.  The  wars  have  so  kept  you  under,  that  you 
must  needs  be  bora  under  ftfars. 

Par,  When  he  was  predominant 

Ed,  When  he  was  retrograde,  I  think,  rather. 

Par,  Why  thmkyouso? 

Ed,  You  go  so  much  backward  when  yon  fight 

Par.  That^  for  advantage. 

Hd,  So  is  running  away,  when  fear  proposes 
the  safety:  But  the  composition  that  your  i^our 
and  fear  makes  in  you  is  a  virtue  of  a  good  wing, 
and  I  like  the  wear  well. 

Par.  I  am  so  full  of  businesses  1  cannot  answer 
thee  acutely :  I  will  retura  perfect  courtier ;  in  the 
which  my  instruction  shall  serve  to  naturalise  the^ 
80  thou  wilt  be  capable  of  a  courtier's  counsel,  and 
understand  what  advice  shall  thrust  upon  thee; 
else  thou  diest  in  thine  unthankfulness^uid  thine 
ignorance  makes  thee  away :  fkrewell.  When  thou 
luist  leisure,  say  thy  prayers;  when  thou  hast  none, 
remember  thy  friends :  get  thee  a  good  husband, 
and  use  him  as  he  uses  thee :  so  farewelL  ^  [Exit. 

Ed.  Our  remedies  oft  in  ourselves  do  lie, 
Which  wo  ascribe  to  Heaven :  the  fitted  sky 
Gives  us  free  scope:  only,  doth  backward  pull 
Our  slow  designs,  when  we  ourselves  are  auU. 
What  power  is  it  which  mounts  my  love  so  hirii; 
That  makes  me  see,  and  cannot  feed  mine  eye  r 
The  mightiest  space  in  fortune  nature  brings 
To  join  like  likes,  and  kips  like  native  things. 
Impossible  be  strange  attempts  to  those 
That  weigh  their  pains  in  sense;  and  do  suppose 
What  hath  been  cannot  be:  Who  ever  strove 
To  show  her  merit  that  did  miss  her  love  ? 
The  king's  disease— my  projvot  may  deceive  me. 
Bat  luy  inienuare  fix*d,and  will  not  leave  me.  [1*-^' 
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SCENE  IL—Para.   ABoominthemag'sPalaee. 

nmruik  of  comOs,    Enter  the  Knro  op  Frahcb, 
vith  ktUn;  Lords  and  oiken  attesting, 

Kmg,  The  Florentines  and  Senojs  are  by  the 
ears; 
Haye  fought  with  equal  fortone,  and  oontlnue 
A  braving  war. 

1  Lord.  So  lis  reported,  sir. 

Kmg.  Nay,  *tis  most  credible ;  we  here  receive  it 
A  certainty,  vouch 'd  from  our  cousin  Austria, 
With  caution,  that  the  Florentine  will  move  us 
For  speedy  aid ;  wherein  our  dearest  friend 
Prmadicates  the  business,  and  would  seem 
To  have  us  make  denial. 

1  Lord,  His  love  and  vrisdom, 
Approved  so  to  jour  migesty,  may  plead 

For  amplest  credence. 

King,  He  hath  arm*d  our  answer, 

And  Florence  is  denied  before  he  comes ; 
Yet,  for  our  gentlemen  that  mean  to  see 
The  Tuscan  service,  freely  have  they  leave 
To  stand  on  either  part. 

2  Lord.  It  well  may  serve 
A  nursery  to  oar  gentry^  who  are  sick 
For  breathing  ana  exploit 

King.  What%  he  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Bebtbam  ,  Luisu,  and  Pabollbs. 

I  Lord.  It  is  the  Count  Boasillon,  my  good  lord, 
Toung  Bertram.  [fiu^; 

King.  Youth,  thoa  bear^  thy  father!i 

Frank  Natore,  rather  curious  than  in  haste, 
Hath  well  composed  thee.  Thy  father*s  moral  parts 
Mavst  thou  inherit  to«  I    Welcome  to  Paris. 

Jkt.  My  thanks  and  duty  are  your  migesty's. 

King,  1  would  I  had  that  corporal  soundness  now, 
At  when  thy  father  and  mvself,  in  friendship, 
First  tried  our  soldiership  I    He  did  look  far 
Into  the  service  of  the  time,  and  was 
Disdpled  of  the  bravest :  he  lasted  long; 
But  on  us  both  did  haggbh  age  steal  on, 
And  wore  us  out  of  act    It  much  repaurs  me 
To  talk  of  your  good  father :  In  his  youth 
He  had  the  wit,  which  I  can  well  oliserve 
To^y  in  our  young  lords ;  but  they  may  jest 
TDl  their  own  scorn  return  to  them  unnoted, 
Ere  they  can  hide  their  levity  in  honour. 
So  like  a  oourtier,  contempt  nor  bitterness 
Were  in  his  pride  or  sharpness ;  if  they  were, 
His  eqatl  had  awak'd  them ;  and  his  honour, 
Clock  to  itself,  knew  the  true  minute  when 
Exception  bid  him  speak,  and,  at  this  time, 
His  toogoe  obey'd  his  hand :  who  were  below  him 
He  ns'd  as  creatures  of  another  place ; 
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When  it  was  out,—**  Let  me  not  lire,"  quoth  he, 
"  After  my  flame  lacks  oil,  to  be  the  snuff 
Of  younger  spirits,  whose  apprehensive  senses 
All  but  new  things  disdain ;  whose  judgments  are 
Mere  fathers  of  their  garments ;  whose  constancies 

Expire  before  their  msliions :" This  he  wish*d : 

I,  luter  him,  do  after  him  wish  too, 
Since,  I  nor  wax  nor  honey  can  bring  home, 
I  quickly  were  dissolved  from  my  hive, 
To  give  some  labourers  room. 

2  Lord,  You  are  lov*d,  sir : 

The;^  that  least  lend  it  you  shall  lack  you  first 

King.  1  fill  a  place,  I  know't.— How  long  ist, 
Since  the  phvsician  of  your  father's  died?  [count. 
He  was  much  fam'd. 

Her.  Some  six  months  since,  my  lord. 

King.  If  he  were  living,  I  would  try  him  yet ; — 
Lend  me  an  arm ;— the  rest  have  worn  me  out 
With  several  applications :  nature  and  sicluiess 
Debate  it  at  their  leisure.    Welcome,  count; 
My  Bon's  no  dearer. 

£er.  Thank  your  nugesty. 

lExeunt.    Ihunth. 

SCENE  III.— Ronsillon.    A  Eoom  w  ^ 
Countess's  Pidaoe, 

Enter  Countess,  Steward,  and  Clown. 

Count,  1  will  now  hear :  what  say  yon  of  thia 
gentlewoman  ? 

Stew,  Madam,  the  care  I  have  had  to  even  your 
content,  I  wish  might  be  found  in  the  calendar  of 
my  past  endeavours:  for  then  we  wound  our 
modesty,  and  make  foul  the  clearness  of  our  de- 
servings,  when  of  ourselves  we  publish  them. 

Count.  What  does  this  knave  here  ?    Get  yon 

rine,  sirrah :  The  complaints  I  have  heard  ofyou 
do  not  all  believe ;  tis  my  slowness  that  I  do 
not:  for  I  know  you  lack  not  folly  to  commit 
them,  and  have  ability  enough  to  make  such 
knaveries  yours. 

Clo.  *Tis  not  unknown  to  yon,  madam,  I  am  a 
poor  fellow. 

Count.  Well,  sir. 

Clo.  No,  madam,  His  not  so  well  that  I  am 
poor;  though  many  of  the  rich  are  damned :  But, 
if  I  may  have  your  ladyship's  good-will  to  go  to 
the  world,  Isbel  the  woman  and  I  will  do  as  we  may. 

Count.  Wilt  thou  needs  be  a  beggar  ? 

Clo.  I  do  beg  your  good-will  in  mis  case. 

Count.  In  what  case? 

do.  In  label's  case  and  mine  own.  Service 
is  no  heritage:  and  I  think  I  shall  never  have  the 
blessing  ofGod,  tUl  I  have  issue  o'  my  body ;  for, 
they  aay,  beams  are  blessings. 
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and  gives  me  leave  to  in  the  crop:  if  I  be  his 
enckold,  he's  my  drudge:  He  that  comforts  my 
wife  is  the  cherisher  of  my  flesh  aud  blood ;  he 
that  cherishes  my  flesh  and  blood  loves  my  flesh 
and  blood ;  he  that  loves  my  flesh  and  blood  is  my 
friend;  ergo^  he  that  kisses  my  wife  is  my  friend. 
If  men  could  be  contented  to  be  what  they  are, 
there  were  no  fear  in  marriage:  for  young 
Charbon  the  puritan,  and  old  Poysam  the  ua]  ist, 
ho¥r8ome*er  their  hearts  are  severed  in  religion, 
their  heads  are  both  one. — they  may  jowl  horns 
together  like  any  deer  i'  tne  herd. 

Count,  Wilt  thou  ever  be  a  foul-month'd  and 
oalumuious  knave  ? 

Clo.  A  prophet  I,  madam;  and  I  apeak  the 
truth  the  next  way. 

For  I  the  balkd  wUI  repeat^ 
Which  men  fall  true  shall  find : 

Tour  marriage  comes  by  dostinj. 
Tour  cuckoo  sings  bf  kind. 

OomnL  Get  you  gone,  sir;  111  talk  witayou 
more  anon. 

Stew  May  it  please  yon,  madam,  that  he  bid 
Helen  come  to  you ;  of  her  I  am  to  speak. 

Count,  Sirrah,  tell  my  gentlewoman  I  would 
speak  with  her ;  Helen  I  mean. 

CZo.  Wasthis  fabfaoe  the  cause,  quoih  she.  [Singmg, 
Whj  the  Oredan  sacir--'  '* — ' 
Fond  done,  done  fond. 
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Quoih 
Tnvt 


Was  this  KinR  Priam's  joj  r 

With  that  she  sighed  as  she  stood. 

With  that  she  sighed  as  she  stood. 

And  gave  this  sentence  then  : 
Among  nine  bad  if  one  be  good. 
Among  nine  bad  if  one  bo  good. 

There's  yet  one  good  in  ten. 

Count.  What,  one  good  in  ten?  yoooorrapt  the 
song,  sirrah. 

Clo.  One  good  woman  in  ten,  madam,  which  is 
a  purifying  o^  the  song :  'Would  God  would  serve 
the  world  so  all  the  year !  we'd  find  no  fault  with 
the  tithe  woman,  if  I  were  the  parson :  One  in  ten, 
quoth  a'l  an  we  might  have  a  good  woman  bom 
but  for  every  blazing  star,  or  at  an  earthquake, 
tVould  mend  the  lottery  well ;  a  man  may  draw 
his  heart  out,  ere  a  pluck  one. 

Count,  Tonll  be  gone,  sir  knave,  and  do  as  I 
command  you ! 

Clo,  That  man  should  be  at  woman's  command, 
and  yet  no  hurt  done!— Though  honesty  be  no 
puritan,  yet  it  will  do  no  hurt ;  it  will  wear  the 
surplice  of  humility  over  the  black  gown  of  a  big 
heart. — 1  am  going,  forsooth ;  the  business  is  tor 
Helen  to  come  hitlier.  [Exit, 

Count,  Well,  now. 

Stew.  I  know,  madam,  yon  love  yonr  gentle- 
woman entirely. 

Count,  Faith,  I  do :  her  father  bequeathed  her 
to  me;  and  she  herself,  without  other  advantage, 
may  lawfully  make  title  to  as  much  love  as  she 
finds:  there  is  more  ovring  her  than  is  paid;  and 
more  shall  be  paid  her  than  she'll  demand. 

Stew,  Madam,  I  was  very  late  more  near  her 
than,  I  think,  she  wished  me :  alone  she  was,  and 
did  communicate  to  herself  her  own  words  to 
her  own  ears;  she  thought,  I  dare  vow  for  her, 
they  touched  not  any  stranger  sen.se.  Her  matter 
was,  she  loved  your  son :  Fortune,  she  said,  was 
no  pddess,  that  had  put  such  difference  betwixt 
their  two  estates ;  Love,  no  god,  that  would  not 
extend  his  might  onl^  where  qaalities  were  level ; 
Diana,  no  queen  of  virgins,  that  would  suffer  her 
poor  knight  to  be  surprised,  without  rescue,  in  the 
Irit  assault,  or  ransom   afterward:    This   ahe 


delivered  in  the  most  bitter  touch  of  sorrow  that 
e'er  I  heard  virgin  excl^aim  in :  which  I  held  my 
duty,  speedily  to  acquaint  ;|^ou  withal;  sithence 
in  the  loss  that  may  mippen,  it  concerns  yon  some 
thing  to  know  it. 

Count.  Yon  have  discharged  this  honestly;  keep 
it  to  yourself:  many  likelihoods  informed  me  <a 
this  before,  which  hung  so  tottering  in  the  balance, 
that  I  could  neither  believe  nor  misdoubt :  Pray 
you,  leave  me :  stall  this  in  your  bosom,  and  I 
tluink  you  for  your  honest  care :  I  will  speak  vrith 
you  further  anon.  [Exit  Steward. 

Enter  Hblbxa. 

Count,  Even  so  it  was  with  me  when  I  was  young: 
If  ever  we  are  nature's,  these  are  ours ;  this 
thorn 

Doth  to  our  rose  of  youth  rightly  belong : 
Our  blood  to  us,  this  to  our  blood  is  bom  * 
It  is  the  show  and  seal  of  nature's  truth. 
Where  love's  strong  passion  is  impressed  in  youth : 
By  our  remembrances  of  days  foregone,       [none. 
Such  were  our  faults^  or  then  we  thought  them 
Her  eye  is  sick  on't ;  I  observe  her  now. 

iW.  What  is  your  pleasure,  madam  ? 

Cotmt,  Ton  know,  Helen,  I  am  a  mother  to  yon. 

HeL  Mine  honoorable  mistress. 

Count  Nay,  a  mother ; 

Why  not  a  mother  ?    When  I  said,  a  mother. 
Methought  you  saw  a  serpent:  What's  in  motner  ? 
That  you  start  at  it?  I  say,  I  am  your  mother 
And  put  you  in  the  catalogue  of  those 
That  were  enwombed  mine :  Tis  often  seen. 
Adoption  strives  with  nature ;  and  choice  breeds 
A  native  slip  to  us  from  foreign  seeds. 
You  ne'er  oppress'd  me  with  a  mother's  groan, 
Yet  I  express  to  you  a  mother's  care:— 
God's  mercy,  maiden  I  does  it  curd  thy  blooa 
To  say,  I  am  thy  mother?   What's  the  matter. 
That  this  distempered  messenger  of  wet, 
The  many-colour'd  Iris,  rounds  thine  eye? 
Why  ?— that  you  are  my  daughter  ? 

Bel,  That  I  am  not. 

Count,  I  say,  I  am  your  mother. 

HeL  Pardon,  madam; 

The  Count  Rousillon  cannot  be  my  brother : 
I  am  from  humble,  he  from  honoured  name; 
No  note  upon  mv  parents,  his  all  noble: 
M^  master,  my  aear  lord  ho  is :  and  I^ 
His  servant  live,  and  will  his  vassal  die: 
He  must  not  be  my  brother. 

Count.  Nor  I  yonr  mother? 

Eel  You  are  my  mother,  madam;    Would  you 
were, 
(So  that  my  lord,  your  son,  were  not  my  brother.; 
Indeed,  my  mother  1 — (Or  were  yon  both  oar 

mothers, 
I  care  no  more  for  than  I  do  for  heaven. 
So  I  were  not  his  sister).    Cant  be  other 
But,  I  your  daughter,  he  must  be  my  brother? 

Count.  Yes,  Helen,  you  might  be  my  daughter-in- 
law: 
God  shield,  you  mean  it  noti  daughter  and  motner, 
So  strive  upon  your  pulse:  What,  pale  again? 
My  fear  hath  catch'd  your  fondness :  Now  I  see 
The  mystery  of  your  loneliness,  and  find 
Tour  salt  tears'  head.    Now  to  all  sense  tis  grosa. 
You  love  my  son ;  invention  is  asham'd, 
Against  the  proclamation  of  thy  passion. 
To  say  thou  aost  not ;  therefore  tell  me  tniei 
But  tell  me  then,  'tis  so :— for,  look,  thy  oheeka 
Confess  it,  th'  one  to  th'  other ;  and  thine  eyes 
See  it  so  grossly  shown  m  thy  behavionn 
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Tbat  in  their  kind  they  speak  it :  only  dn 
And  hellish  obstinacy  tie  thy  tongue, 
That  truth  should  be  suspected :  Speak,  i8*t  so  ? 
If  it  be  80,  jou  have  wound  a  goodly  due ; 
If  it  be  not,  forswear  t:  howe'or,  I  charge  thee, 
As  Heaven  shnll  work  in  me  for  thine  avail, 
To  tell  me  truly. 

BeL  Good  madam,  pardon  me. 

Count,  Do  yon  love  my  son  ? 

Hid,  Your  pardon,  noble  mistress ! 

Cknmt,  Love  you  my  son? 

HeL  Do  not  yon  love  him,  madam  ? 

Count.  Qo  not  about;  my  love  hath  in^ta  bond, 
Whereof   the  world  takes  note;   come,  come, 

disclose 
The  state  of  your  affection ;  for  your  passions 
Have  to  the  Ml  appeach'd. 

Ed,  Then,  I  confess. 

Here  on  my  knee,  before  high  Heaven  and  you, 
Tbat  before  yon,  and  next  unto  high  Heaven, 
I  love  your  son : — 

My  friends  were  poor  but  honest ;  sols  my  love : 
Be  not  offended ;  for  it  harts  not  him 
That  he  is  lov*d  of  me :  J  follow  htm  not 
By  any  token  of  presumptous  suit ; 
Nor  would  I  have  him,  till  I  do  deserve  him ; 
Yet  never  know  how  that  desert  should  be. 
I  know  I  love  in  vain,  strive  against  hope ; 
Yet,  in  thb  captious  and  intenible  sieve, 
I  still  pour  in  the  waters  of  my  love, 
And  lack  not  to  lose  still :  thus,  Indian-like, 
Religious  in  mine  error,  I  adore 
The  sun  that  looks  open  his  worshipper. 
But  knows  of  him  no  more.    Mv  dearest  madam, 
Let  not  jour  hate  encounter  with  my  love« 
For  lo vmg  where  you  do:  but,  if  yourself, 
Whose  aged  honour  cites  a  virtuous  yuath. 
Did  ever,  in  so  true  a  flame  of  liking, 
Wish  diastely,  and  love  dearly,  that  your  Dian 
Was  both  herself  and  love ;  O  then,  give  pity 
To  her,  who>e  state  is  such,  that  cannot  choose 
But  lend  and  give^  where  she  is  sure  to  lose ; 
That  seeks  not  to  nnd  that  her  search  implies. 
But,  riddle-like,  lives  sweetly  where  she  dies. 

Count,  Had  von  not  lately  an  intent,  speak  truly, 
To  go  to  Parisr 


ALL'S  WELL  THAT  ENDS  WELL. 


841 


JieL  Madam,  I  bad. 

Count,  Wherefore?  ten  true? 

J?c/.  I  will  tell  truth :  by  grace  itself,  I  swear. 
You  know  my  &thcr  left  me  some  prescriptions 
Of  rare  and  prov'd  effects,  such  as  uis  reading. 
And  manifest  experience,  had  collected 
For  general  sovereignty ;  and  that  he  willed  me 
In  heedfullest  reservation  to  bestow  them. 
As  notes,  whose  faculties  indusive  were. 
More  thaii  they  were  in  note :  amongst  tke  rest, 
There  is  a  remedy,  approved,  set  down, 
To  cure  the  desperate  languishings  whereof 
The  king  is  rendered  lost. 

Count,  This  was  your  motive  for  Paris,  was  it? 
speak. 

EeU  My  lord  your  son  made  me  to  think  of  this; 
Else  Paris,  and  the  medidne,  and  the  king. 
Had,  from  the  oonversation  of  my  thonghte, 
Haply,  been  absent  then. 

Count,  But  think  you,  Hden, 

If  you  should  tender  your  supposed  aid. 
He  wouldreodveit?  He  ana  his  physicians 
Are  of  a  mind ;  he,  that  they  cannot  help  him. 
They,  that  they  cannot  hdp :  How  shall  tney  credit 
A  poor  unlearned  virgin,  when  the  schools, 
Embowell'd  of  their  doctrine,  have  left  off 
The  danger  to  itself? 

Ed,  There^  something  hints. 

More  than  my  father's  skill,  which  was  the  greatest 
Of  his  profession,  that  his  good  recdpt 
Shall,  for  my  legacy,  be  sanctified 
By  the  luckiest  stars  in  heaven :  and,  would  your 

honour 
But  give  me  leave  to  try  success,  I*d  venture 
The  well-lost  life  of  mine  on  his  grace's  cure. 
By  sudi  a  day  and  hour. 

Count,  Dost  thou  believt  ? 

Ed,  A}%madam, knowingly. 

CounL  Why,  Helen,  thou  (nalt  have  my  leave 
and  love. 
Means,  and  attendants,  and  my  loving  greetings 
To  those  of  mine  in  court ;  111  stay  at  home. 
And  pray  God's  blessing  into  thy  attempt : 
Be  gone  to-morrow ;  and  be  sure  of  thid, 
Wwit  I  can  hdp  thee  to  thou  ehalt  not  miss. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT  IL 


SCENE  L— Paris.  A  Boom  m  th6  Kingli  Palace, 

FlouriA,  Enter  Kino,  wUh  young  Lords,  toHn^ 
leave  for  the  Florentine  loor;  Bertrim,  Pakol- 
LB8,  ami  Attendants. 

ISng,  Farewdl,  yonng  lord,  these  warlike  prin- 
dples  [farewell : 

Do  not  tlurow  from  jon:— and  you,  my  lord, 
Share  the  advice  betwixt  you:  if  both  gain  all. 
The  gift  doth  stretch  itsdf  as  ^tis  recdvX 
And  is  enough  for  both. 

1  Lord,  It  is  our  hope,  sir. 

After  well  enter'd  soldiers,  to  return 
And  find  your  grace  in  health. 

King,  No,  no,  it  oannot  be;  and  vet  my  heart 
Will  not  oonfiass  he  owes  the  malady 
That  doth  my  life  besieffe.  Farewdl,  young  lords ; 
Whether  I  live  or  die,  be  you  the  sons 
Of  worthy  Frenchmen :  let  higher  Italy 
rrhose  'bated,  that  hiherit  but  the  fiill 
Of  the  last  monarohv)  aee,  that  you  oome 
Not  to  woo  honour,  but  to  wed  it ;  when 
The  bravest  qnestant  shrinks,  find  what  you  seek, 
Tbat  fiune  may  ory  you  loud:  I  say,  iarewdL 


8  Lord,  Health,  at  your  bidding,  serve  your 

mi^esty! 
King,  Those  girls  of  Italy,  take  heed  of  them; 
They  say  our  ranch  lack  fangnage  to  deny, 
If  they  demand ;  beware  of  being  captives. 
Before  yon  serve. 
Both,  Our  hearts  receive  your  warnings. 

King,  FarewdL—CSome  hither  to  me. 

[The  Kino  retiree  to  a  ccuch, 
X  Lord,  0  my  sweet  lord,  that  you  will  stay 

behind  us  I 
Tar,  'Tis  not  his  fiiult ;  the  spark — 
S  Lard,  0,  'tis  brave  wars  I 

Par,  Most  admirable:  I  have  seen  those  wars. 
PfT,  I  am  oommanded  here,  and  kept  a  coil  with, 
**  Too  young,"  and  "  the  next  year,"  and  "  tis  too 
early." 
Pair,  An  thy  mind  stand  tot,  boy,  steal  away 
i  bravely. 

I     Ber,  I  shall  stay  here  the  forehorse  to  a  smook, 
,  Creaking  my  shoes  on  the  plain  masonry, 
Till  honour  be  bought  up,  and  no  sword  worn 
But  one  to  danoo  with  I    By  Heaven,  lU  sten 
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1  Lord.  There%  boiKmr  in  the  theft 
Ibr,  Commit  it,  comit. 

2  Lord,  I  am  your  accessary ;  and  bo  fiirewell. 
Bcr.  I  grow  to  yoa,  and  our  parting  is  a  tortured 

body. 

1  lAud.  Farewell,  captain. 

S  Lord.  Sweet  Monsieur  ParollesI 

Par,  Noble  heroes,  my  sword  tod  youn  are  kin. 
Qood  sparks  and  lustrous,  a  word,  good  metals  :~ 
Tou  shall  find  in  the  regiment  of  the  Spinii  one 
Captain  Spurio,  with  hU  cicatricue,  an  emblem  of 
war,  here  on  his  sinister  cheek ;  it  was  this  very 
sword  entrenched  it:  say  to  him,  I  live;  and 
obsenre  his  reports  for  me. 

2  Lord.  We  shall,  noble  captain. 

Par.  Mars  dote  on  you  for  his  novices  I  [Ewtuni 
Lords.]     What  will  you  do  ? 

Ber,  Stay ;  the  king—  [Seeing  Mm  rise. 

Par.  Use  a  more  spacious  ceremony  to  the  noble 
lords ;  you  have  restrained  yourself  within  the  list 
of  too  cold  an  adieu;  be  more  expressive  to 
them :  for  they  wear  themselves  in  the  cap  of  the 
time ;  there,  do  muster  true  gait,  eat,  speak,  and 
move  under  the  influence  o?  the  most  received 
star ;  and  though  the  devil  lead  the  measure,  such 
are  to  be  followed :  after  thom,  and  t^  a  more 
dilated  farewell. 

At.  And  I  will  do  so. 

Par.  Worthy  fellows;  and  like  to  prove  moat 
■Inewy  swordmen.  [Exeunt  Bbr.  and  Par. 

Enter  Lafev. 

Lqf.  Pardon,  my  lord  [kneeUng]^  for  me  and  for 
my  tidings. 

King,  I*U  fee  thee  to  stand  up. 

Laf.  Then  here*s  a  man  stanos  that  has  brought 
his  pardon. 
I  would  you  had  kneeVd,  my  lord,  to  ask  me  mercy. 
And  that,  at  my  bidding,  you  could  so  stand  up. 

King.  1  would  I  had ;  so  I  had  broke  thy  pate, 
And  ask^  thee  mercy  for*t 

La/»  Good  faith,  across:  But,  my  good  lord,  tis 
thus; 
Will  you  be  cur'd  of  your  infirmity? 

Kina,  No. 

Lqf.  0,  will  you  eat  no  grapes,  my  roval  fox  ? 
Yes,  but  vou  wfll,  my  noble  grapes,  an  if 
My  royal  fox  could  reach  them :  I  have  seen  a 

medicine, 
That^  able  to  breathe  \\(e  into  a  stone ; 
Quicken  a  rock,  and  make  you  dance  canary. 
With  sprightly  fire  and  motion ;  whose  simple  touch 
Is  powerful  to  araise  King  Pepin,  nay. 
To  ffive  great  Charlemain  a  pen  in's  hand 
And  write  to  her  a  love-line. 

Etna.  What  her  is  this? 

L(tf.   Wh^,  doctor  she;  My  lord,  there's  one 


ALL'S  WELL  THAT  ENDS   WELL. 


Se^nter  Lafeu,  wUh  HsLBSAi 

Laf.  Nay,  oome  your  ways 

Kwg.  This  haste  hath  wings  indeed. 

J[^/.  Nay,  come  your  ways; 
This  is  his  majesty,  say  your  muod  to  him : 
A  traitor  you  do  look  like ;  but  such  traitors 
His  majesty  seldom  fears :  I  am  Cressid's  undei 
That  dare  leave  two  together ;  fare  you  well. 

[Exit. 

King.  Now,fairone,doe0yourbn8ine8sfollowus? 

HeL  Ay,  my  good  lord. 
Gerard  de  Narbon  was  my  &ther, 
In  what  he  did  profess  well  found. 

King,  I  knew  him. 

Ed.  The  rather  will  I  spare  mj  praises  towards 
him; 
Knowing  him  is  enough.    On  his  bed  of  death 
Many  receipts  he  gave  me;  chiefly  one, 
Which,  as  the  dearest  issue  of  his  practice, 
And  of  his  old  experience  the  only  darling, 
He  bade  me  store  up,  as  a  triple  eye. 
Safer  than  mme  own  two,  more  dear ;  I  have  so: 
And,  hearing  your  high  majesty  is  touch 'd 
With  that  malignant  cause  wherein  the  honour 
Of  my  dear  father's  gift  stands  chief  in  power, 
I  come  to  tender  it,  and  my  appliance 
With  all  bound  humbleness. 

King,  We  thank  you,  maiden; 

But  may  not  be  so  credulous  of  cure, 
When  our  most  learned  doctors  leave  us;  and 
The  congregated  college  have  conduded 
That  labouring  art  can  never  ransom  Nature 
From  her  inaidable  estate, — I  say  we  must  not 
So  stain  our  judgment,  or  corrupt  our  hope, 
To  prostitute  our  past-cure  mahuiy 
To  empirics ;  or  to  dissever  so 
Our  great  self  and  our  credit,  to  esteem 
A  senseless  help,  when  help  past  sense  we  deem. 

HeL  My  duty  then  shall  pay  me  for  my  pains: 
I  will  no  more  enforce  mine  office  on  you; 
Humbly  entreating  from  your  royal  thoughts 
A  modest  one,  to  bear  me  back  again. 

King.  I  cannot  give  thee  less  to  be  caXVd  gratefiiL 
Thou  thought'st  to  help  me;  and  such  tlianksl 

give, 
As  one  near  death  to  those  that  wish  him  live: 
But  what  at  full  I  know  thou  know'st  no  part; 
I  knowing  all  my  peril,  thou  no  art 

HeL  What  I  can  do  can  do  no  hurt,  to  try, 
Since  you  set  up  your  rest  'gainst  remedy : 
He  that  of  greatest  works  is  finisher 
Oft  does  them  by  the  weakest  minister : 
So  holy  writ  in  babes  hath  judgment  shown. 
When  Jud;^  have  been  babes.    Great  floods  have 

flown 
From  simple  sources  j  and  gnat  seas  have  dried, 
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M jwlf  againgl  tbe  kivd  of  mine  aim ; 

Bui  know  I  think,  and  think  I  know  most  sore, 

My  art  is  not  post  power,  nor  vou  past  cure. 

King.  Art  thou  so  confident?  WitliiD  what  space 
Hop*8t  thoa  mj  care? 

oeL  The  greatest  grace  lending  grace, 

Ere  twice  the  horses  of  the  san  shall  bring 
Their  fiery  torcher  his  diomal  ring ; 
Ere  twice  in  mark  and  occidental  damp 
Moist  Hesperus  hath  qaench'd  his  sleepy  lamp ; 
Or  foar-and-twenty  times  the  pilot's  glass 
Hath  told  the  thievish  minutes  how  they  pass ; 
What  is  infirm  from  your  sound  parts  shall  fly, 
Health  sitall  live  firee,  and  sickness  freely  die. 

King,  Upon  thy  certainty  and  confidence, 
What  dar'st  thou  venture  ? 

HeL  Tax  of  impudence, — 
A  strampet*s  boldness,  a  divulged  shame, — 
Tradao'd  by  odious  ballads ;  my  maiden'^  name 
Sear'd  otherwise ;  no  worse  of  worst  extended, 
With  vilest  torture  let  my  life  be  ended. 

King»  Methinks,  in  thee  some   blessed  spirit 
doth  speak; 
His  powerful  sound  within  an  organ  weak : 
And  what  impossibility  would  slay 
In  c^jmmon  sense,  8en.se  saves  another  way. 
Thy  life  is  dear;  for  all  that  life  can  rate 
Worth  name  of  life  in  thee  hath  estimate ; 
Youth,  beauty,  wisdom,  courage,  virtue,  all 
That  happiness  and  prime  can  happy  call : 
Thou  this  to  hazard,  needs  must  intimate 
Skill  infinite,  or  monstrous  desperate. 
Sweet  practiser,  thy  physic  I  will  try, 
That  ministers  thine  own  detth,  if  1  die. 

Ed.  If  I  break  time,  or  flinch  in  property 
Of  what  I  spoke,  nnnitied  let  me  die ; 
And  well  deserved :  Not  helping,  deaths  my  fee ; 
But,  if  I  help,  what  do  you  promise  me? 

King.  Make  thy  demand. 

HeL  But  will  yon  make  it  even  ? 

Ki$ig,  Ay,  by  my  sceptre,  and  my  hopes  of 
heaven. 

Ed,  Then  shalt  thou  give  me,  with  thy  kingly 
hand, 
What  husband  in  thy  power  I  will  command : 
ESxempted  be  from  me  the  arrogance 
To  choose  firom  forth  the  royal  blood  of  Franco; 
My  low  and  humblo  name  to  propagate 
With  any  branch  or  image  of  thy  state : 
But  such  a  one,  thy  vassal,  whom  1  know 
li  Area  for  me  to  ask,  thee  to  bestow. 

King,  Here  is  my  hand ;  the  premises  observed, 
Thy  will  by  my  performance  shall  be  served ; 
So  make  the  choice  of  thy  own  time,  for  I, 
Thy  resolved  patient,  on  thee  still  rely. 
More  should  1  question  thee,  and  more  I  must : 
Though  more  to  know  could  not  be  more  to 

trust; 
From  whence  thou  earnest,  how  tended  on,— But 

rest 
Unquestioned  welcome,  and  undoubted  blessVl. — 
Qive  me  some  help  here,  ho  1— If  thou  proceed 
As  high  as  word,  my  deed  shall  match  thy  deed. 
[Flourith,    Eaoeuni, 

SOENB  IL— Bousillon.    A  Boom  m  (Ae  Coun- 
tess's Polace. 

Enter  Oouhtess  and  Clown. 

OomU*  Come  on,  sir;  I  shall  now  pat  yoa  to 
die  height  of  yoor  breeding. 

Olo»  I  will  show  myself  bi|;bly  fed,  and  lowly 
taoght:  1  know  mj  bosmeai  is  bat  to  the  court 
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CounJL  To  the  court  I  why,  what  place  make 
you  special,  when  you  put  off  that  Mrith  such  con- 
temnt — But  to  the  court! 

Olo,  Truly,  madam,  if  GK)d  have  lent  a  num  anj 
manners,  he  may  easily  put  it  off  at  court :  he  tha' 
cannot  make  a  leg,  put  offs  cap,  kiss  his  hand 
and  say  nothing,  has  neither  leg,  hands,  lip,  noi 
cap;  and,  indeed,  such  a  fellow,  to  say  precisely 
were  not  for  the  court :  but  for  me,  I  have  ar 
answer  will  serve  all  men. 

Count,  MarrYf  that's  a  bountiful  answer  that 
fits  all  questions. 

Cio,  It  is  like  a  barber's  chair,  that  fits  all  but 
tocks;  the  pin-buttock,  the  quatch-buttock,  the 
brawn-buttock,  or  any  buttock. 

Count,  Will  your  answer  serve  fit  to  all 
qaestions? 

do.  As  fit  as  ten  groats  is  for  the  hand  of  an 
attorney,  as  your  French  crown  for  your  taffiita 
punk,  as  Tib's  rush  for  Tom's  forefinger,  as  a  pan- 
cake for  Shrove-Tuesday.  a  morris  for  May-day 
as  the  nail  to  his  hole,  the  cuckold  to  hit  horn 
as  a  scolding  quean  to  a  wrangling  knave,  as  the 
nun's  lip  to  the  friar's  mouth ;  nay,  as  the  pudding 
to  his  skin. 

Count,  Have  you,  I  say,  an  answer  of  such 
fitness  for  all  questions? 

Clo,  From  below  your  duke  to  beneath  your 
coastable,  it  will  fit  any  question. 

Count,  It  must  be  an  an-swer  of  most  monstrouf 
size  that  must  fit  all  demands. 

Clo.  But  a  trifie  neither,  in  good  faith^if  thf 
learned  should  speak  truth  of  it :  here  it  is,  and 
all  that  belongs  to't :  ask  me  if  I  am  a  courtier 
it  shall  do  you  no  harm  to  learn. 

Count,  To  be  young  again,  if  we  could:  I  will 
be  a  fool  in  question,  hoping  to  be  the  wisei 
by  your  «nswer~I  pray  you,  sir,  are  yoa  • 
oourtier? 

Ch,  0  Lord,  sir, There^  a  simple  putting 

off ;— more,  more,  a  hundred  of  them. 

Count,  Sir,  I  am  a  poor  friend  of  yours,  that 
loves  you. 

Clo,  O  Lord,  sir, — Thick,  thick,  spare  not  me. 

Count,  I  think,  sir,  you  can  eat  none  of  this 
homely  meat. 

Clo,  0  Lord,  sir, — Nay,  put  me  to*t,  I  warrant 
you. 

Count,  Tou  were  lately  whipped,  sir,  as  I  think. 

do,  O  Lord,  sir, — Spare  not  me. 

Count,  Do  you  cry,  "  0  Lord,  sur,"  at  your 
whipping,  and  "spare  not  me?"  Indeed,  jrom 
**  O  Lord,  sir,"  is  very  sequent  to  your  whipping ; 
you  would  answer  very  well  to  a  whipping,  if  you 
were  but  bound  tot. 

do,  1  ne'er  had  worse  luck  in  my  life,  in  my — 
**  0  Lord,  sir  :**  I  see  thbgs  may  serve  long,  bat 
not  serve  ever. 

Count.  I  play  the  noble  housewife  with  the  time, 
to  entertain  it  so  merrily  With  a  fooL 

Clo,  O  Lord,  sir,— Why,  theret  serves  well 
again. 

Count.  An  end^  sir:  To  yoor  business:  Give 
Helen  this. 
And  arge  her  to  a  present  answer  backj 
Commend  me  to  my  kinsmen,  and  my  son; 
This  is  not  much. 

Clo,  Not  much  commendation  to  them 

Count,  Not  much  employment  for  yoa:  Ton 
understand  me? 

Clo,  Most  fruitfUny;  I  am  there  before  my 
legs. 

CfounL  Haste  you  agtfiii^itized  ^3o$mt  mmniJbg, 
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8CENB  IIL— Ftfis.    A  Boom  m  the  King^s 
Palace. 

Enter  Bbbtkah,  Lafsu,  and  Pasolles. 

Lqf.  They  say,  miracles  are  past ;  and  vre  have 
our  philosophic^  persons,  to  make  modern  and 
fiimiliar  things  sapernatural  and  causeless.  Hence 
it  is  that  we  make  trifles  of  terrors;  ensconcing 
oarselves  into  seeming  knowledge,  when  we 
shoald  submit  ourselves  to  an  unknown  fear. 

Par.  Why,  tis  the  rarest  argument  of  wonder 
that  hath  shot  out  in  our  latter  times. 

Per,  And  so  Hia, 

La/,  To  be  relinquished  of  the  artists, — 

Pa^  So  I  say;  fa<>th  of  Qalen  and  Paracelsus. 

Xq/l  Of  all  tne  learned  and  authentic  fellows,— 

Par,  Right,  so  I  say. 

Ltnf,  That  gaye  him  ont  incurable, — 

Poor.  Why,  there  'tis ;  so  say  I  too, 

Id{f.  Not  to  be  helped, — 

Par,  Right:  as  't  were  a  man  assured  of  an^ 

Lqf,  Uncertain  life,  and  sure  death. 

Par.  Just,  yon  say  well ;  so  would  I  have  said* 

Lof.  I  may  truly  say,  it  is  a  noyelty  to  the 
world. 

Par.  It  is  indeed :  if  yon  will  haye  it  in  showing, 
yon  shall  read  it  in,— what  do  you  call  there  ? 

Xq/1  A  showing  of  a  heavenly  effect  in  an 
earthly  actor. 

Par,  That's  it:  I  would  have  said  the  very 
same. 

Laf.  Why,  your  dolphin  is  not  lustier:  Tore  me 
I  speak  in  respect— 

Par.  Nay,  His  strange,  tis  ybtj  strange,  that 
is  the  brief  and  the  tedious  of  it;  and  he*s  of  a 
most  facinorions  spirit  that  will  not  acknowledge  it 
to  be  the— 

Lqf,  Very  hand  of  Heaven. 

Pdr,  Ay,  so  I  say. 

Laf,  In  a  most  weak — 

Par.  And  debile  minister,  great  power,  great 
transcendence:  which  should,  indeed,  give  us  a 
further  use  to  be  made,  than  alone  the  recovery 
of  the  king,  as  to  be — 

Lqf,  Qenerally  thankful. 

J^iferKiHCi,  Helena,  oni  Attendants. 

Par,  I  would  have  said  it;  yon  say  welL  Here 
oomes  the  king. 

Lqf.  Lustick,  as  the  Dutchman  says :  111  like 
a  maid  the  better  whilst  I  have  a  tooth  in  my 
liead :  Why,  he's  able  to  lead  her  a  coranto. 

Par,  Mortdu  Vinmgrel    Is  not  this  Helen? 

L(^,  'Fore  God,  I  think  so. 

Ktng,  Go,  call  before  me  all  the  lords  in  court. 
[Exit  an  Attendant 
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Lc/,  I'd  give  bay  Curtal,  and  his  fbmitnre, 
My  mouth  no    more   were  broken  than 

boys*, 
And  writ  as  little  beard. 

King,  Peruse  them  well : 

Not  one  of  those  but  had  a  noble  father. 

Hd.  Gentlemen, 
Heaven  hath,  through  me,  restor'd  Ae  king  tc 
health. 

AU,  We  understand  it,  and  thank  Heaven  for 
you. 

Hd,  I  am  a  simple  maid ;  and  therein  wealthiest, 
That,  I  protest,  1  simply  am  a  maid : — 
Please  it  your  majesty,  I  have  done  already: 
The  blushes  in  my  cheeks  thus  whisper  me, — 
**  We  blush,  that  thou  shouldst  choose ;  bat,  be 

refus'd. 
Let  the  white  death  sit  on  thy  cheek  for  ever; 
Well  ne'er  come  there  again." 

King.  Make  choice;  and,  see. 

Who  shuns  thy  love  shuns  all  bis  love  in  me. 

Hd.  Now,  Dian,  from  thy  altar  do  I  fly; 
And  to  imprial  Love,  that  god  most  high. 
Do  my   sighs  stream.— Sir,  will   yon   hear  my 
suit? 

1  Lord,  And  grant  it 

Ed,  Thanks,  sir ;  all  the  rest  is  mute 

Lc^.  I  had  rather  be  m  this  choice  than  throw 
am&sace  for  my  life. 
Hd,  The  honour,  sir,  that  flames  inyourfUr 
eyes. 
Before  I  Fpeak,  too  threateningly  replies : 
Love  make  your  fortunes  twenty  times  aboT6 
Her  that  so  vrishes,  and  her  humble  love  I 

2  Lord,  No  better,  if  you  please. 

Hd.  My  wish  receive. 

Which  great  Love  grant!  and  so  I  take  my  leave. 

Laf.  Do  all  they  deny  her  ?  An  they  were 
sons  of  mine,  I'd  have  them  whipped;  or  I  would 
send  them  to  the  Turk,  to  make  eunuchs  of. 

Hd,  Be  not  afraid  [to  a  Lordj  that  I  your  hand 
should  take; 
111  never  do  you  wrong  for  your  own  sake: 
Blessing  upon  your  vows  I  and  in  your  bed 
Find  fairer  fortune,  if  you  ever  wed! 

Lqf.  These  boys  are  boys  of  ice,  they'll  none 
have  her :  sure  tney  are  bastards  to  the  English 
the  French  ne'er  got  them. 

Hd,  You  are  too  young,  too  happy,and  too  good, 
To  make  yourself  a  son  out  of  my  blood. 

4  Lord,  Fair  one,  I  think  not  so. 

Lqf.  There's  one  grape  yet,— I  am  sure  tiiy 
fiither  drank  wme.— But  if  tliou  be'st  not  an  ass,  I 
am  a  youth  of  fourteen;  I  have  known  thee 
already. 

Hd,  I  dare  not  say  I  take  you;  [to  BmnBAM] 
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She  hftd  her  breeding  at  my  father*8  charge : 
A  poor  physician^  daughter  my  wife  I  -  Disdam 
Rather  corrupt  rae  ever ! 

King,  *Tis  only  title  thoa  disdain^  in  her,  the 
which 
I  can  baild  ufk    Strange  is  it,  that  onr  bloods, 
Of  colour,  weight,  and  heat,  pour'd  all  together, 
Would  quite  oonfound  distinction,  yet  stand  off 
In  differences  so  mighty :  If  she  be 
All  that  u  virtuous  (save  what  thou  dislik^st, 
A  poor  physician's  daughter),  thou  dislik'st 
Of  virtue  for  the  name :  but  do  not  so : 
From  lowest  place  when  virtuous  things  proceed, 
The  place  is  dignified  by  the  doer's  deed: 
Where  great  additions  swell,  and  virtue  none, 
It  is  a  dropsied  honour :  good  alone 
Is  good  without  a  name ;  vileness  is  so ; 
The  property  by  what  it  is  should  go, 
Not  by  the  title.    She  is  young,  wise^  fair ; 
In  th^  to  nature  she^s  immediate  heir, 
And  these  breed  honour :  that  is  honour's  scorn, 
Which  challenges  itself  as  honour^s  born, 
And  is  not  like  the  sire :  Honours  best  thrive, 
When  rather  &om  our  acts  we  them  derive 
Than  our  fore-goers:  the  mere  word's  a  slave 
Deboeh'd  on  every  tomb,  on  every  grave 
A  lying  trophy :  and  as  oft  is  dumb. 
Where  dust,  and  damn'd  oblivion,  is  the  tomb 
Of  honour'd  bones  indeed.    What  should  be  said  ? 
If  thou  canst  like  this  creature  as  a  maid, 
I  can  oreate  the  rest :  virtue,  and  she, 
b  her  own  dower;  honour  and  wealth  from  me. 

Ber,  I  cannot  love  her,  nor  will  strive  to  do't. 

King,  Thou  wrongest  thyself,  if  thou  shouldst 
strive  to  ohoose. 

EeL  That  yon  are  well  restored,  my  lord,  I'm 
gUd; 
Let  the  rest  go. 

King,  My  honour^  at  the  stake;  which  to  defeat, 
(  must  produce  my  power :  Here,  take  her  hand. 
Proud  scornful  boy,  unworthy  this  good  gift, 
niat  dost  in  vile  misprision  shackle  up 
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My  love,  and  her  desert ;  that  canst  not  dream. 

We,  poizing  us  in  her  defective  scale. 

Shall  weigh  thee  to  the  beam ;  that  wilt  not  know 


It  b  in  us  to  pUnt  thine  honour,  where 

We  please  to  have  it  grow :  Check  thy  contempt : 

Obey  our  will,  which  travails  in  thy  good : 

Believe  not  thy  disdain,  but  presently 

Do  thine  own  fortunes  that  obedient  right 

Which  both  thy  duty  owes  and  our  power  claims ; 

Or  I  will  throw  thee  from  my  care  tor  ever. 

Into  the  staggers,  and  the  careless  lapse 

Of  youth  and  ignorance,  both  my  reven^  and  hate 

Loosing  upon  uiee,  in  the  name  of  justice, 

Without  ail  terms  of  pitj:  Speak  1  thine  answer ! 

Ber,  Pardon,  my  gracious  lord ;  for  I  submit 
My  fancy  to  your  eyes :  When  I  consider 
What  great  creation,  and  what  dole  of  honour, 

PliAfl  Wfhora  •xmn  \ni\  if     T  liTirl   fhof  eha     whw.li  la»o 


Expecting  absent  fhendg.    As  thou  lov^  her, 
Thy  love's  to  me  religious ;  else,  does  err. 

[Exeunt  Kno,  Beb.,  Hel.,  Lords 
caid  Attendants 

Lttf,  Do  yon  hear,  monsieur  ?  a  word  with  yon 

ilir.  Your  pleasure,  sir? 

Laf.  Your  lord  and  master  did  well  to  make  hii 
recantation. 

Par,  Kecantation?— Mylord?  my  master? 

Laf,  Ay :  is  it  not  a  language  I  speak? 

Par,  A  most  harsh  one ;  and  not  to  be  under 
stood  without  bloody  succeeding.    My  master  ? 

Laf.  Are  you  companion  to  the  Count  Rousiilon  ? 

Par.  To  any  count;  to  all  counts;  to  what  is 
man. 

L^f,  To  what  is  C0Qnt*s  man ;  count's  master  is 
of  another  style. 

Par.  You  are  too  old,  sir :  let  it  satisfy  you 
you  are  too  old. 

Laf.  I  must  tell  thee,  sirrah,  I  write  man;  to 
which  title  age  cannot  bring  thee. 

Par,  What  I  dare  too  well  do  I  dare  not  do. 

Laf,  I  did  think  thee,  for  two  ordinaries,  to  be 
a  pretty  wise  fellow  ;  thou  didst  make  tolerable 
vent  of  thy  travel;  it  might  pass:  yet  the  scarfs 
and  the  bannerets  about  tnee  did  manifoldly 
dissuade  me  from  believing  thee  a  vessel  of  too 
great  a  burthen.  I  have  now  found  thee;  when  I 
lose  thee  again  I  care  not :  yet  art  thou  good  for 
nothing  but  taking  up ;  and  that  thou  art  scarce 
worth. 

Par.  Hadst  thou  not  the  privilege  of  antiquity 
upon  thee,— 

Laf,  Do  not  plunge  thyself  too  fiiu:  in  anger, 
lest  thou  hasten  thy  trial ;— which  if— Lord  have 
mercy  on  thee  for  a  hen  I  So,  my  good  window  of 
lattice,  fare  thee  well ;  thy  casement  I  need  not 
open,  for  I  look  through  tbee.    Give  me  thy  hand. 

Par,  lAj  lord,  you  give  me  most  egregious 
indignity.  [of  it. 

Lcf,  Ay,  with  all  my  heart;  and  thou  art  worthy 

Par,  I  have  not,  my  lord,  deserved  it 

Laf  Yes,  good  faith,  every  dram  of  it :  and  I 
will  not  bate  thee  a  scruple. 

Par,  Well,  I  shall  be  wiser. 

Laf  Even  as  soon  as  thou  canst,  for  thou  hast 
to  pull  at  a  smack  o'  the  contrary.  If  ever  thou 
be^t  bound  in  thy  scarf,  and  beaten,  thou  shalt 
find  what  it  is  to  be  proud  of  thy  bondage.  1  have 
a  desire  to  hold  my  acquaintance  with  thee,  or 
rather  my  knowledge,  that  I  may  say,  in  the 
default,  he  is  a  man  I  know. 

Par,  My  lord,  you  do  me  meet  imrapportaWe 
vexation.  .      -       .        i. 

Laf  I  would  it  were  hdl-pams  for  thy  sake, 
and  my  poor  doing  eternal:  for  doing  I  am  past, 
as  I  will  by  thee,  in  -what  motion  age  will  g^J®^ 

^P^.  WeU,  thoa  hast  a  son  shall  take  this  ^ 
«»-««  r.«f  ,««,    „-..,..vv   nW.  filthv.  scurvv  lord  I—, 
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/>/.  Who?  God? 

Par,  Ay,  sir. 

Laf,  The  deril  it  Ib  that^  thj  master.  Why 
dost  thou  garter  up  thy  arms  o'  this  fafihion?  dost 
make  hose  of  thj  sleeves?  do  other  servants  so? 
ThoQ  wert  best  set  thy  lower  part  where  thy  nose 
stands.  By  mine  honour,  if  I  were  but  two  hours 
younger,  I'd  beat  thee:   methinks,  thou  art  a 

fneral  offence,  and  every  man  should  beat  thee, 
think  thou  wast  created  for  men  to  breathe 
themselves  upon  thee.  [lord. 

Par,  This  is  bard  and  undeserved  measure,  my 
La/.  Qo  to,  sir ;  you  were  beaten  in  Italy  for 
picking  a  kemal  out  of  a  promegranate;  you  are  a 
vagabond,  and  no  true  traveller:  you  are  more 
saucy  witli  lords  and  honourable  personages,  than 
the  commission  of  your  birth  and  virtue  gives 
you  heraldry.  You  are  not  worth  another  word, 
else  l*d  call  you  knave.    I  leave  you*  [JSxit, 

Enter  Bertram. 
Par.  Good,  reiy  good;  it  is  so  then.— Good, 


my  good ;  let  it  be  concealed  a  while. 

£er.  Undone,  and  forfeited  to  cares  for  ever  I 

Par,  What's  the  matter,  sweet  heart  ? 

Per.  Although  before  the  solemn  priest  I  have 
•worn,  I  will  not  bed  her. 

Par,  What?  what,  sweet  heart ? 

Per.  0  my  Parolles,  they  have  married  me : — 
111  to  the  Tuscan  wars,  and  never  bed  her. 

Par.  France  is  a  dog-hole,  and  it  no  more  merits 
The  tread  of  a  man  1b  foot :  to  the  wars  1 

Per.  There^  letters  from  my  mother;  what  the 
import  is,  I  know  not  vet 

Par,  Ay,  that  would  be  known :  To  the  wars, 
my  boy,  to  the  wars  I 
He  wears  his  honour  in  a  box  unseen 
That  hugs  hia  kickie-wickie  here  at  home; 
Spending  his  manly  marrow  in  her  arms. 
Which  should  sustain  the  bound  and  high  onry«t 
Of  Mars^  fiery  steed:  To  other  regions! 
France  is  a  stable ;  we,  that  dwell  in't,  jades ; 
Therefore,  to  the  war  1 

Per.  It  shall  be  so ;  111  send  her  to  my  house ; 
AcQuaint  my  mother  with  my  hate  to  her. 
Ana  wherefore  I  am  fled ;  write  to  the  king 
That  which  I  durst  not  speak :  His  present  gift 
Shall  furnish  me  to  those  Italian  fields, 
Where  noble  fellows  strike :  War  is  no  strife 
To  the  dark  house,  and  the  detested  wife. 

/Vir.  Will  this  ca|iricio  hold  in  thee,  art  sure? 

Per,  Go  with  me  to  my  chamber,  and  advise  me. 
Ill  send  her  straight  away :  To-morrow 
111  to  the  wars,  she  to  her  single  sorrow. 

Par.  Why,  these  balls  bound ;  there's  noiae  in  it. 
•Tishard: 

A  young  man  married  is  a  man  that%  marr^ : 
Therefore  away,  and  leave  her  bravely;  go: 
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EeL  What  two  things? 

Clo.  One,  tliat  she  k  not  hi  heaven,  whither  Qod 
send  her  quickly !  the  other,  that  she%  in  earth, 
from  whence  (jiod  send  her  quickly ! 

i^i^  Parollks. 

Ptar.  Bless  you,  my  fortunate  lady! 
Ed.  I  hope,  sir,  I  have  your  good  will  to  have 
mine  own  good  fortunes. 

Par,  Tou  had  my  pravers  to  lead  them  on .  ana 
to  keep  tliem  on,  have  them  still.— O,  my  knave  I 
How  does  my  old  hidy  ? 

Clo,  8o  that  you  had  her  wrinkles,  and  I  her 
money,  I  would  she  did  as  you  say. 
Par.  Why,  I  say  nothing. 
Clo.  Marry,  you  are  the  wiser  man :  for  many 
a  man's  tongue  shakes  out  his  masters  undoing: 
To  say  nothing,  to  do  nothing,  to  know  nothing, 
and  to  have  nothing,  is  to  be  a  great  part  of  your 
title;  which  is  within  a  yerj  little  of  nothing. 
Par,  Away,  thou Vt  a  knave. 
Clo.  You  should  have  said,  air,  before  a  knave 
thou  Yt  a  knave ;  that  is,  before  me  thou*rt  a  knave : 
this  had  been  truth,  sir. 
Par.  Go  to,  thou  art  a  witty  fool ;  I  have  found 

thee. 
Clo.  Did  you  find  me  in  yourself,  sir  ?  or  were 
you  taught  to  find  me?    Toe  search,  sir,  was  pro- 
fitable ;  and  much  fool  may  you  find  in  you,  even 
to  the  worlds  pleasure,  and  the  increase  ot  laughter. 

Par.  A  good  knave,  i'faith,  and  well  fed. — 
Madam,  my  lord  will  go  away  to-night: 
A  very  serious  business  calls  on  him. 
The  great  prerogative  and  ri^bt  of  love, 
Whid),  as  your  due,  time  chuma,  he  does  acknow- 
ledge; 
But  puts  it  off  to  a  compell'd  restraint; 
Whose  want,  and  whose  delay,  is  strewed  with 

sweets, 
Which  they  distil  now  in  the  curbed  time, 
To  make  the  ooming  hour  o'erflow  with  joy, 
And  pleasure  drown  the  brim. 
Ed.  What's  his  will  else? 

Par.  That  yon  will  take  your  instant  leave  o'  the 
king. 
And  make  this  haste  as  your  own  good  proceeding, 
Strengthened  with  what  apology  you  think 
Minr  make  it  probable  need. 
Ed,  What  more  commands  he  ? 

Jar.  That,  having  this  obtiiin'd,  you  presently 
Attend  his  further  pleasure. 
Ed.  In  everything  I  wait  upon  his  will. 
Par.  I  shall  report  it  so. 
Ed,  I  pray  you. — Come,  sirrah. 

[Ejoeunt, 
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Enter  Paroixes. 
Bar*  llicse  ihings  ehall  be  done,  sir. 

[TbBEBTlUlC* 

Lqf»  Pray  yon,  Bfr,  who%  his  tailor  ? 

Far.  Sir? 

Lc^,  0, 1  know  him  well :  Ay,  sir ;  he,  sir,  is  a 
good  workman,  a  rery  good  tailor. 

Ber,  Issbegonetotheking?  [iisufetoPABOLLES. 

Par.  She  is. 

Ber.  Will  she  away  to-night? 

Ptir.  As  youll  have  her. 

Bcr,  I    have   writ   my  letters,   casketed  my 
treasure, 
Given  order  for  our  horses ;  and  to-night, 
When  I  should  take  possession  of  the  bride, 
End,  ere  I  do  begin. 

Laf,  A  good  traveller  is  something  at  the  latter 
end  of  a  dumer ;  but  one  ttiat  lies  three-thirds,  and 
uses  a  known  truth  to  pass  a  thousand  nothings 
with«  should  be  once  heard,  and  thrice  beaten. — 
Qcd  save  you,  captain. 

Bar,  Is  there  any  unkindness  between  my  lord 
and  yon,  monsieur? 

Ptir,  I  know  not  how  I  hare  deserved  to  run 
into  my  lord's  displeasure. 

La^.  Ton  have  m&de  shift  to  run  into%  boots 
and  spurs  and  all,  like  him  tiiat  leaped  into  the 
custard ;  and  out  of  it  youll  run  again,  rather  than 
nffer  question  for  your  r^idence. 

Ber,  It  may  be  yon  have  mistaken  him,  my  lord. 

Laf.  And  shall  do  so  ever,  though  I  took  him 
at  hit  prayers.  Fare  yon  well,  my  lord;  and 
belieYO  this  of  me,  there  can  be  no  kernel  in  this 
li^ht  nut ;  the  soul  of  this  man  is  his  clothes:  trust 
cmi  not  in  matter  of  heavy  consequence ;  I  have 
kept  of  them  tame,  and  know  their  natures. — Fare- 
ireil,  monsieur:  I  liave  spoken  better  of  you  than 
f on  have  or  will  deserve  at  my  liand ;  but  we 
must  do  good  against  evil.  [Eadt. 

Par.  An  idle  lord,  I  swear. 

Ber.  I  think  so. 

Par.  Why,  do  you  not  know  him? 

Ber,  Yes,  I  do  know  him  well;  and  common 
speech  gives  him  a  worthy  pass.  Here  comes 
my  dog. 

JEhtsr  Heleka. 
Bd.  I  have,  sir,  as  I  was  commanded  from  yon, 
Spoke  with  tlie  king,  and  have  procured  his  leave 


247 


For  present  parting;  only,  he  desires 
Some  private  speech  with  you. 

Ber.  I  shall  obey  his  will 

You  must  not  marvel,  Helen,  at  my  course, 
Which  holds  not  colour  with  the  time,  nor  does 
The  ministration  and  required  office 
On  my  particular:  prenarM  I  was  not 
For  sucn  a  business ;  tnerefore  am  I  found 
So  much  unsettled :  This  drives  me  to  entreat  y 
That  presently  yon  take  your  way  for  home ; 
And  rather  muse,  than  ask,  why  I  entreat  yon : 
For  my  respects  are  better  than  they  seem; 
And  my  appointments  have  in  them  a  need 
Greater  than  shows  itself,  at  the  first  view. 
To  yon  that  know  them  not.    This  to  my  moth 

[Owing  a  letter. 
Twni  be  two  days  ere  I  see  yon;  so 
I  leave  yon  to  your  wisdom. 

Hel.  Sir,  I  can  nothing  say. 

But  that  I  am  yonr  most  obedient  servant. 

Ber.  Come,  come,  no  more  of  ttiat. 
HeU  And  ever  shall 

With  true  observance  seek  to  eke  out  that, 
Wherein  toward  me  my  homely  stars  have  feil*d 
To  equal  my  great  fortune. 

Ber.  Tietthat^: 

My  haste  is  very  great :  Farewell ;  hie  home. 

HeL  Pray,  sir,  yonr  pardon. 

Ber.  Well,  what  would  yon  si^f 

HeL  I  am  not  worthy  of  the  wealth  I  owe ; 
Nor  dare  I  say  tis  mine ;  and  yet  it  is; 
But,  like  a  timorous  thief,  most  fain  would  steal 
What  law  does  vouch  mine  own. 

Ber.  What  would  you  have? 

Ed.  Something ;  and  scarce  so  much :— nothuig, 
indeed. — 
I  would  not  tell  yon  what  I  would :  my  lord- 
faith,  yes; — 
Strangers  and  roes  do  sunder,  and  not  kiss. 

Ber.  I  pray  you,  stay  not,  but  in  haste  to  horse. 

HeL  I  shall  not  break  yonr  bidding,  good  my 
lord. 
Where  are  my  other  men,  monsienr?  Farewell. 
{Exit  Helbh A. 

Ber.  Qto  thon  toward  home ;  where  I  will  never 
come, 
Whilst  I  can  shake  my  sword  or  hear  the  dmm  »- 
Away,  and  for  our  flight. 

Par.  Bravely,  ooragio  I    [Ex&mt. 


ACT  HL 


SCENE  L—Florence.    A  Bam  in  the  Dnke*8 
PoZoee. 

^'^^'*'***-  -fiii&r  ths  DUKB  OP  Florence  attended; 
^*oo  Pren€^  Lords,  and  others. 

-^^"^^  So  tbit^  £rom  point  to  point,  now  have 

UW^f^^nfal  reasons  of  this  war; 

And  m^^  doci:*i<^n  ^th  much  blood  let  forth, 

Aoa  nidre  tbi,^—  -.^t^r. 


Say  what  I  think  of  it;  rince  I  have  fonnd 

Myself  in  my  uncertain  grounds  to  &il 

As  often  as  I  guessed. 
Duhe.  Be  it  his  pleasure 

2  Lord.  But  I  am  sure  the  younger  of  our  natnre 

That  surfeit  on  their  ease,  will,  day  hy  day. 

Come  here  for  physic 
Duke,  Welcome  shall  they  be; 

And  all  the  honours  that  can  fly  from  us 

ou.ll  .»  «.U».^  ^»**.1»        V/vi«  Irn/iiv  •wmrtT  Tklnnan  well 
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CaunL  By  wbat  observance,  1  pay  yon  ? 

Clo.  Why«  he  will  look  upon  his  boot,  and  sing, 
mend  the  ruff,  and  sine^ ;  ask  questions,  and  sing ; 
pick  his  teeth,  and  bing:  I  know  a  man  that  bad 
this  trick  of  melancholy  sold  a  goodly  manor  for 
a  song. 

Cotmt,  Let  me  see  what  he  writes,  and  when  he 
means  to  come.  [  Opening  a  Utter, 

Clo,  I  have  no  mind  to  Isbel,  since  I  was  at 
conrt ;  oar  old  ling  and  our  Isbels  o*  the  country 
are  nothing  like  your  old  ling  and  your  Isbels  o' 
the  court :  the  brains  of  my  Cupid's  knocked  out ; 
and  I  begin  to  love  as  an  old  man  loves  money, 
with  no  stomach. 

Count.  What  have  we  here? 

CZo.  E'en  that  you  have  there.  ^.Exit. 

Count,  [Reads,] 

**  I  hare  i^eai  yon  a  daoghterln-law :  she  bath  reooTered 
the  ktng,  and  undone  me.  I  have  wedded  her.  not  bod'led 
her ;  and  sworn  to  make  the  not  eternal.  You  shall  hear 
I  am  run  away ;  know  it  before  the  report  oome.  If  there 
be  brradth  enough  In  the  world,  I  will  hold  a  long  diatanoe. 
Sly  cbity  to  yoo.  "  Your  imf  urtunate  son, 

"BBaXBAH." 

This  18  not  well,  rash  and  unbridled  boy, 
To  fly  the  favours  of  so  good  a  king; 
To  pluck  his  indignation  on  thy  hoad, 
By  the  misprizing  of  a  inaid  too  virtuous 
For  the  contempt  of  empire. 

Jie^nter  Clown. 

Clo,  O  madam,  yonder  is  heavy  news  within, 
between  two  soldiers  and  my  young  lady. 

Count.  What  is  the  matter? 

do,  Na^,  there  is  some  comfort  in  the  news, 
some  comfort ;  your  son  will  not  l>e  killed  so  soon 
as  I  thought  he  would. 

Count,  Why  should  he  be  killed  ? 

Clo,  So  say  I  madam,  if  he  run  away,  as  I  hear 

he  does:  the  danger  is  in  standing  to*t;  that's  the 

loss  of  men,  though  it  be  the  getting  of  children. 

-  Here  they  come  will  tell  you  more :  for  my  part, 

I  only  hear  your  son  was  run  away.  [jExU. 

Enter  Hblena  and  two  Gentlemen. 

1  Cent.  Save  you,  good  madam. 

Hd.  Madam,  my  lord  is  gone,  for  ever  gone. 

2  Cent,  Do  not  say  so. 

Count,  Think  upon  patience. — *Pray  you,  gentle- 
men,— 
I  have  felt  so  many  quirks  of  joy  and  grief, 
That  the  first  fiice  of  neither,  on  the"  start,    [you  ? 
Can  woman  me  unto't, — Where  is  my  son,  I  pray 
2  QenL  Madam,  he*s  gone  to  serve  the  Duke  of 
Florence. 
We  met  him  thitherward ;  for  thence  we  came. 
And,  after  some  despatch  in  hand  at  court, 
Thither  we  bend  a^ain. 
Ed,   Look  on  his  letter,  madam;   here*s  my 
passport.  [Headi. 

*  When  thon  canst  get  the  ring  ujKm  mv  finger,  which 
nerrer  shall  come  ofT.  and  shnw  me  a  child  begotten  of  thy 
body  that  I  nm  father  to.  then  call  me  husband :  but  In 
each  a  then  I  write  a  never." 

This  is  a  dreadful  sentence. 

Count.  Brought  you  this  letter,  gentlemen  ? 

1  Cent,  Ay,  madam. 

And,  for  the  contents*  sake,  are  sorry  for  our  pains. 

Count  I  prithee,  lady,  have  a  better  cheer ; 
If  thon  engrossest  all  the  griefs  are  thine. 
Thou  robb'st  me  of  a  moiety :  Uo  was  my  son; 
But  I  do  wash  his  name  out  of  my  blood. 
And  thou  art  all  my  ohild  — Towards  Florence. 
If  he? 
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2  Cent,  Ay,  madam. 

Count,  And  to  be  a  soldier? 

2  OenL  Such  is  his  noble  pur^iose :  and,  believe^ 
The  duke  will  lay  upon  hi  in  all  the  honour 
That  good  convenieuce  claims. 

Count,  Ketum  you  thither? 

1  OenL  Ay,  madam,  with  the  swiftest  wing  of 

HeL  [Heads']  "Till   I  have  no  wife,  I  have 
nothing  in  France." 
Tis  bitter. 

Count,  Fmd  you  that  there? 

Hel,  Ay,  madam. 

1  Cent.  Tis  but  the  boldness  of  bis  hand,  haply, 
which  his  heart  was  not  consenting  to. 

Count.  Nothing  in  France  until  he  have  no  wife  I 
There's  nothing  here  that  is  too  good  for  him. 
But  only  she :  and  she  deserves  a  lord 
That  twenty  such  rude  boys  might  tend  upon, 
And  call  her  hourly,  mistress.  Who  was  with  him? 

1  OctU.  A  servant  only,  and  a  gentleman 
Whicli  I  have  some  time  known. 

Count.  Parolles,  was't  not  ? 

1  Gent,  Ay,  my  good  lady,  he. 

Count.  A    very   tainted   fellow,  and   fhll   of 
wickedness. 
My  son  corrupts  a  well-derived  nature 
With  his  inducement. 

1  Cent,  Indeed,  good  lady. 
The  fellow  has  a  deal  of  that,  too  much. 
Which  holds  him  much  to  have. 

Count.  You  are  welcome,  gentlemen. 
I  will  entreat  yoUj  when  you  see  my  son, 
To  tell  him  that  his  sword  can  never  win 
Tlie  honour  that  he  loses :  more  1*11  entreat  yon, 
Written,  to  bear  along. 

2  Gent.  We  serve  you,  madam. 
In  that  and  all  your  worthiest  affairs. 

Count,  Not  so,  but  as  we  change  our  ooarte«ee. 
Will  you  draw  near? 

[Exeunt  Countess  and  Gentlemen. 

HeL  "  Till  I  have  no  wife,  I  have  nothing  in 
France." 
Nothing  in  France,  until  he  has  no  wife  I 
Thou  shalt  have  none,  Rousillon,  none  in  France 
Then  hast  thou  all  again.    Poor  lord  I  ist  ( 
That  chase  thee  from  thy  country,  and  expose 
Those  tender  limbs  of  thine  to  the  event 
Of  the  none-sparing  war?  and  is  it  I 
That  drive  thee  from  the  sportive  court,  where  thou 
Wast  shot  at  with  fair  eyes,  to  be  the  mark 
Of  smoky  muskets?    0,  you  leaden  messengers, 
That  ride  upon  the  violent  speed  of  fire. 
Fly  with  false  aim ;  move  the  still-peering  air. 
That  sings  with  piercing ;  do  not  touch  my  lord  I 
Whoever  shoots  at  him,  I  set  him  there; 
Whoever  charges  on  his  forward  breast, 
I  am  the  caitiff  that  do  hold  him  to  it; 
And,  though  I  kill  him  not,  I  am  the  cause 
His  death  was  so  effected :  better  'twere, 
I  met  the  ravin  lion  when  he  roar'd 
With  sharp  constraint  of  hunger ;  better  twere. 
That  all  the  mberies  which  nature  owes         [Ion, 
Were  mine  at  once :  No.  come  tliou  home,  RousiI< 
Whence  honour  but  of  clanger  wins  a  scar. 
As  oft  it  loses  all  |  I  will  be  gone : 
My  being  here  it  is  that  holds  thee  henoe: 
S'mll  I  stay  here  to  do't?  no,  no,  although 
The  air  of  paradise  did  fan  the  house, 
And  angels  offic'd  all :  I  will  be  gone , 
That  pitiful  rumour  may  report  my  flight. 
To  consolate  thine  ear.    Come,  night;  end,  day! 
For,  with  the  dark,  poor  thief.  111  8t€^  away.[£^ 
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Fiowvih,  Efdet  ihe  Duke  of  Florence,  Bertram, 
Lords,  Officers,  Soldiers,  and  oikers, 

Duke,  The  geueral  of  our  horse  thou  art;  and  we, 
Great  in  our  hope,  lay  our  best  love  and  credence 
Upon  thj  promising  fortune. 

Bar,  Sir,  it  is 

A  charge  too  heavy  for  my  strength :  but  yet 
Well  strive  to  bear  it  for  your  worthy  sake, 
To  the  extreme  edge  of  hazard. 

Duke,  Then,  go  thou  forth; 

And  fortune  play  upon  thy  prosperous  helm, 
As  thy  auspicious  mistress  I 

Ber.  This  very-  day, 

Great  Mars,  I  put  myself  into  thy  file : 
Make  me  but  like  my  thoughts ;  and  I  shall  prove 
A  lover  of  thy  drum,  hater  of  love.         [Exeunt 

SCENE  iy.>-BousiIlon.  A  Boom  in  the  Countesses 
Falace, 

Enter  Countess  and  Steward. 

Oomii,  Alas  I  and  would  you  take  the  letter  of 
her? 
Might  you  not  know  she  would  do  as  she  has  done, 
By  sending  me  a  letter  ?    Read  it  again. 
Blew, 
I  am  St.  Jaqnos'  pilgrim,  thither  Kpne, 

Ambitious  lore  hath  so  in  me  offended* 
That  barefoot  plod  I  the  oold  ground  upon. 

With  sainted  tow  my  faults  to  have  amended. 
Write,  write,  that,  from  the  bloody  course  of  war, 

My  dearest  master,  your  dear  son.  may  hie ; 
Bless  him  at  home  in  peace,  whilst  I  from  far 

His  name  with  sealous  fervour  sanctify : 
His  taken  labours  bid  him  me  forgive ; 
1,  his  despiteful  Juoo,  sent  him  forth 
From  courtly  friends,  with  camping  foes  to  Uve, 
Where  death  and  danger  dog  the  heels  of  worth: 
ftSrford     •       • 


He  is  too  good  uid  fair , 

Whom  I  myself  embrace,  to  set  him  free. 
CoutU.  Ah.  what  sharp  stings  are  in  her  mildest 

words) — 
Kinaldo,  you  did  never  lack  advice  so  much 
As  letting  her  pass  so;  had  I  spoke  with  her, 
I  could  have  well  diverted  her  intents, 
Which  thus  she  hath  prevented. 

Stew.  Pardon  me,  madam : 

If  I  had  given  yon  this  at  over-night. 
She  might  have  beenoerta'en;  and  yet  she  writes, 
Pursuit  would  be  in  vain. 

OmmL  What  angel  shall 

Bless     this     unworthy     husband?    he    cannot 

thrive. 
Unless  her   prayers,  whom  Heaven  delights  to 

hear. 
And  loves  to  grant,   reprieve  him  from  the 

wrath 
Of  greatest  justice.— Write,  write,  Rinaldo, 
To  this  unworthy  husband  of  hU  wife : 
Let  every  word  weigli  heavy  of  her  worth, 
Tliat  he  does  weigli  too  light :  my  greatest  grief 
Though  little  he  do  feel  it,  set  down  stiarply. 
Despatch  the  most  convenient  messenger : — 
When,  haply,  he  shall  hear  tliat  she  is  gone, 
He  vrill  return;  and  hope  I  may  that  she. 
Hearing  so  much,  wOI  speed  her  foot  again, 
f^  hither  by  pure  love.    Which  of  them  both 
Is  dearest  to  me,  I  have  no  skill  in  sense 
To  make  distinction:^ — Provide  this  messenger : — 
My  heart  is  heavy,  and  mine  age  is  weak; 
Grief  would  have  tears,  and  sorrow  bids  me  speak. 

[Esceunt 


SCENE  v.—  WWumt  the  Wade  q/*  Florence. 
A   tucket  afar  off.    Enter  an  old  Widow   oj 
Florence,  Diana,  Violenta,  Maruva,  and 
other  Citizens. 

WuL  Nay,  come ;  for  if  they  do  approaofa  the 
city,  we  shall  lose  all  the  sight. 

2>w.  They  say  the  French  count  has  done  most 
honourable  service. 

Wid,  It  is  reported  that  he  has  taken  their  greatest 
commander ;  and  that  with  his  own  hand  he  slew 
the  duke's  brother.  We  have  lost  our  labour :  they 
are  gone  a  contrary  way :  hark  I  you  may  know  by 
their  trumpets. 

Mar,  Come,  let^  return  again,  and  suffice  our- 
selves with  the  report  of  it.  Well,  Diana,  take 
heed  of  this  French  earl :  the  honour  of  a  maid  is 
her  name;  and  no  legacy  is  so  rich  as  honesty. 

Wid,  I  have  told  my  neighbour  how  you  nave 
been  solicited  by  a  gentleman  his  companion. 

Mar,  I  know  that  l(nave^  hang  him  I  one 
Parol  les :  a  filthy  officer  he  is  m  those  suggestions 
for  the  young  earl.— Beware  of  them,  Diana ;  theur 
promises,  enticements,  oaths,  tokens,  and  all  these 
engines  of  lust,  are  not  the  things  they  go  under: 
many  a  maid  hath  been  seduced  by  them ;  and  the 
misery  is,  example,  that  so  terrible  shows  in  the 
wrack  of  maidenhood,  cannot  for  all  that  dissuade 
succession,  but  that  they  are  limed  with  the  twigs 
that  threaten  them.  I  hope  I  need  not  to  advise  you 
fhrther ;  but,  I  hope  your  own  grace  will  keep  yon 
where  vou  are,  though  there  were  no  further 
dang:er  known,  but  the  modestv  which  is  so  lost. 
Dia,  You  shall  not  need  to  fear  me. 

Enter  Helena,  in  ike  dreaa  of  a  pUgrbn, 

Wid,  1  hope  so.— Look,  here  comes  a  pilgrim : 
1  know  she  will  lie  at  m^  house :  thither  they  send 
one  another:  III  question  her. — God  save  you, 
pilgrim  I    Whither  are  you  bound  ? 

Hd.  To  Saint  Jaques  le  Grand. 
Where  do  the  palmers  lodge,  I  do  beseech  you? 

Wid,  At  the  Saint  Francis  here,  beside  the  port 

Hd,  Is  this  the  way? 

Wid,  Ay,  marry  is*t.— Hark  you,  they  oomjB 
this  way:  — 
If  you  will  tarry,  holy  pilgrim, 

come  by, 

I  will  conduct  you  where  you  shall  be  lodg'd ; 
The  rather,  for  I  think  I  know  your  hostess 
As  ample  as  myself. 

Ed,  Is  it  yourself? 

Wid.  If  you  shall  please  so,  pilgrim. 

Hd.  I  thimk  you,  and  will  stay  upon  your  leisttfe 

Wid.  You  came,  I  think,  from  France  ? 

Bd,  I  did  so. 

Wid,  Here  you  shall  see  a  countryman  of  yours. 
That  has  done  worthy  service. 

Bel  His  name,  I  pray  yoa« 

Did,  The  Count  RousUlon :  Know  you  such  a  one  r 

Bd.  But  by  the  ear  that  hears  most  nobly  of  him : 
His  faou  I  know  not. 

Dia.  Whatsoe'er  he  is, 

He*s  bravely  taken  here.    He  stole  from  France, 
As  tb  reported,  for  the  king  had  married  him 
Against  his  liking :  Think  you  it  is  so  ?        [ladjr* 

Bd.  Ay,  surely,  mere  the  truth ;  I  know  his 

Dia.  There  is  a  gentleman  that  serves  the  count 
Reports  but  coarsely  of  her. 

Bd.  WhMVB  his  name? 

Dia,  Monsieor  Parolles. 

Bd,  0, 1  believe  with  bun, 

In  argument  of  praise,  or  to  the  worth 
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Of  tiie  frrat  count  himself,  she  is  too  mean 
To  haye  her  name  repeated :  all  her  deserving 
Is  a  reserved  honesty,  and  that 
I  have  not  heard  examm'd. 

DicL  Alas,  poor  lady) 

Tis  a  hard  bondage,  to  become  the  wife 
Of  a  detesting  lord. 

WuL  Ay,  right;  good  creature,  whereso^r  she  is, 
Her  heart  weighs  sadly :  this  young  maid  might 

do  her 
A  shrewd  torn,  if  she  pleas'd. 

HeL  How  do  you  mean  ? 

May  bo,  the  amorous  count  solicits  her 
In  the  unlawful  purpose. 

WuL  He  does,  indeed^ 

And  brokes  with  all  that  can  in  such  a  smt 
Corrupt  the  tender  honour  of  a  maid : 
But  she  is  arm'd  for  him,  and  ke^s  her  guard 
In  honestest  defence. 


Enter,  with  drum  and  cdlaun,  a  party  of  ihe 
Florentine  army,  Bertram,  and  Farolles. 

Mar.  The  gods  forbid  else! 

Wid,  SOf  now  they  oome:— 

That  is  Antonio,  the  duke*s  eldest  son ; 
That,  Escalus. 

HeX,  Which  is  the  Frenchman? 

Dia,  He; 

That  with  the  plume :  *tis  a  most  gallant  fellow ; 
I  would  he  lov  d  his  wife:  if  he  were  honester 
He  were  much  goodlier: — Is*t  not  a  handsome 
gentleman? 

HeL  I  like  him  well. 

Dia,  Tis  pity  he  is  not  honest :  Tondls  that  same 
knave, 
That  leads  him  to  these  places ;  were  I  his  Udy, 
I  would  poison  that  vile  rascal. 

Eel  Which  is  he? 

Dia.  Tha^  ;ack-«n-apes  with  scarfs :  Why  is  he 
melancholy  ?  % 

HeL  Perchance  he's  hurt  i*  the  battle. 

Par,  Lose  our  drum  I  well. 

Jfor.  He's  shrewdly  vexed  at  something:  Look, 
he  has  spied  us. 

WuL  Marry,  hang  you  I 

Mar,  And  your  courtesy,  for  a  ring-carrier  I 
[Exeunt  Ber.,  Par.,  Officers,  and  Soldiers. 

WuL  The  troop  is  pass'd:  Come,  pilgrim,  I  will 
bring  vou 
Where  you  shall  host :  of  enjoin 'd  penitents 
There's  four  or  five,  to  great  Saint  Jaques  bound, 
Already  at  my  house. 

HeL  I  humbly  thank  you : 

Please  it  this  matron,  and  this  gentle  maid. 
To  eat  with  us  to-nieht,  the  charge  and  thanking 
Shall  be  for  me ;  and,  to  requite  you  further, 
I  will  bestow  some  precepts  on  this  virgin, 
Wortiiy  the  note. 

Both,  Well  take  your  oflfer  kindly. 

[Exeunt, 

SCEI^E  VI.— Ccnnpfc^/bi*  Florence. 
Enter  Bbrtram  and  the  Uoo  French  Lords. 

1  Ijord.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  put  him  to*t ;  let 
him  have  his  way. 

2  Ijord,  If  your  lordship  find  him  not  a  hilding, 
hold  me  no  more  in  your  rcj^pect. 

1  Lord,  On  my  life,  my  lord,  a  bubble.  { 

Ber.  Do  you  think  I  am  so  far  deceived  in  him  ? 

1  Lord.  Believe  it,  my  lord,  in  mine  own  direct  i 

knowled^,  without  any  malice,  but  to  speak  of  him  | 

as  my  kmsman,  he^  a  most  notable  coward,  an  I 
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infinite  and  endless  bar,  anhonriy  pomise-breskflT; 
the  owner  of  no  one  good  quality  worthy  yom 
lordship's  entertainment. 

2  Lard,  It  were  fit  you  knew  him ;  lest,  reposing 
too  fiir  in  his  virtue,  which  he  hath  not,  he  might, 
at  some  great  and  trusty  business,  in  a  main  danger, 
fiul  you. 

lier,  I  would  I  knew  in  what  particular  action 
to  try  him. 

2  Lord,  None  better  than  to  let  him  fetdi  off  his 
drum,  which  you  hear  him  so  condSdently  undertake 
to  do. 

1  Lord,  I,  with  a  troop  of  Florentmes,  wUl  sud> 
denly  surprise  him ;  such  I  will  have  whom  I  am 
sure  he  knows  not  from  the  enemy :  we  will  bind 
and  hoodwink  him,  so  that  he  shall  suppose  no 
other  but  that  he  is  carried  into  the  leaguer  of  the 
adversaries,  when  we  bring  him  to  our  own  tents: 
Be  but  your  lordship  present  at  his  examination : 
if  he  do  not,  for  the  promise  of  his  life,  and  in  the 
highest  compulsion  of  base  fear,  offer  to  betray 
you,  and  deliver  all  the  intelligence  in  his  power 
;igain8t  you,  and  that  with  the  divine  forfeit  of  his 
soul  up«)n  oath,  never  trust  my  judgment  in 
anything. 

S  Lord,  0,  for  the  love  of  laughter,  let  him  fetch 
his  drum ;  he  says,  he  has  a  stratagem  for*t :  when 
your  lordship  sees  the  bottom  of  his  success  mt, 
and  to  what  metal  this  counterfeit  lump  of  ore  will 
be  melted,  if  yon  give  him  not  John  Drum^s 
entertainment,  your  inclining  cannot  be  removed 
Here  he  ( 


Enter  Pabollis. 

1  Lord,  O,  for  the  love  of  laughter,  hinder  not 
the  humour  of  his  design :  let  him  fetch  off  his 
drum  in  any  hand. 

Ber,  How  now,  monsieur?  this  drum  sticks 
sorely  in  yoor  disposition. 

2  Lord,  A  pox  on't,  let  it  go ;  *tis  but  a  drum. 
Par,  But  a  drum  1  Is't  but  a  drum  ?  A  drum  so 

lost  I — There  was  excellent  command!  to  charge 
in  with  our  horse  upon  our  own  wings,  and  to  rend 
our  own  soldiers! 

2  Lord.  That  was  not  to  be  blamed  in  the  com- 
mand of  the  service ;  it  was  a  disaster  of  war  that 
Cffisar  himself  could  not  have  prevented,  if  he  had 
been  there  to  command. 

Ber.  Well,  we  cannot  greatly  condemn  oar 
success :  some  dishonour  we  had  in  the  loss  of  that 
drum ;  but  it  is  not  to  be  recovered. 

Par.  It  might  have  been  recovered. 

Ber,  It  might,  but  it  is  not  now. 

Par,  It  is  to  be  recovered :  but  that  demerit  of 
service  is  seldom  attributed  to  the  true  and  exact 
nerformer,  I  would  have  that  drum  or  another,  or 
hicjacet. 

her.  Why,  if  you  have  a  stomach  tot,  monsieur, 
if  you  think  your  mystery  in  stratagem  can  bring 
tills  instrument  of  honour  again  into  his  native 
quarter,  be  magnanimous  in  the  enterprise,  and  go 
on ;  I  will  grace  the  attempt  for  a  won  hy  exploit : 
if  jrou  speed  well  in  it,  the  duke  shall  lK)tii  speiUc 
of  it,  and  extend  to  you  what  ftirther  becomes  his 
greatness,  even  to  the  utmost  syllable  of  your 
worthiness. 

Par,  By  the  hand  of  a  soldier,  I  vrill  undertake  it. 

Ber,  But  you  must  not  now  slumber  in  it. 

Par,  111  about  it  this  evening:  and  I  vrill  pre- 
sently pen  doMm  my  dilemmas,  enoounge  myself 
in  my  certainty,  put  myself  into  my  mortal 
preparation,  and.  by  midnight,  look  to  hear  ftirther 

from  me.  (  ^ r\r\n\i> 
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JSer .  May  I  be  bold  to  aoqnaint  his  grace  yoa 
■re  gone  about  it? 

/far.  I  know  not  what  the  sncoess  will  be,  mj 
lord ;  bat  the  attempt  I  yow. 

Ber,  1  know  thou  rt  yaliant ; 
And  to  the  possibility  of  thy  soldiership 
Will  subscnbe  for  thee.    Farewell. 

Few,  I  loye  not  many  words.  [ExU. 

1  Lord,  No  more  than  a  fish  loyes  water. — Is 
not  this  a  strange  fuUow,  my  lord,  that  so  con- 
fidently seems  to  undertake  this  business,  which 
he  knows  is  not  to  be  done ;  damns  himself  to  do, 
and  dares  better  be  damned  than  to  do^? 

2  Lord.  You  do  not  know  him,  my  lord,  as  we 
do;  certain  it  is,  thit  he  will  steal  himself  into  a 
man's  favour,  and,  for  a  week,  escape  a  great  deal 
of  discoveries ;  but  when  you  find  him  out,  you 
have  him  ever  after. 

Ber,  Wh^,  do  you  think  he  will  make  no  deed 
at  all  of  this,  that  so  seriously  he  doee  address 
himself  unto? 

1  Lard  None  In  the  world ;  but  return  with  an 
invention,  and  clap  upon  you  two  or  three  pro- 
bable lies:  but  we  have  almost  embossed  him; 
you  shall  see  his  &11  to-night:  for,  indeed,  he  is 
not  for  your  lordship's  respect. 

S  Lord,  We'll  make  you  some  sport  with  the 
fox,  ere  we  case  him.  He  was  first  smoked  bjy 
the  old  Lord  Lafeu :  when  his  disguise  and  he  is 
parted,  tell  me  what  a  sprat  ^on  shall  find  him ; 
which  you  shall  see  thb  very  night. 

1  fjord,  I  must  go  look  my  twigs ;  he  shall  be 
caught. 

Ber.  Your  brotlier,  be  shall  go  along  with  me. 

1  Lord,  A8*t  please  your  lordship:  111  leave 
you.  .  [Eu-it. 

Bar,  Now  will  I  lead  yon  to  the  house,  and 
The  lass  I  spoke  of.  [show  yon 

2  Lord,  But,  yon  say,  she^  honest 
Ber.  That's  all  the  fault:  I  spoke  with  her  but 

once, 
And  found  her  wondrous  cold :  but  I  sent  to  her, 
By  this  same  coxcomb  that  we  have  i*  the  wind, 
Tokens  and  letters  which  she  did  rcsend ; 
And  this  is  all  I  have  done :  She's  a  fair  creature; 
Will  you  go  see  her  ? 
%Lord,  With  all  my  heart,  my  lord.    [Exeunt. 

SCENB  TIL— Florence.  ^.Soom  m<^Widow*s 
Bouse, 

Enter  Helbra  and  Widow. 

BeL  If  you  misdoubt  me  that  I  am  not  she, 
I  know  not  how  I  shall  assure  you  further, 
But  I  shall  lose  the  grounds  I  work  npor. 
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Wid,  Though  my  estate  be  fidlen,  I  was  wo 
bom. 
Nothing  acquainted  with  these  bu-sinesses; 
And  would  not  put  my  reputation  now 
In  atiy  staining  act. 

I/d,  Nor  would  I  wish  you. 

First,    give   me   trust,   the   count    he  is   my 

husband; 
And,   what    to    your    sworn   counsel   I   hmve 

spoken 
Is  so,  from  word  to  word ;  and  then  you  cannoti 
By  the  good  aid  that  I  of  you  shall  borrow, 
Err  in  bestowing  it 

iVid-  I  should  believe  you; 

For    you   have  show'd    me    that  which  well 

approves 
You  are  great  in  fortime. 

HeL  Take  this  purse  of  gold. 

And  let  me  buy  your  friendly  help  thus  fitf. 
Which  I  will  over-pay,  and  pay  again. 
When  I  have  found  it    The  count  he  woos  youi 

dauf^hter, 
Lays  down  his  wanton  siege  before  her  beauty. 
Resolves  to  carry  her ;  let  her,  in  fine,  consent. 
As  well  direct  her  how't  is  best  to  bear  it, 
Now  his  important  blood  will  nought  deny 
That  shell  deroand :  A  ring  the  county  wears, 
That  downward  hath  succMded  in  his  house. 
From  son  to  son,  some  four  or  five  descents 
Since  the  first  father  wore  it :  this  ring  he  holds 
In  most  rich  choice ;  yet,  in  his  idle  fire. 
To  buy  his  will,  it  would  not  seem  too  dear, 
Howe  er  repented  after. 

Wid.  Now  I  see  the  bottom  of  ;^oiir  purpose. 

SeL  Yoa  see  it  lawful  then:  It  is  no  more. 
But  that  your  daughter,  ere  she  seems  as  won 
Desires  this  ring ;  appoints  him  an  encounter ; 
In  fine,  delivers  me  to  fill  the  time. 
Herself  most  chastely  absent;  after  this, 
To  nuirry  her.  111  add  three  thousand  crowna 
To  what  is  past  already. 

Wid.  I  have  yielded: 

Instruct  my  daughter  how  she  shall  persever, 
That  time  and  place,  with  this  deceit  so  lawful. 
May  prove  coherent.    Every  night  he  comes 
With  musics  of  all  sorts,  and  songs  compos'd 
To  her  un worthiness :  It  nothing  steads  as 
To  chide  him  from  our  eayes ;  for  he  persistii 
Aa  if  his  life  layout 

SeL  Why.  then,  to-night 

Let  ua  assay  our  plot ;  which,  if  it  speed,« 
Is  wicked  meaning  in  a  lawful  deed. 
And  lawful  meaning  in  a  lawful  act ; 
Where  both  not  sin  andyetaainfiilfitct. 
Bat  let's  about  it  fJ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


2fi2 


ALI/B  WELL  THAT  ENDS  WELL. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  h^Wtthtmt  (he  Florentine  Can^ 
Enierfirtt  Lord,  with  Jive  or  six  Soldiers  tn  ambtu^ 

1  Lord,  He  can  come  no  other  way  bat  bj  this 
hedgeH)orner:  When  yoa  sally  upon  him,  speak 
what  terrible  language  you  will;  though  you 
understand  it  not  yourselves,  no  matter ;  for  we 
must  not  seem  to  understand  him;  unless  some 
one  among  us,  whom  we  must  produce  for  an 
interpreter. 

1  Hold.  Good  captain,  let  me  be  the  interpreter 

1  Lord,  Art  not  acquainted  with  him  ?  knows 
he  not  thy  voice? 

1  Sold.  No,  sir,  I  warrant  you. 

1  Lord,  But  what  linsy-woolsy  hast  thou  to 
speak  to  us  again  ? 

1  Sold,  E'en  such  as  yoa  speak  to  me. 

1  Lord,  He  must  think  us  some  band  of  strangers 
r  the  adversary's  entertainment  Now  he  hath  a 
•mack  of  all  neighbouring  languages;  therefore 
we  must  every  one  be  a  man  of  his  own  fancy, 
not  to  know  what  we  speak  one  to  another;  so  we 
seem  to  know  is  to  know  straight  our  purpose : 
chough's  language,  gabble  enough,  and  good 
enough.  As  for  you,  interpreter,  you  must  seem 
very  politic.  But  couch,  hoi  here  he  comes;  to 
beguile  two  hours  in  a  sleep,  and  then  to  return 
and  swear  the  lies  he  forges. 

Fnter  Pabolleb. 

Par,  Ten  o'clock :  within  these  three  hours 
twill  be  time  enough  to  go  home.  What  shall 
I  say  I  have  done?  It  must  be  a  very  plausive 
mvention  that  carries  it:  They  begin  to  smoke 
me :  and  disgraces  have  of  kte  knocked  too  often 
at  my  door.  I  find  my  tongue  is  too  fooMiardy ; 
but  my  heart  hath  the  fear  of  Mars  before  it,  and 
of  his  creatures,  not  daring  the  reports  of  my  tongue. 

1  Lord,  This  is  the  itst  truth  that  e'er  thine 
own  tongiie  was  guilty  of.  [Aside, 

Far,  wliat  the  devil  should  move  me  to  under- 
take the  rec<)very  of  this  drum ;  being  not  igno- 
rant of  the  impossibility,  and  knowing  I  had  no 
such  purpose?  I  must  give  myself  some  hurts, 
and  say  I  got  them  in  exploit:  Yet  slight  ones 
will  not  carry  it:  They  will  say,  Came  you  off 
with  so  little?  and  great  ones  I  dare  not  give. 
Wherefore?  what's  the  instance?  Tongue,  I 
must  put  you  into  a  butter-woman's  mouth,  and 
buy  myself  another  of  Biyazet's  mule,  if  you 
prattle  me  into  these  perils. 

1  Lord,  Is  it  possible  he  should  know  what  he 
is,  and  be  that  he  is  ?  r.4wJ>. 

Par,  I  would  the  cutting  of  my  garments  would' 
•JCrvc the  turn :  or  tho  breflkimrnfm v  Snoniah  «  w/.,.^ 


I     Par.  I  would  I  bad  any  dram  of  the  enemy^ ;  I 
I  would  swear  1  recovered  it. 

1  Lord,  You  shall  hear  one  anon.  [Asida 

Par,  A  drum  now  of  the  enemy's  I 

[Alarum  within 

1  Lord,  Throca  mownuus^  cargo,  cargo^  cargo. 

All,  CargOyCargOfCargo^v{lliandaparcori)OfCargo 

Par.  O !  ransom,  ransom  :  do   not  hide  mine 
eyes.  [They  aeiie  kim  and  bUnd/bld  him, 

1  Sold,  Botikog  thromtddo  boshos. 

Par,  I  know  you  are  the  Muskos'  regiment, 
And  I  shall  lose  my  life  for  want  of  language  : 
If  there  be  here  German,  or  Dane,  low  Dutch, 
Italian,  or  French,  let  him  speak  to  me, 
I  will  discover  that  whldi  shall  undo 
The  Florentme. 

i  Sold,  Boehoavauvado: — 

I  understand  thee,  and  can  speak  thy  tongae:— 
Kerelybonto : — Sir, 

Betake  thee  to  thy  £iith,  for  seventeen  poniards 
Are  at  thy  bosom. 

Par.  Oh  I 

Manka  reoama  dmaic 

1  Lord,  Otcorbi  dtdchos  voUvorco, 

1  SolcL  The  general  is  content  to  spare  thee  yet , 
And,  hoodwinked  as  thou  art,  will  lead  thee  on 
To  gather  from  thee :  haply  thou  mayst  inform 
Something  to  save  thy  life. 

Par,  O,  let  me  live. 

And  all  the  secrets  of  our  camp  111  show. 
Their  force,  their  purposes :  nay.  111  speak  that 
Which  you  will  wonder  at. 

1  Sold,  But  wilt  thou  faithfully  ? 

Par,  If  I  do  not,  damn  me. 

1  Sold,  Acordo  Unta,-^ 

Come  on,  thou  art  granted  space. 

[Exit,  with  Parolles  guarded. 

1  Lord,  Go,  tell  the  Count  Kousillon,  and  my 

brother,  [mufiled 

We  have  caught  the  woodcock,  and  will  keep  him 
Till  we  do  hear  from  them. 

2  Sold.  Captain,  I  will. 

1  Lord,  He  will  betray  us  all  unto  ourselves; — 
Inform  'em  that. 

2  Sdd.  So  I  will,  sir. 

I  Lord.  Till  tlien,  111  keep  him  dark,  and  safely 
look'd.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  U.— Florence.    A  Boom  in  the  Widowls 

Route, 

JSnter  Bertram  and  Diana. 

Ber.  They  told  me  that  your  name  wm  FontibelL 
Dia,  No,  my  good  lord,  Diana. 
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Ber.  No  more  of  that  I 

I  prithee  do  not  strive  against  mj  vowa : 
I  WAS  oonipeird  to  her ;  but  I  love  thee 
By  lore's  own  sweet  oonstramt,  and  will  lor  ever 
Do  thee  all  rights  of  service. 

Dia,  Ay,  so  70a  serve  ns, 

Till  we  serve  yon :  but  when  yon  have  onr  roses, 
You  barely  leave  our  thorns  to  prick  ourselves, 
And  mock  ns  with  our  bareness. 

Ber.  How  have  I  sworn ! 

Dicu  Tis  not  the  many  oaths  that  make  the 
truth; 
But  the  plain  single  vow,  that  is  vow*d  true. 
What  is  not  holy,  that  we  swear  not  by, 
But  take  the  Highest  to  witness :  Then,  pray  yon, 

tell  me, 
If  I  should  swear  by  Jove's  great  attributes 
I  lovd  you  dearly,  would  you  believe  my  oaths, 
When  I  did  love  you  ill  ?  this  has  no  holding, 
To  swear  bv  him  whom  I  protest  to  love. 
That  I  will  work  against  him:  Therefore,  your 

oaths 
Are  words,  and  poor  conditions ;  but  nnseal'd; 
At  least,  in  my  opinion. 

Ber,  Change  it,  change  it ; 

Be  not  so  holy-cruel :  love  is  holy  ; 
And  my  integrity  ne*er  knew  the  crafts 
That  you  do  charge  men  with :  Stand  no  more  off, 
But  give  Myself  unto  my  sick  desires. 
Who  then  recover^ay,  thou  art  mine  and  ever 
My  love,  as  it  beglK,  shall  so  persever. 

Dia.  I  see  that  men  make  ropes,  in  such  a  searre, 
That  well  forsake,  ourselves.   Give  me  that  ring. 

Ber,  111  lend  it  thee,  my  dear,  but  have  no  power 
To  g[ive  it  from  me. 

Dia.  Will  you  not,  my  lor3  ? 

Ber.  It  is  an  honour  'longing  to  our  house. 
Bequeathed  down  from  many  ancestors; 
Which  were  the  greatest  obloquy  i'the  world 
lo  n)e  to  lose. 

Dia.  Mine  honour's  such  a  ring : 

My  ohastitv^  the  jewel  of  our  house, 
Bequeathed  d0¥m  from  many  ancestors; 
Which  were  the  greatest  obloquy  i'  the  world 
In  me  to  lose :  Thus  your  own  proper  wisdom 
Brings  in  the  champion  honour  on  my  part. 
Against  your  vain  assault. 

Ber.  Here  take  my  ring: 

My  house,  mine  honour,  yea,  my  life,  be  thine, 
And  111  be  bid  by  thee. 

Dia.  When  midnight  comes,  knock  at  my 
chamber  window ; 
111  order  take  my  motiier  shall  not  hear. 
Now  will  I  charge  yon  in  the  band  of  truth. 
When  yon  have  conquered  my  yet  maiden  bed, 
Remain  there  but  an  hour,  nor  speak  to  me : 
My  reasons  are  most  strong ;  and  yon  shall  know 

tliem, 
When  back  >^un  this  ring  shall  be  deliver'd : 
And  on  your  finger,  in  the  ni^ht.  111  put 
Another  ring;  that  what  in  tmie  proceeds 
May  token  to  the  future  our  past  deeds. 
Adieu,  till  then;  then,  fiul  not:  You  have  won 
A  wife  of  me,  though  there  my  hope  be  done. 

Ber.  A  heaven  on  earth  I  have  won,  by  wooing 
thee.  [£xU. 

Dia.  For  which  lire  long  to  thank  both  Heaven 
and  me  I 
Ton  may  so  in  the  end.— 
My  mother  told  me  just  how  he  would  woo, 
As  if  she  sat  in  his  heart ;  she  says  all  men 
Have  the  like  oaths :  he  had  sworn  to  marry  me. 
When  hit  wife'^  dead;  therefore  111  lie  with  him 
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When  I'm  burled.    Since  Frenchmen  are  so  braid, 

Marry  that  will,  I  live  and  die  a  maid : 

Only  in  this  disguise,  I  tbinkt  no  sin 

To  cozen  him  that  would  unjustly  win.         [EpbU. 

SCENE  III.— T'Atf  Florentine  Cairgt. 

Enter  the  tux>  French  Lords,  agul  two  or  thrte 

Soldiers. 

1  Lord.  You  have  not  given  him  his  mother^ 
letter? 

2  Lord.  I  have  delivered  it  an  hour  since:  there 
is  something  int  that  stings  his  nature ;  for,  on 
the  reading  it,  he  changed  almost  into  another 
man. 

1  Lord.  He  has  much  worthy  blame  laid  upon 
him,  for  shaking  off  so  good  a  wife,  and  so  sweet 
a  lady. 

2  Lord.  Especially  he  hath  incurred  the  ever- 
lasting displeasure  of  the  king,  who  had  even  tuned 
his  bounty  to  sing  happiness  to  him.  I  will  tell 
you  a  thing,  but  you  shall  let  it  dwell  darkly  with 
you. 

1  Lord,  When  you  have  spoken  it  *tis  dead,  and 
I  am  the  grave  of  it. 

2  Lord.  He  hath  perverted  a  young  gentle- 
woman here  in  Florence,  of  a  most  chaste  renown : 
and  this  night  he  fleshes  his  will  in  the  spoil  of 
her  honour :  l)e  hath  given  her  his  monumental 
•ring,  and  thinks  himself  made  in  the  unchaste 
composition. 

1  Lord.  Now,  Qod  delay  our  rebellion ;  aa  we 
are  ourselves,  what  things  are  we ! 

2  Lord.  Merely  our  own  traitors.  And,  as  in 
the  common  course  of  all  treasons  we  still  see 
them  reveal  themselves,  till  they  attain  to  their 
abhorred  ends;  so  he,  that  in  tliis  action  contrives 
against  his  own  nobility,  in  his  proper  stream 
onflows  himself. 

1  Lord.  Is  it  not  meant  damnable  in  us  to  be 
trumpeters  of  our  unlawful  intents?  We  shall  not 
then  nave  his  company  to-night? 

2  Lord.  Not  till  after  midnight :  for  he  is  dieted 
to  his  hour. 

1  Lord.  That  approaches  apace:  I  would  gladly 
have  him  see  his  company  anatomised;  that  he 
might  take  a  measure  of  his  own  judgments, 
wherein  so  curiously  he  had  set  this  counterfeit. 

2  Lord.  We  will  not  meddle  with  him  tUl  he 
come :  for  his  presence  must  be  the  whip  of  the 
other. 

1  Lord,  In  the  meantime,  what  hear  yon  of 
these  wars? 

2  Lord.  I  hear  there  is  an  overture  of  peace. 

1  Lord.  Nay,  I  assure  you,  a  peace  concluded. 

2  Lord.  What  will  Count  Kousillon  do  then? 
will  he  travel  higher,  or  return  again  into 
France? 

1  Lord.  I  perceive,  by  this  demand,  yon  are  not 
altogether  of^his  oonncil. 

2  Lord.  Let  it  be  forbid,  sir  I  so  should  I  be 
great  deal  of  his  act. 

1  Lord,  Sir,  his  wife,  some  two  months  since, 
fled  from  bis  house:  her  pri^tence  is  a  pilgri.nage 
to  Saint  Jacques  le  Grand;  which  holy  under- 
taking, with  most  austere  sanctimony,  she  aocom- 
pli^ed:  and,  there  residing,  the  tenderness  of  her 
nature  became  as  a  prey  to  her  grief;  in  fine, 
made  a  groan  of  her  last  breath,  and  now  she 
sings  m  heaven. 

2  Ijord.  How  is  this  )ustified  ? 

1  Lord.  The  stronger  part  of  it  by  her  own 
letters,  which  makes  her  story  true,  even  to  tho 
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poiot  of  her  death :  her  death  itself^  which  could 
not  be  her  oiBoe  to  say  is  oome,  was  faithfully 
oonfinned  by  the  rector  of  the  place. 
2  Lord,  Hath  the  count  all  this  intelligenoe  ? 

1  Lord,  Ay,  and  the  particular  confirmations, 
point  from  point,  to  the  full  arming  of  the  verity. 

2  Lord,  i  am  heartily  sorry  that  he*ll  be  glad 
of  this. 

1  Lord,  How  mightily,  sometimes,  we  make  us 
comforts  of  our  losses ! 

2  Lord.  And  how  mightily,  some  other  times, 
we  drown  our  gain  inttarst  The  great  dignity 
that  his  valour  fa^th  here  acquired  for  him,  sliall  at 
home  be  encountered  with  a  shame  as  ample. 

1  LortL  The  web  of  our  Ul'e  is  of  a  mingled  yam, 
{;ood  and  ill  together :  our  virtues  would  be  pi*ond 
if  our  faults  whipped  them  not ;  and  our  crimes 
would  despair  if  they  were  not  oherislted  by  our 
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▼urtoes. 


i(ji<0r  a  Servant. 


How  now?  Where's  your  master? 

Saro.  He  met  the  duke  in  the  street,  sir,  of 
whom  he  hath  taken  a  solemn  leave;  his  lordship 
will  next  morning  for  France.  The  duke  hath 
oflbred  him  letters  of  commendations  to  the  king. 

2  Lord,  They  shall  be  no  more  than  needful 
there,  if  they  were  more  than  they  can  commend. 

Enter  BmacRAM. 

1  Lord,  They  cannot  be  too  sweet  for  the  kin^^s 
tartness.  Here's  his  lordship,  now.  How  now, 
my  lord,  b^  not  after  midnight? 

J5er,  I  have  to-night  despatched  sixteen  busi- 
nesses, a  months  length  a-))iece,  by  an  abstract  of 
«ncoess:  I  have  oonge'd  with  the  duke;  done  my 
adieu  with  his  nearest;  buried  a  wife;  mourned  for 
her ;  writ  to  my  lady  mother  I  am  returning ;  enter- 
tained mv  convoy;  and,  between  these  main 
parcels  of  despatch,  eflEidcted  many  nicer  needs ;  the 
last  was  the  greatest,  bat  that  I  have  not  ended 

ret 

2  Lord,  If  the  business  be  of  any  difficulty,  and 
this  morning  your  departure  hence,  it  requires 
haste  ofyour  lordship. 

Ber,  1  mean  the  business  is  not  ended,  as  fearing 
to  hear  of  it  hereafter :  But  shall  we  have  this 
dialogue  between  the  fool  and  the  soldier  ?— Come, 
bring  forth  this  counterfeit  module ;  he  has  deceived 
me,  like  a  doable-meaning  prophesier. 

2  LorcL  Bring  him  forUi :  [£axwit  Soldiers]  he 
has  sat  in  the  stocks  all  night,  poor  gallant  knave. 

Ber.  No  matter :  his  heels  have  deserved  it,  in 
usurping  his  spun  so  long.  How  does  he  carry 
nimslBlf? 

1  Lord,  I  have  told  your  lordship  already;  the 
stocks  carry  him.  Bat  to  answer  you  as  yon  would 
be  understood,— he  weeps  like  a  wench  that  had 
shed  her  milk :  he  hath  confessed  himself  to  Mor- 
gan, whom  he  supposes  to  be  a  friar,  from  the 
time  of  his  remembrance  to  this  very  instant 
disaster  of  his  setting  i*  the  stocks :  And  what 
think  you  he  hath  confessed  ? 

Ber   Nothing  of  me,  has  he? 

2  Lord,  His  confession  is  taken,  and  it  shall  be 
read  to  his  (ace:  if  your  lordship  be  in't,  as  I 
believe  yoa  are,  yoa  cost  have  the  patience  to 
hear  it. 

Be-enter  Soldiers,  with  Pabollbs. 

Ber.  A  plague  upon  him .'  mafiSedl  he  can  say 
nothing  of  me ;  hash  I  hash! 

ILord,  HoodmanoomesI    Florto  tarianmiu 


1  8old,  He  calls  for  the  tortures:  What  wIlJ 
you  say  without  'em  ? 

Par.  I  will  confess  what  I  know  without  eon- 
straint :  if  ye  pinch  me  like  a  pasty  I  can  say  no  more. 

1  Sold.  Boslco  diimureho. 

2  Lord.  BobUhmdo  chtcurmuroo, 

1  Sold,  Ton  are  a  merciful  general : — Our  general 
bids  you  answer  to  what  I  sliall  ask  yoa  oat  of  a  note. 

Far.  And  truly,  as  I  hope  to  live. 

1  Sold.  "  First  demand  of  tiim  how  many  horse 
the  duke  is  strong."    What  say  you  to  tliat. 

Par.  Five  or  six  thousand :  but  very  wc^  ana 
nnserviceable :  the  troops  are  all  scattered,  and 
the  commanders  very  poor  rogues,  upon  my  repu- 
tation and  credit,  and  as  I  hope  to  live. 

1  SoUL  Shall  I  set  down  your  answer  so  ? 

Pdr,  Do ;  I'll  take  the  sacrament  ont,  how  and 
which  way  yoa  will. 

Ber.  All's  one  to  him.  What  a  past-saving  slave 
is  this  I 

1  Lord,  Yon  are  deceived,  m^  lord ;  this  is 
Monsieur  Paiolles,  the  gallant  militarist  (that  was 
his  own  phrase),  that  had  the  whole  theorio  of  war 
in  the  knot  of  his  scarf,  and  the  practice  in  the 
chape  of  his  dagger. 

2  Lord.  I  will  never  trust  a  man  again,  for 
keeping  his  sword  clean ;  nor  believe  he  can  have 
every thingin  him  by  wearing  his  apparel  neatly. 

1  Sold,  Well,  that^s  set  down. 

Par,  Five  or  six  thousand  h|»e,  I  said, — I  will 
say  true,— or  thereabouts,  M  down,— for  111 
spneak  truth. 

1  Lord.  HeVi  very  near  the  truth  in  this. 

Ber.  But  I  con  him  no  thanks  for  *t,  in  tiie 
nature  he  delivers  it. 

Far.  Poor  rogues,  I  pray  you  say. 

1  Sold.  Well,  that's  set  down. 

Pear.  I  humbly  thank  you,  sir ;  atrath's  atrath, 
the  rogues  are  marvellous  poor. 

1  Sold.  **  Demand  of  him,  of  what  strength  they 
are  afoot"  Wliatsay  you  to  that? 

Par.  By  my  troth,  sir,  if  1  were  to  live  this 
present  hour,  I  will  tell  true.  Let  me  see:  Spario 
a  hundred  and  fifty,  Sebastian  so  many,  Corambas 
so  many,  Jaques  so  many;  G  nil  turn,  Cosmo, 
Lodowic,  and  Gratii,  two  hundred  fifty  each  j  mine 
own  company,  Chitopher,  Vanmond,  Bentii,  two 
hundred  fifty  each ;  so  that  the  muster-file,  rotten" 
and  sound,  upon  my  life,  amounts  not  to  fifteen 
thousand  poll;  half  of  which  dare  not  shake  the 
snow  from  off  their  cassocks  lest  they  shake  them- 
selves topieces. 

Ber,  What  shall  be  done  to  him? 

1  Lord,  Nothing,  but  let  him  have  thanks. 
Demand  of  him  my  condition,  and  what  credit  I 
have  with  the  duke  r 

XSold.  WeU,  that's  set  down.  "Yoa  shall 
demand  of  him,  whether  one  Captain  Dumain  be 
i'  the  camp,  a  Frenchman ;  what  his  reputation  is 
with  the  auke,  what  his  valour,  honesty,  and 
expertness  in  wars ;  or  whether  he  thinks  it  were 
not  possible,  with  well -weighing  soms  of  gold,  to 
corrupt  him  to  a  revolt."  What  say  yoa  to  this? 
what  do  you  know  of  it  ? 

Par.  I  beseech  you,  let  me  answer  to  the  parti- 
oalar  of  the  intergatories :  Demand  them  singly 

1  Sold.  Do  you  know  this  Captain  Dumaini* 

Far.  1  know  him :  he  was  a  botcher's  prentioe  in 
Paris,  from  whence  he  was  whipped  for  getting 
the  snrieve's  fool  with  child;  a  aumb  it>nftftftnt 
that  oould  not  say  him  ray. 
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Ber.  Nay,  by  jrour  leave,  hold  yoop  hands; 
thou{?h  L  know  his  braind  are  forfeit  to  the  next 
tile  that  &]la. 

1  Sold.  Wen,  b  this  captain  in  the  Duke  of 
Florenoe^scamp? 

Bar,  Upon  my  knowledge  he  is,  and  lousy. 

1  Jjord,  Nay,  look  not  so  npon  me;  we  shall 
hear  of  yonr  lordship  anon. 

1  SoM,  What  is  his  reputation  with  the  duke? 

Par.  The  duke  knows  him  for  no  other  but 
A  poor  officer  of  mine ;  and  writ  to  me  this  other 
day  to  turn  him  out  o'  the  band:  I  think  I  have 
his  letter  in  my  pocket. 

1  SoLcL  Marry,  well  search. 

Par,  In  good  sadness,  I  do  not  know ;  either  it 
is  there,  or  it  is  upon  a  file,  with^the  duke's  other 
letters,  in  my  tent. 

1  Bold.  Here  'tis ;  here's  a  paper.  Shall  I  read 
it  to  you? 

Potr,  I  do  not  know  if  it  be  it  or  nv 

Ber,  Our  interpreter  does  it  well. 

1  Lord.  Excellently. 

ISM. 
"Dian.  Theoom&tTtafool.andfaUoCgcdd.''— 

Par.  That  is  not  the  duke's  letter,  sir ;  that  if 
an  advertisement  to  a  proper  maid  in  Florence, 
one  Diana,  to  take  heed  of  the  allurement  of  one 
Count  RouaiUon,  a  foolish,  idle  boy,  but,  for  all 
that,  very  ruttish :  I  pray  you,  sir,  put  it  up  again. 

1  Sold,  Nay,  I'll  read  it  first,  by  your  favour. 
Par.  tly  meaning  in't,  I  protest,  was  very  honest 

en  behalf  of  the  maid :  for  1  knew  the  young  count 
to  be  a  dangerous  and  lasdvioua  boy,  who  is  a 
whale  to  virginity,  and  devours  np  all  the  fry  it 
finds. 

Ber,  Damnable,  both  sides  rogue  t 

ISbld. 

When  h»  swean  oatha,  bid  him  diop  gold,  and  take  it ; 

After  ha  loores,  he  nerer  pays  the  soore : 
Half  woo*  Is  match  well  made ;  match,  and  well  make  it ; 

He  ae'er  pays  after  debts,  take  it  before ; 
And  sajr  a  soldier.  Dian,  told  thee  this. 
Ilea  are  to  mell  with,  boys  are  not  to  Usb  : 
JPor  oooot  of  thi«,  the  count's  a  fool.  I  know  it. 
Who  pajft  before,  but  not  when  he  does  owe  it. 

Thine^  as  ha  rowed  to  thee  in  thine  ear, 

"Paboxjjh." 

Bar.  He  shall  be  whipped  through  the  army, 
with  this  rhyme  on  his  forehead. 

2  Lord.  Tills  is  your  devoted  friend,  sir,  the 
manifold  linguist,  and  the  armipotent  soldier. 

Ber,  I  could  endure  anything  before  but  a  oat, 
and  now  he's  a  cat  to  me. 

1  Sold.  I  perceive,  ur,  by  the  general^  looks, 
we  shall  be  uiin  to  hang  yon. 

Pear.  My  life,  sir,  in  any  ease :  not  that  I  am 
afraid  to  me ;  but  that,  my  offences  being  many,  I 
would  repent  out  the  remainder  of  nature :  let  me 
Uve,  sir,  in  a  dungeon,  i'  the  stocks,  or  anywhere, 
so  I  may  live. 

1  Sold.  Well  see  what  may  be  done,  so  yon 
eonfeas  freely ;  therefore,  once  more  to  this  Captain 
Dnmain.  You  have  answered  to  his  reputation 
with  tne  duke,  and  to  his  valour:  What  is  his 
nooesty? 

Ptar.  He  will  steal,  sir,  an  egg  out  of  a  cloister; 
for  rapes  and  ravishments  he  parallels  Nessns.  He 
professes  not  keeping  of  oaths;  in  breaking  them 
he  is  stronger  than  Hercules.  He  will  he,  sir, 
with  such  volubility,  that  you  would  thi>tk  truth 
were  a  fool ;  drunkenness  is  his  best  virtue ;  for  he 
will  be  swine  drunk,  and  in  his  sleep  he  does  little 
harm,  aave  to  his  bed-olothes  about  him ;  but  they 
know  hie  eonditiopa,and  lay  him  in  straw.    I  have 
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but  little  more  to  say,  sir,  of  his  honesty:  he  has 
everything  that  an  honest  man  should  not  have; 
what  an  honest  man  should  have,  he  has  nothing. 

1  Lord.  I  begin  to  love  him  for  this. 

Ber.  For  this  description  of  thine  honesty?  A 
pOx  upon  him  for  me,  he's  more  and  more  a  cat 

1  Sold.  What  sav  you  to  Iiis  expertneas  in  war  ? 

Par.  Faith,  sir,  he  has  led  the  drum  before  the 
English  trageidians, — to  belie  him  I  will  not, — and 
more  of  his  soldiership  I  know  not ;  except,  in 
that  countiT,  he  had  the  honour  to  be  the  officer 
at  a  place  there  called  Milo-end,  to  instruct  for  the 
doubling  of  files:  I  would  do  the  man  what 
honour  I  can,  but  of  this  I  am  not  certain. 

1  Lord.  He  hath  out-villained  villainy  to  fkr, 
that  the  rarity  redeems  him. 

Ber.  A  pox  on  him  I  he's  a  cat  stilL 

1  Sold.  His  qoalitie  being  at  this  poor  price,  I 
need  not  to  ask  yon  if  gold  will  corrupt  him  to 
revolt. 

Par.  Sfar,  for  a  qiuart  d'eeu  he  will  soil  the  fee- 
nmple  of  his  salvation,  the  inheritance  of  it;  and 
cut  the  entail  from  all  remainders,  and  a  perpetual 
•ucoession  for  it  perpetually.  [Domain  ? 

1  Sold.  What's  his  brother,  the  other  Captain 

2  Lord,  Why  does  he  ask  him  of  me? 
ISold.  What^he? 

Par.  E'en  a  crow  o*  the  same  nest ;  not  altogether 
so  great  as  the  first  in  goodness,  but  greater  a  great 
deal  in  evil.  He  excels  his  brother  for  a  coward 
yet  his  brother  is  reputed  one  of  the  best  that  is : 
In  a  retreat  he  outruns  any  lackey ;  marry,  in 
coming  on  he  has  the  cramp. 

1  £nid.  If  your  lifo  be  saved,  will  you  under- 
take to  betray  the  Florentine  ?  [Bousillon. 

Par.  Ay,  and  the  captain  of  his  horse.  Count 

1  Sold,  111  whisper  with  the  general,  and  know 
hispleasure. 

Par,  111  no  more  drumming;  a  plague  of  all 
drums  I  Only  to  seem  to  deserve  well,  and  to 
beguile  the  suppositbn  of  that  lascivious  young 
boy  the  count,  hkve  I  run  into  this  danger :  Yet 
who  would  have  suspected  an  ambush  where  I 
was  taken?  [Jsufe. 

1  Sold.  There  is  no  remedy,  sir,  but  you.  must 
die:  the  general  says,  you,  that  have  so  traitorously 
discovert  the  secrets  of  your  army,  and  made 
sudi  pestiforous  reports  of  men  very  nobly  held, 
can  serve  tho  world  for  no  honest  use;  therefore 
you  must  die.   Come,  headsman,  off  with  his  head. 

Par.  O,  Lord,  sir,  let  me  live,  or  let  me  see  my 
death! 

1  Sold.  That  shall  you,  and  take  your  leave  of 
all  your  friends.  [  Unmn^Ung  him. 
So,  look  about  yon :  Know  you  any  here? 

Ber,  Good  morrow,  noble  captain. 

2  Lord.  Qod  bless  you.  Captain  ParoUcf. 

1  Lord.  God  save  yon,  noble  captain. 

2  Lord.  Captain,  what  greeting  will  yon  to  n^ 
LordLafen?    I  am  for  France. 

1  Lord.  Qood  captain,  will  you  give  me  a  oopy 
of  the  sonnet  you  writ  to  Diana  in  behalf  of  the 
Count  Ronsillon?  an  I  were  not  a  very  coward 
I'd  compel  it  of  you;  but  fare  you  well. 

[Exe'tnt  Bbr..  Lords,  &c. 

1  Sold,  You  are  undone,  captain,  all  bat  your 
searf^  that  has  a  knot  on't  yet. 

Par,  Who  cannot  be  crushed  with  a  plot? 

1  Sold.  If  you  oould  find  oat  a  country  where 
bat  women  were  that  had  received  so  much  shame, 
you  mi^ht  begin  an  impudent  nation.  Fare  von 
well,  sir ;  I  am  for  Fraaae,  too;  we  shall  speak  of 

you  there.  (  ^  r\r\c   l^^^ 
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Bar,  Tet  am  IthankftU :  if  my  beartwere  great 
Twould  bunt  at  thia :  Captain  I'll  be  no  more ; 
Bat  I  will  eat  and  drink,  and  sleep  as  soft 
As  captain  shall :  simply  Uie  thing  I  am        fgart 
Shall  make  me  live.    Who  knows  bimsolf  a  l^ag- 
Let  him  fear  this ;  for  it  will  come  to  pass, 
That  eyery  braggart  shall  be  foond  an  ass. 
Rost,  sword  I  cool,  blushes  1  and,  Parolles,  liye 
Safest  in  shame!  being  fool'd  by  foolery  thriyel 
There's  place  and  means  £or  every  man  alive, 
m  after  them.  [Exit, 

SCENE  iy.~Florence.    A  Boom  in  the  Widow's 

Sou$e, 

Enter  Hblkha,  Widow,  and  Diana. 

BeL  That  yon  may  well  perceive  I  have  not 
wroog'd  you, 
One  of  the  greatest  in  the  christian  world 
Shall  be  my  surety ;  Yore  whose  t  hrone  tis  needful, 
Ere  I  can  perfect  mine  intents,  to  kneel : 
Time  was,  I  did  him  a  desired  office, 
Dear  almost  as  his  life ;  which  gratitude 
Through  flinty  Tartar^  boeom  would  peep  forth, 
And  answer,  thanks :  I  duly  am  informed 
His  grace  is  at  Marseilles;  to  which  place. 
We  have  convenient  convoy.    Ton  must  know 
I  am  supposed  dead :  the  army  breaking, 
My  husband  hies  him  home ;  where,  heaven  aiding, 
And  by  the  leave  of  my  good  lord  the  king, 
We'll  be  before  our  weloome. 

Wid,  Gentle  madam. 

You  never  had  a  servant  to  whose  trust 
Tour  business  was  more  weloome. 

BeL  Nor  you,  mistress, 

Ever  a  friend  whose  thoughts  more  truly  labour 
To  recompense  your  love ;  doubt  not.  but  heaven 
Hath  brought  me  up  to  be  your  daughter^  dower. 
As  it  hath  fated  her  to  be  my  motive 
And  helper  to  a  husband.    But  O,  strange  men  t 
That  can  such  sweet  use  make  of  what  they  hate, 
When  saucy  trusting  of  the  cozen'd  thoughts 
Defiles  the  pitchy  night !  so  lust  doth  play 
With  what  it  loathes,  for  that  which  is  away  : 
But  more  of  this  hereafter :— You,  Diana. 
Under  my  j^oor  instructions  yet  must  suffer 
Something  m  my  behalf. 

Dia.  Let  death  and  honesty 

Go  with  your  impositions,  1  am  yours 
Upon  your  will  to  sufkr. 

BeL^  Yet,  I  pray  you,— 

But  with  the  word,  the  time  will  bring  on  summer, 
When  briars  shall  have  leaves  as  weU  as  thorns. 
And  be  as  sweet  as  sharp.     We  most  away ; 
Our  waggon  is  prepared,  and  time  revives  us : 
Airs  well  that  ends  well :  still  the  fine'ls  the  crown ; 
Whatever  the  course,  the  end  is  the  renown. 

[ExeimL 

SCENE  v.— RoosiUon.  ^JZoomtiiiiWCoanteis^ 
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partaken  of  my  flesh,  and  ooet  me  the  dearest 
groans  of  a  mother,  I  could  not  have  oived  her  a 
more  rooted  love. 

Laf.  'Twas  a  good  lady,  *twaa  a  good  lady :  we 
may  pick  a  thousand  sal  lets,  ere  we  light  on  such 
another  herb. 

Clo,  Indeed,  sir,  she  was  the  sweet  maijoram 
of  the  sal  let,  or,  rather,  the  herb  of  grace. 

Lt^f,  They  are  not  sallet-herb8,you  knave,  they 
are  nose-herbs. 

Clo.  I  am  no  great  Nebuchadnezzar,  sir;  I  have 
not  much  skill  in  grass. 

Laf,  Whether  dost  then  profess  thyself — a 
knave  or  a  fool  ? 

Clo,  A  fool,  sir,  at  a  woman's  service,  and  a 
knave  at  a  man's. 

Laf,  Your  distmction  ? 

Cio.  I  would  cozen  the  man  of  his  wife,  and  do 
his  service. 

L^,  So  yq§  wore  a  knave  at  his  service,  indeed. 

OuK  And  Iwould  give  his  wife  my  bauble,  sir, 
to  do  her  service. 

Laf.  I  will  subscribe  for  thee;  thou  art  both 
knave  and  fool. 

Ch,  At  your  service. 

Laf,  No,  no,  no. 

Clo.  Why,  sir,  if  I  cannot  serve  yon,  I  can 
serve  as  great  a  prince  as  you  are. 

Laf  Who's  that/  a  Frenchman? 

Clo.  Faith,  sir,  a  has  an  English  name ;  bat  his 
phisnomyis  more  hotter  in  France  than  there. 

Laf,  What  prince  is  that? 

Clo,  'i  he  black  prince,  sir,  oZmes  the  prince  of 
darkness ;  aJias  the  devil. 

Laf,  Hold  thee,  there's  my  purse :  I  give  thee 
not  this  to  suggest  thee  from  thy  master  thou 
talkest  of;  serve  him  still. 

Clo,  I  am  a  woodland  fellow,  sir,  that  always 
loved  a  great  fire;  and  the  master  I  speak  of  ever 
keeps  a  good  fire.  But,  sure,  he  is  the  prince  of 
the  world ;  let  his  nobility  remain  in  his  court.  I 
am  for  the  house  with  the  narrow  gate,  which  I 
take  to  be  too  little  for  pomp  to  enter :  some  that 
humble  themselves  may ;  but  the  many  will  be  too 
chill  and  tender,  and  theyll  be  for  the  flowery 
way,  that  leads  to  the  broad  gate  and  the  great 
fire. 

Laf,  Go  thy  ways,  I  begin  to  be  a-weary  of  thee; 
and  I  tell  thee  so  before,  because  I  would  not  fall 
out  with  thee.  Go  thy  ways ;  let  my  horses  be 
well  looked  to,  without  any  tricks. 

Clo,  If  I  put  any  tricks  upon  'em,  sir,  they 
shall  be  jades'  tricks ;  which  are  their  own  right 
by  the  law  of  nature.  [Exit, 

Laf,  A  shrewd  knave,  and  an  unhappy. 

Count,  So  he  is.  My  lord,  that's  ^one,  made 
himself  much  sport  out  of  him :  by  his  authority 
he  remains  here,  which  he  thinks  is  a  patent  for 
his  sauciness;  and,  indeed,  he  has  no  pace,  but 
runs  where  he  will. 
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be^,  Hif  highness  eomes  post  from  Marseilles, 
of  as  able  body  as  when  he  nombeved  thirtj ;  he 
will  be  here  to-morrow,  or  I  am  deceived  by  him 
that  in  sach  intelligence  hath  seldom  failed. 

Cowi,  It  r^oices  me  that  I  hope  I  shall  see  him 
ere  I  die.  I  have  letters,  that  my  son  will  be  here 
to-night:  I  shall  beseech  yoor  lordship  to  remain 
with  me  till  they  meet  together. 

Idrf,  Madam,  I  was  thinkmg  with  what  manners 
I  might  safely  be  admitted. 

Coimt  Yon  need  bat  plead  your  honourable 
priTilege. 

Lof,  Lady,^pf  that  I  have  made  a  bold  charter; 
bat,  I  thank  my  Qod,  it  holds  yet. 
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E^tnUT  Clown. 

Clo,  O.  madam,  yonder's  my  lord  yoar  son  with 
a  patch  of  velvet  on  *s  face ;  whether  there  be  a 
scar  under  it,  or  no,  the  velvet  knows ;  but  *tis  a 
goodly  patch  of  velvet :  his  left  cheek  is  a  cheek  of 
two  pile  and  a  half,  but  his  right  cheek  is  worn  bare. 

Laf,  A  scar  nobly  got,  or  a  noble  scar,  is  a  good 
livery  of  honour;  so,  belike,  is  that. 

Oto,  But  it  is  your  oarbonadoed  face 

Laf,  Let  us  go  see  your  son,  I  pray  you ;  I  long 
to  talk  with  the  young  noble  soldier. 

QU.  Taith,  there's  a  dozen  of 'em,  with  delicate 
fine  hats,  and  most  courteous  feathera,  which  bow 
the  head,  and  nod  at  every  man.  [Exeimt 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L— Marseilles.     A  Slnet. 

Snier  KRiXEAf  Widow,  etnd  Duha,  with  two 
Attendants. 

EeL  Bat  this    exceeding    posting,   day  and 
night. 
Host  wear  your  spirits  low :  we  cannot  help  it ; 
But  smce  you  have  made  the  days  and  ni^iits 

as  one. 
To  wear  your  gentle  limbs  in  my  affitirs, 
Be  bold,  you  do  so  grow  in  my  requital, 
As  nothing  can  unroot  you.    In  happy  tune  9— 


Enter  a  gentle  Astringer. 

This  man  may  help  me  to  his  majesty's  € 
If  he  would  spend  his  power.— Goa  sa 


you  in  the  eonrt  of 


I  ear, 
save  you 
sir. 

Aet,  And  yon. 

BeL  Sir,  I   have 
France. 

Aet.  I  have  been  sometimes  there. 

Bd.  I  do  presume,  sir,  that  you  are  not  fidlen 
From  the  report  that  goes  upon  your  goodness ; 
And  therefore,  goaded  with  most  sharp  occasions, 
Which  lay  nice  manners  by,  I  put  you  to 
The  use  of  prour  own  virtues,  tor  the  which 
I  shall  eontmne  thankftil. 

Att.  What^  year  will? 

BeL  That  it  will  please  you 
To  give  this  poor  petition  to  the  king ; 
And  aid  me  with  tnat  store  of  power  yoa  have. 
To  eome  into  his  presence. 

Ast,  The  king's  not  here. 

BeL  Not  here,  sir? 

AmL  Not  indeed: 

He  henoe  remor'd  last  night,  and  with  more  haste 
Than  is  his  use. 

Wid.  Lord,  how  we  lose  oar  pains  I 

Bel  Airs  well  that  ends  well,  yet ; 
Though  time  seems  so  adverse,  and  means  unfit. — 
X  do  beseech  you,  whither  has  he  gone? 

Ast.  Marry,  as  I  take  it,  to  Rousillon ; 
Whither  I  am  going. 

Bel.  I  do  beseech  vou,  sir, 

Since  yoa  are  like  to  see  the  king  before  me, 
Commend  the  paper  to  his  gracious  hand : 
Which,  I  presume,  shall  render  you  no  blame, 
But  rather  make  you  thank  your  pains  for  it: 
I  will  come  after  you,  with  what  good  speed 
Our  means  will  make  us  means. 

Att.  This  111  defer  you. 

BeL  And  you  shall  find  yourself  to  be  well 

thank'd, 

Whate  er  fidls  more.— We  must  to  horse  aratin  ;— 

Go,  go,  provide.  l&Deunt. 


SCENE  XL— Ronsfllon.    The  mner  Oomi  0/  the 
Countess^  Palace, 

Enter  Clown  and  Pabolles. 

Fear.  Good  Monsieur  Lavatoh,  ^ve  my  liord 
lAfeu  this  letter:  I  have  ere  now,  sir,  been  better 
known  to  you,  when  I  have  held  familiarity  with 
frej^her  clothes ;  but  I  am  now,  sir,  muddied  in 
fortune's  mood,  and  smell  somewhat  strong  of  her 
strong  displeasure. 

Clo.  Truly,  fortune's  displeasure  is  but  sluttish, 
if  it  smell  so  strongly  as  thou  speakest  of:  I  will 
henceforth  eat  no  fish  of  fortune's  buttering. 
Prithee  allow  the  wind. 

Fiir.  Nay,  you  need  not  to  stop  your  noee,  air; 
X  spake  but  by  a  metaphor. 

(Jlo.  Indeed,  sir,  if  your  metaphor  stink,  I  will 
stop  my  nose;  or  against  any  man's  metaphor. 
Pnthee  get  thee  fhrtber. 

Far.  Pray  yon,  sir,  deliver  me  tl-is  paper. 

Clo.  Fob,  prithee  stand  away :  A  paper  from 
fortune's  close-stool  to  give  to  a  nobleman  t 
Iiook,  here  he  oomes  himself. 

Enter  Lafeu. 

Here  is  a  pur  of  fortune's,  sir,  or  of  fortune's  oat 
(but  not  a  musk-cat],  that  has  iiillen  iuto  the  unclean 
fishpond  of  her  displeasure,  and,  as  he  says,  is 
muddied  withal :  Pray  you,  sir,  use  the  carp  as  you 
may ;  for  he  looks  like  a  poor,  decayed,  ingenious, 
toolbh,  rasoJly  knave.  I  do  pity  his  dbtress  in 
my  smiles  of  comfort,  and  leave  him  to  your 
lordship.  [ExU. 

Far.  My  lord,  I  am  a  man  whom  fortone  hath 
oruelly  scratched. 

Lcf.  And  what  would  you  have  me  to  do  ?  tis 
too  late  to  pare  her  nails  now.  Wherein  have  you 
pUyed  the  knave  with  fortune,  that  she  should 
scratch  you,  who  of  herself  is  a  good  lady,  and 
would  not  have  knaves  thrive  long  under  her? 
There'to  a  quart  d'ecu  for  you :  Let  tlie  justices  make 
you  and  fortune  friends;  I  am  for  other  business. 

Par.  I  beseech  your  honour  to  hear  me  one 
sinffle  word. 

La/.  Ton  beg  a  single  penny  more :  oome,  you 
shall  hat ;  save  your  word. 

Far.  My  name,  my  good  lord,  is  Parolles. 

La/.  Tou  beg  more  tlian  one  word  then. — Cox'my 
passion  I  give  me  your  hand :  How  does  your  drum? 

Far.  O  my  good  lord,  you  were  the  first  that 
found  me. 

Lqf.  Was  I,  in  sooth?  and  I  was  the  first  that 
lost  thee. 

Far.  It  lies  in  vou,  my  lord,  to  bring  me  in  some 
grace,  for  you  dia  bring  me  out     ^  ->'  ■ 
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L(rf,  Oat  upon  thoe,  knave  I  dost  thoa  pnt  apon 
me  at  once  both  the  office  of  God  and  the  devil  ? 
one  brin:^  thee  in  grace,  and  the  other  brin^  thee 
out.  [7Vufnpe<«  9owi\d!\  The  king's  coming,  I 
know  Dj  his  tmmpets.— Sirrah,  inquire  further 
after  roe;  I  had  talk  of  you  last  night:  though 
yon  are  a  fool  and  a  knave,  yon  shall  eat ;  go  to, 
follow. 

Par.  I  praise  (}od  for  yon.  [EueunL 

BCENB   IIL^T^  mme,    A   Boom  in  (^ 
Countess^  Palace, 

Fhmiik,  Enter  Knro,  Courtbss,  Lafbu,  Lords, 
Gentlemen,  Guards,  &c. 

Kmg.  We  lost  a  jewel  of  her ;  and  onr  esteem 
Was  made  much  poorer  by  it :  but  vonr  son. 
As  mad  in  folly,  lacked  the  sense  to  know 
Her  estimation  home. 

Count,  Tis  past,  my  liege: 

And  I  beseech  your  majesty  to  make  it 
Natural  rebellion,  done  i*  the  bla7.o  of  youth ; 
When  oil  and  Are,  too  strong  for  reason's  force, 
Overbears  it,  and  bums  on. 

King.  lij  honoured  lady, 

I  have  forgiven  and  forgotten  all ; 
Though  my  revenges  were  high  bent  npon  him, 
And  watdi^  tlie  tune  to  shoot. 

Laf,  This  I  must  say,-— 

But  first  I  bcj^  my  pardon,— Tlie  youn^  lord 
Did  to  his  majesty,  his  mother,  and  his  lady. 
Offence  of  mighty  note;  bat  to  himself 
The  greatest  wrong  ef  all :  he  lost  a  wife 
Whose  beauty  did  astonish  the  survey 
Of  richest  eyes ;  whose  words  all  ear.^  took  captive ; 
Whose  dear  perfection  hearts  that  soom'd  to  serve 
Humbly  call  d  mistress. 

King.  Praising  what  is  lost. 

Makes  the  remembrance  dear.— Well,  call  him 

hither  ;— 
We  are  reconcil'd,  and  the  first  view  shall  kill 
All  repetition : — Let  him  not  ask  onr  pardon ; 
The  nature  of  his  great  oiTence  is  dcaa, 
And  deeper  than  oblivion  we  do  bury 
The  incensing  relics  of  it;  let  him  approach, 
A  stranger,  no  ofibnder ;  and  inform  him 
So  tis  our  will  he  should. 

Oent,  I  shall,  my  liege.  [Exit 

King,  What  says  he  to  your  daughter?  have 
vou  spoke? 

Lqfi  AU  that  ne  is  hath  reference  to  your  h!r>inpss. 

Ktng,  Then  shall  we  have  a  match.    I  have 
letters  sent  me 
That  set  him  high  in  fkme. 

Snter  BKtTRku, 

Laf,  Helookswellont 

Kmg.  I  am  not  a  day  of  season. 
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Durst  make  too  bold  a  herald  of  my  tongue* 
Where  the  impression  of  mine  eye  infixing, 
Contempt  his  scornful  perspective  did  lend  me, 
Which  warpM  the  line  of  every  other  favomr; 
Scom*d  a  fair  colour,  or  expressed  it  stol^ ; 
Extended  or  contracted  all  proportions. 
To  a  most  hideous  object :  Thence  it  came, 
That  she,  whom  all  men  prais'd,  and  whom  myseli 
Since  I  have  lost  have  lov'd,  was  in  mine  eye 
The  dust  that  did  offend  it. 

King.  Well  ezcns'd : 

That  Uioa  didst  love  her  strikes  9ome  scores  away 
From  the  great  compt:  But  love  that  comes  too  late, 
Like  a  remorseful  pardon  slowly  carried. 
To  the  great  sender  turns  a  sour  offisnce, 
Crying,  That's  good  that's  gone :  our  rash  (knits 
Make  trivial  price  of  serious  things  we  have, 
Not  knowing  them,  until  we  know  their  grave : 
Oft  our  displeasures,  to  ourselves  unjust, 
Destroy  onr  friends,  and  after  weep  their  dost: 
Our  own  love  waking  cries  to  see  what%  done. 
While  shamefnl  hate  slee})S  out  the  afternoon. 
Be  this  sweet  Helen's  knell,  and  now  forget  her. 
Rend  forth  your  amorous  token  for  fiur  Maudlin : 
The  main  consents  are  had ;  and  here  well  stay 
To  see  our  widower's  second  marriago-day. 
Count.  Which  better  than  die  first,  O  dear 
heaven  bless ! 
Or,  ere  they  meet,  in  me,  0  nature,  cease. 

Laf.  Come  on,  my  non,  in  whom  my  housed  name 
Mast  be  digested,  give  a  fiivour  from  you, 
To  sparkle  in  the  spirits  of  my  daughter, 
Tliat  she  may  quickly  come.— By  my  old  beard, 
And  every  hair  that's  on't,  Helen,  that's  dead. 
Was  a  sweet  creature ;  such  a  ring  as  this, 
The  last  that  ere  T  to9k  her  leave  at  oonrt, 
I  saw  upon  her  finger. 
Ber.  Hers  it  was  not. 

King.  Now,  pray  you,  let  me  see  it ;  for  mine  eje. 
While  I  was  speaking,  oft  was  fasten 'd  to  it. — 
Thb  ring  was  mine ;  and,  when  I  gave  it  Helen, 
I  bade  her,  if  her  fortunes  ever  stood 
Necessitied  to  help,  that  by  this  token 
I  would  relieve  ner:    Had   you  that  oraft,    to 

reave  her. 
Of  what  should  stead  her  most? 

Ber.  My  gracious  sovereign, 

However  it  pleases  you  to  take  it  so. 
The  ring  was  never  hers. 

Count.  Son,  on  my  life, 

I  have  seen  her  wear  it;  and  she  reckon'd  it 
At  her  life's  rate. 
L^f.  I  am  sure  I  saw  her  wear  it. 

Ber.  Ton  are  deceiv'd,  my  lord,  she  never  saw  it : 
Tn  Florence  was  it  from  a  casement  thrown  me, 
Wrapp^  in  a  paper,  which  contain'd  the  name 
C>r  her  that  threw  it :  noble  she  was,  and  thought 
I  »tood  engag'd :  but  when  I  had  subscrib'd 
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Where  you  haye  never  oouie),  or  sent  it  ns 
Upon  lier  greet  diaaster. 

Ber.  She  never  saw  it. 

Kwa,  Thoa  speak'tt  it  fUseiy,  as  I  love  mine 
honour, 
And  mak*8t  oonjeotural  fears  to  come  into  me. 
Which  I  woaM  ftin  shat  out :  If  it  should  prove 
ITiat  thou  art  so  inhuman,— twill  not  prove  so;— 
And  jet  I  know  not :— thou  didst  hate  her  deadly. 
And  she  is  dead :  which  nothing,  but  to  dose 
Her  eyes  myself,  could  win  me  to  believe, 
More  than  to  see  this  ring.— Take  him  away.— 

TQuards  taste,  Bebtbam. 
My  fore-past  proofSi,  howe  er  the  matter  fall, 
Shall  tax  my  fears  of  little  vanity, 
Having  vainly  fear'd  too  little.— Away  with  hun; 
Well  silt  this  matter  further. 

Ber.  If  you  shall  prove 

This  ring  was  ever  hers,  you  shall  as  easy 
Prove  that  I  husbanded  her  bed  in  Florence, 
Where  yet  she  never  was. 

\EaBii  Bbbtrax,  gjordecL 

JBnier  the  Astringer. 

Smg.,  I  am  wn^'d  in  dismal  thinkings. 

AtL  Qracious  sovereign, 

Whether  I  have  been  to  blame, or  no,  I  know  not; 
Here's  a  petition  from  a  Florentine, 
Who  hath,  for  four  or  five  removes,  come  short 
To  tender  it  herself.    I  undertook  it. 
Vanquished  thereto  by  the  fair  grace  and  speech 
Of  the  poor  suppliant,  who  by  this,  I  know, 
Is  here  attending:  her  business  looks  in  her 
With  an  importmg  visa^ ;  and  she  told  me, 
In  a  sweet  verbal  brief,  it  did  concern 
Yonr  highness  with  herself. 

King.  [Beath.] 

**17pon  his  manj  protMtatloiw  to  manr  me.  when  Us 
wif«  WM  dead,  I  bliuh  to  aajr  it,  be  won  mo.  Now  is  the 
(Xrant  RoQsUlon  a  widower ;  his  vo  a»  are  f orfi^ited  to  me, 
and  my  hononr's  paid  to  him.  Ho  stole  from  Floreuce, 
takiug  no  leare,  and  I  follow  him  to  bis  country  fur 
Justice :  Gnunt  it  me.  O  kiiiff ;  in  yon  it  best  lies ;  other- 
wise a  leduoer  flourlshM,  and  a  poor  maid  is  undone. 

••Diana  Oapulse.** 

Laf.  I  will  buy  me  a  son-in-law  in  a  fiur,  and 
toll  tor  this:  111  none  of  him.  [I^feu, 

Km^.  The  heavens  have  thought  well  on  tUec, 
To  bnng  forth  this  discovery. — Seek  these  suitors: 
Go  speedily,  and  bring  again  the  count. 

[Exeunt  the  Astringer  ami  aome  Attendants. 
I  am  afeard  the  life  of  Helen,  lady, 
Was  foully  snatched. 

OomU*  Now,  justice  on  the  doen  I 

Snttt  BEWtVAU^  guarded. 

King,  I  wonder,  sir,  since  wives  are  monsters  to 
you. 
And  that  vou  fly  them  as  you  swear  them  lordship, 
Yet  you  desire  to  marry. — What  woman's  that  ? 

M&€ntar  the  Astringer,  with  Widow  and  Diana. 

Dia,  I  am,  mj  lord,  a  wretched  Florentine, 
Derived  from  the  ancient  Capulet ; 
My  suit,  as  I  do  understand,  you  know, 
Aud  therefore  know  how  far  I  may  be  pitied. 

Wtd,  I  am  her  mother,  sir,  whose  age  and 
honour 
Both  mxthr  under  this  complaint  we  bring. 
And  both  shall  cease,  without  your  remedy. 

King,  Come  hither,  count:  Do  you  know  these 
women? 

Ber,  My  lord,  I  neither  can  nor  will  deny 
Bui  that  I  know  them :  Do  they  charge  me  further? 


Dia,  Why  do  youlookaostrange  upon  your  wife? 
Ber,  She  s  none  of  mine  my  lord. 
JXa.  If  you  shall  marry. 

You  give  away  this  hand,  and  that  is  mine ; 
You  give  away  Heaven Vi  vows,  and  those  are  mine; 
You,  give  away  myself,  which  is  known  mine ; 
For  I  by  vow  am  so  embodied  yours, 
That  she  that  marries  you  must  marry  me, 
Either  both  or  none. 

Lc^f.  Your  reputation  [toBERTBAM]  comes  too 

short  for  my  daughter ;  you  are  no  husband  for 

her.  [creature, 

Ber,   My  lord,  this  is  a  fbnd  and  desperate 

Whom  sometime  I  have  Uugh*d  with:  let  your 

liighness 
Lay  a  more  noble  thought  npon  mine  honour, 
Tlian  for  to  think  that  I  would  sink  it  here. 
King.  Sir,  for  luy  thoughts,  you  have  them  ill 
to  friend,  [honour, 

Till  your  deeds  gain  them:  Fairer  prove  your 
Than  in  my  thought  it  lies  I 

Dia.  Good  my  lord, 

Ask  him  npon  liis  oath,  if  he  does  thmk 
He  had  not  my  virgmity. 
King,  What  say'st  thou  to  her? 
Ber.  She's  impudent,  my  lord ; 

And  was  a  common  gamester  to  the  camp. 

Dia,  He  does  me  wrong,  my  lord  ;  if  1  were  so 
He  might  have  bought  me  at  a  common  price: 
Do  not  believe  him :  O,  behold  this  ring. 
Whose  high  respect  and  rich  validity. 
Did  lack  a  parallel ;  yet,  for  all  that, 
He  gave  it  to  a  coihmoner  o*  the  camp, 
If  I  be  one. 

Count.  He  blushes,  and  *ki8  it : 
Of  six  preceding  ancestors,  that  gem 
Conferr'd  by  tesUment  to  the  sequent  issue. 
Hath  it  been  ow'd  and  worn.    This  is  his  wife; 
That  ring's  a  thousand  proofis. 

King.  Methought  you  said, 

You  saw  one  here  in  court  could  witness  it 

Dia.  1  did,  my  lord,  but  loth  am  to  produce 
So  bad  an  instrument ;  his  name^  Parolles. 
Laf.  I  saw  the  man  to-day,  if  man  he  be. 
King,  Find  him,  and  bring  him  hither. 
Ber,  What  of  hun? 

He's  quoted  for  a  most  perfidious  sUve, 
With  all  the  spots  o'  the  world  tax'd  and  debosh'd ; 
Whose  nature  sickens  but  to  speak  a  truth: 
Am  I  or  that,  or  this,  for  what  hell  utter. 
That  will  speak  anything? 
King.  She  has  that  rine  of  yours. 

Ber.  I  think  she  has:  certain  it  is  I  lik'd  her. 
And  boarded  her  I*  the  wanton  way  of  youth* 
She  knew  her  distance,  and  did  angle  for  me, 
Madding  my  eagerness  with  her  restraint. 
As  all  impediments  in  fancy's  course 
Are  motives  of  more  fancy ;  and,  in  fine, 
Her  insuit  coming  vrith  her  modern  grace. 
Subdued  me  to  her  rate :  she  got  the  ring 
And  I  had  that  which  any  inferior  might 
At  market-price  have  bought 

Dia.  I  must  be  patient ; 

You,  that  have  tnm*d  off  a  first  so  noble  wife, 
May  justly  diet  me.    I  pray  vou  yet 
(Since  you  lack  virtue  I  will  lose  a  husban^, 
Send  for  your  ring,  I  will  return  it  home, 
And  give  me  mine  again. 
Ber.  I  have  it  not 

Kmg.  Wliat  ring  was  yours,  I  pray  you? 
Dia.  Sir,  much  like  the  same  upon  your  finger. 
King.  Know  you  this  ring?  thii    ' 
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Dia.  And  this  was  it  I  gave  mm,  being  ft>bed. 

King,  The  stoiy  theo  goes  false,  you  tbrsw  it  him 
Out  of  a  casement. 

Dia,  I  have  spoke  the  truth. 

Enter  Parolles. 

Bar.  My  lord,  I  do  confess  the  ring  waa  here. 

King.  You  boggle  shrewdl/,  every  feather  starts 
you.— 
(s  this  the  man  you  speak  of? 

Di(u  Ay,  my  lord,    [you. 

King,  Tell  me,  sirrah,  but  tell  me  true,  I  charge 
Not  fearing  the  displeasure  of  your  master 
fWhich  on  your  just  proceeding,  111  keep  off). 
By  him,  and  by  this  woman  here,  what  know  you  ? 

For.  So  please  your  majesty,  my  master  hath 
been  an^  honourable  gentleman;  tricks  he  hath 
had  in  him  which  genUemen  have. 

JTiin^.  Come,  come,  to  the  purpose:  Did  he  love 
this  womsA? 

Ftir,  *Falth,  sir,  he  did  love  her:  But  how? 

King,  How,  1  pray  yon? 

Far,  He  did  love  her,  sir,  as  a  gentleman  love^ 
a  woman. 

King.  How  is  that? 

Pear,  He  loved  her,  sir,  and  loved  her  not 

King»  As  thou  art  a  kiiave,  and  no  knave  ^— 
What  an  equivocal  oompanion  is  tliis! 

Par.  £  am  a  poor  man,  and  at  your  migesty's 
command. 

Laf,  He^  a  good  drum,  my  lord,  but  a  naughty 
orator. 

Dia,  Do  you  know  he  promised  me  marriage? 

Fat,  'Faith,  I  know  more  than  111  speak. 

Kmg,  But  wilt  Uiou  not  speak  all  thouknow'st? 

Par,  Yes,  so  please  your  majesty;  I  did  go 
between  them,  as  I  said ;  but  more  than  that,  be 
loved  her,— for,  indeed,  he  was  matl  for  her,  and 
talked  of  Satan,  and  of  limbo,  and  of  furies,  and  I 
know  not  what :  yet  1  was  in  that  credit  with  them 
at  that  time,  that  1  knew  of  their  going  to  bed; 
and  of  other  motions,  as  promising  her  marriage, 
and  things  whicli  would  derive  me  ill  will  to  speak 
of,  therefore  1  will  not  speak  what  I  know. 

King,  Thou  hast  spoken  all  already,  unless  thou 
eanst  say  they  are  married:  But  thou  art  too  fine 
in  thy  evideace ;  therefore  stand  aside. — This  ring, 
you  say,  was  yours? 

Dia.  Av,  my  good  lord. 

King,  W here  did ^ou  buy  it?  or  who  gave  it  you? 

Dia,  It  was  not  given  me,  nor  I  did  not  buy  it. 

King,  Who  lent  it  you  ? 

Dia,  It  was  not  lent  we  neither. 

Kipg,  Where  did  you  find  it  then? 

Dia.  I  found  it  not. 

King,  If  it  were  yours  by  none  of  all  these  ways. 
How  could  you  give  it  him? 

Dia,  I  never  gave  it  him. 

Lc^.  This  woman  *s  an  easy  glove,  my  lord :  she 


ALL'S   WELL  THAT  ENDS  WELL. 


Kwg.  I  think  thee  now  some  common  customer. 

Dia,  By  Jove,  if  ever  I  knew  man,  twa5  yoo. 

King,  Wherefore  hast  thou  accused  him  all  ttiis 
while? 

Dia,  Because  he's  guilty,  and  he  is  not  guilty 
He  knows  I  am  no  maid,  and  hell  swear  to't: 
I'll  swear  I  am  a  maid,  and  he  knows  not. 
Great  king,  I  am  no  strumpet,  by  my  life : 
I  am  either  maid,  or  else  this  old  roan's  wife. 

[Pointing  to  Lafbu. 

King.  She  does   abuse  omr  ears;  to    prison 
with  her. 

Dia,  Good  mother,  fetch  my  bail.— Stay  royal 
sir;  [.EctV  Widow. 

The  jeweller  that  owes  the  ring  is  sent  for. 
And  he  shall  surety  me.    But  for  this  lord. 
Who  hath  abus'd  me,  as  he  knows  himself, 
Though  yet  he  never  harm'd  me,  here  I  quit  him: 
He  knows  himself  my  bed  he  hath  defil'd; 
And  at  that  time  he  got  his  wife  with  child : 
Dead  though  she  be,  she  feels  her  voung one  kick. 
So  there's  my  riddle,— One  that's  doid  is  quick; 
And  now  behold  the  meaning. 

Ke^ntcr  Widow,  with  Helbha. 

King,  Is  there  no  ezoroise 

Beguiles  the  truer  office  of  mhie  eyes? 
Is'treal  that  I  see? 

Bd,  No,  my  good  lord ; 

'TIS  but  the  shadow  of  a  wife  you  see, 
The  name,  and  not  the  tiling. 

Der,  Both,  both ;  O,  pardon  I 

Bel.  O,  my  good  lord,  when  I  was  like  this  maid, 
I  found  you  wond'rons  kind.    There  is  your  ring, 
And,  look  yon,  here^  your  letter :  This  it  says, 
"  When  from  my  finger  you  can  get  this  ring. 
And  are  by  me  with  cliild,"  &c— This  is  done: 
Will  you  be  mine,  now  you  are  doubly  won? 

Bar,  If  she,  my  liege,  can  make  me  know  this 
clearly, 
111  love  her  dearly,  ever,  ever  dearly. 

HeJ,  If  it  appear  not  plain,  and  prove  untrue. 
Deadly  divorce  step  between  me  and  you! — 
O,  my  dear  mother,  do  I  see  you  living? 

L(U.  Mine  eyessmell  onions,  I  shall  weep  anon: — 
Good  Tom  Drum  [to  Paeolles]  lend  me  a  hand- 
kerchief:  So,  I  thank  thee ;  wait  on  me  home,  111 
make  sport  with  thee:  Let  thy  courtesies  lUone, 
thev  are  scurvy  ones. 

King,  Let  us  from  point  to  point  this  story  know, 
To  make  the  even  truth  in  pleasure  flow  :^ 
If  thou  be%t  yet  a  fresh  uucropped  flower, 

[To  DlAHA. 

Choose  thou  thy  husband,  and  111  pay  thy  dower, 
For  I  can  guess,  that,  by  thy  honest  aid, 
Thou  kept^t  a  wife  herself,  thyself  a  maid.-> 
Of  tliat  and  all  the  progress,  more  and  less. 
Resolvedly  more  leisure  shall  express : 
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DRAMATIS  PERSON jE, 


LE0NTE8.  ElBff  of  81clll&. 
yAMTT.T.TnB.«  ' 


J,  Mm  to  LsoBtos. 

CAMILLO,  a  BidlUn  lord. 

AHTIQ0NU8.  a  SidUan  lord. 

OLBOVElfES,  a  SlclUui  lord.       DION,  a  Blefflaii  lord. 

A  Bidliaa  Lord.       ROOERO. »  BldUan  gentleman. 

An  attoadant  on  tlio  young  Prince  ICiunUllni. 

Offlcenof  a  Court  of  Judicature. 

POLIZENEB.  King  of  Bohemia. 

FLORIZEL,  ■«!  to  Polizenei. 

AllCHIBAUtB.  a  Bohemian  lord. 

AKaiiner.       Gaoler. 


Lorda, 


BOBIfS.-aon«t!mM  la  BleOU ;  ■ometimee  bi  BolMnla. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE   L^Bicilia.     An  Antechamhtr  in 
Leontes*  Palace. 

Enter  Camillo  and  ARCHiDAinJB. 

Arctu  If  70a  shall  chance,  Camillo,  to  visit 
Bohemia,  on  the  like  occasion  whereon  my  services 
are  now  on  foot,  70U  shall  sec,  as  1  have  said, 
^reat  difference  betMrixt  our  Bohemia  and  your 
Sicilia. 

Cam.  I  think,  this  comine  sammer,  the  King 
of  bidlia  means  to  pa^  Bohemia  the  visitation 
which  he  justly  owes  him. 

Arch.  Wherein  onr  entertainment  shall  shame 
08  we  will  be  justified  in  our  loves ;  for,  indeed, — 

Cam,  'Beseech  you, — 

Arch.  Verily,  I  speak  it  in  the  freedom  of  my 
knowledge :  we  cannot  with  such  magnificence — 
in  so  rare— I  know  not  what  to  say. — We  will 

Cyou  sleepy  drinks^  that  your  senses,  unintel- 
t  of  oar  insufficience,  may,  though  they 
cannot  praise  ns,  as  little  accuse  us. 

Cam,  You  pay  a  great  deal  too  dear  for  what's 
given  freely. 

Arch.  Believe  me,  I  speak  as  my  understanding 
instructs  me,  and  as  mine  honesty  puts  it  to 
utterance. 

(Uan.  Sicilia  cannot  show  himself  over-kind  to 
Bohemia.  Tliey  were  trained  together  in  their 
childhoods ;  and  there  rooted  betwixt  them  then 
such  an  affection  which  cannot  choose  but  branch 
now.  Since  their  more  mature  dignities,  and 
royal  necessities,  made  separation  of  their  society, 
their  encomiters,  though  not  personal,  have  been 
royally  attomeyed,  with  interchange  of  gifts, 
letters,  loving  embassies ;  that  they  have  seemed 
to  be  together,  though  absent ;  shook  hands,  as 
over  a  vast ;  and  embraced,  as  it  were,  from  the 
ends  of  opposed  winds.  The  heavens  continue 
thvir  lovesl 

Arch.  I  think  there  is  not  in  the  world  either 
malice  or  matter  to  alter  it.  You  have  an 
nnspeakable  comfort  of  your  young  Prince 
Mamillius;  it  is  a  gentleman  ot  the  greatest 
promise  that  ever  oamo  into  my  note. 


Cam.  I  very  well  agree  with  yon  in  the  hopeR 
of  him :  It  is  a  gaiUant  child ;  one  that,  indeed, 
physics  the  subject,  makes  old  hearts  fresh ;  they 
that  went  on  crutches  ere  he  was  bom,  desire  yet 
their  life  to  see  him  a  man. 

Arch.  Would  they  else  be  content  to  die . 

(7am.  Yes ;  if  there  were  no  other  excuse  why 
they  should  desire  to  live. 

Arch,  If  the  king  had  no  son  they  would  desire 
to  live  on  crutches  till  he  had  one.  [ExeunL 

SCENE  IL—  77<e  same,    A  Room  qf  State  in 
the  Palace. 

Enter  Leontes,  Polixenes,  Herhionx,  MAioir 
Lius,  Camillo,  and  Attendants. 

P6L  Nine  changes  of  the  watVy  star  have  been 
The  shepherd's  note,  since  we  have  left  oar  throne 
Withodt  a  burthen :  time  as  long  again 
Would  be  fiird  up,  my  brother,  wiui  onr  thanks; 
And  yet  we  should,  for  perpetuity. 
Go  hence  in  debt :  And  therefore,  like  a  cipher 
Yet  standing  in  rich  place,  I  multiply. 
With  one  we-thank-you,  many  thousands  more 
That  go  before  it. 

Leon.  Stay  your  thanks  awhile ; 

And  pay  them  when  you  part. 

Pol.  Sir,  that's  to-morrow. 

I  am  question'd  by  my  fears,  of  what  may  chanoe, 
Or  breed  upon  our  absence :  That  may  blow 
No  sneaping  winds  at  home,  to  make  us  say, 
»*  This  is  put  forth  too  truly  *  Besides.  I  havestay'd 
To  tire  your  royal-  . 

Leon,  We  are  tougher,  brother, 

Than  you  can  put  us  to't 

PcL  No  longer  stay 

Leon.  One  seven-night  longer 

P6L  Very  sooth,  to-morrow. 

Leon.  Well  part  the  time  Mtween  b  then :  and 
in  that 
111  no  gainsaying. 

PoL  Press  me  not,  'beseech  you,  so: 

There  is  no  tongue  that  moves,  none,  none  i'tbe 
world. 
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A  WINTER'S  TALE. 


So  soon  as  jonrSf  conld  win  me;  lo  it  ihonld  now, 
Were  there  necessifey^  in  ^nr  reqnest,  although 
Twere  needful  I  denied  it    Mj  affiurs 

00  even  drag  me  homeward :  which  to  hinder 
Were,  in  your  love,  a  whip  to  me ;  my  stay, 
To  yon  a  charge  and  trouble:  to  sare  both, 
Farewell,  our  brother.  . 

JjBon.         Tongue-tied,  our  queen?  speak  jou.  I 

Her,  I  had  thought,  sir,  to  have  held  my  peace, 
until  : 

Touhaddrawnoatih8fremhim.nott08ta7.  You,sir, 
Charge  him  too  ooldlv:  Tell  hinij  you  are  sure 
All  in  Bohemia^  well :  this  satisfaction 
The  by-gone  day  proclaimed;  say  this  to  him, 
Ue^  beat  from  his  best  ward. 

Leon,  Well  said,  Hermione. 

Mar.  To  tell  he  longs  to  see  his  son,  were  strong: 
But  let  him  say  so  then,  and  let  him  go ; 
But  let  him  swear  so,  and  he  shall  not  stay, 
We'll  thwack  him  hence  with  distafis. — 
Yetofyour  royal  presence  ftoPoLii.]  Ill  adventure 
The  borrow  of  a  week.     When  at  Bohemia 
Tou  take  my  lord,  111  give  him  my  commission. 
To  let  him  mere  a  month,  behind  the  gest 
Prefixed  for's  parting :  yet,  good  deed,  Leontes, 

1  love  thee  not  a  jar  o  the  clock  behind 
What  lady  she  her  lord.— Toull  sUy  ? 

FoL  No,  madam. 

Her,  Nay,  but  you  will  ? 

F6L  I  may  not,  verily. 

Eer,  Verily  I  [oaths. 

Though  you  would  seek  to  unsphere  the  stars  with 
You  put  me  off  with  limber  vows :  Bitt  I, 
Should  yet  say,  "  Sir,  no  goin^."*    Verily, 
You  shall  not  go ;  a  lady^  venly  is 
As  potent  as  a  lord's.    Will  you  go  yet? 
Force  me  to  keep  you  as  a  prisoner, 
Not  like  a  guest ;  so  you  shall  pay  your  fees. 
When  you  depart,  and  save  your  thanks.    How 

say  you? 
My  prisoner?  or  mv  sniest  ?  by  your  dread  verily, 
One  of  them  you  snail  be. 

PoL  Your  g^est  then,  madam : 

To  be  joui  prisoner  should  import  offending ; 
Which  is  for  me  less  easy  to  commit. 
Than  you  to  puni^ 

Her.  Not  your  gaoler  then^ 

But  your  kind  hostess.  Come,  111  question  yon 
Of  my  lord's  tricks,  and  yours,  when  you  were  boys ; 
You  were  pretty  lordlings  then. 

PoL  We  were,  fair  queen. 

Two  lads,  that  thought  there  was  no  more  behind, 
But  such  a  day  to-morrow  as  to^y, 
And  to  be  boy  eternal. 

Eer,  Was  not  my  lord  the  verier  wag  o'  the  two  ? 

PoL  We  were  as  twinn'd  lambs,  that  did  frisk 
i' the  sun, 
And  bleat  the  one  at  the  other :  What  wechang*d 
Was  innocence  for  innocence;  we  knew  not 
The  doctrine  of  ill-doing,  nor  dream'd 
That  any  did:  Had  we  pursued  that  life. 
And  our  weak  spirits  ne  er  been  higher  reared 
With  stronger  olood,  we  should  have  answered 

Heaven 
Boldly^  **  Not  guilty;**  the  imposition  cleared, 
Hereditary  ours. 

Eer.  B^  this  we  gather, 

You  have  tripp'd  since. 

PoL  O  my  most  sacred  lady, 

Temptations  have  since  then  been  bom  to  us :  for 
In  those  unfledg'd  days  was  my  wife  a  girl ; 
Your  precious  self  had  then  not  crossed  the  ejes 
Of  my  young  playfellow. 


Eer.  Orace  to  boott 

Of  this  make  ^o  conclusion ;  lest  you  say 
Your  qneen  and  I  are  devils :  Yet,  go  on ; 
The  onences  we  have  made  you  do  well  answer; 
If  you  first  sinn'd  with  us,  and  that  with  us 
!  You  did  continue  fault,  and  that  you  slipped  not 
With  any  but  with  us. 

Leon.  Is  he  won  yet  ? 

Eer.  Hell  stay,  my  lord. 

Leon.  At  my  request,  he  would  not. 

Hermione,  my  dearest,  thou  never  spok'st 
To  better  purpose. 

Eer.  Never? 

Leon.  Never,  but  once. 

Eer,  What?  have  I  twice  said  well?  when 

was't  before?  [us 

I  prithee,  tell  me :  Cram  us  with  praise,  and  make 

As  fat  as  tame  things:  One  good  deed,  dying 

tongneless. 
Slaughters  a  thousand,  waiting  upon  that. 
Our  praises  are  our  wages :  You  may  ride  us, 
With  one  soft  kiss,  a  thousand  furlongs,  ere 
With  spur  we  heat  an  acre.    But  to  the  goal  | — 
My  last  good  deed  was  to  entreat  his  stay ; 
What  was  my  first  ?  it  has  an  elder  sister, 
Or  I  mistake  you :  0,  would  her  name  were  Gkmce  I 
But  once  before  I  spoke  to  the  purpose :  When  ? 
Nay,  let  me  have*t ;  I  long. 

Leon.  Why,  that  was  when 

Three  crabbed,  months  had  soured  themselves  to 

death 
Ere  I  could  make  theo  open  thy  white  hand. 
And  clap  thyself  my  love ;  then  didst  thou  utter, 
"  I  am  yours  for  ever." 

Eer.  It  is  Grace,  indeed.— 

Why,  lo  you  now,  I  have  spoke  to  the  purpose 

twice ; 
The  one  for  ever  earned  a  royal  husband ; 
The  other,  for  some  while  a  friend. 

Wiving  her  hand  to  POL. 

Leon.  Too  not,  too  hot:        [Aside. 

To  mingle  friendship  far,  is  mingling  bloods. 
I  have  tremor  cordie  on  me : — my  heart  dances  ; 
But  not  for  joy,— not  joy.— This  entertainment 
May  a  free  mce  put  on ;  derive  a  liberty 
From  heartiness,  from  bounty,  fertile  bosom, 
And  well  become  the  agent :  it  may,  I  grant : 
But  to  be  paddling  palms,  and  pincning  finders. 
As  now  they  are :  and  making  practis'd  smiles. 
As  in  a  looking-glass  ;^and  then  to  sigh,  as  *tweie 
The  mort  o*  the  deer ;  O,  that  is  entertainment 
My  bosom  likes  not,  nor  my  brows. — Mamillius, 
Art  thou  my  boy? 

Mam.  Aj,  my  good  lord. 

Leon.  r  fecks? 

Why,  that's  my  bawcock.    What,  hast  smutch*d 

thy  nose  ? — 
They  say  it's  a  copy  out  of  mine.    Come,  captam, 
We  must  be  neat ;  not  neat,  but  cleanly,  captain : 
And  yet  the  steer,  the  heifer,  and  the  calf. 
Are  all  call'd  neat— Still  virginalling 

[Ohaaring  Pol.  and  Heb. 
Upon  his  palm?— How  now,  you  wanton  calf? 
Art  thou  my  calf? 

Mam.  Yes,  if  you  will,  mv  lord. 

Lcom.  Thou  want'st  a  rough  pash,  and  the  shootn 
that  I  have, 
To  be  fhll  like  me : — ^yet,  they  say  we  are 
Almost  as  like  as  e^gs ;  women  say  so, 
That  will  say  anything :  But  were  they  false 
As  o'er-died  blacks,  as  wind,  as  waters ;  false 
As  dice  are  to  be  wish'd,  hj  one  that  fixes 
No  bourn  *twizt  his  and  mine ;  yet  were  it  true 
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To  say  thU  boy  were  like  me. — Come,  sir  page, 
Look  on  me  with  Jbur  welkin  eye :  Sweet  villain  I 
Most  dear*8tl  my  coUopl — Can  thy  dam?— may  *t 

be? 
Aflfection I  thy  intention  stabs  the  centre: 
Thoa  dost  make  possible  things  not  so  held, 
Commnnicat*8t  with  dreams ;— (How  can  this  be?) 
With  what*8  unreal  thoa  coaotive  art, 
And  fellow *8t  nothing:  Then,  'tis  very  credent, 
Thoamaystco-join  with  something ;  and  thoa  dost 
(And  that  beyond  commission ;  and  I  find  it) ; 
And  that  to  the  ini'ection  of  my  brains, 
And  hardening  of  my  brows. 

FbL  What  means  Sioilia? 

Her,  He  something  seems  unsettled. 

Pol.  How  I  my  lord  I 

Leon,  What  cheer?   how  is*t  with  you,  best 
brother? 

Ber,  You  look 
As  if  you  held  a  brow  of  much  distraction: 
Are  you  moY*d,  my  lord? 

Lam,  No,  in  good  earnest — 

How  sometimes  nature  will  betray  its  folly, 
Its  tenderness,  and  miUce  itself  a  pastime 
To  harder  bosoms  I    Looking  on  the  Imes 
Of  my  boy's  face,  my  thoughts  I  did  recoil 
Twenty>tliree  years ;  and  saw  myself  unbreech^ 
In  my  green  velvet  coat;  my  dagger  muzzled. 
Lest  It  should  bite  its  master,  and  so  prove. 
As  ornaments  oft  do,  too  dangerous 
How  like,  methought,  I  then  was  to  this  kernel, 
Thb  qnasD,  this  gentleman:— Mine  honest  friend, 
WiU  you  take  e^s  for  money? 

Mam.  No,  my  lord.  111  fight 

LeotL  Tou  will  ?  why,  happy  man  be  his  dole!— 
my  brother. 
Are  you  so  fond  of  your  young  prince,  as  we 
Do  seem  to  be  of  ours? 

PoL  If  at  home,  sir. 

He^  all  n^  exercise,  my  mirth,  my  matter: 
Now  my  sworn  friend,  and  then  mmo  enemy : 
My  parasite,  mv  soldier,  statesman,  all : 
He  makes  a  July's  day  short  as  December ; 
And,  with  his  varying  childness,  cures  in  me 
Thoughts  that  would  thick  my  blood. 

Z«m.  So  stands  this  squire 

Offic'd  with  me :  We  two  will  walk,  my  lord^ 
And  leave  you  to  your  graver  steps. — Hemuone, 
How  thou  lov'st  us,  show  in  our  brother's  welcome; 
Let  what  is  dear  in  Sicily  be  cheap : 
Next  to  thyself,  and  my  young  rover,  he^ 
Apparent  to  my  heart 

Her,  If  yon  would  seek  us. 

We  are  yonn  i*  the  garden :   Shall 's  attend  joa 
there? 

Leom,  To  your  own  bents  dispose  yon:  youU 
be  found. 
Be  you  beneath  the  sky : — I  am  angling  now. 
Though  you  perceive  me  not  how  I  give  line. 
Go  to,  go  to  I    [Aside,  Obsrrving  Pol.  and  Herm. 
How  she  holds  up  the  neb,  the  bill  to  him ! 
And  arms  her  with  the  boldness  of  a  wife 
To  her  allowing  husband  I  Goneahready; 
Incb-thlok,  knee-deep,  o'er  head  and  ears  a  forked 
one. 
[EodemU  Pol.,  Herx.,  and  Attendants. 
Go  play,  boy,  pUy ;— thy  mother  plays,  and  I 
Plav  too ;  but  so  disgrac'd  a  part,  whose  issue 
Will  hiss  me  to  my  grave ;  contempt  and  damonr 
Will  be  my  knell.— Go  play,  boy,  playr-There 

have  been. 
Or  I  am  much  deceiv'd,  cuckolds  ere  now ; 
And  many  a  man  there  ia,  even  at  this  present. 
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Now,  while  I  speak  this,  holds  his  wife  by  the  arm« 
.That  little  thinks  she  has  been  shiic'd  in  hit 

absence, 
And  his  pond  fish'd  by  his  next  neighbour,  by 
S  ir  Smile,  his  neighbour :  nay,  there v  comfort  in*t, 
Whiles  other  men  have  gates,  and  those  gates 

open'd. 
As  mine,  against  their  will :  Should  all  despair 
That  have  revolted  wives,  the  tenth  of  mankind 
Would  hang  themselves.     Physio  for*t  therels 

none; 
It  is  a  bawdy  planet,  that  will  strike 
Where  'tis  preaominant ;  and  'tis  powerful,  think  it. 
From  east,  west,  north,  and  south :  Be  it  concluded. 
No  barricado  for  a  belly ;  know  it ; 
It  will  let  in  and  out  the  enemy. 
With  bag  and  baggage :  many  a  thousand  of  na 
Have  the  disease,  and  feel^  not— How  now,  boy  ? 

Mam,  I  am  like  yon,  they  say.* 

Leon.  Wliy,  thatv  some  comfort* — 

What  I  Camillo,  there? 

Cam.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Leon.  Go  play,  Mamillius;  thouYt  an  honest 
num.—  [Exit  Mamiluus. 

Camillo,  this  great  sir  will  yet  stay  lon^ 

Cam,  You  had  much  ado  to  make  ma  anchor 
hold: 
When  you  cast  out,  it  still  came  home. 

Leon,  Didst  note  it? 

Cam,  He  would  not  stay  at  your  petitions ;  made 
His  business  more  matenaL 

Leon,  Didst  perceive  it?— 

They're  here   Mrith    me   already,    whispering, 

rounding, 
**  Sicilia  is  a— so-forth :"  Tis  tax  gone. 
When  I  shall  gust  it  last— How  camet,  Camillo? 
That  he  did  stay? 

Com,  At  the  good  queen's  entreaty. 

Leon,  At  the  queen's,  bet:  good,  should  be 
pertinent: 
But  so  it  18.  it  is  not    Was  this  taken 
By  any  understanding  pate  but  thine  ? 
For  thy  conceit  is  soakmg,  will  draw  in 
More  tnan  the  common  blocks : — Not  noted,  is% 
But  of  the  finer  natures  ?  by  some  severals 
Of  head-pieoe  extraordinary?  lower  messes 
Perchance  are  to  this  business  purblind  ?  say 

Cam,  Business,  my  lord?  I  think  most  nnd«r- 
stand  Bohemia  stays  here  longer. 

Leon.  Ah? 

Cam,  Stays  here  longer. 

Leon,  Ay,  but  why? 

Cam.  To  satisfy  your  highness,  and  die  entreaties 
Of  our  most  gracious  mistress. 

Leon,  Satisfy 

The  entreaties  of  your  mistress? — -satisfy?— 
Let  that  sufSce.    I  have  tmsted  thee,  Camillo. 
With  all  the  nearest  things  to  my  heul,  as  well 
My  chamber-councils  :  wherein,  priest-like,  thou 
Hast  cleans'd  my  bosom ;  I  from  thee  departed 
Thy  penitent  reformed  :  but  we  have  beoi 
Deceiv'd  in  thy  integrity,  deceive 
In  that  which  seems  so. 

Cam,  Be  it  forbid,  my  lord  I 

Leon,  To  bide  upont ;— Thou  art  not  honest :  or. 
If  thou  inclin'st  that  way,  thou  art  a  coward; 
Which  boxes  honesty  behind,  restraining 
From  course  requir'd :   Or  else  thoa  mudt  be 

oounted 
A  servant  grafted  in  my  serious  trust. 
And  therein  negligent :  or  else  a  fool. 
That  seest  agame  play'd  home,  the  rich  stake  drawn 
And  tak'st  it  all  fOT  Jest 
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Cam.  M7  gTRcions  lord, 

I  tnaj  be  negligent,  foolish,  and  fearfnl ; 
In  every  one  of  these  no  man  is  free, 
But  that  his  negligence,  his  folly,  fear, 
Amon^  the  infinite  doings  of  the  world, 
Sometimes  puts  forth  :  In  your  afiairs,  my  lord, 
If  ever  I  were  wilful-negligent, 
it  was  my  folly;  if  industriously 
I  playM  the  fool,  it  was  my  negligence. 
Not  weighing  well  the  end ;  if  ever  fearful 
To  do  a  thing,  where  I  the  issue  doubted. 
Whereof  the  execution  did  cry  out 
Against  the  non-performanoe,  *twas  a  fear 
Which  oft  infects  the  wisest :  these,  my  lord, 
Ar^sucu  allowed  infirmities,  that  honesty 
Is  never  free  of.    But,  beseech  your  grace. 
Be  plainer  with  me :  let  me  know  my  trespass 
By  Its  own  visage :  if  I  then  deny  it, 
*Tis  none  of  mine. 

Xeon.        Have  not  you  seen,  Camillo, 

Sut  that's  past  doubt— you  have ;  or  your  eye-g)a.s4 
thicker  man  a  cuckold's  horn),  or  heard 
rPor,  to  a  vision  so  apparent,  rumour 
Cannot  be  mute],  or  thought  ^for  cogitation 
Resides  not  in  that  man  that  aoes  not  think). 
My  wife  is  slippery?    If  thou  wilt  confess 
{Dt  else  be  impudently  negative, 
To  have  nor  eyes,  nor  ears,  nor  thought),  then  say. 
My  wife's  a  hobbyhorse ;  deserves  a  name 
As  rank  as  any  flax-wench,  that  puts  to 
Before  her  troth-plight :  say  it,  and  justify  it. 

Canu  I  would  not  be  a  stander-by,  to  hear 
My  sovereign  mistress  clouded  so,  without 
My  present  vengeance  taken :  'Shrew  my  heart, 
Tou  never  spoke  what  did  become  you  less 
Than  thb ;  which  to  reiterate,  were  sin 
As  deep  as  that,  though  true. 

Leon,  Is  whispering  nothing? 

Is  leaning  cheek  to  cheek  ?  is  meeting  noses? 
Ki&sing  with  inside  lip  ?  stopping  the  career 
Of  laughter  with  a  si^  ?  (a  note  infallible 
Of  breaking  honesty) :  horsing  foot  on  foot  ? 
Skulking  in  comers?  wishin]^  clocks  more  swift? 
Hours,  minutes  f  noon,  midnight  ?  and  all  eyes 
Blind  with  the  pin  and  web,  but  theirs,  theirs  only, 
That  would  unseen  be  wicked?  is  this  nothing? 
Why,  then  the  world,  and  all  that^  in't,  is  nothing ; 
The  covering  sky  is  nothing ;  Bohemia  nothing ; 
My  wife  is  nothmg;   nor  nothing  have  these 

nothings. 
If  this  be  nothing. 

Cam.  Qood  my  lord,  be  cur'd 

Of  this  diseased  opinion,  and  betimes; 
For  *ti8  most  dangerous- 

Leon.  Say,  it  be ;  Vis  tme. 

Cam.  No,  no,  my  lord. 

Leon.  It  is;  you  lie,  yon  lie: 

I  say,  thou  liest,  Camillo,  and  I  nate  thee ; 
Pronounce  thee  a  gross  lout,  a  mindless  slave ; 
Or  else  a  hovering  temporizer,  that 
Canst  with  thine  eves  at  once  see  good  and  evil, 
Inclining  to  them  both :  Were  my  wife's  liver 
Infected  as  her  life,  she  would  not  live 
The  nmnmg  of  one  gUss. 

Cam.  Who  does  infect  her  ? 

Leon.  Why,  he  that  wears  her  like  her  medal, 
hanging 
About  his  neck,  Bohemia:  Who — if  I 
Had  servants  true  about  me,  that  bare  eyes 
To  see  alike  mine  honour  as  their  profits, 
Theur  own  particular  thrifts, — they  would  do  that 
Which  should  undo  more  doing :  Ay,  and  thou. 
His  cupbearer,— whom  I  from  meane  r  form 
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Have  bench'd  and  rear'd  to  worship;  who  majM 

see 
Plainly,as  heaven  sees  earth,and  earth  sees  heayen, 
How  1  am  galled, — might'st  bes))ice  a  cup, 
To  ^ve  mine  enemy  a  lasting  ^^  ink ; 
Which  draught  to  me  were  cordial. 

Cam.  Sur,  my  lord, 

I  could  do  this ;  and  that  with  no  rash  potion. 
But  with  a  lingVin^  dram,  that  should  not  wcrit 
Maliciously  like  poison :  But  I  cannot 
Believe  this  crack  to  be  in  my  dread  mistress, 
So  sovereignly  being  honourable. 

I  have  lovxl  thee, 

Leon.  Make  that  thy  question,  and  go  rot ! 

Dost  think  I  am  so  muddy,  so  unsettled. 
To  appoint  myself  in  this  vexation  ?  sully 
The  purity  and  whiteness  of  m^  sheets, 
Which  to  preserve  is  sleep ;  which  being  spotted, 
Is  goads,  tnoms,  nettles,  tails  of  wasps  ? 
Give  scandal  to  the  blood  o'  the  prince  my  son, 
Wha  I  do  think  is  mine,  and  love  as  mine ; 
Without  ripe  moving  tot?— Would  I  do  this? 
Could  man  so  blench  ? 

Cam.  I  must  believe  yon,  sir ; 

I  do ;  and  will  fetch  off  Bohemia  for't : 
Provided,  that  when  he*s  remov'd,  your  highness 
Will  take  again  your  queen,  as  yours  at  first ; 
Even  for  your  son's  sake ;  and,  thereby,  for  sealing 
The  injury  of  tongues,  in  courts  and  kingdoms 
Known  and  allied  to  yours. 

Leon.  Thou  dost  advise  me. 

Even  so  as  I  mine  own  course  have  set  down : 
111  giye  no  blemish  to  her  honour,  none. 

Cam.  My  lord, 
Qo  then :  and  with  a  countenance  as  clear 
As  frienoship  wears  at  feasts,  keep  with  Bohemia, 
And  with  your  queen :  I  am  his  cupbearer ; 
If  from  me  he  have  wholesome  beverage, 
Account  me  not  your  servant 

Leon.  Thisisall: 

Dot,  and  thou  hast  the  one  half  of  my  heart ; 
Do't  not,  thou  splitt'st  thine  own. 

Cam.  Ill  dot,  my  lord. 

Leon.  I  wUl  seem  friendly,  as  thou  hastadvis'd 
me.  [BkU. 

Cam.  O  miserable  lady  I— But,  for  me^ 
What  case  stand  I  m  ?  1  must  be  the  poisoner 
Of  good  Polixenes :  and  my  ground  to  dot 
Is  the  obedience  to  a  master ;  one. 
Who.  in  rebellion  with  himself,  will  have 
All  that  are  his  so  too.— To  do  this  deed. 
Promotion  follows :  If  I  could  find  example 
Of  thousands  that  had  struck  anomted  kings 
And  flourished  after,  I'd  not  dot :  but  since 
Nor  brass,  nor  stone,  nor  parchment,  bears  not  one, 
Let  villainy  itself  forsweart.    I  must 
ForsidLC  the  court:  to  do't,  or  no,  is  certain 
To  me  a  break-neck.    Happy  star,  reign  now  I 
Here  comes  Bohemia. 

Enter  Polixenes. 

PdL  This  is  strange!  methinks 

My  favour  here  begins  to  warp.    Not  speak  ?— 
Qood  day,  Caoiillo. 

Cam.  Hail,  most  royal  sir  t 

Pol  What  b  the  news  i*  the  court? 

Cam.  None  rare,  my  lord. 

Pd.  The  king  hath  on  him  such  a  countenance 
As  he  had  lost  some  provinoe,  and  a  region 
Lov'd  as  he  loves  himself:  even  now  I  met  him 
With  customary  compliment;  when  he. 
Wafting  his  eyes  to  the  contrary,  and  nlling 
A  lip  of  mudi  contempt,  speeds  mmi  me;  and 
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8o  leiTes  roe,  to  consider  what  is  breeding 
That  chaneres  thus  his  manners. 

0am.  I  dare  not  know,  my  lord. 

FoL  How!  dare  not?  do  not?  Do  70a  know, 
and  dare  not 
Be  intelligent  to  me.    Tis  thereabouts ; 
For,  to  yourself,  what  you  do  know  you  must; 
And  cannot  say,  you  dare  not.    Good  Camillo, 
Your  chang'd  complexions  are  to  me  a  mirror, 
Which  shows  me  mine  chang*d  too :  for  1  must  be 
A  part^  in  this  alteration,  finding 
Myselt  thus  altered  with  it.  - 

Cam.  There  is  a  sickness 

Which  puts  some  of  as  in  distemper ;  but 
I  cannot  name  the  disease ;  and  it  is  caught 
Of  you  that  yet  are  well. 

AL  How,  caught  of  me? 

Make  me  not  sighted  like  the  basilisk : 
I  have  look'd  on  thousands  who  have  sued  the  better 
By  my  regard,  but  kill'd  none  so.    Camillo — 
A^  you  are  certainly  a  gentleman;  thereto 
Clerk-like,  experienced,  which  no  less  adorns 
Our  gentry,  than  our  parents'  noble  names, 
In  whose  success  we  are  gentle,— I  beseech  you, 
If  yon  know  aught  which  does  behove  my  know- 
ledge 
Thereof  to  be  informed,  imprison  it  not 
In  ignorant  concealment 

Cam,  I  may  not  answer. 

PoL  A  sickness  caught  of  me,  and  yet  I  well  I 
I  must  be  an8wer'd.^Dost  thou  hear,  Camillo? 
I  conjure  thee,  bv  all  the  parts  of  man 
Which  honour  does  acknowledge, — whereof  the 

least 
Is  not  this  suit  of  mine, — ^that  thou  declare 
What  inddency  thou  dost  guess  of  harm 
Is  creeping  toward  me ;  how  far  off,  how  near; 
Which  way  to  be  prevent«d,  if  to  be ; 
If  not,  how  best  to  bear  it. 

Cam.  Sir,  111  tell  you ; 

Since  I  am  charged  in  honour,  and  by  him 
That  I  think  honourable:  Therefore,  mark  my 

counsel; 
Which  must  be  even  as  swiftly  follow'd  as 
I  mean  to  utter  it ;  or  both  yourself  and  me 
Cry  '*  lost,"  and  so  good  night. 

FoL  On,  good  Camillo. 

Gam.  I  am  appointed  him  to  murther  you. 

PoL  By  whom,  Camillo? 

Cam,  By  the  king. 

iW.  F'orwhat? 

Cam,  He  thinks,  nay,  with  all  confidence,  he 
swears. 
As  he  had  seen*t,  or  been  an  instrument 
Tc  vice  you  to  V-that  you  have  touch 'd  his  qaeen 
Forbiddenly. 
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PoL  O,  then  my  best  blood  turn 

To  an  infected  jelly ;  and  my  name 
Be  yok'd  with  his  that  did  betray  the  Best  I 
Turn  then  my  freshest  reputation  to 
A  savour  tliat  may  strike  the  dullest  nostril 
Where  I  arrive ;  and  mv  approach  be  shunn'd^ 
Nay,  hated,  too,  worse  than  the  great 'st  infection 
Thnt  e*er  was  heard,  or  read  I 

Cam.  Swear  bis  thought  over 

By  each  particular  star  in  heaven,  and 
By  all  their  influences,  you  may  as  well 
Forbid  the  sea  for  to  obey  the  moon. 
As,  or  hy  oath,  remove,  or  counsel,  sliak 
The  fabric  of  his  folly ;  whoso  foundation 
Is  pil'd  upon  his  faith,  and  will  continue 
The  standing  of  his  body. 

PoL  How  should  this  grow  ? 

Cam.  I  know  not  i  but,  I  am  sure,  'tis  safer  to 
Avoid  what's  grown  than  question  how  'tis  bom. 
If  therefore  vou  dare  trust  my  honesty, — 
That  lies  enclosed  in  this  trunk,  which  you 
Shall  bear  along  impawn 'd, — away  to-night. 
Your  followers  I  will  whisper  to  the  business : 
And    will,    by    twos    and    threes,   at   several 

posterns. 
Clear  them  o'  the  city :  For  myself.  111  put 
My  fortunes  to  your  service,  which  are  here     • 
By  this  discovery  lost.    Be  not  uncertain ; 
For,  by  the  honour  of  my  parents,  1 
Have  utter'd  truth :  which,  if  you  seek  to  prove, 
I  dare  not  stand  by ;  nor  shall  you  be  safer 
Than  one  condemn 'd  by  the  king's  own  moufh, 

thereon 
His  execution  sworn. 

Pol.  I  do  believe  thee ; 

I  saw  his  heart  in  his  face.    Give  me  thy  hand ; 
Be  pilot  to  me,  and  thy  places  shall 
Still  neighbour  mine :  My  ships  are  ready,  and 
My  people  did  eacpect  my  hence  departure 
Two  days  ago. — This  jealousy 
Is  for  a  precious  creature :  as  she's  rare. 
Must  it  be  great ;  and,  as  his  person's  mighty, 
Must  it  be  violent :  and  as  he  does  conceive 
He  is  dishonour'd  bv  a  man  which  ever 
Profess'd  to  him,  why,  his  revenges  must 
In  that  be  made  more  bitter.  Fear  o'ershades  me 
Good  expedition  be  my  friend,  and  comfort 
The   gracious  queen,  part  of   his   theme,  but 

nothing 
Of  his  ill-U'en  suspicion !    Come,  Camillo ; 
I  will  respect  thee  as  a  father,  if 
Thou  bear'st  my  life  off  hence :  Let  us  avoid 

Cam.  It  is  in  mine  authoritv  to  command 
The  keys  of  all  the  posterns ;  Please  your  highncM 
To  take  the  urgent  hour:  oome,  air,  away. 

\Extunt. 
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ACT  IL 


SCENE  L— Sicilia.    The  Ftdaoe. 


Enter  Hkruionb,  Mahillius,  and  Ladies. 

Iter.  Take  the  boy  to  70a :  he  so  troables  me 
*Tis  past  enduring* 

1  Lady.  Come,  my  graoious  lord. 

Shall  I  be  your  plajfellow? 

Mam.  No,  111  none  of  70Q. 

1  Lady.  Why,  my  sweet  lord? 

Mam.  Toull  kiss  me  hard ;  and  speak  to  me  as  if 
I  were  a  baby  still. — I  lovd-you  better. 

2  Lady.  And  why  lo,  my  lord? 

Mam.  Not  for  because 

Tour  brows  are  blacker ;  yet  black  brows  they  say, 
Become  some  women  best ;  so  that  there  be  not 
Too  much  hair  there,  but  in  a  semicircle, 
Or  a  half-moon  made  with  a  pen. 

2  Lady.  W  ho  taught  you  th  is  ? 

Mam.  I  learned  it  out  of  women^s  faces :  pray  now 
What  colour  are  your  eyebrows? 

1  Lacfy.  Blue,  my  lord. 
Mam.  Nay,  that%  a  mock :  I  have  seen  a  lady's 

nose 
That  has  been  blue,  but  not  her  eyebrows. 

2  Lady.  Hark  ye: 
The  queen,  your  mother,  rounds  apace :  we  shall 
Present  our  services  to  a  fine  new  prince. 

One  of  these  days ;  and  then  you'd  wanton  with  us , 
tf  we  would  have  you. 

1  Latfy.  She  is  spread  of  late 

Into  a  goodly  bulk:  Good  time  encounter  her  I 

Her.  What  wisdom  stirs  amongst  you  ?   Come, 
sir,  now 
I  am  for  you  again :  Pray  you,  sit  by  us. 
And  toll's  a  tale. 

Mam.  Merry,  or  sad,  shairt  be? 

Her.  As  merry  as  you  will. 

Mam.  A  sad  tale's  best  for  winter : 

I  have  one  of  sprites  and  goblins. 

Her.  Let's  have  that,  good  sir. 

Come  on,  sit  down :— Come  on,  and  do  your  best 
To  fright  me  with  your  sprites:  you're  powerful 
at  it. 

Mcmu  There  was  a  man, — 

Her.  Nay,  come,  sit  down;  then  on. 

Mam.  Dwelt  by  a  churchyard;  - 1  will  tell  it 
softly; 
Von  crickets  shall  not  hear  it 

Her.  Come  on,  then. 

And  givet  me  in  mine  ear. 

Enter  Lbontbb,  Antioonus,  Lords,  and  others. 

Leon,  Was  he  met  there?  his  train?  Camillo 
with  him? 

1  Lord.  Behind  the  tufts  of  pines  I  met  them; 
never 
Saw  I  men  scour  so  on  their  way :  I  ey'd  them 
RTen  to  their  ships. 

Leon.  How  blcss'd  am  I 

In  my  just  censure ! — in  my  true  opinion  t — 
Alack,  for  lesser  knowledge ! — How  accurs'd 
In  being  so  bless'd  I— There  may  be  in  the  cup 
A  spider  steep'd,  and  one  may  ^rink;  depart, 
Ana  yet  partake  no  venom ;  for  his  knowledge 
Is  not  infected :  but  if  one  present 
The  abhon:'d  ingredient  to  nis  eye,  make  known 
How  he  bath  drunk,  he  cracks  his  gorge,  his  sides, 
With  violent  hefts :— I  have  drunk,  and  seen  the 
spider. 


Camillo  \ras  his  help  in  this,  bis  pander  :— 
There  is  a  plot  against  my  life,  my  crown  | 
All's  true  that  is  mistrusted : — that  false  villain, 
Whom  I  employed,  was  pre-employ'd  by  him : 
He  has  discover'd  my  design,  and  1 
Remain  a  pinch'd  thine: ;  yea,  a  very  trick 
For  then  to  play  at  wiU :— How  came  the  poetenu 
So  easily  open? 

1  Lord  By  his  great  authority ; 

Which  often  hath  no  less  prevailed  than  so, 
On  your  command. 

Leon.  I  know*t  too  welL— 

Givemetheboy;  I  am  glad  you  did  not  nurse  him  I 
Though  he  does  bear  some  signs  of  me,  yet  you 
Have  too  much  blood  in  him. 

Her.  What  is  this  ?  sport  ? 

Leon.  Bear  the  boy  hence,  he  shall  not  come 
about  her ; 
Away  with  him  i—and  let  her  sport  herself 
With  that  she's  big  with ;  for  *tis  Polixenes 
Has  made  thee  swell  thus. 

Her.  But  I*d  say,  he  had  not. 

And,  111  be  sworn,  you  would  believe  my  saying, 
Howe'er  you  lean  to  the  nayward. 

Lecn.  You,  my  lords. 

Look  on  her,  mark  her  well ;  be  but  about 
To  say  "  she  is  a  goodly  lady,"  and 
The  justice  of  your  hearts  will  thereto  add, 
"  *Tis  pity  shes  not  honest,  honourable  :** 
Praise  her  but  for  tiiis  her  withou^door  form 
(Which,  on  my  futh,  deserves  high  speech),  and 

straight 
The  shrug,  the  hum,  or  ha :  these  petty  brands 
That  calumny  doth  use :— 0, 1  am  out. 
That  mercy  aoes ;  for  calumny  will  sear 
Virtue  itself:  these  shrugs,  these  hums,  and  has, 
When  you  have  said  she's  goodly,  come  between, 
Ere  you  can  say  she's  honest :  But  bet  known. 
From  him  that  has  most  cause  to  grieve  it  should  be, 
She's  an  adultress. 

Her.  Should  a  villain  say  so, 

The  most  replenish'd  villain  in  the  world. 
He  were  as  much  more  villain :  you,  my  lord. 
Do  but  mistake. 

LeoTi.  You  have  mistook,  my  lady, 
Polixenes  for  Leontes :  0  thou  thing, 
Which  111  not  call  a  creature  of  thy  place, 
Lest  barbarism,  making  me  the  precedent. 
Should  alike  lan^age  use  to  all  degrees. 
And  mannerly  distinguishment  leave  out 
Betwixt  the  prince  and  beggar  t — I  have  said, 
She's  an  adultress ;  I  have  saidj  with  whom : 
More,  she's  a  traitor ;  and  Camillo  is 
A  federary  with  her ;  and  one  that  knows 
What  she  should  shame  to  know  herself,  * 

But  with  her  most  vile  principal,  that  she's 
A  bed-swerver,  even  as  oad  as  those 
That  vulgars  give  bold^t  titles ;  ay,  and  privy 
To  this  their  late  escape. 

Her.  No,  b^^  my  lifs, 

Privy  to  none  of  this :  How  will  this  grieve  you 
When  you  shall  come  to  clearer  knowledge,  that 
You  ttms  have  publish'd  me !    Gentle  my  lord. 
You  scarce  can  right  me  thoroughly  then,  to  saj 
Yon  did  mistake. 

Leon.  No ;  if  I  mistake 

In  those  foundations  which  I  build  upon. 
The  centre  is  not  big  enough  to  bear 
A  schoolboy^  top. — Away  with  her  to  prIiOD 
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Ht  who  ihan  fpeak  for  net  is  afiur  off  guilty, 
But  tliat  he  speaiu. 

Ear,  There^  some  ill  plinet  reigns : 

I  must  be  patient,  till  the  heavens  look 
With  an  aspect  more  favourable.— Good  mj  lords, 
I  am  not  prone  to  weeping,  as  oar  sex 
Commonly  are ;  the  waat  of  which  vain  dew, 
Perchance,  shall  dr^  yoor  pities :  but  1  have 
That  honourable  grief  lodged  here,  which  bums 
Worse  tlian  tears  drown :  'Beseech  you  all,m7  lords, 
With  thoughts  so  qualified  as  your  diarities 
Shall  best  mstruct  you,  measure  me  ^-Hmd  so 
The  king's  will  be  perform'd  I 

Leom.  Shall  I  be  heard?  [To  the  Quaxda, 

Ber.  Who  ist  that  goes  with  me?— 'Beseech 
yonr  hiehness, 
My  women  may  be  with  me ;  for,  you  see, 
My  plieht  requires  it    Do  not  weep,  good  fools ; 
There  Is  no  cause:  when  you  shall  know  your 

mistress 
Has  deserved  prison,  then  abound  in  tears, 
As  I  oome  out:  this  action  I  now  go  on 
Is  for  my  better  grace. — Adieu,  my  lord; 
I  never  wish'd  to  see  you  sorry;  now, 
I  trust,  I  shall. — My  women,  come ;  you  have  leave. 

LeoH,  Qo,  do  our  bidding;  hence. 

[Exeunt  Queen  €cnd  Ladies. 

1  Lard.  'Beseech  your  highness,  call  the  queen 
again. 

AnL  Be  certain  what  you  do,  sir;  lest  your 
justice 
Prove  violence:  in  the  which  three  great  onessuffer. 
Yourself,  your  queen,  your  son. 

1  Lord  For  her,  my  lord, 

I  dare  my  life  lay  down,  and  wiU  do%  sir, 
Please  you  t*  accept  it,  that  the  queen  is  spotless 
I'  the  eyes  of  Heaven,  and  to  you ;  I  mean. 
In  this  which  yon  accuse  her. 

Aid,  If  it  prove 

She's  otherwise,  111  keep  my  stables  where 
I  lodge  my  wife;  111  go  m  couples  with  her; 
Than  when  I  feel  and  see  her,  no  further  trust  her; 
For  every  inch  of  woman  in  the  world, 
Av,  every  dram  of  woman^s  flesh,  is  &Ise, 
If  she  be. 

Locm,  Hold  your  peaces. 

1  Lord,  Good  my  lord, — 

Ant,  It  is  for  you  we  speak,  not  for  onrselves : 
Ton  are  abus'd,  and  by  some  putter-on,        pain. 
That  will  be  damn'd  for't: 'would  I  knew  the  vil- 
I  would  land-damn  him :  Be  she  honour-flaw'd — 
I  have  three  daughters ;  the  eldest  is  eleven ; 
The  second,  and  tne  third,  nine,  and  some  five ; 
If  this  prove  true,  they'll  pay  fort;  by  mine  honomr, 
111  geld  them  all :  fourteen  they  shall  not  see, 
To  bring  false  generations:  they  are  co-heirs ; 
And  I  faiad  rather  glib  myself  than  they 
Should  not  produce  fair  issne. 

Loom,  Cease;  no  more. 

Ton  smell  this  business  with  a  sense  as  cold 
As  is  a  dead  man's  nose :  but  I  do  see  t,  and  feel  *t, 
\8eixe$  the  arm  qfA^T, 
As  yoQ  feel  doing  thus;  and  see  withal 
The  instnmienta  that  feel. 

Ant  Ifitbefo, 

We  need  no  grave  to  bury  honesty; 
There^  not  a  grain  of  it,  the  face  to  sweeten 
Of  the  whole  dungy  earth. 

Leon.  Whatt  lack  I  credit? 

I  Lord,  I  had  rather  you  did  lack  than  I,  my  lord, 
Upon  this  ground :  and  more  it  would  content  me 
To  have  her  honour  tme,  than  your  suspicion ; 
Bo  bhun'd  for*t  how  yon  might 


A  WINTER'S  TALE. 


967 


Leon.  Why,  what  need  we 

Commuuo  with  you  of  this  ?  but  rather  follow 
Our  forceful  instigation  ?    Our  prerogative 
Calls  not  your  counsels ;  but  our  natural  s^odness 
Imparts  tnis :  which— if  you  (or  stupified. 
Or  seeming  so  in  skill)  cannot,  or  will  not. 
Relish  a  truth  like  us ;  inform  yourselves. 
We  need  no  more  of  your  advice:  the  matter, 
The  loss,  the  gain,  the  ordering  on*t,  is  all 
Properly  ours. 

Ant,  And  I  wish,  my  liege, 

Yon  had  only  in  your  silent  judgment  tried  it. 
Without  more  overture. 

Zieon.  Howoouldthat  be? 

Either  thou  art  most  ignorant  hy  age. 
Or  thou  wert  bom  a  fool.    Camillo^s  flight, 
Added  to  their  familiarity 
[Which  was  as  gross  as  over  touoh'd  coniectnre, 
That  lack'd  sight  only,  nou^t  for  approbation, 
But  only  seeing,  all  other  circnmstnnces 
Made  up  to  the  deed),  doth  push  on  t . .  ^  proceeding. 
Yet,  for  a  greater  confirmation 
j^or,  in  an  act  of  this  irauurtance,  'twere 
Most  piteous  to  be  wild),  I  have  despatch'd  in  post. 
To  sacred  Delphos,  to  Apollo's  temple, 
Cleomenes  ana  Dion,  whom  you  know 
Of  stuff 'd  sufficiency:  Now,  from  the  oracle 
'They  will  bring  all ;  whose  spiritual  counsel  had 
Shall  stop,  or  spur  me.    Have  I  done  well  ? 

1  Lorai  Well  done,  my  lord. 

Leon.  Though  I  am  satisfied,  and  need  no  more 
Than  what  I  uiow,  yet  shall  the  oracle 
Give  rest  to  the  minds  of  others ;  such  as  he 
Whose  ignorant  credulity  will  not 
Come  up  to  the  truth :  So  have  we  thought  it  good 
From  our  free  person  she  should  be  confin'd ; 
Lest  that  the  treachery  of  the  two,  fled  henoe. 
Be  left  her  to  perform.    Come,  follow  us ; 
We  are  to  speak  in  public ;  for  this  business 
Will  raise  us  all. 

Ant.  [Aside.]  To  kughtcr,  as  I  take  it 
If  tiie  good  truth  were  known.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  IL^Theeame.     Ifte  outer  Boom  qf  a 
Priaon. 

Enter  Pauluta  and  Attendants. 

PauL  The  keeper  of  the  prison^— call  to  him  j 

[ExU  an  Attendant 

Lot  him  have  knowledge  who  I  am. — Good  lady  1 

No  court  in  Europe  is  too  good  for  thee. 

What  dost  thou  then  m  prison  ?— Now,  good  sir, 

B&wter  Attendant,  with  ihe  Keeper. 

Yon  know  me,  do  yon  not  ? 

Ke^.  For  a  worthy  lady. 

And  one  whom  much  I  honour. 

PauL  Pray  you  then. 

Conduct  me  to  the  queen. 

Ke^.  I  may  not,  madam ;  to  the  contrary 
I  have  express  commandment 

PauL  Here's  ado. 

To  lock  np  honesty  and  honour  f^om  [you. 

The  access  of  gentle  visitors !— Is't  lawful,  pray 
To  see  her  women  ?  any  of  them  ?  Emilia  ? 

Ke*p.  So  please  you,  madam. 
To  put  apart  these  your  attendants,  I 
Shail  bring  Emilia  forth. 

PauL  1  pray  now,  oaU  her. 

Withdraw  yoorselres.        [Eooeunt  Attendants. 

Keep,  And,  madam, 

I  must  be  present  at  yoor  oonfereace.  . 
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I'M.  Wen,  be  it  so,  prithee.       [Exit  Keeper. 
Here's  such  ado  to  mske  no  stahi  a  stain, 
As  passes  oolouring. 

enter  Keeper  with  Emilia 

Dear  gentlewoman, 
How  fares  our  fipracious  lady? 

EmiL  As  well  as  one  so  great,  and  so  forlorn, 
May  hold  together :  on  her  frights,  and  griefs — 
(Which  nerer  tender  lady  hath  borne  ^eater), 
She  is.  something  before  her  time,  delivered. 

Paul  A  boy? 

EmU  A  daughter ;  and  a  goodly  babe, 

Lusty,  and  like  to  live :  the  queen  receives 
Much  comfort  in*t:  says, "  My  poor  prisoner, 
I  am  innocent  as  you." 

FauL  I  dare  be  sworn  :— 

These  dangerous  unsafe  lunes  i'the  kingi  beshrew 

them  I 
He  must  be  told  on*t,  and  he  shall :  the  office 
Becomes  a  woman  best;  111  take  *t  upon  me: 
If  I  prove  honey-mouth *d,  let  my  tongue  blister; 
And  never  to  my  red-look *d  anger  be 
The  trumpet  any  more:— Pray  you,  Emilia, 
Commend  ray  best  obedience  to  the  queen ; 
If  she  dares  trust  me  with  her  Ifttle  babe, 
IMl  show  't  the  king,  and  undertake  to  be 
Her  advocate  to  th  loudest :  We  do  not  know 
How  he  may  soften  at  the  sight  o*  the  child ; 
The  Mlence  often  of  pare  innocence 
Persuades,  when  speaking  fails. 

EmiL  Most  worthymadam. 

Tour  honour,  and  your  ^odness,  is  so  evident, 
That  your  free  undertakmg  cannot  miss 
A  thriving  issue ;  tliere  is  no  lady  living 
So  meet  for  this  great  errand:  Please  your  ladyship 
To  visit  the  next  room.  111  presently 
Acquaint  the  queen  of  your  most  noble  offer; 
Who,  but  to-day,  hammered  of  this  design : 
But  durst  not  tempt  a  minister  of  honour. 
Lest  she  should  be  denied. 

BxuL  Tell  her,  Emilia, 

111  use  that  tongue  I  have :  if  wit  flow  from  it, 
As  boldness  from  my  bosom,  let  it  not  be  doubted 
I  shall  do  good. 

EmiL  Now  be  you  bless'd  for  it  I 

111  to  the  queen :  Please  you,  come  something 
nearer.  [babe, 

Keep.  Madam,  ift  please  the  queen  to  send  the 
I  know  not  what  I  shall  incur  to  pass  it. 
Having  no  warrant 

FauU  You  need  not  fear  it,  sir: 
This  child  was  prisoner  to  the  womb ;  and  is, 
By  law  and  process  of  great  nature,  thence 
Freed  and  enfranchised:  not  a  party  to 
The  anger  of  the  king ;  nor  guilty  of 
If  any  be,  the  trespass  of  the  queen. 

Keep,  I  do  believe  it 

PauL  Do  not  you  fear ;  upon  mme  honour,  I 
Will  stand  betwixt  you  and  danger.        [Exeunt^ 

BCE^E  111.— The  tame,    A  rwm  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Lboittbs,  Avtioonus,  Lords,  and  other 
Attendants. 

Leon,  Nor  night  nor  day,  no  rest :  It  is  but 
weakness 
To  bear  the  matter  thus;  mere  weakness,  if 
The  cause  were  not  iu  being;— part  o*the  cause. 
She,  the  adultress ;  for  the  harlot  kmg 
Is  Quite  beyond  mine  arm,  out  of  the  blank 
And  level  of  o^  b*tin  plot-proof:  but  she 
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I  can  hook  to  me:  Say^  that  she  were  gone, 
Qiven  to  the  fire,  a  moiety  of  my  rest 
Might  come  to  me  again. — Who^s  there? 

1  Attend.  My  lord  I  [Adeandi^ 

Leon.  How  does  the  boy  ? 

1  Attend.  He  took  good  rest  to-night  { 

Tis  hop'd  his  sickness  is  discharg'd. 

Leon,  To  see  his  nobleness  1 
Conceivmg  the  dishonour  of  his  mother. 
He  straight  declined,  droop'd,  took  it  deeply; 
Fastened  and  fix*d  the  shame  on't  in  himself; 
Threw  off  his  spirit,  his  appetite,  his  sleep,     [go, 
And  downrif  ht  languish xL — Leave  me  solely  :— 
See  how  he  fares.    [Exit  Attend.]— Fie,  fie  I  no 

thought  of  him ; 
The  very  thought  of  my  revenges  that  way 
Recoil  upon  me :  in  himself  too  mighty: 
And  in  his  parties,  his  alliance.— Let  him  be, 
Until  a  time  may  serve :  for  present  vengeance. 
Take  it  on  her.     Camillo  and  Polixenes 
Laugh  at  me ;  make  their  pastime  at  my  sorrow : 
They  should  not  laugh  if  I  could  reach  them ;  nor 
Shall  she,  within  my  power. 

Enter  Pauliha,  with  a  ChSd, 

1  Lord.  You  must  not  enter,  [me : 

PavL  ^tij%  rather,  good  my  lords,  be  second  to 
Fear  you  hts  tyrannous  passion  more,  alas, 
Than  the  queenis  life?  a  gracious  innocent  soul, 
More  free  than  he  is  jealous. 

Ant.  That^  enough. 

1.  Attend.  Madam,  he  hath  not  slept  to-night; 
commanded 
None  should  come  at  him. 

Paul  Not  so  hot,  good  sir ; 

I  come  to  bring  him  sleep.    *Tis  such  as  you,-« 
That  creep  like  shadows  oy  him,  and  do  sigh 
At  each  his  needless  heavings, — such  as  you 
Nourish  the  cause  of  his  awaking :  I 
Do  come  with  words  as  medicinal  as  true; 
Honest  as  either ;  to  purge  him  of  that  humour 
That  presses  him  from  sleep. 

Leon,  What  noise  there,  ho  ? 

PauL  No  noise,  my  lord;  but  needful  conference. 
About  some  gossips  for  your  highness. 

Leon.  How?— 

Away  with  that  audacious  lady:  Antigonns, 
I  charged  thee  that  she  should  not  come  about  me; 
I  knew  she  would. 

Ant.  I  told  her  so,  my  lord, 

On  your  displeasure's  peril,  and  on  mine, 
She  should  not  visit  you. 

Leon.  What,  canst  not  rule  her  f 

PauL  From  all  dishonesty  he  can :  in  this 

Snless  he  take  the  course  that  you  have  done, 
mmit  me,  for  committing  honour),  trust  it, 
He  shall  not  rule  me. 

Ant,  La  ^rou  now :  you  hear  I 

When  she  will  take  the  rein,  I  let  ner  run ; 
But  shel}  not  stumble. 

PauL  Gk)od  my  liege,  I  come^~- 

And,  I  besench  you,  hear  me,  who  profess 
Myself  your  loyal  servant,  vour  physician. 
Your  most  obedient  counsellor ;  yet  tliat  dare 
Less  appear  so,  in  comforting  your  evils. 
Than  such  as  most  seem  yours, — I  say,  I  come 
From  your  good  queen. 
Leon.  Good  queen! 

PauL  Oood  queen,  my  lord,  good  queens  I  say 
good  queen ; 
And  would  by  combat  make  her  good,  so  ¥rere  I 
A  man  the  worst  about  you.        >r  -.  . 
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Leon,  Force  ner  hence. 

PomL  Let  Him  that  makes  bat  trifles  of  his  ejes 
First  hand  me:  on  mine  own  accord,  Til  off; 
But,  first,  V\\  do  mine  errand.— The  good  queen, 
Fur  she  is  good,  liath  brought  you  forth  a  daugh  ter ; 
Here  *tis ;  commends  it  to  your  blessing. 

[Laying  down  the  child, 

Leon,  Out! 

A  mankind  witoh !    Hence  with  her,  out  o'  door : 
A  most  intelligenoing  bawd ! 

PauL  Not  so : 

I  am  as  i|piorant  in  that,  as  you 
In  80  entitling  me :  and  no  less  honest 
Than  prou  are  mad ;  which  is  enough,  111  waRint, 
As  this  world  goes,  to  pass  for  honest 

Leon,  Traitors ! 

Will  700  not  pnsh  her  out?  Give  her  the  bastard— 
Thoo  dotard  [to  Antiqonub],  thou  art  woman* 

tired,  unroosted 
Bj  thy  Dame  Parti et  here, — ^take  up  the  bastard; 
Taket  up,  I  say;  give't  to  thy  crone. 

PamL  For  ever 

Unvenerable  be  thy  hands,  if  thou 
Tak*st  up  the  princess,  by  that  forced  baseness 
Which  he  has  put  upon 1 1 

Leon.  He  dreads  his  wife. 

PauL  So  I  would  yon  did ;  then  twere  past  all 
doubt 
You'd  call  your  children  yours. 

Leon,  A  nest  of  traitors  1 

Ant,  I  am  none,  by  thb  good  li^ht. 

PauL  Nor  I;  nor  any, 

But  one,  that's  here;  and  that's  himself:  for  he 
The  sacred  honour  of  himself,  his  queen's. 
His  hopeful  son's,  his  babe's,  betrays  to  slaiider. 
Whose  sting  is  sharper  than  the  sword's ;  and  wul 
not 

g'or,  as  the  case  now  stands,  it  is  a  corse 
e  cannot  be  compelled  to't)  once  remove 
The  root  of  his  opmion,  which  is  rotten, 
As  ever  oak,  or  stone,  was  sound. 

Leon,  A  callat,         [band. 

Of  boundless  tongue;  who  late  hath  heather  hua- 
And  now  baits  me  I — This  brat  is  none  of  mine  ; 
It  is  the  issue  of  Polixenes : 
Heuce  with  it ;  and,  together  with  the  dam, 
Commit  them  to  the  fire. 

Paul.  It  is  yours ; 

And,  might  we  lay  the  old  proverb  to  your  chaise, 
80  like  yoo,  tis  the  worse.— Behold,  my  lords, 
Allhough  the  print  be  little,  the  whole  matter 
And  copy  of  the  father :  eve,  nose,  lip,      [valley, 
The  trick  of  his  frown,  his  forehead ;  nay,  the 
The  pretty  dimples  of  his  chin  and  cheek ;  his 

smiles; 
The  very  mould  and  frame  of  hand^  nail,  finger: — 
And  thou, good  goddess  Nature,  which  hast  made  it 
So  like  to  him  that  got  it,  if  thou  hast 
The  ordering  of  the  mind  too,  'monest  all  colours 
No  yellow  int ;  lest  she  suspect,  as  he  does. 
Her  children  not  her  husband's  1 

Leon,  A  gross  hag ! 

And,  lozel,  then  art  worthy  to  be  hang'd. 
That  wilt  not  stay  her  tongue. 

Ant,  Hang  all  the  husbands 

niat  cuinot  do  that  feat,  you'll  leave  yourself 
Hardly  one  subject. 

Leon,  Once  more,  take  her  hence. 

PauL  A  most  unworthy  and  unnatural  lord 
Can  do  no  more. 

Leon,  111  have  thee  bum'd. 

PauL  I  care  not: 

It  is  an  heretlo  that  makes  the  fire. 
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Not  she  which  bums  int   J11  not  call  yon  tyrant ; 
But  this  most  cruel  usage  of  your  queen 
(Not  able  to  produce  more  accusation      [savonn 
Than  your  own  weak-hing'd  fancy)  something 
Of  tjrranny,  and  will  ignoble  make  you. 
Yea,  scandalous  to  the  world. 

Lum,  On  your  allegiance. 

Out  of  the  chamber  with  her.    Were  I  a  tyrant. 
Where  were  her  life?  she  durst  not  call  me  so, 
If  she  did  know  me  one.    Awav  with  her. 

PauL  I  pray  vou,  do  not  push  me;  111  be  gone. 
Look  to  your  babe,  my  lord;  tis  yours:  Jove 

send  her 
A  better  guiding  spirit  I — What  need  these  hands? 
You,  that  are  thus  se  tender  o'er  his  follies, 
Will  never  do  him  good,  not  one  of  yon. 
So,  so: — Farewell;  we  are  gone.  [Exit, 

Leon,  Thou,  traitor,  hast  set  on  thy  wife  to  this. 
My  child  ?  away  with  t ! — even  thou,  that  hast 
A. heart  so  tender  o'er  it,  take  it  hence, 
And  see  it  mstantly  oonsum'd  with  fire ; 
Even  thou,  and  none   but   thou.    Take   it  up 

straight : 
Within  this  hour  bring  me  word  tis  done 
(And  by  good  testimony),  or  111  seize  thy  life, 
With  what  thou  else  call'st  thine  :  If  thou  refuse. 
And  wilt  encounter  with  my  wrath,  say  so; 
The  bastard  brains  with  these  my  proper  hands 
Shall  I  dash  out    Go,  take  it  to  the  fire ; 
For  thou  sett'st  on  thy  wife. 

Ant,  I  did  not,  sir; 

These  lords,  my  noble  fellows,  if  they  please, 
Can  clear  me  int. 

1  Lord,  We  can ;  my  royal  liege, 

He  is  not  guilty  of  her  coming  hither. 

Leon,  You  are  liars  alL 

1  Lord,  'Beseech  your  highness,  give  ns  better 
credit; 
We  have  always  truly  serv'd  yon ;  and  beseech 
So  to  esteem  of  us :  And  on  our  knees  we  beg 

iAs  recompense  of  our  dear  services, 
'ast,  and   to   come),  that  you  do  change  this 

purpose; 
Which,  being  so  horrible,  so  bloody,  must 
Lead  00  to  some  foul  issue :  We  all  kneel. 

Leon.  I  am  a  feather  for  each  wind  that  blows : 
Shall  I  live  on,  to  see  this  bastard  kneel 
And  call  me&ther?    Better  bum  it  now. 
Than  curse  it  then.    But,  be  it ;  let  it  live : 
It  shall  not  neither.    You,  sir,  oome  you  hither ; 

[to  Ant. 
You  that  have  been  so  tenderly  officious 
With  Lad^  Margerv,  your  midwife,  there. 
To  save  this  bastard's  life  :  for  tis  a  bastard, 
So  sure  as  this  beard's   grey, — what  will  ;ott 

adventure 
To  save  this  brat's  life? 

AnL  Anything,  my  lord. 

That  mv  ability^  may  undergo. 
And  nobleness  impose  :  at  least,  thus  much, — 
111  pawn  the  little  blood  which  1  have  left 
To  save  the  innocent :  anytliing  possible. 

L<:on,  It  shall  be  possible  :  iSwear  by  this  sword. 
Thou  wilt  perform  my  bidduig. 

AnL  1  will,  my  lord. 

Leon,  Mark,  and  perform  it;  (seest  thou?)  for 
the  fail 
Of  any  point  int  shall  not  only  be 
Death  to  thyself,  but  to  thy  lewd-tongued  wife; 
WhonL,  for  this  time,  we  pardon.  We  enjoin  thee; 
As  thou  art  liegeman  to  us,  that  thou  carry 
This  female  bastard  hence ;  and  that  thou  bear  it 
To  some  remote  and  desert  place,  quite  out 
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Of  our  dominions;  and  that  there  thoa  leave  it, 
Without  more  meroy,  to  its  own  protection. 
And  favoor  of  the  climate.   As  by  strange  fortuiie 
It  came  to  us,  I  do  in  justice  charge  thee, — 
On  thy  sool's  peril,  and  thj  body's  torture,— 
That  thou  commend  it  strangely  to  some  place 
Where  clianoe  may  nurse,  or  end  it :  Take  it  np. 
Ant,  I  swear  to  do  this,  though  a  present  death 
Had  been  more  merciful. — Come  on,  poor  babe : 
gome  powerful  spirit  instruct  the  kites  and  ravens 
To  be  tbv  nurses!  Wolves  and  bears,  they  say, 
Casting  their  savageness  asiJe,  have  done 
Like  offices  of  pitv. — Sir,  be  prosperous 
In  more  than  this  aeed  does  require!  and  blessing, 
Agamst  this  cruelty,  fight  on  thy  side. 
Poor  thing,  condemn 'd  to  loss  I 

[Exit,  with  the  chOd. 
Leom,  No,  ill  not  rear 

Another's  issue. 
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1  Attend,       Please  your  highness,  postSi 
From  those  yon  sent  to  the  oracle,  are  come 
An  hour  since :  Cleomenes  and  Dion, 
Being  well   arrived    £rom   Delphos,    are   botk 

landed, 
Hasting  to  the  court. 

1  LonL  So  please  yon,  sir,  their  q^eed 

Hath  been  beyond  account 

Leon.  Twenty-three  days 

They  have  been  absent :  'tis  good  speed ;  foreteUi 
The  great  Apollo  suddenly  will  have 
The  truth  of  this  appear.    Prepare  you,  lords ; 
Summon  a  session,  that  we  may  arraign 
Our  most  disloyal  lady :  for,  as  she  hath 
Been  publicly  accused,  so  shall  she  have 
A  just  and  open  trial.    While  she  lives. 
My  heart  will  be  a  burthen  to  me.    Leave  me ; 
And  think  upon  my  bidding.  [EstemL 


AOT  IlL 


SCENE  L-Sidlia.    A  SlreeL 
Enter  CLBOMBim  and  Diov. 

Oleo,  The  climate's  delicate:  the  air  most  sweet ; 
Fertile  the  isle ;  the  temple  much  surpassing 
The  oonmion  praise  it  bears. 

JJicfn.  I  shall  report. 

For  most  it  caught  me,  the  celestial  habits 

giethinks  I  so  should  term  them) ,  and  the  reverence 
f  the  grave  wearers.    O,  the  sacrifice  1 
How  ceremonious,  solenm,  and  unearthly 
It  was  i'  the  oflforing ! 

Cko.  But,  of  all,  the  burst 

And  the  ear  deafening  voice  o*  the  oracle. 
Kin  to  Jove's  thunder,  so  surprised  my  sense, 
That  I  was  nothing. 

Dion.  if  the  event  o*  the  ioumey 

Prove  as  successful  to  the  queen,— O,  be't  so ! — 
As  it  hath  been  to  us  rare,  pleasant,  speedy, 
The  time  is  worth  the  use  on*L 

Cleo,  Great  Apollo, 

Turn  all  to  the  best !    These  proclamations. 
So  forcing  faults  upon  Hermione, 
I  little  like. 

Dim,       The  violent  carriage  of  it 
Will  clear,  or  end,  the  business :  When  the  oracle 

grhus  by  Apollo's  great  divine  seaPd  up) 
hall  the  contents  discover,  something  rare 
Even  then  will  rush  to  knowledge.— Qo,— fresh 

horses  ;— 
And  gracious  be  the  issue!  [EaeunL 

SCENE  JL— The  eame.    A  OouH  qf  Juttioe. 

Lbohtbs,  Lords,  and  Officers,  (yapeat  properly 

teated, 

Leon,  This  sessions  (to  our  great  grief  we  pro- 
nounce) 
Even  pushes  'gainst  our  heart:  The  party  tried, 
The  daughter  of  a  king ;  our  wife ;  and  one 
Of  us  too  much  belov'd. — Let  us  be  clear'd 
Of  being  tyraimous,  since  we  so  openly 
Proceed  in  justice;  which  shall  have  due  course, 
Even  to  the  guilt,  or  the  purgation. 
Produce  the  prisoner. 
Offi.  It  is  his  highness'  pleasure  that  ttie  queen 
ppear  in  person  here  in  court.— Silence  1 


HBBMioms  u  brxm^  tn,  guaraed;  Pauuxa  and 
Ladies  attending, 

Leon,  Read  the  indictment. 

0£L  **  Hermione,  queen  to  the  worthr  Leontes, 
kin^  of  Sicilia,  tbon  art  here  accused  and  arraigned 
of  nigh  treabon,  in  oommittinft  adultery  with 
Polixenes,  king  of  Bohemia ;  and  conspiring  with 
Camillo  to  take  away  the  life  of  our  sovereign  lord 
the  king,  th^  royal  husbrnd :  the  pretence  thereof 
being  by  circumstances  partly  laid  open,  thou. 
Hermione,  contrary  to  the  faith  and  allegumoe  of 
a  true  subject,  didst  counsel  and  aid  them,  for 
theur  better  safety,  to  fly  away  by  night." 

Her,  Since  whut  I  am  to  sa^  must  be  btit  that 
Which  contradicts  my  accusation,  and 
The  testimony  on  my  part  no  other 
But  what  comes  firom  myself,  it  shall  scarce  boot 

me 
To  say,  **  Not  ffuilty ;"  mine  integrity. 
Being  counted  falsehood,  shall,  as  I  express  it. 
Be  so  receiv'd.    But  thus, — If  powers  divino 
Behold  our  human  actions,  as  they  do, 
I  doubt  not  then  but  innocence  sliall  make 
False  accusation  blush,  and  tyranny 
Tremble  at  patience.— You,  my  lord,  best  know 
rW'Uo  least  will  seem  to  do  so),  my  past  life 
Ilath  been  as  continent,  as  chaste,  as  true, 
As  I  am  now  unhappy,  which  is  more 
Than  histoiy  can  pattern,  though  devis'd. 
And  phiy'd,  to  take  spectators :  For  behold  me, — 
A  fellow  of  the  royal  bed,  which  owe 
A  moietv  of  the  throne,  a  ^eat  king'b  daughter, 
The  motner  to  a  hopeful  prmce,— here  standing, 
To  prate  and  talk  for  life  and  honour  Yore 
Who  please  to  come  and  hear.  For  life.  1  prise  it, 
As  I  weigh  grief,  which  I  would  spare :  tor  honour, 
'TIS  a  derivative  from  me  to  mine. 
And  only  that  I  stand  for.    I  appeal 
To  your  own  conscience,  sir,  before  Polixenes 
Came  to  your  court,  how  I  was  in  your  grace, 
How  merited  to  be  so  j  since  he  came. 
With  what  encounter  so  unourrent  I 
Have  strain'd,  to  appear  thus :  if  one  jot  beyond 
The  bound  of  honour;  or,  in  act  or  will. 
That  way  inclining;  harden'd  be  the  hearts 
Of  all  tluit  hear  me,  and  my  near'st  of  km 
Cry  Fie !  upon  my  gravel 
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That  anj  of  these  bolder  vioes  wanted 
Lefli  impadenoe  to  gainaaj  what  thej  did, 
Than  to  perfonn  it  fint. 

Eer.  That*8  tme  enough ; 

Though  'tis  a  sajingf  dr,  not  due  to  me. 

Zeoii.  Too  wUl  not  own  it 

Her.  More  than  mistress  of, 

Whioh  comes  to  me  in  name  of  faalt,  I  must  not 
At  all  acknowledge.    For  Polixenes, 
rWith  whom  I  am  accused),  I  do  confess, 
1  lov*d  him,  as  in  honour  he  requlr'd, 
With  such  a  kind  of  love  as  might  become 
A  lady  like  me;  with  a  love,  even  such, 
80.  and  no  other,  as  yonrselt  conmianded: 
Which  not  to  have  done,  I  think,  had  been  in  me 
Both  disobedience  and  ingratitude 
To  yon,  and  toward  yoor  friend :  whose  love  had 

spoke, 
Even  since  it  could  speak,  from  an  infant,  freely, 
That  it  was  yours.    Now,  for  conspiracyj 
I  know  not  how  it  tastes;  though  it  be  dish'd 
For  me  to  tr^  how:  all  I  know  of  it 
Is,  that  Canullo  was  an  honest  man; 
And,  why  he  left  your  court,  the  gods  themselves, 
Wotting  no  more  than  I,  are  ignorant. 

Leon.  You  knew  of  \i\A  departure,  as  yon  know 
What  yoo  have  nndeita*en  to  do  in  his  absence. 

Her,  Sir, 
You  speak  a  language  that  I  understand  not : 
My  me  stands  in  the  level  of  your  dreams, 
Whidi  111  Uy  down. 

Leon,  Your  actions  are  my  dreams; 

You  had  a  bastard  by  Polixenes, 
And  I  but  dream'd  it : — As  you  were  past  all  shame 
rrhose  of  your  &ct  are  so),  so  past  all  truth : 
Which  to  deny,  concerns  more  than  avails :  For  as 
Thy  brat  hath  been  cast  out,  like  to  thyself. 
No  fiather  owning  it  (which  Ls,  indeed. 
More  criminal  in  thee,  than  it),  so  thou 
Shalt  feel  oar  justice ;  in  whose  easiest  passage. 
Look  for  no  less  than  death. 

JZsr.  Sir,  spare  your  threats ; 

The  bog  which  you  would  fright  me  with  I  seek. 
To  me  can  life  be  no  commodity : 
The  crown  and  comfort  of  mj  lue,  your  favour, 
I  do  give  lost ;  for  I  do  feel  it  gone, 
But  Idiow  not  how  it  went :  My  second  joy. 
And  first-fruits  of  my  body^  from  his  presence 
I  am  barred,  like  one  infactious:  My  third  comfort, 
Starr'd  most  unluckily,  is  from  my  breast, 
The  innocent  nulk  in  its  most  innocent  mouth, 
Haled  oat  to  murther :  Myself  on  every  post 
ProolaimM  a  strumpet;  with  immodest  hatred, 
The  childbed  privilege  denied,  which  longs 
To  women  of  all  fashion :— Laistly,  hurried 
Here  to  this  place,  i*  the  open  air,  before 
I  have  got  strength  of  lunit.    Now,  mj  liege, 
Tell  me  what  blessings  I  have  here  alive, 
That  I  should  fear  to  die  ?    Therefore,  proceed. 
Bat  yet  hear  this ;  mistake  me  not ;— No ;  life  I 
Inrize  it  not  a  straw ;  but  for  mine  honour 
[Which  I  would  free),  if  I  shall  be  condemn'd 
Upon  surmises  (all  proofs  sleeping  else. 
But  what  yoor  jealousies  awake),   I  tell  you 
*Ti8  rigour  and  and  not  Uiw.  —Your  honours  all, 
1  do  refer  me  to  the  oracle ; 
Apollo  be  my  judge. 

1  Lord,  This  your  request 

Is  altogether  just:  'therefore,  bring  forth, 
4nd  in  ApoUo^B  name,  his  oratle. 

[ExeutU  oeriam  Officers. 
Hkr,  The  Emperor  of  Uwauk  was  my  father : 
0|  that  he  were  alive,  and  here  beholding 
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His  daughter's  trial !  that  he  did  but  see 

The  flatness  of  my  misery ;  yet  with  eyes 
Of  pity,  not  revenge  I 

B&-enter  Officers,  toUh  Clbomekbs  and  Dion. 

Q^  You  here  shall  swear  upon  this  sword  of 
That  you,  Cleomenes  and  Dion,  have        [justice, 
Been  both  at  Delphos ;  and  from  thence  havebrought 
This  seal'd-up  oracle,  by  the  hand  delivered 
Of  great  Apollo's  priest ;  and  that,  since  then, 
You  have  not  dar'a  to  break  the  holy  seal. 
Nor  read  the  secrets  int. 

Cleo.,  Dion,  All  this  we  swear. 

Leon.  Break  up  the  seals,  and  read. 

OJi  [Beads.]  '*  Hermione  is  chaste,  Polixenes 
blameless,  Camillo  a  true  subject,  Leontes  a 
jealous  tyrant,  his  innocent  babe  truly  begotten ; 
and  the  king  shall  live  without  an  heir,  if  that 
which  is  lost  be  not  found.** 

Lords.  Now  blessed  be  the  great  Apollo ! 

Eer,  Prais'dl 

Leon,  Hast  thoa  read  truth  ? 

0^  Ay,  my  lord ;  even  so 

As  it  is  here  set  dovm. 

LeoTi,  There  is  no  truth  at  all  i*  the  oracle : 
The  sessions  shall  proceed :  this  is  mere  falsehood. 

Enter  a  Servant,  JutstSy, 

Serv,  My  lord  the  king,  the  kin|f ! 

Leon,  What  is  the  bamness  f 

8erv,  O  sir,  I  shall  be  hated  to  report  it : 
The  prince  your  son,  with  mere  conceit  and  fioar 
Of  the  queen's  speeo,  is  gone. 

Leon,  Howl  gone? 

Scrv,  Is  dead. 

Leon.  Apollo^  angry;  and  the  Heavens  them- 
selves 
Do  strike  at  my  injustice.     [Hbbmionk  faints.] 
How  now,  there  ? 

Paxd,  This  news  is  mortal  to  the  qaeen :— Look 
down, 
And  see  what  death  is  domg. 

Leon,  Take  her  henoe : 

Her  heart  is  but  o'ercharg'd ;  she  will  recover.— 
I  have  too  much  believ'd  mine  own  suspicion : 
Beseech  you,  tenderly  apply  to  her 
Some  remedies  for  life.— Apollo,  pardon 

[ExewnJt  Pauuka  and  Laaies,  with  Hbbii 
My  great  profaneness  'gainst  thine  oracle  I— 
111  reconcile  me  to  Polixenes ; 
New  woo  my  queen;  recall  the  good  Camillo, 
Whom  I  proclaim  a  man  of  truth,  of  mercy: 
For,  bemg  transported  by  my  jealousies 
To  bloody  thoughts  and  to  revenge,  I  chose 
Camillo  for  the  minister,  to  poison 
My  friend  Polixenes:  which  had  been  done. 
But  that  the  good  mind  of  Camillo  tardied 
My  swift  command,  though  I,  with  death  and  witk 
Reward  did  threaten  and  encourage  him. 
Not  doing  it,  and  being  done :  he,  most  humane. 
And  fiU'd  with  honour,  to  my  kingly-  guest 
Undasp'd  my  practice ;  quit  his  fortunes  here, 
Which  you  knew  great ;  and  to  the  hazard 
Of  all  inoertainties  himself  commended, 
No  richer  than  his  honour :— How  he  glisters 
Thorough  my  rust!  and  how  his  piety 
Does  my  deeds  make  the  blacker ! 

B&mter  Paulina. 
FiauL  Woe  the  while 

0,  cut  my  lace;  lest  my  heart,  cracking  it, 
Break  tool 
ILord.  What  fit  la  this,  good  ] 
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IkxuL  What  stadied  torments,  tyrtnt,  hnst  tot 

me? 
What  wheels?   racks?   fires?     What  Haymg? 

boiling. 
In  leads,  or  oils  ?  what  old  or  newer  tortnre 
Must  I  receive ;  whose  every  word  deserves 
To  taste  of  thy  most  worst  ?    Thy  tyranny 
Together  working  with  thy  jealousies,— 
Fancies  too  weak  for  boys,  too  green  and  idle 
For  girls  of  nine  1—0,  think  wliat  they  have  done, 
A.nd  then  run  mad,  indeed ;  stark  pad !  for  all 
Thy  bv-gone  fooleries  were  but  spices  of  it. 
That  thou  betray'dst  Polixenes,  'twas  nothmg; 
That  did  but  show  thee,  of  a  fool,  inconstant, 
And  damnable  ingrateful :  nor  wast  much. 
Thou   would*st  have  poisoned  good   CamUlo^i 

honour. 
To  haye  him  kill  a  kii^ ;  poor  trespasses, 
More  monstrous  standing  by :  whereof  I  reckon 
The  casting  forth  to  crows  thy  baby  daughter, 
To  be  or  none,  or  little ;  though  a  devil 
Would  have  shed  water  out  of  fire,  ere  done^t: 
Nor  is*t  directly  laid  to  thee,  tlie  death 
Of  the  young  prince;  whose  honourable  thoughts 
(Thoughts  high  for  one  so  tender)  cleft  the  heart 
That  could  conceive  a  gross  and  foolish  sire 
Blemish'd  his  gracious  dam :  this  is  not,  no, 
Laid  to  thy  answer :  But  the  last, — O,  lords, 
When  1  have  said,  cry  Woel— thequeen,theaueen, 
The  sweetest,  dearest  creature's  dead;  ana  ven- 
geance for't 
Not  dropp'd  doMrn  yet 
I  Lord.  Thehigher  powers  forbid  I 

PauL  I  say,  she's  dead:  111  swear *t:  if  word 

nor  oath 
Prevail  not^  go  and  see :  if  ^ou  can  bring 
Tincture,  or  lustre,  in  her  lip,  her  eye, 
Heat  outwardly,  or  breath  within,  HI  serve  you 
As  I  would  do  the  gods.— But,  O  thou  tyrant  I 
Do  not  repent  these  things ;  for  they  are  heavier 
Than  all  thy  woes  can  stir :  therefore  betake  thee 
To  nothmg  but  despair.    A  thousand  knees, 
Ten  thousand  years  together,  naked,  fasting. 
Upon  a  baiTen  mountain,  and  still  winter 
In  storm  perpetual,  could  not  move  the  gods 
To  look  that  way  thou  wert. 

LeoH,  Qo  on,  go  on : 

Thou  canst  not  speak  too  much;  I  have  deserved 
All  tongues  to  talk  theur  bitterest. 

1  Lord,  Say  no  more  ; 

Howe'er  the  busmess  goes,  you  have  made  fault 
r  the  boldness  of  your  speech. 

PauL  I  am  sorry  for't ; 

All  faults  I  make,  when  I  shall  come  to  know 

them 
I  do  rei>ent :  Alas,  I  have  show'd  too  much 
The  rashness  of  a  woman :  he  is  touch'd 
To  the  noble  heart— What's  gone,  and  what's 

past  help. 
Should  be  past  gnuf :  Do  not  receive  affliction 
At  my  petition,  1  beseech  you ;  rather 
Let  me  be  punish 'd  that  have  minded  you 
Of  what  you  should  forget    Now,  good  my  liege. 
Sir,  royal  sir,  forgive  a  foolish  woman : 
The  love  I  bore  your  queen, — lo,  fool,  a^in! 
Ill  speak  of  her  no  more,  nor  of  your  children ; 
ni  not  remember  you  of  my  own  lord. 
Who  is  lost  too :  Take  your  patience  to  you, 
And  111  say  nothing. 

Leon.  Thou  didst  speak  but  well, 

When  most  the  truth;   which  1  receive  much 

bettor 
Than  to  be  pitied  of  thee.    Prithee,  bring  me 
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To  the  dead  bodies  of  my  queen  and  son : 
One  grave  shall  be  for  both ;  upon  them  r' 
The  causes  of  their  death  appear,  unto 
Our  shame  perpetual ;  Once  a  day  111  visit 
The  chapel  where  they  lie ;  and  tears  shed  there 
Shall  be  my  recreation :  So  long  as  Nature 
Will  bear  up  with  this  exercise,  so  long 
I  daily  vow  to  use  it.    Come,  and  lead  me 
To  these  sorrows.  [EsBemiL 

SCENE  III.— Bohemia.    A  de$ert  country  near 

the$ea. 
Enter  AKTiooKtW,  wUh  the  CIM;  and  a  Mariner. 

Ant,   Tliou  art  perfect  then,    our  ship  hath 
touch'd  upon 
The  deserts  of  Bohemia  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  my  lord ;  and  fear 

We  have  landed  In  ill  time :  the  skies  look  grimly, 
And  threaten  present  blusters.  In  my  conscience, 
The  heavens  with  that  we  have  m  hand  are  angry, 
And  frown  upon  us. 

Ant,  Theirsacred  willsbedonel— Go,get»board; 
Look  to  thy  bark ;  111  not  be  long  before 
I  call  upon  thee. 

Mar,  Make  your  best  haste ;  and  go  not 
Too  far  i'  the  land :  'tis  like  to  be  loud  weather ; 
Besides,  this  place  is  famous  for  the  oreatorea 
Of  prey  that  keep  upon't.    ** 

Ant.  Go  thou  away: 

111  follow  instantly. 

Mca:  I  am  glad  at  heart 

To  be  so  rid  o'  the  business.  [EteiL 

Ant.  Come,  poor  babe  :— 

I  have  heard  (but  not  believ'd),  the  spirits  of  the 

dead 
May  walk  again :  if  such  thing  be,  thy  mother 
Appear'd  to  me  last  night;  for  ne'er  was  dream 
So  like  a  waking.    To  me  comes  a  creature. 
Sometimes  her  head  on  one  side,  some  another: 
I  never  saw  a  vessel  of  like  sorrow. 
So  fiird,  and  so  becoming :  in  pure  white  robes, 
Like  very  sanctity,  she  did  approach 
My  cabin  where  I  lay:  thrice  bow'd  before  me; 
And,  gasping  to  begin  some  speech,  her  eyes 
Became  two  spouts:  the  fury  spent,  anon 
Did  this  break  from  her:  '*  Good  Antigonus, 
Since  fate,  against  thy  better  disposition. 
Hath  made  thy  person  for  the  thrower-out 
Of  my  poor  babe,  according  to  thine  oath, 
Places  remote  enough  are  in  Bohemia, 
There  weep,  and  leave  it  crying ;  and,  for  the  babe 
Is  counted  lost  for  ever,  Perdita, 
I  prithee,  call't :  for  this  ungentle  business. 
Put  on  tliee  by  my  lord,  thou  ne'er  shalt  see 
Thy  wife  Paulina  more:"- and  so,  with  shrieks, 
She  melted  into  air.    Aflfrighted  much, 
I  did  in  time  collect  myself;  and  thought 
This  was  so,  and  no  slumber.    Dreams  are  toya; 
Yet,  for  this  once,  yea,  superstitiously, 
I  will  be  squar'd  by  this.     1  do  beliere 
Hermione  nath  suffer 'd  death ;  and  that 
Apollo  would,  this  bemg  indeed  the  issue 
Of  King  Polixenes,  it  should  here  be  Uid, 
Either  for  life,  or  death,  upon  the  earth 
Of  its  right  father.    Blossom,  speed  thee  well  1 

[Loafing  dciwn  the  clmd. 

There  lie;  and  there  thy  character :  there  these j 

[Laying  down  a  hundU, 

Which  may,  if  fortune  pi  ease,both  breed  thee  pretty. 

And  still  rest  thme.— The  storm  begins:— Poor 

wretch,  . 
That  for  thy  mother^  fiiult,  art  thus  exnos^d 
To  loss,  and  what  may  follow!  -  Weep  I  camiot 
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But  mT  heart  bleeds :  and  most  accursed  am  L 

To  be  D7  oath  enjoin'd  to  this. — Fawwell  I 

The  day  frowns  more  and  more— thonVt  like 

to  hare 
▲  Inllaby  too  rough :  I  never  saw 
The  heavens  so  dim  by  day.  A  savage  clamour  I — 
Well  may  I  get  aboard!    This  b  the  chace ; 
I  am  gone  for  ever.  [EkU^  pursued  by  a  hear. 

Enter  an  old  Shepherd. 

Ship,  I  would  there  were  no  age  between  ten  and 
tfiree^md-twenty ;  or  that  youth  would  sleep  out 
the  rest,  for  there  is  nothing  in  the  between  but 
getting  wenches  with  child,  wronging  the  ancientry, 
stealing,  fighting.— Hark  von  now  I— Would  any 
but  these  boiled  brahas  of  nmeteen  and  two-and- 
twentv  hunt  this  weather  ?  They  have  scared  away 
two  or  my  best  sheep ;  which,  1  fear,  the  wolf  will 
sooner  find  than  the  master ;  if  anywhere  I  have 
them,  *tis  by  the  sea-side,  browzing  of  ivy.  Good 
luck,  ant  be  thy  willl  what  have  we  here? 
[Taking  t^?  (he  cmd.]  Mercy  on*s,  a  bame ;  a  very 
pretty  barael  A  boy,  or  a  child,  I  wonder?  A 
pret^  one ;  a  very  pretty  one :  Sure,  some  scape : 
though  I  am  not  bookish,  yet  I  can  read  waitings 
gentlewoman  in  the  scape.  This  has  been  some 
•tair-work,  some  trunk-work,  some  behind-door- 
work  :  thejT  were  warmer  that  got  this  than  the 
Door  thing  is  here.  Ill  take  it  up  for  pity :  yet 
111  tarry  till  my  son  come ;  he  hollaed  out  even 
DOW.    Wboa,hohoaI 

JSfi^er  Gown. 

Clo.  Hil1oa,loaI 

8hep.  What,  nrt  so  near?  If  thoult  see  a  thmg 
to  talk  on  when  thou  art  dead  and  rotten,  come 
hhher.    What  ailest  thou,  man  ? 

Clo.  1  have  seen  two  such  sights,  by  sea,  and 
by  land  ;~bnt  I  am  not  to  say,  it  is  a  sea,  for  it  is 
now  the  sky ;  betwixt  the  firmament  and  it  you 
cannot  thrust  a  bodkin's  point 

8hep.  Why,  boy,  how  IS  it? 

Clo.  I  would  you  did  but  see  how  it  oliafes,  how 
it  rages,  how  it  takes  up  the  shore  1  but  that's  not 
to  the  point  :^  0,  the  most  piteous  cry  of  the  poor 
ioulsl  sometimes  to  see  *em,  and  not  to  see  %m : 
DOW  the  ship  boring  the  moon  with  her  main-mast : 
i  swallowed  with  yest  and  froth,  as  you  a 
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thrust  a  cork  into  a  hogshead.  And  then  for  the 
land-service,— To  see  how  the  bear  tore  out  his 
shoulder-bone;  how  he  cried  to  me  for  help,  and 
said  his  name  was  Antigonus,  a  nobleman  : — But 
to  make  an  end  of  the  ship:— to  see  how  the 
sea  flap^agoned  it: — but,  first,  how  the  poor 
souls  roared,  and  the  sea  mocked  them; — and 
how  the  poor  gentleman  roared,  and  the  bear 
mocked  him,  bom  roaring  louder  than  the  sea,  or 
weather. 

Sh^.  *Name  of  mercy,  when  was  this,  boy? 

Clo.  Now,  now ;  I  have  not  winked  since  I  saw 
these  sights :  the  men  are  not  yet  cold  under 
water,  nor  the  bear  half  dmed  on  the  gentleman ; 
he's  at  it  now. 

Shqp.  Would  I  had  been  by,  to  have  helped  the 
old  man  I 

Clo.  I  would  you  had  been  by  the  ship  side,  to 
have  helped  her ;  there  your  oliarity  would  have 
lacked  footing. 

iSup.  Heavy  matters !  heavy  matters !  but  look 
thee  here,  bo^r.  Now  bless  thyself;  thou  mett^t 
with  things  dying,  I  with  things  new  bom.  Here's 
a  sight  for  thee;  look  thee,  a  bearing-cloth  for  a 
squire's  child !  look  thee  here !  take  up,  take  up, 
boy;  open*t  So,  let^  see.  It  was  told  me,  I 
should  be  rich  by  the  fiuries ;  this  is  some  change- 
ling: — open*t :  What's  within,  boy? 

Ulo.  You're  a  made  old  man;  if  the  sins  of 
your  youth  are  fbrgiven  you,  youVe  well  to  live. 
Gold!  all  gold  I 

8h^.  This  is  fidry  gold,  boy,  and  twill  prove 
so:  up  with  it,  keep  it  close;  home,  home,  the 
next  way.  Wo  are  lucky,  boy,  and  to  be  so  still 
requires  nothing  but  secrecy.— Let  my  sheep  go : 
Come,  good  boy,  the  next  way  home. 

Clo.  Go  you  the  next  way  with  your  findings; 
111  go  see  if  the|  bear  be  gone  from  the  gentleman, 
and  how  muck  he  hath  eaten:  they  are  never  curst 
but  when  they  are  hungry :  if  there  be  any  of  him 
left,  111  bury  it 

iStep.  That's  a  good  dend :  If  thou  ma]|rest  dis- 
cern, DV  that  whicn  is  left  of  him,  what  he  is,  fetch 
me  to  the  sight  of  him. 

Clo.  Marry,  will  I ;  and  you  shall  help  to  put 
him  i'  the  ground. 

Shep  lis  a  lucky  day,  boy ;  and  well  do  good 
deeds  on*t  '  ^       ' 
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ACT  IV. 


Enter  Timef  as  OJujrus, 


Tim.  I,  that  pleaae  some,  try  ftU,— both  joy  and 

terror 
Of  good  and  bad,^that  make  aod  anfold  error,— 
Now  take  upon  me,  in  the  name  of  Time, 
To  use  my  wings.    Impute  it  not  a  crime 
To  me,  or  my  swift  passage,  that  I  slide 
0*er    sixteen    years,    and    leare    the    growth 

untried  « 

Of  that  wide  cap;  since  it  is  in  my  power 
To  o'erthrow  law,  and  in  one  self-born  hour 
To  plant  and  overwhelm  cust«m  :  Let  me  pass 
The  same  I  am  ere  ancient*st  order  was, 
Or  what  is  now  receiv'd :  I  witness  to 
The  times  that  brought  them  in ;  so  shall  I  do 
To  the  freshest  things  now  reigning ;  and  make 

stale 
The  glistering  of  this  present,  as  my  tale 
Now  seems  to  it.    Your  patience  this  allowing, 
I   turn    my  ^iass;    and    giro   my  scene   suoi 

growmg 
As  you  had  slei)t  between.    Leontes  leaving 
The  effects  of  his  fond  jealousies ;  so  grieving, 
That  he  shuts  up  himself;  imagine  me, 
Gentle  spectators,  that  I  now  may  be 
In  £ur  Bohemia ;  and  remember  well, 
I  mentioned  a  son  o'  the  king's^  which  Florizel 
I  now  name  to  you ;  and  with  speed  so  pace 
To  speak  of  Perdita,  now  ^wn  in  grace 
Ec^ual  with  wondering:   What  of  her  ensues 
I  list  not  prophesv ;  but  let  Time's  news 
Be  known  when  tis  brought  forth :— a  shepherd's 

daughter. 
And  what  to  her  adheres,  which  follows  after, 
Is  the  argument  of  time :  Of  this  allow, 
If  ever  you  have  spent  time  worse  ere  now ; 
If  nerer  yet,  that  Time  himself  doth  say, 
He  wishes  earnestly  yoo  never  may.  [Exit. 

SCENE  L— Bohemia.    A  Boom  in  the  Palace  of 
Polixenes. 

Enter  Pouzenes  and  Camillo. 

BoL  I  pray  thee,  s^ood  Camillo,  be  no  more 
importunate :  'tis  a  sickness  denying  thee  any> 
thing ;  a  death  to  grant  this. 

Cam.  It  is  fifteen  years  since  I  saw  my  country. 
Though  I  have,  for  the  most  part,  been  aired 
abroad,  I  desire  to  lay  my  bones  there.  Besides, 
the  penitent  king,  my  master,  hath  sent  for  me : 
to  whose  feeling  sorrows  I  might  be  some  allay, 
or  1  o'erween  to  think  so;  which  is  another  spur 
to  my  departure. 

PoL  .\s  thou  lovest  me,  Camillo,  wipe  not  out 
the  rest  of  thy  services,  by  leaving  me  now :  the 
need  1  have  of  thee  thme  own  goodness  hath 
made ;  better  not  to  have  had  thee  than  thus  to 
want  thee:  thou,  having  made  me  businesses 
which  none  without  thee  can  sufficiently  manage, 
must  either  stay  to  execute  them  thyself,  or  take 
away  with  thee  the  very  services  thou  hast  done : 
which  if  I  have  not  enough  considered  (as  too 
much  I  cannot),  to  be  more  thankful  to  thee  shall 
be  my  study ;  and  my  profit  therein,  the  heaping 
friendships.  Of  that  fatal  countr^r,  Sicilia,  prithee 
•FHcak  no  more :  whoso  very  naming  punisnes  me 
with  the  remembrance  of  that  penitent,  as  thou 
cailest  him,  and  reconciled  king,  my  brother; 
whose  loss  of  his  most  precious  queen  and  children 


are  even  now  to  be  afl*esh  lamented.  Say  to  ma, 
when  sawest  thou  the  Prinoe  Florizel  my  soul' 
Kin^  are  no  less-  unhappy,  their  issue  not  being 
gracious,  than  the^  are  in  losing  them  when  they 
have  approved  their  rirtues. 

Cmn.  Sir,  it  is  three  days  since  I  saw  the  prince . 
What  his  happier  afl&drs  may  be  are  to  me  un- 
known :  but  I  have,  missingly,  noted  he  is  of  late 
much  retired  from  court ;  and  is  less  frequent  to 
his  princely  exercises  than  formerly  he  hath 
app^red. 

Pol  I  have  considered  w  much,  Camillo,  and 
with  some  care ;  so  far,  that  I  have  eyes  nnder 
my  ssnrice  which  look  upon  his  removedness, 
from  whom  I  have  this  intelligence :  That  he  is 
seldom  from  the  house  of  a  most  homely  shepherd ; 
a  man,  they  say,  that  from  very  nothing,  aiid 
beyond  the  imagination  of  his  neighbours,  is 
grown  into  an  unspeakable  3State. 

Cam.  I  have  heard,  sir,  of  such  %  man,  who 
hath  a  daughter  of  most  rare  note:  the  report  ol 
her  is  extended  more  than  can  be  thought  to 
begin  from  such  a  cottage. 

PoL  That's  likewise  part  of  my  intelligence. 
But  I  fear  the  angle  that  plucks  our  son  thither. 
Thou  shalt  accompany  u»  to  the  place  :  where  we 
will,  not  appearing  what  we  are,  have  some 
question  witfi  the  shepherd;  frt>m  whose  sim- 
plicity I  think  it  not  uneasy  to  get  the  cause  of 
my  son%  resort  thither.  Prithee,  oe  ray  present 
partner  in  this  business,  and  lay  aside  the  thoughts 
of  iSicilia. 

Cam.  I  willingly  obey  your  command. 

Pol,  My  best  Camillo  1— We  must  disguise  o«r- 
selves.  [EwmU, 

SCENE  IL—The  same.    A  Road  near  the 
Shepherd's  Cottage. 

Enter  Adtoltoub,  ringing. 

When  daffodils  het^a  to  peer, 

With  heigh  I  the  doxy  oTer  the  dale, 
Why,  then  comes  in  the  sweet  o'  the  year ; 

For  the  red  blood  reigns  in  the  winter^  pi»la. 

The  white  sheet  bleaohing  on  the  hedge. 

With  heigh  I  the  sweethirds,  O.  how  they  ling ! 
Doth  set  my  pugging  tooth  on  edge  : 

For  a  quart  of  ale  Is  a  dish  for  a  king 

The  lark  that  tirra-lina  ohanta, 

With  heigh  I  with  hey  1  the  thrush  aod  the  Jay : 
Are  Hummer  songs  for  me  and  my  aunts. 

While  we  lie  tumbling  in  the  hay. 

I  have  served  Prince  Florizel,  and,  in  ni^  time, 
wore  three-pile ;  but  now  I  am  out  of  service : 

But  shall  I  go  mourn  for  that,  my  dear? 

The  pale  moon  sliines  by  night : 
And  when  I  wander  here  and  there 

I  then  do  most  go  right. 

If  tinkers  may  hare  leave  to  live 

And  bear  the  sow-skin  bowget 
Then  my  account  I  well  may  gire 

And  in  the  stocks  aTouoh  it. 

My  traffic  is  sheets:  when  the  kite  builds,  look  to 
lesser  linen.  My  uther  named  me  Autolycus; 
who,  being  as  I  am,  littered  under  Mercury^  was 
likewise  a  snapper  up  of  unconsidered  tnfies: 
With  die,  and  drab,  1  (lurchased  this  caparison ; 
and  my  revenue  is  the  silly  cheat :  Gallows,  and 
knock,  are  too  powerful  on  the  highway :  beating, 
and  hanging,  are  terrors  to  me;  for  the  life  to 
oome,  1  sleep  out  the  thought  of  it— A  prise  1  a 
prize: 
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Enter  Clown. 

Clo,  Let  me  see:— Every  leren  wether— tod»; 
ereiT  tod  3rield»--poand  aud  odd  shilling :  fifteen 
bondred  shorn,— What  comee  the  wool  to? 

AuL  If  the  springe  hold,  the  cock's  mine,  rj^g^^ 

do,  I  cannot  do*t  without  coonters. — Let  me 
see;  what  am  1  to  buy  for  onr  sheep-shearing 
(east?    **  Three  poond  of  sogar;  five  pound  of 

eorrants;  *^" What  will  this  sister  of 

mine  do  with  rice  ?  But  mj  father  hath  made  her 
mistress  of  the  feast,  and  she  la/s  it  on.  She  hath 
made  me  four-and-iwentj  nosegajs  for  the 
shearers :  three-man  song-men  all,  and  very  good 
ones ;  but  the^  are  most  of  them  means  and  oases  : 
but  one  Puntan  amongst  them,  and  he  sings 
psalms  to  hornpipes.  I  must  have  safifron,  to 
eolonr  the  warden  pies;  mace, — dates,— none; 
that's  out  of  my  note :  nutmegs,  seven :  a  race  or 
two  of  ginger; — but  that  I  may  beg;  four  pound 
of  prunes,  and  as  many  of  raisins  o'  the  sun. 
2mL  O,  that  ever  I  was  bomt 

[Qrovellmg  on  the  ground. 

OUk  V  the  name  of  me, 

A%L  O,  help  me,  help  me !  pluck  but  off  these 
rags;  and  then,  death,  death! 

do.  Alack,  poor  soul  I  thou  hast  need  of  more 
rags  to  ky  on  thee,  rather  than  have  these  off. 

AuL  0,  sir,  the  loathsomeness  of  them  offends 
me  more  than  the  stripes  I  have  received ;  which 
are  mightv  ones,  and  millions. 

do.  Alas,  poor  mani  a  million  of  beating  may 
come  to  a  great  noatter. 

AaU  I  am  robbed,  sir,  and  beaten ;  my  money 
and  apparel  ta'en  from  me,  and  these  detestable 
thinss  put  upon  me. 

Olo,  What,  by  a  horse-man,  or  a  foot-man  ? 
AvL  A  foot-man,  sweet  sir,  a  foot-man. 
do.  Indeed,  he  should  be  a  foot-man,  by  the 
garments  he  has  left  with  thee ;  if  this  be  a  horse- 
man*s  coat,  it  hath  seen  very  hot  service.  Lend 
me  thy  hand,  111  help  thee:  come,  lend  me  thy 
btfid.  [Helping  km, 

AuL  0.  good  sir,  tenderly,  oh  1 
do,  Alas,  poor  soul  I 

Aut,  0.  good  sir,  softly,  good  sir:   I  fear,  sir, 
my  shoulder-blade  is  out. 
do,  Uow  now  ?  canst  stand  ? 
AvL  SofUy,  dear  sir  [picke  hiavocket] ;  good  sir, 
•ofUy;  you  ha'  done  me  a  charitaole  office. 

Cflo,  boat  lack  any  money?  I  have  a  little 
money  for  thee. 

Aut.  No,  goodsweet  sir;  no,  I  beseech  you,  sir : 
I  have  a  kinsman  not  past  three-anarters  of  a  mile 
hence,  unto  whom  I  was  going;  I  shall  there  have 
money,  or  anything  I  want :  Offer  me  no  money,  I 
pray  you ;  that  kills  my  heart 

Clo,  What  manner  of  fellow  was  be  that  robbed 
fon? 

AuU  A  fellow,  sir,  that  I  have  known  to  go 
about  with  trol-my-dames :  I  knew  him  once  a 
servant  of  the  prince:  I  cannot  tell,  good  sir,  for 
which  of  his  virtues  it  was,  but  he  was  certainly 
whipped  out  of  the  court. 

Cio,  His  vices  yon  would  say ;  there's  no  virtue 
whipped  out  of  the  court;  thej[  cherish  it  to 
make  it  stay  there ;  and  yet  it  will  no  more  but 
•bkle. 

AyiL  Vices,  I  would  say,  sir.  I  know  this  man 
well:  he  hath  been  since  an  ape-bearer;  then  a 
prooese^erver,  a  bailiff;  then  he  compassed  a 
motion  of  the  Prodigal  Son,  and  married  a  tinker's 
wile  witliin  a  mile  where  my  land  and  living  lies; 
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and,  having  flown  over  many  knavish  professions, 
he  settled  only  in  rogue :  some  call  him  Autolycua* 

Clo,  Out  up^)n  hmi !  Prig,  for  my  life,  prig :  he 
haunts  wakes,  &irs,  and  bear-baitings. 

AuL  Verjrtrue,  sir;  he,  sir,  he;  that's  the  rogue 
thatput  me  into  Uiis  apparel. 

Oto,  Not  a  more  cowardly  rogue  in  all  Bohemiai 
if  you  had  but  looked  big,  and  spit  at  him,  had 
have  run. 

Aitt,  1  must  oonfess  to  yon,  sir,  I  am  no  fighter : 
I  am  false  of  heart  that  way:  and  that  he  knew,  I 
warrant  him. 

Clo,  How  do  you  now  ? 

Aut,  Sweet  sir,  much  better  than  1  was;  I  can 
stand  and  walk :  I  will  even  take  my  leave  of  you, 
andpace  softly  towards  my  kinsman's. 

Clo,  Shall  I  bring  thee  on  the  way  ? 

Aut   No,  good-fiu^ed  sir;  no,  sweet  sir. 

do.  Then  fare  thee  well ;  I  must  go  buy  spices 
for  our  sheep^hearing. 

Aui.  Prosper  you,  sweet  sir  I— [^EScti  Clown.]— 
Your  purse  is  not  hot  enough  to  purchase  your 
spice.  I'll  be  with  yon  at  your  sheep-shearing  too : 
If  I  make  not  this  cheat  bring  out  another,  and  the 
shearers  i>rove  sLeep,  let  me  be  unrolled,  and  my 
name  put  in  the  book  of  virtue  I 

Joe  on,  Jog  on.  the  footpath  way, 

And  menily  bent  the  stile-a : 
▲  merry  heart  goea  all  the  da7> 

Tour  tad  tires  In  a  mila-a.  VBmiL 

SCENE  III.— 7^  oame,    A  Shepherd^  CoitUige. 
Enter  Florizel  and  Pbrdita. 

Fto,  These  your  unusual  weeds  to  each  part  oi 
Do  give  a  life :  no  shepherdess ;  but  Flora,    (jrou 
Peering  in  April's  front  This  your  sheep^nearing 
Is  as  a  meeting  of  the  petty  gods. 
And  you  the  queen  on't 

Per,  Sb,  my  gradous  lord. 

To  chide  at  vour  extremes  it  not  becomes  me; 
O,  pardon,  that  I  name  them :  your  high  self, 
The  gracious  mark  o'  the  land,  you  have  obsour'd 
With  a  swain's  wearing;  and  me,  poor  lowl^ 

maid. 
Most  goddess-like  prank'd  up;  but  that  our  fiaasts 
In  ever^  mess  have  folly,  and  the  feeders 
Digest  It  with  a  custom,  I  should  blush 
To  see  you  so  attir'd ;  sworn,  I  think. 
To  show  myself  a  glass. 

Flo  I  bless  the  thn  , 

When  mj  good  falcon  made  her  flight  aoroes 
Thy  fathers  ground. 

Per.  Now  Jove  afford  you  cause  I 

To  me,  the  difference  forges  dread ;  your  greatness 
Hath  not  been  used  to  fear.    Even  now  I  tremble 
To  think,  your  father,  by  some  accident. 
Should  pass  this  way,  as  you  did :  0,  the  fistesl 
How  would  he  look,  to  see  his  work,  so  noble, 
Yilelv  bound  up?  What  would  he  say  ?  Or  how 
Should  I,  in  these  my  borrow'd  flaunts,  behold 
The  sternness  of  his  presence? 

FU),  Apprehend 

Nothing  but  jollitT;.    The  gods  themselves, 
Humblmg  then:  deities  to  love,  have  taken 
The  shapes  of  beasts  upon  them:  Jupiter 
liecame  a  bull,  and  bellow'd ;  the  green  Neptuic 
A  ram,  and  bleated ;  and  the  fire-rob^  god, 
Qolden  Apollo,  a  PO'tr  humble  swain, 
As  I  seem  now:  Their  transformationi 
Were  never  for  a  piece  of  beauty  rarer; 
Nor  in  a  way  so  chaste :  since  my  desires 
Run  not  berore  mine  honour ;  nor  my  lusts 
Bum  hotter  than  my  fiutb.  ^  ^  t 
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Per.  O  but.  sir. 

Tour  resolntion  cannot  hold,  when  'tis 
Oppofl'd,  as  it  mast  be,  by  the  power  o'  the  king; 
One  of  these  two  must  be  necessities, 
Which  then  will  spealc ;  that  jou  most  change  this 

purpose, 
Or  I  my  life. 

Flo,  Thou  dearest  Perdita, 

With  these  forc'd  thoughts,  I  prithee,  darken  not 
The  mirth  o'  the  feast:  Or  HI  be  thine,  my  feir, 
Or  not  my  father's :  for  I  cannot  be 
Mine  own,  nor  anything  to  any,  if 
I  be  not  thine:  to  this  I  am  most  constant, 
Though  destiny  say  No.     Be  merry,  gentle ; 
Strangle  such  thoughts  as  these,  with  anything 
That  you  behold  the  while.  Yourgnestsare  conung: 
Lift  up  your  countenance ;  as  it  were  the  day 
Of  celebration  of  that  nuptial,  which 
We  two  have  sworn  shall  come. 

Per,  0  lady  Fortnne, 

Stand  you  anspidotis  I 

Enter  Shepherd,  imth  Pouzenbs  and  Cahillo 
eUtguised;  Clown,  Mopsa,  Dorcas,  and  others, 

Flo,  See,  ^our  guests  approach : 

Address  yourself  to  entertain  tliem  sprightly, 
And  let's  be  red  with  mirth. 

Slup.  Fie,  daughter  I  when  my  old  wife  liv'd, 
Qp<m 
ffhis  day,  she  was  both  pantler,  butler,  cook ; 
Both  dame  and  servant:  welcomed  all ;  serv'dall : 
Would  sing  her  song,  and  dance  her  turn ;  now  here, 
At  upper  end  o*  the  table,  now,  i*  the  middle ; 
On  hts  shoulder,  and  his :  her  face  o*  fire 
With  labour ;  and  the  thing  she  took  to  qaench  it, 
She  would  to  each  one  sip :  You  are  retired 
As  if  you  were  a  feasted  one,  and  not 
The  hostess  of  the  meeting :  Pray  yon,  bid 
These  unknown  friends  to  us  welcome:  for  it  is 
A  way  to  make  us  better  friends,  more  known. 
Come,  quench  your  blushes ;  and  present  yourself 
That  which  you  are,  mistress  o'the  feast:  Come  on. 
And  bid  us  welcome  to  vour  sheep^hearing. 
As  your  good  flock  shall  prosper. 

Per.  Sir,  welcome!    [7b  Poi^ 

It  is  my  fiftther's  will  I  should  take  on  me 
The  ho&tess-ship  o'  the  day : — You  Ye  welcome,  sir ! 

[TbCAM. 
Give  me  those  flowers  there,  Dorcas. — Reverend 

sirs, 
For  you  there's  rosemary  and  rue ;  these  keep 
Seeming  and  savour  all  the  winter  lone : 
Grace  and  remembrance  be  to  you  both. 
And  welcome  to  oar  shearing! 

PoL  Shepherdess, 

tA  (air  one  are  you),  well  yoa  fit  our  ages 
With  flowers  of  winter. 

Per.  Sir,  the  year  growing  ancient, — 

Not  yet  on  summer's  death,  nor  on  the  birth 
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Which,  you  say,  adds  to  nature,  Ls  an  art 

That  nature  inakes.    Yoa  see,  sweet  maid,  we 

marry 
A  gentler  scion  to  the  wildest  stock:  ^ 
And  make  conceive  a  bark  of  baser  kind 
By  bud  of  nobler  race :  This  is  an  art 
Which  does  mend  nature, — change  it  rather:  but 
The  art  itself  is  nature. 
Per.  So  it  is. 

iV.  Then  make  your  garden  rich  in  gilly  Vers 
And  do  not  call  them  bastards. 

Per.  ni  not  put 

The  dibble  in  earth  to  set  one  slip  of  them : 
No  more  than,  were  I  painted,  I  would  wish 
This  youth  should  say,  'twere  well;  and  onlj 

therefore 
Desire  to  breed  by  me. — Here's  flowers  for  yoa 
Hot  lavender,  mints,  savory,  marjoram ; 
The  maryg«)ld,  that  goes  to  bed  with  the  sun 
And  with  him  rises  weeping ;  these  are  flowers 
Of  middle  summer,  and  I  think  they  are  given 
To  men  of  middle  age :  You  are  very  welcome. 
Cam.  I  should  leave  grazing,  were  I  of  year 

flock. 
And  only  live  by  gazing 

Per.  Out,  alas  1 

You'd  be  so  lean,  that  blasts  of  January 
Would  blow  you  through  and  through.— Now,  my 

fairest  friend, 
I  would  I  had  some  flowers  o'  the  spring,  that 

might 
Become  your  time  of  day ;  and  yours,  and  yoors; 
That  wear  upon  vour  virgin  branches  yet 
Your  maidenheads  growing: — O,  Proserpina, 
For  the  flowers  now,  that  frighted  thoa  lett'st  fall 
From  Dis's  waggon  I  daffodils. 
That  come  before  the  swallow  dares,  and  take 
The  winds  of  March  with  beauty ;  violets,  dim, 
But  sweeter  than  the  lids  of  Juno's  eyes, 
Or  Cythercas  breath ;  pale  primroses, 
That  die  unmarried,  ere  they  can  behold 
Bright  Phoebus  in  his  strength,  a  malady 
Most  incident  to  maids ;  bold  oxlips,  and 
The  crown-imperial ;  lilies  of  all  kinds 
The  flower-de-luce  being  one  I    01  these  I  lack 
To  make  you  garlands  of;  and,  my  sweet  fHend, 
To  strew  him  o'er  and  o'er. 

Flo.  What  I  like  a  corse  ? 

Per.  No,  like  a  bank,  for  love  to  lie  and  play  on; 
Not  like  a  corse :  or  if, — not  to  be  buried, 
But  quick,  and  m  mine  arms.     Come,  take  yoar 

flowers : 
Methinks,  I  plaj  as  1  have  seen  them  do, 
In  Whitsun'  pastorals :  sure,  this  robe  of  mine 
Docs  change  my  disposition. 

Flo.  What  you  do 

Still  betters  what  is  done.    When  you  speak,  sweet, 
I'd  have  you  do  it  ever:  when  you  sing, 
I'd  have  you  buy  and  sell  so;  so  give  alms; 
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FU^  I  thinkf  you  have 

As  little  sldl]  to  fear,  as  I  have  purpose 
To  put  you  to't. — Hut,  come;  our  dance,  I  pray: 
Your  band,  my  Perdita :  so  turtles  pair, 
That  never  mean  to  part. 

Ber,  ni  swear  for  'em. 

ib2.  This  is  the  prettiest  low-born  bus  that 
erer 
Ban  on  the  green  sward:  nothing  she  does  or 

seems, 
But  smacks  of  something  greater  than  herself; 
Too  noble  for  this  place. 

Cant,  He  telb  her  something 
That  makes  her  blood  look  out :  Good  sooth,  she  is 
The  queen  of  curds  and  cream. 

Clo,  Come  on,  strike  up. 

Dw.  Mopsa  must  be  your   mistress:   marry, 
garlic, 
To  mendlier  kissing  with. 

Mop.  Now,  in  good  time ! 

6Vo.  Not  a  word,  a  word ;  we  stand  upon  our 
manners. — 
Come,  strike  up.  [Miuic, 

Here  a  danot  of  Shepherds  asud  Shepherdesses. 

PdL  Pray,  good  shepherd,  what  fair  swain  is  this 
Which  dances  with  vour  daughter? 

8hep,  They  call  him  Doricles;  and  he  boasts 
himself 
To  have  a  worthy  feeding :  but  I  have  it 
Upon  his  own  report,  and  I  believe  it ; 
He  looks  like  sooth:    He  says,    he   loves   my 

daughter ; 
I  think  so  too :  for  never  gaz'd  the  moon 
Upon  the  water,  as  hell  stand,  and  read. 
As  'twere,  my  daughter's  eyes :  and,  to  be  plain, 
I  tliink  there  is  not  half  a  kiss  to  choose 
Who  loves  another  best. 

P6L  She  dances  featly. 

Step,  So  she  does  anything ;  though  I  report  it 
That  should  be  silent:  if  young  Doricles 
Do  light  upon  her,  she  shall  bring  him  that 
Which  be  not  dreams  of. 

JSh^T  a  Servant 

Bert,  0  master,  if  vou  did  but  hear  the  pedlar  at 
the  door,  yon  would  never  dance  again  after  a 
tabor  and  pijie ;  no,  the  bagpipe  could  not  move 
you :  he  snigs  several  tunes  taster  than  youll  tell 
money;  he  utters  them  as  he  had  eaten  ballads, 
and  all  men's  ears  grew  to  his  tunes. 

Clo.  He  could  never  come  better:  he  shall  come 
in :  I  love  a  ballad  but  even  too  well ;  if  it  bo 
doleful  matter,  merrily  set  down,  or  a  very 
pleasant  thing  indeed,  and  sung  lamentably. 

Sen,  He  hath  soiigs,  for  man,  or  woman,  of  all 
sixes ;  no  milliner  can  so  fit  his  customers  with 
glovM :  he  has  the  prettiest  love-songs  for  maids ; 
M)  without  bawdry,  which  is  strange ;  with  such 
delicate  bunhens  of  *'  dildos  and  fadings:"  "jump 
her  and  thump  her;"  and  where  some  stretch- 
mouthtid  rascal  would,  as  it  were,  mean  mischief, 
and  break  a  foul  gnp  into  the  matter,  he  makes  the 
maid  to  answer,  "  VS'hoop,  do  me  no  harm,  good 
man ;"  puts  him  off,  slights  him,  with  "  Whoop, 
do  me  no  harm,  good  man.'* 

PoL  This  is  a  bnive  fellow. 

CZo.  Believe  me,  tliou  talkeat  of  an  admirable- 
eoDoeited  fellow.     Has  he  any  unbraided  wares? 

8erv,  He  hath  ribands  of  all  the  colours  i'  the 
rainbow ;  points,  more  tlian  all  the  Uwyers  in 
Bohemia  can  learnedly  handle,  though  they  come 
to  bim  by  the  ip-oss ;  inkles,  caddlsses,  cambrics, 
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lawns ;  why,  he  sings  them  over,  as  they  were  gods 
or  goddesses ;  you  would  think  a  smock  were  a 
she-angel :  he  so  chants  to  the  sleeve-hand,  and  the 
work  about  the  square  ont. 

Glo,  Prithee,  bring  him  in ;  and  let  him  approach 
singing. 

Per.  Forewarn  him,  that  he  use  no  scurrilous 
words  in  his  tunes. 

Clo,  You  have  of  these  pedlars,  that  have 
more  in  them  than  you'd  think,  sister. 

Per,  Ay,  good  brother,  or  go  about  to  think. 

Enter  AUTOLTCUS,  tinging. 

Lawn,  as  white  as  driven  snow ; 

Cyprus,  black  as  e'er  wan  crow ; 

Gloves,  as  Bweet  as  dama.sk  roses ; 

Muks  for  faces,  and  for  noses ; 

Bugte-braoelet,  necklaoe^mber. 

Perfume  for  a  lady's  chamber ; 

Golden  quoifs,  and  stomachers, 

For  my  lads  to  give  their  dears ; 

PinA,  and  poking  sticks  of  steel. 

What  maids  lack  from  head  to  bed : 
Oome,  buy  of  me,  come :  come  boy.  come  boy ; 
Buy,  lads,  ix  else  your  lasses  cry :  Oome,  buy. 

Clo,  If  I  were  not  in  love  with  Mopsa,  thou 
shouldsttake  no  money  of  me ;  but  being  enthralled 
as  I  am,  it  will  also  be  the  bondage  of  certain 
ribands  and  gloves. 

Map,  I  was  promised  them  against  the  feast; 
but  they  come  not  too  late  now. 

Dor,  He  hath  promised  you  more  than  that,  or 
there  be  liars. 

Mop,  He  hath  paid  you  all  he  promised  you : 
may  be,  he  has  paid  you  more ;  which  will  shamae 
you  to  give  him  again. 

Oh,  Is  there  no  manners  left  among  maids? 
Will  the)r  wear  their  plackets,  where  they  should 
bear  their  faces?  Is  there  not  milking-time, 
when  you  are  going  to  bed,  or  kiln-hole,  to  whistle 
of  these  secrets ;  but  you  must  be  tittle-tattling 
before  all  our  guests?  'Tis  well  they  are  whis- 
pering: Clamour  your  tongues,  and  not  a  word 
more. 

Mop.  I  have  done.  Come,  you  promised  me  a 
tawdry  lace,  and  a  paur  of  sweet  gloves. 

Clo.  Have  I  not  told  thee  how  I  was  cozened 
by  the  way,  and  lost  all  my  money  ? 

Aut.  And,  indeed,  sir,  there  are  cozeners  abroad ; 
therefore  it  behoves  men  to  be  wary. 

Clo,  Fear  not  thou,  man,  thou  shalt  lose  nothing 
here. 

Aut.  I  hope  so,  sir ;  for  I  have  about  me  many 
parcels  of  charge. 

Clo,  What  hast  here?  ballads? 

Mop,  Pray  now,  buy  some:  I  love  a  ballad  in 
print,  a*-life ;  for  then  we  are  sure  they  are  true. 

Aut,  Here's  one  to  a  very  doleful  tune,  how  a 
usurer's  wife  was  brought  to  bed  of  twenty  money 
bags  at  a  burthen;  and  how  she  longed  to  eat 
adders'  heads,  and  toads  carbonadoed. 

Mop,  Is  it  true,  think  vou  ?  • 

Aut,  Very  true ;  and  but  a  month  old. 

Dor.  Bless  me  from  marrying  a  usurer  I 

A  ut.  Here's  the  midwife's  name  to't,  one  Mistress 
Taleporter;  and  five  or  six  honest  wives  that  were 
present :  Why  should  I  carry  lies  abroad  ? 

Mop,  'Pray  you  now,  buy  it. 

Clo.  Come  on,  ky  it  bv:  And  let's  first  see  more 
ballads ;  well  buy  the  other  things  anon. 

Aut,  Here'sanother  ballad,  of  a  fish  that  appeared 
open  the  coast,  on  Wednesday  the  fourscore  of 
April,  forty  thousand  fathom  above  water,  and 
sung  this  ballad  against  the  hard  hearts  of  maids: 
it  was  thought  she  was  a  woman,  an^  was  turned 
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mto  a  ooM  fish,  for  she  would  not  exchange  flesh 
with  one  that  loved  hor:  The  ballad  is  very  pitiful, 
and  as  true. 

Ihr,  Is  it  true  too,  think  you? 

Avt.  Five  ja.«tioes*  hands  at  it;  and  witnesses, 
more  than  my  pack  will  hold. 

do,  Lajr  it  by  too :   Another. 

Aut,  This  is  a  merry  ballad ;  bota  very  pretty 
one. 

Mop,  Let^s  have  some  merry  ones. 

Aut.  Why.  this  is  a  passing  merry  one ;  and  goes 
to  the  tune  or  *^  Two  maids  wooing  a  man  :**  there^s 
scarce  a  maid  westward,  but  she  sings  it ;  'tis  in 
reouest,  I  can  tell  you. 

Alop,  We  can  both  sing  it ;  if  thoult  bear  a  part 
thou  shalt  hear;  tis  in  three  parts. 

Dor,  We  had  the  tune  on^  a  month  ago. 

AiU,  I  can  bear  my  part ;  you  must  know,  tis 
my  occupation:  have  at  it  with  you. 

SONG. 

A,  Get  you  honoe.  for  I  mast  cro ; 

Where  It  fits  not  you  to  kno  v. 
D.  Whither? 
M.  O.  whither? 
i>.  Whither? 
jr.  It  beoomee  thy  oath  fall  weO, 

ThoQ  to  me  thy  seoreta  tdl: 
D.  Me  too,  let  mo  go  thither. 

M.  Or  thoa  go^  to  the  grange  or  mUI : 
D.  If  to  either,  thou  doet  ilL 
A,  Neither. 
D.  What,  neither? 
A.  Neither. 

D.  Thou  hast  iwom  my  loTO  to  be ; 
jr.  Thou  hast  ewoni  it  more  to  me : 
Then,  whither  go'st?  say,  whither? 

Ch.  Well  have  this  song  out  anon  by  ourschres ; 
My  father  and  the  gentlemen  are  in  sad  talk,  and 
well  not  trouble  them :  Come,  bring  away  thy 
Mtck  after  me.  Wenches,  I'll  buy  for  you  both : 
Pedlar,  let's  have  the  first  choice.— Follow  me, 
girls. 

Aut,  And  you  shall  pay  well  for  'em*      [Aside, 

Will  you  buy  any  tape^ 

Or  laoe  for  your  cape. 
My  dain^  duck,  my  clears? 

Any  Bilk,  aoy  thread, 

Any  toys  for  your  head. 
Of  the  newest  and  fln'st,  fin'st  wearaT 

Come  to  the  pedlar ; 

Money^B  a  meddler. 
That  doth  uttor  all  men's  ware-a* 

[Exeunt  Clo.,  Aut.,  Dor.,  ojwf  Mop. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv,  Master,  there  is  three  carters,  three  shep- 
herds, three  neatherds,  three  swineherds,  that  have 
made  themselves  all  men  of  hair :  they  call  them- 
selves saltiers :  and  they  have  a  dance  which  the 
wenches  say  is  a  gallimaufiT^  of  gambols,  because 
they  are  not  int;  but  they  themselves  are  o' the 
mind  (if  it  be  not  too  rough  for  some,  that  know 
little4>ut  bowling),  it  will  please  plentif\illy. 

Shq).  Away  I  well  none  on't ;  here  has  been  too 
much  homely  foolery  already  : — I  know,  sir,  we 
weary  you. 

PoL  You  weary  those  that  reA-esh  us ;  Pray, 
let^  see  these  four  threes  of  herdsmen. 

8erv.  One  three  of  them,  by  their  own  report, 
sir,  hath  danced  before  the  king;  and  not  the 
worst  of  the  three  but  jumps  twelve  foot  and  a 
half  by  the  squire. 

JShqp.  Leave  your  prating:  since  these  good 
men  are  pleased,  let  them  come  in ;  but  quickly 
now. 

Sert.  Why,  they  sUy  at  door,  air.  [SxU. 


Bd-mter  Servant,  wUh  Thodve  Suttie$,  kaAHedWk 
Satyrs.    They  dance,  and  thm  exeunL 

PoL  O,  father,  yonll  know  more  of  that  hert- 

after.— 
Is  it  not  too  far  gone?— Tis  time  to  part  them.— 
He's  simple  and  tells  much.    [Aside,]~^Hoyr  now. 

fair  shepherd  ? 
Yonr  heart  is  full  of  somethmg  that  does  take 
Your  mind  from  feasting.    Sooth,  when  I  was 

young. 
And  handed  love  as  you  do,  I  was  wont 
To  load  my  she  with  knacks :  I  would  have  ran* 

sack'd 
The  pedlar's  silken  treasury,  and  have  pour'd  it 
To  her  acceptance;  you  have  let  him  go 
And  nothing  marted  with  him  :  If  your  lass 
Interpretation  should  abuse,  and  caJl  this 
Tour  lack  of  love  or  bounty,  you  were  straited 
For  a  reply,  at  least,  if  you  make  a  oare 
Of  happy  holding  her. 

Flo,  Old  sir,  I  know 

She  prizes  not  such  trifles  as  these  are . 
The  gilts  she  looks  f^om  me  are  pack'd  and  lock'd 
Up  in  my  heart;  which  I  have  given  already. 
But  not  deliver'd. — O,  hear  me  breathe  my  liie 
Before  this  ancient  sir,  who,  it  should  seem, 
Hath  sometime  lov'd :  I  take  tliy  hand ;  this  hand. 
As  soft  as  dove's  down,  and  as  white  as  it : 
Or  Ethiopian's  tooth,  or  the  fann'd  snow. 
That's  bolted  by  the  northern  blasts  twice  o*er. 

PoL  What  follows  this  ?- 
How  prettily  the  young  swain  seems  to  wash 
The  hand  was  fair  before  I— I  have  put  you  out  :^ 
But  to  yonr  protestation ;  let  me  hear 
What  you  profess. 

Flo,  Do,  and  be  witness  to't 

Pol.  And  this  my  neighbour  too  ? 

Flo,  And  he,  and  mora 

Than  he,  and  men ;  the  earth,  the  heavens,  and  all: 
That,  were  I  crown'd  the  most  imperial  monarch, 
Thereof  most  worthy ;  were  I  the  fairest  youth 
That  ever   made   eye  swerve;   had  force,  and 

knowledge. 
More  than  was  ever  man's,  I  would  not  prize  them 
Without  her  love :  for  her,  employ  them  all ; 
Commend  them,  and  condemn  them,  to  her  service, 
Or  to  their  own  perdition. 

PoL  Fairly  offer'd. 

Cam,  This  shows  a  sound  affection. 

Shep.  But.  my  daughter, 

Say  yon  the  like  to  him  ? 

Rr,  I  cannot  speak 

So  well,  nothing  so  well ;  no,  nor  mean  better: 
By  the  pattern  of  mine  own  thoughts  I  out  out 
The  purity  of  his. 

Snep,  Take  hands,  a  bargain ; — 

And,  friends  unknown,  you  shall  bear  witness  to\ 
I  give  m^  daughter  to  him,  and  will  make 
Her  portion  equal  his. 

Flo,  O,  that  must  be 

I'  the  virtue  of  your  daughter :  one  being  dead, 
I  shall  have  more  than  you  can  dream  of  yet ; 
Enough  then  for  your  wonder :  But,  come  on, 
Contract  us  fore  tliese  witnesses. 

SJum,  Come,  yonr  hand ; 

And,  daughter,  yours. 

Pol.  Soft,  swain,  awhOe,  iMseeoh  you ; 

Haveyona&ther? 

Flo.  1  have :  But  what  of  bun  ? 

PoL  Knows  he  of  this? 

Flo.  He  neither  does,  nor  &halL 

PoL  Methinks  a  &thar 
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fs,  aft  the  nuptial  of  bJa  ion,  a  gaest 

That  heat  beoomes  the  table.     Pn^  70a,  once 

more: 
la  not  jour  father  grown  incapable 
Of  reasonable  ai&ira?  la  he  not  stonid 
With  age,  and  altering  rheama  ?     Can  he  speak? 

hear? 
Know  man  from  man  ?  dispute  hia  own  estate  ? 
Lies  he  not  bed-rid  ?  and  again  doea  nothing, 
Bat  what  he  did  being  childish  ? 

Fl(K  No,  good  air ; 

He  has  hia  health,  and  ampler  strength,  indeed. 
Than  moat  have  of  his  age. 

Fd.  Bj  my  white  beard, 

Yon  offar  him,  if  this  be  so,  a  wrong 
Something  unfilial :  Reason,  my  son 
Hhonld  chuoee  himself  a  wife ;  out  as  good  reason. 
The  father  (all  whose  J07  is  nothing  else 
Bat  fair  posterity)  should  hold  some  counsel 
In  such  a  business. 

Ho.  I  yield  all  this ; 

But,  fbr  some  other  reasons,  my  grave  sir, 
Which  'tis  not  fit  you  know,  I  not  acquaint 
My  father  of  this  bnsinees. 

FU,  Let  him  know^ 

Flo,  He  shall  not 

FU.  Prithee,  let  him. 

FUk  No,  he  must  not. 

Sht^  Let  him,  my  son ;  he  shall  not  need  to 
grieve 
A.t  knowing  of  thy  ehoice. 

Fh.  Come,  come,  he  must  not: — 

Mark  our  oontraot. 

FoL  Mark  your  divorce,  young  sir. 

[Discovering  himad/. 
Whom  son  I  dare  not  call ;  thou  art  too  base 
To  be  acknowledged :  Thou  a  sceptre's  heir. 
That  thua  affect'st  a  sheephook !— Thou  old  traitor, 
I  am  sorry,  that,  by  hanging  thee,  I  can 
But  shorten  thy  liie  one  week. — And  thou,  fresh 

piece 
Of  excellent  witchcraft,  who,  of  force,  must  know 
The  royal  fool  thou  cop  st  with  \— 

Sha^  O,  my  heart! 

F6L  1*11  have  thy  beauty  scratched  with  briars, 
and  made 
More  homely  than  thy  state. — For  thee,  fond  boy, 
If  I  may  ever  know  thou  dost  but  sigh 
That  thou  no  more  shalt  see  this  knack  (aa  never 
I  mean  thou  shalt),  we'll  bar  thee  firom  succession ; 
Not  hold  thee  of  our  blood,  no,  not  our  kin, 
Far  than  Deucalion  off. — Mark  thou  my  words ; 
Follow  08  to  the  court. — Thou  churl,  for  this  time. 
Though  full  of  our  displeasure,  yet  we  free  thee 
From  the  dead  blow  of  it. — And  you,  enchantment, 
Worthy  enough  a  herdsman ;  yea,  him  too, 
That  makes  himself,  but  for  our  honour  therein, 
Unworthy  thee, — if  ever,  henceforth,  thou 
These  rural  latches  to  his  entrance  open. 
Or  hoop  his  body  more  with  thy  embraces, 
I  will  devise  a  death  as  cruel  for  thee 
As  thou  art  tender  to't  [Eodit, 

FtT,  Even  here  undone  I 

I  waa  not  much  afeard :  for  once,  or  twice, 
I  was  about  to  speak ;  and  tell  him  plainly, 
The  self'Same  sun  that  shines  upon  bis  court 
Hides  not  his  ▼iflaj^o  from  our  cottage,  but 
Looks  on  alike.— Will 't  please  you,  sir,  be  gone? 

[to  Flo. 
I  told  you  what  woold  come  of  this :  'Beseech  you. 
Of  jour  own  state  take  care :  this  dream  of  mme, 
Being  now  awake.  111  queen  it  no  inch  farther. 
Bat  milk  my  ewes,  and  weep. 
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Why,  how  now,  father  I 


Cam, 
Speak,  ere  Uion  diest. 

JSh^,  I  cannot  speak,  nor  think, 

Nor  dare  to  know  that  which  I  Know. — 0,  sir, 

[to  Flo. 
Tou  have  undone  a  man  of  fourscore  three. 
That  thought  to  fill  his  grave  in  quiet  {  yea, 
To  die  upon  the  bed  my  father  died. 
To  lie  close  by  his  honest  bones :  but  now 
Some  hangman  must  put  on  my  shroud,  and  lay  me 
Where  no  priest  shovels  in  dust. — 0  cursed  wretch  I 

[to  FESDrrA. 
That  knew'st  this  was  the  prince,  and  wooldst 

adventure 
To  mingle  £aith  with  him. — Undone  I  undone  I 
If  I  might  die  within  this  hour,  I  have  liv'd 
To  die  when  I  desire.  [Fheit. 

Flo,  Why  look  you  so  upon  me  ? 

I  am  but  sorry,  not  afeard ;  delay'd, 
But  nothmg  altered:  What  I  was,  I  am : 
More  straining  on,  for  plucking  back ;  not  following 
My  leash  unwillingly. 

Cam,  Gracious  my  lord, 

Tou  know  your  &ther^  temper :  at  this  time 
He  will  allow  no  speech, — wnich,  I  do  guess, 
Tou  do  not  purpose  to  him ;  -and  as  hardly 
Will  he  endure  your  si^ht  as  yet,  I  fear : 
Then,  till  the  fury  of  his  highness  settle. 
Come  not  before  him. 

Flo,  I  not  purpose  it. 

I  think,  CamUla 

Cam.  Even  he,  my  lord. 

Fer,  How  often  have  I  told  you  'twould  b«  thus  I 
How  often  said,  my  dignity  would  last 
But  till  'twere  known  I 

Flo,  It  cannot  fail,  but  by 

The  violation  of  my  faith:  And  then 
Let  nature  crush  the  sides  o'  the  earth  together. 
And  mar  the  seeds  within  I  Lift  up  tliy  looks : 
From  my  snccession  wipe  me,  fother !  I 
Am  heir  to  my  affection. 

Cam,  Be  advis'd. 

Flo,  I  am ;  and  by  my  fancy :  if  my  reason 
Will  thereto  be  obedient,  I  have  reason; 
If  not,  my  senses,  better  pleas'd  with  madness. 
Do  bid  it  welcome. 

Cam,  This  is  desperate,  sir 

Flo.  So  call  it :  but  it  does  fulfil  my  vow ; 
I  needs  must  think  it  honesty.    Camulo, 
Not  for  Bohemia,  nor  the  pomp  that  may 
Be  thereat  glean'd ;  for  all  the  sun  sees,  or 
The  close  eai'th  wombs,  or  the  profound  seas  hide 
In  unknown  fiathoms,  will  I  break  my  oath 
To  this  my  fair  beloved :  Therefore,  I  pray  you, 
As  you  have  ever  been  my  father^s  honour^  rriend, 
When  he  shall  miss  me  (as,  in  fidth,  I  mean  not 
To  see  him  any  more),  cast  your  good  counsels 
Upon  his  passion :  Let  myself  and  fortune 
Tug  for  the  time  to  come.    This  you  may  know. 
And  so  deliver, — I  am  put  to  sea 
With  her,  whom  here  I  cannot  hold  on  short; 
And,  most  opportune  to  her  need,  I  have 
A  vessel  rides  fast  by,  but  not  prepar'd 
For  this  design.     What  course  I  mean  to  hold 
Shall  nothing  benefit  your  knowledge,  nor 
Concern  me  the  reporting. 

Cam,  0,  my  lord, 

I  would  your  spirit  were  easier  for  advioa. 
Or  stronger  for  your  need. 

Flo,  Hark,  Perdita.  [Taka  her  ande. 

Ill  hear  you  by  and  by.  [to  CamillOi 

Cam,  He's  irremovable. 

Baaolv'd  for  flight :  now  were  I  happy*  u 
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EBa  going  I  oonid  frame  to  serve  my  turn ; 
Save  him  from  danger,  do  liim  love  and  honour; 
Purchase  the  eight  again  of  dear  Sicilia, 
And  that  mihappy  king,  mj  master,  whom 
1 80  much  thirst  to  see. 

Flo,  Now,  good  Camillo, 

I  am  80  fraught  with  curious  business,  that 
I  leave  out  ceremony.  [  Going, 

Cam,  Sir,  T  think 

You  have  heard  of  my  poor  services,  i*  the  love 
That  I  have  borne  your  father  ? 

Jflo,  Very  nobl^ 

Have  yon  deserv'd  :  it  is  my  father's  music 
To  speak  vour  deeds ;  not  little  of  his  care 
To  have  tLem  recompensed  as  thought  on. 

Cam,  Well,  my  lord, 

If  yon  may  please  to  think  I  love  the  king, 
And,  through  him,  what  is  nearest  to  him,  which  is 
Your  gracious  self,  embrace  but  my  direction 

Sf  your  more  ponderous  and  settled  project 
ay  suffer  alteration),  on  mine  honour 
111  point  you  where  you  shall  have  sudi  receiving 
As  shall  become  your  highness;  where  you  may 
Enjoy  your  mistress  (from  the  whom  I  see, 
There's  no  disjunction  to  be  made,  but  by, 
Af  Heavens  forfend  I  your  ruin} ;  marry  her  ; 
And  (with  my  best  endeavours  m  your  absence) 
Your  discontenting  father  strive  to  qualify, 
And  bring  him  up  to  liking. 

Fh.  How,  Camillo, 

May  this,  almost  a  miracle,  be  done  ? 
That  I  may  call  thee  something  more  than  man, 
And,  after  that,  trust  to  thee. 

Cam,  Have  you  thought  on 

A  i^aoe  whereto  youll  go? 

Flo.  Not  any  yet : 

But  as  the  unthought-on  accident  is  guilty 
To  what  we  wildly  do,  »o  we  profess 
Ourselves  to  be  tlie  slaves  of  chance,  and  flies 
Of  every  wind  that  blows. 

Cam.  Then  list  to  me  : 

This  follows, — if  you  will  not  change  your  pur* 

pose, 
But  undergo  this  flight,— noake  for  Sidlia; 
And  there  present  yourself,  and  your  fiEiir  princess 
(For  so,  I  see,  she  must  be),  'fore  Leontes ; 
She  shall  be  habited  as  it  becomes 
The  partner  of  your  bed.    Methinks,  I  see 
Leontes^  opening  his  free  arms,  and  weeping 
His  welcomes  forth :  asks  thee,  the  son,  forgive- 
ness, 
Ast  were  i'  the  father's  person :  kisses  the  hands 
Of  yova  fresh  [inncess :  o'er  and  o'er  divides  him 
Twist  his  unkindness  and  his  kindness ;  the  one 
He  chides  to  hell,  and  bids  the  other  grow 
Faster  than  thought  or  time. 

Flo.  Worthy  Camillo, 

What  colour  for  my  visitation  shall  I 
Hold  up  before  him  ? 

Cam,  Sent  by  the  king  your  &ther 

To  greet  him,  and  to  give  him  comforts.    Sir, 
The  manner  of  your  bearing  towards  him,  with 
What  yon,  as  from  your  father,  shall  deliver. 
Things  known  betwixt  us  three.  111  write  you 

down : 
The  which  shall  point  you  forth  at  every  sitting 
What  you  must  say ;  that  he  shall  not  perceive, 
But  that  vou  have  your  father'8  bofiom  there. 
And  speak  his  very  heart. 

Flo,  I  am  bound  to  yoa: 

There  is  some  sap  in  this. 

Cam.  A  course  more  promising 

Than  a  wild  dedication  of  yourselves 


To  nnpath'd  waters,  ondream'd  diores;  most 

certain. 
To  miseries  enough :  no  hope  to  help  yon: 
But  as  you  shake  off  one  to  take  another: 
Nothing  so  certain  as  your  anchors;  who 
Do  tlieir  best  office  if  they  can  but  stay  yon 
Where  youll  be  loth  to  be :  Besides,  yon  know. 
Prosperity's  the  very  bond  of  love : 
Whose  fresh  complexion  and  whose  heart  togethtf 
Affliction  alters. 

Per.  One  of  these  is  true : 

I  think  affliction  may  subdue  the  cheek, 
But  not  take  in  the  mind. 

Cam,  Yea,  say  you  so? 

There  shall  not,  at  yonr  fSeither^  house,  these  seven 

years. 
Be  bom  another  such. 

Flo.  My  good  GamOlo, 

Sh^  is  as  forward  of  her  breeding,  as 
She  is  i'  the  rear  of  our  birth. 

Cam,  I  cannot  say,  *tis  pity 

She  lacks  instructionB ;  for  she  seems  a  mistreei 
To  most  that  teach 

Bar,  Your  pardon,  air,  for  this : 

111  blush  you  thanks. 

Flo,                          My  prettiest  Perdita  I — 
But,  O,  the  thorns  we  stand  upon ! — Camillo, — 
Preserver  of  my  father,  now  of  me ; 
The  medicine  of  our  house!— how  shall  we  do? 
We  are  not  f^mi>h'd  like  Bohemia's  son ; 
Nor  shall  appear  in  Sicilia 

Cam.  My  lord, 

Fear  none  of  this :  I  think  yon  know  my  fortunes 
Do  all  lie  there :  it  shall  be  so  my  care 
To  have  you  royally  appointed,  as  if 
The  scene  yon  play  were  mine.    For  instance,  sir. 
That  yon  may  know  you  shall  not  want,— one 
word.  [  Thejf  talk  aside. 

Enter  Aotolycus. 

AuL  Ha,  ha  t  what  afool  honesty  isl  and  trust, 
his  sworn  brother,  a  very  simple  gentleman  I  I 
have  sold  all  my  trumpery :  not  a  counterfeit  stone, 
not  a  riband,  glass,  pomander,  brooch,  table-book, 
ballad,  knife,  tape,  glove,  shoe-tie,  bracelet,  horn- 
ring,  to  keep  my  pack  from  fasting ;  they  throng 
who  should  buy  first,  as  if  m^  trinkets  had  been 
hallowed,  and  brought  a  benediction  to  the  buyer : 
by  which  means  I  saw  whose  purse  was  best  in 

gicture;  and  what  I  saw  to  my  good  use  I  remem- 
ered.  My  down  (who  wants  but  something  to 
be  a  reasonable  man)  grew  so  in  love  with  the 
wenches'  song,  that  he  would  not  stir  his  pettitoes 
till  he  had  both  tune  and  words ;  which  so  drew 
the  rest  of  the  herd  to  me,  that  all  their  otiier 
senses  stuck  in  ears :  you  might  have  pinched  a 
placket,  it  was  senseless ;  twas  nothing  to  geld  a 
codpiece  of  a  purse ;  I  would  have  filed  keys  ofl 
that  hung  in  chains :  no  hearing,  no  feeling,  but 
my  sir's  song,  and  admiring  the  nothing  of  it.  So 
that,  in  this  time  of  lethargy,  I  picked  and  out 
most  of  their  festival  purses :  and  had  not  the  old 
man  come  in  with  a  wnoobub  against  his  daughter 
and  the  king's  son,  and  scared  my  choughs 
from  the  chaff,  I  had  not  left  a  purse  alive  in  the 
whole  army. 

[Cam.,  Flo.,  and  Per.  comejonoard, 
Cam.  Nay,  but  my  letters  by  this  means  being 
there 
So  soon  as  vou  arrive,  shall  clear  that  doubt. 
Flo,  And  those  that  youll  procure  from  King 

Leontes— 
Cam,  Shall  satisfv  yonr  father.  ^  -.^  ■ 
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AU  that  700  speak  shows  fair. 

0am.  Who  have  we  here  ? 

[Seeing  Autoltous. 
Well  make  an  instmineot  of  this;  omit 
Nothing  nuif  give  us  aid 

AuL  If  they  have  overheard  me  now, — why, 
banking.  [Aside, 

Cam.  How  now,  good  fellow?   whj  shakest 
thoaso? 
Fear  not,  man ;  here's  no  harm  intended  to  thee. 

Aut.  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  sir. 

Cam,  Why,  be  so  still;  here's  nobody  will  steal 
that  from  thee :  Yet,  for  the  oatside  of  tny  poverty 
we  mnst  make  an  exchange:  therefore,  disease 
thee  instantly  (thoa  must  think  there'^  a  necessity 
int),  and  change  garments  with  this  gentleman : 
Thongh  the  pennyworth,  on  his  bide,  be  the  worst, 
yet  hold  thee,  thi»«*s  some  boot 

AvL  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  sir :— I  know  ye  well 
enough.  [Aside, 

Cam,  Nay,  prithee,  despatch :  the  gentleman  is 
half  6ayU  already. 

Aut,  Are  you  in  ea^est,  lir?-— 1  smell  the 
trick  on'L  [Aside, 

Flo,  Despatch,  I  prithee. 

AuL  Indeed,  I  have  had  earnest ;  but  I  cannot 
with  conscience  take  it. 

Caau  Unbuckle,  unbuckle. — 

[Flo.  and  Aut.  exehange  garments. 
Fortunate  mistress,  let  my  prophecy 
Ck>me  home  to  you  I— you  must  retire  yourself 
Into  some  covert:  take  your  sweetheart's  hat, 
And  pluck  it  o'er  your  brows ;  muffle  your  fitoe ; 
Dismantle  you;  and,  as  you  can,  disliken 
Tlie  truth  of  your  OMm  seeming ;  that  you  may 
^or  I  do  fear  Byes  over  you)  to  shipboard 
Get  undescried. 

Fer.  I  see  the  play  so  lies 

That  1  must  bear  a  part. 

Cam.  No  remedy^i— 

Have  yon  done  there  ? 

Flo.  Should  I  now  meet  my  father. 

He  would  not  call  me  son. 

Cam,  Nay,  you  shall  have  no  hat : 

Come,  lady,  come. — Farewell,  my  friend. 

Aut,  Adieu,  sir. 

Flo.  0  Perdita,  what  have  we  twam  forgot! 
Play  you,  a  word.  [They  converse  cgaart. 

Cam.  What  I  do  next  shall  be,  to  tell  the  kins 

[Asiue. 
Of  this  escape  and  whither  they  are  bound*; 
Wherein,  my  hope  is,  I  shall  so  prevail 
To  forc«  him  after;  in  whose  eom|)any 
I  shall  review  Sioilia ;  for  whose  sight 
I  have  a  woman's  longing. 

Flo.  Fortune  speed  ust — 

Thus  we  set  on,  Camillo,  to  the  sea-side. 

Cam.  The  swifter  speed  the  better. 

[ExewU  Flo.,  Per.,  <snd  Cam. 

Aut,  I  understand  the  business,  I  hear  it :  To 
have  an  o|)en  ear,  a  quick  eye,  and  a  nimble  hand, 
is  necessary  for  a  cutpurse;  a  good  nose  is  requisite 
also,  to  smell  out  work  for  the  other  senses.  I  see 
this  is  the  time  tliat  the  unjust  man  doth  thrive. 
What  an  exclmuge  had  this  been,  without  boot  I 
what  a  boot  is  here,  with  this  exchange !  Sure, 
the  gods  do  this  year  connive  at  us,  and  we  may 
do  anjTthing  extempore.  The  prince  himself  is 
about  a  place  of  iniquity;  stealing  away  from 
his  fiither,  with  his  clog  at  his  heels:  If  I 
thought  it  were  not  a  piece  of  honesty  to  acquaint 
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the  king  withal,  I  would  dot :  1  hold  it  the  more 
knavery  to  conceal  it :  and  therein  am  I  constant 
to  my  proflBssion. 

Enter  Clown  cmd  Shepherd. 

Aside,  aside ;  — ii  ire  is  more  matter  for  a  hot  brain: 
Every  lane's  end,  every  shop,  church,  session, 
hsLiyang,  yields  a  careful  man  work. 

uio.  See,  see ;  what  a  man  you  are  now  I  there  is 
no  other  way  but  to  tell  the  king  she's  a  change 
ling,  and  none  of  your  fleeli  and  blood. 

Shqf,  Nay,  but  hear  me. 

Olo,  Nay,  but  hear  me. 

Shqt.  Qo  to,  then. 

Clo,  She  being  none  of  your  flesh  and  blood, 
your  flesh  and  blood  has  not  offended  the  king; 
and,  so,  your  flesh  and  blood  is  not  to  be  punished 
by  him.  Show  those  things  you  found  about  her ; 
those  secret  things,  all  but  what  she  has  with  her : 
This  being  done,  let  the  law  go  whistle ;  I  warrant 
you. 

Shep,  I  will  tell  the  king  all,  every  word ;  yea, 
and  his  son!s  pranks  too ;  who,  I  may  say,  b  no 
honest  man  neither  to  his  father,  nor  to  me,  to  go 
about  to  make  me  the  king's  brother-in-law. 

Clo.  Indeed,  brother-in-law  was  the  farthest  off 
you  could  have  been  to  him ;  and  then  your  blood 
had  been  the  dearer,  bj  I  know  how  miush  an 
ounce. 

AuL  Very  wisely;  puppies  I  [Aside. 

Shep.  Well :  let  us  to  the  kins;  there  is  that  in 
this  nirdel  will  make  him  scratch  his  beard. 

Aut.  I  know  not  what  impediment  this  com- 
plaint may  be  to  the  flight  of  my  master. 

do,  'Pray  heartily  he  be  at  pahu)e. 

Aut,  Though  I  am  not  naturally  honest,  I  am 
■o  sometimes  by  chance  : — Let  me  pocket  up  my 

Bidlar^  excrement— f  Takes  of  Ms  false  beard.] 
ow  now,  rustics?  w1»ither  are  you  bound? 

Sltep,  To  the j)alBce,  an  it  like  your  worship. 

Aut,  Your  amiirs  there;  what;  with  whom; 
the  condition  of  tliat  fardel;  the  place  of  your 
dwellinir ;  your  names ;  your  ages ;  of  what  having, 
breeduig ;  and  anything  that  is  fitting  to  be  known, 
discover. 

Clo.  We  are  but  plain  fellows,  sir. 

Aut.  A  lie ;  you  are  rough  and  hairy :  Let  me 
have  no  lying;  it  becomes  none  but  tradesmen, 
and  they  often  g^'ve  us  soldiers  the  lie :  but  we 
pay  them  for  it  with  stamped  coin,  not  stabbing 
stecJ ;  therefore  they  do  not  give  us  the  li^ 

Clo.  Your  worship  had  like  to  have  given  us 
one,  if  you  had  not  taken  yourself  with  the  manner 

Shrp.  Are  you  a  courtier,  an't  like  you,  sir? 

Aut.  Whether  it  like  me,  or  no,  I  an  a  courtier 
See*8t  thou  not  the  air  of  the  court  in  these 
enfoldings?  hath  not  my  f^it  in  it  the  measure  of 
the  court?  receives  not  thy  nose  court-odour 
from  me?  reflect  I  not  on  thy  baseness,  court- 
contempt?  Think'st  thou,  for  that  I  insinuate,  or 
toze  from  thee  thy  business,  I  am  therefore  no 
courtier  ?  I  am  courtier  cap-a-p^ ;  and  one  that 
will  either  push  on  or  pluck  back  thy  business 
there :  whereupon  I  command  thee  to  open  tliy 
aflair. 

Shep.  My  business,  sir,  is  to  the  king. 

Aut,  What  advocate  hast  thou  to  him  ? 

8fup,  I  know  not,  an't  like  you. 

Clo.  Advocate 's  the  court-word  for  •  pheasant , 
say  yon  have  none. 

^nq).  None,  sir;  I  have  no  pheasant,  cook  nor 
hen. 

AuL  How  blesf'd  are  we  that  ara  ^ot  simple  in<» ' 
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Yet  nature  might  hare  made  me  aa  these  are, 
Therefore  111  not  disdain. 

CUk  This  cannot  be  but  a  great  coortier. 

Shep.  His  garments  are  rich,  but  he  wears 
them  not  handsomelj. 

Clo,  He  seems  to  be  the  more  noble  in  being 
fontastical :  a  great  man,  1*11  warrant ;  I  know  bj 
the  picking  on"s  teeth. 

AuL  The  &rdel  there?  what*^  i*  the  fkrdel  ? 
Wherefore  that  box? 

Shep,  Sir,  there  lies  suoli  secrets  in  this  fardel 
and  box,  which  none  must  know  but  the  king, 
and  which  he  shall  know  within  this  hour,  if  I 
may  oome  to  the  speech  of  him. 

Aut.  Age,  thou  hast  lost  thy  labour. 

Shep,  Whvjsu-? 

Aut,  The  king  is  not  at  the  palace :  he  is  gone 
aonard  a  new  smp  to  purge  melancholy,  and  air 
himself:  For  if  thou  be  st  capable  of  things  serious, 
thou  must  know  the  king  is  full  of  grief. 

Ship,  So  ^  said,  sir,  about  his  son,  that  should 
have  married  a  shepherd's  daughter. 

Aut,  If  that  shepherd  be  not  m  hand-fast,  let  him 
flj:  the  corses  he  shall  have,  the  tortures  he  shall 
feel,  will  break  the  back  of  man,  the  heart  of 
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Clo,  TUnk  you  so,  sfar  ? 

AtU,  Not  he  alone  shall  suffer  what  wit  can  make 
hearj,  and  vengeance  bitter ;  but  those  that  are 
germane  to  him,  though  removed  fifty  times,  shall 
all  come  under  the  hangman :  which  though  it  be 
gieat  pity,  yet  it  is  necesdary.  An  old  sheep- 
whistling  rogue,  a  ram-tender,  to  offer  to  have  his 
daughter  oome  into  grace !  Some  say,  he  shall  be 
stoned ;  but  that  death  is  too  soft  for  him,  say  I : 
Draw  our  throne  into  a  sheep-cote  I  all  deaths  are 
too  few,  the  sharpest  too  easy. 

Clo.  Has  the  old  man  e'er  a  son,  sir,  do  you  hear, 
ant  like  you,  sir? 

Aut,  Me  has  a  ton,  who  shall  be  flayed  alive; 
then,  'nointed  over  with  honey,  set  on  the  head  of 
a  wasp's  nest ;  then  stand,  till  he  be  three  quarters 
and  a  dram  dead ;  then  recovered  again  with  aqua- 
vitsB,  or  some  other  hot  infusion  ;  then,  raw  as  he 
is,  and  in  the  hottest  day  prognostication  proclaims, 
shall  he  be  set  against  a  brick  wall,  the  son  looking 
with  a  southward  eye  upon  him,  where  he  is  to 
behold  hun  with  flies  blown  to  death.  But  what 
talk  we  of  these  traitorly  rasc^s,  whose  miseries 
Bie  to  be  smiled  at,  their  offences  being  so  capital? 
Tell  me  (£ar  you  teem  to  be  hanest  plain  men) 


what  you  hare  to  the  king:  being  0om« 
gently  considered.  111  bring  you  where  he 
aboard,  tender  your  persons  to  his  presence, 
whisper  him  in  your  benalfs ;  and,  if  it  be  in  man, 
besides  the  king,  to  effect  your  suits,  here  is  man 
shall  do  it 

Clo.  He  seems  to  be  of  great  authority :  close 
with  him,  give  him  gold ;  and  though  authority 
be  a  stubborn  bear,  yet  he  is  oft  led  by  the  nose 
with  gold ;  show  the  inside  of  your  purse  to  the 
outside  of  his  hand,  and  no  more  ado :  Remember, 
stoned  and  flayed  alive  I 

Shep,  An't  please  you,  sir,  to  undertake  tiie 
business  for  us,  here  is  that  gold  I  have :  111  make 
it  as  much  more ;  and  leave  this  young  man  in 
pawn  till  I  bring  it  you. 

Aut,  After  I  have  done  what  I  promised? 

Shep,  Ay,  sir. 

A%a,  Well,  give  me  the  moiety:— Are  yon  a 
party  in  this  buHiness  ? 

Clo.  In  some  sort,  sir:  but  though  nnr  case  be 
a  pitiful  one,  I  hope  I  shall  not  be  flayed  out  of  it 

A%U.  0,  that's  the  case  of  the  shepherd's  son : — 
Han^  him,  hell  be  made  an  example. 

Cu>,  Comfort,  good  comfort:  we  must  to  thr 
king,  and  show  our  strange  sights:  he  must  know 
'tis  none  of  your  daughter,  nor  my  sister ;  we  are 
gone  else.  Sir,  I  will  eive  you  as  much  as  this 
old  man  does,  when  the  business  is  performed ;  and 
remain,  as  he  says,  your  pawn  till  it  be  brought  von. 

Aut.  I  will  trust  you.  Walk  before  toward  the 
aea-side ;  go  on  the  ric^ht  hand ;  I  urill  but  look 
upon  the  hedge  and  follow  you. 

Clo.  We  are  blessed  in  this  man,  aa  I  may  say, 
even  blessed. 

Shep,  Let's  before,  as  he  bids  us :  he  was  pro 
vided  to  do  ua  good. 

l^ExeuKd  Shepherd  and  Clowa 

Aut,  If  I  had  a  mmd  to  be  honest,  I  see  Fortune 
would  not  suffer  me ;  she  drops  booties  in  my  mouth. 
I  am  courted  now  with  a  oouble  occasion ;  gold, 
and  a  means  to  do  the  prince  my  master  good ; 
which,  who  knows  how  that  may  turn  back  to  my 
advancement?  I  will  bring  these  two  moles, 
these  blind  ones,  aboard  him :  if  he  think  it  fit  to 
shore  them  a^in,  and  that  the  complaint  \hfsj 
have  to  the  kmg  concerns  him  nothing,  let  him 
call  me  rogue  for  being  *io  fSur  offidons ;  for  I 
am  proof  against  that  title,  and  what  shame  else 
belongs  to't :  To  him  will  I  present  them ;  there 
ma    be  matter  in  it.  [EaaiU 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE  L--Sicniiu  A  Boom  in  the  Mace  of 
Leontes. 

Muter  Lbohtes,  Cleombnes,  Dion,  Pauluta, 
and  others, 

CUo,  Sir,  joa  have  done  enough,  and  have 
peiform^ 
A  saint-like  sorrow :  no  fault  could  you  make 
Which   you  have   not  redeem'd;   indeed,  paid 

down 
More  penitence  than  done  trespass :  At  the  last 
Do,  as  the  Heavens  have  done;  forget  your  evil ; 
With  them,  forgive  yourself. 

Leon,  Whilst  I  rememher 

Her,  and  her  virtues,  I  cannot  forget 
Hy  blemishes  in  them ;  and  so  still  think  of 
The  wrong  I  did  mvself :  which  was  so  much. 
That  heirless  it  hath  made  my  kingdom:  and 
Destroy'd  the  sweetest  companion  that  e  er  man 
Bred  his  hopes  out  of. 

1\muL  True,  too  true,  my  lord : 

If^  one  by  one,  you  wedded  all  the  world, 
Or,  from  the  all  that  are  took  something  good, 
To  make  a  perfect  woman,  she  you  kill'd 
Would  be  unparalleled. 

Leon.  I  think  so.    Kiirdl 

She  I  killed  I    I  did  so :  but  thou  strik'st  me 
Sorely,  to  say  I  did ;  it  is  as  bitter 
Upon  uy  tongue  as  in  my  thought  Now,  good 

now, 
Say  to  but  seldom. 

Cleo.  Not  at  all,  good  lady ; 

Tou  might  have  spoken  a  thousand  things  that 

would 
Have  done  the  time  more  benefit,  and  grao'd 
Tour  kindness  better. 

PauL  You  are  one  of  those 

Would  have  him  wed  again. 

Dion,  If  you  would  not  so. 

You  pity  not  the  state,  nor  the  renaembranoe 
Of  his  meet  sovereign  name ;  consider  little. 
What  dangers,  bjr  his  highness*  fail  of  issue, 
May  drop  upon  ms  kingdom,  and  devour 
Incertain  lookers-on.    What  were  more  holy 
Than  to  rejoice  the  former  aueen  is  well? 
What  holier  than. — for  royalty's  repair, 
For  present  comfort  and  for  future  good, — 
To  bless  the  bed  of  nugesty  again 
With  a  sweet  fellow  to  t? 

J*auL  There  is  none  worthy 

Kespecting  her  that's  p^one.    Besides,  the  goos 
Will  have  fulfilled  their  secret  purposes : 
For  has  not  the  divine  Apollo  saio, 
ls\  not  the  tenor  of  his  oracle, 
Tliat  King  Leontes  shall  not  have  an  heir 
Till  hu  lost  child  be  found?  which,  that  it  shall, 
Is  all  as  monstrous  to  our  human  reason, 
As  my  Antigonus  to  break  his  grave. 
And  oome  again  to  me ;  who,  on  my  life, 
Did  perish  with  the  in&nt    'Tis  your  oouasel 
Hy  lord  should  to  the  Heavens  be  contrary, 
Oppose  against  their  wills. — Care  not  for  issue; 

[toLsoK 
The  crown  will  find  an  heir:  Great  Alexander 
Left  his  to  the  worthiest ;  so  his  successor 
Was  like  to  be  the  best. 

Leon,  Oood  Paulina,— 

Who  hast  the  memory  of  Hermione, 
I  know,  in  honour,— O,  that  ever  I 
Had  flqoar^  me  to  thy  ooansel  I  then,  even  now. 


I  might  have  look'd  upon  my  aueen^full  eyes  * 
Have  taken  treasure  from  her  lips, 

Paul  And  left  them 

More  rich  for  what  they  yielded. 

Leon,  Thou  speak*st  truth. 

No  more  such  wives;  therefore,  no  wife:  one 

worse. 
And  better  us*a,  would  make  her  sainted  spirit 
Again  possess  her  corps ;  and,  on  this  stage 
(Where  we  oflfenders  now)  appear,  soul-vex'd, 
And  begin,  "  Why  to  me  ?" 

PauL  Had  she  sooh  power. 

She  had  just  cause. 

Leon,  She  had ;  and  would  incense  me 

To  murther  her  I  married. 

Paid,  I  should  so : 

Were  I  the  ghost  that  walk'd,  I'd  bid  you  mark 
Her  eve ;  and  tell  me.  for  what  dull  part  int 
You  chose  her:  then  Id  shriek,  that  even  your  ears 
Should  rift  to  hear  me ;  and  ihe  words  that  followed 
Should  be,  **  Remember  mine  I" 

Leon,  Stars,  stars. 

And  all  eyes  else  dead  coals  I — fear  thou  no  wifis, 
111  have  no  wife,  Paulhia. 

PauL  Will  you  swear 

Never  to  marry,  but  by  my  firee  leave  ? 

Leon,  Never,  Paulina :  so  be  bless'd  my  spirit  I 

FauL  Then,  good  my  lords,  bear  witness  to  his 
oath,— 

Cleo,  You  tempt  him  over-much. 

BauL  Unless  another, 

As  like  Hermione  as  is  her  picture, 
Affi-ont  his  eye  ;— 

Cleo,  Good  madam,  I  have  done. 

PixuL  Yet,  if  my  lord  will  marry,— if  you  will, 
sir. 
No  remedy  but  you  will ;  give  me  the  office 
To  choose  you  a  queen ;  she  shall  not  be  so  young 
As  was  your  former ;  but  she  shall  be  such 
As,  waUL'd  your  first  queen's  ghost,  it  should 

take  joy 
To  see  her  in  your  arms. 

Leon,  My  true  Paulina, 

We  shall  not  marry  till  thou  bidd'st  us. 

Paul  That 

Shall  be,  when  your  first  queen's  again  in  breath, 
Never  till  then. 

i^iter  a  (Gentleman. 

Gent,  One  that  gives  out  himself  Prince  Florizeli 
Son  of  Polizenes,  with  his  princess  (she 
The  fSairest  I  have  yet  beheld),  desires  aooess 
To  your  high  presence. 

Leon,  What  with  him  ?  he  comes  not 

Like  to  his  fiither's  greatness :  his  approach, 
So  out  of  circumstance  and  sudden,  tells  us 
'TIS  not  a  visitation  fram'd,  but  forc'd 
By  need  and  accident.    What  train  ? 

Gent,  But  few, 

And  those  but  mean. 

Leon,  His  princess,  say  you,  with  him  ? 

Gent.  Ay,  the  most  peerless  piece  of  earth,  I  think, 
That  e'er  the  sun  shone  bright  on. 

Paul  O  Hermione, 

As  every  present  time  doth  boast  itself 
Above  a  better,  gone,  so  must  thy  grave 
Give  way  to  what's  seen  now.    Sir,  prou  yourself 
Have  said,  and  writ  so  (but  your  writmg  now 
Is  colder  than  that  theme),  ^*  She  had  not  been, 
Nor  was  not  to  be  equall'd ;"— thusgroor  verse 
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Flowed  with  her  beaut/ onoe;  tbahrewcDjebbd, 
To  fltj  70a  have  seen  a  better. 

Qent.  Pardon,  madam; 

The  one  I  have  almost  forgot  (your  pardon) ; 
The  other,  when  she  has  obtained  your  eye, 
Will  have  your  tongue  too.    This  b  a  creature. 
Would  she  begin  a  sect,  might  quench  the  zeal 
Of  all  professors  else ;  make  proselytes 
Of  who  sho  but  bid  follow. 

Paul.  How  ?  not  women  ? 

Gent.   Women  will  love  her,   that  she  is  a 
woman, 
More  worth  than  any  man;  men,  that  she  is 
The  rarest  of  all  women. 

Leon.  Qo,  Cleomenes ; 

Yourself,  assisted  with  your  honoured  friends, 
Bring  them  to  our  embracement. — Still  'ti<4  strange 
[Exeunt  Cleomenes,  Lor^ 
and  Gentlemen. 
He  thns  shoold  steal  upon  us. 

PauL  Had  our  prince 

fJewel  of  children)  seen  this  hour,  he  had  pair'd 
Well  Mrith  this  lord ;  there  was  not  fUU  a  month 
Between  their  births. 

Leon.  Prithee,  no  more;   cease; 

thou  know^st 
He  dies  to  me  again  when  talk'd  of:  sure. 
When  I  shall  see  this  gentleman,  thy  speechee 
Will  bring  me  to  consider  that  which  may 
(Jnfumish  me  of  reason. — They  are  come. — 

He^nter  Cleombmes,  with  Florizbl,  Peroita, 
and  Attendants. 

Your  mother  was  most  true  to  wedlock,  prince; 
For  she  did  print  your  royal  father  oflE; 
Conceiving  you:  Were  I  but  twenty-one, 
Your  father's  image  is  so  hit  in  you, 
His  very  air,  that  I  should  call  yon  brother, 
As  I  did  him;  and  speak  of  something,  wildly 
By  us  perform'd  before.    Most  dearly  welcome  I 
And  you,  Ckir  princess,  goddess! — 0,  alas ! 
I  lost  a  counle,  that  'twixt  heaven  and  earth 
Might  thus  nave  stood,  begetting  wonder,  as 
You,  gracious  couple,  do !  and  then  I  lost 
(All  mine  own  folly)  the  society. 
Amity  too,  of  your  brave  father ;  whom, 
Though  bearing  misery^  I  desire  my  life 
Onoe  more  to  look  on  him. 

Ph.  By  hb  command 

Have  I  here  touched  Sicilia:  and  from  him 
Give  you  all  greetmgs,  that  a  king,  a  friend, 
Can  send  his  brother :  and,  but  infirmity 
(Which  waits  upon  worn  times)  hath  something 

seized 
His  wished  ability,  he  had  himself 
The  lands  and  waters  *twixt  your  throne  and  his 
Measure  to  look  apon  you ;  whom  he  loves 
(He  bado  me  say  so)  more  than  all  the  sceptres, 
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Flo.  Most  royal  sir,  from  fhence;  from  him 

whose  da'ighter 
His  tears  proclaimed  his, parting  with  her:  thence 
(A   prosperous   south-wmd    friendly)   we    bare 

crossed, 
To  execute  the  charge  my  &ther  gave  me, 
For  visiting  your  highness :  My  best  train 
1  have  from  your  Sicilian  shores  dismissed; 
Who  for  Bohemia  bend,  to  si^^nify 
Not  only  my  success  in  Libya,  sir, 
But  my  arrival,  and  my  wife's,  in  safety 
Here,  where  we  are. 

Leim,  The  blessed  gods 

Purge  all  Infection  from  our  air,  whilst  yoa 
Do  climate  liere  I    Yon  have  a  holy  father, 
A  graceful  gentleman ;  against  whose  person, 
So  sacred  as  it  is,  I  have  done  sin : 
For  which  the  heavens,  taking  angry  note, 
Have  left  me  issueless;  and  your  Other's  bless'd 
fAs  he  from  heaven  merits  it)  with  you, 
Worthy  his  goodne.ss.     What  might  I  have  been, 
Might  1  a  son  and  daughter  now  have  look'd  on. 
Such  goodly  things  as  you! 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord,  Most  noble  sir. 

That  which  I  shall  report  will  bear  no  credit. 
Were  not  the  proof  so  nigh.    Please  you,  great 

sir, 
Bohemia  greets  yon  from  himself  by  me 
Desires  you  to  attach  his  son  ;  who  has 

illis  dignity  and  duty  both  cast  oflF) 
^led  from  his  father,  fVom  his  hopes,  and  with 
A  shepherd's  daughter. 

Leon.  Where's  Bohemia?  speak. 

ZiOrd.  Here  in  your  city;  I  now  came  from 
him: 
I  speak  amazedly ;  and  it  becomes 
Mv  mirvel  and  my  message.    To  your  court 
Whiles  he  was  h;ist*ning  (in  the  chase,  it  seems. 
Of  this  fair  couple),  meets  he  on  the  way 
The  father  of  this  seeming  lady,  and 
Her  brother,  having  both  their  country  quitted 
With  this  young  pnnce. 

Flo.  Camillo  has  betrayed  me; 

Whose  honour  and  whose  honesty,  till  now 
Endur'd  all  weathers. 

Lord.  Lay 't  so  to  his  charge  * 

He's  with  the  king  your  father. 

Leon.  Who?  Camillo? 

Lord.  Camillo,  sir;   I  spake  with  him;  who 
now 
Has  these  poor  men  in  question.    Never  saw  I 
Wretches  so  quake :  they  kneel,  they  kiss  the 

earth; 
Forswear  themselves  as  often  as  they  speak : 
Bohemia  stops  his  ears  and  threatens  them 
With  divers  deaths  in  death. 
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Where  jon  were  tied  in  dntj:  and  m  forry 
Toar  eboioe  is  not  so  rich  in  worth  as  beaatj, 
Tliat  yon  might  well  enjoj  her. 

Flo,  Dear,  IooIl  up : 

Though  Fortone,  risible  an  enemy. 
Should  chase  us,  with  mv  faUier,  power  no  jot 
Hath  she  to  change  our  loves. — 'Beseech  you,  sir, 
Bemember  since  you  ow*d  no  more  to  time 
Than  I  do  now :  with  thought  of  such  affections, 
Step  forth  mine  advocate ;  at  your  request, 
My  &ther  will  grant  precious  things  as  trifles. 

Lwn.  \\'ould  he  do  so,  I'd  beg  your  preoiona 
mistress, 
Which  he  counts  but  a  trifle. 

Fmil  Sir,  my  liege, 

Tonr  eye  hath  too  much  youth  in't:  not  a  month 
Tore  your  queen  died,  she  was  more  worth  such 
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Than  what  yon  look  on  now. 

Leofu  I  thought  of  her. 

Even  in  these  looks  I  made. — But  your  petition 

[to  Mo. 
Is  yet  unanswered :  I  will  to  your  father ; 
Yonr  honour  not  o'erthrown  by  your  desires, 
I  am  friend  to  them,  and  you :  upon  which  errand 
I  now  go  toward  him ;  therefore  follow  me. 
And  mark  what  way  I  make :  Gome,  good  my  lord. 

\hjaotimt, 

SCENE  II.-  Tht  tamie,    Befure  the  Palace, 
Enter  Autoltcus  and  a  Gentleman. 

Aut,  'Beseech  you,  sir,  were  you  present  at  this 
relation? 

1  Ocnt,  I  was  bv  at  the  opening  of  the  fardel ; 
heard  the  old  shepherd  deliver  the  manner  how  he 
found  it:  whereunon,  after  a  little  amazedness,  we 
were  all  commanded  outof  the  diamber;  only  this, 
methooght  I  heard  the  shepherd  say  he  found  the 
child. 

Aut,  I  would  most  gladly  know  the  issue  of  it. 

1  Qent,  I  make  a  brqken  delivery  of  the  busi- 
ness:—But  the  changes  I  perceived  in  the  king 
and  Camillo  were  very  notes  of  admiration :  they 
seemed  almost,  with  staring  on  one  another,  to  tear 
the  cases  of  their  eyes ;  there  was  speech  in  their 
dumbness,  Umguage  in  their  very  gesture ;  they 
looked  as  they  had  heard  of  a  world  ransomed,  or 
one  destroyed:  A  notable  pis.>^ion  of  wonder 
appeared  in  them;  but  the  wisest  beholder^  that 
knew  no  more  but  seeing,  could  not  say  if  the 
imp<ntance  were  joy  or  sorrow ;  but  in  the  ex- 
tremity of  the  one  it  must  needs  be. 

EnUr  another  Gentleman. 

Here  comes  a  gentleman,  that,  happily,  knows 
more:  The  news,  Rogeroy 

2  Oent.  Nothing  but  bonfires:  The  oracle  is 
fUfilled ;  the  king's  daughter  is  found :  such  a  deal 
of  wonder  is  broken  out  within  this  hour,  that 
ballad-makers  cannot  be  able  to  express  it. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

Here  oomes  the  Lady  Paulina's  steward;  be  can 
deliver  vou  more.— How  goes  it  now,  sir?  this 
news,  which  is  called  true,  is  so  like  an  old  tale, 
that  the  verity  of  it  is  in  strong  suspicion :  Has 
the  king  found  his  heur? 

3  Oait.  Moet  true ;  if  ever  truth  were  pregnant 
by  circumstance;  that  which  you  hear  youll 
iwear  yon  see,  there  U  such  nni^  in  the  proofs. 
The  mantle  of  Queen  Hermione :— her  jewel  about 
the  neck  of  it:— the  letters  of  Antigonus,  found 


with  it,  which  they  knew  to  be  bis  character  .*— ^e 
majesty  of  the  creature,  in  resemblance  of  the 
raotlier ;— the  affection  of  nobleness,  which  nature 
shows  above  her  breeding,— and  many  oiher  evi- 
dences, proclaim  her,  with  all  certainty,  to  be  the 
king's  daughter.  Did  you  see  the  meeting  of  tlie 
two  kings? 

2  OciU.  No. 

8  Oent,  Then  you  have  lost  a  sight,  which  was 
to  be  seen,  cannot  be  spoken  of.  I'here  might  you 
have  l>Bheld  one  joy  crown  another;  so,  and  in 
such  manner,  that  it  seemed  sorrow  wept  to  cake 
leave  of  them ;  for  their  joy  waded  in  tears.  There 
was  casting  up  of  eyes,  holding  up  of  hands;  with 
countenance  of  such  distraction,  that  they  were 
to  be  known  by  garment,  not  by  favour.  Our 
king,  being  ready  to  leap  out  of  himself  for  joy  of 
his  found  (hnghter ;  as  it  that  joy  were  now  become 
a  loss,  cries,  **  O,  thy  mother,  thy  mother  I"  then 
asks  Bohemia  forgiveness ;  then  embraces  his  son- 
in-law  ;  then  again  worries  he  his  daughter,  with 
clipping  her;  now  he  thanks  the  old  shepherd, 
which  stands  by,  like  a  weather-bitten  conduit  ox 
many  kings'  reigfns.  I  never  heard  of  such  anoUier 
encounter,  which  lames  report  to  follow  it,  and 
undoes  description  to  do  it. 

2  Oent.  What,  pray  you,  beoame  of  Antigonus, 
that  carried  hence  the  child? 

3  QeiU,  Like  an  old  tale  still ;  which  will  have 
matter  to  rehearse,  though  credit  be  asleep,  and  not 
an  ear  open :  He  was  torn  to  pieces  with  a  bear : 
this  avouches  the  shepherd's  son ;  who  has  not  only 
hb  innocence  (which  seems  much)  to  justify  him, 
but  a  handkerchief,  and  rings,  of  nis,  that  rauUna 
knows. 

1  Oent.  What  became  of  his  bark,  and  bia 
followers? 

8  GmU,  Wrecked,  the  same  instant  of  theii 
I  master's  death ;  and  in  the  view  of  the  shepherd . 
so  that  all  the  instruments,  which  aided  to  expose 
the  child,  were  even  then  lost,  when  it  was  found. 
But,  O,  the  noble  combat  that,  'twixt  joy  and 
sorrow,  was  fought  in  Paulina  I  She  had  one  eye 
declined  for  the  loss  of  her  husband;  another 
elevated  that  the  onicle  was  fulfilled :  She  lifted 
-the  princess  from  the  earth ;  and  so  locks  her  in 
embracing,  as  if  she  would  pin  her  to  her  heart, 
that  she  niight  no  more  be  in  danger  of  losing. 

1  OenL  The  dignity  of  this  act  was  worth  the 
audience  of  idngs  and  princes ;  for  by  such  was  it 
acted. 

3  OmL  One  of  the  prettiest  touches  of  all,  and 
that  which  angled  for  mine  eyes  (caught  the 
water,  though  not  the  fish),  was,  when  at  the 
relation  of  the  qneen^s  death,  with  the  manner 
how  she  came  to  it  (bravely  confessed,  and 
lamented  by  the  king^,  how  attentiveness  woonded 
his  daughter;  till,  from  one  sign  of  dolonr  to 
another,  she  did,  with  an  "aUsI"  I  would  fain 
say,  bleed  tears;  for,  I  am  sure,  my  heart  wept 
blood.  Who  was  most  marble  there  changed 
colour ;  some  swooned ;  all  sorrowed :  if  all  the 
world  could  have  seen  it,  the  woe  had  been 
universal. 

1  Oent*  Are  they  returned  to  the  court? 

8  Oent,  No :  the  princess  hearing  of  her  mother^ 
statue,  which  is  in  the  keeping  of  Paalina, — a  pieoe 
many  years  in  doing,  ana  now  newly  performed 
by  that  rare  Italian  master,  Julio  Romano ;  who, 
bad  he  himself  eternity,  and  oould  put  breath 
into  his  work,  would  beguile  nature  of  her  custom, 
so^  perfectly  ue  is  her  ape :  he  so  near  to  Her< 
mione  hath  done  Hermiona,  that  they  say,  one 
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would  speaiL  to  her,  and  stend  in  hope  of  answer : 
thither,  with  all  greediness  of  affection,  are  thej 
gone :  and  there  they  intend  to  sup. 

2  OeiU.  I  thought  she  had  some  great  matter 
there  in  hand;  for  she  hath  privatelj.  twice  or 
thrioe  a  day,  ever  since  the  death  of  ilermione, 
risited  tliat  removed  hoase.  Shall  we  thither, 
and  with  our  company  piece  the  rejoicing? 

1  OenL  Who  would  be  thence  that  has  the 
benefit  of  access?  every  wink  of  an  eye,  some 
new  ^race  will  be  bom:  our  absence  makes  us 
onthnfty  to  our  knowledge.    Let's  along. 

[Exeunt  Qentlemen. 

Aut,  Now,  had  I  not  the  dash  of  my  former 
life  in  me,  would  preferment  drop  on  mv  head.  I 
brought  the  old  man  and  his  son  aboard  the 
prince ;  told  him  I  heard  them  talk  of  a  ferdel, 
and  I  know  not  what ;  but  he  at  that  time,  over- 
fond  of  the  shepherd  8  daughter  (so  he  then  took 
her  te  be),  who  began  to  be  much  sea-eick,  and 
himself  little  better,  extremity  of  weather  con- 
tinuing, this  mystery  remained  undiscovered. 
But  \u  all  one  to  me ;  for  had  I  been  the  finder 
out  of  this  secret,  it  would  not  have  relished 
among  my  other  discredits. 

Enter  Shepherd  and  Clown. 

Here  come  those  I  have  done  good  to  against  my 
will,  and  already  appearing  in  the  blossoms  of 
their  fortune. 

JSBiep,  Come,  boy;  I  am  past  more  children, 
but  thy  sons  and  daughters  will  be  all  gentlemen 
bom. 

Clo.  Tou  are  well  met,  sir :  Tou  denied  to  fight 
with  me  this  other  day,  because  I  was  no  gentle- 
man bom:  See  ^u  these  clothes?  say,  you  see 
them  not,  and  think  me  still  no  gentleman  bora : 
you  were  best  say  these  robes  are  not  gentlemen 
bora.  Give  me  the  lie ;  do ;  and  try  whether  I 
am  not  now  a  gentleman  bora. 

AuL  I  know  you  are  now,  sir,  a  gentleman 
bora. 

Clo,  Ay,  and  have  been  so  any  time  these  four 
hours. 

Shep,  And  so  have  I,  boy. 

Clok  So  yon  have  >— but  I  was  a  gentleman 
bora  before  my  father :  for  the  king^  son  took 
me  by  the  band,  and  called  me  brother ;  and  then 
the  two  kings  called  my  fiuher,  brother ;  and  then 
the  prince,  my  brother,  and  th^  princess,  my 
sister,  called  my  father,  utther ;  and  so  we  wept : 
and  there  was  the  first  gentlemanlike  tears  that 
ever  we  shed. 

Ship.  We  may  live,  son,  to  shed  many  more. 

Clo.  Ay;  or  else  'twere  hard  luck ;  being  in  so 
preposterous  estate  as  we  ve. 

Aut.  I  humbly  beseech  you,  sir,  to  pardon  me 
all  Urn  faults  I  have  committed  to  your  worship, 
and  to  give  me  your  good  report  to  the  prince  my 
master. 

Skq).  Prithee,  son,  do ;  for  w«  must  be  gentle, 
Qow  we  an  gentlemen. 

Oh.  Thou  wilt  amend  thy  life? 

Aut.  Ay,  an  it  like  your  good  worship. 

Clo.  Give  me  thy  hand :  1  will  swear  to  the 
prinbe,  then  art  as  honest  a  true  fellow  as  any  is 
m  Bohemia. 

S^.  Yon  may  say  it,  but  not  swear  it 

Clo.  Not  swear  it,  now  I  am  a  gentleman?  Let 
boors  and  firanklins  say  it.  111  swear  it. 

Shq^.  How  if  it  be  false,  son? 

Clo.  If  it  be  ne*er  so  false,  a  true  gentleman 
nay  swear  it,  in  the  behalf  of  his  friend  :~And 
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Ill  swear  to  the  prince,  thoa  art  •  tall  fellow  of 
thy  hands,  and  that  thou  wilt  not  be  drank :  but  I 
know,  thou  art  no  tall  lellow  of  thy  hands,  and 
that  thou  wilt  be  drunk ;  but  111  swear  it :  and  I 
would  thou  wouldst  be  a  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands. 

AhL  I  will  prove  so,  sir,  to  my  power. 

Clo.  Ay,  by  any  means  prove  a  tall  fellow :  if 
I  do  not  wonder  now  thou  darest  venture  to  be 
drank,  not  being  a  tall  fellow,  trast  me  not— 
Hark!  the  kines  and  the  princes,  oar  kindred,  are 
going  to  see  the  queeuls  picture.  Come,  follow 
us :  well  be  thy  good  masters.  [Eaoeunt. 

SCENE  UL—The  9anu.    A  Boom  m  Paulina*8 
House. 

Enter  Lbohtbs,  Pouzekes,  Florizbl,  Prrdita^ 
Camillo,  Paulina,  Lords,  on^  Attendants. 

Leon.  O  grave  and  good   Paolina,  the  great 

comfort 
That  1  have  had  of  thee  I 

BauL  What,  sovereign  sir, 

I  did  not  well.  I  meant  well :  All  my  services 
You  have  paid  home:  but  that  you  have  vouch- 

safd. 
With  your  crown*d   brother,   and  these  your 

contracted 
Heirs  of  your  kingdoms,  my  poor  house  to  visit ; 
It  is  a  surplus  of  your  grace,  which  never 
My  life  may  last  to  answer. 

Leon.  O  Paulina, 

We  honour  you  with  trouble :  But  we  came 
To  see  the  statue  of  our  queen :  ^our  gallery 
Have  we  passed  through,  not  without  much  coor 

tent 
In  many  singularities ;  but  we  saw  not 
That  which  mv  daughter  came  to  look  upon. 
The  statue  of  her  mother. 

Fond.  As  she  liv'd  peerless. 

So  her  dead  likeness,  I  do  well  believe. 
Excels  whatever  yet  you  lookM  upon. 
Or  hand  of  man  hath  done;  therefore  I  keep  it 
Lonely,  apart :  But  here  it  is :  prepare 
To  see  the  life  as  lively  mock'd,  as  ever 
Still  sleep  mock*d  death :  behold ;  and  say, 

well. 
[Paulina  undrawB  a  eurtam,  and  diacoven  a 
statue. 
I  like  your  silence,  it  the  more  shows  off 
Your  wonder :  But  yet  speak ;— first,  you,  my 

liege. 
Comes  it  not  somethmg  near  ? 

Leon.  Her  natural  posture  I — 

Chide  me,  dear  stone;  that  I  may  say,  mdeed. 
Thou  art  Hermione :  or,  rather,  thou  art  she. 
In  thy  not  chiding ;  for  she  was  as  tender 
As  infancy  and  grace.— But  yet,  Paulina, 
Hermione  was  not  so  much  vrrinkled;  nothing 
So  aged  as  this  seems. 
FoL  0,  not  by  much. 

FatuL  So  much  the  more  our  oarver^s  excellence ; 
Which  lets  go  by  some  sixteen  years,  and  makes 

her 
As  she  liy*d  now. 

Leon.  As  now  she  mi^t  haye  donei 

So  much  to  my  good  comfort,  as  it  is 
Now  piercing  to  my  soul.    O,  thus  she  stood. 
Even  with  such  life  of  majesty  (warm  life. 
As  now   it  coldly  stands),  when  first  I  woo^ 

her! 
I  am  ashamed :  Does  not  the  stone  rebuke  me- 
For  being  more  stone  than  it? — 0,  jcgrsl  plMey. 
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Toereli  magie  in  thj  mijes^,  which  has 
If 7  erilf  oonjur'd  to  remembrance ;  and 
From  thy  admiring  daughter  took  the  spirits, 
Standing  like  stone  with  thee  I 

Ptr»  And  give  me  leave ; 

Ajid  do  not  say  tis  superstition,  that 
1  kneel,  and  then  implore  her  blessing. — Ladj, 
Dear  queen,  that  ended  when  I  but  began, 
Give  me  that  hand  of  yours  to  kiss. 

Paul  O,  patience : 

The  statue  is  but  newly  fix'd,  the  colour's 
Hot  dry. 

Cam,  My  lord,  your  sorrow  was  too  sore  laid 
on; 
Which  sixteen  winters  cannot  blow  away, 
So  many  summers  dry :  scarce  any  joy 
Did  ever  so  long  live ;  no  sorrow, 
But  killed  itself  much  sooner. 

PoL  Dear  my  brother, 

Iiet  him  that  was  the  cause  of  this  have  power 
To  take  off  so  much  grief  from  you,  as  he 
Will  piece  up  in  himself. 

/Vita.  Indeed,  my  lord, 

If  I  had  thoueht  the  sight  of  my  poor  image 
Would  thus  have  wrought  you  (Cor  the  stone  is 

mine), 
Fd  not  have  show*d  it 

Leon.  Do  not  draw  the  curtain. 

Fad,  No  longer  shall  yon  gaze  onH ;  lest  your 
fancy 
Mav  think  anon  it  moves. 

Leon,  liCt  be,  let  be. 

Would    I    were    dead,    but    that,    methinks, 

alreadv— 
What  was  he  that  did  make  it?->See,  my  lord. 
Would  you  not  deem  it  breath'd  ?  and  that  those 

veins 
Did  verily  bear  blood  ? 

PoL  Masterly  done  -. 

The  very  life  seems  warm  upon  her  lip 

Lton.  The  fixure  of  her  eye  has  motion  in% 
As  we  are  mook*d  with  art 

Paul  in  draw  the  curtain ; 

My  lord^s  slmost  so  far  transported  that 
Hell  think  anon  it  lives. 

Leon,  O  sweet  Paulina, 

Make  me  to  thmk  so  twenty  vears  together ; 
No  settled  senses  of  the  world  can  match 
The  pleasure  of  that  madness.    Let  t  alone. 

Piki,  I  am  sorry,  sir,  I  have  thus  far  Htirr'd 
you:  but 
I  eould  afflict  you  further. 

Leon,  Do,  Paulina; 

For  this  afBiction  has  a  taste  as  sweet 
As  any  cordial  comfort — Still,  methinks, 
There  is  an  air  comes  from  her:   Wliat  fine 

chisel 
Could  ever  yet  cut  breath?    Let  no  man  mock 
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me, 

Ikiss 


her. 


For  I  will 

Pmd.  Qood  m^  lord,  forbear : 

The  ruddiness  upon  her  lip  is  wet ; 
Too  11  mar  it^  if  you  kiss  it ;  stain  your  own 
With  oily  pamtinff :  Shall  I  draw  the  curtain? 

Leon,  No,  not  these  twenty  years. 

Pet,  So  long  could  I 

Stand  by,  a  lookernm. 

PomL  Either  forbear, 

Qnit  presently  the  chapel :  or  resolve  you 
For  more  amazement    Ixjon  can  behold  it, 
111  make  the  statue  move  mdeed:  descend, 
And  take   you  by  the  hand:  oiil  then   yonll 
think 


(Which  I  protest  again^ct)  I  am  assisted 
By  wicked  powers. 

Leon,  What  you  can  make  her  do» 

I  am  content  to  look  on :  what  to  speak, 
I  am  content  to  hear ;  for  'tis  as  easy 
To  make  her  speak  as  move. 

PauL  It  is  required 

You  do  awake  your  faith :  Then,  all  stand  still; 
Or  those  that  think  it  b  unlawful  business 
I  am  about,  let  them  depart 

Leon,  Proceed; 

No  foot  shall  stir. 

PavL  Music ;  awake  her :  strike.— 

"Tis  time ;  descend ;  be  stone  no  more ;  approach ; 
Strike  all  that  look  upon  with  marvel.    Come ; 
111  fill  your  grave  up :  stir;  nav,  come  awav; 
Bequeath    to  death   your  numbness,  for,  from 

him 
Dear    life   redeems  yon.— You  perceive    she ' 

stirs; 

[Her.  comet  down  from  thepedeskd. 

Start  not ;  her  actions  shall  be  holy  as, 

Yon  hear,  my  spell  is  lawful :  do  not  shun  her. 

Until  you  see  her  die  a^in ;  for  then 

Tou  kill  her  double :  Nay,  present  your  hand : 

Wtien  she  was  young  you  woo'd  her;  now,  in 

a«e, 
Is  she  become  the  suitor? 
Leon.  O,  she*s  warm  t 

[Embracing  ner. 
If  this  be  ma^c,  let  it  be  an  art 
Lawful  as  eating. 
PoL  She  embraces  him. 

0am,  She  hangs  about  his  neck; 
1  If  she  pertain  to  life,  let  her  speak  too. 

PoL  Ay,  and  maket  manifest  whore  she  has 
'  liv'd, 

I  Or,  hAw  stol'n  from  the  dead! 

Paul.  That  she  is  livmg 

Were  it  but  told  yon,  should  be  hooted  at 
Like  an  old  tale;  but  it  appears  she  lives. 
Though    yet    she   speak  not    Mark   a  little 

while- 
Please  you  to  interpose,  &ir  madam ;  kneel. 
And  pray  your'  mother's  blessing.— Turn,  good 

hidy; 
Our  Perdita  is  found. 

[Preeenting  Pniu,  toKo  hteeh  to  Hbb. 
Eer,  You  gods,  look  down, 

And  from  your  sacred  vials  pour  your  graces 
Upon   my   daughter's    head! — Tell   me,  mine 

own, 
Where  hast  thou  been  preserved  ?  where  liv'd  ? 

how  found 
Thy   fatherlB    court?     For  thoa    shalt   hear, 

that   I,— 
Knowing  by  Paulina,  that  the  oracle 
(iave  hope  thou  wast  in  being,— have  preserv'd 
Myself  to  see  the  issue. 

Piud,  There's  time  enough  for  that ; 

Lest  tliey  desire,  upon  this  push,  to  trouble 
Your  joys  with  like  relation.— Qo  together, 
You  precious  winners  all ;  your  exultation 
Partake  to  every  one.    I,  an  old  turtle, 
Will  wing  me  to  some  withered  bough,  and 

there 
My  mate,  thatls  never  to  be  found  again, 
Lament  till  I  am  lost 

Leon,  O  peace,  Ptolina; 

Thou  should^  a  husband  take  by  my  consent| 
As  I  by  thinea  wife:  this  is  a  nmtoh, 
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And  made  between^  by  vows.    Thou  hast  found 

mine; 
But  how,  is  to  be  qtiesdon'd:  for  I  saw  her, 
As  I  thought,  dead ;  and  hare,  in  vain,  said 

many 
A  prayer  upon  her  grave:  111  not  seek  fiir 
(For  him,  I  partly  know  his  mind)  to  find  thee 
An  honourable  husband :— Come,  Camillo, 
And  take  her  by  the  hand:  whose  worth  and 

honesty 
I]B7V}hly  noted;  and  here  justified 


By  m^,  a  pair  oT  Idngs — Let^  from  this  plaoe. — 
What? — Look  upon  my  brother:  —  both  your 

pardons. 
That  e'er  I  put  between  your  hol]jr  looks 
My  ill  suspicion.    This  your  son-in-law. 
And  son  unto  the  king  (whom  Heavens  directing) 
Is  troth-plight  to  your  d»i^bi«r. — (jK>od  PaoUns, 
Lead  us  from  hence ;  where  we  mav  leisurely 
Each  one  demand,  and  answer  to  his  part 
Perform 'd  in  this  widegap  of  time,  siooe  drrt 
W«  ware  dissevered:  Hastily  lead  away. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


B0IIHU8,  Dak*  of  Ij^Mtu. 
JTOBOW.  >  merdumt  of  BrraeoM. 
AflUFlUIUni  OF  EPHB8U8,  twlobrotl&er  to  Aattpholtti  of 
gjrjMniM,  tat  nnkiiowB  to  hia.  Mad  ion  to  JQgeoa  and 

ABTIPHOLVS  OP  8TKA0U8B,  twla-brothor  to  Antlpholai 
^£nganu.l»atwikaovntoliaa,Mid  urn.  toj^gooaand 

OF  BPKBStrB,  tvln-brottior  to  Dromlo  of  ByraeiiM. 
nnd  >ttond«nt  to  Antipholai  of  Bpliaios. 


lACVBB.  twin  teotherto  Dromioof  EplMm^ 

«B(Unt  to  Antlplioliu  of  SyrMiiM. 

R.  a  merchant.        ANOELO,  a  goldimltli. 


SKOMIO  OF  8T&A( 

and  attendant 
BALTHAZAR,  a  mei  w—.^        •»,»...»,,.  ,«..»» 
A  Merchant,  friend  to  Antlpholaa  of  SyracTuo. 
PINCH,  a  Mhoolmaeter  and  a  conjuror. 


JBMILIA.  wife  to  JBgeon,  and  abbeat  at  Erhesoa. 

AD&IANA.  wifeto  Antipholns  of  Bpnekiu. 

LUCIANATlier  ii«t«r.       LUC£,  her  lenrank 


A  Courtesan. 
Oaote,  OOeera,  aad  other 


ACT  L 


SCENE  L— il  Bm  m  iU  Duke's  PaHact, 

BUar  Duxx,  JSoeon,  Gaoler,  Officers,  andoHhar 
Attendants. 
jEgt.  Proceed,  Solinas,  to  procure  my  falL 
And,  bjr  the  doom  of  death,  end  woes  and  all. 

Dtiht,  Merchant  of  Sjracasa,  plead  no  more; 
I  am  not  partial,  to  infhnge  our  laws ; 
The  enmitj  and  discord,  which  of  late 
Sprang  from  the  rancorous  outrage  of  your  duke 
1^  merchants,  our  well-dealing  countrymen, — 
Who,  wanting  gilders  to  redeem  their  lives, 
Hare  sealed   his   rigorous   statutes   with   their 

bloods, — 
Excludes  all  pity  from  our  threatening  looka. 
Porj  since  the  mortal  and  intestine  jars 
Twuct  thj  seditious  countrymen  and  vm. 
It  hath  in  solemn  synods  been  decreed. 
Both  bjr  the  Syracasans  and  ourselves, 
To  admit  no  traffic  in  our  adverse  towns : 
Nay,  more,  if  any,  bom  at  Ephesus, 
Be  seen  at  any  Syracusan  marts  and  fiain, 
Again,  if  any  Syracusan  bom. 
Come  to  the  bay  of  Ephesus,  ne  dies. 
His  goods  confiscate  to  the  duke's  dispose  j 
Unless  a  thousand  marks  be  levied. 
To  quit  the  penalty,  and  to  ransom  him. 
Thy  substance,  valued  at  the  highest  rate, 
Cannot  amount  unto  a  hundred  marks ; 
Therefore,  by  law  thou  art  condemned  to  die. 
Sge,  Yet  this  my  comfort;  when  your  words 

are  done. 
My  woes  end  likewise  with  the  evening  sun. 

Duke,  Well,  Syracusan,  say,  in  brief,  the  cause 
Why  thou  departedst  from  thy  native  home; 
And  for  what  cause  thou  cam'st  to  Ephesus. 
jEge,   A  heavier  task  could  not   have  been 

impos'd. 
Than  I  to  speak  my  griefe  unspeakable. 
Tet,  that  the  world  may  witiu'ss  that  my  end 
Was  wrought  by  nature,  not  by  vile  offence, 
111  utter  wliat  my  sorrow  gives  me  leave. 
In  Syracusa  was  I  born ;  and  wed 
Unto  a  woman,  happy  but  for  me. 
And  by  me,  too^  haa  not  our  hap  been  bad. 
With  her  I  liv*d  in  joy ;  our  wealth  increased, 
By  prosperous  vo;piges  I  often  made 
To  Epidamnum,  till  my  factor's  death, 
And  the  great  care  of  goods  at  random  left, 


Drew  me  from  kind  embracements  of  my  spouse 
From  whom  my  absence  was  not  six  months  old^ 
Before  herself  (almost  at  fainting  under 
The  pleasing  punishment  that  women  bear) 
Had  made  provision  for  her  following  me, 
And  soon,  and  safe,  arrived  where  I  was. 
There  had  she  not  been  long,  but  she  became 
A  joyftil  mother  of  two  goodly  sons ; 
And,  which  was  strange,  the  one  so  like  the  othe 
As  could  not  be  distinguish'd  but  by  names. 
That  very  hour,  and  in  the  self-same  inn, 
A  poor  mean  woman  was  delivered 
Of  such  a  burthen,  male  twins,  both  alike : 
Those,  for  their  parents  were  exceeding  poor, 
I  bought,  and  brought  up  to  attend  my  sons. 
My  wife,  not  meanly  proud  of  two  such  boys, 
Made  daily  motions  for  oar  home  retum : 
Unwilling  I  agreed;  alas,  too  soon.    We  cam 

aboard: 
A  league  from  Epidamnum  had  we  sail'd 
Before  the  always-wind-obepring  deep 
Gave  any  traaio  instance  or  our  harm : 
But  longer  did  we  not  retain  much  hope; 
For  what  obscured  light  the  heavens  aid  grant 
Did  but  convey  unto  our  fearful  minds 
A  doubtful  warrant  of  immediate  death ; 
Whidi,  though  myself  would  gladly  liave  embrac'd 
Tet  the  incessant  weepings  of  my  wife, 
Weeping  before  for  what  she  saw  must  come. 
And  piteous  plainings  of  the  pretty  babes. 
That  moura'a  for  &shion,  ignorant  what  to  fear, 
Forc'd  me  to  seek  delays  for  them  and  me. 
And  this  it  was,— for  other  means  was  none.— 
The  sailors  sought  for  safet;^  by  our  boat, 
And  left  the  ship,  then  sinking-ripe,  to  us : 
My  wife,  most  careful  for  the  latter  born. 
Had  fasten'd  him  unto  a  small  spare  mast. 
Such  as  seafaring  men  provide  for  storms : 
To  him  one  of  the  other  twins  was  bound, 
Whilst  I  had  been  like  heedful  of  the  other. 
The  cliildren  thus  disposed,  my  wife  and  I, 
Fixing  our  eyes  on  wnom  our  care  was  fix'd, 
Fasten'd  ourselves  at  either  end  the  mast ; 
And  floating  straigh^  obedient  to  the  stream, 
Were  carried  towards  Corinth,  as  we  thought 
At  length  the  sun,  gazing  upon  the  earth. 
Dispersed  those  vapours  that  offended  us ; 
And,  by  the  benefit  of  his  wi^ed  light. 
The  ^  wiuc'd  calm  •^gJfJlgoqgr^Qglg 
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Two  ships  from  far  making  amiun  to  ns, 
Of  Corinth  that,  of  Euidaoras  this : 
Bat  ere  they  came.— 0«  let  me  say  no  morel 
Ghtther  the  seqael  oy  what  went  before. 

Duha,  Nay,  forward,  old  man,  do  not  break 
off  so; 
For  we  may  pity,  though  not  pardon  thee. 

^ge,  0,  had  the  gods  done  so,  I  had  not  now 
Wortiiily  termed  them  merciless  to  us  I 
For  ere  the    ships   ooold   meet  by  twice  five 

leagnes, 
We  were  encoonter'd  by  a  mighty  rock ; 
Which  being  violently  borne  upon, 
Oar  helpful  ship  was  splitted  in  the  midst, 
So  that,  in  this  unjust  divorce  of  us, 
Fortune  had  left  to  both  of  us  alike 
What  to  delight  in,  what  to  sorrow  for. 
Her  part,  poor  soul  1  seeming  as  burthened 
With  lesser  weight,  but  not  with  lesser  woe. 
Was  carried  with  more  speed  before  the  wind; 
And  in  our  sight  they  three  were  taken  up 
By  fishermen  of  Corinth,  as  we  thought 
At  length,  another  ship  had  seized  on  us; 
And,  knowing  whom  it  was  their  lian  to  save, 
Gkive  healthful  welcome  to   their  snipMrreck'd 

guests; 
And  would  have  reft  the  fishers  of  their  prey, 
Had  not  their  bark  been  very  slow  of  sail, 
And  therefore  homeward  did  they  bend  their  course. 
Thus  have  you  heard  me  severed  from  my  bliss ; 
That  by  misfortunes  was  my  life  prolong'd. 
To  tell  sad  stories  of  my  own  mishaps. 

Dukt,  And,  for  the  sake  of  them  thou  sorrowest 
for, 
Do  me  the  £ivonr  to  dilate  at  fhll 
What  hath  befall'n  of  them,  and  thee,  till  now. 

JEgt^  My  youngest   boy,  and   yet  my  eldest 
care, 
At  eighteen  years  became  inquisitive 
After  his  brother;  and  importuned  me. 
That  his  attendant  (for  his  case  was  like. 
Reft  of  his  brother,  but  retam'd  his  name) 
Might  bear  him  company  in  the  qnest  of  liim : 
Whom  whilst  I  labour'd  of  a  love  to  see, 
I  hazarded  the  loss  of  whom  I  lov'd. 
Five  summers  have  I  spent  in  farthest  Greece, 
Roaming  clean  through  the  bounds  of  Asia, 
And,  coasting  homeward,  came  to  Ephesus ; 
Hopeless  to  find,  yet  loth  to  leave  unsought. 
Or  that,  or  any  place  that  harboors  men, 
But  here  must  end  the  story  of  my  life ; 
And  happy  were  I  in  my  timely  death. 
Could  all  my  travels  warrant  me  they  live. 

Z)til;e.^  Hapless  .^eon,  whom  the  fates  have 
mark'd 
To  bear  the  extremity  of  dire  mishapl 
Now,  trust  me,  were  it  not  against  our  laws, 
Against  my  crown,  my  oath,  my  dignity, 
Which  princes,  would  they,  may  not  disannul. 
My  soul  should  sae  as  advocate  for  thee. 
But,  though  thou  art  ac^udged  to  the  death. 
And  passed  sentence  may  not  be  recall'd 
But  to  our  honour's  great  disparagement. 
Yet  will  I  favour  thee  in  what  I  can : 
Therefore,  merchant.  111  limit  thee  this  day. 
To  seek  tliy  help  by  beneficial  help : 
Try  all  the  friends  thou  hast  in  fJphesus : 
Beg  thou,  or  borrow,  to  make  up  tlie  sum. 
And  live ;  if  not,  then  thou  art  aoom*d  to  die: — 
Ghu>ler,  take  him  into  thy  custody. 

OaoL  I  will,  my  lord. 

jEge.  Hopeless,  and  helpless,  doth  JEgeon  wend, 
But  to  procrastinate  his  rifcle.ss  end.         [ExtwnL 


OF  ERRORS. 

SCENE  IL— J  ^wWfc  Plaeu 

Enter  Ahtipholus  imd  Dhomio  <if  Syraouse,  und 
a  Merchant. 

Mer,  Therefore  give  out  you  are  of  Epidamnum, 
Lest  that  your  goods  too  soon  be  oonfiscate. 
This  very  day,  a  Syracusan  merchant 
Is  apprehended  for  arrival  here ; 
And,  not  being  able  to  buy  out  his  life, 
According  to  the  statute  of  the  town. 
Dies  ere  the  weary  sun  set  in  the  west. 
There  is  your  money  that  I  had  to  keep. 

Ant,  S,  Go,  bear  it  to  the  Centaur,  where  we 
host, 
And  stay  there,  Dromio,  till  I  oome  to  thee. 
Within  this  hour  it  will  be  dinner-time : 
Till  that.  1*11  view  the  manners  of  the  town, 
Perase  the  traders,  gaze  upon  the  buildings, 
And  then  return,  and  sleep  within  mine  inn; 
For  with  long  travel  1  am  stiff  and  weary. 
Get  thee  away. 

Dro.  &  Many  a  man  would  take  you  at  your 
word. 
And  go  indeea,  having  so  good  a  mean. 

[ExU  Dbo.  8. 

Ant,  S.  A  trusty  villain,  sir,  that  very  oft. 
When  I  am  dull  with  care  and  melancholy. 
Lightens  my  humour  with  his  merry  iests. 
Wh!tt,  will  you  walk  with  me  about  the  town. 
And  then  go  to  my  inn  and  dine  with  me? 

Afer,  I  am  invited,  sir,  to  certain  merchants. 
Of  whom  I  hope  to  make  much  benefit ; 
I  crave  your  pardon.    Soon  at  five  o'clock, 
Please  you,  111  meet  with  you  upon  the  mart. 
And  afterwards  consort  you  till  bedtime ; 
My  present  business  calls  me  from  you  now. 

Ant.  6\  Farewell  till  then :  I  will  go  lose  myself 
And  wander  up  and  down,  to  view  the  city. 

Mer,  Sir,  I  commend  yoa  to  your  own  content. 
[Exit  Merchant. 

Ant,  S.  He  that  commends  me  to  mine  own 
oontent 
Commends  me  to  the  thing  I  cannot  get. 
I  to  the  world  am  like  a  drop  of  water, 
That  in  the  ocean  seeks  another  drop ; 
Who,  falling  there  to  find  his  fellow  forth, 
Unseen,  inauisitive,  confounds  himself: 
So  1,  to  fina  a  mother  and  a  brother. 
In  quest  of  them,  unhappy,  lose  myselt 

Enter  Dromio  of  Ephesus. 

Here  comes  the  almanac  of  my  true  date. — 
What  now?  How  chance  thou  art  returned  so  soon? 

Dro,  E.  Returned  so  soon  I  rather  approached 
too  late : 
The  capon  bums,  the  pig  fiUls  from  the  spit; 
The  clock  hath  strucken  twelve  upon  the  bell. 
My  mistress  made  It  one  npon  my  cheek : 
She  is  so  hot,  because  the  meat  is  cold ; 
The  meat  is  cold,  because  you  come  not  home ; 
You  come  not  home,  because  you  have  no  stomacJi 
You  have  no  stomach,  having  broke  your  fast; 
But  we,  that  know  what  *tis  to  fast  and  pray. 
Are  penitent  for  your  default  to-day. 

Ant,  S.  Stop  in  your  wind,  sir;  tell  me  this, 
pray: 
Where  have  you  left  the  money  that  I  fi^vo  yo« 

Dro.  E,  O,— sixpence,  that  I  had  o'  Wednesday 
last, 
To  pay  the  saddler  for  nay  mistress*  crupper; 
The  saddler  had  it,  sir;  I  kept  it  not 

Ant.  &  I  am  not  in  a  spi)rtive  humour  now: 
Tell  me»  and  dally  not,  where  is^the  monej?i 
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We  being  stnngere  here,  how  dar^  tboa  trust 
Bo  great  a  charge  from  thine  own  custody? 

Vro,  E,  I  pray  yoa,  jest,  air,  as  ^ou  sit  at  dinner : 
I  from  my  mistress  come  to  yon  ui  post ; 
If  I  retorn,  I  shall  be  post  indeed ; 
For  she  will  score  your  &alt  upon  my  pate. 
MethiokB  your  maw,  like  mine,  should  be  your 

clock, 
And  strike  you  home  vrithout  a  messenger. 

Ant,  &  Oome,  Dromio,  oome,  the.<e  jests  are 
out  of  season ; 
Reserre  them  till  a  merrier  hour  than  this : 
Where  is  the  gold  I  gave  in  charge  to  thoe  ? 

I>ro.  E,  To  me,  sir?  why,  you  gave  no  gold  to  me. 

AjU,  8.  Come  on,  sir  knave;  have  done  your 
foolishness. 
And  tell  me  how  thou  hast  disposed  thy  charge. 

Dro.  E,  My  charge  was  but  to  fetch  you  from 
the  mart 
Home  to  your  house,  the  Phoenix,  sir,  to  dinner ; 
Hy  mistress  and  her  sister  stay  for  you. 

AnL  S,  Now,  as  I  am  a  Christian,  answer  me, 
In  what  safe  place  you  have  be^^tow'tl  my  money; 
Or  I  shall  break  tfaiat  merry  sconce  of  yours, 
That  stands  on  tricks  when  I  am  undis|)0^  d: 
Where  is  the  thousand  marks  thou  hadst  of  me  ? 

Dro.  E.  I  havesomemarks  of  yours  U|)on  my  pate. 
Some  of  my  mistress*  marks  upon  my  shoulders, 
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But  not  a  thousand  marks  between  yon  both. 
If  I  should  pay  your  worship  those  again, 
Perchance,  you  will  not  bear  them  patiently. 
Ant,  S,  Thy  mistress*  marks  ?  what  mistrflss, 

slave,  hast  thou  ? 
Dro.  S.  Your  worshlp^s  wife,  my  mistress  at 
the  Phoenix ; 
She  that  doth  fast  till  you  oome  home  to  dmner, 
And  prays  tliat  you  will  hie  you  home  to  dumer. 
Ant.  a.  What,  wilt  thou  flout  me  thus  unto  my 
face. 
Being  forbid  ?    There,  take  you  that,  sir  knave. 
Dro.  E.  What  mean  you,  sir?  for  God's  sake, 
hold  your  hands; 
Nay,  an  you  will  not,  sir,  111  take  my  heels. 

[Exit  Dro.  E. 
AaU,  8,  Upon    my    life,   by  some   device  or 
oth'sr. 
The  yfllain  is  o*er-raught  of  all  my  money. 
They  say  this  town  is  full  of  oozenage; 
As,  nimble  jugglers  that  deceive  the  eye. 
Dark-working  sorcerers  that  change  the  mind, 
Soul-killing  witches  that  deform  the  body, 
Disguised  ohea'srs,  pratin^^  mountebanks. 
And  many  such  like  liberties  of  sin : 
If  it  prove  so,  I  will  be  gone  the  sooner. 
Ill  to  the  Centaur,  to  go  seek  this  slave ; 
I  greatly  fear  my  money  is  not  safe.  [ExU. 


ACT  II 


SCENE  l.—ApubUcPtMt. 
Enter  Adriaha  tmi  Luciana. 


Adr»  Neither  my  husband  nor  the  slave  returned, 
That  in  such  haste  I  sent  to  seek  iii^  master  I 
Sure,  Luciana,  it  is  two  o*clock. 

Luc  Perliaps,  some  merchaut  hath  invited  him, 
And  from  the  mart  he's  some  whera gone  to  dinner. 
Good  sister,  let  us  dine,  and  never  fret: 
A  man  is  master  of  his  libi^rty : 
Time  is  their  master ;  and  when  they  see  time. 
They  11  eo.  or  come:  If  so,  be  patient,  sister. 

Jidr.  Why  should  their  liberty  than  ours  be 
more? 

Luc  Because  their  business  still  lies  out  o'door. 

Adr.  Look,  when  I  serve  him  so,  he  takes  it  ill. 

Xmc  0,  know  he  is  the  bridle  of  your  will. 

Adr.  There's  none  but  asses  will  be  bridled  so. 

Luc  Why,  headstrong  liberty  is  lash'd  with  woe. 
There's  nothing  situate  under  heaven's  eye 
But  bath  its  bound,  in  earth,  in  sea,  in  sky: 
The  beasts,  the  fishes,  and  the  win^d  fowls, 
Are  their  males'  subjects,  and  at  their  controls: 
Men,  more  divine,  the  masters  of  all  these. 
Lords  of  the  wide  world,  and  wild  watery  seas, 
Indued  with  intellectual  sense  and  souls. 
Of  more  pre-eminence  than  fish  and  fowls. 
Are  masters  to  their  females,  and  their  loids : 
Then  letyuur  will  attend  un  their  accords. 

Adr,  This  servitude  makes  y<'U  to  keep  unwed. 

Luc  Not  this,  but  troubles  of  the  marriage-bed. 

Adr.  But  were  you  wedded  you  would  bear 
some  sway. 

Imc  Ere  I  learn  love,  III  practise  to  obey. 

Adr,  How  if  your  husband  start  some  other 
where? 

Luc  Till  he  come  home  again,  I  would  forbear. 

Adr,  Patience,  unmov'd,  no  marvel  though  she 
pause; 
Tliey  cui  be  meek  that  have  no  other  cause. 
A  wretched  soul,  bruis'd  with  adversity. 
We  bid  b«  quiet  when  we  hear  it  cry ; 


But  were  we  burthen'd  with  like  weight  of  pain. 
As  much,  or  more,  we  should  ourselves  complain: 
So  thou,  that  hast  no  unkind  mate  to  grieve  thee. 
With  urging  helpless  patience  would  relieve  me : 
But,  if  thou  live  to  see  like  right  bereft, 
This  fool-begg'd  patience  in  thee  will  be  left. 

Luc  WeflTl  will  marry  one  day,  but  to  try;— 
Here  oomes  your  man,  now  is  your  husband  nigh. 

Enter  Drohio  qf  Ephesus. 

Adr.  Say,  is  your  tardy  master  now  at  hand  ? 

Dro.  E.  Nay,  he^  at  two  hands  with  me,  and 
that  my  two  ears  can  witness. 

Acbr.  Say,  didst  thou  speak  with  him  ?  know^t 
thou  his  mind  ? 

Dro.  E.  Av,  ay,  he  told  his  mind  upon  mhie  ear. 
Beshrew  his  hand!  I  scarce  could  understand  it. 

Luc  Spake  he  so  doubtfully  thou  couldst  not 
feel  his  meaning? 

Dro.  E.  Nay,  he  struck  so  plainly  I  could  too 
well  feel  his  blows ;  and  withal  so  doubtfully  that 
I  could  scarce  understand  them. 

Adr.  But  say,  I  prithee,  is  he  coming  home  ? 
It  seems  he  hath  great  care  to  please  his  wife. 

Dro,  E.  Why,  mistress,  sure  my  master  is  horn- 
mad. 

Adr,  Horn-mad,  thou  yilUun? 

Dro.  E.  I  mean  not  cuckold  mad ; 

But  sure  he  is  stark  mad : 
When  1  deslr'd  him  to  come  home  to  dinner. 
He  ask'd  me  for  a  thousand  marks  in  gold : 
"  ^Tis  dinner-time,  "quoth  1 ;  *^  My  gold,"  quoth  he : 
**  Your  meat  doth  bum,'*  quoth  I;  "My  gold,* 

quoth  be : 
**  Will  you  come,"  quoth  I ;  "  My  gold,"  quoth  he 
''Where  is  the  thousand  marks   I  gave  thee, 

yilhiin?" 
**The  pig,"  quoth  I,  "is  bum'd;"  "My  gold," 

quoth  ho : 
"My  mistress,  sir,"   quoth  I;   **  Ha^g  up  thy 

mistress; 
I  know  not  thy  mistresS[i)jO^|^j|hy  mistress  I'  ^^ 


Luc  Quoth  who? 

Dto,  E,  Quoth  my  master. 
**!  know,"  quoth  he,  **no  hoiue,  no  wife,  no 

•  mistress;*' 

So  that  my  errand,  due  onto  my  tongue, 
I  thank  him,  I  bare  home  upon  my  shoulders ; 
For,  m  conclusion,  he  did  beat  me  there. 

Afir,  Go  back  again,  thou  slave,  and  fetch  him 
home. 

X)ro,K  Go  back  again,  and  be  new  beaten  home? 
For  God's  sake  send  some  other  messenger. 

Adt*  Back,  slave,  or  I  will  break  thy  pate  across. 

Dro,  E,  And  he  wiU  bless  that  cross  with  other 
beating: 
Between  vou  I  shall  have  a  holy  head. 
.    Adr,  Hence,  prating  peasant  I  fetch  thy  master 
home. 

Dro,  E,  Am  I  soronnd  with  you,  as  you  with  me. 

That  like  a  football  you  do  spurn  me  thus? 

You  snum  me  hence,  and  he  will  spurn  me  hither : 

If  I  last  in  this  service  you  must  case  me  in 

leather.  [Exit. 

Luc  Fie,  how  impatience  loureth  in  your  face ! 

Adr,  His  company  must  do  his  minions  grace, 
Whilst  I  at  home  starve  for  a  merry  look. 
Hath  homely  age  the  alluring  beauty  took 
From  my  poor  cheek  ?  then  he  hath  wasted  it : 
Are  my  disooorsee  dull  ?  barren  my  wit? 
If  volable  and  sharp  discourse  be  marr'd 
Unkindness  blunts  it,  more  than  marble  hard. 
Do  their  gay  vestments  his  affections  bait? 
That's  not  my  &ult,  he*s  master  of  my  state : 
What  ruins  are  m  me  that  can  be  found 
By  him  not  ruin'd  ?  then  is  he  the  ground 
Of  my  defeatures :  My  decayed  lair 
A  funny  look  of  his  would  soon  repair: 
But  too  unruly  deer,  he  breaks  the  pale, 
And  feeds  from  home :  poor  I  am  but  his  stale. 

Luc  Self-harming  jealousy  I— fie  I  beat  it  hence. 

Adr,  Unfeeluig-  fools  can   with  such  wrongs 
dispense 
I  know  his  eye  doth  homage  otherwhere ; 
Or  else,  what  lets  it  but  he  would  be  here? 
Sister,  you  know  he  promis'd  me  a  chain ; 
Would  that  alone  alone  he  would  detain, 
So  he  would  keep  fiiir  quarter  with  his  bed  t 
I  see,  the  jewel  best  enamelled 
Will  lose  his  beauty ;  and  though  gold  'bides  still. 
That  others  touch,  yet  often  touching  will 
Wear  gold ;  and  so  no  num  that  haili  a  name. 
But  talrtehood  and  corruption  doth  it  shame. 
Since  that  my  beauty  cannot  please  hiii  e^e, 
I'll  weepwbat's  left  away,  ana  weeping  die. 

Luc  How  many  fond  fools  serve  mad  jealousy  I 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  TL-^Theiomc 

Elder  Aiitipholu8  of  Syracuse. 

Anlt  8,  The  gold  I  gave  to  Dromio  is  laid  up 
Safe  at  the  Centaur;  and  the  heedful  slave 
Is  wander  d  forth,  in  care  to  seek  me  out. 
By  computation,  and  mine  host's  report, 
I  could  not  speak  with  Dromio,  since  at  first 
I  sent  him  from  the  mart :  See,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Dromio  qf  Syracuse. 

How  now,  sir?  is  your  merry  humour  alter'd? 
As  you  love  strokes,  so  jest  with  me  again. 
You  know  no  Centaur?  you  receiv'd  no  pold? 
Tour  mis^ess  sent  to  have  me  hume  to  dniner? 
My  house  was  at  Che  Phoenix  ?    Wast  thou  mad, 
That  thus  so  madly  thoa  didst  answer  me? 
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Dro,  8,  What  answer,  sir?     When  spake  I 
such  a  word? 

AmL  8,  Even  now,  even  here,  not  half  an  boor 
since. 

Dro,  8,  1  did  not  see  yoa  since  you  sent  me 
hence, 
Home  to  the  Centaur,  with  the  gold  you  gave  ine. 

Ant,  8,  Villain,    thou    didst    deny  the   gold^ 
receipt, 
And  told'st  me  of  a  mistress,  and  a  dinner; 
For  which,  I  hope,  thou  felt'st  I  was  displeas'd. 

Dro,  S.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  in  this  merry  vein*. 
What  means  this  jest  ?  I  pray  yoa,  master,  tell  me. 

Ant,  8,  Yea,  dost  thou  jeer,  and  tiout  me  in  the 
teeth? 
Think'st  thou  I  jest?    Hold,  take  thou  that,  and 
that.  [Beating  him. 

Dro,  8,  Hold,  sir,  for  God's  sake :  now  your 
jest  is  earnest : 
Upon  what  bargain  do  yoa  give  it  me? 

AfiL  8  Because  that  I  familiarly  sometimes 
Do  use  you  for  m^  fool,  and  oliat  with  yoa, 
Your  sauciness  will  jest  upon  my  love, 
And  make  a  common  of  my  serious  hours. 
When  the  sun  shines  let  foolish  ^^ts  make  sport, 
But  creep  in  crannies  when  he  hides  his  beams. 
If  you  will  jest  with  me  know  my  aspect, 
And  Bullion  your  demeanour  to  my  looks. 
Or  I  will  beat  this  method  in  your  sconce. 
V  Dro,  8.  Sconce  call  you  it?  so  you  would  leave 
battering,  I  had  ratlier  have  it  a  head :  an  you  use 
these  blows  long,  I  must  get  a  sconce  for  my  head, 
and  insconce  it  too ;  or  else  I  shall  seek  mv  wit  in 
my  shoulders.   But,  I  pray,  sir,  why  am  I  beaten  ? 

Ant,  8,  Dost  thou  not  know? 

Dro,  8,  Nothing,  sir ;  but  that  I  am  beaten. 

Ant,  8,  Shall  I  tell  you  why? 

Dro,  8,  Ay,  sir,  and  wherefore ;  for,  they  say, 
every  why  Imth  a  wherefore. 

Ant,  8,  Why,  first — for  floating  me ;  and  then, 
wherefore, — 
For  urging  it  the  second  time  to  me. 

Dro,  8,  Was  there  ever  any  man  thus  beaten 
oat  of  seasou  ? 
When,  in  the  why,  and  the  wherefore,  is  neither 

rhyme  nor  reason  ? 
Well,  sir,  1  thank  you. 

Ant,  8,  Thank  me,  sir?  for  what? 

Dro,  8.  Marry,  sir,  for  this  somethmg  that  yoa 
gave  me  for  notning. 

Ant.  8,  111  make  you  amends  next,  to  give  yoa 
nothing  for  something.  But,  say,  sir,  is  it  dinner- 
tune? 

Dro,  8,  No,  sir;  I  think  the  meat  wants  that  I 
have. 

Ant,  8,  In  good  time,  sir,  what's  that? 

Dro.  8.  Basting. 

Ant,  8,  Well,  afr,  then  twUl  be  dry. 

Dro,  8,  If  it  be,  sir,  I  pray  you  eat  none  of  it. 

Ant,  8  Your  reason  ? 

Dro.  8,  Lest  it  make  you  ohol&Tic,  and  purchase 
me  another  dry  basting. 

Ant,  8.  Weil,  sir,  learn  to  jest  in  good  time. 
There's  a  time  for  all  things. 

Dro,  8.  I  durst  have  denied  that,  before  yoa 
were  so  choleric 

AnL  8,  By  what  rule,  sir? 

Dro.  8  Marry,  sir,  by  a  rale  as  plain  as  the 
plain  bald  pate  ot  father  Time  himseu. 

Ant,  8,  Let's  hear  it. 

Dro.  8,  There's  no  time  for  a  man  to  recover 
his  hair  that  grows  bald  by  nature. 

Ant,  8,  May  he  not  4o  it  by  tine  and  reoovery? 

'  DigTzed  t5y  ' 


Dto.  &  Tas,  to  paj  a  fine  for  a  periwig,  and 
noover  the  lost  hair  of  another  man. 

AnL  &  Why  is  Time  such  a  niggard  of  hair, 
being,  aa  It  is,  80  plentiful  an  excrement  ? 

Dro,  &  Beoanae  it  is  a  blessing  that  he  bestows 
on  beaats :  and  what  he  hath  scanted  men  in  liair, 
be  bath  given  them  in  wiL 

AnU  S.  Why,  there's  many  a  man  hath  more 
hair  than  wit. 

J>ro.  8,  Not  a  man  of  thoee  bat  he  hath  the  wit 
to  loee  his  hair. 

Ant.  S,  Why,  thou  didst  conclude  hairy  men 
plain  dealers  withont  wit 

Dro,  &  The  plainer  dealer,  the  sooner  lost : 
Tot  be  loseth  it  ui  a  kind  of  ioUltj. 

Ant.  &  For  what  reason  ? 

Dro,  &  For  two ;  and  soond  ones  too. 

Ant.  (i.  Nay,  not  sound,  1  pray  you. 

Dro.  8.  Sure  ones  then. 

AnL  8.  Nay,  not  sure,  in  a  thing  falsing. 

Dro.  &  Certain  ones  then. 

Ant,  8  Name  them. 

Dro  8  The  one  to  save  the  monej  that  he 

Sends  in  tiring;  the  other,  that  at  dinner  they 
ould  not  drop  in  his  porridge. 

Ant,  8.  Tou  would  all  tltis  time  hare  proved 
there  is  no  time  for  all  thin^ 

Dro,  8  Marry,  and  did,  sir;  namely,  no  time  to 
recover  hair  lost  by  nature. 

Aiit,  8  But  your  reason  was  not  substantial, 
why  there  w  no  time  to  recover. 

Dro,  8  Thus  I  mended  it :  Time  himself  is  bald, 
and  therefore,  to  the  world's  end,  will  have  bald 
fidlowers. 

Ant,  8  I  knew  'twould  be  a  bald  oondusion : 
But  soft !  who  wafts  us  yonder  ? 

Enter  Adriaha  and  Lucllha. 

Adr.  Ay,  ay,  Antipholns,  look  stnmge,  and 
frown; 
Some  other  mistress  hath  thy  sweet  aspects : 
I  am  not  Adriana,  nor  thy  wife. 
The  time  was  once,  when  thou  unurg*d  wouldst 

▼ow 
That  never  words  were  music  to  thine  ear, 
That  never  object  pleasing  in  thine  eye. 
That  never  touch  well-welcome  to  thy  hand, 
That  never  meat  sweet-savour'd  in  thy  taste. 
Unless  I  spake,  look'd,  tonch'd,  or  carv'd  to  thee. 
How  ooroes  it  now,  my  husband,  oh,  how  comes  it. 
That  thou  art  then  estranged  fh>m  thyself  ? 
Thyself  I  call  it,  being  strange  to  me, 
That,  undividable,  incorporate. 
Am  better  than  thy  dear  self 'b  better  part 
Ah,  do  not  tear  away  thyself  from  me ; 
For  know,  my  love,  as  easy  mayst  thou  foil 
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I  do  digest  the  poison  of  thy  flesh, 
Being  strumpeted  by  thy  contagion. 
Keep  then  fair  league  and  truce  with  thy  true  bed ; 
I  live  dis-stain'd,  thou,  undishononred. 
Ant.  8,  Plead  you  t»)  me,  fair  dame?    I  know 
you  not : 
Tn  Ephesus  I  am  but  two  hours  old. 
As  strange  unto  your  town  as  to  your  talk; 
Who,  ever^  word  by  all  my  wit  being  scanned, 
Want  wit  m  all  one  word  to  understand. 
Luc  Fie,  brother  I  how  the  world  is  changed 
with  you  I 
When  were  you  wont  to  use  my  sister  thus  ? 
She  sent  for  yoo  by  Dromio  home  to  dinner. 
AnL  8,  By  Dromio  ? 
Dro,  8,  Bvme? 

Adr,  By  thee ;  and  this  thou  didst  return  firom 
him, — 
That  he  did  buffet  thee,  and,  in  his  blows, 
Denied  my  house  for  his,  me  for  his  wife. 
Ant,  8  Did  you  converse,  sir,  with  this  gentle* 
woman? 
What  b  the  course  and  drift  of  your  compact  ? 
Dro.  S,  I,  sir  ?  I  never  saw  her  till  this  time. 
AnL  8.  Villain,  thou  liest ;  for  even  her  very 
words 
Didst  thou  deliver  to  me  on  the  mart 
Dro.  8  I  never  spake  Mrith  her  in  all  my  life. 
Ant,  8  How  can  she  thus  then  call  us  by  our 
names 
Unless  it  be  by  inspiration  ? 

Adr,  How  ill  agrees  it  with  vour  gravity. 
To  counterfeit  thiu  grossly  Mrith  your  slave, 
Abetting  him  to  thwart  me  in  my  mood  I 
Be  it  my  wrong,  you  are  from  me  exempt. 
But  wrong  not  that  wrong  with  a  more  oontempt 
Come,  I  will  fasten  on  this  sleeve  of  thme 
Thou  art  an  elm,  my  husband,  I,  a  vine ; 
Whose  weakness,  married  to  thy  stronger  state, 
Makes  me  with  thy  strength  to  communicate: 
If  aught  possess  thee  from  me,  it  is  dross, 
Usurping  ivy,  briar,  or  idle  moss ; 
Who,  all  for  want  of  pruning,  with  intrusion 
Infect  thy  sap,  and  live  on  thy  confusion. 
AnL  8  To  me  she  speaks ;  she  moves  me  for 
her  theme : 
What,  was  I  married  to  her  in  my  dream? 
Or  sleep  I  now,  and  think  I  hear  all  this  ? 
What  error  drives  our  eyes  and  ears  amiss? 
Until  I  know  this  sure  uncertainty, 
III  entertain  the  ofier'd  fallacy. 
Lue.  Dromio,  go  bid  the  servants  spread  for 

dinner. 
Dro.  S.  O,  for  my  beadsl   I  cross  mo  for  a 
sinner. 
This  is  the  fairy  land ;— 0,  spite  of  spites  I 
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Adt,  Come,  oomOf  no  longer  will  I  be  a  (bol, 
To  pat  the  finger  in  the  eje  and  weep, 
WMlst   man   and   master   laa^   my   woes  to 

scorn. 
Come,  sh*,  to  dinner ;  Dromio,  keep  the  gate  i — 
Hnsband,  111  dine  above  with  ^ou  tonday, 
And  shrire  you  of  a  thousand  idle  pranks: 
Sirrah,  if  any  ask  yon  for  year  master, 
Say,  he  dines  forth,  and  let  no  creature  enter. 
Conie,  sister :— Dromio,  pUy  the  porter  well. 


OF  ERROM. 

.^nt  &  Am  I  in  earth,  in  heaven,  or  in  hell? 
Sleeping,  or  waking?  mad,  or  well-ad vis'd  ? 
Known  unto  these,  and  to  myself  disguised  1 
111  say  as  the^r  say,  and  ners^ver  so. 
And  in  this  mist  at  all  aaventures  go. 
Dro,  8,  Master,  shall  I  be  porter  at  the  gate 
Adr»  Ay;  and  let  none  enter,  lest  I  breiUc  yom 

pate. 
Luc  Come,  come,  Antipholns,  we  dine  too  late 

[Exeunt 


ACT  III. 


8CENB  h^The 

AOer  Ahtipholub  of  Ephesos,  Droxio  of 
Ephesos,  Anoelo,  and  Balthazar. 

Ant,  E,  Good  Signior  Angelo,  yon  mnst  ercuse 
us  all. 
My  wifis  is  shrewish,  when  I  keep  not  honrs: 
Say,  that  I  lingered  with  you  at  year  shop. 
To  see  the  making  of  a  carcanet. 
And  that  to-morrow  yon  will  brmg  it  home. 
Bnt  here^  a  villain,  that  would  fiiM  me  down 
He  met  me  on  the  mart ;  and  that  I  brat  him, 
And  charged  him  with  a  thousand  marks  in  gold ; 
And  that  I  did  deny  my  wife  and  house : 
Thou  drunkard,  thou,  what  didst  thou  mean  by 
this? 
Dro.  E.  Say  what  you  will,  sir,  but  I  know 
what  I  know : 
That  you  beat  me  at  the  mart,  I  have  your  hand 

to  show: 
If  the  skin  were  pux^hment,  and  the  blows  you 

gave  were  ink, 
Tonr  own  handwriting  would  tell  you  what  I  think. 
Ant.  E,  I  think  thou  art  an  ass. 
Dro,  E.  Many,  so  it  doth  appear 

By  the  wrongs  I  suffer  and  the  blows  I  bear. 
I  should  kick,  being  kiok'd;  and,  being  at  that 

Yon  would  keep  from  my  heels,  and  beware  of  an 
ass. 

Ant,  E,  You  are  sad,  Signior  Balthazar:  'Pray 
God,  our  cheer 
May  answer  my  good  will,  and  your  good  welcome 
here. 
BaL  I  hold  your  dainties  cheap,  sir,  and  your 

welcome  dear. 
Ant.  E.  O,  Signior  Balthazar,  either  at  flesh  or 
fish, 
A  table  full  of  welcome  makes  scarce  one  dainty 
dish. 
BdL  Good  meat,  sir,  is  common;  that  every 

churl  affords. 
AnL  E,  And  welcome  more  common ;  for  that% 

nothing  but  words. 
BdL  Small  cheer,  and  great  welcome,  makes  a 

merry  feast. 
Ant,  E.   Ay  to  a  niggardly  host,   and  more 
spanng  guest: 
But  though  my  cates  be  mean,  take  them  in  good 

part; 
Better  cheer  may  yoa  have,  but  not  with  better 

heart 
But,  soft ;  my  door  is  lock*d.   Go  bid  them  let  us  in. 
Dro,  E,  Maud,  Bridget,  Marian,  Cicely,  Gillian, 

JenM 
Dro,  &    [Within.']  Mome,  malt-horse,  capon, 
coxcomb,  idiot,  patch  1 
ffither  get  thee  from  the  door  or  sit  down  at  the 


Dost  thou  oonjure  for  wenches,  that  thou  call'sl 

for  such  store, 
When  one  is  one  too  many  ?    Gh>,  get  thee  from 
'      the  door. 
Dro,  E,  What  patch  is  made  our  porter?    M> 

master  stays  in  the  street 
Dro,  8,  Let  him  walk  from  whence  he  came, 

lest  he  catch  cold  on's  feet 
Ant,  E,  Who  talks  within  there  ?  hoi  open  thi 

door. 
Dro,  8,  Right,  sur.  111  tell  you  when,  and  youll 

tell  me  wherefore. 
AnL  E,  Wherefore ?  for  my  dinner ;  I  have  not 

din'd  to-day. 
Dro,  S,  Nor  to-day  here  you  must  not ;  coms 

again  when  you  may. 
Ant,  E.  What  art  thou,  that  keeplst  me  outfkt>m 

the  house  I  owe? 
Dro.  8,  The  porter  for  this  time,  sir,  and  my 

name  is  Droraio. 
Dro,  E.  O  villain,  thou  hast  stolen  both  mine 
office  and  my  name ; 
The  one  ne*er  got  me  credit,  the  other  mickle 

blame. 
If  thou  hadst  been  Dromio  to-day  in  mv  place, 
Thou  wouldst  have  changed  thy  face  for  a  name, 
or  thy  name  for  an  ass. 
Luce,  [  tVuhin.]  What  a  coil  is  there!  Dromio, 

who  are  those  at  the  gate  ? 
Dro,  E,  Let  my  master  in.  Luce. 
Luce,  Faith,  no;  becomes  too  late* 

And  so  tell  your  master. 

Dro,  E,  O  Lord,  I  must  lau|^h ; — 

Have  at  you  with  a  proverb. — iShall  I  set  m  my 
staff? 
Luce,   Have  at  you  with  another:   that's, — 

When?  can  you  tell? 
Dro,  &  If  thy  name  be  called  Luce,  Luce,  thou 

hast  answered  him  well. 
Ant.  E.  Do  you  hear,  you  minion?  youll  let  us 

in,  I  hope  ? 
Luce,  I  thought  to  have  asked  you. 
Dro.  8.  And  you  said,  no. 

Dro,  E.  So,  come,  help ;  well  struck ;  there  was 

blow  for  blow. 
Ant,  E.  Thou  baggage,  let  me  in 
Luce,  Can  you  tell  for  whose  sake? 

Dro,  K  Master,  knock  the  door  hard. 
Luce.  Let  him  knock  till  it  ake. 

Ant,  E.  Youll  cry  for  this,  minion,  if  I  beat  the 

door  doMm. 
Luce.  What  needs  all  that,  and  a  pair  of  stocks 

in  the  town? 
Adr.  [  Within]  Who  is  that  at  the  door,  that 

keeps  all  this  noise  ? 
Dro,  8.  Bv  my  troth,  your  town  is  troubled 

with  unruly  boys. 
Ant,  E.  Are  you  there,  wife?  you  might  have 

come  before.  (  ^ r\r\n\o 
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the  door. 
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wonfd  go  sore. 
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we  would  fain  hare  either. 
BdL  In  debating  which  was  best,  we  shall  part 

with  neither. 
Dro.  K  They  stand  at  the  door,  master;  bid 

them  welcome  hither. 
AhL  E,  There  is  something  in  the  wind  that  we 

oannot  get  in. 
Dro.  E.  You  would  say  so,  master,  if  your  gar- 
ments were  thin. 
four  cake  here  is  warm  within;  70a  stand  here 

in  the  cold : 
It  would  make  a  man  mad  as  a  buck  to  be  so 
bought  and  sold. 
Ant,  E.  Qo,  fetch  me  something;  111  break  ope 

the  gate. 
Dro,  &  Break  any  breaking  here,  and  111  break 

your  knave's  pate. 
Dro,  E,  A  man  may  break  a  word  with  yon, 
sir ;  and  words  are  but  wind : 
Ay,  and  break  it  in  your  face,  so  he  break  it  not 
behind. 
Dro.  8.  It  seems,  thou  want'st  breaking:   Out 

upon  thee,  hind! 
Dro,  E  Here's  too  much  out  upon  thee  I  I  pray 

thee,  let  me  in? 
Dro,  JS,  Ay,  when  fowls  have  no  feathers,  and 

fish  have  no  fin. 
AnL  E.  Well,  111  break  in:   CK>  borrow  me  • 

erow. 
Dro,  E,  A  crow  without  a  feather;  master,  mean 
you  so? 
For  a  fish  without  a  fin,  there's  a  fowl  without  a 

feather : 
If  a  crow  help  us  in,  sbrah,  well  pluck  a  orow 
together. 
AnL  E.  (io,  get  thee  gone,  fetch  me  an  iron 

crow. 
B(d,  Have  patience,  sir;  0  let  it  not  be  so. 
Herein  you  war  against  your  reputation, 
And  draw  within  the  compass  or  suspect 
The  unyiolated  honour  of  your  wife. 
Once  this, — Your  long  experience  of  her  wisdom, 
Her  sober  yirtue,  years,  and  modesty. 
Plead  on  her  part  some  cause  to  yon  unknown ; 
And  doubt  not,  sir.  but  she  will  well  excuse 
Why  at  this  time  tne- doors  are  made  against  you. 
Be  ruled  by  me ;  depart  in  patience. 
And  let  us  to  the  Tiger  all  to  dinner: 
And,  about  eyening,  come  yourself  alone. 
To  know  the  reason  of  this  strange  restraint 
If  by  strong  hand  yon  offer  to  break  in. 
Now  in  the  stirring  passage  of  the  day, 
A  yulgar  comment  will  be  made  of  it ; 
And  that  supposed  by  the  oommon  rout, 
Against  your  yet  uncled  estimation, 
That  may  with  foul  mtrusion  enter  in, 
And  dwell  upon  your  graye  when  you  are  dead : 
For  slander  liyes  upon  succession ; 
For  eyer  housed,  wnere  it  once  gets  possession. 
Ant,  K  You  haye  preyail'd.    I  will  depart  in 
quiet; 
And,  in  despite  of  mirth,  mean  to  be  merry. 
I  know  a  wench  of  excellent  discourse; 
Pretty  and  witty ;  wild,  and  yet,  too,  sentle ; — 
There  will  we  dine :  this  woman  that  I  mean, 
My  wife  (bat  I  protest,  without  desert), 
Uatn  oftentimes  upbraided  me  withal ; 
to  her  will  we  to  dinner.    Oct  you  homa. 


And  fetch  the  chain ;  by  this,  I  know,  *tis  made* 
Bring  it,  1  pray  you,  to  tlie  Porcupine; 
For  tbere^s  the  house;  that  chain  will  I  bestow 
HBe  it  for  nothing  but  to  spite  my  wife) 


Ang,  Here  is  neither  cheer,  sir,  nor  welcome ;    Upon  mine  hostess  there :  good  sir,  make  haste : 


Since  mme  own  doors  ref^e  to  entertain  me, 
111  knock  elsewhere,  to  see  if  theyll  disdain  me. 
Ang.  Ill  meet  yon  at  that  plaoe, 


tome  houi 


This  Jest  shall  cost  me  some 
[Exeunt, 


hence. 
An$.E,  Do  so. 
expense. 


SCENE  U,-^Thet 
Enter  Luoiana  and  Ahtipholus  qf  Syracuse. 

Luc  And  may  it  be  that  you  haye  quite  forgot 

A  husband's  office?  Shall,  Antipholus, 
Eyen  in  the  spring  of  love,  thy  loye-springs  rot? 

Shall  loye,  m  building,  grow  so  ruinous? 
If  you  did  wed  my  sister  for  her  wealth. 

Then,  for  her  wealth^s  sake,  nse  her  with  more 
kindness: 
Or,  if  you  like  elsewhere,  do  it  by  stealth ; 

Muffle  your  false  love  with  some  show  of 
blindness : 
Let  not  my  sister  read  it  in  your  eye ; 

Be  not  thy  tongue  thy  own  shame's  orator ; 
Look  sweet,  speak  Cair,  become  disloyalty; 

Apparel  yice  like  virtue's  harbinger : 
Bear  a  fair  presence,  though  your  heart  be  tainted 

Teach  sin  the  carriage  of  a  holy  saint ; 
Be  secret  false :    What  need  she  be  acquainted? 

What  simple  thief  brags  of  his  own  attaint? 
'Tli  double  wrong  to  truant  with  your  bed, 

And  let  her  reM  it  in  thy  looks  at  board : 
Shame  hath  a  bastard  &me,  well  managed ; 

111  deeds  are  doubled  with  an  eyil  word. 
Alas,  poor  women  1  make  us  but  believe. 

Being  compact  of  credit,  that  you  love  us: 
Though  others  have  the  arm,  show  us  the  sleeye 

We  in  your  motion  turn,  and  you  may  move  us 
Then,  eentle  brother,  get  yon  in  again : 

Comfort  my  sister,  cheer  her,  call  her  wife : 
Tis  holy  sport  to  be  a  little  vain. 

When  the  sweet  breath  of  flattery  conquen 
strife. 
Ant,  8,  Sweet  mistress  (what  your  name  is  else  \ 
know  not. 

Nor  by  what  wonder  you  do  hit  of  mine), 
Less,  in  your  knowledge  and  your  grace,  yon 
show  not. 

Than  our  earth's  wonder ;  mora  than  earth 
divine. 
Teach  me,  dear  creature,  how  to  think  and  speak 

Lay  open  to  my  earthy  gross  conceit, 
Smotherd  in  errors,  feeble,  shallow,  weak^ 

The  folded  meaning  of  your  words'  deceit. 
Aninst  my  soul'b  pure  truth  why  labour  yoo. 

To  make  it  wander  in  an  unknown  field? 
Are  you  a  god  ?  would  you  create  me  new  ? 

Transform  me  then,  and  to  your  power  111  yield. 
But  if  that  I  am  I^  then  well  I  know 

Your  weeping  sister  is  no  wife  of  mine. 
Nor  to  her  bed  no  homage  do  I  owe; 

Far  more,  for  mora,  to  you  do  I  decline 
O,  train  me  not,  sweet  mermaid,  with  thy  note, 

To  drown  me  in  tiiy  sister  flood  of  tears ; 
Sing,  siren,  for  thyseu,  and  I  will  dote : 

Spread  o*er  the  silver  waves  thy  golden  bain, 
Ana  as  a  bed  111  take  thee,  and  there  lie;  * 

And,  in  that  glorious  supposition,  think 
He  gains  by  death,  that  hath  such  means  to  di<)^— 

Let  Love,  beins:  light  be  drowiMd.if  aheaJokt 
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Lmo,  What,  are  yon  miad,  that  70a  do  reason 

80? 
AmU,  &  Not  mad,  but  mafed;  bow,  I  do  not 

know. 
Lmc  It  IS  a  &a1t  that  springeth  from  jour  eye. 
Ant.  S,  For  gazing  on  your  beams,  fair  sun, 

being  by. 
Luc  Oaze  where  yon  should,  and  that  will  clear 

your  sight. 
JM.  3.  As  good  to  wink,  sweet  love,  as  look  on 

night. 
Luo,  Why  call  yon  me  love  ?  eill  my  sister  so. 
Ant.  S.  Thy  sister^  sister. 
Luc  That*s  my  sister. 

Ant.  A  No. 

It  is  thyself,  mfaM  own  seirs  better  part ; 
Mine  eye's  clear  eye,  my  dear  heart's  dearer  heart; 
My  food,  my  fortune,  and  my  sweet  hope's  aim, 
My  sole  earth's  heaven,  and  my  heaven's  claim. 
Ltui.  All  this  my  sister  is,  or  else  should  be. 
Ant.  8.  Call  thyself  sister,  sweet,  for  I  aim  thee; 
fhee  will  I  love,  and  with  thee  lead  my  life; 
Thou  hast  no  husband  yet,  nor  I  no  wife : 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Luc  0,  soft,  sir,  kold  yon  still ; 

I'll  fetch  my  sister,  to  get  her  good  will. 

[Exit  Luo. 


EnteTjJrom  thehougeo/AvTiPHOhTSSo/EpheanSf 
Dromio  0/' Syracuse. 

AnL  S.  Why,  how  now,  Dromio?  where  runn^t 
thou  so  fast  ? 

Pro.  S.  Do  yon  know  me,  sir?  am  I  Dromio? 
am  I  your  man  ?  am  I  myself? 

Ant.  8.  Tiiou  art  Dromio,  thou  art  my  man, 
thou  art  thvseJt 

Dro.  A  t  am  an  ass,  I  am  a  woman's  man,  and 
besides  myself. 

Ant.  S.  What  woman's  man?  and  how  besides 
thyself? 

Dro.  S.  Marry,  sir,  besides  myself,  I  am  due  to 
a  woman ;  one  that  claims  me,  one  that  haunts  me, 
'tne  tliat  will  have  me. 

Ant.  S.  What  datm  lays  she  to  thee? 

Dro*  3,  Marry,  sir,  such  claim  as  you  wonld 
lay  to  your  horse ;  and  she  would  have  me  as  a 
bout :  not  that  I,  being  a  beast,  she  would  have 
me;  but  that  she,  being  a  very  beastly  creature, 
lays  claim  to  me. 

Ant.  8.  What  is  she? 

Dro.  8.  A  very  reverend  bodjr;  ay,  such  a  one 
as  a  man  may  not  speak  of,  without  he  say,  sir 


ERRORR. 

Ant.  8.  Then  she  bean  some  breadth? 

Dro,  8.  No  longer  from  head  to  foot,  than  from 
hip  to  hip :  she  is  spherical,  like  a  globe.  I  oonld 
find  out  countries  in  her. 

Ant.  &  In  what  part  of  her  body  stands  Ireland? 

Dro.  8.  Marry,  sir,  in  her  buttocks.  I  found  it 
out  by  the  bogs. 

Ant.  8.  Where  Scotland? 

Dro.  8,  1  found  it  by  the  barrennefls;  htrd,  in 
the  palm  of  her  hand. 

Ant.&  Where  France? 

Dro.  8  In  her  forehead;  armed  and  reverted 
making  war  against  her  hair. 

Ant.  8.  Where  England? 

Dro.  8.  I  looked  for  the  chalky  difb,  bnt  I  oonld 
find  no  whiteness  in  them ;  but  I  guess  it  stood  in 
her  chin,  bv  the  salt  rheum  that  ran  between 
France  and  it. 

Ant.  &  Where  Spain  ? 

Dro.  8.  Faith,  I  saw  it  not ;  bat  I  felt  it,  hot  in 
her  breath. 

Ant.  8.  Where  America,  the  Indies? 

Dro.  8.  O,  sir,  upon  her  nose,  all  o'er  embel 
lished  with  rubies,  carbuncles,  sapphires,  declining 
their  rich  aspect  to  the  hot  breath  of  S|MUn ;  whs 
sent  whole  armadas  of  carracks  to  be  ballast  at  her 


Ant.  8.  Where  stood  Belgia,  the  Netherlands? 

Dro.  8.  O,  sir,  I  did  not  look  so  low.  To  con- 
clude, this  drud|;e,  or  diviner,  laid  claim  to  me; 
called  me  Dromio ;  swore  I  was  assured  to  her ; 
told  me  what  privy  marks  I  had  about  me,  as  the 
mark  on  my  snoulder,  the  mole  in  my  neck,  the 
great  wart  on  my  left  arm,  that  I,  amaxed,  ran  from 
her  as  a  witch :  and,  I  think,  if  my  breast  had  not 
been  made  of  faith,  and  my  heart  of  steel,  she  had 
transformed  me  into  a  ourtail-dog,  and  made  me 
turn  i'  the  wheel. 

Asa.  8.  Co,  hie  thee  presently,  post  to  the  road  • 
And  if  the  wind  blow  any  way  from  shore, 
I  will  not  harbour  in  this  town  to-night 
If  any  bark  put  forth^  come  to  the  mart. 
Where  I  will  walk,  till  thou  return  to  me. 
If  every  one  knows  us,  and  we  know  none, 
'Tis  tune,  I  think,  to  trudge,  pack,  and  begone. 

Dro.  8.  As  from  a  bear  a  man  wonld  ran  foi 
life. 
Bo  fly  I  firom  her  that  wonld  be  my  wife.     [EsbU 

Ant,  8.  There's  none  but  witches  do  inhabit 
here; 
And  therefore  'tis  high  time  that  I  were  henoe. 
She.  that  doth  call  me  husband,  even  my  soul 


reverence:  I  have  but  lean  luck  in  the  match,  and  1  Doth  for  a  wife  abhor :  but  her  fair  sister. 


yet  is  she  a  wondrous  fat  marriage. 

Ant.  8.  How  dost  thou  mean,  a  fiit  marriage? 

Dro.  S.  Marrv,  sir,  she's  the  kitchen-wench,  and 
til  grease;  and  I  know  not  what  use  to  put  her  to, 
but  to  make  a  lamp  of  her,  and  run  from  her  by  her 
own  light.  I  warrant,  her  rags,  and  the  tallow  in 
them,  will  bum  a  Poland  winter:  if  she  lives  till 
doonuday,  shell  bum  a  week  longer  than  the 
whole  world. 

Ant.  8  What  complexion  is  she  of  ? 

Dro.  8.  Swart,  like  my  shoe,  but  her  face  nothing 
like  so  dean  kept.  For  why  ?  she  sweats :  a  man 
may  go  over  shoes  in  the  gnme  of  it. 

Ant.  8.  That's  a  fault  that  water  will  mend. 

Dro.  8.  No,  sir,  'tis  in  grain ;  Noah's  flood  could 
not  doit. 

Ant.  &  What's  her  name  ? 

Dro,  3.  Nell,  sir  ;~bnt  her  name  and  tiuree- 
qnartera,  that's  an  ell  and  three  quarters,  will  not 
measu'e  her  from  hip  to  hip. 


Possess'd  with  such  a  gentle  sovereign  grace. 
Of  such  enchanting  presence  and  discourse, 
Hath  almost  made  me  traitor  to  myself: 
But  lest  myself  be  guilty  to  self-wrong, 
111  stop  mine  ears  against  the  mermaid's  song. 

Enter  Anoblo. 

Ang.  Master  Antipholns  ? 
Ant.  8.  Aye,  that  a  my  name. 
Ang.  I  know  it  well,  sir.    Lo,  here  is  the  chain 
I  thought  to  have  ta'en  you  at  the  Porcupine : 
The  chain  unfinished  made  me  stay  thus  long. 
Ant.  &  What  is  your  wiU  that  I  shall  do  wUt 

thU? 
Ang.  What  please  yourself,  sir ;  I  have  made  i* 

foryou. 
Ant.  8  Made  it  for  me,  sir  I  I  bespoke  it  not 
Ang.  Not  once,  nor  twice,  bat  twenty  timtf 
you  have ; 
Qo  home  with  it,  and  please  your^wife  withaL: 
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And  soon  tt  sopper-time  IH  nsit  yon. 
And  then  reoeiye  my  money  for  the  chain. 

Jnt  S,  I  pray  you,  sir,  receive  the  money  now, 
For  fear  yoa  ne*er  see  chain  nor  money  more. 

Jng.  xou   are  a  merry  man,  sir;   £are   yoa 
welL 
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ArU.  S.  What  T  shonid  think  of  this  I  cannot  tell: 
But  this  I  thinic,  there's  no  man  is  tio  vain 

;  That  would  refuse  so  fair  an  offisr'd  chain. 
I  see,  a  man  here  needs  not  live  by  shifts, 
When  in  the  streets  he  meets  such  golden  gifU. 

I  111  to  the  mart,  and  there  for  Dronuo  stay  j 
If  any  ship  put  out,  then  straight  away.        [£^ 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L^The  same. 
Enter  a  Merchant,  ANaKLO,  and  an  Officer. 

Mer,  You  know,  since  Pentecost  the  sum  is 
due, 
And  suiee  I  have  not  much  importun'd  you, 
Nor  now  I  had  not,  but  tliat  I  am  bound 
To  Persia,  and  want  gilders  for  my  voyage : 
Therefore  make  present  satisfaction, 
Or  I'll  attach  ;^ou  bv  this  officer. 

Aug.  Even  just  the  sum  tliat  I  do  owe  to  yoa 
Is  growing  to  me  by  Antiphoius : 
And,  in  the  instant  that  I  met  with  yoii, 
He  had  of  me  a  chain ;  at  five  o  clock 
I  shall  receive  the  money  for  the  same: 
Pleaseth  you  walk  with  me  down  to  his  house, 
I  will  diseharge  my  bond,  and  thank  you  too. 

Enter  Ahtifholus  of  Ephesns,  and  Dbomio  of 

Ephesus. 

Of.  That  labour  may  you  save;  see  where  he 

comes. 
Ant.  E,  While  I  go  to  the  goldsmith's  house, 
go  thou 
And  buy  a  rope's  end ;  that  will  I  bestow 
Among  my  wife  and  her  confederates, 
For  losing  me  out  of  my  doors  by  day. 
But  soft,  I  see  the  goldsmith : — get  thee  gone; 
Buy  thou  a  rope,  and  bring  it  home  to  me, 
l)ro.  K  I  buy  a  thousand  pound  a  year !  I  buy 
a  rope !  [Exit  DRO\no. 

AnL  E,  A  man  is  well  holp  op  that  trusts  to  you. 
I  promised  your  presence,  and  the  chain ; 
But  neither  chain  nor  goldsmith  came  to  me : 
Belike,  you  thought  our  love  would  last  too  long. 
If  it  were  chain'd  together ;  and  therefore  came  not. 
Ang.  Saving  your  merry  humour,  here's  the 
note. 
How  much  your  chain  weighs  to  the  utmost  carat ; 
The  finenen  of  the  gold,  and  ohargeful  ^hion ; 
Which  doth  amount  to  three  odd  ducats  more 
Than  I  stand  debted  to  this  gentleman : 
I  pray  ]^ou,  see  him  presently  discharg'd, 
F«r  be  is  bound  to  sea,  and  stays  but  for  it. 
Ani,  E,  I  am  not  fumish'd  with  the  present 
money ; 
Besides  I  have  some  business  in  the  town : 
Good  signior,  take  the  stranger  to  my  house. 
And  with  vou  take  the  chain,  and  bid  my  wife 
Disburse  the  sum  on  the  receipt  thereof; 
Perchance,  I  will  be  there  as  soon  as  vou. 
Ang.  Then  you  will  bring  the  chain  to  her 

yourself? 
AnL  K  No ;  bear  it  with  you,  lest  I  oome  not 

time  enouffh. 
Ang,  Well,  rir,  I  will :  Have  you  the  chain 

about  you? 
Ant,  K  An  if  I  have  not,  sir,  I  hope  you  have; 
Or  else  you  may  return  without  your  money. 
Ang,  Nayj  come,  I  pray  you,  sir,  give  me  the 
cham; 


Both  wind  and  tide  stays  for  this  gentleman. 
And  I,  to  blame,  have  held  him  here  too  long. 

AnL  E.  Uood  Lord,  you  use  this  dalliance  to 
excuse 
Your  breach  of  promise  to  the  Porcupine : 
I  should  have  chid  you  for  not  bringing  it. 
But,  like  a  shrew,  you  first  begin  to  brawl. 

Mer.  The  hour   steals  on;   I    pray  you,  sir, 
despatch. 

Ang.  You  hear  how  he  importunes  me;  tlie 
chain  — 

Ant.  E.  Why,  give  it  to  my  wife,  and  fetch 
your  money. 

Ang.  Come,  come,  yon  know  I  gave  it  yon  even 
now; 
Either  send  the  chain,  or  send  hy  me  some  token. 

ArU.E.  Fie  I  now  you  run  this  humour  out  of 
breath : 
Come,  Where's  the  chain  ?  I  pray  you,  let  me  see  it. 

Mer,  My  business  cannot  brooK  this  dallianoe 
Good  sir,  say,  wheV  you'll  answer  me,  or  no ; 
If  not,  111  leave  him  to  the  officer. 

Ant.  E.  I  answer  you  I    What  should  I  answer 
you? 

Ang.  The  money  that  you  owe  me  for  the  chain. 

Ant,  E.  I  owe  you  none,  till  I  receive  the  chain. 

Ang.  You  know  I  gave  it  you  half  an  hour  since. 

Asd.  E,  You  gave  me  none;  you  wrong  me 
much  to  say  so. 

Ang.  You  wrong  me  more,  sir,  in  denying  it: 
Consider,  how  it  stands  upon  my  credit. 

Mer.  Well,  officer,  arrest  him  at  mv  suit 

Off.  I  do ;  and  charge  you,  in  the  duke's  name 
to  obey  me. 

Ang.  This  touches  me  in  reputation  \— 
Either  consent  to  pay  this  sum  for  me, 
Or  I  attach  you  by  this  officer. 

Ant  E.  Consent  to  pay  thee  that  I  never  had  : 
Arrest  me,  foolish  fellow,  if  thou  dar'st. 

Ang.  Here  is  thy  fee ;  arrest  him,  officer. 
I  would  not  spare  my  brother  in  this  case, 
If  he  should  scorn  me  so  apparently. 

Off.  I  do  arrest  yon,  sir ;  you  hear  the  suit 

Ant.  E.  I  do  obey  thee,  till  I  give  thee  bail : 
But,  sirrah,  yon  shall  buy  this  sport  as  dear 
As  all  the  metal  in  your  shop  will  answer. 

Ang.  Sir,  sir,  I  shall  have  law  in  Ephesus, 
lb  your  notorious  shame,  I  doubt  it  not. 

Ent^  Dromio  of  Syracuse. 

Dro,  8,  Master,  there's  a  bark  of  Epidamnum, 
That  stays  but  till  her  owner  oomes  aboard. 
And  then,  sir,  bears  away :  our  fraughtage,  sir, 
I  liave  oonvey'd  aboard ;  and  I  have  bought 
The  oil,  the  balsamum,  and  aqua-vitae. 
The  sh jp  is  in  her  trim ;  the  merry  wind 
Blows  uur  from  land :  they  stay  for  nought  at  aU, 
But  for  their  owner,  master,  and  yourself. 

AsaX,  E.  How  now!  a  nuulman?   Why,  tboo 
peevish  sheep. 
What  ship  of  Epidamnum  stays  for  me  ? 

Dro,  S,  A  ship  you  sent  me  to,  to  hurewaftage 
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Ant,  S,  Thon  dnmkea  slaTe,  I  lenft  tDee  for  a 
rope; 
And  told  thee  to  what  porposet  and  what  end. 
Dro,  S,  Yon  sent  me,  sir,  for  a  rope's-end  as 
soon: 
Ton  sent  me  to  the  baj,  sir,  for  a  bark. 
AnL  E,  I  will  debate  this   matter  at   more 
leisure, 
And  teach  jour  ears  to  list  me  with  more  heed, 
To  Adriana,  villain,  hie  thee  straight: 
Gire  her  this  key,  and  tell  her,  in  the  desk 
That's  covered  o'er  with  Turkish  tafiestry, 
There  is  a  purse  of  ducats :  let  her  send  it ; 
Tell  her  I  am  arrested  in  the  street, 
And  that  shall  bail  me :  hie  thee,  alsTe :  be  gone. 
On,  officer,  to  prison  till  it  come. 

[Exeunt  Merchant,  Angelo,  Officer, 
mu;^  Ant.  E. 
Dro.  S,  To  Adriana  I  that  is  where  he  din*d. 
Where  Dowsabel  did  claim  me  for  her  husband : 
She  is  too  big,  I  hope,  for  me  to  compass. 
Thither  I  must,  although  against  my  will. 
For  servants  must  their  masters'  mmds  ftilfiL 

[Exit. 

8GENB  n.— 2*^  mme. 
Enter  Aobuna  and  Luciana. 

Aefr.  Ah,  Luciana,  did  he  tempt  thee  so? 
Might'st  thou  perceive  austerely  in  his  eye 
rhat  he  did  plead  in  earnest,  yea  or  no  ? 

Look'd  he  or  red,  or  pale ;  or  sad  or  merrily? 
What  observation  mad'st  thou  in  this  case. 
Of  his  heart's  meteors  tilting  in  his  (ice  ? 
Lue.  First,    he   denied   you   had  in  him  no 

right. 
Adr.  He  meant  he  did  me  none ;  the  more  my 

spite. 
Lm,  Then  swore  he  that  he  was  a  stranger 

here. 
Adr,  And  true  he  swore,  though  yet  forsworn 

he  were. 
Luc  Then  pleaded  I  for  yon. 
Adr,  And  what  said  he  ? 

Lue.  That  love  I  begg'd  for  you,  he  begg'd  of  me. 
Adr.  With  what  persuasion  did  he  tempt  thy 

love? 
Xfue.  With  words  that  in  an  honest  suit  might 
move. 
First,  he  did  praise  my  beauty ;  then,  my  speech. 
Acar.  Didst  speak  him  fair? 
Luc  Have  patience,  I  beseech. 

Adr.  I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not,  hold  me  still ; 
My  tongue,  though  not  my  heart,  shall  have  his 

will. 
He  is  deformed,  crooked,  old,  and  sere, 
Ill-fac'd,  worse-bodied,  shapeless  everywhere; 
Vicious,  ungentle,  foolish,  blunt,  unkmd; 
Stigmatical  in  making,  worse  in  mind. 
Lue.  Who  would  be  iealous  then  of  such  a  one? 

No  evil  Imtt  ia  wnird  whpn  it  \n  irniiA. 
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Adr.  Where  is  thy  mafter^  Dromio  ?  b  he  welt 
Dro.  S.  No,  he's  in  Tartar  limbo,  worse  than  heU 
A  devil  in  an  everlasting  garment  hath  him; 
One  whose  hard  heart  is  button 'd  up  with  steel ; 
A  fiend,  a  fairy,  pitiless  and  rough ; 
A  wolf,  naj,  woree,    a  fellow  all  in  buff; 
A  baok-friend,  a  shoulder-olapper,  one  that  oonn 

termands 
The  passages  of  alleys,  ereeks,  and  narrow  lands 
A  hound  that  runs  counter,  and  yet  draws  dry 

foot  well; 
One  that,  before  the  judgment,  carries  poor  sonis 
to  hell. 
Adr,  Why,  man,  what  is  the  matter? 
Dro,  8.  Ido  not  know  the  nuitter ;  he  is  Vested 

on  the  case. 
Adr.  What,  is  he  arrested?  tell  me,  at  whose 

suit. 
Dro,  8. 1  know  not  at  whose  suit  he  is  arrested 
well; 
But  he  is  in  a  suit  of  buff,  which  Vested  him,  that 

can  Itell: 
Will  yon  send  him,  mistress,  redemption,  the 
money  in  the  desk? 
Adr,  Qo  fetch  it,  sister.— This  I  wonder  at, 

[Exit  Lua 
That  he,  unknown  to  me,  should  be  in  aebt: 
Tell  me,  was  he  arrested  on  a  band? 

Dro.  8.  Not  on  a  band,  but  on  a  stronger  thing; 
A  chain,  a  chain :  do  you  not  hear  it  ring  ? 
Adr.  What,  the  chain  ? 

Dro.  &  No,  no,  the  boll :  'tis  time  that  I  were 
g^ne. 
It  was  two  ere  I  left  hhn,  and  now  the  dock 
strikes  one. 
Adr,  The  hours  come  back  I  that  did  I  never 

hear. 
Dro.  8  O  yes.    If  any  hour  meet  a  sergeant,  a' 

turns  back  for  very  fear. 
Adr,  As  if  Time  were  in  debt !  how  fondly  dost 

thou  reason ! 
Dro.  8,  Tune  is  a  very  bankrout,  and  owes 
more  than  he's  worth,  to  season. 
Nay,  he's  a  thief  too :  Have  you  not  heard  men 

say, 
That  Time  oomes  stealing  on  by  night  and  day? 
If  he  be  in  debt,  and  theft,  and  a  sergeant  in  the 

way. 
Hath  he  not  reason  to  torn  back  an  hour  Inaday? 

Enter  Luoiaha. 

Ab^,  Go,  Dromio;  there^  the  money,  bear  it 
straight; 
And  bring  thy  master  home  immediately. 
Come,  sister;  I  am  press'd  down  with  conceit; 
Conceit,  my  oomfort  and  my  injury. 

[EteunL 


SCENE  III.— TTbsi 
Enter  Ahtxpholus  qf  Syracuse. 
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COMEDY  OP  El^RORR 
Elder  Dboxio  qf  Syrteiue.  I  Master,  be  Trise :  an*  if  yon  gire  It  her, 

_^___  ..,,,  •'  The  dftvil  will  shftkp  h«r  ftlwin.  and  fHffh 

Dro,  8,  Master,  here  8  the  gola  yon  sent  me  for 


What,  hare  you  got  [rid  o^  the  picture  of  Old 
Adam  new  apparelled? 

Ani.  S,  What  gold  is  this?  What  Adam  dost 
Aon  mean? 

Dra.  8.  Not  that  Adam  that  kept  the  paradise, 
but  that  Adam  that  keeps  the  prison:  he  that 
goes  in  the  calfs-skin  that  was  killed  for  the  pro- 
digal ;  he  that  came  behind  you,  sir,  like  an  evil 
Bijgel,  and  bid  you  forsake  your  liberty- 

Ani,  8.  I  understand  thee  not. 

Dro,  A  No  ?  why,  *tis  a  plain  case :  he  that 
went  like  a  base-viol  in  a  case  of  leather ;  the  man, 
fir,  that,  when  gentlemen  are  dred,  gives  them  a 
fob,  and  'rests  them ;  he,  sir,  that  takes  pity  on 
decayed  men,  and  gives  them  suits  of  durance;  he 
Jiat  sets  up  his  rest  to  do  more  exploits  with  his 
mace,  than  a  morris-pike. 

Ant,  8.  What !  thou  mean*st  an  officer  ? 

Dro.  8,  Ay,  sir,  the  sergeant  of  the  band ;  he, 
that  brings  any  man  to  answer  it  that  breaks  his 
band ;  one  that  thinks  a  man  always  going  to  bed, 
and  saya,  **  God  give  you  good  rest  T 

Ant,  8,  Well,  sir,  there  rest  in  your  foolery.  Is 
there  any  ship  puts  forth  to-night?  may  we  be 
gone? 

Dro.  8  Whv,  sir,  I  brought  you  word  an  hour 
since,  iihat  the  bark  Expedition  put  forth  to-night; 
and  then  were  you  hindered  by  the  sergeant,  to 
tarry  for  the  hoy  Delay :  Here  are  the  angels  that 
yon  sent  for,  to  deliver  you. 

Ant.  8.  The  fellow  is  distract,  and  so  am  I; 
And  here  we  wander  in  illusions; 
Some  blessed  power  deliver  us  from  henoe  1 

Enter  a  Courtezan. 

Oomr.  Wen  met,  well  met,  Master  Antipholus. 
[  see,  sir,  yon  have  found  the  goldsmith  now : 
Is  that  the  chain  you  promis'd  me  to-day? 

AnL  8.  Satan,  avoid  I  I  charge  thee,  tempt  me 

BOtl 

Dro,  8.  Master,  is  this  Mistress  Satan? 

AnL  8.  It  is  the  devil. 

Dro.  &  Nay,  she  is  worse,  she  is  the  devil  "b  dam ; 
and  here  she  comes  in  the  habit  of  a  light  wench  ; 
and  thereof  comes,  that  the  wenches  sav,  **  God 
damn  me,"  that's  as  much  as  to  say,  **  Qod  make 
me  a  light  wench.*'  It  is  written,  they  appear  to 
men  like  angels  of  light:  light  is  an  effiect  of  fire, 
and  fire  will  bum ;  ergot  light  wenches  will  bum. 
Come  not  near  her. 

Oour.  Your  man  and  yon  are  marvellous  merry, 
sir.  Will  you  go  with  me?  Well  mend  our 
dinner  here. 

Dro.  8  Master,  if  you  do,  txpeet  spoon-meat, 
•r  bespeak  a  long  spoon. 

Ant.  8  Why,  Dromio? 

Dro.  8.  Marrv,  he  must  have  a  long  spoon  that 
must  eat  with  the  devil. 

AnL  8.  Avoid  then,  fiend  I  why  telltrt  thou  me 
of  supping? 
fhon  art,  as  you  all  are,  a  sorceress : 
I  oonjore  thee  to  leave  me,  and  be  gone. 

Cour.  Give  me  the  ring  of  mine  you  had  at  dinner. 
Or,  for  my  diamond,  the  chain  you  promis'd ; 
And  lU  be  gone,  sir,  and  not  trouble  you. 

Dro.  S.  Some  devila  ask  but  the  paring  of  one's 
nail, 
A  rush,  a  hair,  a  drop  of  blood,  a  pin, 
A  nut,  a  cherry-stone ;  but  she,  more  oovetoua, 
Would  have  a  chain. 


The  devil  will  shake  her  clmin,  and  fnght  us  with  it 

Coiir.  I  pray  you,  sir,  the  ring,  or  else  the  chain; 
I  hope  you  do  not  mean  to  cheat  me  so. 

Ant.  8.  Avaunt,  thou  witch!  Come,  Dromio, 
let  us  go. 

Dro,  8,  Fly  pride,  says  the  peacoek :  Mistress, 
that  you  know. 

[Exeunt  Am*.  S.  and  Dro.  S. 

Oowr.  Now,  out  or  doubt,  Antipholns  is  mad. 
Else  would  he  never  so  demean  himself: 
A  ring  he  hath  of  mine  worth  forty  ducats, 
And  ror  the  same  he  promis'd  me  a  chain; 
Both  one  and  other  he  denies  me  now. 
The  reason  that  I  gather  he  is  mad 
^Besides  this  present  instance  of  his  rage), 
Is  a  mad  tale  he  told  to-day  at  dinner. 
Of  his  own  doors  being  shut  against  bis  entnnoe. 
Belike,  his  wife,  acquainted  with  his  fits. 
On  purpose  shut  the  doors  against  his  way.   / 
My  wav  is  now  to  hie  home  to  his  house. 
And  tell  hvs  wife,  that,  being  lunatic. 
He  rush'd  into  my  house,  and  took  perforce 
My  ring  away :  This  course  I  fittest  choose ; 
For  forty  ducats  ii  too  much  to  lose.  [Eat 

SCENE  lY.— The  tame. 

Enter  Antipholus  of  Ephesus,  and  an  Officer. 

Ant,  K.  Fear  me  not,  man,  I  will  not  break  away 
111  give  thee,  ere  I  leave  thee,  so  much  money 
To  warrant  thee,  as  I  am  'rested  for. 
My  wife  is  in  a  wayward  mood  to-day ; 
And  will  not  lightly  trust  the  messenger: 
That  I  should  be  attached  in  Ephesus, 
I  tell  you,  twill  sound  harshly  in  her  ears.— 

Enter  Deomio  of  Ephesus,  wUh  a  rope's  end. 
Here  comes  my  man ;  I  think  he  brings  the  money 
How  now,  sir  ?  have  you  that  I  sent  you  for  ? 

Dro.  E.  Here's  that,  I  warrant  yon,  will  pay 
them  all. 

Ant.  E.  But  whereas  the  money? 

Dro.  E.  Why,  sir.  I  gave  the  money  for  the  rope 

AnL  E  Five  hundred  ducats,  villain,  for  a  rope  f 

Dro.  E.  Ill  serve  yon,  sir,  five  hundred  at  the 
rate. 

AnL  E.  To  what  end  did  I  bid  thee  hie  thee 
home? 

Dro,  E,  To  a  rope's  end,  sir,  and  to  that  end  am 
I  return *a. 

Ant.  E.  And  to  that  end,  sir,  I  will  welcome  you. 
[Beatingmm, 

Off'  Good  sir,  be  patient 

Dro.  E,  Nay,  tis  for  me  to  be  patient;  I  am  in 
adversity. 

Off.  Good  now,  hold  thy  tongue. 

Dro.  E,  Nay,  rather  persuade  him  to  hold  his 
hands. 

Ant,  E.  Thou  whoreson,  senseless  villain  I 

Dro.  E.  I  would  I  were  senseless,  sir,  that  1 
might  not  feel  your  blows. 

AnL  S.  Thou  art  sensible  in  nothing  but  blows 
and  so  is  an  ass. 

Dro.  £1  1  am  an  ass,  indeed ;  you  may  prove  it 
by  my  long  ears.  I  have  served  him  from  the 
hour  of  mr  nativity  to  this  instant,  and  have 
nothing  at  bis  hands  for  my  service  but  blows: 
when  I  am  cold,  he  heats  me  with  beating;  when 
I  am  warm,  he  cools  me  with  beating ;  I  am  waked 
with  it,  when  I  sleep;  raised  with  it,  when  I  sit; 
driven  out  of  doors  with  it,  when  I  go  from  home; 
welcomed  home  with  it,  mhm  4  return;,  nay 
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I  bear  it  on  mj  thonlders,  u  a  beggar  wont  her  brat ; 
and,  1  thinkf  when  he  hath  lamed  me,  I  shall  beg 
with  it  from  door  to  door. 

Shut  Adbiana,  Luciana,  and  the  Comtezaiif 
with  Pinch,  and  otherg, 

Afti,  JB,  Come,  go  along;  my  wife  is  ooming 
jonder. 

Dro.  E»  Mistress,  retpiotjmem^  respect  jour  end; 

or  rather  the  prophecy,  like  the  parrot,  "  Beware 

the  rope's  end." 

Ant,  E.  Wilt  thou  still  talk  ?  [BoaU  him. 

Cow,  How  say  yoa  now?  is  not  jonr  hosband 

road? 

Adr,  Hu  incivility  confirms  no  less. 
Good  Doctor  Pinch,  yoa  are  a  conjurer ; 
Establish  him  in  his  true  sense  again, 
And  I  will  please  you  what  vou  will  demand. 
Luc  Alas,  how  fiery  and  how  sharp  he  looks  I 
Cow,  Mark,  how  he  trembles  in  his  extasy ! 
Pmc4.  Give  me  yoor  band,  and  let  me  feel  your 

pulse. 
AmJU  M.  There  is  my  hand,  and  let  it  feel  your 

ear. 
PinA,  I  charge  thee,  Satan,  boosed  within  this 
man. 
To  yield  possession  to  my  holy  prayers. 
And  to  thy  state  nf  darkness  hie  thee  straight ; 
I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  saints  in  heaven. 
Ant.  E.  Peace,  doting  wizard,  peace ;  I  am  not 

mad. 
Adr.  0,  that  thon  wert  not,  poor  distressed  soul  I 
AnL  E,   Yoa   minion,  yoo,  are  these   yoor 
customers? 
Did  this  companion  with  the  saffron  fkce 
Revel  and  feast  it  at  my  house  to-day, 
Whilst  upon  me  the  guilty  doors  were  shut. 
And  I  denied  to  enter  in  ray  house? 
Adr.  O  husband,  God  doth  know,  yon  din^  at 
home. 
Where  "would  yon  had  remained  until  this  time, 
Free  from  these  slanders,  and  this  open  shame  I 
AnLE.  Din*d  at  homel    Thon  villain,  what 

say 'st  thou? 
Dn,  E.  Sir,  sooth  to  say,  yon  did  not  dine  at 

home. 
Aid.  E.  Were  not  my  doors  locked  op,  and  I 

shutout? 
Dro.  E.  Perdy,  your  doors  were  lock'd,  and  yon 

shut  out. 
Ant,  E.  And  did  not  she  herself  revile  me  there? 
T>ro.  E.  Sans  fable,  she  herself  reviPd  you  there. 
Ant,  E,  Did  not  her  kitchen-maid  rail,  taunt, 

and  scorn  me? 
Dro.  E.  Certes,  she  did;   the  kitchen-vestal 

scorn 'd  yon. 
Ant.  E.  And  did  not  I  In  rage  depart  from 

thence? 
Dro.  E.  In  verity,  you  did;— my  bones  bear 
witness, 
rbat  since  have  felt  the  vigour  of  his  rage. 
Adr,  1st  ^ood  to  soothe  him  in  these  contraries? 
Finch.  It  IS  no  shame;  the  fellow  finds  his  vein, 
&nd,  yielding  to  him,  humours  well  his  frenzy. 
AnU  E.  Thon  hast  suborned  the  goldsmith  to 

arrest  me. 
Adr.  Alas !  I  sent  you  money  to  redeem  yon, 
By  Dromio  here,  who  eame  in  haste  for  it. 
Dro.  E.  Money  by  me  ?  heart  and  good-will  you 
might. 
But,  surely,  master,  not  a  rag  of  money. 
AnL  E.  Went'st  not  thou  to  her  for  a  purse  of 
ducats? 
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Adr.  He  came  to  me,  and  T  deHTer'd  it, 

Luc  And  I  am  witness  with  her,  that  she  did. 

Dro.  E.  God  and  the  rope-maker  bear  me  witneoi 
That  I  was  sent  for  nothmg  but  a  rope! 

Pinch,  Mistress,  both  man  and  master  is  possessed 
I  know  it  bv  their  pale  and  deadly  looks: 
They  must  be  bound,  and  laid  in  some  dark  room 

Ant.  E.   Say,  wherefore  didst  thou  look  m* 
forth  to-day? 
And  why  dost  thou  deny  the  bag  of  gold? 

Adr.  I  did  not,  gentle  husband,  lode  thee  forth 

Dro.  E.  And,  gentle  master,  I  received  no  gold; 
But  I  confess,  sir,  that  we  were  lock'd  out. 

Adr.   Dissembling  villain,  thon  speak^st  fids 
in  both. 

AnL  E.  Diss  >mblin^  harlot,  thon  art  &lse  inall 
And  art  conlederate  with  a  damned  pack, 
To  make  a  loathsome  abject  scorn  of  me : 
But  with  these  nails  111  pluck  out  diose  fialseeyas 
That  would  behold  in  me  this  shameful  sport 

[Pinch  and  hii  Assistants  bind 
Amt.  E.  and  Dbo-  E. 

Adr.  0,  bind  him,  bind  him,  let  him  not  come 
near  me. 

PMu  More  company ;  the  fiend  is  strong  within 
him. 

Luc  Ah  me,  poor  man!  how  pale  and  wan  he 
looks! 

Ant,  E.  What,  will  you  murther  me?    Thoo 
gaoler,  thon, 
I  am  thy  prisoner:  wilt  thou  suffer  them 
To  make  a  rescue? 

Of.  Masters,  let  hhm  go : 

He  IS  my  prisoner,  and  you  shall  not  have  him. 

Pinch.  Go,  bind  this  man,  for  he  is  frantic  too. 

Adr.  What  wilt  thou  do,  thou  peevish  officer? 
Hast  thou  delight  to  see  a  wretched  man 
Do  outrage  and  displeasure  to  himself? 

Of.  He  is  my  prisoner ;  if  I  let  liim  go 
The  debt  he  owes  will  be  required  of  me. 

Adr.  I  will  dbcharge  thee,  ere  I  go  from  thee : 
Bear  me  forthwith  unto  his  creditor. 
And,  knowing  how  the  debt  grows,  I  will  pay  it. 
Good  master  doctor,  see  him  safe  conveyed 
Home  to  mv  house.    Omost  nnhappy  day! 

Ant.  E.  O  most  unhappy  strumpet! 

Dro.  E.  Master,  1  am  here  entered  in  bond  for  you 

Ant.  E.  Out  on  thee,  villain!  wherefore  dost 
thou  mad  me? 

Dro.  E.  Will  you  be  bound  for  nothing?  be 
mad,  good  master ;  cry,  the  devil. — 

Luc  God  help,  poor  souls,  how  idly  do  they  talk 

Adr.  Gh>,  bear  him  hence. — Sister,  go  you  with 
me.—  [Exeunt  Pinch  and  Assistants,  %piik 

Ant.  E.  and  Dro.  E. 
Say  now,  whose  suit  is  he  arrested  at  ? 

Of.  One  Angelo,  a  goldsmith.   Do  you  know 
him? 

Adr.  I  know  the  man :   What  is  the  sum  he 
owes? 

Of.  Two  hundred  ducats. 

Adr.  Say,  how  grows  it  due? 

Of.  Due  for  a  chain  your  husband  had  of  him. 

Adr.  He  did  bespeak  a  chain  for  me  but  had 
it  not 

Cow.  When,  as  your  husband,  all  in  rage,-to-daj 
Came  to  my  house,  and  took  away  my  ring 
(The  ring  I  saw  upon  his  finger  now), 
Straight  after,  did  I  meet  him  with  a  chain. 

Adr.  It  may  be  so,  b     I  did  never  see  it:-— 
Come,  gaoler,  bring  me  wu?re  the  eoldsmith  Ist 
I  long  to  know  the  truth  hereof  aUaige.         . 
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COMEDY  OF 

BiUer  AvTiPHOLUS  of  Sjracase,  wUh  hit  rtg^ 
drawn^  and  Dromio  of  Syracuse. 

X«e.  God,  for  thy  mercy  I  they  are  loose  again. 
Adr.  And  come  with  naked  swords;  let's  call 
more  help, 
To  bavtt  them  boond  again. 
Of'  Away,  theyll  kill  ns. 

[Exeunt  Officer,  Adr.,  and  Lna 
Jsit,  8»  I  see,  these  witches  are  afraid  of  swords. 
Ihv,  3.  She  that  would  be  your  wi£s  now  ran 
from  you. 
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Ant,  S,  Lome  to  the  Centaur;  fetch  our  stufl 
from  thence: 
I  long  that  we  were  safe  and  sound  aboard. 

Dro.  S.  Faith,  stay  here  this  night,  they  will 
surely  do  us  no  harm  ;  you  saw  they  speak  us  iaic 
give  us  gold:  methinlcs  they  are  such  a  gentle 
nation,  that,  but  for  the  mountain  of  mad  flesh  that 
claims  marriage  of  me,  I  oould  find  in  my  heart  to 
stay  here  still,  and  turn  witch. 

Ant,  &  I  will  not  stay  to-night  for  all  the  town; 
Therefore  away,  to  get  our  stuflf  aboard,     r^jgg,,^ 


Lcm  V. 


BCENE  L— 2%<  tame. 

jEhter  Merchant  and  Argeio. 

I  am  sorry,  sir,  that  I  have  hinder*d  you ' 
t,  I  protest,  he  had  the  chain  of  me, 
Though  most  dishonestly  he  doth  deny  it. 
Mar,  How  is  the  man  esteem'd  here  in  the  city? 
Ang,  Of  very  reverend  reputation,  sir, 
Of  credit  infinite,  highly  belov'd, 
Second  to  none  that  lives  here  in  the  city ; 
His  word  might  bear  my  wealth  at  any  time. 
Mer.  Speak  softly :  yonder,  as  I  think,  he  walks. 

JBUer  AanpHOLUB  and  Deomio  of  Syracuse. 

Ana,  Tis  so ;  and  that  self  chain  about  his  neck, 
Which  he  forswore,  most  monstrously,  to  have. 
Good  sir,  draw  near  to  me,  111  speak  to  him. 
Siguier  Antipholus,  I  wonder  much 
That  yoQ  would  put  me  to  this  shame  and  trouble ; 
And  not  without  some  scandal  to  yourself^ 
With  droumstance  and  oaths,  so  to  deny 
This  chain,  which  now  you  wear  so  openly : 
Beside  the  charge,  the  shame,  imprisonment, 
Tou  have  done  wrong  to  this  my  honest  friend ; 
Who,  but  for  staying  on  our  controversy, 
Had  hoisted  sail,  and  put  to  sea  to-day : 
This  chain  you  bad  of^me,  can  you  deny  it? 

Ant,  S,  I  think  I  had ;  I  pever  did  deny  it. 

Mar,  Tes,  that  you  did,  sir ;  and  forswore  it  too. 

Ant,  8,  Who  heard  me  to  deny  it,  or  forswear  it  ? 

Mar,  These  ears  of  mine,  thou  knowest,  did  hear 
thee: 
Fie  on  thee,  wretch  I  His  pity  that  thou  liy*8t 
To  walk  where  any  honest  men  resort. 

AnL  8,  Thou  art  a  villain  to  impeach  me  thus : 
111  iprove  mine  honour  and  mine  honesty 
Agamst  thee  presently,  if  thou  dar'st  stand. 

Mer,  I  dare,  and  do  defy  thee  for  a  villain. 

[They  dram, 
Mnter  Adriana,  Luoiasa,  Courtezan,  and  aihert. 

Adr,  Hold,  hurt  him  not,  for  God^  sake;  he 
is  mad; 
Some  get  within  him,  take  his  sword  away: 
Bind  Dromio  too,  and  bear  them  to  my  house. 
Dro,  8,  Run,  master,  run;  ibr  God^  sake  take  « 
house. 
Thlf  is  some  priory. — In,  or  we  are  spoiled. 

[Exeunt  Axn.  S.  and  Dbo.  8.  to  the  Priory, 

Enter  the  AhheaB, 

Abb,  Be  quiet,  people.  Whereforo  throng  you 
hither? 

Adr.  To  fetch  my  poor  distracted  hasband  henoe: 
Let  us  come  in,  that  we  may  bind  him  last. 
And  bear  him  home  for  his  recovery. 

Ang,  I  knew  he  was  not  in  his  perfect  wits. 

Mer,  I  am  sorry  now  that  I  did  draw  on  Unu 


Alh.  How  long  hath  this  possession  held  the  man? 

Adr.  This  week  he  hath  been  heavy,  sour,  sad. 
And  much  different  from  the  man  he  was; 
Bat,  till  this  afternoon,  his  passion 
Ne'er  brake  into  extremity  of  rage. 

Aib.  Hath  he  not  lost  much  wealth  by  wreck 
of  sea? 
Buried  some  dear  friend?  Hath  not  else  his  eye 
Stray*d  his  affection  in  unlawful  love  ? 
A  sin  prevailing  much  in  youthful  men. 
Who  give  their  eyes  the  liberty  of  gazing. 
Which  of  these  sorrows  is  he  subject  to? 

Adr.  To  none  of  these,  except  it  be  the  last; 
Namely,  some  love,  that  drew  him  oft  from  homo 

Alb,  Tou  should  for  that  have  reprehended  him 

^*.  Why,  so  I  did. 

AlA.  Ay,  but  not  rough  enough 

Adr,  As  roughly  as  my  modesty  would  let  mo 

Alb.  Haply,  in  private. 

Adr,  And  in  assemblies  too. 

Ahb,  kj^  but  not  enough. 

Adr.  It  was  the  copy  of  oar  oonferenoe ; 
In  bed,  he  slept  not  for  my  urging  it ; 
At  board,  he  ted  not  for  my  urging  it; 
Alone,  it  was  the  subject  of  my  theme; 
In  company,  I  often  glanced  it; 
Still  did  I  tell  him  it  was  vUe  and  bad. 

Aib.  And  therefore  came  it  that  the  man  was 
mad: 
The  venom  damours  of  a  jealous  woman 
Poison  more  deadly  than  a  mad  dog*s  tooth. 
It  seems  his  sleeps  were  hinder'd  by  thy  railing: 
And  thereof  comes  it  that  bis  head  is  light.    Tings : 
Thou  say'st  his  meat  was  sauc'd  with  thy  upbraid- 
Unquiet  meals  make  ill  digestions. 
Thereof  the  raging  fire  of  fever  bred ; 
And  what's  a  fever  but  a  fit  of  madness  ? 
Thou  say  *st  his  sports  were  hinder'd  by  thy  bcswls: 
Sweet  recreation  barr'd,  what  doth  ensue 
But  moody  and  dull  melancholy. 
Kinsmen  to  grim  and  comfortless  despair, 
And,  at  her  heels,  a  huge  infectious  troop 
Of  pale  distemperatures,  and  foes  to  life  r 
In  food,  in  snort,  and  life-preserving  rest 
To  be  disturVd,  would  mad  or  man  or  beast: 
The  consequence  is  then,  thy  jealous  fits 
Have  scarll  thy  husband  from  the  use  of  wits. 

Luc  She  never  reprehended  him  but  mildly. 
When  he  demean'd   himself  rough,   rude,  and 

wildly. 
Why  bear  you  these  rebukes,  and  answer  not? 

Adr.  She  did  betray  me  to  my  own  reproof.— 
Good  people,  enter,  and  lay  hold  on  him. 

Ahb,  No,  not  a  creature  enters  in  my  house. 

Adr,  Then,  let  your  servants  bring  my  husband 

forth. 
Atib,  Neither;  he  took  this  place  for  lanotoarj. 
And  it  ahall  privilege  him  from  your  hands 
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Till  I  have  broi<gfat  him  to  his  wits  again, 
Or  lose  my  labour  in  assaying  it 

Adt,  I  will  attend  my  hosband,  be  his  nurse, 
Diet  his  siclmess,  for  it  is  my  ofiBce, 
And  will  have  no  attorney  bat  myself; 
And  therefore  let  me  have  him  home  with  me. 

Alh,  Bfe  patient :  for  I  will  not  let  him  stir, 
Till  I  have  used  the  approved  means  I  have, 
With  wholesome  syrups,  drugs,  and  holy  prayers, 
To  make  of  him  a  formal  man  again : 
It  is  a  branch  and  parcel  of  mine  oath, 
A  charitable  duty  of  my  order ; 
Therefore  depart,  and  leave  him  here  with  me. 

Adr,  I  will  not  hence,  and  leave  my  husband 
here; 
And  ill  it  doth  beseem  your  holiness. 
To  separate  the  husband  and  the  wifis. 

IM.  Be  quiet,  and  depart,  thou  shalt  not  have 
him.  [EexAt  Abbess. 

!i»uc.  Complain  unto  the  duke  of  this  indignity. 

Adr.  Come  go,  I  will  fall  prostrate  at  his  feet, 
And  never  rise  until  my  tears  and  prayers 
Have  won  his  grace  to  come  in  person  hither, 
And  take  perforce  my  husband  rrom  the  abbess. 

Met,  By  this,  I  thmk,  the  dial  points  at  five : 
Anon,  I'm  sure,  the  duke  himself  in  person 
Comes  this  way  to  the  melancholy  viUe, — 
The  pUuie  of  depth  and  sorry  execution, 
Behind  the  ditches  of  the  abbey  here. 

Ang,  Upon  what  cause? 

Met,  To  see  a  reverend  Syracusan  merchant, 
Who  put  unluckUy  into  this  bay. 
Against  the  laws  and  statutes  of  this  town. 
Beheaded  publicly  for  his  offence. 

Asng,  See  where  they  come ;  we  will  behold  his 
death. 

X^tie.  Kneel  to  the  duke,  before  he  pass  the  abbey. 

er  Duke,  attended;  .£oBOir,  hare-headed; 
with  the  Headsman  and  other  Officers. 

Duke.  Tet  once  again  procUim  it  publicly, 
If  any  fnend  will  pay  the  sum  for  him, 
He  snail  not  die,  so  much  we  tender  him. 

Adr,  Justice,  most  sacred  duke,   agahist  the 
abbess  I 

Duke,  She  is  a  virtuous  and  a  reverend  lady ; 
It  cannot  be  that  she  hath  done  thee  wrong. 

Adr,  May  it  please  your  grace,  Antipholus,  my 
husband, — 
Whom  I  made  lord  of  me  and  all  I  had. 
At  your  important  letters,— this  ill  day 
A  most  outrageous  fit  of  madness  took  him ; 
That  desperately  he  hurried  through  tlie  street 
fWith  him  his  bondsman,  all  as  mad  as  he). 
Doing  displeasure  to  the  citizens 
B^  rushing  in  their  houses,  bearing  thence 
Kings,  jeweb,  anything  his  rage  did  like. 
Once  did  I  get  him  bound,  and  sent  him  home, 
Whilst  to  take  order  for  the  wrongs  I  went. 
That  here  and  there  his  fury  had  committed. 
Anon,  I  wot  not  by  what  strone  escape, 
He  broke  from  those  that  had  the  guard  of  him ; 
And,  with  his  mad  attendant  and  himself, 
Each  one  with  ireful  passion,  with  dravvn  swords^ 
Met  us  again,  and,  madlj  bent  on  us, 
Chas'd  us  awa^ ;  till,  raising  of  more  aid. 
We  oame  agam  to  bind  them :  then  they  fled 
Into  this  abbey,  whither  we  pursued  them ; 
And  here  the  abbess  shuts  the  gate  on  us, 
And  will  not  suffer  us  to  fetoh  him  out. 
Nor  send  him  forth,  that  we  may  bear  him  henoe. 
Therefore,  most  gracious  duke,  with  thy  command. 
Let  him  be  broiMeht£orth.  and  borne  henoe  for  helo. 


COMEDY  OF  ERRORS. 


Duke,  Long  since,  thy  husband  senr^  me  in  OBf 
wars; 
And  I  to  thee  engaged  a  prince's  word, 
When  thou  didst  make  him  master  of  thv  bed. 
To  do  him  all  the  grace  and  good  I  could. 
Go,  some  of  vou,  knock  at  the  abbey-gate. 
And  bid  the  lady  abbess  come  to  me : 
I  will  deteroiine  this  before  I  stir. 

jH^nter  a  Servant. 

Berv,  O  mistress,  mistress,  shift  and  save  yonr- 
selfl 
My  master  and  his  man  are  both  broke  loose, 
Beaten  the  maids  a-row,  and  bound  the  doctor, 
Whose  beard  they  have  sing*d  off  with  brands  of 

fire  J 
And  ever  as  it  blazM,  the^  threw  on  him 
Great  pails  of  puddled  mire  to  quench  the  hair . 
M^  master  preaches  patience  to  nim,  and  the  wiiile 
His  man  with  scissors  nicks  him  like  a  fool : 
And  sure,  unless  you  send  some  present  help 
Between  them  thev  will  kill  the  conjurer. 

Adr.  Peace,  fooi  1  thy  master  and  his  man  SM 
here: 
And  that  is  false  thou  dost  report  to  us. 

Serv.  Mistress,  upon  my  life,  I  tell  you  true ; 
I  have  not  breathed  almost  since  I  did  see  it. 
He  cries  for  you.  and  vows,  if  ho  can  take  yon. 
To  sooreh  your  ooe,  and  to  disfigure  you: 

[^CryvyUhm, 
Hark,  hark,  I  hear  him,  mistress ;  fly,  be  gone. 

Duke,  Come,  stand  by  me,  fear  nothing:  Guard 
with  halberds. 

Adr.  Ah  me,  it  is  my  husband !    Witness  yoo 
That  he  is  borne  about  invidible : 
Even  now  we  hous'd  him  in  the  abbey  here; 
And  now  he*s  there,  past  thought  of  human  reason. 

Enter  Ahtipholus  and  Dbomio  qf  Ephesns. 

Ant,  F.  Justice,  most  gracious  duke,  oh,  grant 
me  justice  I 
Even  for  the  service  that  long  since  I  did  thee, 
When  I  bestrid  thee  in  the  wars,  and  took 
Deep  scars  to  save  thv  life ;  even  for  the  blood 
That  then  I  lost  for  thee,  now  grant  me  justice! 
jEge.  Unless  the  fear  of  death  doth  make  me 
dote, 
I  see  my  son  Antipholus  and  Dromio. 
Ant.  £.  Justice,   sweet  prince,  agamst  that 
woman  there. 
She  whom  thou  eav'st  to  me  to  be  my  wife; 
That  hath  abusea  and  dishonoured  me, 
Even  in  the  strength  and  height  of  ii^uryl 
Beyond  imagination  is  the  wrong 
That  she  this  day  hath  shameless  thrown  on  me* 
Duke.  Discover  how,  and  thou  shalt  find  me  ju^ 
Ant,  K  This  day,  great  duke,  she  shot  the  doors 
upon  me, 
While  she  with  harlots  feasted  in  my  house. 
Duke,  A  grievous  fifuilt:   Say,  woman,  didst 

thou  so? 
Adr.  No,  my  good  lord;— myself^  he,  and  mj 
sister, 
To-da^  did  dine  together :  So  befall  my  soul 
As  this  is  false  he  burthens  me  withal  f 
Lite  Ne*er  may  I  look  on  day,  nor  sleep  oo 
night, 
But  she  tells  to  your  highness  simple  truth 

Ang,  O  perjur'd  woman  I  diey  are  both  forsworn. 
In  this  the  madman  justly  chargeth  them. 

Ant.  E.  My  liege,  I  am  advisied  what  I  aay { 
Neither  disturbed  with  the  effect  of  wme. 
Nor  headv-nsh,  orovok^  idth  rsgiitf  ix*^  ^  ^T  ^ 
Digitized  by  VjOOy  LC 


>8' 


COMEDY  OP  ERRORS 


Albeit  my  wrongs  might  make  one  wiser  mad.       I 

This  woman  lock'd  me  out  this  day  from  dinner : 

That  goldsmith  there,  were  he  not  pack'd  with  hoTi 

Conld  witness  it,  for  he  was  with  me  then; 

Who  prted  with  me  to  go  fetch  a  chain, 

Promising  to  bring  it  to  the  Porcupine, 

Where  Balthazar  and  I  did  dine  together. 

Oar  dinner  dune,  and  he  not  coming  thither, 

I  went  to  seek  him :  In  the  street  1  met  him ; 

And,  in  hb  company,  that  gentleman, 

There  did  this  penur'd  gol&mith  swear  me  down, 

That  I  this  day  of  him  reoeiT'd  the  chain, 

Which,  Uod  he  knows,  I  saw  not:  for  the  which 

He  did  arrest  me  with  an  officer. 

I  did  obe;^ ;  and  sent  my  peasant  home 

For  certain  ducats :  He  with  none  return^. 

Then  fairly  I  bespoke  the  officer. 

To  go  in  person  with  me  to  my  house. 

By  th'  way  we  met  my  wife,  her  sister,  and  a 

rabble  more 
Of  vile  confederates ;  along  with  them 
They  brought  one  Pinch,  a   huigry  lean-£EU)*d 

villain, 
A  mere  anatomy,  a  momitebank, 
A  thread-bare  juggler,  and  a  fortune-teller ; 
A  needy,  hollow-eyed,  sharp-looking  wretch, 
A  living  dead  man :  this  pernicious  slave, 
Forsooth,  took  on  him  as  a  conjurer. 
And  gazing  in  mine  eves,  feeling  my  pulse, 
And  with  no  face,  as  Were,  outfacing  me, 
Cries  out,  I  was  possessed:  then  all  together 
Thejr  fell  upon  me,  bound  me,  bore  me  thenoe; 
And  in  a  dark  and  dankish  vault  at  home 
There  left  me  and  my  man,  both  bound  together ; 
Till  gnawing  with  my  teeth  my  bonds  in  sunder, 
I  gain'd  my  freedom,  and  immediately 
Baa  hither  to  yom*  grace ;  whom  I  beseech 
To  give  me  ample  satisfaction 
For  these  deep  shames  and  great  indignities. 

Asig,  My  lord,  in  truth,  thus  £ur  I  witness  with 
him. 
That  he  din'd  not  at  home,  but  was  lock*d  out. 

Ihike,  But  had  he  such  a  cham  of  thee,  or  no? 

Ang.  He  had,  my  lord ;  and  when  he  ran  in  here, 
These  people  saw  the  chain  about  his  neck. 

Mer,  Besides,  I  will  be  sworn,  these  ears  of  mine 
Heard  yoa  confess  you  had  the  chain  of  him, 
After  you  first  forswore  it  on  the  mart. 
And,  thereupon,  I  drew  my  sword  on  yoa ; 
And  then  you  fled  into  this  abbey  here. 
From  whenee,  I  think,  yoa  are  come  bv  miracle. 

JnL  JB.  I  never  came  within  these  abbey  walls, 
Kor  ever  didst  thou  draw  thy  sword  on  me ; 
I  never  saw  the  chain,  so  help  me  heaven  I 
And  this  is  fieUse  vou  burthen  me  withal 

Duke,  Why,  what  an  Intricate  impeach  is  this  1 
I  think  yoa  all  have  drunk  of  Circe's  cup. 
If  here  yoa  hoos'd  him,  here  he  would  have  been  : 
If  he  were  mad,  he  would  not  plead  so  coldly : 
You  say  he  din'd  at  home ;  the  goldsmith  iiere 
Denies  that  saymg :— Sirrah,  what  say  you  ? 

DnK  K  Sir,  be  dm*d  with  her  there,  at  the 
Porcupine. 

C<ntr,  He  did;  and  firom  my  finger  anatoh'd 
that  ring. 

Ant,  S,  Tis  true,  my  liege,  this  ring  I  had  of  her. 

Duke,    Saw'st  thou  him  enter  at  the  abbey 

here? 
Cotir.  As  sure,  my  liege,  as  I  do  see  your  grace. 

Duke,  Why,  this  is  strange  ^—(JU>  call  the  abbess 
hither ; 
I  think  yoa  are  all  mated,  or  stark  mad. 

fJ^eiC  Attend. 


jEffe.  Most  mighty  duke,  vouchsafe  me  speak  a 
word; 
Haply,  I  see  a  friend  will  save  my  life. 
And  pay  the  sum  that  may  deliver  me. 

Duke,  Speak  freely,  Syracusan,  what  thou  wilt 

ASge,  Is  not  your  name,  sir,  call'd  Andpholusi 
And  is  not  that  your  bondman  Dromio? 

Dro.  E.  Within  this  hour  I  was  his  bondman, 
sir. 
But  he,  I  thank  him,  gnaw'd  in  two  my  cords: 
Now  am  I  Dromio,  and  his  man,  unbound. 

JSge,  I  am  sure  you  both  of  you  remember  me. 

Dro.  E.  Ourselves  we  do  remember,  sir,  by  you : 
For  lately  we  were  bound,  as  you  are  now. 
You  are  not  Pinch's  patiunt,  are  you,  sir? 

.^e.  Why  look  you  strange  on  me  ?  yon  know 
me  wdl. 

Afd,  E,  I  never  saw  you  in  my  life,  till  now. 

^pe.  Oh !  grief  hath  chang'd  me,  since  you  saw 
me  last; 
And  careful  hours,  with  Timers  deformed  baud, 
Have  written  strange  defeatures  in  my  face: 
But  tell  me  yet,  dost  thou  not  know  my  voice  ? 

AntK  Neither. 

JEge,  Dromio,  nor  thou  ? 

Dro,  E,  No,  trust  me,  sir,  nor  I. 

^e,  I  am  sure  thoadost. 

Dro.  E,  Ay,  sir?  but  I  am  sure  I  do  not;  and 
wliatsoever  a  man  denies  yon  are  now  bound  to 
believe  him. 

J:^  Not  know  my  voice !  0,time^  extremity  I 
Hast  ^ou  so  crack'd  and  splitted  my  poor  tongue. 
In  seven  short  years,  that  nere  my  only  son 
Knows  not  my  feeble  kev  of  untun*d  cares? 
Though  now  this  grained  face  of  mine  be  hid 
In  sap-consuming  winter's  drizzled  snow. 
And  all  the  conduits  of  my  blood  firoze  up, 
Yet  hath  my  night  of  life  some  memory. 
My  wasting  lamps  some  fading  glimmer  left, 
My  dull  deaf  ears  a  little  nse  to  hear 
All  these  old  witnesses  (I  cannot  err) 
Tell  me  thou  art  my  son  Antipholus. 

Ant.  E,  I  never  saw  my  father  in  my  life. 

JSge,  But  seven  years  since,  in  Syracuse,  boy. 
Thou  know'st  we#parted :  but,  perhaps,  my  son, 
Thou  sham'st  to  acknowledge  me  in  misery. 

Ant,  E,  Theduke,andall  that  know  me  in  the  city 
Can  witness  with  me  that  it  is  not  so; 
I  ne'er  saw  Syracuse  in  my  life. 

Didce.  I  tell  thee,  Sjrracusan,  twenty  years 
Have  I  been  patron  to  Antipholus, 
During  which  time  he  ne'er  saw  Syraonsa: 
I  see,  thy  age  and  dangers  make  thee  dote. 

Enter  the  Abbess,  toilh  Antipuolus  o/  Syraoose, 
and  Dromio  qf  Syracuse. 

Abb,  Most  mighty  duke,  behold  a  man  much 
wrong'd. 

[AU  gather  to  see  him. 
Adr,  I  see  two  husbands,  or  mine  eyes  deceive  me. 
Duke,  One  of  these  men  is  genius  to  the  other ; 
And  so  of  these:  which  is  the  natural  man. 
And  which  the  spirit?   Who  deciphers  them? 
Dro.  S  T, sir, am  Dromio;  command  him  away. 
Dro.  B.  1,  sir,  am  Dromio;  pray,  let  me  stay. 
Ant.  8,  .£geon,  art  thou  not?  or  else  his  ghost? 
Dro,  &  O,  my  old  master,  who  bath  bound  him 

here? 
Abb,  Whoever  bound  him,  I  will  loose  his  bonds, 
And  gain  a  husband  by  his  liberty  : 
Speak,  old  iEgeon,  if  thou  be'st  the  maa 
That  hadst  a  wife  onoe  called  Emilia, 
That  bora  thee  at  a  burthaii  two  fair,ion»;      t 
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0,  if  thou  be^  the  aame  i£^eon,  speak, 
And  speak  onto  tlie  same  iEmilia! 

J^6.  If  I  dream  not,  thou  art  i£milia< 
If  thou  art  t>be,  tell  me,  where  is  that  son 
That  floated  with  thee  on  the  fatal  raft? 

Abb.  By  men  of  Epidamnum,  he,  and  I, 
And  the  twin  Dromio,  all  were  taken  np : 
Bat,  by  and  by,  rude  fishermen  of  Corinth 
By  force  took  Dromio  and  ray  son  from  them. 
And  me  they  left  with  those  of  Epidamnum : 
What  then  became  of  them  I  cannot  tell ; 

1,  to  this  fortune  that  vou  see  me  in. 

Duke,  Why,  here  begins  his   morning  story 
right. 
These  two  Antipholuses,  these  two  so  like, 
And  these  two  Dromios,  one  in  semblance,— 
Besides  her  urging  of  her  wreck  at  sea,— 
These  are  the  parents  to  these  children, 
Which  accidentally  are  met  toffetiier. 
Antiphulus,  thou  cam*st  from  Corinth  first? 

Ant,  8.  No,  sir,  not  I ;  I  came  from  Syracuse. 

Duke.  Stay,  stand  apart;  I  know  not  which  is 
which. 

AttL  E.  I  came  from  Corinth,  my  most  gracious 
lord. 

Dro,  E.  And  I  with  him. 

AjuL  E,  Brought  to  this  town  by  that  most 
famous  warrior 
Duke  Menaphon,  your  most  renowned  uncle. 

Adr.  Which  of  vou  two  did  dine  with  me  to^y  ? 

Ant.  8.  I,  gentle  mistress. 

Adr,  And  are  not  you  my  husband  ? 

Awl  E,  No,  I  say  nay  to  that. 

Ant.  8.  And  so  do  I,  yet  did  she  call  me  so : 
And  this  (air  gentlewoman,  her  sister  here. 
Did  call  me  brother : — What  I  told  you  then, 
I  hope  I  shall  have  leisure  to  make  good ; 
If  this  be  not  a  dream  I  see  and  hear. 

Ang.  That  is  the  chain,  sir,  which  you  had  of  me. 

AfU.  8.  I  think  it  be,  sir ;  I  deny  it  not. 

AwL  E.  And  you,  sir,  for  this  chain  arrested  me. 

Ang.  I  think  I  did,  sir ;  I  deny  it  not. 

Adr.  I  sent  you  money,  sir,  to  be  your  bail, 
By  Dromio ;  but  I  think  he  brought  it  not. 

Dro.  E.  No,  none  by  me.       » 

Ant.  8.  This  purse  of  ducats  I  receiy*d  from  yon, 
And  Dromio  m^  man  did  bring  them  vim: 
I  see,  we  still  did  meet  each  other^s  mvi. 
And  I  was  ta'en  for  him,  and  he  for  me, 
And  theieupon  these  Flrrors  are  arose. 

Amt,  E.  These  ducats  pawn  I  tort  my  father 
here. 


Duhi.  It  shall  not  need;  thy  fiither  hath  hit 

life. 
Comr,  Sir,  I  most  have  that  diamond  from 

you. 
Ant,  E.  There,  take  it ;  and  much  thanks  for 

my  good  cheer. 
Abb.  Renowned  duke,  yonchsafe  to  take  the 
pains 
To  go  with  us  into  the  abbey  here. 
And  hear  at  large  discoursed  all  our  fortunes: 
And  all  that  are  assembled  in  this  place, 
That  by  this  sympathized  one  day^  error 
Have  suffered  wrong,  go,  keep  us  company, 
And  we  shall  make  full  satisnction. 
T  wenty-five  years  have  I  but  gone  in  travail 
Of  you,  my  sons ;  nor,  till  this  present  hour 
My  heavy  burthens  are  delivered : 
The  duke,  my  husband,  and  my  children  both. 
And  you  the  calendars  of  their  nativity, 
Go  to  a  gossip's  feast,  and  go  with  me; 
After  so  long  grief,  such  nativity  t 
Duke.  With  aU  my  heart.  111  goesip  at  this 
feast. 
[Exeunt  Dukb,  Abbess,  .£oeon.  Courtezan, 
Merchant,  ANOEiiO,  and  Attendants.. 
Dro,  E,  Master,  shall  I  fetch  your  stuff  from 

shipboard  ? 
Ant.  E,  Dromio,  what  stuff  of  mine  hast  thou 

embarked  ? 
Dro.  E.  Your  goods,  that  Uy  at  host,  sir,  in  the 

Centaur. 
Ant.  8.  He  speaks  to  me ;  I  am  your  master, 
Dromio : 
Come,  go  with  us;  well  look  to  that  anon : 
Embrace  thy  brother  there,  rejoice  with  him. 

[Exeunt  Ant.  S.  and  E.,  Adk.,  and  Lua 
Dro.  E.  There  is  a  fat  friend  at  your  master's 
house. 
That  kitchen'd  me  for  you  to^y  at  dmner ; 
3he  now  shall  be  my  sister,  not  my  wife. 
Dro,  E.  Methinks,  you  are  my  glass,  and  not 
my  brother : 
I  see,  by  you.  I  am  a  sweet-fac'd  ]routh. 
Will  yon  walk  ui  to  see  then*  gossiping? 
Dro.  R  Not  I,  air ;  you  are  my  elder. 
Dro,  E.  That's  a  question :  how  shall  we  try  it? 
Dro,  B,  Well   draw  cuts  for  the  senior:  till 

then,  lead  tliou  first. 
Dro.  E.  Nay,  then  thus : 
We  came  into  the  world  like  brother  and  brother; 
And  now  let's  go  hand  in  hand,  not  one  before 
another.  [Etoauti 
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BTJirOAir,  King  of  Boottatad. 

MALC0T.1I,  wm  to  Dnncaa. 

DONAIBAIN.  Ma  to  DnncAB. 

■AOBETH,  ( %-xvnX  of  tbo  King's  army. 

BAKQUO,  gonenJ  of  tho  Klng^a  army. 

ICACDTT7F,  a  noManaa  of  Scotland. 

LBNOX,  a  noblaaaa  of  Bcctlaad. 

BOBBIB.  a  nobleman  of  Scotland. 

KENTSTH,  a  noblomaa  of  Scotland. 

AN6VS,  a  nobleman  of  Seotland. 

OARHNESS,  a  nobleman  of  Scotland. 

FLBAN OS,  ton  to  Banqno. 


SIWABD,  Bail  of  VortbnnlMriaitd.  sMoral  of  fho  bgllah 

foTcoa. 

Tooac  8IWAB0,  mb  to  tbo  Bar!  of  Horthnmborlaad. 

^ETTOH,  an  oflcor  attonding  «b  ICaebeth. 

loa  to  llaednlL       An  BngUah  Doctor.       A  Scotch  Doctor. 

A  Soldier.     TPortor.      An  old  Man. 

LADT  MAOBBTR.   LADY  MACDUFF. 

Oontlowomaajattonding  on  La^  Mteboth. 

BBOAn.       Threo  Wltc&ea. 

lordi.  Ctontlosiin,  Ofllcen,  Soldlen,  Murderert,  Attondaata, 

ana   MoMongon.     Ibo   ffiiott  of  "* -'     '*''- 


Apparitions. 


■oaEHB.-&i  tlw  Md  of  Act  ZV.  la  BQgUad :  tbrongh  ttao  FMl  of  tlw  Ptaj  ta  lootlnd. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE    l.-ifn  open  P2ao«.      TlmnagT  and 
Lightning, 

Enter  three  Witches 

1  Witch.  When  shall  we  three  meet  ugafai 
Id  thander,  lif^htningf  or  in  rain  ? 

2  Witch,  When  the  hnrlyburlj's  done, 
JiThen  the  hattle's  lost  and  won : 

8  WitcL  That  vrill  he  ere  the  set  of  sun. 
1  Witch,  Where  the  pUice? 

9  Witch,  Upon  the  heatii : 
S  Witch,  There  to  meet  with  Macheth. 

1  Witch.  I  come  Graymalkin ! 

AU,  Paddock  calls:— Anon. — 
Fair  is  foal,  and  foul  is  fair : 
Hover  through  the  fog  and  filthj  air. 

[Witches  vani$h, 

SCENE  TL^A  Oamja  near  Forres.     Alarum 
wUhin, 

Enter  King  DxmoAif,  Malcolm,  Dona  lb  air, 
Lenox,  with  Attendants,  meeting  a  bleeding 
Soldier. 

Dun.  What  hloodjman  is  that?   He  can  report, 
As  seemeth  by  his  plight,  of  the  revolt 
The  newest  state. 

MaL  This  is  the  sergeant. 

Who,  like  a  good  and  hardy  soldier,  fought 
*GhuDSt  vaj  captivity :— Hail,  hrave  friend  I 
Say  to  the  king  the  knowledge  of  the  broil, 
As  thoa  didst  leave  it. 

SbUL  Doubtful  it  stood ; 

As  two  spent  swimmers,  that  do  cilng  together. 
And  choke  their  art.    The  merciless  MacdonwsJd 
rWorthy  to  be  a  rebel ;  for,  to  that, 
The  mmtipl3ring  villainies  of  nature 
Do  swarm  upon  him)  from  the  western  Isles 
Of  kernes  and  gallowglasses  is  supplied : 
And  fortune,  on  his  damned  quarry  smiling, 
Bhow^  like  a  rebers  whore :  But  all^  too  weak : 
For  brave  Macbeth  (well  he  deserves  that  name), 
Disdaining  fortune,  with  his  brandished  steel. 
Which  smok'd  witn  bloody  execution, 


Like  valour  s  mfaiion,  cary*d  out  his  passage. 
Till  he  fac*d  the  slave ; 

Which  ne'er  shook  hands,  nor  bade  farewell  to  him. 
Till  he  unseam*d  him  from  the  nave  to  the  chaps, 
And  fix'd  his  head  upon  our  battlements. 

Dun,  O,  valiant  cousin  I  worthy  gentleman  I 

Sold.  As  whence  the  sun  'gins  his  reflection 
Shipwracking  storms  and  direful  thunders  break; 
So  from  that  spring,  whence  comfort  seem'd  to 

come, 
Discomfort  swells.  Mark^  K  ing  of  Scotland,  mark: 
No  sooner  justice  had,  with  valour  arm'd, 
Compell'd  these  skipping  kernes  to  trust  theb 

heels, 
But  the  Norweyan  lord,  surveyuig  vantage. 
With  furbished  arms,  and  new  supplies  of  men. 
Began  a  fresh  assault. 

Ihpn,  Dismay'd  not  this  our  captains,  Macbeth 
and  Banquo? 

Sold,  Tes,  as  sparrows  eagles,  or  the  hare  the 
lion. 
If  I  say  sooth,  I  most  report  they  were 
As  cannons  overcharg'd  with  double  cracks; 
So  they  doubly  redoubled  strokes  upon  the  foe: 
Except  they  meant  to  bathe  in  reeking  wounds, 
Or  memorize  another  Golgotha, 
I  cannot  toll : 
But  I  am  famt,  my  gashes  cry  for  help. 

Dim,  So  well  thy  words  become  tnee  as  thy 
wounds ; 
They  smack   of  honour   both: — Go,  get  him 
surgeons.  [Exit  Soldier  attended 

Enter  ^OBsm, 

Who  comes  here  ? 

MaL  The  worthy  Thane  of  Rosse 

Len.  What  a  haste  looks  through  his  eyes! 
So  should  he  look  that  seems  to  speak  things 
strange. 

Boaee,  God  save  the  king  t 

Dun,  Whence  cam^t  thuu^  worthy  thane? 

Jiosse,  From  Fife,  great  kmg. 
Where  the  Norweyan  banners  flout  the  slgr, 
And  fan  our  people  oold 
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Norway  himself,  with  temhle  nomben, 
Assisted 'by  that  most  disloyal  traitor, 
The  Thane  of  Cawdor,  bepin  a  dismal  conflict : 
Till  that  Bellona's  bridefp-oom,  lapp'd  in  proof, 
Confronted  him  with  self-comparisons, 
Point  against  point,  rebellious  arm  'gainst  arm, 
Curbing  his  lavish  spirit :  And,  to  conclude, 
The  victory  fell  on  us^ 

Ihin,  Great  happiness ! 

Bosae,  That  now 
Sweno,  the  Norways*  king,  craves  composition; 
Nor  would  we  deign  him  burial  of  his  men, 
Till  he  disbursed,  at  Saint  Colmes*  inch, 
Ten  thousand  dollars  to  our  general  use. 

Dun,  No  more  that  Thane  of   Cawdor  shall 
deceive 
Our  bosom  interest : — Qo,  pronounce  his  present 

death. 
And  with  his  former  title  greet  Macbeth. 

Jiosae,  111  see  it  done. 

Dun.  What  he  hath  lost  noble  Macbeth  hath 
won.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  m.— J  Eeath.    Thunder. 
Enter  the  three  Witches. 

1  Witch.  Where  hast  thou  been,  sister? 

8  Witch.  Killing  swine. 

8  Witch.  Sister,  where  thou? 

1  Witch.  A  sailoriB  wife  had  chesnuts  in  her  lap, 
And  mounch*d,  and  mounch*d,  and  monnch'd : — 

"  Give  me,"  quoth  I : 
"  Aroint  thee,  witch  !*'  the  rump-fed  ronyon  cries. 
Her  husband's  to  Aleppo  gone,  the  master  o*  the 

Tiger: 
But  in  a  sieve  111  thither  sail, 
And  like  a  rat  without  a  tail, 
111  do.  Ill  do,  and  111  do. 

2  Witch.  Ill  give  thee  a  wind. 
1  Witch.  Th»  art  kind. 

8  Witch,  And  I  another. 

1  Witch.  1  myself  have  all  the  other; 
And  the  very  ports  they  blow. 

All  the  (quarters  that  they  know 
r  the  shipman^  card.  ^ 

111  drain  nim  dry  as  hay : 
Sleep  shall  neither  .light  nor  day 
Hang  anon  his  pent-house  lid ; 
He  shall  live  a  man  forbid : 
Weary  sev ^-nights,  nine  times  nine, 
Shall  he  dwindle,  peak,  and  pine: 
Though  his  bark  cannot  be  lost, 
Yet  it  shall  be  tempest-toss'd. 
Look  what  I  have. 

2  Witdu  Show  me,  show  me. 

1  Witch,  Here  I  have  a  pilot's  thumb, 
Wrack'd,  as  homeward  he  did  come. 

[DrumwUkm, 

8  Witch.  A  drum,  a  dram : 
Macbeth  doth  come. 

AIL  The  weird  sisters,  hand  in  hand, 
Posters  of  the  sea  and  land, 
Thus  do  go  about,  about ; 
Tlirice  to  thine,  and  thrice  to  mine. 
And  thrice  again,  to  make  up  nine : 
Peace  I — the  charm's  wound  up 

JSnter  Macbeth  and  Banquo. 

Maeb.  So  foal  and  fair  a  day  I  have  not  seen. 

Ban.  How  hi  ist  call'd  to  Forres  ?— What  are 
these. 
So  withered  and  so  wild  in  their  attire ; 
That  look  not  like  the  inhabitants  o'  the  earth« 
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And  yet  are  onH  ?   Live  Toa  ?  or  are  yoa  anghl 
That  num  may  question?    Ton  seem  to  under* 

stand  me. 
By  each  at  once  her  choppy  finger  laving 
Upon  her  skinny  lips:^ioa  should  be  women, 
And  yet  your  bearos  forbid  me  to  interpret 
That  you  are  so. 
2faia),  Speak,  if  you  can ;— What  are  you  f 

1  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbeth  I  haU  to  thee,  Thane 

of  Glamis! 

2  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbeth!  hail  to  thee,  Thane 

of  Cawdor  I 
8  Witch,  All  hail,  Macbeth !  tnat  shalt  be  king 

hereafter. 
Ban.  Good  sir,  why  do  you  start :  and  seem  to  tear 
Things  Uiat  do  sound  so  »ir?— Pthe  name  of  truth 
Are  ye  fantastical,  or  that  indeed 
Which  outwardly  ye  show  ?  My  noble  partner 
Ton  greet  with  present  f^iace,  and  great  predicdon 
Of  noble  having,  and  of  royal  hope. 
That  he  seems  rapt  withal ;  to  me  you  speak  not: 
If  you  can  look  into  the  seeds  of  time, 
And  say,  which  grain  will  grow,  and  which  wfll 

not, 
Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg  nor  fear     * 
Your  fovours  nor  your  hate. 

1  Witch,  Hail  I 

2  Witch.  Hail ! 
8  Wit<h.  Haill 

1  Witch.  Lesser  than  Macbeth,  and  greater. 

2  Witch.  Not  so  happy,  yet  much  happier. 

8  Wit(h,  Thou  shaft  get  kings,  though  thou 
bo  none: 
So  all  hail,  Macbeth  and  Banquo  I 
1  Witch.  Banquo  and  Macbeth,  all  hail  i 
Macb,  Stay,  you  imperfect  speakers,  tell  me 
more : 
By  SineVs  death,  I  know  I  am  Thane  of  Glamis; 
But  how  of  Cawdor?  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives, 
A  prosperous  gentleman ;  and,  to  be  king, 
Stands  not  within  the  prospect  of  belief. 
No  more  thnn  to  be  Cawdor.    Say  from  whence 
You  owe  this  strange  intelligence  ?  or  why 
Upon  this  blasted  heath  you  stop  our  way 
With  such  prophetic  greeting? — Speak,  I  charge 
you.  [Witches  vomM. 

Ban.  The  earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  water  has. 
And  these  are  of  them:  Whither  are  thev  vanished? 
Mach,  Into  the  air :  and  what  seem  d  corporal 
melted 
As  breath  into  the  wind.— "Would  they  had  staid! 
Ban.  Were  such  things  here  as  we  do  speak 
about? 
Or  have  we  eaten  of  the  inssiie  root, 
That  takes  the  reason  prisoner? 
Macb.  Your  children  shall  be  kings. 
J^an,  You  shall  be  Ung 

Macb.  And  Thane  of  Cawdor,  too;  went  It 

not  so? 
Ban.  To  the  self-same  tune  and  words.  'Who^ 
here? 

Enter  Bossb  and  Angus 

Sos8e.  The  king  liath  happily  received,  Macbeth. 
The  news  of  thy  success :  and  when  he  reads 
Thy  personal  venture  in  the  rebels'  fight, 
His  wonders  and  his  praises  do  contend, 
Which  should  be  thine,  or  his :  Silenc'd  with  that 
In  viewmg  o*er  the  rest  o'  the  self-same  day 
He  finds  thee  in  the  stout  Norweyan  ranks, 
Nothing  afeard  of  what  thyself  didst  make, 
Strange  images  of  death,  as  thick  as  tale 
Can  nost  with  post ;  and  every  oiw  ^  bear   t 
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Thj  praifes  in  his  k!ngdoin*9  great  defence,  i 

And  p^or'd  them  down  before  him. 

Ang,  We  are  sent, 

To  give  thee,  from  our  ro;^al  master,  thanks ; 
Only  to  herald  thee  into  his  sight,  not  pay  thee. 

Jioue,  And,  for  an  earnest  oi  a  greater  honour: 
He  bade  me,  from  him,  call  thee  Thane  of  Cawdor, 
In  which  addition,  liail,  most  worthj  thane  I 
For  it  is  thine. 

Ban.  What,  can  the  devil  speak  true? 

Macb,  The  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives :  Why  do  70a 
dress  me 
In  borrow'd  robes? 

Ang,  Who  was  the  thane,  lives  jet ; 

But  under  lieavy  judgment  bears  that  life 
Which  he  deserves  to  lose. 
Whether  he  was  combin'd  with  those  of  Norway, 
Or  did  lino  the  rebel  with  hidden  help 
And  vantage;  or  that  with  both  he  labour^ 
In  his  country's  wrack,  1  know  not ; 
But  treasons  capital^  confess'd  and  prov'd, 
Have  overthroMm  him. 

Maeb.  Glamis,  and  Thane  of  Cawdor: 

The  greatest  is  behind.  -  Thanks  for  your  ^ams. — 
Do  yon  not  hope  your  children  shall  be  kmgs, 
When  those  that  gave  the  thane  of  Cawdor  to  me 
Promised  no  less  to  them  ? 

Ban,  That,  trusted  home, 

Might  yet  enkindle  yon  unto  the  crown. 
Besides  the  Thane  of  Cawdor.    But  'tis  strange : 
And  oftentimes  to  win  us  to  our  harm, 
The  mstruments  of  darkness  tell  us  truths ; 
Win  us  with  honest  trifles,  to  betray  ns 
In  deepest  consequence. — 
Cousins,  a  word,  I  pray  yon. 

Macb,  Two  truths  are  told, 

As  happy  prologues  to  the  swelling  act 
Of  the  imperial  theme.— I  thank  you,  gentlemen. 
Ttiis  supernatural  soliciting 
Cannot  be  ill ;  cannot  be  good :— If  ill, 
Why  hath  it  ^ven  me  earnest  of  success. 
Commencing  m  a  truth  ?   I  am  Thane  of  Cawdor : 
If  good,  wh;^  do  I  yield  to  that  suggestion 
Whose  horrid  image  doth  unfix  my  hair. 
And  make  my  seated  heart  knock  at  my  riba, 
Against  the  use  of  nature?    Present  fears 
Are  less  than  horrible  imagining : 
My  thought,  whose  murther  yet  is  but  fantastical, 
Shakes  so  my  single  state  of'^man,  that  function 
Is  smother'd  in  surmise ;  and  nothing  is 
But  what  is  not. 
Ban.  Look,  how  our  partner's  rapt 

MaA,  If  chance  will  have  me  king,   why, 
chance  may  crown  me, 
Without  my  stir. 

Ban.  New  honours  oome  upon  him^ 

Like  our  strange  garments,  cleave  not  to  their 

mould. 
But  with  the  aid  of  use. 
Macb,  Come  what  come,  may, 

Time  and  the  hour  runs  through  the  roughest  day. 

B<m.  Worthy  Macbeth,we  stay  upon  your  leisure. 
Macb,  Give  me  your  favour : — 

My  dull  brain  was  wrought  with  things  forgotten. 

Kmd  gentlemen,  your  pains  are  register'd 

Where  every  day  I  turn  the  leaf  to  read  them. — 

Let  us  toward  the  king.— 

rhink  upon  what  hath  ohano'd*,  and,  at  more  time, 

The  interim  having  weigh'd  it,  let  as  speak 

Our  free  hesrts  eaoi  to  other. 
Ban,  Very  gladly. 

Madb,  TiU  then,  enough.— Come,  friends, 

[Eammi 
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A  Room  th  iho  Palace. 


Enter  Duncan,  Malcolm,  DonalbjCdi, 
Lenox,  and  Attendants. 

Dim,  Is  execution  done  on  Cawdor?    Are  not 
Those  in  commission  yet  retum'd  ? 

MaL  My  liege, 

Thev  are  not  yet  oome  back.    But  I  have  spoke 
With  one  that  saw  him  die :  who  did  report, 
That  very  frankly  he  confess'd  his  treasons ; 
Implor'd  your  highness'  pardon ;  and  set  forth 
A  aeep  repentance :  nothing  in  his  life 
Became  him  like  the  leaving  it ;  he  died 
As  one  that  had  been  studied  in  his  death, 
To  throw  away  the  dearest  thing  he  ow'd. 
As  twere  a  careless  trifle. 

Dim,  There's  no  art 

To  find  the  mind'k  construction  in  the  face: 
He  was  a  gentleman  on  whom  I  built 
An  absolute  trust. — 0  worthiest  cousin  1 

Enter  Macbeth,  Banquo,  Rossb,  and  Anooa. 

The  sin  of  my  ingratitude  even  now 
Was  heavy  on  me :  Thou  art  so  fiu*  before. 
That  swiftest  wing  of  recompense  is  slow 
To   overtake   thee.      'Would  thou  hadst   less 

deserv'd; 
That  the  proportion  both  of  thanks  and  payment 
Might  have  been  mine  I  only  I  have  left  to  say. 
More  is  thy  due  than  more  than  all  can  pay. 
Mad>.  The  service  and  the  lovalty  I  owe, 
In  doing  it,  pays  itself.    Your  higlmess'  part 
Is  to  receive  our  duties:  and  our  duties 
Are  to   your   throne   and  state,  children  and 

servants; 
Which  do  but  what  they  should,  by  doing  eyer7> 

thing 
Safe  toward  your  love  and  honour. 

Dun,  Welcome  hither  t 

I  have  begun  to  plant  thee^  and  will  labour 
To  make  ^eo  fim  of  growing. — Noble  Banqno, 
That  hast  no  less  deserv'd,  nor  must  be  known 
No  less  to  have  done  so,  let  me  enfold  thee, 
And  hold  thee  to  my  heart 

Ban.  There  if  I  g^w. 

The  harvest  is  your  own. 

Dun.  Mj  plenteous  joys. 

Wanton  in  fulness,  seek  to  hide  themselves 
In  drops  of  sorrow. — Sons,  kinsmen,  thanes. 
And  you  whose  places  are  the  nearest,  know. 
We  will  establish  our  estate  upon 
Our  eldest,  Malcolm ;  whom  we  name  hereafter 
The  Prince    of    Cumberland:    which » honour 

must 
Not,  unaccompanied,  invest  him  only. 
But  signs  of  nobleness,  like  stars,  shall  shine 
On  all  deservers. — From  henoe  to  Inverness, 
And  bind  us  farther  to  you. 
Macb.  The  rest  is  labour,  which  is  not  ns'd  for 
you: 
111  be  m^elf  the  harbinger,  and  make  joyful 
The  hearing  of  my  wife  with  yonr  approach ; 
So  humbly  take  my  leave. 
Dun,  My  worthy  Cawdor  I 

Macb.  The  Prince  of  CumberUmdl— That  is  a 
step 
On  which  I  must  fall  down,  or  else  o'er-lesp, 

(AsidA, 
For  in  my  way  it  lies.    Stars,  hide  your  fires  1 
Let  not  hght  see  my  black  and  deep  desires : 
The  evt  wmk  at  the  hand  I  yet  let  that  be, 
Whion  the  eye  fears,  when  it  is  done,  to  see. 

^^  I  Sat 
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Dwu   Tme,  worthy  Banqoo;   he  is  foil  so 
valiant; 
And  hi  his  commendations  I  am  fed  j 
It  is  a  banquet  to  me.    Let*s  after  hmi. 
Whose  care  is  gone  before  to  bid  us  welcome : 
It  is  a  peerless  Kinsman.         [Flowrith,    Exeunt, 

SCENE  y.->Inyemess.    A  Boom  m  Maobeth's 

Castla, 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  reaimg  a  letter. 

Lady  M.  "  They  met  me  hi  the  day  of  miooen;  and  I 
have  learned  by  the  perfeoteet  report,  they  havo  more  in 
Ihem  than  mortal  Iraowledcra.  When  I  burned  in  desire 
lo  aoestion  them  further,  they  made  themaelTes  air.  into 
whloh  they  vaniahed.  Whiles  I  stood  rapt  in  the  wondur 
of  it,  oame  miasiTes  frora  the  king,  who  all  hailed  me. 
^Thane  of  Cawdor  ;*  by  which  title,  before,  these  weird 
'-"      saluted  me,  and  referred  me  to  the  coming  on  of 
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ttme,  with  '  Hail  king  that  shaltbe  r  This  I  have  thought 
good  to  deUver  thee,  my  dearest  partner  of  greatnesH- tiiat 
thoa  migbtest  not  lose  the  dues  of  rejoicing,  by  beujg 
Ignorant  of  what  greatness  ia  promised  thee.  La^  It  to 
thy  heart,  and  fareweU." 

Qlamis  thou  art,  and  Cawdor;  and  shalt  be 
What  thou  art  promised :— Yet  do  I  fear  thj 

nature; 
It  is  too  fhll  o'  the  milk  of  human  kindness. 
To  catch  the  nearest  way :  Thou  wouldst  be  great ; 
Art  not  without  ambition ;  but  without 
Hie  illness  should  attend  it    What  thou  wouldst 

highly, 
That  wouldst  thou  holily;  wouldst  not  play  false, 
And  yet  wouldst  wrongly  win:  thouxlst  have, 

great  Qlamis, 
That  which  cries,  "  Thus  thou  must  do,  if  then 

have  it: 
And  that  which  rather  thou  dost  fear  to  do, 
Than  wishest  should  be  undone.**  Hie  thee  hither, 
That  I  may  pour  my  spirits  in  thine  ear ; 
And  chastise  with  the  valour  of  my  tongue 
All  that  impedes  thee  from  the  golden  round, 
Which  fate  and  metaphysical  aid  doth  seem 
To  bare  thee  crowned  withal. What  is  your 

tidings? 

Enter  an  Attendant 

Atten,  The  king  comes  here  to-night 

Ladtj  M.  Thou  rt  mad  to  say  it : 

Is  not  thy  master  with  him  ?  who,  wer*t  so, 
Would  have  informed  for  preparation. 

AtJU^L  So  please  you,  it  is  true ;  our  thane  is 
coming : 
One  of  my  fellows  had  the  speed  of  him ; 
Who,  almost  dead  for  breath,  had  scarcely  more 
Than  ivAoMmake  up  his  message. 

Lady  M,  Give  him  tendin;^, 

Ho  brings  great  newfr    The  raven  himself  is 
hoarse 

\EaiX  Attendant 
That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance  of  Duncan 
Under  my  battlements.    Come,  you  spirits 
That  tend  on  mortal  thoughts,  unsex  me  here ; 
And  fill  me,  from  the  crown  to  the  toe,  top-full 
Of  direst  cruelty  I  make  thick  my  blood. 
Stop  up  the  access  and  pMissage  to  remorse ; 
That  no  compunctious  visitings  of  nature 
Shake  my  fell  purpose,  nor  keep  peace  between 
The  effect  and  it  t  Come  to  my  woman's  breasts. 
And  take  my  milk  for  gall,   you  morthering 

ministers, 
Wherever  in  your  sightless  substances 
Toa  wait  on  nature^  mischief  I     Come,  thick 

night, 
And  pall  thee  in  the  dunnest  smoke  of  hell  I 
That  my  keen  knife  see  not  the  wound  it  makes ; 


Nor  Heaven  peep  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark 

To  cry,  "  Hold,  hold  I" Great  Qlamis,  wortl^ 

Cawdor  I 

.E^i^  Macbrth. 

Greater  than  both,  by  the  all-hail  hereafter  t 
Thy  letters  have  transported  me  beyond 
This  ignorant  present,  and  1  feel  now 
The  future  in  the  instant 

Jfoob.  My  dearest  lore, 

Duncan  comes  here  to^iight 

Ladu  M,  And  when  goes  hence  Y 

Mad).  To-morrow, — as  he  purposes. 

Lady  M.  O,  never 

Shall  sun  that  morrow  see  t 
Your  face,  my  thane,  is  as  a  book,  where  men 
May  read  strange  matters : — To  be^le  the  time^ 
Look  like  the  time ;  bear  welcome  m  your  eye. 
Your  hand,  your  tongue :  look  like  the  innocent 

flower. 
But  be  the  serpent  under  it    He  tiiat^  coming 
Must  be  provided  for :  and  you  shall  put 
This  night's  great  business  into  my  dispatch} 
Which  shall  to  all  our  nights  and  days  to  come 
Give  solely  sovereign  sway  and  masterdom. 

Macb,  We  will  speak  further. 

Lady  if.  Only  look  np  clear ; 

To  alter  favour  ever  is  to  fear : 
Leave  all  the  rest  to  me. 


SCENE  yi^The  some.     Befoft  Hhe  Castle, 
Bautboyi,    Servants  (/Macbeth  attending. 

Enter  Dui^can,  Malcolm,  Donalbain,  Bah- 
QUO,  Lenox,  Maodupf,  Rossb,  Ahoub,  and 
Attendants. 

Dun.  This  castle  hath  a  pleasant  seat;  the  air 
Nimbly  and  sweetly  recommends  itself 
Unto  our  gentle  senses. 

Ban.  This  guest  of  summer. 

The  temple-haunting  martlet,  does  approve. 
By  bis  lov'd  mansionry,  that  the  heaven's  breath 
Smells  wooingljr  here :  no  jutty,  frieze^ 
Buttress,  nor  coigne  of  vantage,  but  this  bird 
Hath  made  his  pendent  bed  and  procreant  cradle: 
Where  they  most  breed  and  haunt,  I  have  observ'd, 
The  air  is  delicate. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Dun.  See,  see  I  our  honour*d  hostess! 

The  love  that  follows  us  sometime  is  our  trouble, 
Which  we  still  thank  as  love.    Herein  1  teach  you, 
How  you  shall  bid  God-eyld  us  for  your  pains, 
And  thank  us  for  your  trouble. 

Lady  M.  All  our  service 

In  every  point  twice  done,  and  then  Jone  double. 
Were  poor  and  single  business,  to  contend 
Agafnst  those  honours  deep  and  broad,  wherewith 
Your  miyesty  loads  our  house :  For  those  of  old. 
And  the  late  dignities  heap'd  rp  to  them, 
We  rest  your  hermits. 

Dun.  Wherels  the  Thane  of  Cawdor? 

We  cours'd  him  at  the  heels,  and  had  a  purpose 
To  be  his  purveyor:  but  he  rides  well ; 
And  his  great  love,  sharp  as  his  spur,  hath  holp 

him 
To  his  home  before  us :  Fair  and  noble  hostess. 
We  are  your  guest  to  night 

Lady  M,  Your  servants  ever 

Have  theirs,  themselves,  and  what  is  theun  b 

oompt, 
To  make  their  audit  at  your  highness*  pleasuns* 
Still  return  to  your  own  r  -*  ■ 
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Dim.  Gh  e  me  jonr  hand 

Conduct  me  to  mine  host ;  we  love  him  highlj, 
And  shall  continue  our  graces  towards  him. 
By  your  leave,  hostess.  [ExeunL 


SCEN£  YIL— 7%«  some.    A  Room  m  Vie  Castle, 

EautboyB  and  tordtea.  Enter  andpaga  over  the  stage, 
a  Bewer,  cmd  dioers  Servants  inth  diahea  and 
aervice.    Then  enter  Macbeth. 

Maeb,  If  it  were  done,  when  Yb  done,  then 
'twere  well 
It  were  done  auickly :  If  the  assassination 
Could  trammel  up  the  consequence,  and  catch, 
With  his  surcease,  success ;  that  but  this  blow 
Might  be  the  be-all  and  the  end-all,  here. 
But  hare,  upon  this  bank  and  shoal  of  time, 
We'd  ^ump  the  life  to  come. — But  in  these  cases, 
We  still  hare  judgment  here ;  that  we  but  teach 
Bloody  instructions,  which,  being  taught,  return 
To  plague  the  inventor :  This  even-handed  justice 
Commends  the  ingredients  of  our  poisoned  chalice 
To  our  own  lips.    He's  here  in  double  trust : 
First,  as  I  am  his  kinsman  and  his  subject. 
Strong  both  against  the  deed :  then,  as  his  host. 
Who  should  against  his  murtherer  shut  the  door, 
Not  bear  the  koife  myself.    Besides,  this  Duncan 
Uath  borne  his  faculties  so  meek,  hath  been 
So  clear  in  his  great  office,  that  his  virtues 
Will  plead  like  angels,  trumpet-tongued,  against 
The  deep  damnation  of  his  toking-otf : 
And  pity,  like  a  naked  new-bom  babe. 
Striding  the  blast,  or  heaven's  cherubim,  hors'd 
Upon  the  sightless  couriers  of  the  air, 
Shall  blow  tne  horrid  deed  in  ererj  eye. 
That  tears  sliall  drown  the  wind.— 1  have  no  spur 
To  prick  the  sides  of  mj  intent,  but  only 
Vaulting  ambition,  which  o'erleaps  itself, 
And  falls  on  the  other— How  now,  what  news  ? 

Enter  Lady  Macdktu. 

Lady  M.  He  has  almost  supp'd:  vdiy  have  yon 
left  the  chamber? 

Mad),  Hath  he  asked  for  me? 

Lady  M,  Know  you  not  he  has  ? 

Macb.  We  will  proceed  no  further  in  this 
business : 
He  hath  honoured  me  of  late;  and  I  have  bought 
Golden  opinions  from  all  sorts  of  people. 
Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  newest  gloss, 
Not  cast  aside  so  soon. 

Lady  M,  Was  the  hope  drunk, 

Wherem  yon  dress'd  yourself?  hath  it  slept  since? 
And  wakes  it  now.  to  look  so  green  and  pale 
4t  what  it  did  80  treely  '    From  Jiis  time, 
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Such  1  account  thy  love.    Art  thoa  afeard 
To  be  the  same  in  thine  own  act  and  valour, 
As  thou  art  in  desire  ?    Wouldst  thou  have  that 
Which  thou  esteem'st  the  ornament  of  life. 
And  live  a  coward  in  thine  own  esteem; 
Letting  I  dare  not  wait  upon  I  would, 
Like  the  poor  cat  i'  the  adage  ? 

M(uh,  Prithee,  peace: 

I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man ; 
Who  dares  do  more,  is  none. 

Lady  M.  What  beast  wast  then. 

That  made  yon  break  this  enterprise  to  me  ? 
When  you  durst  do  it,'  then  you  were  a  man  ; 
And,  to  be  more  than  what  you  were,  you  would 
Be  so  much  more  the  man.    Nor  time,  nor  place. 
Did  then  adhere,  and  yet  you  would  make  both : 
They  have   made  themselves,  and  that   their 

fitness  now 
Does  onmake^  you.     I  have  given  sack;  and 

know 
How  tender  'ds  to  love  the  babe  that  milks  me: 
I  would  while  it  was  smiling  in  my  face. 
Have  plucked  my  nipple  from  his  boneless  gums, 
And  dash'd  the  braui.s  out,  had  I  so  sworn, 
As  you  have  done  to  this. 

Macb,  If  we  should  fail, — 

Lady  M.  We  faU  t 

But  screw  your  courage  to  the  sticking  place. 
And  well  not  fail.     When  Duncan  is  asleep 
I  Whereto  the  rather  shall  his  day  s  hard  joumciy 
Soundly  invite  him),  his  two  chamberlains 
Will  I  with  wine  and  wassel  so  convince. 
That  memory,  the  warder  of  the  brain. 
Shall  be  a  fume,  and  the  receipt  of  reasoo 
A  limbeck  only  :  When  in  swinish  sleep  , 

Their  drenched  natures  lie,  aa  in  a  death. 
What  cannot  you  and  I  perform  upon 
The  unguarded  Duncan  ?  what  not  put  upon 
His  spongy  officers ;  who  shall  bear  the  guilt 
Of  our  great  quell? 

Mad>,  Bring  forth  men-children  only 

For  thy  undaunted  mettle  should  compose 
Nothing  but  males.     Will  it  not  be  received. 
When  we  have  mark'd  with  blood  those  sleepy 

two. 
Of  his  own  chamber,  and  ua'd  their  very  daggers, 
That  they  have  done't  ? 

Lady  M.  Who  dares  receive  it  other. 

As  we  shall  make  oar  griefs  and  clamour  roar 
Upon  his  death  ? 

Macb,  I  am  settled,  and  bend  up 

Each  corporal  agent  to  this  terrible  feat 
Away,  and  mock  the  time  with  fairest  show : 
False  face  must  hide  what  tke  false  heart  dotb 
know.  [EaoOMi, 
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ACT  IL 


BCRNB  L^The  tame.     Oouri  witMn  the  Castle, 

Ji'tUer  Bahquo  and  Flbancb,  and  a  Serraot 
vfUh  a  torch  before  them. 

Ban,  How  goes  the  night,  boy? 

Fie,  The  moon  is  down ;  I  have  not  heard  the 
clock. 

Ban,  And  she  goes  down  at  twelve. 

Fie,  I  take  \  'tis  later,  sir. 

Am.  Hold,  take  mj sword.— There's  husbandry 
in  heaven, 
Their  candles  are  all  oat. — Take  thee  that  too. 
A  heavy  summons  lies  like  lead  upon  me, 
And  yet  I  would  not  sleep :  Merciful  powers! 
Restrain  in  me  the  cursed  thoughts  that  nature 
dives  way  to  in  repose  I — Give  me  my  sword ; 

Enter  Macbeth,  and  a  Servant  wUh  a  torch, 

WTio's  there? 

Maob,  A  friend. 

Ban,  What,  sir,  not  yet  at  rest?     The  king^s 
a-bed: 
He  hath  been  in  unusual  pleasure,  and 
Sent  forth  great  largess  to  your  offices : 
This  diamond  he  greets  your  wife  withal, 
By  the  name  of  most  kind  hostess ;  and  shut  up 
In  measureless  content. 

Macb,  Being  unprepared. 

Our  will  became  the  servant  to  defect; 
Which  else  should  free  have  wrought. 

Ban,  All*8  well. 

I  dreamt  last  night  of  the  three  weird  sisters : 
To  you  they  have  show'd  some  truth. 

Mad)  I  think  not  of  them : 

Yet,  when  we  can  entreat  an  hour  to  serve. 
We  would  spend  it  in  some  words  upon  that 

business, 
If  you  would  grant  the  time. 

6an,  At  your  kindest  leisure. 

Madb.  If  you  shall  cleave  to  my  consent, — 
when  'tis. 
It  shall  make  honour  for  yon. 

Ban,  So  I  lose  none, 

In  seeking  to  auement  it,  but  still  keep 
My  bosom  firancnis'd,  and  allegiance  clear, 
I  shall  be  counselled. 

Madh  (}ood  repose,  the  while ! 

Ban,  Thanks,  sir ;  the  like  to  you  I 

[Exit  Banqdo. 

Jdaeb.  Go,  bid  thy  mistress,  when  my  drink  is 
ready. 
She  ftrike  upon  the  belL    Get  thee  to  bed. 

[Exit  Servant. 
Is  this  a  dagger  which  I  see  before  me, 
The  handle  toward  my  hand?     Come,  let  me 

dutch  thee: 
I  have  thee  not,  and  ^et  I  see  thee  stllL 
Art  thou  not,  fatal  vision,  sensible 
To  feeling,  as  to  si^ht  ?  or  art  fhou  but 
A  dagger  of  the  mind,  a  false  creation. 
Proceeding  from  the  heat-oppressed  brain? 
I  see  thee  ^et,  in  form  as  palpable 
As  this  which  now  I  draw. 
Thou  marshairst  me  the  way  that  I  was  going. 
And  such  an  instrument  I  was  to  use. 
Mine  eyes  are  made  the  fools  o'  the  other  senses, 
Or  else  worth  all  the  rest :  I  see  thee  still ; 
And  on  thy  blade,  and  dudgeon,  gouts  of  blood, 
Which  was  not  so  before.--There's  no  such  thing. 


It  is  the  bloody  business  which  informs 

Thus  to  mine  eyes. — Now  o*er  the  one  half  world 

Nature  seems  dead,  and  wicked  dreams  abuse 

The  curtained  sleep :  witchcraft  celebrates 

Pale  Hecate's  offerings ;  and  withered  murther, 

Alarum'd  by  his  sentinel,  the  wolf. 

Whose  howl'b  his  watch,  thus  with  his  stealth) 

paccj 
With   Tarqum^s   ravishing   sides,   towards  hii 

design. 
Moves  like  a  ghost. Thou  sore  and  firm-set 

eiuth, 
Hear  not  my  steps,  which  way  they  walk,  for  fear 
The  very  stones  prate  of  my  whereabout. 
And  take  the  present  horror  from  the  time. 
Which  now  suits  with  it.— Whiles  I  threat  he 

lives: 
Words  to  the  heat  of  deeds  too  cold  breath  gives 

[A  bearings 
I  go,  and  it  is  done;  the  bell  invites  me. 
Hear  it  not,  Duncan ;  for  it  is  a  knell 
That  summons  thee  to  heaven,  or  to  helL    [Exit 

SCENE  IL—nsaoms. 
Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady  IL  That  which  hath  made  them  drank 

hath  made  me  bold  : 
What  hath  quenoh'd  tliem  hath  given  me  fire  >~ 
Hark !  Peace !  It  was  the  owl  that  shriek'd. 
The  fatal  bellman  which  gives  the  stem'st  good 

night. 
He  is  about  it:  The  doors  are  open ; 
And  the  surfeited  grooms  do  mock  their  charge 

with  snores : 
I  have  drugg'd  their  possets. 
That  death  and  nature  do  contend  about  them. 
Whether  they  live  or  die. 
Mad).  [Wtthin]  Who's  there  ?'What,  boa  I 
Lady  M,  Akck!  I  am  afraid  they  have  avrak^ 
And  'tis  not  done :— the  attempt,  and  not  the 

deed. 
Confounds   us:— HariL!— I  laid   their   daggers 

ready. 
He  could  not  miss  them.--Had  he  not  resembled 
My  father  as  he  slept,  I  had  donet— My  husbandl 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Mad).  I  have  done  the  deed  -.—DidBt  thoa  not 

hear  a  noise  ? 
Lady  M,  I  heard  the  owl  scream,  and  the 
crickets  crv. 
Did  not  you  speak  ? 
Mad),  When? 

Lady  M»  Now. 

MaA,  As  I  descended  ? 

Lady  M,  Ay. 
Madh.  Hark  I— 
Who  lies  i'  the  second  chamber? 
Lady  M,  Donalbain  ? 

Macb,  This  is  a  sorry  sight 

[Looking  cnhishande. 
Lady  M,  A  foolish  thought  to  sajra  sorry  sight. 
Mad).  There's  one  did  laugh  in  his  sleep, 
And  one  cried,  *' murther!"  that  they  did  wake 

each  other ; 
I  stood  and  heard  tbem :  but  they  did  say  their 

prayers, 
And  addres:»M  them  again  to  slee^  -.  . 
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Xa%  M.  There  are  two  lodg*d  together. 

MaA,  One  cried,  **  Qod  bleas  ua  1"  and  '*  Amen," 
the  other ; 
Aa  th^  had  seen  me  with  theae  hangman^ 

handa. 
Ustening  their  fear,  I  could  not  aay  Amen, 
When  they  did  aa/  Qod  bless  as. 

Ladtt  M,  Consider  it  not  so  deeply. 

Mad),  But  wherefore  could  not  i  pronounce, 
Amen? 
I  had  most  need  of  blessing,  and  Amen 
Stuck  in  my  throat. 

Lady  M.        These  deeds  must  not  be  thought 
After  theae  ways;  so,  it  will  make  us  mad. 

Mad),  Methought,  I  heard  a  voice  cry,  ^'  Bleep 
no  morel 
Macbeth  does  murther  sleep,  the  innocent  sleep ; 
Sleep,  that  knits  up  the  rayeU'd  sleave  of  care, 
The  death  of  each  day^  life,  sore  labour's  bath, 
fialm  of  hurt  minds,  great  nature^  second  course, 
Chief  nourisher  in  life's  feast** 

Ladu  M.  What  jdo  you  mean  ? 

Mad),  Still  it  cried,  **  Sleep  no  moret"  to  all 
the  house : 
**G]amia  hath  murther'd  sleep:  and  therefore 

Cawdor 
Shall  aleep  no  more,  Ifacbeth  shall  sleep  no  merer 

Lad^M,  Who  was  it  that  thus  cned?  Why, 
worthy  thane. 
You  do  unbend  your  noble  strength,  to  think 
So  brainaickly  of  things : — Go,  get  some  water. 
And  wash  this  filthy  witness  from  your  hand.— 
Why  did  you   brmg  these  daggers  from  the 

place? 
They  must  lie  there:  Go,  cany  them ;  and  smear 
The  sleepy  grooms  with  blood. 

Mad).  Ill  go  no  more : 

I  am  afraid  to  think  what  I  have  done: 
Look  ont  again  I  dare  not. 

Ladff  M,  Infirm  of  purpose  I 

Give  me  the  daggers :  The  sleepbj^  and  the  dead 
Are  but-as  pictures ;  'tis  the  eye  of  childhood 
lliat  fears  a  painted  deyiL    If  he  do  bleed, 
111  gild  the  faces  of  the  grooms  withal, 
For  it  must  seem  their  guilt 

iEidt.    &todbSng  within, 
lence  is  that  knocking  ? 

How  ist  with  me,  when  every  noise  appals  me  ? 
What  hands  are  here?    Ual  they  pluck  out  mine 

eyes! 
Will  all  great  Neptune^  ocean  wash  this  blood 
Clean  from  my  band?   No;  Oub  my  hand  will 

rather 
The  mnltitudinouf  seas  incarnadine, 
Making  the  green— one  reel 

B^€RUr  Lady  Macbctb. 

Lat^  M.  My  hands  are  of  your  colour;  but  f 

shame 
fo  wear  a  heart  io  white.  [KnodL]  1  hear  a 

knocking 
At  the  south  entry  »— retire  we  to  our  dhamber ; 
A  little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed: 
How  euy  is  it  then  1    Tour  constancy 
Hath  left  you  unattended.— [ifnodbvy.]    Harkt 

more  knocking : 
Get  on  your  nightgown,  lest  occasion  caU  us, 
knd  show  us  to  be  watchers : — Be  not  lost 
So  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 
Maeb.  To  know  my  deed,  twere  best  not  know 

myself.  [Knock 

Wake  Duncan  with  thy  knocking;  I  would  thou 

oouldstt  [Excwit. 
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Uriter  a  Porter.    [Knocking  wUhMk 

Porter.  Here's  a  knocking  indeed !  If  a  man 
were  porter  of  hell-gate,  he  should  have  old  turn- 
ing the  key.  [Knocking.]  Knock,  knock,  knock  : 
Who's  there  i^the  name  of  Belzebub?  Here%  a 
farmer,  that  hanged  himself  on  the  expectation  of 
plenty :  Come  in  time ;  have  napkins  enough  about 
you;  here youll  sweat  fort  [Knocking.]  Knock, 
knock :  Wlio's  there^  i'  the  other  devil  s  name  ? 
'Faith,  here's  an  equivocator,  that  could  swear  on 
both  the  scales  against  either  scale;  who  com* 
mitted  treason  enough  for  God's  sake,  yet  could 
not  equivocate  to  heaven :  O,  come  in,  equivoca- 
tor. ^Knocking,]  Knock,  knocki  knock :  Who's 
there  r  'Faith,  here's  an  English  tailor  come 
hither,  for  stealing  out  of  a  French  hose :  Coma 
in  tailor;  here  you  may  roast  your  goose. 
[Knocking,]  Knock,  knock:  Never  at  quiet  1 
What  are  you?— But  this  place  is  too'  cold  foi 
hell.  Ill  devil-porter  it  no  further :  I  had  thought 
to  have  let  in  some  of  all  professions,  that  go 
the  primrose  way  to  the  everlasting  bonfire. 
[Knocking,]  Anon,  anon ;  I  pray  you,  remembex 
the  porter.  [Opisna  the  gate 

Enter  Maoddtf  and  Lemox. 

Mood.  Was  it  so  Ute,  friend,  ere  you  went  to  bed 
That  you  do  lie  so  late  ? 

Fort.  'Faith,  sir,  we  were  carousing  till  the 
second  cock :  and  drink,  sir,  is  a  great  provoker 
of  three  things. 

Macd.  What  three  things  does  drink  especially 
provoke  ? 

Port.  Marry,  sir,  nose-paintmx,  sleep,  and  urine. 
Lechery,  sir,  it  provokes^  and  unprovokes:  it 
provokes  the  desire,  but  it  takes  away  the  per- 
formance :  Therefore,  much  drink  may  oe  said  to 
be  an  equivocator  with  lechery :  it  makes  him, 
and  it  mars  him :  in  sets  him  on,  and  it  takes  him 
ofT;  it  persuades  him,  and  disheartens  him ;  makes 
him  stand  to,  and  not  stand  to:  in  conclusion, 
it  eauivocates  him  in  a  sleep,  and,  giving  him  the 
lie,  leaves  him. 

Maed,  I  believe,  drink  gave  thee  the  lie  last 
night 

iVt  That  it  did,  sir.  i'  the  very  throat  o'  me: 
But  I  requited  him  for  his  lie:  andf,  I  think,  being 
too  strong  for  him,  though  ne  took  up  my  legs 
some  tim&  yet  I  made  a  shift  to  cast  him. 

Macd,  Is  thy  master  stirring?— 
Our  knocking  has  awak'd  him ;  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Len.  Goodmorrow,  noblesirl 

Mad).  Good  morrow,  bothl 

Maod,  Is  the  king  stirring,  worthy  thane  ?   ^ 

Mad).  Not  yet 

Maod,  He  did  command  me  to  call  timely  en 
him; 
I  have  almost  slipp*d  the  hour. 

Mad),  111  bring  you  to  him. 

itfbodL  I  know  this  is  a  joyful  trouble  to  you* 
But  yet  *ds  one. 

Miub,  The  labour  we  delight  in  physics  pain. 
This  is  the  door. 

Maod.  Ill  make  iO  bold  to  call, 

For  'tis  my  Ihnited  service.        [JMe  Macduff 

Len.  Goes  the  king  henoe  to-day  ? 

Macb.  He  does  ^— He  did  appoint  so. 

Len.  The  night  has  been  onrnly :  Where  we  lay 
Our  chimneys  were  blown  down  ^and.  as  ther  say 
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LamentiDgs  heard  i'  the  air ;  strange  screams  of 

death: 
And  prophesying,  with  accents  terrible, 
Of  dire  combustion  and  confus'd  events. 
New  hatch'd  to  the  woeful  timey 
The  obscure  bird  obunour'd  the  liye-long  night : 
Borne  say  the  earth  was  feverous,  and  did  shake. 

Mcbdx.  *Twas  a  ron^  night. 

Len.  "iiy  young  remembrance  cannot  parallel 
A  fellow  to  It 

Be-enter  Macduff. 

Macd,  O  horror  I  horror!  horror! 
Tongue  nor  heai*t  cannot  conceive  nor  name  thee  I 

ifoc6.,  Len,  Whaf^  the  matter? 

Macd,  Confusion  now  hath  made  his  master- 
piece I 
Most  sacrilegious  murther  hath  broke  ope 
The  Lord's  anointed  temple,  and  stole  thence 
l*he  life  o'the  building. 

Mad).  What  is*t  you  say  ?  the  life  ? 

Leiu  Mean  yon  his  m^esty  r 

Mood,  Approach  the  cluunber,  and  destroy  your 
sight 
With  a  new  Qorgon : — Do  not  bid  me  speak ; 
sjee,  and  then  speak  yourselves. — Awake  I  awake ! 
[ExeweU  Macbeth  and  Lenox. 
Ring  the  alarum-bell :— -Murther!  and  treason! 
Banquo  and  Donalbain !  Malcolm  I  awake  I 
Shake  off  this  downy  sleep,  death's  counterfeit. 
And  look  on  death  itself :— Up,  up,  and  see 

The  great  doom's  image Malcolm!  Banquo! 

Aa  from  your  graves,  rise  up,  and  walk  like 

sprites, 
To  countenance  this  horror  I    Ring  the  bell. 

Bkvter  Lady  Macbeth 

Lady  M.  What's  the  business, 
That  such  a  hideous  trumuet  calls  to  parley 
The  sleepers  of  the  house  r  speak,  speak ! 

Macd,  0,  gentle  lady, 

Tis  not  for  you  to  hear  what  1  can  speak : 
The  repetition,  in  «  woman's  ear, 
Would  murther  as  it  felL 

Enter  Banqoo. 

0  Banquo  1  Banquo!   our  royal  masterVi  mur- 

ther'd! 

Lady  M,  Woe,  alas!  what,  in  our  house? 

Ban.  Too  cruel,  anywhere. 

Dear  Duff,  I  prithee  contradict  thyself. 
And  say  it  is  not  so. 

Be-enter  Macbeth  and  Lenox.  ' 

Macb.  Had    I   but  died  an   hour  before  this 
chance, 

1  had  liv'd  a  blessed  time ;  for,  from  this  instant, 
There^  nothing  serious  in  mortalit;^ : 

All  is  but  toys :  renown  and  grace  is  dead; 
The  wine  of  life  is  drawn,  and  tlie  mere  leea 
Is  left  this  vault  to  brag  of. 

Enter  Malcolm  and  Donalbais. 

Don.  What  is  amiss? 

MoiOb.  You  are,  and  do  not  know*t. 

The  spring,  the  head:  the  fountain  of  your  blood 
U  stopp'd;  the  very  source  of  it  is  stopp'd. 

Maca.  Your  royal  fiither 'a  murther'd. 

MaL  O,  by  whom? 

Len,  Those  of  his  chamber,  as  it  seem'd,  had 
donet : 
Their  hands  and  fiuea  were  all  badg'd  with  blood. 
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So  were  their  daggers,  which,  unwip'd,  we  found 
Upon  their  pillows:  they  star'd,  and  weredis 

tracted ; 
No  man's  life  was  to  be  trust 'd  with  them. 

Mad).  0,  yet  1  do  repent  me  of  my  fury. 
That  I  did  kill  them. 

Macd.  Wherefore  did  yon  to  P 

Mad).  Who  can   be  wise,  amazxl,  temperate 
and  furious. 
Loyal  and  neutral,  in  a  moment  ?    No  man  • 
The  expedition  of  my  violent  love 
Outran  the  pauser  reason. — Here  lay  Duncan^ 
His  silver  skin  lac'd  with  his  golden  blood ; 
And  his  gash'd  stabs  look'd  like  a  breach  in  nature 
For  ruin's  wasteM  entrance:   there,  the  mur 

therers, 
Steep'd  hi  the  colours  of  theur  trade,  tlieir  daggers 
Unmannerly  breech 'd  with  gore :    Who  'oould 

renraui 
That  had  a  heart  to  love,  and  in  that  heart 
Coun^  to  make  his  love  known  ? 

La^  M.  Help  me  hence,  hoal 

Macd.  Look  to  the  lady. 

MaL  Why  do  we  hold  our  tongues, 

That  most  may  daim  this  argument  for  ours  ? 

Don.  What  should  be  spoken  here. 
Where  our  fate,  hid  in  an  auger-hole. 
May  rush,  and  seize  us  ?    Let's  away ;  our  tears 
Are  not  yet  brew'd. 

MaL  Nor  our  strong  sorrow 

Upon  the  foot  of  motion. 

Ban.  Look  to  the  lady : — 

[Lady  Macbeth  i$  carried  otA 
And  when  we  have  our  naked  frailties  hid. 
That  suffer  in  exposure,  let  us  meet, 
And  question  this  most  bloody  piece  of  work, 
To  Imow  it  further.    Fears  and  scruples  shake  us 
In  the  great  hand  of  God  I  stand :  and,  thence. 
Against  the  undivulg'd  pretence  I  fight 
of  treasonous  malice. 

Mood.  And  so  do  L 

AIL  So  all. 

Mad).  Let's  briefly  put  on  manly  readiness. 
And  meet  i'  the  Hall  together. 

AU.  Well  contented. 

[Exeunt  all  hut  Mal.  and  DoH 

MciL  What  will  you  do?     Let's  not  consor 
with  them : 
To  show  an  unfelt  sorrow  is  an  office 
Which  the  false  man  does  easy :  111  to  England 

Don,  To  Ireland,  I ;  our  separated  fortune 
Shall  keep  us  both  the  safer :  where  we  are, 
There's  daggers  in  men's  smiles :  the  near  in  blood 
The  nearer  bloody. 

MaL  This  murtherous  shaft  that^  shol 

Hath  not  yet  lighted ;  and  our  safest  way 
Is  to  avoid  the  aim.    Therefore,  to  horse; 
And  let  us  not  be  dainty  of  leave-taking, 
But  shift  awa^ :  There  s  warrant  in  that  theft 
Which  steals  itself,  when  there's  no  mercy  left 

[Exeuad 

SCENE  rr.'-WWuna  efte  OuOs. 
Enter  RossE  and  an  Old  Man. 

OldM.  Threescore  and  ten  I  can  remember  well 
Within  the  volume  of  which  time,  I  have  seen 
Hours  dreadful  and  things  strange ;  but  this  sor 

night 
Hath  trifled  former  knowmgs. 

Ro$9e.  Ah,  good  hiibe^ 

Thou  see'st,  the  heavens,  as  troubled  with  uiau'saol 

le 
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Thnaten  his  bloodj  stage :  bj  Ae  dock,  *tis  da/, 
And  yet  dsrk  night  strangles  the  travelling  lamp : 
Is't  night*8  predominancef  or  the  day^s  shame. 
That  £ffkne8S  does  the  face  of  earth  intomb, 
When  Hying  light  should  kiss  it  ? 

Old  M,  Tis  unnatural, 

Even  like  the  deed  tfaat^s  done.  On  Tuesday  last, 
A  falcon,  towVing  in  her  pride  of  place. 
Was  by  a  mousing  owl  hawk'd  at  and  kiird. 
Ront,  And  Duncan^s  horses    (a   thing   most 

strange  and  certain). 
Beauteous  and  swift,  the  minions  of  their  race, 
Tum'd  wild  in  nature,  broke  their  stalls,  flung 

out. 
Contending  '^inst  obedience,  as  they  would 
Uake  war  with  mankind. 
Old  li.  "lis  said,  they  eat  each  other. 

Sot$e,  They  did  so;  to  the  amazement  of  mine 

eyes. 
That  looked   upon*t.     Here   oomes   the  good 

Maoduff: 

&Uer  Maodupv. 

How  goes  the  world,  sir,  now  V 
MaaL  Why,  see  you  not? 
Boese.  Is't  known  who  did  this  more  than  bloody 
deed? 
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Maed.  Those  that  Macbeth  hath  slain. 

Jioase.  Alas,  the  day) 

What  eood  could  Jiey  pretend  ? 

McuxL  They  were  subom'd: 

Malcolm  and  Donalbain,  the  king*8  two  sons 
Are  stol^  aMray  and  fled ;  which  puts  upon  them 
Suspicion  of  the  deed. 

Jiosie,  'Gainst  nature  still : 

Thriftless  ambition,  that  wilt  ravin  up 
Thine  omtu  life's  means  I — Then  'tis  most  like 
The  sovereignty  will  fall  upon  Macbeth. 

MaetL  He  is  already  nam  d ;  and  gone  to  Soone 
To  be  invested. 

Bo8$e,  Where  is  Duncan'^  body  ? 

Macd.  Carried  to  Colmes-kill ; 
The  sacred  storehouse  of  his  predecessors, 
And  guardian  of  their  bones. 

Jiosse.  Will  yon  to  Scone  ? 

Macd,  No,  cousin,  ill  to  Fife. 

Boue,  Well,  I  will  thither. 

Maed.  Well,  may  yon  see  things  well  done 
there :— adieu ! 
Lest  our  old  robes  sit  easier  than  our  new ! 

Boase.  Farewell,  father. 
\      OldM.  God's  benison  go  with  you.  and  with  those 
•  That  would  make  good  of  bad.  and  friends  of  foes ! 

[ExevML 


ACT  in. 


SCENE  L— Forres.    A  Boom  «i  As  PoioM. 

Enter  Bahqdo. 

Ban,  Thou  hast  it  now,  king,  Cawdor,  Glamis,aU, 
As  the  weird  women  promis'd ;  and  I  fear 
Thou  playVist  most  foully  for^:  yet  it  was  said, 
It  should  not  stand  \a  thy  posterity ; 
But  that  myself  should  be  the  roet  and  father 
Of  many  icings.    If  there  come  truth  fi'om  them, 
(As  apon  thee,  Macbeth,  their  speeches  shine), 
Why,  by  the  verities  on  thee  made  good, 
May  they  not  be  my  oracles  as  well, 
Andset  me  up  in  hope?    But  hash;  no  more. 

BenU  Knmdbd.  Enter  Macbeth,  as  King;  Lady 
Macbbtu,  Of  Queen;  IjEKOX  Bo68b.  Lords, 
Ladies,  ana  Attendants. 

Maob.  HereHi  our  chief  guest 

Lady  M,  If  he  had  been  forgotten 

It  had  been  as  a  gap  in  our  great  feast, 
And  all-thing  unbecoming. 

Macb.  To-night  we  hold  a  solemn  supper,  sir, 
And  I'll  request  your  presence. 

Ban.  Let  your  highness 

Command  upon  me ;  to  the  which,  my  duties 
Are  with  a  most  io^ssoluUe  tie 
For  ever  knit 

Maeb.  Ride  yon  this  aftemooQ  f 

Ban.  Ay^  my  good  lord. 

Maeb.  We  should  hare  else  desir'd  your  good 
advice 
[Which  still  hath  been  both  grave  and  prosperous) 
In  this  day's  oouncU ;  but  we'll  take  to-morrow. 
Is\  far  you  ride? 

Ban.  As  far,  my  lord,  as  will  fill  up  the  time 
Twixt   this  and  supper:  go  not  my  horse  the 

better, 
1  most  become  a  borrower  of  the  night 
For  a  dark  hour  or  twain. 

Maeb.  Fail  not  our  teMt 

Ban.  My  lord,  I  will  not 

Maob.  wo  hear  our  bloody  eousins  arebestow'd 
In  Ktigitt"«i  and  in  Ireland;  not  ooofeoaing 


Their  cruel  parridde,  filling  their  hearers 
With  strange  invention :  But  of  that  to-morrow , 
When,  therewithal,  we  shall  have  cause  of  state 
Craving  us  jointly.    Hie  you  to  horse :  Adieu, 
Till  you  return  at  night    Gi»e8  Fleanoe  with  you  ? 
Ban.  Ay,  my  good  lord :  Our  time  does  oaU 

upon  us. 
Maob,  1  wish  your  horses  swift  and  sure  of  foot ; 
And  so  I  do  commend  you  to  their  backs. 
Farewell.  [ExU  Banquo 

Let  every  man  be  master  of  his  time 
Till  seven  at  night ;  to  make  society 
The  sweeter  welcome,  we  will  keep  ourselt 
Till  supper-time  alone :  while  then,  God  be  with 
you. 
[ExewU  Lady  Maobbth,  Lords,  Ladies,  &o. 
Shrrah,  a  word  with  you :  Attend  those  men  our 
pleasure? 
AUend.  They  are,  my  lord,  without  the  ualaoe 

Maob.  Bring  them  before  jo,— [Exit  Atten.]— 

To  be  thus,  is  nothing ; 
But  to  be  safely  thus :— Our  fears  in  Banquo 
Stick  deep ;  and  in  his  royalty  of  nature 
Beigns  tiuU  which  would  be  teared :  'tis  much  hf 

dares; 
And,  to  that  dauntless  temper  of  his  mind. 
He  hath  a  wisdom  that  doth  guide  his  valour 
To  act  in  safeU^.    There  is  none  but  he 
Whose  being  I  do  fear :  and  under  him  - 
My  genius  is  rebuk'd ;  as,  it  is  said, 
Mark  Antony's  was  by  Caosar.  He  chid  the  sisters. 
When  first  they  put  the  name  of  king  upon  me, 
And  bade  them  speak  to  him ;  then,  prophet-lika 
They  hail'd  him  father  to  a  line  of  kings : 
Upon  my  head  they  plac'd  a  fruitless  crown. 
And  put  a  barren  soeutre  in  my  gripe. 
Thence  to  be  wrench  d  with  an  uiilmeal  hand. 
No  son  of  mine  succeeding*    If  it  be  so, 
For  Banquo's  issue  have  I  fil'd  my  mind ; 
For  thftm  the  eraoions  Duncan  have  Imurther'd; 
.  Put  raiicuur*  iu  ui«3  veMoi  of  my  neaoe  ■ 
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Only  for  them ;  «nd  mine  eternal  jewel 

Given  to  the  common  enemy  of  man, 

To  make  them  kings,  the  seed  of  Banqoc  kings  I 

Rather  than  so,  come,  fate,  into  the  list, 

And  champion  me  to  the  utteranoel— Who's  there? 

B^-tnter  Attendant,  with  two  Mmrderers. 

Now  to  the  door,  and  stay  there  till  we  calL 

[Exit  Attendant 
Was  it  not  yesterday  we  spoke  together? 
1  Afur,  It  was,  so  please  your  highness. 
Maeb,  Well,  then,  now 

Have  you  considered  of  my  speeches  ?    Know, 
That  it  was  he,  in  the  times  past,  which  held  yon 
Bo  under  fortmie ;  which,  you  thought,  had  been 
Our  innocent  self:  this  I  made  ^ood  to  you 
Id  our  last  conference ;  pass'd  m  probation  with 

you, 
How  you  were  borne  in  hand ;  how  cross'd ;  the 

instruments ; 
Who  wrought  with  them;  and  all  things  else,  that 

might. 
To  half  a  soul,  and  to  a  notion  craz'd, 
Say,  Thus  did  Banqno. 
1  Mur.  You  made  it  known  to  us. 

Madf.  I  did  so;  and  went  further,  which  is  now 
Our  point  of  second  meeting.    Do  you  find 
Your  patience  so  predominant  in  your  nature, 
That  you  can  let  this  go  ?    Are  you  so  gospeird, 
To  pray  for  this  good  man,  and  for  his  issue, 
Whose  heavy  hand  hath  bow'd  you  to  the  grave, 
And  beggar'd  yours  for  ever? 
1  Mur.  We  are  men,  my  liege. 

Macb.  Ay,  in  the  catalogue  ye  go  for  men ; 
Ai  hounds,  aud  greyhounds,  mongrels,  spaniels, 

curs, 
Shoug!^,  water-ruffs,  and  demi-wolves,  are  cleped 
All  by  the  name  of  dogs :  the  valued  file 
Distinguishes  the  swift,  the  slow,  the  subtle, 
The  housekeeper,  the  hunter,  every  one 
According  to  the  gift  which  bounteous  nature 
Hath  in  him  closed ;  whereby  he  does  receive 
Particular  addition,  from  the  bill 
That  writes  them  all  alike:  and  so  of  men. 
Now,  if  you  have  a  station  in  the  file, 
Not  in  the  worst  rank  of  manhood,  say  it ; 
And  I  will  put  that  business  in  your  bosomi 
Whose  execution  takes  your  enemy  off; 
Grapples  you  to  the  heart  and  love  of  us. 
Who  wear  our  health  but  sickly  in  his  life. 
Which  in  his  death  were  perfect. 

^  Mitr,  I  am  one,  my  liege, 

Whom  the  vile  blows  and  buffets  of  the  world 
Have  BO  incens'd,  that  I  am  reckless  what 
I  do,  to  spite  the  world. 

1  Mur,  And  I  another. 

So  weary  with  disasters,  tugg*d  with  fortune, 
That  I  would  set  mj  life  on  any  chance, 
To  mend  it,  or  be  nd  out. 

Mad).  Both  of  you 

Know,  Banquo  waa  your  enemy. 
^  Mur,  True,  my  lord. 

Macb.  So  is  he   mine;    and  in   such  bloody 
distance. 
That  every  minute  of  his  being  thrusts 
Against  my  near'at  of  life :  And  though  I  could 
With  bare-iac'd  power  sweep  him  trom  my  sight, 
And  bid  my  will  avouch  it,  yet  I  must  not. 
For  certain  friends  that  are  both  his  and  mine. 
Whose  loves  I  may  not  drop,  but  wail  his  fall 
Whom  I  myself  struck  down :  and  thence  it  is 
That  I  to  your  assistance  do  make  love ; 

iij'--i.f__  aC  I : A .1  ' 
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L'Uat  i  tovo 
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busineas  from  the  common  eye, 


For  sundry  weighty  reasons. 

2  Alur.  We  shall,  my  lord, 

Perform  what  you  command  us. 

1  Mur,  Though  our  lives 

Macb,  YQur  spirits  shine  through  you.    Within 

this  hour,  at  most, 
I  will  advise  you  where  to  plant  yourselves. 
Acquaint  you  with  the  perfect  spy  o'  the  time, 
The  moment  on't ;  for't  must  be  done  to-night. 
And  something  from  the  palace :  always  thought 
That  r  require  a  clearness :  And  with  nirn 
(To  leave  no  rubs,  nor  botches,  in  the  work), 
Fleonce  his  son,  that  keeps  him  company, 
Whose  absence  is  no  less  material  to  me 
Than  is  his  father's,  must  embi-aoe  the  &te 
Of  that  dark  hour.    Resolve  yourselves  apart; 
I'll  come  to  you  anon. 

2  Mur.  We  are  resolv'd,  my  lord. 
Macb,  111  call  upon  you  straight;  abide  within 

It  is  concluded:— Banquo,  thy  soul's  flight. 
If  it  find  heaven,  must  find  it  out  to-nignt 

[Exeunt 

SCENE  II.— TAe  some.   Another  Boom, 
Enter  Lady  Macbeth  and  a  Servant 

Lady  M.  Is  Banquo  gone  from  court? 

Sen.  Ay,  madam,  but  returns  again  to-night 

Ziu^  i/T  Say  to  the  king,I  woiddattend  his  leisure 

For  a  few  words. 
Scrv.  Madam,  I  will.  [Exit 

LadyM,  Nought  !b  had,  all 's  spent 

Where  our  desire  is  got  without  content; 

'Tis  safer  to  be  that  which  we  destroy. 

Than,  by  destruction,  dwell  in  doubtful  joy. 

Enter  Maobbth. 

How  now,  my  lord?  why  do  yon  keep  alone. 
Of  sorriest  fancies  your  companions  making? 
Using  those  thoughts  which  should  indeed  have  died 
With  them  they  tiiink  on?  Things  without  remedy, 
Should  be  wiUiout  regard :  what^  done  b  done. 

Macb,  We  have  sootch'd  the  snake,  not  kill'd  it ; 
She  11  dose,  and  be  herself:  whilst  our  poor  malice 
Remains  in  danger  of  her  former  tooth. 
But  let  the  fVame  of  things  di^oint  both  the 

worlds  suffer. 
Ere  we  will  eat  our  meal  in  fear,  and  sleep 
In  the  afiBlction  of  these  terrible  droams, 
That  shake  us  nightly:  Better  be  with  the  dead, 
Whom  we,  to  gain  our  peace,  have  sent  to  peace. 
Than  on  the  torture  of  the  mind  to  lie 
In  restless  ecstacy.    Duncan  is  in  his  grave ; 
After  life's  fitful  fever  he  sleeps  well; 
Treason  has  done  his  worst :  nor  steel,  nor  poison, 
Malice  domestic,  foreign  levy,  nothing, 
Can  touch  him  further  I 

LadyM.  Come  on; 
Gentle  my  lord,  sleek  o'er  your  rugged  looks ; 
Be  bright  and  jovial  among  your  guests  to  night 

Macb,  So  shall  I,  love ;  and  so,  I  pray,  be  yon : 
Let  your  remembrance  apply  to  Banquo ; 
Present  him  eminence,  both  with  eye  and  tongue 
Unsafe  the  while,  that  we 
Must  lave  our  honours  in  these  flattenng  streams 
And  make  our  faces  vizards  to  our  hearts. 
Disguising  what  they  are. 

Ladu  M.  You  must  leave  this. 

Mad),  O,  full  of  scorpions  b  my  mind,  dear  wife . 
Thou  know'st  that  Banouo  and  his  Fleance  live. 

Lady  Mad),  But  in  them  nature's  copy  %  not 
eteme. 

Ma^.  ThereHi  eomfort  yet ;  thejm  assaUablB; 
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Thuk  be  thoa  joonnd :  Etb  the  bat  hath  flown 
His  oloister'd  flight ;  ere,  to  black  Hecate'a 

mens, 
The  shard-borne  beetle,  with  hb  drowsy  hams, 
Hath  rang  night*i  yawning  peal, 
There  shall  be  done  a  deed  of  dreadAil  note. 
Ladu  Af.  What's  to  be  done? 
Mad,  Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  dearest 

chuck, 
TQ]  thoo  applaud  the  deed.    Gome,  seeling  night, 
Skarf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pitiful  day ; 
Andf  with  thy  bloody  and  invisible  hand, 
Cancel,  and  tear  to  pieces,  that  great  bond 
Which  keeps  me  pale! — Light  thickens;  and  the 

crow 
Makes  wing  to  the  rooky  wood ; 
Good  things  of  day  begin  to  droop  and  drowse; 
Whiles  night's  black  agents  to  their  prey  do  rouse. 
Thou  marvell'st  at  my  words:  but  hold  thee  still: 
Thing^  bad  begun  make  strong  themselves  by  ill ; 
So,  prithee,  go  with  me.  [ExetmL 


SCENE  III Th6  tame,    A  Pari  or  Lawn,  wUh 

a  Oate  leading  to  the  BaHace. 

Enter  three  tiurderen, 

1  Ifur,  Bat  who  did  hid  thee  join  with  as? 

3  Mur.  Macbeth. 

2  Hur,  He  needs  not  oar  mistrast;  smoe  he 

delivers 
Oar  ofllces,  and  what  we  have  to  do, 
To  the  dh^tion  just 

1  Mur.  Then  stand  with  as. 

The  west  yet  glunmers  with  some  streaks  of  day : 
Now  spurs  the  lated  traveller  apace, 
To  gain  the  timely  inn ;  and  near  approaches 
The  subject  of  our  watch. 

3  Mur.  Hark!  I  hear  horses. 
Baiu  [  Withm,]  Give  as  a  light  there,  hoa  I 

2  Mur.  l^en  tis  he ;  the  rest 
That  are  within  the  note  of  expectation, 
Already  are  i'  the  court 

1  Mur,  His  horses  go  about 

3  Mur,  Almost  a  mUe ;  but  he  does  usually, 
8o  all  men  do,  from  hence  to  the  palace  gate 
Make  it  their  walk. 

ISnter  Bxxqoo  and  Flbavce,  a  Servant  loi^  a 
torch  preceding  theoL 

2  Mur.  A  light,  a  light! 

8  Mur,  Tis  he. 

1  Mur.  Stand  to*t 

Ban.  It  will  be  rain  to-night 

t  Mur.  Let  it  come  down. 

lAteaults  Banqdo. 
Ban.  0,tr«aoher7l  Ply. good  Pleanoe, fly, fly, fly; 
Thoa  mayst  revenge.— O  sUvel 

[I>i^'    Fleascb  oncf  Servant  esc^M. 
8  ifur.  Who  did  strike  oat  the  light? 

1  Mur.  Wast  not  the  way  ? 
8  Mur.  There's  but  one  down ;  the  son  is  fled. 

2  Mur.  We  have  lost  best  half  of  our  affair. 
I  Mur.  Well,  let's  away,  and  say  how  much  is 

done.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  lY.— ^  Boom  qf  State  in  (he  Fdooe. 
A  Banquet  prepared. 

Enier  Macbeth,  Lady  Macbeth,  Roess,  Lbnoz, 
Lords,  <vu/ Attendants. 

Maob.  Yoa  know  your  own  degrees,  lit  down : 
at  first 
And  last  Uie  heartr  welcome. 


816 
Lorde.  Thanks  to  yoor  migeaty 

Mocb.  OuTself  wHI  mingle  with  society. 
And  play  the  humble  host. 
Our  iiostess  keeps  her  state ;  but,  in  best  time, 
We  will  require  her  welcome. 
Lady  M.  Pronounce  it  for  me,  sir,  to  all  ooi 
friends; 
For  my  heart  speaks,  they  are  welcome. 

Eater  first  Murderer,  to  the  door. 

Maob.  See,  they  enooanter  thee  with  their  hearts 
thanks: 
Both  sides  are  even :  Here  111  sit  i'  the  midst : 
Be  laree  in  mirth ;  anon,  well  drink  a  measure 
The  table  round.— There's  blood  upon  thy  face. 
Mur,  Tis  Banquo's  then. 
Mad).  Tis  better  thee  withoat,  than  he  within. 
Is  he  despatched  ? 

Mur.  My  lord,  his  throat  is  cut ;  that  1  did  for  him. 
Mad>.  'Hioa  art  the  best  o'  the  cut-throats:  Yet 

he's  good 
That  did  the  like  for  Pleanoe:  if  thoa  didst  It, 
Thou  art  a  n<mpareil. 

Mur.  Most  royal  sir, 

Fleance  is  'scap'd. 
Mach.  Then  comes  my  fit  again:  I  had  elae 
been  perfect; 
Whole  as  the  marble,  founded  as  the  rook : 
As  broad  and  general  as  the  casing  air : 
But  now,  I  am  cabin'd,  cribb'd,  confin'd,  bound  in 
To  saacy  doubts  and  fears.    But  Banquo's  safe  ? 
Mur.  Ay.  my  good  lord:  safe  in  a  ditch  ha 
bides, 
With  twenty  trenched  gashes  on  hit  head ; 
The  least  a  death  to  nature. 

Macb.  Thanks  for  that : 

There  the  grown  serpent  lies ;  the  worm  that's  fled 
Hath  nature  that  in  time  would  venom  breed. 
No   teeth   for   the   present — Get    thee   gone; 

to-morrow 
Well  hear  ourselves  again.  [Exit  Murderer. 

Lady  M.  My  nmd  lord, 

You  do  not  give  the  cheer;  the  feast  is  sold 
That  is  not  often  vouched,  while  'tis  a  making, 
Tis  given  with  welcome:  To  feed,  were  best  at 

home: 
From  thence,  the  sauce  to  meat  ia  ceremony. 
Meeting  were  bare  without  it 

Mad).  Sweet  remembrancer  I — 

Now  good  digestion  wait  on  appetite, 
And  health  on  both! 
Len.  May  it  please  yoar  highness  sit  ? 

EnUr  the  Ghost  qf  Bakquo  and  tit$  m  Macbeth^ 
place. 

Macb.  Here  had  we  now  our  ooantry%  hoooui 
roof'd. 
Were  the  grac'd  person  of  our  Banouo  present ; 
Who  may  I  rather  challenge  for  mutinaness 
Than  pity  for  mischance  I 

Boese.  Hb  absence,  sir, 

Lays  bUme  apon  his  promise.     Please  it  your 

highness 
To  grace  us  with  your  royal  company  ? 
Mad).  The  Uble's  fulL 
Len.  Here  is  a  nUce  resenr'd,  sir. 
Mad>.  Where? 
Len,  Here,  my  good  lord.    What  isl 

that  moves  your  highness  ? 
Macb,  Which  of  yoa  have  done  this? 
Lordi.  What,  my  good  lord  ? 

Madh  Thoa  canst  not  saj  I  did  it  *  never  shake 
Thy  gcMty  looks  at  me.  ^  ^  . 
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iZotK.  Gentlemen^  rise ;  his  highness  is  not  weU. 

Lady  M.  Sit,  worthy  friends : — my  lord  is  often 
thus, 
Ajad  hath  been  ftrom  his  youth :  *pray  you  keep 

seat; 
The  fit  Is  momentary ;  unon  a  thought 
He  will  again  be  well :  It  much  you  note  him, 
You  shall  offend  him,  and  extend  his  passion ; 
Feed,  and  regard  him  not. — Are  you  a  man  ? 

Madb,  Ay,  and  a  bold  one,  that  dare  look  on  that 
Which  might  appal  the  deyiL 

Lady  M,  O  proper  stuff! 

T^U  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear : 
This  is  the  air-drawn  dagger,  which,  you  said, 
Led  you  to  Duncan.    0,  these  flaws  and  starts 
(Impostors  to  true  fear),  would  well  become 
A  woman's  story,  at  a  winter  %  fire, 
Authoriz'd  by  her  graiidam.    Sbame  itself! 
Why  do  you  make  such  faces?    When  all's  done, 
You  look  but  on  a  stool. 

Madb,  Pritiiee,  see  there  I  behold  I  look!   lo! 
how  say  you  ? 
Why,  what  care  £  ?  If  thou  canst  nod,  speak  too. — 
If  charnel-houses,  and  our  graves,  must  send 
Those  that  we  bury,  back,  our  monuments 
Shall  be  the  maws  of  kites. 

Lady  iL  What  I  quite  unmanned  in  folly  ? 

TGhost  disappears. 

Mad),  If  I  stand  here,  I  saw  him. 

Lady  M,  Fie,  for  shame  I 

i/ooo.  Blood  hath  been  shed  ere  now  i'the  olden 
time, 
Ere  human  statute  purg'd  the  gentle  weal ; 
Ay,  and  since  too,  murthers  have  been  perform 'd 
Too  terrible  for  the  ear:  the  times  have  been, 
Tliat  when  the  bi-ains  were  out  the  man  would  die, 
And  there  an  end :  but  now,  they  rise  again, 
With  twenty  mortal  murthers  on  their  crowns. 
And  push  us  from  our  stools :  This  is  more  strange 
Than  such  a  murther  is. 

Lady  if.  My  worthy  lord. 

Your  noble  friends  do  lack  you. 

Mod).  I  do  forget  :— 

Do  not  muse  at  me,  mj  most  worthy  friends; 
I  Iiave  a  strange  infirmity,  which  is  nothing 
To  those  tliat  know  me.     Come,  love  and  health 

to  all; 
Then    111    sit    down:— Giye   me   some    wine, 

fill  full:— 
I  drink  to  the  general  joy  of  the  whole  table, 

EnUrQiiiosU 

And  to  our  dear  friend  Banquo,  whom  we  miss : 
Would  he  were  here!  to  all,  and  him,  we  thirst, 
And  all  to  all. 

Lords  Our  duties,  and  the  pledge. 

Majd).  Avauntl  and  quit  my  sight  1     Let  the 
earth  hide  thee! 
Thy  bones  are  marrowless,  thy  blood  is  oold ; 
Thou  hast  no  speculation  in  those  eyes 
Which  thou  dost  glare  with  I 

Lady  M.  Think  of  this,  good  peers, 

But  as  a  thing  of  custom :  tis  no  other; 
Only  it  spoils  the  pleasure  of  the  time. 

Mad),  What  man  dare,  I  dare: 
Approach  thou  like  tlie  rugged  Russian  bear, 
The  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  the  liyrcan  tiger, 
Take  any  shape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerves 
Shall  never  tremble :  Or,  be  alive  again, 
And  dare  me.to  the  desert  with  thy  sword ; 
If  tiembline  I  inhabit  then,  protest  me 
The  baby  of  a  girl.    Hence,  horrible  shadow  I 
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Unreal  mocker^r,  henee ! — Why,  so;— being  gone 
I  am  a  man  lu^in.— Pray  you,  sit  still. 
Lady  M,  You  have  displaced  the  mirth,  broke 
the  good  meeting. 
With  most  aamir'd  disorder. 

Uujch,  Can  such  things  be 

And  overcome  us  like  a  summer's  cloud. 
Without  our  special  wonder?     You  make  me 

strange 
Even  to  the  disposition  that  I  owe, 
When  now  I  think  you  can  behold  such  sights, 
And  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  your  cheeks. 
When  mine  are  blanch'd  with  fear. 
Rosst,  What  sights,  my  lord  ? 

Lady  M,  I  pray  you,  speak  not ;    he  grows 
worse  and  worse; 
Question  enrages  him :  at  once,  good  night: — 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going 
But  go  at  once. 

L&u  Qood  night,  and  better  health 

Attend  his  majesty  I 
Lady  U,  A  kind  good  night  to  all ! 

[Exeunt  Lords  and  Attendants. 
ifao6.  It  will  have  blood ;  they  say,  blood  will 
have  blood: 
Stones  have  been  known  to  moye,  and  trees  to 

speak; 
Augurs,  and  understood  relations,  have 
By  magot-pies,  and  choughs,  and  rooks,  brought 

fortli 
The  secret  St  man  of  blood.— What  is  the  night  ? 
Lady  M,  Almost  at  odds  with  morning,  which  is 

which. 
Madh  How  say'st  thou,  that  Macduff  denies  his 
person. 
At  our  great  bidding? 
Ladu  If,  Did  you  send  to  him,  sir? 

Macb.  I  hear  it  by  the  way;  but  I  will  send. 
There's  not  a  one  of  them,  but  in  his  house 
I  keep  a  servant  fee'd.    I  will  to-morrow 
(And  oetimes  1  will)  unto  the  weird  sisters: 
More  shall  they  speak ;  for  now  I  am  bent  to  know, 
By  the  worst  means,  the  worst:  for  mine  own  good. 
All  causes  shall  give  way;  I  am  in  blood 
Stepp'd  in  so  far,  that,  should  I  wade  no  more, 
Returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o'er: 
Strange  things  I  have  in  head,  that  will  to  hand; 
Which  must  be  acted,  ere  they  may  be  scanned. 
Ladu  M,  You  lack  the  season  of  a!  1  natures,  sleep. 
Mao),  Come,  well  to  tleep:  My  strange  and 
self-abuse 
Is  the  initiate  fear  that  wants  hard  use:— 
We  are  yet  but  young  in  deed.  [iZ2«tml 

SCENE  y,—TheI2eatK    Thunder. 
Enter  Hecate,  meeting  the  three  Witches. 

1  Witch,  Why,  how  now,  Hecate?  you  look 
angerly. 

Eec.  Have  I  not  reason,  beldams  as  you  arc^ 
Saucy,  and  over-bold  ?  How  did  you  dare 
To  trade  and  traffic  with  Macbeth, 
In  riddles,  and  affairs  of  death ; 
And  I,  the  mistress  of  your  charms 
The  close  contriver  of  all  harms, 
Was  ne'er  call'd  to  bear  my  part, 
Or  show  the  glory  of  our  art  ? 
And,  which  is  worse,  all  yon  have  dome 
Hath  been  but  for  a  wayward  son. 
Spiteful  and  wrathful ;  wlio,  as  others  do. 
Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  fur  you. 
But  make  a4nends  now :  Qet  you  gone 
And  at  the  pit  of  Acheron  . 
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Meet  me  I'  the  morning :  thither  he 

Will  oome  to  know  his  destinj. 

Your  vessels,  and  your  spells  provide, 

Yonr  charms,  and  everjthinff  beside: 

I  am  for  the  air ;  this  night  1*11  spend 

Unto  a  dismal  and  a  fatal  end. 

Qreat  basinet  mast  be  wroag^t  ere  nooo 

Upon  the  corner  of  the  moon 

There  hanp;8  a  vaporoos  drop,  profound ; 

ril  catch  It  ere  it  come  to  ground : 

And  that,  di?tiird  b^  magic  slights, 

Shall  raise  such  artificial  sprites, 

As,  hj  the  strength  of  their  illusion, 

Shall  draw  him  on  to  his  confusion: 

He  shall  spurn  fate,  scorn  death,  and  bear 

His  hopes  lx>Te  wisdom,  grace,  and  fear: 

And  you  all  know,  security 

Is  mortal's  chiefest  enemy. 

SoHO.  [  WitkuLJ  **  Come  away,  oome  away,"  &o. 
Hark,  I  am  caira ;  my  little  spirit,  see. 
Sits  in  a  fonry  cloud,  and  stays  for  me.        [EziL 

1  TFiCeA.  Come^  let^s  make  haste :  shell  soon  be 
back  again.  [ExewU, 

SCENE  yi.--lforres.    A  Bam  m  ihe  PdloM. 
Enter  Lenox  and  another  Lord. 

Lm,  My  former  speeches  have  but  hit  your 

thoughts, 
Wliieh  can  interpret  farther :  only,  I  say, 
Things  hare  been  strangely  borne :  The  gracious 

Duncan 
Was  pitied  of  Maebeth : — Marry,  he  was  dead : — 
And  the  right-valiant  Banquo  walked  too  late ; 
Whom,  you  may  say,  ift  please  you,  Fleance 

killed. 
For   Fleance  fled.     Hen   must   not   walk   too 

late; 
Who  cannot  want  the  thought,  how  monstrous 
It  was  for  Malcolm  and  for  Donalbain 
To  kill  their  gracious  fkther?  damned  factl 
How   it   did    grieve   Macbeth!     Did    he   not 

straight. 
In  pious  rage,  the  two  delinquents  tear, 
That  were  the  slavei  ^  drink  and  thralls  of 

deepi 
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Was  not  that  nobly  done  ?    Ay,  and  wiaeLv  too 

Fort  would  have  anger'd  anv  heart  alive 

I'o  hear  the  men  deny  it.    wy  that,  1  say. 

He  has  borne  all  things  well :  and  I  do  think, 

That,  had  he  Duncan^  sons  under  his  key 

(As,  ant  please  heaven,  he  shall  not),  they  should 

What  \  were  to  kill  a  father  ;  so  should  Fleance. 
'But,  peace !— for  from  broad  words,  and  'cause  hr 

faU'd 
His  presence  at  the  tyrant^  feast,  I  hear, 
Macauff  lives  in  disgrace:  Sir,  can  you  tell 
Where  he  bestows  himself? 

Lord,  The  son  of  Duncan, 

From  whum  this  tyrant  holds  the  due  of  birth. 
Lives  in  the  English  court;  and  is  received 
Of  the  most  pious  Edward  with  such  f^raoe, 
That  tlie  malevolence  of  fortune  nothing 
Takes  fVom  his  high  respect:   Thither  Macduif 
Is  gone  to  prav  the  holy  king,  upon  his  aid 
To  wake  Northumberland,  and  warlike  Siward 
That,  bv  the  help  of  these  (with  Hhn  above 
To  ratify  the  work),  we  may  again 
Give  to  our  tables  meat,  sleep  to  6ur  niffhts; 
Free   from   our    feasts    and    banquets   blooay 

knives; 
Do  &ithfnl  homage,  and  receive  free  honours ; — 
AH  which  we  pine  for  now :  And  this  report 
Hath  so  exasperate  the  king,  that  he 
Prepares  for  some  attempt  of  war. 

Len.  Sent  he  to  Macduff? 

Lord.  He  did:  and  with  an  absolute,  **Sur, 
not  I," 
The  cloudy  messenger  turns  me  his  back, 
And  hams ;  as  who  would  say,  ^  Youli  rue  the 

time 
That  clogs  me  with  this  answer.** 

Len,  And  that  well  mi^t 

Advise  him  to  a  caution,  to  hold  what  distanee 
His  wisdom  can  provide.    Some  holv  angel 
Flj  to  the  court  of  England,  and  unfold 
His  message  ere  he  oome ;  that  a  swift  blea^g 
May  soon  return  to  this  our  suffering  country 
Under  a  hand  aoours'd  t 

Lord,  111  send  my  infers  with  himi 

[EmmL 
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SCENE    L—A  dark   Canoe,      In  the  middU,  a 
CaJdrcn  boiling.      Thunder, 

Enter  the  three  Witches. 

1  Witeh^  Thrice  the  brinded  cat  hath  mew'd. 

2  Witch,  Tlmce;     and    once    the    hedge-pig 

whin'd. 
8  Witch,  Harpier  cries  :~Tis  time,  tis  time. 

1  Witch,  Round  about  the  caldron  go; 
In  the  poisoned  entrails  throw. 
Toadf  that  under  coldest  stone, 
Days  and  nights  hast  thirtj-one 
Swelter'd  venom  sleeping  got, 
Boil  thou  first  i'  the  charmed  pott 

AU,  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble ; 
Fire,  bum ;  and,  caldron,  bubble. 

2  Witch,  Fillet  of  a  fenny  snake, 
In  the  caldron  boil  and  bake : 
Eve  of  newt,  and  toe  of  frog, 
Wool  of  bat,  and  tongue  of  dog, 
Adder's  fork,  and  blind-worm's  sting, 
Lizard's  leg,  and  owlet's  wing. 

For  a  charm  of  powerful  trouble ; 

Like  a  hell-broth  boil  and  bubble. 
AU,  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble ; 

Fire,  bum ;  and,  caldron,  bubble. 
8  Witdi,  Scale  of  dragon,  tooth  of  wolf; 

Witches' mummy;  maw,  and  gulf, 

Of  the  ravin'd  salt-sea  shark ; 

Root  of  hemlock,  digged  i'  the  dark ; 

Liver  of  blaspheming  Jew ; 

Gall  of  ^t,  and  sli^  of  yew, 

Sliver'd  m  the  moon  s  eclipse ; 

Nose  of  Turk,  and  Tartar^  lips; 

Finger  of  birth-strangled  babe, 

Ditdi-deliver'd  by  a  drab, 

Hake  the  gmel  thick  and  slab ; 

Add  thereto  a  tiger's  cbaudron. 

For  the  ingredients  of  our  caldron. 
AU,  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble; 

Fire,  bum;  and,  caldron,  bubble. 
2  Witch,  Coolit  with  a  baboon's  blood. 

Then  the  charm  is  firm  and  good. 

EtOer  Heoatb  and  the  other  three  Witches. 

See,  0,  well  done  I  I  commend  your  pains ; 
And  every  one  shall  share  i'  the  gains, 
And  now  about  the  caldron  sing. 
Like  elves  and  &iries  in  a  ring. 
Enchanting  all  that  yon  put  in. 

[Mueic  and  a  Song^  "  Black  Spirits,"  <fie. 
2  Witch.  Bj  the  pricking  of  my  thumbs, 
(Something  wicked  this  way  comes : — 
Open,  locks,  whoever  knocks. 

Enter  TiIacbetb, 

Mad),  How  now,  yon  secret,  black,  and  mid- 
night hi^ 
Whatis'tyoudo? 

AIL  A  deed  without  a  name. 

Madb,  I  coi^ure  you,  by  that  which  you  profess 
(Howe'er  you  come  to  know  it),  answer  me : 
Though  you  untie  the  winds,  and  let  them  fight 
Against  the  churches :  though  the  yesty  waves 
tJ^ound  and  swallow  navigation  up ; 
Thoogh  bladed  com  be  lodg'd  ana  trees  blown 

down; 
niongh  castles  topple  on  theur  warders'  heads; 
Though  palaces  and  nyramids  do  slope 


Their  heads  to  their  foundations;   though  the 

treasure 
Of  nature's  germins  tumble  all  together. 
Even  till  destruction  sicken,  answer  me 
To  what  I  ask  you. 

1  Wttch,  Speak. 

2  Witch,  Demand. 

3  Witch,  Well  answer 
1  Witch,  Say,  if  thou'dst  rather  hear  it  from 

our  mouths, 
Or  from  our  master^  ? 
Mad},  Call  them,  let  me  see  them 

1  Witch,  Pour  in  sow's  blood,  tlmt  hath  eaten 
Her  nine  farrow ;  grease,  that's  ^weaten 
From  the  murderer  %  gibbet,  thiow 
Into  the  flame. 
AU.  Come,  high,  or  low ; 

Thyself,  and  office,  deftly  show. 

Thunder,    An  Apparition  of  an  armed  Head  rieee. 

Mad).  Tell  me,  thou  unknown  power, — 
1  Witch,  He  knows  thy  thought 

Hear  his  speech,  but  say  thou  nought. 
App,  Macbeth!   Macbeth  I  Macbeth!  beware 
Macduflf; 
Beware  the  Thane  of  Fife. — Dismiss  me :— Enough. 

Weacende. 
Mad),  Whate'er  thou  art,  for  thy  good  caution, 
thanks ; 
Thou  hast  harp'd  my  fear  aright: — ^But  one  word 
more :  — 
1  Witch,  Ho  will  not  be  commanded:  Hereli 
another, 
More  potent  than  the  first. 

Thunder,    An  Apparition  of  a  Uoody  Ohitd  nset. 

App.  Macbeth!  Macbetlil  Macbeth  I— 

Mad).  Had  I  three  ears,  I'd  bear  thee. 

App,  Be  bloody,  bold,  and  resolute ;  laugh  to 
scom 
The  power  of  man,  for  none  of  woman  bora 
Shall  harm  Macbeth.  {Deecende, 

Mad),  Then  live,  Macduff:  What  need  I  fear  of 
thee? 
But  yet  111  make  assurance  doublv  sure, 
And  take  a  bond  of  fate :  thou  shalt  not  live; 
That  I  ma;^  tell  pale-hearted  fear  it  lies, 
And  sleep  in  spite  of  thunder. — What  is  this, 

Thunder.    An  Apparition  of  a  Child  crowned,  wUh 
a  Tree  w  hit  Hand,  rime. 

That  rises  like  the  issue  of  a  king ; 
And  wears  upon  his  babv  brow  the  round 
And  top  of  sovereignty? 
AU,  Listen,  but  speak  not  to*t 

App,  Be  lion-mettled,  proud ;  and  take  no  care 
Who  chafes,  who  frets,  or  where  conspirers  are : 
Macbeth  shall  never  vanquish'd  be,  until 
Great  Bimam  wood  to  high  Dunsinane  hill 
Shall  come  against  bun.  [Deecende, 

Mad),  That  will  never  be ; 

Who  can  impress  the  forest ;  bid  the  tsee 
Unfix  his  earth-bound  root?   sweet  bodementsl 

good! 
Rebellious  head,  rise  never,  till  the  wood 
Of  Bimam  rise,  and  our  high-plac'd  Macbeth 
Shall  live  the  lease  of  nature,  pay  his  breath 
To  time,  and  mortal  custom.— -Yet  my  heart 
Throbs  to  know  one  thing :  Tell  me  fji  vow  art 
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Can  tell  to  mncfa),  shall  Banqvo's  Issos  erer 
Beign  in  thia  kingdom  ? 

JU.  Seek  to  know  no  more. 

Macb,  I  will  be  satisfied:  deny  me  this, 
And  an  eternal  corse  fall  on  yon  I  Let  me  know  s — 
Why  sinks  that  caldron?  and  what  noise  is  this? 
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[Hauibof/8. 
»ftto^Show! 


1  TVttc*.  Show!  2  Wite/L  SUowi  a 
AIL  Show  his  eyes,  and  grieve  his  heart; 
Come  like  shadows,  so  depart. 

Eight  Kmga  appear^  and  pan  over  the  Stage  m 
mler;  theituttoithaOkusmhuhand;  BjLNQUO 
following, 

Macb,  Thon  art  too  like  the  spirit  of  Banqno; 
down! 
Thy  crown  does  sear  mine  eyeballs: — ^And  thy  hair, 
Thon  other  gold-bonnd  brow,  is  tike  the  first: — 
A  tliird  is  like  the  former:— Filthy  hags! 
Why  do  you  show  me  thi8?--A  fourth?— Start, 

eyes! 
What!  will  the  line  stretch  out  to  the  crack  of 

doom? 
Another  yet?— A  serenth?— Ill  see  no  more : — 
And  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  bears  a  glass 
Whidi  shows  me  many  more  ;  aud  some  I  see, 
That  two-fold  balls  and  treble  sceptres  carry : 
Horrible  sight !— Now,  I  see,  tis  true ; 
For  the  blood-bolter*d  Banquo  smiles  upon  me. 
And  points  at  them  for  his. — What,  is  this  so  ? 

1  Wikh,  Ay,  sir,  all  this  is  so :— But  why 
Stands  Macbeth  thus  amazedly? 
Come,  sisters,  cheer  we  up  his  sprites 
And  show  the  best  of  our  delights ; 
111  charm  the  air  to  give  a  sound, 
While  jovi  perform  your  antique  round : 
That  this  great  king  may  kindly  say. 
Our  duties  did  his  welcome  pay. 

[Muaic     The  Witches  dance,  and  vanieh, 

Macb,   Where   are   they?     Gone?— Let  this 
pernicious  hour 
Stand  aye  accursed  in  the  calendar !« 
Oome  in,  without  there  t 

Shier  Lbnoz. 

Len,  What's  your  grace's  will  ? 

Jfoeft.  Saw  you  the  weird  sisters  ? 

Len.  No,  my  lord. 

Maeb.  Came  they  not  by  yon  ? 

Len,  No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

Madf,  Infected  be  the  air  whereon  they  ride ; 
And  damned  all  those  that  trust  them ! — I  did  hear 
The  gftUoping  of  horse :  Who  wast  came  by? 

Zot.  Tis  two  or  three,  my  lord,  that  bring  you 
word. 
Macduff  is  fled  to  En^and. 

Macb.  Fled  to  England? 

Len,  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Macb.  'nme,  thou  anticipat*st  my  dread  exploits : 
The  flighty  imrpose  never  is  overtook. 
Unless  the  aeed  go  with  it :  From  this  moment, 
The  very  firstlings  of  my  heart  shall  be 
The  firstlings  of  my  hand.     And  even  now. 
To  orown  my  thoaghts  with  acts,  be  it  thought  and 

done: 
The  castle  of  Macdaff  I  will  snrprise ; 
Seiao  upon  Fife ;  give  to  the  edge  o'  the  sword 
His  wife,  his  babes,  and  all  unfortunate  souls 
That  trace  htm  in  his  line.    No  boasting  like  « 

fool; 
This  deed  111  do  before  this  purpose  cool : 
But  no  more  sights ! — Where  are  these  gentlemen  ? 
CooBQ,  KriQg  me  where  thtj  are  [Eueimi. 


SCENE  n.— Fife.    J  i2oom  tti  MacdufT^  OuOs 
Enter  Lady  Macd  ufp,  her  Son,  and  Boaso. 

L,  Macd.  What  had  he  done  to  make  him  fly 
the  land? 

Bosae,  You  must  have  patience,  madam. 

L,  Macd  He  had  none : 

His  flight  was  madness :  When  our  actions  do  not^ 
Our  fears  do  make  us  traitors. 

Eoeae,  You  know  not 

Whether  it  was  his  wisdom,  or  his  fear. 

L,  Macd  Wisdom !  to  leave  his  wife,  to  leave 
his  babes, 
Hb  mansion,  and  his  titles,  in  a  place 
From  whence  himself  does  fly  ?  He  loves  us  not* 
He  wants  the  natural  touch  :  for  the  poor  wren. 
The  most  diminutive  of  birds,  will  fight, 
Her  young  ones  in  her  nest,  aigainst  the  owL 
All  is  the  fear,  and  notldng  is  the  love ; 
As  little  is  the  wisdom,  where  the  flight 
So  runs  against  all  reason. 

£o89e.  My  dearest  cos, 

I   pray    you  school   yourself:     But,  for   your 

husband. 
He  is  noble,  wise,  judicious,  and  best  knows 
The  fits  0*  the  season.    I  dare  not  speak  much 

farther: 
But  cruel  are  the  times,  when  we  are  traitors. 
And  do  not  know  ourselves;   when   we    bold 

rumour 
From  what  we  fear;  yet  know   not  what  we 

fear; 
But  float  upon  a  wild  and  violent  sem, 
Each  way.  and  move. — I  take  my  leave  of  you: 
Shall  not  be  long  but  111  be  here  again : 
Things  at  the  worst  will  cease,  or  else  climb  upwird 
To  what  they  were  before. — My  pretty  cousin, 
Blessing  upon  you  I 

L.  Macd,  Fathered  he  is,  and  yet  he*s  fatherless. 

Boese,  I  am  so  much  a  fool,  should  I  stay  longer, 
It  would  be  my  disgrace,  and  your  discomfort: 
I  take  my  leave  at  once.  [Exit  BossB. 

L,  Mem,  Sirrah,  your  fiither's  dead ; 
And  what  will  you  ao  now  ?    How  will  you  live  ? 

Son,  As  birds  do,  mother. 

L,  Macd  What,  with  worms  and  flies  ? 

Son,  With  what  I  get,  I  mean ;  and  so  do  they. 

L.  Macd  Poor  bird !  thou'dst  never  fear  the  net, 
nor  lime. 
The  pit-fidl,  nor  the  gin. 

Son.  Whyshould  I,  mother?    Poor  birds  th^ 
are  not  set  for. 
My  &ther  is  not  dead,  for  all  your  saying. 

L,  Mood  Yee,  he  is  dead ;  how  wilt  thou  do  for 
a  father? 

Son.  Nay,  how  will  you  do  for  a  husband  ? 

L,  Macd,  Why,  I  can  buy  me  twenty  at  any 
market 

Son,  Then  youll  buy  *em  to  sell  again. 

L.  Macd  Thou  speak'st  with  all  thy  wit ;  and 
yet,  i'  fidth, 
With  wit  enough  for  thee. 

Son,  Wasmy  father  a  traitor,  mother? 

L,  Macd  Ay,  that  he  was. 

Son.  What  UB  a  traitor? 

L,  Macd  Why.  one  that  swears  and  lies. 

Son.  And  be  all  traitors  that  do  so? 

L,  Macd  Every  one  that  does  so  is  a  traitor, 
and  must  be  hanged. 

Son.  And  must  th^  all  be  hanged  that  swear 
and  lie? 

L,  Macd  Every  one. 
I      Son,  Who  must  hang  them  f     ^  t 
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L.  Maed,  Why,  the  hoi  .est  men. 

8on.  Then  the  liars  and  swearers  are  fools :  for 
there  are  liars  and  swearers  enough  to  beat  the 
honest  men,  and  bang  up  them. 

L.  MacdL  Now  God  help  thee,  poor  monkey! 
Bat  how  wilt  thoa  do  for  a  father  ? 

Son*  If  he  were  dead,  you'd  weep  for  him :  if 
you  would  not,  it  were  a  good  sign  that  I  should 
quickly  liave  a  new  father. 

L,  Maed.  Poor  prattler  I  how  thoa  talkesti 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Me88.  Bless  yon,  fair  dame  t  I  am  not  to  you 

known, 
Thongh  in  your  state  of  honour  I  am  perfect. 
I  doubt,  some  danger  does  approach  you  nearly : 
If  you  vrill  take  a  homely  man's  advice. 
Be   not   found   here;   nence,    with   your  little 

ones. 
To  fright  yon  thus,  methinks,  I  am  too  savage ; 
To  do  worse  to  you  were  fell  cruelty, 
Which  is  too  nigh  your  person.    Heaven  preserve 

you! 
I  dare  abide  no  longer.  [Eadt  Messenger. 

L.  Maed.  Whither  should  1  fly  ? 

I  have  done  no  harm.    But  I  remember  now 
I  am  in  this  eartlily  world ;  where,  to  do  harm 
Is  often  laudable;  to  do  good,  sometime. 
Accounted  dangerous  folly:  why  then,  alas! 
Do  I  put  up  that  womanly  defence. 
To  say,  I  have  done  no  harm  ?    What  are  these 

faces? 

Enter  Morderers. 
Mur.  Where  is  your  husband  ? 
L.  Maed.  I  hope,  in  no  place  so  onsanctified, 
Where  sach  as  thou  mayst  find  him. 
Mur.  He's  a  traitor. 

Son.  Thou  liest,  thou  shag-hair'd  villain. 
Mur.  What,  you  egg !       [Staibing  kirn. 

Young  try  of  treachery ! 

Son.  He  has  killed  me,  mother : 

Run  away,  I  prav  you.  [Dies. 

[Exit  Lady  Macduff,  eryinq  "  Murder/'  oMd 
purtuedby  the  Murderen.] 

SCENE  IIL— EngUnd.    A  Soom  m  the  Kmg'$ 
Palaee. 

Enter  Malcolm  and  Macduff. 

MaL  Let  as  seek  some  desokte  shade,  and  there 
Weep  our  sad  bosoms  empty. 

Mood.  Let  OS  rather. 

Hold  fast  the  mortal  sword;  and,  like  good  men. 
Bestride  our  down-fall'n  birthdom:  £u^  new 

mom, 
New  widows  howl;  new  orphans  cry;  new  sorrows 
Strike  heaven  on  the  &cc,  that  it  resounds 
As  if  it  felt  with  Scotland,  and  yell'd  out 
Like  syllable  of  dolour. 

MaL  What  I  believe  111  wail; 

What  know,  believe ;  and,  what  I  can  redress. 
As  I  shall  find  the  time  to  friend,  I  will. 
What  you  have  spoke,  it  may  be  so,  perchance, 
rhis   tyrant,   whose    sole    name    oUsters    oar 

tongues. 
Was  once  thought  honest  3  yoa  have  lov'd  him 

well; 
He  hath  not  touch'd  you  yet    I  am  young,  bat 

something 
Ton  may  deserve  of  him  through  me;  and  wisdom 
To  offer  up  a  weak,  poor  innocent  lamb, 
Toappease  an  angry  God. 


MACBETH. 

Maed.  I  am  not  treocheroiu. 

MaL  But  Macbetb  is 

A  good  and  vlrtaons  nature  may  recoil, 
In  an  imperial  charge.    Bnt  I  crave  your  pardon 
That    which    yoa    are    my    thoaghts    cannot 

transpose: 
Angels  are  bright  still,   though  the   brightest 

fell: 
Though  all  things  foul  wonld  wear  the  brows  01 

grace. 
Yet  grace  must  still  look  so. 

Maed.  I  have  lost  my  hopes. 

MaL  Perchance,  even  there,  where  I  did  find 
my  doubts. 
Why  in  that  rawness  left  yon  wife  and  ^hild 
(Those  precious  motives,  those  strong  knots  of 

love). 
Without  leave-taking?— I  pray  yon, 
Let  not  my  jealousies  be  your  dishonoars, 
Bnt  mine  own  mfeties :— ion  may  be  rightly  just, 
Whatever  I  shall  think. 

Maed.  Bleed,  bleed,  poor  osontry  1 

Great  tyranny,  lay  thou  thy  basis  sure. 
For  goodness  dares  not  oheok  thee!  wear  thou 

thy  wrones. 
Thy  title  is  affeer'd.— Fare  thee  well,  lord : 
I  would  not  be  the  villain  that  thoa  think'st 
For  the  whole  space  that^  in  the  tyrant's  grasp. 
And  the  rich  East  to  boot. 

MaL  Be  not  ofiiended  • 

I  speak  not  as  in  absolute  fear  of  you. 
I  think,  our  country  sinks  beneath  the  yoke ; 
It  weeps,  it  bleeds :  and  each  new  day  a  gash 
Is  added  to  her  wounds  :  I  think,  withal, 
There  wonld  be  hands  uplifted  m  my  right ; 
And  here,  from  gracious  England,  have  I  offer 
Of  goodly  thousands :  But,  for  all  this, 
When  I  shall  tread  upon  the  tyrant's  head. 
Or  wear  it  on  my  sword,  yet  my  poor  country 
i  Shall  have  more  vices  than  it  had  before; 
More  suffer,  and  more  sundry  ways  than  ever, 
By  him  that  shall  succeed. 

Maed.  What  shonld  he  be  r 

McL  It  is  myself  I  mean :  in  whom  I  know 
All  the  particiuars  of  vice  so  grafted. 
That,  when  they  shall  be  open'd,  bUuik  Macbeth 
Will  seem  as  pure  as  snow ;  and  the  poor  state 
Esteem  him  as  a  kmb,  being  compared 
With  my  confineless  harms. 

Maed.  Not  in  the  legions 

Of  horrid  bell,  can  come  a  devil  more  damn'd 
In  evils,  to  top  Macbeth. 

MaL  I  grant  him  bloody, 

Lnxurions,  avaricious,  false,  deceitful. 
Sudden,  malicious,  smacking  of  every  sin 
That  has  a  name :  But  therels  no  bottom,  none, 
In    my     voluptaonsnoBS :    yoor   wives,     youi 

daughters. 
Your  matrons,  and  your  maids,  could  not  fill  up 
The  cistern  of  my  lust ;  and  my  desire 
All  continent  impediments  would  overbear. 
That  did  oppose  my  will :  Better  Macbeth 
Than  such  a  one  to  reign. 

Maed.  Boundless  intemperanoe 

In  nature  is  a  tyranny ;  it  hath  been 
The  untimely  emp^ng  of  the  happy  throne 
And  fall  of  many  Kings.    Bnt  fear  not  yet 
To  take  npon  you  what  is  yours :  you  may 
Convey  yonr  pleasures  in  a  spadons  plenty. 
And  yet  seem  cold,  the  time  yon  may  so  hood 

wink. 
We  have  willing  dames  enough ;  there  oannot  be 
That  vulture  in  yon,  to  devour  somanv         1 
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JLb  wQl  to  greatness  dedicate  themselvets 
Fmding  it  so  indin'd. 

MaL  W  ith  this  there  grows 

In  mj  most  fl^composM  tffection,  sach 
A  stanchless  ayarioe,  that,  were  I  kiog, 
I  should  cut  oflf  the  nobles  for  their  lands ; 
Desire  his  jewels,  and  this  other's  hoose : 
And  my  more-having  would  be  as  a  saaoe 
To  make  me  hunger  more;  that  I  should  forge 
Quarrels  unjust  against  the  good  and  loyal. 
Destroying  them  for  wealth. 

liaed.  This  avarice 

Sticks  deeper;  grows  with  more  pernicious  root 
Than  summer-6eedin|f  lust;  and  it  halh  been 
The  sword  of  our  slam  kincs :  Tet  do  not  fear ; 
Scotland  hath  foysons  to  fill  up  your  will, 
Of  your  mere  own :  All  these  are  portable, 
With  other  graces  weigh'd. 

MaL  But  I   have   none:  The  king-becoming 
graces. 
As  justice,  verity,  temperance,  stablenesa, 
Bounty,  perseverance,  laeroy,  lowliness, 
Devotion,  patience^  courage,  fortitude, 
I  have  no  reli:»h  of  them ;  but  abound 
In  the  division  of  each  several  crime, 
Acting  it  many  ways.    Nay,  had  I  power,  I  should 
Poor  the  sweet  milk  of  concord  into  hell, 
Uproar  the  universal  peace,  confoond 
Ail  unity  on  earth. 

Maed.  0  Scotland  I  Scotland  1 

MaL  If  soch  a  one  be  fit  to  govern,  speak : 
I  am  at  I  have  spoken. 

Maed,  Fit  to  govern  t 

Mo,  not  to  live.— O  nation  miserable. 
With  an  untitled  ^rrant  bloody  sceptre*d, 
When  shalt  thou  see  thy  wholesome  days  again  ? 
Since  that  the  truest  issue  of  thy  throne 
By  his  own  interdiction  stands  accursed. 
And  does  blaspheme  his  breed  ?— I1iy  royal  fiither 
Was  a  most  samted  king :  the  queen,  that  bore  thee, 
Oft'ner  upon  her  knees  than  on  her  feet, 
Died  every  day  she  lived.    Fare  thee  well  t 
These  evils  thou  repeat'st  upon  thyself 
Have  banish 'd  me  n*om  Sootland. — O,  my  breast, 
Thy  hope  ends  herel 

MaL  Macduff,  this  noble  pas&ion. 

Child  of  integrity,  hath  from  my  soul 
Wip'd  tne  black  scruples,  reconcird  my  thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth  and  honour.    Devilish  Macbeth 
By  many  of  these  trains  hath  soaght  to  win  me 
Into  his  power ;  and  modest  wisdom  plucks  me 
From  over-credulous  haste :  But  God  above 
Deal  between  thee  and  me  1  for  even  now 
I  pat  myself  to  thy  direction,  and 
Unspeak  mine  own  detraction ;  here  abjure 
The  taints  and  blames  1  laid  upon  myself. 
For  strangers  to  my  nature.    I  am  yet 
Unknown  to  woman ;  never  was  forsworn; 
Scarcely  have  coveted  what  was  mine  own ; 
At  no  time  broke  my  faith ;  would  not  betray 
The  devil  to  his  fellow ;  and  delight 
No  less  in  truth  than  life :  my  first  &lse  speaking 
Was  thb  upon  myself:  What  1  am  truly. 
Is  thine,  and  my  poor  country  s,  to  command: 
Whither,  indeea,  oefure  thy  ucre-epproach, 
Old  Siward,  with  ten  thousand  warlike  men, 
All  ready  at  a  point,  was  settins  forth : 
Now  well  together :  And  the  cnance,  of  goodness. 
Be  like  oar  warranted  quarrel!     Why  are  you 
silent? 

Maed,  Sach  welcome  and  anwiloome  things  at 
once, 
Tis  hard  to  reconcile 


SiUer  a  Doctor. 

MaL  Well ;  more  anon. — Comes  the  king  forth, 
I  pray  you  ? 

DoeL  Ay,  sir :  there  are  a  crew  of  wrel6hed 
souls. 
That  stay  his  cure:  their  malady  convinces 
The  great  assay  of  art ;  but,  at  his  touch. 
Such  sanctity  hath  Heaven  given  his  hand, 
They  presently  amend. 

JiaL  I  thank  you,  doctor. 

[Exit  Doctor. 

Maed,  What's  the  disease  he  means  ? 

MaL  Tiscall'dUieevU; 

A  most  miraculous  work  in  this  good  king: 
Which  often,  since  my  here-remain  in  England, 
I  have  seen  him  do.    How  he  solicits  He^iven, 
Himself  best  knows :  but  strangely-visited  people^ 
All  swoln  and  ulcerous,  pitiful  to  the  eye. 
The  mere  despair  of  surgery,  he  cures ; 
Hanging  a  golden  stamp  about  their  necks, 
Put  on  with  holy  prayers :  and  'tis  spoken. 
To  the  succeeding  royalty  he  leaves 
The  healing   benediction.     With    this   strange 

virtue, 
He  hath  a  heavenly  gift  of  prophecy ; 
And  sundry  blessings  hang  about  ms  throne, 
That  speak  him  Ml  of  grace. 

Enter  Rossi. 
Mood,  See,  who  comes  here  ? 

MaL  My  coontryman;  but  yet  I  know  him 

not. 
Maed,  My  ever-^ntle  oonsin,  welcome  hither. 
MaL  I  know  him  now:   Good  GK>d,  bttimes 
remove 
The  means  that  make  as  strangers ! 
Iio8$e,  Sir,  Amen. 

Maed.  Stands  Sootland  where  it  did  ? 
Hotse.  Alas,  poor  country ; 

Almost  afraid  to  know  itself  I  It  cannot 
Be  called  oar  mother,  bat  oar  grave:   where 

nothing. 
Bat  who  knows  nothing,  is  once  seen  to  smile ; 
Where  sighs,  and  groans,  and  shrieks  that  rend 

tne  air, 
Are  made,  not  marked;   where  violent  sorrow 


A  modem  ecstaoy :  the  dead  man's  knell 

Is  there  scarce  ask'd,  for  who;  and  good  men's 

lives 
Expire  before  the  flowers  in  theur  caps, 
Dy  mg,  or  ere  they  sicken. 

Maed,  0,  relation, 

Too  nice,  and  yet  too  truet 
MaL  What's  the  newest  grief  ? 
Bo8$e.  That  of  an  hour's  age  dotii  hiss  the 
speaker; 
Each  mmute  teems  a  new  one. 
Maed,  Hqw  does  my  wife? 

Sosae,  Why,  well. 
Maed,  Ana  all  my  children  ? 
Bosse.  Well  too. 

Maed,  The  tyrant  has  not  batter'd  at  their 

peace? 
Ji<me,  No ;  they  were  well  at  peace,  when  I  did 

leave  them. 
Maed,  Be  not  a  niggard  of  your  gpeooh :  How 

goes  it? 
Botte,  when  I  came  hither  to  transport  the 
tidings. 
Which  I  have  heavily  borne,  there  ran  a  nunoar 
Of  many  worthy  fellows  that  were  out ; 
I  Which  was  to  my  belief  witness'd  tbv  rather^  i 
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For  that  I  mw  the  tyrants  power  a- foot 
Now  is  the  time  of  help ;  your  eye  in  Scotland 
Would  create  soldiers,  make  oar  women  fight 
To  doff  their  dire  distresses. 

M€iL  Bet  theii;  comfort, 

We  are  coming  thither:  sracioas  England  hath 
Lent  us  good  Siward,  and  ten  thousand  men ; 
An  older  and  a  better  soldier  none 
That  Christendom  gives  out. 

Bo8»e,  *Would  I  could  answer 

This  comfort  with  the  like  I  But  I  have  words 
That  would  be  howl'd  out  in  the  desert  air, 
Where  hearing  should  not  Utch  them. 

Mood,  What  concern  they  ? 

The  general  cause?  or  is  it  a  fee-grief^ 
Due  to  some  smgle  breast? 

Rone,  No  mind  that*s  honest 

But  in  it  shares  some  woe ;  though  the  main  part 
Pertains  to  you  ak>ne. 

Macd.  If  it  be  mine, 

Keep  it  not  from  me,  quickly  let  me  have  it.  i 

00996,  Let  not  your  ears  despise  my  tongue  for 
ever, 
Which  shall  possess  them  with  the  heaviest  sound, 
That  ever  yet  they  heard. 

Mood.  Humph !  I  guess  at  it. 

B0999,  Tour  otstle  is  surprised ;  your  wife  and  I 
babes. 
Savagely  slaughtered :  to  relate  the  manner, 
Were,  on  the  quarrv  of  these  murder 'd  deer. 
To  add  the  death  01  you. 

MaL  Merciful  heaven  1 — 

What,  man  I  ne'er  pull  your  hat  upon  your  brows ; 
Give  sorrow  words :  the  grief  that  does  not  speak 
Whispers  the  o'erfraught  heart,  and  bids  it  break. 

Macd,  Mv  children  too  ? 

Bi0999,  Wife,  children,  servants,  all  that  could  be 
found. 

Hood.  And  I  must  be  from  tbenoel    My  wife 
killUtoo? 


MACBETH. 

£0996, 


I  have  said. 
MaL  Be  comforted 

Let's  malke  us  medicines  of  our  great  revenge, 
To  cure  this  deadly  grie^ 
Macd.  He   has  no  diildren. — All  my  pretty 
ones? 
Did  you  say,  all?— 0,  hell-kite  I—All? 
What,  all  my  pretty  chickens,  and  their  dam* 
At  one  fell  swoop? 
Mai,  Dispute  it  like  a  mau. 
Macd,  I  shall  do  so; 

But  I  must  also  feel  it  as  a  man  : 
I  cannot  but  remember  such  things  were, 
That  were  most   precious  to  me. — Did   heaven 

look  on, 
And  would  not  take  their  part?  SinAil  Macduff 
They  were  all   struck   for  thee;   naught  that 

I  am! 
Not  for  their  own  demerits,  but  for  mine. 
Fell  daughter  on  their  souls:  Heaven  rest  them 
now! 
MaL  Be  this  the  whetstone  of  your  sword :  let 
grief 
Convert  to  anger;  blunt  not  the  heart,  enrage  it 
MaaL  O,  I  could  play  the-  woman  with  mine 
eyes. 
And   braj^gart   with   my   tongue  t— But   gentle 

heavens. 
Cut  short  all  intermission :  front  to  front. 
Bring  thou  this  fiend  of  Scotland  and  myself; 
Within  my  sword's  length  set  him ;  if  he  ^cape, 
Heaven  forgive  him  tool 

MaL  This  tune  goes  manly. 

Come,  go  we  to  the  king ;  our  power  is  ready; 
Our  lade  is  nothing  but  our  leave :  Macbeth 
Is  ripe  for  shaking,  and  the  powers  above 
Put  on  their  instruments.     Receive  what  dieer 

you  may; 
The  night  is  long  that  never  finds  the  day. 

[EaeunL 
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MACBETH. 


ACT  V. 


BCENE  L— Drniginane.    A  Boom  m  ihs  OasUe. 

Enter  a  Doctor  of  Physic,  and  a  waiting 
Gentlewoman. 

Doct.  I  have  two  nights  watched  with  you,  but 
can  perceive  no  truth  in  your  report.  When  was 
H  she  last  walked? 

6enL  Since  his  majesty  went  into  the  field,  I 
have  seen  her  rise  from  her  bed,  throw  her  night- 
gown upon  her,  unlock  her  closet,  take  forth  a 
paper,  fold  it,  write  upon^t,  read  it,  afterwards  seal 
It,  and  again  return  to  bed ;  yet  all  this  while  in  a 
most  fiist  sleep. 

Doct,  A  great  perturbation  in  nature  I  to  receive 
»t  once  the  benefit  of  sleep,  and  do  the  effects  of 
watching. — In  this  slumbery  agitation,  besides  her 
walking  and  other  actual  performances,  what,  at 
any  time,  have  ^ou  heard  her  say  ? 

Oent.  That,  sir,  which  I  will  not  report  after  her. 

Doct,  You  may,  to  me;  and  'tis  most  meet  you 
should. 

Qeat,  Neither  to  you,  nor  any  one ;  having  no 
witness  to  confirm  my  speech. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  with  a  taper. 

Lo  you,  here  she  comes !  '1  his  is  her  very  guise ; 
and,  upon  my  life,  fiist  asleep.  Observe  her :  stand 
close. 

Doct.  How  came  she  by  that  light  ? 

Oent.  Why,  it  stood  by  her :  she  has  light  by 
her  continually ;  ^  her  command. 

DocL  You  see  her  eyes  are  open. 

Gent,  Ay,  but  their  sense  is  shut. 

Doct.  What  is  it  she  does  now?  Look  how  she 
subs  her  hands. 

QmL  It  is  an  accustomed  action  with  her,^to 
seem  thus  washing  her  hands.  I  have  known  her 
continue  in  this  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

fjody  M.  Yet  here's  a  spot. 

Doct.  Hark,  she  speaks :  I  will  set  down  what 
comes  from  her,  to  satisfy  my  remembrance  the 
more  strongly. 

Lady  M.  Out,  damned  spot!  out,  I  say !— One; 
Two:  Why,  then  tb  time  to  do't:  Hell  is 
murky  1— Fie,  my  lord,  fie!  a  soldier,  and  afeard? 
What  need  we  fear  who  knows  it,  when  none  can 
eall  our  power  to  account?— Yet  who  would  have 
thought  the  old  man  to  have  had  so  much  blood  in 
him! 

Doct,  Do  you  mark  that? 

Lady  M.  The  Thane  of  Fife  had  a  wife ;  where 
Is  she  now?— What,  will  tliese  hands  ne*er  be 
tiean?— No  more  o'  that,  my  lord,  no  more  o* 
that:  you  mat'  all  >vith  this  starting. 

Doct.  Go  to,  go  to ;  you  have  known  what  yoa 
should  not. 

Oent.  She  has  spoke  what  she  should  not,  I  am 
sure  of  that :  Heaven  knows  what  she  has  known. 

Lady  M.  Here*s  the  smell  of  the  blood  still :  all 
the  perfumes  of  Arabia  will  not  aweeten  this  little 
hand.    Oh!  oh!  ohi 

Doct,  What  a  sigh  is  there  I  The  heart  is  sorely 
charged. 

OfenL  I  would  not  have  such  a  heart  in  my 
bosom,  for  the  dimity  of  the  whole  body. 

Doct.  Well,  well,  well,— 

OenL  'Fray  God  it  be,  sir. 

Doct.  This  disease  is  beyond  my  practice :  Yet 
I  have  known  those  which  have  walked  in  their 
sleep  who  have  died  holily  in  their  Ixjds. 


Lady  M.  Wash  your  hands,  put  on  yonr  night 
gown;  look  not  so  pale: —I  teU  you  yet  again, 
Banquo's  buried ;  he  cannot  come  out  on's  grave. 

Doct.  Even  so  ? 

Lady  M.  To  bed,  to  bed ;  there's  knocking  at 
the  gate.  Come,  come,  come,  come,  give  me 
your  hand.  What's  done  cannot  be  undone;  To 
bed,  to  bed,  to  bed.  [Exit  Lady  Maobetu 

Doct.  Will  she  go  now  to  bed? 

Oent.  Directly. 

Doct.  Foul  whisperings  are  abroad:  Unnatural 
deeds 
Do  breed  unnatural  troubles :  Infected  minds 
To  their  deaf  pillows  will  discharge  their  secrets. 
More  needs  she  the  divine  than  the  physician. 
God,  Ood,  forgive  us  all  I    Look  after  her ; 
Remove  from  her  the  means  of  all  annoyance, 
And  still  keep  eyes  upon  her  >-So.  good  night: 
My  mind  she  has  mated,  and  amaz'd  my  sight : 
I  think,  but  dare  not  speak. 

Oent,  Good  night,  good  oootor. 

[Exem* 

SCENE  XL— rAs  Oomtry  near  Dunsinane. 

Enter^  with  drum  and  oolour$,  Menteth,  Gatu- 
NES8,  AnaDS,  Lenox,  and  Soldiers. 

Ment,  The  English  power  is  near,  led  on  by 
Malcolm, 
His  unde  Siward,  and  the  good  Macduff. 
Revenges  bum  in  them :  for  their  dear  causes 
Would,  to  the  bleedmg  and  the  grim  alarm, 
Excite  the  mortified  man. 

Any.  Near  Bimam  wood 

Shall  we  well  meet  them;  that  way  are  they 
coming. 

Oath,  Who  knows  if  Donalbain  be  with  his 
brother? 

Len,  For  certain,  sir,  he  is  not:  I  have  a  file 
Of  all  the  gentry :  there  is  Siward's  son, 
And  many  unrough  youths,  that  even  now 
Protest  their  first  of  manhood. 

MctU.  What  does  the  tyrant  ? 

Cath.  Great  Dunsinane  he  strongly  fortifies : 
Some  say  he's  mad ;  others,  that  lesser  hate  him, 
Do  call  It  valiant  fury:  but,  for  certain. 
He  cannot  buckle  his  distempered  cause 
Within  the  belt  of  rule. 

Any.  Now  does  he  feel 

His  secret  mnrthers  sticking  on  his  hands ; 
Now  minutely  revolts  upbraid  his  futh-breaoh ; 
Those  he  commands  move  only  in  command, 
Nothing  in  love :  now  does  he  feel  his  title 
Hang  loose  about  him,  like  a  giants  robe 
Upon  a  dwarfish  thief. 

Ment.  Who  then  shall  blame 

His  pestered  senses  to  recoil,  and  start. 
When  aJl  that  is  within  him  does  condenm 
Itself,  for  being  there? 

Oath,  Well,  inarch  we  on. 

To  give  obedience  where  tis  truly  ow'd: 
Meet  we  the  medicine  of  the  sickly  weal ; 
And  with  him  pour  we,  in  our  countryTs  purge, 
Each  drop  of  us. 

Len.  Or  so  much  as  it  needs, 

To  dew  the  sovereign  flower,  and  drown  the 

weeds. 
Make  we  our  march  towards  Birnam. 

^  I  Exeunt,  mafcMno. 
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Dnasinane.  A  Boom  m  the  CastU. 

Enter  IfAOBETHf  Doctor,  and  Attendants. 

Jiach.  Bring  me  no  more  reports;  let  them  fly  all; 

Till  Bimam  wood  remove  to  Dmisinanef 

I  cannot  taint  with  fear.  What's  the  boy,  lialcolm  ? 

Was  be  not  bom  of  woman  ?    The  spirits  that 

know 
All  mortal  consequences  have  pronounced  me  thus : 
**  Fear  not.  Macbeth ;  no  man  tnat^s  born  of  woman 
Shall  e'er  haye  power  upon  thee."    Then  fly,  false 

thanes, 
And  mingle  with  the  English  epicures : 
The  mind  I  sway  by.  and  the  heart  1  bear, 
Shall  never  sag  witn  doubt,  nor  shake  with  fear. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

The  devil  damn  thee  black,  thou  cream-fao*d  loon ; 
Where  gott  st  thou  that  goose  look  ? 

Serv,  There  is  ten  thousand— 

Maeb.  Oeese,  villain? 

Serv.  Soldiers,  sir. 

Macb,  Go,  prick  thy  fiice,  and  over-red  thy  fear, 
Thou  lily-liver'd  boy.     What  soldiers,  patch  ? 
Death  of  thy  soul !  those  linen  cheeks  of  tliine 
Are  counsellors  to  fear.   What  sol  diers,  whey-face  ? 

Sen,  The  EnglL>h  force,  so  please  you. 

Afacb.  Take  thy  face  hence.— Sey ton ! — I  am 
sick  at  heart. 
When  I  behold — Seyton,  I  say ! — ^This  push 
Will  cheer  me  ever,  or  dis-seat  me  now. 
I  have  liv*d  long  enough :  my  way  of  life 
Is  fallen  into  the  sear,  the  yellow  leaf: 
And  that  which  should  accompany  old  age. 
As  honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  fi  iends, 
I  must  not  look  to  have ;  but,  in  their  stead, 
Curses  not  loud,  but  deep,  mouth-honour,  breath. 
Which  the  poor  heart  would  fiiin  deny,  and  dare 

not 
Seyton  t — 

Enter  Seyton. 

Sey.  What's  your  gracious  pleasure? 

Mad).  What  news  more  ? 

Sey,  All  is  confirmed,   nay  lord,    which   was 
reported. 

Maob,  111  fight,  till  from  my  bones  my  flesh  be 
hack'd. 
Give  me  my  armour. 

Sey,  Tis  not  needed  yet. 

Macb,  III  put  it  on. 
Send  out  more  horses,  skur  the  country  round ; 
Hang  those  that  talk  of  fear. — Give  me  mine 

armour : — 
How  does  your  patient,  doctor  ? 

Doct.  Not  so  sick  my  lord. 

As  she  is  troubled  with  thick-coming  fancies. 
That  keep  her  from  her  rest. 

Macb.  Cure  her  of  that : 

Canst  thou  not  minister  to  a  mind  diseased: 
Pluck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  sorrow ; 
Kaze  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain ; 
And,  with  somo  sweet  oblivious  antidote. 
Cleanse  the  stuflTd  bosom  of  that  perilous  stuff. 
Which  weighs  upon  the  heart? 

Doct.  Therein  the  patient 

Uust  minister  to  himselt 

Macb.  Throw  physic  to  the  dogs.  111  none  of 
it- 
Come,  put  mine  armour  on ;  give  me  my  staff: — 
Beyton,  send  out — Doctor,  the  thanes  fly  from 

me: — 
Ijone,  sur,  despatch : — If  thou  cooldst,  doctar  oast 


MACBETH 

The  water  of  my  land,  find  her  disease, 
And  purge  it  to  a  sound  and  pristine  health, 
I  would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  echo. 
That  sliould  applaud  again.— Pull  't  uf^  I  sa>.— 
What  rhubarb,  senna,  or  wltat  purgative  drug. 
Would  scour  these  English  hence?— Hearest  thoo 
of  them? 

Doct,  Ay,  my  good  lord ;  your  royal  prq[»araaon 
Makes  us  hear  something. 

Macb,  Bring  it  after  me. — 

I  will  not  be  afraid  of  death  and  bane, 
mi  Bimam  forest  come  to  Dunsinane.         [Exit- 

Doct.  Were  I  from  Dunsinane  away  and  clear. 
Profit  again  sliould  hardly  draw  me  here. 

[Esmt 


SCENE  lY, -^Countr^  near  Dunsmane.     A 
Wood  tn  view, 

Enter^withdrumandcoUnan^  MALCOLM,o/e/SiWAUD 
and  kia  Son,  Macddpp,  Mexteth,  C4thne88, 
Lenox,  Angus,  Kossx,  and  Soldiers,  marching^ 

MaL  Cousins,  I  hope  the  days  are  near  at  hand. 
That  chambers  will  be  safe. 

^fent.  We  doubt  it  nothing. 

Slw,  What  wood  is  this  berore  us? 

Meat.  The  wood  of  Bimam. 

MaL  Let  every  soldier  hew  him  down  a  bough. 
And  bear*t  before  him ;  thereby  sliall  we  shadow 
The  numbers  of  our  host,  and  make  discovery 
Err  in  report  of  us. 

Sold.  It  shall  be  done. 

Siw.  We  leara  no  otlier,  but  the  confident  tyrant 
Keeps  still  in  Dunsinane,  and  will  endure 
Our  setting  down  before't 

MaL  Tis  his  main  hope : 

For  where  there  is  advantage  to  be  given. 
Both  more  and  less  have  given  him  the  revolt ; 
An(|  none  serve  with  him  but  constrained  things. 
Whose  hearts  are  absent  too. 

Macd.  Let  our  just  oensuret 

Attend  the  tme  event,  and  put  we  on . 
Industrious  soldiership. 

Siio.  The  time  apnroaches, 

That  will  with  due  decision  make  us  know 
What  we  shall  say  we  liave,  and  what  we  owe. 
Tlioughts  speculative  their  unsure  hopes  relate; 
But  certain  issue  strokes  must  arbitrate : 
Towards  which  advance  the  war. 

\Exevnlymarchinif, 

SCENE  v.— Dunsinane.     Within  the  CastU. 

Enter^  with  drums  andcohursj  Macbeth,  Seytok, 
and  Soldiers. 

Macb,  Hang  out  our  banners  on  the  outward 
walls ; 
The  cry  is  still  "  They  come :"  Our  castle's  strength 
Will  laugh  a  siege  to  scorn :  here  let  them  lie. 
Till  famine  and  the  ague  eat  them  up : 
Were  they  not  forced  with  those  that  should  be 

ours. 
We  might  have  met  them  dareful,  beard  to  beard 
And  bo&t  them  backward  home.    What  is  that 
noise? 

[A  cry  within,  o/women^ 
Sey.  It  is  the  cry  of  women,  my  good  lord. 
Madf.  I  have  almost  forgot  the  taste  of  fean; 
The  time  has  been,  my  senses  would  have  cool'd 
To  hear  a  night  shriek ;  and  my  fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a  dismal  treatise  rouse  and  stir, 
Aa  life  ware  in't:  I  have  supp'dfull^thhorzorai 
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Dtrenew,  finnflfAr  to  my  sUnghtVous  thongbta, 
Cannot  once  start  me. — Wherefore  was  that  crjf 

Sejf,  The  qneen,  my  lord,  is  dead. 

liacb.  She  should  have  died  hereafter; 
There  would  have  been  a  time  for  such  a  word.-- 
To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow, 
Creeps  in  this  pettj  pace  from  day  to  day, 
To  the  last  syllable  of  recorded  time ; 
And  all  our  yesterdays  have  lighted  fools 
The  way  to  dust^  death.     Out,  out,  brief  candle  I 
Life's  but  a  walkmg  shadow ;  a  poor  player. 
That  strntjj  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  stage, 
And  then  is  heard  no  more :  it  is  a  tale 
Told  by  an  idiot,  full  of  sound  and  fdry, 
Signifying  nothing. — 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
•  Thon  eom*8t  to  use  thy  tongue ;  thy  story  qnickly. 

Jfess,  Gracious  my  lord, 
I  should  report  that  which  (  say  I  saw, 
Bot  know  not  how  to  do  it. 

Macb,  Well,  say,  sir. 

Ifess.  As  I  did  stand  my  watch  upon  the  bill, 
1  look'd  toward  Bimam,  and,  anon,  methought, 
The  wood  began  to  move. 

Macb,  Liar,  and  slave ! 

[Strthnffhim, 

Mesa.  Let  me  endure  yonr  wrath  if 't  be  not  so; 
Within  this  three  mile  may  you  see  it  coming ; 
I  say,  a  moving  grove. 

Macb.  If  thou  speak'st  false. 

Upon  the  next  tree  shalt  thou  bang  alive, 
Tul  famine  cling  thee :  if  thy  speech  bo  sooth, 
I  care  n^t  if  thou  dost  for  me  as  much. — 
I  pall  in  resolution;  and  begin 
To  doubt  the  equivocation  of  the  fiend, 
That  lies  like  truth :  *'  Fear  not,  till  Bimam  wood 
Do  come  to  Dunsinane ;"— and  now  a  wood 
Comes  toward  Dunsinane  — Arm,  arm,  and  out! 
If  this  which  he  avouches  does  appear, 
There  is  nor  flying  hence,  nor  tarrying  here. 
I  *gin  to  be  a-weary  of  the  stm, 
And  w  ish  the  estate  o*  the  world  were  now  undone. — 
Ring  the  alarum-l>ell : — Blow  wind  I  come  wrack  I 
At  least  well  die  with  harness  on  our  back. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE   YI — The  mane.     A  Bain  hefare  the 
Castle. 

Enter^  with  drums  and  cobwn^   JAkUyoiiMy   old 
81WARD,  Hacduff,  Scy  attd  their  Army^  with 
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MaL  Now,  near  enough;  your  leavy  screens 
throw  down, 
Andsbow  like  those  you  are : — You,  worthy  uncle, 
Shall,  with  my  cou<in,  your  right  noble  son, 
Lead  our  fir»t  battle :  wortliy  Macduflf,  and  we, 
Shall  take  upon  us  what  else  remains  to  do, 
According  to  our  order. 

J^uK  Fare  you  well.— 

Do  we  but  find  the  tyrant's  power  to-night. 
Let  us  be  beaten  if  we  caimot  AkIi^* 
Macd.  Make  all  our  trumpets  speak ;  give  them 
all  breath, 
Those  clamorous  harbingers  of  blood  and  death. 
[ExewU,    Marums  contimicd, 

SCENE   YIL—The  same.    Another  vart  of  the 

PUan. 

Enter  Maobkth. 

Madb.  They  have  tied  iiiu  to  a  stake;  I  cannot  fly. 
Bat*  bear-like,  I  must  fight  the  oourso.— What's  ha 


That  was  not  bom  of  woman  ?    Such  a  one 
Am  I  to  fear,  or  none. 

Enter  Young  Siwabd* 
To.  JXw.  What  is  thy  name  ? 
Madb.  Thou'lt  be  afraid  to  hear  it 

Yo.  8i».  No;  though   thou   oallst   thyself  t 
hotter  name 
Than  any  is  in  hdl. 
Mad),  lAj  name's  Macbeth. 

Yo,  Siw.  The  devil  himself  oould  not  pronounce 
a  title 
More  hateful  to  mine  ear. 
Macb.  No,  nor  more  fearfuL 

Yo.  Siw.  Thou  liest,  abhorred  tyrant ;  with  ray 
sword 
111  prove  the  lie  thou  speak'st 

[TJteyJig/it^  and  young  Siwabo  tiv  sUoa 
Madb,  Thou  wast  born  of  woman.^ 

But  swords  I  smile  at,  weapons  laugh  to  scorn. 
Brandished  by  man  that's  of  a  woman  bom.    [EacU. 

Alarums.    Enter  Macduff. 

Maed,  That  way  the  noise  is :— Tyrant,  show 

thy  face : 
If  thou  be*st  slain,  and  with  no  stroke  of  mine. 
My  wife  and  children's  ghosts  will  haunt  me  still, 
i  cannot  strike  at  wretched  kemes,  whose  arm^ 
Are    hir*d   to   boar   their   staves;  either   thou 

Macbeth, 
Or  else  my  sword,  with  an  unbatter'd  edge, 
I  sheathe  again  undecded.  There  thou  should'st  be ; 
By  this  great  clatter,  one  of  greatest  note 
Seems  bruited.    Let  me  find  him,  fortune ! 
And  more  I  beg  not  [Exit.    Alarum. 

Enter  Maloolu  and  old  Siwabd. 

SiuK  This  way,  my  lord;— the  castle's  gently 
render'd : 
The  tyrant's  people  on  both  sides  do  fight ; 
The  noble  thanes  do  bravely  in  the  war ; 
The  day  almost  itself  professes  yours. 
And  little  is  to  do. 

MaL  We  have  met  with  foes 

That  strike  beside  us. 

SivK  Enter,  sir,  the  castle. 

[Exeunt.    Alarum. 

Be-enter  Macbeth. 

Madt.  Why  should  1  play  the  Roman  fool,  and 
die 
On  mine  own  sword  ?  whiles  I  see  lives,  the  gashes 
Do  better  upon  them. 

Be-enter  Macduff 

Macd.  Turn,  hell-hound,  turn. 

Madb.  Of  all  men  else  I  have  avoided  thee; 
But  get  thee  back,  my  soul  is  too  much  charg'd 
With  blood  of  thine  already. 

Mood.  I  have  no  words. 

My  voice  is  in  my  sword ;  thou  bloodier  villain 
Than  terras  can  give  thee  out  [  They  fight 

Madb.  'Thou  losest  labour : 

As  easy  mayst  thou  the  intrendmnt  air 
With  thy  keen  sword  impress,  as  make  me  bleed : 
Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  crests ;  ^ 
I  bear  a  charmed  life,  which  must  not  yield 
To  one  of  woman  bora. 

Macd.  Despair  thj  charm ; 

And  let  the  angel  whom  thou  still  hast  serv'd 
Tell  thee,  Macduff  was  from  his  mother's  womb 
Untimely  ripp'd. 

Madb.  Accursed  be  that  tongue  that  tells  me  S9 
For  it  h.th  ooWd  my  b.Bto^i|^o<3C5oQle 
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And  be  these  jnfzrgHiig  flendfl  no  more  beliey'd^ 
That  ualter  with  us  in  a  double  sense ; 
That  keep  the  word  of  promise  to  our  ear, 
And  break  it  to  our  hope.— Ill  not  fight  with  thee. 

McuxL  Then  yield  thee,  coward, 
And  live  to  be  the  show  and  gaze  o*  the  time. 
Well  have  thee,  as  our  rarer  monsters  are, 
Painted  upon  a  pole ;  and  underwrit, 
**  Here  maj  you  see  the  tyrant." 

Madf,  I  will  not  yield, 

To  kiss  the  gronnd  before  young  Malcolm's  fet^t. 
And  to  be  baited  with  the  rabble's  curse. 
Though  Bimam  wood  be  come  to  Dunsinane, 
And  thou  Qppos'd,  being  of  no  woman  bom, 
Yet  I  will  try  the  last :  Before  my  body 
I  throw  mv  warlike  shield:  lay  on,  Macduff; 
And  damned  be  he  that  first  cries,  '*  Hold,  enotig-h.'' 
[Exeunty  Ju/htinj, 

Beireat,  Flourish,  JSe-entery  with  drum  and  colours, 
Malcolm,  old  Siward,  iiossE,  Lenox,  Angus, 
CATUNE88,  Menteth,  oTul  Soldiers. 

HaL  I  would  the  friends  we  miss  were  safe 
arriv'd. 

Sko,  Some  must  ^  off;  and  yet,  by  these  I  see. 
So  great  a  day  as  this  is  cheaply  bought. 

JudL  Macduff  is  missing,  and  your  noble  son. 

Soeae.  Yonr  son,  my  lord,  has  paid  a  soldier's 
debt  : 
He  only  liv'd  but  till  he  was  a  man ; 
The  which  no  sooner  had  his  prowess  confirm'd, 
In  the  unshrinking  station  where  he  fought, 
But  like  a  man  he  died. 

Sno.  Then  he  is  dead  ? 

Boue.  Ay,  and  brought  off  the  field :  yonr  cause 
of  sorrow 
Most  not  be  measur'd  by  his  worth,  for  thea 
It  hath  no  end. 

Sko.  Had  he  his  hurts  before? 

Boue.  A7,  on  the  front 
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8no.  Why,  then,  Gh>d%  soldier  be  he 

Had  I  as  many  sons  as  I  have  hairs, 
I  would  not  wish  them  to  a  fairer  death: 
And  so  liis  knell  is  knoird. 

Mai.  He's  worth  more  sorrow, 

And  that  111  spend  for  him. 

Siw.  He's  worth  no  more ; 

They  say,  he  parted  well,  and  paid  his  score : 
And  80,  God  be  with  him  I— Here  comes  nowei 
comfort. 

Be-enter  Macduff,  101^  MACBBTH'b  head, 

Macd.    Hail,  king!  for  so  thou  art:    Behold 

where  st'inds 
The  usurper's  cursed  head :  the  time  is  free : 
I  see  thee  corapass'd  with  thy  kingdom's  pearl, 
That  speak  my  salutation  in  their  minds ; 
Whose  voices  I  desire  aloud  with  mine, — 
Hail,  King  of  Scotland  1 
AIL  King  of  Scotland,  haU ! 

[Mouruh, 
MaL    We  shall  not  spend  a  large  expense  ol 

time. 
Before  we  reckon  with  yonr  several  loves. 
And  make  us  even  with  you.     My  thanes  and 

kinsmen. 
Henceforth  be  earls,  the  first  that  ever  Scotland 
In  such  an  honour  nam'd.    What's  more  to  do, 
Which  would  be  planted  newly  with  the  time, — 
As  calling  home  oiir  exil'd  friends  abroad 
That  fled  the  snares  of  watchful  tyranny ; 
Producing  forth  the  cruel  ministers 
Of  this  doad  butcher,  and  his  fiend*like  queen, 
Who,  as  'tis  thought,  by  self  and  violent  hands 
Took  off  her  life ;— this,  and  what  needful  else 
Tliat  calls  upon  us,  by  the  grace  of  Grace, 
We  will  perform  in  measure,  time,  and  place: 
So  tlianks  to  all  at  once,  and  to  each  one, 
Whom  we  invite  to  see  us  crown 'd  at  Scone. 

[FUwriA,    £xettnt 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


Archduke  of  AUBTBlJL 

Oardiiua  PAVDULPfl,  Ui«  Pope's  legftU. 

MELUN.  a  French  lord. 

OHAXmOH.  »mbMHulor  from  Pnace  to  Xlnc  Joha. 

BIINOft,  the  widow  of  Xl]i«  Henry  XL,  Mid  mother  of  Hbc 

OOirSTAirCB.motlijrtoArthmr. 
BLANOH,  davihtar  to  Alphoaeo,  Snc  of  OMtlto,  and  meco  to 

Lady  FAVLOOMBRIDGB.  mother  to  Um  Baelard  and  Xohert 

Faulconbrld|^ 

I«rdL  Ladles,  attseni  of  An«len,  Shorifl.  Beraldi,  Ofloen, 

Boldlera,  Meieenfora,  and  ot "  -  — '" 


BOElIS^Bomettmea  In  England ;  lometlmee  in  FTanoa. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  L— Northampton.    A  Boom  of  State  in 
the  Palace, 

Enter  King  John,  Qaeen  Elinor,  Pembroke, 
Essxx,  Sausburt,  cmd  others^  wUh  Chatillon. 

King  John.  Now  say,  Chatillon,  what  woald 
France  with  ns? 

OhoL  Thos,  after  greeting,  speaks  the  King  of 
France, 
In  my  behayiour,  to  the  majesty. 
The  borrow'd  majesty  of  England  here. 

EU.  A  strange  beginning  ;^borrow'd  majesty  I 

K.  John,  Silence, good  mother;  hear  the  embassy. 

Chat,  Philip  of  France,  in  right  and  true  behalf 
Of  thy  deceased  brother  Geffirey's  son, 
Arthur  Plantagenet,  lays  most  lawfiil  claim 
To  this  fair  island,  and  the  territories ; 
To  IreUnd,  Poictiera,  Anjon,  Touraine,  Maine : 
Deriring  thee  to  lay  aside  the  sword, 
Which  sways  osurpingly  these  seyeral  titles  ; 
And  pot  the  same  mto  yonng  Arthur's  hand, 
Thy  nephew  and  right  royal  soverei^. 

K,  Joh$i,  What  follows  if  we  disallow  of  thl^? 

ChaL  The  proud  control  of  fierce  and  bloody  war, 
To  enforce  these  rights  so  forcibly  withheld. 

K.  John,  Here  haye  we  war  for  war,  and  blood 
for  blood, 
Controlment  for  oontrolment :  so  answer  France. 

Ohat,  Then  take  my  king*8  defiance  from  my 
mouth, 
The  farthest  limit  of  my  embassy. 

K,John,  Bear  minetohim,and  so  depart  in  peace: 
Be  thou  as  lightning  in  the  eyes  of  France; 
For  ere  tlron  canst  report  I  will  be  there, 
The  thunder  of  my  cannon  shall  be  heard : 
So,  hence  1    Be  thou  the  trumpet  of  our  wrath, 
And  snllen  presage  of  your  own  decay. 
An  hoDOnrable  conduct  let  him  haye :~ 
Pembroke,  look  to*t :  Farewell,  Chatillon. 

[Exeunt  Chat,  and  Pem. 

EU.  What  now,  my  son?  have  I  not  ever  said, 
How  that  ambitious  Constance  would  not  cease, 
Till  she  had  kindled  France,  and  all  the  world, 
Upon  tbe  riicht  and  party  of  her  ion? 


This  might  hmye  been  prevented,  and  made  whole. 
With  very  easy  arguments  of  love; 
Which  now  the  manage  of  two  kingdoms  must 
With  fearful  bloody  issue  arbitrate. 

K.  John.  Our  strong  possession,  and  our  right, 
for  us. 

EU,  Tour  strong  possession  much  mora  than 
yonr  right ; 
Or  else  it  must  go  wrong  with  yon  and  me : 
So  much  my  conscience  whispers  in  your  ear; 
Which  none  but  Heaven,  and  you, and  I,  shall  hear. 
Enter  the   Sheriff  of  Northamptonshire,   uho 
toMspers  EaSEX. 

Eesex,  My  liege,  here  is  the  strangestoontrovermr, 
Come  from  the  country  to  be  judg'd  by  you, 
That  e'er  I  heard:  Shall  I  produce  the  men? 

K  John.  Let  them  approach.         [Eaeit  J&hentt^ 
Our  abbeys  and  onr  priories  shall  pay 
B&enter  Sheriff,  toUh  Robert  FAULOOHBEiDeB, 

and  Philip,  hii  battard  brother. 
This  expedition's  charge. — What  men  are  you  ? 

Bast.  Tour  faithful  subject  I,  a  gentleman, 
Bom  in  Northamptonshire ;  and  eldest  son. 
As  I  suppoee^  to  Robert  Faulconbridge; 
A  soldier,  by  the  hononr-givinff  hana 
Of  C<BmMle*Lion  knighted  in  the  field. 

K,John.  What  art  thou? 

Rob.  The  son  and  heir  to  thatsame  Faulconbridge. 

K.  John.  Is  that  the  elder,  and  art  thou  the  heir? 
You  came  not  of  one  mother,  then,  it  seems. 

Bast,  Most  certain  of  one  mother,  mighty  king, 
That  is  well  known :  and,  as  I  tliink,  one  iathor: 
But  for  the  certain  knowledge  of  that  truth, 
I  put  you  o'er  to  Heaven,  and  to  my  mother: 
Of  that  I  doubt,  as  all  men's  children  may. 

EU.  Out  on  thee,  rude  man  1  thou  doet  shame 
thy  mother. 
And  wound  her  honour  with  this  diffidence. 

Bast.  I,  madam  ?  no,  I  have  no  reason  for  it ; 
That  is  my  brother^s  plea,  and  none  of  mine; 
The  which,  if  he  can  prove,  *a  pops  me  out 
At  least  from  fiur  five  hundred  pound  a-year 
Heaven  guard  my  mother^  honour,  and  my  land  I 
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K^Jdfm,  A  good  blunt  fellow  ^—Wh7,  being 

Sounger  born, 
17  claim  to  thine  inheritance? 
BasL  I  know  not  wh/,  except  to  get  the  land. 
But  once  he  slandered  me  with  bastardy : 
But  wher  I  be  as  true  begot  or  no, 
That  still  I  lay  upon  my  mother's  head ; 
But,  that  I  am  as  well  begot,  my  liege, 
fFair  fall  the  bones  that  took  the  pains  for  me  I) 
Conmare  our  faces,  and  be  jud^  yourself. 
If  old  Sir  Robert  did  beget  us  both. 
And  were  our  futher,  and  thu  son,  like  him,— 

0  old  Sir  Robert,  father,  on  my  knee, 

1  give  Heaven  thanks  I  was  not  like  to  thee. 

K,  John,  Why,  what  a  madcap  hath  Heaven 
lent  us  here  I 

Eli,  He  hath  a  trick  of  CosoiKle-Lion^  fiue; 
The  accent  of  his  tongue  affecteth  him : 
Do  YOU  not  read  some  tokens  of  my  son 
In  the  large  eompoeition  of  this  man  ? 

if.  John,  Mine  eye  hath  well  examined  his  parts, 
And  finds  them  perfect  Richard.    Sirrah,  speak, 
What  doth  move  you  to  claim  vour  brother's  land? 

Bast,  Because  he  hai  h  a  half-f^oe  like  my  father; 
With  that  half-fiioe  would  he  have  all  my  land : 
A  half-fac*d  groat  five  hundred  pound  a  year  I 

Bob,  My  g^radous liege,  when  that  my  fatherliv*d. 
Your  brother  did  employ  my  &ther  much : — 

Bast,  Well,  sir,  by  this  you  cannot  get  my  laud: 
Tour  tale  must  be  how  he  employed  my  mother. 

Bab.  And  once  desi)atch*d  him  in  an  embassy 
To  Germany,  there,  with  the  emperor. 
To  treat  of  nigh  affidrs  touching  that  time : 
111'  advantage  of  his  absence  took  the  king, 
And  in  the  mean  time  sojourn 'd  at  my  father's ; 
Where  how  he  did  prevail,  I  shame  to  speak : 
But  truth  i^  truth ;  larffe  lengths  of  seas  and  shores 
Between  my  father  and  my  mother  lay, — 
As  I  have  heard  my  father  speak  himself^— 
When  this  same  lusty  gentleman  was  got 
Upon  his  death-bed  he  by  will  beqveath'd 
fits  lauds  to  me ;  and  took  it,  on  his  death. 
That  this,  my  mother's  son,  was  none  of  his ; 
And,  if  be  were,  he  came  into  the  world 
FuU  fourteen  weeks  before  the  course  of  time. 
Then,  eood  my  liege,  let  me  have  what  is  mine, 
My  fiither's  land,  as  was  my  father's  will. 

JT.  John,  Sirrah,  your  brother  is  legitimate ; 
Tour  father's  wife  did  after  wedlock  b.^ar  him : 
And,  if  she  did  play  false,  the  fkult  was  hers; 
Which  fault  lies  on  the  hazards  of  all  husbands 
That  marry  wives.    Tell  me,  how  if  my  brother. 
Who,  as  you  sav,  took  pains  to  get  this  son. 
Had  of  your  father  claim 'd  this  son  for  his? 
In  sooth,  good  friend,  ^our  father  might  have  kept 
This  calf,  ored  from  his  cow,  fh>m  all  the  world ; 
In  sooth,  he  might :  then,  if  he  were  my  brother's. 
My  brother  might  not  duim  him ;  nor  your  father, 
Being  none  of  his,  refusti  him :  This  concludes : 
My  mother's  son  did  get  your  father's  heir ; 
Tour  father's  heir  ma«t  have  vour  father's  land. 

Bob,  Shall  then  m^  father^  will  be  of  no  force, 
To  dispossess  that  child  which  is  not  his? 

Boat,  Of  no  more  force  to  dispossess  me,  sir. 
Than  was  his  will  to  get  me,  as  I  think. 

Slu  Whether  hadst  thou  rather  be  a  Faulcon- 
bridge. 
And  like  thy  brother  to  enjoy  thy  land; 
Or  the  reputed  son  of  Cceur-de-Lion, 
Lord  of  tov  uresence,  and  no  land  beside? 

Batt,  Maoam,  an  if  my  brother  had  my  shape. 
And  I  had  his.  Sir  Robert  his,  like  him : 
Aad  if  my  legs  were  two  such  riding-rods ; 


JOHN. 

My  arms  sueh  eel-ekins  stufTd ;  my  fu»  to  thin. 

Tliat  in  mine  ear  I  durst  not  stick  a  rose. 

Lest  men  shuuld  say.  Look,  where  three-fiuthing. 

goes; 
And,  to  his  shape,  were  heir  to  all  this  land, 
'Would  I  might  never  stir  from  off  this  place, 
I'd  give  it  every  foot  to  have  this  face ; 
I  would  not  be  Sir  Nob  in  any  case- 

EU,  I  like  thee  well:  WUt  thou  forsake  thy 
fortune, 
Beqoeath  thy  land  to  him,  and  fbllow  me  ? 
1  am  a  soldier,  and  now  bound  to  France. 

Ba$L  Brother,  take  you  my  land.  111  take  my 
chance: 
Tour  &ce  bath  got  five  hundred  pound  a-year ; 
Tet  sell  your  face  for  five-pence,  and  'tis  dear. 
Madam.  Ill  follow  you  unto  the  death. 

EU,  Nay,  I  would  have  you  go   before   me 
thither. 

Ba$t,  Our  country  manners  give  oar  betters 

K,  John.  What  is  thy  name? 

Boat,  Philip,  m^  liege;  so  is  my  name  begun ; 
Philip,  ffood  old  Sir  Robert's  wifes  eldest  son. 

K,  Jvm,  From  henceforth  bear  his  name  whose 
form  thou  bearest : 
Kneel  thou  down  Philip,  but  arise  more  great ; 
Arise  Sir  Richard,  and  Plantagenet 

Bast,  Brother,  by  the  mother^  side,  give  me 
your  hand : 
My  father  gave  me  honour,  yours  gave  land 
Now  blessed  be  the  hour,  by  night  or  day. 
When  I  was  got.  Sir  Robert  was  away. 

EU,  The  very  spirit  of  Plantaeenetl 
I  am  thy  erandame,  Ridiard;  call  me  so. 

Bast,  Madam,  by  chance,  but  not  hj  truth: 
What  though? 
Something  about,  a  little  firom  the  right, 

In  at  the  window,  or  else  o'er  the  hatch ; 
Who  dares  not  stir  by  day  must  walk  by  night: 

And  have  his  have,  however  men  do  catch : 
Near  or  far  off,  well  won  is  still  well  shot ; 
And  I  am  I,  howe'er  I  was  begot. 

K,J6hn,  Go,  Fauloonbridge;   now  hast  thou 
thv  desire, 
A  Undless  knight  makes  thee  a  landed  aqmre. — 
Gome,  madam,  and  oome,  Richard ;  we  must  speed 
For  France,  for  France :  for  it  is  more  than  need. 

Bast,  Brother,  adieu ;  Good  fortune  oome  to  thee ! 
For  thou  wast  g^t  i'  the  way  of  honesty. 

[J2a!tm<  oQ  6ti<  Me  Bastard 
A  foot  of  honour  better  than  I  was ; 
But  many  a  foot  of  land  the  worse. 
Well,  now  can  I  make  any  Joan  a  lady. 
Good  den.  Sir  Richard, — God-a-mercYj  fisllow , 
And  if  his  name  be  George,  111  call  bum  Peter : 
For  new-made  honour  dodi  for^t  men's  names; 
Tis  too  respective,  and  too  sociable, 
For  your  conversion.     Now  your  traveller. 
He  and  his  toothpick  at  my  worship's  mess. 
And  when  my  knightly  stomach  is  snffie'd. 
Why  then  I  suck  my  teeth,  and  catechise 

My  picked  man  of  countries: My  dear  sir 

(Thus,  leanins  on  my  elbow,  I  beg[in] 
I  shall  beseech  you— That  is  question  now: 
And  then  comes  answer  like  an  Absey  book. 
0,  sir,  says  answer,  at  your  best  command ; 
At  your  employment ;  at  your  service,  sir : 
No,  sir,  says  question,  I,  sweet  sir,  at  vonrs: 
And  so,  ere  answer  knows  what  question  wooldi 
Saving  in  dialogue  of  compliment; 
And  talking  of  the  Alps  and  ApenniiMB, 
The  Pyrcnean,  and  the  river  Po^^  ^  t 
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It  dinwi  toward  supper  in  conoItuioD  so. 
Bat  this  is  worshipful  societj, 
And  fits  the  mounting  spirit  like  mTself: 
For  he  is  bat  a  bastard  to  the  time, 
That  doth  not  smack  of  observation 
(And  so  am  1,  whether  I  smack,  or  no) ; 
And  not  alone  in  habit  and  devicot 
Exterior  form,  ()utward  accoutrement ; 
Bat  from  the  inward  motibn  to  deliver 
Bweet,  sweet,  sweet  noison  for  the  age's  tooth : 
Which,  thoagh  I  will  not  practise  to  deceive, 
Yet  to  avoid  deceit  I  mean  to  learn ; 
Por  it  shidl  strew  the  footsteps  of  my  rbing.— 
But  who  comes  in  such  haste,  in  riding  robes? 
What  woman-post  b  this  ?  hath  she  no  hasband, 
That  wUI  take  pains  to  blow  a  horn  before  her  ? 

AtsrLadjFAULOONBRiDOB  omf  Jamxs  Gurkbt. 

0  me  I  it  is  my  mother :— How  now,  ^od  lady  ? 
What  bringsyoa  here  to  court  so  liastily  ? 

LadyF,  Where  is   that   slave,    thy  brother? 
where  is  he  ? 
That  holds  in  chase  mine  honour  up  and  down  ? 

Bast.  My  brother  Robert?  old  Sir  Robert's  son  ? 
Colbrand  the  giant,  that  same  mighty  man? 
Lb  it  Sir  Robert's  son  tlmt  you  seek  so? 

Lady  F.  Sir  Robert's  son  I  Ay,  thou  unreverend 
boy, 
Su-  Robert's  son :  Why  sooms^t  thou  at  Sir  Robert  ? 
He  is  Sir  Robert's  son ;  and  so  art  thou. 

BagL  James  Gumey,  wilt  thou  give  nt  leave  a 
while? 

Owr.  Good  leave,  good  Philip. 

Bati.  Philip  ?— sparrow  I— James, 

Iliere's  toys  abrotd ;  anon  111  tell  thee  more. 

[Exit  Gumey. 
Madam,  I  was  not  old  Sir  Robert*^  son ; 
Sir  Robert  might  have  eat  his  part  in  me 
Upon  Good- Friday,  and  ne'er  broke  his  fast: 
Sir  Robert  could  do  well ;  Marry — to  confess — 
Could  he  get  me  ?    Sir  Robert  could  not  do  it ; 
Wekuow  his  handiwork:— Therefore,  goodmother, 
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To  whom  am  I  beholden  for  these  Hmbe  ? 
Sir  Robert  never  hulp  to  make  this  leg. 

Ladu  F,  Hast  thou  conspired  with  thy  brother  toa 
That  tor  thine  own  gain  shouldst  defend  mine 

honour  ? 
What  means  this  scorn,  thou  most  mitoward  knave  ? 

Bast,  Knight,  knight,  good  mother,— Basilisco- 
like: 
What  I  I  am  dubb'd  ;  I  have  it  on  my  shoulder* 
But,  mother,  I  am  not  Sir  Robert's  son ; 
I  have  dbclaim'd  Sir  Robert,  and  my  land  \ 
Legitimation,  name,  and  all  is  gone : 
Then,  good  my  mother,  let  me  know  my  father  • 
Some  proper  man,  I  hope ;  Who  was  it,  mother? 
LadyF.  Hast  thou  denied  thyselfa  Faulconbrldge? 
Bast  As  faithfully  as  i  deny  the  devil. 
LadyF.  King  Richard  CcBur^e-Lion  was  thy 

&ther : 
By  long  and  vehement  suit  I  was  seduo'd 
To  make  room  for  him  in  my  husband's  bed. 
'  Heaven  I  lay  not  my  transgression  to  my  charge, 
That  art  the  issue  of  my  dear  offence, 
Which  was  so  strongly  urg'd,  past  my  defence. 

BasL  Now,  by  tins  light,  were  I  to  get  again 
Madam,  I  would  not  wish  a  better  father. 
Some  sins  do  bear  their  privilege  on  earth, 
And  so  doth  yours:  your  fault  was  not  your  folly : 
Needs  must  you  lay  your  heart  at  hb  dispose, — 
Subjected  tribute  to  commanding  love,— 
Against  whose  fury  and  unmatched  force        % 
The  awless  lion  could  not  wage  the  fight. 
Nor  keep  hb  princely  heart  from  Richard's  hind. 
Ho  that  perforce  robs  lions  of  their  hearts. 
May  easily  win  a  woman's.    Ay,  my  mother. 
With  all  my  heart  I  thank  thee  for  my  father ! 
Who  lives  and  dares  but  sa^  thou  didst  not  well 
When  I  was  got,  I'll  send  his  soul  to  hell. 
Come,  lady,  I  will  show  thee  to  my  kin ; 

And  they  shall  say,  when  Richard  me  begot, 
If  thou  hadst  said  him  nay,  it  had  been  sin : 

Who  says  it  was,  he  lies;  I  say,  'twas  not. 

[Fxcwit. 


ACT  IL 


dCENE  I.— France.  B^fcre  the  WaUsrfAn^en. 

Enter  on  one  side,  the  Archduke  of  Austria,  and 
Forces ;  on  (he  oUter^  Philip,  Kmg  of  France^  ami 
Forces',  Lewis,  Comstancb,  Arthur,  and 
Attendants. 

Lew,  Before  Anglers  well  met,  brave  Austria. 
Arthur,  that  great  forerunner  of  thy  blood, 
Richara,  that  robb'd  the  lion  of  hb  heart, 
And  fought  the  holy  wars  in  Palestine, 
By  thb  brave  duke  came  earl^  to  his  grave: 
Aiid,  for  amends  to  hb  posterity. 
At  our  importance  hither  b  he  come, 
To  spread  his  colours,  boy^  in  thy  behalf; 
And  to  rebuke  the  usurpation 
Of  thy  unnatural  uncle,  Englbh  John ; 
Embrace  him,  love  him,  give  him  welcome  hither. 

Arth,  God  shall  forgive  you  Ccour-de-  Lion  *s  death , 
The  rather,  that  you  give  hb  offspring  life. 
Shadowing  their  right  under  your  wings  of  war : 
I  give  you  welcome  with  a  powerless  hand, 
But  with  a  heart  full  of  unstained  love: 
Welcome  before  the  gates  of  Angiers,  duke. 

Lew.  A  noble  boy  1    Who  would  not  do  tliee 
right? 

Aust,  Upon  thy  cheek  lay  I  this  zealous  kiFS» 
As  seal  to  this  indentiire  of  my  love ; 


That  to  my  home  I  will  no  more  return, 
Till  Angiers,  and  the  right  thou  hast  in  France, 
Together  with  that  pale,  that  white-&c'd  shore. 
Whose  foot  spnms  back  the  ocean's  roaring  tides. 
And  ooops  fiom  other  lands  her  blanders. 
Even  till  that  England,  hcdg'd  in  with  the  main. 
That  water- walled  bulwark,  still  secure 
And  confident  from  foreign  purposes. 
Even  till  that  utmost  corner  of  the  west 
Salute  thee  for  her  king:  till  then,  fiiir  boy, 
Will  I  not  think  of  home,  but  follow  arms. 
Const.  O,  take  hb  mother's  thanks,  a  widowls 

thanks. 
Till  your  strong  hand  shall  help  to  give  him 

strength, 
To  make  a  more  requital  to  your  love. 
AttsL  The  peace  of  heaven  b  theirs  that  lift 

their  swords 
In  such  a  just  and  charitable  war. 
K,  PhL  Well  then,  to  work ;  our  cannon  sliall 

be  bent 
Against  the  brows  of  this  resbting  town. 
Call  for  our  chiefest  men  of  discipline. 
To  cnll  the  plots  of  best  advantages : 
Well  lay  before  this  town  our  royal  bonce, 
Wade  to  the  market-place  in  Frenchmen's 
But  we  will  make  it  sabject  to  this4>0T.       t 
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Uonst.  Stay  for  an  answer  to  jonr  embassy, 
Lest  unadvis  d  voa  stain  your  swords  with  blood : 
My  Lord  Chatillon  may  from  England  bring 
That  right  iu  peace,  which  here  we  ui^e  in  war ; 
And  then  we  shall  repent  each  drop  of  blood 
That  hot  rash  haste  so  indirectly  shed. 

Enter  Chatillon. 

K,  Phu  A  wonder,  lad^I— lo,  upon  thy  wish, 
Our  messenger  Chatillon  is  arrived. — 
"What  England  says,  say  briefly,  gentle  lord, 
We  coldly  pause  for  thee ;  Chaiillon,  speak. 

Chat,  Then  turn  your  foroes  from  this  paltry 
siege, 
And  stir  them  up  against  a  mightier  task. 
England,  impatient  of  your  just  demands, 
Uath  put  himself  in  arms :  tiie  adverse  winds, 
Whose  leisure  I  have  stay  d,  have  given  him  time 
To  land  his  legions  all  as  soon  as  I: 
^is  nuirchcs  are  expedient  to  this  town, 
His  forces  strong,  his  soldiers  confident. 
With  him  along  is  come  the  mother-queen, 
An  At^,  stirring  him  to  blood  and  strife ; 
With  her,  her  niece,  the  Lady  Blanch  of  Spain ; 
With  them  a  bastard  of  the  king's  deceased : 
And  all  the  unsettled  humours  of  the  land, — 
Rash,  inconsiderate,  faery  voluntaries. 
With  ladies*  faces,  and  norce  dragons*  spleens, — 
Have  sold  their  fortunes  at  their  native  homes, 
Befring  their  birthrights  proudly  on  their  backs, 
To  make  a  hazard  of  new  fortunes  here. 
In  bi  ief,  a  braver  choice  of  dauntless  spirits, 
Than  now  the  English  bottoms  have  waft  o'er. 
Did  never  float  upon  the  swelling  tide. 
To  do  offence  and  scath  in  Christendom. 
The  interruption  of  their  churlish  drums 

[Drttnubeat, 
Guts  off  more  circumstanoe:  They  are  at  hand 
To  parley  or  to  fight;  therefore,  prejuire. 

K.Fm,  Uow  much  anlook'd-for  is  this  expe- 
dition I 

Au$,  By  how  much  nnexpected.  by  so  much 
We  must  awake  endeavour  for  defence; 
For  courage  mounteth  with  occasion: 
Let  them  be  welcome  then,  we  are  prepared. 

Enter  King  John,  Eltnob,  Blanch,  the  Bastard, 
Pembroke,  and  Forcee, 

K,John,  Peace  beto  France;  if  France  in  peace 
permit 
Our  just  and  lineal  entrance  to  our  own ! 
If  not,  bleed  France,  and  peace  ascend  to  heaven  I 
Whiles  we,  God's  wrathful  agent,  do  correct 
Their  proud  contempt  that  beat  his   peace   to 
heaven. 

K.  PhL  Peace  be  to  England ;  if  that  war  return 
From  France  to  England,  there  to  live  in  peace ! 
England  we  love ;  and  for  that  England's  sake. 
With  burthen  of  our  armour  here  we  sweat : 
This  toil  of  ours  should  be  a  work  of  thine : 
But  thou  from  loving  England  art  so  far. 
That  thou  bast  under- wrought  his  lawful  king, 
Cut  off  the  sequence  of  posterity, 
Outfaced  infant  state,  and  done  a  rape 
Upon  the  maiden  virtue  of  the  croMm. 
Look  here  upon  thy  brother  Geffrey's  face  ;— 
rhese  eyes,  these  brows,  were  moulded  out  of  his: 
This  little  abstract  doth  contain  that  large;^ 
Which  died  in  Geffrey ;  and  the  hand  of  time 
Shall  draw  tliis  brief  mto  as  huge  a  volume. 
That  Geffrey  was  thy  elder  brother  bom, 
And  this  his  son ;  England  was  Geffrey*s  right, 
And  this  is  Geffirey's,  m  the  name  of  CTod. 
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How  comes  it,  then,  that  thon  art  calPd  a  king^ 
When  living  blood  doth  in  these  temples  beat, 
Which  owe  tlie  crown  that  thou  o'ermasterest? 

K,  John,  From  whom  hast  thou  this  great  com 
mission,  France, 
To  draw  my  answer  from  thy  articles? 

K,PhL  From  that  supernal  judge  that  stir 
good  thoughts 
In  any  breast  of  strong  authority. 
To  look  into  the  blots  and  stains  of  right. 
That  judge  hath  made  me  guardian  to  this  boy 
Under  whose  warrant,  I  impeach  thy  wrong; 
And,  by  whose  help,  I  mean  to  chastise  it. 

K,  John,  Alack,  thou  dost  usurp  authority.  • 

K,  Phi,  Excuse ;  it  is  to  beat  usurping  down. 

Eli.  Who  is  it  thou  dost  call  usurper,  France  ? 

Const.  Let  me  make  answer ; — ^thy  u^urpin^  son 

EU.  Out,  hisolent!  thy  bastard  shall  be  king; 
That  thou  mavst  be  a  queen,  and  check  the  worM 

Const.  }Jiy  bed  was  ever  to  thy  son  as  true, 
As  thine  was  to  thy  husl»nd :  and  this  boy 
Liker  in  feature  to  his  father  Geffrey, 
Than  thou  and  John,  in  manners  being  as  like 
As  rain  to  water,  or  devil  to  his  dam. 
My  boy  a  bastard !    By  my  soul,  I  thinly 
His  fether  never  was  so  true  begot ; 
It  cannot  be,  an  if  thou  wert  his  mother. 

EU.  There's  a  good  mother,  boy,  that  blots  thy 
father. 

Const.  There's  a  good   grandame,   boy,   tbst 
would  blot  thee. 

Aust.  Peace  I 

Bast,  Hear  the  crier. 

A  ust.  What  the  devil  art  thou  ? 

Bait,  One  that  will  play  the  devU,  sir,  with  you, 
An  'a  may  catch  your  hide  and  you  alone. 
Tou  are  the  hare  of  whom  the  proverb  goes. 
Whose  valour  plucks  dead  lions  by  the  beard. 
Ill  smoke  your  skin-coat,  an  I  catch  you  right , 
Sirrah,  look  to*t ;  i*  faith,  I  will,  i'  faith. 

Blanch,  0,  well  did  he  become  that  lion'^  robe, 
That  did  disrobe  the  lion  of  that  robe  I 

Bast,  It  lies  as  sightly  on  the  back  of  him, 
As  great  Alcides*  shoes  upon  an  ass : — 
But,  ass.  Ill  take  that  burthen  from  your  back ; 
Or  lay  on  that  shall  make  your  shoulders  crack. 

Aust,  What  cracker  is  this  same  that  deafs  our 
ears 
With  this  abundance  of  superfluous  brtjath  ? 

K,  Phi,  Lewis,  determine  what  we  shall   do 
straight. 

Lew,  Women  and  fools,  break  off  your  con- 
ference. 
King  John,  this  is  the  very  sum  of  all, — 
England  and  Ireland,  Anjou,  Touraine,  Maine, 
In  right  of  Arthur  do  I  claim  of  thee : 
Wilt  thou  resign  them,  and  lay  down  thy  arms  ? 

K,John.  My  life  as  soon:— I  do   defy  thee, 
France. 
Arthur  of  Bretagne,  yield  thee  to  my  hand ; 
And,  out  of  my  dear  love,  I'll  give  thee  more 
Than  e'er  the  coward  hand  of  France  can  win : 
Submit  thee,  boy. 

EH,  Come  to  thy  grandame,  child. 

Const,  Do,  child,  go  to  it' grandame,  child ; 
Give  ^^randame  kingdom,  and  it'  grandame  will 
Give  It  a  plum,  a  cherry,  and  a  fig: 
There's  a  good  grandame. 

Arth,  Good  my  mother,  peace  1 

I  would  that  I  were  low  laid  in  my  grave; 
I  am  not  worth  this  coil  that's  made  for  me. 

EU,  His  mother  shames  him  so,  poor  boy.  he 
weeps. 
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Omtt.  Now  shame  upon  joa,  wber  she  does, 

or  no  I 
His  grandame^  wrongs,  and   not  his  mother^s 

shames, 
Draw  those  heayen-moving  pearls  from  his  poor 

eyes, 
Which  heaven  shall  take  in  nature  of  a  fee ; 
Ay,  with  these  crystal  beads  heaven  shall  be  bribed 
To  do  him  jibtice,  and  revenge  on  you. 
EU,  Thou  monstrous  slanderer  of  heaven  and 

earth  1 
(kmt.  Thou  monstrous  iigurer  of  heaven  and 

earth! 
Gall  not  me  slanderer ;  thou  and  thine  usurp 
The  dominations,  royalists,  and  rights 
Of  this  oppressed  boy :  This  is  thy  eldest  son*s  son, 
Infortunate  in  nothing  but  in  thee ; 
Tny  sins  are  visited  in  this  poor  child } 
The  canon  of  the  law  is  laid  on  him, 
Being  but  the  second  genei-atioo 
Removed  from  thy  sin-conceiving  womb. 
K.  John,  Bedlam,  have  done. 
CoruU  1  have  but  this  to  say, 

That  he^  not  only  plagued  for  her  sin, 
Bat  Uod  hath  made  her  sin  and  her  the  plague 
On  this  removed  issue,  placed  for  her, 
And  with  her  plague,  her  sin ;  bb  injury 
Her  injury, — the  beadle  to  her  sin ; 
All  punish'd  in  the  person  of  this  child. 
And  ail  for  her ;  A  plague  upon  her  I 

EU.  Thou  unadvised  scold,  I  can  produce 
A  will,  that  bars  the  title  of  thy  son. 
Contt,  Ay,  who  doubts  that?  a  will?  a  wicked 

will  J 
A  woman^  will;  a  cankered  grandame^  will  I 
K,PkL  Peace,  lady;  pause,  or  be  more  tem- 
perate: 
It  ill  beseems  this  presence,  to  cry  aim 
To  these  ill-tuned  repetitions. 
Some  trumpet  summon  hither  to  the  walls 
These  men  of  Angiers ;  let  us  hear  them  speak. 
Whose  title  they  admit,  Arthur's  or  John's. 

Thtmpet  aoundi.  Enter  Citizens  upon  ihe  WdUs, 

OU.  Who  is  it  that  hath  wam'd  us  to  the  walls? 

K.PkL  Tis  France  for  England. 

JST.  John,  ^  England,  for  itself: 

Ton  men  of  Angiers,  and  my  loving  subjects  1 

Ju  Phi,  You  loving  men  of  Angiers,  Arthur's 
subjects. 
Our  trumpet  called  yon  to  this  gentle  parle — 

K.  John,  For  our  advantage ; — Thtfefore  hear 
us  first. 
These  flags  of  France,  that  are  advanced  here 
Before  the  eye  and  prospect  of  your  town, 
Have  hither  march 'd  to  your  endamagement: 
The  cannons  have  their  bowels  full  of  wrath ; 
And  ready-mounted  are  they,  to  spit  forth 
Their  iron  indignation  'gainst  your  walls: 
All  pre|<aration  for  a  bloody  siege 
And  merciless  proceeding,  by  these  French, 
Confronts  your  city's  eyes,  your  winking  gates ; 
And  but  for  our  approach,  those  sleeping  stones. 
That  as  a  waste  do  girdle  you  about. 
By  the  compulsion  of  their  ordnance 
By  this  time  from  their  fixed  beds  ol  lime 
Had  been  dishabited,  and  wide  havoc  made 
For  bloody  power  to  rush  upon  your  peace. 
But,  on  the  sight  of  us,  your  lawful  king, 
Who  painfully,  with  much  expedient  march 
Have  brought  a  countercheck  before  your  gates. 
To  save  unscratch'd  your  eity*s  threaten'd  dieeks. 
Behold,  the  F-enoh,  amax'd,  vouohaafe  a- parle : 
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And  now,  ht^tead  of  bullets  wrapped  in  fire, 

To  make  a  shaking  fever  in  your  walls. 

They  shoot  but  calm  words,  folded  up  in  smoRe, 

To  make  a  faithless  error  in  your  ears : 

Which  trust  accordingly,  kind  citizens. 

And  let  us  in.    Your  king,  whose  laboured  spirits 

Forwearied  in  this  action  of  swift  speed, 

Craves  harboui-age  within  your  city  walls. 

K,  Phi,  When  I  have  said,  make  answer  to  ub 
both. 
Lo,  in  this  right  hand,  whose  protection 
Is  most  divinely  vow'd  upon  the  right 
Of  him  it  holds,  stands  young  Plantagenet, 
Son  to  the  elder  brother  of  this  man, 
And  king  o'er  him,  and  all  that  he  enjoys : 
For  this  down-trodden  equity,  wo  tread 
In  warlike  march  these  greens  before  your  town 
Being  no  further  enemy  to  ^ou. 
Than  the  constraint  of  hospitable  zeal. 
In  the  relief  of  this  oppressed  child, 
Keligiously  provokes.    Be  pleased  then 
To  pay  tlmt  duty  which  you  frul^  owe, 
To  him  that  owes  it, — ^namely,  this  young  prince 
And  then  our  arms,  like  to  a  muzzled  bear, 
8ave  in  aspect,  have  all  offence  seal'd  up ; 
Our  cannons'  malice  yamly  shall  be  spent 
Against  th'  invulnerable  clouds  of  heaven ; 
And,  with  a  blessed  and  unvex'd  retire, 
With  unhack'd  swords,  and  helmets  all  unbruis'd, 
We  will  bear  home  that  lusty  blood  again, 
Which  here  we  came  to  spout  against  your  town. 
And  leave  your  children,  wives,  and  you,  in  peace 
But  if  you  fondly  pass  our  proffer'd  offer. 
*Tis  not  the  rounder  of  your  old-fac'd  walls 
Can  hide  you  from  our  messengers  of  war, 
Though  all  these  English,  and  their  discipline, 
Were  harbour'd  in  their  rude  circumference. 
Then,  tell  us,  shall  your  city  call  us  lord. 
In  that  behalf  which  we  have  challeng'd  it? 
Or  shall  we  give  the  signal  to  our  rage. 
And  stalk  in  blood  to  our  possession  ? 

at.  In  brief,  we  are  the  King  of  Euglaiid^ 
subjects ; 
For  him,  and  in  fa^  right,  we  hold  this  town. 

K,  John,  Acknowledge  then  the  king,  and  let 
me  in. 

OU.  That  can  we  not :  but  he  that  proves  toe 
king, 
To  him  will  we  prove  loyal ;  till  that  time. 
Have  we  ramm  u  up  our  gates  against  the  world. 

K,  John,  Doth  not  the  crown  of  England  prove 
the  king? 
And  if  not  that,  I  bring  you  witnesses, 
Twice  fifteen  thousand  hearts  of  England's  breed,— 

Bast,  Bastards,  and  else. 

JST.  John,  To  verify  our  title  with  their  lives 

K,  Phi,  As  many,  and  as  well-bom  bloods  as 
those, — 

Bast,  Some  bastards  too. 

K,  Phi.  Stand  in  his  face,  to  contradict  his  claim. 

Cit.  Till  you  compound  whose  right  is  worthiest, 
We,  for  the  worthiest,  hold  the  right  from  both. 

JT.  John,  Then  Qod  forgive  the  sin  of  all  those 
souls, 
That  to  their  everlasting  residence, 
Before  the  dew  of  evening  fall,  shall  fleet, 
In  dreadful  trial  of  our  kingdom's  king ! 

K,Phu  Amen,  Amenl— Mount,  ohevalieral  to 
armsl 

Batt,  St  Qeorge,  that  swindg'd  the  oragon,  aii4 
e'er  since 
Sits  on  his  horseback  at  mine  hostess'  door, 
Teach  us  some  fence  I— Sirrah  wece  I  at  home 
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At  your  don,  simb,  [to  XvwnaA]  with  your 

liuiiess, 
I'd  set  an  ox-head  to  jour  lion's  hide, 
And  make  a  monster  of  jou. 
Aust,  Peace;  no  more. 

Batt,  0,  tremble ;  for  you  hear  the  lion  roar. 
K.J6hn,  Up  higher  to  the  plain;  where  well 
set  forth, 
In  best  appointment,  all  our  regiments. 
Boat.  Speed  then,    to  take  adrantage  of  the 

field. 
K.  PH.  It  shall  be  80^-[fo  Lewis]  and  at  the 
other  bill 
Command  the  rest  to  stand. — God,  and  our  right! 

[Eactunt. 

SCENE  II,— The  tame. 

Alanms  and  Eaecursioni  ;  then  a  lietrtat.    Enter  a 
French  Herald,  with  Trumpets,  to  the  Oates 

F,  Her*  You  men  of  Angiers,  open  wide  your 
gates, 
\nd  let  young  Arthur,  Duke  of  Bretagne,  in ; 
^'ho,  by  the  hand  of  France,  this  day  hath  made 
Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  English  mother, 
Whose  sons  lie  scattered  on  the  bleeding  ground ; 
Many  a  widow's  husband  groreiliiig  lies, 
Coldly  embracing  the  discolour'd  earth ; 
And,  victory,  with  little  loss,  doth  play 
Upon  the  dancing  banners  of  the  French; 
who  are  at  hand,  triumphantly  display'd, 
To  enter  conquerors,  and  to  proclaim 
"Arthur  of  Bretagne,  England's  king  and  yonrs  I 

Enter  on  English  Herald,  vMi  Trumptta. 

S,  Her,  R^'oice,  you  men  of  Angiers,  ring  your 
bells; 
King  John,    your   king  and    England's,   doth 

approach, 
Commander  of  this  hot  malidoos  day  I 
rheir  annours,  that  march'd  hence  so  silver-bright. 
Hither  return  all  gilt  with  Frenchmen's  blood ; 
There  stuck  no  plume  in  any  English  crest, 
That  is  removca  by  a  staff  of  France; 
Our  eolonrs  do  return  in  those  same  hands 
That  did  display  them  when  we  first  march'd  forth. 
And,  like  a  jolfjr  troop  of  huntsmen,  come 
Our  lusty  English,  all  with  purpled  hands. 
Dyed  in  the  dying  slaughter  of  their  foes : 
Open  vour  gates,  and  give  the  victors  way. 
HuSert,  Heralds,  from  off  our  towers  we  mi^ht 
behold, 
From  first  to  last,  the  onset  and  retire 
Of  both  your  armies;  whose  equality 
By  our  best  eyes  cannot  be  censured : 
Blood  hath  bought  blood,  and  blows  have  answer 'd 

blows ; 
Strength  match'd  with  strength,  and  power  con- 
fronted power: 
Both  are  alike;  and  both  alike  we  like. 
One  must  prove  greatest:  while  they  weigh  so 

even. 
We  hold  our  town  for  neither;  yet  for  both. 
Enter^  at  one  tide,  King  John,  with  fda  Tbwer, 
Elinor,  Blanch,  and  the  Bastard ;  at  theothtr. 
King  Philip,  Lewis,  Austria,  and  Forcee, 

K.  John.  France,  hast  thou  yet  more  blood  to 
cast  away  ? 
Say,  shall  the  current  of  our  right  run  on, 
Whose  passa^  vexd  with  thy  impediment, 
Shall  leave  bis  native  channel,  and  o'erswell 
With  eoune  disturb^  even  thy  eonfining  shoree, 
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Unless  thou  let  his  sHver  water  keeiv 
A  peaceful  progress  to  the  ocean  ? 
lu  FhL  England,  thou  hast  not  sav^d  one  drop 
of  blood, 
In  this  hot  trial,  more  than  we  of  France ; 
Rather,  lost  more :  And  by  this  hand  1  swear, 
That  sways  the  earth  this  climate  overlooks. 
Before  we  will  lay  down  our  just-borne  arms. 
Well  put  thee  down,  'gainst  whom  these  arm9  we 

bear. 
Or  add  a  n^yal  number  to  the  dead ; 
Gracing  th»  scroll,  that  tells  of  this  war^s  low. 
With  slaughter  coupled  to  the  name  of  kings. 

Bast.  Ha,  majesty!  how  high  thy  glory  towers. 
When  the  rich  blood  of  kings  is  set  on  fire  1 
0,  now  doth  death  line  his  dead  chaps  with  steel ; 
The  swords^  of  soldiers  are  his  teeth,  his  fangs ; 
And  now  he  feasts,  mousing  the  flesh  of  men, 
In  undetermin'd  differences  of  kings. 
Why  stand  these  royal  fronts  amazed  thus? 
Cry,  havoc,  kings  1  back  to  the  stained  field, 
You  equal  potents,  fiery-kindled  spintsi 
Then  let  confusion  of  one  part  confirm 
The  other's  peace;   till  then,  blows,  blood,  and 
death  1 
E.  John.  Whose  party  do  the  townsmen  yet 

admit? 
E,  Phi.  Speak,  citizens,  for  England*  who^ 

your  king? 
Hubert.  The  King  of  England,  when  we  know 

the  king. 
E,  Phi.  Know  him  in  us,  that  here  hold  uo  his 

right. 
E.  John,  In  us,  that  are  our  own  great  deputy, 
And  bear  possession  of  our  person  here; 
Liord  of  our  presence,  Anjpers,  and  of  you. 
Hw^ert,  A  greater  power  tlian  we  denies  all 
this; 
And,  till  it  be  undoubted,  we  do  lock 
Our  former  scruple  in  our  strong-barr'd  gatea, 
Kings,  of  our  fear ;  until  our  fears  resolved, 
Be  by  some  certain  king  purg'd  and  depos'd. 
Bast,  By  Heaven,  these  scroyles  of  Angiers  flout 
you,  kings; 
And  stand  securely  on  their  battlements. 
As  in  a  theatre,  wnence  they  gape  and  iioint 
At  your  industrious  scenes  and  acts  of  aeatlu 
Your  royal  presences  be  ruled  by  me  ; 
Do  like  the  mutines  of  Jerusalem, 
Be  friends  a  while,  and  both  conjointly  bend 
Your  sharpest  deeds  of  malioe  on  tliia  town : 
By  east  and  west  let  France  and  EngUmd  mount 
Their  battering  cannon  charged  to  the  mouths ; 
Till  their  soul-fearing  clamouri   have  brawl'd 

down 
The  flinty  ribs  of  this  contemptuous  dty : 
I'd  pla^  incessantly  upon  these  jades, 
Even  till  unfenced  desolation 
Leave  them  as  naked  as  the  vulgar  air. 
That  done,  dissever  your  united  strengths, 
And  part  your  mingled  colours  once  again; 
Turn  face  to  face,  and  bloody  point  to  point: 
Then,  in  a  moment,  fortune  shall  cull  mrth 
Out  of  one  side  her  happy  minion ; 
To  whoui  in  favour  she  shah  give  the  day, 
And  kiss  him  with  a  glorious  victory. 
How  like  you  this  wild  counsel,  mighty  states? 
Smacks  it  not  something  of  the  policy? 
E.  John,  Now,  by  the  sky  that  hangs  above  our 
heads, 
I  like  it  well ;    France,  shall  we  knit  our  powera, 
And  lay  this  Angiers  even  with  the  ground ; 
Then«  after  flfffatwhoshaU  bekinrofijt?^^!^ 
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BaH,  An  if  thon  hast  the  mettle  of  a  Un^, 
Being  wronged,  as  we  are,  by  this  peevish  town, 
Torn  thou  the  mouth  of  thj  artillery, 
As  we  vrill  ours,  against  these  saucy  walls : 
And  when  that  we  have  dash'd  them  to  thegroond, 
Why,  then  defy  each  other:  and,  pell-mell, 
Make  work  upon  ourselves,  for  heaven,  or  hell. 

K,Ifd.  Let  it  be  so:— Say,  where  will  you 
assault? 

JT.  /o^.  We  from  the  west  will  send  destruetion 
Into  this  city's  bosom. 

Aust.  1  from  the  north. 

K.  PhL  Our  thunder  from  the  south, 

Shall  rain  their  drift  of  bullets  on  this  town. 

Bast.  0  prudent  discip!  ine  I  From  north  to  south ; 
A.ustria  and  France  shoot  in  each  other's  moutli :  ' 

[Aside. 
ril  stir  them  to  it: — Come^  i^way,  away  1 

Hubert.  Uearus,greatking8;  vouchsafe  a  while 
to  stay. 
And  I  shall  stiow  you  peace,  and  fair-fSttc*d  league; 
Win  you  this  city  without  stroke  or  wound ; 
Kescue  those  breathing  lives  to  die  in  beds, 
That  here  come  sacrifices  for  the  field : 
Persever  not,  but  hear  me,  uiighty  kings. 

K,  John.  Speak  on,  with  favour ;  we  are  bent 
to  hear. 

Bubert.  That  daughter  there  of  Spain,  the  Lady 
Blanch, 
Is  near  to  England :  Look  upon  the  years 
Of  Lewis  the  Dauphin,  and  that  lovely  maid : 
If  lusty  love  should  go  in  (juest  of  beauty, 
Where  should  he  find  it  fairer  than  in  Blaneh  ? 
If  zealous  love  should  go  in  search  of  virtue. 
Where  should  he  find  it  purer  than  in  Blanch? 
If  love  ambitious  sought  a  match  of  birth, 
Whose  veins  bound  ridier  blood  than  Lady  Blanch? 
Such  as  she  is,  in  beauty,  virtue,  birth, 
Is  the  young  Dauphin  every  way  complete ; 
If  not  complete  or,  say  he  is  not  she ; 
And  she  again  wants  nothing,  to  name  want, 
If  want  it  be  not,  that  she  is  not  he : 
He  is  the  half  part  of  a  blessed  man. 
Left  to  be  finished  by  such  a  she ; 
And  she  a  £ur  divideid  excellence. 
Whose  fulness  of  perfection  lies  in  him. 
0,  two  such  silver  currents,  when  they  join, 
Do  glorify  the  banks  that  bound  them  in : 
Knd  two  such  shores  to  two  such  streams  made  one, 
Iwo  such  controlling  bounds  shall  you  be,  kings. 
To  these  two  princes,  if  you  marry  them. 
This  union  shall  do  more  than  battery  can. 
To  our  fast-closed  gates ;  for,  at  this  match. 
With  swifter  spleen  than  powder  can  enforce, 
The  mouth  of  pas^ge  shall  we  fling  wide  ope. 
And  give  yon  entrance:  but,  without  this  match. 
The  sea  enraged  is  not  half  bO  deaf. 
Lions  more  confident,  mountains  and  rooks 
If  ore  free  from  motion,  no,  nut  death  himself 
In  mortal  fury  half  so  peremptory, 
Ab  we  to  keep  this  city. 

Bast,  Here's  a  stav, 

That  shakes  the  rotten  carcase  of  old  death 
Out  of  his  rags  1    Here's  a  large  mouth  indeed, 
That  spits  forth  death,  and  mountains,  rocks,  and 

seas: 
Talks  as  familiarly  of  roaring  lions. 
As  maids  of  thurteen  do  of  puppy-dogs  I 
What  cannoneer  begot  this  lusty  blood? 
Hespeaks  nlaio  cannon,  fire,  and  smoke,  and  boonoe; 
He  gives  tne  bastinado  with  his  tongue ; 
Our  ears  are  oudgvll'd ;  not  a  word  of  hia, 
But  buffets  better  than  a  fiat  of  Franoet 


JOHN  sas 

Zounds  I  I  was  never  to  bethnmp'd  with  words. 
Since  I  first  eaird  my  brother's  utiier,  dad. 

Mi.  Son,  list  to  this  conjunction,  make  this  matcn; 
Give  with  our  niece  a  dowry  large  enough: 
For  by  thb  knot  thou  shalt  so  surely  tie 
Thy  now  unsur'd  assurance  to  the  crown, 
Tliat  yon  green  boy  shall  have  no  sun  to  ripe  ^ 
The  bloom  that  promiseth  a  mighty  fruit. 
I  see  a  yielding  m  the  looks  of  France ; 
Mark,  how  they  whisper :  urge  them,  whUe  their 

souls 
Are  capable  of  this  ambition ; 
Lest  zeal,  now  melted  by  the  windy  breath 
Of  soft  petitions,  pity,  and  remorse. 
Cool  ana  congeal  again  to  what  it  was. 

Hubert.  Why  answer  not  the  double  migesties 
This  friendly  treaty  of  our  threatened  town  ? 

K.  FJil  Speak  England  first,  that  hath  been 
forward  first 
To  speak  unto  this  city :  What  say  you  ? 

K.  John.  If  that  the  Dauphin  there,  thy  priooely 
son. 
Can  in  this  book  of  beauty  read,  I  love, 
Her  dowry  shall  weigh  equal  with  a  queen  :^ 
For  Anjou,  and  fair  Touraine,  Maine,  Poictiers, 
And  all  that  we  upon  this  side  the  sea 
I  CBxcept  this  city  now  by  us  besieg'd) 
'  Find  liable  to  our  crown  and  dignity. 
Shall  gild  her  bridal  bed;  and  make  her  rich 
In  titles,  honours,  and  promotions. 
As  she  in  beauty,  education,  blooa, 
Holds  hand  with  any  princess  of  the  world. 

K.  Phi.  What  sayst  thou,  boy?  look  in  the 
lady's  face. 

Lew.  I  do,  my  lord,  and  in  her  eye  I  find 
A  wonder,  or  a  wondrous  miracle. 
The  shadow  of  myself  form'd  in  her  eye ; 
Which,  being  but  the  shadow  of  your  son. 
Becomes  a  sun,  and  makes  your  son  a  shadow : 
I  do  protest,  I  never  lov'd  myself. 
Till  now  infixed  I  beheld  myself. 
Drawn  in  the  flattering  table  of  her  eye, 

[  WJUspers  xmth  Blanoh. 

Bast.  Drawn  in  the  flattering  table  of  her  eye  I 

Hang*d  in  the  frowning  wrinkle  of  her  browl — 
And  quarter 'd  in  her  heart! — he  doth  espy 

Himself  love's  traitor:  This  is  pity  now, 
That  bang*d,  and  drawn,   and   quartered,  there 

should  be. 
In  such  a  love,  so  vile  a  lout  as  he. 

Blanch.  My  uncle's  will,  in  this  respect,  is  mine. 
If  he  see  aught  in  you,  that  makes  him  like. 
That  anything  he  sees,  which  moves  his  liking, 
I  can  with  ease  translate  it  to  my  will ; 
Or,  if  you  will,  to  speak  more  properly, 
I  will  enforce  it  easily  to  my  love. 
Further  I  will  not  flatter  you,  my  lord, 
That  alll  see  in  you  is  worthy  love. 
Than  this, — that  nothing  do  1  see  in  you. 
Though  churlish  thoughts  themselves  should  be 

your  judge. 
That  I  can  find  should  merit  any  hate. 


K,  John,  What  say  these  young  ones?    What 

say  you,  my  niece  ? 
Blanch,  That  she  is  bound  in  honour  still  to  do 
What  you  in  wisdom  shall  vouchsafe  to  say. 
K./ohn.  Speidc  then,  Prince  Daaphin;  oan  you 

love  this  ladv  ? 
Leto,  Nay,  ask  me  if  I  oan  refrain  from  love; 
For  I  do  love  her  most  unfeignedly. 
K.  John.  Then  do  I  give  Volquesaen,  Tonn^na 
Maine. 
Poictian,  and  ioyou,  these  five  prpvlnoea,   . 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


834  KING 

With  her  to  thee;  end  this  addition  more, 
Full  thirty  thoosand  marks  of  English  coin. 
Ptiilip  of  France,  if  thoa  be  pleas'a  withal, 
Command  thy  son  and  daughter  to  join  hands. 

K,  FhL  It  likes  us  well.  Toung  princes,  close 
your  hands. 

Aust,  And  your  lips  too ;  for  I  am  well  assured 
That  I  did  so,  when  I  was  first  assured. 

K.  Phu  Now,  citizens  of  Anders,  ope  your  gates. 
Let  in  that  amity  which  you  have  mnde; 
For  at  SainL  Mary's  chapel,  presently, 
The  rites  of  marriage  shall  be  solemniz'd. 
Is  not  the  Lady  Constance  in  this  troop? 
I  know  she  is  not ;  for  this  match,  made  np, 
Her  presence jnrould  have  interrupted  much: 
Where  is  she  and  her  son  ?  tell  me  who  knows. 

Lew,  She  is  lad  and  passionate  at  your  highness* 
tent 

K,  PhL  And,  by  my  &ith,  this  league,  that  we 
have  made, 
Will  give  her  sadness  very  little  cure. 
Brother  of  England,  how  may  we  content 
This  widow  lady?    In  her  right  we  came ; 
Which  we,  Qodf  knows,  have  tum*d  another  way, 
To  our  own  vantage. 

K.  John.  We  will  heal  up  all, 

For  well  create  voang  Arthur  Duke  of  Bretagne 
And  Earl  of  Kichmond ;  and  this  rich  fair  town 
We  make  him  lord  ot— Call  the  T^dy  Constance; 
Some  speedy  messenger  bid  her  repair 
To  our  solemnity : — I  trust  we  shiUl, 
If  not  fill  up  the  measure  of  her  will, 
Yet  in  some  measure  satisfy  her  so, 
That  we  shall  stop  her  exclamation. 
Go  we,  as  well  as  haste  will  suffer  us. 
To  this  onlook'd-for,  unprepared  pomp. 

[Kxeitnt,  all  but  the  Bastard.— T^ 
Citizens  retire/rom  the  loaUa. 
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Bast,  Had  world !  mad  ktegs!  mad  oompotmoft 
John,  to  stop  Arthur's  title  in  the  whole, 
Hath  willmgly  departed  with  a  part : 
And  France,  whose  armour,  conscience  buckled  on 
Whom  zeal  and  charity  brought  to  the  field 
As  Gk>d's  own  soldier,  rounded  in  the  ear 
With  that  same  purpose-changer,  that  sly  devfl ; 
That  broker  that  still  breaks  the  pate  of  faith ; 
That  daily  break-vow ;  he  that  wins  of  all. 
Of  kings,  of  beggars,  old  men,  young  men,  maids,— 
Who  having  no  external  thing  to  lose 
But  the  word  maid,  cheats  the  poor  maid  of  that; 
That  smooth-fac*d  gentleman,  tickling  commodity, 
Gonmiodity,  the  bias  of  the  world ; 
The  world,  who  of  itself  is  poised  well, 
Made  to  run  even ;  upon  even  ground ; 
Till  this  advantage,  this  vile  drawing  bias, 
This  8v.ay  of  motion,  this  commodity, 
Makes  it  take  head  from  all  indifierency. 
From  all  direction,  purpose,  course,  intent : 
And  this  same  bias,  this  commodity. 
This  bawd,  this  broker,  this  all-changing  word, 
Clapp'd  on  the  outward  eye  of  fickle  France, 
Hath  drawn  him  from  his  own  determined  aid, 
From  a  resolv'd  and  honourable  war, 
To  a  most  base  and  vile-concluded  peaoe. — 
And  why  rail  I  on  this  commodity  ? 
But  for  because  he  hath  not  woo'd  me  yet : 
Not  that  I  have  the  power  to  clutch  my  hand, 
When  his  fiiir  angels  would  salute  my  palm  { 
But  for  my  hand,  as  unattempted  yet, 
Like  a  poor  beggar,  raileth  on  the  rich. 
Well,  whiles  I  am  a  beggar,  I  will  rail. 
And  say,— there  is  no  sin  but  to  bo  rich ; 
And  being  rich,  my  virtue  then  shall  be, 
To  say,— there  is  no  vice  but  beggary : 
Since  kings  break  faith  upon  commodity. 
Gain  be  my  lord  I  for  I  will  worship  theel     [JSSmt 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  h^Tke  tame.  The  French  King's  TaU, 

Enter  Constanob,  Abthur,  emd  Sii<iSBuar. 

Const.  Gone  to  be  married  I  gone  to  swear  a  peace  I 
False  blood  to  false  blood  joined  I  Gone  to  be 

friends! 
Shall  Lewis  have  Blanch?   and   Blanch   those 

provinces  ? 
It  is  not  so ;  thoa  hast  misspoke,  misheard ; 
Be  well  advis*d,  tell  o'er  thy  tale  again: 
It  cannot  be ;  thou  dost  but  sa^,  'tis  so: 
I  trust  I  may  not  trust  thee;  for  thy  word 
Is  but  the  vain  breath  of  a  common  man : 
Believe  me,  I  do  not  believe  thee,  man ; 
I  have  a  king's  oath  to  the  contrary. 
Thou  shalt  be  punish'd  for  thus  frightuig  me, 
For  I  am  sick,  and  capable  of  fears ; 
Oppress'd  with  wrongs,  and  therefore  full  ot  fears; 
A  Mridow,  husbandless,  subject  to  fears ; 
A  woman,  naturally  bom  to  fears ; 
And  though  thou  now  confess  thou  didst  but  jest 
With  my  vex'd  spirits,  I  cannot  take  a  truco. 
But  they  will  quake  and  tremble  all  this  day. 
What  dost  thou  mean  by  shaking  of  thy  head  ? 
Why  dost  thou  look  so  sadly  on  my  son  ? 
What  means  that  hand  upon  that  breast  of  thine? 
Why  holds  thine  eye  that  lamentable  rheum, 
Like  a  proud  river  peering  o'er  bus  bounds? 
Be  these  sad  signs  oonfirmers  of  thy  words? 
Then  speak  again ;  not  all  thy  former  tale. 
But  this  one  word,  whether  thy  tale  be  true. 


Scd.  As  true,  as,  I  believe,  yon  think  them  fidsa 
That  give  you  cause  to  prove  my  saying  true. 

Const.  0,  if  thou  teach  me  to  believe  this  sorrow* 
Teach  thou  this  sorrow  how  to  make  me  die ; 
And  let  belief  and  life  encounter  so. 
As  doth  the  fury  of  two  desperate  men, 
Which,  in  the  very  meeting,  fall  and  die. — 
Lewis  marry  Blanch  I    O,  boy,  then  where  art 

thou? 
France  friend  with  England !   what  becomes  of 

me?— 
Fellow,  be  gone:  I  cannot  brook  thy  sight ; 
This  news  mith  made  thee  a  most  ugly  man. 

SaL  What  other  harm  have  I,  good  lady,  done, 
But  spoke  the  harm  tliat  is  by  others  done  r 

Const.  Which  harm  within  itself  so  heinous  is, 
As  it  makes  harmful  all  that  sneak  of  it. 

Arth,  I  do  beseech  you,  maaam,  be  content 

Const.  If  thou,  that  bidd'st  me  be  content,  wert 

frim, 
slandVous  to  thy  mother's  womb, 
Full  of  unpleasing  blots  and  sightless  stains, 
I^me,  foolish,  crooked,  swart,  prodigious, 
Patch'd  with  foul  moles  and  eye-offending  marks, 
I  would  not  care,  I  then  would  be  content ; 
For  then  I  should  not  love  thee ;  no,  nor  thon 
Become  thy  great  birth,  nor  deserve  a  crown. 
But  thou  art  fair;  and  at  thy  birth,  dear  boy. 
Nature  and  Fortune  join'd  to  make  thee  great* 
Of  Nature^  gif^  thoa  mayst  with  Itlici  boast 
And  with  the  half-blown  rose :  bat  Fpc^ne,  01 , 
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Bhe  Is  corrupted,  chang^d^  and  won  firom  thee; 
She  adulteratee  hourly  vnth  thy  uncle  John ; 
And  vrith  her  golden  iiand  hath  pluck'd  on  France 
To  tread  down  fair  respect  of  sovereignty, 
And  made  his  nugestv  the  bawd  to  theirs. 
France  is  a  bawd  to  Fortune  and  King  John ; 
That  strumpet  Fortune,  that  usurping  John  ^— 
Tell  me,  thou  fellow,  is  not  France  forsworn  ?  . 
Envenom  him  with  words ;  or  get  thee  gone, 
And  leave  those  woes  alone,  wluch  I  alone 
Am  bound  to  under-bear. 

SaL  Pardon  roe,  madam, 

I  may  not  go  without  you  to  the  king's. 

OoRSt.  Thou  mayst,  thou  shalt,  I  will  not  go 
with  thee : 
I  will  instruct  my  sorrows  to  be  proud : 
For  grief  is  proud,  and  makes  his  owner  stoop. 
To  me,  and  to  the  state  of  my  ^eat  grief, 
Let  kings  assemble ;  for  my  gnefs  so  great 
Tliat  no  supporter  but  the  huge  firm  earth 
Can  hold  it  up :  here  I  and  sorrow  sit ; 
Here  is  my  throne,  bid  kings  come  bow  to  it. 

[She  throws  hentlfon  the  gwtauL 

Bnttr  King  John,  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Blangb, 
Eluiok,  Bastard,  Austria,  and  Attendants. 

K,  PhL  Tis  true,  fiur  daughter;  and  this  blessed 
day 
Ever  in  France  shall  be  kept  festival : 
To  solemnize  this  day,  the  glorious  son 
Stays  io  his  course,  and  plays  the  alohymist ; 
Turning,  with  splendour  of  his  precious  eye. 
The  meafi;re  cloddy  earth  to  glittering  gold : 
The  yearly  course  that  brings  this  day  about 
Shall  never  see  it  but  a  holiday. 

Oontt.  A  wicked  day,  and  not  a  holydayl 

[Rinng. 
What  hath  thb  day  deserv'd  ?  what  bath  it  done. 
That  it  in  golden  letters  should  be  set, 
Among  the  high  tides,  in  the  kalcndar? 
Na^  rather  turn  this  oay  out  of  the  week ; 
This  day  of  shame,  oppression,  perjury : 
Or,  if  it  must  stana  still,  let  wives  with  child 
Pray  that  their  burthens  may  not  &11  this  day, 
Lest  that  their  hopes  prodigiously  be  crossed: 
But  on  this  day  let  seanuA  fear  no  wrack; 
No  bargains  break  that  are  not  this  day  inade: 
This  daj,  all  things  begun  come  to  ill  end ; 
Y^  faith  itself  to  hollow  fidsehood  chancre  I 

K.  FkL  By  heaven,  lady,  yon  shall  nave  no 
cause 
To  cone  the  fiur  proceedings  of  this  day. 
Have  I  not  pawned  to  you  my  majesty? 

(kntU  Ton  have  beguil'd  me  with  a  counterfeit. 
Resembling  mijesty;  which,  being  touched  and 

Proves  valueless :  Ton  are  forsworn,  forsworn ; 
You  came  in  arms  to  spill  mine  enemies'  blood. 
But  now  in  arms  you  strengthen  it  with  yours : 
The  grappling  vigour  and  rough  fh)wn  of  war 
Is  ooTd,  in  amity  and  painted  peace, 
And  our  oppression  hath  made  up  this  league : — 
Arm,  arm,  you  heavens,  against  these  perj  ur 'd  kings 
A  widow  cries ;  be  husband  to  me,  heavens  1 
Let  not  the  hours  of  this  ungodly  day 
Wear  out  the  day  in  ])eace ;  out,  ere  sunset. 
Set  armed  diacord  Hwixt  these  peijur'd  kings ! 
Hear  me,  U  hear  me  I 

Auat,  Lady  Constance,  peace. 

OoiuL  Wart  warl  no  peace!  peace  is  to  me  a  war. 
O  Lymogea !  0  Austria  I  thou  dost  shaoie 
That  bloody  spoil :  Thou  slave,  thou  wretch,  thou 
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Thou  little  valiant,  great  in  villainy  I 
Thou  ever  strong  upon  tlie  stronger  side  I 
Thou  Fortmie*8  champion,  that  dost  never  fighf 
But  when  her  humorous  ladyship  is  by 
To  teach  thee  safety  I  thou  art  perjur'd  too. 
And  sooth'st  up  grcatnes-s.     Wliat  a  fool  art  thou, 
A  ramping  foot ;  to  brag,  and  stamp,  and  swear, 
Upon  my  party  1    Thou  cold-blooded  slave. 
Hast  thou  not  spoke  like  thunder  on  my  side? 
Been  sworn  my  t>oldier?     Bidding  me  depend 
Upon  tliy  stars,  thy  fortune,  and  thy  strength  ? 
And  dost  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  foes? 
Thou  wear  a  lion's  hide  1  doff  it  for  shame, 
And  hang  a  calfs  skin  on  those  recreant  limbs. 

Atat,  0,  that  a  man  should  speak  those  words 
to  mel 

Bait,  And  hang  a  calfs-skin  on  those  recreant 
limbs. 

Auat,  Thou  dar'st  not  say  so,  villain,  for  thj 
life. 

Bast.  And  hang  a  calf  %-skin  on  those  recreant 
limbs. 

K.  Jofm.  We  like  not  this ;  thou  doet  forget 
thyself. 

Enter  Pamdulph. 

K.  PhL  Here  comes  the  holy  legate  of  the  pope 

Pond,  Hail,  you  anointed  deputies  of  heaven  1 
To  thee.  King  John,  ray  holy  errand  b. 
I,  Pandulph,  of  fair  Milan  cardinal. 
And  from  Pope  Innocent  the  legate  here, 
Do,  in  his  name,  religiously  demand, 
"Why  thou  against  the  church,  our  holy  mother 
So  wilfully  dost  spurn ;  and,  force  per  force, 
Keep  Stephen  Langton,  chosen  Archbishop 
Of  Ouiterbury,  from  that  holy  see? 
This,  in  our  foresaid  holy  father's  name, 
Pope  Innocent,  I  do  demand  of  thee. 

A.  John,  What  earthly  name  to  interrogatories 
Can  task  the  free  breath  of  a  sacred  king^ 
Thou  canst  not,  cardmal,  devise  a  name 
So  slight,  unworthy,  and  ridiculous, 
To  cluirge  me  to  an  answer,  as  the  pope. 
Tell  him  this  tale ;  and  from  the  mouth  of  England 
Add  thus  much  more,— That  no  Italian  priest 
Shall  tithe  or  toll  in  our  dominions ; 
But  as  we  under  heaven  are  supreme  head, 
So,  under  him,  that  great  supremacy. 
Where  we  do  reign,  we  will  alone  uphold, 
Without  the  assistance  of  a  mortal  hand : 
So  tell  the  pope ;  all  reverence  set  apart, 
To  him,  ana  his  usurp'd  authority. 

K.  Phi.  Brother  of  Enghmd,  you  blaspheme  ti 
this. 

JST.  John.  Though  you,  and  all  the  kings  of 
Christendom, 
Are  led  so  grossly  by  this  meddling  priest. 
Dreading  the  curse  that  money  may  buy  out 
And,  by  the  merit  of  vile  golcf,  dross,  dust 
Purchase  corrupted  pardon  of  a  man, 
Who,  in  that  saJe,  sells  pardon  from  himself; 
Though  you,  and  all  the  rest,  so  grossly  led. 
This  juggling  witchcraft  with  revenue  cherish ; 
Yet  1,  Sone,  alone  do  me  oppose 
Against  the  pope,  and  count  his  friends  my  foes. 

Pond.  Then  bv  the  lawful  power  that  1  have. 
Thou  shalt  stand  curs'd  and  excommunicate : 
And  blessed  shall  he  be  that  doth  revolt 
From  his  allegiance  to  an  heretic : 
And  meritorious  shall  that  hand  be  call*d 
Canonized,  and  worshipped  as  a  saint. 
That  takes  away  by  any  secret  eourse 
Thy  hatefW  life.  r "  T 
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ContL  O,  lawfU  let  it  be 

That  I  haTe  room  with  Borne  to  curse  a  while  1 
Qood  fkther  cardinal,  isrj  thoa,  amen, 
To  my  keen  oarses:  for,  without  my  wrong, 
There  is  no  tongue  hath  power  to  curse  him 
right 
FajkL  There's  kw  and  warrant,  lady,  for  my 

cor^e. 
Const,  And  for  mine  too;  when  law  can  do  no 
right, 
Let  it  be  lawful  that  law  bar  no  wrong; 
Law  cannot  give  m^  child  his  kingdom  here; 
For  he  tliat  holds  his  kingdom  holds  the  law : 
Therefore,  since  law  itaelF  is  perfect  wrong, 
How  can  the  law  forbid  my  tongue  to  curse  ? 
Fond,  Philip  of  France,  on  peril  of  a  curse. 
Let  go  the  hand  of  that  arch-heretic  ; 
And  raise  the  power  of  France  upon  his  head, 
Unless  he  do  submit  himself  to  Home. 
EU,  Look'st  thou  pale,  France?  do  not  let  go 

thy  hand. 
Const,  Look  to  tliat,  devil  1   lest  that  France 
reiHjnt, 
.ind,  by  disjoining  hands,  hell  lose  a  soul. 
Aust.  King  Philip,  listen  to  the  cardinal 
BasL  And  hang  a  calf  s-ekin  on  his  recreant 

limbs. 
Aust,  Well,  ruffian,  I  must  pocket  up  these 
wrongs, 

Because 

Bast,        Tour  breeches  best  may  carry  them. 
K,  John,  Philip,  what  says'st  thou  to  the  cardinal  ? 
Const,  What  should  he  say,  but  as  the  cardinal  ? 
Lew.  Bethink  you,  father ;  for  the  difference 
la,  purchase  of  a  heavy  curse  from  Kome, 
Or  the  light  loss  of  England  for  a  friend: 
Forego  the  easier. 
Blanch,  That's  the  curse  of  Rome. 

ConsL  O  Lewis,  stand  Cut;  the  devil  tempts 
thee  here. 
In  likeness  of  a  new  untrimmed  bride. 
Blanch,  The  Lady  Constance  speaks  not  from  her 
faith, 
But  from  her  need. 

Const,  0,  if  thou  grant  my  need, 

Which  only  lives  but  by  the  death  of  faith. 
That  need  must  needs  infer  this  principle, — 
That  faith  would  live  again  by  death  of  need ; 
0,  then,  tread  down  my  need,  and  faith  mounts  up ; 
Keep  my  need  up,  and  faith  U  trodden  down. 
K,  John,  The  king  is  mov'd,  and  answers  not  to 

this. 
Const,  0,  be  remov'd  from  him,  and  answer 

well. 
Aust,  Do  60,  King  Philip ;  hang  no  more  in 

doubt. 
Past,  Hang  nothing  but  a  calfs-skin,  most  sweet 

lout. 
K,  PhL  I  am  perplex'd,  and  know  not  what  to 

say. 
Band,  What  canst  thou  say,  but  will  perplex 
thee  more, 
(f  thou  stand  excommunicate,  and  cnrs'd? 
K,  Phi,  Qood  reverend  father,  make  my  person 
yours, 
And  tell  me  how  yon  would  bestow  yourself. 
This  royal  hand  and  mine  are  newly  knit: 
And  the  conjunction  of  our  inward  souls 
Married  in  league,  coupled  and  link'd  together 
With  all  religious  strength  of  sacred  vows. 
The  latest  breath  that  gave  the  sound  of  words 
Was  deep-sworn  faith,  peace,  amity,  true  love. 
Between  our  1* iii^cdotua  and  our  royal  selves* 
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I  And  even  before  this  truce,  but  new  before, — 
'  No  longer  than  we  well  could  wash  our  handf, 
I  To  clap  tliis  royal  bargain  up  of  peace, — 
I  Heaven  knows,  they  were  besmear  d  and  overstain^ 
!  With  slaughter's  pencil ;  where  revenge  did  paint 
The  fearful  difference  of  incensed  kings : 
And  shall  these  hands,  so  lately  purged  of  blood 
So  newly  joined  in  love,  so  strong  in  both. 
Unyoke  this  seizure,  and  this  kind  regreet  ? 
Play  fast  and  loose  with  faith?  so  jest  with  Heaven 
Make  such  uncomitant  children  of  ourselves. 
As  now  again  to  snatch  our  palm  from  palm ; 
Unswear  faith  sworn ;  and  on  the  marriage-bed 
Of  smiling  peace  to  march  a  bloody  host, 
And  make  a  riot  on  the  gentle  brow 
Of  true  sincerity  ?    0,  holy  sir, 
My  reverend  father,  let  it  not  be  so : 
Out  of  yon/  grace,  devise,  ordain,  impose 
Borne  gentle  order;  and  then  we  shall  be  blesfi'd 
To  do  your  pleasure,  and  continue  friends. 

Pana,  All  form  is  formless,  order  orderleas, 
Save  what  is  opposite  to  England's  love. 
Therefore,  to  arinsl  be  champion  of  our  church  1 
Or  let  the  church,  our  mother,  breathe  herourse, 
A  mother's  curse,  on  her  revolting  son. 
France,  thou  mayst  hold  a  serpent  by  the  tongue, 
A  chased  lion  ly  the  mortal  paw, 
A  fasting  tiger  siifer  by  the  tooth. 
Than  keep  in  peace  tliat  hand  whicn  thou  dost  hold 
K,  Phi.  I  may  disjoin  my  hand,  but  not  my  faith 
Pimd,  So  mak'^it  ihou  fiEUth  an  enemy  to  faith; 
And,  like  a  civil  war.  sett'st  oath  to  oath, 
Thy  tongue  against  thy  tongue.    0,  let  thy  vow 
First  made  to  heaven,  nrst  be  to  heaven  performed 
That  is,  to  be  the  champion  of  our  church  I 
What  since  thou  swor  6t  is  sworn  against  thyself^ 
And  may  not  be  performed  by  thyself: 
For  that  which  thou  hast  swurn  to  do  amiss, 
Is  not  amiss  when  it  is  truly  done ; 
And  being  not  done,  where  doing  tends  to  ill, 
The  truth  is  then  most  done  not  duing  it: 
The  better  act  of  purposes  mbtook 
Is,  to  mistake  agam ;  though  indirect, 
Yet  indirection  thereby  grows  direct. 
And  falsehood  falsehood  cures ;  as  fire  cools  firo, 
Within  the  scorched  veins  of  one  new  bum'd. 
It  is  religion  that  doth  make  vows  kept ; 
But  thou  hast  sworn  against  religion 
By  what  thou  swear  st  against  the  thing  thou 

swear'st; 
And  mak'st  an  oath  the  surety  for  thy  truth 
Against  an  oath :  The  truth  thou  art  unsure 
To  swear,  swears  only  not  to  be  forsworn ; 
Else,  what  a  mockery  should  it  bo  to  swear  I 
But  thou  dost  swear  only  tp  be  forsworn ; 
And  most  forsworn,  to  keep  what  thou  dost  swear. 
Therefore,  thy  later  vows,  against  thy  first, 
Is  in  thyself  rebellion  to  thyself: 
And  better  conquest  never  canst  thou  nmke, 
Than  arm  thy  constant  and  thy  nobler  parts 
Against  these  giddy  loose  suggestions: 
Upon  which  better  part  our  prayers  come  in, 
If  thou  vouchsafe  tiieiu :  but,  if  not,  then  know, 
The  peril  of  our  curses  light  on  thee 
So  heavy,  as  thou  shalt  not  shake  them  off, 
But,  in  despair,  die  under  their  bUck  weight 
AvMt,  Rebellion,  flat  rebellion  I 
Bast,  Wiirtnotbe? 

Will  not  a  calf 's-skin  stop  that  mouth  of  thine? 
Lew.  Father,  to  arms  I 

Blanch.  Upon  thy  wedding-day? 

Aprain^t  the  blood  that  thou  hast  married? 
Whaii  shall  our  feast  bo  kent  with  slajighterVl  mep? 
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Blull  brsying  trumpeu,  and  loud  ohorliflh  dnuni, 
CUmoura  of  Bell,  be  measures  to  our  pomp  ? 
O  busbaod,  hear  me  I— ab,  alack,  how  new 
is  husband  in  mj  mouth  I — even  for  that  name, 
Which  till  this  time  mj tongue  did  ne'er  pronounce, 
Upon  my  knee  I  beg,  go  not  to  arms 
Against  mine  uncle. 

ComL  0,  upon  my  knee, 

Made  hard  with  kneeling,  I  do  pray  to  thee, 
Thoa  virtuous  dauphin,  alter  not  the  doom 
Fore-thought  by  heaven. 
B^ond^NowshaUIseethyloTe.  What  motive 
may 
E»  stronger  with  thee  than  the  name  of  wife? 
CcmL  That  which  uphddeth  him  that  thee 
upholds, 
His  honour :  0,  thine  honour,  Lewis,  thine  honoorl 

Lew,  I  muse  your  majesty  doth  seem  so  cold, 
When  such  proronnd  respects  do  pull  you  on. 
Pcmd,  1  will  denounce  a  curse  upon  his  head. 
£.  PId,  Thou  Shalt  not  need :— England,  111 

fiUl  firom  thee. 
CVmst.  O  fair  return  of  banish'd  mi^esty I 
EH.  O  foul  revolt  of  French  inconstancy ! 
K.  /cAfi.  France,  thou  shalt  rue  this  hour  within 

this  hour. 
BtM.  Old  Time  the  clock-setter,  that  bald  sexton, 
Time, 
Is  it  as  he  will  ?  well  then,  France  shall  me. 
BUmck,  The  son's  overcast  with  blood :  Fair  day 
adieu  I 
Which  is  the  bide  that  I  must  go  withal  ? 
I  am  with  both :  each  army  hath  a  hand; 
And,  in  their  rage,  I  having  hold  of  both, 
Ther  whirl  asunder,  and  dismember  me. 
Husband,  I  cannot  pray  that  thou  mayst  win; 
Uncle,  I  needs  must  prey  that  thou  luayst  lose; 
Father,  I  may  not  wish  the  fortune  thine; 
Orandame,  I  vrill  not  wish  thy  wishes  thrive : 
Whoever  wins,  on  that  side  snail  I  lose ; 
Assured  loss,  before  the  match  be  play'd. 
Xao.  Ladv,  with  me ;  with  me  tny  fortune  lies. 
Blanek,  There  where  my  fortune  lives,  there 

Iny  life  dies. 
K»  Jdhtu  Cousin,  go  drew  our  puissance  to- 
gether.— [Exit  Bastard. 
Prance,  I  am  bum'd  up  with  inflammg  wrath ; 
A  rage  whose  heat  hath  this  condition. 
That  nothing  can  allay,  nothing  but  blood, 
The  blood,  and  dearest-valued  blood,  of  France. 
K.  PhL  Thy  rage  shall  bum  thee  up,  and  thou 
shalt  turn 
To  ashes,  ere  our  blood  shall  quench  that  fire : 
Look  to  thyself,  thou  art  in  jeopardy. 
K.John,  No  more  than  he  that  thriuUs. — To  arms 
let'bhiel  [Exeunt, 

80EN£IL^2!^sam&    pjoms  fiMr  Anglers. 
Alarums;  Excumons,    Enter  the  Bastard,  with 


JOHN. 

Baet.  Uy  lord,  I  rescued  her; 

Her  highness  is  in  safety,  fear  you  not : 
But  on,  my  lie^;  for  very  little  pains 
Will  bring  this  labour  to  a  happy  end. 
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SCENE  III.— rAs 

Alarwm;  Excursiona;  BetreaL  Enter  King  Joiui. 
BuMou,  Abthub.  the  Bastard,  Hubkbt,  and 
Lords. 

K.  John,  So  shall  it  be ;  your  grace  shall  stay 

behind,  [TbEu. 

So  strongly  guarded. — Cousin,  look  not  so  sad. 


fTbAKTH. 

undo 


Thy  grandame  loves  thee ;  and  thy  undo  will 
As  dear  be  to  thee  as  thy  futher  was. 

Arth,  O,  this  will  make  my  mother  die  with 
grief. 

K,Jokn,  Cousin,    [to  the   Bastard]  away   for 
England  J  haste  before: 
And,  ere  our  coming,  see  thou  stiake  the  bags 
Of  hoarding  abbots;  imprisoned  angels 
Set  thou  at  liberty :  the  &t  ribs  of  peace 
Must  by  the  hungry  now  be  fed  upon : 
Use  our  commission  in  his  utmost  force. 

Bast,  Bell,  book,  and  candle  shall  not  driTe  me 
back. 
When  gold  and  silver  becks  me  to  come  on. 
I  leave  your  highness: — Grandame,  I  will  prey 
lU  ever  I  remember  to  be  holy) 
For  vour  fair  safety ;  so  I  kiss  your  hand. 

EU,  Farewell,  gentle  cousin. 

K,  John.  Cox,  fiywwell. 

[.fib»^  Bastard. 

EU,  Come  hither,  little  kinsman ;  hark,  a  word 
[She  takes  Arth.  aside. 

E.John,  Come  hither,  Hubert,  O  my  gentle 
Hubert, 
We  owe  thee  much;  within  this  wall  of  flesh 
There  is  a  soul  counts  thee  her  creditor, 
And  with  advantage  means  to  pay  thy  love: 
And,  my  good  friend,  thy  voluntary  oath 
Lives  ill  this  bosom,  dearly  cherished. 
Give  me  thy  hand.    I  had  a  thing  to  say,— 
But  I  will  fit  it  with  some  better  time. 
By  Heaven,  Hubert,  I  am  almost  asham'd 
To  say  what  good  respect  I  have  of  thee. 

Mub,  I  am  much  boundeu  to  your  majesty. 

K,  John.  Good  friend,  thou  hast  no  cause  to  say 
so  yet: 
But  thou  shalt  have :  and  creep  time  ne'er  so  slow. 
Yet  it  shall  come  for  me  to  do  thee  good. 
I  had  a  thing  to  say,— But  let  it  go  : 
The  sun  is  in  the  heaven,  and  the  proud  day 
Attended  with  the  pleasures  of  the  world. 
Is  all  too  wanton,  and  too  full  of  gawds. 
To  give  me  audience:— If  the  midnight  bell 
Did,  with  his  iron  tongue  and  brazen  mouth, 
Sound  on  into  the  drowsy  nu»  of  night ;        ^ 
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1  would  iato  thy  bosom  pour  mj  thoagbto . 
But  ah,  I  will  not :— Tet  1  love  thee  well ; 
And^  bj  my  troth,  I  think  thou  lov'st  me  well. 

Bub,  So  well,  that  what  yon  bid  me  undertake, 
ThoQgh  that  mj  death  were  adjunct  to  my  act, 
By  Heaven,  1  would  do  it. 

K.  John.  Do  not  I  know  thou  wouldst  ? 

Good  Hubert,  Hubert.  Hubert,  throw  thine  eye 
On  yon  young  boy :  ril  tell  thee  what,  my  friend, 
He  18  a  very  serpent  in  my  way; 
And  wheresoever  this  foot  of  mme  doth  tread 
He  lies  before  me :  Dost  thou  understand  me? 
Thou  art  his  keeper. 

Hub,  And  1*11  keep  him  so 

That  he  shall  not  offend  your  mjyesty. 

K,  John.  Death. 

Hub.  My  lord? 

K,  Johm,  A  grave. 

Hub.  He  shall  not  Uve. 

K.  John.  Enough. 

I  oould  be  merry  now:  Hubert,  I  love  thee. 
Well,  111  not  sav  what  I  intend  for  thee: 

Remember. ^Madain,  fare  you  well : 

111  send  those  powers  o'er  to  vour  majesty. 

EIL  My  blessing  go  with  tliee ! 

K.  John.  For  England,  cousin,  go : 

Hubert  shall  be  your  man,  attend  on  you 
With  all  true  duty. — On  toward  Calais,  ho  I 

[Exeunt, 

SCEKEiiy^^Thesame.  rA«  French  King's  Tbi^ 

Enter  King   Philip,    Lewis,   Pandulph,  and 
Attendants. 

K,  Phi,  So,  by  a  roaring  tempest  on  the  flood, 
A  whole  armado  of  convicted  sail 
Is  scattered  and  dlqoin'd  from  fellowship. 

PancL  Courage  and  comforti  all  shall  yet  go  well. 

K.  Fhi,  What  can  go  well,  when  we  have  run 
•oill? 
Are  we  not  beaten  ?  Is  not  Anglers  lost? 
Arthur  ta'en  prisoner  ?  divers  dear  friends  slain  ? 
And  bloody  England  into  EngUnd  gone, 
0*erbearing  interruption,  spite  of  France? 

Lmo,  What  he  liath  won  that  hath  he  fortified : 
So  hot  a  speed  with  such  advice  disposed, 
Such  temperate  order  in  so  fierce  a  cause. 
Doth  want  example:  Who  hath  read,  or  heard, 
Of  any  kindred  action  like  to  this? 

K.  Phi.  Well  oould  I  bear  that  EngUnd  had  this 
praise, 
8o  we  ooold  find  some  pattern  of  our  shame. 

Enter  Conbtanob. 

Look,  who  oomes  here  I  a  grave  unto  a  soul ; 

Holding  the  eternal  spirit,  against  her  will. 

In  the  vile  prison  of  afflicted  breath: — 

I  prithee,  lady,  go  away  with  me. 

Con$t,  Lo,  now  I  now  see  the  issue  of  your  peace « 
K.  PhL  Patience,  good  ladyl   comfort,  gentle 

Constance  I 
Const.  No,  I  defy  all  counsel,  all  redress. 

But  that  which  ends  all  counsel,  true  redress. 

Death,  death,  O  amiable  lovely  death ! 

Thou  odoriferous  stench  1  sound  rottenness  I 

Arise  forth  from  the  couch  of  lastmg  night. 

Thou  hate  and  terror  to  prosperity, 

And  I  vrili  kiss  thy  detestable  bones; 

And  put  my  eyeballs  in  thy  vanity  brows ; 

And  ring  these  fingers  with  th^  household  worms ; 

Ann  stop  this  gap  of  breath  with  fulsome  dust, 


And  be  a  carrion  monster  like  thyself: 
Come,  grin  on  me ;  and  I  will  think  thou  smil'i 


St, 


JOHN. 

And  buss  thee  as  thy  wife  I  Misery^s  love, 

O,  come  to  me ! 

K,  PkL         O  fair  affliction,  peace! 

Const.  No,  no,  1  will  not,  having  breath  to  cry. 
O,  that  my  tongue  were  in  the  thunder's  mouth! 
Then  with  a  passion  would  1  shake  the  world ; 
And  rouse  from  sleep  tliat  fell  anatomy, 
Which  cannot  hear  a  lady's  feeble  voice, 
Which  scorns  a  modem  mvocation. 

Pand,  Lady,  you  utter  madness,  and  not  sorrow 

Const,  Thou  art  not  holy  to  belie  me  so : 
I  am  not  mad :  this  hau*  I  tear  is  mine ; 
My  name  is  Constance;  I  was  Gefirey's  wife ; 
Young  Arthur  is  my  son,  and  he  Is  lost: 
I  am  not  mad ; — I  would  to  Heaven  I  were  I 
For  then,  'tis  like  I  should  forget  myself: 
0,  if  I  could,  what  grief  should  I  forget  1- 
Preach  some  philosophy  to  make  me  mad, 
And  thou  shalt  be  cononiz'd,  cardinal ; 
For,  being  not  mad  but  sensible  of  grief^ 
My  reasonable  part  produces  reason 
How  I  may  be  deliver'd  of  tliese  woes. 
And  teaches  me  to  kill  or  hang  myself: 
If  I  were  mad,  I  should  forget  my  son ; 
Or  madly  think  a  babe  of  clouts  were  he . 
I  am  not  mad ;  too  well,  too  well  I  feel 
The  different  plague  of  each  calamity. 

K,  PJd,  Bmd  up  those  tresses:  O,  wliat  love  I  note 
In  the  fitir  multitude  of  those  her  ha'urs! 
Where  but  by  cliance  a  silver  drof  hath  fidlen, 
Even  to  that  drop  ten  thousand  vnry  friends 
Do  glue  themselves  in  sociable  grief; 
Like  true,  inseparable,  faithful  loves, 
Sticking  together  in  calamity. 

Const,  To  England,  if  you  will. 

K,  Fid,  Bind  up  your  hidrs. 

Const.  Yes,  that  I  will ;   And  wherefore  will  I 
doit? 
I  tore  them  from  their  bonds;  and  cried  aloud, 

0  that  these  hands  could  so  redeem  my  son. 
As  they  have  given  tlie.se  hairs  tlieir  liberty! 
But  now  1  envy  at  their  liberty, 

And  will  again  commit  them  to  their  bonds 

Because  my  poor  child  is  a  prisoner. 

And,  fiitlier  cardinal,  I  have  heard  you  say. 

That  we  shall  see  and  know  our  friends  in  heaven . 

If  that  be  true,  I  shall  see  my  boy  again; 

For,  smce  the  birth  of  Cain,  the  first  male  child. 

To  him  that  did  but  yesterday  suspire. 

There  was  not  such  a  gracious  creature  bom. 

But  now  will  canker  sorrow  eat  my  bud. 

And  chase  the  native  beauty  frt)m  his  cheek, 

And  be  will  look  as  hollow  as  a  ghost ; 

As  dim  and  meagre  as  an  ague's  fit ; 

And  so  hell  die ;  and,  rising  so  again, 

When  1  shall  meet  him  in  the  court  of  heaven 

1  shall  not  know  him :  therefore  never,  never 
Must  1  behold  my  pretty  Arthur  more. 

Pa)id.  You  hold  too  heinous  a  respect  of  grieC 

Const,  He  talks  to  me  that  never  had  a  son. 

K.  Phi.  You  are  as  fond  of  grief  as  of  your  child. 

Const.  Grief  fills  the  room  up  of  my  aosent  child, 
Lies  in  his  bed,  walks  up  and  down  with  me, 
Puts  on  hb  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words, 
Kemembers  me  of  all  his  gracious  parts. 
Stuffs  out  his  vacant  garments  with  his  form ; 
Then,  have  I  reason  to  be  fond  of  grief. 
Fare  you  well :  had  you  such  a  loss  as  I, 
I  could  give  better  comfort  than  you  do. — 
I  will  not  keep  this  form  upon  my  head. 

[Tearmg  of  her  head-droA 
When  there  is  such  disorder  in  my  wit 
O  Lord  I  my  boy,  my  Arthur,  my/torapnl     i 
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M7  life,  my  joy,  my  food,  ray  all  the  world  I 

My  wid«)  w-conifort,  and  my  sorrows'  cure  1     [JEwf . 

K,  Pid,  1  fear  some  outrage,  and  Til  follow  her. 

[ExiU 

Lew,  Tlieres  nothing  in  thb  world  can  make 
me  joy : 
Life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice-told  tale, 
Vexing  the  dull  ear  of  a  drowsy  man; 
And  bitter  shame  Imthspoird  the  sweet  world's  taste, 
That  it  yields  nought  but  shame  and  bitterness. 

Fond,  Before  tlie  curing  of  a  strong  disease, 
Even  in  the  instant  of  repair  and  health, 
The  fit  is  strongij^t;  evils,  tl»at  take  leav^. 
On  their  deimrture  most  of  all  show  evil : 
What  have  you  lost  by  losing  of  this  dajr? 

Lew.  All  days  of  glory,  joy,  and  happmess. 

PtuuL  IS  you  had  won  it,  certainly,  you  had. 
No,  no :  when  fortune  means  to  men  most  good, 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threatening  eye. 
Tis  strange  to  think  how  much  King  John  bath  lost 
In  this  which  he  acc«jmits  so  clearly  won : 
Are  not  you  griev'd  that  Arthur  is  his  prisoner? 

Leto,  As  heartily  as  he  is  glad  he  hath  him. 

FcauL  Your  mind  is  all  as  youthful  u  your  blood. 
Now  bear  me  speak,  with  a  prophetic  spirit ; 
For  even  the  breath  of  what  I  mean  to  speslk 
Shall  blow  each  dust,  each  straw,  each  little  rub, 
Out  of  the  path  which  shall  directly  lead 
Thy  foot  to  England's  throne ;  and,  therefore,  mark. 
John  hath  seiz'd  Arthur;  and  it  cannot  be, 
That,  whiles  warm  life  plays  in  tliat  infant's  veius, 
The  misplac'd  John  should  entertain  an  hoar, 
One  minute,  nay,  one  quiet  breath  of  rest; 
A  scentre,  snatch'd  with  an  unruly  hand. 
Must  be  as  boisterously  maintained  ks  gain'd: 
And  he  that  stands  upon  a  slippery  place 
Makes  nice  of  no  vile  hold  to  stay  him  up : 
That  John  may  stand  then  Arthur  needs  must  fall ; 
80  be  it,  for  it  cannot  be  but  so. 
Lew,  But  what  shall  I  gain  by  voung  Arthur's  fall  ? 

PandL  You,  in  the  right  of  Lady  Blanch  your  wife. 
May  then  make  all  the  claim  tliat  Arthur  did. 
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Lew,  And  loee  it,  life  and  all,  as  Arthur  did. 

Pond,  How  green  yon  are,  and  fresh  m  this  old 
world! 
John  lays  you  plots ;  the  times  conspire  witti  your 
For  he  that  steeps  his  safety  in  true  blood 
Shall  find  but  bloody  safety,  and  untrue. 
This  act,  so  evilly  born,  shall  cool  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people,  and  freeze  up  their  zeal, 
That  none  so  small  advantage  slmll  step  forth 
To  check  his  reign,  but  they  will  cherish  it ; 
No  natural  exhalation  in  the  sky. 
No  scope  of  nature,  no  distemper'd  day, 
No  common  wind,  no  customed  event, 
But  they  will  pluck  away  his  natural  cause, 
And  call  them  meteors,  prodigies,  and  signs 
Abortives,  presages,  anci  tongues  of  heaven. 
Plainly  denouncing  vengeance  upon  John. 

Letq.  May  be,  he  will  not  touch  young  Arthur'slife, 
But  hold  himself  safe  in  his  nrisoament. 

Pond,  O,  sir,  when  lie  shall  near  of  your  approach, 
If  that  young  Arthur  be  not  gone  already, 
Even  at  that  news  he  dies :  and  then  the  heaits 
Of  all  his  people  shall  revolt  from  him, 
And  kiss  the  lips  of  unacquainted  change; 
And  pick  strong  matter  of  revolt  and  wrath. 
Out  of  the  bloody  fingers'  ends  of  John. 
Methinks,  I  see  this  burly  all  on  foot ; 
And,  0,  what  better  matter  breeds  for  yon. 
Than  I  have  nam'dl — The  bastard  Faulconbridge 
Is  now  in  England,  ransacking  the  churcli. 
Offending  charity :  If  but  a  dozen  French 
Were  there  in  arms,  they  would  be  as  a  call 
To  train  ten  thousand  English  to  their  side ; 
Or,  as  a  little  snow,  tumbled  about. 
Anon  becomes  a  mountain.    O  noble  dauphin 
Go  with  me  to  the  king :  *Tis  wonderful 
What  may  be  wrought  out  of  their  discontent, 
Now  that  their  souls  are  topfol  of  oifence. 
For  England  go ;  I  will  whet  on  the  king. 

Lew,  Strong  reasons  make  strange  actions :  Let 
US  go; 
If  you  say  ay,  the  king  will  not  say  uo.    [ExemU, 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  L-Northamptoo.    ABoomtniheCaatU, 

Enter  Hubert  and  two  Attendants. 

Hub,  Heat  me  these  irons  hot ;  and  look  thou 
stand 
Within  the  arras :  when  I  strike  m  v  foot 
Upon  the  bosom  of  the  ground,  rush  forth, 
And  bind  the  boy,  which  you  will  lind  with  me. 
Past   to    the    chair:     be    heedful:    hence,  tiid 
watch. 
1  Attend.  I  hope  your  warrant  will  bear  out 

the  deed. 
Hid>,  Uncleanly  scruples  I  Fear  not  you :  look 
tot.—  [Exeunt  Attendants. 

Young  lad,  oome  forth;   I  have  to  say  with  yon* 

EtUer  Arthub. 

Arth,  Qood  morrow,  Hubert. 

Hvb,  Good  morrow,  little  prince. 

Arih,  As  little  prince  (having  so  great  a  title 
To  be  more  prince)  as  may  be.— You  are  sad. 

Hub.  Indeed,  I  nave  been  merrier. 

Arth,  Mercy  on  me  I 

Methinks,  nobody  should  be  sad  but  I: 
Yet,  I  remember,  when  I  was  in  France, 
Young  gentlemen  would  be  as  sad  as  night, 
^ly  tor  wantoun«is.    By  my  ohri«ten£>m, 


So  I  were  out  of  prison,  and  kept  sheep, 
I  should  be  as  merry  as  the  day  is  long ; 
And  so  I  would  be  here,  but  tlmt  I  doubt 
My  nnde  practises  more  harm  to  me: 
He  is  afraid  of  me,  and  I  of  him : 
Is  it  my  fault  that  I  was  Geflfrey's  son  ? 
No,  indeed,  ist  not:  And  I  would  to  heayen 
I  were  your  son,  so  you  would  love  me,  Hubert 
Hvb.  If  I  talk  to  him,  witli  his  innocent  pratA 
He  will  awake  my  mercy,  which  lies  dead : 
Therefore  I  will  be  sudden,  and  despatch.  \  Aside, 
Arth,  Are  you  sick,  Hubert?  you  look  pale 

to-day: 
In  sooth,  I  would  you  were  a  little  sick. 
That  [  might  sit  all  night,  and  watch  with  yon : 
I  warrant  1  love  yon  more  than  you  do  me. 
Htdt,    His  words  do  take   possession  of  my 

bosom. — 
Read  here,  young  Arthur.     [Showimg  a  vwr.] 

How  now,  foolish  rheum  I  \Andie, 

Turning  dispiteous  torture  out  of  door  I 
I  must  be  brief;  lest  resolution  drop 
Out  at  mine  eyes,  in  tender  womanish  tears. 
Can  you  not  read  it  ?  is  it  not  fair  writ  ? 

Arth,  Too  fairly,  Hubert,  for  so  foul  effect: 
Must  you  with  hot  irons   bum  out  both  mme 

eyes? 
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Hub,  Young  bo7, 1  most. 

Arth.  nd  will  yon  ? 

Hub.  And  I  will. 

Ardu  Have  yon  the  heart?   When  your  head 
did  bat  ache, 
I  knit  my  hand-kercher  about  yonr  brows, 
(The  best  I  had,  a  princess  wrought  it  me), 
And  I  did  never  ask  it  you  again : 
And  with  my  hand  at  midnight  held  your  head ; 
And,  like  the  watchful  minutes  to  the  hour, 
JStill  and  anon  clieer'd  up  tlie  heavy  time ; 
Saying,  What  lack  you  ?   and,  Where  lies  your 

grief? 
Or,  What  good  love  may  I  perform  for  you  ? 
Many  a  poor  man's  son  would  have  Iain  still. 
And  ne'er  have  spoke  a  loving  word  to  you ; 
But  you  at  your  sick  service  had  a  prince. 
Nay,  you  may  think  my  love  was  crafty  love, 
And  call  it  cunning ;  do,  an  if  you  will : 
If  Heaven  be  pleas'd  that  you  must  use  me  ill, 
Why,  then  you  must. — Will  you  put  out  mine  eyes? 
These  eves,  that  never  did,  nor  never  shall, 
So  much  as  frown  on  you  ? 

Hub.  I  have  sworn  to  do  it; 

And  with  hot  irons  must  I  bum  them  out. 

ArtJu  Ah,  none,  but  in  this  iron  ai^e,  would  do  it  I 
The  iron  of  itself,  though  heat  red-hot, 
Approaching  near  these  eyes,  would  drink  my  tears, 
And  quench  his  fiery  inaignation, 
Even  in  the  matter  of  mine  innocence; 
Nay,  after  that,  consume  away  in  rust, 
But  for  containing  fire  to  harm  mine  eye. 
Are  you  more  stubborn-hard  tlian  hammer'd  iron  ? 
An  if  an  angel  should  have  come  to  me. 
And  told  me,  Hubert  should  put  out  mine  eyes, 
I  would  not  have  believ'd  him.    No  tongue  but 
Hubert's — 

Hub,  Come  forth.  [Stamps. 

BercnifT  Attendants,  with  Oorcbj  Irons^  <tc 

Do  as  I  bid  you  do. 

Arth,  0,  save  me,  Hubert,  save  me  t  my  eyes 
are  out, 
Gven  witli  the  fierce  looks  of  these  bloody  men. 

Hub,  Give  me  the  iron,  I  say,  and  bind  him  here. 

Arth.  Alas,  what  need  you  be  so  boistVoua- 
rough  ? 
I  will  not  struggle,  I  will  stand  stone-still. 
For  Heaven  sake,  Hubert,  let  me  not  be  bound  I 
Nay,  hear  me,  Hubert  I  drive  these  men  away, 
And  I  will  sit  as  quiet  as  a  lamb; 
I  will  not  stir,  nor  wince,  nor  speak  a  word. 
Nor  look  upon  the  iron  angerly : 
Thrust  but  these  men  away,  and  111  forgive  yon. 
Whatever  torment  you  do  put  me  to. 

Hub,  Go,  stand  vrithin ;  let  me  alone  with  him. 

1  Attend,  I  am  best  pleas'd  to  be  from  such  a  deed. 
\^Exewit  Attendants. 

Arth.  Alas  I  I  then  have  chid  away  my  friend ; 
He  hath  a  stem  look,  but  a  gentle  heart : — 
Let  hi  n  come  back,  that  his  compassion  may 
Give  li.e  toyonrs. 

Hub.  Ck>me,  boy,  prepare  yourself. 

Arth,  Is  there  no  remedy  ? 

Hub.  None,  but  to  lose  your  eyes. 

Arth.  0  heaven  I — that  tnere  were  but  a  mote 
in  yours, 
A  grain,  a  dust,  a  gnat,  a  wandering  hair, 
Any  annoyance  in  that  precious  sense  I 
Ther,  feelmg  what  small  things  are  hoist 'rous  there, 
Tour  vile  intent  must  needi  seem  horrible. 

ff«&.  Is  this  your  promise?  go  to,  hold  your 
tongue. 


JOHN 

Arth.  Hubert,  the  utterance  of  abraoe  of  tongnec 
Must  needs  want  pleading  for  a  pair  of  eyes : 
Let  me  not  hold  my  tongue ;  let  me  not,  Hubert  I 
Or,  Hubert,  if  you  will,  cut  out  my  tonj^ue, 
So  I  may  keep  mine  eyes.    O,  spare  mine  eyes ; 
Though  to  no  use,  but  still  to  look  on  you! 
Lo,  by  my  troth,  the  instrument  is  cold. 
And  would  not  harm  me. 

Hiib.  I  can  heat  it,  boy. 

Arth,  No,  in  good  sooth;  the  fire  is  dead  vrith 
grief, 
Being  create  for  comfort,  to  be  us'd 
In  undeserv'd  extremes :  See  else  yourself; 
There  is  no  malice  in  this  burning  coal ; 
The  breath  of  heaven  hath  blown  his  spirit  out, 
And  strew'd  repentant  ashes  on  his  head. 

Huh,  But  with  my  breath  I  can  revive  it,  bo  v. 

Arth.  And  if  you  do,  you  will  but  make  it  blusL, 
And  glow  with  shame  of  your  proceedings,  Hubert: 
Nay,  it,  perchance,  will  sparkle  in  your  eyes; 
And,  like  a  dog  that  is  compell'd  to  fight, 
Snatch  at  his  master  that  duth  tarre  him  on. 
All  thuigs  that  you  should  use  to  do  me  wrong 
Deny  their  office :  only  you  do  lack 
That  mercy  which  fierce  fire  and  iron  extends, 
Creatures  of  note  for  mercy  lacking  uses 

Hub,  Well,  see  to  live ;  I  will  not  touch  thine 
eyes 
For  all  the  treasure  that  thine  undo  owes: 
Yet  am  I  sworn,  and  I  did  purpose,  boy, 
With  this  same  very  iron  to  bum  them  out. 

Arth,  0,  now  you  look  like  Hubert  I   all  this 
while 
You  were  disguised. 

Htib,  Peace :  no  more.    Adieu ; 

Tour  uncle  must  not  know  but  you  are  dead : 
111  fill  these  dofi^ged  spies  with  false  reports. 
And,  pretty  childf,  sleep  doubtless,  and  secure, 
That  Hubert,  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  world. 
Will  not  oflfend  thee. 

Arth,  0  heaven !— I  thank  thee,  Hubert. 

Hub,  Silence ;  no  more :  Go  closely  in  with  me. 
Much  danger  do  I  undergo  for  thee.         [Exeunt 

SCENE  11.— 7^  acme,    A  Boom  qf  State  in  iht 
Palace, 

Enter  Ring  Jomr,  crowned;  Pembroke,  Salis- 
bury, amd  other  Lords.  The  King  takee  hit 
State. 

K.  John,  Here  once  again  we  sit,  onoe  again 
crown 'd. 
And  look'd  upon,  I  hope  with  cheerful  eyes. 

Bsm,  This  onoe  agam,  but  that  your  highness 
pleas'd, 
Was  once  superfluous:  yon  were  crown 'd  before. 
And  that  high  royalty  was  ne'er  pluck 'd  off; 
The  faiths  of  men  neer  stained  with  revolt; 
Fresh  expectation  troubled  not  the  laud. 
With  any  long'd-for  change,  or  better  state. 

SaL  Therefore,  to  be  possess'd    with    doubkt 
pomp. 
To  guard  a  title  that  was  rich  before. 
To  gild  refined  jp^ld,  to  paint  the  lily, 
To  throw  a  perfume  on  the  violet. 
To  smooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue 
Unto  the  rainbow,  or  with  taper-light 
To  seek  the  beauteous  eye  of  heaven  to  gamislif 
Is  wasteful  and  ridiculous  excess. 

Pern.  But  that  your  royal  pleasure  must  be  douei 
This  act  is  as  an  ancient  tale  new  told ; 
And,  in  the  last  repeating,  troublesoipa. 
Being  urged  at  a  tune  unseasonak^e^ qqq[^ 
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8aL  In  tUfl,  the  antique  and  well-ooted  (koe 
Of  plain  old  form  is  much  iisfigured; 
And,  like  a  shifted  wind  onto  a  sail, 
It  makes  the  course  of  thoughts  to  fetch  about ; 
Startles  and  frights  consideration  ; 
Makes  sound  opinion  sick,  and  troth  suspected, 
For  potting  on  so  new  a  ashion*d  robe. 

'^m.  When  workmen  strive  to  do  better  than 
well, 
Ther  do  confound  their  skill  in  oovetousness : 
And,  oftentimes,  excusing  of  a  fault 
Doth  make  the  fiiult  the  worse  by  the  excuse ; 
As  patches,  set  upon  a  little  breach. 
Discredit  more  in  hiding  of  the  fault, 
Than  did  the  fault  before  it  was  so  patched. 

SaL  To  this  effect,  before  you  were  new-crown'd. 
We  breath 'd  our  counsel:   but  it  pleas'd  jour 

highness 
To  overbear  it ;  and  we  are  all  well  pleas'd, 
Since  all  and  every  part  of  what  we  would. 
Doth  make  a  stand  at  what  your  highness  will. 

K,  John.  Some  reasons  of  this  double  coronation 
I  have  possessed  you  with,  and  think  them  strong ; 
And  more,  more  strong  ^when  lesser  is  my  fear), 
I  shall  indue  you  with :  Meantime,  but  ask 
What  you  would  have  reform'd  that  is  not  well, 
And  well  shall  you  perceive  how  willingly 
I  will  both  bear  and  grant  yon  your  requests. 

Fi9n,  Then  I  (as  one  that  am  the  tongue  of 
these, 
To  sound  the  purposes  of  all  their  hearts), 
Both  for  myself  and  them  (but,  chief  of  all. 
Your  safety,  for  the  which  myself  and  them 
Bend  their  best  studies],  heartily  request 
I'h*  enfranchisement  of  Arthur ;  whose  restraint 
Doth  move  the  murmuring  lips  of  discontent 
To  break  into  this  dangerous  argument,— 
If  what  in  re^-t  you  have  in  right  you  hold. 
Why,  then,  your  fears  (which,  as  they  say,  attend 
The  stepa  of  wrong)  should  move  you  to  mew  up 
Tour  tender  kin^nuui,  and  to  choke  his  days 
With  bubarous  ignorance,  and  deny  his  youth 
The  rich  advantage  of  good  exercise? 
That  the  time's  enemies  may  not  have  this 
To  grace  occasions,  let  it  be  our  suit, 
fhat  you  have  bid  us  ask  his  liberty; 
Which  for  our  goods  we  do  no  further  ask, 
fhan  whereupon  our  weal,  on  you  depending, 
Count!  it  your  we&l  he  have  his  liberty. 

K.  Johtu  Let  it  be  so ;  I  do  commit  his  youth 

Enter  Hubebt. 

To  your  direction.— Hubert,  what  news  with  you? 

Am,  This  is  the  man  should  do  the  bloody 
deed; 
Ht  show*d  his  warrant  to  a  friend  of  mine : 
The  image  of  a  wicked  heinous  fault 
Lives  in  his  eye;  tiiat  close  aspect  of  his 
Does  show  the  mood  of  a  much-troubled  breast; 
And  I  do  fearfully  believe  'tis  done 
What  we  so  fear'd  he  had  a  charge  to  do. 

^fiaL  The  colonr  of  the  king  doth  oome  and  |;d 
Betweeu  his  purpose  ana  nis  conscience, 
Like  heralds  twut  two  dreadful  battles  set : 
Hm  passion  is  so  ripe  it  needs  must  break. 

Fan,  And,  when  it  breaks,  I  fear  will  iasne 
thence 
The  foul  corruption  of  a  sweet  child%  death. 

K,  John,  We  cannot  hold  mortality's   strong 
hand:— 
Oooi  lords,  although  my  will  to  give  is  living, 
The  suit -which  you  demand  is  g^ne  and  dead : 
He  tella  ua,  Arthor  is  deoeas'd  to-niicht. 
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SaU  Indeed  we  fear*d  his  sickness  was  past  cure. 

Pern.  Indeed  we  heard  how  near  hU  death  he 
was, 
Before  the  child  himself  felt  ne  was  sick : 
This  must  be  answered,  eitlier  here,  or  hence. 

K,  John,  Why  do  you  bend  such  soleom  brows 
on  mer 
Think  you  I  bear  the  snears  of  destiny? 
Have  I  commandment  on  the  pulse  of  life? 

Sal.  It  is  apparent  foul-play ;  and  'tis  shame 
That  greatness  should  so  grossly  offer  it : 
So  thrive  it  in  your  game  I  and  so  fiirewell. 

Pern,  Stay  yet.  Lord  Salisbury;  111  go  with 
thecj 
And  find  the  inheritance  of  this  poor  child, 
His  little  kingdom  of  a  forced  grave. 
That  blood,  which  ow'd  the  breadth  of  all  this  isle. 
Three  foot  of  it  doth  hold.    Bad  world  the  while: 
This  must  not  bs  thus  borne :  this  will  break  out 
To  all  our  sorrows,  and  ere  long,  I  doubt. 

[Exeunt  Lords. 

K,  John,  They  bum  in  indignation.     I  repent. 
There  is  no  sure  foundation  set  on  blood ; 
No  certain  life  achieved  by  others'  death. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

A  fearfril  eye  thou  hast.    Where  is  that  blood. 
That  I  have  seen  inhabit  in  those  cheeks? 
So  foul  a  sky  clears  not  without  a  storm : 
Pour  down  thy  weather: — How  goes  all  in  France? 

Meas.  From  France  to  England. — Never  such 
a  power, 
For  any  foreign  preparation. 
Was  levied  in  the  body  of  a  land  I 
The  copy  of  your  speed  is  learn 'd  by  them ; 
For,  when  you  should  be  told  they  do  prepare. 
The  tidings  come  that  they  are  all  arrived. 

K,  John,  C>,  where  hatn  our  intelligence  been 
drunk? 
Where  hath  it  slept  ?     Where  is  my  mothers 

care, 
That  such  an  army  could  be  drawn  in  France, 
And  she  not  hear  of  it? 

Men.  My  liege,  her  ear 

Is  stopped  with  dust ;  the  tir.st  of  April,  died 
Your  noble  mother :  And,  as  I  hear,  my  lord. 
The  Lady  Constance  in  a  frenzy  died 
1'hrce  (lays  before:  but  this  from  rumour's  tongue 
1  idly  heard ;  if  true,  or  false,  I  know  not 

K,John.  Withold  thy  speed,  dreadful  occasion ! 
O,  make  a  league  with  me,  till  I  have  pleas'd 
My  discontented  peers  I — What  I  mother  dead  ? 
How  wildly  then  walks  my  estate  in  France! — 
Under  whose  conduct  came  these  powers  of  France, 
That  thou  for  truth  gives  out  are  landed  here? 

Me$9,  Under  the  dauphin. 

EfUer  the  Bastard  and  Pbtbr  </Pomfret. 

K,  Jolm,  Thou  hast  made  me  giddy 

With  these  ill  tidings.— Now,  what  says  the  world 
To  your  proceedings  ?  do  not  seek  to  stuff 
My  head  with  more  ill  news,  for  it  is  full. 

Boat.  But,  if  you  be  ateard  to  hear  the  worst. 
Then  let  the  worstj  unheard,  fall  on  your  head. 

K.  John,  Bear  with  me,  cousin ;  for  I  was  amaa'd 
Under  the  tide :  but  now  I  breathe  again 
Aloft  the  flood ;  and  can  give  audience 
To  any  tongue,  speak  it  of  what  it  will. 

Bast,  How  I  have  sped  among  the  clergymen. 
The  snms  I  have  collected  shall  express. 
But,  as  I  travell'd  hither  through  the  land, 
I  find  the  people  strangely  fimtasied: 
Posaefls'd  with  rumours,  niU  of  idle  dreams  * 
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Not  knowing  what  they  fear,  but  ftill  of  fear: 
And  here's  a  prophet,  that  I  broaght  with  me 
From  forth  the  streets  of  Pomfret,  whom  I  found 
With  many  hundreds  treading  on  his  heels ; 
To  whom  he  sung,  in  rude  liarsh-f^ounding  rhymes, 
That,  ere  the  next  Ascension-day  at  noon, 
Your  highness  should  deliver  up  your  crown. 

K.  John,  Thou  idle  dreamer,  wherefore  didst 
thou  so  ? 

Ptter,  Foreknowing  that  the  truth  will  fall  out  so. 

K.Jokn.  Hubert, away  with  him;  imprison  him; 
And  on  that  day  at  noon,  whereon,  he  says, 
I  shall  yield  up  my  crown,  let  him  be  hang'd : 
Deliver  him  to  safety,  and  return, 
For  1  must  use  thee.— 0  my  p^entle  cousin, 

[Exit  Hubert,  icith  Peteb. 
Hear*8t  thou  the  news  abroad,  who  are  arriv'd  ? 

Bast,  The  French,  my  lord ;  men's  mouths  are 
full  o' it: 
Besides,  I  met  Lord  Bigot  and  Lord  Salisbury 
(With  eyes  as  red  as  new-enkindled  fire), 
And  others  more,  going  to  seek  the  grave 
Of  Arthur,  who,  they  say,  is  kill'd  to-night 
On  your  suggestion. 

A.  JcHm.  Gentle  kinsman,  go, 

And  thrust  thyself  into  their  companies : 
I  have  a  way  to  win  their  loves  again ; 
Bring  them  before  me. 

Boat,  I  will  seek  them  out. 

K,  John.  Nay,  but  make  haste :  the  better  foot 
before. 
0,  let  me  have  no  subject  enemies. 
When  adverse  foreigners  a£rri|^lit  mf  towns 
With  dreadful  pomp  of  stout  invasion! 
Be  Mercury,  set  feathers  to  thy  heels ; 
And  fly  like  thought,  from  them  to  me  again. 

Boat,  The  spirit  of  the  time  shall  teach  me  speed. 

[Exit. 

K,  John,  Spoke  like  a  spriteful  noble  gentleman. 
GK>  after  him  ;  for  he,  perhaps,  shall  need 
Borne  messenger  betwixt  me  and  the  peers  \ 
And  be  thou  he. 

JlieM.  With  an  my  heart,  my  lieg^. 

[ExU, 

K.John,  My  mother  dead! 

Be-enter  Hubert. 

Hvb,  My  lord,  they  say  five  moons  were  seen 
to-night : 
Four  fixed :  and  the  fiflh  did  whirl  about 
The  other  four,  in  wondrous  motion. 

E,Jofuu  Five  moons? 

Hub.  Old  men,  and  beldams,  in  the  streets 

Do  prophesy  upon  it  dangerously : 
Young  Arthur  8  death  is  common  in  their  mouths ; 
And  when  they  talk  of  him,  they  shake  their  heads, 
And  whisper  one  another  in  the  ear ; 
And  be  that  speaks  doth  gripe  the  hearer's  wrist; 
Whilst  he  that  hears  makes  fearful  action. 
With  wrinkled  brows,  with  nods,  with  rolling  eyes. 
I  saw  a  smith  stand  with  his  hammei,  thus, 
The  whilst  his  iron  did  on  the  anvil  cool. 
With  open  mouth  swallowing  a  tailor's  news ; 
Who,  with  his  shears  and  measure  in  his  hand, 
Standing  on  slippers  (which  his  nimble  haste 
Had  falsely  thrust  upon  contrary  feet), 
fold  of  a  manv  thousand  warlike  French, 
That  were  embattcled  and  rnnk'd  in  Kent: 
Another  lean  unwash'd  artifict^r 
Cut!  off  his  tale,  and  talks  of  Arthur's  death. 

K.  John,  Why  seek'st  thou  to  possess  me  with 
these  fears  ? 
Why  nrgest  tlwu  so  oft  young  Arthur's  death? 


\ 

JOHN. 

Thy  hand  hath  murther'd  him:  I  had  a  mighty  cause 

To  wish  him  dead,  but  thou  hadst  none  to  kill  him. 

Uvb.  Had  none,  my  lord  I   why,  did'  you  not 
provoke  me  ? 

K,  John.  It  is  the  curse  of  kings  to  be  attended 
By  slaves  that  take  their  humours  for  a  warrant 
To  break  within  the  bloody  house  of  life; 
And,  on  the  winking  of  autlioritv, 
To  understand  a  law ;  to  know  the  meaning 
Of  dangerous  majesty,  when,  perchance,  it  frowns 
More  upon  humour  than  advi»  d  respect. 

Uuh.  Here  is  vour  hand  and  seal  tor  what  I  did. 

K,  John.  O,  wlicn  the  lust  account  'twixt  heaven 
and  earth 
Is  to  bo  made,  then  shall  this  hand  and  seal 
Witne&s  ajrainst  us  to  damnation  I 
How  oft  the  sight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds 
Make^  ill  deeds  done  I  Hadst  not  thou  been  by, 
A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  nature  mark'd, 
Quoted,  and  sign'd,  to  do  a  deed  of  shame. 
This  murther  had  not  come  into  my  mind : 
But,  taking  note  of  thy  abhorr'd  aspect, 
Finding  thee  fit  for  bloody  villainy. 
Apt,  liable,  to  be  employ'd  in  danger, 
I  faintly  broke  with  thee  of  Arthur's  death ; 
And  thou,  to  be  endeared  to  a  king, 
Made  it  no  conscience  to  destroy  a  priAce. 

IJiih.  My  lord, — 

K.  Johu  Had^t  thou  but  shook  thy  head,  or  made 
a  pause. 
When  I  spake  darkly  what  T  purposed. 
Or  tum'd  an  eye  of  doubt  upon  my  lace. 
As  bid  me  tell  my  tale  in  express  words. 
Deep  shame  had  struck  me  dumb,  made  me  break 

off. 
And  those  thy  fears  might  have  wrought  fears 

in  me: 
But  thou  didst  understand  me  by  my  signs. 
And  didst  in  sipns  again  parley  with  sin  ; 
Yea,  without  stop,  didst  let  my  heart  consent. 
And,  con.sequently,  thy  rude  hand  to  act 
The  deed,  which  both  our  tongues  held  vile 

name. 
Out  of  my  sight,  and  never  see  me  more ! 
My  nobles  leave  me,  and  my  state  is  brav'd. 
Even  at  my  gates,  with  ranks  of  foreign  powers : 
Nay,  hi  the  body  of  this  flefchly  land. 
This  kingdom,  tliis  confine  of  blood  and  breath, 
Hostility  and  civil  tumult  reigns 
Between  my  conscience  and  my  consin^s  death. 

Bub.  Arm  you  against  your  other  enemies, 
ni  make  a  peace  between  your  soul  and  ^ou. 
Young  Arthtu"  is  alive:    This  hand  of  mme 
Is  yet  a  maiden  and  an  innocent  hand. 
Not  painted  with  the  crinisou  spots  of  blood. 
Within  this  bosom  never  enter'd  }  et 
The  dreadful  motion  of  a  murtherous  thought* 
And  you  have  slander'd  nature  in  my  form. 
Which,  how.'-oever  rude  exteriorly. 
Is  yet  the  cover  of  a  fairer  mind 
Than  to  be  butcher  of  an  innocent  child. 

K,  John.  Doth  Arthur  live?    O,  haste  thea 
the  peers. 
Throw  this  report  on  their  incensed  rage. 
And  make  them  tame  to  their  obedience! 
Forgive  the  comment  that  my  paa^sion  matle 
Ui>on  thv  feature;  for  my  rage  was  blind, 
And  foul  imaginary  eves  of  blood 
Presented  thee  more  hideous  than  thou  art 
O,  answer  not ;  but  to  mv  closet  brine 
The  angry  lords,  with  all  expedienn  haste. 
I  oo^jure  tbee  but  slowly;  run  a  ore  tast 
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KING 
SCENE  lU.—The  same.    Before  the  CasOe, 
•  IkUer  Arthur,  on  the  vxdla. 

Arth.  The  wall  is  high;  and  jst  will  I  leap 
down : — 
Good  groand,  be  pitiful,  and  hart  me  noti— 
Tbere^  few,  or  none,  do  know  me ;  if  they  did. 
This  ship-boy's  semblance  hath  disgnis'd  roe  quite. 
I  am  afraid ;  and  vet  I'll  venture  it. 
If  I  get  down,  and  do  not  break  my  limbs, 
111  fold  a  thonsand  shifts  to  get  away : 
As  good  to  die  and  go,  as  die  and  stay. 

[LeajM  duton. 
O  me  I  my  uncled  spirit  is  in  these  stones  :— 
Heaven  take  my  soul,  and  England  keep  my  bonesl 

[Dies. 

Enter  Pehbrokb,  Sausburt,  and  Bigot. 

8c3U  Lords,  I  will  meet  him  at  Saint  EdmondV 
Bury; 
It  is  oar  safe^,  and  we  mu5t  embrace 
This  gentle  oner  of  the  perilous  time. 

Pem.  Who  brought  that  letter  from  the  cardinal  ? 

8aL  The  Comit  Melun,  a  noble  lord  of  France ; 
Whose  private  with  me.  of  the  daaphin's  love. 
Is  much  more  general  tnan  these  lines  import. 

Dig,  To-morrow  morning  let  us  meet  him  then. 

SaL  Or  rather  then  set  forward :  for  'twill  be 
fwo  long  days*  journey,  lords,  or  e'er  we  meet. 

Enter  the  BtAiu^. 

Bn$t,  Onoe  more  to-day  well  met,  distempered 
lords  I 
The  king,  bv  me,  requests  your  presence  straight. 

SaL  The  king  hath  dispossess 'd  himself  of  us. 
We  will  not  line  his  thin  bastained  cloak 
With  our  pure  honours,  nor  attend  the  foot 
That  leaves  the  print  of  blood  where'er  it  walks : 
Return  and  tell  him  so ;  we  know  the  worst. 

Btut,  Whate'er  you  think,  good  words,  I  think, 
were  best. 

SaL  Our  grie&,  and  not  our  manners,  reason  now. 

BasL  But  there  is  little  reason  in  your  grief; 
Therefore,  't  were  reason  jqi  had  manners  now. 

Pem,  Sir,  sir,  impatience  hath  his  privilege. 

Batt.  Tis  true ;  to  hurt  his  master,  no  man  else. 

SaL  This  is  the  prison :  What  is  he  lies  here  ? 
[Seeing  Artiidr. 

Am.  O  death,  made  proud  with  pure  and  princely 
beauty! 
The  earth  had  not  a  hole  to  hide  this  deed. 

SaL  Mnrther,  as  hating  what  himself  hath  done. 
Doth  lay  it  open,  to  ur^e  on  revenge. 

Big,  Or  when  he  doom'd  thi^  beauty  to  a  grave. 
Found  it  too  precious  princely  for  a  grave. 

SaL  Sir  Richard,  what  think  you  ?    You  have 
beheld. 
Or  have  you  read,  or  heard  ?  or  could  you  think  ? 
Or  do  you  almost  think,  although  you  see. 
That  vou  do  see?  could  thought,  without  this 

object. 
Form  such  another  ?    This  is  the  very  top« 
The  height,  the  crest,  or  crest  unto  tiie  crest. 
Of  rourtner^  arms:  thi^  is  the  bloodiest  shame. 
The  wildest  savagery,  the  vilest  stroke, 
That  ever  wall-ey'd  wrath,  or  staring  rage, 
Piresented  to  the  tears  of  soft  remorse. 

Pern,  All  murthers  past  do  stand  excus'd  fu  this 
And  this  so  sole,  and  so  unmatchable, 
Shall  give  a  holiness,  a  purity. 
To  the  yet  unbegotten  sm  of  tmae ; 
And  prove  a  dead  I  v  bloodshed  but  a  jost, 
Ezampled  far  this  noinoos  spectacle. 


JOHN.  {J43 

BatL  It  b  a  damned  and  a  bloody  work ; 
The  graceless  action  of  a  heavy  hand. 
If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand. 

SaL  If  that  it  be  the  work  of  anv  hand?— 
We  had  a  kind  of  light  what  would  ensue : 
It  is  the  shameful  work  of  Hubert's  hand; 
The  practice  and  the  purpose  of  the  king  ^^ 
From  whose  obedience  I  forbid  my  soul. 
Kneeling  before  this  ruin  of  sweet  life. 
And  breathing  to  bis  breathless  excellenot 
The  incense  of  a  vow,  a  holy  vow, 
Never  to  taste  the  pleasures  of  the  world, 
Never  to  be  infected  with  delight. 
Nor  conversant  with  ease  and  idleness. 
Till  I  have  set  a  glory  to  this  hand, 
By  giving  it  the  worship  of  revenge. 
iRsm.,  Big.  Our  wuls  religiously  confirm  thj 
words. 

Enter  HuBXBT. 

Hvb.  Lords,  I  am  hot  with  haste  in  seeking  you. 
Arthur  doth  live ;  tlie  king  hath  sent  for  you. 

SaU  0,  he  is  bold,  and  blushes  not  at  death  >— 
Avaunt,  thou  hateful  villain,  get  thee  gone! 

Bvb,  I  am  no  villain. 

SaL  Must  I  rob  the  law? 

[Drawing  hu  guoord. 

Bast,  Tour  sword  is  bri^t,  sir;  put  it  up  again. 

SaL  Not  till  I  sheath  it  m  a  murtherer's  skin. 

Hub.  Stand  back,  Lord  Salisbury,  stand  back, 

By  Heaven,  I  tnink,  my  swords  as  sharp  as  yours  * 
I  would  not  have  you,  lord,  forget  yourself, 
Nor  tempt  the  danger  of  my  true  defence ; 
Lest  I,  by  marking  of  yoar  n^,  for^t 
Your  worth,  your  greatness,  and  nobility. 

Big,  Out,  dunghill  I  dar^t  thou  brave  a  nobleman? 

Hub.  Not  for  my  life :  but  yet  I  dare  defend 
My  innocent  life  agabist  an  emperor. 

SaL  Thou  art  a  murtherer. 

Hub,  Do  not  prove  me  so ; 

Tet,  I  am  none :  Whose  tongue  soe'r  speaks  false, 
Not  truly  speaks ;  who  speaks  not  truly,  lies. 

Pern,  Cut  him  to  pieces. 

Bast,  Keep  the  peace,  I  eay. 

SaL  Stand  by,  or  I  shall  gall  you.  Fauloonbridge. 

Batt,  Thou  wert  better  gall  the  aevil,  Salisbury : 
If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  stir  thy  foot, 
Or  tench  thv  hasty  spleen  to  do  me  shame, 
111  strike  tnee  dtid.    Put  up  thy  sword  bethne; 
Or  111  so  maul  you  and  your  toasting-iron, 
That  you  shall  think  the  devfl  is  come  from  hell. 

Big.  What  wilt  thou  do,  renowned  Fftnloon- 
bridge? 
Second  a  villain  and  a  murtherer? 

ffub.  Lord  Bigot,  I  am  none. 

Big.  Who  kiird  this  prince  f 

Hub.  "Tis  not  an  hour  since  I  left  him  well : 
I  honour'd  him,  I  lov'd  him ;  and  will  weep 
My  date  of  lite  out,  for  his  sweet  life's  loss. 

SaL  Trust  not  those  cunning  waters  of  his  eyes, 
For  villainy  is  not  without  such  rheum; 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  seem 
Like  rivers  of  remorse  and  innocenoy. 
Away,  with  me,  all  you  whose  souls  abhor 
Th'  uncleanly  savours  of  a  slaughter-house ; 
For  I  am  stifled  with  the  smell  of  sin. 

Big,  Away,  toward  Bury,  to  the  daaphin  there  I 

Pern.  There,  tell  the  kmg,  he  may  inquire  us 
out.  [Eaewnt  Lords. 

Bast,  Here's  a  good  world  I — ^Knew  you  of  this 
fan:  work? 
Beyond  the  infinite  and  boandlarrMd^     i 
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Of  mtroj,  if  tbou  didat  this  deed  of  death,  { 

Art  thou  damn'd,  Hubert. 

Hub.  Do  bat  hear  me,  fir, 

Boat.  Ha!  Ill  tell  thee  what ; 
ThoaVt  damn'd  as  black — naj,  nothing  ia  ao 

black; 
Thou  art  more  deep  damn'd  than  Prince  Lucifer: 
There  is  not  jet  so  ugly  a  tiend  of  hell 
As  thou  shalt  be,  if  thou  didst  kill  this  child. 

Hvb,  Upon  mj  soul,— 

BasU  U  thou  didst  but  consent 

To  this  most  cruel  act,  do  but  despair. 
And,  if  thou  want'st  a  cord,  tho  smiHest  thread 
That  ever  spider  twisted  from  her  womb 
Will  serve  to  strangle  thee;  a  rush  will  be 
A  beam  to  hang  thee  on ;  or,  wouldst  thou  drown 

th^elf. 
Put  but  a  Iittlo  water  in  a  spoon, 
And  it  shall  be,  as  all  the  ocean. 
Enough  to  stifle  such  a  villain  up— 
I  do  suspect  thee  very  grievou>ily. 

Hub,  It  I  in  act,  couAcnt,  or  sin  of  thought, 
Be  guilty  of  the  stealing  that  sweet  breath 
Which  was  embounded  in  this  b^uteous  clay, 


JOHN. 

Let  hell  want  pains  enongli  to  torture  m«  I 
I  left  him  welL 

Boat.  Go,  bear  him  in  thine  armf.-« 

I  am  amazed,  metliinks ;  and  lose  mv  way     * 
Among  the  thorns  and  daneers  of  this  worl 
How  easy  dost  thou  take  all  England  up  I 
From  forth  this  morsel  of  dead  royalty, 
The  life,  the  right,  and  truth  of  all  this  realm 
Is  fled  to  heaven  ;  and  England  now  is  left 
To  tug  and  scramble,  and  to  part  by  the  teeth 
The  unow'd  iiitereAt  of  proua-swelling  state. 
Now,  for  the  bare-pick'd  bone  of  migesty 
Doth  dogged  war  bristle  his  angry  crest, 
And  snarleih  in  the  gentle  eyes  of  peace: 
Now  powers  from  home,  and  discontents  at  homOi 
Meet  m  one  line ;  and  vast  confusion  waits, 
As  doth  a  raven  on  a  sick- fall  en  beast, 
The  imminent  decay  of  wrested  pomp. 
Now  bappy  he  whosti  cloak  and  cincture  can 
Hold  out  this  tenipest     Bear  away  that  child. 
And  follow  roe  with  speed :  111  to  the  king  * 
A  thousand  businesses  are  brief  in  hand. 
And  heaven  itself  doth  frown  upon  the  land. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L^The  same.    A  Boom  tn  the  Falaee. 

Enter  King  John,  Panput.ph,  widths  Crown  and 
Attendants. 

JT.  Jofm,  Thus  have  I  yielded  up  into  your  hand 
The  circle  of  nay  glory. 

FittuL  Take  Agfdn  [Giving  J onv  the  crown. 

From  thb  mj  hand,  as  holding  of  the  pope. 
Your  sovereign  greatness  and  authority. 

K.John,  Now  keep  your  holy  word:  go  meet 
the  French ; 
And  from  his  holiness  use  all  your  power 
To  stop  their  marches,  Yore  we  are  mflamVL 
Our  discontented  counties  do  revolt ; 
Omr  people  quarrel  with  obedience ; 
Swearing  allegiance,  and  tlie  love  of  soul. 
To  stranger  blood,  to  foreign  royalty. 
This  inimdation  of  mistemper*d  humour 
Bests  by  you  only  to  be  qualified. 
Then  pause  not ;  for  the  present  time's  so  siek, 
That  present  medicine  must  be  ministered. 
Or  overthrow  incurable  ensues. 

Pond,  It  was  my  breath  that  blew  this  tempest 
up. 
Upon  ^our  stubborn  usage  of  the  pope ; 
But,  smce  you  are  a  gentle  convertite. 
My  tongue  shall  hush  a^in  this  storm  of  war. 
And  miSce  fair  weather  in  your  blustering  land* 
On  this  Ascension-day,  remember  well, 
Upon  your  oath  of  service  to  the  pope, 
Go  I  to  make  the  French  lay  down  their  amis. 

[RcU, 

K,  John,  Is  this  Ascension-day  ?   Did  not  the 
urophet 
Say  that  before  Ascension-day  at  noon, 
My  crown  I  should  give  off?     Even  so  I  have : 
I  did  suppose  it  should  be  on  constraint ; 
But,  Heaven  be  thank'd,  it  is  but  voluntary. 

J&tfer  t^  Bastard. 

BatL  All  Kent  hath  yielded;  nothing  there 
holds  out 
But  liover  Castle ;  London  hath  received, 
Like  a  kind  host,  the  dauphin  and  his  powers : 
Voiir  nobla^  will  not  hear  vou,  but  are  gone 


To  offer  service  to  your  enemy  | 

And  wild  amazement  hurries  up  and  down 

The  little  number  of  your  doubtful  friends. 

K.  John,  Would  not  my  lords  return  to  me 
again, 
After  they  heard  young  Arthur  was  alive? 

BaaU  They  found  him  dead,  and  cast  into  the 
streets ; 
An  empty  casket,  where  the  jewel  of  life 
By  some  damn*d  hand  was  robbed  and  ta*en  awa^. 

K,  John.  That  villain  Hubert  told  me  be  did 
live. 

Boat,  So,  on  my  soul,  he  did,  for  ought  he 
knew. 
But  wherefore  do  yon  droop?  why  look  you  sad? 
Be  great  in  act,  as  you  have  been  in  thought ; 
Let  not  the  world  see  fear  and  sad  distrust. 
Govern  the  motion  of  a  kingly  eye : 
Be  stirring  as  the  time ;  be  fire  with  fire : 
Threaten  the  threat*ner,  and  outface  the  brow 
Of  bragging  horror :  so  shall  inferior  eyes. 
That  borrow  their  behaviours  from  the  great. 
Grow  great  by  your  example,  and  put  on 
The  dauntless  spirit  of  resolution. 
Away :  and  glister  like  the  god  of  war, 
When  he  intendeth  to  become  the  field : 
Show  boldness  and  aspirins  confidence. 
What,  shall  they  seek  the  uon  in  his  den. 
And  fright  him  there?  and  make  him  tremble 

there? 
O,  let  it  not  be  said  I — Forage,  and  run 
To  meet  displeasure  further  from  the  doors; 
And  grapple  with  him,  ere  he  come  so  nigh. 

K,  John.  The  legate  of  the  pope  hath  been  witli 
me. 
And  I  have  made  a  happy  peace  with  him, 
And  he  hath  promised  to  dismiss  the  powers 
Led  by  the  dauphin. 

Boat,  0  inglorious  league  1 

Shall  we,  upon  the  footing  of  our  land. 
Send  fahr-play  orders,  and  make  compromise. 
Insinuation,  parley,  and  base  truce. 
To  arms  invasive?  shall  a  beardless  bov. 
A  cockered  silken  wanton,  brave  our  fielas, 
And  flesh  his  spirit  in  a  warlike  soil. 
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Mockine  the  air  with  ixiloois  idly  ipread, 
And  fina  no  check  ?    Let  as,  my  liege,  to  arms : 
Perchance,  the  cardinal  cannot  midce  joor  peace; 
Or  if  he  do,  let  it  at  least  be  said. 
They  saw  we  had  a  purpose  of  defence. 
Ju  John,  Have  700  the  ordering  of  this  present 

time. 
Boat,  kwAj  then,  with  good  conrage ;  yet  I 
know, 
Otir  party  may  well  meet  a  prouder  foe.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL—A  Flam,  near  St  EdmnndVBury. 

Enter  in  arm$^  Lewis,  Salisburt,  Melun, 
PE3IBR0KS,  CtQOT,  and  Soldiers. 

Lew.  My  Lord  Mehuii,  let  this  be  copied  out, 
And  keep  it  safe  for  our  remembrance : 
Return  the  precedent  to  these  lords  again ; 
That,  having  our  fair  order  written  down, 
Both  they,  and  we,  perusing  o'er  ihese  notes. 
May  know  wherefore  we  took  the  sacrament, 
And  keen  our  faiths  firm  and  inviolable. 

8aL  ifpon  our  sides  it  never  shall  be  broken. 
And,  noble  dauphin,  albeit  we  swear 
A  voluntary  zeal,  and  unurg'd  faith, 
To  your  proceedings ;  yet,  believe  me,  prince, 
I  am  not  glad  that  such  a  sore  of  time 
Should  seek  a  plaster  by  contemned  revolt. 
And  heal  the  inveterate  canker  of  one  wound 
Bv  making  many.    O,  it  grieves  my  soul, 
That  I  must  draw  this  metal  from  my  side 
To  be  a  widow-maker ;  0,  and  there. 
Where  honourable  rescue,  and  defence. 
Cries  out  upon  the  name  of  Salisbury : 
But  such  is  the  infection  of  the  time, 
That,  for  the  health  and  physic  of  our  right, 
We  cannot  deal  but  with  the  very  hand 
Of  stem  injustice  and  confused  wrong.— 
And  iat  not  pity,  O  my  ^ieved  friends. 
That  we,  the  sons  and  children  of  this  isle, 
Were  bom  to  see  so  sad  an  hour  as  this: 
Wherein  we  step  after  a  stranger,  inarch 
Upon  her  gentle  bosom,  and  fill  up 
Qer  enemies'  ranks  (1  must  withdraw  and  weep 
Jpon  the  spot  of  this  enforced  cause). 
To  grace  the  gentry  of  a  land  remote. 
And  follow  unacquainted  colours  here? 
What,  here  ?— 0  nation,  that  thou  couldst  remove  I 
That  Neptune*s  arms,  who  dippeth  thee  about. 
Would  bear  thee  from  the  knowledge  of  thyself, 
And  grapple  thee  unto  a  pagan  shore ; 
Where  these  two  Christian  armies  might  combine 
The  blood  of  malice  in  a  vein  of  league. 
And  not  to  spend  it  so  unneighbourly  I 

Lew,  A  noble  temper  dost  thou  show  in  this; 
And  great  affections,  wrestling  in  thy  bosom. 
Do  make  an  earthquake  of  nobility. 
0,  what  a  noble  combat  hast  thou  fought 
Between  compuhion  and  a  brave  respect  I 
Let  me  wipe  off  this  honourable  dew. 
That  silverly  doth  progress  on  thy  cheeks; 
Mjr  heart  hath  melted  at  a  lady's  tears, 
Being  an  ordinary  inundation  ; 
But  uiis  effusion  of  such  manly  drope, 
This  shower,  blown  up  by  tempest  of  the  soul, 
Startles  mine  eyes,  and  makes  me  more  amaz'd 
Than  had  I  seen  the  vaulty  top  of  heaven 
Figor'd  quite  o*er  with  burning  meteors. 
Lift  up  thy  brow,  renowned  Siubbaryj 
And  with  a  great  heart  heave  away  this  storm 
Commend  these  waters  to  those  baby  eves. 
That  never  saw  the  giant  world  enrag*a; 
If  or  met  with  fortone  other  than  at  feasts. 
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Full  warm  of  blood,  of  mirth,  of  gossipmg.     ^^ 
Come,  oome ;  for  thou  shalt  thrust  thy  hand  as  deep 
Into  the  purse  of  rich  prosperity. 
As  Lewis  himself: — so  nobles  shall  you  all. 
That  knit  your  sinews  to  the  strength  of  mme. 

Enter  Pandulph,  attended. 

And  even  there,  methinks,  an  angel  spake: 
Look  where  the  holy  legate  comes  a)  ace. 
To  give  us  warrant  from  the  hand  of  Heaven; 
And  on  our  actions  set  the  name  of  right. 
With  holy  breath. 

Pan.  Hail,  noble  prince  of  France  1 

The  next  is  this,— King  John  hath  reconciFd 
Himself  to  Kome ;  his  spirit  is  oome  in. 
That  so  stood  out  a^inst  the  holy  church. 
The  great  metropolis  and  see  of  Kome : 
Therefore  thy  threatening  colours  now  wind  up, 
And  tame  the  savage  spirit  of  wild  war ; 
That,  like  a  lion  foster  d  up  at  hand. 
It  may  lie  gently  at  the  foot  of  peace. 
And  be  no  farther  harmful  than  in  show. 

Lew.   Your  grace  shall  pardon  me,  I  will  nol 
back; 
I  am  too  high-bora  to  be  propertied. 
To  be  a  secondary  at  control, 
Or  useful  serving-man,  and  instrument. 
To  any  sovereign  state  throughout  the  world. 
Your  breath  first  kindled  the  dead  coal  of  wars. 
Between  this  chastised  kingdom  and  myself, 
And  brought  in  matter  that  should  feed  this  fire 
And  now  tis  &r  too  hu^  to  be  blown  out 
With  that  same  weak  wind  which  enkindled  it. 
You  taught  me  how  to  know  the  face  of  right. 
Acquainted  me  with  interest  to  this  land. 
Yea,  thrust  this  enterprise  into  my  heart ; 
And  come  you  now  to  tell  me,  John  hath  made 
His  peace  with  Rome  ?  What  is  that  peace  to  m% 
I,  by  the  honour  of  my  marriage-bed, 
After  young  Arthur,  claim  this  land  for  mine ; 
And,  now  it  is  half-conquer*d,  must  I  back 
Because   that  John  hath  made  his  peace  with 

Rome? 
Am  1  Rome's  slave?  What  penn^^  hath  Rome  home* 
What  men  provided,  what  munition  sent, 
To  underprop  this  action  ?  I8*t  not  I, 
That  undergo  thb  charge?  Who  else  but  I, 
And  such  as  to  my  claim  are  liable. 
Sweat  in  this  busmess,  and  maintain  this  war  f 
Have  I  not  heard  these  islanders  shout  out, 
Vwe  le  Boy  I  as  I  have  bank'd  their  towns? 
Have  I  not  here  the  best  cards  for  the  game^ 
To  win  this  easy  match  play*d  for  a  crown  ? 
And  shall  I  now  give  o*er  the  yielded  set? 
No,  no,  on  my  soul  it  never  shall  be  said. 

Pond.  You  look  but  on  the  outside  of  this  work. 

Lew,  Outside  or  inside,  I  will  not  return 
Till  my  attempt  so  much  be  glorified 
As  to  my  ample  hope  was  promised 
Before  I  drew  this  gallant  head  of  war, 
And  cuird  these  fiery  spirits  from  the  worid. 
To  outlook  conquest,  and  to  win  renown 
Even  in  the  jaws  of  danger  and  of  death.— 

[Trtimjtet  aoundB 
What  Inaty  trumpet  thus  doth  summon  us  ? 

EtOer  the  Buitrd,  attended. 

BaeL  According  to  the  fair  play  of  the  world. 
Let  me  have  audience ;  I  am  sent  to  speak: 
My  holy  lord  of  Milan,  from  the  king 
I  eomei  to  leara  how  you  have  dealt  for  him ; 
And,  as  you  answer.  I  do  know  the  scope 
And  warrant  liaiitea  onto  my  tongue. 
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Pond,  The  danphin  is  to  wilfiil-oppositb, 
And  will  not  temporise  with  mj  entreaties, 
He  flatly  says  hell  not  lay  down  his  arms. 

Bdst,  By  all  the  blood  that  ever  fary  breathed, 
The  youth  says  well:  now  hear  our  English  king, 
For  thus  his  royalty  doth  speak  in  me. 
He  is  prepared;  ana  reason  too,  he  should: 
This  apish  and  unmauuerly  approach, 
This  liorness'd  masque  and  unadvis'd  revel, 
This  unhair'd  sauciness,  and  boyish  troops, 
The  king  doth  smile  at:  and  is  well  prepar'd 
To  whip  this  dwar&sh  war,  these  pigmy  arms. 
From  out  the  circle  of  his  territories. 
That  band,  which  had  the  strength,  even  at  your 

door. 
To  cudgel  you,  and  make  you  take  the  hatch ; 
To  dive,  like  buckets,  in  concealed  wells; 
To  crouch  in  litter  of  your  stable  planks; 
To  lie,  like  pawns,  lock'd  up  in  chests  and  trunks; 
To  hug  with  swine;  to  seek  sweet  safety  out 
In  vaults  and  prisons ;  and  to  thrill  and  shake, 
Even  at  the  crying  of  your  nation's  crow, 
Thinking  his  voice  an  armed  Englishman ;— 
Shall  that  victorious  band  be  feebled  here. 
That  in  your  chambers  gave  you  chastisement? 
No:  Know,  the  gallant  monarch  is  in  arms: 
And  like  an  eagle  o'er  his  aiery  towers. 
To  souse  annoyance  that  comes  near  his  nest.— 
And  vou  degenerate,  you  ingrate  revolts, 
You  bloody  Neros,  ripping  up  the  womb 
Of  your  dear  motlier  Enghind,  blush,  for  shame: 
For  your  own  ladies,  and  i)ale  visag'd  maids, 
Like  Amazons,  come  tripping  after  drums ; 
Their  thimbles  into  armed  gauntlets  change, 
Their  neelds  to  lances,  and  their  gentle  hearts 
To  fierce  and  bloody  inclination. 

Lew,  There  end  thy  brave,  and  turn  thy  fiMse  in 
peace: 
We  grant  thou  canst  ontsoold  ns :  fiure  thee  wdl ; 
We  hold  our  time  too  precious  to  be  speat 
With  such  a  brabbler. 

Pond,  Give  me  leave  to  speak. 

Bast.  No,  I  will  speak. 

Lew,  We  will  attend  to  neither : — 

Strike  np  the  dmms ;  and  let  the  tongue  of  war 
Plead  for  onr  interest,  and  our  being  here. 

Bast.  Indeed,  your  dmms,  being  beaten,  will 
cry  out; 
And  80  shall  you,  being  beaten :  Do  bat  start 
An  echo  with  the  clamour  of  thy  drum, 
And  even  at  hand  a  drum  is  ready  braced. 
That  shall  reverberate  all  as  loud  as  thine; 
Sound  but  another,  and  another  shall. 
As  loud  as  thine,  rattle  the  welkin's  ear. 
And  mock  the  deep-mouthed  thunder :  for  at  hand 
^ot  trusting  to  this  halting  legate  here, 
Whom  he  hath  us'd  rather  for  sport  than  need), 
Ls  warlike  John ;  and  in  his  forehead  sits 
A  bare  ribb'd  death,  whose  office  is  this  day 
To  feast  upon  whole  thousands  of  the  French. 

Lew.  Strike  up  our  drums  to  find  this  danger  out. 

Bast,  And  thou  shalt  find  it,  dauphin,  do  not 
doubt. 

[Exeunt. 


8CENB   IIL— T»e  same,     A  Fidd  qf  Battle. 

AUtnms.    Enter  King  Jon^  and  Hubert. 

K,  John,  How  goes  the  day  with  us?    O,  tell 

me,  Hubert. 
Hub.  Badly,  I  fear:  How  fares  your  majesty  ? 
K.John.  This  fever,  that  hath  troubled  meso  long, 
Lies  heavy  on  mt  •  O,  ray  heart  is  sickf 


JOHN. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Hess.  M.J  lord,  your  valiant  kinsman,  Faaloon 
bridge, 
Desires  your  majesty  to  leave  the  field, 
And  send  him  word  by  me  which  way  you  go. 

K.John.  Tell  him,  toward  Swinstead,  to  ths 
abbe^  there. 

Mess.  Be  of  good  comfort;  for  the  great  supply, 
That  was  expected  by  the  danphin  here, 
Are  wrack*d  three  nights  ago  on  Goodxdn  sands. 
Tliis  news  was  brought  to  Richard  but  even  now : 
The  French  fight  coldly,  and  retire  themselves. 

K.  John.  Ah  me  I  this  tyrant  fever  bums  me  up, 
And  will  not  let  me  welcome  this  good  news. 
Set  on  toward  Swinstead :  to  my  litter  straight ; 
Weakness  possesseth  me,  and  I  am  fiunt 


SCENE  ly. -^The  same.    Another  ^art  qf  the 


Enter  Salisbury,  Pbmbsokb,  Bioot,  and  others, 

JSaL  I  did  not  think  the  king  so  stored  with 

friends. 
Pern,  Vj^  once  again  ;^ put  spirit  in  the  French: 
If  they  miscarry,  we  miscarry  too. 

Sal.  That  mbbegotten  devil,  Fanlconbridge, 
In  spite  of  spite,  alone  upholds  the  day 
Ptm.  They  say.  King  John,  sore  sick,  hath  left 
the  field. 

Enter  Mclun,  woumded,  and  ted  by  Soldiers. 

MeL  Lead  me  to  the  revolts  of  England  here. 

8aL  When  we  were  happy  we  had  other  names 

Pern.  It  is  the  Count  Melun. 

Scd.  Wonnded  to  death. 

Md.  Fly.  noble  English,  you  are  bought  and 
sold; 
Unthread  the  rude  eye  of  rebellion. 
And  welcome  home  again  discardea  &ith. 
Seek  out  King  John,  and  fall  before  his  feet ; 
For,  if  the  French  be  lords  of  thb  loud  day. 
He  means  to  recompense  thepains  yon  take 
By  catting  off  your  heads:  Thus  hath  he  sworn, 
And  I  with  him,  and  many  more  with  me, 
Upon  the  altar  of  Saint  EdmnndVBury ; 
Even  on  that  altar  where  we  swore  to  yon 
Dear  amity  and  everlasting  love. 

Bed.  May  this  be  possible?  may  this  be  true? 

MeL  Have  I  not  hideous  death  within  my  view, 
Retaining  but  a  quantity  of  life 
Which  bleeds  away,  even  as  a  form  of  wax 
Rcsolveth  from  his  figure  *gainst  the  Are? 
What  in  the  world  should  make  me  now  deceive, 
Since  I  must  lose  the  use  of  all  deceit? 
Why  should  I  then  be  false ;  since  it  is  true 
That  I  must  die  here,  and  live  hence  by  truth  ? 
I  say  again,  if  Lewis  do  win  the  day. 
He  IS  forsworn  if  e*er  those  eyes  of'^yours 
Behold  another  day  break  in  the  east: 
But  even  this  night, — whose  black  contagious 

breath 
Already  smokes  about  the  burning  crest 
Of  the  old,  feeble,  and  day-wearied  sun.— 
Even  this  ill  night,  your  oreathing  shall  expire; 
Paying  the  fine  of  rated  treachery. 
Even  with  a  treacherous  fine  of  all  your  lives, 
If  Levris  by  your  assistanoe  vrin  the  day* 
Commend  me  to  one  Hubert,  with  your  king ; 
The  love  of  him,  and  this  respect  besides. 
For  that  my  grandaire  was  an  Englishman, — 
Awakes  my  conscience  to  eonfcss^all  this,      j 
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JONG 
In  liea  whereof^  I  pray  joa,  benr  me  hence 
From  forth  the  noise  and  rumour  of  the  field; 
Where  I  may  think  the  remnant  of  my  thoughts 
In  peace,  and  part  this  body  and  my  soul 
With  contemplation  and  devout  desires. 

Scd,  We  do  believe  thee, — And  beshrew  my  soul 
But  I  do  love  the  favor  and  the  form 
Of  thJ8  moat  feir  occasion,  by  the  which 
We  will  untread  the  steps  of  damned  flight ; 
And,  like  a  bated  and  retired  flood. 
Leaving  oar  rankness  and  irregular  course, 
Stoop  low  within  those  bounds  we  have  o'erlook'd, 
And  calmly  run  on  in  obedience. 
Even  to  our  ocean,  to  our  great  King  John. 
My  arm  shall  give  thee  help  to  bear  thee  hence ; 
For  I  do  see  the  cruel  pangs  of  death 
Right  in  thine  eye. — A  way,  my  friends  I  New  flight; 
And  happy  newness,  that  intends  old  right 

[Exeunt^  leading  (^  M^hvv, 


SCENE  Y^The 


The  French  Camp. 


Enter  Lewis  and  his  Than, 

Lew.  The  snn  of  heaven,  methought,  waa  loth 

to  set, 
But  stay'd,  and  made  the  western  welkin  blush. 
When  the  English  measured  backward  their  own 

ground, 
In  fidnt  retire :  O,  bravely  came  we  off. 
When  with  a  volley  of  our  needless  shot. 
After  such  bloody  toil,  we  bid  good  night; 
Attd  wound  our  tattered  colours  clearly  up, 
Last  in  the  field,  and  almost  lords  of  it  I 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Meee.  Where  is  my  prince,  the  danphin? 
Lew.  Here :— W  hat  news. 

Ifof.  The  Count  Melnn  is  slain;  the  iilnglish 
lords, 
Bj  his  persuasion,  are  again  fallen  off: 
And  your  supply,  which  you  have  wished  so  long, 
Are  cast  away,  and  sunk,  on  Goodwin  Sands. 
Lew,  Ah,  foul  shrewd  news  1— Beshrew   thy 
very  heart  I 
I  did  not  think  to  be  so  sad  to-night 
As  this  hath  made  me. — Who  was  he  that  said, 
King  John  did  fly  an  hour  or  two  before 
The  stumbling  night  did  part  our  weary  powers? 
Ifest.  Whoever  spoke  it,  it  is  true,  my  lord. 
Leuk  Well ;  keep  good  quarter  and  good  care 
to-night; 
The  day  shall  not  be  op  so  soon  as  I, 
To  try  the  fair  adventure  of  to-morrow. 

^EuuHt. 

SCENE  TL—An open  Place  m  the  Neighbottrhood 
o/'Swinstead  Abbey. 

Enter  the  Bastard  tmd  Hubert,  meeting. 

EiA.  Who's  there?  speak,  hoi  speak  quickly, 
or  I  alioot. 

Batt.  A  triend.— What  art  thou  ? 

Bub,  Of  the  part  of  England. 

Ba$t.  Whither  dost  thou  go? 

Bub.  Wliat's  that  to  thee  ? 

Why  may  I  not  demand  of  thine  affairs. 
As  well  as  thou  of  mine  ? 

BoMt,  Hubert,  I  think. 

Btib.  Thou  hast  a  perfect  thoujfht: 
1  will,  upon  all  hazards,  well  believe 
Tbon  art  my  £riend,  that  know'st  my  tongue  89  well:  ' 
Who  art  thou? 
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Bati.  Who  thou  wilt :  an  it  thon  please, 

Thou  'nayst  befriend  me  so  much  as  to  think 
I  come  one  way  of  the  Plantagenets. 

Bvb,  Unkind  remembrance  I  thou,  and  eyeless 
night. 
Have  done  me  shame : — Brave  soldier,  pardon  me. 
That  any  accent,  breaking  from  thy  tongiie 
Should  acape  the  true  acquaintance  of  mine  ear. 

Batt.  Come,  Cv^me;  sans  compliment,  what  news 
abroad  ? 

Bvb.  Why,  here  walk  1,  in  the  black  brow  of 
night, 
To  find  you  out. 

Btist.  Brief,  then ;  and  what's  the  news? 

Bvb.  0,  my  sweet  sir,  news  fitting^  to  the  night, 
Black,  fearful,  comfortles3,  and  horrible. 

Bast.  Show  me  the  very  wound  of  this  ill  new*: 
I  am  no  woman,  V\\  not  swoon  at  it. 

^ub.  The  king,  I  fear,  is  poison 'd  by  a  monk: 
I  left  him  almost  speechless,  and  broke  out 
To  acquaint  you  with  this  evil ;  that  you  might 
The  better  arm  you  to  the  sudden  time. 
Than  if  vou  had  at  leisure  known  of  this. 

Bast.  How  did  he  take  it?  who  did  taste  to  him? 

Bvh»  A  monk,  I  tell  you ;  a  resolved  villain, 
Whose  bowels  suddenly  burst  out :  the  king 
Yet  speaks,  and,  peradventure,  may  recover. 

Bast.  Who  didst  thou  leave  to  tend  his  majesty  ? 

Bub,  Why,  know  you  not?  the  lords  are  all 
come  bade. 
And  brought  Prince  Henry  in  their  company; 
At  whose  request  the  king  hath  pardon'd  them. 
And  they  are  all  about  his  majesty. 

Bast.  Withold  thine  indignation,  mighty  hea"»  on 
And  tempt  us  not  to  bear  above  our  power  I 
ni  tell  thee,  Hubert,  half  my  power  this  night, 
Passing  these  flats,  are  taken  by  the  tide. 
These  Lincoln  washes  have  devoured  them ; 
Myself,  well  mounted,  hardly  have  escap'd. 
Away,  before  I  conduct  me  to  the  king; 
I  doubt  he  will  be  dead,  or  e*er  I  come. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  Yl\.—ThecTdujtrdof  Swinstead  Abbey. 

Enter  Prince  Hbnrt,  Salisbury,  amd  Bioor. 

P.  Ben.  It  is  too  lato ;  the  life  of  all  his  blood 
Is  toncird  corruptibly ;  and  his  pure  brain 
(Which  some  suppose  the  souls  frail  dwellings 

house) 
Doth,  by  the  idle  comments  that  it  makes, 
Foretell  the  ending  of  mortality. 

Enter  PBifBROKE. 

Pern,  His  highness  yet  doth  speak ;  and  holds 
belief. 
That  being  brought  into  the  open  air 
It  would  ^lay  the  burning  quality 
Of  that  fell  poison  which  assaileth  him. 

P.  Ben.  Let  him  be  brought  into  the  orohar» 
here. — 
Doth  he  still  rage  ?  [Exit  BiooT. 

Pan.  He  is  more  patient 

Than  when  yon  left  him ;  even  now  he  sung. 

F.  Hen.  O  vanity  of  sickness !  fierce  extremes. 
In  their  continuance,  will  not  feel  themselves. 
Death,  having  prey'd  upon  the  outward  parts, 
Leaves  them  invisible ;  and  his  siege  is  now 
Against  the  mind,  the  which  he  pricks  and  wounds 
wi^h  ar.any  legions  of  stninge  fantasies ; 
Which,  in  their  throng  and  press  to  that  last  hold 
Confound  themselves.    *Tis  strange,  that  death 
should  sing.  ^  ^  . 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


348  KING 

1  am  the  cjgnet  to  this  pale  faUit  swan. 
Who  chants  a  doleful  hymn  to  his  own  death ; 
And,  from  the  organ-pipe  of  frailty,  sings 
His  soul  and  body  to  tiieir  lasting  rest. 

Scd,  Bo  of  gooa  comfort,  prince ;  for  you  are  horn 
To  set  a  form  upon  that  indtgest, 
Which  he  hath  left  so  shapeless  and  so  mde. 

ReroUer  BiaoT  and  Attendants,  toho  bring  tn 
King  John  in  a  Chair, 

K.  John,  Ay,  marry,  now  my  soul  hath  elbo'v- 
room; 
It  would  not  out  at  windows,  nor  at  doors. 
There  is  so  hot  a  summer  in  my  bosom. 
That  all  my  bowels  crumble  up  to  dust : 
[  am  a  scribbled  form,  drawn  with  a  pen 
Upon  a  parchment ;  and  against  this  nre 
Do  1  shrink  up. 

P.  Hen,  How  fares  your  majesty? 

K,  John,  Poisoned, — ill    ure; — dead,  forsook, 
cast  off: 
And  none  of  you  will  bid  the  winter  come. 
To  thrust  his  icy  fingers  in  my  maw ; 
Nor  let  my  kingdom's  riyers  take  their  course 
Through  m^  buni'd  bosom ;  nor  entreat  the  north 
To  make  his  bleak  winds  kiss  my  parched  lips, 
And  comfort  me  with  boId:-^I  do  not  ask  you 

much, 
[  beg  cold  comfort ;  and  you  are  so  strait, 
And  so  ungrateful,  you  deny  me  that. 

P.  Hen,  0,  that  there  were  some  yirtue  in  my 
tears. 
That  might  relieye  you  1 

K,  John,  The  salt  in  them  is  hot 

Within  me  is  a  hell ;  and  there  the  poison 
Is,  as  a  fiend,  confined  to  tyraimize 
On  unreprieyable  condemned  blood. 

Snterthe  Bastard. 

Bait,  O,  I  am  scalded  with  my  yiolent  motion, 
And  spleen  of  speed  to  see  your  majesty. 

K,  John,  O  cousin,  thou  art  come  to  set  mine  eye : 
The  tackle  of  my  heart  b  crack'd  and  burnt ; 
And  all  tlie  shrouds,  wherewith  my  life  should  sail, 
Aro  turned  to  one  Uiread,  one  little  hair: 
My  heart  hath  one  poor  string  to  stoy  it  by, 
Which  holds  but  till  thy  news  be  uttered  * 
And  then  all  this  thou  seest  is  but  a  clod, 
And  module  of  confounded  royalty. 

Boat.  The  dauphin  is  preparing  hitherward ; 
Where,  Heaven  he  knows  how  we  shall  answer 

him: 
For,  hi  a  night,  the  best  part  of  my  power. 
As  I  upon  advantage  did  remove. 
Were  in  the  washes,  all  unwarily, 
Deyoured  by  the  unexpected  flood. 

[The  KiNorffef. 

Sod,  Tou  breathe  these  dead  news  in  as  dead  an 
ear.— 
My  liege  I  my  lord! — Bat  now  a  king, — now  thus. 


JOHN. 

P.  Hen,  Even  eo  must  1  run  oo,  and  eyen  eo 

stop. 
What  surety  of  the  world,  what  hope,  what  stay, 
When  this  was  now  a  king,  and  now  is  clay ! 

Bait.  Art  thou  gone  so?    1  do  but  stay  behind 
To  do  the  office  for  thee  of  revenge : 
And  then  my  soul  shall  wait  on  thee  to  heaven 
As  it  on  earth  hath  been  thy  servant  still. 
Now,  now,  you  stars,  that  move  in  your  right 

spheres. 
Where  be  your  powers  ?  Show  now  your  mended 

faiths ; 
And  instantly  return  with  me  ap^m. 
To  push  destruction,  and  perpetual  shame. 
Out  of  the  weak  door  of  our  tainting  land : 
Straight  let  us  seek,  or  straight  we  shall  be 

sought ; 
The  dauphin  rages  at  our  very  heels. 

SaL  It  seems  you  know  not  then  so   much 
as  we: 
The  Cardinal  Pandulph  is  within  at  rest, 
Who  half  an  hour  since  came  from  the  dauphm; 
And  brings  from  him  such  offers  of  our  peace 
As^  we  with  honour  and  respect  may  take. 
With  purpose  presently  to  leave  this  war. 

BaaL  He  will  the  rather  do  it,  when  he  seee 
Ourselves  well  sinewed  to  our  defence. 
I      SaL  Nay,  it  is  in  a  manner  done  already; 
For  many  carriages  he  hath  despatched 
To  the  sea-side,  and  put  his  cause  and  quarrel 
To  the  disposing  of  the  cardinal, 
With  whom  yourself,  myself,  and  other  lords, 
If  you  think  meet,  this  afternoon  will  post 
To  consummate  this  business  happily. 

Bast,  Let  it  be  so: — And  you,  my  noble  prince. 
With  other  princes  that  may  best  be  spar'a, 
Shall  wait  upon  your  father's  funeral. 

P,  Hen,  At  Worcester  must  his  body  be  interred 
For  so  he  will'd  it 

Bast.  Thither  shall  it  then. 

And  happily  may  your  sweet  self  put  on 
The  lineal  state  and  glory  of  the  land! 
To  whom,  with  all  submission,  on  my  knee, 
I  do  bequeath  my  faithful  services 
And  true  subiection  everlastingly. 

SaL  And  the  like  tender  of  our  love  we  make, 
To  rest  without  a  spot  for  evermore. 

P.  Hen.  I  have  a  kind  soul,  that  would  give 
you  thanks. 
And  knows  not  how  to  do  it,  but  with  tears. 

Boat.  O,  let  us  pay  the  time  but  needful  woe. 
Since  it  hath  been  beforehand  with  our  griefii. — 
This  England  never  did  nor  never  shall. 
Lie  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  conqueror. 
But  when  it  first  did  help  to  wound  itself.  ^ 
Now  these  her  princes  are  come  home  again. 
Come  the  three  comers  of  the  world  in  arms, 
And  we  shall  shock  them :  Nought  shall  make  us 

inie. 
If  England  to  itself  do  feet  but  txuo.        [ElarMnf 
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DRAMA  US  i'ERSON^, 


XlBf  RXCSABD  n. 

fDMVin)  of  LAygLET,  Dak*  of  York ;  «Mle  to  the  Kliif. 

JOHN  of  OAVHT.  Itak*  of  LanoMtor ;  ucl«  to  the  KIbk. 

HmtT,  ramamad  BOLIROBROKS,  Diiko  of  Bareford,  Ma 

to  John  of  Oftvni :  aftormtrdi  Kinc  Henrv  IV. 

Dnko  of  AUICERLB,  kon  to  th«  Diiia  of  York. 

MOWBRAT.  Diiko  of  Korf  dlk. 

Diko  of  lUBKET.     Earl  of  SAUBBVBT.     Earl  BSBELST. 

BUBHT,  a  eroatoro  to  King  SlehanL. 

BAGOT,  a  ersatoro  to  King  Richard. 

O&EEH,  a  eroaliiro  to  King  Richard. 


8GBNS.— Dlfp«rMdl7  In  Sn^and  and  Walti. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  L— London.    A  Boom  m  (he  Palace. 

Elder  King  Richard,  attended;  John  of  Qaumt, 
and  other  Nobles,  vnUi  km, 

K^JUcfL  Old   John   of  Oaiint,  time-honoor'd 
Lancaster, 
Hast  thou,  according  to  thy  oath  and  band, 
Brought  hither  Henry  Hereford,  thy  bold  son ; 
Here  to  make  good  the  boisterous  late  appeal, 
Which  then  our  leisure  would  not  let  us  hear. 
Against  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray? 
OaunU  I  have,  my  liege. 
K.  Jadu  Tell  me,  moreover,  hast  thou  sounded 
him, 
If  he  appeal  the  duke  on  ancient  malice ; 
Or  worthily,  as  a  good  Kubject  should, 
On  some  known  ground  of  treachery  in  him? 
Oaunt,  As  near  as  I  could  silt  him  on  that 
argument. 
On  some  apparent  danger  seen  in  him, 
Aim'd  at  your  highness,— no  inveterate  malice. 
K,  £icn.  Then  call  them  to  our  presence ;  face 
to  &ce, 
And  frowning  brow  to  brow,  ourselves  will  hear 
The  accuser  and  the  accused,  fruely  speak  :— 

[Exteunt  tome  Attendants. 
High-«tomach*d  are  they  both,  and  full  of  ire, 
In  rage  deaf  as  the  sea,  hasty  as  fire. 

JU-tnUr  Attendants,  with  Bolinqbroke  and 
Norfolk. 

Baling,  Many  years  of  happy  days  befal 
My  j^cious  sovereign,  my  most  loving  liege  I 

Aor.  Each  day  still  better  other's  happiness ; 
Until  the  heavens,  envying  earth's  good  hap. 
Add  an  immortal  title  to  your  crown  I 

K^Bieh,   We  thank  you  both:   yet  one  but 
flatters  us. 
Aa  wan  appeareth  by  the  can.^  yon  come; 
Namely,  to  appeal  each  other  of  high  treason. — 
Cousin  of  Hereford,  what  dost  thou  obje<*t 
Against  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  ^luwbray? 


Bdling,  First  (Heaven  be  the   record  to  my 

speech  I) 
In  the  devotion  of  a  subject's  love. 
Tendering  the  precious  safety  of  my  prince. 
And  free  from  other  misbe^tten  hate. 
Come  I  appellant  to  this  princely  presence. 
Now,  Thomas  Mowbray,  do  I  turn  to  thue. 
And  mark  mv  greeting  well ;  for  what  I  speak 
My  body  shall  nuike  good  u])on  this  earth, 
Or  my  aivine  soul  answer  it  in  heaven. 
Thou  art  a  traitor  and  a  mii^creant ; 
Too  good  to  be  so,  and  too  bad  to  live ; 
Since  the  more  fair  and  crystal  is  the  sky, 
The  uglier  seem  the  clouds  that  in  it  fly. 
Once  more,  the  more  to  aggravate  the  note. 
With  a  foul  traitor's  name  stuff  I  thy  throat; 
And  wish  (so  please  mv  sovereign),  ere  I  move. 
What  my  tongue  speaks,  my  right*drawn  sword 

may  prove. 
Nor,  Let  not  my  cold  woros  here  aocose  my 

seal: 
Tis  not  the  trial  of  a  woman%  war. 
The  bitter  clamour  of  two  eager  tongues. 
Can  arbitrate  this  cause  betwixt  us  twain: 
The  blood  is  hot  tluit  must  be  cool'd  for  this. 
Yet  can  I  not  of  such  tame  patience  boast, 
As  to  be  hush'd,  and  nought  at  all  to  say : 
First,  the  fair  reverence  of  your  highness  curbs  mc 
From  giving  reins  and  spurs  to  my  free  speech; 
Which  else  would  post,  until  it  had  returned 
These  terms  of  treason  doubled  down  his  throat. 
Setting  aside  his  high  blood's  royalty, 
And  let  him  be  no  kinsman  to  my  liege, 
I  do  defy  him,  and  I  spit  at  him ; 
Call  him  a  slanderous  coward  and  a  villain : 
Which  to  maintain  I  would  allow  him  odds; 
And  meet  him,  were  I  tied  to  run  a-foot 
Even  to  the  fro7«n  ridges  of  the  Alps, 
Or  any  other  ground  inhabitable 
Wherever  Englishman  durst  set  his  foot 
Meantime,  let  this  defend  my  loyaltv, — 
i  By  all  my  hopes,  moft  falsely  doth  he  lie. 
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MoL  Pale  trembling  coward,  there  I  throw  mj 

gage* 
Disclaimiug  here  the  kisdred  of  the  king ; 
And  lay  aside  my  high  blood's  royalty, 
Which  fear,  not  reverence,  makes  thi  e  to  except : 
If  guilty  dread  hath  left  thee  so  mmJi  strength. 
As  to  take  up  mine  honour's  pawn,  then  stoop; 
Hy  that,  and  all  the  rites  of  kuightliood  else. 
Will  I  make  good  against  thee,  arm  to  ann, 
What  1  have  spoke,  or  thou  canst  woree  devise. 

Nor,  1  take  it  up;  and  by  tliat  sword  1  swear. 
Which  gently  laid  my  knighthood  on  my  shoulder, 
111  answer  thee  in  any  fair  degree, 
Or  chivalrous  d&sign  of  knightly  trial : 
And,  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light, 
If  1  be  traitor,  or  unjustly  fight  t 

K,  £ich.  W  hat  doth  o  'ir  cousin  lay  to  Mowbray  s 
charge  ? 
It  must  bo  great,  t)>At  can  Inherit  us 
So  much  as  of  a  tiiou<^ht  of  ill  in  him. 

Baling.  Look,  what  I  speak  my  life  shall  prove  it 
•  true; — 
That  Mowbray  Iiath  reoeiv'd  eight  tliousand  nobles. 
In  name  of  lendings,  for  your  highness'  soldiers ; 
The  which  he  hath  detain  d  for  lewd  employments, 
Like  a  false  traitor  and  injurious  villain. 
Besides  1  say,  and  will  in  battle  prove,— 
Or  here,  or  elsewhere,  to  the  furthest  verge 
That  ever  was  survey 'd  by  English  eye, — 
That  all  the  treasons,  lor  tliese  eighteen  years 
Coniplotted  and  contrived  in  this  land, 
Fetched  from  false  Mowbray  their  first  head  and 

spring. 
Further  1  say,— and  further  will  maintain 
Upon  his  bad  life  to  make  all  this  good, — 
That  he  did  plot  the  Duke  of  Gloster's  death ; 
Suggest  his  soon  believing  advei'saries ; 
And,  consequently,  like  a  traitor  coward, 
Sluic'd  out  his  innocent  soul  through  sti-eams  of 

blood : 
TlThicb  blood,  like  sacrificing  Abel's,  cries. 
Even  from  the  tungtieless  caverns  of  the  earth, 
f  o  me  for  justice  and  rough  chastisement ; 
And  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  descent. 
This  arm  shall  do  it.  or  this  life  lie  s|>ent 

A*.  Jiich,    How  nigh   a  pitch   his  resolution 
soars  I — 
Thomas  of  Norfolk,  what  say'st  thou  to  this? 

Not,  O,  let  my  sovereign  turn  away  his  faoe. 
And  bid  his  ears  a  little  while  be  deaf, 
Till  I  have  told  this  slander  of  his  blood, 
How  God,  and  good  men,  hate  so  foul  a  liar. 

K,  £kk,  Mowbray,  impartial  are  oar  eyes  and 
ears: 
Were  tie  my  brother,  nay,  onr  kingdora^s  heir, 
(As  he  is  but  my  father's  brother  s  son). 
Now  by  my  sceptre's  awe  I  make  a  vow. 
Such  neighbour  nearness  to  our  sacred  blood 
Should  nothing  f)rivilege  him,  nor  ^urtiiUize 
The  unstoopiug  lirmne.«is  of  my  upnght  soul : 
Ue  is  our  subject,  Mowbray;  so  art  thou; 
Free  speech,  and  fearless,  1  to  thee  allow. 

Nor,  Then,  Bolin;;broke,  as  low  as  to  thy  heart. 
Through  the  false  passage  of  thy  throat,  thou  liest  I 
Three  parts  of  tliat  receipt  I  had  for  Calais 
Disburs'd  I  duly  to  his  highness'  soldiers : 
The  other  part  reserv'd  I  hy  consent ; 
For  that  m^  sovereign  liege  was  in  my  debt, 
Upon  remainder  of  a  dear  account. 
Since  last  i  went  to  France  to  fetch  his  queen : 
Now    swallow    down    that   lie. — For    Gloster'i 

death, — 
I  slew  him  not ;  bat  to  my  own  dissraoe. 


KING  RICHARD  II. 


Neglected  my  sworn  duty  hi  that  ca*3. 
For  you,  my  noble  lord  of  I^n caster. 
The  honourable  father  to  my  foe. 
Once  did  I  lay  an  ambusli  for  your  life, 
A  trespass  tliat  doth  vex  my  grieved  soul : 
But,  ere  I  last  received  the  sacrament, 
I  did  confess  it;  and  exactly  bigg'd 
Your  grace's  pardon,  and,  i  hope,  I  had  it. 
This  is  my  fault :  As  for  the  res't  apjjeal'd, 
It  issues  fiom  the  rancour  of  a  villain, 
A  recreant  and  most  degenerate  tniitor: 
Which  in  myself  I  boldly  will  defend ; 
And  interchangeably  hurl  down  my  gage 
Upon  tliis  overweening  traitor's  foot. 
To  prove  myself  a  loyal  gentleman 
Even  in  the  best  blood  chambered  in  Itis  bosom: 
In  haste  whereof,  most  heartily  I  pray 
Your  highness  to  assign  our  trial  day. 
K.  liich,  Wrath-kuidled  gentlemen,  be  ruled  \t^ 

me; 
Let's  purge  tliis  choler  without  letting  blood 
This  we  prescribe,  though  no  physician; 
Deep  malice  makes  too  deep  incision : 
Forget,  forgive ;  conclude,  and  be  agreed ; 
Our  doctors  say,  this  is  no  month  to  bleed; 
Good  uncle,  let  this  end  where  it  begun ; 
Well  claim  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  you  your  sou. 
Gaunt,  To  be  a  make-peaoe  shall  become  mj 

age:— 
Throw  down  mv  son,  the  Duke  of  Norfolk's  gage. 
K.  liich.  And,  Norfolk,  throw  down  his. 
Gaunt,  When,  Harry,  when 

Obedience  bids,  1  should  not  bid  again. 
K.Iiidi,  Norfolk,  throw  down,  we  bid;  there 

is  no  boot. 
Nor,  Myself  1  throw,  dread  sovereign,  at  thy 

foot: 
My  life  thou  shalt  command,  bat  not  my  sbanle: 
The  one  mv  duty  owes ;  but  my  fair  name 
{Despite  of  death),  that  lives  upon  my  grave, 
To  dark  dishonour's  use  thou  shalt  not  have. 
I  am  disgrac'd,  imi)eaoh'd,  and  baffled  here ; 
Pierc'd  to  the  soul  with  slander's  venom'd  spear ; 
The  which  no  balm  can  cure,  but  his  heart-blood 
Which  breat)i'd  this  pouon. 

K,  RicL  Kage  must  be  withstood . 

Give  me  his  gage:-^L1on8  nuike  leopards  tame. 
Nor.  Yea,  but  not  change  his  spots :  take  but  my 

shame, 
And  I  resign  my  gage.    My  dear  dear  lord, 
The  purest  treasure  mortal  times  afibrd 
Is  spotless  reputation ;  that  away. 
Men  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  day. 
A  jewel  in  a  ten-times-barr'd-up  chest 
Is  a  bold  spirit  in  a  loyal  breast. 
Mine  honour  is  my  life ;  both  grow  in  one; 
Take  honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done : 
Then,  dear  my  liege,  mine  honour  let  me  try ; 
In  that  I  live,  and  for  that  will  I  die. 

K,  Rich,  Cousin,  throw  down  your  gage;  ao 

you  begin. 
BdUng,  0  Heaven,  defend  my  soul  from  sacn 

foul  sin! 
Shall  I  seem  crest-fallen  in  my  father's  sight? 
Or  with  pale  beggar  fear  impeach  my  height 
Before  this  outdar'd  dastard  ?    Ere  my  tongue 
Shall  wound    mine    honour   with    snch   feeble 

wrong. 
Or  sound  so  b^  a  parle,  my  teeth  shall  tear 
The  slavi<h  motive  of  recanting  fear; 
And  spit  it  bleeding,  in  his  high  dis^ee. 
Where  shame  duth  harbour,  even  ui  Mowbray^ 

face  [Emi  Gauht 
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K,  BiA,  We  were  not  bora  to  sue,  bat  to  com- 
mand r 
Which  since  we  ctnnot  do  to  make  you  fiiendi, 
Be  ready,  as  your  lives  shall  answer  it, 
At  Coventry,  upon  Saint  Lambert's  day; 
There  shall  your  swords  and  lances  arbitrate 
The  swelling  difference  of  yonr  settled  hate ; 
Since  we  cannot  atone  you,  you  nhall  see 
Justice  design  the  victor's  chivalry. 
Lord  marehal,  command  our  officers  at  arms 
Be  ready  to  direct  these  home-alarms.      [  ExttmL 

BCENB  II.— London.    A  Room  in  the  Duke  ^f 
Lancaster's  Falaoc, 

Enter  Qauht  and  Duchess  of  Glo8tbr. 

Qaunt,  Alas!  the  part  I  had  in  GIoster*s  blood 
Doth  more  solicit  me  than  your  exclaims, 
To  stir  against  the  butchers  of  his  life. 
But  since  correction  lieth  in  those  hands 
Which  made  the  fault  that  we  cannot  correct, 
Put  we  oup  quarrel  to  the  will  of  Heaven ; 
Who,  when  he  sees  the  hours  ripe  on  earth, 
Will  nun  hot  vengeance  on  offenders'  heads. 
Dueh,  Finds  brotherhood  in  thee  no  sharper 

spur? 
Hath  love  in  thy  old  blood  no  living  fire  ? 
Edward^  seven  sons,  whereof  thyself  art  one. 
Were  as  seven  phials  of  his  sacred  blood, 
Or  seven  fair  branches  springing  from  one  root: 
Somo   of    those   seven  are   dried    by  nature's 

course. 
Some  of  those  branches  by  the  destinies  cut : 
But  Thomas,  mv  dear  lord,  my  life,  my  Qloster, — 
One  phial  full  or  Edward's  sacred  blood. 
One  nourishing  branch  of  his  most  royal  root, 
Is  crack'd,  and  all  the  precious  liquid  spilt; 
Is  hack'd  down,  and  his  summer  leaves  all  vaded, 
By  envy's  hand,  and  murther's  bloody  axe. 
Xn,  Gktunt !  his  blood  was  thine ;  that  bed,  that 

womb. 
That  mettle,  that  self-mould,  that  fasbion'd  thee. 
Made  him  a  man;  and  though  thou  liv'st  and 

breath  *8t, 
Tet  art  thou  slain  in  him:  thou  dost  consent 
In  some  large  measure  to  thy  father's  death, 
In  that  thou  eeest  thy  wretched  brother  die. 
Who  was  the  model  of  thy  father's  life. 
Call  it  not  patience,  Gaunt,  it  is  despair: 
In  suffering  thus  thy  brother  to  be  slaughter'd, 
Thou  show^  the  naked  pathway  to  thy  life, 
Teaching  stera  murtber  now  to  butcher  thee: 
That  which  in  mean  men  we  entitle  patience 
Is  pale  cold  cowardice  in  noble  breasts. 
What  shall  I  say  ?  to  safeguard  thine  own  life, 
The  best  way  is  to  Venge  my  Gloeter's  death. 
Octunt,  Heaven^  is  the  quarrel ;  for  Heaven^ 

substitute, 
His  deputy  anointed  in  his  sight. 
Hath  cans'^d  his  death  :  the  which  if  wrongfully, 
Let  Heaven  revenge ;  for  I  may  never  lift 
An  tnrry  arm  against  his  minister. 
Duai   Where  then,   alas  I    may    I    complain 

myself? 
GatmL  To  Heaven,  the  widow's  champion  and 

defence. 
Ihtch,  Why  then,  I  will.    Farewell,  old  Gaunt. 
Thou  go'st  to  Coventry,  there  te  behold 
Oar  oousin  Hereford  and  fell  Mowbray  fight: 
O.  sit  my  huhband^  wrongs  on  Hereford's  spear. 
That  it  may  enthr  butcher  Mowbray's  breast  ? 
Or,  if  misfortune  mias  the  first  career. 
Be  Mowbraj'a  ains  fo  heavy  in  bis  bosom. 
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That  they  may  break  his  foaming  conrsers  back, 
And  throw  the  rider  headlong  in  the  lists, 
A  caitiff  recreant  to  my  cousin  Hereford ! 
Farewell,  old    Graunt;    thy  sometime  brother's 

wife 
With  her  companion  grief  must  end  her  life. 

daunt.  Sister,  farewell :  I  must  to  Coventry 
As  much  {jood  stay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me ! 
DitcJi.  let  one  word  more;— Grief   boundeth 

where  it  falls, 
Not  with  the  empty  hollo wness,  but  weight: 
I  take  my  loave  before  I  have  begun ; 
For  sorrow  ends  ncit  when  it  seemeth  done. 
Commend  me  to  my  brother,  Edmund  York. 
Lo,  this  is  all : — Nay,  yet  depart  not  so ; 
L  hough  this  be  all,  do  not  so  quickly  go ; 
I  shall  remember  m<ne.     Bid  liim— U,  whatf — 
With  all  ^00(1  speed  at  Plashy  visit  me. 
Alack,  and  what  shall  good  old  York  thei*e  see, 
But  empty  lodgings  and  unfurnished  walls, 
Unpeopl^  offices,  untrodden  stones  ? 
And  what  cheer  there  for  welcome  but  my  groans? 
I'herefore  commend  me ;  let  him  not  come  there. 
To  seek  out  sorrow  that  dwells  everywhere : 
Desolate,  desolate,  will  I  hence,  and  die ; 
The  last  leave  of  thee  takes  my  weeping  eye. 

[Exeun^ 


SCENE  lU,-Open  apace  i 


tr  Coventry, 
Heralds,  <£c. 


Lieti  set  Otfl,  cmd  a   Throne, 
attetuMtig, 

Enter  the  Lord  Marshal  and  Aumrrlk. 

Mar.  My  Lord  Au'merle,  is  Harry  Herefora 

arm'd? 
Aum,  Yea,  at  all  points ;  and  longs  to  enter  m. 
Mar.  The  Duke  of  Norfolk,  sprightfully  and 
bold. 
Stays  but  the  summons  of  the  appellant's  trumpet 
Atan.  Why,  then,  the  champions  are  prepar'd, 
and  stay 
For  nothing  but  his  majesty's  approach. 

Flouruh  <^  trumpets.  Enter  King  Richard,  «oAo 
takee  has  aeat  on  hia  throne;  Gaunt,  and  several 
Noblemen^  tclho  take  their  ijlacfs.  A  trumpet  is 
smtndedj  and  answered  by  another  trumpet  within. 
Then  enter  Norfolk,  tin  armour^  preceded  by  a 
Herald. 

K,  Bich.  Marshal,  demand  of  yonder  champion 
The  cause  of  his  arrival  here  in  arms : 
Ask  him  his  name;  and  orderly  proceed 
To  swear  him  in  the  justice  of  his  cnnse. 

Mar.  In  God's  name  and  the  king's,  say  who 
thou  art, 
And  why  thou  oom%t  thus  knightly  clad  in  arms: 
Against  what  man  thou  conost,  and  what  thy 

anarrel: 
Speak  trujy,  on  thy  knighthood,  and  thine  oath ; 
And  so  de^nd  thee  Heaven,  ana  thy  valour ! 

Nor,  My  name  is  Thomas  Mowbray,  duke  of 
Norfolk; 
Who  hither  come  engaged  by  my  oath 
(Which  Heaven  defend  a  knight  should  yiolate  !j 
Both  to  defend  my  loyalty  and  truth 
To  God,  my  king,  and  my  succeeding  issue. 
Against  the  I>uk«  of  Hereford  that  appeals  me ; 
And,  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  this  minearvi. 
To  prove  him,  in  defending  of  myself, 
Atraitor  to  my  (lod,  my  king,  and  me : 
And,  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  Heaven  I 

[fie  takes  Jiisfeat. 
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Tmmpet  foipub.    Enter  Bolinobeokb,  in  armour^ 
preceded  by  a  Herald. 

JT.  Mich.  Marshal,  ask  yonder  knight  in  arms, 
Both  who  he  is,  and  why  he  cometh  hither 
Thus  plated  in  habiliments  of  war 
An'^  formally  according  to  our  law 
Depose  him  m  the  justice  of  his  cause. 
Afar.  What  is  thy  name?  and  wherefore  com  st 

(hoQ  hither, 
Before  King  Kiohard,  in  his  royal  lists? 
Against  whom  comest   thoar   and    what's  thy 

quarrel  ? 
Speak  like  a  true  knight,  so  defend  thee  Heaven  I 
BoUag,  Harry   of   Hereford,    Lancaster,    and 

Derby, 
Am  I ;  who  ready  here  do  stand  in  arms, 
To  piove,  by  Heaven*!  grace,  and  my  body*a 

valour, 
in  lists,  on  Thomas  Mowbray,  duke  of  Norfolk, 
That  he  8  a  traitor,  foul  and  dangerous, 
To  Qod  of  heaven.  King  Richard,  and  to  me ; 
An<L  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  Heaven ! 

Mar.  On  pain  of  death,  no  person  be  so  bold, 
Or  daring-hardy,  as  to  touch  tne  lists. 
Except  the  marshal,  and  such  officers 
Appomted  to  direct  tliese  fair  designs. 
BoHng.  Lord  Marshal,  let  me  kiss  my  sove- 
reign's hand, 
And  bow  my  knee  before  bis  majesty 
For  Mowbray  and  myself  are  like  two  men 
That  vow  a  long  and  weary  pilgrimage ; 
Then  let  os  take  a  ceremonious  leave, 
And  loving  farewell,  of  our  several  friends. 
Mar.  The  appellant  in  all  duty  greets  your 

highness. 
And  eraves  to  kiss  your  hand,  and  take  his  leave. 
K*  Etch,  We  will  descend,  and  fold  him  in  our 

arms. 
Cousin  of  Hereford,  as  thy  cause  is  right. 
So  be  thy  fortune  in  this  royal  fight  I 
Farewell,  my  blood ;  which  if  to-day  thou  shed, 
Lament  we  may,  but  not  revenge  thee  dead. 
BoUng,  O,  let  no  noble  eye  profane  a  tear 
For  mCj  if  I  be  gor'd  with  Mowbray's  spear ; 
As  confident  as  is  the  falcon's  flight 

Against  a  bird  do  I  with  Mowbray  fight 

My  loving  lord  Uo  Lord  Marsha Lij  I  take  my 

leave  of  you ; 
Of  yon,  my  noble  cousin,  Lord  Aumerle:— 
Not  sick,  although  1  have  to  do  with  death ; 
But  lusty ^oung,  and  cheerly  drawing  breath. 
Lo,  as  at  English  feasts,  so  I  regreet 
The  daintiest  last,  to  make  the  end  more  sweet : 
0  Uiou,  the  earthly  author  of  my  blood,— 

[To  Qaukt. 
Whose  ^outhfhl  spirit,  in  me  regenerate, 
Doth  with  a  two-lold  vigour  lift  me  ap 
To  reach  at  victory  above  my  head, — 
Add  proof  unto  mine  armour  with  thy  prayers ; 
And  with  thy  blessing  steel  my  lance's  ])oint, 
That  it  may  enter  Mowbray's  waxen  coat, 
And  fumbh  new  the  name  of  John  of  Gaunt, 
Even  in  the  lusty  'haviour  of  his  son. 
€hmHi.  Heaven  in  thy  good  cause  make  thee 

f  prosperous  I 
ike  lightning  in  the  execution  ,* 
And  let  thy  blows,  doubly  redoubled. 
Pall  like  amazing  thunder  on  the  casque 
Of  thy  adverse  pernicious  enemy : 
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Nor,   [Rigmg.]    However  Heaven,  or  fortune 
cast  my  lot, 
There  lives,  or  dies,  true  to  King  Richard's  throne 
A  loyal,  just,  and  upright  gentleman : 
Never  did  captive  with  a  freer  heart 
Cast  of  his  chains  of  bonda^,  and  embraoe 
His  golden  uncontroll'd  entranchisement, 
More  than  my  dancing  soul  doth  celebrate 
This  feast  of  battle  with  mine  adversary. 
Most  mighty  lioge,  and  my  companion  peers. 
Take  from  my  mouth  the  wish  of  happy  years : 
Ab  gentle  and  as  jocund,  as  to  jest, 
Qo  I  to  fight;  Trutli  hath  a  quiet  breast. 

K.  Rich.  Farewell,  mv  lord :  securely  I  espy 
Virtue  with  valour  coucned  in  thine  eye. 
Order  the  trial,  marshal,  and  begin. 

[Tlie  Kino  and  the  Lords  return  to  their  teats. 
Mar.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancaster,  and  Derby, 
Receive  thy  lance ;  and  God  defend  the  right  I 
Jioling.  [Rising.]  Strong  as  a  tower  in  hope,  1 

cry — Amen. 
Mar.  Qo  bear  this  lance  [toon  Officer]  to  Thomas 
duke  of  Norfolk 

1  Heh.   Harry  of  Hereford,   Lancaster,   and 
Derby, 

Stands  here  for  God,  his  sovereign,  and  himself, 

On  pain  to  be  found  false  and  recreant, 

To  prove  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray, 

A  traitor  to  his  God,  his  king,  and  him. 

And  dares  him  to  set  forward  to  the  fight. 

2  Her.  Here  standeth  Thomas  Mowbray,  duke 
of  Norfolk, 

On  pun  to  be  found  iaise  and  recreant, 
Botn  to  defend  himself,  and  to  approve 
Henry  of  Hereford,  Lancaster,  and  Derby, 
To  God,  his  sovereign,  and  to  him,  disloyal ; 
Courageously,  and  with  a  free  desire, 
Attenduig  but  the  signal  to  begin. 
Mear.  Sound,  trumpets ;  and  set  forward,  oom- 

batants.  [A  charge  sounded. 

Stay,  the  king  hath  thrown  his  warder  down. 
A.  Ridi.   Let  them  lay  by  their  helmets  and 

theb  spears. 
And  both  return  back  to  thev  chairs  again: 
Withdraw  with  us :  and  let  the  trumpets  sound. 
While  we  return  these  dukes  what  we  decree.— 

[A  long  flourielh. 
Draw  near,  [To  the  Combatante. 

And  list,  what  with  our  council  we  have  done. 
For  that  our  kingdom's  earth  should  not  be  soil'd 
With  that  dear  blood  which  it  hath  fostered ; 
And  for  our  eyes  do  hate  the  dire  aspect 
Of  civil  wounds  plongh'd  up  with  neighbours 

swords ; 
[And  for  we  think  the  eagle-winged  pride 
Of  sky-aspiring  and  ambitious  thoughts, 
With  rival-hating  envy,  set  you  on 
To  wake  our  peace,  which  in  our  oountry's  cradle 
Draws  the  sweet  infant  breath  of  gentle  sleep;] 
Which  so  rous'd  up  with  boisterous  untun'd  drums. 
With  harsh  resounding  trumoets'  dreadful  bray 
And  grating  shock  of  wrathful  iron  arms, 
Might  from  our  quiet  confines  friji^ht  fair  peace. 
And  make  us  waae  even  in  our  kindred's  blood}— 


Bonue^  up  thy  youthful  blood,  be  valiant  and  live. 
BoOng.  Mine  innooeucy,  and  Saint  George  to 
tiirive. 


fields, 


twice! 
Shall  not  regreet  our  fair  dominions. 
But  tread  the  stranger  paths  of  banishment. 
Rolitg.  Your  will   be  done:   This  most  my 

_   o-  comfort  be 

IBe  takes  hit  seaL  '  That  sBnwMch  warms  yew  here.  shaMTsh^^^p 
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K.Meh,  Norfolk,  for  thee  remains  a  heavier 
doom, 
Which  I  with  some  onwiUingness  pronomioe: 
The  fly-slow  hours  shall  not  determinate 
The  dateless  limit  of  thy  dear  exile; — 
The  hopeless  word  of,  never  to  return^ 
Breathe  I  against  thee,  upon  pain  of  life. 

Nor,  A  heavy  sentence,  my  most  sovereign 
liege, 
And  all  nnlook^d  for  fh>m  your  highness*  mouth : 
A  dearer  merit,  not  so  deep  a  maim 
As  to  be  oast  forth  in  the  common  air, 
Have  I  deserved  at  your  highness'  hands. 
The  language  I  have  leam'd  these  forty  years, 
My  native  Englibh,  now  I  must  forego : 
And  now  my  tongue's  use  is  to  me  no  more 
Than  an  nnstringed  viol,  or  a  harp ; 
Or  like  a  cunning  instrument  casu  up. 
Or,  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 
That  knows  no  touch  to  tune  the  harmony. 
Within  my  mouth  you  have  engaol'd  my  tongue, 
Doubly  portcullis'd  with  my  teeth  and  lips ; 
And  dull,  unfeeling,  barren  ignorance 
Is  made  my  gaoler  to  attend  on  me. 
I  am  too  old  to  fawn  upon  a  nurse, 
Too  far  in  years  to  be  a  pupil  now ; 
What  is  thy  sentence,  then,  but  speechless  death, 
Which  robs  my  tongue  from  breathing  native 
breath? 

K,  IHdL  It  boots  thee  not  to  be  compassionate  ; 
After  our  sentence  plaining  comes  too  late. 

Nor,  Theh  thus  1  turn  me  from  my  country's 
light, 
To  dwell  in  solemn  shades  of  endless  night. 

[JieHring» 

iT.  Mi^  Hetnm  again,  and  take  an  oath  with 
thee. 
Lay  on  our  royal  sword  your  banish 'd  hands ; 
Swear  by  the  duty  that  you  owe  to  Heaven, 
(Our  part  therein  we  banish  with  yourselves), 
To  keep  the  oath  that  we  administer: — 
Ton  never  shall  (so  help  you  truth  and  Heaven  I) 
Embrace  each  otner*s  love  in  banishment ; 
Nor  ever  look  upon  each  other  ^  face ; 
Nor  ever  write,  regreet,  or  reconcile 
This  lowering  tempest  of  your  home-bred  hate; 
Nor  ever  by  advised  purpose  meet 
To  plot,  contrive,  or  complot  any  iU 
'Qamst  us,  our  state,  our  subjeote,  or  our  Umd. 

JSoUng,  1  swear. 

Nor,  And  I,  to  keep  all  this. 

Bolmg.  Norfolk, — so  hrta  to  mine  enemy  $— 

Bv  this  time,  had  thn  Irinv  narmitfnA  no 
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I'luck'd  four  away : — iSiz  firoseii  wmters  spent, 
Return  [To  Boliko.]  with  woloomo  home  mnn 
banishment. 

Bdtmg,  How  long  a  time  lies  in  one  little  wordl 
Four  lagging  winters,  and  four  wanton  springs 
End  in  a  word :  Such  is  the  breath  of  kings. 

Gawd,  I  thank  my  liege,  that,  in  regard  of  me, 
He  shortens  four  years  of  my  son^  exile ; 
But  little  vantage  shall  I  reap  thereby ; 
For  ere  the  six  years  that  he  liath  to  speiiG 
Can  change  their  moons,  and  bring  tiiehr  tfases 

about, 
Hy  oil-dried  lamp,  and  time-bewasted  light, 
Shall  be  extinct  with  age  and  endless  night; 
My  inch  of  taper  will  be  burnt  and  done. 
And  blindfold  dea^  not  let  me  see  my  sou. 

JT.  Bick,  Why,  uncle,  thou  hast  many  years 
to  live. 

QQumt,  But  not  a  minute,  king,  that  thou  canst 
give: 
Shorten  my  days  thou  canst  with  sullen  sorrow, 
And  pluck  nights  from  me,  but  not  lends  morrotr 
Thou  canst  help  time  to  fun-ow  me  with  age, 
But  stop  no  wrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage ; 
Thy  word  is  current  with  him  for  my  death : 
But,  dead,  ti^  kingdom  cannot  buy  my  breath. 

K.  Rich.  Thy  son  is  banish 'd  upon  good  advice, 
Whereto  thy  tongue  a  party  verdict  gave ; 
Why  at  our  justice  seem'st  thou  then  to  lower? 

^at0tt.  Things  sweet  to  taste  prove  in  digestioi 
sour. 
Tou  urged  me  as  a  judge ;  but  I  had  rather 
You  would  have  bid  me  argue  like  a  &ther: 


rO,  had  it  been  a  stranger,  not  my  child, 

To  smooth  his  fault  I  should  have  been  more  mild: 

A  partial  slander  sought  I  to  avoid. 

And  in  the  sentence  my  own  life  destroyed.] 

Alas,  I  look'd  when  some  of  you  should  say, 

I  was  too  strict  to  make  mine  own  away ; 

But  ^ou  gave  leave  to  mine  unwilling  tongue. 

Against  my  will,  to  do  myself  this  wrong. 

K,  Bich.  Cousin,  farewell :— and,   uncle,    bid 
him  so; 
Six  years  we  banish  him,  and  he  shall  go. 

[FhuriA,  Exeunt  K.  Richard  and  Tram, 

Awn.  Cousin,  fivewell :  what  presence  must  not 
know, 
From  where  you  do  remain,  let  paper  show. 

Mar,  My  lord,  no  leave  take  I;  for  I  will  ride 
As  far  as  land  will  let  me  by  your  side. 

Ckarnt,  0,  to  what  purpose  dost  thou  board  thy 
words,  t-    A  9 

That  thou  retum'st  no  greeting  to  thy  friends? 

BoUng,  I  have  too  few  to  ti^e  my  leave  of  you, 

1X7  Kon  ^A  *An<moV  fifRoa  ahnuMk  hA  DrodiSCal 
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1  waadtr  from  th«  jewelf  that  1  lore. 
Mast  I  not  Bern  a  long  apprenticehood 
To  foreign  passages ;  and  in  the  end. 
Having  mj  fireeoom,  boast  of  nothing  else 
Bat  that  1  was  a  journeyman  to  grief? 

OaunL  All  places  that  the  eye  of  Heaven  visits 
Are  to  a  wise  man  ports  and  happy  havens : 
Teach  thy  necessity  to  reason  thus; 
There  is  no  virtue  like  necessity. 
Thinlc  not,  the  king  did  banish  thee ; 
But  thou  the  king:  Woe  doth  the  heavier  sit, 
Where  it  perceives  it  is  but  &intly  borne. 
Go,  say  I  sent  thee  forth  to  purdiase  honoar, 
And  not,  the  king  exiled  thee :  or  suppose. 
Devouring  pestilence  hangs  in  our  air, 
And  thou  art  flying  to  a  fresher  dime. 
Look,  wliat  thy  som  holds  dear,  imagine  it 
To  be   tliat  way  thoa  go*Bt,  not  whence  thoa 

com*8t. 
Suppose  the  singing  birds  musicians; 
The  grass  whereon  thou  tread'st,  the  presence 

strew 'd ; 
The  flowers,  fair  ladies;  and  thy  steps,  no  more 
Than  a  delightful  measure  or  a  dance : 
For  gnarling  sorrow  hath  less  power  to  bite 
The  man  that  mocks  at  it,  and  sets  it  light. 

Bolmg,  0,  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand, 
By  thinking  on  the  frosty  Caucasus  ? 
Or  doy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite, 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  feast  ? 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  snow, 
By  thinking  on  fantastic  summer's  heat? 
0,  no  I  the  apprehension  of  the  good 
Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worse : 
Fell  sorrow's  tooth  doth  never  rankle  more. 
Than  when  it  bites,  but  lanceth  not  the  sore. 

OaunL  Come,  come,  my  son.  111  bring  thee  on 
thy  way: 
Had  I  thy  youth  and  cause,  I  would  not  stay. 

Bolmg,  Then  England's  g^und,  fiurewdl ;  sweet 
soil,  adieu ; 
My  mother,  and  my  nurse,  that  bears  me  yet! 
Where'er  I  wander,  boast  of  this  I  can. 
Though  banish'd,  yet  a  true-born  Englishman. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IT.— ^  Boom  m  ths  King*»  Paiaoe, 

JSntmr  King  Rioha&d,  Baoot,  and  Gbebi  ; 
AuMEBLE  following, 

K,  Bitk,  We  did  observe.— Cousin  Aumerle, 
How  fiur  brought  you  high  Hereford  on  his  way  ? 
Aum,  I  brought  high  Hereford,  if  yen  mU 
him  so. 
Bnt  to  the  next  highway,  and  there  I  left  him. 
K,  Bkk,  And,  say,  what  store  of  ptrtmg  tears 

were  shed? 
Aum,  Taith,  none  by  me,  except  the  north- 
east wind. 
Which  then  blew  bitterly  against  our  face, 
Awak'd  the  sleepy  rheum ;  and  so,  by  chance, 
Did  grace  our  hollow  parting  with  a  tear. 
K.  JUcJ^.  What  »iid  our  cousin  when  you  parted 
with  kirn? 
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Atmu  Farewell: 
And,  for  my  heart  disdained  that  my  tongue 
Hhould  so  profane  the  word,  that  taught  me  craft 
To  counterfeit  oppression  of  such  grief. 
That  word  seem  a  buried  in  my  sorrow's  grave. 
Marry,  would  the  word  fiurewell  have  lengthen^ 

hours. 
And  added  vesrs  to  his  short  banishment. 
He  should  have  had  a  volume  of  farewdls ; 
But,  since  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  me. 

A.  Bkh.  He  is  our  cousin,  cousin;  but  Yis 
doubt. 
When  time  shall  call  him  home  from  banishment, 
Whether  our  kinsman  come  to  see  his  friendi. 
Oursdf  and  Bushy,  Bagot  here,  and  Green, 
Observ'd  his  courtship  to  the  common  people:— 
How  he  did  seem  to  dive  into  their  heiurts. 
With  humble  and  familiar  courtesy ; 
What  reverence  did  he  throw  away  on  slaves. 
Wooing  poor  crafUmen  with  the  craft  of  smiles. 
And  patient  underbearing  of  bis  fortune. 
As  'twere  to  banish  their  affects  with  him. 
Off  goes  his  bonnei  to  an  oyster-wench ; 
A  brace  of  dra^en  bid— God  speed  him  well. 
And  had  the  tribute  of  his  supple  knee. 
With  —  Thanks,    my   countrymen,   my   lovmg 

friends; 
As  were  our  England  in  reversion  his. 
And  he  our  subjects'  next  degree  in  hope. 

Qreen,  Wdl,  he  is  gone;  and  with  hmi go  theao 
thoughts. 
Now  for  the  rebels  which  stand  out  in  IreUnd ; 
Expedient  manage  most  be  made,  my  liege, 
Ere  further  leisure  yield  them  further  means 
For  their  advantage  and  vour  highness'  loss. 

K,  Bich,  We  will  ourself  in  p^son  to  this  war. 
And,  for  our  coffers,  with  too  great  a  oourt. 
And  liberal  largess,  are  grown  somewhat  Uglit, 
We  are  enforc'd  to  form  our  royal  realm; 
The  revenue  whereof  shall  furnish  us 
For  our  affiiirs  in  hand:  If  that  come  short. 
Our  substitute  at  home  shall  have  biank  charten ; 
Whereto,  when  they  shall  know  what  men  are 

rich. 
They  shall  subscribe  them  for  large  eums  of  gold, 
And  send  them  after  to  supply  our  wants; 
For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  presently. 

Enter  BusHT 

Bushy,  what  news  ? 

BMy,  Old  John  of  Gaunt  is  grievous  sick,  my 
lord; 
Suddenly  taken ;  and  hath  sent,  post  baste, 
To  entreat  your  majesty  t  >  visit  him. 

K,  Bich.  Where  lies  he? 

Buslty.  At  Ely  House. 

K,  Mich,  Now  put  it,  Heaven,  in  his  phyileian  • 
mind, 
To  hdp  him  to  his  grave  immediatdy  * 
The  Uning  of  his  coffers  shall  make  coats 
To  deck  our  soldiers  for  these  Irish  wars. 
Come,  gentlemen,  let's  all  go  visit  him : 
Pray  God,  we  may  make  luute,and  oome  boo  late! 
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ACT  IL 


SCENE  I.— London.    A  Room  in  Ely  Hooae. 

i^xwnmaeoueh;  the  Duke  of  Yobk  and  others 
.    standing  by  him. 

Qaunt,  Will  the  king  come  ?  that  I  maj  breathe 

my  last 
In  wholesome  coonsel  to  his  anstaid  yonth. 
York.  Xex.  not  yourself,  nor  strive  not  with  your 

breath; 
For  all  hi  vain  comes  counsel  to  his  ear. 

OitunL  0,  but  they  say^  the  tongues  of  dying  men 
Enforce  attention,  like  deep  harmony ; 
Where  words  are  scarce,  they  are  seldom  spent  in 

vain ; 
For  they  breathe  truth,  that  breathe  their  words  in 

pain. 
He,  that  no  more  may  say,  is  listened  more 
Than  they  whom  youth  and  ease  have  taught  to 

glose; 
More  are  men's  ends  mark'd,  than  their  lives  before ; 

The  setting  sun,  and  music  at  the  close 
fAs  the  last  taste  of  sweets  is  sweetest),  last, 
Writ  in  remembrance,  more  than  things  long  past ; 
Though  Richard  my  life's  counsel  would  not  hear, 
My  death'g  sad  tale  may  yet  undeaf  his  ear. 
YorL  No;  it  is  stopped  with  other  flattering 

sounds, 
As  praises  of  his  state :  then,  there  are  found 
Lascivious  metres;  to  whose  venom  sound 
The  open  ear  of  youth  doth  al>%ays  listen : 
Report  of  fashions  in  proud  Italy ; 
Whose  manners  still  our  tardy  apish  nation 
Limps  after  in  base  imitation. 
Where  doth  the  world  thrust  forth  a  vanity 
jgo  it  be  new,  there%  no  respect  how  vile), 
Tliat  is  not  quickly  buzz'd  into  his  ean? 
Then  all  too  late  comes  counsel  to  be  heard, 
Where  will  doth  mntiny  with  wit^  regard. 
Direct  not  him,  whose  way  himself  will  choose ; 
Tis  breath  thoa  lack'st,  and  that  breath  wilt  then 

lose 
Oaunt,  Methinks  I  am  a  prophet  new  inspired ; 
And  thus,  expiring,  do  foretell  of  him: 
His  rash  fierce  blaze  of  riot  cannot  last ; 
For  violent  fires  soon  bum  out  themsdves; 
Bmall  showers  last  long,  but  suddeo  storms  are 

short ; 
He  tires  betimes,  that  spors  too  fast  betimes ; 
With  eager  feeding,  fooa  doth  choke  the  feeder : 
Light  vanity,  hisatiate  cormorant. 
Consuming  means,  soon  preys  upon  itself. 
This  royal  throne  of  kings,  this  scepter^d  isle, 
'lliis  earth  of  nu^je^^ty,  this  sent  of  Mars, 
This  other  Eden,  demi-iiaradise ; 
This  fortress,  built  by  nature  for  herself, 
Afi^inst  int'pction  and  the  hand  of  war; 
This  hap]>y  breed  of  men,  this  little  world; 
This  precious  stone  set  in  the  silver  sea,  ' 
Which  serves  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall, 
Or  as  a  moat  defensive  to  a  house. 
Against  the  envy  of  leas  happier  lands; 
This  blessed  plot,  this  earth,  this  roalm,   tbii 

England, 
This  nnrse,  this  teeming  womb  of  royal  kin^, 
Fear*d  by  their  breed,  and  &mous  for  their  birth. 
Renowned  for  tlieir  deeds  as  far  from  home 
(For  Christian  service,  and  true  chivalry), 
As  is  the  sepulchre  in  stubborn  Jewry 
Of  the  world's  ransom,  blessed  Mary  a  son : 
This  land  of  raoh  dtar  soula,  thia  dear  dear  land. 


Dear  for  Her  reputation  through  the  worU, 
Is  now  leased  out  (I  die  pronouncing  it). 
Like  to  a  tenement  or  pelting  farm : 
England,  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  sea, 
Whose  rocky  shore  beats  back  the  envious  siegt 
Of  watery    Neptune,   is   now   bound   in   with 

shame, 
With  inky  blots,  and  rotten  parchment  bonds ; 
That  England,  tnat  was  wont  to  conquer  others 
Hath  made  a  shameful  conquest  of  itself: 
Ah,  would  the  scandal  vanish  with  my  life. 
How  happy  then  were  my  ensuing  death  I 

Enter  King  Richard  and  Queen  ;    Aoverlb, 
BusuT,  Qbreit,  Baqot,  Ross,  and  Willouqhbt. 

York,  The  king  is  oome:  deal  mildly  with  hia 

youth; 
For  young  hot  colts,  being  nig*d,  do  rage  the 

more, 
Queen,  How  fares  our  noble  unole,  Lancaster  V 
K.  Rich.  What  comfort,  man?     How  ist  with 

Ti  Oaunt? 
how  that  name  befits  m^  composition 
Old  Ckiont,  indeed ;  and  gaunt  in  being  old  * 
Within  me  grief  hath  kept  a  tedious  fast ; 
And  who  abstains  from  meat,  tliat  is  not  gaunt? 
For  sleeping  England  long  time  have  I  watch'd ; 
Watching     breeds     leanness,     leanness    is    all 

gaunt: 
The  pleasure  that  some  fathers  feed  upon 
Is  my  strict  fast,— I  mean  my  children's  looks ; 
And,  therein  fasting,  hast  thou  made  me  gaunt  j 
Oaunt  am  I  for  the  gntve,  gaunt  as  a  grave, 
Whose  hollow  womb  inherits  nought  out  bones. 
K,  IHdi.  Can  siok  men  play  so  nicely  with  their 

names? 
Oaunt,  No,  misery  makes  sport  to  mock  itself: 
Since  thou  dost  seek  to  kill  my  name  in  me, 
I  mock  my  name,  great  king,  to  flatter  thee. 
K,  Rich.  Should  dying  men  flatter  with  those 

that  live? 
Oaunt,  No,  no ;  men  living  flatter  those  that  die. 
JT.  Rich,    Thou,   now   a   dying,  say'st   thoa 

flatterest  me. 
Oaunt,  Oh !  no ;  thou  diest,  though  I  the  sicker 

be. 
K.  Rich,  I  am  in  health,  I  breathe,  and  see 

thee  ill. 
Oaunt,  Now,  He  that  made  me  knovrs  I  tec 
thee  Ul; 
HI  hi  myself  to  see,  and  hi  thee  seeing  ill 
Thy  death  bed  is  no  lesser  than  the  Und 
Wherem  thou  liest  in  reputation  sick: 
And  thou,  too  careless  natient  as  thou  art, 
Committ'st  thy  anointed  body  to  the  cure 
Of  those  physicians  that  firat  wounded  thee. 
A  thousand  flatterers  sit  within  thy  crovm, 
Whobe  compass  is  no  bigger  than  thy  head ; 
And  yet,  incaged  in  so  small  a  verge, 
Tlie  waste  is  no  whit  lesser  than  thy  land. 

0,  had  thy  grandsire,  with  a  prophet's  eye. 
Seen  how  his  son's  son  should  destroy  his  sous, 
From  forth  thy  reach  he  would  have  Utid  thy 

shame, 
Deposing  thee  before  thou  wert  poesess'd. 
Which  art  possess'd  now  to  depose  thyself. 
Why,  cousm,  wert  thou  regent  of  the  world 
It  were  a  shame  to  let  this  land  by  lease : 
But,  for  thy  world,  enjoying  but  this  Und, 

1.  it  no  mor.  th»  •hS»Siltcffi?4ytW3gle 
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Landlord  of  England  art  tiion,  and  not  king : 
Thy  state  of  law  u  bondslave  to  the  law : 

And 

JT.  Bick.  And  thoa  a  lunatic  lean-witted  fool, 
Presmnine  on  an  ague's  privilege, 
Dar'st  with  thy  frozea  aamonition 
Make  jpale  oar  olieek ;  chasing  the  royal  bloody 
•  With  fury,  from  his  native  residence. 
Now  bv  my  seat's  right  royal  majesty, 
Wert  thou  not  brother  to  great  Edward's  aoa. 
This  tongue,  that  runs  so  roundly  in  thy  head. 
Should    run    thy    htad   from   thy   unreverend 

shoulders. 
Oaunt,  O,  spare  me  not,  my  brother  Edward^ 

son; 
For  that  I  was  his  &ther  Edward's  son ; 
That  blood  already,  like  the  pelican. 
Hast  thou  tapn'd  out,  and  drunkenly  caroused : 
My  brother  (iloster,  plain  well-meaning  soul, 
Oyhom  fair  befal  in  heaven  'mongst  happy  souls !} 
May  be  a  precedent  and  witness  good. 
That  thou  respect'st  not  spilling?  Edward's  blood : 
Join  with  the  present  sickness  that  I  have ; 
And  thy  un kindness  be  like  crooked  age. 
To  crop  at  once  a  too-long  withered  flower. 
Live  in  thy  shame,  but  die  not  shame  with  thee  I — 
These  words  hereafter  thy  tormentors  be  I— 
Convey  me  to  my  bed,  then  to  my  g*-ave: 
Love  they  to  live,  that  love  and  honour  have. 

[Exit^  borne  out  by  his  Attendants. 
K,  IHcJl  And  let  them  die,  that  age  and  suUens 

have; 
For  both  hast  thou,  and  both  become  the  grave. 
York.  I  do  beseech  your  majesty,  impute  his 

words 
To  wayward  sicklmess  and  age  in  him : 
He  loves  you,  on  my  life,  and  holds  you  dear 
As  Harry  duke  of  Hereford,  were  he  here. 
K,  Bich,  Right ;  you  say  true :  as  Hereford's 

love,  so  his : 
As  theirs,  so  mine ;  and  all  be  as  it  is. 

Enter  Korthumbebland. 

Norih,  My  liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to 

your  majesty. 
K.JiKk.  What  says  he? 
North.  Nay,  nothing ;  all  is  said : 

Hb  tongue  is  now  a  stringless  instrument ; 
Words,  life,  and  all,  old  Lancaster  hath  spent. 
York.  Be  York  the  next  that  must  be  banknipt 

sol 
Though  death  be  poor,  it  end    i  mortal  woe. 
K,  Rich,  The  npest  fruit  hrst  falls,  and  so  doth 

he; 
His  time  is  spent,  our  pilgrimage  must  be  : 
l!to  much  for  that    Now  for  our  Irish  wars : 
We    must    supplant    those    rough    rug-headed 

kerns, 
Which  live  like  venom,  where  no  venom  else, 
But  only  thgy,  hath  privilege  to  live. 
And,  for  these  great  affairs  do  ask  some  charge. 
Towards  oar  assistance,  we  do  seize  to  us 
The  plate,  coin,  revenues,  and  moveables, 
Whereof  our  uncle  Gaunt  did  stand  possessed. 
York,  How  long  shall  I  be  patient?    Ah,  how 

long 
Shall  tender  duty  make  me  suffer  wrong  ? 
Not  Qloster's  death,  nor  Hereford's  banishment. 
Not   Qaunt's    rebukes,    nor   EngUnd's   private 

wrongSj 
Nor  the  prevenuon  of  poor  Bolingbroke 
About  his  marriage,  nor  my  own  disgrace. 
Have  ever  made  me  sour  my  patient  oheelu 
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I  Or  bend  one  wrinkle  on  my  iovereign'i  fiMt 
I  am  the  last  of  noble  Edward's  sons. 
Of  whom  thy  father.  Prince  of  Wales,  was  tint 
In  war,  was  never  lion  rag'd  more  fierce. 
In  peace,  was  never  gentle  lamb  more  mild, 
Than  was  that  young  and  princely  gentleman : 
His  face  thou  hast,  for  even  so  loolrd  he, 
Accomplish'd  with  the  number  of  thy  hours ; 
But  when  he  frown'd  it  was  against  the  French, 
And  not  against  his  friends ;  his  noble  hand 
Did  win  what  he  did  spend,  and  spent  not  that 
Which  his  triumphant  father's  hand  had  won : 
His  hands  were  guilty  of  no  kindred's  blood 
But  bloody  with  the  enemies  of  his  kin. 
O,  Richard,  York  is  too  fsEir  gone  with  grief, 
Or  else  he  never  would  compare  between. 
King  Rich,  Why,  uncle,  what's  the  matter? 
York,  O,  mv  liege 

Pardon  me,  if  you  please ;  if  not,  I,  pleas'd 
Not  to  be  pardon *d,  am  content  withal. 
Seek  you  to  seize,  and  gripe  into  your  hands. 
The  royalties  and  rights  of  banished  Hereford  ? 
Is  not  Gaunt  dead?  and  doth  not  Hereford  live? 
Was  not  Gaunt  just?  and  is  not  Harr^  true? 
Did  not  the  one  deserve  to  have  an  heir  ? 
Is  not  his  heir  a  well-deserving  son  ? 
Take  Hereford's  rights  away,  and  take  from  time 
His  charters,  and  lus  customary  rights ; 
Let  not  to-morrow  then  ensue  to-day ; 
Be  not  thyself,  for  how  art  thou  a  king, 
But  by  fair  sequence  and  succession? 
Now,  afore  God  (God  forbid,  I  say  true  *; 
If  you  do  wrongtully  seize  Hereford's  right. 
Call  in  his  letters-patent  that  he  Imth 
Hy  his  attorneys-general  to  sue 
llis  livery,  and  deny  his  offer'd  homage. 
You  pluck  a  thousand  dangers  on  your  head, 
You  lose  a  thousand  well-disposed  hearts. 
And  prick  my  tender  patience  to  those  thoughts 
Which  honour  and  allegiance  cannot  think. 
K,  Rich,  Think  what  yon  will ;  we  seize  uto 
our  hands 
Hisplate,  his  goods,  his  monejr,  and  his  lands. 
York,  111  not  be  by  the  while:  My  liege,  fare- 
well: 
What  will  ensue  hereof  there's  none  can  tell, 
But  by  bad  courses  may  be  onderstood. 
That  their  events  can  never  fall  out  good. 

[ExU. 
tU  BiOi,  Go,  Bushy,  to  the  Earl  of  Wiltshire 
straight; 
Bid  him  repair  to  us  to  Ely  House 
To  see  this  business :  To-morrow  next 
We  will  for  Ireland ;  and  'tis  time,  I  trow ; 
And  we  create,  in  absence  of  ourself, 
Our  uncle  York  lord  governor  of  England, 
For  he  is  just,  and  always  lov'd  us  welL 
Come  on,  our  queen :  to-morrow  most  we  part; 
Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  stay  is  short. 

[Fhurish, 
'    [Eaoamt  Kino,  Qoebn,  Bushy,  Aum., 
Gkxen,  and  Baoot. 
North,  Well,  lords,  the  Duke  of  Lancaster  is 

dead. 
Ron.  And  living  too ;  for  now  his  son  ii  dnke. 
Willo,  Barely  in  title,  not  in  revenue. 
North,  Richly  in  both,  if  justice  had  her  right. 
Ro98,  My  heart  is  great ;  but  it  most  break  with 
silence. 
Eret  be  disburthen'd  with  a  liberal  tongue. 
North,  Nay,  speak  thy  mmd ;  and  let  him  ne  at 
speak  more 
Th.t««.£.  thy  word.i^.|OjigyH^^g[g 


WOo,  TflndB  that  thon'dst  ipeak  to  the  Duke  of 
Heretord? 
If  it  he  10,  oat  with  it  boldly,  man; 
Quick  is  inine  ear  to  hear  or  good  towards  him. 

£oti.  No  good  at  all  that  I  can  do  for  him ; 
Unless  you  call  it  good  to  pit^  him, 
Bereft  and  eelded  of  his  petnmon^. 
North.    Now,  afure  Heaven,  tis  shame  sodh 
wrongs  are  borne, 
In  him  a  ro3rarprince,  and  many  more 
Of  noble  blood  in  this  declining  land. 
The  king  is  not  himself,  but  basely  led 
By  flatterers ;  and  what  they  will  inform, 
Merely  in  liate,  'gainst  any  of  us  all. 
That  will  the  king  severely  prosecute 
*Gainst  us,  our  lives,  our  children,  and  our  heurs. 
Bon.  The  commons  hath  he  pill'd  with  grievous 
taxes. 
And  quite  lost  their  hearts ;  the  nobles  hath  he  fin'd 
For  ancient  tiuarrels,  and  quite  lost  their  hearts. 
WUlo,  Ana  daily  new  exactions  are  devis'd — 
As  blanks,  benevolences,  and  I  wot  not  what ; 
But  what,  o'  Qod*s  name,  doth  become  of  this  ? 
North,  Wars  have  not  wasted  it,  for  warr'd  he 
hath  not. 
But  basely  yielded  upon  compromise 
That  which  his  ancestors  achiev'd  with  blows : 
More  hath  he  spent  in  peace  than  tiiey  in  war8. 
Bom,  The  Earl  of  Wiltshire  hath  the  realm  in 
«,-«    form. 
WtBo.  The  king's  grown  bankrupt,  like  a  broken 

man. 
NorA,  Reproach  and  dissolution  hangeth  over 

him. 
Boi$,  He  hath  not  money  for  these  Irish  wars, 
Hit  bur^enous  taxations  notwitlistanding, 
But  by  the  robbing  of  the  banish'd  duke. 
North,  His  noble  kinsman:    most  degenerate 
king! 
But,  lords,  we  hear  this  feaif  nl  tempest  sing, 
Yet  seek  no  shelter  to  avoid  the  storm:  . 
We  see  the  wind  sit  sore  upon  our  sails. 
And  yet  we  strike  not,  but  securely  pv^rish. 
.fiosi.  We  see  the  rery  wrack  that  we  must 
suffer ; 
And  unavoided  is  the  danger  now, 
For  suffering  so  the  causes  of  our  ¥rrack. 
North,  Not  so;  even  through  the  hollow  ejcB  of 
death 
I  spy  life  peering ;  but  I  dare  not  sajr 
How  near  the  tidings  of  our  comfort  is. 

WSlo,  Nay,  let  us  share  thy  thoughts,  as  thou 

dost  ours. 
BotB,  Be  confident  to  speak,  Northumberland : 
We  three  are  but  thyself;  and,  speaking  so, 
Thy  words  are  but  as  thoughts;  therefore,  be  bold. 
North,  Then  thus : — I  have  from  Port  le  Bhuic, 
a  bay 
Ib  Brittany,  receiv'd  intelligence 
That  Harry  duke  of  Hereford,    Reignold  lord 

Cobham 
(The  SCO  of  Richard  earl  of  Arundel), 
That  late  broke  from  the  Duke  of  Kxoter, 
His  brother,  archbishop  late  of  Canterbury, 
Sir  Thomas  Erpingbam,  Sir  John  Rain&ton, 
8ir  John   Norbery,  Sir  Robert  Waterton,  and 

Francis  (Juoint,— 
All  these,  well  furnish 'd  by  the  Duke  of  Breta:?ne, 
With  eight  tall  8ln|»,  three  thousand  men  of  war, 
Are  making  h.ther  with  all  due  expedience. 
And  shortly  mean  to  touch  our  northern  shore: 
Perhaps  they  had  ere  this,  bat  that  they  stay 
The  first  departing  of  the  king  for  Ireland. 
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If  then  we  shall  shake  off  our  slavish  yoke, 
Imp  out  our  drooping  country's  broken  wing, 
Redeem  from  brolcing  pawn  the  blemish'd  oroivn, 
Wipe  off  the  dust  that  hides  our  soeptre'sgilt. 
And  make  high  majesty  look  like  itself, 
Awaj  with  me  in  post  to  Ravenspurg: 
But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  so, 
Stay  and  be  secret,  and  myself  will  go. 
Boas,  To  horse,  to  horse  I  urge  doubts  to  them 

^^    that  fear. 

IViUo,  Hold  out,  my  horse,  and  I  will  first  be 
there.  [ExamL 


SCENE  II.— 7^  some.    A  Boom  in  the  Balaee, 

Enter  Queen,  Bubht,  and  Baoot. 

i      Btuhy,  Madam,  your  migesty  is  too  much  sad* 
\  You  promised,  when  you  parted  with  the  king 
To  lay  aside  life-harming  heaviness, 
And  entertain  a  cheerful  disposition.  . 

Qiuen,  To  please  the  king,  I  did  ^  to  please 
myself, 
I  cannot  do  it;  yet  I  know  no  cause 
Why  I  should  welcome  such  a  guest  as  grief, 
Sitve  bidding  farewell  to  so  sweet  a  guest 
As  my  sweet  Richard :  Yet.  again,  methinks. 
Some  imhom  sorrow,  ripe  in  fortune's  womb 
Is  coming  towards  me;  and  my  inward  soul 
With  notliing  trembles:  at  something  it  grieves 
More  than  with  parting  from  my  lord  the  king. 

Biuhy,  Each  substance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty 
shadows, 
Which  show  like  grief  itself,  but  are  not  so: 
For  sorrow's  e^e,  glazed  with  blinding  tears. 
Divides  one  thmg  entire  to  many  objicts, 
Like  perspectives,  which,  rightly  gaz'd  upon. 
Show  nothing  but  confusion,— ey'd  awry, 
Dbtingnish  form :  so  your  sweet  majesty, 
Looking  awry  upon  your  lord's  dei>arture, 
Finds  shapes  of  griet's  more  than  himself  to  wail 
Which,  looked  on  as  it  is,  is  nought  but  shadows 
Of  what  it  is  not.    Then,  thrice-gracious  queen. 
More  tlian  your  lord's  departure  weep  not;  more's 

not  seen : 
Or  if  it  be,  'tis  with  fa^se  sorrow's  eye. 
Which,  for  things  true,  weeps  things  imaginary. 

Qiiten,  It  may  be  so ;  but  yet  my  inward  soul 
Persuades  me  it  is  otherwise:  Howe'er  it  be. 
I  cannot  but  be  sad ;  so  heavy  sad. 
As— though,  in  thinking,  on  no  thought  I  thhik— 
Makes  me  with  heavy  nothing  faint  and  shrink. 

Bwity,  'Tis  nothing  but  conceit,  my  gracious 
lady. 

Queen.  'Tis  nothing  less :  conceit  is  still  derived 
From  some  forefather  grief;  mine  is  not  so: 
For  nothing  has  begot  my  something  grief; 
Or  something  hath  the  nothing  that  I  grieve ; 
•Tis  in  reversion  that  I  do  possess ; 
But  what  it  is,  that  is  not  yet  known ;  what 
I  cannot  name ;  tis  nameless  woe,  I  wot 

Enter  Green. 

Oreen,  Heaven  save  your  migesty!— and  well 
met,  gentlemen, 
I  hope  the  king  is  not  yet  shipp'd  for  Ireland. 
Queen,  Why  hopst  thou  so?   'tis  better  hope 
he  is; 
For  his  designs  crave  haste,  his  haste  good  hope ; 
Then  wherefore  dost  thou  hope  he  is  not  8hip|)'d  ? 
Qrten.  Tliat  he,  our  hope,  might  have  retir'd 
his  power, 
And  driven  into  despair  an  enemy  s  hope, 
Who  strongly  hath  set  footing  bithlii  land:  _  I  ^ 
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TIm  banished  Bolingbroke  repeals  bimMit, 
And  with  aplifted  annB  ii  sate  arriy'd 
At  Rayenspaig. 

Queen,  Now  Qod  in  Heaven  forbid  I 

men,  O,  madam,  tis  too  true;  and  that  is 
worse, — 
Th«  Lord  Northomberland,  his  young  son  Henry 

Percy, 
The  Lords  of  Koes,  Beanmond,  and  Willoughby, 
With  all  their  powerful  friends,  are  fled  to  him. 
£uihff.  Why  have  you  not  proclaim'd  Northum- 
berland 
And  the  rest  of  the  revolting  &ction  traitors  ? 
jfvten.  We  have:  whereupon  the  Earl  of  Wor^ 
cester 
Hath  broke  his  stafi,  resigned  his  stewardship, 
And  all  the  household  servants  fled  with  him 
Tsy  Bolingbroke. 
Qmeeru  80,  Green,  thou  art  the  midwifo  of  roy 
woe, 
And' Bolingbroke  my  sorrow*s  dismal  heir : 
Now  hath  my  soul  brought  forth  her  prodigy ; 
And  I,  a  gasping  new-delivered  mother. 
Have  woe  to  woe,  sorrow  to  sorrow,  join'd. 
Bushy.  Despair  not,  madam. 
Queen,  Who  shall  hinder  me  ? 

I  will  despair,  and  be  at  enmity 
With  oozeninff  hope ;  he  is  a  flatterer, 
A  parasite,  a  keep^-back  of  death, 
Who  gently  would  dissolve  the  bands  of  life, 
Which  fiUse  hope  lingers  in  extremity. 

Enter  ToHK. 

(jheen.  Here  comes  the  Duke  of  York. 

Queen,  With  signs  of  war  about  hb  aged  neck ; 
0,  full  of  careful  business  are  his  look^  I 
Uncle, 
For  heaven's  sake,  speak  oomfortable  words. 

YorL   [Should  I  do  so,   I  should  belie  my 
thoughts :] 
Comfort's  in  heaven ;  and  we  are  on  the  earth, 
Where  nothing  lives,  but  crosses,  care,  and  grief. 
Tour  husband  he  has  gone  to  save  far  ofL 
Whilst  others  come  to  make  him  lose  at  home  : 
Here  am  I  left  to  underprop  his  land ; 
Who,  weak  with  age.  cannut  support  m^^f : 
Kow  comes  the  sick  hour  tliat  his  surfeit  made ; 
Kow  shall  he  try  his  friends  that  flatter'd  him. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv,  My  lord,   your  son  wis  gone  before  I 
oame. 

York.  He  was  ?— Why,  so !— go  all  which  way 
it  will ! 
The  nobles  they  are  fled,  the  commons  cold, 
And  will,  I  tear,  revolt  on  Hereford's  .sile.— 
Sirrah,  get  thee  to  Flashy,  to  my  sister  G  luster ; — 
Bid  hei  send  me  presently  a  thousand  pound : 
Hold,  take  my  ring. 

/ierv.  My  lord,  I  had  forgot  to  tell  your  lord- 
ship: 
To-day,  I  came  by,  and  called  there  ;— 
But  I  shall  grieve  you  to  report  the  rest 

YorL  What  is  it,  knave? 

Jberv.  An  hour  before  1  came,  the  duchess  died. 

YorL  Heaven  for  his  mercyl   what  a  tide  of 
woes 
Gomes  rushing  on  this  woeful  land  at  once  1 
1  know  not  what  to  do: — I  would  to  Heaven, 
IBo  my  untruth  had  not  provoked  him  to  it), 
The  kmg  had  cut  off  my  head  with  my  brother's. 
What,  are  these  posts  despatched  for  Ireland?— 
How  shall  we  do  for  money  for  these  wars?^ 
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Gome,  sister,— oonain,  I  would  say :  pray,  pardon 

me.— 
QOf  fellow,  [to  the  Servant]  get  thee  home,  pro 

vide  some  carts, 
And  bring  away  the  armour  that  is  there. — 

[Exit  Servant 
Gentlemen,  will  yon  go  muster  men?  if  I  know 
How,  or  which  way,  to  order  these  affairs. 
Thus  thrust  disorderly  into  my  hands, 
Never  believe  me.     Both  are  my  kinsmen ; — 
The  one  is  my  sovereign,  whom  both  my  oath 
And  dutj  bias  defend ;  the  other  again 
Is  my  kinsman,  whom  the  king  hith  vrrong'd. 
Whom  oonscienoe  and  my  kindred  bids  to  riglit. 
Well,  somewhat  we  must  do. — Come,  oousin,  111 
Dbpose  of  you : — Gentlemen,  go  muster  up  your 

men, 
And  meet  me  presently  at  Berkley  Castle. 

r  should  to  Plashy,  too ; 

But  time  will  not  permit : — All  is  uneven, 
And  everything  is  left  at  six  and  seven. 

[/'Exeunt  York  cmd  Quebn. 
Bushy.  The  wmd  sits  fair   for  news  to  go  to 
Ireland, 
But  none  returns.     For  ns  to  levy  power, 
Pronor,  ionable  to  the  enemy. 
Is  all  impossible. 

Cfreen,  Besides  our  nearness  to  the  king  in  love, 
Is  near  the  hato  of  those  love  not  the  king. 
Bagot,  And  that's  the  wavering  commons;  for 
their  love 
Lies  in  their  pursers ;  and  whoso  empties  them. 
By  so  much  nils  their  hearts  with  deadly  hate. 
Bushy,    Wherein    the    king  stands    generally 

condemned. 
Bagot,  If  md;<ment  lie  in  them,  then  so  do  we, 
Because  we  have  been  ever  near  the  kiit|^. 
Green.  Well,  III  for  refuge  straight  to  Bristol 
Castle  ; 
The  Earl  of  Wiltshu-e  is  already  tuere. 

Busfiy.  Thither  will  I  with  you :  for  little  offic 
The  hateful  commons  will  perform  for  us; 
Except,  like  curs,  to  tear  us  all  to  pieces.— 
Will  you  go  along  with  us  ? 

Bagot,  No ;  I  will  to  Ireland  to  his  majesty. 
Farewell :  if  heart's  presages  be  not  vain. 
We  three  here  part,  that  ne'er  shall  meet  again. 
Bushy.  That^  as  York  thrives  to  beat  back 

Bolingbroke. 
Green,  Alas,  poor  duke!  the  task  he  undertakes 
Is  numb'ring  sands,  and  drinking  oceans  dry ; 
Where  one  on  his  side  lights,  thousands  will  fly. 
Bushy,  Farewell  at  ouce ;  for  once,  for  all,  and 

ever. 
Green,  Well,  we  may  meet  again. 
Bagot,  I  fear  me,  nev^r.  [BxeunL 

SCENE  III.— 7%s  Wilds  in  Glostershire. 

Enter  Bouhqbboke  and  Nobthumbbrland,  witA 
Forces, 

BoUna,  How  &r  is  it,  my  lord,  to  Berkley  now  f 

North,  Believe  me,  noble  lord, 
I  am  a  stranger  here  in  Glostershire. 
These  high  wUd  hills,  and  rough  uneven  ways. 
Draw  out  our  miles,  and  make  them  wearisome: 
And  yet  your  fair  discourse  hath  been  as  sugar. 
Making  tne  hard  way  sweet  and  delectable. 
But,  I  bethink  me,  what  a  weary  way 
iVom  Ravenspurg  to  Cotswold  will  be  found 
In  Ross  and  Willoughby,  wanting  your  company: 
Which,  I  protect,  hath  very  much  beguil'd 
The  tediousnesi  and  procasts  of  my  tjravel :  1 
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But  theirs  is  sweeteo'd  with  the  hope  to  haye 

The  present  benefit  which  I  possess : 

And  hope  to  joj,  is  little  less  in  J07, 

Than  hope  cnjo^*d :  hy  this  the  wesirj  lords 

Shall  make  their  waj  seem  short ;  as  mine  hath 

done 
B7  sight  of  what  I  haYe,  jour  noble  companj. 
BoUiig,  Of  much  less  value  is  my  companj 
Than  joor  good  words.    Bat  who  oomes  here  ? 

Enter  Habbt  Pbbct. 

North.  It  is  my  son,  young  Harry  Percy, 
Bent  from  my  brother  Worcester,  whencesoever. — 
Barry,  how  (ares  your  uncle  ? 
Fany,  I  had  thought,  my  lord,  to  hare  learned 

lis  health  of  yoo. 
Sorth,  Why,  is  he  not  with  the  queen  ? 
Percy,  No,  my  good  lord ;  he  hath  forsook  the 
court. 
Broken  his  staff  of  office,  and  dispersed 
The  hcusehold  of  the  king. 

HortL  What  was  his  reason? 

He  was  not  so  resolved  when  we  last  spake 
togetiier. 
Farcy.  Because  your  lordship  was  proclaimed 
traitor. 
But  he,  my  lord,  is  gone  to  Ravensparg, 
To  offer  service  to  the*  Duke  of  Hereford ; 
And  sent  me  over  by  Berkley,  to  discciver 
What  power  the  Duke  of  York  had  levied  there; 
Then  with  direction  to  repair  to  Kavenspurg. 
North,  Have  you  forgot  the  Duke  of  Hereford, 

boy? 
Pierty  No,  my  good  lord ;  for  that  is  not  forgot 
Which  ne'er  I  aid  remember :  to  my  knowledge 
I  never  in  my  life  did  look  on  him. 
North,  Then  learn  to  know  him  now ;  this  is  the 

duke. 
Ftrqf,  Uy  gradons  lord,   I  tender  700  my 
service, 
Bnch  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young ; 
Which  elder  days  shall  ripen,  and  confirm 
To  more  approved  service  and  desert. 

BoUng,  I  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy ;  and  be  sore, 
I  eonnt  myself  in  nothing  else  so  happy 
As  in  a  soul  remembVing  m^  good  friends; 
And  as  my  fortune  ripens  with  thy  love. 
It  sluUl  be  still  thy  trae  love's  recompense : 
Hy  heart  this  covenant  makes,  my  hand  thus 
seals  it* 
North,  How  far  is  it  to  Berkley  ?    And  what  stir 
Keeps  good  old  York  there,  with  his  men  of  war? 
Percy.  There  stands  the  castle,  by  yon  toft  of 
trees, 
Hann'd  with  three  himdred  men,  as  I  have  heard: 
And  in  it  are  the  lords  of  York,  Berldey,  and 

Seymour; 
Non*  else  of  name  and  noble  estimate. 

Enter  R088  cmi  Willouqhbt. 

North.  Here  eome  the  lords  of  Ross  and  Wil- 
loughby, 
Bloody  with  spurring,  fiery-red  with  haste. 
Boung,  Welcome,  my  lords :  I  wot  your  loye 
pursues 
A  banish  d  traitor ;  all  my  treasury 
la  yet  but  unfelt  thanks,  which,  more  enrich*d, 
Bhall  be  your  love  and  labour's  recompense. 
Boee*  Your  presence  makes  os  rich,  most  noble 
.—«    lord. 

WiQo.  And  (ai  sarmounts  our  labour  to  attain  it 
Bothg,  Evermore  thanks,  th'  exchequer  of  the 
poor; 
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Which,  till  my  mfont  fortune  oomea  to  years, 
Stands  for  my  bounty.    But  who  oomes  here  ? 

Etder  Bkrklbt. 

NorOu  It  is  my  lord  of  Berkley,  aa  I  gaess. 

Berk,  My  lord  of  Hereford,  my  message  is  to 
you. 

BoUng,  My  lord,  my  answer  is— to  Lancaster: 
And  I  am  ooroe  to  seek  that  name  in  England : 
And  1  must  find  that  title  in  your  tongue, 
Before  1  make  reply  to  aught  you  say. 

Beri.  Mistake  me  not,  my  lord;  tis  not  my 
meaning 
To  raze  one  title  of  your  honour  out  :— 
To  you.  my  lord,  1  oome  (what  lord  you  wfll), 
From  tne  most  gracious  regent  of  this  land. 
The  duke  of  York ;  to  know  what  pricks  yoo  on 
To  take  advantage  of  the  absent  time. 
And  fright  our  native  peaoe  with  self-bom  1 


Enter  Yobk,  attended, 
Bciting.  I  shall  not  need  transport  my  words  by 

Here  oomes  his  grace  in  person. — ^My  noble  unclel 

[Kneds. 

iork.  Show  me  thy  hamble  heart,  and  not  thy 
knee, 
Whose  duty  is  deceivable  and  filse. 

Boling,  My  gracious  uncle  1 

York,  Tut,  tut  I 
Qraoe  me  no  grace,  nor  unde  me  no  anole. 
I  am  no  traitor's  unole;  and  that  word,  grace. 
In  an  ungracious  mouth,  is  but  pro&ne. 
Why  have  those  banished  and  forbidden  legs 
Dnrd  onee  to  touch  a  dost  of  Elngland's  ( 


•ound  ? 
But  then  more  why.  Why  have  they  dared  to  march 
So  many  miles  upon  her  peaceful  bosom, 
Frighting  her  pafe-fao*d  villages  with  war. 
And  ostentation  of  despised  arms  ? 
Com^st  thou  because  the  anointed  king  it  hance  ? 
Why.  foolish  boy,  the  king  is  left  beliind 
And  m  my  loyal  bosom  lies  his  power. 
Were  I  but  now  the  lord  of  such  hot  vooth 
As  when  brave  Gaunt,  thy  father,  and  myself, 
Rescued  the  Black  Fnnce,  that  yoang  Mars  of 

men. 
From  forth  the  ranks  of  many  thousand  French, 
O,  then,  how  quickly  should  this  arm  of  miue 
Now  prisoner  to  the  palsy,  chastise  thee. 
And  minister  oorrection  to  thy  fiiultl 

Boling.    My  gracious  ancle,  let  me  know  my 
£iiult: 
On  what  condition  stands  it,  and  wherein? 

York.  Even  in  condition  of  the  worst  C 
In  gross  rebellion  and  detested  treason : 
Thou  art  a  banished  man,  and  here  art  come 
Before  the  expiration  of  thy  time. 
In  braving  arms  against  thy  sovereign. 

Bolmg,  As    I   was   bauish'd,  I  was 
Hereford : 
Bat  as  I  come,  I  oome  for  Lancaster 
And,  noble  uncle,  X  beseech  jrour  grace, 
Look  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indifferent  eye: 
Yon  are  my  father,  for  roethinks  in  y<^ 
I  see  old  (Jaunt  alive :  0,  then,  my  fatherl 
Will  yoa  permit  that  I  shall  stand  condemn'd 
A  wand'ring  vagabond ;  mv  rights  and  royalties 
Pluck'd  from  my  arms  perforce,  and  given  away 
To  upstart  unthrifts?    Wherefore  was  I  bom  ? 
If  that  my  cousin  king  be  King  of  England, 
It  must  be  granted  I  am  Duke  of  Lancaster. 
Yoa  have  a  son,  Aumerle,  my  noble  kinsman  •, 
Had  you  first  died,  and  he  been^^os  trod  dswn. 
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He  flhonld  Siave  found  hu  uncle  Qaunt  a  tkther, 
To  rouse  his  wrongs,  and  chase  them  to  the  bay. 
I  am  denied  to  sue  mj  liyer^  here, 
4nd  yet  my  letters-patent  give  me  leave : 
My  fiither^  goods  are  all  distrain'd  and  sold ; 
And  these,  and  all,  are  all  amiss  employed. 
What  would  you  have  me  do  ?    I  am  a  snbject. 
And  challenge  law :  Attorneys  are  denied  me ; 
And  therefore  personally  I  lay  my  claim 
To  my  inheritance  of  free  descent. 

Ncrih,  The  noble  dnke  hath  been  too  much 
abus'd. 

Bon,  It  stands  your  grace  npon,  to  do  him  right. 

TftZIo.  Base  men  by  his  endowments  are  made 
ffreat 

York.  Hy  lords  of  England,  let  me  tell  yon  thia, — 
I  hare  had  feeling  of  my  cousin^  wrongs. 
And  laboured  all  I  could  to  do  him  right: 
Bat  in  this  kind  to  come,  in  braving  arms, 
Be  his  own  carver,  and  cut  out  his  ¥ray, 
To  find  out  right  with  wrongs,— it  may  not  be ; 
And  yon  that  do  abet  him  in  this  kind, 
Cbensh  rebellion,  and  are  rebels  all. 

North,  The  noble  duke  hath  sworn  his  coming  u 
Bat  for  his  own :  and,  for  the  right  of  that. 
We  all  have  strongly  sworn  to  give  him  aid ; 
And  let  him  ne'er  see  joy  that  breaks  that  oath. 

Forib.  Well,  well,  I  see  the  issue  of  these  arms ; 
I  cannot  mend  it,  I  must  needs  confess. 
Because  my  power  is  weak,  and  all  ill  left: 
But,  if  I  could,  by  Him  that  gave  me  life, 
1  would  attach  you  all,  and  make  you  stoop 
Unto  the  sovereign  mercy  of  the  king ; 
But,  since  I  cannot,  be  it  known  to  yon, 
t  do  remain  as  neuter.    So  fkre  you  well;— 
Unless  you  please  to  enter  m  the  castle, 
And  there  repose  you  for  this  night. 

BoUng,  An  ofier,  uncle,  that  wo  will  accept. 
Bot  we  most  win  your  grace  to  go  with  us 
T^  Bristol  Castle  *  which,  they  say,  ii  held 
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By  Bushy,  Bagot,  and  their  complices, 
The  caterpillan  of  the  commonwealth, 
Which  I  have  sworn  to  weed  and  pluck  away. 
York.  It  may  be  I  will  go  with  you  >— but  yet 
111  pause; 
For  I  am  loth  to  break  our  country*s  laws. 
Nor  friends,  nor  foes,  to  me  welcome  you  are: 
Things  past  redress  are  now  with  me  past  care. 

[ExeumL 

SCENE  TV.—A  Cb»9>tM  Wales, 
j^ntsr  Salibburt  and  a  Captam. 

C7<9».  My  lord  of  Salisbury,  we  hare  stay'd  tan 
days, 
AjAd  hardly  kept  onr  oonntiTmen  together. 
And  yet  we  hear  no  tidings  from  the  king; 
Therefore  we  will  disperse  ourselves:  farewell. 

8aL  Stayyetanotherday,thou  trusty  Welshman; 
The  king  reposeth  all  his  confidence 
In  thee. 

Cc^  Tisthonghtthe  king  is  dead;  wewOlnol 
stay. 
The  bay-trees  in  our  country  are  all  wither'd. 
And  meteors  fright  the  fixed  stars  of  heaven : 
The  Dale-fac*d  moon  looks  bloody  on  the  earth. 
And  leaiilook'd  prophets  whisper  fearful  change, 
Ricti  men  look  sad,  and  ruffians  dance  and  leap, — 
ITie  one,  in  fear  to  lose  what  they  enjoy. 
The  other,  to  enjoy  by  rage  and  war: 
These  signs  forerun  the  death  [or  £Etll]  of  kings.— 
Farewell ;  our  countrymen  are  gone  and  fled. 
As  well  assured  Richard  their  king  is  dead.     [Exit, 

8aL  Ah,  Richard  I  with  the  eyes  of  heavy  mind, 
I  see  thy  glory,  like  a  shooting  btar, 
Fall  to  the  base  earth  from  the  firmament  I 
Thy  sun  sets  weeping  in  the  lowly  west, 
Witnessing  storms  to  come,  woe,  and  unrest 
Thy  friends  are  fled,  to  wait  npon  thy  foes ; 
And  crossly  to  thy  good  all  fortune  goes.      \ExU 


AGT  in. 


SCENE  L— Bolhigbroke%  Otm^  aX  Bristol. 

JMer  BouNOBROKB,  Tork,  Northumberland, 
Pbiot,  WiLLOUGnoT,  Rosb:  Officers  hM^ 
wUk  B08HT  oa^i  Grbbn,  frwrnan, 

BoUng.  Bring  forth  theie  men. — 
Bushy  and  Qreen,  I  will  not  vex  your  sools 
fSince  presently  your  souls  must  part  your  bodies), 
With  too  mnon  orbing  your  pernidons  lives. 
For  'twere  no  chanty :  yet  to  wash  your  blood 
From  off  my  hands,  here,  in  the  view  of  men. 


Prom  mine  own  windows  torn  my  household  ooat 
Raz'd  out  my  impress,  leaving  me  no  sign— 
Save  men's  opinions,  and  my  living  blooid — 
To  show  the  world  I  am  a  gentleman. 
This,  and  much  more,  much  more  than  twice  all 

ths, 
Condemns  you  to  the  death :— See  them  delirer'd 

over 
To  execution  and  the  hand  of  death. 
Bushy,  More  welcome  is  the  stroke  of  death  to 

me. 
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SGEMB  IL— r^  C^NU<</ Wales.    A  Castle 
tn  view, 

Fhmiah:  Drum$  and  Trumpets.  Enter  King 
RiCHASDf  Bishop  of  Gahuslb,  Auuerlji,  and 
Soldiers. 

JT.  Bieh,  Barklooghly  Castle  call  voa  this  at 

hand? 
Amu  Tea,  mj  lord.    How  hrooka  your  grace 

the  air, 
After  late  tossing  on  the  breaking  seas? 
K.  Bieh,  Needs  must  I  like  it  well ;  I  weep  for 

joy, 
To  stand  upon  my  kingdom  once  again. 
Dear  eartli,  1  do  salute  thee  with  ray  hand, 
Though  rebels  wound  tliee  with  their  horses*  hoofs : 
As  a  long-parted  mother  with  her  child 
Plays  fondly  with  her  tears  and  smiles,  in  meeting ; 
Bo,  weeping,  smiling,  greet  I  thee,  my  eaith, 
And  do  tliee  favour  with  my  royal  hands. 
Feed  not  thy  sovereign's  foe,  my  gentle  earth. 
Nor  with  thy  sweets  comfort  his  ravenous  sense : 
But  let  thy  spiders,  that  suck  up  thy  venom, 
And  heavy-gaited  toads,  lie  in  their  way; 
Doing  annoyance  to  the  treacherous  f^et 
Which  with  usurping  steps  do  trample  thee. 
Yield  stingmg  nettles  to  mine  enemies : 
And  when  tliey  from  thy^  bosom  pluck  a  flower, 
Guard  it,  I  pray  thee,  with  a  lurking  adder, 
Whose  double  tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 
Throw  death  upon  thy  sovereign^  enemies. 
Mock  not  my  senseless  conjuration,  lords ; 
This  earth  snail  have  a  feeling,  and  these  stones 
Prove  armed  soldiers,  ere  her  native  king 
Shall  fUter  under  foul  rebellion's  arms. 
Bishop.  Fear  not,  my  lord;   that  Power  that 

made  you  king 
Hath  power  to  keep  you  king,  in  spite  of  all. 
[The  means  that  Heaven  yields  must  be  embraced, 
And  not  neglected ;  else,  if  Heaven  would, 
And  we  will  not,  Heaven's  ofier  we  refuse; 
The  profifer'd  means  of  succour  and  redress.] 
Aum.  He  means,  my  lord,  that  we  are  too 

remiss; 
WhOst  Bolingbroke,  through  our  security. 
Grows  strong  and  great,  in  substance,  and  in 

friends. 
K,  Rich,  Discomfortable  cousin  I  know'it  tiion 

not. 
That,  when  the  searching  eye  of  Heaven  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  and  lights  the  lower  world. 
Then  thieves  and  robbers  range  abroad  unseen. 
In  murthers  and  in  outrage,  blood;ir  here; 
But  when,  from  under  this  terrestrial  ball, 
He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eastern  pines, 
And  darts  his  light  through  every  guilty  hole, 
Then  murthers,  treasons,  and  detested  sins, 
The  doak  of  night  being  pluck'd  from  off  their 

backs, 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  tremblmg  at  themselves  ? 
So  when  this  thief,  this  traitor,  JBolingbroke,— 
Who  all  this  while  hath  revelled  in  the  night, 
Whilst  we  were  wandVing  with  the  antipodes, — 
Shall  see  us  rising  in  our  throne  the  east. 
His  treasons  will  sit  blushing  in  his  face, 
Not  able  to  endure  the  sight  of  day, 
But,  self-afirighted,  tremble  at  his  sin. 
Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  sea 
Can  wash  the  balm  from  an  anointed  king : 
The  breath  of  worldly  men  cannot  depose 
The  deputy  elected  by  the  Lord : 
For  every  man  that  Bolingbroke  hath  pressed. 
To  lift  shrewd  steel  against  our  golden  orown. 
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Heaven  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heavenly  pay 
A  glorious  angel :  then,  if  angels  fight. 
Weak  men  must  fall ;  for  Heaven  still  guardF  the 
right. 

Enter  Sausburt. 
Welcome,  my  lord ;  How  far  off  lies  your  power  • 
Scd.  Nor  near,  nor  farther  eflf,  my  gracious  lord, 
Than  this    weak   arm:   Discomfort  guides  my 

ton^e. 
And  bids  me  speak  of  nothmg  but  despair. 
One  day  too  late,  I  fear,  my  noble  lord. 
Hath  clouded  all  thy  happy  days  on  earth . 
0,  call  back  yesterday,  bid  time  return. 
And  thou  shalt  have  twelve  thousand  fighting 

men: 
To-day,  to-dav,  unhappy  day,  too  late, 
O'erthrows  tny  joys,  friends,  fortune,  and  thy 

state; 
For  all  the  Welshmen,  hearing  thou  wert  dead. 
Are  gone  to  Bolingbroke,  dispersed,  and  fled. 
Aum.  Comfort,  my  liege:  why  looks  your  grace 

so  pale? 
K.  Bich.  But  now,  the  blood  of  twenty  thousand 

men 
Did  triumph  in  my  face,  and  they  are  fled ; 
And,  till  so  much  blood  thither  come  again, 
Have  I  not  reason  to  look  pale  and  dead  ? 
All  souls  that  will  be  safe  fly  from  my  side ; 
For  tune  hath  set  a  blot  upon  my  pride. 
Aum.  Comfort,  my  liege ;  remember  who  you 

are. 
K.  Bich.  I  had  forgot  myself:  Am  I  not  king? 
Awake  thou  sluggard  majesty  I  thou  sleepest. 
Is  not  the  king  s  name  forty  thousand  names? 
Arm,  arm,  my  name  I  a  puny  subject  strikes 
At  thy  great  glory. — Look  not  to  the  ground. 
Ye  favourites  of  a  king.    Are  we  not  high  ? 
High  be  our  thoughts:  I  know,  my  uncle  York 
Hath  power  enough  to  serve  our  turn,    "^ut  wbo 
Comes  here? 

Enter  Scroop. 

Scroop,  More  health  and  happiness  betide  my 


Than  can  my  care-tun'd  tongue  deliver  him. 

K.  Rich.  Mine  ear  is  open,  and  my  heart  prepar'd  ( 
The  worst  is  worldly  loss  thou  canst  unfold. 
Say,  is  my  kingdom  lost  ?  why,  twas  my  care ; 
And  what  loss  is  it  to  be  rid  of  care? 
Strives  Bolingbroke  to  be  as  great  as  we  ? 
Greater  he  shall  not  be;  if  he  serve  God, 
We'll  serve  him  too,  and  be  his  fellow  so. 
Revolt  our  subjects?  that  we  cannot  mend; 
They  break  their  faith  to  God,  as  well  as  us: 
Cry  woe,  destruction,  ruin,  loss,  decay ; 
The  worst  is  death,  and  death  will  have  his  day. 
Scroop.   Glad  am  I  that  your  highness  is  so 

arm'd 
To  bear  the  tidings  of  calamity. 
Like  an  unseasonable  stormy  day 
Which  makes  the  silver  rivers  drown  their  shores 
As  if  the  world  were  all  dissolv'd  to  tears, 
So  high  above  his  limits  swelb  the  rage 
Of  Bolingbroke,  covering  your  fearful  land 
With  hard  bright  steel,  and  hearts  harder  than 

steel. 
White  beards  have  arra'd  their  thin  and  haurlesf 

scalps 
Against  thy  mi^esty;   and  boys,  with  women's 

voices. 
Strive  to  speak  big,  and  clap  their  female  johitN 
In  stiff  unwieldy  arms  against  thy  crown: 
Thy  very  beadsmen  laam  to  bend  thnr  bows 
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Of  douUe-fiital  jew  against  thj  state ; 
Tea,  distaff-womon  manage  rusty  bills 
Against  thy  seat :  both  young  and  old  rebel, 
▲nd  all  goes  worse  than  I  have  uower  to  telL 
K,  Siclu  Too  well,  too  well,  thou  tell'st  m  tale 

so  ill. 
Where  is  the  Earl  of  Wiltshu^  ?  where  is  Bagot  ? 
What  is  become  of  Bushy  ?  where  is  Qreen  ? 
That  they  have  let  the  dangerous  enemy 
Measure  our  confines  with  such  peaceful  steps? 
If  we  prevail,  their  heads  shall  pay  for  it. 
I  warrant  they  have  made  peace  with  Bolin^broke. 
SorouD,  Peace  have  they  made  with  him,  indeed, 

my  lord. 
K,  Rich,  O  villains,  vipers,  danm'd  without 

redemption  I 
Dogs,  easily  won  to  fawn  on  any  man! 
Bnakes,  in  my  heart-blood  warm'd,  that  sting  my 

heart! 
Three  Judases,  each  one  thrice  worse  than  Judas  I 
Would  they  make  peace  V  terrible  hell  make  war 
Upon  their  spotted  souls  for  this  offence! 

Scroop,  Sweet  love,  I  see,  changing  his  property, 
Turns  to  the  sourest  and  most  deadly  hate : 
Again  uncurse  their  souls ;  their  peace  is  made 
With  heads,  and  not  with  bands :  those  whom  you 

curse 
Have  felt  the  worst  of  death *s  destroying  wound, 
And  lie  full  low,  grav'd  in  the  hollow  ground. 
Aum,  Is  Bushy,  Green,  and  the  Earl  of  WUt- 

shire  dead  ? 
Scroop,  Yea,  all  of  them  at  Bristol  lost  their 

heads. 
Amn.  Where  is  the  duke  my  father  with  his 

power  ? 
JT.  JNcn,  No  matter  where.    Of  comfort  no  man 

speak ; 
Ijet*s  talk  of  graves,  of  worms,  and  epitaphs; 
Make  dust  our  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyes 
Write  sorrow  on  the  bosom  of  the  eartn. 
Let*s  choose  executors,  and  talk  of  wills: 
And  yet  not  so, — for  what  can  we  bemieath, 
Save  oar  deposed  bodies  to  the  grouno  ? 
Our  lands,  our  lives,  and  all,  are  Bolingbroke^, 
And  nothing  can  we  call  our  own  but  death  ; 
And  that  small  model  of  the  barren  earth, 
Which  serves  as  paste  and  cover  to  our  bones. 
For  Heaven Vi  sake,  let  us  sit  upon  the  ground, 
And  tell  sad  stories  of  the  death  of  kings  :— 
How  some  have  been  depos'd,  some  slam  in  war. 
Borne  haunted  by  the  ghosts  they  have  deposed : 
Some  poison *d  by  their  wives,  some  sleeping  kiird  ; 
All  murther'd: — For  within  the  hollow  crown 
That  rounds  the  mortal  temples  of  a  king. 
Keeps  Death  his  court ;  ana  there  the  antic  sits, 
Bcofnng  his  state,  and  grinning  at  his  pomp, — 
Allowing  hiin  a  breath,  a  little  scene 
To  monarchize,  be  fear'd,  and  kill  with  looks ; 
Infusing  him  with  self  and  vain  conceit, — 
As  if  this  flesh,  which  walls  about  our  life, 
Were  brass  impregnable,— and,  humour'd  thas. 
Comes  at  the  last,  and  with  a  little  pin 
fioret  through   his  castle   walls,   and— (iu«well 

king! 
Gorer  your  heads,  and  mock  not  flesh  and  blood 
With  solemn  reverence ;  throw  away  respect. 
Tradition,  form,  and  ceremonious  duty, 
For  you  have  but  mistook  me  all  this  while : 
I  live  with  bread  like  you,  feel  want,  taste  grief, 
Keed  friends : — Subjected  thus. 
How  oao  you  say  to  me— I  am  a  king? 
Car.  My  lord,  wise  man  ne*er  wail  their  present 

woea. 


But  presently  prevent  the  ways  to  wail. 
To  fear  the  u>e,  since  fear  oppresses  strengtn. 
Gives,  in  your  weakness,  strength  unto  your  foe^ 
And  so  your  follies  fight  against  yourself. 
Fear,  and  be  slain ;  no  worse  can  come,  to  figlit : 
And  fight  and  die,  is  death  destroying  aeath ; 
Where  fearing  dying  pays  death  servile  breath. 

Autn,  My  mther  hath  a  power,  inquire  of  him; 
And  learn  to  make  a  body  of  a  limb. 

BURich.  Thou  chid'Bt  me  well : — Proud  Boling 
broke,  I  come 
To  change  bloMrs  with  thee  for  our  day  of  doom. 
This  ague-fit  of  fear  is  over-blown, 
An  eas^  task  it  is  to  win  our  own. 
Say,   Scroop,  where   lies   our   uncle   with   his 

power? 
Speak  sweetly,  man,  although  thy  looks  be  sour. 

Scroop.  Men  iudge  by  the  complexion  of  the  al^ 

The  state  and  inclination  of  the  day : 
So  may  you  bv  my  dull  and  heavy  eye ; 

My  tongue  oath  but  a  heavier  tale  to  say. 
I  play  the  torturer,  by  small  and  small. 
To  lengthen  out  the  worst  that  must  be  spoken:— 
Your  uncle  York  is  join'd  with  Bolingbroke; 
And  all  your  northern  castles  yielded  up. 
And  all  your  southern  gentlemen  in  arms 
Upon  his  faction. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  hast  said  enough.— 

Beshrew  thee,  ooosin,  which  didst  lead  me  forth 

[To  AuM. 
Of  that  sweet  way  I  was  in  to  despair! 
What  say  you  now  V  What  comfort  have  we  now  ? 
Bv  Heaven,  111  hate  him  everlastingly 
That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 
Go  to  Flint  Castle;  there  Til  pine  away; 
A  king,  woe's  slave,  shall  kingly  woe  obey. 
That  power  I  have,  discharge ;  and  let  them  go 
To  ear  the  land  that  hath  some  hope  to  grow, 
For  1  have  none.— Let  no  man  speak  again 
To  alter  this,  for  counsel  is  but  vain. 

Aum,  My  liege,  one  word. 

K,  Rich.  He  does  me  double  wrong 

That  wounds  me  with  the  flatteries  of  his  tongue. 
Discharge  my  followers,  let  them  hence. — Away, 
From  Kichard*s  night  to  Bolingbroke's  fair  day. 

[juhocunt, 

SCENE  in.— Wales.    B^/brt  Flint  Castle. 

Snter^  toith  drvm  andcdbun^  Bolimobrokb,  and 
Foroa;  York,  Northuhberlaitd,  oik?  otA^rs 

BoUng,  So  that  by  this  intelligence  we  learn. 
The  Welshmen  are  dispersed ;  and  Salisbury 
Is  gone  to  meet  the  king,  who  lately  landed, 
With  some  few  private  friends,  upon  this  coast 

North,  The  news  is  rery  fiur  and  good,  my 
lord: 
Richard,  not  tar  from  hence,  hath  hid  his  head. 

York,  It  would  beseem  the  Lord  Northumberland 
To  say.  King  Richard  :  Alack  the  heav^  day. 
When  such  a  sacred  king  should  hide  his  head! 

North,  Your  grace  mistakes ;  only  to  be  brief^ 
Left  I  his  title  out. 

York.  The  time  hath  been. 

Would  you  hare  been  so  brief  with  him,  he  would 
Have  been  so  brief  with  you,  to  shorten  yon. 
For  taking  so  the  head,  your  whole  head's  length. 

Boling,   Mistake  not,  uncle,  fiuther  than  yon 
should. 

York.  Take  not,  good  oousin,  farther  than  you 
should, 
Lest  yon  mis-take:  Tba  heareof  are  o*er  your 
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Mmg,  IknowitfiDioIe;  and  oppose  not  mjnelf 
Agmmat  theiT  wlll. — But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Percy, 

Weleome,  Harry :  what,  wiU  not  this  castle  yield  ? 

Arcy.  The  castle  royally  is  nuum'd,  my  lord, 
Against  thy  entrance. 

Baling,  koy$ny? 
Why,  it  contains  no  king? 

liresf.  Yes,  my  good  lord, 

It  doth  contain  a  king;  King  Richard  lies 
Witliin  the  limits  of  yon  lime  and  stone : 
And  with  him  the  Lord  Aumerle,  Lord  Salisbury, 
Sir  Stephen  Scroop ;  besides  a  clergyman 
Of  holy  reverence,  who,  I  cannot  learn. 
North,  Oh  I  belike  it  is  the  Bishop  of  Carlisle. 
Bolma.  Noble  lord,  [TbNofiTH. 

Go  to  the  rude  ribs  of  that  ancient  castle : 
Thron^h  brazen  trumpet  send  the  breath  of  parle 
Into  his  rain*d  ears,  and  thus  deliver. 
Henry  Bolingbroke 

Upon  his  knees  doth  kiss  King  Richard's  hand; 
And  sends  allegiance,  and  true  fiuth  of  heart, 
To  his  most  royal  person :  hither  come 
Even  at  his  feet  to  lay  my  arms  and  power ; 
Provided  that,  my  boinishment  repeal 'd. 
And  lands  restord  again,  be  freely  granted: 
If  not,  ni  use  the  advantage  of  my  power. 
And  lay  the  summerli  dust  with  showers  of  blood, 
Rain*d  from  the  wounds  of  slaughter'd  English- 
men: 
The  which,  how  hr  off  fSrom  the  mind  of  Boline- 
broke  '^ 

It  ii  sooh  crimson  tempest  should  bedrench 
The  fresh  green  Up  of  fair  King  Richard's  hmd. 
My  stooping  duty  tenderly  shall  show. 
Go,  sigmfy  as  much ;  while  here  we  march 
Upon  the  grassy  oarpet  of  this  plain. 

[NoBTH.  advances  to  the  casUe 
with  a  trumpet^ 
Lm  march  without  the  nobe  of  threat 'ning  drun, 
That  from  this  oastle*s  totter'd  battlements 
Our  &ir  appointments  may  be  well  perus'd. 
Methinks,  King  Richard  and  myself  should  meet 
With  no  less  terror  than  the  elements 
Of  fire  and  water,  when  their  thund'ring  shock 
At  meeting  tears  the  cloudy  cheeks  of  heaven. 
Be  he  the  tire.  III  be  the  yielding  water: 
The  rage  be  his,  while  on  the  earth  I  rain 
My  waters ;  on  the  earth,  and  not  on  him. 
Marck  on,  and  mark  King  Richard  how  he  looks. 
A  parU  towukd,  and  answered  by  another  trumpet 
vitMn.     Flourish,     Enter  on  the  vxjUs  King 
Richard,  the  Bishop  of  Carublb,  Aumkble, 
ScBOOP,  and  Sausbukt. 

York,  See,  see,  King  Richard  doth  hfanself 
appear. 
As  doth  the  blushing  disoontented  sun. 
From  out  the  fiery  portal  of  the  east ; 
When  he  perceives  the  envious  clouds  are  bent 
To  dim  his  glory,  and  to  stain  the  track 
Of  his  brieht  paasage  to  the  Occident. 
Tet  looks  he  hke  a  king;  behold,  bis  eye, 
As  brif  ht  as  is  the  eagle^  lightens  forth 
Controlling  majesty ;  Alack,  alack,  for  woe, 
fhat  any  harm  should  stain  so  fair  a  show  t 

K.  R»th,  We  are  amaz*d;  and  thus  long  have 
we  stood 
To  watch  the  fearful  bending  of  thy  knee, 

r  7b  NOBTH. 

Because  we  thought  ounelf  thy  lawful  lung: 
And  if  we  be  how  dare  thy  jomts  forget  I 


To  pay  their  awAil  duty  to  our  presence? 
If  we  be  not,  show  us  the  hand  of  God 
That  hath  dismissed  us  ft'om  our  stCMrardship; 
For  well  we  know,  no  band  of  blood  and  bone 
Can  gripe  the  sacred  handle  of  oar  sceptre. 
Unless  he  do  profane,  steal  or  usurp. 
And  though  you  think  that  all,  as  you  lutve  done, 
Have  torn  their  souls,  by  turning  them  from  us. 
And  we  ai-e  barren,  and  bereft  of  friends ; 
Yet  know, — my  master,  God  omnipotenL 
Is  mustei'ing  in  his  clouds,  on  our  behalf, 
Annies  of  pestilence ;  and  they  shall  strike 
Your  children  yet  unborn,  and  unbegoL 
I'hat  lift  your  vassal  hand;^  against  my  Lead, 
And  threat  the  glory  of  my  preciou:*  crown. 
Tell  Bolmgbroke  (for  yond*,  methinks,  he  is), 
That  every  stride  ne  makes  upon  my  land 
is  dangerous  treason :  He  is  come  to  ope 
The  purple  testament  of  bleeding  war ; 
But  ere  the  crown  he  looks  for  live  in  peace 
Ten  thousand  bloody  crowns  of  mothers'  sons 
Shall  ill  become  the  flower  of  England's  face ; 
Change  the  complexion  of  her  maid-pale  peace 
To  scarlet  indignation,  and  bedew 
Her  pastures'  grass  with  faithful  English  blood. 

Nor^  The  King  of  Heaven  forbid,  our  lord 
the  kin^ 
Should  so  with  civil  and  uncivil  arms 
Be  rush'd  upon  1    Thy  thrice-noble  cousin, 
Harry  Bolingbroke,  doth  humbly  kiss  thy  hand ; 
And  by  tlie  Honourable  tomb  be  swears. 
That  stands  upon  your  royal  grandsire's  bones ; 
And  by  the  royalties  of  both  your  bloods. 
Currents  that  spring  from  one  most  gracious  head ; 
And  by  the  bmied  hand  of  warlike  Gaunt; 
And  by  the  worth  and  honour  of  himself^ 
Compri^iiog  all  that  may  be  sworn  or  said, — 
His  coming  hither  hath  no  further  scope, 
Than  for  his  lineal  royaliies,  and  to  beg 
Enfranchisement  immediate  on  his  knees ; 
Which  on  thy  royal  party  granted  once. 
His  glittering  arms  he  will  commend  to  rust, 
His  barbtd  steeds  to  stables,  and  his  heart 
To  £uthful  service  of  your  nuyesty. 
This  swears  he,  as  he  is  a  prince,  is  just; 
Ajid,  as  1  am  a  gentleman,  I  creJit  him. 

K.  Mich,  Northumberland,  say,— thus  the  king 
returns: — 
His  noble  cousin  b  right  welcome  hitlier ; 
And  all  the  number  of  his  fair  demands 
Shall  be  accomplished  without  contradiction: 
Witli  all  the  gracious  utterance  thou  lia^it. 
Speak  to  his  gentle  hearing  kind  commends^-- 
We  do  debase  ourself,  cousin,  do  we  nut, 

[To  AUMBBLB. 

To  look  80  poorly,  and  to  speak  so  fair? 
Shall  we  call  back  Northumberhmd,  and  send 
Defiance  to  the  traitor,  and  so  die  ? 

Atmu  No,  good  my  lord ;  let's  light  with  gentle 
words. 
Till  time  lend  friends,  and  friends  their  helpful 
swords. 

K.  iZtcA.  O  GodI  0  Godl  that  e*er  this  tongue 
of  mine. 
That  laid  the  sentence  of  dread  banishment 
On  yon  proud  man,  should  take  it  off  again 
With  words  of  sooth  I    0,  that  1  were  as  great 
As  u  my  grief^  or  lesser  than  my  namel 
Or  that  I  oonld  forget  wliat  1  have  been ! 
Or  not  remember  what  1  must  be  now  I 
Swell'st  thou,  proud  heart?     Ill  give  thee  scope 

Bine  foe.*°h.;rV'«opg.»,.b|5t^b^.Jg^|^ 
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Awn.  Northumberland  oomes  back  hromi3oliDg- 

broke. 
X.  Bich,  What  must  the  king  do  now  ?    Must 

he  submit? 
The  king  shall  do  it.    Must  he  be  deposed  ? 
The  king  shall  be  contented :  Must  he  lose 
The  name  of  king?  o'  God's  name^  let  it  go : 
111  give  mj  jewels,  for  a  set  of  beads; 
M7  gorgeous  palace,  for  a  hermitage  ; 
M7  gaj  apparel,  for  an  alms- man's  gown ; 
My  figurVi  goblets,  for  a  dish  of  wood; 
My  scei)tre,  for  a  palmer's  walking-staff; 
My  subjects,  for  a  pair  of  carved  saints ; 
And  my  large  kingdom,  for  a  little  grare, 
A  little  little  grave,  an  obscure  grave: — 
Or  111  be  buned  ui  tlie  king's  highway. 
Some  way  of  common  trade,  where  subjects'  teet 
May  hourly  trample  on  their  sovereign's  head : 
For  on  my  heart  they  tread,  now  whilst  1  live: 
And,  buried  once,  why  not  upon  my  head  ? 
Aamerle,    thou    weep'st ;    My    tender  -  hearted 

cousin! — 
Well  make  foul  weather  withrlespised  tears ; 
Our  sighs,  and  they,  shall  lodge  the  summer  com, 
And  make  a  dearth  in  this  revolting  land. 
Or  shall  we  phiy  the  wantons  with  our  woes. 
And  make  some  pretty  match  with  shedding  tears  ? 
As  thus ;— To  drop  them  still  upon  one  place. 
Till  they  have  fretted  us  a  pair  of  graves 
Within  the  earth ;  and,  therein  Uid, — *'  There  lies 
Two  kinsmen,  digg'd  their  graves  with  weeping 

eyes?" 
Would  not  this  ill  do  well  ?^Well,  well,  I  see 
1  talk  but  idly,  and  you  mock  at  me.— 
Most  mighty  prince,  my  Lord  Northumberland, 
What  says  Kmg  Bolingbroke?  will  his  mi^'esty 
Give  Kichard  leave  to  live  till  lUchard  die? 
Yon  make  a  leg,  and  Bolingbroke  says — ay. 

North,  My  lord,  in  the  base  coui-t  he  doth  attend 

Tospeak  with  you ;  may't  please  you  tooome  down? 

SuBick,  Down,  down,  I  come*  like  glistering 

Pluieton, 
Wanting  the  manage  of  unruly  jades. 

[North,  retires  to  Boliho. 
In  the  base  oourt?  Base  court,  where  kings  grow 

base, 
To  oome  at  traitors*  calls,  and  do  them  grace. 
In  the  base  court?  Come  down?  Down  court! 

down  king! 
For  night-owls  shriek,   whore   mounting   larks 

should  sing.  [^Exeuntfrom  above. 

BoUna,  What  says  his  m^esty  ? 
North,  Sorrow  and  grief  of  heart 

Makes  him  speak  fondly,  like  a  frantic  man : 
Yet  he  is  come. 

EnUr  King  Riohabd,  and  his  Attendanti  beloio. 

BoUng.  Stand  all  apart. 
And  show  fair  duty  to  his  mnjesty.— 
My  gracious  lord,  -  [KneeUng. 

K,  Bich,  Fair  cousin,  you  debase  your  princely 
knee, 
To  make  the  base  earth  proud  with  kissing  it : 
Me  rather  luid  my  heart  might  feel  your  love, 
Ulan  my  unpleas'd  eye  see  your  courtesy. 
Up,  cousin,  up;  your  heart  is  up,  I  know. 
Thus  high  at  feast  [touching  his  own  head\^  although 
your  knee  be  low. 

BoUng,  My  gracious  lord,  I  come  but  for  mine  own. 

K,  Buch.  Your  own  is  yours,  and  I  am  yours, 
ondalU 

BoHng.  So  far  be  mine,  my  most  redoubted  lovd, 
Aj  mr  true  serriee  shall  (^eberve  T»ur  love. 
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K^  Bich,  Well  yon  desenre :— They  well  daserre 
to  hare 

That  know  the  strongest  and  surest  way  to  get. 
Uncle,  give  me  your  hand :  nay,  drjr  your  eyes ; 
Tears  show  their  love,  but  want  their  rememes  — 
Cousin,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  £&ther. 
Though  you  are  old  enough  to  be  mj  heir. 
What  you  will  have,  111  give,  and  willing  too ; 
For  do  we  must  what  force  will  have  us  ac«— 
Set  on  towards  London :— Cousin,  is  it  so? 

BoUnq,  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

K,  Bich,  Then  £  must  not  say  no. 

[Jfhurish,    Exeunt 

SCENE  IV.— Langley.    The  Duks  of  Tork'e 
Qarden. 

Enter  ike  Queeh  and  two  Ladies. 

QuMn,  What  sport  shall  we  devise  here  in  this 
garden. 
To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  care  ? 

1  Lady,  Madam,  well  play  at  bowls. 

Queen,  T  will  make  me  think  the  world  ii  tuU 
of  rubs, 
And  that  my  fortune  runs  'gainst  the  bias. 

I  Lady,  Madam,  well  dtmce. 

Queen.  My  legs  can  keep  no  measure  in  delight. 
When  my  poor  heart  no  measure  keeps  in  grief: 
Therefore,  no  dancing,  girl ;  some  other  sport. 

1  Lady,  Madam,  well  tell  tales. 

Queen.  Of  sorrow,  or  of  joy  f 

1  Lady.  Of  either,  madam. 

Qiteen.  Of  neither,  girl: 

For  if  of  joy,  being  altogether  wanting. 
It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  sorrow ; 
Or  if  of  grief,  being  altogether  bad. 
It  adds  more  sorrow  to  my  want  of  joy: 
For  what  I  have  I  need  not  to  repeat; 
And  what  I  want  it  boots  not  to  complain. 

1  Lady.  Madam,  111  sing. 

Queen,  'Tis  well  that  thou  hast  cause; 

But  thou  shouldst  please  me  better  wouldst  thoo 
weep. 

1  Lady.  I  could  weep,  madam,  would  it  do  yon 
good. 

Qtteen.  And  I  could  sing,  would  weeping  do  me 
good. 
And  never  borrow  any  tear  of  thee. 
But  stay,  here  come  the  gardeners: 
Let*s  step  into  the  shadow  of  these  trees. — 

Enter  a  Gardener  and  two  Senrants. 

My  wretchedness  unto  a  row  of  pins, 
Theyll  talk  of  state :  for  every  one  doth  so 
Agamst  a  change :  Woe  is  forerun  with  woe. 

[QuBKN  and  Ladies  retirs, 

Qard.  Go,  bind  thou  up  yon'  dangling;  aprioocks, 
Which,  like  unruly  chilcren,  make  their  sire 
Stoop  with  oppression  of  their  prodigal  weight: 
Give  some,  supportance  to  the  bending  twigs. 
Go  thou,  and,  like  an  executioner, 
Cut  off  the  heads  of  too-fast-growing  spraye, 
That  look  too  lofty  in  our  commonwealth : 
All  must  be  even  in  oar  government 
You  thus  employed,  I  "will  ^o  root  away 
The  noisome  weeds,  that  without  proGt  sack 
The  soil's  fertility  from  wholesome  flowers. 

1  Serv.  Why  should  we  in  the  compass  of  a  pale. 
Keep  law,  and  form,  and  due  proportion. 
Showing,  as  in  a  model,  our  firm  estate? 
When  our  s«a-walled  garden,  the  whole  land. 


Is  full  of  weeds,  her  &irest  flowers  ehok'd  up. 
I  Her  fruit-trees  all  onprun'd,  her  hedAT  riusudj^Tp. 

igi  ize     y  g 
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Htr  kBoti  diaoidw'd,  ind  htr  wholesome  herbs 
Swarming  with  caterpillars? 

Oard.  Hold  thj  peace  ^- 

He  that  hath  suffered  this  disorder'd  spring 
Hath  now  himself  met  with  the  fall  of  leaf: 
The  weeds,  that  his  broad-spreading  leaves  did 

shelter, 
That  seem'd  in  eating  him  to  hold  him  np, 
Are  plackM  up,  root  and  all,  bj  Bolingbroke; 
I  mean  the  Earl  of  Wiltshire,  Bushj,  Qreen. 

1  Sen.  What,  are  they  dead? 

Chrd,  The  J  are; 

And  Bolingbroke  hath  seu'd  the  wastefal  king. — 
Oh  I  wliat  pitj  is  it. 

That  he  had  not  so  trimmed  and  dress*d  his  land. 
As  we  this  garden !    We  at  time  of  year 
Do  wound  the  bark,  the  skin  of  our  frnit-treef ; 
Lest,  being  over-proud  with  sap  and  blood, 
With  too-much  riches  it  confound  itself: 
Had  he  done  so  to  great  and  growing  men, 
They  might  have  liv'd  to  bear,  and  he  to  taste, 
Theur  fruits  of  duty.    Superfluous  branches 
We  lop  away,  that  bearing  boughs  may  live : 
Had  he  done  so,  himself  had  borne  the  crown. 
Which  waste  and  idle  hours  hath  quite  tlirown  down. 

1  Sen,  Wliat,  think  you  then  the  king  shall  be 
depos'd  ? 

OanL  Depress'd  he  is  already;  and  depos'd 
Tis  doubt,  he  will  be :  Letters  came  last  night     ' 
To  a  dear  friend  of  the  good  Duke  of  York^ 
That  tell  bUu^  tidhigs. 

Queen.  O,  I  am  press 'd  to  death  through  want 
of  speaking! — 
Thou,  old  Adam's  likeness  [coming  from  her  oom^ 

eeahnent\  set  to  dress  tiiis  garden, 
How  dares  thy  harsh-rude   tongue   sound  this 
vnpleasiug  news? 
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What  Ere,  what  serpent,  hath  snggested  Iheo 
To  make  a  second  fall  of  cursed  man  ? 
Why  dost  thou  say  King  Kichard  is  deposed  T 
Darst  thou,  thou  little  better  thing  than  earth, 
Divine  his  downfall  ?   Say  where,  when,  and  how 
Cam'st  thou  by  these  ill-ticQugs?  speak,  thou  wretch. 

Qard,  Pardon  me,  madam:  little  joy  have  I 
To  breathe  this  news:  yet  what  I  say  is  true. 
King  Richard,  he  is  in  the  mighty  hold 
Of  Bolingbroke ;  their  fortunes  both  are  weighed: 
In  your  lord's  scale  is  nothing  but  himself. 
And  some  few  vanities  that  make  him  light ; 
But  in  the  balance  of  great  Bolingbroke* 
Besides  himself,  are  all  the  English  peers, 
And  with  that  odds  he  weighs  King  Eioliard  down 
Post  you  to  London,  and  youll  find  it  so : 
I  speak  no  more  than  every  one  doth  know. 

(^ueen.  Nimble  mischance,  that  art  so  light  of  foot, 
Doth  not  thy  embassage  belong  to  me, 
And  am  I  last  that  knows  it?    0,  thou  think^st 
To  serve  me  last,  that  1  may  longest  keep 
Thy  sorrow  in  my  breast.    Come,  ladies,  go, 
To  meet  at  London  London^s  king  in  woe. 
What,  was  I  born  to  this  I  that  my  sad  look 
Should  grace  the  triumph  of  great  Bolingbroke? 
Gardener,  for  telling  me  this  news  of  woe, 
I  would  the  phmts  thou  graft'st  nsay  never  grow. 

[Exeunt  Queen  and  Ladies. 

Oard,  Poor  queen  I  so  that  thy  state  might  be 
no  worse, 
I  would  my  skill  were  subject  to  thy  curse.— 
Here  did  she  drop  a  tear;  here,  in  this  pbioe, 
111  set  a  bank  of  rue,  sour  herb  of  grace: 
Hue,  even  (or  ruth,  here  shortly  shall  be  seen, 
In  the  remembrance  of  a  weepmg  queen. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I.— London.  Westminster  HalL  The 
Lorde  tpintual  an  the  rujht  side  of  the  Vtrone;  the 
Lordi  temporal  on  the  left;  the  Commona  Uww, 

Enter  Boung broke,  Aumerlb,  Surrey,  North- 
UMOERLANU,  Percy,  Fitzwater,  another  Lord, 
Bishop  of  Carlisle,  Abbot  of  Westminster, 
and  Attendants.    Officers  behmd  wUh  Baoot. 
BoHng.  Call  forth  Bagot. 
Now,  Bagot,  freely  speak  thy  mfaid ; 
What  dost  thou  know  of  noble  Gloster*s  death; 
Who  wrought  it  with  the  king,  and  who  performVl 
The  bloody  office  of  his  timHl&ss  end. 
Baaot,T  hen  set  before  my  face  the  Lord  Aumerle. 
Baling,  Cousin,  stand  forth,  and  look  upon  that 

man. 
Bagci,  My  Lord  Aumerle,  I  know  your  darmg 
tongue 
Seoms  to  unsay  what  it  hath  once  deliver 'd. 
In  that  dead  time  when  (41o6ter's  death  was  plotted, 
I  heard  you  say,— Is  not  my  arm  of  length. 
That  reacheth  from  the  restful  English  court 
As  far  as  Calais,  to  my  node's  head  ?— 
Amongst  much  other  talk,  that  very  time, 
I  heard  you  say,  that  you  had  rather  refuse 
The  offer  of  an  hundred  thousand  crowns. 
Than  Bolingbroke's  return  to  England ; 
Adding  withal,  how  blest  this  land  would  b' 
In  this  your  cousin's  death. 

Aum,  Prinoes  and  noble  lords, 

What  answer  shall  I  make  to  this  base  man? 
Shall  I  so  mnoh  dubononr  my  fair  stars. 
On  af  nal  tarms  to  girt  him  ohsstisemaot? 


Either  I  must,  or  have  mine  honour  soii'd 
With  the  attainder  of  hb  sland'rous  lips. 
There  is  my  gage,  the  maniuU  seal  of  death. 
That  marks  thee  out  for  hell :  I  say,  thou  liest, 
And  Mrill  maintain  what  thou  hast  said  is  false, 
In  thy  heart-blood,  though  being  all  too  base 
To  stain  the  temper  of  my  knightly  sword. 

Boling,  Bagot,  forbear,  thou  shalt  not  take  it  up. 

Aum,  Excepting  one,  I  would  he  were  the  best 
In  all  this  presence,  that  hath  mov'd  me  so. 

Fitss,  If  that  thy  valour  stand  on  sympathies, 
There  is  my  gage,  Aumerle,  in  gage  to  thine: 
By  that  faur  sun  that  shows  me  where  thou  stand'st, 
I  heard  thee  say,  and  vauntingly  thou  spak'st  it. 
That  thou  wert  cause  of  noble  Gloster's  death. 
If  thou  deny'st  it,  twenty  times  thou  liest ; 
And  I  will  turn  thy  fjdsehood  to  thy  heart. 
Where  it  was  forged,  with  my  rapier's  point. 

Aum,  Thoudar\rtnot,coward,livetosecthatday. 

FUz.  Now,  by  my  soul,  I  would  it  were  this  hour 

Aum.  Fitzwater,  thou  art  damn'd  to  hell  for  this. 

J*ercy,  Aumerle,  thou  liest:  his  honour  is  as  true, 
In  this  ap|>eal,  as  thou  art  all  unjust: 
And,  that  thou  art  so,  there  I  throw  my  gage, 
To  prove  it  on  thee  to  the  extremest  point 
Of  mortal  breathing ;  seize  it,  if  thou  dar'st 

Aum,  And  if  I  do  not  may  my  hands  rot  o£E; 
And  never  brandish  more  revengeful  steel 
Over  the  glittering  helmet  of  my  foe  I 

Lord.  I  task  the  earth  to  the  like,  foriworr 
Aimierle ; 
And  spur  thee  on  with  flill  as  many  lies 
A.  mr  b.  IwlU'd  i'b^^,|J^'(f>«gle 
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From  mn  to  ran :  then  is  my  honour^  pawn, 
Engage  it  to  the  trial,  if  thou  dar'&t 

Aum,  Who  sets  me  else  ?  by  Heaven,  111  throw 
at  all: 
I  have  a  thousand  spirits  in  one  breast, 
To  answer  twenty  thousand  such  as  yon. 

^urrey.  My  Ijord  Fitzwater,  1  do  remember  well 
The  very  time  Aumerle  and  you  did  talk. 

/5te.   Ti«  very  true :  you  were  in  presence  then ; 
And  you  can  witness  with  me,  this  is  true. 

Swrey,  As  false,  by  Heaven,  as  Heaven  itielf 
is  true, 

FU*.  Surrey,  thou  liest 

Surrey.  Dishonourable  boy  t 

That  lie  shall  lie  so  heavy  on  my  sword, 
That  it  shall  render  vengeance  and  revenge, 
fill  thou  the  lie-giver,  and  that  lie,  do  lie 
In  earth  as  quiet  as  thy  father^  skull. 
In  proof  whereof,  there  is  my  honour's  pawn ; 
Engage  it  to  the  trizd,  if  thou  dar'st 

Fitz.  How  fondly  dost  thou  spur  a  forward  horse  I 
If  I  dare  eat,  or  drink,  or  breathe,  or  live, 
I  dare  meet  Surrey  in  a  wilderness. 
And  spit  upon  him,  whilst  I  say,  he  lies. 
And  lies,  and  lies :  there  is  my  bond  of  faith, 
To  tie  thee  to  my  strong  correction. 
As  I  intend  to  thrive  in  this  new  world. 
Aamerle  b  guilty  of  my  truo  appeal : 
Besides,  I  heard  the  banished  Norfolk  say 
That  thou,  Aumerle,  didst  send  two  of  thy  men 
To  execute  the  noble  duke  at  Calais. 

Aum.  Some  honest  Christian  trust  me  with  a  gage. 
That  Norfolk  lies :  here  do  1  throw  down  this. 
If  he  may  be  repealed  to  try  his  honour. 

Baling,  These  differences  shall  all  rest  under  ga;7e, 
Till  Norfolk  be  repealed:   repeal'd  he  shall  be, 
And,  though  mine  enemy,  restored  again 
To  all  his  land  and  seignories ;  when  he's  return  d, 
Against  Aumerle  we  will  enforce  his  trial. 

Gar.  That  honourable  day  shall  ne'er  be  seen. 
Many  a  time  hath  banish'd  Norfolk  fought 
For  Jesu  Christ ;  in  glorious  Christian  field 
Streaming  the  ensign  of  the  Chrbtian  cross. 
Against  black  pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens : 
And,  toil'd  with  works  of  war,retir'd  himself 
To  Italy ;  and  there,  at  Venice,  gave 
His  body  to  that  pleasant  oonntry's  earth, 
And  liis  pure  soul  unto  his  captam  Christ, 
lender  whose  colours  he  had  K>ught  so  long. 

Boling,  Why,  bishop,  is  Norfolk  dead  ? 

Car,  As  sure  as  I  live,  my  lord. 

BoUng.  Sweet  peace  coodnct  his  sweet  soul  tx) 
the  bosom 
Of  good  old  Abraham! — Lords  appellants. 
Your  differences  shall  all  rest  under  gage, 
Till  we  assign  you  to  your  days  of  tnaL 

Enter  Tork,  attended, 

York,  Qreat  Duke  of  Lancaster,  I  come  to  thee 
From  plume-pluck 'd  Richard;  who  with  willing  s(  »ul 
Adopts  thee  neir,  and  his  high  sceptre  yields 
To  the  poSvHession  of  thy  royal  hand : 
Ascend  his  throne,  descending  now  from  him, — 
And  long  live  Henry,  of  that  name  the  foui  th  I 

Boling.  In  God'8name,ril  ascend  the  regal  throne. 

Car*  Marry,  Heaven  forbid  1  — 
Worst  in  tliis  royal  presence  may  I  speak. 
Tot  best  beseemmg  me  to  speak  the  truth. 
Would  Qod,  that  any  in  this  noble  presenoe 
Were  enoueh  noble  to  be  upright  judge 
Of  noble  iiichard ;  then  true  nobleness  would 
Learn  him  forbearance  from  so  foul  a  wrong. 
What  subject  can  ^ve  eentenoe  on  his  king  ? 


And  who  sits  here  that  is  not  Bidiard's  subject? 
Thieves  are  not  judg'd  but  they  are  by  to  hear. 
Although  apparent  guilt  be  seen  in  them; 
And  shall  the  figure  of  God's  majesty, 
His  captain,  steward,  deputy  elect. 
Anointed,  crowned,  planted  many  years, 
Be  judg'd  by  subject  and  inferior  breath. 
And  he  himself  not  present  ?    0.  forfend  it,  God 
That,  in  a  Christian  climate,  souls  refin'd 
Should  show  so  heinous,  black,  obscene  a  deedl 
I  speak  to  subjects,  and  a  subject  speaks, 
Stirr'd  up  by  Heaven  tlius  boldly  for  his  king. 
My  lord  of  Hereford  here,  whom  you  call  king, 
Is  a  foul  traitor  to  proud  Hereford^  king : 
And  if  you  crown  him,  let  me  prophesy,— 
The  blood  of  Englii<h  shall  manure  the  ground. 
And  future  ages  groan  for  this  foul  act ; 
Peace  shall  go  sleep  with  Turks  and  infidels. 
And,  in  this  seat  ot  peace,  tumultuous  wars 
Shall  kin  with  kin  and  kind  with  kind  oraifound ; 
Disorder,  horror,  fear,  and  mutiny. 
Shall  here  inhabit,  ana  this  land  be  call'd 
The  field  of  Qolgotha,  and  dead  men's  skulls. 
O,  if  you  rear  this  house  a^ist  this  house. 
It  will  the  woefullest  division  prove 
Tiiat  ever  fell  upon  this  cursed  earth : 
Prevent,  resist  it,  let  it  not  be  so, 
Lest  child,  child^  children,  cry  against  you— woe  I 
North,  Well  have  you  argued,  sir ;  and,  for  your 

J&ins, 
treason  we  arrest  'jrou  here 

My  lord  of  Westminster,  be  it  yonr  charge 

To  keep  him  safely  till  his  day  of  triaL 

Mj^tplease  you,  lords,  to  grant  the  commons'sni  t  ? 
Boling,  Fetch  hither  Kictiard,that  in  common  vie  w 

He  may  surrender ;  so  we  shall  proceed 

Without  suspicion. 

York,  I  will  bh  his  conduct  [ExiL 

Bolmg,  Lords,  you  that  here  are  under  our  arrest, 

Procure  your  sureties  for  your  days  of  answer: 

Little  are  we  beholden  to  your  love,     [7b  Cakl. 

And  little  look'd  for  at  your  helping  hands. 

B&entcr  York*  %oUh  King  Richabd,  and  Officers 
bearing  the  crown^  <£c. 

K,  MiA»  Alack,  why  am  I  sent  for  to  a  King, 
Before  I  have  shook  on  the  regal  thoughts 
Wherewith  I  reigned?    I  hardly  yet  b^ve  leam*d 
To  insinuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  blend  my  knee  • — 
Give  sorrow  leave  awhUe  to  tutor  me 
To  this  submission.    Yet  I  will  remember 
The  favours  of  these  men:  Were  they  not  mine? 
Did  they  not  sometime  ory,  all  hail  I  to  me? 
So  Judas  did  to  Christ :  but  he,  in  twelve, 
Found  truth  in  all  but  one ;  I«  in  twelve  thousand, 

none. 
God  save  the  king !— will  no  man  say,  amen  ? 
Am  I  both  priest  and  clerk?  well  then,  amen? 
God  save  the  kiuj^  I  although  I  be  not  he ; 
And  yet,  amen,  if  Heaven  do  think  him  me.- 
To  do  what  service  am  1  sent  for  hither? 

York,  To  do  that  office  of  thine  own  good  wiU 
Which  tired  majesty  did  make  thee  offer, — 
The  resignation  of  thy  state  and  crown 
To  Henry  Bolingbroke. 

K,Ricn,  Give  me  the  orown: — Here,  cousin 
seize  the  crown ; 
Here,  on  this  side  my  hand ;  on  that  side  thine 
Now  is  this  golden  crown  like  m  deep  well, 
That  owes  two  buckets  filling  one  another; 
The  emptier  ever  dancing  m  the  air. 
The  other  down,  unseen,  and  full  or  water 
That  baoket  down,  and  f^  of  tears,  /«»  L   _  _T  _^ 
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Drlnldng  my  grkHB,  whilst  yon  moont  up  on  high. 

BoUng,  I  thoaght  70a  had  been  willing  to  resi^. 

K.  Rich.  My  crown  I  am,  bat  itill  my  griefs 
are  mine: 
Ton  may  my  glories  and  my  state  depose, 
Bat  not  my  griefs;  still  am  I  king  of  those. 

BoUng,  Part  of  yoor  cares  yoa  give  me  with 
YGur  crown. 

K.  BicJL  Your  cares  set  op  do  not  plaok  my 
cares  down. 
My  care  is  loss  of  care,  by  old  care  done ; 
Tour  care  b  ^n  of  care,  by  new  care  won : 
The  cares  1  give  I  have,  though  given  away ; 
They  tend  the  crown,  yet  still  with  me  they  stay. 

BoUng,  Are  you  contented  to  resign  the  crown? 

K,  ^ch.  Ay,  no:  no,  ay ;  for  I  most  nothmg  be ; 
Therefore  no,  no,  for  I  resign  to  thee. 
Now  mark  me  how  I  will  undo  myself: — 
I  give  this  he^vy  weight  from  off  my  head, 
And  this  unwiei-iy  sceptre  from  my  band, 
The  pride  of  kingly  sway  from  oat  my  heart; 
With  mine  own  tears  1  wash  away  my  balm. 
With  mine  own  hands  I  give  away  my  crown. 
With  mine  own  tongue  deny  my  sacred  state. 
With  mine  own  br«ith  release  all  duteoos  oaths : 
Atl  pomp  and  miyeety  1  do  forswear; 
Mj  manors,  rents,  revenaes,  I  forego ; 
My  acts,  decrees,  and  statutes,  I  deny: 
God  pardon  all  oaths  that  are  broke  to  me! 
God  keep  all  vows  unbroke  are  made  to  thee ! 
Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  griev'd ; 
And  thou  with  all  pleased,  that  hast  all  achiey'd  I 
Long  mayst  thou  live  hi  Richard  s  seat  to  sit, 
And  soon  lie  Richard  in  an  earthy  pit  I 
God  save  King  Henry  unkinged  Kichu^  says, 
And  send  him  many  years  of  sonshine  days  I 
What  more  remains  ? 

NortK  No  more,  hot  that  yoa  read 

[Offering  a  paper. 
These  accusations,  and  these  grievous  crimes, 
Committed  by  yoor  person,  and  jonr  follower!, 
Against  the  state  and  profit  of  this  land; 
That,  by  confessmg  them,  the  seals  of  men 
May  deem  that  you  are  worthily  deposed. 

K,  Rich,  Must  I  do  so  ?  and  must  I  ravel  oat 
Mj  weay*d-ap  follies  I    Gentle  Northambwland, 
If  thy  ofienoes  were  upon  record. 
Would  it  not  shame  thee,  in  so  fair  a  troop. 
To  read  a  lecture  of  them  ?    If  thoa  wouldst, 
There  should^  thoa  find  one  heinoos  article, 
Containing^  the  deposing  of  a  king. 
And  cracking  the  strong  warrant  of  an  oath. 
Marked  with  a  hi  ot,  damiTd  in  the  book  of  Heaven  ^— 
Nay  all  of  you,  that  stand  and  look  upon  me. 
Whilst  that  mj  Mrretchedness  doth  bait  myself, 
Though  some  of  yoa,  with  Pilate,  wash  your  hands, 
Showing  an  outward  pity ;  yet  you  Pilates 
Have  here  delivered  me  to  my  soar  cross, 
And  water  cannot  wash  away  your  sin. 

North,  M  V  lord,  despatch :  read  o*er  these  articles. 

K,  Bkh,  Mineeyea  are  full  of  tears,  I  cannot  see: 
And  yet  salt  water  blinds  them  not  so  much, 
Bat  tney  can  see  a  sort  of  traitors  here. 
Nay,  if  I  turn  mine  eyes  upon  myself^ 
I  6ind  myself  a  traitor  with  the  rest: 
For  I  have  given  here  my  soal^s  consent 
To  andeck  the  pompous  body  of  a  king; 
Make  glorjr  base ;  a  sovereignty  a  slave ; 
Preud  majesty  a  subject ;  state  a  peasant 

North.  My  lord, 

iC.  Bkh,  No  lord  of  tfakie,  thou  haogfat,  hisolfe- 
log  man, 
Nornoman^lurd:  1  have  no  name  no  title,— 


No,  not  that  name  was  given  me  at  the  tiie  fontf 
But  *tis  usurp'd :— Aladc  the  heavy  day, 
Tliat  I  have  worn  so  many  winters  out, 
And  know  not  now  what  name  to  call  myself  I 
O,  tliat  I  were  a  mockery  king  of  snow, 
Standing  before  the  sun  of  Bolingbroke, 
To  melt  myself  away  in  water-drops  I — 
Good  king,— great  king— (and  yet  not  greatlygood. 
An  if  my  word  be  sterling  yet  in  England, , 
Let  it  command  a  mirror  hither  straight, 
That  it  may  show  me  what  a  (ace  I  liave. 
Since  it  is  bankrupt  of  his  majesty. 

Baling.  Go  some  of  you,  and  fetch  a  looldn^;^ 
glass.  [Exit  an  Attendant . 

North,  Read  o^er  this  paper,  while  the  glass  dot^ 
come. 

K^IUch,  Fiend!  thou  torment'st  me  ere  I  com% 
to  hell. 

BoUng,  Uree  it  no  more,  my  Lord  Northumber 

North,  The  commons  will  not  then  be  satisfied. 

JT.  Rich.  They  shall  be  satisfied ;  I'll  read  enough, 
When  I  do  see  the  very  book  indeed 
Where  all  my  sins  are  writ,  and  that's  myself. 

Reenter  Attendant,  toith  a  glass. 

Giye  me  that  glass,  and  therein  will  I  read. 

No  deeper  wrinkles  yet  ?    Hath  sorrow  struck 

So  many  blows  upon  this  face  of  mine. 

And  made  no  deeper  wounds  ? — O,  flattering  glass 

Like  to  my  followers  in  prosperity. 

Thou  dost  b^uile  me !    Was  this  (ace  the  &oe 

That  eyery  day  under  his  household  roof 

Did  keep  ten  tnousand  men  ?    Was  this  the  faoc 

That,  like  the  sun,  did  make  beholders  wink? 

Is  this  the  (ace  which  fac*d  so  many  follies. 

That  was  at  last  outfac'd  by  Bolingbroke^ 

A  brittle  glory  shineth  in  this  face: 

As  brittle  as  the  glory  is  the  face ; 

[Dashes  the  glass  against  the  groima. 
For  there  it  is^  cracked  in  an  hundred  shivers. 
Mark,  silent  kmg,  the  moral  of  this  sport, — 
How  soon  my  sorrow  hath  destroy'd  my  face. 

BoUng,  The  shadow  of  y  o  ur  sorrow  hath  destroy  *d 
The  shadow  of  your  face. 

K.  Rich,  Say  that  again. 

The  shadow  of  my  sorrow  ?    Ha  I  let's  see :— 
*Tis  very  true,  my  grief  lies  all  within ; 
And  these  external  manners  of  laments 
Are  merely  shadows  to  the  unseen  grief, 
That  swells  with  silence  in  the  tortur'd  soul ; 
There  lies  the  substance :  and  I  thank  thee,  king, 
For  thy  great  bounty,  that  not  only  giv'st 
Me  cause  to  wail,  but  teachest  me  the  vray 
How  to  lament  the  cause.    Ill  beg  one  boon, 
And  then  be  gone,  and  trouble  you  no  more. 
Shall  I  obtain  it? 

BoUng,  Name  it,  fair  oou^. 

K,  mh.  Fair  cousin?  I  am  greater  than  aking 
For  when  I  was  a  king  my  flatterers 
Were  then  but  subjects ;  being  now  a  sabjeot, 
I  have  a  king  here  to  my  flatterer. 
Beine  so  great,  I  have  no  need  to  beg. 

B^ing,  Yetask.^ 

K,  Ruh.  And  shall  I  have? 

Bdlxnq,  You  shalL 

K,  Ruh.  Then  give  me  leave  to  go. 

BoUnq,  Whither? 

K,  Rich,  Whither  you  will,  so  1  were  firom  yoQi 
sights. 

BoUng.  Go.iome  of  yoa.oonvey  him  to  the  Towtr, 

£,  Mih,  O,  good!    Convoy?— Conv^ers  kn 

5^**"*       Digitized  by  Google 


866  KING 

Thtt  rue  ^of  nimbly  by  a  true  king's  &U. 

[£kit  King  Richard,  sotm  Lords,  omf  aGuard. 
BdUng.On  Wednesday  next,we  solemnly  set  down 
Our  ooronatiom  lords,  prepare  yourselvda. 

[Exeunt  aU  but  the  Abbot,  BUhop  of  ClarL, 

OflJ  AUH.] 

AbboL  A  wocfhl  pageant  have  we  here  beheld. 
Car.  The  woe's  to  come;  the  children  yet  unborn 
Shall  feel  this  day  as  sharp  to  them  as  thorn. 


RICHARD  II. 

Aunu  Ton  holy  elergyman,  is  thtre  no  plot 
To  rid  the  realm  of  this  pernicious  blot? 

AJbboL  Before  I  fireely  speak  my  mind  htrein, 
Tou  shall  not  only  take  the  sacrament 
To  bury  mine  intents,  but  to  effect 
Whatever  I  shall  happen  to  devise: — 
I  see  your  brows  are  full  of  discontent, 
Your  hearts  of  sorrow,  and  your  eyes  of  tears ; 


Come  home  with  me  to  supper ;  I  will  lay 

A  plot  shall  show  us  all  a  merry  day.       [EKemit 


ACT   V. 


dCBNE  L— London.    A  Street  Uadmg  to  the 

Tower. 

Enter  Queen  and  Ladies. 

i^ueen.  This  way  the  king  will  come ;  this  is 
the  way 
To  Julius  Csesar^s  ill-erected  tower, 
To  whose  flint  bosom  my  condemned  lord 
Is  doomed  a  prisoner  by  proud  Bolingbroke : 
Here  let  us  rest,  if  this  rebellious  earth 
Have  any  resting  for  her  true  king's  queen. 

Efder  King  Uicharo  wid  Guards. 
But  soft,  but  see,  or  rather  do  not  see, 
My  fab  rose  wither :    Yet  look  up ;  behold ; 
That  you  in  pity  may  dissolve  to  dew, 
And  wash  him  fresh  again  with  true  love  tears. 
Ah,  then,  the  model  where  old  Troy  did  stand ; 
Thou  map  of  honour ;  thou  K  ing  Richard's  tomb, 
And  not  King  Richard  ;  thou  most  beauteous  inn, 
Why  should  hard-favour'd  grief  be  lodg'd  in  thee. 
When  triumph  is  become  an  ale-house  guest? 

K,  Rich,  Join  not  with  grief,  fair  woman,  do  not  so, 
To  make  my  end  too  sudden :  learn,  good  soul, 
To  think  our  former  state  a  happy  dream ; 
Prom  which  awak'd,  the  truth  of  what  we  are 
Shows  us  but  this :  I  am  sworn  brother,  sweet, 
To  grim  necessity ;  and  he  and  I 
Will  keep  a  league  till  death.    Hie  thee  to  France, 
And  cloister  thee  in  some  religious  house : 
Our  holy  lives  must  win  a  new  world's  crown. 
Which  our  profane  hours  here  have  stricken  down. 

Queen,  What,  is  my  Richard  both  in  shape  and 
mind 
Transform 'd  and  weakenM  ?    Hath  Bolmgbroke 
Depos'd  thine  intellect?  Hath  he  been  in  thy  heart? 
The  lion,  dying,  thrusteth  forth  his  paw. 
And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing  else,  with  rage 
To  be  o'erpower'd;  and  wilt  thou,  pupil-like, 
Take  thy  correction  mildly  ?  kiss  the  rod ; 
And  fawn  on  rage  with  base  humility, 
W^hich  art  a  lion,  and  a  king  of  beasts  ?     [beasts, 

K.  Rich,  A  king  of  beasts,  indeed ;  if  aught  but 
i  had  been  still  a  happy  king  of  men.      [France: 
Good  sometime  queen,  prepare  thee  hence  for 
Think  I  am  dead;  and  that  even  here  thou  tak'st, 
As  from  my  death-bed,  my  last  living  leave. 
In  winter's  tedious  nights  sit  by  the  fire 
With  good  old  folks ;  and  let  them  tell  thee  tales 
Of  woeful  ages,  long  a^o  betid : 
And,  ere  thou  bid  good  night,  to  quit  their  grief, 
Tell  thou  the  lamentable  tall  of  me. 
And  send  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  beds. 
For  why,  the  senseless  brands  will  sympathize 
The  heavy  accent  of  thy  moving  tongue 
And,  in  compassion,  weep  the  fire  out: 
And  some  will  mourn  in  a-^hes,  some  coal-black, 
For  the  deposing  of  a  rightful  king. 

Enter  Nobthumbbrland,  attended, 

N^rth    My  lord   the  mind  of  Bolingbroke  is 


Yon  must  to  Pomfret,  not  unto  the  Tower. 
And,  madam,  there  is  order  ta'en  for  you ; 
With  all  swift  speed  you  must  away  to  France. 

K,  Rich,  Northumberland,  thou  ladder  where 
withal 
The  mounting  Bolingbroke  ascends  my  throne, 
The  time  sliall  not  be  many  hours  of  age 
^lore  than  it  is,  ere  foul  sin,  gathering  head. 
Shall  break  into  corruption:  thou  shalt  thmk. 
Though  he  divide  the  realm,  and  give  thee  hal^ 
It  is  too  little,  helping  bun  to  all : 
And  he  shall  thuik  that  thou,  which  know'st  the  way 
To  plant  unrightful  kings,  wilt  know  again. 
Being  ne*er  so  little  urg'd  another  way, 
To  pluck  him  headlong  from  the  usurped  throne. 
The  love  of  wicked  friends  converts  to  fear ; 
That  fear  to  hate;  and  hate  turns  one,  or  both. 
To  worthv  danger,  and  deserved  death. 

North,  My  guilt  be  on  my  head,  and  there  an  end 
Take  leave,  and  part;  for  you  must  part  forthwith 

K,  Rich,  Doubly  divorc'd?— Bad  man,  ye  vioUte 
A  twofold  marriage;  twixt  my  crown  and  me; 
And  then  betwixt  me  and  my  married  wife. 
Let  me  unkiss  the  oath  'twixt  thee  and  me ; 
And  yet  not  so,  for  with  a  kiss  'twas  made. 
Part  us,  Northumberknd ;  I  towards  the  north. 
Where  shivering  cold  and  sickness  pines  the  clime 
My  queen  to  France;  from  whence,set  forth  in  pomp 
She  came  adorned  hither  like  sweet  May, 
Sent  back  like  Hallowmas,  or  short'st  of  day 

Queen,  And  must  we  be  divided?  must  we  part? 

A.  Rich,  Ay.  hand  from  hand,  my  love,  and 
heart  from  heart. 

Queen.  Banish  us  both,  and  send  thektog  with  me 

North,  That  were  some  love,  but  little  policy. 

Queen,  Then  whither  he  goes  thither  let  me  go, 

K.  Rich,  So  two,  together  weeping,  make  one  woe 
Weep  thou  for  me  in  France,  I  for  thee  here ; 
Better  far  off  than  near,  be  ne'er  the  near'. 
Go,  coimt  thy  way  with  sighs ;  I  mine  with  groans 

Queen,  So  longest  way  shidl  have  the  longest 
moans. 

K.  Rich,  Twice  for  one  step  111  groan,  the  way 
being  short. 
And  piece  the  way  out  with  a  heavy  heart 
Come,  come,  in  wooing  sorrow  let's  be  brief. 
Since,  wedding  it,  there  is  such  length  in  erief. 
One  kiss  shall  stop  our  mouths,  and  dumbly  part; 
Thus  give  I  mine,  and  thus  take  I  thy  heart. 

[Theyhts, 

Queen,  Give  me  mine  own  again;  Ywere  no 
good  part. 
To  take  on  me  to  keep,  and  kill  thy  heart 

[Kiuoffauu 
So,  now  I  have  mine  own  again,  begone, 
That  I  may  strive  to  kill  it  with  a  g^'oan. 

E»  Rich,  Wt  make  woe  wanton  with  this  fond 
delay ; 
Once  more,  adieu-  the  rest  hit  sorrow  say. 
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SCENE  IL— TAtf  aame,    A  Boom  m  the  Duie 

of  York's  Palace. 

Enter  Yobk  and  hu  Duohe«8. 

DuekMj  lord,  70a  told  me  jou  would  tell  the  rest, 
When  weeping  mmde  70a  break  the  story  off, 
Of  our  two  cousins  coining  into  London. 

Tork.  Where  did  I  leave? 

Dueh.  At  that  sad  stop,  my  lord, 

Where  rude  misgOTem*d  hands,  from  windows* 

tops. 
Threw  dust  and  ruobish  on  King  Richard's  head. 
Forl^Then,as  I  said,  the  duke,great  Bolingbroke, 
Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  steed, 
Which  his  aspiring  rider  seem'd  to  know, 
With  slow,  but  stately  pace,  kept  on  his  course, 
While  all  tongues  cried— God  save  thee,  Boling- 
broke I 
Tou  would  have  thought  the  very  windows  spake, 
80  manv  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old 
Through  casements  darted  their  desiring  eyes 
Upon  his  visa^;  and  tliat  all  the  wa)L^ 
With  painted  imagery,  had  said  at  once, — 
Jesu  preserve  theel  welcome,  Bolingbroke  I 
Whilst  he,  from  one  side  to  the  other  turning. 
Bare-headed,  lower  than  his  proud  steed's  neck, 
Bespake  them  thus,— I  thank  you,  countrymen : 
Ana  thus  still  doing,  thus  he  pass'd  along. 

Jhtek.  Alas,  poor  Richard !  where  rides  he  the 
whilst? 

York,  As  in  a  theatre,  the  eyes  of  men, 
After  a  well-grac'd  actor  leaves  the  stage, 
Are  idly  bent  on  him  that  enters  next, 
Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious : 
Even  so,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  men*s  eyes 
Did  scowl  on  Richard;  no  man  cried,  God  save  him; 
No  joyful  tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  home : 
But  dost  was  thrown  upon  his  sacred  head ; 
Which  with  soeh  gentle  sorrow  be  shook  off. 
His  face  still  combating  with  tears  and  smiles, 
The  badges  of  his  grm  and  patience. 
That  had  not  God,  for  some  strong  purpose,  steel'd 
The  hearts  of  men,  they  must  perforce  have  melted, 
And  barbarism  itself  have  pitied  him. 
But  Heaven  liath  a  hand  in  these  events; 
To  whose  high  will  we  bound  our  calm  contents. 
To  Bolingbroke  are  we  sworn  subjects  now. 
Whose  state  and  honour  I  for  aye  allow. 

^I<er  AUMERLB. 

DudL  Here  oomes  my  son  Aumerle. 

York,  Aumerle  that  was ; 

But  that  is  lost,  for  being  Richard*s  friend, 
And,  madam,  you  must  call  him  Rutland  now: 
I  am  in  parliament  pledge  for  his  truth, 
And  lastuu^  fealty  to  the  new-made  king. 

Dvch,  Wei  come,  my  son :  Who  are  the  violets  now 
That  strew  the  green  lap  of  the  new-come  spring  ? 

A  um.  Madam,  I  know  not,  nor  I  greatly  care  not ; 
God  knows,  1  had  as  lief  be  none,  as  oneu 

York.  Well,  bear  yoo  well  in  this  new  apring 
of  time. 
Lest  you  be  cropp'd  before  yon  come  to  prime. 
What  news  from  Oxford?  hold  those  jousts  and 
triumphs? 

Aum,  For  aught  I  know,  my  lord,  they  do. 

York,  Yon  will  be  there,  I  know. 

Aum.  If  God  prevent  it  not ;  I  purpose  se. 

York.  What  seal  is  that  that  hangs  without  thy 
bosom?  •" 

Yea,  look^t  thou  pale?  let  me  see  the  writing. 

Aum.  My  lord,  tia  nothing. 

York,  No  matter  then  who  sees  it : 

I  will  be  satisfied,— let  me  see  Ihe  writing. 
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Aum,  I  do  beseech  your  grace  to  pardon  nui; 
It  is  a  matter  of  small  consequence, 
Which  for  some  reasons  I  would  not  have  seen. 

York,  Which,  for  some  reasons,  sir,  I  mean  tosee. 
I  fear,  I  fear,— 

Duck,  What  should  you  flaar  ? 

Tis  nothing  but  some  bond,  that  he  is  enter'dinto 
For  gay  apparel,  *gainst  the  triumph. 

TorA:.  Bound  to  himself?  what  doth  he  with  a  bond 
That  he  is  bound  to  ?    Wife,  thou  art  a  fool.— 
Boy,  let  me  see  the  writing.  [show  it. 

Awn.  I  do  beseech  you,  pardon  me ;  I  may  not 

York,  1  will  be  satisfied ;  let  me  see  it,  I  say. 
[Snatches  if,  and  readt. 
Treason !  foul  treason  I— villain  I  traitor  I  slave  1 

Duch,  What's  the  matter,  my  lord? 

York,  Hot  who's  within  there? 
JSnter  a  Servant 

Saddle  my  horse. 
Heaven  for  his  mercy  I  what  treachery  is  here  I 

Duch.  Why,  what  is\ my  lord?         [horse:— 

York.  Give  me  my  boots,  I  say;  saddle  my 
Now  by  my  honour,  by  my  life,  my  troth, 
I  will  appeach  the  villain.  [jEait  Servant 

Duck.  What's  the  matter  ? 

York.  Peace,  foolish  woman. 

Duchk  1  will  not  peace ; — What  is  the  matter,  son? 

Awn.  Good  mother,  be  content ;  it  is  no  more 
Than  my  poor  life  must  answer. 

Duch,  Thy  Wft  anawer  ? 

Ite-enter  Servant,  with  boot$. 

York.  Bring  me  my  boots,  I  will  unto  the  king. 

Duch,  Strike  him,  Aumerle. — Poor  boy,  thou 
artamaz'd: 
Henoe,  villain ;  never  more  oome  in  my  sight— 
[7b  tAs  Servant 

York,  Give  me  my  boots,  I  say. 

Duch,  Why,  York,  what  wilt  thou  do? 
Wilt  thou  not  hide  tiie  trespass  of  thine  own  ? 
Have  we  more  sons?  or  are  we  like  to  have? 
Is  not  my  teeming  date  drunk  up  with  time? 
And  wilt  thou  pluck  my  fSsur  son  from  mine  age. 
And  rob  me  of  a  happy  mother's  name  ? 
Is  he  not  like  thee  ?  is  he  not  thine  own  ? 

York.  Thou  fond  mad  woman, 
WUt  thou  conceal  this  dark  conspiracy? 
A  dozen  of  them  here  have  ta'en  the  sacrament. 
And  interchangeably  set  down  their  hands, 
To  kill  the  king  at  Oxford. 

Dudu  He  shall  be  none ; 

We'll  keep  him  here:  Then  what  ia  that  to  him ? 

York.  Away, 
Fond  woman  I  were  he  twenty  times  n^  son 
I  would  appeach  him. 

Duch,  Hadst  then  groan'd  for  him, 

As  I  have  done,  thou'dst  be  more  pitiful. 
But  now  I  know  thy  mind ;  thou  aost  snspeot 
That  I  have  been  didoyal  to  thy  bed. 
And  that  he  is  a  bastard,  not  thy  son : 
Sweet  York,  sweet  husband,  be  not  of  that  mind: 
He  is  as  like  thee  as  a  man  majr  be, 
Not  like  to  me,  or  any  of  my  kin. 
And  yet  I  love  him. 

York,        Make  way,  unruly  woman.        [Exit, 

£>ue^After,Aumerle;  mount  thee  upon  his  horse* 
Spur,  post;  and  get  before  him  to  the  king, 
And  beg  thy  pardon  ere  he  do  accuse  thee. 
I'll  not  be  long  behind;  though  I  be  old, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  fast  as  York : 
And  never  will  I  rise  up  from  the  ground,      j 
Till  Bolingbroke  havepardon'd  thees  Away ;  [^ 
Begone.  [Exn   ' 
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SCEKE  ni.— Windsor.  A  Soommihe  OattU, 

Bmter  Bolinobrokb,  at  King;  Pbbot,  and  other 
Lords. 

BoUng.  Can  no  man  tell  of  my  onthriftr  son? 
"ns  fall  three  months  since  I  did  see  him  last : 
If  any  plague  hang  over  ns,  tis  he. 
I  would  to  Heaven,  my  lords,  he  might  be  fonnd : 
Inquire  at  London,  'mongst  the  taverns  there, 
For  there,  they  say,  he  daily  doth  frequent, 
With  unrestrained  loose  companions — 
Even  Buch,  they  tiay,  as  stand  in  narrow  lanes, 
And  beat  oar  watch,  and  rob  our  passengers ; 
While  he,  vonng,  wanton,  and  effeminate  boy, 
Takes  on  the  point  of  honour,  to  support 
So  dissolute  a  crew. 

Fdrcy,  My  lord,  some  two  days  since  I  saw  the 
prmce, 
And  told  him  of  these  triumphs  held  at  Oxford. 

BdUng,  And  what  said  the  gallant  ? 

Percy,  His  answer  was,— he  would  unto  the  stews. 
And  from  the  oommon'st  creatare  pluck  a  glove. 
And  wear  it  as  a  fitvour ;  and  with  that 
He  would  unhorse  the  lustiest  challenger. 

J3o2tfi^.  As  dissolute  as  desperate :  yet  through  both 
I  see  some  sparkles  of  a  better  hope. 
Which  elder  days  may  happily  bring  forth. 
But  who  comes  here? 

BnJUr  AuifBRLB,  hastSty, 

Awn.  Where  is  the  king? 

Boling,  What  means 

Oar  cousin,  that  he  stares  and  looks  so  wildly  ? 
Awn,  God  save  your  grace.    I  do  beseech  your 
migesty, 
To  have  some  conference  with  your  mce  alone. 
BoUng,  Withdraw  yourselves,  and  leaye  us  here 
alone. 

[ExewU  PfcRCT  and  Lords. 
What  is  the  matter  with  our  cousin  now? 
iliiiii.  For  ever  may  my  knees  grow  to  the 
earth,  [Kneels* 

My  tongue  cleave  to  my^  roof  within  my  mouth, 
Unless  a  pardon,  ere  I  rise,  or  speak. 

Boling.  Intended,  or  committed,  was  this  fiuilt  ? 
If  but  the  first,  how  heinous  ere  it  be. 
To  win  thy  after-love,  I  pardon  thee. 

Awn,  Then  give  me  leave  that  I  may  turn  the  key, 
That  no  man  enter  till  my  tale  be  done. 
BoUng,  Have  thy  desire. 

[AuMBBLB  lockt  ihe  door. 
Fork.  [WUhm.]   My  liege,  beware;  look  to 

rhoo  hast  a  traitor  in  thy  presence  there. 
Boling,  Villain,  111  make  thee  safe.     [Drawing. 
Awn,  Stay  thy  revengeful  hand; 
rhou  hast  no  cause  to  fear. 
Yori.  \Wiihin\  Open  the  door,  secure,  fbd- 
nardy  kmg ; 
Shall  I.  for  love,  smak  treason  to  thy  &oe? 
Open  tne  door,  or  I  will  break  it  open. 

[BoLiNOBROKB  openB  ihtdoar, 

MUr  TOBK. 

Boling,  What  is  the  matter,  uncle?  speak ; 
Recover  breath ;  tell  us  how  near  is  danger, 
That  we  may  arm  us  to  encounter  it.- 

York,  Peruse  this  writing  here,  and  thou  shalt 
know 
The  treason  that  my  haste  forbids  me  show. 

41011.  Remember,  at  thon  read*st,  thy  promise 
past: 
I  do  repent  tne ;  read  not  my  name  there. 
My  heart  is  not  confederate  with  my  hand. 


KING   RICHARD  H. 


YorL  It  was,  villain,  ere  thy  luuiil  did  aet  it 
down. — 
I  tore  it  from  the  traitor*s  bosom,  king; 
Fear  and  not  love,  begets  his  penitence : 
Forget  to  pity  him,  lest  thy  pity  prove 
A  serpent  that  will  sting  thee  to  ttie  heart 

BdUng.  0  heinous,  strong,  and  bold  conspiracy! 

0  loyal  father  of  a  treacherous  son  I 

Thou  sheer,  immaculate,  and  silver  fountam, 
From  whence  this  stream  through  rauddv  passages 
Hath  held  his  current,  and  defil'd  himser 
Thy  overflow  of  good  converts  to  bad ; 
And  thy  abundant  goodness  shall  excuse 
This  deadly  blot  in  thy  digressing  son. 

York.  So  shall  my  virtue  be  his  vice's  bawd; 
And  he  shall  spend  mine  honour  with  his  shame, 
As  thriflless  sons  their  scraping  father's  gold. 
Mine  honour  lives  when  his  dishonour  dies. 
Or  my  sham'd  life  in  his  dishonour  lies ; 
Thou  kilVst  me  in  his  life,  giving  him  breath, 
The  traitor  lives,  the  true  man's  put  to  death. 

Duck.  [WWim.]     What   ho,    my   liege  I    for 
Heaven's  sake  let  me  in. 

Belting.  What  shrill-voic'd  suppliant  makes  thif 
"eager  cry  ? 

Dudi.  A  woman,  and  thine  aa»t,  great  king ;  'tis  I. 
Speak  with  mo,  pity  me,  open  the  door : 
A  be^ar  begs  that  never  begg'd  before. 

BoUng,  Our  scene  is  al  ter'd,— from  a  serious  thine 
And  now  cbang'd  to  **  The  Beggar  and  the  King? 
My  dangerous  cousin,  let  your  mother  in  : 

1  know  she's  come  to  pray  for  your  foul  sm. 

York,  If  thou  do  pardon,  whosoever  pray, 
More  sins,  for  this  forgiveness,  prosper  may. 
This  fester 'd  joint  cut  off,  the  rest  reats  sound  ; 
This,  let  alone,  will  all  the  rest  confound. 
Enter  Doohbss. 

DudL  0  king,  believe  not  this  hard-hearted  man ; 
Love,  loving  not  itself,  none  other  can. 

York.  Thou  frantic  woman,  what  dost  thon  make 
here? 
Shall  thy  old  dugs  onoe  more  a  traitor  rear? 

Duck,  Sweet   York,  be   patient.     Hear    me, 
gentle  liege.  [Knoeli, 

Boling.  Bise  up,  good  annt. 

Duck,  Not  yet,  I  thee  beseech: 

For  ever  will  I  kneel  upon  my  knees, 
And  never  see  day  that  the  happy  sees. 
Till  thou  give  joy ;  until  thou  Did  me  joy. 
By  pardoning  Rutland,  my  transgressmg  boy. 

Awn,  Unto  my  mother's  prayers  I  bend  my 
knee.  [Kneels. 

York,  Against  them  both  my  true  joints  bended 

be.  [Kneelt, 

[ni  mayest  thou  thrive,  if  thon  grant  any  grace!] 

Duch.  Pleads  he  in  earnest?  look  upon  his  face; 
His  eyes  do  drop  no  tears,  his  prayers  are  in  jest ; 
His  words  come  from  his  month,  ours  from  our 

breast: 
He  prays  but  faintly,  and  would  be  denied; 
We  pray  with  heart,  and  soul,  and  all  beside: 
His  weary  joints  would  gladly  rise,  I  know ; 
Our  knees  shall  kneel  tiU  to  the  ground  they  grow : 
His  prayers  are  full  of  false  hypocrisy ; 
Ours  of  true  zeal  and  deep  integrity. 
Our  prayers  do  out-pray  his ;  then  let  them  have 
That  mercy  which  true  prayers  ought  to  have. 

Boling.  Good  aunt,  stand  up. 

Duck.  Nay,  do  not  say— stand  up; 

But  pardon,  first ;  and  afterwards,  stand  no. 
An  if  I  were  thy  nurse,  thy  tongne  to  teach. 
Pardon— slionla  be  the  firkt  word  of  thy  speeqh. 
I  never  long'd  to  hear  a  word  till  now   OQK 
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s^y— pa-don,  king :  let  pity  teach  thee  how : 
The  word  is  short,  but  not  so  short  as  sweet; 
No  word  liko  pardon,  for  kings'  mouths  so  meet. 

York,  Spftik  it  in  Freuch,  king:  s&y^ pardojuuz 
moy, 

Duch,  Dost  thou  teach  pardon  pardon  to  destroy? 
Ah,  my  sour  husband,  my  hard-iiearted  lord- 
That  sett'st  the  word  itself  against  the  word! 
Speak,  pardon,  as  'tis  current  in  our  land ; 
The  chopping  French  we  do  not  imderstjmd. 
Thine  eye  be-ins  to  speak,  set  thy  ton-ue  there; 
Or,  in  thy  piteous  heart  plant  thou  thine  ear ; 
That,  hearing  how  our  plaints  and  prayers  do 

pierce. 
Pity  may  move  thee  pardon  to  rehearse. 

Bding.  Good  aunt,  stand  up. 

Duck,  I  do  not  sue  to  stand, 

Pardon  is  all  the  suit  I  have  in  hand. 

Bchng.  I  pardon  him,  as  Heaven  shall  pardon  me. 

Dueh.  O  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  knee  I 
Yet  am  I  sick  tor  fear :  speak  it  a-;ain ; 
Twice  saying  pardon  doth  not  pardon  twain, 
But  makes  one  pardon  stron;;. 

BdUng,  With  all  my  heart 

I  pardon  him. 

Duck,         A  god  on  earth  thou  art. 

BoUng.  But  for  our  trusty  brother-in-law,  and 
the  abbot, 
With  all  the  rest  of  that  consorted  crew. 
Destruction  straight  shall  dog  them  at  the  heels. 
Good  ancle,  help  to  order  several  powers 
To  Oxford,  or  where'er  these  traitora  are : 
They  shall  not  live  within  this  world,  I  swear, 
But  I  will  have  them,  if  I  once  know  where. 
Uncle,  farewell, — and  cousin,  too,  adieu : 
four  mother  well  hath  pray'd,  and  prove  you  true. 

JhteA.   Come,  my  old  son; — I  pray    Heaven 
make  thee  new.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 


IL 
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-Enter  Extoh  and  a  Servant. 

EoOon.  Didst  thou  not  mark  the  king;  what 
words  he  spake  ? 
^  Have  I  no  friend  will  rid  me  of  this  living  fear  ?" 
Was  it  cot  80? 

8erv.  Those  were  his  very  words. 

Eoston.  *'Have  I  no    friend?"  quoth  he:  he 
spake  it  twice. 
And  org'd  it  twice  together;  did  he  not  ? 

Sen,  He  did. 

Exton,  And,  speaking  it,  he  wistly  look'd  on  me 
Aa  who  should  say,--l  would  thou  wert  tiie  man 
That  would  divorce  this  terror  from  my  heart ; 
Meaning  the  king  at  Pomfret.    Come,  let's  go ; 
I  am  the  king's  mend,  and  will  rid  his  foe. 

[Ex(  vnt, 

SCENE  v.— Pomfret.     Th^  Dungeon  of  the 
Castle, 


As  thus.— Come,  little  ones ;  and  then  agazO}- 
It  is  as  bard  to  come,  as  for  a  camel 
To  thread  the  postern  of  a  needle's  eye. 
Thoughts  tending  to  ambition  they  do  plot 
Unlikely  wonders :  how  these  vain  weak  nsBs 
May  tear  a  passage  through  the  flinty  ribs 
Of  this  hard  world,  my  ragged  prison  walls; 
And,  for  they  cannot,  die  in  theur  own  pride. 
Thoughts  tending  to  content  flatter  themselves 
That  they  are  not- the  first  of  fortune's  slaves, 
Nor  shall  not  be  the  last ;  like  silly  beggars, 
Who,  sitting  in  the  stocks,  refuge  their  sham» 
That  many  have,  and  others  must  sit  there. 
And  in  this  thought  they  find  a  kind  of  ease, 
Bearing  their  own  misfortunes  on  the  back 
Of  such  as  have  before  endur'd  the  like. 
Thns  play  I,  in  one  person,  many  people, 
And  none  contented :  Sometimes  am  I  a  king 
Then  treason  makes  me  wish  myself  a  beggar, 
And  so  I  am  :  Then  crushing  penury 
Persuades  me  I  was  better  when  a  king; 
Then  am  I  king'd  again :  and  by-and-by, 
Think  that  I  am  imking'd  by  Bolingbroke, 
And  straight  am  nothing.*— But,  whate'er  1  am. 
Nor  I,  nor  any  man,  that  but  man  is, 
With  nothing  shall  be  pleas'd  till  he  be  eas'd 
With  being  nothing.  Music  do  I  hear?     [M*ak 
Ha,  ha !   keep  time :— How  sour  sweet  music  is, 
When  time  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  keptl 
So  is  it  in  the  music  of  men's  lives. 
And  here  have  I  the  daintiness  of  ear. 
To  check  time  broke  in  a  disordered  string; 
But,  for  the  concord  of  my  state  and  time. 
Had  not  an  ear  to  hear  my  true  time  broke. 
I  wasted  time,  and  now  doth  time  waste  me. 
For  now  hath  time  made  me  his  numbering  clock 
My  thoughts  are  minutes;  and,  with  sighs,  they  jai 
Their  watches  on  unto  mine  eyes,the  outwardwatch, 
Whereto  my  finger,  like  a  dial's  point, 
Is  pointing  still,  in  cleansing  them  ffom  tears. 
Now,  sir,  the  sounds  that  tell  what  hour  it  is 
Are  clamorous  groans,  that  strike  upon  my  heart 
Which  is  the  bell:  So  sighs,  and  tears,  and  groans 
Show  minutes,  times,  and  hours;— but  mj  time 
Runs  posting  on  in  Bolingbroke's  proud  joy, 
While  I  stand  fooling  here,  his  Jack  o'the  clock» 
This  music  mads  me,  let  it  sound  no  more ; 
For,  though  it  have  holpe  madmen  to  their  witR 
Tn  me  it  seems  it  will  make  wise  men  mad. 
Ye,t  blessing  on  his  heart  that  brings  it  me  I 
For  Us  a  sign  of  love ;  and  love  to  Richard 
la  a  strange  brooch  in  this  all-hatmg  world. 
Enter  Geoom 

Orooin.  Hail,  royal  prince  I 

K.livih,  Thanks,  noble  peei; 

The  cheapest  of  us  is  ten  groats  too  dear. 
What  art  thou?  and  how  coraest  thou  hitiier. 
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^hrocmu  80  prondlj  88  if  he  had  dudain'd  thtt 
([round. 

iu  .^ic^  So  proud  that  Bolingbroke  waA  on  his 
back! 
That  jade  bath  eat  bread  from  m^  ro^ral  hand; 
Thia  hand  hatli  made  him  proud  with  clapping  him. 
Would  he  not  stumble  ?    Would  he  not  lull  down 
fSinoe  pride  must  have  a  fall),  and  break  the  neck 
Of  that  proud  man  that  did  usui*p  his  back? 
FoTgivenesSf  horse !  whj  do  I  rail  on  thee, 
Since  thou,  created  to  be  aw'd  by  man, 
Wast  born  to  bear?     I  was  not  made  a  horse ; 
And  yet  1  bear  a  burthen  like  an  ass, 
Spur^Jpdl'd,  and  tir*d,  by  jauncing  Bolingbroke. 

EnUr  Keeper,  %oUh  a  dish, 

Ketp,  Fellow,  give  place ;  here  ia  no  longer  stay. 

[7b  </<«  Groom. 

K.  Bich,  If  thou  love  me,  ^tia  time  thou  wert 

away. 
Cfroom.  What  my  tongue  dares  not  that  my 
heart  shall  say.  Ip"^' 

Keep,  VLy  lord,  wtirt  please  you  to  fall  to? 
K,  mch.  Taste  of  it  first,  as  thou  art  wont  to  do. 
Keep.  My  lord,  I  dare  not ;  Sir  Pierce  of  Exton, 
who 
Lately  came  from  the  king,  commands  the  contrary. 
Ki  £idL  The  devil  take  Heoiy  of  Lancaster, 
and  thee  I 
Patience  ia  stale,  and  T  am  weary  of  it 

(BeaU  th^  Keeper. 
Keq^  Help,  help,  help! 

JEiiter  Exton,  and  Servants,  armed, 

K,  lUch,  How  now  ?  what  means  death  in  this 
rude  assault  ? 
fllUin,  thine  own  hand  yields  thy  death's  instru- 
ment.   [Snatching  a  wea^,  andJatling  one, 
GK>  thou,  and  ml  another  room  in  hell. 

[He  k3l8  another^  then  Exton  strikes  Mm  down. 
That  hand  shall  bum  in  never-quenching  fircj 
That  staggers  thus  my  person. — Exton,  thy  fierce 

himd 
Hath  with  the  king*!  blood  stain'd  the  king^s  own 

land. 
Mount,  mount,  my  soul!  thy  seat  is  up  on  high ; 
Whilst  my  gross  flesh  sinks  downward,  here  to  die. 

[DieM. 
Exton,  As  full  of  valour  as  of  royal  blood : 
Both  have  I  snilt;  O  would  the  deed  weregoodi 
i'oT  now  the  oevil,  that  told  nie  I  did  well. 
Says  that  this  deed  is  chronicled  in  hell. 
Thb  dead  king  to  the  living  king  111  bear. 
Take  hence  the  rest,  and  give  them  burial  here. 

lExit, 

SCENE  YL— Windsor.    A  Boom  in  the  Oastie, 

FUmnah,    Enter  Bolihobrokb  and  Tors,  with 
Lords  and  Attendants. 

BoUng.  Kind  uncle  York,  the  Utest  newswe  hear 
Is,  that  the  rebels  have  consumed  with  fire 
Our  town  of  Cicester  in  Glostershire; 
But  whetlier  they  be  ta'en,  or  shiin,  we  hear  not. 
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Enter  NoBmcMBBBLaMD. 

Welcome,  my  lord:  what  is  the  news? 

North,  First,  to  thy  sacred  sUte  wish   1  all 
happiness. 
The  next  news  is, — I  have  to  London  sent 
The  heads  of  Salisbury,  Spencer,  Biunt,  and  Kent  *. 
The  manner  of  their  taking  may  appear 
At  large  discoursed  in  this  paper  here. 

UYeaenting  a  paper, 

Boling.V^Q  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy,  for  thypams ; 
And  to  thy  worth  will  add  right  worthy  gains. 

Enter  Fftzwateb. 

FStM.  My  lord,  I  have  from  Oxford  sent  to 

London 
The  heads  of  Brocas,  and  Sir  Bennet  Seely ; 
Two  of  the  dangerous  consorted  traitors 
That  sought  at  Oxford  thy  dire  overthrow. 

Boling,  Th^  pains,  Fitz water,  shall  not  be  forgot ; 
Bight  noble  is  thy  merit,  well  1  wot. 

Enter  Perot,  with  the  Bishop  of  Carlisi^. 

Percjf,  The  grand  conspirator,  abbot  of  Wec^ 
minster. 
With  dog  of  conscience  and  sour  melancholy. 
Hath  yielded  up  his  body  to  the  grave; 
But  here  is  Carlisle  living,  to  abide 
Thy  kingly  doom,  and  sentence  of  his  pride. 

Boling,  Carlisle,  this  is  your  doom ; — 
Choose  out  some  secret  place,  liume  reverend  room, 
More  than  thou  hast,  and  with  it  jov  thy  life ; 
So,  as  thou  liv*st  in  peace,  die  free  from  strife : 
For  though  mine  enemy  thou  bast  ever  been, 
High  sparks  of  honour  in  thee  have  1  seen. 

Enter  Exton,  with  Attendants  bearing  a  coffin, 

Exton,  Great  king,  withm  this  oofilin  I  present 
Thy  buried  fear;  herein  all  breathless  lies 
The  mightiest  of  thy  greatest  enemies, 
Richard  of  Bordeaux,  bv  me  hither  brought. 

Boling,  Exton,  I  thank  thee  not ;  for  thou  hast 
wrought 
A  deed  of  slander,  with  thy  fatal  hand. 
Upon  uiy  head  and  all  this  famous  land. 

Exton,  From  your  own  mouth,  my  lord,  did  I 
this  deed. 

Boling.  They  love  not  poison  that  do  poison  need, 
Nor  do  I  thee ;  though  I  did  wish  him  dead 
I  hate  the  murthercr,  love  him  murthered. 
The  guilt  of  conscience  take  thou  for  thy  lahour, 
But  neither  my  good  word,  nor  princely  favour? 
With  Cain  go  wander  through  the  shade  of  night| 
And  never  show  thy  head  by  day  nor  light. 
Lords,  I  protest,  my  soul  is  full  of  woe 
That  blood  should  sprinkle  me  to  make  me  grow 
Come,  mourn  with  me  for  that  I  do  lament. 
And  put  on  sullen  black,  incontinent ; 
ril  make  a  voynge  to  the  Holy  Land, 
To  wash  this  blood  off  from  my  guilty  hand:— 
March  sadly  after ;  grace  my  mourning  here. 
In  weeping  after  this  untimely  bier. 

[JboMd 
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ACT  L 


SCENE  L— London.    A  Boom  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  King  Uemrt,  Westmoreland,  Sir 
Walter  Blunt,  and  others, 

K.  Hen.  So  shaken  as  we  are,  so  wan  with  care, 
Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  peace  to  pant, 
And  breathe  short-winded  accents  of  new  broils 
To  be  commenc'd  in  stronds  afar  remote. 
No  more  the  thirsty  entrance  of  this  soil 
Shall  daab  her  lips  with  her  own  children's  blood; 
No  more  shall  trenching  war  cliannel  her  fields, 
Nor  bruise  her  flowrets  with  Uie  armed  hoofs 
Of  hostile  paces :  those  opposed  eyes. 
Which,  like  the  meteors  of  a  troubled  heaven, 
All  of  one  nature,  of  one  substance  bred, 
Did  lately  meet  in  the  intestine  shock 
And  furious  close  of  civil  butchery. 
Shall  now,  in  mutual  well-beseeming  ranks. 
Maroh  all  one  way ;  and  be  no  more  oppos'd 
Against  acquaintance,  kindred,  and  allies : 
The  edge  of  war,  like  an  ili-sheathed  knife. 
No  more  shall  cut  his  master,     t  herefore,  friends. 
As  fitf  as  to  the  sepulchre  of  Christ 
rWhose  soldier  now,  under  whose  blessed  cross 
We  are  impressed  and  engaged  to  fight), 
Forthwith  a  power  of  English  shall  we  levy; 
Whose  arms  were  moulded  in  their  mothers'  womb 
To  chase  these  pagans,  in  thote  holy  fields, 
Over  whose  acres  walk'd  those  blessed  feet, 
Which,  fourteen  hundred  years  ago,  were  nail'd. 
For  our  advantage,  on  the  bitter  cross. 
But  this  our  purpose  is  a  twelvemonth  old, 
^nd  bootless  'tis  to  tell  you — we  will  go; 
Tlierefore  we  meet  not  now : — Then  lot  me  hear 
Of  you,  my  gentle  cousin  Westmoreland, 
What  yesternight  our  council  did  decree, 
In  forwarding  this  dear  expedience. 

Wett,  Hv  liege,  this  haste  was  hot  in  question, 
And  many  limits  of  the  charge  set  down 
But  yesternight:  when,  all  athwart,  there  oame 
K.  post  from  Wales,  luaden  witli  heavy  news ; 


Whose  worst  was,  -that  the  noble  Mortimer, 
Leading  the  men  of  Herefordshire  to  fight 
Against  the  irregular  and  wild  Glendower. 
Was  by  the  rude  hands  of  that  Welshman  taken. 
And  a  thousand  of  his  people  butchered : 
Upon  whose  dead  oorpties  there  was  such  misuse. 
Such  beastlv,  shameless  transformation. 
By  those  Welshwomen  done,  as  may  not  be. 
Without  much  sluune,  re-told  or  spoken  of. 
K,  Hen.  It  seems,  then,  that  the  tidings  of  this 
broil 
Brake  off  our  business  for  the  Holy  Land. 

WeaL  This,  matched  with  other  like,  my  gra- 
cious lord. 
For  more  uneven  and  unwelcome  news 
Came  from  the  north,  and  thus  it  did  import : 
On  Holy-rood  day,  the  gallant  Hotspur  there, 
Toung  Harry  Percy,  and  brave  Archibald, 
That  ever-valiant  and  approved  Scot, 
At  Holmedon  met. 

Where  thev  did  spend  a  sad  and  bloody  hour ; 
As  by  discharge  of  their  artillery. 
And  shape  of  likelihood,  the  news  was  told ; 
For  ho  that  brought  them,  in  the  very  heat 
And  pride  of  their  contention  did  take  horse, 
Uncertain  of  the  issue  any  way. 
K.  Hen.  Here  is  a  dear  and  tme-industrions 
friend. 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  new  lighted  from  his  horse, 
Stain'd  with  the  variation  of  each  soil 
Betwixt  that  Holmedon  and  this  seat  of  ours ; 
And  he  hath  brought  us  imooth  and  welcome 

news: 
The  Earl  of  Douglas  is  discomfited ; 
Ten  thousand  bold  Scots,  two-and-twenty  knights, 
Balk'd  in  their  own  blood,  did  Sir  Walter  see 
On  Holmedon*s  plains:    Of  prisoners.  Hotspur 

took 
Mordake  earl  of  Fife,  and  eldest  son 
To  beaten  Douglas ;  and  the  Earl  of  Athol, 
Of  Murray,  Angus,  and  Menteith. 
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Ajid  10  not  this  an  honourable  spoU? 
A.  eallant  prize?  ha,  ooafan,ifl  it  not? 

Wat.  In  faith. 
It  is  a  conquest  for  a  prince  to  boast  oL* 

K,  Sen.  Yea,  there  thou  mak'st  me  sad,  and 
mak'st  me  sin, 
In  envy  that  my  lord  Northumberland 
Should  be  the  father  of  so  bless'd  a  son : 
A  son,  who  is  the  theme  of  honour's  tongne ; 
Amongst  a  grove,  the  verjr  straightest  plant ; 
Who  is  sweet  Fortune's  minion,  and  her  pride : 
W^hilat  I,  bv  looking  on  the  praise  of  him, 
See  riot  and  dishonour  stain  the  brow 
Of  mj  youn^  Harry.    0,  that  it  could  be  prov'd, 
That  some  mght-tnpping  fairj  had  exchanged 
In  cradle-cloUies-our  children  where  they  lay, 
And  call'd  mine  Perc^,  his  Plantagenetl 
Then  would  I  have  his  Harry,  and  be  mine. 
But  let  him  from  my  thoughts : — What  think  you, 

coz', 
Of  this  young  Peroy\i  pride?  the  prisoners, 
Whidi  he  in  this  aaventure  hath  surprised, 
To  his  own  use  he  keeps ;  and  sends  me  word, 
I  shall  have  none  but  Mordake  earl  of  Fife. 

West.    This  is  his   uncle's   teaching,    this  h 
Worcester, 
Malevolent  to  voii  in  all  aspects ; 
Which  makes  him  prune  himself,  and  bristle  up 
The  crest  of  youth  against  your  dignity. 

K.  Hen,  But  I  have  sent  for  him  to  answer  this : 
And,  for  this  cause,  awhile  we  must  neglect 
Our  holy  purpose  to  Jerusalem. 
Cousin,  on  Wednesday  next,  our  council  we 
Will  hold  at  Windsor ;  and  so  inform  the  lords ; 
But  come  yourself  with  speed  to  us  again ; 
For  more  is  to  be  said  and  to  be  done, 
Than  out  of  anger  can  be  uttered. 

WesL  1  will,  my  liege.  lExeunU 

SC£N£  II.— The  aame.    Another  Boom  m  the 
PaUtoe, 

Enter  Henby  Prince  op  Wales,  and  Falstapp 

FaL  Now,  Hal,  what  time  of  day  is  it,  lad? 

P.  Hen,  Thou  art  so  fat-witted,  with  drinking 
of  old  sack,  and  unbuttoning  thee  after  supper,  and 
sleeping  upon  benches  after  noon,  that  thou  ha»t 
forgotten  to  demand  that  truly  which  thou  wouldst 
truly  know.  Wliat  a  devil  hast  thou  to  do  with 
the  time  of  the  day  ?  unless  hours  were  cups  of 
seek,  and  minut<«  capons,  and  clocks  the  tongues, 
of  bawds,  and  dials  the  signs  of  leaping-houses, 
and  the  blessed  sun  himself  a  fair  hut  wench  in 
flame-coloured  tafiata ;  I  see  no  reason  why  thou 
shouldst  be  so  superfluous  to  demand  the  time  of 
♦he  day. 

FaL  Indeed,  you  come  near  me  now,  Hal :  for 
we,  that  take  purses,  go  by  the  moon  and  seven 
stars ;  and  not  bv  Phobbus, — he,  that  wandering 
knight  so  fair.  And  L  prithee,  sweet  wag,  when 
thou  art  king, — as,  God  save  thy  grace  (miyesty,  I 
•hould  say ;  for  grace  thou  wilt  have  none), — 

P.Ben.  What!  none? 

FaL  No,  by  my  troth ;  not  so  much  as  will  serve 
to  be  prologue  t  •  an  egg  and  butter. 

P.  Hen,  Well,  how  then?  come,  roundly, 
roundly. 

FaL  Marry,  then,  iweet  wag.  when  thou  art 
king,  let  not  us  that  are  sauures  of  the  night's  body  I 
be  called  thieves  of  the  aay's  beauty ;  let  us  lie  ; 
Diana's  foresters,  gentlemen  of  the  shade,  minions  ' 
of  the  moon ;  And  let  men  say,  we  be  men  of  good 
Kovamment ;  being  governed  as  the  sea  is,  by  our 
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noble  and  cnaste  mistress  the  moon,  under  whose 
countenance  we  steal. 

P.  Hciu  Thou  say'st  well;  and  it  holds  well  too: 
for  the  fortune  of  us,  that  are  the  moon^  men, 
doth  ebb  and  flow  like  the  sea ;  being  governed  as 
the  sea  is,  by  the  moon.  As  for  proof.  Now,  a 
purse  of  gold  most  resolutely  snatched  on  Monday 
night,  and  most  dissolutely  spent  on  Tuesday 
morning ;  got  with  swearing— lay  by ;  and  spent 
with  crying— bring  in  :  now,  in  as  low  an  ebb  as 
the  foot  of  the  ladder:  and,  by  and  by,  in  as  high 
a  flow  as  the  ridge  of  the  gallows. 

Fed,  Thou  say'st  true,  lad.  And  is  not  my 
hostess  of  the  tavern  a  most  sweet  wench  ? 

P,  Hen.  As  the  honey  of  H;^bla,  my  old  lad  of 
the  castle.  And  is  not  a  buff  jeikin  a  most  sweet 
robe  of  durance  ? 

FaL  How  now,  how  now,  mad  wag?  what,  in 
thy  quips  and  thy  quiddities  ?  what  a  plague  have 
I  to'do  with  a  buff  jerkin  ? 

P,  Hen.  Why,  what  a  pox  have  I  to  do  with  my 
hostess  of  the  tavern? 

FaL  Well,  thou  hast  called  her  to  a  reckoning 
many  a  time  and  oft. 

P.  Hen.  Did  I  ever  call  for  thee  to  pay  thy  part  ? 

Fal,  No ;  111  give  thee  thy  due,  thou  hast  paid 
all  there. 

P.  Hen.  Yea,  and  el8ewhere,8o  far  as  my  coin  would 
stretch ;  and  where  it  would  not  I  have  used  my  credit. 

Fal.  Yea,  and  so  used  it,  that  were  it  not  here 
apparent  that  thou  art  heu-  apparent,— But,  I 
pnthee,  sweet  wag,  shall  there  be  gallows 
standing  in  England  when  thou  art  king?  and 
resolution  thus  tubbed  as  it  is  with  the  rusty  curb 
of  old  father  antic  tlu;  law  ?  Do  not  thou,  when 
thou  art  king,  hang  a  thief. 

P,  Hen.  No;  thou  shalt. 

FaL  Shall  I  ?  0  rare  I    111  be  a  brave  judge. 

P.  Hen.  Thou  judgest  false  alread  v ;  I  mean, 
thou  shalt  have  the  hanging  of  the  thieves,  and  so 
become  a  rare  hangman. 

FaL  Well,  Hal,  well;  and  in  some  sort  it  jumps 
with  my  humour,  as  well  as  waiting  in  the  court, 
I  can  tell  you. 

P.  Hen.  For  obtaining  of  suits? 

FaL  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  suits :  whereof  the 
hangman  hath  no  lean  wardrobe.  I  am  as  melan* 
choly  as  a  gib  cat,  or  a  lugged  bear. 

P.  Hen.  Or  an  old  lion ;  or  a  lover's  lute. 

Fal.  Yea,  or  the  drone  of  a  Lincoln bhire  bagpipe. 

P.  Hen.  What  say'st  thou  to  a  hare,  or  tlu 
melancholy  of  Moor-ditch? 

Fal.  'Hiou  hast  the  most  unsavoury  similes; 
and  art,  indeed,  the  most  comparative,  rascallest, 
sweet  young  prince.  Hut  Hal,  I  prithee  trouble 
me  no  more  with  vanity.  1  would  thou  and  I 
knew  where  a  comuiod  ty  of  good  names  were  to 
be  bought!  An  old  lord  of  tlie  council  rateil  me 
the  other  day  in  the  street  about  you,  sir;  buti 
marked  him  not:  and  yet  he  talked  very  wisely; 
but  I  regarded  him  not :  and  yet  he  talked  wisely 
and  in  the  stre<'t  too 

P.  Hen,  Thou  didst  well ;  for  wu^dom  cries  out 
in  the  streets,  and  no  man  regards  it. 

Fal.  0,  thou  hast  damnablo  iteration !  and  art, 
indeed,  able  to  corrupt  a  saint.  Thou  hast  done 
much  harm  unto  me,  Hal,—God  forgive  thee  for 
it!  Before  I  knew  thee,  Hal,  I  knew  nothing; 
and  now  I  am,  if  a  man  should  speak  truly,  litUe 
better  than  one  of  the  wicked.  I  must  give  over 
this  life,  and  I  will  give  it  over ;  an  I  do  not,  I  am 
a  villain ;  I'll  be  damned  for  never  a  king's  son  in 
Christendom. 
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P.  Mm.  Where  thall  we  take  a  purse  to-morrow, 

Jack? 
IhL  Where  then  wilt,  lad,  111  make  one ;  an  I 

do  not,  call  me  villain  and  baffle  me. 
P,  Men,  I  flee  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee ; 

from  praying  to  parse-taking. 

Snter  Poins,  at  a  ditianee, 

FaL  Why,  HiU,  *ti3  my  vocation,  Hal ;  tia  no 
fin  for  a  man  to  labour  in  his  vocation.  Poins  I— 
Now  shall  we  know  if  GadbhiU  have  set  a  watch. 
O,  if  men  were  to  be  saved  by  merit,  what  hole 
in  hell  were  hot  enough  for  him?  This  is  the 
most  omnipotent  villain  that  ever  cried  Stand,  to 
a  true  man. 
P.  Httu  Good  morrow,  Ned. 
Ftiiis,  Good  morrow,  sweet  HaL  What  savs 
Monsiear  Remorse  ?  What  says  Sir  John  Saok- 
and-Sugar?  Jack,  how  agrees  the  devil  and  thee 
^bout  thy  soul,  that  thou  Boldest  him  on  Good 
?rid  ly  last,  for  a  cup  of  Madeira  and  a  cold  capon*8 
leg? 

P.  Hen,  Sir  John  stands  to  his  word,— the  devil 
•hall  have  his  bargain;  for  he  was  never  yet  a 
breaker  of  proverbs, — he  will  give  the  devil  his  due. 

Poins.  Then  art  thou  damued  for  keeping  thy 
word  with  the  deviL 

P*  Hen,  Else  he  had  been  damned  for  cozening 
the  deviL 

'btru;  But,  my  lads,  my  lads,  to-morrow  mom- 
i^,  by  four  o'clock,  earlv  at  Gadshill :  There  are 
pilgrims  going  to  Canterbury  with  rich  offerings, 
and  traders  riding  to  London  with  fat  purses.  I 
have  visors  for  vou  all,  yon  have  horses  for  your- 
selves; Gadshill  lies  to-night  in  Rochester ;  I  have 
bespoke  supper  to-morrow  night  in  Eastoheap;  we 
may  do  it  as  secure  as  sleep:  If  you  will  go,  I  will 
stuff  your  [iurses  full  of  crowns;  if  you  will  not, 
tarnr  at  home  and  be  hangcKl. 

FaL  Hear  ye,  Yedward ;  if  I  tarry  at  home  and 
go  not,  111  hang  you  for  going. 

Paint.  Ton  will,  chops  ? 

FtiL  Hal^ilt  thou  make  one? 

P.  Hen,  Who,  I  rob?  I  a  thief?  not  I,  by  my 
fStith. 

FtiU  There's  neither  honesty,  manhood,  nor 
good  fellowship  in  thee,  nor  thou  camest  not  of 
(he  blood  royal,  if  thou  darest  not  stand  for  ten 
shillings. 

P.  Hen,  Well,  then,  once  in  my  days,  111  be  a 
madcap* 

Fal.  Why,  that's  well  said. 

P.  Hen,    Well,  come  what  will,  111  tarry  at 
home. 

Fci,  111  be  a  traitor,  then,  when  thou  art  king. 

P.  Hen.  I  care  not. 

Ptiine.  Sir  John,  1  prithee,  leave  the  prince  and 
me  alone;  I  will  lav  him  down  such  reasons  for 
this  adventure  that  he  shall  go. 

FaL  Well,  mayst  thou  have  the  spirit  of  per- 
suasion and  he  the  ears  of  profiting,  that  what  thou 
speakest  may  move  and  what  he  hears  may  be 
believed,  that  the  true  prince  may  (for  recreation 
sake)  prove  a  false  thief;  for  the  poor  abuses  of 
the  time  want  countenance.  Farewell:  You  shall 
find  me  in  Eastcheap. 

P.  Hen,  Farewell,  thou  latter  spring  I  Farewell, 
All-hallown  summer  t  [Exit  Fax.. 

PoinM,  Now,  my  good  sweet  honey  lord,  ride 
•rith  as  to-morrow ;  I  have  a  Jest  to  execute,  that 
I  cannot  manage  alone.  Falstaff,  Bardolph,  Peto, 
and  Gad«hill,  shall  rob  those  men  that  we  have 
alrttdy  waylaid  -  yourself  and  I  will  oot  be  there : 


IV.— PART  I.  875 

and  wnen  they  have  the  booty,  if  yon  and  1  do 
not  rob  them,  cut  this  head  from  my  shoulders. 

P.  Hen.  But  how  shall  we  iMurt  with  them  m 
setting  forth? 

Poina.  Why,  we  will  set  forth  before  ot  after 
them,  and  appoint  them  a  place  of  meeting, 
wherein  it  is  at  our  pleasure  to  £eu1  :  and  then  will 
they  adventmre  upon  the  exploit  themselves, 
which  they  shall  have  no  sooner  achieved,  but 
well  set  upon  them. 

P.  Hen,  Ay,  but  tis  like  that  they  will  know 
us,  by  our  horses,  by  our  habits,  and  by  every 
other  appointment,  to  be  ourselves. 

Poina.  Tut!  our  horses  they  shall  not  see,  111 
tie  them  in  the  wood ;  our  visors  we  will  change, 
after  we  leave  them ;  and,  sirrah,  I  have  cases  o 
buckram  for  the  nonce,  to  inmask  our  noted  out 
ward  garments. 

P.  Hen,  But,  I  doubt  they  will  be  too  hard  for  us. 

Peine.  Well,  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to 
be  as  true-bred  cowards  as  ever  turned  back ;  and 
for  the  third,  if  he  fight  longer  than  he  sees  reason 
111  forswear  arms.  The  virtue  of  this  jest  wil 
be,  the  incompehensible  lies  that  this  ut  rogue 
will  tell  us,  when  we  meet  at  supper :  how  thirty, 
at  least,  he  fought  with ;  what  wards,  what  blows, 
what  extremities  he  endured ;  and  in  the  reprooi 
of  this  lies  the  jest. 

P.  Hen,  Well,  111  go  with  thee ;  provide  us  all 
things  necessary  and  meet  me  to-morrow  night  in 
Eastcheap,  there  111  sup.    FarewelL 

Ptiine.  Farewell,  my  lord.  [Exit  Poikb. 

P.  Hen.  I  know  you  all,  and  will  awhile  uphold 
The  unyok'd  humour  of  your  idleness ; 
Yet  herein  will  I  imitate  the  sun. 
Who  doth  permit  the  base  contagious  clouds 
To  smother  up  his  beauty  from  the  world. 
That  when  he  please  again  to  be  himself. 
Being  wanted,  ne  may  be  more  wonder*d  at, 
By  breaking  through  the  fool  and  uglv  mists 
Of  vapours  that  did  seem  to  strangle  him. 
If  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays, 
To  sport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work ; 
But  when  they  seldom  oome  they  vrish'd-for  come, 
And  nothing  pleaseth  but  rare  accidents. 
So,  when  this  loose  behaviour  I  throw  off. 
And  pay  the  debt  I  never  promised, 
By  how  much  better  than  my  word  I  am 
By  so  much  shall  I  falsify  men's  hopes ; 
And  like  bright  metal  on  a  suUen  ground. 
My  reformation,  glittering  oV  my  fault, 
Shall  show  more  goodly  and  attract  more  sgres 
Than  that  which  hath  no  foil  to  set  it  off. 
Ill  so  offend  to  make  offence  a  skill ; 
Redeeming  time  when  men  thuik  least  1  will. 

[Exit, 

SCENE  IIL— T%e  some.    Anoiher  Boom  in  ihe 

Palace, 

Enter  King  Hekrt,  Northumberlahd,  Wor- 

0E8TE&,  Hotspur,  Sir  Walter  Bluot, 

<xndother$, 

K,  Hen,  My  blood  hath  been  too  oold  and  tem- 
perate, 
Unapt  to  stir  at  these  mdignities, 
And  yon  have  found  me ;  for,  aooordingly, 
Ton  tread  upon  mv  patience ;  but,  be  sure, 
I  will  from  henceforth  rather  be  myself. 
Mighty,  and  to  be  feared,  than  my  condition ; 
Wmch  hath  been  smooth  as  oil .  soft  as  young  down, 
And  therefore  lost  that  title  or  respect 
Which  the  proud  soul  ne'er  paj^^  but  to  the  uroud. 
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PTor.   Onp  house,  my  sorereign  liege,  little 
deserves 
The  scourge  of  greatness  to  be  used  on  it ; 
And  that  same  greatness  too  which  onr  own  hands 
Have  holp  to  make  so  portly. 

North,  My  lord,— 

K,  Hen,  Worcester,  get  thee  gone,  for  I  do  see 
Danger  and  disobedience  in  thine  eye : 
O,  sir,  your  presence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory, 
And  majesty  might  never  yet  endure 
The  moody  frontier  of  a  servant  brow. 
You  liave  good  leave  to  leave  us ;  when  we  need 
Tour  use  and  counsel  we  shall  send  for  yon. — 

\ExU  WoR. 
Ton  were  about  to  speak.  [7b  North. 

North,  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

Those  prisoners  in  your  highness  name  demanded, 
Which  Harry  Percy  here  at  Holmedon  took, 
Were,  as  he  says,  not  with  such  strength  denied 
As  was  deliver  d  to  your  majest^r : 
Either  envy,  therefore,  or  misprision, 


Is  gpilty  of  this  fault,  and  not  my  son. 

Hot,  My  liege,  I  did  deny  no  prisoners. 
But,.l  remember,  when  the  fight  was  done, 
When  I  was  dry  with  ra^  and  extreme  toil, 
Breathless  and  faint,  leanmg  upon  my  sword, 
Came  there  a  certain  lord,  neat  and  trimly  dress'd, 
Fresh  as  a  bridegroom ;  and  his  chin  new  reaped, 
Showed  like  a  stubble-land  at  harvest-home ; 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  miiliner ; 
And  'twixt  his  finger  and  his  thumb  he  heU 
A  pouncet-box,  wliich  ever  and  anon 
He  gave  his  nose,  and  took't  away  again ; 
Who,  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  there. 
Took  it  in  snuflf:  and  still  he  smird  and  talk'd; 
And  as  the  soldiers  bore  dead  bodies  by. 
He  caird  them  untaught  knaves,  unmannerly, 
To  bring  a  slovenly  unhandsome  cone 
Betwixt  the  wind  and  his  nobility. 
With  many  holiday  and  lady  terms 
He  questioned  me ;  among  the  rest,  demanded 
My  prisoners,  in  your  majesty's  belialf. 
I  then,  all  smarting,  with  my  woonds  being  cold, 
To  be  so  pestered  with  a  popinjay. 
Out  of  my  grief  and  my  mipatienoe 
Answer*d  neglectingly,  I  know  not  what ; 
He  should,  or  should  not ; — for  he  made  me  mad, 
To  see  him  shine  so  brisk,  and  smell  so  sweet. 
And  talk  so  like  a  waiting-genUewoman, 
Of  guns,  and  drama,  and  wounds  (God  save  the 

mark!). 
And  telling  me  the  8ovreign*st  thing  on  earth 
Was  parmaceti  for  an  inward  bruise ; 
And  that  it  was  great  pity,  so  it  was, 
Tiiat  villainons  saltpetre  should  be  digg'd 
Out  of  the  bowe's  of  the  harmless  earth. 
Which  many  a  good  tall  fellow  had  dcstroy'd 
80  cowardly ;  and  but  for  these  vile  guns 
He  would  himself  have  been  a  soldier. 
This  bald  unjoiut'd  chat  of  his,  my  lord, 
I  answer'd  indirectly,  as  I  said ; 
And,  I  beseech  you,  let  not  this  report 
Come  current  for  an  accusation, 
Betwixt  my  love  and  your  high  migesty. 
BkmL  Ihe  circumstance  consider  d,  good  my 
lord, 
Whaterer  Harry  Percy  then  had  said 
To  snoh  a  person,  and  m  such  a  place, 
At  such  a  time,  with  all  the  rest  re-told, 
May  reasonably  die,  and  never  rise 
To  do  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach 
What  he  then  said,  so  he  unsay  it  now. 
^  Hm    Why,  yet  he  doth  deny  his  prisoners; 


But  with  proviso,  and  exception. 
That  we.  at  our  own  charge,  shall  ransom  straigb 
His  brother-in-law,  the  foolish  Mortimer; 
Who,  in  my  soul,  hath  wilfully  betray'd 
The  lives  of  those  that  he  did  lead  to  fight 
A^inst  the  great  magician,  damn'd  Giendower; 
W  hose  daughter,  as  we  hear,  the  Earl  of  March 
Hath  lately  married.    Shall  our  cofferi  then 
Be  emptied  to  redeem  a  traitor  home  ? 
Shall  we  buy  treason?  and  indent  with  feres. 
When  they  have  lost  and  forfeited  themselves? 
No,  on  the  barren  mountains  let  him  starve; 
For  I  shall  never  bold  that  man  my  friend 
Whose  tongue  shall  ask  me  for  one  penny  cost 
To  ransom  home  revolted  Mortimer. 

Hot,  Revolted  Mortimer  I 
He  never  did  fall  off.  my  sovereign  liege. 
But  by  the  chance  or  war; — To  prove  Uiat  true 
Needs  no  more  but  one  toneue  for  all  those  wounds, 
Those  mouthed  wounds,  which  valiantly  he  took. 
When  on  the  gentle  Severn's  sedgy  bimk 
In  single  opposition,  hand  to  handi^ 
He  did  confound  the  best  part  of  an  hour 
In  chan^ng  hardiment  with  great  Giendower : 
Three  tmies  they  breath'd,  and  three  times  did 

they  drink. 
Upon  agreement,  of  swift  Severn  *s  flood; 
Who  then,  afirighted  witl)  their  bloody  looks, 
Kan  fearfully  among  the  trembling  reeds. 
And  hid  his  crisp  head  in  tlie  hollow  bank, 
Blood-etained  with  these  valiant  combatants. 
Never  did  base  and  rotten  policy 
Colour  her  working  with  such  deadly  wounds; 
Nor  never  could  the  noble  Mortimer 
Receive  so  many,  and  all  willingly : 
Then  let  him  not  be  slander'd  with  revolt. 
K,  Hen,  Thou  dost  belie  him,  Percy,  thou  doec 
belie  him ; 
He  never  did  encounter  with  Qlendower. 
I  tell  thee, 

He  durst  as  well  have  met  the  devil  alone, 
As  Owen  Giendower  for  an  enemy. 
i  Art  thou  not  asham'd  ?    But,  sirrah,  henceforth 
Let  me  not  hear  you  speak  of  Mortimer : 
Send  me  your  prisoners  with  the  speediest  means^ 
Or  you  shall  hear  in  such  a  kind  finom  me 
As  will  displease  you. — My  Lord  Northumberland, 
We  license  your  departure  with  your  son :  - 
Send  us  your  prisoners,  or  youll  hear  of  it. 

[Exeunt  Kmg  Hbnrt,  Blont,  ana 
TVom. 
HoU  And  if  the  devil  oome  and  roar  for  them 
I  will  not  send  them : — I  will  at'ter  straight. 
And  tell  him  so;  for  I  will  ease  my  heart. 
Although  it  be  with  hazard  of  my  head. 
North,   What,  drunk  with  choler?  stay,  and 
pause  awhile; 
Here  oomes  your  unde. 

Re-enter  Worcestbr 

Hot,  Speak  of  Mortimer  ? 

'Zounds,  I  will  speak  of  him ;  and  lot  ray  soul 
Want  mercy,  if  1  do  not  join  with  him : 
In  his  behalf  111  empty  all  these  veins. 
And  shed  my  dear  blood  drop  by  drop  V  the  dust, 
But  I  will  lift  the  down-trod  Mortimer 
As  lii^h  i'  the  air  as  this  unthankful  king 
As  this  ingrate  and  cankered  Bolingbroke. 

North,    Brother,    the   king   luith   made  your 
nephew  mad.  [7b  Worcester, 

Wor,  Who  struck  this  heat  up,  after  I  was  gone  ? 

Hot.  He  will,  forsooth,  have  all  my  prisoners  f 
And  when  I  urg*d  the  ransom  once  again 
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Of  my  wifbli  brother,  tiien  hit  cheek  look'd  pale ; 
And  on  my  face  he  tom'd  an  ere  of  death, 
f  rembliog  even  at  the  name  of  Mortimer. 

War,  I  cannot  blame  him:  Was  he  not  pro- 
claimed, 
By  Richard  that  dead  is,  the  next  of  blood  ? 

north.  He  was :  I  heard  the  proclamation : 
And  then  it  was,  when  the  nnhappy  king 
I  Whose  wrongs  m  as  God  pardon  1)  did  set  forth 
Upon  his  Irish  expedition  ; 
From  whence  he,  mtercepted,  did  retom 
To  be  depos'd,  and  shortly  murthered. 

War,  And  for  whose  ofeath,  we  in  the  world*s 
wide  mouth 
lire  scandalized,  and  foully  spoken  of. 

hot.  But,  soft,  I  pray  yon :  Did  King  Richard 
then 
Proclaim  my  brother  Mortimer 
Heir  to  the  crown  ? 

yorth.  He  did :  myself  did  hear  it. 

Hot.  Nay,  then  I  cannot  blame  his  cousin  king, 
rhat  wish'a  him  on  the  barren  mountains  stanr'd. 
But  shall  it  be  that  you,  that  set  the  crown 
Upon  the  head  of  this  forgetful  man. 
And,  for  his  sake,  wear  the  detested  blot 
Of  murtherous  subornation,  sbnll  it  be. 
That  you  a  world  of  curses  undergo, 
Being  the  agents,  or  base  second  means. 
The  cords,  the  ladder,  or  the  hangman  rather? 
O,  pardon,  if  tlmt  I  descend  so  low. 
To  show  the  line  and  the  predicament 
Wherein  you  range  under  this  subtle  king. 
Shall  it,  for  shame,  be  8|>oken  in  these  days, 
Or  fill  up  chronicles  in  time  to  oome. 
That  men  of  your  nobility  and  power 
Did  'gage  them  both  in  an  unjust  behalf, — 
As  both  of  you,  God  pardon  it  I  have  done, — 
To  put  down  Richard,  that  sweet  lovely  rose. 
And  plant  this  thorn,  this  canker,  Bolingbroke? 
And  shall  it,  in  more  shame,  be  Auther  spoken. 
That  you  are  foord,  discarded,  and  shook  ofif 
By  him  for  whom  these  shames  ye  underwent  ? 
Mo;  yet  time  serves,  wherein  you  may  redeem 
Your  bftnish'd  honours,  and  restore  yourselves 
Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  again : 
Revenge  the  jeering  and  disdained  contempt 
Of  this  proud  king;  who  studies,  day  and  night, 
To  answer  all  the  debt  he  owes  unto  you. 
Even  with  the  bloody  payment  of  your  deaths. 
Therefore,  I  say,— 

Wor,  Peace,  cousin,  say  no  more; 

And  now  I  will  nnclasp  a  secret  book, 
And  to  your  quick-conceiving  discontents 
I'll  read  you  matter  deep  and  dangerous, 
As  full  of  peril  and  adventurous  spirit. 
As  to  o'erwalk  a  current,  roaring  loud. 
On  the  unsteadfaj^t  footing  of  a  spear. 

JJoL    If  he  fall  in,  good  night: — or  sink  or 
swim : — 
Send  danger  from  the  east  mito  the  west, 
So  honour  cross  it  from  the  north  to  south^ 
And  let  them  grapple;  -the  blood  more  stir 
To  rouse  a  lion  than  to  start  a  hare. 

North.  Imagination  of  some  great  exploit 
Drives  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  patience. 

JIat,  By  heaven,  methinks,  it  were  an«asy  leap 
To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  pale-fac'd  moon ; 
Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  deep, 
Where  fathom-line  could  never  touch  the  ground. 
And  pluck  up  drowned  honour  by  the  locks ; 
So  he,  that  doth  redeem  her  thence,  might  wear. 
Without  co-rival,  all  her  dignities : 
Bat  out  UDOB  this  half-fao'd  iellowshipl 
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Wor,  He  apprehends  a  world  of  figm-eo  here. 
But  not  the  form  of  what  ho  should  attend. — 
Good  cousin,  give  me  audience  for  a  while. 
And  list  to  me. 

Not,  I  cry  you  mercy. 

Wor,  Those  same  noble  Soota, 

That  are  your  prisoners, — 

Hot.  I'll  keep  them  all ; 

By  heaven,  he  shall  not  have  a  Scot  of  them; 
No,  if  a  Scot  would  save  his  soul  he  shall  not : 
I'll  keep  them  by  this  band. 

Wor,  You  start  away, 

And  lend  no  ear  unto  my  purpose^;. — 
Those  prisoners  you  shall  keep. 

Hot,  Nay,  I  will ;  that's  flat:— 

He  said  he  would  not  ransom  Mortimer; 
Forbad  my  tongue  to  speak  of  Mortimer ; 
But  I  will  find  him  when  he  lies  asleep, 
And  in  his  ear  111  holla — Mortimer  I 
Nay,  111  have  a  starling  shall  be  taught  to  speak 
Nothing  but  Mortimer,  and  give  it  him, 
To  keep  his  anger  still  in  motion. 

Wor,  Hear  you,  cousin ;  a  word. 

Hot.  All  studies  here  I  solemnly  defy. 
Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Bolingbroke: 
And  that  same  sword-and-buckler  Prince  of  Walos, 
But  that  I  think  his  fiither  loves  him  not. 
And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  some  mischance, 
I'd  have  bini  poisonM  with  a  pot  of  ale. 

Wor.  Farewell,  kinsman!  I  will  talk  to  you. 
When  you  are  better  tempered  to  attend. 

north.  Why,  what  a  wasp-tongued  and  impatient 
fool 
Art  thou,  to  break  into  this  woman^  mood; 
Tying  thine  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  own  I 

Hot,  Why,  look  you,  1  am  whipped  andscoorg'd 
with  rods. 
Nettled,  and  stimg  with  pismires,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  vile  politician,  BulingbroJce. 
In  Richard's  time,— What  dye  call  the  place? — 
A  plague  upon t— it  is  in  Gloucestershire  ;— 
Twas  where  the  madcap  duke  his  uncle  kept; 
His  uncle  York ; — where  I  first  bowed  my  knee 
Unto  this  king  of  smiles,  this  Bolingbroke, 
When  you  and  he  came  back  from  Ravenspurg 

JiortL  At  Berkley  Castle. 

Hot,  You  say  true : — 
Why,  what  a  candy  deal  of  courtesy 
Tliis  fawning  greyhound  then  did  proffer  me! 
Look, — *♦  when  his  infant  fortune  came  to  age,** 
And, —  "gentle   Harry    Percy," — and,    '*  kind 
cousin,** — 

O,  the  devil  take  such  cozeners  I QoA  forgive 

me  I 
Good  uncle,  tell  your  tale,  for  I  have  done. 

Wor.  Nay,  if  you  have  not,  to't  agam ; 
Well  stay  your  leisure. 

Hot,  I  have  done,  in  seoth. 

Wor.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottish  prisoners. 
Deliver  them  up  without  tneir  ransom  straight, 
And  make  the  Douglas'  son  your  only  mean 
For  powers  in  Scotland ;  which,  for  divers  reasons, 
Which  I  shall  send  you  written,  be  assur'd. 
Will  easily  be  granted. — You,  my  lord, 

[7b  North. 
Your  son  in  Scotland  being  thus  employ'd, 
Shall  secretly  into  the  bosom  creep 
Of  that  same  noble  premate,  well  beloT'd, 
The  archbishop. 

Hoi.  Of  York,  b^  not? 

Wor,  True;  who  bears  hard 

His  brother's  death  at  Bristol,  the  Lord  Scroop. 
1  fpoak  not  this  in  estimation  /^  ^  ^^ ^^^  I  ^ 
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As  what  I  think  mfgfat  be,  bat  what  I  know 
Is  ruminated,  plotted,  and  set  down ; 
And  only  stays  but  to  behold  the  face 
Of  that  occasion  that  shall  bring  it  on. 

Hot.  I  smell  it. 
Upon  my  life  it  will  do  wondVous  welL 

Naiih,  Before  the  game's  a-foot  thoa  still  lett*st 
slip. 

EoU  Why,  it  cannot  choose  but  be  a  noble  plot : — 
And  then  tne  power  of  Scotland  and  of  York, 
To  join  with  Mortimer,  ha  ? 

Wor,  "  And  so  they  shall. 

Hot*  In  faith,  it  is  exceedingly  well  aim*d. 

Woir,  And  'tis  no  little  reason  bids  us  speed, 
To  save  our  heads  by  raising  of  a  head : 
For,  bear  ourselves  as  even  as  we  can, 
The  king  will  always  think  him  in  our  debt ; 
And  think  we  think  ourselves  unsatisfierl, 
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Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  ikb  home. 

And  see  already,  how  he  doth  begin 

To  make  us  strangers  to  his  looks  of  Iotb. 

HoU  He  does,  he  does;  well  be  rereng^d  on 
him. 

For.  Cousin,  farewell ; — No  fbrther  go  in  this 
Than  I  by  letters  shall  direct  your  course. 
When  time  is  ripe,  which  will  be  suddenly. 
I'll  steal  to  Glendower,  and  Lord  Mortimer ; 
Where  you  and  Douglas,  and  our  powers  at  onoe 
f  As  I  will  fashion  it),  shall  happily  meet, 
To  bear  our  fortunes  in  our  own  strong  arms, 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty. 

North,  Farewell,  good  brother:  we sliall thrire 
I  trust. 

Hot,  Uncle,  adieu:— O,  let  the  hours  be  short. 
Till  fields  and  blows  and  groans  applaud  our  sport  1 

[ExemiJt 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I.-  -Rochester.    An  Itm  Yard, 
Enter  a  Carrier,  with  a  lantern  in  his  hand, 

1  Oar,  Heigh  ho  I  An't  be  not  four  by  the  day, 
ni  be  hang'd:  Charles'  wain  is  over  the  new 
chimney,  and  yet  our  horse  not  packed.  What, 
ostler  I 

Ost,  [Witiiin,']  Anon,  anon. 

1  Car,  I  prithee,  Tom,  beat  Cuf^  saddle,  put  a 
fiBW  flocks  in  the  point ;  the  poor  jade  is  wrung  in 
the  withers  out  oi  all  cess. 

Enter  another  Carrier. 

2  Car.  Peas  and  beans  are  as  dank  here  as  a  dog, 
and  this  is  the  next  way  to  give  poor  jades  the  hots : 
this  house  is  turned  upside  down  since  Kobin  ostler 
died. 

1  Car,  Poor  fellow  1  never  joved  since  the  price 
of  oats  rose;  it  was  the  death  of  him. 

2  Car,  I  think  this  is  the  most  villainous  house 
in  all  London  road  for  fleas:  I  am  stung  like  a 
tench. 

1  Car,  Like  ft  tench?  by  the  nuiss,  there  is 
ne'er  a  king  in  Christendom  could  be  better  bit 
tiian  I  have  been  since  the  first  cock, 

2  Car,  Why,  you  will  allow  us  ne'er  a  Jordan, 
and  then  we  leak  in  your  chimney;  and  your 
chamber-lie  breeds  fleas  like  a  loach. 

1  Car,  What,  ostler  I  come  away,  and  be  hanged, 
come  away. 

2  Car.  I  have  a  gammon  of  bacon,  and  two 
razes  of  ginger,  to  be  delivered  as  far  as  Charing 
Cross. 

Car,  'Odsbody  I  the  turkeys  in  my  paanier  are 
quite  starved.— What,  ostler  I — A  plague  on  theol 
hast  thou  never  an  eye  in  thy  head?  canst  not 
hear?  An't  were  not  as  good  a  deed  as  drink  to 
break  the  pate  of  thee,  I  am  a  very  villain. — 
Come  and  be  hanged : — Ua^t  no  faith  in  thee  ? 

Enter  Gadsuill. 
Qada,  Good  morrow,  carriers.    What%  o'clock? 
1  Oar,  I  think  it  bi'  two  o'clock. 
Gads.  I  prithee,  lend  mo  thy  lantern,  to  see  my 
gelding  in  the  staMe. 

1  Oar.  Nay,  soft,  I  pray  ye;  I  know  a  trick 
worth  two  of  that. 

Qad»,  I  prithee,  lend  me  thine. 

2  Car,  Ay.  when  ?  canst  tell  ?  Lend  me  thy 
lantern  quotn  a?— marry,  ni  see  thee  hanged 
first. 


Qada,  Sirrah  carrier,  what  time  do  you  mean  to 
oome  to  London  ? 

2  Car,  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  candle. 
I  warrant  thee. — Come,  neighbour  Mu^,  well 
call  up  the  gentlemen ;  they  will  along  with  com- 
pany, for  they  have  great  obarge. 

[icbsMfU  Carriers. 
Qads,    What,  ho !  chamberlain  t 
Cham.  VWiihm.]  At  hand,  quoth  pickpurse. 
Qada.  That's  even  as  fair  as— at  buid,  quoth  the 
chamberlain :  for  thou  variest  no  more  from  pick- 
ing of  purses,  than  giving  direction  doth  firom 
labouring ;  thou  lay'st  the  plot  how. 

Enter  Chamberlain. 

Cham,  Gh>od  morrow.  Master  Gadshill.  It 
holds  current  that  I  told  you  yesternight :  There's 
a  franklin  in  the  wild  of  Kent  bath  brought  three 
hundred  marks  with  him  in  gold :  I  heard  him 
tell  it  to  one  of  his  company,  last  night  at  supper : 
a  kind  of  auditor ;  one  that  hath  abundance  oi 
charges  too,  God  knows  what.  They  are  ud 
already, and  call  for  eggs  and  butter:  They  will 
away  nresently 

Qad^,  Sirrah,  if  they  meet  not  with  Saint 
NicholasiB  clerks  111  give  thee  this  neck. 

Cham,  No,  111  none  of  it :  I  prithee,  keeji  that 
for  the  hangman;  for  I  know  thou  worshii^'st 
Saint  Nicholas  as  truly  as  a  man  of  fiUsehood  may. 

Qads,  What  talkest  thou  to  me  of  the  hangman? 
if  I  hang,  I'll  make  a  &t  pair  of  gallows :  for  if  I 
hang,  old  Sir  John  hangs  with  me;  and  thou 
knowest  he's  no  starveling.  Tut  I  there  are  other 
Trojans  that  thou  dreamest  not  of,  the  which,  for 
sport  sake,  are  content  to  do  the  profession  some 
grace;  that  would,  if  matters  should  be  looked  into, 
for  their  own  credit  sake  make  all  whole.  I  am 
joined  with  no  foot  land-rakers,  no  long-staff,  six- 
penny strikers;  none  of  these  mad,  mustacliio, 
purple-hued  malt-worms:  but  with  nobility  and 
tranquillity;  burgomasters  and  great  oneyers;  such 
as  can  hold  in ;  such  as  will  strike  sooner  than 
speak,  and  speak  sooner  than  drink,  and  drink  sooner 
than  pray:  And  yet  I  lie;  for  they  pray  continually 
to  their  saint,  the  commonwealth ;  or  rather  not 

gray  to  her,  but  nrey  on  her ;  for  they  ride  up  and 
own  on  her,  and  make  her  their  boots. 
Cham.  What,  the  commonwealth  their  boots? 
will  she  hold  out  water  in  foul  way? 

QadB,  She  will, she  will;  justice  V^^  J^9l|<^^ 
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tier.  We  Bteai  aa  in  a  oastlef  oock-sure ;  we  have 
the  receipt  of  fern  seed,  we  walk  invisible. 

Chanu  Nay,  by  my  faith ;  I  think  rather  you 
are  more  beholden  to  the  night  than  to  fern-seed, 
for  your  walking  invisible. 

Qadi.  Give  me  thy  hand :  thou  sbalt  have  a 
share  in  our  porchasef  as  I  am  a  true  man. 

Chioan.  Nay,  rather  let  me  have  it,  as  yoa  are  a 
false  thie^ 

Qads.  Qto  to ;  Homo  is  a  common  name  to  all 
men.  Bid  the  ostler  bring  rav  gelding  out  of  the 
ftalc^    Farewell,  ye  muddy  knave. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.^7^  i7oa^6yGad8hiU. 

Eittet  Prince  Henry  and  Pours;  Basdolph  and 
Pkto,  at  9om6  dUtance, 
Poma.  Gome,  shelter,  shelter :  I  have  removed 
Fabtaffs  horse,  and  he  frets  likeagfummed  velvet. 
F.Men,  Stand  dose. 

Enter  FaLbtaff. 

Fid.  Poinal  Poins,  and  be  hanged !    Poins  I 

P.  Een.  Peace,  ye  fat-kidneyearascal ;  What  a 
brawling  dost  thou  keep ! 

Fal  Where's  Poins,  Hal? 

P.  Hen,  He  is  walked  up  to  the  top  of  the  hill ; 
111  go  seek  him.  {Pretends  to  seek  Poins. 

FcL  I  am  accursed  to  rob  in  that  thiefs  com- 
pany: the  rascal  hath  removed  my  horse,  and 
tied  him  I  know  not  where.  If  I  travel  but  four 
foot  by  the  squire  further  afoot  I  shall  break  mv 
wind.  Well,  I  doubt  not  but  to  die  a  fair  death 
for  idl  this,  if  I  "scape  hanging  for  killing  that 
rog^e.  I  have  forsworn  his  company  hourly  any 
time  this  two-and-twenty  years;  and  yet  I  am 
bewitched  with  tlie  rogue's  company.  If  the  rascal 
have  not  given  me  medicines  to  make  me  love  him, 
111  be  hanged :  it  could  not  be  else ;  1  have  drunk 
medicines. — Poins  ! — Hal ! — A  plague  upon  you 
both!— Bardolphl— Petol— 111  starve, ere  111  rob 
a  foot  further.  An  t  were  not  as  good  a  deed  as 
drink,  to  turn  true  man,  and  leave  these  rogues,  I 
am  the  veriest  varlct  that  ever  chewed  with  a 
tooth.  Eis^ht  yards  of  uneven  ground  is  threescore 
and  ten  miles  afoot  with  me;  and  the  stony-hearted 
Tillains  know  it  well  enough :  A  plague  upon  t, 
when  thieves  cannot  be  true  one  to  another !  \jrhey 
wkisth.]  Whew  I — A  plague  light  upon  you  all  I 
Qive  me  my  horse,  you  rogues;  give  me  my  horse, 
and  be  hanged. 

P.  Hen,  Peace,  ye  fat  guts  1  lie  down;  lay  thine 
ear  close  to  the  ground,  and  list  if  thou  canst  hear 
the  tread  of  travellers. 

FaL  Have  you  any  levers  to  lift  me  np  again, 
leing  down?    '^>bIood,  111  not  bear  mine  own 
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Fed.  So  1  do,  against  my  wiIL 

Paina,  0,  'tis  our  setter:  I  know  bis  Toioe. 

Enter  Bardolph. 

Bard,  What  news? 

Gttda.  Case  ye,  case  ye;  on  with  your  visoTs; 
there's  money  of  the  king's  coming  down  the  hill; 
'tis  going  to  the  king's  exchequer. 

FaL  You  lie,  you  rogue ;  'tis  going  to  the  king's 
tavern. 

Qofis.  There's  enough  to  make  us  all. 

Fal,  To  be  hanged. 

P.  Hen,  You  four  shall  firontthem  in  the  narrow 
lane;  Ned  and  I  vrill  walk  lower:  if  they  'scape 
fi*om  your  encounter,  then  they  light  on  us. 

Peio,  How  manv  be  there  of  them  ? 

Qads.  Some  eight  or  ten. 

FaL  Zounds  1  will  they  not  rob  us? 

P.  Hen,  What,  a  coward,  Sir  John  Paunch? 

FaL  Indeed,  1  am  not  John  of  Gaunt,  your 
grandfather :  but  yet  no  coward,  Hal. 

P.  Hen,  We'll  leave  that  to  the  proof. 

Poma.  Sirrah  Jack,  thy  horse  stands  behind  the 
hedge;  when  thou  need*st  him,  there  thou  shal^ 
find  him.    Farewell,  and  stand  fast 

FaL  Now  cannot  I  strike  him  if  I  should  Jbe 
hanged. 

P.  Hen,  Ned,  where  are  our  disguises? 

Poins,  Here,  hard  by ;  stand  close. 

[Exeunt  P.  Hemrt  and  Ponro. 

FaL  Now,  my  masters,  happy  man  be  his  dole, 
say  I ;  every  man  to  his  business. 

Enter  Travellers. 

1  TVoo.  Come,  neighbour ;  the  boy  shall  lead 
our  horses  down  the  hill :  well  walk  afoot  awhile, 
and  ease  our  legs. 

Thieves.  Stand. 

TrwD,  Jesu  bless  us  I 

FaL  Strike;  down  with  them ;  out  the  villain^' 
throats:  Ah  I  whoreson  caterpillars!  bacon  n»d 
knaves!  they  hate  us  youth:  down  with  thcdi: 
fleece  them. 

1  Tr^w.  0,  we  are  undone,  both  we  and  ours,  ior 
ever. 

FaL  Hang  ye,  gorbelliod  knaves  ;  Are  ye  un- 
done ?  No,  ve  fat  chufl^ ;  I  would  your  store  were 
here!  On,  bacons^  on !  What,  ye  knaves,  younsr 
men  must  live:  You  are  grand-jurors,  are  ye? 
We  II  jure  ye,  i'faith. 

{Exeunt  Faus.,  <fec.,  Awng  t^  Travellers  otrf. 

Re-enter  Prince  Henry  ami  Poms, 

P.  H,  The  tJueves  have  bound  the  true  men : 

Now  could  thou  and  1  rob  the  thieves,  and  go 

merrily  to   London,  it  would  be  argument  for  a 

week,  laughter  for  a  month,  andagoodjfst  forever. 
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Ihe  thieres  aro  scattered,  and  posseas'd  with  (mr 
So  stronglj,  that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other ; 
Each  takes  his  fellow  for  an  officer. 
Away,  good  Ned.    Falstaff  sweats  to  death, 
And  lards  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along : 
Were*t  not  for  laughing,  I  should  pitj  him. 
Pom$,  How  the  rogueroar*dI  [Exeunt. 


A    /2nom   in   the 


SCENE    IIL— Warkworth. 
CaetU, 


Enter  Hotspur,  reading  a  letter, 

"  Bat,  for  mine  own  part,  my  lord,  I  could 

be  well  contented  to  be  there,  in  respect  of  the 
love  I  bear  your  house." — He  could  be  contented,— 
Why  is  he  not  then?  In  respect  of  the  love  he 
bears  our  house :— he  shows  in  this,  he  loves  his 
own  bam  better  than  he  loves  our  house.  Let  me 
•ee  some  more.  *'  The  purpose  you  undertake  is  dan- 
gerous;"— Why,  that's  certain ;  'tis  dangerous  to 
take  a  cold,  to  sleep,  to  drink :  but  1  tell  yon,  mj 
lord  fjol,  out  of  this  nettle,  danger,  we  pluck  this 
flower,  safetv.  **  The  purpose  you  nndcrtake  is 
dangerous ;  tne  friends  you  nave  named  uncertain ; 
the  time  itself  unsurted ;  and  your  whole  plot  too 
light  for  the  counterpoise  of  so  great  an  opposi- 
tion."—Say  you  so,  say  you  so  V  I  say  unto  you 
again,  you  are  a  shallow,  cowardly  hind,  and  you 
lia.  What  a  kck-brain  is  this  I  I  protest,  our 
plot  is  as  good  a  plot  as  ever  wa:^  laid ;  our  triends 
true  and  constant :  a  good  plot,  good  friends,  and 
full  of  expectation ;  an  excellent  plot,  very  good 
friends.  W^hat  a  firosty-splrited  rogue  is  this  I 
Why,  my  lord  of  York  commends  the  plot  and  the 
general  course  of  the  action.  By  this  hand,  if  I 
were  now  by  this  rascal  I  could  brain  him  with  his 
lady's  (an.  Is  there  not  my  father,  my  uncle,  and 
myself?  Lord  Edmund  Mortimer,  my  L«»rd  of 
York,  and  Owen  Glendower?  Is  tliere  not, 
besides,  the  Douglas?  Have  I  not  all  their 
letters,  to  meet  me  in  arms  by  the  nimli  of  the 
next  month?  and  are  they  not,  some  of  them,  set 
forward  alreadv  ?  What  a  pagan  rascal  is  this ! 
an  infidel !  llal  you  shall  see  now,  in  very  sin- 
oeritv  of  fear  and  cold  heart,  will  he  to  the  king 
and  lay  open  all  our  proceedings.  O,  I  could 
divide  myself  and  go  to  buffets,  for  moving  such 
a  dish  ot  skimmed  milk  with  so  honourable  an 
action  I  Hung  himt  Let  him  tell  the  king: 
We  ace  prepared :  I  will  set  forward  to-night. 

Enter  Lady  Percy. 

How  now,  Kate?    I  must  leave  yon  within  these 
two  hours. 
Ixidy,  O,  my  good  lord,  why  are  yon  thus  alone? 
For  what  offence  have  I,  this  fortnight,  been 
A  bani:»h'd  woman  from  my  Harry 'r>  bed? 
Tell  me,  sweet  h>rd,  what  is*t  that  takes  fiom  thee 
Thy  stomach,  pleasure,  and  thy  golden  sleep? 
Why  dost  thou  bend  thine  eyes  upon  the  earth; 
And  start  so  often  u  hen  thou  sitt  st  alone  ? 
Why  hast  thou  lost  the  fresh  blood  in  thy  cheeks; 
And  given  my  treasures,  and  my  rights  of  thee, 
To  thick-cy'd  musing  and  curs'd  mdancholy? 
In  thv  Ikint  slumber.s  I  by  thee  liave  watched, 
'  And  heard  thee  murmur  tales  of  iron  wars : 
Speak  terms  of  manage  to  thy  boanding  steed ; 
Cry,  Courage  I— to  the  field  I  And  thou  hast  talk'd 
Of  sallies  and  retires ;  of  trenches,  tents; 
Of  palisadoes,  frontiers,  parapets; 
Of  basilisks,  of  cannon,  colverin ; 
Of  priaonen'  ranaom,  and  of  aoldiexa  tlaia 
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And  all  the  current  of  a  heady  fight. 
Thy  spirit  within  thee  hatli  been  .so  at  war, 
And  thus  hath  so  bestirred  thee  in  thy  sleep, 
That  beads  of  sweat  have  stood  upon  thy  brow. 
Like  bubbles  in  a  late  disturbed  stream : 
And  in  thy  face  strange  motions  have  appeared, 
Such  as  we  see  when  men  restrain  their  breath 
On  some  great  sudden  haste.    O,  what  portentJ 

are  these? 
Some  heavy  business  hath  my  lord  in  hand. 
And  I  must  know  it,  else  he  loves  me  not. 
Hot.  What,  hoi  ia  Gilliama  with  tlie  packet 

gone? 

Enter  Servant 

Sen.  He  is,  my  lord,  an  hoar  ago. 

Hot.  Hath  Butler  brought  these  horses  finom 
the  sheriff? 

Serv,  One  horse,  my  lord,  he  brought  even  now. 

Hot.  What  horse?  a  roan,  a  crop-ear,  ia  it  not? 

Serv,  It  is,  my  lord. 

Hot.  That  roan  shall  be  my  throne. 

Well,  I  will  back  him  straight:  EsperanUt — 
Bid  Butler  lead  him  forth  into  the  park. 

{Exit  Servant. 

Lady.  But  hear  you,  my  lord. 

Hot.  What  say'st  thou,  my  lady? 

Lady,  What  is  it  carries  you  away? 

Hot.  Why,  my  horse,  my  love,  my  horse. 

Lady.  Out,  you  mad-headed  ape  I 
A  weasel  hath  not  such  a  deal  or  spleen 
As  you  are  toss*d  with.    In  sooth, 
I'll  know  your  busine/««,  Harrv,  that  I  wilL 
I  fear,  my  brother  Mortimer  doth  stir 
About  his  title;  and  hath  sent  for  yon. 
To  line  his  enterprise :  But  if  you  go — 

Hot,  So  far  afoot,  I  shall  be  weary,  love. 

Lady,  Come,  come,  you  paraqui.o,  answer  me 
Directly  to  this  question  that  I  shall  ask. 
In  faith,  I'll  break  thy  little  finger,  Harry, 
An  if  thou  wilt  not  tell  me  all  things  true. 

Hot,  Away, 
Away,  you  trifler  I — Love  ? — I  love  thee  not, 
I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate :  this  is  no  world 
To  play  with  mammets  and  to  tilt  with  lips: 
We  must  have  bloody  noses  and  crack 'd  crowns. 
And  pass  them  current  too.— Gods  mc,  my  horse  I — 
What  say'st  thou,  Kate  ?  what  wouldst  thou  have 
with  me  ? 

Lady,  Do  you  not  love  me?  doyounot,tadeed? 
Well,  do  not,  then ;  for,  since  you  love  me  not, 
I  will  not  love  myself.    Do  you  not  love  me? 
Nav,  tell  me,  if  3rou  speak  in  jest,  or  no. 

Hot,  Come,  wilt  thou  see  me  ride  ? 
And  when  1  am  a  horseback,  I  will  swear 
1  love  tliee  infinitely.    But  bark  you,  Kato , 
I  must  not  have  you  henceforth  ouestion  me 
Whither  I  go,  nor  reason  whercaoout: 
Whither  I  must,  I  must ;  and,  to  conclude. 
This  evenmg  must  I  leave  you,  gentle  Kate. 
1  know  you  wise;  but  yet  no  further  wi^e 
Than  Harry  Percy's  wife :  constant  you  arci 
But  yet  a  woman :  and  for  secrecy 
No  lady  closer ;  for  I  well  believe 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  do«t  not  know 
And  so  far  will  [  trust  thee,  gentle  Kate ! 

Lady.  Howl  so  far? 

Hot,  Notaninchdirther.    But  hark  yon,  Kate : 
Whither  I  go  thither  shall  you  go  too ; 
To-day  will  I  set  forth,  to-morrow,  yon. — 
Will  this  content  yon,  Kate? 


SCENE  lY.— Eastcheap.    A  Boom  m  the  Bo«r*s 
Head  Tavern. 

Enter  Priooe  Hbnbt  and  Ponm. 

P.  Ben,  Ned,  prithee,  come  out  of  that  &t  room, 
and  lend  me  thy  hand  to  lau^h  a  little. 

Poitts,  Where  hast  been,  Hal  ? 

F  Hen,  With  three  or  four  logi^erheads, amongst 
three  or  four  score  hogsheads.  1  have  sounded 
the  very  base  strine^  of  humility,  hiirrah,  I  am 
Bwom  brother  to  a  leash  of  drawers ;  and  can  call 
them  all  by  their  christian  names,  as— Tom,  Dick, 
and  Francis.  They  take  it  already  upon  their 
salvation,  that,  though  1  be  but  Prince  of  Wales, 
yet  I  am  the  king  of  courtesy;  and  tell  me  flatly 
I  am  no  proud  Jack,  like  FalsUff;  but  a 
Corinthian,  a  lad  of  mettle,  a  good  boy,  and  when 
I  am  King  of  England,  I  shall  command  all  the 
good  lads  in  Eastcheap.  They  call  drinking  deep 
dying  scarlet:  and  when  you  breathe  in  your 
watering,  they  cry — hem !  and  bid  you  plajr  it  off. 
To  ctmclude,  I  am  so  good  a  proficient  in  one 
(quarter  of  an  hour,  that  [  can  drink  with  any 
tinker  in  his  own  language  during  my  life.  I  tell 
thee  Ned,  thou  hast  lost  much  honour  that  thou 
wert  not  with  me  in  this  action.  But,  sweet  Ned, — 
to  sweeten  which  name  of  Ned,  I  give  thee  this 
pennyworth  of  sugar,  clapped  even  now  into  my 
hand  by  an  under-sk inker;  one  that  never  spake 
other  English  in  his  life,  than—"  Eight  shillings 
and  six|)ence,**  and  **  lou  are  welcome ; "  with 
this  shrill  addition,—"  Anon,  anon,  sir  I  Score  a 
Dint  of  bastard  in  the  Half-moon,"  or  so.  But, 
Ned,  to  drive  away  time  till  Falstaff  come,  I 
prithee  do  thou  stand  in  some  by-room,  while  I 

aaestion  my  puny  drawer  to  what  end  he  gave  me 
)e  sugar  J  and  do  thou  never  leave  calling  Fran- 
cis, that  his  tale  to  me  may  be  nothing  but — anon. 
Step  aside,  and  I'll  show  thee  a  precedent 
Anns.  Francis  I 
P.  ffen.  Thou  art  perfect 
Pwia.  Francis  I  [ExWPothb. 

JBhiter  Fraxcib. 

FVan.  Anon,  anon,  sir. — Look  down  into  the 
Pomegranate,  Ralph. 

P.  Hen.  Come  hither,  Francis. 

jPVmt.  My  lord. 

P.  Hen.  How  long  hast  thou  to  serve,  Francis? 

I^hxn,  Five  years,  and  as  much  as  to— 

Poiiis.  I  Within]  Francis  I 

Fran.  Anon,  anou,  sir. 

P.  Hen,  Five  years  I  by*r  lady,  a  long  lease  for 
the  clinking  of  pewter.  But,  Francis,  darest  thou 
be  so  valiant  as  to  play  the  coward  with  thy  inden- 
are,  and  show  it  a  lair  pair  of  heels,  and  run  from 

/hm.  O  lord,  sir.  III   be  sworn  upon  aU  the 
books  in  England  I  could  find  in  my  heart— 
Poins.  [  Within]  Francis  I 
J^an.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 
P.  Hen.  How  old  art  t^An.  Frflnew? 
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Point.  [Within]  Fnineif 

Fran.  Anon,  anon. 

P.  hen.  Anon,  Francis?  No,  Francis:  bnt 
to-morrow,  rancis;  or,  Francis,  on  Thursday; 
or,  indeed,  Francis,  when  thou  wilt  But, 
Francis, — 

Fran.  My  lord? 

P.  Hen.  Wilt  thou  rob  this  leathern  jerkin, 
crystal  button,  nott-pated,  agate-ring,  pukfr«tock* 
iiig,  caddis-garter,  smooth- tongue,  Spanish-ponoh, — 

Fran.  0  lord,  sir,  who  do  you  mean  ? 

P.  Hen.  Why,  then,  your  brown  bastard  is  your 
only  drink :  for,  look  you,  Francis,  your  white 
canvas  doublet  will  sully:  in  BarlJary,  air,  it 
cannot  come  to  so  much. 

Fran,  What,  sir? 

Poina.  [WUhin]  Francis  I 

P.  lien.  Away,  you  rogue ;  Dost  thoa  not  hear 
them  call  ? 
[Here  they  both  caU  Itim;  the  Drawer  ttanas 
amazed^  nU  knowing  tchidi  way  to  go. 

Enter  Vintner. 

Vint.  What  I  stand'st  thou  still  and  hear^it  such 
a  calling?  Liook  to  the  guests  within.  [Exit 
Francis.]  My  lord,  old  mr  John,  with  half  a 
dozen  more,  are  at  the  door ;  Shall  I  let  them  in  ? 

P.  Heru  Let  them  alone,  awhile,  and  then  ope^ 
the  door.  {Exit  Vintner.]  Poins  I 

Ro-enter  Ponia. 

Pmts.  Anon,  anon,  sur. 

P.  Hen,  Sirrah  Falstaff  and  the  rest  of  the 
thieves  are  at  the  door.    Shall  we  be  merry  ? 

Poin»,  As  inerry  as  crickets,  my  lad.  But, 
hark  ye;  What  cunning  match  have  yon  made 
with  this  jest  of  the  drawer?  come,  what's  the 
issue? 

P.  Hen,  I  am  now  of  all  humours  that  have 
showed  themselves  humours,  since  the  old  days  of 
goodman  Adam,  to  the  pupil  age  of  this  present 
twelve  o'clock  at  midnight  [He-enter  Fbancib 
taith  wine,]     What's  o'clock,  Fnmcis? 

F\ran.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

P.  Hen.  That  ever  this  fellow  should  have  fewer 
words  than  a  parrot  and  yet  the  son  of  a  woman! 
His  industry  is — up-stairs,  and  down-stairs;  his 
eloquence,  the  parcel  of  a  reckoning.  I  am  not 
yet  of  i*ercy's  mind,  the  Hotspur  of  the  north ;  he 
that  kills  me  some  six  or  seven  dozen  of  Scots  at 
a  breakfast,  washes  his  hands,  and  says  to  hia  wife, 
•*  Fie  upon  this  quiet  life  1  I  want  work.**  "  O, 
my  sweet  Harrv,"  says  she,  "how  many  hast 
thou  killed  to-day?"  **(Jive  my  roan  horse  a 
drench,"  says  he;  and  answers, "  Some  fourteen"— 
an  hour  after ;  "  a  trifle,  a  trifle."  I  prithee,  call 
in  Falstaff:  I'll  play  Percy,  and  that  damned 
brawn  shall  play  Dame  Mortimer  his  wife. 
"  Kivo,"  sajs  the  drunkard.  CaU  in  ribs,  call  in 
tallow. 

Enter  Faiaaff,  Gadbhill,  Babdolph,  aand 

PETO. 
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FaL  Yon  rogue,  here^  lime  in  this  sack  too. 
There  is  nothing  but  roguery  to  be  found  in  vil- 
lainous man :  Yet  a  coward  is  worse  tlian  a  cup  of 
sack  with  lime  in  it :  a  villainous  coward. — Go 
thy  ways,  old  Jack ;  die  when  thou  wilt,  if  man- 
hood, good  manhood,  be  not  forgot  upon  the  face 
of  the  earth,  then  am  I  a  sh«tten  hernng.  There 
live  not  three  good  men  unhanged  in  England ; 
and  one  of  them  is  fat,  and  grows  old:  God  help 
the  while  I  a  bad  world,  I  say  I    I  would  I  were 


a  weaver;  I  could  sing  psalm^i  or  anytliing :  A 
plagae  of  all  cowards,  I  say  still. 
F.  Hen,  How  now,  woolsack  V  what  mutter  yoa  ? 


IbL  A  king's  son  I  If  I  do  not  beat  thee  out 
of  thy  kingdom  with  a  dagger  of  lath,  and  drive 
all  thy  subjects  afore  thee  like  a  flock  of  wild 
geese.  111  never  wear  hair  on  my  face  more.  You 
Prince  of  Wales  I 

P.  Hen,  Why,  you  whoreson  round  man  I  what's 
the  matter  ? 

FaL  Are  you  not  a  coward  ?  answer  me  to  that; 
wid  Poins  there? 

Foins.  *Zounds,  ye  fat  paunch,  an  ye  call  me 
30ward,  I'll  stab  thee. 

Fal.  1  call  thee  coward  I  111  see  thee  damned 
ere  I  call  thee  coward  :  but  I  would  give  a 
thousand  pound  I  could  run  as  fast  as  thou  canst. 
Tou  are  straight  enough  in  the  shoulders,  you 
eare  not  who  sees  your  back:  Call  you  that 
backing  of  your  friends?  A  plngne  upon  such 
backing  I  give  me  them  that  will  face  me.  Give 
jne  a  oup  of  sack :—  I  am  a  rogue  if  I  drunk 
tonday. 

F.  Hen,  O  villain!  thy  lips  are  scarce  wiped 
since  thou  drunk 'st  last. 

Fal,  All's  one  for  that.  A  plague  of  all  cowards, 
ttill  say  I.  [He  drinks, 

F,  Hen.  What's  the  matter? 

FaL  What's  tho  matter?  there  be  four  of  us 
here  have  ta'en  a  thousand  pound  this  morning. 

F,  Hen.  Where  is  it,  Jack?  where  is  it? 

FaL  Where  is  it?  taken  from  us  it  is:  a  hundred 
upon  poor  four  of  us. 

F.  Hen,  What,  a  hundred,  man  ? 

FaL  I  am  a  rogue  if  I  were  not  at  half-sword 
with  a  dpzen  of  them  two  hours  to«;ether.  I  have 
*scaped  by  a  miracle.  I  am  eight  times  tlirust 
through  the  doublet ;  four  tlirough  the  hose;  my 
buckler  cut  through  and  through ;  my  sword  haek'd 
like  a  hand-saw,  ecce  signum.  I  never  dealt  better 
since  I  was  a  man :  all  would  not  do.  A  plague 
of  all  cowards ! — Let  them  speak :  if  they  sucak 
more  or  less  than  truth  they  are  villains,  ana  the 
sons  of  darkness. 

F,  Hen,  Speak,  sirs,  how  was  it? 

Qads.  We  four  set  upon  some  dozen, — 

JFal.  Sixteen,  at  lea^t.  my  lord. 

Qads.  And  bound  them. 

Feto.  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 

FaL  You  rogue,  they  were  bound,  every  man 
of  them ;  or  I  am  a  Jew  else,  an  Ebrew  Jew. 

Gads.  As  we  were  sharing,  some  six  or  seven 
firesh  men  set  upon  us,  — 

FaL  And  unbound  the  rest,  and  then  come  in 
the  other. 

F,  Hen,  What,  fought  ye  with  them  all  ? 

FaL  AU  ?  I  knoTfc'  not  what  ye  call  all;  but  if  I 
fought  not  with  £fty  of  them  I  am  a  bunch  of 
radish :  if  there  were  not  two  or  three  and  fifty 
upon  poor  old  Jack,  then  am  I  no  two-legged 
creature. 

Foins.  Pray  Heaven  yoa  have  not  mnrthered 
lome  of  them. 
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FaL  Nay,  that's  past  praying  for:  I  have  pep- 
(tered  two  of  them :  two,  I  am  sure,  I  have  paia : 
two  ro^es  in  buckram  suits.  I  tell  thee  what, 
Hal, — if  I  tell  thee  a  lie,  spit  in  mv  face,  oall  me 
horse.  Thou  knowest  my  old  ward ; — here  I  lav, 
and  thus  I  bore  my  point  Four  rogues  in  buck- 
ram let  drive  at  me, — 

F,  Hen,  What  four?  thou  said'st  but  two,  even 
now. 
Fal.  Four,  Hal ;  I  told  thee  four. 
Foins.  Ay,  av,  he  said  four. 
Fed.  These  four  came  all  a-front,  and  mainlv 
thrust  at  me.     I  made  no  more  ado,  but  took  ail 
tlieir  seven  points  in  my  target,  thus. 

P.  Hen,  Seven  ?  why,  there  were  but  four,  even 
now. 
FaL  In  buckram. 
Foitts.  Ay,  four,  in  buckram  suits. 
Fal.  Seven,  by  these  hilts,  or  I  am  a  villain  else. 
P.  Hen.  Prithee,  let  him  alone;  we  shall  have 
more  anon. 

FuL  Dost  thou  hear  me,  Hal  ? 
P.  Hen.  Ay,  and  mark  thee  too.  Jack. 
Fal.  Do  so,  for  it  is  worth  the  listening  to.  These 
nine  in  buckram,  that  I  told  thee  of, — 
P.  Hen.  So,  two  more  already. 
Fed.  Their  points  being  broken,— 
Foins.  Down  fell  their  hose. 
Fal.  Began  to  give  me  ground:  but  I  followed 
me  close,  came  in  foot  and  hand;  and  with  a 
thought  seven  of  the  eleven  I  paid. 

P.  Hen.  O  monstrous  I  eleven  backram  men 
grown  out  of  two  I 

Fal.  But,  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  three  mis- 
begotten knaves  in  Kendal  green  came  at  my  back, 
and  let  drive  at  me ;— for  it  was  so  dark,  Hal,  that 
thoa  couldst  not  see  thy  hand 

P.  Hen,  These  lies  are  like  the  father  that 
begets  them  ;  gross  as  a  mountain,  open,  palpable. 
Why,  thou  clay-brained  guts ;  thou  knotty-patcd 
fool:  thou  whoreson,  obscene,  greasy,  tallow- 
ketch, — 

Fal,  What,  art  thoa  nud  ?  art  thoa  mad  ?  is  not 
the  truth  the  truth? 

P.  Hen.  Why,  how  oouldst  thou  know  these 
men  in  Kendal  green,  when  it  was  so  dark  thou 
couldst  not  see  thy  hand?  come,  tell  us  your 
reason;  What  sayest  thou  to  this? 
F&ins,  Come,  your  reason.  Jack,  your  reason. 
Fal,  What,  upon  compul.sion?  No;  were  I  at 
the  strappado,  or  all  the  racks  in  the  world,  I 
would  not  tell  you  on  compulsion.  Give  you » 
reason  on  compulsion !  if  reasons  were  as  plenty  aa 
blackberries  I  would  give  no  man  a  reason  upon 
compulsion,  I. 

P.  Hen.  Ill  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  sin ;  this 
sanguine  coward,  this  b^-presser,  this  horse-baok 
breaker,  this  huge  hill  of  flesh;  — 

FaL  Away,  you  starveling,  you  elf-skin,  yon 
dried  neat's-tongue,  bull's-pizzle,  you  stock-fish,—* 
O,  for  breath  to  utter  what  is  like  theel— yom 
tailor's  yard,  you  sheath,  you  bow-case,  you  vile 
standing  tuck  i — 

P.  Hen,  Well,  breathe  a  while,  and  then  to  *t  ^ 
again :  and  when  thou  hast  tired  thyself  in  baae 
comparisons,  hear  me  speak  bat  thus. 
Foitis.  Mark,  Jack. 

P.  Heru  We  two  saw  you  four  set  on  four ;  you 
bound  them,  and  were  masters  of  their  wealth. — 
Mark  now,  how  plain  a  tale  shall  put  you  down. — 
Then  did  we  two  set  on  you  four:  and,  with  a 
word,  out-faced  you  from  your  prize,  and  have  it; 
yea,  and  can  show  it  you  here  in  the  housA: — nnd 
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Falstaff,  jtm  carried  jonr  gats  ftway  as  nimbly, 
with  IS  quick  dexterity,  and  roared  for  mercy,  and 
still  ran  and  roared,  as  ever  I  heard  boU-calf. 
What  a  slave  art  tboa  to  hack  thy  sword  as  thou 
bast  done ;  and  then  say,  it  was  in  fight  I  What 
trick,  what  device,  what  starting-hole,  canst  thou 
now  find  out,  to  hide  tfaee  firom  this  open  and 
iq)parent  shame? 

Foins.  Come,  let's  hear,  Jack ;  What  trick  hast 
thou  now  ? 

Fal.  By  the  Lord,  I  knew  ye  as  well  as  he  that 
made  ye.  Why,  hear  ye,  my  masters :  Was  it  for 
me  to  kill  the  heir  apparent  r  Should  I  turn  upon 
the  true  prince?  Why,  thoa  knowest  I  am  as 
Taliant  as  Uercules :  but  beware  instinct ;  the  lion 
will  not  touch  the  true  prince.  Instinct  is  a  great 
matter ;  I  was  a  coward  on  instinct  I  shall  think 
the  better  ef  m3r8e]f,  and  thee,  during  my  life ;  I 
for  a  valiant  lion,  and  thou  for  a  true  prince.   But, 

lads,  I  am  glad  you  have  the  mone^. Hostess, 

dap  to  the  doors;  watch  to-mght,  pray  to- 
morrow.— Qallants,  lads,  boys,  hearts  of  gold,  all 
the  titles  of  good  fellowship  come  to  youl  What, 
shall  we  be  merry?  shall  we  have  a  play  extem- 
pore? 

F,  Hen,  Content;— and  the  argument  shall  be, 
thy  running  away. 

FaL  Ah  1  no  more  of  that,  Hal,  an  thou  lovestme* 

Enter  Hostess. 

Host.  My  lord  the  prince,— 

F.  Hm.  How  now,  my  lady  the  hostess?  what 
9ay*st  thou  to  me? 

Ho$t,  Marry,  my  lord,  there  is  a  nobleman  of 
the  court  at  the  door,  would  speak  with  yon :  he 
says  he  comes  from  your  father. 

P.  Hen,  Give  hira  as  much  as  will  make  him  a 
royal  man,  and  send  him  back  again  to  my  mother. 

FaL  What  n^mner  of  man  is  he  ? 

Ho9t.  An  old  man. 

FaL  What  doth  gravity  out  of  his  bed  at  mid- 
Qight?— Shall  1  give  him  his  answer? 

F,  Hen,  Prithee,  do.  Jack. 

FaL  'Faith,  and  111  send  him  packing.      [JScie. 

P.  Hen,  Now,  shw ;  byV  lady,  you  foui^ht  fidr ; — 
so  did  you,  Peto ;— so  did  you,  Bardolpli :  you  are 
lions  too,  yon  ran  away  upon  instinct,  you  will  not 
touch  the  true  prince ;  no, — ^fiel 

Bard,  'Faith,  I  ran  when  I  saw  others  run. 

P.  Hen,  Tell  me  now  in  earnest,  how  came  Fal- 
stafflB  sword  so  hacked  ? 

FUo.  Why,  he  hacked  it  with  his  dagger;  and 
said,  he  would  swear  truth  out  of  England,  but  he 
would  make  you  believe  it  was  done  m  fiirht ;  and 
persuaded  us  to  do  the  like. 

Beard,  Yea,  and  to  tickle  our  noses  with  spear- 
grass,  to  make  them  bleed ;  and  then  to  beslubber 
our  garments  with  it,  and  swear  it  vras  the  blood 
of  true  men.  I  did  that  I  did  not  this  seven  years 
before,  I  blushed  to  hear  his  monstrous  devices. 

P.  Bm.  O  villain,  thou  stolest  a  cup  of  sack 
eighteen  years  ago,  and  wert  taken  with  the 
manner,  and  ever  since  thou  hast  blushed  extem- 
pore: Thou  hadst  fire  and  sword  on  thy  side,  aiid 
yet  thoa  rann'st  away ;  What  instinct  hadst  thou 
(or  it? 

Bard,  JAj  lord,  do  tou  see  these  meteors  ?  do 
you  behold  these  exhalations? 

P.  Hen.  I  da 

Bard,  What  think  yon  they  portend? 

F,  Ben.  Hot  livers  and  oold  parses. 

Bard,  Choler,  my  lord,  if  rightly 

P.  Bm,  No  if  riishtly  taken,  baiter. 
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Here  oomes  lean  Jack,  here  comes  baro-bono. 
How  now,  my  sweet  creaturo  of  bombast?  How 
long  is 't  ago,  Jack,  since  thou  sawest  thine  own 
knee? 

Fal.  My  own  knee?  when  I  was  about  thy  jears 
Hal,  I  was  not  an  eagle's  talon  in  the  waist ;  I 
could  have  crept  into  any  alderman's  thurab-ruii<; 
A  plague  of  sighing  and  grief  I  it  blows  a  man  up 
like  a  bladder.  There's  vill.-tinous  news  abroad: 
here  was  Sir  John  Bracy  from  your  father ;  you 
must  to  the  court  in  the  morning.  That  same  mad 
fellow  of  the  North,  Percy ;  and  he  of  Wales,  that 
gave  Amaimon  the  bastinado,  and  made  Lucifer 
cuckold,  and  swore  the  devil  his  true  liegeman  upon 
the  cross  of  a  Welsh  hook, — What,  a  plague,  call 
you  him  ? — 

Foins.  0,  Glendower. 

FaL  Owen,  Owen ;  the  same ;— and  his  son-in- 
law,  Mortimer;  and  old  Northumberland;  and  the 
sprightly  Soot  of  Scots,  Douglas,  ttiat  runs  a 
horseback  up  a  hill  perpendicular. 

P.  Hen.  He  that  rides  at  high  speed,  and  with 
his  pistol  kills  a  sparrow  flying. 

^aL  You  have  nit  it. 

P.  Hen.  So  did  he  never  the  sparrow. 

FaL  Well,  that  rascal  hath  good  mettle  in  him. 
he  will  not  run. 

P.  Hen.  Why,  what  a  rascal  art  thou,  then,  to 
praise  him  so  for  running ! 

FaL  A  horseback,  ye  cuckoo!  but,  afoot  he  will 
not  budge  a  foot 

P.  Hen.  Yes,  Jack,  upon  instinct 

FaL  I  grant  ye,  upon  instinct.  Well,  he  is 
there  too,  and  one  Morualce,  and  a  thoi-sand  blue- 
caps  more :  Worcester  is  stolen  away  by  night ; 
thy  father's  beard  is  turned  white  with  the  news; 
you  may  buy  hind  now  as  cheap  as  stinking 
mackereL 

P.  Uen,  Then  *t  is  like,  if  there  come  a  hot  Juna, 
and  this  civil  bufieting  hold,  we  shall  buy  maiden- 
heads as  they  buy  hob-nails,  by  the  hundreds. 

FaL  By  the  mass,  lad,  thou  savesttrue;  it  is 
like  we  shall  have  good  trading  that  way.— But, 
tell  me,  Hal,  art  thou  not  horribly  afeard,  thoa 
bemg  heir  apparent?  Could  the  world  pick  thee 
out  three  such  enemies  again,  as  that  fiend  Douglas, 
that  spirit  Percy,  and  that  devil  Glendower  ?  Art 
thou  not  horribly  afraid  ?  doth  not  thy  blood  thrill 
at  it? 

P.  Hen,  Not  a  whit,  i'  faith ;  I  lack  some  of  thy 
instinct 

Fal.  Well,  thou  wilt  be  honibly  chid  to-morrow, 
when  thou  comest  to  thy  father :  if  thou  do  love 
me,  practise  an  answer. 

P.  Hen.  Do  thou  stand  for  my  father,  and 
examine  me  upon  the  particulars  of  my  life. 

FaL  Shall  1?  content :— This  chair  shall  be  my 
state,  this  dagger  my  sceptre,  and  this  cushion  my 
crown. 

P.  Hen.  Thy  state  is  taken  for  a  joint-stool,  thy 
golden  sceptre  for  a  leaden  dagger,  and  thy  pre- 
oious  rich  cruwn  for  a  pitiful  bald  crown  I 

Fal.  Well,  an  the  fire  of  grace  be  not  (luite  oat 
of  thee,  now  shalt  thou  be  moved. —Give  me  a 
oap  oTsack,  to  make  mine  eyes  look  red,  that  it 
may  be  thought  L  have  wept ;  for  I  must  speak  in 
passion,  and  I  will  do  it  in  King  Cambyses'  vein. 

P.  Hen,  Well,  here  is  my  leg. 

FaL  And  here  is  my  speech :— Stand  asida, 
nobility.  ■ 

fioft.  This  is  txoellent  sport,  ffaitQQie 
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FaL  Weep  not,  iweet  queen,  for  trickling  tears 

are  vain. 
Host,  0  the  father,  how  be  holds  his  oonn- 
tenance I    * 

PaL  For  God's  sake,  lords,  oonTey  mj  tristful 
queen, 
For  tears  do  stop  the  flood-^tes  of  her  eyes. 

ffoit,  O  rare!  he  doih  it  as  like  one  of  these 
harlotry  players  as  ever  1  see* 

FaL  Peace,  good  pint-pot;  p^«ce,  good  tickle- 
Jt>rain. — Harry,  I  do  not  only  marvol  where  thou 
spendest  thy  time,  but  also  how  thou  art  accom- 
panied :  for  though  the  camomile,  the  more  it  is 
podden  the  faster  it  ^ows,  yet  youth,  the  more  it 
is  wasted  the  sooner  it  wears.  That  thou  art  my 
son,  I  have  partly  thy  mother's  word,  partly  my 
own  opinion :  but  oliiefly,  a  villainous  trick  of 
thine  eye,  ana  a  foolish  hanging  of  thy  nether  lip, 
that  doth  warrant  me-  If  then  thou  be  son  to  me, 
here  lieth  the  point; — Why,  being  son  to  me,  art 
thoo  so  pointed  at?  Shall  the  blessed  sun  of 
heaven  prove  a  micher,  and  cat  blackberries  ?  a 
question  not  to  be  a.^^ked.  Shall  the  son  of  Eng- 
land prove  a  thief,  and  take  purses  ?  a  question  to 
be  asked.  There  is  a  thing,  Harry,  which  thou 
has*-  often  heard  of,  and  it  is  known  to  many  in 
our  land  by  the  name  <^  pitch  :  this  pitch,  as 
ancient  writers  do  report  doth  defile;  so  doth  the 
company  thon  keepcst :  for,  Harry,  now  1  do  not 
speak  to  thee  in  drink,  but  in  tears ;  not  in  pleasure, 
but  in  passion ;  not  in  words  only,  but  in  woes 
also: — And  yet  there  is  a  virtuous  man,  whom  I 
have  often  noted  in  thy  company,  but  1  know  not 
bis  name. 

P,  Ben,  Wltat  manner  of  man,  an  it  like  yonr 
minesty? 

FuL  A  good  pordy  man,  i'  faith,  and  a  cornu- 
lent ;  of  a  cheerful  look,  a  pleasing  eye,  and  a 
most  noble  carria{i:e ;  and,  as  I  think,  his  age  some 
fifty,  or,  by 'r  lady,  inclining  to  threescore;  and 
now  I  remember  me,  his  name  is  Falstaff ;  if  that 
man  should  be  lewdly  given,  he  deceives  me ;  for, 
Harrv,  I  see  virtue  in  his  looks.  If  then  the  tree 
may  be  known  by  the  fruit,  as  the  fruit  by  the 
tree,  then,  peremptorily  I  speak  it,  there  is  virtue 
In  tiiat  Falstaff:  him  keep  with,  the  rest  banish. 
And  tell  me  now,  thou  naughty  varlet,  tell  me, 
where  hast  tbou  been  this  month? 

P,  Hen,  Dost  thon  speak  like  a  king?  Do  tbou 
stand  for  me,  and  111  play  my  father. 

FaL  Depose  me?  if  thou  dost  it  half  so  gravely, 
so  majestically,  both  in  word  and  malter,  hang  me 
up  by  the  heels  for  a  rabbit-sucker,  or  a  poulter's 
hare 

P.  Ben,  Well,  here  I  am  set 

FaL  And  here  I  stand ;— judge,  my  masters. 

P.  Hen.  Now,  Harry,  whence  come  you? 

FaL  My  noble  lord,  from  Eastchea)). 

P,  Hen,  The  complaints  I  hear  of  thee  are 
grievous. 

FaL  'Sblood,  my  lord,  they  are  false : — nay,  111 
tlokle  ye  for  a  young  prince,  i*  faith. 

P.  nen,  Swearest  thou,  ungracious  bov?  hence- 
forth ne'er  look  on  me.  Thou  art  violently  cai  ried 
away  from  grace :  there  is  a  devil  haunts  the<',  in 
the  likeness  of  a  fat  old  man :  a  tun  of  a  man  is 
thy  companion.  Why  dost  thou  converse 'with 
that  trunk  of  humours,  that  bolting  hutch  of  beast- 
liness, that  swoln  parcel  of  dropsies,  that  huge 
bombard  of  sack,  tnat  stufleJ  cloak-bag  of  guts, 
that  roasted  Manningtree  ox  with  the  pudding  in 
his  bellv,  that  reverend  vice,  that  grey  iniquitv, 
that  father  ruffian,  that  vani^uL  years?  Wherein 
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is  he  good,  but  to  taste  sack  and  drink  it?  wherete 
neat  and  cleanly,  but  to  carve  a  capon  and  eat  it? 
wherein  cunning,  but  in  craft  ?  wherein  crafty,  bu« 
in  villainy?  wherein  villainous,  but  in  all  ihmgsf 
wherein  worthv,  but  in  nothing  ? 

Fal,  I  would  your  grace  would  take  me  witi 
yon.    Whom  mean?  your  grace  ? 

P.  Hen.  That  villainous  abominable  misleader 
of  youth,  Falstaff,  that  old  white-bearded  Satan. 

Pal  My  lord,  the  man  I  know. 

P,  Hen,  I  know  thou  dost. 

al .  But  to  say  I  know  more  harm  in  him  than 
in  mjrself,  were  to  say  more  tl.an  I  know.  That 
he  is  old  (the  more  the  pity),  his  white  hairs  do 
witness  it :  but  that  he  is  (saving  your  reverence)  a 
whoremaster,  that  I  utterly  deny.  If  sack  and 
sugar  be  a  fault.  Heaven  help  the  wicked  I  If  to 
be  old  and  merry  be  a  sin,  then  many  an  old  host 
that  I  know  is  damned :  if  to  be  &t  be  to  be  bated, 
then  Pharaoh's  lean  kine  are  to  be  loved.  No, 
niy  good  lord:  banish  Peto,  banish  Bardolph, 
banish  Poins :  out  for  sweet  Jack  Falstaff,  kmd 
Jack  Falstaff,  true  Jack  FalsUff,  valiant  Jack 
Falstaff,  and  therefore  more  valiant,  being,  as  he 
is,  old  Jack  Falstaff,  bani<sh  not  him  thy  Harry's 
company;  banL-h  plump  Jack,  and  banish  all  the 
world. 

P.  Hen,  I  do,  I  will.  [A  knocking  heard, 

[Exeunt  Hostess,  Fbanois,  and  Babdolph 

£e-enter  Babdolph,  running. 

Bard,  O,  my  lord,  my  lord;  the  sheriff;  with  a 
most  monstrous  watch,  is  at  the  door. 

Fal.  Out,  you  rogue !  p'av  out  the  play :  I  Lave 
much  to  say  m  the  behalt  of  that  Falstan. 

Be-enter  Hostess,  hastily. 

Host,  O,  my  lord,  my  lord ! 

FaL  Heigh,  height  the  devil  rides  upon  a  fiddle- 
stick :  What's  the  matter  ? 

Host,  The  sheriff  and  all  the  watch  are  at  the 
door:  they  are  come  to  search  the  house;  Shall  J 
let  them  in  ? 

FaL  Dost  tbou  bear,  Hal  ?  never  call  a  true 
piece  of  gold  a  counterfeit;  thou  art  essentially 
mad,  without  seeming  so. 

P,  Ben,  And  thou  a  natural  coward,  without 
instinct. 

FaL  I  deny  your  major:  if  you  will  deny  the 
sheriff,  so;  if  not,  let  him  enter :  if  1  become  not 
a  cart  as  well  as  another  man,  a  plague  on  my 
bringing  upl  I  hope  I  shall  as  soon  be  strangled 
with  a  halter  as  another. 

P,  Hen,  Go,  hide  thee  behind  the  arras;— the 
rest  walk  up  above.  Now,  my  masters,  for  a  true 
face  and  good  conscience. 

FaL  Both  which  I  have  had :  but  their  date  Is 
out,  and  therefore  111  hide  me. 

[Exeunt  aU  but  the  Pbinob  and  PoiHs. 

P.  Een.  Call  in  the  sheriff: 

Enter  Sheriff  and  Carrier. 

Now,  master  sheriff ;  what  is  your  will  with  me  ? 

Sher.  First,  pardon  me.  my  lord.  A  hue  and  cry 
Hath  follow 'd  certain  men  tmto  this  house. 

P.  Hen,  What  men? 

Sher,  One  of  them  is  well  known,  my  gracious 
lord; 
A  gross  fiit  -man. 

Car.  As  fat  as  butter. 

P.  Ben,  The  man,  I  do  assure  you,  is  not  here. 
For  I  myself  at  this  time  have  employed  him.  ^ 
And,  sheriff,  I  will  engage  my  word  to  theeQQ [^ 
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That  I  wIlJ,  by  to-morrow  dinner  time, 
Bend  him  to  answer  thee,  or  any  man, 
For  anything  he  shall  be  charg'd  withal* 
And  so  let  me  entreat  too  leave  the  house. 

8her,  J  will,  my  lord :  There  are  two  gentlemen 
Haye  in  this  robbery  lost  three  hundred  marks. 

P.  Hen.  It  may  be  so :  if  he  have  robb'd  these  men 
Be  shall  be  answerable ;  and,  so,  farewell. 

aher.  Good  night,  my  noble  lord. 

P.  Hen,  I  think  it  is  gooil  morrow ;  Is  it  not? 

&ier.  Indeed,  my  lord,  1  think  it  be  two  o'clock. 
[Exeunt  SSheriflfaTui  Carrier. 

P.  Hen.  This  oily  rascal  is  known  aa  well  as 
Paul's. 
Go,  call  him  forth. 

Pcina.  FalstafTI — fast  asleep  behind  the  arras, 
and  snorting  like  a  horse. 

P.  Hetu  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  breath: 
SeEU-ch  his  pockets.  [Poimb  9ecarche$!\  What  hast 
thon  found  r 
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Poms.  Nothing  but  papers,  my  lord. 

P.  Hcju  Let's  see  what  they  be :  read  them. 

Poina.  Item,  A  capon,  28.  2d. 
Item,  Sauce,.  4d. 
Item,  Sack,  two  gallons,  5s.  8d. 
Item,  Anchovies  and  sack  after  supper,  2s.  63. 
Item,  Bread,  a  halfpenny. 

P.  Hen.  0  monstrous  1  but  one  halfpennyworth 
of  bread  to  this  intolerable  deal  of  sack  I— What 
there  is  else,  keen  close;  well  read  it  at  more 
advantage:  there  let  him  sleep  till  day.  111  to 
the  court  in  tlie  morning :  we  must  all  to  the  wars, 
and  thy  place  shall  be  honourable.  Ill  procure 
this  fat  rogue  a  charge  of  foot ;  and,  I  know,  his 
death  will  be  a  march  of  twelve-score.  The 
money  shall  be  paid  back  again  with  advantage. 
Be  with  me  betimes  in  the  morning;  and  so  good 
morrow,  Poins. 

Poms,  Good  morrow,  good  my  lord. 


ACT  IIL 


SCENE  1. — Bangor.  A  Poomm  e^Archdeacon^s 
House, 

Enter  Hotspub,  Worcester,  Mortimer,  and 
Glendower. 

Mart.  These  pomises  are  fair,  the  parties  smre, 
And  our  induction  full  of  prosperous  hope. 

Hot,  Lord  Mortimer, — and  cousin  Glendower, — 
Will  yon  sit  down? — 
Ajid,  uncle  Worcester :— A  plagae  upon  itt 
I  have  forgot  the  map. 

Glend,  No,  here  it  is. 

Sit,  cousin  Percy;  sit,  good  cousin  Hotspur; 
For  by  that  name  as  oft  as  Lancaster 
Doth  speak  of  you. 

His  cheek  loolis  pale,  and,  with  a  rising  sigh. 
He  wisheth  you  m  heaven. 

Hot,  And  you  in  hell,  as  often  as  he  hears 
Owen  Glendower  spoke  of. 

Qlend.  I  cannot  blame  him :  at  my  nativity. 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  hery  shapes. 
Of  burning  cressets ;  and,  at  my  birth. 
The  frame  and  huge  foundation  of  the  earth 
Shak'd  like  a  coward. 

Hoi,  Why,  so  it  would  have  done  at  the  same 
aeason,  if  your  mother's  cat  had  but  kittened, 
though  yourself  had  ne'er  been  born. 

Qlmi,  I  say,  the  earth  did  shake  when  I  was 
bom. 

Hot,  And  I  say,  the  earth  was  not  of  my  mind. 
If  you  suppose  as  fearing  you  it  shook. 

Qlend,  The  heavens  were  all  on  fire,  the  earth 
did  tremble. 

Bot,  O,  then  the  earth  shook  to  see  the  heavens 
on  fire. 
And  not  in  fear  of  yoor  nativity. 
Diseased  nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 
In  strange  eruptions ;  oft  the  teeming  earth 
Is  with  a  kind  of  colic  pinch 'd  and  vex'd 
By  the  imprisoning  of  unruly  wind 
Within  her  womb ;  which,  for  enlargement  striving. 
Shakes  the  old  beldame  earth,  and  topples  down 
Steeples,  and  moss-grown  towers.    At  your  birth, 
Our  grandam  earth,  having  this  distemperature, 
In  passion  shook. 

GUmd.  Cousin,  of  many  men 

I  do  not  bear  these  crossings.    Give  me  leave 
To  tell  yoa  onoe  again,— that  at  my  birth 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  shanes ; 
Hie  goati  ran  from  the  mountains  and  tne  herds 


Were  strangely  clamorous  to  the  frighted  fields. 
These  signs  have  mark'd  me  extraordinary ; 
And  all  tlie  courses  of  my  life  do  show 
I  am  not  in  the  roll  of  common  men. 
Where  is  the  living, — clipp'd  in  with  the  sea 
That  chides  the  banks  of  England,    Scotland. 

Wales,— 
Which  calls  me  pupil,  or  hath  read  to  me? 
And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  woman's  son. 
Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  ways  of  art. 
And  hold  me  pace  in  deep  experiments. 

Hot,  I  think  there's  no  man  speaks   better 
Welsh; 
m  to  dinner. 

Mort,  Peace,  cousin  Percy :  yon  will  make  him 
mad. 

OUnd,  I  can  call  spirits  from  the  vasty  deep. 

Hot.  Why,  so  can  I ;  or  so  can  any  man : 
But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them  ? 

Qlend,  Why,  i  can  teach  thee,  cousin,  to  com- 
mand the  devil. 

Hot,  And  I  can  teach  thee,  coz,  to  shame  the 

devil. 

By  telling  truth  ;  Tell  truth,  and  shame  the  devil. 

If  thou  have  power  to  raise  him,  bring  him  hither. 

And  I'll  be  sworn  I  have  power  to  shame  him 

hence. 
O,  while  you  live,  tell  truth,  and  shame  the  devil. — 

Mort.  Come,  come,  no  more  of  this  unprofitable 
chat 

Qlend,  Three  times  hath  Henry  BoUngbroke 
made  head 
Against  my  power :  thrice  from  the  banks  of  Wye, 
And  sandy-lwttom'd  Severn,  have  I  sent  him. 
Bootless  home,  and  weather-beaten  back. 

Hot,  Home  without  boots,  and  in  foul  weather 
too? 
How  'scapes  he  agues,  in  the  devil's  name  ? 

Qlend.  Come,  here's  the  map :   Shall  we  divide 
our  right. 
According  to  our  tnree-fold  order  ta'en  ? 

Mort,  The  archdeacon  hath  divided  it 
Into  three  limits,  very  equally : 
England,  from  Trent  and  Severn  hitherto, 
By  south  and  east,  is  to  my  part  assign'd : 
All  westward,  Wales  beyona  the  Severn  pnore, 
And  all  the  fertile  land  within  that  bound, 
To  Owen  Glendower: — and,  dear  coz,  to  vou 
The  remnant  northward,  lying  off  from  Trenv- 
And  our  indentures  tripartite  are  dr»wn|QQ|p 
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Which  being  sealed  interohangeabi/ 

lA,  business  that  this  night  roaj  execute), 

To-morrow,  cousin  Percy,  you,  and  I, 

And  my  good  lord  of  Worcester,  will  set  forth, 

To  meet  your  father,  and  the  Scottish  power. 

As  is  apjwinted  us,  at  Shrewsbury. 

My  fether  Glendower  is  not  ready  yet, 

Nor  shall  we  need  his  help  these  fourteen  days  :— 

Within  that  space  [7b  Glbnd.]  you  may  have 

drawn  together 
Tour  tenants,  friends,  and  neighbouring  gentlemen. 

Qlend.  A  shorter  time  shall  send  me  to  you, 
lords, 
And  in  my  conduct  shall  your  ladies  come : 
From  whom  you  now  must  steal,  and  take  no 

leave; 
Forthere  will  be  a  world  of  water  shed,        ^ 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  wives  and  you. 

Mot.  Methinks,  my  moiety,  north  from  BurtoD 
here, 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours: 
See  how  this  river  comes  me  cranking  in. 
And  cuts  me,  from  the  best  of  all  my  land, 
A  huge  half-moon,  a  monstrous  cantle  out. 
Ill  have  the  current  in  this  place  damm'd  up ; 
And  here  the  smug  and  silver  Trent  shall  run 
In  a  new  channel,  fair  and  evenly : 
It  shall  not  wuid  with  such  a  deep  indent, 
To  rob  me  of  so  rich  a  bottom  here. 

Cflend.  Not  wind?  it  shall,  it  must;  you  see  it 
doth. 

MoH.  Yea, 
But  mark  how  he  bears  his  course,  and  runs  rac  up 
With  like  advantage  on  the  other  side ; 
Gelding  the  opposed  continent  as  much 
As  on  the  other  side  it  takes  from  you. 

War.  Yea,  but  a  little  charge  will  trench  him 
here. 
And  on  this  north  side  win  this  cape  of  land ; 
And  then  he  runs  straight  and  even. 

Hot  111  have  it  so ;  a  little  charge  will  do  it. 

Olend.  I  will  not  have  it  alter'd. 

Hot,  Will  not  you? 

Olend,  No,  nor  yon  shall  not. 

Hot.  Who  shall  say  me  nay? 

OUmd,  Why,  that  will  I. 

Hot.  Let  me  not  understand  you  then ; 

Speak  it  in  Welsh. 

QUnd.  I  can  speak  Englbh,  lord,  as  well  as  yon: 
For  I  was  train'd  up  in  the  English  court : 
Where,  being  but  yonng,  I  framed  to  the  liarp 
Many  an  English  ditty,  lovely  well. 
And  gave  the  tongue  a  helpful  ornament; 
A  virtue  that  was  never  seen  in  you . 

Hot.  Marry,  and  I'm  glad  oft  with  all  ray  heart : 
I  had  rather  be  a  kitten  and  cry  mew. 
Than  one  of  these  same  metre  ballad-mongers ; 
I  ha  J  rather  hear  a  brazen  candlestick  turii'd, 
Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  the  axle-tree; 
And  that  would  set  my  teeth  nothing  on  edge. 
Nothing  so  much  as  mincing  poetry ; 
*T  is  like  the  forc'd  gait  of  a  shuffling  nag. 

Qlend,  Come,  you  shall  have  Trent  turn'd. 

Hot.  Idon<»tcare:  111  givethrioesomuch  lanl 
To  any  well-deserving  friend : 
But  in  the  way  of  bargain,  mark  ye  me, 
111  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair. 
Are  the  indentures  drawn  ?  shall  we  be  gone  ? 

Qlen.  The  moon  shines  fisir,  you  may  away  by 
night : 
111  haste  the  writer,  and,  withal. 
Break  with  your  wives  of  your  departure  henoe: 
t  am  afraid  my  daughter  will  run  mad, 


IV. --PART  I. 
So  much  she  doteth  on  her  Mortimer. 

Mori.  Fie,  cousin  Percy!  how  yon  cross  my 
father! 

Hot.  I  cannot  choose :  sometime  he  angers  mo 
With  telling  me  of  the  mold  warp  and  the  ant 
Of  the  dreamer  Merlin,  and  his  prophecies 
And  of  a  dragon  and  a  finless  fish, 
A  clip-wingea  griffin,  and  a  moulten  raven, 
A  couching  lion,  and  a  ramping  cat. 
And  such  a  deal  of  skimble-skamble  stuff 
As  puts  me  from  my  faith.    I  tell  you  what, — 
He  neld  me,  last  night,  at  least  nine  hours, 
In  reckoning  up  the  .^veral  devils*  names 
That  were  his  lackeys:  I  cried,  hum, — and  well,^ 

go  to,— 
But  mai  k'd  him  not  a  word.    O,  he^s  as  tedious 
As  is  a  tired  horse,  a  railing  wife; 
Worse  than  a  smoky  house: — I  had  rather  live 
With  cheese  and  garlic  in  a  windmill,  far. 
Than  feed  on  cates,  and  have  him  talk  to  me, 
In  any  summer-house  in  Christendom. 

Mort.  In  faith ^  he  is  a  worthy  gentleman; 
Exceedingly  well  read,  and  profited 
In  strange  concealments ;  valiant  as  a  lion. 
And  wondrous  affable;  and  as  bountiful 
As  mines  of  India.     Shall  I  tell  you,  cousin  ? 
He  holds  your  temper  in  a  hi^h  respect. 
And  curbs  himself  even  of  his  natural  scope, 
When  yon  do  cross  his  humour  *  faith,  he  does : 
I  warrant  you  that  man  is  not  alive 
M  ight  so  have  tempted  him  as  you  have  done, 
Without  the  taste  of  danger  and  reproof; 
But  do  not  use  it  oft,  let  me  entreat  yon. 

Wor.  In  faith,  my  lord,  you  are  too  wilful-blame; 
And  since  your  coming  hither,  have  done  enough 
To  put  him  quite  beside  his  patience. 
Yon  must  needs  learn,  lord,  to  amend  this  fault. 
Though  sometimes  it  shows  greatness,  courage 

blood, — 
And  that's  the  dearest  grace  it  renders  yon,— 
Yet  oftentimes  it  doth  present  harsh  ragr 
Defect  of  manners,  want  of  government, 
Pride,  haughtiness,  opinion,  and  disdain : 
The  least  of  which,  haunting  a  nobleman, 
Loseth  men's  hearts;  and  leaves  behind  a  stain 
Upon  the  beauty  of  all  parts  besides, 
Beguiling  them  of  commendation. 

Hot.  Well,  I  am  school'd ;  good  manners  be  your 
speed  I 
Here  come  our  wives,  and  let  us  take  our  leave. 

Reenter  Glkndoweb,  tnth  the  Ladies. 

Mort.  This  is  the  deadly  spite  that  angers  me,— 
My  wife  can  speak  no  English,  I  no  Welsh. 
Gknd.  My  daughter  weeps;  she  will  not  part 
with  you. 
Shell  be  a  soldier  too,  shell  to  tlie  wars. 
Mort.  Good  father,  tell  her,— that  she,  and  my 
aunt  Percy, 
Shall  follow  in  your  conduct  speedily. 

fGLENnowEB  speaks  to  his  daugJilcr  m 
W^cl^h,  cmd  she  answers  him  in  the 
same. 
QUnd.  She's  desperate  here;  a  peevish  self-wiU'd 
harlotry. 
One  that  no  persuasion  can  do  good  upon. 

[Lady  M.  speaks  to  Mortimkr  in  Welsh. 

MoH.  I  understand  thy  looks :  thatpre'ty  Welsh 

Which  thou  pourest  down  from  these  swelling 

heavens, 
I  am  too  perfect  in;  and,  but  for  shame, 
In  such  a  parley  should  I  answer  thee. 

\iMy  M.  spfoic 
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1  understand  thy  kisses,  and  thoa  mine, 

And  that's  a  feeling  disputation: 

Bat  I  will  Dev«3r  be  a  truant,  lore, 

Till  1  have  leam'd  thy  language :  for  thy  tongue 

Makes  Welsh  w  sweet  as  ditties  highly  penned, 

Sung  by  a  fair  queen  in  a  summer's  bower, 

With  ravishing  division,  to  her  lute. 

OlauL  Nay,  if  thou  melt,  then  will  she  run  roa^l. 
[Ln'ly  M.  sj^eaks  again, 

Mbrt.  O,  I  am  ignorance  it^ulf  in  this. 

Qignd,  She  bids  you  on  the  wanton  rushes  lay 
you  down. 
And  rest  your  gentle  head  upon  her  lap, 
And  she  will  sing  the  song  that  pleaseth  you. 
And  on  your  eyelids  crown  the  ^od  of  sleep, 
Charming  yocr  blood  with  pleasmg  heaviness  ; 
Making  such  difference  betwixt  wa  e  and  sleep. 
As  is  the  difference  betwixt  day  and  night, 
The  hour  before  the  heavenly-harness'd  team 
Begins  his  golden  progress  in  the  east. 

iforL  With  all  my  heart  111  sit  and  hear  her 
sing: 
By  that  time  will  our  book,  I  think,  be  drawn. 

OlemL  D080; 
And  those  musicians  that  shall  play  to  yon. 
Hang  in  the  air  a  thousand  leagues  from  hence; 
And  straight  they  shall  be  here :  sit,  and  attend. 

Hot.  Come,  Kate,  thou  art  perfect  in  lying  down : 
Come,  quick,  quick  *  that  I  may  lay  my  head  in 
thy  lap. 

Lady  P.  Ch),  ye  giddy  goose. 
Glbkdowbr  tpeaks  tomt  Welsh  loordSi,  and  (Km 
the  musk  plays. 

Hot.    Now  I  perceive  the  devil  understands 
Welsh; 
And  *ti8  no  marvel,  he's  so  hnmoroua. 
By>  lady,  he's  a  good  musician. 

Laibf  P,  Then  would  you  be  nothing  bat 
musical;  for  you  are  altogether  governed  by 
humours.  Lie  still,  ye  thief,  and  hear  the  lady 
ring  in  Welsh. 

Hot.  I  had  rather  hear  Lady^  my  brach,  howl 
in  Irish. 

Lad^  P.  Wouldst  thou  have  thy  head  broken  ? 

Hut.  No. 

Lady  P.  Then  be  still. 

Hot    Neither;  Vis  a  wom.in*g  fault. 

Lady  P.  Now  Gi>d  help  thee  I 

Hot.  To  the  Welsh  lady's  bed. 

Lady  P.  What's  thai  ? 

HoL  Peace !  she  sings. 

A  Welsh  SONG,  mmg  by  Lady  M, 

Hot.  Come,  Kate,  111  have  your  song  too. 

Lacbf  P.  Not  mine,  in  good  sooth. 

IIoL   Not  yours,  in  good  sooth!   'Heart,  yon 
6wear  like  a  comfit-maker's  wife  1  Not  you,  in  good 
sooth ;  and,  As  true  as  I  live ;  and.  As  God  shall 
*nend  me ;  and,  As  sure  as  day : 
And  giv'st  such  sarcenet  surety  for  thy  oaths, 
Aa  if  thou  never  walk'dst  farther  than  Finsbnry. 
Swear  me,  Kate,  like  a  lady,  as  thou  art, 
A  good  mouth-filling  oath :  and  leave  in  sooth, 
And  such  protest  of  pepper-gingerbread, 
To  velvet-guards,  and  ounday -citizens. 
Come,  sing. 

Lady  P.  I  wiU  not  ring. 

Hot.  Tis  the  next  way  to  torn  tailor,  or  be  red- 
oreast  (eaoher.  An  the  indentures  be  drawn.  111 
away  within  these  two  hoars;  and  so  come  in 
when  ye  wiiL  •  [Exit. 

CRmd,  Come,  ooma^  Lord  Mortimer ;  you  are 
asriow. 
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As  hot  Lord  Perc^  is  on  fire  to  go. 
By  this  our  book  is  drawn ;  we  will  hot  seal, 
And  then  to  horse  immediately. 
Mort.  With  all  my  heart      \ExemL 

SCENE  II.— London.  A  Room  in  ihs  Palace. 
Enter  King  He^jry,  Prmceof  Wales,  anJ Lords 

K.  Hen.  Lords,  give  us  leave ;  the  Prince  of 
Wales  and  I 
Must  have  some  private  conference :  Bat  be  near 

at  hand. 
For  we  shall  presently  have  need  of  you. 

[Exit  Lords. 
I  know  not  whether  God  will  have  it  so. 
For  some  displeasing  service  I  have  done, 
That,  in  his  secret  doom,  out  of  my  blood 
He'll  breed  revengement  and  a  scourge  for  me ; 
But  thou  dost,  in  thy  passages  of  life, 
Make  me  believe  that  thou  art  only  roark'd 
For  the  hot  vengeance  and  the  rod  of  Heaven, 
To  punish  my  mis-treadings.    Tell  me  else 
Could  such  inordinate  and  low  desires. 
Such  poor,  such  bare,  such  lewd,  sach    mean 

attempts, 
Sach  barren  pleasures,  rude  society, 
As  thou  art  match 'd  withal  and  grafted  to, 
Accompany  the  greatness  of  thy  blood. 
And  hold  their  level  with  th;^  princely  heart  ? 

P.  Hen.  So  please  your  migesty,  I  would  I  could 
Quit  all  offences  with  as  clear  excuse, 
As  well  as,  I  am  doubtless,  I  can  purge 
Myself  of  many  I  am  charg'd  withal: 
Yet  such  extenuation  let  me  beg. 
As,  in  reproof  of  many  tales  devb'd,^ 
Which  Oft  the  ear  of  greatness  needs  must  hear,— 
By  smiling  pick  hanks  and  base  newsmongers, 
I  may,  for  some  things  true,  wherein  my  youtli 
Hath  faulty  wander'd  and  irre^lar, 
Find  pardon  on  my  true  submission. 

K,  Hen.  God  psodon  thee  I— yet  let  me  wonder, 
Harry, 
At  thy  affections,  which  do  hold  a  wing 
Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  ancestors. 
Thy  place  in  council  thoa  hast  rudely  lost. 
Which  by  thy  younger  brother  is  supplied; 
And  art  almost  an  alien  to  the  hearts 
Of  all  the  court  and  princes  of  my  blood : 
The  hope  and  expectation  of  thy  time 
Is  ruin^ ;  and  the  soul  of  every  man 
Prophetically  does  forethink  thy  fall. 
Had  I  so  lavish  of  mv  presence  been. 
So  common-hackney^i  m  the  eyes  of  men, 
80  stale  and  cheap  to  valgar  company, 
Opinion,  that  did  help  me  to  the  crown, 
Hotl  still  kept  loyal  to  possession ; 
And  left  me  in  reputeless  banishment, 
A  fellow  of  no  mark,  nor  likelihood. 
By  being  seldom  seen,  I  could  not  stir 
But,  like  a  comet,  I  was  wonder 'd  at: 
That  men  would  tell  their  children, — This  is  he ; 
Others  would  say,— Where?  which  is  Bolingbroke  > 
And  then  I  stole  all  courtesv  from  Heaven, 
And  dress'd  myself  in  such  humility. 
That  I  did  pluck  allegiance  from  men's  hearts. 
Loud  shouts  and  saluutions  from  their  mouths 
Even  in  the  presence  of  tlie  crowned  king. 
Thos  I  did  keep  my  person  fresh  and  new ; 
My  presence,  luce  a  robe  ])ontifica], 
Ne'er  seen  bat  wonder'd  at :  and  so  my  sUte, 
Seldom,  but  sumptuous,  shelved  like  a  feast ; 
And  won,  by  rareness,  such  solemnly. 
The  ridding  king.  h.  »bW  «,(;«(5^J^ 


With  shallowr  Jesters  and  rash  bavin  wits. 
Boon  kindled  and  soon  burn*d  :  carded  his  state ; 
Mingled  his  royalty  with  capering  fools, 
Had  his  great  name  profaned  with  their  scorns : 
And  gave  his  countenance,  a;,'ainst  his  name, 
To  laugh  at  gibing  boys,  and  stand  the  push 
Of  every  beardless  vain  comparative: 
Grew  a  companion  to  the  common  streets, 
Enfeoff 'd  himself  to  popularity: 
That  being  daily  swallow  d  by  men's  eyes, 
They  surfeited  with  honey,  and  began 
To  loathe  the  taste  of  sweetness,  whereof  a  little 
More  than  a  little  is  by  much  too  much. 
So,  when  he  had  occasion  to  be  seen, 
He  was  but  as  the  cuckoo  is  in  June, 
Heard,  not  regarded;  seen,  but  with  snch  eyes, 
As,  sick  and  blunted  with  commoiiity, 
Afford  no  extraordinary  gaze, 
Such  as  is  bent  on  sun-like  minesty 
When  it  shines  seldom  in  admiring  eyes : 
Bat  rather  drows'd,  and  hung  their  eyelids  down, 
Slept  in  his  faoe,  and  rendered  such  aspect 
As  cloudy  men  use  to  their  adversaries ; 
Bein^  with  his  presence  glutted,  gorg'd,  and  full. 
And  m  that  very  line,  Harry,  standest  thou : 
For  thou  hast  lost  thy  princely  privileg^ 
With  vile  participation ;  not  an  eye 
But  is  fr- weary  or  thy  common  sight. 
Save  mine,  which  hath  desir'd  to  see  thee  more; 
Which  now  doth  that  I  would  not  have  it  do. 
Make  blind  itself  with  foolish  tenderness. 
P.  Hen,  I  shall  hereafter,  my  thrioe-gracious 
lord, 
Be  more  myself. 

K.  Ben,  For  all  the  world. 

As  thou  art  to  this  hour,  was  Richard  then 
When  I  from  France  set  foot  at  Ravenspurg; 
And  even  as  I  was  then  is  Percy  now. 
Now  bv  my  sceptre,  and  my  soul  to  boot, 
He  hath  more  worthy  interest  to  the  state. 
Than  thoaj  the  shadow  of  succession : 
For,  of  no  right,  nor  colour  like  to  right, 
He  doth  fill  nelds  with  harness  in  the  realm : 
Turns  head  against  the  lion's  armed  jaws ; 
And,  being  no  more  in  debt  to  years  than  then, 
Leads  ancient  lords  and  reverend  bishops  on. 
To  bloody  battles,  and  to  bruising  arms. 
What  never-djring  honour  hath  he  got 
Against  renowned  Douglas;  whose  high  deeds, 
Whose  hot  incursions,  and  great  name  iu  arms, 
Roids  from  all  soldiers  chief  majority. 
And  military  title  capital, 

Ihroughall  the  kingdoms  that  acknowledge  Christ : 
Thrice  hath  this  Hotspur,  Mars  in  swathing  clothes, 
Thid  infant  warrior,  in  his  enterprises 
Discomfited  great  Douglas;  ta'en  him  once. 
Enlarged  him,  and  made  a  friend  of  him, 
To  fill  the  mouth  of  deen  defiance  up, 
And  shake  the  peace  and  safety  of  our  throne. 
And  what  say  you  to  this?    Percy,  Northumber- 
land, 
The  archbishop's  grace  of  York,  Doughis,  Mor^ 

timer. 
Capitulate  against  us,  and  are  up. 
Bat  wherefore  do  I  tell  these  news  to  thee? 
Wh^,  Harry,  do  I  tell  thee  of  my  foes, 
Whiolt  art  my  nearest  and  dearest  enemy? 
Tkou  that  art  like  enough, — through  vassal  fear. 
Base  inclination,  and  the  start  of  spleen,  - 
To  fight  against  me,  under  Percy's  pay, 
To  dog  his  heels,  and  oourf^y  at  his  frowns. 
To  show  how  mach  thoa  art  degenerate. 
P.  Bau  Do  not  think  so  vou  shall  not  find  a  so; 
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And  God  forgiye  them  that  so  moch  hare  sway^l 
Your  majesty's  good  thoughts  away  from  me  I 
I  will  redeem  all  this  on  Percy's  head, 
And,  in  the  closing  of  some  glorious  day, 
Be  bold  to  tell  you  that  I  am  your  son ; 
When  I  will  wear  a  garment  all  of  blood. 
And  stain  my  favours  in  a  bloody  mask. 
Which,  wash'd  away,  shall  scour  my  shame  with  tt 
And  that  sliall  be  the  dav,  whene'er  it  lights, 
That  this  same  child  of  honour  and  renown. 
This  gallant  Hotspur,  this  all-praised  knight, 
And  your  unthought-of  Harry,  chance  to  meet : 
For  every  honour  sittinj;  on  his  helm, 
'Would  they  were  multitudes;  and  on  my  head 
My  shames  redoubled !  for  the  time  will  oome 
That  I  shall  make  this  northern  youth,  exchange 
His  glorious  deeds  for  my  indignities. 
Percy  is  but  my  factor,  good  my  lord. 
To  engross  up  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalf: 
And  1  will  call  him  to  so  strict  account, 
That  he  shall  render  every  glory  up, 
Yea,  even  the  sUghtest  wor&hip  of  his  time, 
Or  I  will  tear  the  reckoning  from  his  heart 
This,  in  the  name  of  God,  I  promise  here: 
The  which  if  He  be  pleased  I  shall  perform, 
I  do  beseech  your  majesty,  may  salve 
The  long-grown  wounds  of  my  intemperance; 
If  not,  the  end  of  life  cancels  all  bands; 
And  1  will  die  a  hundred  thousand  deaths. 
Ere  break  the  smallest  parcel  of  this  vow. 

K.  Ben.  A  hundred  thousand  rebels  die  in  this:— 
Thou  shalt  have  charge  and  sovereign  trust  herein. 

Enter  Bhuvr, 

How  now.  good  Blunt?  thy  looks  are  full  of  speed. 
Bluni,  DO  hath  the  business  that  I  come  to 
speak  of. 
Lord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  hath  sent  me  word,— 
That  Douglas,  and  the  English  rebels,  met. 
The  eleventh  of  this  month,  at  Shrewsbury: 
A  mighty  and  a  fearful  head  they  are, 
If  promises  be  kept  on  every  hand. 
As  ever  offered  foul  play  in  a  state. 
K,  Ben,  The  Earl  of  Westmoreland  set  forth 
to-day; 
With  him  my  son,  Lord  John  of  Lancaster  : 
For  this  advertisement  is  five  days  old: — 
On  Wednesday  next,  Harry,  thou  shalt  let  for- 
ward; 
On  Thursday,  we  ourselves  will  march : 
Our  meeting  is  Bridgnorth :  and,  Harry,  you 
Shall   march   through    Glostershire ;  •  by  which 

account. 
Our  business  valued,  some  twelve  days  hence 
Our  general  forces  at  Bridgnorth  shall  meet 
Our  hands  are  full  of  business:  let's  away  ; 
Advantage  feeds  him  fat,  while  men  delay. 

lEooemt. 

SCENE  IlL— Eastcheap.     A  Boom  in  Os 
Boar's  Head  TavenL 

Enter  Palstafp  ami  Babdolph. 

FaL  Bardolph,  am  I  not  fallen  away  yileSy 
since  this  last  action?  do  I  not  bate?  ao  I  not 
dwindle?  Why  my  skin  hang^  about  me  like  an 
old  lady*s  loose  gown;  I  am  withered  like  an  old 
apple-John.  Well,  I'll  repent,  and  that  suddenly, 
while  I  am  in  some  likmg ;  I  shall  be  out  of  heart 
shortly^  luid  then  I  shall  have  no  strength  to 
repent  An  I  have  not  forgotten  what  the  mside 
of  a  ehorok  is  made  of,  I  am  vpepperconk  « 
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brewer^  hone ;  the  inside  of  a  churcli  t  Com- 
pany, yillainoDs  company,  hath  been  the  spoil  of 
me. 

Bard,  Sir  John,  yov  are  so  fretfnl,  yon  cannot 
five  long. 

FaL  Why,  there  is  it ; — come,  sing  me  a  bawdy 
song,  make  me  merry.  I  was  as  yirtuously  given 
as  a  arentleman  need  to  be;  virtuous  enough: 
swore  little ;  diced,  not  above  seven  times  a  week ; 
went  to  a  bawdy-house,  not  above  once  in  a 
quarter — of  an  hour ;  paid  money  that  I  borrowed, 
torce  or  four  times ;  lived  well,  and  m  good  com- 
pass: and  now  I  live  oat  of  all  order,  out  of  all 
compass. 

Bard,  Why,  yon  are  so  fat.  Sir  John,  that  you 
must  needs  be  out  of  all  compass;  out  of  all 
reasonable  compass,  Sir  John. 

FaL  Do  thou  amend  thy  face,  and  III  amend 
my  life:  Thou  art  our  admiral,  thou  bearest  the 
lantern  in  the  poop, — but  'tis  in  the  nose  of  thee ; 
thou  art  the  knight  of  the  burning  lamp. 

Bard,  Why,  Sir  John,  my  face  does  thee  no 
harm. 

FaL  No,  111  be  sworn ;  I  make  as  good  nse  of 
it  as  many  a  man  does  of  a  death's  head,  or  a 
mtmaUo  mori:  I  never  see  thy  face  but  I  think 
upon  hell-fire,  and  Dives  that  lived  in  purple ;  for 
there  he  is  in  his  robes,  burning,  burning.  If 
thou  wert  any  way  given  to  virtue,  I  would 
swear  by  thy  face ;  my  oath  should  be.  By  tliis 
fire:  but  thou  art  altogether  given  over;  and 
wert  indeed,  but  for  tlie  light  in  thy  face,  the  son 
of  utter  darkness.  When  thou  rami'st  up  Gadshill 
in  the  night  to  catch  my  horse,  if  I  did  not  think 
thon  hadst  been  an  igma  fatuus^  or  a  ball  of  wild- 
fire, there's  no  purchase  in  money.  0,  thou  art  a 
perpetual  triumph,  an  everlasting  bonfirc-li.^htl 
Thou  hast  savea  me  a  thousand  marks  in  links 
and  torches,  walking  with  thee  in  the  niglit 
betwixt  tavern  and  tavern:  but  the  sack  that 
thon  hast  drunk  me  would  have  bought  nie  lights 
as  good  cheap,  at  the  dearest  chandler's  in  Europe. 
I  have  maintained  that  salamander  of  yours  with 
fire,  any  time  this  two-end-thirty  years;  Heaven 
reward  me  for  it  I 

Bard,  'Sblood,  I  would  my  face  were  in  your 
belly! 

Fad,  God-a-mercyl  so  should  I  be  sure  to  be 
beartbumed. 

JE^eer  Hostess. 

How  DOW,  Dame  Partlet  the  hen?  hare  you 
inquired  yet  who  picked  my  pocket? 

Hott,  Why,  Sir  John  I  what  do  you  think,  Sir 
John?  do  you  think  I  keep  thieves  in  my  house? 
I  have  searched,  I  have  inquired,  so  has  my  hus- 
band, man  by  man,  boy  by  boy,  servant  by 
servant :  the  tithe  of  a  hair  was  never  lost  in  my 
house  before. 

FaL  You  lie,  hostess;  Bardolph  was  shaved, 
and  lost  many  a  hair:  and  111  be  sworn  my 
pocket  was  picked :  Go  to,  you  are  a  woman,  go. 

H09L  Who,  I?  I  defy  thee:  I  was  never 
called  so  in  mine  own  house  before. 

Fed,  Go  to,  1  know  you  well  enough. 

H08L  No,  Sir  John ;  you  do  not  ^ow  me.  Sir 
John :  I  know  you.  Sir  John :  you  owe  me  money. 
Sir  John,  and  now  you  pick  a  quarrel  to  beguile 
me  of  it :  I  bought  you  a  dozen  of  shirts  to  your 
back. 

FaL  Dowlas,  filthy  dowlas :  I  have  given  them 
away  to  bakers'  wives,  and  they  have  nutde  bolters 
of  them. 
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^  Bo$t,  Now,  as  1  am  a  true  woman,  hollarid  of 
eight  shillings  an  ell.  You  owe  money  here 
besides.  Sir  John,  for  your  diet,  and  by-drinkings, 
and  money  lent  you,  four-and-twenty  pound. 

FaL  He  had  his  nart  of  it ;  let  him  pay. 

Host.  He?  alas,  ne  is  poor;  he  hatn  nothing. 

FaL  Howl  poor?  look  upon  his  face;  What 
call  you  rich  ?  let  them  com  his  nose,  let  them 
coin  his  cheeks;  111  not  pay  a  denier.  What, 
will  you  make  a  younkcr  of  me?  shall  I  not  take 
mine  ease  in  mine  inn,  but  I  shall  have  my  pocket 
picked?  I  have  lost  a  seal-ring  of  my  grand- 
father's, worth  forty  mark. 

Host,  I  have  heard  the  prince  tell  him,  I  know 
not  how  oft,  that  that  ring  was  copper. 

Fal.  Howl  the  prince  is  a  Jack,  a  sneak-cup; 
and,  if  he  were  here,  I  would  cudgel  him  like  a 
dog,  if  he  would  say  so. 

Ent^  Prince  Henry  and  PoiNS,  nuxrchmg.   Pal- 
staff  mecU  the  Prince,  playmg  on  hit  truncheon^ 

like  afift, 

FaL  How  now,  lad?  is  the  wind  in  that  door 
i*  faith  V  must  we  all  march  ? 

Bard.  Yea,  two  and  two,  Newgate-fashion. 

Host.  My  lord,  1  pray  you,  hear  me. 

2*.  Hen.  What  sayest  thou,  Mistress  Quickly? 
How  does  thy  husband?  I  love  him  well,  he  is 
an  honest  man. 

Hr^f.  Good  my  lord,  hear  me. 

FaL  Prithee,  let  her  alone,  and  list  to  me. 

P.  Hen.  What  sayest  thou.  Jack? 

FaL  The  other  night  I  feel  asleep  here  behind 
the  arras,  and  had  my  pocket  picked :  this  house 
is  turned  bawdy-house,  they  pick  pockets. 

P.  Hen.  What  didst  thou  lose,  Jack? 

Ffd.  Wilt  thou  believe  me,  Hal?  three  or 
four  bonds  of  forty  pound  a-piece,  and  a  seal-ring 
of  my  grandfather's. 

J\  Hen.  A  triHe,  some  eight-penny  matter. 

Hmt.  So  I  told  him,  my  lord:  and  I  said  I 
heard  your  grace  say  so :  And,  my  lord,  he  speaks 
moat  vilely  of  you,  like  ti  foul-mouthed  man  as  he 
is;  and  said  he  would  cudgel  you. 

P.  Hn,  What!  he  did  not? 

Host.  There's  neither  faith,  truth,  nor  woman- 
hood in  me  else. 

FaL  There's  no  more  faith  in  thee  than  in  a 
stewed  prune ;  nor  no  more  truth  in  thee  than  in 
a  di*awn  fox  ;  and  for  womanhood,  maid  Marian 
may  be  the  deputy^  wife  of  the  ward  to  thee. 
Go,  you  thitg,  go. 

HosL  Say,  wiiat  thing?  what  thing? 

FaL  What  thing?  why,  a  thmg  to  thank 
Heaven  on. 

Host.  I  am  no  thing  to  thank  Heaven  on,  I 
would  thou  shouldst  know  it;  I  am  an  honest 
man's  wife:  and,  setting  thy  knighthood  aside, 
thou  art  a  knave  to  call  me  so. 

FaL  Setting  thy  womanhood  aside,  thou  art  a 
beast  to  say  otherwise. 

Host.  Say,  what  beast,  thou  knave  thou? 

FaL  What  beast  ?  why,  an  otter. 

P.  Hen,  An  otter.  Sir  John  I  why  an  otter? 

FaL  Why?  she's  neither  fish  nor  flesh;  a  man 
knows  not  where  to  have  her. 

Host.  Thou  art  an  unjust  man  ia  saying  so; 
thou  or  any  man  knows  where  to  have  me,  thou 
knave  thoul 

P.  Hen,  Thou  sayest  true,  hostess ;  and  he 
slanders  thee  most  grossly. 

Host.  So  he  doth  you,  my  lord :  and  said  this 
other  day,  you  owed  WT^  »,tj'e0j'g«(^jt5^g  [e 
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F,  JJen.  Sirrali,  do  1  owe  yon  a  thonsand  pound? 

litl,  A  tbousaud  pound,  Hal?  a  million:  thy 
love  ia  worth  a  raiUion ;  thou  owest  me  thy  love. 

Hott.  Nay,  my  lord,  he  called  you  Jack,  and 
said  he  would  cudgel  you. 
•  Fal,  Did  I,  Bardolph? 

Bard.  Indeed,  Sir  John,  you  said  so. 

F(d,  Yea ;  if  he  said  my  ring  was  copper. 

P.  Hen,  I  say,  tis  copper :  Darest  thou  be  as 
good  as  thy  word  now  ? 

FaL  Why,  Hal,  thou  knowest  as  thou  art  but 
a  man,  I  dare:  but  as  thou  art  a  prince,  I  fear 
thee,  as  1  fear  the  roaring  of  the  lion's  whelp. 

P.  Hen,  And  wh^  not  as  the  lion  ? 

FaL  The  king  himself  is  to  be  feared  as  the 
lion :  Dost  thou  think  111  fear  thee  as  I  do  thy 
father  ?  nay,  an  I  do,  let  my  girdle  break  I 

P.  Hen,  O,  if  it  should,  how  would  thy  guts 
fall  about  thy  knees!  But,  sirrah,  there's  no 
room  for  faith^  truth,  nor  honesty,  in  this  bosom 
of  thine ;  it  is  filled  up  M-ith  guts  and  midriff. 
Charge  an  honest  woman  witli  picking  thy  pocket  I 
Why,  thou  whoreson,  impudent,  embossea  rascal, 
if  there  were  anything  in  thy  pocket  but  tavern 
reckonings,  memorandums  of  bawdy-houses,  and 
one  poor  pennyworth  of  sugar  candy,  to  make 
thee  long-winded ;  if  thy  pocket  were  enriched 
with  any  other  injuries  but  these,  I  am  a  villain. 
And  yet  you  will  stand  to  it,  you  will  not  pocket 
up  wrong :  Art  thou  not  ashamed  ? 

FaL  Dost  thou  hear,  Hal  ?  thou  knowest.  in 
the  state  of  innocency,  Adam  fell;  and  what 
should  poor  Jack  Falstaff  do,  in  the  days  of  vil- 
lainy? Thou  seesf,  I  have  more  flesh  than 
anoUier  man,  and  therefore  more  frailty.  You 
confess^  then,  you  picked  my  pocket? 

P.  Hen.  It  appears  so  by  the  story. 

FaL  Hostess,  I  forgive  thee:  Go,  make  ready 
breakfast ;  love  thy  husband,  look  to  thy  servants, 
cherish  thy  guests :  thou  shalt  find  me  tractable 
to  any  honest  reason :  thou  seest  I  am  pacified. — 
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Still  ?— Nay,  prithee,  be  gone.  [JEadt  Hostess  ] 
Now,  Hal,  to  the  news  at  court;  For  the  robbery, 
lad,— How  is  that  answered? 

P.  Hen.  0,  my  sweet  beef,  I  must  still  be  ^ood 
angel  to  thee :— The  money  is  paid  back  agam. 

Fal.  O,  I  do  not  like  that  paying  back,  'tis  a 
double  labour. 

P.  Hen.  I  am  good  friends  with  my  father,  and 
may  do  anything. 

FuL  lioD  me  the  exchequer  the  first  thing  thou 
doest,  and  do  it  with  unwashed  liands  too. 

Bard.  Do,  my  lord. 

P.  J  fen.  1  have  procured  thee.  Jack,  a  charge 
of  foot. 

Fal.  I  would  it  had  been  of  horse.  Where 
shall  I  find  one  that  can  steal  well  ?  0,  for  a 
fine  thi^,  of  the  age  of  two-and-twenty,  or  there- 
about! I  am  heinously  unprovided.  Well,  God 
be  thanked  for  these  rebels,  tliey  oifend  none  but 
the  virtuous ;  I  laud  them,  I  praise  them. 

P.  Hen.  Bardolph,— 

Bard.  My  lord? 

P.  Hen.  Go  bear  this  letter  to  Lord  John  oi 
Lancaster, 
To  my  brother  John ;  this  to  my  Lord  of  West 

morclaiid. — 
Go,  Poins,  to  horse,  to  horse,  for  thou  and  I 
Have  thirty  miles  to  ride  yet  ere  dinner  time. 
Jack,  meet  me  to-morrow  in  the  Temple-hall, 
At  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon : 
There  shalt  thou  know  thy  charge;  and  there 

receive 
Money,  and  order  for  their  furniture. 
The  land  is  burning ;  Percy  stands  on  high ; 
And  either  they,  or  we,  must  lower  lie. 

[Exetmt  Prince,  Poins,  and  Baedolfh. 

FaL  Rare  words  I  brave  world !     Hostess,  my 
breakfast;  come: — 
O,  I  could  wish  this  tavern  were  my  drum. 

[Exit 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L--The  Btbel  Camp  near  Shrewsbury. 
Enter  Hotspue,  WoRCEfjTER,  and  Douglas. 

Hot,  Well  said,  my  noble  Scot :  If  speaking 
truth. 
In  thiB  fine  a^e,  were  not  thought  flattery. 
Such  Attribunon  should  the  Douglas  have. 
As  not  a  soldier  of  this  season's  stamp 
Should  go  so  geueral  current  through  the  world. 
By  Heaven,  I  cannot  flatter  ;  I  defy 
The  tongues  of  soothers ;  but  a  braver  pUice 
In  my  heart's  love  hath  no  man  than  younself : 
Nay,  task  me  to  my  word ;  approve  me,  lord. 

bimg.  Thou  art  the  king  of  honour : 
No  man  so  potent  breathes  upon  the  ground. 
But  I  will  beard  him. 

Hot,  Do  so,  and  'tis  well  ^- 

Enter  a  Messenger,  wilii  letters. 

What  letters  hast  thou  there?— I  can  but  thank 
you. 
3fes8.  These  letters  come  from  your  father, — 
2 Jot.  Letters  from  him  1  why  comes  he  not 

himself? 
Messm  Ho  cannot  come,  my  lord;  he*s  grievous 

sick. 
Hot,  *Zounds  I  how  has  he  the  leisure  to  be  sick 
In  such  a  jostling  time  ?    Who  leads  his  power  ? 
Under  whose  government  come  they  along? 


Mesa,  His  letters  bear  his  mmd,  not  I,  my  lord. 

Wor,  I  prithee  tell  me,  doth  he  keep  his  bed? 

Mess.  He  did,  my  lord,  four  days  ere  I  set  forth; 
And  at  the  time  of  mv  departure  thence. 
He  was  much  fear'd  by  his  physicians* 

War,  I  would  the  state  of  tune  had  first  been 
whole, 
Ere  he  by  sickness  had  been  visited : 
His  health  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Hot.  Sick  now  I  droop  now  I  this  sickness  doth 
infect 
The  very  life-blood  of  our  enterprise : 
'Tis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  camp. 
He  writes  me  here, — that  inward  sickness — 
And  that  his  friends  by  deputation  could  not 
So  soon  be  drawn ;  nor  did  he  think  it  meet 
To  lay  so  dangerous  and  dear  a  trust 
On  any  soul  remov'd,  but  on  his  own. 
Yet  doth  he  give  us  bold  advertisement, — 
That  with  our  small  conjunction  we  should  on, 
To  see  how  fortune  is  dispos'd  to  us ; 
For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now; 
Because  the  king  is  certainly  possess  d 
Of  all  our  purposes.     What  SAy  you  to  it? 

Wor,  Your  fatiier's  sickness  is  a  maim  to  as. 

Hot,  A  perilous  gash,  a  very  limb  lopp'd  ofif  :— 
And  yet,  in  faith,  it  is  not;  his  present  want 
Seems  more  than  we  shall  find  it :— Were  it  good 
To  set  the  CJ^act  wealth  of  all  our  states 
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All  at  one  east?  to  set  so  rich  a  main 
On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtful  boar? 
It  were  not  good :  for  therein  should  we  read 
The  very  bottom  and  the  soul  of  hope; 
The  very  list,  the  verj  utmost  bound 
Of  all  our  fortunes. 

Doug.  'Faith,  and  so  we  should ; 

Where  now  remains  a  sweet  reversion : 
We  may  boldl  j  spend  upon  the  hope  of  what 
Is  to  come  in : 
A  comfort  of  retirement  lives  in  this.— 

Hot,  A  rendezvous,  a  home  to  fly  unto, 
If  that  the  devil  aud  miBchance  look  big 
Upon  the  maidenhead  of  oar  affairs. 

Wor.  But  yet  I  would  your  father  had  been 
here. 
The  quality  and  air  of  our  attempt 
Brooks  no  division :  It  will  be  thought 
By  some,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away, 
That  wisdom,  loyalty,  and  mere  dislike 
Of  our  proceedings,  kept  the  earl  from  hence ; 
And  thmk,  how  such  an  apprehension 
May  turn  the  tide  of  feariul  faction. 
And  breed  a  kind  of  question  iu  our  cause : 
For,  well  you  know,  we  of  the  ofTering  side, 
Must  keep  aloof  from  strict  arbitrament ; 
And  stop  all  sight-holes,  every  loop,  from  whence 
The  eye  of  reason  may  pry  in  upon  us : 
This  absence  of  your  father  draws  a  curtain, 
That  shows  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  fear 
Before  not  dreamt  ot 

BoL  Tou  strain  too  far. 

I,  rather,  of  his  absence  make  thb  use ;  — 
It  lends  a  lustre,  and  more  great  opuiion, 
A  lari^  dare  to  your  great  enterprise. 
Than  if  the  earl  were  here:  for  men  must  think, 
If  we,  without  his  help,  can  make  a  he:id 
To  push  against  the  kingdom,  with  his  help 
We  shall  overturn  it  topsy-turv^  down. 
Yet  all  goes  well,  yet  all  our  jouits  arc  whole. 

Jkmg,  As  heart  can  think :  there  is  not  such  a 
word 
Spoke  of  in  Scotland  as  this  term  of  fear 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Yernom. 

HbL  My  cousin  Yemen!  welcome,  by  my  soul. 

Ver.  Pray  God,  my  news  be  worth  a  welcome, 
lord, 
rhe   Earl  of  Westmoreland,  seTen   thousand 

strong, 
^8  marching  hitherwards;  with  him.  Prince  John, 

Hot,  No  harm:  What  more? 

Vtr,  And,  further,  I  have  leam'd, 

The  king  himself  in  person  hath  set  forth, 
Or  hitherwards  intended  speedily. 
With  strong  and  mighty  preparation. 

Hot,  He  shall  be  welcome  too.    Where  is  his 
son, 
The  nimble-footed  madcap  Prince  of  Wales, 
And  hia  comrades,  that  daff*d  the  world  aside, 
And  bid  it  pass  ? 

Ver,  All  fumish'd,  all  in  arms : 

All  plumed,  like  estridges  that  wmg  the  wind ; 
Bated,  like  eagles  having  lately  bath'd; 
Glittering  in  golden  coats,  like  images; 
kB  fhll  of  spirit  as  the  month  of  May, 
4.nd  gorgeous  as  the  sun  at  midsummer ; 
Wanton  as  youthful  goats,  wild  as  young  bulU. 
I  saw  young  Harry,  with  his  beaver  on. 
His  cuisses  on  his  thighs,  gallantly  arm*d, 
Kim  from  the  ^ound  like  feather  d  Mercury, 
And  vauited  with  such  ease  into  his  seat 
Af  if  an  angel  dropped  down  from  the  douda, 
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To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  Pegasus, 
And  witch  the  world  with  noble  horsemanship. 

Hot,  No  more,  no  more ;  worse  than  the  sun  in 
March, 
This  praise  doth  nourish  ap^ues.    Let  them  come ; 
They  come  like  sacrifices  m  their  trim, 
And  to  the  fire^y'd  maid  of  smoky  war. 
All  hot,  and  ble^ing,  will  we  offer  them: 
The  mailed  Mars  shall  on  his  altir  sit. 
Up  to  the  ears  in  blood.    I  am  ou  fire, 
To  hear  this  rich  reprisal  is  so  nigii. 
And  jret  not  otirs: — Come,  let  me  take  my  horse, 
Who  is  to  bear  me,  like  a  thunderbolt, 
Against  the  bosom  of  the  Prince  of  Wales: 
Harry  to  Harry,  shall  not  horse  to  horse 
Meet,  and  ne'er  part,  till  one  drop  down  a  oorse? 
O,  that  Glendower  were  come  I 

Ver.  There  is  more  news . 

I  leam'd  in  Worcester,  as  I  rode  along. 
He  cannot  draw  Ids  power  these  fourteen  days. 

Doug.  That's  the  worst  tidings  that  I  hear  of  yet 

Wor.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  that  bears  a  frosty  sound. 

Hot,  What  may  the  king's  whole  battle  reach 
unto? 

Ver,  To  thirty  thousand. 

Hot.  Forty  let  it  be ; 

My  father  and  Glendower  being  both  away, 
The  powers  of  us  may  serve  so  great  a  day. 
Come,  let  us  take  a  muster  speedily : 
Doomsday  is  near;  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Doitg.  Talk  not  of  dying;  I  am  out  of  fear 
Of  deiUh,  or  death's  hand,  tor  this  one  half-year. 

lExeunt 

SCENE  IL—A  jpublic  Boad  near  Corentrj. 
Enter  Fai^taff  and  Bardolpu 

Fid,  Bardolph,  get  thee  before  to  Coventry; 
fill  me  a  bottle  of  sack ;  our  soldiers  shall  march 
through :  well  to  Sutton-Col field  to-night. 

Bard  Will  you  give  me  money,  captain? 

FaL  Lay  out,  lay  out. 

Bard  This  bottle  makes  an  angeU 

FaL  An  if  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  labour ;  and  if 
it  make  twenty  take  them  all.  111  answer  the 
coinage.  Bid  mv  lieutenant  Peto  meet  me  at  the 
town's  end. 

Bard  I  will,  captain:  fiu^welL  [Eat, 

FaL  If  I  be  not  ashamed  of  my  soldiers  I  am 
a  soused  gurnet.  I  have  misused  the  king's  press 
damnably.  I  have  got,  in  exchange  of  a  hundred 
and  fifty  soldiers,  three  hundred  and  odd  pounds. 
I  press  me  none  but  good  householders,  yeomen's 
sons :  inquire  me  out  contracted  bachelors,  such 
as  had  been  asked  twice  on  the  bans ;  such  a  com- 
modity of  warm  slaves  as  had  as  lief  hear  the 
devil  as  a  drum ;  such  as  fear  the  report  of  ■ 
caliver  worse  than  a  struck  fowl,  or  a  hurt  wild- 
duck.  I  pressed  me  none  but  such  toasts  and 
butter,  with  hearts  in  their  bellies  no  bigger  tlian 
pins'  heads,  and  they  have  bought  out  their  ser- 
vices; and  now  my  whole  (marge  consists  of 
ancients,  corporals,  lieutenants,  gentlemen  of  com- 
panies, daves  as  ragged  as  Lazarus  in  the  painted 
cloth,  where  the  glutton's  dogs  licked  his  sores : 
and  such  as,  inde^,  were  never  soldiers ;  but  dis- 
carded unjust  serving-men,  younger  sons  to 
younger  brothers,  revolted  tapsters,  and  ostlers 
trade-fallen;  the  cankers  of  a  calm  world  and  a 
long  peace:  ten  times  more  dishonourably  ragged 
than  an  old-faced  ancient :  and  such  have  I,  to  fill 
up  the  rooms  of  them  that  have  bought  out  their 
services  that  you  would  think  that  I  had  a  him 
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(•red  jindfiftj  tattered  prodigals,  lately  come  from 
6 wine-keeping,  from  eating  draff  and  husks.  A 
mad  fellow  met  me  on  the  way,  and  told  me  I  had 
miloaded  all  the  gibbets,  and  pressed  the  dead 
bodies.  No  eye  hath  seen  snch  scarecrows.  Ill 
not  march  through  Coventry  with  them,  that's 
flat ; — Nay,  and  tlie  villains  march  wide  betwixt 
the  leg?,  as  if  they  had  gyves  on ;  for,  indeed,  I 
had  the  most  of  them  out  of  prison.  There's  but 
a  shirt  and  a  half  in  all  my  company ;  and  the 
half-shirt  is  two  napkins  tacked  together,  and 
thrown  over  the  shoulders  like  a  herald's  coat 
without  sleeves ;  and  the  shirt,  to  say  the  truth, 
stolen  from  my  hos>t  of  Saint  Alban's,  or  the  red- 
nose  innkeeper  of  Daventry :  But  that's  all  one ; 
theyll  find  linen  enough  on  every  hedge. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Westmoreland. 

P.  Hen,  How  now,  blown  Jack?  how  now.  qui  It? 

FaL  What,  HalV  How  now,  mad  wagt*  what 
a  devil  dost  thou  in  Warwickshire? — My  good 
Lord  of  Westmoreland,  I  cry  vou  mercy;  1 
thought  your  honour  had  already  been  at  Shrews- 
bury. 

West,  Taith,  Sir  John,  *tiB  more  than  time 
that  I  were  there,  and  you  too ;  but  my  powers 
are  there  already  :  The  king,  I  can  tell  you,  looks 
for  us  all ;  we  must  away  all  to-night 

Fed.  Tut,  never  fear  me ;  I  am  as  vigilant  as  a 
cat  to  steal  cream. 

P,  Hen,  I  think  to  steal  cream  indeed ;  for  tliy 
theft  hath  already  made  thee  butter.  But  tell 
me,  Jack;  whose  fellows  are  these  that  come 
after? 

FaL  Mine,  Hal,  mme. 

P.  Hen.  I  did  never  see  such  pitiful  rascals. 

FaL  Tut,  tut ;  good  enough  to  toss :  food  for 
powder,  food  for  powder ;  tlieyll  fill  a  pit  as  well 
as  betters  tush,  man,  mortal  men,  mortal  men. 

Wist.  Ay,  but.  Sir  John,  methinks  they  are 
exceeding  poor  and  bare ;  too  beggarly. 

Fal,  'Faith,  for  their  poverty,  I  know  not 
where  they  had  that :  and  for  tlieir  bareness,  1 
am  sure  they  never  learned  that  of  me. 

P,  Hen,  No,  111  be  sworn;  unless  you  call 
three  finders  on  the  ribs,  bare.  But,  sirrah,  make 
haste :  Percy  is  already  in  the  field. 

FaL  What,  b  the  king  encamped  V 

West,  He  is,  Sir  John;  1  fear  we  shall  stay  too 
long. 

FaL  Well, 
To  the  latter  end  of  a  fray,  and  the  beguining  of 

a  fea^t. 
Fits  a  dull  tighter,  and  a  keen  guest.       [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IIL  -  7^  Rebel  Camp  wear  Shrewsbury. 

Enter  Hotspur,  Worcester,  DouaLiJB,  md 
Vernon. 

Hot.  Well  fight  with  him  to-night 

War.  It  may  not  be. 

Doug,  Ton  give  him  then  advantage. 

Ver,  >iot  a  whit 

Hot.  Why  say  you  bo?  looks  he  not  for  supply. 

Ver.  So  do  we. 

Hot,  His  is  certain,  ours  is  doubtful. 

Wor.  Good  cousin,  be  advised ;  stir  not  to-night 

Ver,  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Doug,  You  do  not  counsel  well ; 

Tou  speak  it  out  of  fear  and  cold  heart. 

Ver,  Do  me  no  slander,  Douglas :  by  my  life 
Uind  I  dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  fife), 
If  well-f  espoctod  honour  bid  me  Ofa 
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I  hold  as  little  counsel  with  weak  fear 
As  you,  my  lord,  or  any  Sfot  that  lives: 
Let  it  be  seen  to-morrow  in  the  battle 
Which  of  us  fears. 

Doug,  Yea,  or  to-night 

Ver.  Content 

Hot,  To-night,  say  I. 

Ver.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  be. 

I  wonder  much,  being  men  of  such  great  leadings 
Tliat  yon  foresee  not  what  impediments 
Drag  Dack  our  expedition:  Certain  horse 
Of  my  cousin  Vernon's  are  not  yet  come  up : 
Your  uncle  Worcester's  horse  came  but  to-dty; 
And  now  their  pride  and  mettle  is  asleep. 
Their  courage  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dull, 
That  not  a  horse  is  half  the  half  himself. 

Hot,  So  are  the  horses  of  the  enemy 
hi  general,  journey-bated  and  brought  low ; 
The  better  part  of  omrs  are  full  of  rest 

Wor.  The  number  of  the  king  exceedeth  ours : 
For  God's  sake,  cousin,  stay  till  all  come  in. 

[27t«  trumjfet  sounds  a  parley 

Enter  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

BhmL  '  come  with  gracious  offers  from  the 

kin«,% 
If  you  vouelisafe  me  bearing  and  respect 
Hot,  Welcome,  Sir  Walter  Blunt ;  And  *would 

to  God 
You  were  of  our  determination  I 
Some  of  us  love  you  well :  and  even  those  some 
Envy  your  great  deservmgs  and  good  name. 
Because  you  are  not  of  our  quali^. 
But  stand  against  us  like  an  enemy- 
Blunt.  Aud  Heaven  defend  but  still  I  should 

stand  so. 
So  long  as,  out  of  limit  and  true  rule, 
You  stand  against  anointed  majesty ! 
But  to  my  charge. — The  king  hath  sent  to  know 
The  nature  of  your  griefs ;  and  whereupon 
You  coniure  from  tlie  breast  of  civil  peace 
Such  bold  hostility,  teaching  his  duteous  land 
Audacious  cruelty :  If  that  the  king 
Have  any  vray  your  good  deserts  forgot, 
Which  he  confesseth  to  be  manifold. 
He  bids  you  name  your  griefs;  sm^  with  all 

speed. 
You  shall  nave  your  desires,  with  interest ; 
And  pardon  absolute  yourself,  and  these, 
Herein  misled  by  your  suggestion. 
Hot,  The  king  is  kind ;  and,  well  we  know,  the 

king 
Knows  at  what  tune  to  promise,  when  to  pay. 
M^  father,  my  uncle,  and  myself. 
Did  give  him  tliat  same  royalty  be  wears : 
And,  when  he  was  not  six-and-twenty  strong, 
Siek  in  the  Nvorld  s  regard,  wretched  and  low, 
A  poor  unminded  outlaw  sneaking  home, — 
My  father  gave  him  welcome  to  Uie  shore : 
And, — when  he  heard  him  swear  and  vow  to  God| 
He  came  but  to  be  Dakc  of  Lancaster, 
To  sue  his  livery,  and  beg  his  peace ; 
With  tears  of  innocency,  aud  terms  of  zeal,— 
My  father,  in  kind  heart  and  pity  mov'd. 
Swore  him  assistance,  and  performed  it  too. 
Now,  when  the  lords  and  barons  of  the  realm 
Perceiv'd  Northumberland  did  lean  to  him. 
The  more  and  less  came  in  with  cap  and  knee ; 
Met  him  in  boroughs,  cities,  villages ; 
Attended  him  on  bridges,  stood  in  lanei^ 
Laid  gifts  before  him,  proffer'd  him  their  oaths, 
Gave  him  their  heirs;  as  pages  followed  bun. 
Even  at  the  be«U  iiigp^,^^ig,jUi^^ogle 


He  prMwntlj,— •■  greatness  knows  itself,— 
ilir'  •    ■      ■        • 


Steps  me  a  little  higher  than  his  vow 
Made  to  mj  fother,  while  his  blood  was  poor, 
Upon  the  naked  shore  at  Ravensparg ; 
And  noWf  forsooth^  takes  on  him  to  reform 
Some  certain  edicts,  and  some  strait  decrees, 
That  lay  too  heavy  on  the  commonwealth : 
Cries  out  upon  abases,  seems  to  weep 
Over  his  country's  vrrongs;  and,  by  thb  face, 
This  seeming  brow  of  justice,  did  he  win 
The  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for. 
Proceeded  further ;  cut  me  o£f  the  heads 
Of  all  the  finvourites,  that  the  absent  king 
In  deputation  left  behind  him  here. 
When  he  was  personal  in  the  Irish  war. 

BltmL  Tat,  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 

Hot  Then,  to  the  pomt 

In  short  time  after,  he  deposed  the  king ; 
Soon  after  that,  deprived  him  of  his  life ; 
And,  in  the  neck  of  that,   tasked  the   whole 

sUte: 
To  make   that  worse,    soffer'd  his    kinsman 

March 
fWho  is,  if  every  owner  were  well  placed, 
Indeed  his  king)  to  be  eus^'d  in  Wales, 
There  without  ransom  to  Tie  forfeited: 
Disg^rac*d  me  in  my  hapi^y  victories ; 
Soc^^t  to  entrap  me  by  intelligence; 
Rated  my  ancle  from  the  council  board ; 
In  rage  aismissed  my  father  from  the  court ; 
Broke    oatli   on   oath,    committed   wrong    on 

wrong : 
And,  in  conclusion,  drove  us  to  seek  out 
This  head  of  safety ;  and,  withal,  to  pry 
Into  his  title,  the  which  we  find 
Too  indirect  for  long  continuance. 

BhuU,   Shall   I   return   this   answer   to  the 
king? 

EoL  Not  so,    Sir  Walter;    well    withdraw 
awhile. 
Go  to  the  klne;  and  let  there  be  impawned 
Some  surety  tor  a  safe  return  again, 
And  in  the  morning  early  shuU  my  uncle 
Bring  him  our  purposes :  and  so  mrewelL 

BhuU,  I  would  yoa  would  accept  of  grace  and 
love. 

ffoL  And  *t  may  be,  lo  we  shall. 

BbmL  Tray  Heaven  you  do! 

[Emmt, 
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SCENE  lY.— York.    ^  Boom mtJ^Arohbishoifs 
House, 


Enter  the  Arehbishop  qf  York,  and  a  Gentleman. 

^rc^Hie,good  Sir  Michael ;  bear  this  sealed brief^ 
With  winged  haste,  to  the  lord  marshal ; 
This  to  my  cousin  Scroop;  and  all  the  rest 
To  whom  they  are  directed :  if  you  knew 
How  much  they  do  import,  you  would  make  haste. 

Qent,  Uy  good  lord, 
I  guess  their  tenor. 

Arch,  Like  enough  yon  do. 

To-morrow,  Otood  Sir  Michael,  is  a  day 
Wherein  the  fortune  of  ten  thousand  men 
Must  'bide  the  touch :  For.  sir,  at  Shrewsbury, 
As  I  am  truly  given  to  understand, 
The  km^,  with  mighty  and  quick-raised  power. 
Meets  with  Lord  Harry :  and  I  fear,  Sir  Michael,— 
What  with  the  sickness  of  NorthnmberUnd 
(Whose  power  was  in  the  first  proportion), 
And  what  with  Owen  Glendower^s  absence  thence 
(Who  with  tliem  was  a  rated  sinew  too. 
And  comes  not  in,  over-rul'd  by  prop* 
I  fear  the  power  of  Percy  is  too  weal) 
To  wage  an  instant  trial  with  the  king. 

Qent,  Why,  my  good  lord,  yoa  n^  not  fear; 
there's  Douglas, 
And  Lord  Mortimer. 

Arch,  No,  Mortimer  is  not  there. 

OenU  But  there  is  Murdake,  Vernon,  Lord 
Harry  Percy, 
And  there's  ray  lord  of  Worcester;  and  a  head 
Of  gallant  warriors,  noble  gentlemen. 

Arch.Xnd  so  there  is :  butyet  the  king  hath  drawn 
The  special  head  of  all  the  land  together ; — 
The  Prince  of  Wales,  Lord  John  of  Lancaster, 
The  noble  Westmoreland,  and  warlike  Blunt ; 
And  many  more  corrivals,  and  dear  men 
Of  estimation  and  command  m  arms. 

Oent,  Doubt  not,  my  lord,  he  shall  be  well 
oppos'd. 

Arch.  I  nope  no  less,  yet  needful  *tis  to  fear; 
And,  to  prevent  the  worst,  Sir  Michael,  speed: 
For,  if  Lord  Percy  thrive  not,  ere  the  king 
Dismiss  his  power,  he  means  to  visit  us, 
For  he  hath  heard  of  our  confederacy, 
And  'tis  but  wisdom  to  make  strong  against  him, 
Therefore  make  haste :  I  must  go  write  again 
To  other  friends;  and  so  farewdl,  Sir  Midiael. 
[SwemU  ievetaUy 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L— T%e  Klng^  Can^  near  Shrewsbury. 

Enter  King  Heitry.  Priiioe  Henrv,  Prince  John 
of  Lancaster,  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  Sir  John 

?ALeTAPP. 

K,  Hen.  How  bloodily  the  sun  begins  to  peer 
Aibove  yon  busky  hill  I  the  day  looks  pale 
it  his  distempenture. 

P.  Hen,  The  southern  wind 

Doth  plav  the  trumpet  to  his  purposes; 
And,  by  his  hollow  whi>t]ing  in  the  leaves, 
Poretefls  a  tempest  ami  a  blubterinp  day. 

K.  Hen.  Then  with  the  losers  let  ii,  sympathize ; 
For  nothing  can  seem  foul  to  those  that  wm. 

ThanptL    Enter  Worcester  and  Vernoh. 

How  now,  mv  lord  of  Worcester?  tis  not  well. 
That  you  and  f  should  meet  upon  such  terras 
Afi  now  we  meet :  You  have  deceived  our  trust; 
And  made  os  doff  oar  easy  robes  of  peace. 


To  crush  our  old  limbs  in  ungentle  steel : 

This  is  not  well,  my  lord,  this  is  not  well. 
What  say  you  to  it?  will  vou  again  unknit 
This  churlish  knot  of  all-abhorred  war? 
And  move  in  that  obedient  orb  again. 
Where  you  did  give  a  fair  and  natural  light; 
And  be  no  more  an  exhal'd  meteor, 
A  prodijcy  of  fear,  and  a  portent 
Of  broached  mischief  to  tne  unborn  times? 

War.  Hear  me,  mv  liege: 
For  mine  own  part,  I  coiud  be  well  content 
To  entertain  the  lag-end  of  ray  life 
With  quiet  hours ;  for,  1  do  protest, 
I  have  not  sought  the  day  of  this  dislike. 

jfiT.  Hen.  You  have  not  sought  itl  how  oomee  it 
then? 

FaL  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it. 

P.  Ben,  Peace,  chewet,  peace. 

Wor.  it  pleased  your  maiesty  to  turn  yoor  looks 
Of  £ivoar  from  myself^  and  all  <m  hoiuei  ^  I  ^ 
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And  yet  I  miiBt  remember  yon,  my  lord^ 
We  were  the  first  and  dearest  of  yom*  fnends. 
For  yon,  my  staff  of  office  did  I  break 
In  Richard  s  time;  and  posted  day  and  night 
To  meet  yon  on  the  way,  and  kin  your  hand. 
When  yet  yon  were  in  place  and  in  accomit 
Nothing  .no  strong  and  fortunate  as  1. 
It  was  myself,  my  brother,  and  his  son, 
That  brought  yoa  home,  and  boldly  did  oatdare 
The  danger  of  the  time:  Yon  swore  to  us, — 
And  yon  did  swear  that  oatu  at  Doncaster, — 
That  you  did  nothing  purpose  'gainst  the  state ; 
Nor  claim  no  further  than  your  new-fall'n  right, 
The  seat  of  Gaunt,  dukedom  of  Lancaster: 
To  this  we  sware  our  aid.    But,  in  short  space. 
It  rain'd  down  fortune  showering  on  your  nead ; 
And  such  a  flood  of  greatness  fell  on  yon, — 
What  with  our  help;  what  with  the  absent  king; 
What  with  the  injuries  of  a  wanton  time ; 
the  seeming  sufferances  that  you  had  borne ; 
And  the  ooutrarious  winds,  that  held  the  king 
So  long  in  his  nnlocky  Irish  wars. 
That  ajl  in  England  did  repute  him  dead, — 
And,  fW>m  this  swarm  of  fair  advantages, 
You  took  occasion  to  be  quickly  woo'd 
To  gripe  the  general  sway  into  your  hand ; 
Forgot  jjTOur  oath  to  us  at  Donca.ster ; 
And,  being  fed  by  us.  you  used  us  so 
As  that  ungentle  gull  the  cuckoo's  bird 
Useth  the  sparrow :  did  oppress  our  nest ; 
Grew  by  our  feeding  to  so  great  a  bulk. 
That  even  our  love  durst  not  come  near  your  sight, 
For  (ear  of  swallowing ;  but  with  nimble  wing 
We  were  enforc'd,  for  safety  sake,  to  fly 
Out  of  your  sight,  and  raise  this  present  head : 
Whereby  we  stand  opposed  by  such  means 
As  yon  yourself  have  forg'd  against  yourself; 
By  unkind  usage,  danirerous  countenance. 
And  violation  of  all  faith  and  troth 
Sworn  to  us  in  your  younger  enterprise. 

K,  Hen,  These  things,  indeed,  you  have  artion- 
lated, 
Proclaimed  at  market-crosses,  read  in  churches, 
To  faiw  the  garment  of  rebellion 
With  some  fine  colour,  that  may  please  the  eye 
Of  fickle  changelings  and  poor  discontents, 
Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow,  at  the  news 
Of  hm*lyburly  innovation : 
And  never  yet  did  insurrection  want 
Such  water-colours  to  im^^aint  his  cause; 
Nor  moody  beggars,  starving  for  a  time 
Of  jpellmell  havoc  and  cor.fiision 

A  Ben.  In  both  our  armies  there  is  many  a  soul 
Shall  pay  full  dearly  for  this  encounter, 
Ifonoetney  join  in  trial.    Tell  your  nephew, 
The  I'riiice  of  Wales  doth  join  wiih  all  the  world 
In  praise  of  Henry  Percy :  By  my  hopes, — 
This  present  enterprise  set  on  hb  head, — 
X  do  not  think  a  braver  gentleman, 
flore  active-valiant,  or  more  valiant-young, 
More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive. 
To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deeds. 
For  my  part,  I  may  speak  it  to  my  shame, 
1  haye  a  truant  been  to  chivalry ; 
And  so,  I  hear,  he  doth  account  me  too: 
Yet  this  before  my  father's  majesty, — 
I  am  content  Uiat  he  shall  take  the  odds 
Of  his  great  name  and  estimation  ; 
And  will,  to  save  the  blood  on  either  side, 
Try  fortune  with  him  in  a  siujrlt'.  fight 

A.  Ben.   And,  Prince  of  Wales,  so  dme  we 
yenture  thee, 
Albeit,  ooosideratious  infiw'te 
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Do  make  against  it :— No,  good  Worcester,  no, 
We  love  our  people  well ;  even  those  we  love 
Tliat  are  misled  upon  your  cousin's  part : 
And,  will  they  take  the  offer  of  our  graee. 
Both  he,  and  they,  and  you,  yea,  every  nu 
Shall  be  my  friend  again,  ana  Til  be  ms: 
St»  tell  your  cousin,  and  bring  me  word 
W^bat  he  will  do :— But  if  he  w:il  not  yield. 
Rebuke  and  dread  correction  wait  on  us, 
And  they  shall  do  their  office     So,  be  gone; 
We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  reply  • 
We  offer  fkir,  take  it  advisedly. 

[  Kxeimt  Worcester  and  Vernoh. 

P.  Hen,  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  life : 
The  Douglas  and  the  Hotspur  both  together 
Are  confident  against  the  world  in  arms. 

K,  Ben,  Hence,  therefore,  every  leader  to  his 
charge ; 
For  on  their  answer  will  we  set  on  them : 
And  Qod  befriend  us,  as  our  cause  Ls  just. 

[Exeunt  King,  Blunt,  and  Prince  John. 

FaL  Hal,  if  tliou  see  me  down  in  the  battle, 
and  bestride  me,  so  ;  'tis  a  point  of  friendship. 

P,  Uai.  Nothing  but  a  Colossus  can  do  thee 
that  fViendship.    Say  thy  prayers,  and  farewell. 

FaL  I  would  it  were  bed-time,  Hal,  and  all 
well. 

P,  Ben,  Why,  thoa  owest  Heaven  a  death. 

[ExU. 

FaL  'Tis  not  due  yet ;  T  would  be  loth  to  pay 
him  before  his  day.  What  need  I  be  so  for- 
ward with  him  that  calls  not  on  me?  Well,  *tis 
no  matter ;  honour  pricks  me  on.  Yea,  but  how 
if  honour  prick  me  off  when  I  come  on?  how 
then ?  Can  honour  set  to  a  leg?  No.  Or  an 
arm  ?  No.  Or  take  away  the  grief  of  a  wound  ? 
No.  Honour  hath  no  skill  in  surgery  then?  No. 
What  is  honour?  A  word.  What  is  that  word, 
honour?  Air.  A  trim  reckoning!— Who  hath 
it  ?  He  that  died  o*  Wednesday.  Doth  he  feel 
it?  No.  Doth  he  hear  it?  No.  Is  it  insensible 
tlien?  Yea,  to  the  dead.  But  will  it  not  live 
wirh  the  living?  No.  Why?  Detraction  will 
not  suffer  it: — therefore.  Til  none  of  it:  honour 
is  a  mere  scutcheon,  and  so  ends  my  catechism. 

{Exit. 

SCENE  Ih—The  RAd  Camp, 
Enter  Woroestbr  and  Ybknoh. 

Wot,  O,  no,  my  nephew  must  not  know,  Sit 

Ricliard. 
The  liberal  kin(i  offer  of  the  king. 

Ver.  'Twere  best  he  did. 

War,  Then  are  we  all  nndooe. 

It  is  not  possible,  it  cannot  be, 
Tlic  king  should  keep  his  word  in  loving  us : 
lie  will  suspect  us  still,  and  find  a  time 
To  punish  this  offence  in  other  faults: 
Suspicion,  all  our  lives,  shall  be  stuck  full  of  eyes : 
For  treason  b  but  trusted  like  the  fox ; 
Who,  ne'er  so  tame,  so  cherish 'd  and  lock'd  up, 
Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  his  ancestors. 
Look  how  we  can,  or  sad,  or  merrily. 
Interpretation  will  misquote  our  lo<ks; 
And  we  shall  feed  like  oxen  at  a  stall, 
The  better  cherish 'd  still  the  nearer  death. 
My  nephew's  trespass  may  be  well  forgot, 
It'hath  the  excuse  of  youth,  and  heat  of  blood ; 
And  an  adopted  name  of  privilege,— 
A  hare-brain'd  Hotspur,  govern  d  by  a  spleen: 
All  his  offences  live  upon  niv  head, 
I  And  on  his  £ather*s  >— we  did  train  Mm  opi       T 
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A.nd,  Ills  oorruption  being  U  en  from  us, 
We,  Bn  the  spring  of  all,  shall  pay  for  all. 
Therefore,  good  cousin,  let  not  ilarrj  know, 
In  any  case,  the  offer  of  the  kint::. 

Ver.  Deliver  what  jrou  will,  111  Bay  tis  ao. 
Here  comes  your  cousin. 

3Uer  Hotspur  emd  Douglas:  onJ  OfBoen  and 
Boldlers,  behind. 

Hot  My  uncle  is  retum'd : — Deliver  up 
My  lord  of  Westmoreland. — Uncle,  what  news? 

War.  The  king  will  bid  you  battle  presently. 

Doug.  Defy  him  by  the  lord  of  Westmoreland. 

Hot.  Lord  Douglas,  go  you  and  tell  him  so. 

Doug.  Marry,  and  shall,  and  very  willingly. 

[Exit, 

Wor,  There  b  no  seemhig  mercy  in  the  kmg. 

Hot,  Did  yon  beg  any?    God  forbid  1 

Wor.  I  told  him  gently  of  our  grievances. 
Of  his  oath-breaking;  which  he  mended  thus, — 
By  now  forswearing  tliat  he  is  fitrswom : 
He  calls  us  rebels,  traitors ;  and  will  scoui^ 
With  haughty  arms  this  hateful  name  in  os.. 

Be-enier  Douglas. 

Doug.  Arm,  gentlemen;  to  arms  I  for  I  hare 
thrown 
A  brave  defiance  in  King  Henry's  teeth. 
And  Westmoreland,  that  was  enpig'd,  did  bear  it ; 
Which  cannot  choose  but  bring  him  quickly  on. 

Wor.  The  Prince  of  Wales  stepped  forth  before 
the  king,  • 
And,  nephew,  challenged  you  to  single  fight 

Hot.  O,  'would  the  quarrel  lay  upon  our  heads ; 
And  tliat  no  man  might  draw  short  breath  to-day. 
But  I  and  Harry  Monmouth  !  Tell  me,  tell  mo. 
How  showed  his  tasking?  seemed  it  in  contempt? 

Ver.  No,  by  my  soul ;  I  never  in  my  life 
Did  hear  a  challenge  urg'd  more  modestly, 
Unl&ts  a  brother  should  a  brother  dare 
To  gentle  exercise  and  [yroof  of  arms. 
He  gave  you  all  the  duties  of  a  man; 
Trimmed  op  your  praises  with  a  prmcelytongae; 
Bpoke  your  deservings  like  a  chronicle; 
Makinpr  you  ever  better  than  his  praise. 
By  still  dispraising  praise,  valued  with  you : 
And,  which  became  him  like  a  prince  indeed. 
He  madra  blushing  cital  of  himself; 
And  chid  his  truant  youth  with  such  a  grace 
As  if  he  mastered  there  a  double  spirit. 
Of  teaching,  and  of  learning,  instantly. 
There  did  ne  pause.    But  let  me  tell  the  world,— 
If  he  outlive  tne  envy  of  this  day, 
England  did  never  owe  so  sweet  a  hope. 
So  much  misconstrued  in  his  wantonness. 

Hot.  Cousm,  I  think,  thou  art  enamoured 
Upon  hb  follies :  never  did  f  hear 
Or  any  prince  so  wild  at  liberty : 
But,  be  he  as  be  will,  yet  once  ere  night 
I  will  embrace  him  wfth  a  8oldier*s  arm, 
That  he  shall  shrink  under  my  courtesy. 
Arm,  arm,  with  speed:   And,  fellows,  soldiers, 

friends. 
Better  consider  what  you  have  to  do. 
Than  I,  that  liave  not  well  the  gift  of  tongue, 
Can  lift  jour  blood  up  with  persuasion. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Jtfen.  My  lord,  here  are  letters  tor  jcn* 

Hot.  I  cannot  read  them  now. — 
O  gentlemen,  the  time  of  life  b  short ; 
To  spend  that  shortness  basely  were  too  long, 
If  lin  did  rids  upon  a  dislls  point, 
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Still  ending  at  the  arrival  of  an  hour. 
An  if  we  live,  we  live  to  tread  on  kings : 
If  die,  brave  death,  when  princes  die  with  nsl 
Now  for  our  conscience,— the  arms  are  fair, 
When  the  intent  for  bearing  them  b  just. 

Enter  ane^her  Messenger. 

Mb88.   My  lord,  prepare;  the  lung  comes  on 

apace. 
Hot.  I  thank  him,  that  he  cuts  me  from  my  tale 
For  I  profess  not  talking;  only  this,— 
Let  each  man  do  his  best :  and  here  1  draw  a  sword, 
Whose  worthy  temper  I  intend  to  stain 
With  the  best  blood  that  I  can  meet  withal 
In  the  adventure  of  this  perilous  day. 
Now, — Esperanc^I — Percy  I— and  set  on,— 
Sound  all  the  lofty  instruments  of  vrar, 
And  by  that  music  let  us  all  embrace: 
For,  heaven  to  earth,  some  of  us  never  shall 
A  second  time  do  such  a  courtesy. 

[The  tntn^eU  Bound.     Theyemhractt 
andexeunt* 

SCENE  IIL— PZam  war  Shrewsbury. 

Excursions  and partiea fighting.  Alarum  to  the  batUe. 
Then  enter  Douglas  and  Blunt,  meeting. 
Bkmt.  What  b  thy  name,  that  in  battle  thnf 
thou  Grossest  me  ? 
What  honour  dost  thou  seek  upon  my  head  ? 
Doug.  Know,  then,  ray  name  b  Douglas ; 
And  1  do  haunt  thee  in  the  battle  thus, 
Because  some  tell  me  that  thou  art  a  king. 
Blunt.  They  tell  thee  true. 
Doug.  The  Lord  of  Stafford  dear  to^j  bath 
bought 
Th^  likeness ;  for,  instead  of  thee.  King  Harry, 
Tills  sword  hath  ended  him:  so  shall  it  thee. 
Unless  thou  yield  thee  as  my  prisoner. 
DlitnL  1  was  not  bom  to  yield,  thou  haughty 
Scot; 
And  thou  shalt  find  a  king  that  will  reveng 
Lord  Stafford's  death. 

[  l^hey  fightf  and  Blunt  u  dain. 

Enter  Hotbpub. 
Hot,  O  Douglas,  hadst  thou  fought  at  Holmedon 
thus, 
I  never  had  triumphed  over  a  Scot^ 
Doug.  Airs  done,  all's  won;  here  breathless  lies 

the  king. 
Hot.  Where? 
Doug.  Here. 

Hot.  This,  Douglas?  no,  I  know  thb  fiuse  M\ 
well: 
A  gallant  knight  he  was,  hb  name  was  Blunt; 
Semblably  fumbh'd  like  the  king  himself. 

Doug.  A  fool  go  with  thy  soul,  whither  it  goes  I 
A  borrowed  title  hast  thou  bought  too  dear. 
Why  didst  thou  tell  me  that  thou  wert  a  king? 
Hot  The  king  hath  many  marching  in  hb  coats. 
Doug.  Now,  by  my  sword,  I  will  kill  all  hb 
coats; 
1*11  murtlier  all  hb  wardrobe,  piece  by  pieoe, 
Until  I  meet  the  king. 

Hot.  Up  and  away ; 

Our  soldiers  stand  full  fiurly  for  the  day. 

[JTflKtMt 

Other  alarwng.    Enter  Fautafp. 

/bL  Though  I  could  Escape  shot-free  at  London, 
I  fear  the  shot  here :  here's  n6  scoring,  but  upon 
the  pate.— Soft!  whoars  vou?  Sir  Walter  Blunt;— 
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(berets  honour  for  you :  Here's  no  vanity  I  I  am  as 
hot  as  molten  lead,  and  as  heavy  too :  Heaven  keep 
lead  oat  of  me  I  I  need  no  more  weight  than  mine 
own  bowels.— 1  have  led  ray  ragamuffiiw  where  they 
are  pepper*d :  there's  but  three  of  my  hundred  and 
fifty  left  alive ;  and  they  are  for  the  town's  end,  to 
]}Qg  during  life.    But  who  comes  here  ? 

MOar  Prince  Henrt. 

P.  Hen.  What,  stand'stthou  idle  here?  lend  me 
thy  sword : 
Many  a  nobleman  lies  stark  and  stiff 
Under  the  hoofs  of  vaunting  enemies, 
Whose  dcilis  are  uurevenged :  Prithee,  lend  me 
thy  sword. 

FaL  O  Hal,  I  prithee  give  me  leave  to  breathe 
awhile.— Turk  Gregory  never  did  such  deeds  in 
arms  as  I  have  done  this  day.  I  have  paid  Percy, 
1  have  made  him  sure. 

P.  Hen.  He  is,  indeed:  and  living  to  kill  thee. 
I  prithee,  lend  me  thy  sword. 

FaL  Nay,  Hal,  if  Percy  be  alive  thou  gett'stnot 
my  sword ;  but  take  my  pistol,  if  thou  wilt. 

P.  Hen.  Give  it  me :  What,  is  it  in  the  case? 

FaL  Ay,  Hal;  'tis  hot,  tw  hot;  there's  that 
will  sack  a  dty. 

[The  PRnrcB  draws  out  a  hottU  of  tack. 

P.  Hen.  What,  is  it  a  time  to  jest  and  dally  now  ? 
[  Thrxnos  it  at  him^  and  exit. 

Fal.  If  Percy  be  alive  III  pierce  him,  if  he  do 
cx>me  in  my  way,  so:  if  he  do  not,  if  I  come  in  his 
willinglv,  let  bun  make  a  carbonado  of  me.  I  like 
not  such  grinning  honour  as  Sir  Walter  hath: 
Give  me  life,  which  if  I  can  save,  so;  if  not, 
honour  oomes  unlooked  for,  and  there's  an  end. 

[Exit. 

8CENB  ly.— Another ^arto/OeFUUL 

Alarumej  excwnions.    Enter  the  Knro,  Prince 
HENR7,  Prince  John,  and  Westmoreland. 

K.  Hen.  I  prithee, 
Harry,  withdraw  thy?el  f ;  thou  bleed'st  too  m  uch  ;— 
Lord  John  of  Lancaster,  go  you  with  him. 

P.  John.  Not, I,  my  lord,  unless  i  did  bleed  too. 

P.  Hen.  I  beseech  your  majesty,  make  up, 
Lest  your  retirement  do  amaze  your  friends. 

K.  Hen.  I  will  do  so: — 
My  lord  of  Westmoreland,  lead  him  to  his  tent. 

West.  Come,  my  lord,  111  lead  you  to  your  tent. 

P.  Hen.  Lead  me,  my  lord?  lao  not  need  your 
help: 
And  Heaven  forbid  a  shallow  scratch  should  drive 
The  Prince  of  Wales  from  such  a  field  as  this ; 
Where  stain 'd  nobility  lies  trodden  on, 
And  rebels'  arms  triumph  in  massacres! 

P.  John.  We  breathe  too  long:— Come,  cousin 
Westmoreland, 
Our  duty  this  way  lies;  for  God's  sake.  come. 

[Extunt  Pnnce  John  and  Westmoreland. 

P.  Hen.  By  Heaven,  thou  iiast  deceived  me,  Lan- 
caster, 
I  did  not  think  thee  lord  of  such  a  spirit : 
Before,  I  lov'd  thee  as  a  brother,  John; 
But  now,  I  do  respect  thee  as  my  soul. 

K.  Hen.  I  saw  him  hold  Lord  Percy  at  the  point. 
With  lustier  maintenance  than  I  did  look  for 
t>f  such  an  nngrown  warrior. 

P.  Hen,  O,  this  boy  lends  metal  to  us  all. 

\Soai. 
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-PART  I. 

Alarums. 


Enter  Douolas- 


Doug.  Another  kingl  they  grow  like  Hydras 
heads: 
I  am  the  Douglas,  fatal  to  all  those 
That  wear  those  colours  on  them. — What  art  tbeo 
That  counterfeit'st  the  person  of  a  king  ? 

K.  Hen.   The  king   himself;   who,  DougUw 
grieves  at  heart, 
So  many  of  his  shadows  thou  hast  met, 
And  not  the  very  king.     I  have  two  boys 
Seek  Percy  and  thyself,  about  the  field: 
But,  seemg  thou  {alVat  on  me  so  luckily 
1  will  assay  thee ;  so  defend  thyself. 

Doug.  1  fear  thou  art  anotlier  counterfeit; 
And  yet,  in  faith,  thou  bear'st  thee  like  a  king* 
But  mine  I  am  sure  thou  art,  whoe'er  thou  be 
And  thus  I  win  thee. 

[IHeyJight;  the  Kino  being  tn  danger^  enter 
Prince  Henry. 

P.  Hm.  Hold  up  thy  head,  vile  Soot,  or  thou 
art  like 
Never  to  hold  it  up  again !  the  spirits 
Of  valiant  Shirley,  Stafford,  Blunt,  are  in  my  arms: 
It  is  the  Prince  of  Wales  that  threatens  thee ; 
Who  never  promiseth  but  he  means  to  pay. 

[  They  fight ;  Dofolas  Jlies. 
Cheerly,  my  lord;  How  fares  your  grace?— 
Sir  Nichohis  Gawsey  hath  for  succour  sent, 
And  so  hath  Clifton ;  I'll  to  Clifton  straight. 

K.  Hen,  Stay,  and  breathe  awliile ; 
Thou  hast  redeem 'd  thy  lost  opinion ; 
And  show'd  thou  mak'st  some  tender  of  my  life. 
In  this  fair  rescue  thou  hast  brought  to  me. 

P.  Hen.  O  Heaven  I  they  did  me  too  much 
injury. 
That  ever  said  I  hearken'd  for  your  death 
If  it  were  so,  I  might  have  let  alone 
The  insulting  hand  of  Douglas  over  you ; 
Which  would  have  been  as  speedy  in  your  end. 
As  all  the  poisonous  potions  in  the  world. 
And  sav'd  the  treacherous  labour  of  your  son. 

K.  Hen.  Make  up  to  Clifton,  111  to  Sir  Nicholas 
Gawsey.  [Exit  Knro  Henry. 

Enter  Hotspur. 

Hot.  If  I  mistakenot,  thou  art  Harry  Monmouth, 

P.  Hen.  Thou  speak'st  as  if  I  would  deny  my 
name. 

Hot.  My  name  is  Harry  Percy. 

P.  Hen.  Why,  tlien  I  see 

A  very  valiant  rebel  of  that  name. 
I  am  the  Prince  of  Wales;  and  think  not,  Percy, 
To  share  with  me  in  glory  any  more : 
Two  stars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  sphere; 
Nor  can  one  England  brook  a  double  reign. 
Of  Harry  Percy  and  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

Hot.  Nor  shall  it,  Harry,  for  the  hour  is  oomo 
To  end  the  one  of  us ;  And  would  to  Heaven, 
Thy  name  in  arms  were  now  as  great  as  mine ! 

P.  Hen.  I'll  make  it  greater  ere  I  part  from  tftee . 
And  all  the  budding  honours  on  thy  crest 
111  crop,  to  make  a  garland  for  my  head. 

Hot,  I  oan  no  longer  brook  thy  vanities. 

[Tlu^fyht 

Enter  Palbtaff. 

FaL  WeD  said,  Hall   to  it,  Hal!— Nay.  yeo 
■hall  find  no  boy'a  play  here,  I  ean  toU  you.      . 
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XTNG  HENRY 
JSnier  DooroLAS:  ^  fighU  wUh  Falstafp,  who 
fiJJs  doum  at  tfhe  were  dead,  and  exit  Douglas. 
HorapuR  w  totmnded,  and/alU. 

Sot  Oy  Hany,  thoa  hast  robb'd  me  of  my 

youth : 
1  better  brook  the  loss  of  brittle  life 
Than  those  proud  titles  thoa  hast  won  of  me; 
They  wound  my  thoughts  worse  than  thy  sword 

my  flesh : — 
Bnt  thought's  the  slave  of  life,  and  life  time's 

tool; 
And  time,  that  takes  survey  of  all  the  world, 
Must  have  a  stop.    0,  I  could  prophesy, 
But  that  the  earthy  and  coid  hand  of  death 
Lies  on  my  tongue :— No,  Percy,  ihou  art  dust, 

And  food  for [Diee. 

P,  Hen,  For  worms,  brave  Percy :  Pare  thee 

well,  ^eat  heart  I 
Ill-weav'd  ambition,  how  much  art  thon  shrunk  I 
When  that  this  body  did  contain  a  spirit, 
A  kingdom  for  it  was  too  small  a  bound ; 
But  now,  two  paces  of  the  vilest  earth 
Is  room  enoiigh: — This  earth,  that  bears  thee 

dead, 
Bean  not  alive  so  stout  a  gentleman. 
If  thou  wert  sensible  of  courtesy, 
I  should  not  make  so  great  a  show  of  zeal  ^— 
But  let  my  fovours  hiau  thy  mangled  face ; 
And,  even  in  thy  behalf,  ill  thank  myself 
For  doing  these  &ir  rites  of  tenderness. 
Adieu,  and  take  thy  praise  with   thee  to  heaven  t 
Thy  ignomy  sleep  with  thee  in  the  grave, 
Bnt  not  remembered  in  thy  epitaph  I — 

[Be  tees  Falstaff  on  ihe  ground. 

What  I  old  acquaintance  I  could  not  all  this  flesh 
Keep  hi  a  little  life?    Poor  Jack,  farewell  I 
I  could  have  better  spar'd  a  better  man 
O,  I  should  have  a  heavy  miss  of  thee, 
If  I  were  much  in  love  with  vanity. 
Death  hath  not  struck  so  fat  a  deer  to-dsy. 
Though  many  dearer,  in  this  bloody  fray  :— 
Embo weird  will  I  see  thee  by  and  by: 
Till  then,  in  blood  by  noble  Percy  lie.         [EasU, 
FaL  [Biting  dotolif.']    Embowelledl    if  thou 
em1x>we]  me  to-day,  III  give  yon  leave  to  powder 
me  and  eat  me  to-morrow.    'SSblood,  ^was  time 
10  counterfeit,  or  that  hot  termagant  8cot  had  paid 
me  Scot  and  lot  too.     Counterfeit?  I  lie,  lam 
no  counterfeit :  To  die  is  to  be  a  counterfeit ;  for 
he  is  but  the  counterfeit  of  a  man  who  hath  not 
the  life  of  a  man :  but  to  counterfeit  dying,  when 
a  man  thereby  liveth,  is  to  be  no  counterteit,  but 
the  true  and  perfect  image  of  life  indeed.    The 
better  part  of  valour  is  discretion ;  in  the  which 
better  part  I  have  saved  my  life.    'Ziounds,  I  am 
afraid  of  thb  gunpowder  Percy,  though  he  bo 
dead:   How,  if  he  should  counterfeit  too,  and 
rise?   I  am  afraid  he  would  prove  the  better 
oounterfeit    Therefore  111  make  him  sure:  yea, 
•nd  111  swear  I  killed  him.     Why  mav  not  he 
rise,  as  well  as  I  ?    Nothing  confutes  :ne  but  eves, 
and  nobody  sees  me.    Therefore  sirrah  [ttiMing 
kim],  with  a  new  wound  in  your  thigh,  come  you 
along  with  me. 

[Taket  Hotspub  on  hit  back, 

B&mter  Prinee  Hbkrt  and  Prince  Johv. 

P.  Hen,  Come,  brother  John,  full  bravelj  ha*t 
thou  flesh  *d 
Thy  maiden  sword. 
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P.  Jolm,  Bit,  soft  I  who  have  we  here 7 

Did  you  noc  tell  me  this  fat  man  was  dead  ? 

P.  Hen.  I  did  ;  I  saw  him  dead, 
Breathless  and  bleeding  on  the  ground. 
Art  thou  alive? 

Or  is  it  phantasy  that  plays  upon  our  eyesight? 
Iprithee,  speak ;  we  will  not  trust  our  eyes 
Without  our  ears : 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  seem*st. 

FaL  No,  that's  certain ;  I  am  not  a  double  man  i 
but  if  I  be  not  Jack  Falstaff  then  am  I  a  Jaok. 
There  is  Percy  [throwing  the  body  down]  :  if  your 
father  will  do  me  anv  honour,  so ;  if  not,  let  him 
kill  the  next  Percy  himself.  I  look  to  be  either 
earl  or  duke,  I  can  assure  vou. 

P.  Hen,  Why,  Percy  I  kiird  myself,  ana  saw 
thee  dead. 

FaL  Didst  thou  ?— Lord,  Lord,  how  the  world 
is  given  to  Iving  I— I  grant  you  I  was  down,  and 
out  of  breath ;  and  so  was  he :  but  we  rose  both 
at  an  instant,  and  fought  a  long  hour  by  Shrewii* 
bury  clock.  If  I  may  be  believed,  so ;  if  not, 
let  them  that  should  reward  valour  bear  the  sin 
upon  their  own  heads.  Ill  take  it  upon  my  death, 
I  gave  him  this  wound  in  the  thigh :  if  the  man 
were  alive,  and  would  deny  it,  I  would  make  him 
eat  a  piece  of  my  sword. 

P.  John.  This  is  the  strangest  tale  that  e^  I 
heard. 

P.  Hen.  This  is  the  strangest  fellow,  brothei 
John. 
Come,  bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  back: 
For  my  part,  if  a  lie  m  y  do  thee  grace, 
111  gild  It  with  the  happiest  terms  I  have. 

[A  retreat  it  towtded 

The  trumpets  sound  retreat,  the  day  is  ours. 
Come,  brother,  let's  to  the  highest  of  the  field. 
To  see  what  friends  are  living,  who  are  dead. 

\ Exeunt  Prince  Henrt  and  Prince  Johk. 
FaL  111  follow,  as  they  say,  for  reward.    He 
that  rewards  me,  Heaven  reward  him  I    If  I  dc 
grow  great^  111  grow  less;  for  111  purge,  and  leav 
sack  and  kve  cleanly,  as  a  nobleman  should  do. 

[Entj  bearing  off  the  body 

SCENE  Y^Anotherpart  qfihtfidd 

The  trwnpett  tound.  Enter  King  Henrt,  Prmco 
Henrt,  Prince  Johh,  Westmoreland,  and 
others,  with  Worobster  and  VuasoVtpritonert. 

K.  Hen.  Thus  ever  did  rebeUion  find  rebuke. 
Ill-spirited  Worcester!  did  we  not  send  grace. 
Pardon,  and  terms  of  love  to  all  of  you  ? 
And  wouldst  thou  turn  our  offers  contrary? 
Misuse  the  tenor  of  thy  kinsman's  trust  ? 
Three  knights  upon  our  party  slain  to-day 
A  noble  earl,  and  many  a  creature  else, 
Had  been  alive  tliis  hour. 
If,  like  a  Christian,  thou  hadst  truly  borne 
Betwixt  our  armies  true  intelligence. 

Wor,   What  I  have  done   my  safety  urg'd 
me  to; 
And  I  embrace  this  fortune  patiently. 
Since  not  to  be  avoided  it  fuls  on  me. 

K.  Hen.  Bear  Worcester  to  the  death,  and 
Vernon  too : 
Other  offenders  we  will  pause  upon.^ 

lEuemU  Worgi0txb  and  Ybrhov,  guarded. 

How  goes  theileld?  (^mmnlo 
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P.  Bm,  The  noble  Boot,  Lord  Douglas,  when 
he  saw 
The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  turnM  from  him, 
The  iioble  Percy  slain,  and  all  his  men 
Upon  the  foot  of  fear,  fled  with  the  rest ; 
And,  {ailing  from  a  hill,  he  was  so  bruised 
That  the  pursuers  took  him.    At  my  tent 
The  Douglas  is ;  and  I  beseech  your  grace 
I  may  dispose  of  him. 
K,  Hen,  With  all  my  heart 

P.  Beru  Then,  brother  J  ohn  of  Lancaster,  to  yon 
Ihis  honourable  bounty  shall  belong : 
Gh>  to  the  Douglas,  ana  deliver  him 
Up  to  his  pleasure,  ransomless,  and  free : 
His  valour,  shown  upon  our  crests  to-dav 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cherish  such  high  deeds 
ISven  in  toa  bosom  of  oar  adversarieB, 


IV.— PART  T. 
K.  Um,  Then  this  remains, — that  we  divide 
our  power. 
Ton,  son  John,  and  my  cousin  Westmoreland, 
Towards  York  shall  bend  you,  with  your  dearest 

speed. 
To  meet  Northumberland  and  the  prelate  Scroop, 
Who,  as  we  hear,  are  bnsily  in  arms : 
Myself,  and  you,  son  Harry,  will  towards  Wales, 
To   fight    with     Qlendower   and   the    Earl   of 

March. 
Rebellion  in  this  land  shall  lose  his  sway, 
Meeting  the  check  of  such  another  day : 
And  since  this  business  so  fair  is  done. 
Let  us  not  leave  till  all  our  own  be  won. 
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Hag  UKHBT  rv, 

HKntT^MiiM ol  WalM,  afWnr»rdi Sac. 

HENBT  v..  Ma  to  Klag  Hmr  XY. 

TflOMAS,  Dak*  of  Olaranc*.  Ma  to  Slag  Beniy  IV. 

PriaM  JOHN  of  LancMtor,  aftorwardi  oroatod  (S  Henry  V. ) 

Duka  of  Bodf ord.  Ma  to  Kiag  Hoary  IV. 

Frlaoo  HUKPHEST  of  Glostor,  aftorwardJ   created 

(S  Hoary  V.)  Doke  of  Olottor,  Ma  to  Klag  Heary  IV. 

Bart  of  WABWIOK,  of  the  Klag**  party. 

Bill  of  WSanffOBBLANO.  of  the  King*!  party. 

OOWBB,  of  th*  Blag*!  party. 

HABOOVBT.  of  tlM  Blag*!  party. 

Xord  OMtf  Jnstlce  of  tlie  Binge  Beach. 

A  Oeatlemaa  atteadlag  oa  the  Chief  Juetioo. 

Bui  of  If  OBTHUKBEBLAMD,  eaeay  to  the  Blag. 

aCBOOP.  Archbichop  of  York,  Lord  MOWBRAT,  and 

Lord  HABTOIOS.  eaeatoe  to  the  Blag. 

SCSHB 


Lord  BABDOLPH.  fB«iy  to  tho  Blag: 

Mr  JOHN  OOLBVILB,  oBMiiy  to  the  Blag. 

A  KOBTON,  domoctlei  of  Horthaiabl 

FALBTAPF.       BABDOLPK. 

PISTOL       Pag*. 

POXHB,  aa  attondaat  oa  Prlao*  Boaxy. 

FETO,  aa  attoadaat  oa  Priace  Beaiy 

SHALLOW,  a  covatry  Jastlo*. 

8ILEHCZ,  a  oonatry  Jaitleo. 

DAVT,  Mnraat  to  Shallow, 

KOULDT,  SHADOW.  WABT.  FBEBLE,  BT7LL0ALF, 

OABO  aad  8NABB.  ihortir*  offlcen. 

RuMar.        A  Porter. 

A  Daaoor,  >p«ak*r  of  tli*  apflogvo. 

Lady  VOBTBVMBEBLABD  aad  Ladf  VIBOr. 

Ho.t«ei  QUICELT. 

DOLL  TBAB8BBS& 


INDUCTION. 


WaAworth.  Btfnrt  NorthnmbcrUod's  Cattle. 

Enter  Romoar,  painted /uU  of  tonguet. 

Bum.  Open  your  ears:  For  which  of  yon  will 
stop 
The  vent  of  beariogwhen  lond  Bnmonr  speaks? 
I,  from  the  orient  to  tbe  drooping  went. 
Making  the  wind  my  post-horse,  still  unfold 
The  acts  commenced  on  this  ball  of  earth ; 
Upon  my  tongne  oontinoal  slanders  ride ; 
The  which  in  every  language  I  pronoanoe, 
BtnAng  the  ears  of  men  with  false  reports. 
I  speak  of  pence,  while  covert  enmity, 
Under  the  smile  of  safety,  woands  the  world  : 
And  who  bat  Bnmonr,  who  bnt  only  I, 
Hake  fearfal  musters,  and  prepar'd  defence, 


Can  play  npon  it    Bnt  what  need  I  fhns 

My  well-kuowu  body  to  anatomise 

Among  my  household  f    Why  is  Bamonr  here  ? 

I  nm  before  King  Harry's  victory ; 

Who,  in  a  bloody  field  by  Sbrewsbory, 

Hath  beaten  do  wn  yonng  Hotspur  and  his  troops, 

Qaencbing  the  flame  of  bold  rebellion 

Even  with  the  rebels'  blood.     Bat  what  mean  I 

To  spoak  so  true  at  first  f  my  office  is 

To  noise  abroad,— that  Harry  Monmooth  fell 

Under  the  wrath  of  noble  Hotspur's  sword ; 

And  that  the  king  before  the  Douglas'  rage 

Stoop'd  his  anointed  head  as  low  as  death. 

This  have  Irumour'd  through  the  peasant  towns 

Between  the  royal  field  of  Shrewsbury 

And  this  worm-eaten  hold  of  ragged  stone. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


400 


KINO  HENBT  IV.— PART  n. 


ACT  I. 


SCENB  L-^The  same. 


The  Porter  b^ore  the  Gate ;  EnUr  Lord 
Babdolph. 

L.  Bard,   Who  keeps  the  gate  here,  hof— 

Where  is  the  earl  ? 
Port.  What  shall  I  say  yon  are  ? 
L,  Bard,  Tell  thou  the  earl, 

That  the  Lord  Bardolph  doth  attend  him  here. 
Port.  His  lordship  is  walk'd  forth  into  the 
orchard. 
Please  it  ^onr  honour,  knock  bat  *t  the  gate, 
And  he  himself  will  answer. 

Enter  Nobthumberlamd. 

L,  Bard.  Here  comes  the  earl. 

North,   What  news,  Lord  Bardolph?  CTery 
mioate  now 
Should  be  the  father  of  some  stratai^em : 
The  times  are  wild;  contention,  like  ahorse 
Fall  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loose, 
And  bears  down  all  before  him. 

L,  Bard,  Noble  earl, 

I  bring  yoa  certain  news  from  Shrewsbary. 

North,  Good,  an  Heaven  will  1 

L.  Bard,  As  good  as  heart  can  wish : 

The  king  is  almost  wonnded  to  the  death ; 
And  in  the  fortune  of  my  lord  your  son, 
Prince  Harry  slain  outright ;  and  both  the  Blunts 
Eill'd  by  the  hand  of  Douglas :  young  Prince 

John, 
And  Westmoreland,  and  Stafford,  fled  the  field ; 
Aod  Harry  Monmouth's  brawn,  the  hulk  Sir  John, 
Is  prisoner  to  your  son :  0,  such  a  day. 
So  fought,  so  foUow'd,  and  so  fairly  won. 
Came  not,  till  now,  to  dignify  the  times. 
Since  Ctssar's  fortunes  I 

North.  .  HowisthisderiT'df 

Saw  yoa  the  field  ?  came  you  from  Shrewsbury  f 

L,  Bard,  I  spake  with  one,  my  lord,  that  came 
from  thence ; 
A  gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  name, 
Tluit  freely  render'd  me  these  news  for  true. 

North,  Here  comes  my  serTant,  Travers,  wliom 
I  sent 
On  Tuesday  last  to  listen  after  newa. 

L.  Bard.  My  lord,  I  over-rode  him  on  the  way ; 
And  he  is  fumish'd  with  no  certainties. 
More  than  he  haply  may  retail  from  me. 

Enter  Tbaybbs. 
NorA,  Now,  Travers,  what  good  tidings  come 
with  you  f  [back 

TVav.  My  lord.  Sir  John  TTmfreiille  tonrd  me 


Of  Hotspur,  coldspor  f  that  rebellloo 
Had  met  ill  luck  f 

L.  Bard.  My  lord,  I'll  tell  you  what  ;— 

If  my  young  lord  your  son  have  not  the  day, 
Upon  mine  honour,  for  a  silken  point 
I'll  give  my  barony :  never  talk  of  it. 

North.  Why  should  the  gentleman  that  rode 
by  Travers 
Give  then  such  instances  of  loss? 

L.  Bard,  Who,  he? 

He  was  some  hilding  fellow,  that  had  stolen 
The  horse  he  rode  on ;  and,  upon  my  life. 
Spake  at  a  venture.     Look,  here  comes  mors 
news. 

Enter  Mobtoh. 

North,  Tea,  this  man's  brow,  like  to  a  title-leaf, 
Foretells  the  nature  of  a  tragic  volume : 
So  looks  the  strond,  whereon  the  imperious  flood 
Hath  left  a  witness'd  usurpation. 
Say,  Morton,  didst  thou  come  from  Shrewsbury  ? 

Mor.  I  ran  from  Shrewsbury,  my  noble  lord; 
Where  hateful  death  put  on  his  ugliest  mask, 
To  fright  our  party. 

North.  How  doth  my  son,  and  brother  f 

Thou  tremblest;  and  the  whiteness  of  thy  cheek 
Is  apter  than  thy  tongue  to  tell  th^  errand. 
Even  such  a  man,  so  faint,  so  spiritless. 
So  dnU,  so  dead  in  look,  so  woe-begone. 
Drew  Priam's  curtain  in  the  dead  of  night, 

Troy 


was 


And  would  have  told  him  half  his 

bum'd: 

But  Priam  found  the  flre,  ere  he  his  tongue. 
And  I  my  Percy's  death,  ere  thou  report'st  it 
This  thoa  wouldst  say,— Tour  son  did  thus,  and 

thus: 
Tour  brother  thus :  so  fought  the  noble  Douglas : 
Stopphag  my  greedy  ear  with  thehr  bold  deeds 
But  m  the  end,  to  stop  mine  ear  indeed, 
Thou  hast  a  sigh  to  blow  away  this  praise, 
Ending  with — brother,  son,  and  all  are  dead. 

Mor,  Douglas  is  living,  and  your  brother,  yet: 
But,  for  my  lord  your  son, 

North.  Why,  he  is  dead. 

See  what  a  ready  tongue  suspicion  hath ! 
He  that  but  fears  the  thing  he  would  not  know, 
Hath,  by  instinct,  knowledge  from  others'  ^es, 
That  what  he  fear'd  is  chanced.     Tet  speak, 

Morton; 
Ten  thoa  thy  earl  his  divination  lies ; 
And  I  will  take  it  as  a  sweet  disgrace. 
And  make  thee  rich  for  doing  me  such  wrcfD^. 

Mor,  Ton  are  too  great  to  be  by  roe  gainsaid: 
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But  theM  mine  eyei  mw  him  in  bloody  state, 
BenderiDg   faint   qnittanoe,  wearied  and  ont- 
breath'd,  [down 

To  Henry  Monmoath;  whose  swift  wrath  beat 
The  never  dann ted  Percy  to  the  earth, 
From  whence  with  life  he  never  more  spmng  ap. 
In  few,  his  death  (whose  spirit  lent  a  fire 
Bven  to  the  dullest  peasant  in  his  camp) 
Being  bmiied  once,  took  fire  and  heat  away 
From  the  best-temper'd  courage  in  his  troops: 
For  from  his  metal  was  his  party  steel'd ; 
Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  rest 
Torn'd  on  themselves,  like  dull  and  heavy  lead. 
And  as  the  thing  that's  heavy  in  itself. 
Upon  enforcement,  flies  with  greatest  speed ; 
Bo  did  oar  men,  heavy  in  Hotspur's  loss, 
Lend  to  this  weight  sach  lightness  with  their  fear, 
That  arrows  fled  not  swifter  toward  their  aim. 
Than  did  onr  soldiers,  aiming  at  their  safety. 
Fly  from  the  field :  Then  was  that  noble  Worcest  er 
Too  soon  ta'en  prisoner :  and  that  furions  Scot, 
The  bloody  Donglas,  whose  well-labouring  sword 
Had  three  t>mes  slain  the  appearance  of  the  king, 
'Gan  vail  his  stomach,  and  did  grace  the  shame 
Of  those  that  tnm'd  their  backs ;  and,  in  his  flight, 
Stumbling  in  fear,  was  took.    The  sum  of  aU 
Is,  that  the  king  hath  won ;  and  hath  sent  oat 
A  speedv  power  to  encounter  you,  my  lord, 
Under  the  conduct  of  young  Lancaster, 
And  Westmoreland :  this  is  the  news  at  full. 

North,  For  this  I  shall  have  time  enough  to 
mourn. 
In  poison  there  is  physic ;  and  these  newt, 
Having  been  weU  that  would  have  made  me  siek. 
Being  sick,  have  in  some  measure  made  me  well : 
And  as  the  wretch,  whose  fever- weakened  joints, 
like  strengthless  hinges,  buckle  under  life, 
Impatient  of  his  fit,  breaks  like  a  fire 
Out  of  bis  keeper's  arms ;  even  so  my  limbs, 
Weaken'd  with  grief , being  now  enrag'd  with  grief , 
▲re  thrice  themselves :  hence,  therefore^  thou 

nice  crutch; 
A  tealy  gauntlet  now,  with  joints  of  steel, 
Must  glove  this  hand :  and  hence,  thou  sickly 
Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head  [quoif ; 
Which  princes,  fleshed  with  conquest,  aim  to  hit. 
Now  bind  my  brews  with  iron :  And  approach 
The  ragged'st  hour  that  time  and  spite  dare  bring, 
To  frown  npon  the  enrag'd  Northumberland! 
Let  heaven  kiss  earth  1     Now  let  not  Nature'! 

hand 
Keep  the  wild  flood  oonfln'd  t  let  order  die  t 
And  let  the  world  no  longer  be  a  stage 
To  feed  contention  in  a  hngering  act ; 
But  let  one  spirit  of  the  fintbnrn  Oain 
Rei»!n  in  all  bosoms,  that,  each  heart  being  set 
On  bloody  courses,  the  rude  scene  may  end, 
And  darkness  be  the  burier  of  the  dead  1 

[Tra.  This  strained  passion  doth  yon  wrong, 
my  lord.] 

X.  Sard.  Sweet  earl,  divorce  not  wisdom  from 
your  honour. 

Mor.  The  lives  of  all  your  loving  complices 
Lean  on  your  health ;  the  which,  if  you  give  o'er 
To  stormy  passion,  must  perforce  decay. 
You  cast  the  event  of  war,  my  noble  lord,  [said, 
And  summed  the  account  of  chance,  before  you 
Let  us  make  head.    It  was  your  presnrmise, 
That  in  the  dole  of  blows  your  son  might  drop  : 
Ton  knew  he  walk'd  o'er  perils,  on  an  edge, 
Hore  likely  to  faU  in  than  to  get  o'er : 
Ton  were  advls'd  his  flesh  waa  capable 
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Of  wounds,  and  soars ;  and  that  his  forward  spirit 
Would  lift  him  where  most  trade  of  danger  rang'd : 
Tet  did  you  say,— Go  forth ;  and  none  of  this, 
Though  strongly  apprehended,  could  restrain 
The  stifF-bome  action :  What  hath  then  befallen, 
Or  what  hath  this  bold  enterprise  brought  forth. 
More  than  that  being  which  was  like  to  be  ? 

L.  Bard.  We  all,  that  are  engaged  to  this  loss. 
Knew  that  we  ventur*d  on  such  dangerous  seas, 
That  if  we  wrought  out  life  'twas  ten  to  one: 
And  yet  we  ventur'd,  for  the  gain  propos'd 
Ohok'd  the  respect  of  likely  peril  fear'd; 
And,  since  we  aie  o'erset,  venture  again. 
Oome,  we  will  all  put  forth ;  body  and  goods. 

Mor.  *Tis  more  than  time :  And,  my  most  noUe 
lord, 
I  hear  for  certain,  and  do  speak  the  truth— 
The  gentle  Archbishop  of  York  is  up. 
With  well-appointed  powers ;  he  is  a  man. 
Who  with  a  double  surety  binds  his  followers. 
My  lord  your  son  bad  only  but  the  corps. 
But  shadows  and  the  shows  of  men,  to  fight ; 
For  that  same  word,  rebellion,  did  divide 
The  action  of  their  bodies  from  their  souls ; 
And  they  did  fight  with  queasiuess,  constrain'd. 
As  men  drink  potions ;  that  their  weapons  only 
Seem'don  our  side,  but,  for  their  spirits  and  souls, 
This  word,  rebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up. 
As  fish  are  in  a  jpond :  But  now  the  bishop 
Turns  insurrection  to  religion : 
Suppos'd  sincere  and  holy  in  his  thoughts, 
He^s  followed  both  with  body  and  with  mind ; 
And  doth  enlarge  his  rising  with  the  blood 
Of  fair  King  Bichard,scrap'd  from  Pomf ret  stones: 
Derives  from  Heaven  his  quarrel,  and  his  eause; 
Tells  them,  he  doth  bestride  a  bleeding  land, 
Gaspiog  for  life  under  great  Bolingbroke ; 
And  more  and  less  do  fiock  to  follow  him* 

Norih.  I  knew  of  this  before ;  bat,  to  speak 
truth. 
This  present  grief  had  wip'd  it  from  my  mind. 
Qo  in  with  me ;  and  coxmsel  every  mfrn 
The  aptest  way  for  safety  and  revenge:  [speed; 
Get  posts  and  letters,  and  make  friends  with 
Never  so  few,  nor  never  yet  more  need. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  n.— London.    A  Street. 

Entev  Sur  JohnFALSTAFP,  with  his  Page  hearing 
his  eword  and  buckler. 

Fed.  Sirrah,  yon  giant,  what  says  tha  doctor 
to  my  water? 

Page.  He  said,  sir,  the  water  itself  was  a  good 
healthy  water :  but  for  the  party  that  owed  it,  he 
miffht  have  more  diseases  than  he  knew  for. 

Fal,  Men  of  all  sorts  take  a  pride  to  gird  at 
me.  The  brain  of  this  foolish-compounded  clay, 
man,  is  not  able  to  invent  anything  that  tendg 
to  laughter,  more  than  I  invent,  or  is  invented  on 
me :  I  am  not  only  witty  in  myself,  bnt  the  cause 
that  wit  is  in  other  men.  I  do  here  walk  before  thee 
like  a  sow  that  hath  o'erwhelmed  all  her  litter 
bnt  one.  If  the  prince  pnt  thee  into  my  service 
for  any  other  reason  than  to  set  me  off,  why  then 
I  have  no  judgment.  Thou  whoreson  mandrake, 
thou  art  fitter  to  be  worn  in  my  cap,  than  to  wait 
at  my  heels.  I  was  never  manned  with  an  agate 
till  now ;  but  I  will  set  you  neither  in  gold  nor 
silver,  bat  in  vile  apparel  and  send  you  back  again 
to  your  master,  for  a  jewel ;  the  ju  venal,  the  prince 
your  master,  whose  chin  is  not  yet  fledged.  I  will 
sooner  have  a  beard  grow  in  the  p^m  of  my  hanc* 
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than  he  shall  get  one  on  his  cheek ;  jet  he  will 
not  stick  to  say,  his  face  is  a  face-royal :  HeAven 
may  finish  it  when  he  will,  it  is  not  a  hair  amiss 
vet:  hemaykeepit  still  as  a  face-royal,  for  a 
barher  shall  never  earn  sixpence  ont  of  it ;  and 
yet  he  will  be  crowing,  as  if  he  had  writ  man  ever 
since  his  father  was  a  bachelor.  He  may  keep  his 
own  grace,  bat  he  is  almost  ont  of  mine,  I  can 
assure  him.  What  said  Master  Dambledon  about 
the  satin  for  my  short  cloak  and  slops  f 

Page,  He  said,  shr,  you  should  procure  him 
better  assurance  than  fiardolph :  he  would  not 
take  his  bond  and  yours:  he  liked  not  the  security. 

Fal.  Let  him  be  damned  like  the  glutton  1  may 
his  tongue  be  hotter  I— A  whoreson  Achitopbell 
a  rascally  yea-forsooth  knave  1  to  bear  a  gentle- 
man in  hand,  and  then  stand  upon  security!  The 
whoreson  smooth-pates  do  now  wear  nothing  but 
high  shoes,  and  bunches  of  keys  at  their  girdles; 
•Dd  if  a  man  is  through  vrith  them  in  hooest  taking 
up,  then  they  must  stand  upon  security.  I  had  as 
lief  they  would  put  ratsbane  in  my  mouth,  as 
offer  to  stop  it  with  security.  I  looked  that  he 
should  have  sent  me  two-and-twenty  yards  of 
satin,  as  I  am  true  knight,  and  he  sends  me  secu- 
rity. Well,  he  may  sleep  in  security ;  for  he  hath 
the  horn  of  abundance,  and  the  lightness  of  his 
wife  shines  throush  it:  and  yet  oaunot  he  see, 
though  he  have  his  own  lantern  to  light  him. 
Where's  Bardolphf 

Page,  He's  gone  to  Smithfleld,  to  buy  your 
worship  a  horse. 

Fal,  I  bought  him  in  Paul's,  and  he'll  buy  me 
a  horse  in  Smith  field :  if  I  could  get  me  a  wife  in 
the  stews,  I  were  manned,  horsed,  and  wived. 

Enter  ih^  Lord  Chief  Justice  and  an  Attendant. 

Ptige.  Sir,  here  comes  the  nobleman  that  com- 
mitte  1  the  prince  for  striking  him  about  Bardolph. 

Fal.  WHit  close,  I  will  not  see  him. 

Oh.  Juet.  Wh^t't  he  that  goes  there  f 

Atten.  Falstaff,  an't  please  your  lordship. 

Ch,  Just.  He  that  was  in  question  for  the 
roblery  f 

Atten,  He,  my  lord :  but  he  hath  since  done 
good  service  at  Shrewsbury ;  and,  as  I  hear,  is 
'  now  going  with  some  charge  to  the  Lord  John 
of  Lancaster. 

Oh.  Just.  What,  to  Torkr    Call  him  back 

Atten.  Sir  John  Falstaff  I  [again. 

Fal.  Boy,  tell  him  I  am  deaf. 

Page.  Tou  must  speak  louder,  my  master  is 
deaf. 

Oh.  Just.  I  am  sure  he  is,  to  the  hearing  of 
anything  good.  Go,  pluck  him  by  the  elbow ;  I 
must  speaK  with  him. 

Atten.  Sir  John, 

Fal.  What  I  a  young  knave,  and  beg  I  Is  there 
not  wars  ?  is  there  not  employment  f  Doth  not 
the  king  lack  subjects  f  do  not  the  rebels  want 
soldiers  f  Though  it  be  a  shame  to  be  on  any 
side  but  one,  it  is  worse  shame  to  beg  than  to 
be  OB  the  worst  side,  were  it  worse  than  the 
name  of  rebellion  can  tell  how  to  make  it 

Atten.  You  mistake  me,  sir. 

Fal.  Why,  sir,  did  I  say  you  were  an  honest 
man  f  setting  my  knighthood  and  my  soldiership 
aside,  I  had  ued  in  my  throat  if  I  had  said  so. 

Atten.  I  pray  you,  sir,  then  set  your  knight- 
hood and  your  soldiership  aside ;  and  give  me 
leave  to  tell  you,  you  lie  in  your  throat,  if  you 
say  I  am  auy  other  than  an  honest  man. 

Fal.  I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  sol    I  lay 
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aside  that  which  grows  to  me  1  If  thou  getf  st  any 
leave  of  me,  hang  me;  if  thou  takeat  leave,  thoq 
wert  better  be  hanged :  You  hunt  counter ;  henoe  I 
avaunt 1 

Atten.  Sir,  my  lord  would  speak  with  you. 

Oh.  Jiiat.  Sir  John  Falstaff,  a  word  with  you. 

Fed.  My  good  lord  t->Give  your  lordship  good 
time  of  day.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  lordship 
abroad:  I  heard  say  your  lordship  was  sick:  I 
hope  your  lordship  goes  abroad  by  advice.  Your 
lordship,  though  not  clean  past  your  youth,  bath 
yet  some  smack  of  age  in  you,  some  relish  of  the 
saltness  of  time ;  and  1  most  humbly  beseech  your 
lordship  to  have  a  reverend  care  of  your  health. 

Oh.  Just.  Sir  John,  I  sent  for  you  before  your 
expedition  to  Shrewsbury. 

Fal.  If  it  please  your  lordship,!  hear  his  majesty 
IB  returned  with  some  discomfort  from  Wales. 

Ch.  Just.  1  talk  not  of  his  majesty  :~Yoa 
would  not  come  when  I  sent  for  you. 

Fal.  And  I  hear,  moreover,  his  highness  is 
fallen  into  this  same  whoreson  apoplexy. 

Oh.  Just.  Well,  Heaven  mend  him  1  I  prty, 
let  me  tpeak  with  you. 

Fal.  This  apoplexy  is,  as  I  take  it,  a  kind  of 
lethargy;  a  sleeping  of  the  blood,  a  whoreson 
tingliug. 

Oh.  Juet.  What  tell  you  me  of  it  f  beitasitla. 

Fal.  It  hath  its  original  from  much  grief; 
ftrom  study,  and  perturbation  of  the  braios;  I 
have  read  the  cause  of  his  effects  in  (Hlen ;  it 
is  a  kind  of  deafness. 

Oh.  Just.  I  thiok  you  are  fallen  into  thf 
disease ;  for  you  hear  not  what  I  say  to  you« 

Fal.  Very  well,  my  lord,  verv  well;  rather,  an't 
please  yon,  it  is  the  disease  of  not  listening,  the 
mal  idy  of  not  marking,  that  I  am  troubled  withaL 

Oh  ./U8t.  To  panish  you  by  the  heels  would 
amend  the  attention  of  your  ears ;  and  I  oare 
not  if  I  be  your  physician. 

Fal.  I  am  as  poor  as  Job,  my  lord,  but  not  so 
patieat :  your  lordship  may  minister  the  potion 
of  imprisonment  to  me,  in  respect  of  poverty; 
but  huw  I  should  be  yoor  patient  to  follow  tout 
prescriptions,  the  wise  may  make  some  drain  of 
a  scrapie,  or,  indeed,  a  scruple  itself. 

Oh.  Just.  I  sent  for  you,  when  there  were 
mattt  n  against  you  for  your  life,  to  come  speak 
with  me. 

Fal.  As  I  was  then  advised  by  my  learned 
oounsel  in  the  laws  of  this  land-service,  I  did  not 
come. 

Oh.  Juet.  WeU,  the  truth  is,  Shr  John,  yon  Uve 
in  great  infamy. 

Fal.  He  that  buckles  him  in-  my  belt  cannot 
live  in  less. 

Oh.  Just.  Your  meant  are  very  slender,  and 
your  waele  great. 

Fal.  I  would  it  were  otherwise ;  I  would  my 
means  were  greater  and  my  waist  slenderer. 

Oh.  Just.  Yon  have  misled  the  >outhf  ol  prinee. 

Fal.  The  young  prince  hath  misled  me ;  I  am 
the  fellow  with  the  great  belly,  and  he  my  dog. 

Oh.  Just.  Well,  I  am  loth  to  gall  a  new- healed 
wound;  your  day's  service  at  Shrewsbury  hath 
a  littie  gilded  over  vour  night's  exploit  on  (Hds- 
hill;  you  may  thank  the  unquiet  time  for  your 
quiet  o'erposting  that  action. 

Fal.  My  lord  ? 

Oh.  Just.  But  since  all  is  well,  keep  it  so; 
wake  not  a  sleeping  wolf. 
Fal.  To  wake  a  wolf  is  as  bad  as  to  smell  a  fox. 
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Oh,  Jutt.  What  1  yoa  aie  ai  a  eandle,  the 
better  part  burnt  ont. 

Fal.  A  wassel  candle,  my  lord ;  all  tallow :  if  I 
did  say  of  wax,my  growth wonld  approve  the  truth. 

Ch.  Jutt.  There  is  not  a  white  hair  on  your 
face  hot  should  hare  his  effect  of  gravity. 

Fal.  His  effect  of  gravy,  gravy,  gravy. 

Oh.  Just.  Yon  follow  the  yonng  prince  up  smd 
down,  like  his  ill  angel. 

Fal.  Not  so,  my  lord ;  yonr  ill  angel  is  light; 
bnt,  I  hope,  he  that  looks  npon  me  will  take  me 
witboat  weighing :  and  yet,  in  some  resjpects,  I 
grant,  I  cannot  go,  I  cannot  tell :  Yirtne  is  of  so 
little  regard  in  these  costermonger's  times,  that 
tme  valoor  is  tomed  bearherd:  Pregnancy  is 
made  a  tapster,  and  hath  his  quick  wit  wasted  in 
giving  reckonings :  all  the  other  gifts  appertinent 
to  man,  as  the  malice  of  this  age  shapes  them,  are 
not  worth  a  gooseberry.  Yon,  that  are  old,  con- 
sider not  the  capacities  of  ns  that  are  yonng :  yoa 
measore  the  heat  of  oar  livers  by  the  bitterness 
of  yonr  galls :  and  we  that  are  in  the  vaward  of 
our  youth,  I  mnst  confess,  are  wags  too. 

Oh,  Just.  Do  yon  set  down  yonr  name  in  the 
scroll  of  youth,  that  are  written  down  old  with  all 
the  characters  of  age  ?  Have  yon  not  a  moist 
eye  7  a  dry  hand  ?  a  yellow  cheek  ?  a  white  beard  7 
a  decreasing  leg  ?  an  increasing  belly  ?  Is  not 
your  voice  broken  ?  your  wind  short  ?  your  chin 
double  f  your  wit  single  ?  and  every  part  about 
you  blasted  vnth  antiquity  ?  and  will  yon  yet 
•all  yourself  young  ?    Fie,  fle,  fie.  Sir  John  1 

Fal.  My  lord,  I  was  bom  [about  three  of  the 
dlook  in  the  afternoon]  with  a  white  head,  and 
fomething  a  round  belly.  For  my  voice,  I  have 
lost  it  with  hollaing,  and  singing  of  anthems. 
To  approve  my  youth  farther,  I  will  not :  the 
truth  18, 1  am  only  old  in  judgment  and  under- 
tftanding ;  and  he  that  will  caper  with  me  for  a 
thousand  marks,  let  him  lend  me  the  money, 
and  have  at  him.  For  the  box  of  the  ear  that 
the  prince  gave  yon,  he  gave  it  like  a  mde 
prince,  and  you  took  it  like  a  sensible  lord.  I 
have  checked  him  for  it;  and  the  young  lion 
repents :  marry,  not  hi  ashes  and  iackdoth,  but 
in  new  sQk  and  old  sack. 

Oh,  Just.  Well,  Heaven  aend  the  prince  a 
better  companion  1 

Fal,  Heaven  send  the  eompanion  a  better 
prince  t    I  eannot  rid  mv  hands  of  him. 

Oh.  Just.  WeU,  the  king  hath  severed  yoo 
and  Prince  Harry :  I  hear  y;ou  are  going  with 
Lord  John  of  Lancaster,  against  the  archbishop 
and  the  Earl  of  Northumberland. 

Fal.  Yes ;  I  thank  your  pretty  sweet  wit  for  it. 
But  look  you  pray,  all  you  that  lass  my  lady  peace 
at  home,  that  our  armies  join  not  in  a  hot  day ! 
for,  if  I  take  but  two  shirts  out  with  me,  and  I 
mean  not  to  sweat  extraordinarily,— if  it  be  a 
hot  day,  if  I  brandish  anytliing  but  my  bottle,  I 
would  I  might  never  spit  white  again.  There  is 
not  a  dangerous  action  can  peep  out  his  head,  but 
I  am  thrust  upon  it :  Well,  I  cannot  last  for  ever : 
[But  it  was  always  yet  the  trick  of  our  English 
nation,  if  they  have  a  good  thing,  to  make  it  too 
common.  If  yoa  will  needs  say  I  am  an  old 
man,  yon  ahomd  give  me  rest.  I  would  to  God 
my  name  were  not  so  terrible  to  the  enemy  as  it  is. 
I  were  better  to  be  eaten  to  death  with  rust,  than 
to  be  aeonred  to  nothing  with  perpetual  motion.! 

Oh.  Just.  Well,  be  honest,  be  honest;  and 
Heaven  hleas  yonr  expedition  t 
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Fal.  Will  your  lordship  lend  me  a  thousand 
pound,  to  furnish  me  forth  f 

Ch.  Just.  Not  a  penny,  not  a  penny;  yon  are 
too  impatient  to  bear  crosses.  Fare  yon  well : 
Commend  me  to  my  cousin  Westmoreland. 

[Exeunt  Chief  Justice  and  Attendant. 

Fal.  U I  do,  fillip  me  with  a  three-man  beetle. 
Aman  can  no  more  separate  age  and  covetousness, 
than  he  can  part  young  limbs  and  lechery :  but  the 
gout  galls  the  one,  and  the  pox  pinches  the  other; 
and  so  both  the  degrees  prevent  my  curses. — Boy ) 

Page.  Sir? 

Fal.  What  money  is  In  my  purse? 

Page,  Seven  groats  and  two-pence. 

Feu.  I  can  get  no  remedy  against  this  consump- 
tion of  the  purse :  borrowing  only  lingers  and 
lingers  it  out,  but  the  disease  ia  incurable.  Go 
bear  this  letter  to  my  Lord  of  Lancaster ;  this  to 
the  prince ;  this  to  the  Earl  of  Westmoreland ; 
and  this  to  old  Mistress  Ursula,  whom  I  have 
weekly  sworn  to  marry  since  I  perceived  the  first 
white  hair  on  my  chin:  Abput  it;  you  know 
where  to  find  me.  [Exit  Page.]  A  pox  of  this 
gout,  or,  a  gout  of  this  pox  1  for  the  one,  or  the 
other,  plays  the  rogue  with  my  great  toe.  It  is 
no  matter,  if  I  do  halt ;  I  have  the  wars  for  my 
colour,  and  my  pension  shall  seem  the  more 
reasonable :  A  good  wit  will  make  use  of  anything ; 
I  will  turn  diseases  to  commodity.  [Exit. 

SCENE  in.—- York.    A  Boom  in  the  Arch- 
bishop's Palace, 

Enter  t^  Archbishop  of  Yore,  the  Lord  HAsmves, 
MowBRAT,  and  Lord  Babdolph. 

Arch.  Thus  have  yon  heard  onr  cause,  and 
know  our  means ; 
And,  my  most  noble  friends,  I  pray  yon  all. 
Speak  plainly  your  opinions  of  our  hopes : 
Aiid.  first,  lord  marshal,  what  say  you  to  it  f 

Mowb.  I  well  allow  the  occasion  of  our  arms ; 
But  gladly  would  be  better  satisfied 
How,  in  onr  means,  we  should  advance  ourselves 
To  look  with  forehead  bold  and  big  enough 
Upon  the  power  and  puissance  of  the  king. 

Bast.  Our  present  musters  grow  npon  the  file 
To  five-and-twenty  thousand  men  of  choice ; 
And  our  supplies  Uve  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northumberland,  whose  bosom  boms 
With  an  incensed  fire  of  injuries. 

L.  Bard.  The  question,  then.  Lord  Hastings, 
standeth  thus ; 
Whether  our  present  five  and-twenty  ^onsand 
May  hold  up  head  without  Northumberland. 

Hast.  With  him,  we  may. 

L.  Bard.  Ay,  marry,  there's  the  point : 

But  if  without  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble. 
My  judgment  is,  we  should  not  step  too  far 
Till  we  bad  his  assistance  by  the  hand: 
For,  in  a  theme  so  bloody-fac*d  as  this, 
Conjecture,  expectation,  and  surmise 
Of  aids  incertain,  should  not  be  admitted. 

Arch.  'Tis  very  true.  Lord  Bardolph;  for, 
indeed, 
It  was  young  Hotspur's  ease  at  Shrewsbury. 

L.  Bard.  It  was,  my  lord ;  who  lin'd  himself 
with  hope. 
Eating  the  air  on  promise  of  supply. 
Flattering  himself  with  project  of  a  power 
Much  smaller  than  the  smallest  of  his  thoughts ; 
And  so,  with  great  imadnation, 
Proper  to  madmen,  led  his  powers  to  death. 
And,  winking,  leap'd  into  destiuotioii.  T 
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ffast  Bttt,  bj  TOUT  leftTe,  it  never  yet  did  hnrt, 
To  lay  down  likelihoods,  and  fonns  of  hope. 

L.  Bard,  Yes ; — if  tbie  present  quality  of  war 
(Indeed  the  instant  action,  a  oanse  on  foot) 
LiTes  so  in  hope,  as  in  an  early  snring       [fruit, 
We  see  the  appearing  buds;  wnich,  to  prove 
Hope  gives  not  so  much  warrant  as  despair 
That  frosts  will  bite  them.    When  we  mean  to 

build, 
We  first  «Qrvey  the  plot,  then  draw  the  model ; 
And  when  we  see  the  figure  of  the  house, 
Then  must  we  rate  the  cost  of  the  erection: 
Which  if  we  find  outweighs  ability, 
What  do  we  then,  but  draw  anew  the  model 
In  fewer  offices ;  or,  at  least,  desist 
To  build  at  all  f    Much  more  In  this  great  work, 
fWhich  is,  almost,  to  pluck  a  kingdom  down, 
And  set  another  up)  should  we  survey 
The  plot  of  situation,  and  the  model ; 
Consent  upon  a  sure  foundation ; 
Quesiion  surveyors ;  know  our  own  estate, 
How  able  such  a  work  to  undergo. 
To  weigh  against  his  opposite;  or  else, 
We  fortify  in  paper,  and  in  figures. 
Using  the  names  of  men  instead  of  men: 
Like  one  that  draws  the  model  of  a  house 
Beyond  his  power  to  build  it ;  who,  half  through, 
Gives  o*er,  and  leaves  his  part  created  cost 
A  naked  subject  to  the  weeping  douds. 
And  waste  for  churlish  winter's  tyranny, 

Hoit,  Grant,  that  our  hopes  (yet  likely  of  Mr 
birth) 
Should  be  still-bom,  and  that  we  now  possess'd 
The  utmost  man  of  expectation ; 
I  think  we  are  a  body  strong  enough. 
Even  as  we  are,  to  equal  wiih  the  king. 

L.  Bard.  What  1  is  the  king  bat  five-andt  wenty 
thousand  f 

ffoit.  To  us  no  more ;  nay,  not  so  much,  Lord 
Bardolph. 
For  his  divisions,  as  the  times  do  brawl, 
Are  in  three  heads;  one  power  against  the  French, 
And  one  against  Glendower ;  perforce,  a  third 
Must  take  np  us :  So  is  the  unfirm  king 
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In  three  divided ;  and  his  coffers  sound 

With  hollow  poverty  and  emptiness. 

Areh,  That  he  should  draw  Ids  several  strengthfi 
together, 
And  come  against  us  in  full  puissance. 
Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Host  If  he  should  do  so, 

Heleaveshisbacknnarm'd,  the  French  and  Welsh 
Baying  him  at  the  heels :  never  fear  that 

L.  Bard.  Who,  is  it  like,  should  lead  his 
forces  hither  ?  [land : 

Hast.  The  Duke  of  Lancaster  and  Westmore- 
Against  the  Welsh^himself  and  Harry  Monmouth : 
Bat  who  is  substituted  'gainst  the  French, 
I  have  no  certain  notice. 

Arch.  Let  us  on ; 

And  publish  the  occasion  of  our  arms. 
The  commonwealth  is  sick  of  their  own  choice, 
Their  over-greedy  love  hath  surfeited : 
An  habitation  giddy  and  unsure 
Hath  he  that  bnildeth  on  the  vulgar  heart. 
O  thoa  fond  many!  with  what  loud  applause 
Didst  thou  beat  Heaven  with  blessing  Boling- 

broke. 
Before  he  was  what  thou  wouldst  have  him  be  I 
And  being  now  trimm'd  in  thine  own  desires, 
Thou,  beastly  feeder,  art  so  full  of  him. 
That  thou  provok'st  thyself  to  cast  him  up. 
So,  so,  thou  common  dog,  didst  thou  disgorge 
Thy  glutton  bosom  of  the  royal  Richard ; 
And  now  thou  wouldst  eat  thy  dead  vomit  up. 
And  ho  wPst  to  find  it.  What  trust  is  in  these  times? 
They  that  when  Bichard  liv'd  would  have  him  die, 
Are  now  become  enamonr'd  on  his  grave : 
Thou,  that  threw'st  dust  upon  his  goodly  bead, 
When  through  proud  London  he  came  sighing  on 
After  the  admired  heels  of  Bolingbroke, 
Oriest  now,  **0  earth,  yield  us  that  king  again. 
And  take  thou  this  I"  O  thoughts  of  men  aocurs'd ! 
Past,  and  to  come,  seem  heist ;  things  present, 
worst.  [on  ? 

Mowb.  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers,  and  set 

Hast,  We  are  time's  subjects,  and  time  bids 
be  gone.  IJSmsmnt. 


ACT  n. 


SCENE  L— London.    A  StreeU 

Enter  Hostess ;  Fano,  and  his  Boy,  with  her ; 
and  Snabb  foUctoing. 

Host.  Master  Fang,   have  yon  entered  the 

Fang.  It  is  entered.  [action  f 

Host.  Where's  your  yeoman?  Is't  a  lusty 
yeoman  f  will  he  stand  to't  ? 

F€mg.  Sirrah,  where's  Snare  f 

Host.  Ay,  ay ;  good  Master  Snare  I 

/Snare.  Here,  here. 

Fang.  Snare,  we  must  arrest  Sir  John  Falstaff . 

Host.  Ay,  good  Master  Snare;  I  have  entered 
him  and  all. 

Snare.  It  may  chance  cost  some  of  ns  our 
lives ;  he  will  stab. 

Host.  Alas  the  day !  take  heed  of  him ;  he 
stabbed  me  hi  mine  own  house,  and  that  most 
beastly :  in  good  faith,  he  cares  not  what  mis- 
oLiof  he  dotn,  if  his  weapon  be  out :  he  willfoin 
like  any  devil:  he  will  spare  neither  man. 
Woman,  nor  child. 


Fang»  If  I  can  close  with  him  I  care  not  for 
his  thrust. 

Host.  No,  nor  I  neither :  Pll  be  at  your  elbow. 

Fang.  If  I  but  fist  him  once ;  if  he  come  but 
within  my  vice ; — 

Host.  1  am  undone  with  his  going ;  I  warrant 
he  is  an  infinitive  thing  upon  my  score :— (Jood 
Master  Fang,holdhim  sure ; — good  Master  Snare, 
let  him  not  'scape.  He  comes  continually  to  Pie- 
comer  (saving  your  manhoods),  to  buy  a  saddle; 
and  he  is  indited  to  dinner  to  the  Lubbar'sHead 
in  Lnmbert  street,  to  Master  Smooth's  the  silk- 
man  :  I  pray  ye,  since  my  ezion  js  entered,  and 
my  case  so  openly  known  to  the  world,  lei  him 
be  brought  in  to  his  answer.  A  hundred  mark 
is  a  long  one  for  a  poor  lone  woman  to  bear : 
and  I  have  borne,  and  borne,  and  borne ;  and 
have  been  f ubbed  off,  and  f ubbed  off,  from  this 
day  to  that  day,  that  it  is  a  shame  to  be  thought 
on.  There  is  no  honesty  in  such  dealing ;  unless 
a  woman  should  be  made  an  ass,  and  a  beast  to 
bear  every  knave's  wrong. 
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gnter  Sir  Jomn  Falbtaw,  Page,  and  6abdoi.pb. 
Yonder  be  oomes;  and  that  arrant  malmseT- 
nose  Bardolph  with  him.  Do  your  offices,  do 
your  offioee.  Master  Fang  and  Master  Snare , 
do  me,  do  me,  do  me  yonr  offices. 

Fal,  How  now  f  who's  mare's  deau  7  what's 
the  matter  f 

Fang.  Sir  John,  I  arrest  yoa  at  the  snit  of 
Mlstrees  Qnickly. 

Fal.  Away,  varlets !— Draw,  Bardolph;  oat 
me  off  the  ▼illain's  head;  throw  the  qoean  in 
the  channeL 

Ho8t,  Throw  me  in  the  channel  ?  Til  throw 
thee  there.  Wilt  thon  ?  wilt  thon  f  thon  bas- 
tardly rogne  1 — Marther.mnrther  I  0  thon  honey- 
snokle  TiUain,  wilt  thon  kill  God  s  officers,  and  the 
king's  f  0  tboa  honey- seed  rogue  1  thon  art  a 
hooey-seed ;  a  man  qneller,  and  a  woman  qneller. 

Fal,  Keep  them  off,  Bardolph. 

Fang,  A  rescue  I  a  rescae  I 

Ho9t.  CK>od  people,  brins  a  resone.  Thon 
wilt  not  ?  thon  wilt  not  f  do,  do,  thon  rogne  t 
do,  thon  hemp-^eed  I 

Fal.  Away,  yon  scolUont  yon  rampallionl 
yoa  fostilarian  t    I'll  tickle  yonr  catastrophe. 
Enter  the  Lord  Chief  Justice,  attended, 

Ck,  Just,  What's  the  matter?  keep  the  peaoe 
here,  hoi 

Host,  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  mel  I 
beseech  you,  stand  to  me ! 

Ok,  Just.  How  now.  Sir  John?  what,  are  yoa 
bnwling  here  ? 
Doth  this  become  your  plaee,  yonr  time,  and 

business  ? 
Yoa  should  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  York.— 
Stand  from  him,  fellow.     Wherefore  hang'st 
upon  Urn  ? 

Host,  0,  my  most  worshipful  lord,  an't  please 
your  grace,  I  am  a  poor  widow  of  Eastcheap, 
and  be  is  arrested  at  my  suit 

Oh.  Just.  For  what  sum  ? 

Host.  It  is  more  than  for  some,  my  lord :  it  iA 
for  all,  all  I  have :  he  hath  eaten  me  oat  of  house 
and  home ;  he  hath  put  all  my  substance  into  that 
fat  belly  of  his : — out  I  will  have  some  of  it  out 
again,  or  I'll  ride  thee  o'nights,  like  the  mare. 

Fal,  I  think  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare,  if 
1  have  any  vantage  of  ground  to  get  up. 

Ok.  Just.  How  comes  this.  Sir  John?  Fie  I 
what  man  of  good  temper  wonld  endure  this 
tempest  of  excUmation  ?  Are  you  not  ashamed 
to  euforce  a  poor  widow  to  so  rough  a  course  to 
come  by  her  own  ? 

Fal.  What  is  the  gross  sum  that  I  owe  thee  ? 

Most.  Many,  if  thou  wert  an  honest  man,  thy- 
self and  the  money  too.  Thou  didst  swear  to  me 
upon  a  parcel-gilt  goblet,  sitting  in  my  Dolphin- 
ebamber,  at  the  round  table,  by  a  sea-coal  fire, 
on  Wednesday  in  Whitsun-week.  when  the  prince 
broke  thy  head  for  liking  his  father  to  asinging- 
mau  of  Windsor ;  thou  didst  swear  to  me  then, 
as  I  was  washing  thy  wound,  to  marry  me,  and 
make  me  my  lady  thy  wife.  Oanst  thou  deny  it  ? 
Did  not  good  wife  Keech,  the  butcher's  wife,  come 
in  then,  and  call  me  gossip  Quickly  ?  coming  in 
to  borrow  a  mess  of  vinegar ;  telling  ns  she  had 
a  good  dish  of  prawns;  whereby  thou  didst 
aesire  to  eat  some ;  wherebv  I  told  thee  they 
were  ill  for  a  green  wound?  And  didst  not 
thou,  when  she  was  gone  down  stairs,  desire  me 
to  b«»  no  more  so  familiar  with  such  poor  people ; 
flsyug,  that  we  long  they  should  call  me  madam  f 
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And  didst  thou  not  kiss  me,  and  bid  me  fetch 
thee  thirty  shillings?  I  put  thee  now  to  thy 
book-oath ;  deny  it,  if  thon  canst. 

FaL  My  lord,  this  is  a  poor  mad  soul :  and 
she  says,  np  and  down  the  town,  that  her  eldest 
son  is  like  you:  she  hath  been  in  good  case,  and 
the  truth  is,  poverty  hath  distracted  her.  But 
for  these  foolish  officers,  I  beseeeh  yoa,  I  may 
have  redress  against  them. 

Ok,  Just,  Sir  John,  Sir  John,  I  am  well 
acquainted  with  vour  manner  of  wrenching  the 
true  cause  the  false  way.  It  is  not  a  confident 
brow,  nor  the  throng  of  words  that  come  with 
such  more  than  impudent  sauciness  from  you, 
can  thrust  me  from  a  level  consideration.  I 
know  you  have  practised  apon  the  ea«y  yielding 
spirit  of  this  woman. 

Host,  Yes,  in  troth,  my  lord. 

Oh.  Just.  Prithee,  peaoe : — ^Pay  her  the  debt 
you  owe  her,  and  unpay  the  villainy  you  have 
done  her;  the  one  you  may  do  with  sterling 
money,  and  the  other  with  current  repentance. 

Fal.  My  lord,  I  will  not  undergo  this  sneap 
without  reply.  You  call  honourable  boldness, 
impudent  sauciness:  ifamanwillcoort'syandsay 
nothing,  he  is  virtuous :  No,  my  lord,  my  humble 
duty  remembered,  I  will  not  be  your  suitor.  I  say 
to  yon,  Ido  desire  deliverance  from  these  officers, 
bemg  upon  hasty  employment  in  the  king's  affairs. 

OH  Just  Yon  speak  as  having  power  to  do 
wrong ;  but  answer  in  the  effect  of  your  reputa- 
tion, and  satisfy  the  poor  woman. 

FaL  Gome  hither,  nostess. 

[Tahing  her  aside. 

Enter  Gownn. 

OK  Just.  Now,  Master  Gower :  what  news  ? 

Oov>.  The  king,  my  lord,  and  Henry  prince  of 
Wales 
Are  near  at  hand :  the  rest  the  paper  tells. 

Fal.  As  I  am  a  gentleman  ;— 

Host.  Nay,  you  said  so  before. 

Fal,  As  I  am  a  gentleman ; Gome,  no  more 

words  of  it. 

Host.  By  this  heavenly  ground  I  tread  on,  I 
must  be  fain  to  pawn  both  my  plate  and  the 
tapestry  of  my  dining-chambers. 

Fal.  Glasses,  glasses,  is  the  only  drinking ;  and 
for  thy  walls, — a  pretty  slight  drollery,  or  the 
story  of  the  prodigal,  or  the  German  hunting  in 
water-work,  is  worth  a  thousand  of  these  bed- 
hangings,  and  these  fly-bitten  tapestries.  Let  it 
be  ten  pound  if  thou  canst.  Come,  if  it  were  not 
for  thy  humours,  there  is  not  a  better  wench  in 
England.  Go,  wash  thv  face,  and  draw  thy  action: 
Ck>me,  thou  must  not  be  in  this  humour  with  me. 
Oome,  I  know  thou  wast  set  on  to  this. 

Host.  Prithee,  Sir  John,  let  it  be  but  twenty 
nobles.  I  loath  to  pawn  my  plate,  in  good 
earnest,  la. 

Fal.  Let  it  alone ;  m  make  other  shift :  You'll 
be  a  fool  still. 

Host.  Well,  yon  shall  have  it,  though  I  pawn 
my  gown.  I  hope  you'll  come  to  supper :  You'll 
pay  me  altogether  ? 

Fal,  Will  I  live?— Go,  with  her,  with  her  [to 
Babdolph]  ;  hook  on,  hook  on. 

Host.  Will  you  have  Doll  Tear-sheet  me«t 
you  at  supper  ? 

Fal.  No  more  words,  let's  have  her. 
[Exeunt  Hostess,  Bard.,  Officers,  and  Page. 

uk.  Just,  I  have  heard  better  news. 

Fal.  What't  the  news,  my  goodiloTd?  ^  ^  i  ^ 
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Oh.  Just,  Where  lay  the  king  lust  night  f 

Oow.  At  Basingstoke,  my  lord. 

Fal.  I  hope,  my  lord,  all*8  well :  What  is  the 
news,  my  lord? 

Ch.  Just,  Oome  all  hia  forces  back  r 

Oifw,  No;  fifteen  hundred  foot,  flye  hundred 
horse, 
An  marched  np  to  my  Lord  of  Lancaster, 
Against  Northnmberland  and  the  archbishop. 

Fal»  Ck>me8  the  king  back  from  Wales,  my 
noble  lord  f  [presently : 

OK  Just,  Ton  shall  haTe  letters  of  me 
Cknne,  go  along  with  me,  good  Master  Oower. 

^oZ.  My  lord  I 

Ok,  Just,  What's  the  matter? 

FdL  Master  Gower,  shall  I  entreat  yon  with 
me  to  dinner? 

Oow,  I  most  wait  upon  my  good  lord  here;  I 
tiiank  yon,  good  Sir  John. 

Ok,  Just,  Sir  John,  yon  loiter  here  too  long, 
seeing  yon  are  to  take  soldiers  np  in  counties  as 
yon  go. 

Fal,  Will  you  sup  with  me,  Master  Oower? 

Oh,  Just.  What  foolish  master  taught  you 
these  manners,  Sir  John  ? 

Fal,  Master  Gower,  if  they  become  me  not, 
he  was  a  fool  that  taught  them  me.— This  is  the 
right  fencing  grace,  my  lord ;  tap  for  tap,  and 
so  part  fair. 

Ch,  Just,  Now  the  lord  lighten  theet  thon 
art  a  great  fool.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  H.'-The  same.    Another  street. 
Enter  Prince  Henbt  and  Poins. 

P.  ffen.  Trust  me,  I  am  exceeding  weary. 

Poins,  Is  it  come  to  that?  I  bad  thought 
weariness  durst  not  have  attached  one  of  so 
high  blood. 

P,,ffen,  'Faith  it  doth  me;  though  it  disco- 
lours the  complexion  of  my  greatness  to  acknow- 
ledge it.  Doth  it  not  show  Tilely  in  me  to 
desire  small  beer? 

Point.  Why,  a  prince  should  not  be  so  loosely 
studied  as  to  remember  so  weak  a  composition. 

P.  Hen,  Belike  then  my  appetite  was  not 
princely  got ;  for,  in  troth,  I  do  now  remember 
the  poor  oreatare,  small  beer.  But,  indeed,  these 
humble  considerations  make  me  out  of  love  with 
my  greatness.  What  a  disgrace  is  it  to  me  to 
remember  thy  name  ?  or  to  know  thy  face  to- 
morrow ?  or  to  take  note  how  many  pair  of  silk 
stockings  thou  hast;  Tiz.,  these,  and  those  that 
were  thy  peach-coloured  ones?  or  to  bear  the 
inventory  of  thy  shirts ;  as,  one  for  superfluity, 
and  one  other  for  use? — ^bat  that  the  tennis-court 
keeper  knows  better  than  I ;  for  it  is  a  low  ebb 
of  linen  with  thee,  when  thon  keep'st  not  racket 
there;  as  thon  hast  not  done  a  great  while, 
because  the  rest  of  thy  low-countries  haye  made 
a  shift  to  eat  up  thy  bolland. 

Poins,  How  ill  it  ollows,  after  yon  have 
laboured  so  hard  you  should  talk  so  idly  I  Tell 
me,  how  many  good  young  princes  would  do  so, 
their  fathers  f^ing  so  sick  as  yours  ia  ? 

P.  Hen,  Shall  I  tell  thee  one  thing,  Poins  ? 

Poins,  Tes ;  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  good 
thing. 

P.  Hen,  It  shall  serye  among  wits  of  no  higher 
breeding  than  thine. 

Poins.  Go  to ;  I  stand  the  push  of  your  one 
thing  that  you'll  tell. 

P.Sen.  Why,IteUthee,-4tisnotmsetthatI  I 
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should  be  sad,  now  my  fttfher  is  sick ;  albeU  I 
could  tell  to  tiiee  (as  to  one  it  pleases  me,  for 
fault  of  a  better,  to  call  my  friend),  I  could  be 
sad,  and  sad  indeed  too. 

Poins,  Very  hardly  upon  such  a  subject. 

P.  Hen,  By  this  hand,  thou  think'st  me  as  far 
in  the  devil's  book,  as  thou  and  Falstaif,  for 
obduracy  and  nersistency :  Let  the  end  try  tiie 
man.  But  I  tell  thee,  my  heart  bleeds  inwardly 
that  my  father  is  so  dck :  and  keeping  such  vile 
company  as  thou  art  hath  in  reason  taken  from 
me  all  ostentation  of  sorrow. 

Poins.  The  reason  ? 

P,Hen,  What  wouldst  thou  think  of  me  if  I 
should  weep  ? 

Poins.  1  would  think  thee  a  most  princely 
hypocrite. 

P.  Hen.  It  would  be  every  man's  thought:  and 
thou  art  a  blessed  fellow  to  think  as  every  man 
thinks ;  never  a  man's  thought  in  the  world  keens 
the  road-way  better  than  thme :  every  man  would 
think  me  an  hypocrite  indeed.  And  what  accifcea 
your  most  worshipful  thought  to  think  so  ? 

Potns.  Why,  because  you  have  been  so  kwd 
and  so  much  engraffed  to  Falstafl. 

P.  Hen.  And  to  thee. 

Poins.  Nay,  I  am  well  spoken  of;  I  can  hear  it 
with  my  own  ears:  the  worst  that  they  can  say  of 
me  is,  that  I  am  a  second  brother,  and  that  I  am 
a  proper  fellow  of  my  hands :  and  those  two 
thmgs  I  confess,  I  cannot  help.  Look,  look, 
here  comes  Bardolph. 

P.  Hen.  And  the  boy  that  I  gaveFalstaff :  he 
had  him  from  me  Christian ;  and  see,  if  the  fat 
villain  have  not  transformed  him  ape. 

Enter  Bardolph  tmd  Page. 

Bard,  Save  your  grace  I 

P.  Hen.  And  yours,  most  noble  Bardolph  t 

Bard.  Come,  you  pernicious  ass  [to  the  Page  J, 
jou  bashful  fool,  must  yon  be  blushing  ?  where- 
fore  blush  you  now  ?  what  a  maidemy  man  at 
arms  are  you  become  I  Is  it  such  a  matter  to  get 
a  pottle-pot's  maidenhead  ? 

Page.  He  called  me  even  now,  my  lord,  through 
a  red  lattice,  and  I  could  discern  no  part  of  his 
face  from  the  window :  at  last,  I  spied  his  eyes : 
and,  methought,  he  had  made  two  holes  in  the 
ale-wifo's  new  petticoat,  and  peeped  through. 

P.  Hen.  Hath  not  the  boy  profited  ? 

Bard.  Away,  you  whoreson,  upright  rabbit, 
away  1 

Page,  Away,  you  rascally  Althea's  dream,  awayt 

P.  Hen.  Instruct  us,  boy :  What  dream,  boy  ? 

Page.  Marry,  my  lord,  Althea  dreamed  she  was 
delivered  of  a  firebrand;  and  therefore  I  call 
him  her  dream. 

P.  Hen,  A  crown's  worth  of  good  interpretation. 
There  it  is^  bov.  lOives  him  money, 

Poins,  C,  that  this  good  blossom  could  be 
kept  from  cankers  l~Well,  there  is  sixpence  to 
preserve  thee. 

Bard,  If  you  do  not  make  him  to  be  hanged 
among  you,  the  gallows  shall  be  wronged. 

P.  Hen.  And  how  doth  thy  master,  Bardolph? 

Bard.  Well,  my  good  lord.  He  heard  of  your 
grace's  coming  to  town ;  there's  a  letter  for  yoo. 

Poins.  Delivered  with  good  respect.  Andhow 
doth  the  martlemas,  your  master? 

Bard,  In  bodily  health,  sir  ? 

Puins.  Marry,  the  immortal  part  needs  a  phy- 
sician :  but  that  moves  not  him :  though  that  be 
sick,  it  dies  not  C^r\r\nlc> 
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P.  Hen,  I  do  allow  this  w«n  to  be  as  fami  Ur 
wiUi  me  as  my  dog :  and  he  holds  his  plaoe ;  for, 
look  yoQ,  how  he  writes. 

Pcins.  IBeads.]  John  Falstaff,  knighi,— Eyery 
man  mast  kuow  that,  as  oft  as  he  has  occasion  to 
3  himself.  Even  like  those  that  are  kin  to  the 
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king;  for  the^  never  prick  their  finger,  hot  they 
•ay,  **  There  is  some  of  the  king's  blood  spilt :" 
**  How  comes  that  ?"  says  he,  that  takes  apou  him 
not  to  conceive:  the  answer  is  as  ready  as  a  bor- 
lower's  cap;  **I am  the  king's  poor  cousin,  sir." 

P.  Hen,  Nay,  they  will  be  kin  to  os,  but  they 
will  fetch  it  from  Japhet.    Bntto  the  letter:— 

Point.  **  Sir  John  Falstaff,  knight,  to  the  son  of 
the  king,  nearest  his  father,  Harry  Prince  of 
Wales,  greeting."— "Why,  this  is  a  certificate. 

P.  Hen,  Peace  I 

Poine.  "  I  will  imitate  the  honomrable  Bomans 
in  brevity : " — snre  he  means  brevity  in  breath ; 
short* winded. — "I  commend  me  to  thee,  I  com- 
mend thee,  and  I  leave  thee.— Be  not  too  familiar 
with  Poins ;  for  he  misoses  thy  favours  so  mnch, 
that  he  swears  thoa  art  to  marry  his  sistor  Nell. 
Repent  at  idle  times  as  thoa  may8t,and  so  farewell. 
**  Thine,  by  yea  and  no  (which  is  as  mnch 
as  to  say,  as  thoa  nsest  him).  Jack 
Falstaff,  with  my  familiars;  John, 
with  my  brothers  and  sisters;  and 
Sir  John  with  all  Europe." 
Uy  lord,  I  will  stoep  this  letter  in  sack,  and 
make  him  eat  it. 

P.  Hen.  That's  to  make  him  eat  twenty  of  his 
words.  Bnt  do  yoa  use  me  thus,  Ned  7  mast  I 
marry  your  sister  f 

Poine,  May  the  wench  have  no  worse  fortone  I 
but  I  never  raid  so. 

P.  Hen.  Well,  thas  we  play  the  fools  with  the 
time;  and  the  spirits  of  the  wise  sit  in  the  clouds 
and  mock  us.    Is  joar  master  here  in  London '/ 

Bard.  Yes,  my  lord. 

P.  Hen.  Where  snpshe?  doth  the  old  boar 
feed  in  the  old  frank  ? 

Bard.  At  the  old  place,  my  lord;  in  Eastoheap. 

P.  Hen.  What  company  f 

Page.  Ephesians,  my  lord ;  of  the  old  church. 

P.  Hem,  Sup  any  women  with  him  J 

Page,  None,  my  lord,  bnt  old  Mistress  Quickly 
and  Mistress  Doll  Tear-sheet. 

P.  Hen,  What  Pagan  may  that  be? 

Page.  A  proper  gentlewoman,  sir,  and  a  kins- 
woman of  mv  master's. 

P.  Hen.  Even  such  kin  as  the  parish-heifers 
are  to  the  town-bolL  Shall  we  steal  upon  them, 
Ned,  at  supper  ?  [vou. 

Potfu.  I  am  your  shadow,  my  lord ;  PU  follow 

P.  Hen.  Sirrah,  you  boy, — and  Bardolph ; — 
no  word  to  your  master  that  I  am  yet  in  town : 
There's  for  your  cileuce. 

Bard.  I  have  no  tongue,  sir. 

Page,  And  for  mine,  sir, — ^I  will  govern  it. 

P.  Hen.  Fare  ye  well ;  go.    {Exit  Basd.  and 
P*S^]— This  Don  Tearaheet  should  be  some 
^  road. 

Potiis.  I  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way 
between  Saint  Alban's  and  London. 

P.  Hen,  How  might  we  toe  Falstaff  bestow 
himself  to-night  in  his  true  colours,  and  not  our- 
selves be  seen  ? 

Pot'iis.  Put  on  two  leather  jerkins  and  aprons, 
and  wait  upon  him  at  table  like  drawers. 

P.  Hen.  From  a  god  to  a  bull  f  a  heavy  declen- 
sion) it  was  Jove's  case.  From  a  prince  to  a  pren- 


tice ?  a  low  transformation  1  that  shall  be  mine : 
for,  In  everything,  the  purpose  must  weigh  with 
the  folly.    Follow  me,  Ned.  {Exeunt, 

SCENE  rCL— Warkworth.    Brfore  ike  CasOe. 

Enter  Northuhbbrland,  Lady  Nobthumbeb- 
LAND,  and  Lady  Pebct. 

yorik.   I  prithee,   loving  wife,  and  gentle 
daughter. 
Give  even  way  unto  my  rough  affairs : 
Put  not  vou  on  the  visage  of  the  times, 
And  be,  like  them,  to  Percy  troublesome. 

Lady  N,  1  have  given  over,  I  will  speak  no 
more: 
Do  what  you  will ;  your  wisdom  be  your  guide. 

North,  Alas,  sweet  wife,  my  honour  is  at  pa?m; 
And,  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redeem  it. 

Lady  P.  0,  yet,  for  Heaven's  sake,  go  not  to 
these  wars  I 
The  time  was,  father,  that  you  broke  your  word, 
When  you  were  more  endear'd  to  it  than  now ; 
When  your  own  Percy,  when  my  heart's  dear 

Harry, 
Threw  many  a  northward  look,  to  see  his  father 
Bring  up  his  powers ;  but  he  did  long  in  vain. 
Who  then  persuaded  you  to  stay  at  home  f 
There  were  two  honours  lost ;  yours,  and  your 

son's. 
For  Tours,  may  heavenly  glory  brighten  it  t 
For  his,  it  stuck  upon  him,  as  the  sun 
In  the  grey  vault  of  heaven :  and,  by  his  light. 
Did  all  the  chi^ralry  of  England  move 
To  do  brave  acts ;  he  was,  indeed,  the  glass 
Wherein  the  noble  youth  did  dress  themselves. 
He  had  no  legs  that  practis'd  not  his  gait : 
And  speaking  thick,  which  Nature  made  his 

blemish, 
Became  the  accents  of  the  valiant ; 
For  those  that  could  speak  low,  and  tardily, 
Would  turn  their  own  perfection  to  abuse. 
To  seem  like  him :  So  that,  in  speech,  in  gait, 
In  diet,  in  affections  of  delight. 
In  military  rules,  humours  of  blood. 
He  was  the  mark  and  glass,  copy  and  book. 
That  fashion'd  others.    And  him, — 0  wondrous 

him  I 
0  miracle  of  men  I— him  did  yon  leave 
(Second  to  none.,  unseconded  by  yon). 
To  look  upon  the  hideous  god  of  war 
In  disadvantage ;  to  abide  a  field. 
Where  nothing  but  the  sound  of  Hotspur's  name 
Did  seem  defensible : — so  you  left  him : 
Never,  0  never,  do  bis  ghost  the  wrong. 
To  hold  your  honour  more  precise  and  nice 
With  others,  than  with  him ;  let  them  alone ; 
The  marshal  and  the  archb^hop  are  strong : 
Had  my  sweet  Harry  had  bnt  half  their  numbers. 
To-day  might  I,  hanging  on  Hotspur's  neck 
Have  talk'd  of  Monmouth's  grave. 

North.  Beshrew  your  heart, 

Fair  daughter  I  you  do  draw  my  spirits  from  me. 
With  new  lamenting  ancient  oversights. 
But  I  must  go,  and  meet  with  danger  there ; 
Or  it  will  seek  me  in  another  place. 
And  find  me  worse  provided. 

Lady  N.  0,  fly  to  Scotland, 

Till  that  the  nobles  and  the  armed  commons. 
Have  of  thehr  puissance  made  a  little  taste. 
Lady  P.  If  they  get  ground  and  vantage  of 
the  king. 
Then  join  you  with  them,  like  a  rib  of  steel. 
To  make  strength  stronger ;  but  for  «11  our  loves 
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Firet  kt  them  try  themselves :  iio  did  yoar  son 
He  was  so  snffer'd :  eo  came  I  a  widow ; 
And  ncvar  shall  have  ieogth  of  life  enongh, 
To  raiu  npon  remembrance  with  mine  eyes, 
That  it  may  grow  and  sprout  as  high  as  heaven, 
For  recordation  to  my  noble  husband. 
Norili.  Come,  come,  go  in  ^th  me :  'tis  with 
my  mind. 
As  with  the  tide  swell'd  up  noto  his  height 
That  makes  a  still-stand,  running  neither  way. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  meet  the  archbishop, 
Bnt  many  thousand  reasons  bold  me  back : 
I  will  resolve  for  Scotland ;  there  am  I, 
Till  time  and  vantage  crave  my  company. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  rV.— London.    A  Room  in  ike  Boar's 
Head  Tavern,  in  Eastcheap. 

Enter  two  Drawers. 

1  Draw.  What  hast  thou  brought  there  ?  apple- 
Johns  f  thou  know'st  Sir  John  cannot  endure 
an  apple-John. 

2  Draw.  Thou  sayst  true :  The  prince  once  set 
a  dish  of  apple- Johns  before  him,  and  told  him 
there  were  five  more  Sir  Johns:  and,  putting  off 
his  hat,  said,  **I  will  now  take  my  leave  of  these 
six  dry,  round,  old  withered  knights."  It  angered 
him  to  the  heart :  but  he  hath  forgot  that. 

1  Draw.  Why,  then,  cover,  and  set  them  down : 
And  see  if  thou  canst  find  out  Sneak's  noise ; 
Mistress  Tear-sheet  would  fain  have  some  music. 
[Despatch  :— The  room  where  th^  supped  is  too 
hot ;  they'll  come  in  straight.! 

8  Draw.  Sirrah,  here  will  be  the  prince  and 
Master  Poins  anon  :  and  they  will  put  on  two  of 
our  jerkins  and  aprons  ;  and  Sir  John  must  not 
know  of  it :  Bardolph  hath  bronj^ht  word. 

1  Draw.  By  the  mass,  here  will  be  old  ntis : 
It  will  be  an  excellent  stratagem. 

2  Draw.  I'll  see  if  I  can  find  out  Sneak.  {Exit. 

Enter  Hostess  and  Doll  Tkab-sheet. 

Host,  rfaith,  sweetheart,  methinks  now  you 
are  in  an  excellent  good  temperality :  your  pul- 
sidge  beats  as  extraordinarily  as  heart  would 
desire ;  and  your  colour,  I  warrant  you,  is  as  red  as 
any  rose:  but  you  have  drunk  too  much  canaries; 
and  that's  a  marvellous  searching  wine,  and  it 

Ssrfumes  the  blood  ere  we  can  say, —What's  this? 
ow  do  yon  now  ? 

DoU.  Better  than  I  was.    Hem. 
Bott.  Why,  that  was  well  said  ;  a  good  heart's 
worth  gold.    Look,  here  comes  Sir  John. 

Enter  Falstapf,  tinging, 
Fal.  Wben  Arthur  first  in  ooart* 

Empty  the  Jordan.— 

And  was  a  worthy  kfaig:<- 


Fal,  Yonr  broodies,  paatls,  a&d  owbhas 
— ^for  to  serve  bravely  is  to  come  halting  off,  jom 
know:  To  come  off  the  breach  with  his  pike 
bent  bravely,  and  to  surgery  bravely ;  to  venture 
upon  the  charged  chambers  bravely : — 

[DoU  Hang  yourself,  you  muddy  conger, 
bang  yourself  I] 

Host.  By  my  troth,  this  is  the  old  fashion;  you 
two  never  meet,  but  you  fall  to  some  discord :  you 
are  both,  in  good  troth,  as  rheumatic  as  two  dry 
toasts ;  you  cannot  one  bear  with  another's  oon- 
flrmities.  What  the  good -year  I  one  must  bear, 
and  that  must  be  you  [to  Doll]  :  you  are  the 
weaker  vessel,  as  they  say,  the  emptier  vessel. 

DoU.  Can  a  weak  empty  v«w8<»r  bear  such  a 
huge  full  hogshead  ?  there's  a  whole  merchant's 
venture  of  Bordeaux  stnflP  in  him ;  you  havt*  not 
seen  a  hulk  better  stuflfed  in  the  hold.— Come, 
I'll  be  friends  with  thee.  Jack— thou  art  going  to 
the  wars :  and  whether  I  shall  ever  see  thee 
again,  or  no,  there  is  nobody  cares. 
lie-enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Sir,  Ancient  Pbtol's  below,  and  would 
speak  with  you.  , ,  ,*  us 

Doll.  Hang  him,  swaggering  rascal  I  let  him 
not  come  hither ;  it  is  the  fonl-mouth'dat  rogoe 
in  England. 

ffost.  If  he  swagger,  let  him  not  come  here: 
no,  by  my  faith ;  I  must  live  amongst  my  neigh- 
bours ;  I'll  no  swaggerers :  I  am  in  good  name 
and  fame  with  I  he  very  best :— Shut  the  door;— 
there  comes  no  swaggerers  here;  I  have  not 
lived  all  this  while  to  have  swaggering  now  :— 
shut  the  door,  I  pray  you. 

Fall,  Dost  thou  hear^  hostess  ? 

ffost.  Pray  you,  pacify  vourself,  Sir  John ; 
here  comes  no  swafffferei-s  nere. 

Fall,  Dost  thou  hear  ?  it  is  mine  ancient 

ffost,  Tilly-fally,  Sir  John,  never  tell  me; 
your  ancient  swajrgerer  comes  not  in  my  doors. 
I  was  before  Master  Tisick,  the  deputy,  the  other 
day ;  and,  he  as  said  to  me, —it  was  no  longer  ago 
than  Wednesday  last, —  "  Neighbour  Quickly," 
says  he;  — Master  Dumb,  our  minister,  was  by 
then ;— "  Neighbour  Quicklv,"  says  he, "  receive 
those  that  ai-e  civil ;  for,"  saith  he, "  you  are  in  an 
ill  name;"  — now  he  said  so,  I  can  tell  where- 
upon ;  **  for,"  says  he,"  you  are  an  honest  woman, 
and  well  thought  on ;  therefore  take  heed  what 
guests  you  receive:  Receive,"  says  be,  "no 
swaggering  companions." — There  comes  none 
here;— you  woiUd  bless  you  to  hear  what  he 
said :  —  no,  I'll  no  swaggerers. 

Fall,  He's  no  swatrgcrer,  hostess;  a  tame 
cheater,  he ;  you  may  stroke  him  as  gently  as  a 
puppy  greyhound :  he  will  not  swagger  with  a 
Baibaiy  hen,  if  her  feathers  turn  back  in  any 
show  of  resistance.  —  Call  him  up,  drawer. 
TT^^4    okAotof.  /toll  vnn  him  }     T  will  bar  no 
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Pitt,  I  will  disohflurge  upon  hat.  Sir  Jolm, 
with  two  bullets. 

Fal.  She  is  pistd-proof ,  sir ;  you  shall  hardly 
offend  her. 

Hott,  Come,  I'll  drink  no  proofs,  nor  no 
baUets ;  I'll  drink  no  more  than  will  do  me  good, 
for  no  man's  pleasure,  L 

Pist.  Then  to  yon,  Mistress  Dorothy;  I  will 
charge  yon. 

Doll.  Charge  me  f  I  scorn  yon,  scnrvy  com- 
panion. What  f  yoa  poor,  base,  rascally,  obenting, 
lack -linen  mate  I  Away,  yoa  mooldy  rogne,  away ! 
I  am  meat  for  yonr  master. 

IHst.  I  know  yoo.  Mistress  Dorothy. 

DoU.  Away,  yon  ontpnrse  rascal  I  yoa  filthy 
bang,  away  I  by  this  wine,  I'll  thmst  my  knife 
into  yonr  mouldy  chaps,  if  yoa  play  the  sanoy 
enttle  with  me.    Away,  yon  bottle-ale  rascal  1 

fon  basket-hilt  stale  joggler,  yoa ! — Since  when, 
pray  yoa,  sir  7 — What,  wiUi  two  points  on  yonr 
shoulder  f  much  I 
Pist.  I  will  marther  yonr  raff  for  this. 
[Pal.  No  more.  Pistol ;  I  would  nci  havs  yon 
so  off  here :  discharge  yourself  of  our  company, 

Bott.  No,  good  Captain  Pistol;  not  here, 
sweet  captain. 

DoU,  Captain  I  tfaoa  abominable  damned 
cheater,  are  thoa  not  ashamed  to  be  called 
captain  f  If  captains  were  of  my  mind,  they 
would  truncheon  you  out,  for  taking  their  names 
upon  Ton  before  yon  have  earned  them.  Too  a 
captain,  yon  slave  I  for  what  f  for  tearing  a  poor 
whore's  ruff  in  a  bawdyhouse?— He  a  captain  1 
Hang  him,  rogue  I  He  lives  upon  mouldy  stewed 
prunes  and  dried  cakes.  A  captain  I  these  villains 
will  make  the  word  as  odious  as  the  word  occupy ; 
which  was  an  exceUent  good  word  before  it  was 
fl]  sorted ;  therefore  captains  had  uw^  look  to  it. 

Bard.  Pray  thee,  go  down,  good  ancient. 

Fal.  Hurk  thee  hither,  Mistress  Doll. 

Pist.  Not  I :  tell  thee  what,  Corporal  Bar- 
dolph  ;~I  could  tear  her : — I'll  be  revenged  on  her. 

Page.  Pray  thee,  go  down. 

Pist  I'll  see  her  damned  first; — to  Pluto's 
damned  lake,  to  the  infernal  deep,  with  Erebus 
and  tortu^  vile  also.  Hold  hooa  and  line,  say 
L  Down  I  down,  dogs  I  down,  faitors  I  Have 
we  not  Hireo  here  ? 

Host.  Good  Captain  Peesel,  be  quiet ;  it  is  very 
late.    I  beseek  you  now,  aggravate  your  choler. 

Pist,  These  be  good  humours,  indeed  1    Shall 
packhorses, 
And  hollow  pamper'd  jades  of  Asia, 
Which  cannot  go  but  thirty  miles  a  day. 
Compare  with  CsBsars  and  with  Cannibsia, 
And  Trojan  Qreeks  ? 

Nay,  rather  damn  them  with  King  Cerberus; 
And  let  the  welkin  roar.    Shall  we  fall  foul  for 
toys?  [bitter  words. 

Host.  By  my  troth,  captain,  these  are  very 

Bard.  Be  gone,  good  ancient:  this  will  grow 
to  a  brawl  anon. 

Pist.  Die  men,  hlce  doffs;  give  crowns  like 
pfais ;  have  we  not  Hiren,  here  7 

Host.  On  my  word,  captain,  there's  none  such 
here.  What  the  good  year !  do  yon  think  I  would 
deny  her.    I  pray  be  quiet 

Piti.  Then,  feed  and  be  fat,  my  fair  Calipolis: 
Oome,  give  me  some  sack. 

"  8i  fortona  me  tormeata,  sperato  me  eontentSh*— 
Pear  we  bfoadsidesf  no,  let  the  fiend  give  fire: 
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Give  me  some  sack;— «nd,  sweetheart,  lie  thou 

there.  [La 'ting  down  his  sword. 

Come  we  to  fall  points  nere ;  and  are  et  cetera' s 

nothing  ? 

Fal,  Pistol,  I  would  be  quiet. 

Pist.  Sweet  knight,  I  kiss  thy  nief :  What  I  we 
have  seen  the  seven  stars. 

DoU.  Thrust  him  downstairs;  I  cannot  endurs 
such  a  fustian  rascal. 

Pist.  Thrust  him  down  stairs  t  know  we  not 
Galloway  nags  7 

Fal.  Quoit  him  down,  Bardolph,  like  a  shove- 
groat  shilling :  nay,  if  he  do  nothing  bat  speak 
nothing,  he  shall  be  nothing  here. 

Bard.  Come,  get  you  down  stairs. 

Pist,  What  1  shall  we  have  incision  f  shall  we 

imbrue  7        [Sna'ching  up  his  sword. 

Then  death  rock  me  asleep,  abridge  my  doleful 

daysl     - 
Why,  then,  let  grievous,  ghastly,  gaping  wounds 
Untwine  the  sisters  tbree  I  Come,  Atropos,  I  say  1 

Host.  Here's  goodly  stuff  toward  1 

Fal.  Give  me  my  rapier,  boy. 

Doll.  I  prithee.  Jack,  I  prithee,  do  not  draw. 

Fal.  Get  yon  down  stairs- 

[Drawing f  and  driving  Pistol  ottt. 

Host,  Here's  a  goodly  tumult  I  I'll  forswear 
keeping  house,  afore  I'll  be  in  these  tirrits  and 
frights.  So;  murther,  I  warrant  now.  Alaa, 
alas  I  put  up  your  naked  weflpons.  put  up  your 
naked  weapons.  [Exeunt  Pist.  and  Babd. 

Doll.  I  prithee.  Jack,  be  qui^^t ;  the  rascal  is 
gone.  Ah,  you  whoreson  lit  tie-valiant  villain,  you. 

Host.  Are  tou  not  hurt  i'the  groin  7  methought 
he  made  a  shrewd  thrust  at  your  belly. 

Re-enter  Babdolph. 

Fal.  Have  you  turned  him  out  of  doors  7 

Bard.  Tes,  sir.  The  rascal's  drank :  you  have 
hurt  bim,  sir,  in  the  shoulder. 

Fal.  A  rascal  I  to  brave  me ! 

Doll.  Ah,  you  sweet  liitle  rogue.  Ton  t  Alas, 
poor  ape,  how  thou  sweat'stl  Come,  let  me  wipe 
thy  face ;  come  on,  you  whoreson  chops : — Ah, 
rogue!  I  love  tbee.  Thou  art  as  valorous  as 
Hector  of  Troy,  worth  five  of  Agamemnon,  and 
ten  times  better  than  the  nine  worthies.  Ah, 
villain  t 

Fal  A  rascally  slave  t  I  will  toss  the  rogne 
in  a  blanket 

DoU,  Do,  if  thoa  darest  for  thy  heart :  if  thoa 
dost, 
ni  canvass  thee  between  a  pair  of  sheets. 

Bnter  Music 

Page.  The  mnsic  is  come,  sir. 

Fai,  Let  them  play ;— Play,  sirs.— Sit  on  my 
knee,  Doll.  A  rascal  braffgiog  slave  I  the  rogue 
fled  from  me  like  quicksilver. 

Doll.  And  thou  followedst  him  like  a  church. 
Thou  whoreson  little  tidy  Bartholomew  boar-pig, 
when  wilt  thou  leave  fighting  o'  days,  and  foiuiiig 
o'  nights,  and  begin  to  patch  np  thine  old  body 
for  heaven  7 

Enterbehind,  Prince  Bxifv? and  Poms,  disguised 
like  Drawers. 
Fal.  Peace,  good  Doll  I  do  not  speak  like  a 

death's  head :  do  not  bid  me  remember  mine  en<l 
Doll.  Sirrah,  what  humour  is  the  prince  off 
Fal.  A  good  shiillow  young  fellow :  he  would 

have  made  a  good  pantler,  he  woald  have  chipped 
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jtM>U,  They  say  Poins  hath  a  good  wit. 

FaL  He  a  good  wit  f  hang  him,  baboon  I  his 
wit  is  as  thick  as  Tewksbary  mnstard :  there  is 
no  more  eonoeit  in  him  than  is  in  a  mallet. 

DoU.  Why  doth  the  prince  loTe  him  so  then  7 

Fal.  Because  their  legs  are  both  of  a  bigness : 
and  he  plays  at  qnoits  well ;  and  eats  conger  and 
fennel;  and  drinks  off  candles'  ends  for  flap- 
dragons  ;  and  rides  the  wild  mare  with  the  boys ; 
and  jumps  npon  joint-stools ;  and  swears  with  a 
good  grace :  and  wears  his  boot  very  smooth,  like 
nnto  the  sign  of  the  leg ;  and  breeds  no  bate  with 
telling  of  decreet  stories ;  and  such  other  gambol 
faoolties  he  hath,  that  show  a  weak  mind  and  an 
able  body,  for  the  which  the  prince  admits  him : 
for  the  prince  himself  issach  another ;  the  weight 
of  a  hair  will  torn  the  scales  between  their  aToir- 
dapois. 

P.  Hen,  Wonld  not  this  na? e  of  a  wheel  have 
his  ears  cut  off  ? 

Poins.  Let  us  beat  him  before  his  wbore. 

P.  Hen.  Lookj  if  the  withered  elder  hath  not 
his  poll  clawed  like  a  parrot. 

Point.  Is  it  not  strange  that  desire  should  so 
many  years  outlire  performance  f 

Fal.  Kiss  me,  Doll. 

P.  Hen,  Saturn  and  Venus  this  year  in  con- 
junction ;  what  says  the  almanack  to  that  ? 

Paine.  And,  look,  whether  the  flery  Tiigon, 
his  man,  be  not  lisping  to  bis  master's  old  tables ; 
his  note-book,  bis  counsel-keeper. 

Fal.  Thou  dost  give  me  flattering  busses. 

DoU.  Nay,  truly ;  I  kiss  thee  with  a  most  con- 
itant  heart. 

Fal.  I  am  old,  I  am  old. 

Doll.  1  love  thee  better  than  I  love  e'er  a 
soun^  young  boy  of  them  all. 

Fal.  What  stuff  wilt  thou  have  a  kirtle  of?  I 
shall  receive  money  on  Thursday;  thou  shalt  have 
a  cap  to-morrow.  A  merry  song,  come :  It  grows 
late,  we  will  to  bed.  Thou  wilt  forget  me,  when 
I  am  ffone. 

Doll,  By  my  troth  thoult  set  me  a  weeping, 
if  thou  say'st  so :  prove  that  I  ever  dress  myself 
handsome  till  thy  return.  Well,  hearken  the  end. 

Fed.  Some  sack,  Frauds. 

P.  //«n.,  Paine.  Anon,  anon,  sir.    {^Advancing. 

Fal.  Ha  1  a  bastard  son  of  the  long's  ?— And 
art  not  thou  Poins  his  brother  ? 

P.  Hen.  Why,  thou  globe  of  sinful  continents, 
what  a  life  dost  thou  lead  f 

Fal.  A  better  than  thou;  I  am  a  gentleman, 
thou  art  a  drawer. 

P.  Hen.  Very  true,  sir;  and  I  come  to  draw 
you  out  by  the  oars. 

Hvst.  0,  the  Lord  preserve  thy  good  grace  I  by 
my  troth,  welcome  to  Loudon. — Now  Heaven 
bless  that  sweet  face  of  thine !  What,  are  you 
come  from  Wales  7 

Fal.  Thou  whoreson  mad  compound  of  majesty, 
by  this  light  flesh  and  corrupt  blood,  thou  art 
welcome.  [Leaning  hie  hand  upon  Doll. 

Doll.  How  I  you  fat  fool,  I  scorn  you. 

Paine.  My  lord,  he  will  drive  you  out  of  your 
revenge,  and  turn  all  to  a  merriment,  if  you  take 
not  the  heat. 

P.  Hen.  You  whoreson  candle-mine,  you,  how 
Tilely  did  you  speak  of  me  even  now,  before  this 
honest,  virtuons,  civil  gentlewoman ! 

Host  Blessing  on  your  good  heart !  and  so 
she  is,  by  my  troth. 

Fal.  Didat  thou  hear  me  7 
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P.  Hen.  Yes ;  and  you  knew  ma,  as  you  did 
when  you  ran  away  by  Gadshill :  you  knew  I 
was  at  your  back ;  and  tgoke  it  on  purpose,  to 
try  my  patience. 

Fal.  No,  no,  no,  not  fo ;  I  did  not  think  thou 
wast  within  hearing. 

P.  Hen.  I  shall  drive  vou  then  to  confess  the 
wilful  abuse :  and  then  I  know  how  to  handle  you. 

Fal.  No  abuse,  Hal,  on  mine  honour ;  no  abuse. 

P.  Hen.  Not  to  dispraise  me ;  and  call  me 
pantler,  and  bread-chiroer,  and  I  know  not  what  7 

Fal.  No  abuse,  HaL 

Poine.  No  abuse  t 

Fal.  No  abuse,  Ned,  hi  the  world ;  honest  Ned, 
none.  I  dispraised  him  before  the  wicked,  that 
the  wicked  might  not  fall  in  love  with  him :— in 
which  doing,  I  have  done  the  part  of  a  careful 
friend  and  a  true  subject,  and  thy  father  is  to 
give  me  thanks  for  it.  No  abuse,  Hal ;— none, 
Ned,  none ;— no,  boys,  none. 

P.  Hen.  See  now,  whether  pure  fear,  and  entire 
cowardice,  doth  not  make  tnee  wrong  this  vir- 
tuous gentlewoman  to  close  with  us  ?  Is  she  of 
the  wioted  7  Is  thine  hostess  here  of  the  wicked  7 
or  is  the  boy  of  the  wicked  ?  Or  honest  Bardolph, 
whose  seal  bums  in  his  nose,  of  the  wicked  7 

Poine.  Answer,  thou  dead  elm,  answer. 

Fal.  The  fiend  hath  pricked  down  Bardolph, 
irrecoverable;  and  his  face  is  Lucifer's  privy- 
kitchen,  where  he  doth  nothing  but  roast  malt- 
worms.  For  the  boy,— there  is  a  good  angel 
about  him ;  but  the  devil  outbids  him  too. 

P.  Hen.  For  the  women, 

Fal.  For  one  of  them,— she  is  in  hell  already, 
and  bums,  poor  soul  1  For  the  other, — I  owe  her 
money ;  and  whether  she  be  damned  for  that,  I 
know  not. 

Hoet.  No,  I  warrant  you. 

Fal.  No,  I  think  thou  art  not;  I  think  thou  art 
quit  for  that :  Many,  there  is  another  indict- 
ment upon  thee,  for  suffering  flesh  to  be  eaten 
in  thy  house,  contrary  to  the  law ;  for  the  which, 
I  think,  thou  wilt  howl. 

Host.  All  victuallers  do  so :  what  io  «  joint  of 
mutton  or  two  in  a  whole  Lent  ? 

P.  Hen.  You,  gentlewoman, — 

Doll.  What  says  your  grace  7 

Fal.  His  grace  says  that  which  hii  flesh 
rebels  against. 

Host.  Who  knocks  so  loud  at  doorf  look  to 
the  door  there,  Francis. 

Enter  Peto* 

P.  Hen.  Peto,  how  now  ?  what  news  7 

Peto.  The  king  your  father  is  at  Westminster; 
And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  wearied  posts 
Gome  ktom  the  north :  and  as  I  came  along, 
I  met,  and  overtook  a  dozen  captains. 
Bare-headed,  sweating,  knocking  at  the  taverns. 
And  asking  everyone  for  Sir  John  Falstaff. 

P.  Hen.  By  Heaven,  Poins,  I  feel  me  much  to 
So  idly  to  profane  the  predous  time ;      [blame, 
Wlien  tempest  of  commotion,  like  the  south. 
Borne  with  black  vapour,  dot^  begin  to  melt 
And  drop  upon  our  bare  unarmed  heads. 
Give  me  my  sword  and  eloak.— Falstaff,  good 
night. 
[SKeu$U  Prince  Hkmbt,  PoiMt,  Pbto,  and 
Basdolpb. 

Fal.  Now  comes  In  the  sweetest  morsel  of 
the  night,  and  we  must  hence,  and  leaye  it 
unpicked.    [Knocking  heard.]    More  knoeking 

atthedoort  C^r\r\nlp> 
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How  DOW?  what's  the  matter  T 

Bard.  Yon  must  away  to  ooort,  dr,  presently; 
A  dozen  captams  stay  at  door  for  yon. 

Fal.  Pay  the  moBiciaiis^sirrah  f  To  the  Page.]— 
Farewell,  hostess ;— farewell,  Doll. — Yoasee,  my 
good  wenches,  how  men  of  merit  are  sought  after: 
ue  ondeserrer  may  sleep,  when  the  man  of  aetion 
is  called  on.  Farewell,  good  wenches :  if  I  be  not 
sent  away  post  I  will  see  yon  again  ere  I  go. 

Doll.  1  cannot  speak : — ^If  my  heart  be  not  ready 
toburst: — ^well,  sweet  Jack,  have  aoare  of  thyself. 


[Exeunt  Falstaff  and  Babdolvb 

ffoet.  Well,  fare  thee  well :  I  haye  known  thee 
these  twenty-nine  years,  come  peascod  time;  bat 
an  honester  and  tmer-hearted  man, — ^Well,  fare 
thee  well. 

Bard.  [Within.]  liOstress  Tear-sheet. 

Bo»t.  What's  tbe  matter  ? 

Bard.  [  Within.'}  Bid  Mistress  Tear-sh^t  come 
to  my  master. 

Host.  O  mn ;  Doll,  mn ;  nm,  good  Doll. 

[ExeynL 


ACT  m. 


SOENE  Z—A  Boom  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Hbnbt,  with  a  Page. 

K»  Hen.  Oo,  call  the  Earls  of  Surrey  and  of 
Warwick ;  Hetters, 

But,  ere  they  come,  Ud  them  o*er-reaa  these 
And  weU  consider  of  them :  Make  good  speed. 

[Exit  Page. 
How  many  thousand  of  my  poorest  subjects 
Are  at  this  hour  asleep  1  0  sleep,  0  gentle  sleep. 
Nature's  soft  nurse,  how  have  I  frighted  thee, 
That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eyelids  down, 
And  steep  my  senses  in  forge  tfulness  f 
Why  rather,  sleep,  liest  tbou  in  smoky  cribs, 
Upon  uneasy  pallets  stretching  thee,  fber, 

And  hush'd  witb  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy  slum- 
Than  in  the  perfnm'd  ohamoers  of  the  great. 
Under  the  canopies  of  costly  state. 
And  Inll'd  with  sounds  of  sweetest  melody  f 
0  thon  dull  god,  why  liest  thou  with  the  vile, 
In  kMthsome  beds;  and  leay'stthe  kingly  conch, 
A  watch-case,  or  a  commou  larum-bell  ? 
WUt  ibou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  mast 
Seal  up  the  ship-boy's  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains 
In  cradle  of  tbe  rude  imperious  surge. 
And  in  the  visitation  of  tbe  winds, 
Who  take  tbe  rufBan  billows  by  the  top, 
Onrling  their  monstrous  heads,  and  hanging  them 
With  deaf  ning  clamours  in  the  slippery  clouds. 
That,  with  the  burly,  death  itself  awakes  f 
Oanst  tbou,  0  partial  sleep  t  give  thy  repose 
To  tbe  wet  sea-boy  in  an  bour  so  rude ; 
And,  in  the  calmest  and  most  stillest  njght» 
With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot. 
Deny  it  to  a  king  ?     Then,  happy  lowOie-down  I 
Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

Enter  Wabwiok  and  Subbst. 

War.  Many  good-morrows  to  your  majesty  t 

E.  Hen.  Is  it  good  morrow,  lords  f 

War.  'Tip  one  o'clock,  and  past. 

E*  Hen,  Why,  then,  good  morrow  to  yon  all, 
good  lords. 
Have  you  read  o'er  the  letters  that  I  sent  youT 

War.  We  have,  my  liege. 

E.  Hen.  Then  yon  peroeiye,  the  body  of  our 
kingdom 
How  foul  it  is ;  what  rank  diseases  grow. 
And  with  what  danger,  near  tbe  heart  of  it 

War.  It  is  but  as  a  body  yet  distemper'd, 
Which  to  his  former  strength  may  be  restor'd. 
With  good  advice  and  little  medicine : 
My  Lord  Northumberland  will  soon  be  eool'd. 

E,  Hen.  0  Heaven  1  that  one  might  read  i^e 
book  of  fate ; 
And  see  the  revolution  of  the  times 
Make  mountains  level,  and  the  continent 


Smeary  of  solid  firmness)  melt  itself 
to  the  seal  and,  other  times,  to  see 
The  beacby  girdle  of  the  ocean 
Too  wide  for  Neptune's  hips ;  how  chances  mock. 
And  changes  fill  the  cup  of  alteration 
With  divers  liquors  I    [0,  if  this  were  seen. 
The  happiest  youth,  viewing  his  progress  through. 
What  perils  past,  what  crosses  to  ensue, 
Would  shut  tbe  book,  and  sit  him  down  and  die.] 
'Tis  not  ten  years  gone 

Since  Bicbard  and  Northumberland,great  friends, 
Did  feast  together,  and,  in  two  years  after. 
Were  they  at  wars :  It  is  but  eight  years  since 
This  Percy  was  the  man  nearest  my  soul; 
Wfao  like  a  brother  toii'd  in  my  affairs, 
And  laid  his  love  and  life  under  my  foot ; 
Yea,  for  my  sake,  even  to  the  eyes  of  Bicbard, 
Qave  him  defiance.    But  wliich  of  yotf  was  bf 
(Yon,  cousin  NevU,  as  I  may  remember), 

[To'^AM, 
When  Bicbard,— with  his  eye  brimfull  of  tears 
Then  check'd  and  rated  by  Northumberland, — 
Did  speak  these  words,  now  proved  a  prophecy? 
'*  Northumberland,  thou  ladder,  by  the  which 
My  cousin  Bolinsbroke  ascends  my  throne ;" — 
Though  then,  Heaven  knows,  I  had  no  such 
But  that  necessity  so  bow'd  the  state,    [bctent. 
That  I  and  greatness  were  compelled  to  liss:— 
'*  The  time  shall  come."  thus  did  be  follow  it, 
'*  The  time  will  come,tbat  foul  siu.gatheringliead, 
Shall  break  into  corruption :" — so  went  on. 
Foretelling  this  same  time's  condition, 
And  the  division  of  our  amity. 

War.  There  is  a  history  in  all  men's  lives. 
Figuring  the  nature  of  the  times  deceas'd : 
The  which  observ'd,  a  man  may  prophesy, 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  onanoe  of  Uiings 
As  vet  not  come  to  life :  which  in  their  seeds. 
And  weak  beginnings,  lie  intreasured. 
Such  things  become  the  hatch  and  brood  of  time ; 
And,  by  the  necessary  form  of  this. 
King  Bicbard  might  create  a  perfect  guess. 
That  great  Northumberland,  then  false  to  him, 
Would,  of  that  seed,  grow  to  a  greater  falsenesa 
Which  should  not  find  a  ground  to  root  upon, 
Unless  on  joxl 

E.  Hen.       Are  these  things  then  necessities  7 
Then  let  us  meet  them  like  necessities : 
And  that  same  word  even  now  cries  out  on  us ; 
They  say,  the  bishop  and  Northumberland 
Are  fifty  thousand  strong. 

War.  It  cannot  be,  my  lord ; 

Bnmour  doth  double,  like  the  voice  and  echo. 
The  numbers  of  the  feared ;  Please  it  your  grace 
To  go  to  bed :  upon  my  life,  my  lord. 
The  powers  that  yon  already  have  sent  forth 
Shall  bring  this  priae  in  very  casfly.  I 
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To  comfort  yon  the  mora,  I  hftTo  received 
A  certaiu  iDstaoce  that  GleDdower  is  ckad. 
Yonr  majeBty  hath  been  this  fortnij^ht  ill ; 
And  these  anseasoned  hours,  perforce,  must  add 
Unto  yntir  sickness. 

K.  Hen,  I  will  take  your  counsel : 

And,  were  these  inward  wars  once  oat  of  hand. 
We  woold,  dear  lords,  onto  the  Holy  Land. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  ll.^Court  before  Justice  Shallow's 
Hottsey  in  Gloocestershire. 

Enter  Shallow  and  Silence,  meeting;  BIouldt. 
Shadow,  Wart,  Feeble,  Bull-calv,  ofia 
Servants  behind. 

8hal.  CSome  on,  come  on,  come  on ;  give  me 
yonr  hand,  sir,  give  me  yonr  hand :  an  early 
stirrer,  by  the  rood.  And  how  doth  my  good 
coanin  Silence? 

8il.  Good  morrow,  good  cousin  Shallow. 

8JuU.  And  how  doth  my  cousin,  your  bed- 
fellow ;  and  ynnr  fairest  daughter  and  mine,  my 
goddanvhter  Ellen  ? 

Sil.  Alas  I  a  black  ouzel,  cousin  Shallow. 

8hal.  By  yea  aiid  nay,  sir,  I  daret^ay  my  cousin 
William  is  become  a  good  scholar:  ^  is  at 
Oxford,  still,  is  be  not? 

Sil.  Indeed,  sir,  to  my  cost. 

8hal.  He  must  then  to  the  inns  of  court  shortly; 
I  was  once  of  Clement's-inn ;  where  I  think  they 
will  talk  of  mad  Shallow  yet 

SU.  Ton  were  called  lusty  Shallow  then,  cousin. 

Shal.  By  the  mass,  I  was  called  anything ;  and 
I  would  ha^e  done  anything,  indeed,  and  roondly 
too.  There  was  I,  and  little  John  Doit  of  Staf- 
fordshire, and  black  George  Bare,  and  Francis 
HckboDe,  and  Will  Squele  a  Cotswold  man, — ^you 
bad  not  four  such  swiuge- bucklers  in  all  the  inns 
of  court  a«ain :  and,  I  may  say  to  you,  we  knew 
where  the  bona-robas  were;  and  had  the  best  of 
them  all  at  commandment  Then  was  Jack  Fal- 
staff,  now  Sir  John,  a  boy ;  and  page  to  Thomas 
Mowbray,  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

Sil.  This  Sir  John,  cousin,  that  comes  hither 
anon  abont  soldiers? 

Shal.  The  same  Sir  John,  the  very  same.  I 
■aw  him  break  Skogan's  head  at  the  court  gate, 
when  he  was  a  crack,  not  thus  high :  and  the  very 
same  day  did  I  jBght  with  one  Sampson  Stockfish, 
a  fruiterer,  behind  Gray's-inn.  0,  the  mad  days 
that  I  have  spent!  and  to  seehowmany  of  mine 
old  acqoaintances  are  dead  I 

SU.  We  shall  all  follow,  cousin. 

Skal,  Certain,  'tis  certain;  very  sure,  very 
sure :  death,  as  the  Psalmist  eaith,  is  certain  to 
all ;  all  shall  die.  How  a  good  yoke  of  bullocks 
at  Stamford  fair? 

SU.  Truly,  cousin,  I  was  not  there. 

&hal.  Death  is  certain.— Is  old  Double  of 
your  town  living  yet  ? 

SU.  Dead,  sir. 

iBJuU.  Dead  t — See,  see  t-— he  drew  a  good  bow : 
And  dead ! — ^he  shot  a  fine  shoot : — John  of  Gaunt 
loved  him  well,  and  betted  much  money  on  his 
head.  Dead  I — he  would  have  clapped  i*  the  clout 
at  twelve  score ;  and  carried  you  a  forehand  shaft 
a  fourteen  and  fourteen  and  a  half,  that  it 
would  have  done  a  man's  heart  good  io  see.~- 
How  a  score  of  ewes  now? 

SU.  Thereafter  as  they  be:  a  score  of  good 
ewes  may  be  worth  ten  pounds. 

Shal.  And  is  old  Double  dead? 
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Snter  Babdolph,  and  one  with  Mm. 
SU.  Here  come  two  of  Sir  John  FalstafTs  men 
as  I  think. 

Bard.  Good  morrow,  honest  gentlemen:  I 
beseech  you,  which  is  Justice  Shallow  ? 

Shal,  I  am  Robert  Shallow,  sir ;  a  poor  esquire 
of  this  county,  and  one  of  the  king's  justices  of 
the  peace :  What  is  your  good  pleasure  with  me  ? 
Bard.  My  captain,  sir,  commends  him  to  you: 
my  captain.  Sir  John  FalstaflF:  a  tall  gentleman, 
and  a  most  gallant  leader. 

Shal.  He  greets  me  well,  sir.  I  knew  him  a 
good  backsword  man :  How  doth  the  good  knight? 
may  I  ask  how  my  lady  his  wife  doth  ? 

Bard.  Sir,  pardon ;  a  soldier  is  better  aocommo- . 
dated  tban  with  a  wife. 

Shal,  It  is  well  said,  in  faith,  shr;  anditiswell 
said  indeed  too.  Better  accommodated  I — it  is 
good ;  yea,  indeed  is  it :  good  phrases  are  surely, 
and  ever  were,  very  commendable.  Accom- 
modated ! — it  comes  of  <iceommodo :  very  good ; 
a  good  phrase. 

Bard,  Pardon,  sir:  I  have  heard  the  word. 
Phrase,  call  you  it  ?  By  this  day,  I  know  not 
the  phrase :  but  I  will  maintain  the  word,  with 
my  sword,  to  be  a  soldier-like  word,  and  a  word 
of  exceeding  good  command.  Accommodated; 
That  is,  when  a  man  is,  as  they  say,  accommo- 
dated: or,  when  a  man  is,~being,— whereby,-* 
he  may  be  thought  to  be  accommodated ;  which 
is  an  excellent  thing. 

Enter  Falstaff. 

Shal.  It  is  very  just :— Look,  here  comes  good 
Sir  John. — Give  me  your  good  hand,  give  me 
yonr  worship's  good  hand :  'Trust  me,  you  look 
well,  and  bear  your  years  very  well:  welcome^ 
good  Sir  John. 

Eal.  1  am  glad  to  see  you  well,  good  master 
Robert  Shallow: — Master  Sure-card,  as  I  tbink. 

SJuU.  No,  Sir  John ;  it  is  my  cousin  Silence,  in 
commission  with  me. 

Eal.  Good  Master  Silence,  it  well  befits  yon 
should  be  of  the  peace. 

SU,  Tour  good  worship  is  welcome. 

Eal.  Fie!  this  is  hot  weather.— Gen tlemen,have 
you  provided  me  here  half  a  doaen  of  sufficient 
men? 

Shal,  Marry,  have  we,  shr.    Will  you  sit? 

Eal.  Let  me  see  them,  I  beseech  you. 

Shal,  Where's  the  roll?  where's  the  roll? 
Where's  the  roll  ?— Let  me  see,  let  me  see,  let  me 
see.  So,  so,  so,  so:  Tea,  marry,  sir: — Ralph 
Mouldv : — let  them  appear  as  I  call ;  let  them 
do  so,  let  them  do  so. — ^Let  me  see ;  where  is 

Moid.  Here,  if  it  please  you.  [Mouldy  ? 

Shal.  What  think  yoa,  Sir  John?  agood-limMd 
fellow:  young,  strong,  and  of  good  friends. 

Eal.  Is  thy  name  Mouldy  ? 

JfoiU.  Tea.  if  it  please  you. 

Eal,  'Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  used. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  most  excellent,  i'faith !  thhigs 
that  are  mouldy  lack  use :  Very  singular  good  1 — 
Well  said,  Sir  John ;  veiy  well  said. 

Eal.  Prick  htm.  [To  Shallow. 

Moul,  1  was  pricked  well  enough  before,  if  yoa 
could  have  let  me  alone :  my  old  dame  will  be 
undone  now,  for  one  to  do  her  husbandry  and  her 
drudgery :  yon  need  not  have  pricked  me ;  there 
are  other  men  fitter  to  go  out  than  L 

EcU.  Go  to;  peace.  Mouldy,  yoa  shall  go. 
Mouldy,  it  is  time  yoa  were  spent 

Iio¥l.  Spent  1  f  ^  \ 
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Skal,  Petee,  fellow,  peaee;  stand  aside;  know 

200  where  jon  are  f — For  the  other,  Sir  John : — 
)t  me  see; — Simon  Shadow  t 

Fal.  Aj,  marry,  let  me  have  him  to  git  under : 
he's  like  to  be  a  cold  soldier. 

Shd.  Where's  Shadow? 

Shad.  Here,  sir. 

Fal   Shadow,  whose  son  art  thoa  t 

Shad.  My  mother's  son,  sir. 

Fal.  Thy  mother's  son  I  like  enough;  and 
thy  father's  shadow :  so  the  son  of  the  female  is 
the  shadow  of  the  male :  It  is  often  so,  indeed ; 
bat  not  of  the  father's  sabstanoe. 

Shal,  Do  yon  like  him.  Sir  John  7 

Fal.  Shadow  will  serve  for  summer,*-priek 
him ; — ^for  we  have  a  number  of  shadows  to  fill 
op  the  muster-book. 

Shal  Thomas  Wart  1 

FaL  Where's  he? 

Wart.  Here,  sir. 

Fal.  U  thy  name  Wart  t 

Wart.  Tea,  sir. 

Fal.  Then  art  a  Terv  ragfged  wart 

Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him  down,  Sir  John? 

FaL  It  were  snperflaons ;  for  his  apparel  is 
built  npon  his  back,  and  the  whole  frame  stands 
npon  mns:  prick  him  no  more. 

Shot.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I— yon  can  doit  sir;  yon  can 
do  it :  I  commend  yon  welL—Fraucis  Feeble  I 

Fee,  Here,  sir. 

Fal.  What  trade  art  thou.  Feeble? 

Fee.  A  woman's  tailor,  sir. 

Shal  Shall  I  prick  him,  sir  ? 

Fal.  Yon  may :  bat  if  he  had  been  a  man's 
tailor,  he  wonld  have  pricked  yon. — Wilt  thon 
make  as  many  holes  in  an  enemy's  battle,  as  thon 
bast  done  in  a  woman's  petticoat  ? 

Fee.  I  will  do  my  good  will,  sir;  yon  oan  have 
mo  mote. 

Fal.  Wen  Mdd,  itood  woman's  taflort  well 
■aid,  conrageons  Feeble  I  Thon  wilt  be  as  valiant 
as  Uie  wrathfol  dove,  or  most  magnanimoas 
moose.— Prick  the  woman's  tailor  well,  Master 
Shallow  J  deep,  Master  Shallow. 

Fee.  I  wonld  Wart  might  have  gone,  sfar. 

Fal.  I  woold  thoo  wert  a  man's  tailor ;  thai 
IboQ  mightst  mend  him,  and  make  him  fit  to  go. 
I  eannot  pot  him  to  a  private  soldier,  that  is  the 
leader  of  so  many  thoosands :  Let  that  sofflce, 
most  forcible  Feeble. 

Fee.  It  shall  suffice,  sir. 

Fal.  I  am  bonud  to  thee,  rsverend  Feeble.^ 
Who  is  the  next  ? 

Shal.  Peter  Bollealf  of  the  green  I 

Fal.  Yea,  many,  let  os  see  Boll-call 

Bull.  Here,  shr. 

Fal.  Trost  me,  a  likely  fellow  I— Oome,  priek 
me  Boll-calf  till  he  roar  again. 

Bull.  0,  good  my  lord  captain, —     [pricked  ? 

Fal.  What,  dost  thoo  roar  before  thon  art 

Bull.  0,  sir  I  I  am  a  diseased  man. 

FaL  What  disease  hast  thoo  ? 

B%ill.  A  whoreson  cold,  sir;  aeoogh,sir,  which 
I  eaoght  with  ringing  In  the  king's  affairs,  opon 
hli  coronation  day,  ur. 

Fml  Come,  thoo  Shalt  go  to  the  wars  in  agown ; 
we  will  have  away  thy  cold ;  and  I  will  take  sooh 
order,  that  thy  friends  shall  ring  for  thee.— Is 
hersaU? 

Shal.  Thero  Is  two  more  called  than  yoor 
irambsr ;  yon  most  have  hot  f  oor  here,  shr ;« 
so,  I  pray  yoa  go  In  wl'h  me  to  dinner. 
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Fal.  Come,  I  will  go  drink  with  yoo,  bat  1 
cannot  tarry  dinner ;  I  am  glad  to  see  yoo,  in 
good  troth,  Master  Shallow. 

Shal.  0,  Sir  John,  do  yoo  remember  since  we 
lay  all  night  in  the  windmill  in  St  George's  field? 

FaL  No  more  of  that,  good  Master  Shallow, 
no  more  of  that. 

Shal.  Ha,  it  was  a  merry  night  And  is  Jans 
Nightwork  alive  ? 

Fal.  She  lives.  Master  Shallow. 

Shal.  She  never  coold  away  with  me. 

Fal.  Never,  never :  she  woold  always  say  she 
coold  not  abide  Master  Shallow. 

Shal.  By  the  mass,  I  coold  anger  her  to  the 
heart.  She  was  then  a  bona-roba.  Doth  she 
hold  her  own  well? 

Fal.  Old,  old.  Master  ShaUow. 

Shal.  Nay,  she  most  be  old;  she  cannot 
choose  hot  be  3ld;  certain,  she's  old;  and  had 
Robin  Nightwork  by  old  Nightwork,  before  I 
came  to  Clement's-inn. 

Sil.  That's  fifty-five  years  ago. 

ShaL  Ah,  Coosin  Silence,  that  thoo  hadst  seen 
that  that  this  koight  and  I  have  seen  1— Ha,  Sir 
John,  said  I  well? 

Fal.  We  have  heard  tne  ehimctt  at  midnight, 
Master  Shallow. 

Shal.  That  we  have,  that  we  have,  that  we 
have ;  in  faith.  Sir  John,  we  have ;  oor  watch- 
word was  "  Hem,  boys  I"— Come,  let's  to  dinner; 
come,  let's  to  dinner : — 0,  the  days  that  we  have 
seen ! — Come,  come. 

[Exeunt  Falstatt,  Shallow,  and  Silbmob. 

Bull  Good  Master  Corporate  Bardolph,  stand 
my  friend ;  and  here  is  foor  Harry  ten  shillings 
in  French  crowns  for  yoo.  In  very  troth,  sir,  I 
had  as  lief  be  hanged,  sur,  as  go :  and  yet,for  mine 
own  part,  sir,  I  do  not  care :  bot,  rather,  becaose 
I  am  nnwilling,  and,  for  my  own  part,  have  a 
deshre  to  stay  with  my  friends;  else,  sir.  I  did 
not  care,  for  mine  own  part,  so  mooh. 

Bard.  Go  to ;  stand  aside. 

Moul.  And  good  Master  Corporal  Captain,  for 
my  old  dame's  sake,  stand  my  friend :  she  has 
nobody  to  do  anything  aboot  her,  when  I  am 
gone ;  and  she  is  old,  and  cannot  help  herself; 
yoo  shall  have  forty,  shr. 

Bard.  Goto;  stand  aside. 

Fee.  I  care  not ; — a  man  can  die  hot  once ; — ^Wo 
owe  a  death ; — I  will  never  bear  a  base  mind : — 
if  it  be  my  destiny,  so ;  if  it  be  not,  so :  No 
man's  too  good  to  serve  his  prince ;  and,  let  it 
go  which  way  it  will,  he  that  dies  this  year  Is 
qnit  for  the  next. 

Bard.  Well  said ;  thoo  art  a  good  fellow. 

Fee.  Nay,  I'll  bear  no  base  mind. 

Be -enter  Falstatf  and  Jostices. 

Fal.  Come,  sir,  which  men  shall  I  have? 

Shal.  Foor  of  which  yoo  please. 

Bard.  Sir,  a  word  with  yoo: — I  have  three 
poond  to  free  Mooldy  and  Ball-calf. 

Fal.  Goto;  well. 

Shal.  Come,  Sir  John,  which  foor  will  you 
have? 

Fal.  Do  yoo  choose  for  me. 

ShaL  Marry,then,~Mooldy,  Bon-calf,  Feeble, 
and  Shadow. 

Fal.  Mooldy  and  Boll-c«lf  r—For  yoo,  Mooldy, 
stay  at  home  till  yoo  are  paat  service ;   and,  for 

foor  part.  Ball-calf,  grow  till  yoa  eome  onto  It; 
will  none  of  voo. 

ShaL   Sir  aohn,  Sir  Juhu,^do  not  yoort' 
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wrong ;  they  tre  your  likeUeet  men,  and  I  would 
have  yoa  served  with  the  best. 

FaL,  Will  yoa  tell  me.  Master  Shallow,  how  to 
ehoose  a  man  1  Care  I  for  the  limb,  the  thewes, 
the  statnrc*  bnlk*  and  big  assemblage  of  a  man  1 
Give  me  the  spirit,  Master  Shallow. — Here's 
Wart ; — ^yon  see  what  a  ragged  appearance  it  is : 
he  shall  chai'ge  yon,  and  discharge  yoa,  with  the 
motion  of  a  pewterer's  hammer ;  come  off,  and 
on,  swifter  than  he  that  gibbet-s-on  the  brewer's 
bucket.  And  this  same  half -f aced  fellow,  Shadow, 
—give  me  this  man ;  he  presents  no  mark  to  the 
enemy ;  the  foeman  may  with  as  great  aim  level 
at  the  edge  of  a  penknife :  And,  for  a  retreat, — 
how  swiftly  will  this  Feeble,  the  woman's  tailor, 
run  o£f  I  0,  give  me  the  spare  men,  and  spare 
me  the  great  ones.  Pat  me  a  caliver  into 
Wart's  hand,  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Hold,  Wart,  trayerse ;  thas,  thoa,  thns. 

FcX.  Gome,  manage  me  y  oar  caliver.  So : — very 
well: — go  to: — very  good  : — exceeding  good. — 
O,  give  me  always  a  little,  lean,  old,  chapped, 
bald  shot.— Well  said.  Wart ;  thoa'rt  a  good  scab: 
hold,  there's  a  tester  for  thee. 

Shal.  He's  not  his  craf  t's-master,  he  doth  not  do 
it  right.  I  remember  at  Mile-end  green  (when  I 
lay  at  Ciement's-inn), — ^I  was  then  Sir  Dagonet  in 
Arthur's  show;  there  was  a  little  qoiver  fellow, 
and  he  would  manage  yoa  his  piece  thas :  and  he 
woold  aboat,  and  abont,  and  come  yoa  in,  and 
eome  yoa  in :  **  rah,  tab,  tab,"  would  he  say : 
<*  bounce,"  would  he  say ;  and  away  again  would 
he  go,  and  agdn  would  he  come : — I  shall  never 
Bee  sudi  a  fellow. 

FcX.  These  fellows  will  do  well.  Master  Shal- 
low,— ^Farewell,  Master  Silence ;  I  will  not  use 
many  words  with  you: — Fare  you  well,  gentle- 
men both:  I  thank  you :  I  must  a  dozen  mile 
to-night. — Bardolph,  give  the  soldiers  coats. 

Bhal.  Sir  John,  Heaven  bless  you,  and  prosper 
f  oar  affairs,  and  send  as  peace  I    As  yon  return. 
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visit  my  house;  let  our  old  acquaintance  bi 
renewed:  perad venture  I  will  with  you  to  court. 

Fal.  I  would  you  would.  Master  Shallow. 

BlioX.  Go  to ;  I  have  spoke  at  a  word.  Fare 
you  weU.  [Exeunt  Shallow  and  Silenos. 

Fal.  Fare  you  well,  gentle  gentlemen.  On, 
Bardolph ;  lead  the  men  away.  [Exeunt  Bab- 
DOLPH,  Recruits,  oDc]  As  I  return,  I  will  fetch 
off  these  justices :  I  do  see  the  bottom  of  Justice 
Shallow.  How  subject  we  old  men  are  to  this 
vice  of  lying  I  This  same  starved  justice  hatti 
done  nothing  but  prate  to  me  of  the  wildness  of 
his  youth,  and  the  feats  he  hath  done  about  Tum- 
buU-street;  and  every  third  word  a  lie,  doer  paid 
to  the  hearer  than  the  Turk's  tribute.  I  do 
remember  him  at  Clement's-inn,  like  a  man 
made  after  supper  of  a  cheese-paring :  when  he 
was  naked,  he  was,  for  all  the  world,  like  a  forked 
radish,  with  a  head  fantastically  carved  upon  it 
with  a  knife:  he  was  so  forlorn,  that  his  dimen- 
sions to  any  thick  sight  were  invincible:  he  was 
the  very  genius  of  famine ;  he  came  ever  in  the 
rearward  of  the  fashion ;  and  sung  those  tunes  to 
the  over-scntched  huswifes  that  he  heard  the  oar- 
men  whistle,  and  sware  they  were  his  fancies  or 
his  good-nights. — ^And  now  is  this  Vice's  dagger 
become  a  eqnire;  and  talks  as  familiarly  of  John 
of  Gaunt  as  if  he  had  been  sworn  brother  to  him ; 
and  I'll  be  sworn  he  never  saw  him  but  once  In 
the  Tilt-yard ;  and  then  he  burst  his  head,  for 
crowding  among  the  marshal's  men.  I  saw  it ; 
and  told  John  of  Gaunt  he  beat  his  own  name ; 
for  you  might  have  truss'd  him,and  all  bis  apparel, 
into  an  eelskin ;  the  case  of  a  treble  hautboy  was 
a  mansion  for  him,  a  court :  and  now  hath  he  land 
and  beeves.  WeU;  I  will  be  acquainted  with 
him,  if  I  return ;  and  it  shaU  go  hard,  but  I  will 
make  him  a  philosopher's  two  stones  to  me :  if  the 
young  dace  be  a  bait  for  the  old  pike,  I  see  no 
reason,  in  the  law  of  nature,  but  I  may  snap  at 
him.  Let  time  shape,  and  there  an  end.     [Exit 
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SGENB  L— ^  Forest  in  Torkshire. 

Enter  the  Archbishop  of  Tork,  Mowbrat,  Hait- 
INOS.  and  othen. 

Arch,  What  is  this  forest  call'd? 

East.  *Tis  Gualtree  Forest,  an't  shall  please 
your  grace. 

Arch,  Here  stand,  my  lords ;  and  send  disco- 
verers forth. 
To  know  the  numbers  of  our  enemies. 

Bast,  We  have  sent  forth  already. 

Arch,  'Tis  well  done. 

My  friends  and  brethren  in  these  great  affairs, 
I  must  acquaint  you  that  I  have  received 
New-dated  letters  from  Northumberland ; 
Their  cold  intent,  tenor,  and  substance  thus: — 
Here  doth  he  wish  his  person,  with  such  powers 
As  might  hold  sortance  with  his  quality; 
The  which  he  could  not  levy :  whereupon 
He  is  retir'd,  to  ripe  his  growing  fortunes, 
To  Scotland :  and  concludes  in  hearty  prayers, 
That  your  attempts  may  overlive  the  hazard 
And  fearful  meeting  of  their  opposite. 

Mowb.  Thns  do  the  hopes  we  have  in  him 
touch  ground. 
And  dash  themselves  to  pieces. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Hcui.  Now,  what  news  ? 


Mess.  West  of  this  forest,  scarcely  off  a  mile, 
In  goodly  form  comes  on  the  enemy: 
And,  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I  judge  their 

number 
Upon,  or  near,  the  rate  of  thirty  thousand. 
Mowb.  The  just  proportion  that  we  gave  them 
oct. 
Let  US  sway  on,  and  face  them  in  the  field. 

Enter  Westmobelamd. 

Arch,  What  well-appointed  leader  fronts  ns 
here? 

Mowb,  I  think  it  is  my  Lord  of  Westmoreland. 

West.  Health  and  fair  greeting  from  our  general. 
The  prince.  Lord  John  and  Dnke  of  Lancaster. 

Arch.  Say  on,  my  Lord  of  Westmoreland,  in 
peace; 
What  doth  concern  your  coming? 

West.  Then,  my  lord. 

Unto  your  grace  do  I  in  chief  address 
The  substance  of  my  speech.    If  that  rebeUion 
Came  like  itself,  in  base  and  abject  routs. 
Led  on  by  bloody  youth,  guarded  with  rage, 
And  countenanced  by  boys  and  beggary ; 
I  say,  if  damn'd  commotion  so  appeared. 
In  his  true,  native,  and  most  proper  shape, 
Ton,  reverend  father,  and  these  noble  lords 
Had  not  been  here,  to  dress  the  ogly  form 
Of  base  and  bloody  insurrection   ^  ^  j 
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KING  HENRY 
With  foar  fair  honours.  You,  lord  archbishop, — 
Whose  see  is  by  a  dvil  peace  maintain'd ; 
Whose  beard  the  silver  hand  of  peace  hath  tonoh'd; 
Whose  learning  and  good  letters  peace  hath 

tator'd ; 
Whose  white  investments  fignre  fainocenoe, 
The  dove  and  very  blessed  spirit  of  peace,«> 
Wherefore  do  yon  so  ill  translate  yoorself , 
Out  of  the  speech  of  peace,  that  bears  snch  graoe. 
Into  the  harsh  and  boist'roas  tongne  of  war? 
Tuning  yoor  books  to  graves,  your  ink  to  blood, 
Your  pens  to  lances,  and  your  tongne  divine 
To  a  k'>ad  trompet,  and  a  point  of  war  f 
Arch,  Wherefore  do  I  this  ?— 60  the  question 

stands. 
Briefly  to  this  end  :~We  are  all  diseas'd ; 
And,  with  onr  surfeiting  and  wanton  honrs, 
Have  brought  ourselves  into  a  burning  fevii. 
And  we  must  bleed  for  it :  of  which  disease 
Oar  late  king,  Bichard,  being  infected,  died« 
But,  my  most  noble  lord  of  Westmoreland, 
I  take  not  on  me  here  as  a  physician; 
Kor  do  I,  as  an  enemy  to  peace. 
Troop  in  the  throngs  of  military  mens 
But,  rather,  show  a  while  like  fearful  war, 
To  diet  rank  minds,  sick  of  happiness; 
And  purge  the  obstructions,  which  begin  to  stop 
Oar  very  veins  of  life.    Hear  me  more  plainly^ 
I  have  an  equal  balance  justly  weigh'd 
What  wroDgs  our  arms  may  do,  what  wrongs  we 

suffer, 
And  find  our  griefs  heavier  than  our  offenoes. 
We  see  which  way  the  stream  of  time  doth  run, 
And  are  enforc'd  from  our  most  quiet  sphere 
By  the  rough  torrent  of  occasion : 
And  have  the  summary  of  all  our  griefs. 
When  time  shall  serve,  to  show  in  articles ; 
Which,  long  ere  this,  we  offer'd  to  the  king, 
And  might  oy  no  suit  gain  our  audience : 
When  we  are  wrong'd,  and  would  unfold  our 
We  are  denied  access  unto  his  person      [griefs. 
Even  by  those  men  that  most  have  done  us  wrong. 
The  dangers  of  the  days  but  newly  gone, 
(Whose  memory  is  written  on  the  earth 
With  yet-appearing  blood)  and  the  examples, 
Of  every  minute's  instance  (present  now), 
Have  put  us  in  these  ill-beseeming  arms : 
Not  to  break  peace,  or  any  branch  of  it ; 
But  to  establish  here  a  peace  indeed, 
Concurring  both  in  name  and  quality. 

West,  When  ever  yet  was  your  appeal  denied  t 
Wherein  have  vou  been  galled  by  tne  king? 
What  peer  hath  been  subom'd  to  grate  on  you  f 
That  you  should  seal  this  lawless  bloody  book 
Of  forg'd  rebellion  with  a  seal  divine, 
[And  consecrate  commotion's  bitter  edge  ?] 
Areh.  Hy  brother, general  I  the  commonwealth  1 

iTo  brother  bom  an  household  cruelty], 
make  my  quarrel  in  particular. 

West.  There  is  no  need  of  any  such  redress ; 
Or,  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 

Mowb,  Why  not  to  him,  in  part;  and  tons  all. 
That  feel  the  bruises  of  the  days  before ; 
And  suffer  the  condition  of  these  UmeM 
To  lay  a  heavy  and  unequal  hand 
Upon  oar  honours  7 

We$t,  O  my  good  Lord  Mowbray, 

Construe  the  times  to  their  necessities, 
And  you  shall  say  indeed, — it  is  the  time, 
And  not  the  king,  that  doth  you  injuries. 
Tet,  for  your  pwt.  it  not  appears  to  me 
Bither  from  the  king,  or  in  the  present  time. 
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That  you  should  have  an  inch  of  any  ground 
To  build  a  grief  on :  Were  you  not  restor'd 
To  all  the  Duke  of  Norfolk's  seigniories. 
Your  noble  and  right-well-remember*d  father's  ? 
Mowb,  What  thing,  in  honour,  had  my  father 

lost. 
That  need  to  be  reviv'd,  and  breath'd  in  me  ? 
The  king,  that  lov'd  him,  as  the  state  stood  then, 
Was,  force  perforce,  compell'd  to  banish  him : 
And  then,  tnat  Henry  Boiingbroke,  and  he. 
Being  mounted,  and  both  roused  in  their  seats, 
Their  neighing  coursers  daring  of  the  spur. 
Their  armed  staves  in  charge,  their  beavors  down. 
Their  eyes  of  fire  sparknng  through  sights  of 

steel, 
And  the  loud  trumpet  blowing  them  together; 
Then,  then,  when  there  was  nothing  could  have 

stayed 
My  father  from  the  breast  of  Boiingbroke, 
O,  when  the  king  did  throw  his  warder  down. 
His  own  life  hung  upon  the  staff  he  threw ; 
Then  threw  he  down  himself ;  and  all  their  lives. 
That,  by  indictment,  and  by  dint  of  sword, 
Have  since  miscarried  under  Boiingbroke. 
West,  You  speak.  Lord  Mowbray,  now  you 

know  not  what : 
The  Earl  of  Hereford  was  reputed  then 
In  England  the  most  valiant  gentleman ; 
Who  ^ows  on  whom  fortune  would  then  havs 

smil'd  ? 
But,  if  your  father  had  been  victor  there. 
He  ne'er  had  borne  it  out  of  Coventry : 
For  all  the  country,  in  a  general  voice,       [love 
Cried  hate  upon  him ;  and  all  their  pravers  and 
Were  set  on  Hereford,  whom  they  doted  on, 
And  bless'd  and  grac'd  indeed ,  more  than  the  king. 
But  this  is  mere  digression  from  my  purpose.^- 
Here  come  I  from  our  princely  general. 
To  know  yoor  griefs ;  to  tell  yon  from  his  grace. 
That  he  will  give  you  audience :  And  wherein 
It  shall  appear  that  your  demands  are  just. 
Ton  shall  enjoy  them ;  evervthing  set  off. 
That  might  so  much  as  think  you  enemies. 

Mowb,  But  he  hath  f orc'd  us  to  compel  this 
And  it  proceeds  from  policy,  not  love.      [offer ; 
West.  Mowbray,  you  overween,  to  take  it  so ; 
This  offer  comes  from  mercy,  not  from  fear : 
For  lo  1  within  a  ken,  our  army  lies : 
Upon  mine  honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  fear. 
Our  battle  is  more  full  of  names  than  yours, 
Oar  men  more  perfect  in  the  use  of  arms. 
Oar  armour  all  as  strong ;  our  cause  the  best ; — 
Then  reason  wills  our  hearts  should  be  as  good: — 
Say  you  not,  then,  our  offer  is  compell'd. 
Mowh,  Well,  by  my  will,  we  shall  admit  no 

parley. 
West,  That  argues  but  the  shame  of  your 

offence : 
A  rotten  case  abidee  no  handling. 

Hast.  Hath  the  Prince  John  a  full  oommissioii. 
In  veiy  smple  virtue  of  his  father. 
To  hear,  and  absolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  conditions  we  shall  stand  upon? 

West.  That  is  intended  in  the  general's  name : 
I  muse  you  make  so  slight  a  question. 
Arch,  Then  take,  my  Lord  of  Westmoreland 

this  schedule ; 
For  this  eontains  our  general  srievances : 
Each  several  article  herein  redress'd ; 
All  members  of  our  caase,  both  here  and  hence. 
Thai  are  insinew'd  to  this  actioiy  -^  t 
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A.oqQiited  by  a  trae  sabstantial  form ; 
And  present  ezeoation  of  our  wills 
To  ua,  and  to  our  purposes,  oonsign'd : 
We  oome  within  oar  awful  banks  again, 
And  knit  onr  powers  to  the  arm  of  peace. 

West.  This  will  I  show  the  general    Fleajse 
you,  lorf's, 
In  sight  of  both  oar  battles  we  may  meet : 
And  either  end  in  peace,  which  Heaven  so  frame, 
Or  to  the  place  of  difference  call  the  swords 
Which  mast  decide  it. 

Arch.  My  lord,  we  will  do  so. 

[Exit  Wbst. 

Mowh.  There  is  a  thing  within  my  bosom  telld 
me, 
That  no  conditions  of  oar  peace  can  stand. 

Satt.  Fear  yon  not  that :  if  we  can  make  oar 
peace 
Upon  sach  large  terms,  and  so  absolnte, 
As  oar  conditions  shall  consist  npon. 
Oar  peace  shall  stand  as  firm  as  rocky  moan  tains. 

Mowh.  Ay,  bat  oar  valaation  shall  be  sach, 
That  every  slight  and  false-derived  cause, 
Tea,  everv  idle,  nice,  and  wanton  reason. 
Shall  to  the  king,  taste  of  this  action  : 
That  were  our  royal  faiths  martyrs  in  love. 
We  shall  be  winnow'd  with  so  rough  a  wind, 
That  even  oar  com  shall  seem  as  light  as  chaff, 
And  good  from  bad  find  no  partition. 

Ainh.  No,  no,  my  lord ;  Note  this,— the  king 
is  weary 
Of  dainty  and  such  picking  grievances : 
For  he  hath  found,  to  end  one  doubt  by  death, 
Bevives  two  greater  in  the  heirs  of  life. 
And  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  tables  clean ; 
And  keep  no  tell  tale  to  bis  memory, 
That  may  repeat  and  hiRtory  his  loss 
To  new  remembrance :  For  full  well  he  knows, 
He  cannot  so  precisely  weed  this  land 
As  his  misdoubts  present  occasion : 
Hid  foes  are  so  enrooted  with  his  friends, 
That  plucking  to  unfix  an  enemy, 
He  doth  unfasten  so  and  shake  a  friend. 
So  that  this  land,  like  an  offensive  wife. 
That  hath  enrag'd  him  on  to  offer  strokes. 
As  he  is  striking,  holds  his  infant  up. 
And  hangs  resolv'd  correction  in  the  arm 
That  was  uprear'd  to  execution. 

Host.  Besides  the  king  hath  wasted  all  bi3 
rods 
On  late  offenders,  that  he  now  doth  lack 
The  very  instruments  of  chastisement : 
So  that  bis  power,  like  to  a  fangless  lion. 
May  offer,  but  not  hold. 

Arch.  *Ti8  very  true  :— 

And  therefore  be  assur'd,  my  good  lord  marshal. 
If  we  do  now  make  our  atonement  well. 
Our  peace  will,  like  a  broken  limb  united, 
Orow  stronger  for  the  breaking. 

Motoh.  Be  it  so. 

Here  is  retorn'd  my  Lord  of  Westmoreland. 

He-enUr  Wbstmobblamd. 

West.  The  prince  is  here  at  hand :  Pleaseth 
your  lordship 
To  meet  his  ^raoe  just  distance  'tween   our 
amues? 
Mowb.  Your  grace  of  Tork,  hi  Heaven's  name 

then  forward. 
Arch.  Before,  and  greet  his  grace:— my  lord, 
we  come. 

lEawnt. 


SCENE  n.-'AnotherParto/the  yoresU 

Bnteryfromone  side^  &Cowbra.t, tA«  Abchbishop, 
Hastinos,  and  others ;  from  the  other  side. 
Prince  John  of  Lancaster,  WESTXOBXLuum, 
Officers,  and  Attendants. 

P.  John,  Tou  are  well  encowiter*d  here,  my 
cousin  Mowbray : 
Good  day  to  you,  gentle  lord  archbishop : 
And  so  to  you.  Lord  Hastings, — and  to  all. 
M^  lord  of  York,  it  better  show'd  with  you. 
When  that  your  flock,  assembled  by  the  bell, 
Encircled  you,  to  hear  with  reverenoe 
Your  exposition  on  the  holy  text. 
Than  now  to  see  you  here  an  iron  man, 
Oheering  a  rout  of  rebels  with  your  drum. 
Turning  the  word  to  sword,  and  life  to  death. 
That  man,  that  sits  within  a  monarch's  heart, 
And  ripens  in  the  sunshine  of  his  favour. 
Would  he  abuse  the  countenance  of  the  king, 
A-ack,  what  mischiefs  might  he  set,  al>roacu. 
In  shadow  of  such  greatness  1    With  you,  lord 

bishop. 
It  is  even  so : — Who  hath  not  heard  it  spoken. 
How  deep  you  were  within  the  books  of  Heaven? 
To  us,  th:i  speaker  in  his  parliament : 
To  us,  the  imagin'd  voice  of  Heaven  itself ; 
The  very  opener  and  iutelligeuoer, 
Between  the  grace,  the  sanctities  of  Heaven, 
And  our  doll  workinss :  O,  who  shall  believe. 
But  you  misuse  the  reverence  of  your  place  ; 
Employ  the  countonance  and  grace  of  Heaven 
As  a  false  favourite  doth  his  prince's  name'. 
In  deeds  dishonourable  ?  You  have  taken  up. 
Under  the  counterfeited  zeal  of  Heaven, 
The  subjects  of  Heaven's  subtititute,  my  father; 
And,  both  against  the  peace  of  Heaven  and  him, 
Have  here  up-swarmed  them. 

Arch.  Good  my  lord  of  Lancaster, 

I  am  not  here  against  your  father's  peace ; 
Bat,  as  I  told  my  lord  of  Westmoreland, 
The  time  misorder'd  doth,  in  common  sense. 
Crowd  us  and  crush  us,  to  this  monstrous  form. 
To  hold  our  safety  up.    I  sent  your  grace 
The  parcels  and  particulars  of  our  grief 
(The  which  hath  been  with  scorn  shov'dfrom 

the  court). 
Whereon  this  Hydra  son  of  war  is  bom : 
Whose  dangerous  eyes  may  well  be  charm'd 

asleep, 
With  grant  of  oar  most  just  and  right  desires ; 
And  true  obedience  of  this  madness  our*d, 
Stoop  tamely  to  the  foot  of  majesty. 

Motoh.  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  try  our  fortunes 
To  the  last  man. 

Hast,  And  though  we  here  fall  down. 

We  have  supplies  to  second  our  attempt ; 
If  they  miscarry,  theirs  shall  second  them : 
And  so,  success  of  mischief  shall  be  born 
And  heir  from  heir  shall  hold  this  quarrel  up. 
Whiles  England  shall  have  generati<m. 

P.  John.  Yon  are  too  shallow,  Hastings,  much 
too  shallow. 
To  sound  the  bottom  of  the  after-times. 

West.  Pleaseth  your  grace  to  answer  them 
directly. 
How  far-fortb  yoc  do  like  their  articles  ?  [well : 

P.  John.  I  like  them  all,  and  do  allow  them 
And  swear  here  by  the  honour  of  mv  blood. 
My  father's  purposes  have  been  mistook ; 
And  some  about  him  have  too  lavishly 
Wrested  his  meaning  and  authority. 
My  lord,  these  griefs  shall  be  wi^  speed  rednest'd 
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XTpon  my  life,  they  thalL  If  this  may  please  yon, 
Discharge  yoar  powers  imto  their  se^eralcoimties. 
As  we  mUl  otub  :  aod  h*'re,  between  the  armies, 
Let's  drink  together  friendly,  and  embrace; 
That  all  their  ey^B  may  bear  those  tokens  home, 
Of  onr  restored  love  and  amity. 
Areh,  1  take  your  princely  word  for  these 

redresses. 
P.  John,  I  give  it  yoa,  /md  will  maintain  my 
word: 
And  thereupon  I  drink  unto  yonr  grace. 
Hast.  Go, captain  [to  an  Officer], and  deliyer to 
tbe  army 
ThiA  news  of  peace :  let  them  have  pay,  and  part : 
I  know  it  will  well  please  them ;  Hie  thee,  captain. 

[Exit  Officer. 
Aixh,  To  yon,  my  noble  lord  of  Westmoreland. 
West.  I  pledge  yonr  graoe :  And,  if  yon  knew 
what  pains 
I  baye  bestow'd,  to  breed  this  present  peaoe. 
Ton  would  drink  freely :  hot  my  love  to  ye 
Shall  show  itself  more  openly  hereafter. 
Areh.  I  do  not  doubt  yon. 
West.  I  am  glad  of  it  :— 

Health  to  my  lord,  and  gentle  cousin  Mowbray. 
Motob.  You  wish  me  health  in  very  happy 
For  I  urn,  on  the  sndden,  sometb^'ng  ill.    [season : 
Arch.  Against  ill  chances,  men  are  ever  merry ; 
But  heaviness  foreruns  tbe  good  event 

West.  Therefore  be  merry,  ooz ;  since  sudden 

sorrow 

Serves  to  say  thus, — Somo  good  thing  oomes 

to  morrow. 

Areh.  Believe  me,  I  am  passing  light  in  spirit. 

Mowb.  So  much  the  worse,  if  your  own  rule 

be  true.  [Shouts  within. 

P,  John,  Tbe  word  of  peaoe  is  render  d ;  Hark, 

how  they  about  1 
Mowb,  This  had  been  cheerful  after  victory. 
Arch.  A  peace  is  of  tbe  nature  of  a  conquest ; 
For  tben  both  parties  nobiy  are  subdued, 
And  neither  party  loser. 

P.  John.  Go,  my  lord. 

And  let  our  army  be  discharged  too.-  [Exit  West. 
And,  good  my  lord,  so  please  yon,  let  our  trains 
March  by  ua,  that  we  may  peruse  the  men 
We  shoiUd  have  oop'd  withal. 

Areh.  Go,  good  Lord  Hastings, 

And,  ere  they  be  dismiss'd  let  them  march  by. 

[Exit  Hast. 
P.  John,  I  trust,  lords,  we  shall  lie  to-night 
together. 

Re-^nter  Wbstmobelamb. 

Now,  cousin,  wherefore  stands  our  army  still? 
West.  The  leaders,  having  charge  from  yon  to 
staud, 
Will  not  go  off  until  they  bear  you  speak. 
P,  John.  They  know  their  duties. 

Be -enter  Hastimos. 
Bast.  My  lord,  our  army  is  dispersed  already: 
Like  youthful  steers  unyok'd,  they  took  tbeir 

course 
East,  west,  north.sonth ;  orjike  a  school  broke  up, 
Each  hurries  towards  his  home  and  sporting- 
place. 
Wesi,  Good  tidings,  my  Lord  Hastings ;  for  the 
which 
I  do  arrest  thee,  traitor,  of  high  treason : 
And  you,  lord  archbishop, — and  you.  Lord  Mow- 
Of  capital  treason  I  attach  you  both.        [bray. 
Mcwb.  U  this  proceeding  just  and  honourable  r 
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West.  Is  your  assembly  so? 
Arch.  Will  you  thus  break  your  faith  t 
P,  John.  I  pawn'd  thee  none. 

Tpromised  you  redress  of  these  same  grievances. 

Whereof  you  did  complain;   which,  by  mine 
honour, 

I  will  perform  with  a  most  Christian  care. 

But  for  yon,  rebels,  look  to  taste  the  due 

Meet  for  rebellion,  and  such  acts  as  yours. 

Most  shallowly  did  you  these  arms  commence. 

Fondly  brought  here,  an^  foolishly  sent  hence. 

Strike  up  our  drums,  pursue  the  scattered  stray; 

Heaven,  and  not  we,  hath  safely  fought  to-day. 

Some  guard  these  traitors  to  the  block  of  death ; 

Treason's  true  bed,  and  yielder  up  of  breath. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  nL— ^no^r  p<irt  of  the  Forest, 

Alarums:  Excursions.   Enter  FALffSArw  and 
CoLEViLE,  meeting. 

.FoZ.  What's  your  name  sir?  of  what  condition 
are  you,  and  of  what  place,  I  pray  ? 

Cole.  I  am  a  knight,  sir;  and  my  name  is 
Colevile  of  the  dale. 

Fal.  Well,  then,  Culevlle  is  your  name ;  a 
knight  is  yonr  decree ;  and  your  place,  the  dale: 
Culevile  shall  f  till  be  yonr  name ;  a  traitor  \our 
d(  gree ;  and  the  dungeon  your  place,— a  place 
deep  enough ;  so  shall  you  be  still  Colevile  of 
the  dale. 

Cole.  Are  not  you  Sir  John  Falstaff  ? 

Fal.  As  good  a  man  as  he,  sir,  whoe'er  I  am. 
Do  ye  yield,  sir  ?  or  shall  I  sweat  for  you  ?  H I 
do  sweat,  they  are  the  drops  of  thy  lovers,  and 
they  weep  for  thy  death;  therefore  rouse  up 
fear  and  trembling,  and  do  observance  to  my 
mercy. 

Cole.  I  think  yon  are  Sir  John  Falstaff ;  and, 
in  that  thought  yield  me. 

Fal.  I  have  a  whole  school  of  tongues  in  this 
belly  of  mine ;  and  not  a  tongue  of  them  all  speaks 
any  other  word  but  my  name.  An  I  had  but  a 
belly  of  any  indifferency,  I  were  simply  the  most 
active  fellow  in  Europe :  My  womb,  my  womb, 
my  womb  undoes  me. — Here  comes  onr  generaL 

Enter  Prince  John  of  Lancaster,  W£stmobh- 
LAMD,  <md  others, 

P.  John.  The  heat  is  past,f ollow  no  fturther  now; 
Call  in  the  powers,  good  cousin  Westmoreland. — 

[Exit  W  EST. 
Now,  Falstaff,  where  baye  you  been  aU  this 

while? 
When  everything  is  ended  then  you  come: 
These  tardy  tricks  of  yours  wUl,  on  my  life, 
One  time  or  other  break  some  p  allows'  back. 

Fal.  I  would  be  sorry,  my  lord,  but  it  should 
be  thus;  I  never  knew  yet  but  rebuke  and  check 
was  the  reward  of  valour.  Do  you  think  me  a 
swallow,  an  arrow,  or  a  bullet?  have  I,  in  my 
poor  and  old  motion,  the  expedition  of  thought  ? 
I  have  speeded  hither  with  the  vsry  extremest 
inch  of  possibility ;  I  have  foundered  nine-score 
and  odd  posts :  and  here,  travel-tainted  a§  I  am, 
have,  in  my  pure  and  immaculate  valour,  taken 
Sir  John  Colevile  of  the  dale,  a  most  furious 
knight  and  valorous  enemy :  But  what  of  that? 
he  saw  me,  and  yielded ;  that  I  may  justly  say 
with  the  hook-nosed  fellowof  Bome,I  came,  saw, 
and  overcame. 

P.  John,  It  wa9  more  of  his  courtesy  than  your 
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FiU,  I  know  not;  here  he  is,  aud  here  I  >ield 
him :  and  I  beseech  your  grace,  let  it  be  booked 
with  the  rest  of  this  day's  deeds ;  or,  I  swear,  I 
will  have  it  in  a  particolar  ballad  else,  with  mine 
own  piotnre  on  tbe  top  of  it,  Colevile  kissiug  my 
foot:  To  the  whif  b  coarse  if  I  be  enforced,  if  yon 
do  not  all  sbow  like  gilt  twopences  to  me,  and  I, 
in  tbe  clear  sky  of  fame,  o'ersbine  yon  as  mncb 
as  tbe  fall  moon  doth  the  cinders  of  tbe  element, 
which  sbow  like  pins'  heads  to  her ;  belieTe  iiot 
the  word  of  the  noble :  Therefore  let  me  have 
rigbt,  and  let  desert  meant. 

P.  John.  Tbino's  too  heavy  to  meant. 

Fal.  Let  it  sbine  then. 

P.  John.  Tbiue's  too  thick  to  shine. 

Fal.  Let  it  do  sometbiu^,  my  good  lord,  that 
may  do  me  good,  and  call  it  wbat  yoa  wilL 

P.  John.  Is  thy  name  Colevile  ? 

Oole.  It  is,  my  lord. 

P.  John.  A  famous  rebel  art  thoa,  Colevile. 

Fal.  And  a  famoas  trae  sabject  took  him. 

Cole.  I  am,  my  lord,  bat  as  my  betters  are. 
That  led  me  hither :  had  they  been  raled  by  me, 
Too  should  have  won  them  dearer  than  yon  have. 

Fal.  I  know  not  how  they  sold  themselves : 
bat  then,  like  a  kind  fellow,  gavest  thyself  away ; 
and  I  thank  thee  for  thee. 

Be-enUr  Wlstmobeland. 

P.  John.  Have  yon  left  pursuit  ? 

West.  Betroat  is  made,  aud  execution  stayed. 

P.  John.  Send  Colevile,  with  his  confederates, 
To  York,  to  present  execution : — 
Blunt,  leistd  him  hence ;  and  see  you  guard  him 
sure.     [Exeunt  some  with  Colevile. 
And  now  despatch  we  toward  the  court,  my  lords ; 
I  hear,  the  king  my  father  is  sore  sick : 
Our  news  shall  go  before  us  to  his  majesty, — 
Whicb, cousin,  yoa  shall  bear, — to  comfort  him; 
And  we  with  sober  speed  will  follow  you. 

Fal.  My  lord,  I  beseech  you,  give  me  leave  to 
go  through  Glostersliire :  and,  when  you  come 
to  court,  stand  my  good  lord,  pray,  in  your  good 
report. 

P.  John,  Fare  you  well,  Falstaff :   I,  In  my 
condition, 
Shall  better  speak  of  yoo  than  yoa  deserve. 

[Bseit. 

Fal.  I  woold  yoa  had  but  tbe  wit:  Hwere 
better  than  your  dukedom.— Good  faith,  this 
same  young  sober-blooded  boy  doth  not  love  me ; 
nor  a  man  cannot  make  him  laugh ; — ^but  that's 
no  marvel,  he  drinks  no  wine.  There's  never 
any  of  these  demure  boys  come  to  any  proof ; 
for  thin  drink  doth  so  over-cool  their  blood,  and 
making  many  fl&h-meals,  tbat  they  fall  into  a  kind 
of  male  green  sickness :  and  then,  when  they 
marry,  they  get  wenches :  they  are  generally 
fools  and  cowards : — which  some  of  as  should  be 
too,  but  for  inflammation.  A  good  sherris-sack 
hath  a  two-fold  operation  in  it.  It  ascends  me 
into  tbe  brain :  dries  me  there  all  the  foolihh, 
and  dall,  and  crudy  vapoors  wbich  environ  it : 
makes  it  apprehensive,  quick,  forgetive,  fall  of 
nimble,  fiery,  and  delectable  shapes ;  which  de- 
livered o'er  to  the  voice  (the  tongue,)  which  is  the 
birth,becomesexcelleutwit.  The  second  property 
of  your  excellent  sherris  is, — the  warming  of  the 
blood ;  wbich,  before  cold  and  .settled,  left  the 
liver  white  and  pale,  which  is  the  badge  of  pusil- 
lanimity and  cowardice :  but  the  sherris  warms 
fl  and  makes  it  course  from  the  inwards  to  the 
parts  extreme.    It  illumiuateih  the  face,  which, 
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as  a  beacon,  givet  warning  to  aU  the  rest  of  this 
little  kingdom,  man,  to  arm :  and  then  the  vital 
commoners,  and  inland  petty  spirits,  master  me 
all  to  their  captain,  the  heurt ;  who,  great,  and 
puffed  up  with  bis  retinae,  doth  any  deed  of 
courage ;  and  tbis  valour  comes  of  sherris :  So 
tbat  skill  in  the  weapon  is  nothing  without  sack; 
for  that  seta  it  a- work ;  and  learning  a  mere  hoard 
of  gold  kept  by  a  devil;  till  sack  commences  it. 
and  sets  it  in  act  and  use.  Hereof  comes  it,  that 
Prince  Harry  is  valiant :  for  the  cold  blood  he 
did  naturally  inherit  of  bis  father,  he  hath,  like 
lean,  sterile,  aud  bare  land,  manured,  husbanded, 
and  tilled,  with  excellent  endeavour  of  drinking 
good  and  good  store  of  fertile  sherris ;  that  he  is 
become  very  hot  and  valiant.  If  I  had  a  thoasand 
sous,  the  first  principle  I  would  teach  them  should 
be,— to  forsweur  thin  potations,  and  to  addict 
themselves  to  sack. 

Enter  Babdolph. 

How  DOW,  Bardolph  f 

Bard.  The  army  is  discharged  all,  and  gone. 

Fal.  Let  them  go.  I'll  through  Glostt^rsbhw ; 
and  there  will  I  visit  Master  Robert  Shallow, 
etjqnire ;  I  have  him  already  tempering  between 
my  finger  aud  my  thumb,  aud  shortly  will  I  seal 
with  bun.    Come  away.  [Exeunt, 

8C£NE  IV.— Westminster.    A  Boom  in  the 
Palace. 

Ent^r  King  Hbnrt,  Clarenob,  Prince  HuK- 
PHBBT,  Wabwiok,  and  others. 

K.  Hen.   Now,  lords,   if  Heaven  doth  give 
successful  end 
To  this  debate  tbat  bleedeth  at  oar  doors. 
We  will  our  youth  lead  on  to  higher  fields, 
Aud  draw  no  swords  but  what  are  sanctified. 
Our  navy  is  address'd,  our  power  collected, 
Onr  substitutes  in  absence  well  invested, 
And  everything  lies  level  to  our  wish : 
Only  we  want  a  little  personal  strength ; 
And  pause  us,  till  these  rebels,  now  nfoot. 
Come  underneath  the  yoke  of  govi  rnment. 
War.  Both  which  we  doubt  not  bat  yonr 
majesty 
Shall  soon  enjoy. 
K.  Hen   Humphrey,  my  son  of  Oloster,  where 

is  the  prince  your  brother  ? 
P.  Humph.  I  think  he's  gone  to  bnnt,  my 

lord,  at  Windsor. 
K.  Hen.  And  how  accompanied? 
P.  Humph,  1  do  not  know,  my  lord. 

K,  Hen.  lanot  his  brother,  Thomas  of  Clarenoe, 

with  him  ? 
P.  Humph.  No,  my  good  lord ;  he  is  in  presence 

here. 
Ola.  What  would  my  lord  and  father  f 
K.  Hen.  Nothing  bat  well  to  thee,  Thomas  of 
Clatence, 
How  chance  thou  art  not  with  the  prince  thj 

brother? 
He  loves  thee,and  thoa  dost  neglecthim,Thomas; 
Thou  hast  a  better  place  in  his  affection 
Than  all  thy  brotherB :  cLerL^h  it,  my  2a^  ,- 
And  noble  offices  thou  mayst  effect 
Of  mediation,  after  I  am  dead, 
Between  his  greatness  and  thy  other  brethren. 
Therefore,  omit  him  not ;  blunt  not  his  love: 
Nor  lose  Uie  good  advantage  of  his  graoe, 
By  seeming  coH  or  careless  of  his  wilL 
For  he  is  gracious,  if  he  be  obsMrv'd.  t 
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He  hath  » tear  for  pity,  and  a  nand 
Open  aa  day  for  melting  charity : 
Yet  notwithstanding,  being  incensed,  he's  flint ; 
Aa  homonrons  as  winter,  and  aa  sndnen 
As  flaws  congealed  in  the  spring  of  day. 
His  temper,  therefore,  most  be  well  obseiT'd : 
Chide  him  for  faolts,  and  do  it  reverently, 
When  jron  perceiye  his  blood  inolin'd  to  mirth : 
Bat,  b^g  moody,  give  him  line  and  scope ; 
Till  that  his  passions,  like  a  whale  on  ground, 
Oonfoond  themselves  with  working.  Learn  this, 

Thomas, 
And  thoa  shalt  prove  a  shelter  to  thy  friends; 
A  hoop  of  gold  to  bind  thy  brothers  in ; 
That  the  anited  vessel  of  their  blood, 
Hingled  with  venom  of  snggestion, 
(As  force  perforce,  the  age  will  poor  it  in), 
Shall  never  leak,  though  it  do  work  as  strong 
As  aoonitom,  or  rash  gnn powder. 

da.  I  shall  observe  him  with  aU  care  and  love. 
K.  Ben.  Why  art  thon  not  at  Windsor  with 

him,  Thomas  ? 
Ola.  He  is  not  there  to-day;  he  dines  in  London. 
K.  Hen.  And  how  accompanied:  canst  thon 

tell  that? 
Cfla.  With  Poins,  and  other,  hiioonthinal  fol- 

lowers.  [weeds ; 

K.  Ben.  Most  subject  is  the  fattest  soil  to 
And  he,  the  noble  image  of  my  youth. 
Is  overspread  with  them :  Therefore  my  grief 
Stretches  itself  beyond  the  hoar  of  death ; 
The  blood  weeps  from  my  heart,  when  I  do  shape 
In  forma  imagiuary,  the  nngniWed  days 
And  rotten  times  that  voa  shall  look  npon 
When  I  am  sleeping  with  my  ancestors. 
For  when  his  headstrong  riot  hath  no  carb, 
When  rage  and  hot  blood  are  his  counsf^llors. 
When  means  and  lavish  manners  meet  t<'>>;ether, 
0,  with  what  wings  shall  his  affections  fly 
Towards  fronting  peril,  and  oppos'd  decay  t 
War,  My  gracious  lord,  yon  look  beyond  him 

ouite: 
The  prince  but  studies  his  companions, 
Like  a  strange  tongue :  wherein,  to  gain  the 

language, 
'TIS  needful  that  the  most  immodest  word 
Be  look'd  upon  and  learn 'd  :  which  once  attained, 
Tour  highness  knows  comes  to  no  further  use. 
But  to  be  known  and  bated.    So,  like  gross  terms, 
The  prince  will,  in  the  perfectuess  of  time. 
Cast  off  his  followers :  and  their  memory 
Shall  as  a  ^tem  or  a  measure  live, 
By  which  ms  grace  must  mete  the  lives  of  others; 
Taming  past  evils  to  advantages. 
K.  Ben.  'Tis  seldom  when  the  bee  doth  leave 

her  comb  [land  ? 

In  the  dead  carrion. — Who's  here  f    Westmore- 

£nt€r  WaSTMOBELAND. 

WisL  Health  to  my  sovereign  I  and  new  hap- 
piness 
Added  to  that  that  I  am  to  deliver  I 
Prince  John,  your  son,  doth  kiss  yoor  grace's 

hand: 
Mowbray,  the  Bishop  Scroop,  Hastings,  and  all, 
Are  brought  to  the  correction  of  your  law ; 
There  is  not  now  a  rebel's  sword  unsheath'd. 
But  peace  puts  forth  her  olive  everywhere. 
The  manner  how  this  action  hath  been  borne 
Here  at  more  leisure  may  your  highness  read ; 
With  every  course,  in  his  particular. 
£.  Ben.  0  Westmoreland,  thoa  art  a  summer 
Mrd, 
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Which  ever  in  th^t  haunch  of  winter  sings 
The  lifting  np  of  day.    Look  I  here's  more  news. 

Enter  Habcoubt. 

Bar.  From  enemies  Heaven  keep  yoor  ma jeaty : 
And,  when  they  stand  against  von,  may  they  f^ 
As  those  that  I  am  come  to  tell  yon  of  I 
The  £arl  of  Korthnmberiand,  and  the  Lord 

Bardolph, 
With  a  great  power  of  English  and  of  Soots, 
Are  by  the  sheriff  of  Yorkshire  overthrown : 
The  manner  and  true  order  of  the  fight. 
This  packet,  please  it  you,  contains  at  large. 
K.  Ben.  And  wherefore  should  this  good  news 
make  me  sick  r 
Will  Fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  full, 
But  write  her  fair  words  still  in  foulest  letters  7 
She  either  gives  a  stomach,  and  no  food,— 
Such  are  the  poor,  in  health ;  or  else  a  feast, 
And  takes  away  the  stomach,— snch  are  the  rich 
That  have  abundance,  and  enjoy  it  not. 
I  should  rejoice  now  at  this  happy  news ; 
And  now  my  sight  fails,  and  my  brain  is  giddy: 
0  me  I  come  near  me,  now  I  am  much  iU. 

ISwoone. 
P.  Humph.  Comfort,  your  majesty  1 
Cla.  0  my  royal  father  t 

Weet.  'Mj  sovereign  lord,  cheer  np  yourself, 

look  up  I 
War.  Be  patient,  princes;  yon  do  know, 
these  fits 
Are  with  his  highness  very  ordinary. 
Stand  from  him,  give  him  air;  he'll  straight  be 
well. 
Ola,  No, no;  he  oannot  long  hold  out  these 
pangs; 
The  incessant  care  and  labour  of  his  mind 
Hath  wrought  the  mure  that  should  confine  it  in, 
So  thin ,  that  life  looks  through,  and  will  break  out. 
P.  Humph.  The  people  fear  me ;  for  they  do 
observe 
Unfather'd  heirs,  and  loathly  births  of  nature . 
The  Feasons  change  their  manners,  as  the  year 
Had  found  some  months  asleep,  and  leaped  them 
over. 
Ola.  The  river  hath  thrice  flow'd,  no  ebb 
between : 
And  the  old  folk,  time's  doting  chroniclea. 
Say  it  did  so,  a  little  time  before 
That  our  great-gran(l8irc,Edward,sick'd  and  died. 
War.  Speak  lower,  princes,  for  the  king  re- 
covers. 
P.  Bumph.  This  apoplexy  will,  eertafai,  be  hii 
end.  [hence 

K.  Hen.  I  pray  you,  take  me  np,  and  bear  me 
Into  some  other  chamber :  softly,  pray. 

IThe'f  convey  the  Kino  into  an  inner  part 
of  the  room,  and  place  him  on  a  bed. 
Let  there  be  no  noise  made,  my  gentle  Menda ; 
Unless  some  dull  and  favourable  hand 
Will  whisper  music  to  my  weary  spirit. 
War.  Call  for  the  music  in  the  other  room. 
K.Hen.  Set  me  the  crown  upon  my  pillow  here. 
Cla.  His  eye  is  hollow,  and  he  cnanges  much. 
War.  Less  noise,  less  noise. 

Bnt4r  Prince  Hbhbt. 

P.  Hen.         Who  saw  the  Duke  of  Clarenee  f 
Cla.  I  am  here,  brother,  full  of  heaviness. 
P.  Hen.  How  now  I  rain  within  doors,  and 
none  abroad  1 
How  doth  the  king  ?  ^  .  , 
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P.  Hen,  Heard-he  the  good  newa  yo(? 

Tell  it  him. 

P.  Humph.  He  altered  mach  npon  the  hearing  it. 

P,  Hen.  If  he  be  siok  with  joy,  he  will  recover 
withoat  pbyaic. 

War,  Not  so  mneh  noise,  my  lords ;  sweet 
prince,  speak  low ; 
Slie  king  your  father  is  dispos'd  to  sleep. 

Cla.  Let  as  withdraw  into  the  other  room. 

War,  Will't  please  yoor  graoe  to  go  along 
with  as  ? 

P,  E€n,  No ;  I  will  sit  and  watch  here  by  the 
king.        {Exeunt  all  but  P.  Henry. 
Why  doth  the  crown  lie  there  npon  his  pillow, 
Being  so  tioablesome  a  bedfellow  7 
0  polished  pertarbation  1  golden  care  t 
That  keep'st  the  ports  of  slomber  open  wide 
To  many  a  watchful  night  1— sleep  with  it  now  I 
Yet  not  so  soond,  and  half  so  deeply  sweet, 
As  he,  whose  brow,  with  homely  oiggin  bound, 
Bnores  oat  the  watch  of  night.    0  majesty  1 
When  thou  dost  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  dost  tit 
Like  a  rich  armour  worn  in  heat  of  day, 
That  scalds  with  safety.    By  his  gates  of  breath 
There  lies  a  downy  feather  which  stirs  not : 
Did  he  suspire,  that  light  and  weightless  down 
Peiloloe  most  move.     I^y  graoioa«  lordl  my 

father  I 
This  sleep  is  sound  indeed :  this  is  a  sleep, 
That  from  this  golden  rigol  hath  divorc'd 
So  many  English  kings.    Thy  due,  from  me, 
Li  tears,  and  heavy  sorrows  of  the  blood ; 
Which  nature,  love,  and  filial  tenderness, 
Shan,  0  dear  father,  pay  thee  plenteoasly : 
My  due,  from  thee,  is  this  imperial  crown : 
Which,  as  immediate  from  thy  place  and  blood, 
Derives  itself  to  me.    Lo  here  it  sits, — 

[Putting  it  on  his  head. 
Which  Qeaven  shall  guard :  And  put  the  world's 

whole  strength 
Into  one  giant  arm,  it  shall  not  force 
This  lineal  honour  ifrom  me :  This  from  thee 
Will  I  to  mine  leave,  as  'tis  left  to  me.      [Exit. 

K,  Hen.  Warwick  I  Oloster  I  Clarence  I 

Be-enter  Warwick,  and  the  rest. 
Ola,  Doth  the  king  call  f 

War.  What  would  your  majesty  f  How  fares 

your  grace  ? 
K,  Hen.  Why  did  you  leave  me  here  alone, 

my  lords  ? 
Ola.  We  left  the  prince  my  brother  here,  my 
liege. 
Who  undertook  to  dt  and  watch  l^yyou. 
K.  Hen.  The  Prince  of  Wales ?  Where  is  he? 
let  me  see  him. 
He  is  not  here. 

War.  This  door  is  open ;  he  is  gone  this  way. 
P,  Humph.  He  came  not  through  the  dliam- 

ber  where  we  stay'd. 
K,  Hen.  Where  is  the  crown  f  who  took  it 
from  my  pillow  ?  [here. 

War.  When  we  withdrew,  my  liege,  we  left  it 
K,  Hen.  The  prince  hathta'en  it  hence; — go, 
seek  him  out. 
Is  he  so  hasty,  that  he  doth  suppose 
My  sleep  my  death  ? 

Find  him,  my  Lord  of  Warwick;  chide  him  hither. 
[Exit  Warwick. 
This  part  of  his  conjoins  with  my  disease. 
And  helps  to  end  me— See,  eons,  what  things  yon 

arel 
How  quickly  nature  falls  into  revolt 
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When  gold  becomes  her  object ! 
For  this  the  foolish  over-careful  fathers 
Have  broke  their  sleep  with  thoughts,  theix 

brains  with  care, 
Theur  bones  with  industry ; 
For  this  they  have  engrossed  and  pil'd  up 
The  canker'd  heaps  of  strange-achieved  gold ; 
For  this  they  have  been  thoughtful  to  invest 
Their  sons  with  arts  and  martial  exercises : 
When,  like  the  bee,  culling  from  every  flower 
The  virtuous  sweets ;  [honey, 

Onr  thighs  pack'd  with  wax,  our  mouths  with 
We  bring  it  to  the  hive ;  and,  like  the  bees. 
Are  murther'd  for  our  pains.    This  bitter  taste 
Yields  his  engrossments  to  the  ending  father. 

Be-enter  Warwick. 

Now,  where  is  he  that  will  not  stay  so  long 
Till  his  friend  sickness  hath  determin'd  me  f 
War.  My  lord,  I  found  the  prince  in  the  next 

room, 
Washing  with  kindly  tears  his  gentle  cheeks ; 
With  such  a  deep  demeanour  in  great  sorrow, 
That  ty^ranny,  which  never  quaffd  but  blood, 
Would,  by  beholding  him,  have  wash'd  his  knife 
With  gentle  eye-drops.  He  is  coming  hither. 
K.  Hen.  Bat  wherefore  did  he  take  away  the 

crown? 

Be-enter  Prinob  Hbkrt. 
Lo,   where  he  comes; — Come  hit^   to  me, 

Harry: — 
Depart  the  chamber,  leave  us  here  alone. 

[Exeunt  Clabence,  Prince  Humfhrkt, 
Lords,  ite. 
P.Hen.  I  never  thought  to  hear  you  speak  again 
K.  Hen.  Thy  wish  was  father,  Hairy,  to  that 

thought : 
I  stay  too  long  for  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Dost  thou  so  hanger  for  my  empty  chair. 
That  thou  wilt  needs  invest  thee  with  mine 

honours 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  ?    0  foolish  youth  1 
Thou  seek'st  the  greatness  that  will  overwhehn 

thee. 
Stay  but  a  little ;  for  my  cloud  of  dignibr 
Is  held  from  falling  with  so  weak  a  wind, 
That  it  will  quickly  drop ;  my  day  is  dim. 
Thoo  haststol'n  that,  which,  after  some  few  hours 
Were  thine  without  offence ;  and,  at  my  death. 
Thou  hast  seal'd  np  my  expectation : 
Thy  life  did  manifest  thou  lov'dst  me  not, 
And  thou  wilt  have  me  die  assured  of  it. 
Thou  hid'st  a  thousand  daggers  in  thy  thoughts; 
Which  thou  hast  whetted  on  thy  stony  heart, 
To  stab  at  half  an  hour  of  my  life. 
What  I  canst  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour  ? 
Then  get  thee  gone ;  and  dig  my  grave  thyself ; 
And  bid  the  merry  bells  ring  to  thine  ear 
That  thou  art  crowned,  not  that  I  am  dead. 
Let  all  the  tears  that  should  bedew  my  hearst 
Be  drops  of  balm  to  sanctify  thy  head : 
Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  dust ; 
Give  that,  which  gave  thee  life,  unto  the  worms. 
Pluck  down  my  officers,  break  my  decrees ; 
For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mock  at  form. 
Harry  the  fifth  is  crown'd :— Up,  vanity  I 
Down,  royal  state !  all  you  sage  oounsellers,  heiuM 
And  to  the  English  court  assemble  now, 
From  every  region,  apes  of  idleness  I 
Now,  neighbour  confines,  purge  you  of  ^our  scum. 
Have  you  a  mffian  that  will  swear,  drmk,  danoe^ 
Bevel  the  night ;  rob,  murder,  and  oommit 
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The  oldest  07di  tbe  Dew(»it  Und  of  ways? 
Be  happ7»  be  will  trouble  yon  no  more : 
England  shall  donble  gild  bis  treble  guilt : 
England  shall  giro  him  office,  honour,  might : 
For  tbe  fifth  Harry  from  cnrb'd  licence  plucks 
The  mazzle  of  restraint,  and  the  wild  dog 
Shall  flesh  his  tooth  in  every  innocent. 

0  mj  poor  kingdom,  sick  with  civil  blows  1 
When  that  my  care  conld  not  withhold  thy  riots, 
What  wilt  thoa  do  when  riot  is  thy  care  ? 

0,  thoa  wilt  be  a  wilderness  again, 
Peopled  with  woWes, — thy  old  inhabitants  I 
P.  HeH,  0,  pardon  me,  my  liege  t  hot  for  my 
tears,  ^Kneeling. 

Tbe  moist  impediments  nnto  my  speech, 

1  bad  forestaU'd  ibis  dear  and  deep  rebuke, 
Ere  you  with  grief  bad  spoke,  and  I  had  heard 
Tbe  course  of  it  so  far.    There  is  your  crown : 
And  He  that  wears  the  crown  immortally, 
Long  guard  it  yours  1    If  I  affect  it  more, 
Than  as  your  honour,  aod  as  your  renown, 
Let  me  no  more  from  this  obedience  rise, — 
(Which  my  most  true  and  inward  dnteoos  spirit 
Teaoheth,)— this  prostrate  and  exterior  bending  I 
Heaven  witness  with  me,  when  I  here  came  in 
And  found  no  course  of  breath  within  your 

majestv, 
How  eold  it  strode  my  heart  1  If  I  do  feign, 
0,  let  me  in  my  present  wildness  die ; 
And  never  live  to  show  th*  incredulous  world 
The  noble  change  that  I  have  purposed  t 
Coming  to  Icok  on  you,  thinking  ^ou  dead 
(And  dead  almost,  my  liege,  to  think  you  were,) 
1  spake  unto  the  crown  as  having  sense, 
And  thus  upbraided  it: — "Tbe  care  oo  thee 

depending 
Hath  fed  upon  the  bodr  of  my  father ; 
Therefore,  thou  best  of  gold,  art  worst  of  gold 
Other,  less  fine  id  carat,  is  more  precious. 
Preserving  life  in  med'cine  potable ;    [renownM, 
Bot   thou,   most   fine,   most   houoar'd,   mo>t 
Hast  eat  toy  bearer  up." — Thus,  my  most  royal 

Aoensing  it,  I  put  it  on  my  bead, 

To  try  with  it,— as  with  an  enemy. 

That  bad  before  my  face  murther'd  my  father, — 

Tbe  quarrel  of  a  true  inheritor. 

But  if  it  did  infect  my  blood  with  joy, 

Or  swell  mv  thoughts  to  any  strain  of  prida ; 

If  any  rebel  or  vain  spirit  of  mine 

Did,  with  tbe  least  affection  of  a  welcome, 

Give  entertaioment  to  the  might  of  it. 

Let  Heaven  for  ever  keep  it  from  mv  head. 

And  make  me  as  the  poorest  vassal  is, 

That  doth  with  awe  and  terror  kneel  to  it 

K.  Hen.  O  my  son  I 
Heaven  put  it  in  thy  mind  to  take  it  hence. 
That  thou  mightf«t  win  the  more  thy  father's  love, 
Pleading  so  wisely  in  excuse  of  it. 
Come  hither,  Harry,  sit  thou  Vj  my  bed : 
And  bear,  I  thiuk,  the  very  latest  counsel 
That  ever  I  shall  breathe.    Heaven  knows,  my 

son, 
Bj  what  by-paths,  and  indirect  crook'd  ways, 
I  mot  Uiis  orown ;  and  I  myself  know  well 
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How  troublesome  it  sat  Q^on  my  bead : 

To  thee  it  shall  desoend  with  better  quiet, 

Better  opinion,  better  confirmation ; 

For  all  the  soU  of  the  achievement  goes 

With  me  into  tbe  earth.    It  seem'd  in  me 

But  as  an  honour  snatched  with  boisterous  band ; 

And  I  bad  many  living,  to  upbraid 

1^  gain  of  it  by  their  assistances ; 

Which  daily  grew  to  quarrel,  and  to  bloodshed. 

Wounding  supposed  oeaoe :  all  these  bold  fears, 

Thou  seest,  with  peru  I  have  answered: 

For  all  my  reign  bath  been  but  as  a  scene 

Acting  that  argument;  and  now  my  death 

Obanges  the  mood :  for  what  in  me  was  purcbat'd, 

Falls  upon  thee  in  a  more  fairer  sort ; 

So  thou  tbe  garland  wear'st  successively,    [do. 

Yet,  though  tnou  stand'st  more  sure  than  I  could 

Thou  art  not  firm  enough,  since  griefs  are  green ; 

And  all  thy  friends,  wmeti  thou  must  make  thy 

friends, 
Have  but  their  stings  and  teeth  newly  ta'en  out ;  j 
By  whose  fell  working  I  was  first  advano'd, 
And  by  whose  power  I  well  might  lodge  a  fear  , 
To  be  again  displac'd :  which  to  avoid, 
I  cut  them  off ;  and  had  a  purpose  row 
To  lead  out  many  to  the  Holy  Land ; 
Lest  rest,  and  lying  still,  might  make  them  look 
Too  near  unto  my  state.    Therefore,  my  Harry, 
Be  it  thy  oourse,  to  busy  giddy  minds 
With  foreign  qnarrels ;  that  action  henoe  borne 

out. 
May  waste  the  memory  of  tbe  former  days. 
More  would  I,  but  my  lungs  are  wasted  so, 
That  strengtb  of  speech  is  utterly  denied  me. 
How  I  oame  hj  the  crown,  0  Heaven  forgive  1 
And  grant  it  may  with  th<>e  in  true  peace  live  I 

P.  Hen.  My  gracious  liege. 
Ton  won  it,  wore  it,  kept  it,  gave  it  me ; 
Then  plain  and  right  must  my  possession  be : 
Which  I,  with  more  than  with  a  common  pain, 
Qainst  all  tbe  world  will  rightfully  maintain. 

Enter  Prince  Joen  of  Lancaster,  Wabwioz, 
Lords,  and  othen. 

K.  Hen.  Look,  look,  here  eomes  my  John  of 
Lancaster. 

P.  John.  Health,  peace,  and  happiness  to  my 
royal  father  I 

K.  Hen.   Thou  bring'st  me   happiness  and 
peace,  son  John; 
Bnt  health,  alack,  with  voutbfnl  whigs  is  flown 
From  this  bare,  wither'a  trunk :  upon  thy  sight, 
My  worldly  buriness  makes  a  period. 
Where  is  my  lord  of  Warwick  ? 

P.  Hen.  My  lord  of  Warwick  I 

K.  Hen.  Doth  any  name  particular  belong 
Unto  the  lodging  where  I  first  did  swoon  f 

War.  'Tis  cali'd  Jerusalem,  my  noble  lord. 

K.  Hen.  Laud  be  to  Heaven  I--«ven  there  my 
life  must  end. 
It  bath  been  prophesied  to  me  many  yean, 
I  should  not  die  but  in  Jerusalem ; 
Which  vainly  I  snppos'd  tbe  Holv  Land  :— 
But,  bear  me  to  that  chamber ;  there  I'll  lie ; 
In  that  Jerusalem  shall  Harry  die.       [fiw^und 
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KING  HENBT  lY.— PABT  IL 
ACT  V. 


60ENB  I.--Glostenbire.    A  EaU  in  Shallow's 

Enter  Shallow,  Falbtaff,  Babdolph,  and  Page. 

8hal.  By  cook  and  pye,  sir,  yon  shall  not  away 
to  nicht    What,  Davy,  I  sayl 

Fal.  YoQ  miibt  excuse  me.  Master  Robert 
Shallow. 

8hal.  I  will  Dot  excuse  yon ;  yoa  shall  not  he 
excnsed ;  excuses  shall  not  be  admitted;  there  is 
DO  excuse  shall  serve ;  yon  shall  not  be  excnsed.—- 
Why,  Davy  I 

Enter  Davt. 

Da»y.  Here,  sir. 

Shal.  Davy,  Davy,  Da"«y,— '«*  »©  ■e«f  Davv ; 
let  me  see  :•— yea,  marry,  William  cook,  bid  him 
come  hither. — Sir  John,  yon  ebnll  not  be  excnsed. 

Davy.  Marry,  sir,  thns; — tboee  precepts  cannot 
be  served:  and,  again,  sir, — shall  we  sow  the 
headland  with  wheat? 

Shal  With  red  wheat,  Davy.  Bnt  for 
William  cook ; — ^Are  there  no  yonng  pigeons  ? 

Davy.  Yes,  sir.— Here  is  now  the  smith's 
note,  for  shoeing  and  plough  irons. 

8haL  Let  it  be  cast,  and  paid : — Sir  John,  yon 
shall  not  be  excused. 

Davv.  Sir,  a  new  link  to  the  bucket  must 
needs  be  had  :— And,  sir,  do  yon  mean  to  stop 
any  of  William's  wages,  about  the  sack  he  lost 
the  other  day  at  Hinckley  fair? 

Bhal.  He  shall  answer  it:  Some  pigeons  Davy; 
a  couple  of  short-legged  hens ;  a  joint  of  inntton; 
and  any  pretty  little  tiny  kickshaws,  tell  William 
eook. 

Davy.  Doth  the  man  of  war  stay  allnigbt,  shr? 

Bhtu,  Tea,  Davy.  I  will  nse  him  well.  A 
friend  i'  the  court  is  better  than  a  penny  in  pnrse. 
Use  his  men  well,  Davy;  for  they  are  atrant 
knaves,  and  will  backbite. 

Davy.  No  worse  than  they  are  bitten,  sir;  for 
they  have  marvellous  foul  linen,     [ness,  Pavy. 

Bhal.  Well  conceited,  Davy.    About  tby  bnsi- 

Davy.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  to  countrijaiice 
William "^sor  of  Wincot  against  Clement  Perkes 
of  the  hill. 

Bhal.  There  are  many  oomplaint8,Davy,  against 
that  Visor ;  that  Visor  is  an  arrant  knave,  on  my 
knowledge. 

Davy,  I  grant  yonr  worship  that  he  is  a  knave, 
sir;  but  yet,  Heaven  forbid,  sir,  bnt  a  knave 
should  have  some  countenance  at  his  fri^nrVs 
request.  An  honest  man,  sir,  is  able  to  spe  a  k  for 
himself,  ^'len  a  knave  is  not.    I  have  served 

fonr  worship  truly,  sir,  these  eight  years ;  and  if 
oannot  once  or  twice  in  a  quarter  bear  out  a 
knave  against  an  honest  man,  I  have  but  a  very 
little  credit  with  yonr  worship.  The  knave  is 
mine  honest  friend,  sir;  therefore,  I  bsieech 
yonr  worship,  let  him  be  countenanced. 

Bhal.  6k)  to;  I  say  he  shall  have  no  wrong. 
Look  about,  Davy.  \^Exit  Davy.]  Where  are 
yon,  Sir  John?  Come,  off  with  vonr  boots.— 
Give  me  your  hand.  Master  Bardolph. 

Bard.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  worship. 

Bhal.  I  thank  thee  with  all  my  heart,  kind 
Master  Bardolph : — and  welcome,  my  tall  fellow. 
[To  the  Page]    Come,  Sir  John. 

[Exit  Shallow. 

Fal.  I'll  follow   yon,   good  Master  Bobert 


Shallow.  Bardolph,  look  to  onr  horses.  {Exeunt 
Bardolph  and  Page.]  H  I  were  sawed  into 
quantities,  I  should  make  four  dozen  of  such 
beardrd  hermit's-staves  as  Master  Shallow.  It  is 
a  wondeifnl  ihing,  to  seethesemblablecoherenee 
of  his  men's  spirits  and  his:  They,  by  observing 
of  him,  do  bear  themselves  like  foolish  jnsUces ; 
he,  by  conversing  with  them,  is  turned  into  a 
justice-like  serv&g  man;  their  spirits  are  so 
matried  in  conjunction  with  the  participation  of 
society,  that  they  flock  together  m  consent,  like 
so  many  wild-geese.  H  I  had  a  suit  to  Master 
ShalloWj  I  would  humour  his  men,  with  the 
imputation  of  being  near  their  master :  if  to  his 
men,  I  would  curry  with  Master  Shallow,  that  no 
man  could  better  command  his  servants.  It  is 
certain  that  either  wise  bearing,  or  ignorant 
carriage,  is  caught  as  men  take  diseases,  one  of 
another:  therefore  let  men  take  heed  of  their 
company.  I  will  devise  matter  enough  out  of 
this  Shallow  to  keep  Prince  Henry  in  continual 
laughter  the  weariug-out  of  six  fashions  (which 
is  four  terms,  or  two  actions),  and  he  shall  lauph 
without  intervallums.  O,  it  is  much  that  a  he 
with  a  slightoath,  and  a  jest  with  a  sad  brow,  viil 
do  with  a  follow  that  never  bad  the  ache  in  his 
shoulders  I  0,  you  shall  see  him  laugh,  till  hss 
face  bo  like  a  wet  cloak  ill  laid  np. 

Bhal.  [Within.)  Sir  John  I 

Fal.  I  come.  Master  Shallow ;  I  come.  Master 
Shallow.  [Exit  Faustafw. 

SCENE  n.— Westminster.    A  Boom  in  the 
Palace. 

Enter  Wabwtok  and  Otc  Lord  Chief  Justice. 

War.   How  now,  my  Lord  Chief  Justice? 

whither  away  ? 
Ch.  Just.  How  doth  the  king  ? 
War.  Exceeding  well ;  his  cares  are  now  Uil 

ended. 
Ch.  Just.  I  hope,  not  dead. 
War.  He's  walk'd  the  way  of  nature ; 

And,  to  our  purposes,  he  lives  no  more. 

Ch.  Just.  I  would  his  majesty  had  oall'd  me 
with  him : 
The  service  that  I  truly  did  his  life 
Hath  left  me  open  to  all  injuries. 

War.  Indeed,  I  think  the  young  king  loves 

you  not. 
Ok.  Just.  I  know  he  doth  not ;  and  do  arm 
myself. 
To  welcome  the  condition  of  the  time ; 
Which  cannot  look  more  hideously  upon  me 
Than  I  have  drawn  it  in  my  fantasy. 

Enter  Prince  John,  Prince  Humphrbt,  Clas- 
BKOB,  Westhorelamd,  and  ethers. 

War.  Here  come  the  heavy  issue  of  dead  Harry: 
O,  that  the  living  Harry  bad  the  temper 
Of  him,  the  worst  of  these  three  gentlemen ! 
How  many  nobles  then  should  hold  theur  places. 
That  must  strike  sail  to  spirits  of  vile  sort ! 
Ch.  Just.  Alas  1  I  fear  all  will  be  overtum'd. 
F.  John.  Good  morrow,  consin  Warwick,  good 

morrow. 
P.  Humph.,  Cla.  Good  morrow,  cousin. 
P.  John.  We  meet  like  men  that  had  forgot 

to  speak. 
War,  We  do  rt  mi  mber ;  bui^onr  argnniest 
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b  all  too  beftTj  to  admit  rnnoh  talk. 

P.  John.  Well,  peace  be  with  him  that  hath 
made  as  heavy  I 

Oh,  Just,  Peace  be  with  as,  lest  we  be  heavier  f 

P.  Humph.  0,  good  my  lord,  yon  have  lost  a 
friend  indeed: 
And  I  dare  swear  yon  borrow  not  that  faoo 
Of  seeming  sorrow;  it  is,  sore,  your  own. 

P.  John,  Thongh  no  man  be  assur'd  what  graoe 
to  find, 
Yon  stand  in  coldest  expectation : 
I  am  the  sorrier;  'wonld  't  were  otherwise. 

Ola,  Well,  jon  most  now  speak  Sir  John  Fal* 
staff  fair. 
Which  swims  against  your  atream  of  qualify. 

Oh.  Juit.  Sweet  princes,  what  I  did  I  did  in 
hononr, 
Led  by  th'  impartial  condnot  of  my  sonl; 
And  never  shall  yon  see  that  I  will  beg 
A  ragged  and  forestall'd  remission. 
If  truth  and  nprigbt  innocency  fail  me, 
I'll  to  the  king  my  master  that  is  dead, 
And  tell  him  who  hath  sent  me  after  him. 

War.  Here  oomes  the  prince. 

ISnter  King  Hbnbt  V. 

Oh.  Just,  Gk>od  morrow;   and  Heaven  save 
^our  majesty  t 

King,  This  now  and  gorgeoos  garment,  majesty, 
Sits  not  so  easy  on  me  as  you  tbiuk. 
Brothers,  you  mix  your  sadness  with  some  fear. 
This  is  the  Eoglish,  not  the  Torkish  court: 
Not  Amnrath  an  Amnrath  succeeds, 
But  Harry  Harry :  Yet  be  sad,  good  brothers, 
For  to  speak  truth,  it  very  well  becomes  you : 
Sorrow  so  royally  in  you  appears. 
That  I  will  deeply  put  the  fashion  on, 
And  wear  it  in  my  neart.    Why,  then,  be  sad : 
But  entertain  no  more  of  it,  good  brothers. 
Than  a  joint  burthen  laid  upon  us  all. 
For  me,  by  Heaven,  I  bid  you  be  assur'd, 
I'll  be  your  father  and  your  brother  too ; 
Let  me  but  bearyour  love,  I'll  bear  your  cares* 
Yet  weep  that  Harry's  dead ;  and  so  will  I ; 
But  Harry  lives,  that  shall  convert  those  tears. 
By  number  into  hours  of  happiness. 

P,  John,  <ie.  We  hope  no  other  from  your 
majesty. 

King,  Yon  all  look  strangely  on  me  :~and  you 
most ;  (To  the  Chief  Justice. 

You  are,  I  think,  assur'd  I  love  you  not. 

Oh.  Just.  1  am  as8nr'd,if  Ibe  measur'd  rightly, 
Your  majesty  hath  no  ^UBt  cause  to  hate  me. 

King,  No  I    How  nugbt  a  prince  of  my  great 
hope  forget 
So  great  indignities  you  laid  upon  me  f 
What !  rate,  rebuke,  and  roughly  send  to  prison 
Th'  immediate  heir  of  England  1    Was  this  easy  ? 
llav  this  be  waah'd  in  Letbe,  and  forgotten  7 

Oh.  Just.  I  then  did  use  the  person  of  your 
The  image  of  bis  power  lay  then  in  me :   [father : 
An<),  in  th'  administration  of  his  law, 
Wliiles  I  was  busy  for  the  commonwealth. 
Your  highness  pleased  to  forget  my  plaee. 
The  maj^ty  and  power  of  law  and  justice. 
The  image  oi  the  king  whom  I  presented, 
And  struck  me  in  my  very  seat  of  judgm<^nt, 
Whereon,  as  an  offender  to  your  father, 
I  gave  bold  way  to  my  authority, 
And  did  commit  von.    H  the  deed  were  ill. 
Be  vou  contented,  wearing  now  the  garland, 
To  have  a  son  set  your  decrees  at  nought ; 
To  pluck  down  justice  from  your  awful  benoh 
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To  trip  the  course  of  law,  and  blunt  the  swortt 
That  guards  the  peace  and  safety  of  your  person. 
Nay,  more ;  to  spurn  at  your  most  royal  image, 
And  mock  jour  workings  in  a  second  body. 
Question  your  royal  thoughts,  make  the  case 
Be  now  the  father,  and  propose  a  son :     [yours ; 
Hear  your  own  dignity  so  much  profan'd. 
See  your  most  dreadful  laws  so  loosely  slighted, 
Behold  yourself  so  by  a  son  disdain*d: 
And  then  imagine  me  taking  your  part. 
And,  in  your  power,  soft  silencing  your  son: 
After  this  cold  consideranoe,  sentence  me ; 
And,  as  vou  are  a  king,  speak  in  your  state. 
What  I  have  done  that  misbecame  my  place. 
My  person,  or  my  liege's  sovereignty. 
King,  You  are  right,  justice,  and  you  weigh 
this  well; 
Therefore  still  bear  the  balance  and  the  sword ; 
And  I  do  wish  your  honours  may  increase. 
Till  yon  do  live  to  see  a  son  of  mine 
Offend  vou,  and  obey  you  as  I  did. 
So  shall  I  live  to  speak  my  father's  words : — 
Happy  am  I,  that  have  a  man  so  bold, 
That  dares  do  justice  to  my  proper  son 
And  not  less  happy,  having  such  a  son. 
That  would  deliver  up  his  greatness  so 
Into  the  hands  of  Justice. — You  did  commit  me. 
For  which,  I  do  commit  unto  your  hand 
Th'  unstained  sword  that  you  have  us'd  to  bear 
With  this  remembrance, — ^That  you  use  the  same 
With  the  like  bold,  just,  and  impartial  spirit. 
As  you  have  done  'gainst  me.    Th  ere  is  my  hand ; 
You  shall  be  as  a  father  to  my  youth : 
My  voice  shall  sound  as  you  do  prompt  mine  ear, 
And  I  will  stoop  and  humble  my  intents 
To  your  well-practis'd,  wise  directions. 
And,  princes  all,  believe  me,  I  beseech  yon; — 
My  father  is  gone  wild  into  his  grave. 
For  in  his  tomb  lie  my  affections ; 
And  with  his  spirit  sadly  I  survive. 
To  mock  the  expectation  of  the  world ; 
To  frustrate  prophecies ;  and  to  raze  out 
Botten  opinion,  who  hath  writ  me  down 
After  my  seeming.    The  tide  of  blood  in  me 
Hath  proudly  flow'd  in  vaiiHy,  till  now  : 
Now  doUi  it  turn,  and  ebb  back  to  the  sea  ; 
Where  it  shall  mingle  with  the  state  of  floods, 
And  flow  henceforth  in  formal  majesty. 
Now  call  we  our  high  court  of  parliament : 
And  let  us  choose  such  limbs  of  noble  counsel 
That  the  great  body  of  our  state  may  go 
In  equal  rank  with  the  best  govem'd  nation ; 
That  war,  or  peace,  or  both  at  once,  may  bo 
As  things  acquainted  and  familiar  to  us ; — 
In  which  you,  father,  shall  have  foremost  hand. 
(To  the  Lord  Chief  Justice. 
Our  coronation  done,  we  will  aocite. 
As  I  before  remember'd,  all  our  state : 
And  (Heaven  consigning'  to  my  good  intents) 
No  prince,  nor  peer,  shbll  have  just  cause  to  say, 
Heaven  shorten  Harry's  happy  life  one  day. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  in.— Glostershlre.    The  Garden  of 
Shallow's  Uouse. 

Enter  Falstaff,    Shalllow,  SiLsnoa,   Bar. 
DOLPH,  the  Page,  and  Davy. 

8hal.  Nay,  you  shall  see  mine  orchard,  where, 
in  an  arbour,  we  will  eat  a  last  yesr's  pippin  of 
my  own  graffing,  with  a  dish  of  caraways,  and  so 
forth :  come,  oonsin  Silence ; — and  then  to  bed. 

F(U,  You  havo  hore  a  goodly  dwelling,  and  rich. 
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8hal.  Barren, btrren, barren;  beggars  all,  beg- 

Sire  all,  Sir  John ; — marry,  ^oo<l  air. — Spread, 
ayy;  spread,  Dary;  well  said,  Davy. 
Fal.  This  Davy  series  yoa  for  good  nses :  he 
Ib  your  serving  man,  and  yoor  hnsbaudman. 

Shal.  L  good  varlet,  a  good  varlet,  a  very  good 
▼arlet.  Sir  John.— By  the  mass,  I  have  dmuk  too 
mnoh  sack  at  supper.— A  good  varlet.    Now  sit 
down  now  sit  down :— come,  eonsin. 
BU.  Ah,  sirrah  1  quoth-a, — ^we  shall 

Do  nothing  bnt  eat  ftndmftke  good  cheer,  Ifiimging. 
And  praistf  HeaTen  for  the  merry  year; 
When  fletih  is  cheap  and  females  dear. 
And  laaty  lads  roam  here  and  there. 

So  merrily, 
And  ever  among  ao  merrilj. 

Fal.  There's  a  merry  heart  I— Good  Master 
Silence,  I'll  give  yon  a  health  for  that  anon. 

Shal,  Give  Master  Bardolpb  some  witie,  Davy. 

Davy.  Sweet  sir,  sit ;  UeatitM  Bahdolpb  and 
the  Page  at  another  tahle.']    I'll   be  with  you 

anon: — most    sweet    sir,  sit. ^Master  page, 

good  master  page,  sit:  proface!  What  yon 
want  in  meat,  we'll  have  in  drink.  But  yon 
muat  bear ;  the  heart's  all.  [Exit. 

Shal.  Be  merry.  Master  Bardolph ; — and  my 
little  soldier  there,  be  merry. 

8U,  [Singing.] 

Be  merry,  be  merry,  my  wife  hat  all ; 

For  women  are  shrews,  b  th  short  and  taD; 

*Tia  merry  in  hai.  when  beards  wag  all. 

And  welcome  merry  shrove-tide. 
Be  merry,  be  merry,  Ao. 

Fal.  1  did  not  think  Master  Silence  had  been 
a  man  of  this  mettle. 
8iL  Who,  I  ?    I  have  been  merry  twioe  and 
once,  ere  now. 

Me-enter  Davt. 

Da9jf.  There  is  a  dish  of  leather-coats  for  yon. 
[Setting  them  be/ore  Bardolph. 
Shaf.  Davy,— 

Davy.  Your  worship  ? — ^I'll  be  with  yon  straight. 
[To  Bard.] — A  cnp  of  wine,  slrf 
8U,  [Singing.] 

A  onp  of  wine,  that's  brisk  and  fitter 
And  drink  onto  the  leman  mine ; 
And  a  merry  heart  lives  long-a. 

Fal,  Well  said,  Master  Silence. 
Sil,  If  we  shall  be  merry,  now  comes  in  the 
sweet  of  the  night. 
Fal.  Health  and  long  life  toyon,Ma8ter  Silence. 
BU,  [Singing.] 

nil  the  enp,  and  let  it  eome : 

FlI  pledge  yon  a  mile  to  the  bottom. 

Shal,  Honest  Bardolph,  welcome:  If  thou 
waiit'st  anything,  and  wilt  not  call,  beshrew  thy 
heart.— Welcome,  my  little  tiny  thief  [to  ilie 
Page];  and  welcome,  indeed,  too.  —I'll  drink  to 
Master  Bardolph,  and  to  all  tiie  oavaleroes  about 
London. 

Dam/.  1  hope  to  see  London  once  ere  I  die. 

Barii.  An  I  might  see  you  there,  Davy, — 

Shal.  You'll  crack  a  quart  together.  Hat  will 
yon  not,  Master  Btrdolph  ? 

Bard,  Yes,  sir,  in  a  pottle  pot. 

Shal.  I  tbank  thee:— The  knave  will  stick  by 
thee,  I  can  assure  thee  that:  he  will  not  out;  be 
is  true  bred. 

Bard.  And  I'll  stick  by  bim,  sir. 

Shal.  Whv,  there  spoke  a  kinfT.  Lack  nothing: 
be  merry  [Knocking  heard.]  Look  who's  at  door, 
there:  Hoi  who  knocks 7  [Exit  Davy. 
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Fal,  Why  now.  yon  haro  done  me  right. 

[  To  SiLSHOB,  who  drinkt  a  bumyer, 
8iL  [Singing.] 

Do  me  Hirht, 
And  dub  me  knight 
Samingo. 

Is*t  not  so  f 

Fal.  'Tisso. 

Sil.  Ist  so  t  Why,  then  say,  an  old  man  osft 
do  somewhat. 

Re-enter  Davy. 

Davy.  If  it  please  your  worship,  there's  oim 
Pistol  come  from  the  court  with  news. 
Fal,  From  the  conrt?  let  him  come  In. 

Enter  Pistol. 

How  now,  Pistol  ? 

Piet.  Sir  John  I  save  yon,  sir. 

Fal,  What  wind  blew  you  hither.  Pistol? 

Pist,  Not  the  ill  wind  which  blows  none  to 
good. — Sweet  knight,  thou  art  now  one  of  tha 
greatest  men  in  the  realm. 

Sil.  By'r  lady,  I  think  a' be;  but  goodman 
Puff  of  Barson. 

put.  Fnar 

Puff  in  thy  teeth,  most  recreant  coward  base  I — 
Sir  John,  I  am  thy  Pistol  and  thy  friend, 
And  helter-skelter  have  I  rode  to  thee; 
And  tidings  do  I  bring,  and  lucky  joys. 
And  golden  times,  and  happy  news  of  price. 

FaL  I  prithee,  now  deliver  them  like  a  man 
of  this  world. 

Pi$t,  A  fontra  for  the  world,  and  worldlings 
base! 
I  speak  of  Africa  and  golden  joys. 

Fal.  0  base  Assyrian  knight,  what  is  thy  news? 
Let  King  Cophetna  know  the  truth  thereof. 

Sil,  [Singi.] 

And  Bobin  Hood,  Scarlet,  and  John. 

Pist,  Shall  dunghill  curs  confront  the 
And  shall  good  news  be  baffled  ?  [Helicons ? 

Then,  Pistol,  lay  thy  head  in  Fnries' lap. 

Shal,  Honest  gentleman,  I  know  not  yoof 
breeding. 

Pist.  Why,  then,  lament,  therefore. 

Shal.  Give  me  pardon,  sir; — If,  sir,  yoo  eome 
with  news  from  the  court,  I  take  it  there  is  but 
two  ways ;  either  to  utter  them,  or  to  couceai 
them.  1  am,  sir,  under  the  king,  in  some  authority. 

Pist.  Under  which  king,  Bezonian  ?  speak  or  die. 

Shal.  Under  King  Harry. 

Pist.  Harry  the  Fourth?  or  Fifth? 

Shal.  Harry  the  Fourth. 

Pist,  A  fontra  for  thine  office  1- 

Sir  John,  thy  tender  lambkin  now  is  king ; 
Htrry  the  Fifth's  the  man.    I  speak  the  tmth 
When  Piatol  lies,  do  this;  and  ng  me  like 
The  bragging  Spaniard. 

Fal,  What  I  is  the  old  king  dead  ? 

Pist.  As  nail  in  door :  the  things  I  speak  STO 
just. 

Fal.  Away,  Bardolph:  saddle  my  horse. — 
Master  Robert  Shallow,  choose  what  office  thou 
wilt  in  the  land,  'tis  thine.- Pistol,  I  will  double- 
charge  thee  with  dignities. 

Bard.  0  joyful  day!— I  wonid  not  take  a 
knighthood  for  my  fortune. 

Pist.  What?  I  do  bring  good  news? 

Fal.  Carry  Master  Silence  to  bed.— Master 
Shallow,  my  Lord  Shallow,  be  what  thou  wilt,  I 
am  fortune's  steward.  Get  on  thy  boots:  we'll 
ride  all  night : — O,  sweet  Pistol :— Away,  Bar* 
dolph.    [Exit  Babd.  j  — Come,  Pistol,  ntter  nuurs 
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Co  me :  and,  withal,  devise  sometbing  to  do  thy- 
•elf  good.— Boot,  boot,  Master  Shallow :  I  know 
the  jonng  king  is  sick  for  me.  Let  as  take  any 
man's  horses;  the  laws  of  England  are  at  my  com- 
mandment Happy  are  they  which  have  been  my 
friends ;  and  woe  onto  my  Lord  Chief  Justice  t 
Pist.  Let  vnltores  vile  seize  on  his  longs  also  I 
Where  is  the  life  that  late  I  led  ?  say  they; 
Why,  here  it  is ;   Welcome  these  pleasant  days. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  lY.— London.    A  Street, 

Enter  Beadles,  dragging  in  Hostess  Quiosly 
and  Boll  Tkab- sheet. 

Hoti,  No,  thon  arrant  knave ;  I  would  I  might 
die  that  I  might  have  thee  hanged :  thon  hast 
drawn  my  shoulder  ont  of  joint. 

1  Bead.  The  constables  have  delivered  her  over 
to  me :  and  she  shall  have  whipping  cheer  enough, 
I  warrant  her;  there  hath  been  a  man  or  two 
lately  killed  abont  her. 

DoU.  Nnt-book,  nnt-hook,  yon  lie.  Come  on ; 
m  tell  thee  what,  thoo  damned  tripe-visaged 
rascal ;  an  the  child  I  now  go  with  do  miscarry, 
thon  hmdst  bettep  thon  hadst  stmck  thy  mother, 
thon  paper-faced  villain. 

Host.  0  that  Sir  John  were  come !  he  wonld 
make  this  a  bloody  day  to  somebodv.  Bnt  I 
woold  the  fmit  of  her  womb  might  miscarry  1 

Bead.  If  it  do,  yon  shall  have  a  dozen  of 
eoshions  again;  yon  have  bnt  eleven  now. 
Come,  I  char^'C  yon  both  go  with  me ;  for  the  man 
is  dead  that  yon  and  Pistol  beat  among  yon. 

DoU.  I'll  tell  thee  what,  thon  thin  man  in  a 
censer!  I  wiD  have  yon  as  sonodly  swiufied  for 
this,  yoo  bhie-bottle  rognel  yon  filthy  famished 
eorreclioner ;  if  yon  be  not  swinged,  I'll  forswear 
iialfkirtles. 

1  Be€id.  Come,  oome,  yon  she  knight-errant, 
oome. 

Hoet.  O,  that  right  shonld  thns  o'ercome  mightl 
Well ;  of  iin£ferance  comes  ease. 

DoU.  Come,  yon  rogne,  come;  bring  me  to  a 
Jnstice. 

Bost.  Yet ;  come  yon  starved  blood-honnd. 

Doll.  Goodman  ^^enth;  goodman  bones  t 

Boat.  Thon  atomy,  thon  I 

DoU.  Come,  yon  thin  thing;  come,  yon  rascal  t 

1  Bead.  Very  welL  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  v.— ji  public  place  near  Westminster 

Abbey 

Enter  two  Grooms,  etrewing  ruehas. 

1  Oroom.  More  rushes,  more  mshea. 
f  Oroom.  The  tmmpeta  have  sonnded  twice. 
1  Groom.  It  will  be  two  of  the  clock  ere  they 
eome  from  the  coronation.        [Exeunt  Grooms. 

Enter  Falstatf,  Shallow,  Pistol,  Babdolph, 
a$ul  the  Page. 

Fal.  Stand  here  l>y  me,Haster  Robert  Shallow; 
I  will  make  the  king  do  yon  grace :  I  will  leer 
npon  him,  as  be  comes  by ;  and  do  bnt  mark  the 
eonntenauce  that  he  will  give  me. 

Pist.  Bless  thy  longs,  good  knight. 

Fal.  Come  here.  Pistol;  stand  bi-hind me— O, 
if  I  had  had  time  to  have  made  new  liveries,  I 
wonld  have  bestowed  the  thoneand  ponnd  I  bor- 
rowed of  yon.  [To  Shallow.]  Bnt  it  is  no 
natter ;  this  poor  show  doth  better :  this  doth 
Infer  the  seal  X  had  to  sec  him. 


Shal.  it  doth  so. 

Fal.  It  shows  my  earnestness  in  afEeotlon. 

Shal.  It  doth  so. 

Fal.  My  devotion. 

Shal.  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth. 

Fal.  As  it  were,  to  ride  day  and  nicbi;  and 
not  to  deliberate,  not  to  remember,  not  to  have 
patience  to  shift  me. 

Shal.  It  is  most  certain. 

Fal.  Bnt  to  stand  stained  with  travel,and  sweat- 
ing with  desire  to  see  him :  thinking  of  nothing 
tHae ;  putting  all  affairs  else  in  oblivion  as  if  there 
were  nothing  else  to  be  done  but  to  see  him. 

Piet.  *Tia  semper  idem^  for  absque  hoe  nihil  eat : 
Tib  all  in  every  part. 

Shal.  *Ti8  so,  indeed. 

Pist.  My  knivht,  I  will  inflame  thy  noUe  liver, 
And  make  thee  rage. 

Thy  Doll,  and  Helen  of  thy  noble  thoughts. 
Is  iii  base  durance,  and  contagions  prison ; 
Hanl'd  thither 

By  most  mechanical  and  dirty  hand : — 
Bonse  np   revenge  from   ebon  den  with   fell 

Alecto's  snake. 
For  Doll  is  in ;  Pistol  speaks  nought  bnt  tmth. 

Fal.  I  will  deliver  her. 

[Shouts  within,  and  the  trumpets  sound. 

Pist.   There  roar'd   the  sea,   and   trumpet- 
clangor  sounds. 

Enter  the  Kino  and  his  TVatn,  the  Chief  Justice 
among  them. 

Fal.  Save  thy  grace,  King  Hal !  my  royal  Hal  I 

Pist.  The  heavens  thee  guard  and  keep,  moki 
royal  imp  of  fame  I 

Fal.  Save  thee,  my  sweet  boy  I 

King.  My  Lord  Chief  Justice,  speak  to  that 
voin  man. 

Oh.  Just.  Have  you  your  wits;  know  you  what 
'lis  you  speak  7 

Fed.  My  King  I  my  Jove  I  I  speak  to  thee,  my 
heart  1 

King.  I  know  thee  not,  old  man:  Fall  to  thy 
prayers ; 
How  ill  wmte  hairs  become  a  fool  and  jester! 
I  have  long  dreamed  of  such  a  kind  of  man, 
So  surfeit  swell'd,  so  old,  and  so  profune; 
But,  being  awake,  I  do  despise  my  dream. 
Make  less  thy  body,  hence,  and  more  thy  graee; 
Leave  gormandizing;  know  the  grave  doth  gape 
For  thee  thrice  wider  than  for  other  men : 
Reply  not  to  me  with  a  fool-born  jest; 
Presume  not  that  I  am  the  thing  I  was: 
For  Heaven  doth  know,  so  shall  the  world  per- 
ceive. 
That  I  have  tum'd  away  my  former  self; 
So  will  I  those  that  kept  me  company. 
When  thou  dost  hear  I  am  as  I  have  been, 
Approach  me ;  and  thou  shalt  be  as  thon  wast. 
The  tutor  and  the  feeder  of  my  riots : 
Till  then,  I  banish  thee,  on  pain  of  death, — 
As  I  have  done  the  rest  of  my  mi^leat'ers, — 
Not  to  come  near  our  person  by  ten  mile. 
For  competence  of  life  I  will  allow  you. 
That  lack  of  means  enforce  you  not  to  evil : 
And,  as  we  hear  you  do  reform  yourselves, 
We  will,  according  to  your  strength  and  qualities, 
Give  yon  advancement. — Be  it  your  charge,  my 

lord, 
To  see  performed  the  tenor  of  our  word. 
Set  on.  [Exeunt  Eino  and  his  Train. 

Fal.  Master  Shallow,  I  owe  yon  a  Uionsaud 
poond. 
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8hdl.  Ay,  many,  Sir  John ;  which  I  beseech  I 
you  to  let  me  have  home  with  me. 

Fal,  That  can  hardly  be,  Master  Shallow.  Do 
not  yon  grieve  at  this ;  I  shaU  be  sent  for  in 
private  to  him:  look  yon,  he  must  seem  thus  to 
the  world.  Fear  not  yonr  advancement ;  I  will 
be  the  man  yet  that  shall  make  yon  great. 

Bhai.  I  cannot  well  perceive  how :  nnlesa  yon 
shoald  give  me  your  doublet,  and  stuff  me  out 
with  straw.  I  beseech  yon,  good  Sir  John,  let 
me  have  five  hundred  of  my  thousand. 

FaL  Sir,  I  will  be  as  good  as  my  word:  this 
that  yon  heard  was  but  a  colour. 

Sh(d.  A  eoloor,  I  fear,  that  yon  will  die  in, 
Sir  John. 

Fal.  Fear  no  colours;  go  with  me  to  dinner. 
Come,  lieutenant  Pistol ;— come,  Bardolpfa:— I 
shall  be  sent  for  soon  at  night. 

Re-enter  Prince  John,  tJie  Chief  Jnstice, 
Officers,  iibo. 

Oh.  Just.  Ck>,  carry  Sir  John  Falstaff  to  the 
Fleet;  take  all  his  company  along  with  bim. 

Fal.  My  lord,  my  lord,— 

Ch.  Just.  I  cannot  now  speak:  I  will  bear  you 
soon.    Take  them  away. 

Piit.  "  81  fortnna  me  tormenta,  8p«ro  me  eontenta." 
[Exeunt  Fal.,  Shal.,  Pibt.,  Bard.,  Page,  and 

Officers. 

P.John.  I  like  this  fair  proceeding  of  theking'a* 
He  bayi  intent,  his  wonted  followers 
Shall  all  be  verv  well  provided  for; 
But  all  are  baniBh'd,  till  their  conversationa 
Appear  more  wise  and  modest  to  the  world. 

Oh.  Just.  And  so  they  are. 

P.  John.  The  king  hath  call'd  his  parliament, 
my  lord. 

Ok,  Just.  He  hath. 

P.  John.  I  will  lay  odds, — thai  ere  this  year 
expire. 
We  bear  our  civil  swords,  and  native  fire. 
As  fa^r  as  France :  I  heard  a  bird  so  sing. 
Whose  music,  to  my  thinking,  pleas'd  the  king. 
Come,  will  yon  hence  f  [HxewU, 


IV.— PABT  n. 

EPILOGUE. 

iSpoken  by  a  Danoer.] 


First,  my  fear;  then  my  oourfsy;  last,  my 
spe«jh.  My  fear  i8,your  displeasure ;  m  jconrfsy. 
my  duty;  and  my  speech,  to  beg  your  pardons. 
II  you  look  for  a  good  speech  now,  you  undo  me: 
for  what  I  have  to  say  is  of  mine  own  making ; 
and  what,  indeed,  I  should  say,  will,  I  doubt 
prove  mine  own  marring.  But  to  the  purpose* 
and  so  to  the  venture  —Be  it  known  to  you  (as 
it  IS  very  well),  I  was  lately  here  in  the  end  of  a 
displeasing  play,  to  pray  your  patience  for  it.  and 
to  promise  vou  a  better.  I  did  mean,  incfeed,  to 
pay  you  with  this ;  which  if,  like  an  ill  venture,  it 
come  unluckily  home,  I  break,  and  you,  my  gentie 
OTeditors,  lose.  Here,  I  promised  you,  I  would 
be,  and  here  I  commit  my  body  to  your  mercies: 
bate  me  some,  and  I  will  pay  you  some,  and,  as 
most  debtors  do,  promise  you  infinitely. 

If  my  tongue  cannot  entreat  you  to  acquit  me, 
will  yon  command  me  to  ose  my  legs  ?  and  yet 
that  were  but  light  payment,— to  dance  out  of 
your  debt.  But  a  good  conscience  will  make  any 
possible  satisfaction,  and  so  will  I.  All  the  gentle- 
women here  have  forgiven  me ;  if  the  gentiemen 
wiU  not,  then  the  gentiemen  do  not  agree  with  the 
gentlewomen,  which  was  never  seen  before  in 
such  an  assembly. 

One  word  more,  I  beseech  you.  If  yon  be  not 
too  much  cloyed  with  fat  meat,  our  humble 
auUior  will  continue  the  story,  with  Sir  John  in 
it,  and  make  you  merry  with  fair  Eatherine  of 
France :  where,  for  anything  I  know,  Fahtaif 
shall  die  of  a  sweat,  unless  already  he  be  killed 
wilh  your  hard  opinions ;  for  Oldoastie  died  a 
martyr,  and  this  is  not  the  man.  My  tongue  is 
weary ;  when  my  legs  are  too,  I  will  bid  yon 
goodnight:  and  so  kneel  down  before  joa;— 
but,  indeed,  to  pray  for  the  queen. 
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80ENE  — In  Englaad  and  in  FnuiMi 

CHORUa 


O  for  a  mnse  of  fire,  that  wonid 

The  brightest  heaven  of  invention  t 

A  kingdom  for  a  stage,  princes  to  act. 

And  monarchs  to  beliold  the  swelling  scene  ! 

Then  should  the  warlike  Uarrv,  like  hitnself, 

Assame  the  port  of  Mars ;  ana,  at  his  heels, 

Leash*d  in  like  hounds,  should  famine,  sword,  and 

fire, 
Croachfoi  emplojment    But,  pardon,  gentles  aU, 
The  flat  unraised  spirit,  that  hatli  dared 
On  this  unworthy  scaffold  to  bring  forth 
So  great  an  object:  Can  this  cockpit  hold 
The  vas^  fields  of  France  ?  or  may  we  onun 
Within  this  wooden  O  the  very  casques 
That  did  affi-ight  the  air  at  Agincourt? 
0,  pardon  I  since  a  crooked  figure  may 
Attest,  in  little  place,  a  million ; 
And  let  as,  ciphers  to  this  great  accompt, 


On  yovr  imaginary  fbroes  work: 

Suppose,  within  the  girdle  of  these  waHs 

Are  now  confined  two  mighty  monarchies. 

Whose  high  npreared  and  abutting  fronts 

The  perilous,  narrow  ocean  parts  asunder. 

Piece  out  our  imperfections  with  your  thoughts  j 

Into  a  thousand  parts  divide  one  man 

And  make  imaginary  puissance: 

Think,  when  we  talk  of  horses,  that  yon  see  them 

Printing  their  proud  hoo&  i*  the  receiving  earth : 

For  'tis  your  tnoughts  that  now  must  deck  our 

kings. 
Carry  them  here  and  there ;  Jumping  o*er  times; 
Turning  the  accomplishment  of  many  years 
Into  an  hour-glass ;  F4)r  the  which  supply, 
Admit  me  chorus  to  this  history ; 
Who.  prologue-like,  your  humble  patience  pray 
Gently  to  hear,  kindly  to  ^udge,  our  play. 


ACT   L 


SCENE  L— London.    An  Anie-tihamber  in  the 
King's  Palace. 

Enter  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  and  Bishop 
of  Ely. 


CanL  It  mnst  oe  thought  on.    If  H  pass  against 


us,  _ 


We  lose  the  better  half  of  our  possession : 
For  all  the  temporal  lands,  which  men  devout 
Bv  testament  have  given  to  the  church,   ^_ 
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And  to  the  ooSen  of  fhe  king  beside 
A  thousand  poonds  hy  the  year:  Thus  mnt  the 
bill. 

Efy.  This  would  drink  deep. 

Cunt.  Twoiild  drink  the  cap  and  all. 

Ely.  Bat  what  prevention  ? 

CanL  The  king  is  full  of  grace  and  fieiir  regard. 

Ely,  And  a  true  lover  of  the  holy  church. 

Cant,  The  courses  of  his  youth  promised  it  not 
The  breath  no  sooner  left  his  fisither's  body, 
But  that  \m  wildness,  mortitied  in  him, 
SeemM  to  die  too:  yea,  at  that  very  moment, 
Consideration  like  an  angel  came. 
And  whipp'd  the  offending  Adam  out  of  him  ; 
Leaving  his' body  as  a  paradise, 
To  envelop  and  contain  celestial  spirits. 
Never  was  such  a  sudden  scholar  made : 
Never  came  reformation  in  a  flood, 
With  such  a  heady  eunrance,  scouring  faults ; 
Nor  never  Ilydra-headed  wilfulness 
So  soon  did  lose  his  seat,  and  all  at  onoe, 
As  in  this  king. 

Ely,  ^  We  are  blessed  in  the  change. 

Cant,  Hear  him  but  reason  in  divinity, 
And,  all-admiring,  with  an  inward  wish 
Tou  would  desire  the  king  were  made  a  prelate : 
Hear  him  debate  of  commonwealth  affairs. 
You  would  say,~it  hath  been  all-in-all  hb  study: 
Li.st  his  discourse  of  war,  and  you  shall  hear 
A  fearful  battle  render 'd  vou  in  music: 
Turn  him  to  any  cause  of  policy, 
The  (iordion  knot  of  it  he  will  unloose. 
Familiar  as  his  garter ;  that,  when  he  speaka, 
The  air,  a  chartered  libertine,  is  still. 
And  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  in  men's  ears, 
To  steal  hb  sweet  afid  honey'd  sentences ; 
So  that  the  art  and  practic  part  of  life 
Ma^t  be  the  mistress  to  tlib  tlieorio : 
Which  b  a  wonder,  how  hb  grace  should  glean  it. 
Since  hb  addiction  was  to  courses  vain : 
His  companies  unlettered,  rude,  and  shallow; 
His  hours  filled  Uji  with  riots,  banquets,  sports; 
And  never  noted  m  him  any  study, 
Any  retirement,  any  sequestration 
From  open  haunts  and  popularity. 

Ely.  The  strawberry  grows   underneath   the 
nettle; 
And  wholesome  berries  thrive  and  ripen  best 
Neighbour'd  by  fruit  of  baser  quality : 
And  so  the  prince  obscur'd  hb  contemplation 
Under  the  veil  of  wildness;  which,  no  doubt, 
Grew  like  the  summer  grass,  fastest  by  night, 
Unseen,  yet  cre^^cive  in  his  faculty. 

Cant,  It  must  be  so ;  for  miracles  are  ceas'd; 
And  therefore  we  must  needs  admit  the  means 
How  things  are  perfected. 

Ely.  But,  my  good  lord. 

How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  bill 
Urg'd  by  the  commons?    Doth  hb  majesty 
Indine  toit,or  no? 

Cant.  He  seems  indifferent: 

Or,  rather,  swaying  more  upon  our  part, 
Than  cherishing  the  exhibiters  against  us: 
For  I  have  made  an  offer  to  hb  majesty, — 
Upon  oar  spiritual  convocation ; 
And  in  regard  of  causes  now  in  hand, 
Which  I  liave  open'd  to  hb  grace  at  large, 
As  touching  France, — to  give  a  greater  soffl 
Than  ever  at  one  time  the  clergy  yet 
Did  to  hb  predecessors  part  withal. 

Ely.  How  did  this  ofler  seem  received,  my  lord? 

Cant.  With  good  acceptance  of  his  majesty ; 
Ssre,  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  hear 
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(As  I  perceived  hb  graoe  would  fkin  hare  done) 
The  severab,  and  unhidden  paasages. 
Of  hb  true  titles  to  some  certain  dukedoms; 
And,  generally,  to  the  crown  and  seat  of  France 
Deriv'd  from  Edward,  hb  great-grandfather 

Ely,  What  was  the  imp^liment  that  broke  this 
off? 

CanL  The  French  ambassador,  npon  that  instant 
Crev'd  audience :  and  the  hour,  I  think,  b  come 
To  give  him  hearing:  Is  it  foar  o'clock? 

Ely.  Itb. 

Cant,  Then  go  we  in,  to  know  his  embassy: 
Which  I  could,  with  a  ready  guess,  declare 
Before  the  Frenchman  speak  a  word  of  it. 

Ely,  111  wait  upon  you ;  and  I  long  to  hear  it. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL—The  aame.    A  Boom  qf  State  m  tht 

same. 

Enter  King  Hbnrt,  Gloster,  Bedford,  Exeter 
Warwick,  WEaraioRBLAND,  and  Attendants. 

JT.  Hen,  Where  b  my  gracious  lord  of  Canter- 
bury? 

Exe.  Not  here  m  presence. 

K,  Hen,  Send  for  nim,  good  unole. 

WeeL  Shall  we  call  in  the  ambassador,  my 
liege? 

iC  Hen,  Not  yet,  my  cousin;  we  would  be 
resolv'd, 
Before  we  hear  h^m,  of  some  things  of  weight 
That  task  our  thoughts,  concerning  us  and  France 

Enter  the  Archbishop  of  Canterburt  and  Bishop 
of  Ely. 

CanL  Gk>d  and  hb  angels  guard  year  sacred 

throne. 
Asd  make  you  long  become  it  I 

K,  Hen.  Sure,  we  thank  yon 

My  learned  lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed : 
And  justly  and  religiously  untold, 
Why  the  law  Salique,  thiat  they  have  in  France, 
Or  should,  or  should  not,  bar  us  in  our  claim. 
And  God  forbid,  my  dear  and  faithful  lord. 
That  you  should  fashion,  wrest,  or  bow  yoor 

reading. 
Or  nioely  charge  your  understanding  soul 
With  opening  titles  miscreate,  whose  right 
Suits  not  in  native  colours  with  the  truth ; 
For  God  doth  know,  how  many,  now  in  health, 
Shall  drop  their  blood  in  approbation 
Of  what  your  reverence  shall  incite  us  to: 
Therefore  take  heed  how  you  impawn  our  person 
How  you  awake  the  sleeping  sword  of  war: 
We  charge  you,  in  the  name  of  God,  take  heed : 
For  never  two  such  kingdoms  did  contend 
Without  much  fall  of  blood ;  whose  guiltless  drop 
Are  every  one  a  woe,  a  sore  complaint, 
'Gainst  him  whose  wrongs  give  edge  tmto  the 

swords 
That  make  such  waste  in  brief  mortality. 
Under  thb  conjuration,  speak,  my  lord : 
For  we  will  hear,  note,  and  believe  in  heart, 
That  what  yon  speak  b  in  yoor  oonscieiice  wash'd 
As  pure  as  sin  with  baptum. 

CanL  Then  hear  me,  graeions  sovereign ;  and 

you  peera. 
That  owe  yourselves,  yonr  lives,  and  services, 
To'thb  imperial  throne  >— There  b  no  bar 
To  make  against  your  highness*  claim  to  France, 
But  thb.  which  they  produce  from  Fhammondv- 
**  In  terram  Salicam  mulieres  ne  succedant,** 
^  No  woman  shall  succeed  in  Salique  land:^ 
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Wliidi  Saliqae  land  the  French  nnjostlj  gloza 
To  be  the  realm  of  Frmnoe,  aiid  Pharamood 
The  funnder  of  thU  law  and  female  bar. 
Yet  their  own  aathors  faithfully  affirm 
That  the  land  Salique  is  in  Qermany, 
Between  the  floods  of  Sala  and  of  Elbe : 
Where  Charles  the  Great,  having  sabdued  the 

Saxons, 
There  left  behind  and  settled  certain  French} 
Who,  holding  in  disdain  the  German  women, 
For  some  dishonest  manners  of  their  life, 
Establish'd  then  tliis  law, — to  wit,  no  feoiale 
Should  be  inheritrix  in  Salique  land ; 
Which  Saliqae,  as  I  said,  \wixt  Elbe  and  Sala, 
Is  at  this  day  in  Germany  call'd  Meisen. 
Thus  doth  it  well  appear,  the  Saliaae  Utw 
Was  not  devised  for  the  realm  of  France; 
Nor  did  the  French  possess  the  Salique  land 
Until  four  hundred  one-and-twenty  years 
After  defunction  of  King  Pliaramoud, 
Idly  suppos'd  the  founder  of  this  law ; 
Who  diMQ  within  the  year  of  our  redemption 
Four  hundred  twenty-six ;  and  Cliarles  the  Great 
Subdued  the  Saxons,  and  did  seat  the  French 
Beyond  the  river  Sala,  in  the  year 
Eight  hundred  five.    Besides,  their  writers  say, 
King  Pepin,  which  deposed  Cliilderick, 
Did,  as  heir  general,  b«ing  descended 
Of  Blithild,  which  was  daughter  to  King  Clothair, 
Make  claim  and  title  to  the  crown  of  France. 
Hugh  Capet  also,— who  usurped  the  crown 
Of  Charles  the  Duke  of  Loraine,  sole  heir  male 
Of  Uie  true  line  and  stock  of  Charles  the  Great, — 
To  find  his  title,  with  some  shows  of  truth 

S hough,  in  pure  truth,  it  was  corrupt  and  naught), 
tnvey  a  himself  as  th*  heir  to  th*  Lady  Lingare, 
Daughter  to  Charlemain,  who  was  the  son 
To  Lewis  the  Emperor,  and  Lewis  the  son 
Of  Charles  the  Great:  Also  King  Lewia  the 

Tenth, 
Who  was  sole  heir  to  the  usurper  Capet, 
Could  Doi  keep  quiet  in  his  conscience, 
Wearinji  the  crown  of  France,  till  satisfied 
That  fair  Queen  Isabel,  his  grandmother, 
Was  lineal  of  the  Lady  Ermengare. 
Dau^kter  to  Charles  the  foresaid  Duke  of  Loraine : 
By  the  which  marriage,  the  line  of  Charles  the 

Great 
Was  re-united  to  the  crown  of  France. 
So  that,  as  dear  as  it  the  summer*^  sun. 
King  Pepin's  title,  and  Hugh  Capet's  cUina, 
King  Lewb  his  satisfaction,  all  appear 
To  hold  in  right  and  title  of  the  female ; 
So  do  the  kings  of  France  unto  this  day : 
Uowbeit  they  would  hold  up  this  Salique  law. 
To  bar  vour  highness  daimmg  fVom  the  female; 
And  rather  choose  to  hide  them  in  a  net, 
That  amply  to  imbar  their  crooked  titles 
Usurp'd  from  you  and  your  progenitors. 

K,  Sen.  Mav  I,  with  right  and  oonsoienoe,  make 
thisdaim? 

Oani.  The  sin  upon  my  head,  dread  sovereign! 
For  in  the  book  of  NumbiBrs  is  it  writ,— 
When  the  son  dies,  let  the  inheritance 
Descend  unto  the  daughter.    Gracious  lord. 
Stand  for  your  own ;  unwind  your  bloody  flag ; 
Look  back  unto  your  mighty  ancestors : 
Go,  my  dread  lord,  to  jour  great-grandsire^*tomb. 
Prom  whom  you  claim ;  invoke  his  warlike  spirit. 
And  your  great-uncle's,  Edward  the  Black  Pnnoe ; 
Who  on  the  French  gromid  play'd  a  tragedy, 
Making  defeat  on  the  f^l  power  of  Fmnoe  • 
Whiles  hia  iuu«t  uii^Iitr  father  on  a  hiil 
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Stood  smiling,  to  behold  his  lion's  whelp 
Forage  in  blood  of  French  nobility. 
O  noble  English,  that  could  entertain 
With  half  their  forces  the  full  pride  of  Franoa* 
And  let  another  half  stand  laugliing  by, 
All  out  of  work,  and  cold  tor  action  I 

Ely.  Awake  remembrance  of  these  valiant  dead, 
And  with  your  puissant  arm  renew  their  feats : 
You  are  their  heir,  you  sit  upon  their  throne ; 
The  blood  and  courage,  that  renowned  them, 
Runs  in  your  veins ;  and  my  thrice-puissant  liego 
Is  in  the  very  May-morn  of  his  youth, 
Riro  for  exploits  and  mighty  enterprises. 

£xe.  Your  brother  kings  and  monarcha  of  the 
earth 
Do  all  expect  that  you  should  rouse  yourself. 
As  did  the  former  lions  of  your  blood. 

West,  They  know  your  grace  hath  cause,  and 
means,  and  might: 
So  hath  your  highness ;  never  king  of  England 
Had  nobles  richer,  and  more  loyal  subjects ; 
Whose  hearts  have  left  theur  bodies  here  in  Elng- 

Und, 
And  lie  pkvilion'd  in  the  fields  of  France. 

Cant.  0,  let  their  bodies  follow,  my  dear  liege, 
With  blood,  and  sword,  and  fire,  to  win  your  right: 
In  aid  whereof,  we  of  the  spiritualty 
Will  raise  your  highness  such  a  mighty  sum, 
As  never  did  the  clergy  at  one  time 
Bring  in  to  any  of  your  ancestors.  [French, 

K.  Hen.  We  must  not  only  arm  to  invade  the 
But  lay  down  our  proportions  to  defend 
Against  the  Soot,  who  will  make  road  upoo  na 
With  all  advantages. 

Cant.  They  of  those  marches,  gracious  flovoreign, 
Shall  be  a  wall  sufficient  to  defend 
Our  inland  from  the  pilfering  borderers. 

K.  Hen.  We  do  not  mean  the  coursing  anatohen 
only. 
But  fear  the  main  intendment  of  the  Scot, 
Who  hatli  been  still  a  giddy  neighbour  to  ua; 
For  you  shall  read  that  my  ^^reat  grandfather 
Never  went  with  his  forces  into  France, 
But  that  the  Soot  on  his  unfumish'd  kingdom 
Came  pouring,  like  the  tide  into  a  breach. 
With  ample  and  brim  fulness  of  his  force; 
Galling  the  gleaned  land  with  hot  essays ; 
Girding  with  grievous  siege  castlee  and  towns: 
That  EngUnd,  being  empty  of  defence. 
Hath  shook  and  trembled  at  th'  ill  neighbourhooji. 

Oant,  She  hath  been  then  more  fear'd  than 
harm'd,  my  liege: 
For  hear  her  but  exampled  by  herself, — 
When  all  her  chivalry  bath  been  in  France, 
And  she  a  mourning  widow  of  her  nobles, 
She  hath  herself  not  only  well  defended. 
But  taken,  and  impounded  as  a  stray. 
The  King  of  Soots ;  whom  she  did  send  to  France. 
To  fill  Kmg  Edward's  fame  with  prisoner  king;i : 
And  make  your  chronicles  as  rich  with  praise 
As  is  the  ooze  and  bottom  of  the  sea 
With  snniusn  wrack  and  sumless  treasuries. 

West.  But  there's  a  saying,  very  old  and  true,— 

**  If  that  you  will  Franoe  win, 
Tben  irlih  Sootiuid  first  begin  f 

For  once  the  eagle  England  being  in  prey, 
To  her  ung^uarded  nest  the  weasel  Scot 
Comes  sneaking,  and  so  sucks  her  princely  aggi  { 
PUying  the  mouse,  in  absence  of  the  cat. 
To  taint  and  havoc  more  than  she  can  eat. 

Exe.  It  follows,  then,  the  cat  must  stoy  at  none  ' 
Yet  that  is  but  a  cirs'd  npoe^ty ;  , 

Binoa  wa  have  locks  to  safeguard  neeena;^tyj[^ 


490 


KING  HENKY  V. 


A^nd  pretty  traps  to  catch  the  petty  thieves. 

While  that  the  armed  hand  doth  fight  abroad, 

The  advised  head  deteuds  itself  At  bouie : 

For  ^vemmeDt,  through  high,  and  low,  and  lower, 

Pat  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  concent ; 

Congreeing  in  a  fUl  and  natural  dose, 

Ukemusio. 

Cant.  Therefore  doth  Heaven  divide 

The  state  of  man  in  divers  functions. 
Betting  endeavour  in  continual  motion ; 
To  which  is  fixed  as  an  aim  or  butt, 
Obedience:  for  so  work  the  honey-bees; 
Creatures,  that,  by  a  rule  in  nature,  teach 
Tlie  act  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 
They  have  a  king,  and  otncers  of  sorts 
Where  some,  like  magistrates,  correct  at  home ; 
Others,  like  merchants,  venture  trade  abroad ; 
Others,  like  soldiers,  armed  in  their  8tinf::s, 
Make  boot  upon  the  summer's  velvet  buds; 
Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring  home 
To  the  tent-royal  of  their  emperor : 
Who,  busied  in  his  majesty,  surveys 
The  sin^ng  masons  building  roof^  of  gold; 
The  civil  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey ; 
The  poor  mechanic  porters  orowduig  in 
Their  heavy  burthens  at  his  narrow  gate , 
The  sad-ey'd  justice,  with  his  surly  hum, 
Delivering  o'er  to  executors  pale 
The  laxy  yawning  droue.    I  this  infer, — 
That  many  things,  having  Mi  reference 
To  one  concent.,  may  work  oontrariously 
As  many  arrows,  loosed  several  ways. 
Fly  to  one  mark ;  as  many  ways  meet  in  one  town ; 
As  many  fresh  streams  run  in  one  salt  sea ; 
As  many  lines  dose  in  the  dial's  centre; 
So  may  a  thousand  actions,  once  afoot, 
£nd<in  one  purpose,  and  be  all  well  borne 
Without  deteat    Therefore  to  France,  my^iege. 
Divide  your  happy  England  into  four ; 
Whereof  take  you  one  quarter  into  France, 
And  yoa  withal  shall  make  all  Gallia  shake. 
If  we,  with  thrice  such  powers  left  at  home. 
Cannot  defend  our  own  door  from  the  dog. 
Let  us  be  worried;  and  our  nation  lose 
The  name  of  hardiness  and  policy.  [dauphin. 

K,  Hen.  Call  in  the  messengers  sent  from  the 
[ExU  an  Attendant.  Tf^^  King  aaoenda  Itis  throne. 
Now  are  we  well  resolv'd ;  and,  by  God's  help 
And  yours,  the  noble  sinews  of  our  power, 
France  being  ours,  well  bend  it  to  our  awe, 
Or  break  it  all  to  pieces:  Or  there  well  sit, 
Buling,  in  large  and  ample  empei^. 
O'er  France  and  all  her  almost  kingly  dukedoms, 
Or  lay  these  bones  in  an  unworthy  urn, 
Tombless,  with  no  remembrance  over  them: 
Either  our  history  shall  with  full  mouth 
Speak  freely  of  our  acts;  or  else  our  grave. 
Like  Turkish  mute,  shall  have  a  tongueless  month. 
Not  worshipp'd  with  a  waxen  epitaph. 

StUer  Ambassadors  qf  France. 

Now  are  we  well  prepar'd  to  know  the  pleasure 
Of  our  &ir  cousin  dauphin  ;  for,  we  hear, 
Tour  greeting  is  from  him,  not  from  the  king. 

An£,  May't  please  your  m^esty  to  give  us  leave 
Freely  to  render  what  we  have  in  charge ; 
Or  shall  we  sparingly  show  you  far  off 
The  dauphin's  meanmg,  and  our  embassy? 

K.  Hen,  We  are  no  tyrant,  but  a  Christian  king ; 
Unto  whose  grace  our  passion  is  as  subject, 
As  are  oar  wretches  fettered  in  our  prisons: 
Therefore,  with  frank  and  with  oneurb'd  pUinneii 
Toll  as  the  daaphin's  luiud. 


Awh,  Thas,  then,  in  fe«r. 

Your  highness,  lately  sending  into  France, 
Did  claim  some  certain  dukedoms,  in  the  right 
Of  your  great  predecessor,  King   Edward  the 

Third. 
In  answer  of  which  claim,  the  prince  oar  master 
Says,  that  yon  savour  too  much  of  yoor  vooth ; 
And  bids  you  be  advis'd,  there's  nought  m  fVance 
That  can  be  with  a  nimble  galliard  won : 
Tou  cannot  revel  into  dukedoms  there. 
He  therefore  sends  you,  meeter  for  ^onr  spirit, 
This  tun  of  treasure ;  and,  in  lieu  of  this. 
Desires  you,  let  the  dukedoms  that  you  claim 
Hear  no  more  of  you.    This  the  dauphin  speaks. 

K,  Hen,  What  treasure,  uncle  ? 

Exe,  Teimis-balls,  my  liege. 

K,  Ben,  We  are  glad  the  dauphin  is  so  pleasant 
with  us ; 
His  present,  and  your  pains,  we  thank  yon  for: 
When  we  have  match  d  our  rackets  to  these  balls. 
We  will  in  France,  by  God's  grace,  plav  a  set 
Shall  strike  his  father's  crown  into  the  hazard: 
Tell  him,  he  hath  made  a  match  with  such  a 

Mrrangler, 
That  all  the  courts  of  France  will  be  dJsturb'd 
With  chaces.    And  we  understand  him  well, 
How  he  comes  o*er  us  with  our  wilder  days, 
Not  measuring  what  use  we  made  of  theou 
We  never  valued  this  poor  seat  of  England ; 
And  therefore,  living  hence,  did  give  ourself 
To  barbarous  licence ;  as  tis  ever  common, 
That  men  are  merriest  when  they  are  from  home. 
Rut  tell  the  dauphin,— I  will  keep  my  state; 
He  like  a  king,  and  show  my  sail  of  greatness, 
When  I  do  rouse  me  in  my  throne  of  France : 
For  that  I  have  laid  by  my  majesty. 
And  plodded  like  a  man  for  working-days  j 
But  i  will  rise  there  with  so  full  a  glory, 
That  I  will  dazzle  all  the  eyes  of  France, 
Tea,  strike  the  dauphin  blind  to  look  on  us. 
And  tell  the  pleasant  prince,  this  mock  of  his 
Hath  tam'd  his  balls  to  gun-stones ;  and  his  sool 
Shall  stand  sore  charged  tor  the  wasteful  vengeance 
That  shall  fiy  with  them :  for  many  a  thousand 
widows  [bands ; 

Shall  this  his  mock  mock  oat  of  their  dear  hua- 
Mock  mothers  from  their  sons,  mock  castles  down : 
And  some  are  yet  ungotten  and  unborn,      [scorn. 
That  shall  have  cause  to  curse  the    dauphin^ 
But  this  lies  all  within  the  will  of  God, 
To  whom  I  do  appeal ;  and  in  whose  name. 
Tell  you  the  dauphin,  I  am  coming  on 
To  venge  me  as  i  may,  and  to  put  forth 
My  rightful  hand  in  a  well-hallow'd  cause. 
So,  get  you  hence  in  peace ;  and  tdl  the  danphin. 
His  jest  will  savour  but  of  shallow  wit, 
When  thousands  weep,  more  than  did  laugh  at  it. 
Convey  them  with  safe  conduct.— Fare  you  welt 
[Exeunt  Ambassadors. 

Exe,  This  was  a  merry  message. 

K,  Hen,  We  hope  to  make  the  sender  blush  at  it 
^Descends  from  his  throne. 
Therefore,  my  lords,  omit  no  happy  hour, 
That  may  give  furtherance  to  our  expedition. 
For  we  have  now  no  thought  in  as  but  France ; 
Save  those  to  God,  that  run  before  our  buamess. 
There^re,  let  our  proportions  for  these  wars 
Be  soon  collected ;  and  all  things  thought  upon, 
That  may,  with  reasonable  swiftness,  add 
More  feathers  to  our  wings ;  for,  God  before, 
Well  chide  this  dauphiu  at  his  father's  door. 
Therefore,  let  every  man  now  task  his  thought. 
That  this  nir  action  rmS.Si^i^^  ^  brooght.    ^E» 
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Aaw  all  the  joath  of  England  are  on  fire, 

And  silken  dalliance  in  the  wardrobe  lies ; 

Now  thrive  the  armourors,  and  honour's  thought 

Reigns  solely  in  the  breast  of  every  man  : 

They  sell  the  pasture  now,  to  bay  the  horse; 

Following  the  mirror  of  all  Christum  kings, 

With  winged  heels,  as  English  Mercaries. 

For  now  sits  expectation  m  the  air ; 

A  I'd  hides  a  sword,  from  hilts  unto  the  point. 

With  crowns  imperial,  crowns  and  coronets, 

l*romis'd  to  Harry  and  his  followers. 

The  French,  advls'd  by  good  intelligepoe 

Of  this  most  dreadl'ul  preparation, 

Shake  ia  their  fear ;  and  with  pale  policy 

8»ek  to  dtrert  the  English  parposes. 

O  England  I  model  to  thy  inward  greatness, 

Like  little  body  with  a  mighty  heart, 

What  might 'st  thoa  do,  that  honour  would  thee  do, 

Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural  I 

But  see  thy  fault  I     France  hath  in  thee  found  out 

A.  nest  of  hollow  boaoms  which  be  fiUa 


With  treacherous  orowna;  and  three  oomip>ed 

men, — 
One,  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge;  and  the  second, 
Henry  Lord  Scroop  of  Maaliam ;  and  the  third, 
Sir  Thomas  Grev,  knight,  of  NorthumberUmd,— 
Have,  for  the  gift  of  France  (O  guilt,  indeed  I) 
Confirmed  conspiracy  with  fearful  France; 
And  by  their  hands  this  {p'ace  of  kings  must  die 
(If  hell  and  treason  hold  their  promises), 
Ere  he  take  shi^  for  France,  and  in  Southamptoo. 
,  Linger  your  patience  on,  and  well  digest 
'  The -abuse  of  distance ;  force  a  play. 
I  The  sum  is  paid ;  the  traitors  are  agreed ; 
I  The  king  is  set  from  liondon ;  and  the  scene 
'  Is  now  transported,  gentles,  to  Southampton : 
,  There  is  the  playhouse  now,  there  must  you  sit . 
And  thence  to  France  ^liall  we  oonvey  you  safe. 
And  bring  you  back,  charming  the  narrow  seaa 
To  give  you  gentle  pass ;  for,  if  we  may. 
Well  not  offend  one  stomach  with  our  play. 
But,  till  the  king  come  forth,  and  not  till  then, 
Unto  Southampton  do  we  ahil't  our  c 


ACT  n. 


SCENE  L—Eastcheap. 
Enter  Ntm  and  Bardolph. 


BcavL  Well  met,  Corporal  Nym. 

yym.  Good  morrow,  Lieutenant  Bardolph. 

JBm,  What,  are  Ancient  PL>tol  and  you  friends 
yet? 

Nym.  For  my  part,  1  care  not:  I  say  little; 
but  when  time  shall  serve,  tliere  shall  be  smiles ; 
but  that  shall  be  as  it  may.  1  dare  not  fight,  but 
I  will  wink,  and  hold  out  miue  iron :  It  b  a  bimple 
one ;  but  what  though  ?  It  will  toa^it  cheese ;  and 
it  will  endure  cold  as  another  man's  sword  will : 
and  there's  an  end. 

Bard.  I  will  bestow  a  breakfast  to  make  you 
friends ;  and  well  be  all  three  sworn  brothers  to 
France ;  let  it  be  so,  good  Corporal  Nym. 

NyuL  'Faith,  I  will  live  so  long  as  I  may,  that's 
the  certain  of  it;  and  when  I  cannot  live  anj 
longer,  I  will  do  as  I  may:  that  is  my  rest,  that  is 
the  rendezvous  of  It. 

Bard.  It  is  certain,  corporal,  that  he  is  married 
to  Nell  Quickly :  and.  certainly,  she  did  you  wrong; 
for  vou  were  troth-plight  to  her. 

Jvym.  I  cannot  tell ;  things  must  be  as  the^ 
may :  men  may  sleep,  and  they  may  have  their 
throats  about  them  at  that  time ;  and,  some  say, 
knives  have  edp;es.  It  must  be  as  it  may :  tb>)ugh 
patience  be  a  tu-ed  mare,  yet  she  will  plod.  There 
must  be  conclusions.    Well,  I  cannot  tell. 

HfUer  Pistol  and  Mrs.  Quickly. 
Bard.    Here  comes  Ancient    Pistol,   and  his 
wife:— good  corporal,  be  patient  hcure.  —  How 
QOWj  mine  host  Pistol  ? 


Nym.  Pbh! 

Put.  Pish  for  thee,  Iceland  dog!  thou  priuic 
eared  cur  of  Iceland. 

Quick,  Good  Corporal  Nym,  show  thy  valour 
and  put  up  thy  sword. 

Nym.  Will  you  shog  oflT?    I  would  have  yoa 


[&teathing  kia  swortl 

Pi$L  Sohts^  egregious  dog?    O  viper  vile  I 
The  tolua  in  thy  most  marvellous  face ; 
The  solus  in  thy  teeth,  and  in  thy  throat. 
And  in  thy  hateful  lungs,  yea,  in  thy  maw,  perdy ; 
And,  which  is  worse,  within  thy  nasty  mouth  I 
I  do  retort  the  aolus  in  thy  bowels ; 
For  I  can  take,  and  Pistol's  oook  is  up, 
And  flashing  fire  will  follow. 

Nym,  1  am  not  Harbason,  you  cannot  oonjarc 
me.  I  have  an  humour  to  knock  you  indiffeientlT 
well.  If  you  grow  foul  with  me.  Pistol,  I  will 
scour  you  with  my  rapier,  as  I  mar  saj[,  in  fair 
terms:  if  you  would  walk  off,  I  would  prick  your 
g^ts  a  little,  in  ^ood  terms,  as  I  may  say ;  and  that's 
Uie  humour  of  it. 

Fist.   0  braggard   vile,   and  damned  furious 
wight! 
The  grave  doth  gape,  and  doting  death  is  near ; 
Therefore  exhale.  [Pistol  and  Nym  draw. 

Bard.  Hear  me,  hear  me  what  I  say :— he  that 
strikes  the  first  stroke,  111  run  him  up  to  the  hilts, 
as  I  am  a  soldier. 

[Drmoi. 

Pitt.  An  oiath  of  midde  might;  end  fiiry  shall 
abate. 
Give  me  thy  fist,  thy  fore-foot  to  me  give; 
Thy  spirits  are  most  tall.  ^        ^    ^^ 
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Eater  the  Boy, 

Bnif.  Mine  host  Pistol,  you  roust  come  to  my 
master, — ^and  von,  hostess ;— he  is  very  sick,  and 
would  to  becl.— Good  Bardolph,  put  thy  face 
bet<veen  his  sheets,  and  do  the  office  of  a  warming- 
paj. ;  faith,  he's  very  ill. 

Bard,  Away,  you  rogue. 

Quick,  Bv  my  troth,  hell  yield  the  crow  a  pad- 
ding one  of  these  days ;  the  king  has  killed  his 
heart — Good  husband,  come  home  presently. 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  Quick,  and  Boy. 

Bard.  Come,  shall  I  make  you  two  friends?  We 
must  to  France  together,  w  hy  the  devil  should 
we  keep  knives  to  cut  one  another's  throats? 

Pist,  Let  floods  o'erswell,  and  fiends  fbr  food 
bowl  on  I 

Jfym,  You'll  pay  me  the  eight  shillings  I  won 
of  you  at  betting? 

riat.  Base  is  the  slave  that  pays. 

Nifm,  That  now  I  will  have ;  tbat^  the  humour 
of  it. 

PieL  As  manhood  shall  compound :  push  home. 

Bard,  By  this  sword,  he  that  makes  the  hrst 
thrust  111  kill  him;  by  this  sword,  I  will. 

Piat.  Sword  b  an  oath,  and  oaths  must  have 
their  course. 

Bard,  Corporal  Nym,  an  thou  wilt  be  friends, 
be  friends :  an  thou  wilt  not,  why,  then  be  enemies 
with  me  too.    Prithee,  put  up. 

Nym,  I  shall  have  my  eight  shillings  I  won  of 
fou  at  betting. 

PieL  A  noble  shalt  thou  have,  and  present  pay; 
And  liquor  likewise  will  I  give  to  thee, 
And  friendship  shall  combine,  and  brotherhood: 
111  live  by  Nym,  and  Nym  shall  live  by  me ; — 
Is  not  this  just?-— for  I  shall  sutler  be 
Unto  the  camp,  and  profits  will  accrue. 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Niftn,  1  shall  have  my  noble  ? 

Pitt.  In  cash  most  iustly  paid. 

Nynu  Well,  then,  that's  the  humour  of  it. 

Be-enter  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Qu&k,  Am  ever  you  came  of  women,  come  in 
qnickly  to  Sir  John:  Ah,  poor  heart!  he  is  so 
SDakea  of  a  burning  quotidian  tertian,  that  it  is 
most  lamentable  to  beliold.  Sweet  men,  come  to 
him. 

Hvm,  The  king  hath  nm  bad  humours  on  the 
knig-ht,  that's  the  even  of  it 

Put,  Hyisky  thou  hast  spoke  the  right ; 
His  heart  is  fracted,  and  corroborate. 

Nym,  The  king  b  a  good  king :  but  it  must  be 
as  it  may ;  he  passes  some  humours,  and  careers. 

Pist.  Let  us  condole  the  knight ;  for,  lambkins, 
we  will  live.  [Exeunt 

8CENB  IL— Southampton.    A  CouncU  Chamber, 

JSfUer  ExETEK,  Bedford,  and  Wbstmorelakd. 

Bed,  Tore  God,  his  grace  is  bold,  to  trust  these 

traitors. 
Xxe,  They  shall  be  apprehended  by  and  by. 
Weit,  Uow  smooth  and  even   they    do  bear 
themselves  I 
As  if  allegiance  in  their  bosoms  sat, 
Crowned  with  faith  and  constant  loyalty. 

Bed,  The  king  hath  note  of  all  that  they  intend. 
By  interception  which  they  dream  not  of. 

Rxe,  Nay,  but  the  man  that  was  his  bedfellow, 
Wliocn  he  hath  oloj'd  and  grao'd  with   prinooly 
UvuuTi^ — 


That  he  should,  for  a  foreign  purse,  so  sell 
His  sovereign's  life  to  deaih  and  treachery ! 

^IVwnpet  sounds.    Enter  King  Hknrt,  Sckoop, 
Cambridge,  Grey,  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

K,  Hen.  Now  sits  the  wind  fair,  and  we  will 
aboard.  [Masham, 

My  Lord  of  Cambiidge,  and  my  kind  Lord  of 
And  you,  my  gentle  knight,  give  me  your  thoughts.* 
Think  you  not,  that  the  powers  we  bear  with  us 
Will  cut  their  passage  through  the  force  of  Fraucej 
Doing  the  execution,  and  the  act. 
For  which  we  have  in  head  assembled  thom  ? 

Ocroop,  No  doubt,  my  \itg^^  if  each  man  do  his 
best.  [persuaded, 

K.  Ken.  1  doubt  not  that:  since  we  are  well 
We  carry  not  a  heart  with  us  from  hence 
That  grows  not  in  a  fair  concent  \Vltb  ours ; 
Nor  leave  not  one  behind,  that  deth  not  wish 
Success  and  conquest  to  attend  on  us. 

Cam,  Never  was  monai'ch  better  fear 'd  and  lov'd 
Than  is  your  majesty;  there's  not,  I  think,  a 

subject 
That  sits  in  heart-grief  and  uneasiness 
Under  the  sweet  shade  of  your  government. 

Orey.  True :  e'en  those  tliat  were  your  fiUher^s 
enemies 
Have  steep'd  their  galls  in  honey ;  and  do  serve  yoa 
With  hearts  create  of  duty  and  of  zeaL 

K,  lien.    We  therefore  have  great  cause  of 
thankfulness ; 
And  shall  forget  the  office  of  our  hand 
Sooner  than  quittance  of  desert  and  merit, 
According  to  the  weight  and  worthiness.        [toil, 

Scroop.    So  service  shall   with  steeled  sinews 
And  labour  shall  refresh  itself  with  hope, 
To  do  your  giace  incessant  services. 

K.  Hen,  We  judge  no  less. — Uncle  of  Exeter 
Enlarge  the  man  committed  yesterday, 
That  ndl'd  against  our  person :  we  consider 
It  was  excess  of  wine  that  set  him  on ; 
And,  on  his  more  advice,  we  pardon  him. 

Scroop.  That's  mercy,  but  too  much  security 
Let  him  be  punish 'd,  sovereign  ;  le-st  example 
Breed,  by  his  suffei  ance,  more  of  such  a  kind. 

K.  Hen,  0,  let  us  yet  be  merciful. 

Cam.  So  may  your  highness,  and  yet  punish  too, 

Orey,  Sir,  you  show  great  mercy  it  you  give 
him  life. 
After  the  taste  of  much  correction.  [me 

K.  Hen,  Alas,  your  too  much  lov'e  and  eare  of 
Are  heavy  orisons  'gainst  this  poor  wretch. 
If  little  faults  proceeding  on  distemper,  [eye 

Shall  not  be  wmk'd  at,  how  shall  we  stretch  our 
When   capital    crimes,  chew'd,    swallow'd,  and 


Appear  before  us? — We'll  yet  enlarge  that  man. 
Though  Cambridge,  Scroop,  and  Grey,  in  their 

dear  care 
And  tender  preservation  of  our  person. 
Would  have  him  punish'd.     And  uow  to  ov 

French  causes ; 
Who  are  the  late  commissioners? 

Cam,  1  one,  my  lord ; 
Your  highness  bade  me  ask  for  it  to-dar 

Scroop,  So  did  you  me,  my  liege. 

Orey,  And  I,  my  royal  sovereign. 

K,  Hen,    Then,   Kichard,  earl  of  Cambridge 
there  is  yours;  [knigh^ 

There  yours.  Lord  Scroop  of  Masham ;  and,  sir 
Grey  of  Northumberland,  this  same  u  yours : 
Kead  them ;  and  know,  1  know  your  worthiueia. 
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W«  will  aboard  tonight — Why,  how  now,  gentle- 
men? 
What  see  you  in  those  papers,  that  yon  lose 
Bo  much  complexion? — look  ye,  how  they  change ! 
Their  cheeks  are  paper. — Why,  what  read  yoQ 

there, 
Tliat  hath  so  cowarded  and  ohas'd  your  blood 
Out  of  appearance  ? 

Cam,  I  do  confess  my  &a]t; 

And  Jo  submit  me  to  your  highness*  mercy. 
Grtu,  Scroop.  To  which  we  all  appeaL 
K,  Hen.  The  mercy  that  was  quick  in  us  but  lato, 
By  your  own  counsel  b  suppressed  and  kiird : 
You  must  not  dare,  for  shame,  to  talk  of  mercy ; 
For  your  own  reasons  turn  into  your  bosoms, 
As  d<^  upon  their  masters,  worrying  you. 
Bee  yoo,  my  princes,  and  my  noble  peers, 
These  English  monsters!  My  lord  of  Cambridge 

here,— 
You  know  how  apt  our  lore  was,  to  aocord 
To  ftimish  him  with  all  appertinents 
Belonging  to  his  honour;  and  this  man 
Hath,  for  a  few  light  crowns,  lightly  oonspir'd, 
And  sworn  unto  the  practices  of  France. 
To  kill  us  here  at  Hampton :  to  the  which, 
This  knight,  no  less  for  bounty  bound  to  us 
Than  Cambridge  is,  hath  likewise  sworn.  But  O I 
What  shall  I  say  to  thee.  Lord  Scroop ;  thou  cruel, 
Ingrateful,  savage,  and  inhuman  creature! 
Thou,  that  didst  bear  the  key  of  all  my  counsels. 
That  knew*8t  the  very  bottom  of  my  soul. 
That  almost  mightst  have  coined  me  into  gold, 
Wouldst  thou  have  practised  on  me  for  thy  use; 
May  it  be  possible,  that  foreign  hire 
Could  out  of  thee  extract  one  spark  of  evil. 
That  might  annoy  my  finger?  tis  so  strange. 
That,  though  the  truth  of  it  stands  off  as  gross 
As  black  m>m  white,  my  eye  will  scarcely  see  it. 
Treason  and  murther,  ever  kept  together. 
As  two  yoke-devils  sworn  to  either  s  purpose, 
Working  so  ^rossl^r  in  a  natural  cause. 
That  admiration  did  not  whoop  at  them : 
But  thou,  'gainst  all  proportion,  didst  bring  in 
Wonder,  to  wait  on  treason,  and  on  murther: 
And  whatsoever  cunning  fiend  it  wsa 
That  wrought  upon  thee  so  preposterously. 
Hath  got  the  voice  in  hell  for  excellence : 
And  other  devils,  that  sufirgest  bj  treasona. 
Do  botch  and  bungle  up  dunnation 
With  patches,  colours,  and  with  forms  being  fetched 
From  glistering  semblances  of  piety ; 
But  he  that  tempered  thee  bade  thee  stand  up, 
Ghive  thee  no  instance  why  thou  sbouldst  do  treason. 
Unless  to  dub  thee  with  the  name  of  traitor. 
If  that  same  demon,  that  hath  guU'd  thee  thus. 
Should  with  his  lion  gait  walk  the  whole  world. 
He  mifrht  return  to  vasty  Tartar  back. 
And  tell  the  legions,  I  can  never  win 
A  soul  so  easy  as  that  Englishman's. 
O.  how  hast  tnou  with  jeaJousy  infected 
The  sweetness  of  affiance !    Show  men  dutiful  ? 
Why,  80  didst  thou :  Seem  they  grave  and  learned  ? 
Why,  so  didst  thou :  Come  they  of  noble  family  ? 
Why,  so  didst  thou :  Seem  they  religious  ? 
Why,  so  didst  thou :  Or  are  they  spare  in  diet ; 
Free  from  gross  passion,  or  of  mirth  or  anger ; 
Constant  in  roirit,  not  swerving  with  the  blood ; 
Gamish'd  and  deck'd  in  modest  complement ; 
Not  working  with  the  eye,  without  the  ear. 
And,  but  in  purged  iudgment,  trusting  neither^ 
Such,  and  so  finely  boltod,  didst  thou  seem : 
And  thus  thy  fall  hath  left  a  kind  of  blot, 
To  mark  tho  full-firaught  man  and  best  indued, 


With  some  suspicion.    I  will  weep  fbr  thee 
For  this  revolt  of  thine,  methinks,  is  like 
Another  fall  of  man.— Their  faults  are  open. 
Arrest  them  to  the  answer  of  the  law; 
And  God  acquit  them  of  their  practices  I 

Exe.  I  arrest  thee  of  hi^h  treason,  by  the  name 
of  lUchard  earl  of  Cambridge. 

I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  by  the  name  of 
Henry  lord  Scroop  of  Mashara. 

I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  by  the  name  of 
Thomas  Orey,  knight  of  NorthumberUind. 

Scroop.  Our  purposes  God  justly  bath  discover 'd ; 
And  I  repent  my  fault  more  than  my  death ; 
Which  I  beseech  your  highness  to  foigive. 
Although  my  body  pay  the  price  of  it. 

Cam,  For  me,— the  gola  of  France  did  not 
seduce*. 
Although  1  did  admit  it  as  a  motive. 
The  sooner  to  effect  what  I  intended : 
But  God  be  thanked  for  prevention ; 
Which  I  in  sufferance  heartily  will  rejoioey 
Beseeching  God,  and  you,  to  pardon  me. 

Grey.  Never  did  faithful  subject  more  rejoice 
At  the  discovery  of  most  dangerous  treason, 
Than  I  do  at  this  hour  joy  o'er  mj^self. 
Prevented  from  a  damned  enterprise : 
My  fault,  but  not  my  body,  pardon,  sovereign. 

K.  Hen,  God  quit  you  in  his  mercy  1     Hear 
your  sentence. 
You  have  conspir'd  against  our  royal  person, 
Join'd  with  an  enemy  proclaim  a,  and  from  his 

coffers 
Keceiv'd  the  golden  earnest  of  our  death ; 
Wherein  you   would  haye  sold  your  king  to 

slaughter. 
His  princes  and  his  peers  to  servitude. 
His  subjects  to  oppression  and  contempt 
And  his  whole  kingdom  into  desolation. 
Touching  our  person,  seek  we  no  revenge ; 
But  we  our  kingdom's  safety  must  so  tender, 
Whose  ruin  you  have  sought,  that  to  her  laws 
We  do  deliver  you.    Get  you  therefore  hence* 
Poor  miserable  wretches,  to  j^our  death : 
The  taste  whereof,  God,  of  his  mercy,  give  you 
Patience  to  endure,  and  true  repentance 
Of  all  your  dear  offences !— Bear  them  henoe. 

[Exeunt  Conspirators,  auardeeL 
Now,  lords,  for  France ;  the  enterprise  whereof 
Shall  be  to  you,  as  us,  like  glorious 
We  doubt  not  of  a  faur  and  lucky  war ; 
Since  God  so  graciously  hath  brought  to  light 
This  dangerous  treason,  lurking  in  our  way. 
To  hinder  our  beginnings; — we  doubt  not  now. 
But  every  rub  is  smoothed  on  our  way. 
Then,  forth,  dear  countrymen:  let  us  deliver 
Our  puissance  into  the  hand  of  God, 
Puttmg  it  straight  in  expedition. 
Cheerly  to  sea;  the  signs  of  war  advance: 
No  king  of  England,  u  not  king  of  France. 

[SxeunL 

BCENE  in.— London.   Mrs.  Quiokly's  Emm  m 
Eastcheap. 

EnUr  Pistol,  Mrs.  Quickly,  Ntm,  Ba&dolph, 
€md  Boy, 

QtticL  Prithee,  honey-sweet  husband,  let  me 
brin^  thee  to  Staines. 

J^ut.  No ;  for  my  manly  heart  doth  yearn. 
Bardolph,  be  blithe; — Kym,  rouse  thy  vaunting 

veins; 
Boy,  bristle  thy  courage  up ;  for  FaktsffMjs  dfia4 
And  we  must  yearn  therefor«d  by  VjOOV  LL 
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BarcL  Would  I  were  with  him,  wheresone'er  he 
is,  either  bi  heaven  or  in  tiell  I 

QidcL  Nay,  sure,  he*s  not  in  hell;  he's  in 
Arthur's  bosom,  if  ever  man  went  to  Arthur^s 
bosom.  'A  made  a  finer  end,  and  went  away,  an 
It  had  been  any  christom  child ;  !a  parted  even  JMst 
between  twelve  and  one,  e'en  at  the  turning  o'  the 
tide;  tor  after  1  saw  him  fumble  with  the  sheets, 
and  play  with  flowers,  and  smile  upon  his  fingers' 
ends,  1  knew  there  was  but  one  way ;  for  his  nose 
was  as  sharp  as  a  pen,  and  'a  babbled  of  green  fields. 
J  low  now,  Sir  John,  quoth  1 :  what,  man!  be  of 
good  cheer.  So  'a  cned  out — God,  Uod,  God  I 
three  or  four  times :  now  I,  to  comfort  him,  bid 
him  \  should  not  think  of  God ;  I  hoped  there  was 
no  need  to  trouble  himself  with  any  such  thoughts 
yet :  So,  'a  bade  me  lav  more  clothes  on  his  ^et : 
1  put  my  hand  into  the  bed,  and  felt  them,  and  they 
were  as  cold  as  any  stone;  then  I  felt  to  his  knees, 
and  so  upward,  and  all  was  as  cold  as  any  stone. 

Nynu  Tiiey  say,  he  cried  out  of  sack. 

Chikk,  Ay,  that  'a  did. 

Bard,  And  of  women. 

Quick.  Nay,  that  'a  did  not 

Boy.  Yes,  th&t  *a  did ;  and  said  they  were  devils 
incarnate. 

Quick,  *A  could  never  abide  carnation ;  twas  a 
colour  he  never  liked. 

Boy.  'A  said  once  the  devil  would  have  him  about 
women. 

Quick.  'A  did  in  some  sort,  indeed,  handle  women : 
bat  then  he  was  rheumatic;  andtalkedof  the  whore 
of  Babylon. 

Boy.  Do  you  not  remember,  'a  saw  a  flea  stick 
upon  Bardolph's  nose;  and  'a  said  it  was  a  black 
soul  burning  in  hell  ? 

Bard.  Well,  the  fuel  Ls  gone  that  maintained  that 
fire :  that's  all  the  riches  1  got  in  his  service. 

Ny^n.  Shall  we  shog?  the  king  will  be  gone 
firom  Southampton. 

PiiL  Come,  let's  away  .—My  love,  give  me  thy 
lips. 
Look  to  my  cliattcls,  and  my  moveables : 
Let  senses  rule ;  the  word  is,  ^*  Pitch  and  pay ;" 
Trust  none : 

For  oaths  are  straws,  men's  fkiths  are  wafer-cakes, 
And  hold-fast  is  the  only  dog,  my  duck ; 
Therefore,  caoeto  be  thy  counsellor. 
Gk),  clear  thy  crystals. — Yoke-fellows  in  arms. 
Let  us  to  Prance !  like  horse-leeches,  my  boys; 
To  suck,  to  suck,  the  very  blood  to  suck  1 

Boy.  And  that  is  bat  unwholesome  food,  they 
say. 

Pitt.  Touch  her  soft  month,  and  march. 

Bard.  Farewell,  hostess.  [Kissing  her. 

Nym.  I  cannot  kiss,  that  is  the  humour  of  it; 
but,  adieu. 

Pist.  Let  housewifery  appear;  keep  close,  I 
thee  command. 

QmcL  Farewell ;  adieu.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV.— France.     A  Boom  m  the  French 
King's  Palace 

Enter  the  French  King,  attended;  the  Dauphin,  the 
Duke  of  BuBQUNDY,  the  Constable,  and  others. 

Pr.  King.  Thus  come  the  English  with  full 
power  upon  us ; 
And  more  than  carefully  it  as  oonoems. 
To  answer  r^^yally  in  our  defences. 
Therefore  the  Dukes  of  Berry  and  of  Bretagne, 
Of  Brabant  and  of  Orleans,  shall  make  forth, 
And  jou,  prince  dauphin,— with  all  swift  doepatcb, 
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To  line  and  new  repair  onr  towns  of  war, 

With  men  of  courage,  and  with  means  defendant 

For  England  his  approaches  makes  as  fieroa 

As  waters  to  the  sucking  of  a  gult 

it  fits  us  then  to  be  as  provident 

As  fear  may  teach  us,  out  of  late  examples 

Left  by  the  fatal  and  neglected  English 

Upon  our  fields. 

Dau.  My  most  redoubted  father, 

It  is  most  meet  we  arm  us  'gainst  the  foe : 
For  peace  itself  should  not  so  dull  a  kingdom, 
(Though  war   nor  no  known  quarrel    were  in 

Question), 
But  that  defences,  masters,  preparations. 
Should  be  maintain 'd,  assembled,  and  collected 
As  were  a  war  in  expectation. 
Therefore,  I  say,  'tis  meet  we  all  go  forth, 
To  view  the  sick  and  feekle  parts  of  France ; 
And  let  ns  do  it  with  no  show  of  fear ; 
No,  with  no  more,  than  if  we  heard  Uiat  England 
Were  busied  with  a  Whitsan  morris-dance: 
For,  my  good  liege,  she  is  so  idly  king'd, 
Her  sceptre  so  fantastically  borne 
By  a  vam,  giddy,  shallow,  hamouroos  youth. 
That  fear  attends  her  not. 

Con.  O  peace,  prince  dauphin  I 

You  are  too  much  mistaken  in  this  king : 
Question,  your  grace,  the  late  ambassadors, — 
With  what  great  state  he  heard  their  embassy, 
How  well  supplied  with  noble  counsellors, 
How  modest  in  exception,  and  withal 
How  terrible  in  constant  resolution,— 
And  you  shall  find,  his  vanities  fore-spent 
Were  but  the  outside  of  the  Roman  Brutus, 
Covering  discretion  with  a  coat  of  folly ; 
As  gardeners  do  with  ordure  hide  those  roots 
That  shall  first  spring  and  be  most  delicate. 

Dau.  Well,  'tis  not  so,  my  lord  high  constablei, 
But  though  we  think  it  so,  it  is  no  matter 
In  cases  of  defence,  *tis  best  to  weigh 
The  enemy  more  mighty  than  he  seems: 
So  the  proportions  of  defence  are  fill'd ; 
Which,  of  a  weak  and  niggardly  projection, 
Doth  like  a  miser  spoil  his  coat  with  scanting 
A  little  cloth. 

^.  King,  Think  we  King  Harry  strong ; 
And,  princes,  look  you  strongly  arm  to  meet  him. 
The  kindred  of  him  hath  been  flesh 'd  upon  os; 
And  he  is  bred  out  of  that  bloody  strain, 
That  haunted  us  in  our  familiar  paths: 
Witness  our  too  mach  memorable  shame, 
When  Cressy  battle  fatally  was  struck, 
And  all  our  prince  captiv'd  by  the  hand 
Of  that  black  name,  Edward  black  piince  of  Wales; 
Whiles   that   his  mountain  sire,— on  moan  tain 

standing, 
Up  in  the  air^  crown *d  with  the  golden  son, — 
Saw  his  heroical  seed,  and  smil'd  to  see  him 
Mangle  tlie  work  of  nature,  and  deface 
The  patterns  that  by  God  and  by  French  fiithers 
Had  twenty  years  been  made.    This  is  a  stem 
Of  that  victorious  stock ;  and  let  us  fear 
The  native  mightiness  and  fate  of  him. 

i^nter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Ambassadors  from  Harr^r  Kingof  England 
Do  crave  admittance  to  your  majesty. 
Fr.  King.    Well  give  them  present  andience. 
Go,  and  bring  them. 

[Exeunt  Mess,  and  certain  Loras. 
Tou  see  this  chose  b  hotly  follow 'd,  friends. 
Bau.  Tarn  head,  and  stop  porsuit:  £ar  oowartf 
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Jdoat  ipend  their  moaths,  whea  what  they  seem  to 

threaten 
Runs  tar  before  tbem.    Good  mj  sovereign, 
Take  op  the  English  short ;  and  let  them  know 
Of  what  a  monarchy  jou  are  the  head : 
Self-love,  my  liege,  is  not  so  vile  a  sin 
As  self-neglecting, 

Be^rUer  Lords,  with  Exbteb  and  TVam, 

Fr,  King.  From  our  brother  of  England? 

JSaoe.    From  him;    and  thus  he  greets  your 
migesty. 
He  wills  you,  in  the  name  of  God  Almighty, 
That  you  divest  yourself  and  la^  apart 
The  borrow'd  glories,  that  b^  gift  of  Heaven, 
By  law  of  nature,  and  of  nations,  long 
To  him  and  to  his  heirs ;  namely,  the  crown. 
And  all  wide-stretched  honours  that  pertain. 
By  custom  and  the  ordinance  of  times, 
Unto  the  crown  of  France.    That  you  may  know 
Tis  no  minister  nor  no  awkward  claim, 
Pick*d  from  the  worm-holes  of  lo.ig  vaniiih'd  days, 
Nor  from  the  dust  of  old  oblivion  rak'd, 
He  sends  you  this  most  memorable  line, 

[  Gives  hm  a  paper. 
In  every  branch  truly  demonstrative ; 
Willing  you  overlook  this  pedigree : 
And,  when  yon  find  him  evenly  derived 
From  his  most  fam*d  of  famous  ancestors, 
Edward  the  Third,  he  bids  you  then  resign 
Your  crown  and  kingdom,  indirectly  held 
From  him  the  native  and  true  challenger, 

Fr,  King,  Or  else  what  follows  ?  ^cro^vn 

Exe.   Bloody  constraint ;   for  if  you  hide  the 
Even  in  your  hearts,  there  will  he  rake  for  it: 
Therefore  in  fierce  tempest  is  he  coming, 
In  thunder,  and  in  earthquake,  like  a  Jove, 
That,  if  requiring  fail,  he  will  compel ; 
And  bids  yon,  in  the  bowels  of  tlie  Lord, 
Deliver  up  the  crown;  and  to  take  mercy 
On  the  poor  sonls  for  whom  this  hungry  war 
Opens  its  vasty  jaws :  and  on  your  head 
Turning  the  widows'  tears,  the  orphans'  cries, 
The  dead  man's  blood,  the  pining  maidens'  groans, 


For  husbands,  fathers,  and  betrothed  lovers, 
That  shall  be  swallow 'd  in  this  controversy. 
This  is  his  claim,  his  threatening,  and  my  message. 
Unless  the  daupliin  be  in  presence  here, 
To  whom  expressly  1  bring  greeting  to. 

Fr.  King.  For  us,  we  will  consider  of  this  fhrther; 
To-morrow  shall  you  bear  our  full  intent 
Back  to  our  brother  of  England. 

Dau.  For  the  danphm, 

I  stand  here  for  him :  What  to  him  from  Englantf  f 

ExA,  Scorn  and  defiance;  slight  regard,  con- 
tempt, 
And  anything  that  may  not  misbecome 
The  mighty  sender,  doth  he  prize  you  at. 
Thus  saj^  my  king :  and,  if  your  father's  highnees 
Do  not,  in  grant  of  all  demands  at  large. 
Sweeten  the  bitter  mock  you  sent  his  nuyesty, 
Hell  call  you  to  so  hot  an  answer  of  it, 
That  caves  and  womby  vaultages  of  France 
Shall  chide  your  trespass,  and  return  your  mock 
In  second  accent  of  his  ordnance. 

Dau.  Say,  if  my  father  render  fair  return, 
It  is  against  my  will :  for  I  desire 
Nothing  but  odds  with  England ;  to  that  end. 
As  matching  to  his  youth  and  vani^, 
I  did  present  him  with  the  Paris  balls. 

Exe.  He'll  make  your  Paris  Louvre  shake  for  it. 
Were  it  the  mistress  court  of  mighty  Europe : 
And,  be  assur'd^  you'll  find  a  difference 
{As  we,  his  subjects,  have  in  wonder  found) 
Between  the  promise  of  his  greener  days. 
And  these  he  masters  now;  now  he  weighs  time, 
Even  to  the  utmost  ^rain ;  that  you  shallread 
In  your  own  losses,  if  he  stay  in  France. 

Fr,  King,  To-morrow  shall  you  know  our  mind 
at  full.  [king 

Exe,  Despatch  ns  with  all  speed,  lest  that  oar 
Come  here  hims^^lf  to  question  our  delay ; 
For  he  is  footed  in  this  land  already. 

Fr,  King,  You  shall  be  soon  despatched,  with 
fair  conditions : 
A  night  b  but  small  breath,  and  little  panse. 
To  answer  matters  of  this  consequence. 

\EuunL 


CHORUS. 


Thos  wkb  imagin*d  wing  oar  swift  scene  flies. 
In  motion  of  no  less  celerity 
Than  that  of  thought    Suppose  that  yon  have  seen 
The  well-appoint«l  king  at  Hampton  pier 
Embark  his  royalty ;  and  his  brave  fleet 
With  silken  streamers  the  young  Phoebus  ftmning. 
Play  with  your  fancies;  and  in  them  behold. 
Upon  the  hempen  tackle  ship-boys  climbing* 
Hear  the  shrill  whittle  which  doth  order  give 
To  sounds  confus'd :  behold  the  threaden  sails. 
Borne  with  the  invisible  and  creeping  wind. 
Draw  the  huge  bottoms  through  the  furrow'd  sea. 
Breasting  the  lofty  sor^e:  O,  do  bat  think 
You  stand  upon  tne  rivage.  and  behold 
A  city  on  the  inconstant  billows  dandng ; 
For  so  appears  this  fleet  maiestical. 
Holding  due  course  to  Hardeur.     Follow,  follow  I 
Qrapule  your  minds  to  sternage  of  this  navy ; 
And  leave  your  England,  as  dead  midni<^ht  still. 
Guarded  with  grandsires,  babies,  and  old  women. 


Either  past  or  not  arrived  to  pitb  and  poissanoe : 
For  who  is  he,  whose  chin  is  but  enrioh'd 
With  one  appearing  hair,  that  will  not  follow 
These  cuUo  and  choice-drawn  cavaliers  to  France? 
Work,  work  your  thoughts,  and  therein  see  a  siege : 
B  hold  the  ordnance  on  their  carriages, 
With  fatal  mouths  gapmg  on  girded  Harflear. 
Suppose,  the  ambassador  ttom  the  French  comes 

back; 
Tells  Harry,  that  the  king  doth  ofier  him 
Katharine  his  daughter ;  and  with  her,  to  dowry, 
Some  petty  and  unprofitable  dukedoms. 
The  otter  likes  not :  and  the  nimble  gunner 
With  linstock  now  the  devilish  cannon  touches, 

[Alarum ;  and  chamben  (mndU  oatmonj  go  oj. 

And  down  goes  all  before  them.    Still  be  kind. 
And  eke  out  oar  pcrformauoe  with  your  mind. 
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8CEKE  L—The 


B^e  Harfleor. 


Alarwns.  Enter  King  Henrt,  Ezeteb,  Bedford, 
UL08TEU,  and  Soldiers,  wUh  scaling  ladder$, 

K,  Men,  Onoe  more  onto  the  breach,  dear  friends, 
once  more ; 
Or  close  the  wall  up  with  our  English  dead  I 
In  peace,  there's  nothing  so  becomes  a  man 
As  modest  stillness  and  humility : 
But  when  the  blast  of  war  blows  in  oar  ears, 
Then  imitate  the  action  of  the  tiger ; 
Stiffen  the  sinews,  summon  up  the  blood, 
Disguise  fair  nature  with  hard-&voar'd  rage: 
Then  lend  the  eye  a  terrible  aspect ; 
Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  bead. 
Like  the  brass  cannon ;  let  the  brow  overwhelm  it, 
As  fearfully  as  doth  a  galled  rock 
O'erhang  and  jutt)r  his  confounded  base, 
SwUrd  with  the  wild  and  wasteful  ooeaa 
Now  set  the  teeth,  and  stretch  the  nostril  wide ; 
Hold  hard  the  breath,  and  bend  up  every  spirit 
To  his  full  height  I — On,  on,  you  nobless  English, 
Whose  blood  is  fet  &om  fathers  of  war-proof  1 
Fathers  that,  like  so  many  Alexanders, 
Have  in  these  parts  from  mom  till  even  fought. 
And  sheath  *d  tneir  swords  for  lack  of  argument. 
Dishonour  not  your  mothers;  now  attest 
That  those  whom  you  call'd  fathers  did  beget  you ! 
Be  copy  now  to  men  of  grosser  blood,    [yeomen. 
And  teach  them  how  to  war  1— And  you,  good 
Whose  limbs  were  made  in  England,  show  us  here 
The  mettle  of  your  pasture;  let  us  swear     [not ; 
That  you  are  worth  your  breeding :  which  I  aoubt 
For  there  is  none  of  you  so  mean  and  base 
That  hath  not  noble  lustre  in  your  eyes. 
I  see  you  stand  like  greyhounds  in  the  slips. 
Straining  upon  the  start.    The  game's  afoot; 
Follow  your  spirit :  and,  upon  this  charge. 
Cry— -Qod  for  Harry  1  England!  and  Saint Georgel 
[ExeunL    AUarum,  and  chamben  go  of, 

SCENE  Ih—The  tasm. 

Forem  pam  aver:   then  enter  Nym,  Babdoi^ h, 
Pistol,  and  Boy. 

BanL  On,  on,  on,  on,  on  I  to  the  breach,  to  the 

breach  I 
Nym.  *Pray  thee,  corporal,  stay;  the  knocks  are 
too  hot ;  axkOj  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  not  a  case 
of  lives :  the  humour  of  it  is  too  hot,  that  is  the 
Tery  plain-song  of  it. 

JPist,  The  plain-song  is  most  just;  for  humours 
do  abound ;  Knocks  go  and  come ;  God's  vassals 
irop  and  die ; 

And  sword  and  shield. 
In  bloody  field. 
Doth  win  immortal  fSune. 
Bojf,  *Wou]d  I  were  in  an  alehouse  in  London  I 
I  would  give  all  my  fkme  for  a  pot  of  ale  and  safety* 
PisL  Audi: 

If  wishes  would  prevail  with  me. 
My  purpose  shoiud  not  fail  with  me. 
But  thither  would  I  hie. 
Boy,  As  duly,  but  not  as  truly, 
Aj  burd  doth  sing  on  bough. 

Enter  Flubllbn. 

Fht.  Up  to  the  preach,  you  dogs !  avaunt,  you 
„.ii:__-  [Driving  them/orward 


Pist,  Be  mercffhl,  great  duke,  to  men  of  mould! 
Abate  thy  rage,  abate  thy  manly  rage  1 
Abate  thy  rage,  great  duke  1  [chuck  I 

Good  bawcock,  bate  tliy  rage  I  use  lenity,  sweet 

Nym,  These  be  good  humours  I —your  honour 
wins  bad  humours. 

[Exeunt  Ntm,  Fist.,  otu/ BA]u>.,/)2ZofoeJ 
by¥iAS, 

Boy,  As  young  as  I  am,  I  have  observed  these 
three  swashers.  I  am  boy  to  them  all  three :  but 
all  they  three,  though  they  would  serve  me,  could 
not  be  man  to  me ;  for,  indeed,  three  such  antics 
do  not  amount  to  a  num,  For  Bardolph, — he  is 
white-livered,  and  rod-faced ;  by  the  means  whereof 
a*  faces  it  out,  but  fights  not.  For  Pistol,— he 
hath  a  killmg  tongue  and  a  quiet  sword ;  by  the 
means  whereof  a'  breaks  words,  and  keeps  whole 
weapons.  For  Nym.— he  hath  heard  that  men  of 
few  words  are  the  oest  men ;  and  therefore  he 
scorns  to  say  his  prayers,  lest  a'  should  be  thought 
a  coward :  but  his  tew  bad  words  are  matdi'd 
with  as  few  good  deeds ;  for  a'  never  broke  any 
man's  head  but  his  own,  and  that  was  against  a 
post,  when  he  was  drunk.  They  will  steal  any 
thing,  and  call  it— purchas&  Bardoluh  stole  a 
lute-case,  bore  it  twelve  leagues,  ana  sold  it  for 
three  halfpence.  Nym  and  Bardolph  are  sworn 
brothers  in  filching ;  and  in  Calais  tliey  stole  a 
fire-shovel:  I  knew,  by  that  piece  of  service,  the 
men  would  carry  coals.  They  would  have  me  as 
familiar  with  men's  pockets,  as  their  gloves  or 
their  handkerchers :  which  makes  much  against 
my  manhood,  if  I  should  take  from  another's 
pocket,  to  put  into  mine ;  for  it  is  plain  pocketing 
up  of  wrongs.  I  must  leave  them,  and  seek  some 
better  service:  their  villainy  goes  against  my 
weak  stomach,  and  therefore  I  must  cast  it  up. 

[ExUBoy 

Reenter  Flusllen,  Q(Omai  following, 

Oouj,  Captain  Fluellen,  you  must  come  presently 
to  the  mines;  the  Duke  of  Gloster  would  spoik 
with  you. 

Flu,  To  the  mines !  tell  you  the  duke  it  is  not 
so  good  to  come  to  the  mines  :  For,  look  you,  the 
mines  is  not  according  to  the  disciplines  of  the 
war ;  the  concavities  of  it  is  not  sufficient ;  for, 
look  you,  th'  athversary  (you  may  discuss  unto 
the  duke,  look  you)  is  digged  himself  four  ^rds 
under  the  countermines;  by  Cheshu,  I  thmka' 
will  plow  up  all,  if  there  is  not  better  directions. 

Qow,  The  Duke  of  Gloster,  to  whom  the  order 
of  the  siege  is  given,  is  altogether  directed  by  an 
Irishman ;  a  very  valiant  gentleman,  i'  faith. 

Flu.  It  is  Captain  Macmorris,  is  it  not? 

Qow,  I  think  it  be. 

Flu,  By  Chesu,  he  is  an  ass  as  in  the  'orld:  I 
will  verity  as  much  in  his  peard ;  he  has  no  more 
directions  m  the  true  disciplines  of  the  wars,  look 
you,  of  the  Roman  disciplines,  than  is  a  puppy- 
dog. 

Enter  Macmorris  and  Jaicy,  at  a  diatanee, 

Qow.  Here  a'  comes;  and  the  Soots  captain, 
Captain  J  amy,  with  him. 

Flu.  Captain  J  amy  is  a  marvellous  falorous 

gentleman,  that  is  certain ;  and  of  great  exf>edition 

and  knowledge   in  the  ancient  wars,  upon  my 

particular  knowledge  of  his  directiDni^b^  "' 
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he  will  maintain  bis  argoment  as  well  as  any 
oiilitaiy  man  in  the  *orId  in  the  disciplines  of  the 
printine  wnrs  of  the  Romans. 

t/on^.  1  say,  gud-day.  Captain  Fluellen. 

Flu,  Qod-den  to  your  worship,  goot  Captain 
Jamj. 

Goio,  How  now,  Captain  Macmonis?  hare  70a 
qait  the  mines  ?  have  the  pioneers  given  o*er  ? 

Mac  By  Chrish  la,  tish  ill  done :  the  work  ish 

S've  over,  the  trumpet  sound  the  retreat.  By  my 
ind  1  swear,  and  my  father's  sonl,  the  work  ish 
ill  done ;  it  ish  give  over ;  I  would  have  blowed 
np  the  town,  so  Chrish  save  me,  la,  in  an  iiour.  O. 
tish  ill  done,  tish  ill  done;  by  my  hand,  tish  ill 
done ! 

Fltu  Captain  Macmorris,  I  peseech  yon  now, 
will  yon  vouteafe  me,  look  yon,  a  few  disputations 
with  you,  as  partly  touching  or  concerning  the  dis- 
di'lines  of  the  war,  the  Roman  wars,  in  the  way 
of  argument,  look  you,  and  friendly  communica- 
tion; |)artly  to  satisfy  my  opinion,  and  partly  for 
the  satisfaction,  look  you,  or  my  mind,  as  touching 
the  direction  of  the  military  discipline?  that  b  the 
point. 

Jamy,  It  sail  be  vary  gnd,  gnd  feith.  gnd  cap- 
tains bath ;  and  I  sail  quit  yon  with  g^d  leve,  as  I 
may  pick  occasion,  that  sail  1,  marry. 

Mac,  It  is  no  time  to  discourse,  so  Chrish  saye 
me;  the  day  is  hot,  and  the  weather, and  the  wars, 
and  the  king,  and  the  dukes :  it  is  no  time  to  dis- 
oonrse.  The  town  is  beseeched,  and  the  trumpet 
tails  us  to  the  breach ;  and  we  talk,  and,  by  Chrish, 
Jo  nothing :  tls  shame  for  us  all :  so  God  sa'  me, 
^  shame  to  stand  still ;  it  is  shame,  by  my  hand : 
and  there  is  throats  to  be  cut,  and  works  to  be 
ione ;  and  there  ish  nothing  done,  so  Chrish  sa* 
me,  liiL 

^Jamif,  By  the  mess,  ere  these  eyes  of  mine  take 
them«elyes  to  slumber,  aile  do  gnde  servioe,  or 
aile  ligge  i'  the  grund  for  it ;  ajr.  or  go  to  death ; 
and  aile  pay  it  as  valorously  as  I  may,  that  sal  I 
sorely  do,  that  is  the  breff  and  the  Ions:  Marry,  I 
wad  fall  fiun  heard  some  question  ween  you 
twajr. 

Flu,  Captain  Macmorris,  I  think,  look  yon, 
onder  your  correction,  there  is  not  many  of  your 
nation 

Mac*  Of  my  nation?  What  ish  my  nation? 
What  ish  my  nation  ?  Who  talks  of  my  nation, 
bh  a  villain,  and  a  bastard,  and  a  knave,  and  a 
rascal. 

FUu  Look  yon,  if  ^ou  take  the  matter  otherwise 
than  b  meant,  Captam  Macmorris,  perad  venture  I 
shall  think  yon  do  not  use  me  with  thataffiibility  as 
in  discretion  you  ought  to  use  me,  look  yon ;  being 
IS  goot  a  man  as  yourself,  both  in  the  disciplines 
of  wars,  and  in  the  derivation  of  my  birth,  and  in 
other  particularities. 

Mac.  I  do  not  know  yoo  so  good  a  man  as 
myself:  so  Chrish  save  me,  I  will  catoff  yonr 
head. 

Qcw,  Gentlemen,  both,  yon  will  mbtake  each 
)ther. 

Jamiff,  An  I  that^  a  fool  &u]t. 

[A  padey  $(mML 

Otm,  The  town  sonnds  a  pfu-Iey. 

/Km.  Captain  Macmorris,  when  there  b  more 
better  opnortonity  to  be  reanired,  look  yon,  I  will 
be  so  boiQ  as  to  tell  yon,  I  know  the  dimsiplines  of 
war;  cod  there  is  «o  end. 

[Sactmi. 


8CENB  IIL— 7^  tame.    S^fifre  (he  gate$  cf 
Harfleur. 

l%e  Goyemor  and  tome  Citizens  on  ihewaUj  the 
English  Forcet  hdow.  Enter  King  Ujbnbt  and 
hit  TKxm. 

K.  Hen.  How  yet  resolyes  the  goyemor  of  the 
town? 
This  b  the  latest  parle  we  will  admit: 
Therefore,  to  onr  best  mercy  give  yourselves; 
Or,  like  to  men  of  proud  destruction, 
Defy  us  to  the  worst :  for,  as  I  am  a  soldier, 

iA  name  that,  in  my  thoughts,  becomes  me  best)« 
f  I  begin  the  battery  once  again, 
I  will  not  leave  the  half-achieved  Harflenr 
Till  in  her  ashes  she  lie  buried. 
The  gates  of  mercy  shall  be  all  shut  np ; 
And  the  flesh'd  soldier,  rough  and  hard  of  heart. 
In  liberty  of  bloody  hand  snail  range 
With  conscience  wide  as  hell ;  mowing  like  grass 
Your  fresh-Snir  virgins  and  your  flou'eringinunts. 
What  b  it  then  to  me,  if  impioas  war. 
Array 'd  in  flames,  like  to  the  prince  of  fiends. 
Do,  with  hb  smirch 'd  complexion,  all  fell  feats 
Enlink'd  to  waste  and  desolation  ? 
Wluit  is't  to  me,  when  you  yourselves  are  cause, 
If  your  pure  maidens  fall  into  the  hand 
Of  hot  and  forcing  violation  ? 
What  rein  can  hold  licentious  wickedness 
When  down  the  hill  he  holds  hb  fierce  career  P 
We  may  as  bootless  spend  our  vain  comuuiMi 
Upon  the  enraged  soldiers  in  their  spoil. 
As  send  precepts  to  the  Leviathan 
To  come  ai»hore.  Therefore,  yon  men  of  Ilarfleor, 
Take  pity  of  your  town,  and  of  your  people. 
Whiles  yet  my  soldiers  are  in  my  command ; 
Whiles  yet  the  cool  and  temperate  winds  of  grace 
Overblows  the  filthy  and  contagious  clouds 
Of  headly  murther,  spoil,  and  villainy. 
If  not,  why,  in  a  moment,  look  to  see 
The  blind  and  bloody  soldier  with  foul  hand 
Defile  the  locks  of  your  shrill-shrieking  daughters; 
Your  fathers  taken  by  the  silver  beards, 
And  their  most  reyerend  heads  dash'd  to  the  walb ; 
Your  naked  iufi&nts  spitted  upon  pikes ; 
Whiles  the  mad  mothers  with  their  howls  oonf\u*d 
Do  break  the  clouds,  as  did  the  Mrives  of  Jewry 
At  HerodlB  bloody-hunting  slaughtermen. 
What  say  ^ob?  will  you  yield,  and  thb  ayoid? 
Or,  guilty  m  defence,  be  thus  destroy'd? 

Gov.  Our  expectation  hath  thb  day  an  end : 
The  dauphin,  whom  of  succours  we  entreated. 
Returns  us — that  his  powers  are  yet  not  ready 
To  raise  so  great  a  siege.     Therefore,  great  king, 
We  yield  our  town  and  lives  to  thy  soft  mercy : 
Enter  our  gates ;  dbpose  of  us  and  ours; 
For  we  no  longer  are  defensible. 

K.  Hen.  Open  your  gates.~Come,  node  Elzeter, 
Go  you  and  enter  Harfleur;  there  remain. 
And  fortify  it  strongly  'gainst  the  French : 
Use  mercy  to  them  ail.    For  ns,  dear  uncle,^ 
The  winter  coming  on,  and  siekness  growing 
Upon  our  soldiers,— we  will  retire  to  Cslais. 
To-night  in  Harfleur  will  we  be  your  guest ; 
To-morrow  for  the  march  are  we  addressed. 

[Flowiiih.     The  Kino,  &o.,  enler  the  town 

SCENE  lY.— Ronen.    A  Boom  in  (As  P^dacc 

Enter  Kathauhb  tmd  Auoa. 

KalOi.  Alice,  tu  at  ett4  m  AnffUterrej  H  tu  parltt 
bienle  language. 
Aike.  UnjKu,  madame,  ^  ^  . 
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Kaih.  Je  t$  pHe^  menaoffnea:  il  fana  qtu  J"ap- 
prame  djparier.    Comment  appeuexvoui  la  nuuiij  en 

Alice,  La  mainf  eUe  est  appeUie^  de  hand. 

JTotA.  De  hand.    EtUsdou/tsf 

Alice.  Lei  doigtst  ma  fotjy  je  ovhlie  lea  doigte; 
maUje  me  aoumaubray,  Lee  doigts  f  je  penae  qu'ila 
aont  appelUa  de  fingres ;  ouy^  de  fin^es. 

KatL  La  mcati^  de  hand ;  lea  doujts^  de  fingres. 
Je  penae  que  je  atda  le  bon  eaa>lier.  J'ay  gtu/n^  deux 
mota  dAnguiia  viatemenL  Comment  appdlez  voua 
leaonpleat 

Altce,  Lea  ongleaf  lea  appeUonay  de  nails.  ^ 

Kath.  De  nails.  Eacoutez;  ditea  may  aijeparle 
bien:  de  hand,  de  fingres,  de  nails. 

AUce,  Ceat  bien  mt,  madame;  U  eat  fort  bon 
AnaUna. 

jkath.  Ditea  may  TAnffloia  pour  lebraa. 

Alice,  De  ann,  madame, 

Kai/L  Etlecoudef 

Alice,  De  elbow. 

Kath,  De  elbow.  Je  m^en  faitx  la  r^pititim.  de 
voua  lea  mota  tpie  vous  m''avez  appria  d^^  d  prrsent. 

Alice,  II  est  trop  difficile^  madame,  commeje  penae. 

Kath.  Excuaez  moy^  Alice;  eacoutez:  De  hand, 
de  fingre,  de  nails,  de  arm,  de  bilbow. 

AUce,  De  elbow,  madame, 

Kath,  0 Seitjneur  Die*i  !  je  mVn  ombUe;  De  elbow, 
Cmivnent  appellez  voua  leoolt 

AUce,  De  nick,  madame, 

Kath,  De  nick :  Et  le  mentont 

Alice,  Dechin. 

KatJL  De  sin.    Le  coZ,  de  nick :  le  menton^  de  sin. 

Alice,  Guy.  Sau/voatre  Jionneur ;  en  rente,  tjoua 
pr-Tnoncez  lea  mota  auaai  droict  que  lea  nati/a  d' Angle- 
terre, 

Kath,  Je  ne  doute  point  d'apprendre  par  la  grdce 
de  Dieu;  et  en  pen  de  tempa. 

AUce.  N^avez  voua  paa  d^  oubUi  ce  que  je  voua 
ay  enaeiffniet 

Kath,  Nonjt  redteray  d  voua  promptement,  De 
hand,  de  fingre,  de  mails, — 

Alice,  De  nails,  madame. 

Kath.  De  nails,  de  arme,  de  flbow. 

AUce,  Saufvostre  fumneur,  de  elbow. 

Kath,  Ainaidiaje;  de  elbow,  de  nick,  et  de  sin: 
Comment  appelea  voua  le  pied  et  larohet 

AUce,  De  foot,  madame;  et  de  coun. 

Kath,  De  foot,  et  de  coun  ?  0  ^igneur  Dieu  ! 
tea  aont  mota  de  aon  mauvaia,  corruptihle,  groaae,  et 
knpudique^  et  non  jww  lea  damea  d'honncur 
d*uaer:  Je  ne  voudroia  prononcer  cea  mota  devant  Ita 
adf/neura  de  France,  powr  tout  le  monde.  1 1 /ant  de 
foot  et  de  conn  ncantmoina.  Je  reciterai  unc  autre 
foia  ma  Uqon  ensemble:  De  hand,  de  finj^re,  de 
nails,  de  arm,  de  elbow,  de  nick,  de  sin,  de  foot, 
de  coon. 

AUce,  Excellent,  madams/ 

Kath,  0*eat  aaaex  pour  une  Jbia;  dllona  noua  d 
dianer,  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  Y,-~Tha  tame.    Another  Boom  in  the 
aame. 

Enter  tht  French  Kino,  the  Danphin,  Dake  of 
BouBBOV,  the  Constable  q/^  France,  and  othera, 

Wir.  Kima,  Tis  certain  he  hath  pass'd  the  river 
Somme. 

(km.  And  if  he  be  not  fooght  withal,  my  lord, 
Let  OS  not  live  in  France ;  let  as  quit  all, 
And  give  oar  ybiejarda  to  a  barbarous  people. 

Dau,  O  Dieuvivant!  shall  a  few  sprays  of  us,-- 
The  eu^otying  of  our  fiuher^  luxury,  ' 
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Oar  scions,  put  in  w  ild  and  savage  stodc, 

Spurt  up  so  suddenly  into  the  cluuda, 

And  overlook  their  grafters?  fjustardal 

Bour.  Normans,  but  bastard  Normans,  Norman 
3tort  de  ma  vie  I  if  thev  march  along 
Unfought  withal,  but  I  will  sell  my  dukedom^ 
To  buy  a  slobbery  and  a  dirty  farm 
In  that  nook-shotten  isle  of  Albion.  fmettle  ? 

Con,  Dieu  de  battaUeal  where  have  tn^y  this 
fs  not  their  climate  foggy,  raw,  and  dull? 
On  whom,  as  in  despite,  the  sun  looks  pale, 
Killing  their  fruit  with  frowns?  Can  sodden  water, 
A  drench  for  sur-reind  jades,  their  barley  broth, 
Decoct  their  cold  blood  to  such  valiant  beat? 
And  .shall  our  quick  blood,  spirited  with  wine, 
Seem  frosty  ?    O,  for  honour  of  our  Und, 
Let  us  not  hang  like  roping  icicles 
Upon  our  houses'  thatch,whiles  a  more  frosty  people 
Sweat  drops  of  gallant  youth  in  our  rich  nelds ; 
Poor,  we  ma^  call  them  in  their  native  lords. 

Dau.  By  faith  and  honour. 
Our  madams  mock  at  us ;  and  plainly  say 
Our  mettle  is  bred  out;  and  they  will  give 
Their  bodi&s  to  the  lust  of  English  youth. 
To  new-store  France  with  bastard  warriors. 

Bcu,  They  bid  us — to  the  English  dancmg* 
schools. 
And  teach  lavoltas  high,  and  swift  coral^tos; 
Saying,  onr  grace  is  only  in  our  heels, 
And  that  we  are  most  lofty  runaways. 

Fr,  King,  Where  is  Montjoy,  the  nerald?  speed 
him  hence; 
Let  him  greet  England  with  our  sharp  defiance. 
Up,  princes ;  and,  with  spirit  of  honour  edg  d. 
More  sharper  than  your  swords,  hie  to  the  field: 
Charles  De-la-bret,  high  constable  of  France; 
You  dukes  of  Orleans,  Bourbon,  and  of  Berry, 
Alencon,  Brabant,  I3ar,  and  Burgundy ;  * 
Jaques  Chatillion,  Hambures.  Vaudemont, 
Beaumont,  Grandpr^,  Uoussi,  and  Fauconberg, 
Foix,  Lestrale,  Bouciqualt,  and  Charolois ; 
High  dukes,  great  princes,  barons,   lords,  and 

knights. 
For  your  great  seats,  now  quit  yon  of  great  shames. 
Bar  Harry  England,  that  sweeps  through  our  land 
With  pennons  painted  in  the  blood  of  Harfieur: 
Rush  on  his  host,  as  doth  the  melted  snow 
Upon  the  galleys ;  whose  low  vassal  seat 
The  Alps  doth  spit  and  void  his  rheum  upon; 
Go  down  upon  him,— you  have  power  enough,— 
And  in  a  captive  chariot  into  Rouen 
Bring  him  our  prisoner. 

Coti.  This  becomes  the  great 

Sorry  am  I  his  numbers  are  so  few, 
His  soldiers  sick  and  famish *d  in  their  march ; 
For,  1  am  sure,  when  he  shall  see  our  army, 
Hell  drop  his  heart  into  th«  sink  of  fear, 
And,  for  achievement,  offer  us  his  ransom. 

Fr,  King.  Therefore,  lord  constable,  haste  on 
Montjoy ; 
And  let  him  say  to  England,  that  we  send 
To  know  what  willing  ransom  he  will  give. 
Prince  dauphin,  you  shall  stay  with  us  in  Bonen. 

Dau.  Not  so,  I  do  beseech  your  majesty. 

Fr.  King.  Be  patient,  for  you  shall  remain  with  as 
Now,  forth,  lord  constable,  and  princes  all ; 
And  quickly  bring  us  word  of  England's  fall. 

[ExewU, 
SCENE  YI.— 7^  English  Camp  in  Picardy. 
Enter  Gowbb  and  Fluelueh. 

Gow,  How  now,  Captain  Flnellen  ?  oome  j<oa 
from  the  bridge?  ^^  . 
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FhL  lasBure  yon,  there  If  TeryexceUentserrioes 
•ommitted  at  the  pridge. 

Gou>,  Is  the  Duke  of  Exeter  safe? 

Fliu  The  Duke  of  Exeter  is  as  magnanimons  as 
Agamemnon ;  and  a  man  that  I  love  and  honour 
with  my  soul,  and  my  heart,  and  my  duty,  and  my 
life,  and  my  living,  and  my  uttermost  power :  he 
is  not  (God  be  praised  and  i^lessed  I)  any  hurt  in 
the  'orld ;  but  xeeps  the  pridge  most  valiantly, 
with  excellent  disciplines.  There  is  an  ancient 
there  at  the  pridge, — I  think,  in  my  very  con- 
science, be  is  as  as  valiant  a  man  as  Mark  Antony ; 
and  he  is  a  man  of  no  estimation  in  the  'orld :  but 
I  did  see  him  do  gallant  service. 

QoiD,  What  do  you  call  him? 

Flu,  He  is  called  ancient  PistoL 

^910.  1  know  him  not. 

Enter 'PvtdfU 

Flu.  Here  is  the  man. 

PisL  Captain,  1  thee  beseech  to  do  me  fkyonrst 
The  Duke  of  Exeter  doth  love  thee  well. 

Flu.  Ay,  I  praise  Got;  and  I  have  merited 
■ome  loye  at  his  hands. 

Pitt.  Bardolph,  a  soldier  firm  and  sound  of  heart, 
And  of  buxom  valour,  hath,— by  cruel  fate, 
And  giddy  fortune's  furious  fickle  wheel, 
That  goddess  blind, 
That  stands  upon  the  rolling  restless  stone,— 

Flu.  By  your  patience,  ancient  Pistol.  Fortune 
is  painted  piind,  with  a  mufiler  before  her  eyes,  to 
signify  to  you  that  fortune  b  plind :  And  she  is 
punted  also  with  a  wheel;  to  signify  to  you, 
which  is  the  moral  of  it,  that  she  is  turning,  and 
inconstant,  and  mutability,  and  variation  :  and  her 
foot,  look  yon,  is  fixed  upon  a  spherical  stone, 
which  rolls,  and  rolls,  and  rolls ; — ^In  good  truth, 
the  poet  makes  a  most  excellent  description  of  it : 
fortune  b  an  excellent  moral. 

Pitt.  Fortune  is  fiardolph^  foe,  and  frowns  on 
him; 
For  he  hath  stolYi  a  pax,  and  hanged  must  V  be. 
A  damned  death ! 

Let  gallows  gape  for  do^;,  let  man  go  fi-ee. 
And  let  not  hemp  his  wmdpipe  suffocate : 
But  Exeter  hath  given  the  doom  of  death, 
For  pax  of  little  price. 

Therefore,  go  speak,  the  duke  will  hear  thy  yoice ; 
And  let  not  Bardolph's  vital  thread  be  cat 
With  edge  of  penny  cord,  and  vile  reproach : 
Bpeak^  captain,  for  bis  life,  and  I  will  thee  requite. 

Flu.  Ancient  Putol,  I  do  partly  understand 
your  meaning. 

PitL  Why,  then  rejoice  therefore. 

Flu.  Certainly,  ancient,  it  is  not  a  thing  to 
rejoice  at:  for  i/,  look  yoa,  he  were  my  brother, 
I  would  d^ire  the  duke  to  use  his  ^oot  pleasure, 
sad  put  him  to  executions;  for  disciplines  ought 
to  be  used. 

Pitt,  Die  and  be  damned-  and  Jigo  for  thy 
friendship. 

Flu.  it  is  well. 

PitL  The  fig  of  Spain!  [Exit  PiBProL. 

Flu.  Very  good. 

Qow,  Why,  this  is  an  arrant  counterfeit  rascal ; 
I  remember  him  now ;  a  bawd ;  a  cutpurse. 

Flu,  111  assure  you,  a' uttered  as  praye  'ords 
at  the  pridge,  as  yon  shall  see  in  a  summer's  day : 
But  it  ia  yeij  well ;  what  he  has  spoke  to  me, 
that  if  well,  I  warrant  yon,  when  time  is  serve. 

Oow,  Why,  tis  a  goU,  a  fool,  a  rosue ;  that  now 
and  then  goes  to  the  wars,  to  grace  himself,  at  his 
^•tiini  into  London,  under  the  form  of  a  soldier. 
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And  such  fellows  are  perfect  in  the  great  eom* 
manders'  names :  and  they  will  learn  you  by  rote 
where  services  were  done ;— at  such  and  such  a 
sconce,  at  such  a  breach,  at  such  a  convoy;  who 
came  off  bravely,  who  was  shot,  who  disgraced 
what  terms  the  enemy  stood  on ;  and  this  they  con 
perfectly  in  the  phrase  of  war,  which  they  trick 
up  with  new-tuned  oaths :  And  what  a  beard  of 
the  general's  cut,  and  a  horrid  suit  of  the  camp, 
will  do  among  foaming  bottles  and  ale-washed  wito, 
is  wonderful  to  be  Uiought  on  I  Bnt  you  must 
learn  to  know  snch  slanders  of  the  age,  or  else 
you  may  be  marvellously  mistook. 

Mu.  I  tell  you  what.  Captain  Gower, — I  do 
perceive  he  is  not  the  man  he  would  gladly  make 
show  to  the  'orld  he  is ;  if  I  find  a  hole  in  bis  ooat, 
I  will  tell  him  my  mind.  [Drum  heard.]  Hark 
you,  the  king  is  coming;  and  I  must  speak  with 
him  from  the  pridge. 

Enter  King  Hekrt,  Globteb,  and  Soldiers. 

Flu,  Got  pless  your  majesty  I 

K.Hm.  How  now,  I<luellen  ?  camest  tboa  frtmi 
the  bridge? 

Flu.  Ay,  so  please  yonr  majestjr.  The  Duke  of 
Exeter  has  ve^  gallantly  maintained  the  pridge: 
the  French  is  gone  off,  look  you ;  and  there  is 
gallaiitand  most  prave  passages :  Marry,  th'athver- 
sanr  was  have  possession  of  the  pridge ;  but  he  is 
enforced  to  retire,  and  the  Duke  of  Exeter  is  mas- 
ter of  the  pridge:  I  can  tell  your  majesty,  the 
duke  is  a  prave  man. 

K.  Hen.  Wliat  men  haye  yon  lost,  Flnellen? 

JBlu.  The  perdition  of  th'  athyersair  hath  been 
yerjr  great,  reasonable  great :  marry,  for  my  part, 
I  think  the  duke  hath  lost  never  a  man,  but  one 
that  is  like  to  be  executed  for  robbing  a  church, 
one  Bardolph,  if  your  majesty  know  the  man :  his 
face  is  all  bubukles,  and  whelks,  and  knobs,  and 
fiames  of  fire ;  and  his  lii»  plows  at  his  nose,  and  it 
is  like  a  coal  of  fire,  sometimes  plue,  and  sometimes 
red ;  but  his  nose  is  executed,  and  his  fire's  out. 

K.  Hen.  We  would  have  all  such  offenders  so 
cut  off: — and  we  give  express  charge,  that,  in  our 
marches  through  the  country,  there  be  nothing 
compelled  from  the  villages,  nothing  taken  but 
paid  for,  none  of  the  French  upbraided  or  abused 
m  disdainful  language;  For  when  lenity  and 
cruelty  play  for  a  kingdom,  the  gentler  gamester 
IS  the  soonest  winner. 

Tucket  toundt.    Enter  Montjot. 

Mont.  Ton  know  me  by  my  habit 

K.  Hen.  Well,  then,  I  know  thee;  What  shaU 
I  know  of  thee  ? 

Mont.  My  master's  mind. 

K.  Hen,  Unfold  it. 

Mont.  Thus  says  my  king  : — Say  thon  to  Harry 
of  England,  Though  we  seemed  dead,  we  did  but 
sleep :  A  d vantage  is  a  better  soldier  than  rashness. 
Tell  him,  we  could  have  rebuked  him  at  Harfleur: 
but  that  we  thought  it  not  good  to  bruise  an  injury 
till  it  were  full  ripe :— now  we  speak  upon  our  cue, 
and  our  voice  is  imperial :  England  shall  repent 
his  folly,  see  his  weakness,  and  admire  our  soiffer- 
ance.  Bid  him,  therefore,  consider  of  his  ransom : 
which  must  proportion  the  losses  we  have  borne, 
the  subjects  we  have  lost,  the  disgrace  we  have 
digested ;  which,  in  weight  to  re-answer,  bis  pet- 
tiness would  bow  onder.  For  our  losses,  hia 
exchequer  is  too  poor:  for  the  effusion  of  our 
blood,  the  mnster  of  ois  kingdom  too  faint  a 
nnmbiBr ;  and  for  our  disgrace,  hk  «wn  penenu 
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kneeling  at  oar  feet,  bnt  a  weak  and  worthless 
■atizifaction.  To  this  add— defiance :  and  tell  him, 
for  conclusion,  he  hath  betrayed  his  followerii, 
whose  condemnation  is  pronounced.  So  far  my 
king  and  master,  so  much  mv  office. 

K.  Hen,  What  is  thy  name  ?  I  know  thy  qoaliry. 
Mont,  Moiitjoy.  [buck, 

K,  Hen.  Tliou  dost  thy  office  fairly.    Turn  thee 
And  tell  thy  king, — I  do  not  seek  liim  now ; 
but  could  be  willing  to  marcli  on  to  Calais 
Without  impeachment :  for,  to  say  the  sooth, 
fTliongh  'tis  no  wl^om  to  confess  so  much 
unto  an  enemy  of  craft  and  vantage), 
My  people  are  with  sickness  much  enfeebled; 
My  numbers  lessen 'd ;  and  those  few  i  have 
Almoet  no  better  than  so  many  French, 
Who  when  they  were  in  health,  I  tell  thee,  herald, 
I  thought  upon  one  pair  of  English  legs        [Uod, 
Did  march  three  Frenchmen. — Yet,  forgive  me, 
That  1  do  brag  this! — this  your  air  of  France 
Hath  blown  that  vice  in  me;  I  must  repent. 
( jo,  therefore,  tell  thy  master  here  1  am ; 
My  ransom  is  this  frail  and  worthless  trunk; 
My  army  but  a  weak  and  sickly  guard ; 
Yet,  God  before,  tell  him  we  will  come  on, 
Though  France  himself,  and  such  another  neigh- 
bour, Moy. 
Stand  in  our  way.    There^  for  thy  labour,  Mont- 
Go  bid  thy  master  well  advise  himself: 
If  we  m ay  pass,  we  will ;  if  we  be  hindered. 
We  shall  your  tawny  ground  with  your  red  blood 
Discolour  :  and  so,  Montjoy,  fare  you  welL 
The  sum  of  all  our  answer  is  but  this: 
We  woul  d  not  seek  a  battle  as  we  are : 
Nor  as  w  e  are,  we  say  we  will  not  shun  it ; 
So  tell  your  master.                               [highness. 
Mont.  I  shall  driver  so.      Thanks   to  your 
[Exit  MoNTJor. 
Olo.  I  hope  they  will  not  come  upon  us  now. 
K,  Hen,  We  are  in  God*s  hand,  brother,  not  in 
theirs. 
March  to  the  bridge;  it  now  draws  toward  night, — 
Beyond  the  river  well  encamp  onrselvan ; 
And  on  to-morrow  bid  them  march  away. 

[EgeunL 

SCENE  YIL-^  The  French   Campj  near 
Agincourt 

Enter  the  Constable  of  France,  the  Lord 
Rambukbs,  the  Duke  of  Obleans,  Dauphin, 
andothere, 

Covk  Tutt  I  have  the  best  armoar  of  the 
world.— *  Would  it  were  day  I 

OrL  You  have  an  excellent  armoar ;  but  lot  my 
horse  have  his  due. 

Oon.  It  is  the  best  horse  of  Europe. 

Orl,  Will  it  never  be  morning? 

Xau,  My  lord  of  Orleans,  and  my  lord  high 
Constable,  you  talk  of  horse  and  armour. 

0*1,  You  are  as  well  provided  of  both  as  any 
prince  in  the  world. 

Dau,  What  a  long  night  is  this  I — I  will  not 
ehange  my  horse  with  any  that  treads  but  on  four 
pasterns.  Co,  ha  I  He  bounds  from  the  earth  as 
if  his  entrails  were  hairs;  le  (hetxd  fx)lant,  the 
Pet^ua^qtdaleananneade/eul  When  1  bestride 
him  1  soar,  I  am  a  hawk:  he  trots  the  air;  the 
earth  sin^  when  he  touches  it :  the  basest  horn  of 
his  hoof  18  more  musical  than  tne  pipe  of  Hermes. 

OrL  He\i  of  the  colour  of  the  nutmeg. 

Dau.  And  of  the  heat  of  the  ginger.  It  is  a 
bettft  for  Perseus  •  he  is  pure  air  and  fire:  and  the 


dull  elements  ot  earth  and  water  never  appear  » 
him,  but  only  in  patient  stillness,  while  his  ridei 
mounts  him:  be  is,  indeed,  a  horse ;  and  all  othei 
jades  you  may  call  beasts. 

Con,  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  is  a  most  absolute  and 
ezcelleitt  horse. 

/  ou.  It  is  the  prince  of  palfreys;  his  neigh  is 
like  the  bidding  or  a  monarcli,  and  his  oouutenanoe 
enforces  homage. 

OrL  No  more,  cousin. 

Dau,  Nay.  the  man  hath  no  wit  that  cannot,  fVtim 
the  rising  of  the  lark  to  the  lodging  of  the  lamb, 
rarv  deserved  praise  on  my  pal  f rev :  it  is  a  theme 
as  fluent  as  tlie  sea ;  turn  the  sands  hito  eloquent 
tongues,  and  my  horse  is  argument  for  them  all : 
*tis  a  subject  for  a  sovereign  to  reason  on,  and  for 
a  sovereign's  sovereign  to  ride  on :  and  for  the 
world  (familiar  to  us,  and  unknown)  to  lay  apart 
their  particular  functions,  and  wonaer  at  him.  1 
once  writ  a  sonnet  in  his  praise,  and  began  thus: — 
"  Wonder  of  nature/* — 

OrL  I  have  heard  a  sonnet  begin  so  to  ones 
mistress. 

Dau,  Then  did  they  imitate  that  which  I  com- 
posed to  my  courser ;  for  my  horse  b  my  mistress. 
OrL  Your  mistress  bears  well. 
Dau,  Me  well;    which  is  the  prescript  praise 
and  perfection  of  a  good  and  particular  mistress. 

Con,    Nay,   for    methought,    yesterday,   your 
mistress  shrewdly  shook  your  back. 
Dau.  So,  perhaps,  did  yours. 
Con.  Mine  was  not  bridled. 
Dau,  0!  then,  belike,  she  was  old  and  gentle; 
and  yon  rode,  like  a  kerne  of  Ireland,  year  French 
hose  off,  and  in  your  straight  trossers. 

Can,  Yon  have  good  judgment  in  horsemanship. 
Dau,  Be  warned  by  me.  then :  they  that  rioe 
so,  and  ride  not  warily,  fall  into  foul  bogs ;  I  had 
rather  have  my  horse  to  my  mistress. 

Con.  1  had  as  lief  have  my  mistress  a  jade. 
Dau.  I  tell  thee,  constable,  my  mistress  wean 
her  own  hair. 

Con,  I  could  make  as  trne  a  boast  as  that,  if  I 
had  a  sow  to  my  mistress. 

Dttu.  Le  dden  est  retoumi  d  eon  propre  nowiiSfl 
ment  et  la  truie  lade  au  hourbier:  thoa  makest  use 
of  anything. 

Con.  Yet  do  I  not  use  my  horse  for  my  mistress; 
or  any  such  proverb,  so  little  kin  to  the  purpose. 
B(m,  My  lord  constable,  the  armour  that  I  saw 
in  your  tent  to-night,  are  those  stars,  or  suns,  upon 
it? 

Con,  Stars,  my  lord. 

Dau.  Some  of  them  will  fall  to-morrow,  I  hope. 
Con.  And  yet  mv  skv  shall  not  want. 
Dau,  That  may  be,  ror  you  bear  a  many  super- 
fluously ;  and  *t  were  more  honour  some  were  awaj. 
Con.  E*en  as  your  horse  bears  your  praises; 
who  would  trot  as  well  were  some  of  your  brags 
dismounted. 

Dau,  'Would  I  were  able  to  load  him  with  his 
desert!  Will  it  never  be  day?  I  will  trot 
to-morrow  a  mile,  and  my  way  shall  be  paved 
with  English  faces. 

Con.  1  will  not  say  so,  for  fear  I  should  be  &ced 
out  of  my  way:  But  I  would  it  were  morning,  for 
I  would  fain  be  about  the  ears  of  the  English. 

Earn.  Who  will  go  to  hazard  with  me  for  twenty 
English  prisoners  ? 

Con,  You  mask  first  go  yourself  to  hazard,  ere 
you  have  them. 
Dau,  Tis  midnight,  111  go  arm  myselL 
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(hi.  The  dauphin  long^  for  morning. 

Sam,  He  lones  to  eat  the  English. 

Con,  I  think  he  will  eat  all  he  kills. 

OrL  By  the  white  hand  of  mj  lady,  he*8  a 
gallant  prince. 

Con.  Swear  by  hor  foot,  that  she  may  tread  oat 
the  oath. 

(M.  He  is,  simply,  the  most  active  gentleman 
nf  Prance. 

Ccn.  Doing  is  activity;  and  be  will  still  be 
doin«;. 

OrL  He  nerer  did  harm,  that  I  heard  of. 

Con.  Nor  will  do  none  to-morrow :  he  will  keep 
that  ffood  name  still. 

OH,  I  know  him  to  be  valiant. 

Con.  I  was  told  that,  by  one  that  knowa  him 
better  than  yon. 

OrL  Whafshe? 

Con,  Marry,  he  told  me  so  himself;  and  he  said, 
he  eared  not  who  knew  it. 

OrL  He  needs  not,  it  is  no  hidden  virtue  in 
him. 

Com,  By  my  faith,  sir,  bat  it  is ;  never  anybodv 
Mw  it,  but  his  lackey :  'tis  a  hooded  valour ;  and, 
when  it  appears,  it  will  bate. 

Orl,  111  will  never  said  well. 

Con,  I  will  cap  that  proverb  with— There  ia 
flattery  in  friendMnip. 

OrL  And  1  wiU  take  up  that  with— Give  the 
devil  his  due 

Con.  Well  placed ;  there  stands  your  friend  for 
the  devil :  have  at  the  very  eye  of  that  proverb, 
with  -A  pox  of  the  devil. 

OrL  Yon  are  the  better  at  proverbs,  by  how 
mnch — A  fool%  bolt  is  soon  shot. 

Cm.  You  have  shot  over. 

OH  Tit  not  the  first  time  yen  were  overshot. 


Enter  a  Messenger. 

Jfesf.  My  lord  hii^h  consuble,  the  English  lie 
within  fifteen  hundred  paces  of  your  tentrf. 

Con.  Who  hath  measured  the  ground? 

MeM»,  The  Lord  Grandpr^. 

Con.  A  valiant  and  most  expert  gentleman.— 
Would  it  were  day !— Alas,  poor  Harry  of  Eng 
land !  he  longs  not  for  the  dawning,  as  we  do. 

Or?.  What  a  wretched  and  peevish  fellow  is  this 
King  of  Encrland,  to  mope  with  his  fat-brained 
followers  so  far  out  of  his  Knowledge 

Con,  If  the  English  had  any  apprehension  they 
would  run  away. 

OrL  That  they  lack ;  for  if  their  heads  had  anv 
intellectual  armour  they  oould  never  wear  such 
heavy  head-pieces. 

Bam,  That  island  of  England  breeds  very 
valiant  creatures ;  their  mastifib  are  of  unmatch- 
able  courage. 

Orl,  Foolish  enrsi  that  run  winking  into  the 
month  of  a  Russian  bear,  and  have  theur  heads 
crushed  like  rotten  apples:  You  may  as  well  say,— 
that's  a  valiant  flea,  that  dare  eat  his  breakfast  on 
the  lip  of  a  lion. 

Con.  Just,  just;  and  the  men  do  sympathise  with 
the  mastiflSs,  m  robustious  and  rough  coming  on, 
leaving  their  wits  with  their  wives:  and  then  give 
them  great  meals  of  beef,  and  iron  and  steel,  they 
will  eat  like  wolves,  and  fight  like  devils. 

OrL  Ay,  but  these  Enghsh  are  shrewdly  out  of 
beef. 

Con,  Then  shall  we  find  to-morrow,  they  have 
only  stomachs  to  eat  and  none  to  fight.  Now  is  it 
time  to  arm :  Come,  shall  we  about  it?  [ten, 

OrL  It  is  now  two  o'clock;  bnt,  let  me  see,- by 
We  shall  have  each  a  hundred  Englishmen. 

(EweunL 


CHORUS, 


Now  entertahi  eonjeetnre  of  a  time 

When  creeping  murmur,  and  the  poring  dark, 

Fills  the  wide  vessel  of  the  universe. 

From  camp  to  camp,  through  the  foul  womb  of 

The  hum  of  either  army  stilly  sounds, 

That  the  fixed  sentbiels  almost  receive 

I*he  secret  whispers  of  each  other's  watch : 

Fire  answers  fire :  and  through  their  paly  flames 

Each  battle  sees  the  other*s  umber'd  face: 

Bteed  threatens  steed,  in  high  and  boastful  neighs 

Piercing  the  night's  dull  ear;  and  from  the  tents. 

The  armourers,  accomplishing  the  knights. 

With  busy  hammers  closing  rivets  up. 

Give  dreadful  note  of  preparation. 

The  country  cocks  do  crow,  the  clocks  do  toU^ 

And  the  third  hour  of  drowsy  morning  name. 

Proud  of  their  numbers,  and  secure  in  soul 

The  confident  and  over-lust v  French 

Do  the  low-rated  English  play  at  dice: 

And  chide  the  cripple  tardy-«aited  night. 

Who,  like  a  foul  and  ogly  wuoh,  doth  limp 

Bo  tediooslv  away.  The  poor  condemned  En^h, 

Like  sacrifices,  bv  their  watchful  firea 

Sit  patiently,  and  inly  ruminate 

The  morning^  danger;  and  thehr  gesture  sad 

Investing  kink-lean  ehaeka,  aod  war-worn  oocti^ 


Presenteth  them  unto  the  gazing  moon 
80  many  horrid  ghosts.   O,  now,  who  wiD  behold 
The  royal  captain  of  this  ruin'd  band, 
Walking  from  watch  to  watch,  from  tent  to  tent, 
Let  him  cry— Praise  and  ^lory  on  his  head . 
For  forth  he  goes,  and  visits  lul  his  host ; 
Bids  them  good  morrow,  with  a  modest  smilb 
And  cal  b  them — brothers,  friends,  and  countiymer 
Upon  his  royal  fiice  there  is  no  note 
How  dread  an  army  hath  enrounded  him; 
Nor  doth  he  dedicate  one  jot  of  colour 
Unto  the  weary  and  all-watch'd  night: 
But  freshly  looks,  and  overbears  aSaint 
With  cheerful  semblance  and  swe^t  mines  ty. 
That  every  wretch,  pining  and  pale  before. 
Beholding  him,  plucks  comfort  from  his  looks 
A  largess  universal,  like  the  sun. 
His  liberal  eye  doth  give  to  everv  one, 
Thawine  cold  fear,  that  mean  and  gentle  tU 
Behold  (as  may  nnworthiness  define) 
A  little  touch  of  Harry  in  the  night: 
And  so  our  scene  must  to  the  battle  fly; 
Where  (O  for  pity!)  we  shall  much  disgrao^^ 
With  four  or  fire  most  vile  and  ragged  foils, 
Uight  ill  disposed  in  brawl  ridiculous— 
The  name  or  Agincourt :  Yet,  sit  and  see; 
Mioding  true  things  by  what  theirnipokeiifletes 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L— 7^  English  Oan^  at  Aginoourt. 

Enter  King  Henrt,  Bedford,  and  GLOffTER. 

JT.  Hen,  Gloster,  tis  true  that  we  are  in  great 
danger ; 
The  greater  therefore  slionld  our  oonrage  be. 
GK)od  morrow,  brother  Bedford. — God  Almighty  I 
There  is  f  ome  soul  of  goodness  in  things  evii, 
Would  men  observingly  diiitil  it  out ; 
For  our  bad  neighbour  makes  us  early  stirrers, 
Which  is  both  healthful  and  good  hubbandry : 
Besides,  they  are  our  outward  consciences, 
Ana  preachers  to  us  all ;  admonishing 
That  we  should  dress  us  fairly  for  our  end. 
Thus  may  we  gather  honey  from  the  weed, 
And  make  a  moral  of  the  devil  himself. 

Enter  ERPi^aHAM. 

Good  morrow,  old  Sir  Thomas  Erpingham : 
A  good  BolX  pillow  for  that  good  white  head 
Were  better  than  a  churlii>h  turf  of  France. 

Erp,  ^ot  so,  my  liege;  this  lodging  likes  me 
better, 
Since  I  may  say,  now  lie  I  like  a  king.        [pains, 

£.  Ben,  *T  is  good  for  men  to  love  their  present 
Upon  example;  so  the  spirit  is  eas'd : 
And,  when  the  mind  is  quicken 'd,  out  of  doubt. 
The  organs,  though  defunct  and  dead  before. 
Break  up  their  drowsy  grave,  and  newly  more 
With  casted  slough  and  fre^h  legerity. 
Lend  me  thy  doak.  Sir  Thomas. — Brothers  both. 
Commend  me  to  the  princes  in  our  camp; 
Do  my  good-morrow  to  them ;  and,  auou, 
Desire  tneui  all  to  my  pavilion. 

Qlo,  We  shall,  my  hege. 

[ExetaU  Gloster  and  Bedford. 

Erp,  Shall  I  attend  your  grace? 
•  K.  Hen,  No,  my  good  knight; 

Go  with  my  brothers  to  my  lords  of  England : 
r  and  my  bosom  must  debate  awhile, 
And  then  1  would  no  other  company. 

Er^,   The  Lord  in  Heaven  oless  thee,  noble 
Harry  I  [£'ant  Erpingham. 

K.Bm,  God-a-mercy,  old  heart  1  thoaspeak'st 
cheerfully. 

Enter  Vvnoiu 

Pitt,  Quivala, 

K,  Hen,  A  friend. 

Pist.  Discuss  unto  me;  Art  thou  officer? 
Or  art  thou  base,  common,  and  popular  ? 

K,  Hen,  I  am  a  gentleman  of  a  company. 

Pist.  Trail'st  tliou  the  puLssant  pike? 

K.  Hen,  Even  so :   Wliat  are  you  ? 

Pist,  As  good  a  gentleman  as  the  emperor. 

K,  Hen.  Then  vou  are  a  better  tlum  the  king. 

Pist,  The  king^  a  bawoock,  and  a  heart  of  gold, 
A  lad  of  life,  an  imp  of  fame ; 
Of  parents  ^ood,  of  fist  most  valiant: 
I  kiss  his  dirty  shoe,  and  from  my  heart-strings 
( loTe  the  lovely  bully.    What's  thy  name? 

K,  Hen,  Hbtty  le  Roy, 

PuiL  Le  Bf^l  a  Cornish  name;  art  thoa  oi 
Cornish  crew  ? 

K,  Hen»  No,  I  am  a  Welshman. 

Pist,  Ejiowest  thou  Fluellen? 

K.  Hen.  Yes. 

Pist.  Tell  him,  111  knock  hii  leek  about  hU  pate. 
Upon  St.  Davy  1b  day. 


jr.  Hen,  Do  not  yon  wear  your  dagger  in  jam 
cap  that  day,  lest  he  knock  that  about  youra. 
Pist,  Art  thou  his  friend  ? 
K,  Hen,  And  his  kinsman  too. 
Pist.  The  Jigo  for  thee,  then  I 
K,  Hen,  I  thank  you :  God  be  yrifh  yon  I 
Pist.  My  name  b  Pistol  called.  [ExiL 

K,  Hen,  It  B'jrts  well  with  your  fierceness. 

Enter  Fluellen  and  Gowee,  severally, 

Qcfw.  Captain  Fluellen  I 

Fhi,  So  \  in  the  name  of  Cheshu  Christ,  speak 
fiswer.  It  is  the  greatest  admiratiim  in  the  uni- 
versal *orld,  when  the  true  and  aunclent  preroga* 
tifes  and  laws  of  the  wars  is  not  kept :  if  yon 
would  take  the  pauis  but  to  examine  the  wars  of 
Pompey  the  Great,  you  shall  find,  I  warrant 
you,  that  there  is  no  tiddle '  taddle,  nor  pibble 
pabble,  in  Pompey's  camp ;  I  warrant  you,  yon 
shall  find  the  ceremonies  of  the  wars,  and  the  cares 
of  it,  and  the  forms  of  it,  and  the  sobriety  of  it, 
and  the  modesty  of  it,  to  be  otherwise. 

Qow.  Why,  the  enemy  is  loud ;  you  hear  him 
all  night. 

Flu,  If  fho  enemy  is  an  ass,  and  a  fool,  and  a 
prating  coxcomb,  is  it  meet,  think  yon,  that  we 
should  also,  look  you,  be  an  ass,  and  a  fool,  and  a 
prating  coxcomb ;  in  your  own  conscience  now 

Uow,  I  will  s))eak  lower. 

Flu,  I  pray  you,  and  beseech  you,  that  you  wilL 
[Exeunt  Gowrr  and  Flueli.sx. 

K,  Hen.  Though  it  appear  a  little  out  of  tashi<m, 
There  is  much  care  and  valour  in  this  Welshman. 

Enter  three  soldiers^  John  Bates,  Alexandsk 
Court,  and  Michael  Wiluams. 

OourU  Brother  John  Bates,  is  not  that  the 
morning  which  breaks  yonder? 

Bates,  I  think  it  be:  but  we  have  no  great 
cause  to  desire  the  approach  of  day. 

WilL  We  see  yonder  the  beginning  of  the  day, 
but,  I  think,  we  shall  never  see  the  end  of  it. — 
Who  goes  there? 

K.  Hen,  A  friend. 

WUL  Under  what  captain  serve  jou? 

K,  Hen,  Under  i*ir  Ihomas  Erpingham. 

WUL  A  good  old  commander  and  a  most  kind 
gentleman :  I  pray  you,  what  thinks  he  of  oar 
estate? 

K.  Hen.  Even  as  men  wracked  apon  a  sand, 
that  look  to  be  washed  ofi  the  next  tiue. 

Bates,  He  hath  not  told  this  thought  to  the  king? 

K,  Hen.  No ;  nor  it  is  not  meet  he  should.  For 
though  I  speak  it  to  yon,  I  think  the  king  is  but 
a  man,  as  I  am ;  the  violet  smells  to  him  as  it 
doth  to  me;  the  element  shows  to  him  as  il 
doth  to  me ;  all  his  senses  have  but  human  con* 
ditions :  his  ceremonies  laid  bv,  in  his  imkednesi 
he  appears  but  a  man ;  and  though  his  affections 
are  higher  mounted  than  ours,  yet,  when  they 
stoop,  they  stoop  with  the  like  wing;  therefore, 
when  he  sees  reason  of  fears,  as  we  do,  his  fears, 
out  of  doubt,  be  of  the  same  relish  as  ours  are: 
Tet,  in  reason,  no  man  should  possess  him  widi 
any  appearance  of  fear,  lest  he,  by  ihowing  lit 
should  dishearten  his  army. 

Bates,  He  may  show  what  outward  eoorage  h% 
will:  but,  I  believe,  as  cold  a  night  as  'tis,  hm 
could  wish  hinutelf  in  Thames  I         * 
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'  10  I  woaM  he  were,  and  I  by  hfan,  st  all  adren- 
tares,  so  we  were  quit  here. 

K.  JUen.  By  my  troth,  I  will  speak  my  con- 
science of  the  king ;  I  think  he  would  not  wish 
hiroscif  anywhere  but  where  he  is. 

Bates,  Ihen  1  would  he  were  here  alone;  so 
sbruld  be  be  sure  to  be  ransomed,  and  a  many 
poor  men*8  lives  saved. 

K.  lifjt.  I  dare  bay  yon  lore  bim  not  so  ill  to 
wish  him  here  alone,  howsoever  you  speak  this  to 
ieel  other^nicJi's  minds:  Meihinks,  I  could  not  die 
anywhere  so  contented  as  in  the  king's  company; 
bis  cause  being  just,  and  his  quarrel  nonoorable. 

WilL  That's  more  than  we  know. 

Bates*  Ay,  or  more  tlian  we  should  seek  after ; 
for  we  know  enough  if  we  know  we  are  the  king's 
subjects ;  if  bis  cause  be  wrong,  our  obedience  to 
the  king  wipes  the  crime  of  it  out  of  us. 

Win.  But  if  the  cause  be  not  good,  the  king 
himself  bath  a  heavy  reckoning  to  make;  when 
all  those  legs,  and  arms,  and  heads,  chopped  off  in 
a  battle,  shall  join  together  at  the  latter  day,  and 
cry  all — We  died  at  such  a  place;  some,  swearing ; 
■ome,  crying  for  a  surgeon;  some,  upon  their 
wives  left  poor  behind  them ;  some,  upon  the  debts 
they  owe ;  some,  upon  their  children  rawly  left. 
I  am  afeard  there  are  few  die  well  that  die  in  a 
battle;  for  how  can  they  charitably  disnose  of 
anything  when  blood  is  their  argument?  Now,  if 
these  men  do  not  die  well,  it  will  be  a  black  matter 
for  the  king  that  led  them  to  it ;  whom  to  disobey 
were  against  all  propoition  of  subjection. 

K,  Hen.  So,  if  a  son,  that  is  by  his  fother  sent 
aboiU  merchandise,  do  sinfully  miscarry  upon  the 
sea,  the  imputation  ef  his  wickedness,  by  your 
rule,  should  be  imposed  upon  his  father  that  sent 
him :  or  if  a  servant,  under  his  master's  command, 
tran-^porting  a  sum  of  money,  be  assailed  by 
robbers,  and  die  in  many  irreconciled  iniquities, 
you  may  call  the  business  of  the  master  the  author 
of  the  servant's  damnation :— But  this  is  not  so : 
the  king  is  not  bound  to  answer  the  particular 
endings  of  bis  soldiers,  the  father  of  his  son,  nor 
the  master  of  his  servant;  for  they  purpose  not 
their  death  when  they  purpose  their  services. 
Besides,  there  is  n<l*king,  be  his  cause  never  so 
spotless,  if  it  come  to  the  arbitrement  of  swords, 
ean  try  it  out  with  all  unspotted  soldiers.  Some, 
perad  venture,  have  on  them  the  guilt  of  pre- 
meditated and  contrived  murther;  some,  of 
beguiling  virgins  with  the  broken  seals  of  per- 
jury ;  some,  making  the  wars  their  bulwark,  that 
have  before  gored  the  gentle  bosom  of  peace  with 

Sillage  and  robbery.  Now,  if  these  men  have 
efeated  the  law,  and  outrun  native  ptmishment, 
though  they  can  outstrip  men  .they  hare  no  wings 
to  fly  from  God:  war  is  his  beadle,  war  is  bis 
vengeance;  so  that  here  men  are  punished,  for 
before-breach  of  the  king's  laws,  in  now  the 
king's  quarrel :  where  they  feared  the  death  they 
have  borne  life  away;  and  where  they  would 
be  safe  they  perish:  Then  if  they  die  unpro- 
vided, no  more  is  the  king  guilty  of  their 
damnation,  than  he  was  before  guilty  of  those 
Impieties  for  the  which  they  are  now  visited. 
Every  subject's  duty  is  the  king^;  but  every 
iubiect*^  soul  is  his  own.  Therefore  should  every 
soldier  in  the  wan  do  as  every  sick  man  in  his 
bed,  wash  every  mote  out  of  his  oonsoienoe :  and 
Mag  so,  death  is  to  bim  advantage ;  or  not  dying, 
the  time  was  blessedly  lost,  wherein  such  prepara- 
tion was  gained :  and  in  kirn  that  escapes  it  were 
not  vo  to  thiuk  that  makinie  Qod.  so  fitee  an  o£br 
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he  let  him  outlive  that  day  to  see  his  greatn&ts 
and  to  teach  others  how  they  should  prepare. 

}yilL  Tis  certain,  every  man  that  dies  ill  the  iU 
is  upon  his  own  head,  the  king  is  not  to  answer  it. 
Bates.  I  do  not  desire  he  should  answer  for  me; 
andyet  I  determine  to  fight  lustily  for  him. 

K.  Ben.  I  myself  heard  the  king  say  he  would 
not  be  ransomed. 

WilL  Ay,  he  said  so,  to  make  us  fight  cheer« 
fully :  but,  when  our  throats  are  cut,  he  may  be 
ransomed,  and  we  ne'er  the  wiser. 

K.  Ben.  If  I  live  to  see  it,  I  will  never  trust 
his  word  after. 

WiU.  You  pay  him  then!  That's  a  perilous 
shot  out  of  an  elder  gun,  that  a  poor  and  a  private 
displeasure  can  do  against  a  monarch  I  you  may  as 
well  go  about  to  turn  the  sun  to  ioe,  with  fanning 
in  his  &ce  with  a  peacock's  feather.  Toull  never 
trust  his  word  after  I  come,  tis  a  foolish  saying. 

K,  Ben.  Your  reproof  is  something  too  round ; 
I  should  be  angry  with  you,  if  the  time  were  coik 
venient.  P^^^ 

WilL  Let  it  be  a  <}uarrel  between  ns,  it  you 
K.  Ben.  I  embrace  it. 
WUL  Uow  shall  I  know  thee  again  ? 
K.  Ben.  Give  me  any  gage  of  thine,  and  I  wiU 
wear  it  in  my  bonnet :  then,  if  ever  tliou  darest 
acknowledge  it,  I  will  make  it  my  quarrel. 

WilL  Here's  my  glove ;  give  me  another  ol 
thine. 
K,  Hen.  There. 

WilL  This  will  I  also  wear  in   my  eap;  if 
ever  thou  come  to  me  and  say,  after  to-morrow, 
**  This  is  my  glove,"  by  this  hand,  I  will  take  thee 
a  box  on  the  ear. 
K.  Ben.  If  ever  I  live  to  see  it  I  will  challenge  it 
WilL  Thou  darest  as  well  be  hanged. 
K.  Ben.  Well,  I  will  do  it,  though  I  take  thee 
in  the  king's  company. 

WilL  Keep  thy  word:  fare  thee  well 
Bates.  Be  friends,  you  English  fools,  be  friends; 
we  have  French  quarrels  enow,  if  you  could  tell 
bow  to  reckon. 

JC  Ben.  Indeed,  the  French  may  lay  twenty 
French  crowns  to  one  they  will  beat  us ;  for  they 
bear  them  on  their  shoulders :  But  it  is  no  English 
treason  to  cut  French  crowns;  and,  to-morrow 
the  king  himself  will  be  a  clipper. 

[JSxemU  Soldiers. 
Upon  the  king  I  let  us  our  lives,  our  souls, 
Our  debts,  our  careful  wives, 
Our  children,  and  our  sins,  lay  on  the  king 
We  must  bear  all. 

O  hard  condition  I  twin-bom  with  greatness, 
Subject  to  the  breath  of  every  fool,  whose  sense 
No  more  can  feel  but  his  own  wringing! 
What  infinite  hearts  ease  must  king^i  neglect 
That  private  men  enjoy  ? 
And  what  have  kings  that  privates  have  not  too 
Save  ceremony,  save  general  ceremony? 
And  what  art  thou,  thou  idol  ceremony  ? 
What  kind  of  god  art  thou,  that  suffer'st  more 
Of  mortal  gi'ieis  than  do  thy  worshippers  ? 
What  are  thy  rents  ?  what  are  thy  comings-in  ? 
O  ceremony,  show  me  but  thy  worth? 
What  is  thy  soul  of  adoration? 
Art  thou  aught  else  but  place,  degree,  and  form, 
Creating  awe  and  fear  in  other  men  ? 
Wlierein  thou  art  less  happy  being  fear*d 
Than  they  in  fearing. 

What  drink'st  thou  oft,  instead  of  homage  sweet, 
But  poison'd  flattery  ?  0,  be  siok,  great  greatness 
And  bid  thy  ceremony  give  thee  cur&  ^  ^ 
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I'hink'fet  thou,  the  fiery  fever  will  go  out 
With  titles  blown  from  adulation? 
Will  it  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bending? 
Canst  thou,  when  thou  oommand'st  the  beggar^ 

knee. 
Command  the  health  of  it  ?  No,  thou  proud  dream, 
That  pla^'st  mt  subtly  with  a  king's  repose; 
I  am  a  kmg  that  find  thee ;  and  I  know, 
Tis  not  the  balm,  the  sceptre,  and  the  ball, 
The  sword,  the  mace,  the  cmwn  im|>erial, 
The  iiiter-tissued  robu  «>f  gold  and  ^nrl, 
The  farced  title  running  we  the  king. 
The  throne  he  sits  on,  nor  the  tide  of  pomp 
That  beats  U)>on  the  high  shore  of  this  world, 
No,  not  all  these,  thrice-  or^us  ceremony, 
Not  all  these,  laid  in  bed  migesrical, 
Can  sleep  so  soundly  as  the  wretched  slave ; 
Who,  with  a  bod/  filled  and  vacant  mind. 
Gets  him  to  rest  cramm'd  with  distressful  bread: 
Never  sees  horrid  night,  the  child  of  hell ; 
But,  like  a  lackey,  from  the  rise  to  set, 
Sweats  in  the  eye  of  Phcebus,  and  all  night 
SleepH  in  Elysium ;  next  day,  after  dawn, 
Doth  risa,  and  help  Hyperitm  to  his  lior^^e; 
And  fallows  so  the  ever-running  year 
With  pmfitable  labour,  to  his  grave: 
And,  but  for  ceremony,  such  a  wretch, 
Winding  up  days  with  toil  and  nights  with  sleep, 
Had  the  forehand  and  vantage  of  a  king. 
The  slave,  a  member  of  the  country^  peace, 
Enjoys  it ;  but  in  ^oss  brain  litde  woU 
What  watch  the  kmg  keeps  to  maintain  the  peace. 
Whose  hours  the  peasant  best  advantages. 

Enter  Erpikoham. 

Brp.  My  lord,  your  nobles,  jealous  of  your 
absence. 
Seek  through  your  camp  to  find  you* 

K,  Hen,  Good  old  knight. 

Collect  them  all  together  at  my  tent : 
111  be  before  thee. 

Erp,  I  shall  do  %  my  lord.        [  £^*<. 

E.  Hen.  O  God  of  Battles !  steel  my  soldiers' 
hearts  I 
Possess  them  not  with  fear!    Take  from  them  now 
The  sense  of  reckoning  of  the  opposed  numbers  I 
Pluck  their  hearts  from  them  not  to^ay,  0  Lord, 

0  not  to-day !    Think  not  upon  the  fault 
My  father  made  in  compassing  the  crown ! 

1  Richard's  body  have  interred  new; 

And  on  it  have  oestow'd  more  contrite  tean 
Than  from  it  issued  forced  drops  of  blood. 
Five  hundred  poor  I  have  in  yearly  pay, 
Who  twice  a  day  their  withered  hands  hold  up 
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OtL  O  brave  spirit  i 
ZVtw.    Via  /— /«  'tnur  et  la  tent* 
Ori,  Him  jn/isf  Hir  ft  Ir/eur-^ 
iMtu,  Ciell  Cousin  Orleans. — 

Enter  Constable 
Now,  my  lord  constable  I 
Con.  Hark,  how  our  steeds  for  present  servlse 

neigh. 
Dau,  Mount  them,  and  make  incision  in  their 
hides ; 
That  their  hot  blood  may  spin  in  English  eyes, 
And  doubt  them  with  superfluous  courage:  Ha! 
Banu  What,  will  you  have  tliem  weep  our  horses' 
blood? 
How  shall  we  then  behold  their  natural  tears  ? 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Ifess.  The  English  are  embattled,  you  French 

peers. 
Ckm,  To  horse,  you  gallant  princes  I  straight  to 

horse ! 
Do  but  behold  yon  poor  and  starved  band. 
And  your  fair  snow  shall  suck  away  their  souls. 
Leaving  them  but  the  shales  and  husks  of  men. 
There  is  not  work  enough  for  all  our  hands; 
Scarce  blood  enough  in  all  their  sickly  veins, 
To  give  each  nakeii  curtle-ax  a  stain. 
That  our  French  gallants  shall  to<day  draw  oat, 
And  sheathe  for  lack  of  sport :  let  us  but  blow  oc 

them. 
The  vapour  of^  our  valour  will  o'ertum  them, 
"fis  positive  'gainst  all  exceptions,  lords. 
That  our  superfluous  laQkeys,  and  our  peasants, — 
Who,  in  unnecessary  action,  swarm 
About  our  sqiures  of  battle, — were  enow 
To  purge  the  field  of  such  a  hilding  foe: 
Though  we  upon  this  mountain's  basis  by 
Took  stand  for  idle  specuUtion: 
But  that  our  honours  must  not    What's  to  say  ? 
A  very  little  little  let  us  do, 
And  all  is  done.    Then  let  the  trumpets  soimd 
The  tucket-sonaunce  and  the  note  to  mount : 
For  our  approach  shall  so  much  dare  the  field. 
That  England  shall  couch  down  in  fear,  and  yield. 

J^nter  Grah^prb. 

Grand,    Why  do  you  stay  so  long,  my  lords  of 
France? 
Ton  island  carrions,  desperate  of  their  bones, 
IlUfavour'dlv  become  the  morning  field: 
Their  ragged  curtains  poorly  are  let  loose. 
And  our  air  shakes  them  passing  soornfuliy* 
Big  Mars  seems  bankrout  in  their  beggar'd  host. 
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Oon,  I  stay  bnt  for  my  guidon.    To  the  field 
[  will  the  banner  from  a  trumpet  take. 
And  use  it  for  my  haste.    Come,  come  away  I 
The  son  b  high,  and  we  outw^fur  the  day.   [JioBeunt, 

SCENE  llh-^The  English  Caa^ 
Enter  the  English  Hott;  6lo6tbr,  Bedford, 

£X£TEB,  SaUSBURT,  COld  WEaTMORELAMD. 

Gflo.  Where  is  the  king? 

Bed.  The  king  himself  is  rode  to  yiew  their  battle. 

West,  Of  fighting  men  they  have  full  threescore 
thou;«and.  [fresh. 

Ext,  There's  five  to  one;  besides  they  are  all 

SaiL  God's  arm  strike  with  us  I  tis  a  fearful  odds. 
God  be  wi*  you,  prince:^  all ;  111  to  my  charge : 
If  we  no  more  meet  till  we  meet  in  heaven, 
Then,  joyfully ;— my  noble  lord  of  Bedford, 
My  dear  Lord  Gloster,  and  my  good  Lord  Exeter 
And  my  kind  kinsman,  warriors  all— adieu  1 

Bed,  Farewell,  «food  SalLibury;  and  good  luck 
go  with  thee  I 

Ewe.  Farewell,  kind  lord,  fig:ht  yaliantlv  to-day; 
And  yet  I  do  thee  Mrrong  to  mind  thee  of  it, 
For  thou  art  fnun*d  of  we  firm  truth  of  valour. 
[Exit  t:»ALisBUEr. 

Bed,  He  b  as  full  of  yalonr  as  of  kindness; 
Princely  in  both. 

WuL  O  that  we  now  had  here 

Enter  Kmg  Hemrt. 

But  one  ten  thousand  of  those  men  in  EngUnd 
That  do  DO  work  to-day  t 

A.  Hen,  What's  he  that  wishes  so  ? 

My  oousm  Westmoreland?— No,  my  fair  cousin : 
If  we  are  mark'd  to  die,  we  are  enow 
To  do  our  country  loss;  and  if  to  live, 
Th '  fewer  men  the  greater  share  of  honour. 
€k>d's  will  I  I  pray  Uiee,  wish  not  one  man  more. 
By  Jore,  I  am  not  covetous  for  gold ; 
l^or  care  I  who  doth  feed  upon  my  cost; 
it  yearns  me  not  if  men  my  garments  wear ; 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  desires : 
But  if  it  be  a  sin  to  covet  honour 
I  am  the  most  offending  soul  alive. 
No,  '&ith,  ror  cox,  wish  not  a  man  from  England : 
God%  peace  1  I  would  not  lose  so  great  an  honour, 
As  one  man  more,  methinks,  would  share  from  me, 
For  the  beet  hope  I  have.  0,  do  not  wbh  one  more: 
Rather  proclaim  it,  Westmoreland, through  my  host. 
That  he  which  hath  no  stomach  to  this  fight 
Let  him  depart ;  his  passport  shall  be  made, 
And  crowns  for  convoy  put  into  his  purse : 
We  would  not  die  in  that  man's  company 
That  fears  his  fellowship  to  die  with  us. 
This  day  b  caird  the  feast  of  Crbpian : 
He  that  outlives  thb  day,  and  comee  safe  homei 
Will  stand  a  tip-toe  when  thb  day  b  nam'd, 
And  rouse  him  at  the  name  of  Crispian. 
He  that  shall  live  thb  day,  and  see  old  age, 
Will  yearly  on  the  vi^l  /east  hb  neighbours, 
And  sajr,  To-morrow  is  Saint  Crispian: 
llien  will  he  strip  hb  sleeve,  and  show  hb  scars : 
And  say,  these  wounds  I  had  on  Crbpin's  day. 
Old  men  forget;  yet  shall  not  all  forget, 
Bat  hell  rememlier,  with  advantages, 
W  liat  feats  he  did  that  day :   Then  shall  our  names, 
Familiar  in  their  mouths  as  household  words,— 
Harry  the  king.  Be«iford,  and  Exeter, 
WarM-ick  and  Talbot,  Salisbury  and  Gloster,— 
Be  in  their  flowing  cups  freshly  remember'd : 
Thb  story  shall  the  good  man  teach  his  aon; 
And  Crispin  C*rispian  ahali  ne'er  go  by^ 
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From  thb  day  to  the  ending  of  the  world. 

But  we  m  it  shall  be  remember'd : 

We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  ban^of  brotners; 

For  he  to-day  that  sheds  hb  blood  with  me 

Shall  be  my  brother ;  be  he  ne*er  so  vile 

This  day  shall  gentle  hb  condition: 

And  gentlemen  in  England,  now  a-bed,        [here; 

^hall  think  themselves  accurs'd  they  were  not 

And  hold  their  manhoods  cheap,  whiles  any  speaks 

That  fought  with  us  upon  St.  Crispin's  day. 

Enter  Salisbury. 

BoL  My  sovereign  lord,  .lestow  yourself  with 
speed: 
The  French  are  bravely  in  their  battles  sec. 
And  will  witli  all  expedience  charge  on  us. 
K,  Hen,  All  thi  Ags  are  ready,  if  our  minds  be  so. 
West,  Perbh  the  man  whose  mind  b  backward 

now ! 
K,  Hen.  Thoa  dost  not  wbh  more  help  irom 

England,  coz? 
West,  God's  will,  my  liege,'wouldyouand  lalone, 
Without  more  help,  could  fight  this  rojal  battle  I 
K,  Hen,   Why,  now,  thou  hast  unwish'd  five 
thousand  men ; 
Which  likes  me  better  than  to  wbh  us  one. — 
Ton  know  your  places :  God  be  with  you  all  I 

TuekeL    Enter  Montjoy. 

MonL  Once  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee. 

King  Harry, 
If  for  thy  ransom  thou  wilt  now  compoond. 
Before  thy  most  assured  overthrow : 
For,  certainly,  thou  art  so  near  the  gulf 
Thou  needs  must  be  ensl  utted.   Besides,  in  mert^, 
The  constable  desires  tnee — thou  wilt  mind 
Thy  followers  of  repentance ;  that  their  soob 
May  make  a  peaceful  and  a  sweet  retire 
From  off  these  fields,  where  (wretches)  their  poor 

bodies 
Must  lie  and  fester. 
K,  Hen,  'Who  hath  sent  thee  now  ? 

Mont,  The  constable  of  France. 
K,  Hen.  I  pray  thee,  bear  my  former  answer 

back; 
Bid  them  achieve  me,  and  then  sell  my  bones. 
Good  Godt  why  should  they  mock  noor  fellows 

thus? 
The  man  that  once  did  sell  the  lion^s  skin 
While  the  beast  liv'd,  waskill'd  with  hunting  him. 
A  many  of  our  bodies  shall,  no  doubt, 
Find  native  graves ;  upon  tne  which,  I  trust, 
Shall  witness  live  in  brass  of  thb  day's  work: 
And  those  that  leave  their  valiant  bones  m  France, 
Dying  like  men,  though  buried  in  your  dunghills, 
They  shall  be  fam'd;  for  there  the  son  shall  greeC 

them. 
And  draw  their  bonom«  reeking  up  to  Heaven ; 
Leaving  theur  earthly  parts  to  choke  your  dime, 
The  smell  whereof  shall  breed  a  plague  in  France. 
Mark  then  abounding  valour  in  our  Englbh ; 
That,  being  dead,  like  to  the  bullet's  grazing. 
Break  out  into  a  second  course  of  mischief^ 
Killing  in  relapse  of  mortality. 
Let  me  speak  proudly :— Tell  the  constable, 
We  are  but  warriors  for  ihe  working-day  : 
Our  gajness,  and  our  ^It,  are  all  besmirched 
With  rainy  marching  m  the  painful  field ; 
There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  host 
(Good  argument,  1  hope,  we  will  not  fiy). 
And  time  hath  worn  us  into  slovenry : 
But  by  the  mass,  our  hearu  are  in  the  trim 
And  my  poor  soldiers  tell  me,  yet  eoe  *^f-.r^T^ 
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They'll  h%  in  fresher  robes ;  or  they  will  pluck 
The  ^7  new  coats  o*er  the  French  soldiers'  beads, 
AjiU  turn  them  out  of  service.     If  they  do  this 
fAs,  if  God  please,  they  shall),  my  ransom  then 
Will  soon  be  levied.  Herald,  save  tliou  thy  labour ; 
Come  thou  no  more  for  ransom,  gentle  herald ; 
They  shall  have  none,  I  swear,  but  these  my  joints; 
Which  if  thoy  have  as  I  will  leave  'em  them, 
Shall  yield  them  little,  tell  the  constable. 
JIonL  I  shall,  Kmg  Harry.     And  so  (are  thee 

well: 
riiOQ  never  shalt  hear  herald  any  more. 

[Exit, 
K,  Hen.  I  fear,  tliou  wilt  onoe  more  oome  again 

for  a  ransom. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  York. 

Torh,  My  lord,  most  humbly  on  my  knee  I  beg 
The  leading  of  Uie  vaward. 
K»  Hen,  Take  it,  brave  York.~Now,  soldiers, 
march  away: — 
And  how  thou  pleasest,  God,  dispose  the  day  I 

[txetaU, 

BCENE  IV.— rAe  Field  of  Battle. 

Alanmij  Exeurnons.    Enter  French  Soldier, 
Pistol,  and  Boy. 

PiiL  Yield,  our. 

Fr,  SoL  Je  penae  que  voui  estei  le  gentShomme  de 
bontw.  qualiti, 

Pitt,  Quality  I  Calen  o  Custure  me.  Art  thou 
a  gentleman  ?     What  is  thy  name?  discuss. 

Fr.  SoL  0  Seiffneur  Di^! 

Pist.  O  Signieur  Dew  should  be  a  gentleman : — 
Perpend  my  words,  0  Signieur  Dew,  and  mark : — 
O  Signieur  Dew,  thou  diest  on  point  of  fox. 
Except,  O  signieur,  thoo  do  give  to  me 
Egregious  ransom. 

Fr.  SoL  0,  prenneu  miaericordei  aye*  pitU  dt 
fnoyl 

Piat,  Moy  shall  not  serve,  I  will  have  forty  moys ; 
For  I  will  fetch  thy  rim  out  at  tliy  throat, 
In  drops  of  crimson  blood. 

Fr.SoL  EstU  impostihU  ^eaehapper  la  fane  de 
tonbraet 

PisL  Brass,  curl 
Thou  damned  and  loxnriona  moimtAin  goat, 
Offer'st  me  brass? 

I^.  SoL  0  pardonne»  moy. 

Fist.  Say'st  thou  me  so  ?  is  that  a  ton  of  moys  ? 
Come  hither,  boy :  Ask  me  this  sUve  in  French, 
What  is  his  name. 

Boy.  Eecouteit:  Comment  etUa  vom  appelUf 

Fr.  SoL  Moneteur  le  Fer, 

Boy.  Me  says  his  name  is  Master  Fer. 

Piet.  Master  Fer!  1*11  fer  hiin,  and  firk  him,  and 
ferret  him :— discuss  the  same  in  French  unto  him. 

Bou,  I  do  not  know  the  French  for  fer,  and  ferret, 
and  hrk. 

PisL  Bid  him  prepare,  for  I  will  eat  his  throat. 

Fr.  SoL  Que  mt^il^  monsieur! 

Boy.  It  me  comnutnde  de  vou$  dire  que  vousfaitee 
wua  preet  ;caroe  eoldat  icy  ett  dittpoai  tout  d  cette 
heure  de  couper  vostre  gorge. 

Piat,  Ouy,  oouper  gorge,  par  ma  foy,  pesant. 
Unless  thou  give  me  crowns,  brave  crowns; 
Or  mangled  shalt  thou  be  by  this  my  sword. 

Fi".  ^bL  O^ie  voua  wufplie^  pour  Vamour  de  DieUy 
me  pardoimerf  Je  auia  gentHhomme  de  bonne  nudson; 
gardex  ma  vie,  etje  voua  dotmenm  detu  cent  eacui. 

IHai.  What  are  his  worda? 
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Boy.  He  prays  you  to  save  his  life:  be  is  a  gen« 
tieman  of  a  good  house ;  and  for  his  ransom  he  wiU 
give  you  two  hundred  crowns. 

Pist.  Tell  him,— my  fury  shall  abate,  and  I 
The  crowns  will  take.' 

Fr.  SoL  Petit  motimeur^  que  dit-ilt 

Boy.  Encore  qn'il  eat  contrt  son  juremetd  de  par- 
donner  aueun  pnaonmer ;  neantmoinSy  pour  lea  eacua 
oue  voua  I'avez  promisy  U  eat  content  ae  voua  donner 
ta  libertiy  lefranchiaemenL 

Fr,  SoL  Sur  mea  genouxje  voua  domte  milte  remer- 
demena:  etje  m'estitnefteureuxqueje  suis  tombi  mtne 
lea  mainad'un  chevalier  Je  penae,  le  plus  brave,  vaUant, 
et  tree  diatingui  seUpieur  d Arujltterre. 

Piat.  Expound  unto  me,  boy. 

Boy,  He  gives  you,  upon  bin  knees,  a  thousand 
thanks :  and  he  esteems  himself  happy  that  he  hath 
fallen  into  the  liunds  of  one  (as  ne  thinks)  the 
most  brave,  valorous,  and  thrice-worthy  signieur 
of  England. 

Piat.  As  I  sack  blood,  I  will  some  mercy  show.— 
Follow  me. 

[Ejot  Pistol. 

Boy,  Suivez  voua  le  grand  capitaine,  [Ejcit  French 
Soldier.]  I  did  never  know  so  full  a  voice  issue 
from  so  empty  a  heart :  but  the  saying  is  true, — 
the  emptv  vessel  makes  the  greatest  bound.  Bar- 
dolph  and  Nym  had  ten  times  more  valour  tlian 
this  roaring  devil  i'  the  old  play,  that  everr  one 
may  pare  his  nails  with  a  wooden  dagger;  and  they 
are  both  hanged ;  and  so  would  this  be,  if  he  duri^L 
steal  anything  adventurously.  I  must  stay  with 
the  lackeys,  with  tlie  luggage  of  our  camp:  ibe 
French  mij;ht  have  a  good  prey  of  us,  if  he  knew 
of  it;  for  there  is  none  to  guard  it  bat  boys. 

[ExiL 

SCENE  y. —Another  part  of  the  Field  of  Battle. 

Alaruma.    ^nfer  Dauphin,  Obleans,  BoDBBOff. 
Constable,  Uaububeb,  and  othera. 

Con.  Odiable! 

Ori,  0  seigneur! — le  jour  eat  perdu^  tout  est  perdu! 

Dau,  Mort  demavie!  all  is  confounded,  alll 
Reproach  and  everlasting  sliame 
Sits  mocking  in  our  plumes. — 0  meadumte  for' 

tune! — 
Do  not  run  away. 

[A  i^ortalarum 

Con.  Why,  all  oar  ranks  are  broke. 

Dau.  O  perdurable  shame  t— let's  stab  ourselves. 
Be  these  the  wretches  that  we  play'd  mt  diet 
for? 

OrL  Is  this  the  king  we  sent  to  for  his  ransom? 

Bour.  Shame,  and  eternal  shame,  nothing  but 
shame  I 
Let's  die  in  honour :  Once  more  back  again  ; 
And  he  that  will  not  follow  Bourbon  now, 
Let  him  go  hence,  and  with  his  cap  in  hand, 
Like  a  base  pander,  hold  the  chamber-door, 
Whilst  by  a  slave,  no  gentler  than  my  dog, 
His  fairest  daughter  is  contaminated. 

Con.  Disorder,  that  hath  spoil'd  us,  friend  aa 
now! 
Let  us,  in  heaps,  go  offer  ap  our  lives 
Unto  th&se  English,  or  else  die  with  fame. 

OrL  We  are  enow,  yet  living  in  the  field, 
To  smother  up  the  English  in  our  throngs, 
If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

Bour  Thedevilukeordernowl  111  to  tne  throng; 
Let  life  be  short:  else  shame  will  be  too  long. 

^  r  Aosncnl- 
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SCENE  Yh— Another  Part  of  the  Field, 

Alaruma.  Enter  King  Henrt  and  Foroet;  Ezeteb, 
and  ot^iera^  toUh  prisoners. 

K,  Hat,  Well  have  we  done,  thrice  valiant 
countrymen : 
Bnt  airs  not  done,  yet  keep  the  French  the  field. 

Ea^  The  Duke  of  York  commeuds  him  to  your 
majesty. 

K,  Hen,  Lives  he,  good  unde?  thrice  within 
this  hour 
I  flaw  him  down ;  thrice  up  again,  and  fighting ; 
irrora  helmet  to  the  spur,  all  blood  he  was. 

Exe,  In  which  array  (brave  soldier ')  doth  he  lie, 
Larding  the  plain :  and  by  his  bloody  side 
(Yoke-fellow  to  his  honour-owing  wounds) 
The  noble  Earl  of  Suffolk  also  lies. 
Boffolk  first  died :  and*York,  all  haggled  over, 
Comes  to  him,  where  in  gore  he  lay  insteep*d. 
And  takes  him  by  the  beard ;  kis-^es  the  gashes, 
That  bloodily  did  yawn  upon  his  face ; 
And  cries  aloud, — *•  Tarry,  my  cousin  Suffolk  1 
My  soul  shall  thine  keep  company  to  heaven : 
Tarry,  sweet  soul,  for  mine,  then  fly  a-breast ; 
As,  in  this  glorious  and  well-foughten  field. 
We  kent  togetiier  in  our  chivalry!" 
Upon  tnese  words  I  came,  and  cheer*d  him  up : 
He  smird  me  in  the  face,  raught  me  his  hand, 
And  with  a  feeble  gr  pe,  says,—**  Dear  my  lord. 
Commend  my  service  to  my  sovereign." 
So  did  he  turn,  and  over  Suffolk's  neck 
He  threw  hi-*  wounded  arm,  and  kiss'd  his  lips; 
And  so,  espoused  to  death,  with  blood  he  seal'd 
A  testament  of  noble-ending  love. 
The  pretty  and  sweet  manner  of  it  forc'd 
Those  waters  from  me,  which  I  would  have  stopped; 
But  I  had  not  so  much  of  man  in  me. 
And  all  my  mother  came  into  mine  eyes, 
And  gave  me  up  to  tears. 

K,  Hen,  I  blame  you  not; 

For,  hearing  this,  I  most  perforce  compound 
With  mistful  eyes,  or  they  will  issue  too.— 

[Alarum, 
But,  hark!  wlmt  new  alarum  is  this  same?— 
The  French  have  reinforc'd  their  scattered  men : — 
Then  every  soldier  kill  his  prisoners  ; 
Qive  the  word  tlirough.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  YIL—Another  Part  qf  the  Fteld. 
Aiarum$,    Enter  Fluellen  and  Qowsr. 

Flu,  Rill  thepoYsand  the  luggage!  *tis  expressly 
against  the  law  of  arms ;  'tis  as  arrant  a  piece  of 
knavery,  mark  you  now,  as  can  be  offered.  In 
your  conscience  now,  is  it  not  ? 

Oow,  Tis  certain  there's  not  a  boy  left  alive ; 
and  the  cowardly  rascals  that  ran  from  the  battle 
have  done  this  slaughter:  besides,  they  iiave  burned 
and  carried  away  all  tliat  was  in  the  king's  tent: 
wherefore  the  king,  most  worthily,  hath  caused 
everv  soldier  to  cut  his  prisoner's  throat.  O,  *tis 
a  gallant  king  I 

Flu.  Ay,  he  was  pom  at  Monmouth,  Captain 
Gower:  What  call  you  the  town's  name  where 
Alexander  the  pig  was  ])orn  ? 

Oow,  Alexander  the  Great. 

Flu,  Why,  I  pray  you,  is  not  pig,  great?  The 
pig,  or  the  great,  or  the  mighty,  or  the  huge,  or  the 
magnanimous,  are  all  one  reckonings,  save  the 
I»hrMe  is  a  little  variations. 

Oow.  I  think  Alexander  the  Great  was  born  in 
Maoedon;  his  father  was  called  Philip  of  Alacedon, 
M I  take  it 
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Flti.  I  thmk  it  is  in  Maceaon  where  Aloxmider 
is  porn.  I  tell  you,  captain, — If  you  look  in  the 
maps  of  the  'orld,  I  warrant  you  shall  find,  in  the 
comparisons  between  Macedon  and  Monmouth, 
that  the  situations,  look  you,  is  both  alike.  There 
is  a  river  in  Macedon ;  and  there  is  also  moreover 
a  river  at  Monmouth;  it  is  called  Wye,  at 
Monmouth ;  but  it  is  out  of  my  prains  what  is 
the  name  of  the  other  river ;  but  'tis  all 
one,  tis  alike  as  my  fingers  is  to  my  fingers,  and 
there  is  salmons  in  both.  If  you  mark  Alexander's 
life  well,  Hurry  of  Monmouth's  life  is  come  after 
it  indifferent  well ;  for  there  is  figures  in  all  things. 
Alexander  (God  knows,  and  you  know),  hi  liis 
rages,and  his  furies, and  his  wraths,  and  his  cholers, 
and  bis  moods,  and  his  displeasures,  and  his  indi^- 
naiions,  and  also  being  a  little  intoxicates  in  his 
prains,  did,  in  hb  ales  and  his  angers,  look  you, 
kill  his  pest  friend,  Clytus. 

Oow,  Our  king  is  nut  like  him  in  that;  he  never 
killed  any  of  his  fiiends. 

Flu,  it  is  not  well  done,  mark  you  now,  to  take 
the  tales  out  of  my  mouth,  ere  it  is  made  and 
finished.  I  speak  but  in  the  figures  and  com- 
parisons of  it:  As  Alexander  killed  his  friend 
Clytus,  being  in  his  aics  and  his  cu()s;  so  also 
Harr^  Monmouth,  being  in  his  right  wits  and  his 
goot  judgments,  turned  away  the  fat  knight  with 
the  grf^^t  i)elly-duubler :  he  was  full  of  jests,  and 
gipcs,  and  knaveries,  and  mocks ;  I  have  forgot  his 
name. 

Oow.  Sir  John  Falstaff. 

Flu.  That  is  he :  111  tell  yea,  there  is  goot  men 
porn  at  Monmouth. 

Oow,  ilere  comes  his  majesty. 

Alarum.    Enter  King  Henby  wrffA  a  part  of  the 
English  Furcee;  Warwick,  Glosteb,  Exeter, 

and  others, 

K,  Hen,  I  was  not  angry  since  I  came  to  France 
Until  this  instant.— Take  a  trumpet,  herald; 
Ride  thou  unto  the  horsemen  on  yon  hill ; 
If  the^  will  fight  with  us,  bid  them  come  down, 
Or  void  the  field ;  they  do  offend  our  sight : 
If  they'll  do  neither,  we  will  come  to  tliem; 
And  make  them  skirr  away,  as  swift  as  stones 
Enforced  from  the  old  Assyrian  slings : 
Besides,  we'll  out  the  throats  of  those  we  hiive. 
And  not  a  man  of  them,  that  we  shall  take. 
Shall  taste  our  mercy :— Go,  and  tell  them  so. 

Enter  Montjoy. 

Exe.  Here  oomes  the  herald  of  the  French,  my 
liege. 

Oh.  His  eyes  are  humbler  than  they  us'd  to  be. 

K,  Hen,  lluw  now  I  what  means  this,  herald  ? 
know'st  thou  not 
That  I  have  fin'd  these  bones  of  mine  for  ransom? 
Com'st  thou  again  for  ransom  ? 

Mont,  No,  great  king, 

I  come  to  thee  for  charitable  licence, 
That  we  may  wander  o'er  this  bloody  field. 
To  book  our  dead,  and  then  to  bury  them ; 
To  sort  our  nobles  from  our  common  men : 
For  many  of  our  princes  (woe  the  while  1) 
Lie  drown'd  and  soak'd  in  mercenary  blood 
fSo  do  our  vulgar  drench  their  ))ea8ant  limbs 
In  blood  of  princes) ;  and  their  wounded  steeds 
Fret  fetlock  deep  in  gore,  and,  with  wild  rage, 
Yerk  out  their  armed  heels  at  their  dead  masters 
Killing  them  twice.    O,  give  us  leave,  great  king 
To  view  the  field  in  safety,  and  dispose 
Of  their  dead  bodies.  (  ^  r\r\ri\o 
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K.  Ben,  1  tell  thee  tnilj,  herald, 

I  know  not  if  the  daj  be  ouis,  or  no ; 
For  jet  a  man  j  of  jour  horsemen  peer, 
And  gallop  o'er  the  Geld. 

Jfont.  The  daj  is  jours. 

K,  Ben,  Praised  be  God,  and  not  our  strength, 
for  it  I 
What  is  this  castle  oaird  that  stands  hard  bj  ? 

Mont.  Thej  call  it  Agincourt. 

K.  Hen.  Tben  call  we  this  the  field  of  Agincourt, 
Fought  on  the  daj  of  Crispin  Crispianns. 

Fm,  Your  grandfather  of  famous  memorj,  ant 
piease  jour  majestj,  and  jour  great  uncle  Edward 
the  plack  prince  of  Wales,  as  I  have  read  in  the 
chronicles,  fought  a  most  prave  pattle  here  in 
France. 

jr.  Ben.  Thej  did,  Fluellen. 

Flu,  Your  majestj  sajrs  verj  true:  if  jonr 
mi^eeties  is  remembered  of  it,  the  Welshmen  did 
goot  service  in  a  garden  where  leeks  did  grow, 
wearing  leeks  in  their  Monmouth  caps;  which 
jour  majestj  knows,  to  this  hoar  is  an  honourable 
padge  of  the  service;  and,  I  do  believe,  jour 
migesW  takes  no  scorn  to  wear  the  leek  upon 
Saint  Tavj's  daj. 

K,  Hen.  I  wear  it  for  a  memorable  honour: 
For  I  am  Welsh,  jou  know,  good  countrjtnan. 

Flu.  All  the  water  in  Wye  cannot  wash  jour 
mi^e8tj*8  Welsh  plood  out  of  jour  pod j,  I  can  tell 

Sou  that :  Got  pless  it  and  preserve  it,  as  long  as 
pleases  his  grace,  and  his  majestj  tool 
Is.  Hen.  Thanks,  good  mj  oountrjman. 
Fhu  Bj  Cheshu,  I  am  jour  majestj's  country- 
man, I  care  not  who  know  it ;  1  will  confess  it  to 
all  the  *orld :   I  need  not  be  ashamed  of  jour 
majestj,  praised  be  God,  so  long  as  jour  majestj 
is  an  honest  man. 
K.Ben,  God  keep  me  sot — Our  heralds  go 
with  him; 
Bring  me  just  notice  of  the  numbers  dead 
On  both  our  parts.— Call  jonder  fellow  hither. 

[PlomU  to  WiLUAMS.    Exeunt  Momtjot 
and  others. 

En.  Soldier,  jovl  must  come  to  the  king. 

K.  Hen.  Soldier,  wh  j  wearest  thou  thiU  gloy« 
in  th  J  cap  ? 

WvL  Ant  please  your  nu^estj,  tis  the  gage  of 
one  that  I  should  fight  withiJ,  if  he  be  alive. 

K.  Ben,  An  Englishman? 

WilL  Ant  please  jour  mi^estj,  a  rascal  that 
swaggered  with  me  last  night :  who,  if  la  live  and 
everdare  to  challenge  this  glove,  1  have  sworn  to 
take  him  a  box  o*  the  ear :  or,  if  I  can  see  mj 
glove  in  his  cap  (which  he  swore,  as  he  was  a 
soldier,  he  would  wear  if  alive),  I  will  strike  it 
out  soundlj. 

K.  Ben.  What  think  jou.  Captain  Fluellen?  is 
it  fit  this  soldier  keep  his  oath  ? 

Fin.  He  is  a  craven  and  a  yillain  else,  ant 
plMse  joor  miyestj,  in  mj  consdenoe. 
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K.  Hen.  Who  senrest  thou  under  ? 
WiU,  Under  Captain  Gower,  inj  liege. 

Flu.  Gower  is  a  goot  captaui;  and  if  goot 
knowledge  and  literature  in  the  wars. 

K,  Hen.  Call  him  hither  to  me,  soldier. 

WUL  I  will,  mj  liege.  [BaL 

K,  Hen.  Here,  Fluellen ;  wear  thou  this  mvour 
for  me,  and  stick  it  in  thjcap:  When  Alen^^on 
and  mjself  were  down  together,  I  plucked  this 
gloye  from  his  helm ;  if  an j  man  challenge  this, 
be  is  a  friend  to  Alen^on  and  an  enemj  to  our 
person ;  if  thou  encounter  anj  such,  apprehend 
nim,  as  thou  dost  me  love. 

Flu.  Your  grace  does  me  as  great  boiionrs  as 
can  be  desired  in  the  hearts  of  his  subjects:  I 
would  fiiin  see  the  man^  tliat  has  hot  two  legs,  thai 
shall  find  himself  a^gnefed  at  this  g^ove,  that  is 
all ;  but  I  would  fain  see  it  onoe :  an  please  Got 
of  his  grace  that  I  might  see  it. 

K.  Men.  Knowest  thou  Gower? 

Flu,  He  is  mj  dear  friend,  an  please  you. 

K.  Hen.  Fny  thee,  go  seek  him,  and  bring  him 
to  my  tent 

Flu,  I  will  fetch  him.  [Exit. 

K,  Ben.  Mj  Lord  of  Warwick,  and  mj  brother 
Gloster, 
Follow  Fluellen  doselj  at  the  heeLs: 
The  glove  which  1  have  given  him  for  a  fayour 
Maj,  hapl  J,  purchase  him  a  box  o'  the  ear : 
It  is  the  soldier's;  I,  bj  bargain,  should 
Wear  it  mjself.    Follow,  good  cou>in  Warwiek  ■ 
If  that  the  soldier  strike  him  (as  I  judge 
Bj  his  blunt  bearing  he  will  keep  his  word), 
Some  sudden  mischief  maj  arise  of  it: 
For  I  do  know  Fluellen  valiant. 
Ant!,  touch 'd  with  choler,  hot  as  gunpowder, 
And  quickly  will  return  an  injurj : 
Follow,  and  see  there  be  no  harm  between  them. — 
Go  JOU  with  me,  uncle  of  Exeter.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  yiIL--JS^()re  King  Henry's  PotnZioii. 

Enter  Goweb  and  Wiluamb. 

WilL  I  warrant  it  is  to  knight  jon,  captain. 

Enter  Fluellen. 

Flu,  Got*8  will  and  his  pleasure,  captain,  I 
peseech  jou  now,  come  apace  to  the  king :  there  is 
more  goot  toward  jou,  peradventure,  than  is  in 
your  knowledge  to  dream  of. 

Will  Sir,  JOU  know  this  gloye  ? 

Flu.  Know  the  gloye?  I  know,  the  gloye  h  a 
gloye. 

WUL  I  know  this ;  and  thus  I  challenge  it. 

[Strikes  Mm. 

Flu,  'Sblud,  an  arrant  traitor  as  any^  in  the 
universal  *orld,  or  in  France,  or  in  England. 

Omo.  How  now,  sir?  jou  villain ! 

Wia.  Do  JOU  think  I'll  be  forsworn? 

Flu,  Stand  awaj,  Captain  (iower ;   I  will  g|y« 
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EMttr  King  Ui.NRT  and  Etktbk. 

K.  Hen,  How  now  I  wbat^s  the  matter? 

Flu,  My  liege,  here  is  a  villain,  and  a  traitor, 
that,  look  your  grace,  has  strack  the  glove  which 
your  niigestj  is  take  out  of  the  helmet  of  Akn^on. 

WilL  My  liege,  this  was  my  glove ;  here  is  the 
fellow  of  it:  and  ho  that  I  gave  it  to  in  change 
promised  to  wear  it  in  his  ca^;  1  promised  to 
strike  hinij  if  he  did:  I  met  this  man  with  my 
glove  in  his  cap,  and  I  have  been  as  good  as  my 
word. 

Flu,  Yoor  majesty  hear  now  (saving  your 
majesty's  manhood),  what  an  arrant,  rascally,  be)^- 
garly,  loosy  knave  it  is :  I  hope  your  majesty  is 
pear  me  testimony,  and  witness,  and  will  avouch- 
ment,  that  this  b  the  glove  of  Aleu9on,  that  your 
mines^  is  give  me,  in  your  conscience  now. 

A.  Hen,  Give  me  thy  glove,  soldier  I    Look, 
here's  the  fellow  of  it. 
*Twas  I,  indeed,  thou  proraised'st  to  strike ; 
And  thou  hast  given  me  most  bitter  terms. 

Ftn.  All  please  your  m^jestv,  let  his  neck  answer 
for  it,  if  there  is  any  martial  law  in  the  'orld. 

K,  Hen,  How  canst  thou  make  me  satisfaction? 

WilL  All  offences,  my  liege,  come  from  the  heart : 
never  came  any  from  mme  that  might  offend  your 
mvesty. 

A.  Hen,  It  was  ourself  thou  didst  abuse. 

\y%a.  Tour  majesty  came  not  like  yourself:  you 
appeared  to  me  but  as  a  common  man ;  witness  the 
oight,  your  garments,  your  lowliness ;  and  what 
your  highness  suffered  under  that  shape,  I  beseech 
Tou,  take  it  for  your  own  fault,  and  not  mine :  for 
bad  you  been  as  I  took  you  for,  I  made  no  offence ; 
therefore,  I  beseech  your  highness,  pardon  me. 

K,  Ben,  Here,  Unde  Exeter,  fill  tnis  glove  with 
orowns. 
And  give  it  to  this  fellow. — Keep  it,  fellow ; 
And  wear  it  for  an  honour  in  thy  cap. 
Till  I  do  challenge  iL — Give  him  the  crowns  :— 
And,  captain,  you  must  needs  be  friends  with  him. 

Ilii,  By  this  dav  and  this  light,  the  fellow  has 
mettle  enough  in  his  pelly :— Hold,  there  is  twelve 
pence  for  you,  and  1  pray  you  to  serve  Got,  and 
keep  ^oa  out  of  prawU,  and  prabbles,  and  quarrels, 
and  disiensions,  and,  I  warrant  you,  it  is  the  petter 
foryou. 

H't^  I  will  none  of  your  money. 

Fhu  It  is  with  a  goot  will ;  I  can  tell  yoo  it  will 
■erve  yoo  to  mend  your  shoes :  Come,  wherefore 
should  von  be  so  pashful  ?  your  shoes  is  not  so 
goot:  *ti8  agoot  silling  I  warrant  you,  or  I  will 
ehaogeit. 

Enter  an  English  Herald. 
K,  Hen,  Now,  herald ;  are  the  dead  niunber'd? 
Her    Here  is  the  number  of  the  slaugiiter'd 
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liee,  Charles  duke  of  Orleans,  nephew  to  the 

king; 
John  duke  of  Bourbon,  and  Lord  Boaciquault: 
Of  other  lords  and  barons,  knights  and  'squires, 
Full  fifteen  hundred,  besides  common  men. 
K,  Hen.  This  note  doth  tell  me  of  ten  thousand 

French 
That  in  the  field  lie  slain:  of  princes,  in  this 

number, 
And  nobles  bearing  banners,  there  lie  dead 
One  hundred  twenty-six  :  added  to  these. 
Of  knights,  esouires,  and  gallant  gentlemen. 
Eight  thousana  and  four  hundred ;  of  the  which. 
Five  hundred  were  but  yesterday  dubb'd  knights : 
So  that,  in  tiiese  ten  thousand  they  have  lost, 
There  are  but  sixteen  hundred  mercenaries ; 
The  rest  are   princes,   barons,   lords,   knights, 

Quires, 
And  gentlemen  of  blood  and  quality. 
The  names  of  those  their  nobles  that  lie  dead, — 
Charles  De-la-bret,  high  constable  of  France ; 
Jaques  of  Chatillon,  admiral  of  France; 
The  master  of  the  cross-bows.  Lord  Rambures; 
Great  master  of  France,  the  brave  Sir  Goischard 

Dauphin; 
John  duke  of  Alengon ;  Antony  duke  of  Brabant, 
The  brother  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy : 
And  Edward  duke  of  Bar:  of  lusty  earls, 
Grandprd  and  Roussi,  Fauoonberg  and  Foix, 
Beaumont  and  Marie,  Vaudemont  and  Lestxale. 
Here  was  a  royal  tellowship  of  death  I 
Where  b  the  number  of  our  English  dead? 

[Herald  preeents  another  paper 
Edward  the  duke  of  York,  the  Earl  of  Suffolk, 
Sir  Richard  Ketly,  Davy  Gam,  esquire : 
None  else  of  name ;  and  of  all  other  men. 
But  five-and-twenty.    O  God,  thy  arm  was  here. 
And  not  to  us.  but  to  thy  arm  alone. 
Ascribe  we  all. — When,  without  stratagem. 
But  in  plain  shock  and  even  nlapr  of  battle 
Was  ever  known  se  great  ana  little  loss. 
On  one  part  and  on  the  other  ? — Take  it,  God, 
For  it  is  none  but  thine  t 
Exe,  'Tis  wonderful  1 

K,  Hen,   Come,  go  we  in  procession  to  the 

village: 
And  be  it  death  proclaimed  through  our  host 
To  boast  of  this,  or  take  that  praise  firom  God 
Which  is  his  onlv. 

Flii,  Is  it  not  lawful,  an  please  your  majesty 
to  tell  how  many  is  killed?  ^     ^,       , 

K,  Hen,  Yes,  captain;  but  with  this  acknow- 
ledgment,— 

That  God  fought  for  as.        ,     ^.,  ^ . 

J!Ui,  Yes,  my  conscience,  he  did  us  great  goot. 
K,  Hen.  Do  we  all   holy  rites: 
Let  there  be  sung  Non.  Kobu  and  Tfc  Veum, 
The  dead  with  charity  e"clos'd  in  day : 
An^  th^n  to  Calais:  a.nd  to  England  then; 
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CHORUS. 


Vouchsafe  to  those  that  have  not  read  the  stor^, 
I'hat  I  may  prompC  «hem :  and  of  such  as  have, 
I  hamblj  pray  tliem  to  admit  the  excuse 
Of  timCf  or  numbers,  and  due  course  of  things, 
Which  cannot  in  their  huge  and  proper  life 
Be  here  presented.     Now  we  bear  the  king 
Toward  Calais :  tyrant  him  there ;  there  seen, 
Heave  him  away  upon  your  winged  thoughts, 
Athwart  the  sea :  Hdhold,  the  English  beach 
Pales  in  the  flood  with  men,  with  wives,  and  bov^, 
Whose  shouts  and  ciaps  ont-voioe  the  deep-mouth\i 

sea: 
Which,  like  a  mighty  whiffler  *fore  the  king, 
Seems  to  prepare  his  way :  so  let  him  land  ; 
And,  solemnly,  see  him  set  on  to  London. 
Su  swift  a  pace  hath  thought,  that  even  now 
You  may  imagine  him  upon  Black  heath : 
Where  that  bis  lords  desire  him  to  have  borne 
.  His  bruised  helmet,  and  his  bended  sword, 
Before  him,  through  the  city:  he  forbids  it, 
Being  free  from  vanities  and  self-glorious  pride ; 
Giving  full  trophy,  signal,  and  ostent, 
Quite  from  himself,  to  God.    But  now  behold, 
In  the  quick  forge  and  working-house  of  thought, 


How  London  doth  pour  out  her  dtizena  • 

The  mayor,  and  all  his  brethren,  in  best  sort,- 

Like  to  the  senators  of  antique  Rome, 

With  the  plebeians  swarming  at  their  heela, — 

Go  forth,  and  fetch  their  conquering  Caesar  in  \ 

As,  by  a  lower  but  by  loving  likelihood, 

4Vere  now  the  genoral  of  our  gracious  emprem 

(As,  in  good  time,  he  may)  from  IreUmd  coming, 

Bringing  rebellion  broached  on  his  sword, 

How  many  would  the  peaceful  city  quit 

To  welcome  him  I  much  more  (and  much  more 

cause) 
Did  they  this  Harry.    Now  in  London  place  Uni 

iAs^et  the  lamentation  of  the  French 
!nvites  the  King  of  En^land^  stay  at  home : 
The  emperor's  coming  m  behalf  of  France, 
To  order  peace  between  them) ;  and  cimit 
All  the  occurrences,  whatever  chanc'd, 
Till  Harry's  back-return  again  to  Prance : 
Tiiere  must  we  bring  him ;  and  mjrself  have  plajM 
The  interim,  by  remembering  you  'tis*  past. 
Then  brook  abridgment;  and  your  eytis  advance 
After  your  thoughts,  straight  hack  again  to  France 


ACT  V. 


8CENB  L— FiiDoe.  AnBngWOiOomriqf  Guard, 

Enter  Fluellen  and  Gowbb.  | 

Oow,  Nay,  that's  right;  but  whjr  wear  you 
your  leek  to-day?    Saint  Davy's  day  is  past 

Flu.  There  is  occasions  and  causes  why  and 
wherefore  in  all  things:  I  will  tell  you,  as  my 
friend.  Captain  Gower :  The  rascally,  scald,  beg- 
garly, lousy,  pragging  knave.  Pistol,— which  you 
and  yourself,  and  all  the  'orld,  know  to  be  no 

Eetter  than  a  fellow,  look  you  now,  of  no  merits,  — 
e  is  come  to  me,  and  prings  me  pread  and  salt 
yesterday,  look  you,  and  bid  me  eat  my  leek :  it 
was  in  a  place  wnere  I  could  not  breed  no  conten- 
tions witn  him :  but  I  will  be  so  fM>Id  aa  to  wear 
it  in  my  cap  till  I  see  him  once  again,  and  then  I  j 
will  tell  him  a  little  piece  of  my  desires. 

JEnter  Pistol.  ! 

Oow,  Why,  here  he  comes,  swelliDg  like  a  I 
turkey-cock.  | 

Flu,  Tis  no  matter  for  hia  swellmgs,  nor  his 
turkey-cocks.~Got  plesa  you,  ancient  Pistol  I  yon 
scurvy,  lousy  knave,  Got  pless  you! 

Fi$L  Hal  art  thou  Bedlam?  dost  thon  thirst, 
base  Trojan, 
To  have  me  fold  up  Parca's  fatal  web  ? 
Hence!  1  am  qualmish  at  the  smell  of  leek. 

Flu,  I  peseech  you  heartily,  scurvy,  lousy 
knave,  at  my  desires,  and  my  requests,  and  my 
petitions,  to  eat,  look  J^DU,  this  leek^  because,  look 
you,  yon  do  not  love  it,  nor  your  affections,  and 
your  appetites,  and  your  digestions,  does  not  agree 
with  it,  I  would  desire  you  to  eat  it. 

Pist,  Not  for  Cadwallader  and  all  his  goats. 

Iflu,  There  is  one  goat  for  you.  [Strikes  him. 
Will  you  be  so  goot,  scald  knave,  aa  to  eat  it  V 


Fist,  Base  Trojan,  thou  shalt  die. 

Flu,  Ton  say  very  true,  scald  knave,  when 
GU)t*8  will  is :  I  will  desire  you  to  live  in  the  mean 
time^  and  eat  your  victuals;  come,  there  is  sauce 
for  It.  [Striking  ftim  o^otn.]  Tou  called  me 
yesterday,  mountain-sauire,  but  I  will  make  you 
to-day  a  squire  of  low  aegree.  I  pray  you,  fall  to 
if  you  can  mock  a  leek,  you  can  eat  a  leek. 

Oow,  Enough,  captain;  you  have  astonished 
him. 

Flu,  I  say,  I  will  make  him  eat  some  part  of 
my  leek,  or  [  will  peat  his  pate  four  days:~Bitcu 
I  pray  yon ;  it  is  goot  for  your  green  wound,  and 
your  ploody  coxcomb. 

Fist,  Must  I  bite? 

Flu,  Yes,  certainly ;  and  out  of  donbt  and  oni 
of  questions,  too,  and  ambiguities. 

Fist.  By  this  leek,  I  will  most  horribly  revenge; 
I  eat — and  eat — I  swear. 

Flu,  Eat,  I  pray  you :  Will  yon  have  some 
more  sauce  to  your  leek  ?  there  is  not  enough  leek 
to  swear  bjr* 

Fist,  Quiet  thy  cudgel ;  thou  dost  see,  I  eat. 

Flu,  Much  goot  do  you,  scald  knave,  heartily. 
Nay,  'pray  you,  throw  none  away ;  the  skin  is 
goot  for  your  proken  coxcomb.  When  you  take 
occasions  to  see  leeks  hereafter,  I  prmy  you,  mock 
at  *em ;  that  is  all. 

Fist,  Good. 

Flu,  Ay,  leeks  is  goot : — Hold  ymi,  there  k  a 
groat  to  heal  your  pate. 

Fist.  Me  a  groat ! 

Flu,  Yes,  verily,  and  in  truth  you  shall  take  it; 
or  I  have  another  leek  in  my  pocket,  which  yoa 
shall  eat. 

Put,  I  take  thy  groat,  in  earnest  of  revenge. 

Flu,  If  I  owe  yoa  anything,  I  will  pay  yon  ia 


oadgidf;  rov  shall  be  a  wooamougbf,  and  buy 
nothing  of  me  bat  cudgels.  God  be  wi'  70a,  and 
keep  yon,  and  heal  your  pate.  [ExiL 

Au  AH  heU  shall  stir  for  this. 

6010,  Qo,  go ;  yoa  are  a  ootmterfeit  cowardly 
knave.  Will  yoa  mock  at  an  ancient*  tradition, — 
began  npon  an  honoorable  respect,  and  worn  as  a 
memorable  trophy  of  predeceased  valoar,— and 
dare  not  avouch  in  your  deeds  any  of  your  words  ? 
1  kave  seen  you  gLaekbg  and  galling  at  tiiis  gen- 
fleman  twice  or  thrice.  You  thought  because  he 
•ould  not  speak  English  in  the  native  garb,  he 
eould  not  therefore  handle  an  Englbh  cudgel:  you 
find  it  otherwise;  and,  henceforth,  let  a  Welsh  cor- 
rection teaoh  you  a  good  English  condition.  Fare 
ye  well.  [Exit, 

Pitt  Doth  Fortone  play  the  husMrife  with  me 
now? 
News  have  I  that  my  Nell  is  dead  i'  the  spital 
Of  malady  of  France ; 
And  there  my  rendezvous  is  quite  cut  oflEl 
Old  do  1  wax ;  and  from  mv  weary  limbs 
Honour  is  cudgelled.    Well,  bawd  I'll  turn, 
And  something  lean  to  cutpurse  of  quick  hand. 
To  England  will  I  steal,  and  there  111  steal : 
And  patches  will  I  get  unto  these  cudgel  Kd  scars, 
And  swear  I  got  them  in  the  Ckdiia  wars. 

fExit, 

8CENE IL— Troyes,  m  Champagne.    An  Apart- 
ment in  the  French  King's  Palace, 

Enter  at  one  dbor.  King  Henry,  Bedford,  Glos- 

TER,  EXKTRR,  WARWICK.  WESTMORELAND,  and 

Other  Lords ;  at  another^  the  French  King,  Queen 
Isabel,  the  Princess  Katharine,  Lords,  Ladies, 
<fte.,  the  Duke  of  Buroundt,  and  hia  Train, 

K,  Hen,  Peace  to  this  meeting,  wherefore  we  are 
met  I 
Unto  onr  brother  France,  and  to  our  sister, 
Health  and  fair  time  of  day ; — ^joy  and  G^jod  wishes 
To  our  most  fair  and  princely  cousin  Katlmrine ; 
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And.  princes  French,  and  peers,  health  to  you  all  1 
Fr,  King.  Right  joyous  are  we  to  behold  your 
fiu*e. 

Moat  worthy  brother  England ;  fairly  met  :— 

So  are  you,  princes  English,  every  one. 

Q.  laa.  So  happy  be  the  issue,  brother  England, 

Of  this  good  day  and  of  this  gracious  meeting, 


What  rub,  or  what  impediment,  there  u, 
Why  that  the  naked,  poor,  and  mangled  peaoe, 
Dear  nurse  of  arts,  plenties  and  joyiul  births, 
Should  not,  in  this  best  garden  of  the  world, 
Our  fertile  Prance,  put  up  her  lovely  visage? 
Alas  I  she  hath  from  France  too  long  been  chas*d 
And  all  her  husbandry  doth  lie  on  heaps, 
Corrupting  in  its  own  fertility. 
Her  vine,  the  merry  cheerer  of  the  heart, 
Unpruned  dies :  her  hedges  even-pleach 'dj 
Like  prisoners  wildly  overgrown  with  hair 
Put  forth  disordered  twigs ;  her  fallow  leas 
The  darnel,  hemlock,  and  rank  fumitory. 
Doth  root  upon ;  while  that  the  coulter  nists. 
That  should  deracinate  such  savagery : 
The  even  mead,  that  erst  brought  sweetly  forth 
The  freckled  cowslip,  bumet,  and  green  dover, 
Wanting  the  scythe,  all  uncorrected,  rank, 
Conceives  by  i^eness ;  and  nothing  teems 
But  hateful  docks,  rough  thistles,  keokaies,  bars 
Losing  both  beauty  and  utility: 
And  as  our  vineyards,  fallows,  meads,  and  hedgot 
Defective  in  their  natures,  grow  to  wUdness ; 
Even  so  our  houses,  and  ourselves,  and  children. 
Have  lost,  or  do  not  learn,  for  want  of  time, 
The  sciences  that  should  become  our  ooantry* 
But  grow,  like  savages,~as  soldiers  Mrill, 
That  nothing  do  but  meditate  on  blood, — 
To  swearing,  and  stem  looks,  diffused  attire 
And  everytliing  that  seems  unnatural. 
Which  to  reduce  into  our  former  favour 
You  are  assembled ;  and  my  speech  entreats 
That  I  may  know  the  let,  why  gentle  peace 
Should  not  expel  these  inconveniencies, 
And  bless  us  with  her  former  qualities. 

K,  Hen,  If,  Duke  of  Burgundy,  yoa  would  the 
peace. 
Whose  want  gives  growth  to  the  imperfections 
Which  you  have  cited,  you  must  buy  that  peace 
With  full  accord  to  all  our  just  demands; 
Whi>se  tenors  and  particular  effects 
You  have,  enschedul'd  briefly,  in  your  hands. 

Bwr,  The  king  hath  heard  them ;  to  the  which, 
as  yet. 
There  is  no  answer  made. 

K.  Hen,  Well,  then,  the  peice 

Which  you  before  so  urg^d,  lies  in  his  answer. 

tr.  King.  I  have  but  with  a  cursory  eye 
O'er-glanc'd  the  articles  :  pleaseth  your  graoe 
To  appoint  some  of  your  council  presently 
To  sit  with  us  once  more,  with  better  heed 
To  re-survey  them,  we  will,  suddenly. 
Pass  our  accept  and  peremptory  answer. 
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K,  Hen.  Fair  Katharine,  and  most  fiedrl 

Will  jou  roncbsafe  to  teach  a  soldier  terms, 
Bach  as  will  enter  at  a  ladj's  ear, 
And  plead  his  love  suit  to  her  gentle  heart? 

KcUh,  Yonr  majesty  shall  mock  at  me;  I  cannot 
speak  your  England. 

K,  Hen.  0  fair  Katharine,  if  yon  will  love  me 
soundly  with  yoiur  French  heart,  I  will  be  glad  to 
hear  you  confess  it  brokenly  with  your  English 
tongue.    Do  rou  like  me,  Kate  ? 

KaiL  Pardonnez  moy^  I  cannot  toll  vat  is — ^like 
me. 

K.  Hen.  An  angel  is  like  you,  Kate;  and  you 
are  like  an  angel. 

Kaih.  Que  ^-Ut  que  je  $uu  aembUibU  d  ka 
angest 

AUoe.  Owff  vrctyment  (tax^  vostre  gracej^  ctrnti 

K.  Hen,  I  said  so,  dear  Katharine  *  and  I  must 
not  blush  to  affirm  it 

Kath.  0  bon  Dieul  Us  languea  dee  hommea  aont 
pleinea  dea  tnmperiea. 

K.  Hen.  What  sa^rs  she,  foir  one?  that  the 
tongues  of  men  are  full  of  deceits  ? 

Alice.  Om;  dat  de  tongues  of  de  mans  is  be  full 
of  deceits :  dat  is  de  princess. 

K,  Hen.  The  princess  is  the  better  Engllsh- 
wonum.  I'faith,  Kate,  my  wooing  is  fit  for  thy 
understanding :  I  am  glad  thou  canst  speak  no 
better  English ;  for,  if  thou  couldst,  thou  wouldst 
find  me  such  a  plain  king,  that  thou  wouldst  think 
1  had  sold  my  tarm  to  buy  my  crown.  1  know  no 
ways  to  mince  it  in  love,  but  directly  to  say — I 
love  you :  then,  if  you  urge  me  further  than  to 
say — Do  you  in  faith?  I  wear  out  my  suit.  Give 
me  your  answer :  i*  faith,  do ;  and  so  clap  hands 
and  a  bargain :  How  say  you,  lady  ? 

Kath.  Saufvoatre  honneur,  me  understand  well. 

K.  Hen.  Marry,  if  you  would  put  me  to  verses, 
or  to  dance  for  your  sake,  Kate,  why  you  undid 
me:  for  the  one,  I  have  neither  words  nor  measure ; 
and  for  the  other,  I  have  no  strength  in  measure, 
yet  a  reasonable  measure  in  strength.  If  I  could 
win  a  lady  at  leap-frog,  or  by  vaulting  into  my 
saddle  with  my  armour  on  my  back,  under  the 
correction  of  bragging  be  it  spoken,  I  should 
quickly  leap  into  a  wife.  Or,  if  I  might  bufietfor 
my  love,  or  bound  my  horse  for  her  favours,  I 
could  lay  on  like  a  butcher,  and  sit  like  a  jack-an- 
apes,  never  off:  but,  before  God,  Kate,  I  cannot 
look  greenly,  nor  gasp  out  my  eloquenoe,  nor  I 
have  no  cunning  in  protestation ;  only  downright 
oaths,  which  I  never  use  till  urged,  nor  never 
break  for  urging.  If  thou  canst  love  a  fellow  of 
this  temper,  Kate,  whose  face  is  not  worth  sun- 
burning,  that  never  looks  in  his  glass  for  love  of 
anything  be  sees  there,  let  thine  eye  be  thy  cook. 
I  speak  to  thee  plain  soldier :  If  thou  canst  love 
me  for  this,  take  me :  if  not,  to  say  to  thee — tluit  I 
shall  die,  is  true :  but — for  thy  love,  by  the  Lord, 
no ;  yet  I  love  thee  too.  And  while  thou  livest, 
dear  Kate,  take  a  fellow  ofNpIain  and  uncoined  con- 
stancy ;  for  he  perforce  must  do  thee  right,  because 
he  hath  not  the  ^ift  to  woo  in  other  places :  for 
these  fellows  of  mfinite  tongue,  that  can  rhyme 
themselves  into  ladies*  fiivours,  they  do  always 
reason  themselves  out  a^ain.  What  I  a  speaker  is 
but  a  prater;  a  rhjnne  is  but  a  ballad.  A  good 
leg  will  foil ;  a  straight  back  will  stoop;  a  black 
b^rd  will  turn  white ;  a  curled  pate  will  grow 
bald;  a  fair  face  will  wither;  a  full  eye  will  wax 
hollow;  but  a  good  heart,  Kate,  is  the  sun  and  the 
mooos  or«  rather  the  sun,  and  not  the  moon  ;  foir 
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it  shines  bright,  and  never  changes,  but  keeps  hif 
course  truly,  if  thou  wouldst  have  such  a  one, 
take  me:  And  take  me,  take  a  soldier;  take  a 
soldier,  take  a  king :  And  what  sayest  thou,  then, 
to  my  love?  speak,  my  &ir,  and  fairly,  I  pray 
thee. 

Kath.  Is  it  possible  dat  I  sould  love  de  enemy 
of  France? 

K.  Hen.  No ;  it  is  not  possible  yon  should  love 
the  enemy  of  France.  Kate:  but,  in  loving  me, 
you  should  love  the  friend  of  France  ;  for  1  love 
France  so  well  that  I  will  not  part  with  a  village 
of  it ;  1  will  have  it  all  mine ;  and,  Kate,  when 
France  is  mine,  and  I  am  yours,  then  yours  is 
France,  and  yon  are  mine. 

Kath.  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat 

K.  Hen.  No,  Kate  ?  I  will  tell  thee  in  Fren<A; 
which,  I  am  sure,  will  hang  upon  thy  tongue  like 
a  new-married  wife  about  her  husbands  neck, 
hardly  to  be  shook  oS.  Quandfay  la  poaaeaaion 
de  Fnmcpj  et  quoad  wum  aoez  lapoaaeaaion  de  moy^ 
(let  me  see,  what  then?  Saint  Dennis  be  my 
speed  ^)—donc  voatre  eat  fVance,  ei  votta  eatea  menne. 
It  is  as  easy  for  me,  Kate,  to  conquer  the  kingdom 
as  to  speak  so  much  more  French :  I  shall  never 
move  thee  in  Frencli,  unless  it  be  to  lau^h  at  me. 

Kath.  8auf  voatre  lumneury  le  Fhtn^ota  que  tnui 
pca^  est  meiUewr  que  VAngloia  le  quelje  parU. 

K.  Hen.  No,  Yaith,  is't  not,  Kate:  but  thy 
speakhig  of  my  tongue,  and  I  thine,  most  truly 
falsely,  must  needs  be  granted  to  be  much  at  one. 
But,  Kate,  dost  thou  understand  thus  ma.ch  Eng- 
lish ?    Canst  thou  love  me? 

Kaih.  1  cannot  tell. 

K.  Hen.  Can  any  of  your  neighbours  tell,  Kate? 
Ill  ask  them.  Come,  I  know  thou  lovest  me: 
and  at  night  when  you  come  into  your  closet, 
youll  au&<;tion  this  gentlewoman  about  me ;  and  I 
know,  Kate,  you  will,  to  her,  dispraise  those  parts 
in  me  that  you  love  with  your  heart :  but,  good 
Kate,  mock  me  mercifully;  the  rather,  gentie 
princess,  because  I  love  thee  cruelly.  If  ever 
thou  be*st  mine,  Kate  (as  I  have  a  savmg  faith 
within  me  tells  me  that  thou  shalt),  I  get  thee  with 
scambling,  and  thou  must  therefore  needs  prove  a 
good  soldier-breeder:  Shall  not  thou  and  I, 
between  Saint  Dennis  and  Saint  George,  com 
pound  a  boy,  half  French,  half  English,  that  shall 
go  to  Constantinople  and  take  the  Turk  by  the 
beard?  shall  we  not?  what  sayest  thou,  my  fidr 
flower-de-luce? 

Kath.  1  do  not  know  dat 

K.  Hen.  No  ;  'tis  hereafter  to  know,  but  now  to 
promise:  do  but  now  promise,  Kate,  you  will 
endeavour  for  your  French  part  of  such  a  boy  • 
and,  for  my  English  moiety,  take  the  word  of  a 
kiiig  and  a  bachelor.  How  answer  yon,  la  jphu 
belle  Katharine  du  monde^  man  tres  diet-e  et  dtcine 
dissset 

Kath.  Tour  nuyestk  ave  fansse  French  enough 
to  deceive  de  most  sage  demoiaeUe  dat  is  en  fhmoe, 

K.  Hen.  Now,  fie  upon  my  false  French  I  By 
mine  honour,  in  true  English,  I  love  thee,  Kate  ; 
by  whicn  honour  I  dare  not  swear  thou  lovest  me; 
yet  my  blood  begins  to  flatter  me  that  thou  dost, 
notwithstanding  the  poor  and  untempering  effect 
of  my  vi^a^e.  Now  beshrew  my  father's  ambition  I 
he  was  thmking  of  civil  wars  when  he  got  me  ; 
therefore  was  i  created  with  a  stubborn  outside, 
with  an  aspect  of  iron,  that  when  I  come  to  woo 
ladies  I  fright  them.  But,  in  faith,  Kate,  the  elder 
I  wax  the  better  I  shall  appear :  my  oomfortis,  that 
old  .ge,  th«  m  U^.^|,  of  ^»^^(5|  d.  «> 
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non  spoil  upou  aj  &oe :  thoa  hast  me,  if  thoa  hast 
me,  at  the  worst ;  and  thoa  shalt  wear  me,  if  thoa 
wear  me,  better  and  better ;  and  therefore  tell  me, 
most  fair  Katharine,  will  yoa  have  me?  Pot  off 
your  maiden  blushes;  avouch  the  thoughts  of 
your  heart  with  the  looks  of  an  empress ;  take 
me  bj  the  hand,  and  say — Harry  of  England,  I 
am  tlune :  which  word  thou  shalt  no  sooner  bless 
mine  ear  withal  but  I  will  tell  thee  aloud— England 
is  thine,  Ireland  is  thine,  Franoe  is  thine,  and 
Henrv  Plantagenet  is  thine;  who,  though  I  speak 
it  before  his  uu^,  if  he  be  not  fellow  with  the 
be6t  king,  thou  shalt  find  the  best  king  of  good 
fellows.  Come,  your  answer  in  broken  music; 
for  th^  voice  is  music,  and  thy  English  broken : 
therefore,  queen  of  all,  Katharine,  break  thy  mind 
to  me  in  broken  English.  Wilt  thou  have  me  ? 
Kath,  Dat  is  as  it  shall  please  de  rcy  won  pare, 
K.  Hen.  Nay,  it  will  please  him  well,  Kate;  it 
shall  please  him,  Kate. 
Katk,  Den  it  sail  also  content  me. 
K,  Hen.  Upon  that  I  kiss  your  hand,  and  I  oiU 
joa  mv  queen. 

Katk.  LaiateZy  mon  migneur^  laiuay  laiaaeat;  wa 
/by,  jt  ne  veux  point  qtte  vous  ahoai$$e»  txtstre 
gramleur,  en  bammt  la  main  dune  voetre  indigne 
eerviteure ;  eaocuxen  mojf^  je  tfoua  euppUe^  mon  tree 
ptdeaant  seigneur, 

K.  Hen,  Then  I  will  kiss  yonr  lipe,  Kate. 
Kaik.  Lee fkonee,etdanuneeUee, pour eetrebaissdee 
dgcant  leur  nopcet^  U  n'eet pae  le  co&tume  deFranee, 
K,  Hen,  Madam  my  interpreter,  what  says  she"? 
AUce,  Dat  it  is  not  be  de  ashion  pour  lee  ladies 
of  France,  I  cannot  tell  what  it  6tiuer,  en  English. 
K,  Hen,  To  kiss. 

Mice,  Yonr  majesty  entendre  hettt9  que  mou, 
K,  Hen,  It  is  not  the  fashion  for  the  maids  in 
Franoe  to  kiss  before  they  are  married,  would  she 
say? 
AUee,  Ow^ffrayment, 

K.  Hen.  0  Kate,  nice  oustoms  cnrt'sy  to  great 
kings.  Dear  Kate,  you  and  I  cannot  be  confined 
within  the  weak  list  of  a  country's  fashion  ; 
we  are  the  makers  of  manners,  Kate;  and  the 
liberty  that  follows  our  places  stops  the  mouths  of 
all  find-faults;  as  I  will  do  yours,  for  upholding 
the  nice  fashion  of  ^our  country  in  denying  me  a 
kiss :  therefore,  patiently  and  ^eldmg.  [Kiaeing 
her,'\  You  have  witchcraft  m  your  lips,  Kate; 
there  is  more  eloquence  in  a  sugar  touch  of  them, 
than  in  the  tongues  of  the  French  council:  ana 
they  should  sooner  persuade  Harry  of  England 
than  a  general  petition  of  monarcha.  Here  comes 
your  father. 

Enter  the  Frenoh  Kivo  and  Qubkn,  Bukoundt, 
Bedford,  Qlobter,  Exbtbb,  WiasTMOiusLAAD, 
and  other  French  and  English  Lords. 

Bur,  God  save  your  majesty  I  my  royal  cousin, 
teach  you  our  princess  English  ? 

K,  Hen,  I  would  have  her  learn,  my  fidr  cousin, 
how  perfectly  I  love  her ;  and  that  it  good  English. 

Bur.  b  she  not  apt  ? 

^  K.  Hen.  Oar  tongue  is  rough,  oox;  and  my  con- 
dition is  not  smootli ;  so  that,  having  neither  the 
voice  nor  the  heart  of  flattery  about  me,  I  cannot 
10  conjure  up  the  spirit  of  love  in  her,  that  he  will 
appear  in  his  true  likeness. 

Bur,  Pardon  the  fhmkness  of  my  mirth,  if  I 
answer  you  for  that.  If  j^ou  would  oomure  in  her, 
Tou  most  make  a  cirde :  if  ooi^ure  up  love  in  her 
in  his  true  likeness,  be  must  appear  naked  and 
blind :  Can  yon  bhunt  her.  then,  being  a  maid  yet 


rosed  over  with  the  virgm  enmson  of  modesty,  if 
she  deny  the  appearance  of  a  naked  blind  boy  in 
her  naked  seeing  self  ?  It  were,  my  lord,  a  hard 
condition  for  a  maid  to  consign  to. 

K,  Hen.  Yet  they  do  wink,  and  yield ;  as  love 
is  blind,  and  enforces. 

Bur,  They  are  then  excosed,  my  lord,  when 
they  see  not  what  they  do. 

A.  Hen,  Then,  good  my  lord,  teaob  yoor  ooosin 
to  consent  winkine. 

^tir.  I  will  wink  on  her  to  oonsent,  my^  lord,  it 
you  will  teach  her  to  know  my  meaning:  tor 
maids,  well  summered  and  warm  kept,  are  like 
flies  at  Bartholomew-tide,  blind,  though  they  have 
their  eyes  ;  and  then  ther  will  endure  handling, 
which  before  would  not  abide  looking  on. 

K.  Hen.  This  moral  ties  me  over  to  time,  and 
a  hot  summer;  and  so  I  shall  catch  the  fly,  your 
C0U.SU1,  in  the  latter  end,  and  she  must  be  blind 
too. 

Bur,  As  love  is,  my  lord,  before  it  loves. 

K.  Hen,  It  is  so ;  and  you  may,  some  of  you, 
thank  love  for  my  blindness;  who  cannot  see 
many  a  fair  fVench  city,  for  one  fiur  French  maid 
that  stands  in  my  way. 

Fr,  King,  Yes,  my  lord,  yon  see  them  per- 
spectively,  the  cities  tumea  into  a  maid ;  for  they 
are  sil  girdled  with  maiden  walls,  that  war  hatn 
never  entered. 

K.  Hen.  Shall  Kate  be  my  wife? 

Fr,  King,  So  please  you 

K,  Hen,  I  am  content ;  so  the  maiden  cities  yo« 
talk  of  may  wait  on  her :  so  the  maid  that  stood 
in  the  way  of  my  wish  shall  show  me  the  vray  to 
my  will. 

F¥.  King,  We  have  consented  to  all  tsrms  of 
reason. 

K,  Hen,  Is*t  so,  my  lords  of  England? 

WeeL  The  king  hath  granted  every  article* 
His  daughter,  first ;  and  then,  in  sequel,  all. 
According  to  their  firm  proposed  natures. 

Exe,  Only,  he  hath  not  yet  subscribed  this  i— 
Where  your  majesty  demands,  -That  the  King  of 
France,  having  any  occasion  to  write  for  matter 
of  grant,  shall  name  your  highness  in  this  form, 
and  with  this  addition,  in  French, — Notre  tree 
cherflh  Hemy,  row  dAngleterre^  hhitier  de  Franoe; 
and  thus  in  Latm^— /VcectomsMiius  fiUue  noeter 
Henricue,  rex  AngUce^  et  haree  Francue, 

FV.  Kmg,  Nor  this   I  have  not,  brother,  s 
denied, 
But  yoor  request  shall  make  me  let  it  pass. 

K,  Hen.  I  pray  you  then,  in  love  and  dear 
alliance. 
Let  that  one  article  rank  with  the  rest : 
A\n^,  thercnpon,  give  me  your  daughter. 

FV.  King.  Take  her,  £sir  son;  and  from   her 
blood  raise  up 
Issoe  to  me:  that  the  contending  kingdoms 
Of  France  and  England,  whose  "werf  ahoret  look 

pale 
With  envy  of  each  otherls  happmeet, 
May  cease  their  hatred ;  and  this  dear  oonjanotion 
Plant  neighbourhood  and  Christian-like  accord 
In  their  sweet  bosoms,  that  never  war  advance 
His  bleeding  sword  twixt  England  and  £Eur  Franoe. 

AU.  Amen! 

K,  Hen,  Now  welcome,  Kate:— end  bear  me 
witness  all, 
That  here  I  kiss  her  as  my  torereign  qneen. 

[Flouriah. 

Q,  lea.  Gk>d,  the  best  maker  of  all  marriages. 
Combine  yoor  hearts  in  one,  your  realms  in  one  i 
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As  man  and  wi^,  being  two,  are  one  in  love. 
So  be  there  *twixt  yonr  kingdoms  euch  a  spousal, 
Tliat  never  may  ill  office,  or  fell  jealousy, 
Wliich  troubles  oft  the  bed  of  blessed  marriage. 
Thrust  in  between  the  paction  of  these  kingdoms, 
To  make  divorce  of  their  incorporate  league; 
That  English  may  as  French,  French  Englishmen, 
Reoeive  each  otlier  i— God  apeak  this  Amea  t 


JU,  Amen  I 

K.  Ben,   Prepare  we  for  our  marrtef^e;-  on 
which  day. 
My  lord  of  Burgundy,  well  take  your  oath. 
And  all  the  peers',  for  surety  of  our  leagues. 
Then  shall  1  swear  to  Kate,  and  you  to  me; 
And  may  our  oaths  well  kept  and  prosperous  be . 


CHORUS. 


Thus  (kr,  with  rouprh  and  all  nnable  pen, 

Our  bending  author  has  pursued  the  story; 
In  little  room  oonfinine  mighty  men, 

Mangling  by  starts  the  full  coarse  of  their  glory. 
Small  tune,  but  in  that  small,  most  greatly  liv'd 

This  star  of  England  :  fortune  made  his  sword ; 
By  which  the  world's  boit  garden  he  achiev'd, 

And  of  it  left  his  son  imperial  lord. 


Henry  the  Sixth,  in  infiint  bands  crowned  king 

Of  France  and  England,  did  this  king  sucoMd, 
Whose  state  so  many  had  the  managing, 

That  they  lost  France,  and  made  his  England 
bleed : 
Which  oft  our  stage  hath  shown ;  and,  for  their 

sake. 
In  your  fair  minds  let  this  acceptance  take. 
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nr  TR01CA8  OABORATI, 

Mayor  of  London. 

WOODVILLE.  Llevtooant  of  tho  TOwor. 

VERNON,  of  tho  White  Roee,  or  York,  factloa. 
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OHARLESjbanphln,  and  afterwards  King  of  Franot^ 

RKTfllfrBR,  Dnko  of  An|oii,  and  Tltvtar  King  of 

Doko  of  BUROUNDT. 

Doko  of  ALENOON. 

OoTomor  of  Paris. 

Bastard  of  ORLEANS. 

Mkotor-Gonner  of  Orleans,  and  his  Boa. 

QoBoral  of  the  French  Forces  in  Bonrdean& 

A  French  Sergeant.       A  Porter. 

epherd.  flUher  to  Joan  La  Pncella. 
r,  dangntor  to  Retcnler ;  afterwards 
married  to  Kingffenry. 
Conntoas  of  AUYEROin. 
JOAH  LA  PVCELLE,  commonly  called  Joan  of  Are. 
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An  old  Shepherd,  ft 
KARaARET.  danghu 


ACTL 


SCENE  L— Westminster  Abbej^. 

DwBL  March,  Corpte  of  King  Henbt  Y.  du- 
eoveredy  lying  in  state ;  attended  on  by  the  Dakea 
of  Bedford,  Gloster,  and  Ezbtbr  ;  the  Earl 
of  Warwick,  the  Bishop  of  Winchester, 
BenidBj  Se* 

Bed,  Hung  be  the  hearens  with  black,  jield 
day  to  night  I 
Comets,  importing  change  of  times  and  states, 
Brandish  your  crystal  tresses  in  the  sky ; 
And  with  them  scoarge  the  bad  revolting  start, 
That  have  consented  unto  Henry's  death ! 
Kinff  Henry  the  Fifth,  too  famous  to  live  long  I 
EngXai.d  ne  er  lost  a  king  of  so  much  worth. 

Olo,  England  ne'er  had  a  king  until  bis  time. 
Virtue  he  had,  deserving  to  oommand : 
His  brandi»h*d  sword  did  blind  men  with  his 

beams; 
His  arms  spread  wider  than  a  dragonls  wings : 
His  sparklmg  eyes,  replete  with  wrathful  fire, 
More  dazzled  and  drove  back  hb  enemies, 
Than  mid-day  sun,  fierce  bent  again  their  faces. 
What  should  I  sa^?  his  deeds  exceed  all  speech : 
He  ne'er  lift  up  his  hand  but  conquered. 

Exe,  We  mourn  in  black:  Why  mourn  we  not 
in  blood? 
Henry  is  dead,  and  never  shall  revive  s 
Upon  a  wooden  coffin  we  attend ; 
And  death's  diihooourable  victory 


We  with  our  stately  presence  glorify, 
Like  captives  bound  to  a  triumphant  ear. 
What  I  shall  we  curse  the  planets  of  mishap, 
That  plotted  thus  our  glory's  overthrow  ? 
Or  shall  we  think  the  sublle-witted  French 
Conjurers  and  sorcerers,  tliat,  afraid  of  him. 
By  magic  verses  have  contriv'd  his  end  ? 

Win,  He  was  a  king  bless'd  of  the  King  of  kings. 
Unto  the  French  the  dreadful  judgment-day 
So  dreadful  will  not  be  as  was  his  sight. 
The  battles  of  the  Lord  of  Hosts  he  fought: 
The  church's  prayers  made  him  so  prosperous. 

Olo.  The  church  I  wliereisit?  Had  not  churcli- 
men  oray'd. 
His  thread  of  life  had  not  so  soon  decay'd ; 
None  do  ^on  like  but  an  effeminate  prince, 
Whom,  like  a  school-boy,  yon  may  over-awe. 

Win,  Gloster,  whate  er  we  like,  thou  art  pro> 
tector; 
And  lookest  to  command  the  prince  and  realm. 
Tliy  wife  is  proud ;  she  holdeth  thee  in  awe, 
More  than  Qod  or  religious  churchmen  may. 

Olo,  Name  not  religion,  for  thou  lov'st  the  flesh ; 
And  ne%r  throughout  the  year  to  church  then 

gost, 
Exceot  it  be  to  pray  against  thy  foes. 

Bed,  Cease,  cease  these  jars,  and   rest  your 
minas  in  peace  I 
IaVb  to  the  altar :— Heralds,  wait  on  us  >~ 
Instead  of  gold,  well  offer  up  our  arms 
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7>itice  arms  RTail  not,  now  that  Henry^s  dead. 

Posterity,  await  for  wretched  years, 

When  at  their  mothers' moistened  eyes  babes  shall 

suck; 
Oar  isle  be  made  a  nourish  of  salt  tears, 
And  none  but  women  left  to  wail  the  dead. 
Henry  the  Fifth  1  thy  ghost  1  invocate ; 
Prosper  this  realm,  keep  it  from  civil  broils  I 
GomtMit  with  adverse  planets  in  the  heavens  I 
A  far  more  glorious  star  thy  soul  will  make, 
Than  Jolius  Cssar,  or  bright 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess,  My  honourable  lords,  health  to  you  all  I 
Sad  tidings  bring  I  to  you  out  of  France, 
Of  loss,  of  slaughter,  and  discomfiture : 
Guienne,  Charapaigne,  Rheims,  Orleans, 
Paris,  Guysors,  Poictiers,  are  all  quite  lost. 

Bed,    What   say'st   thou,   man,    before    dead 
Henry's  corse? 
Speak  softly ;  or  the  loss  of  those  great  towns 
Will  make  him  burst  \m  lead,  and  rise  from  death. 

Oh.  Is  Paris  lost?  is  Rouen  yielded  up? 
If  Henry  were  reeall'd  to  life  again, 
These  news  would  cause  him  once  more  yield  the 
ghost 

Exe,  How  were  they  lost?  what  treachery  was 
usVi? 

MesB.  No  treachery;   but  want  of  men  and 
money. 
Amongst  the  soldiers  this  is  muttered,^ 
That  here  you  maintain  several  factions; 
And,  whilst  a  field  should   be   despatch'd  and 

fought, 
You  are  disputing  of  ^our  generals. 
One  would  have  lingering  wars,  with  little  cost; 
Another  would  fiy  swift,  but  wanteth  wings; 
A  third  man  thinks,  without  expense  at  all. 
By  guileful  &ir  words  peace  may  be  obtain'd. 
Awake,  awake,  English  nobility! 
Let  not  sloth  dim  your  honours^  new-begot : 
Cropp'd  are  the  flower-de-luces  m  your  arms; 
Of  England's  ooat  one  half  is  cut  away. 

Exe,  Were  our  tears  wanting  to  this  funeral, 
These  tidings  would  call  forth  her  flowing  tides. 

Bed,  Me  they  concern ;  regent  I  am  of  France : 
Gire  me  my  steeled  coat,  111  fight  for  France. 
Away  with  these  disgraceful  wailing  robes  I 
Wounds  will  I  lend  the  French,  instead  of  eyes, 
To  weep  their  intermissive  miseries. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

2  Mess.  Lords,  view  these  letters,  foU  of  bod 
mischance : 
France  is  revolted  from  the  English  quite ; 
Except  some  petty  towns  of  no  import: 
The  Dauphin  Charles  is  crowned  kmg  in  Rheims ; 
The  Bastard  of  Orleans  with  him  is  join'd ; 
Reignier,  duke  of  Anjou,  doth  take  his  part ; 
The  Duke  of  AleuQon  flieth  to  his  side. 

Eaee.  The  dauphin  crowned  king!  all  fly  to  him  I 
O,  whither  shall  we  fly  from  this  reproach  ? 

Qlo,  We  will  not  fly,   but  to  our  enemief' 
throats : — 
Bedford,  if  thou  be  slack.  111  fight  it  out. 

Bed,  Gloster,  why  doubt'st  thou  of  my  forward- 
ness? 
An  army  have  I  muster'd  in  my  thoughts, 
Wherewith  already  France  is  overrun. 

Enter  a  third  Messenger. 

9  Mess.  My  graoiom  lords,— to   add  to  your 


VI.-PART  I, 
Wherewith    you    now    bedew    King    Henrys 

hearse, — 
I  must  inform  you  of  a  dismal  fight 
Ldtwixt  the  stout  Lord  Talbot  and  the  French. 

Win.  What!  wherein  Talbot  overcame?  is'tio? 

3  Mess.    0,  no;    wherein   Lord   Talbot   was 
o'erthrown : 
The  circumstance  111  tell  you  more  at  large. 
The  tenth  of  August  last,  this  dreadful  lord, 
Retiring  from  the  siege  of  Orleans, 
Having  full  scarce  six  thousand  in  his  troopu 
By  three-and-twenty  thousand  of  tlie  French 
Was  round  encompassed  and  set  upon: 
No  leisure  had  he  to  enrank  his  men  ; 
He  wanted  pikes  to  set  before  his  archers: 
Instead  whereof,  sharp  stakes,  pi  uck'd  out  of  hedges, 
They  pitched  in  the  ground  confusedly. 
To  Keep  the  horsemen  off  from  breaking  in. 
More  than  three  hours  the  fight  continued ; 
Where  valiant  Talbot,  above  human  thought, 
Enacted  wonders  with  his  sword  and  lance. 
Hundreds  he  sent  to  hell,  and  none  durst  stand  bim ; 
Here,  there,  and  everywhere,  enrag'd  he  slew : 
The  French  excUim'd,  The  devil  was  in  arms ; 
All  the  whole  army  stood  asrsz'd  on  him : 
His  soldiers,  spying  his  undaunted  spirit, 
A  Talbot!  a  Talbot!  cried  out  amam. 
And  rush'd  into  the  bowels  of  the  battle. 
Here  had  the  conmiest  fully  been  seal'd  up. 
If  Sir  John  Fastolfe  had  not  play'd  the  coward  * 
He,  being  in  the  vaward  (piac'd  behind. 
With  purpose  to  relieve  and  follow  them), 
Cowardly  fled,  not  having  struck  one  stroke. 
Hence  grew  the  general  wrack  and  massacre; 
Enclosed  were  they  with  their  enemies : 
A  base  Walloon  to  win  the  dauphin's  grace. 
Thrust  Talbot  with  a  spear  into  the  back ; 
Whom  all  France,  with  their  chief  assembled 

strength. 
Durst  not  presume  to  look  once  in  the  face. 

Bed.  Is  Talbot  slain?  then  I  will  slay  myself, 
For  living  idly  here,  in  pomp  and  ease, 
Whilst  such  a  worthy  leader,  wanting  aid, 
Unto  his  dastard  foemen  is  betrayed. 

3  Mess.  O  no,  he  lives ;  but  is  took  prisoner, 
And  Lord  Scales  with  him,  and  Lord  Hungerford  - 
Most  of  the  rest  slaughter'd,  or  took,  likewise. 

Bed,  His  ransom  there  is  none  but  I  shall  pay  : 
111  hale  the  dauphin  headlong  from  hb  throne, — 
His  crown  shall  be  the  ransom  of  my  friend ; 
Four  of  their  lords  111  change  for  one  of  ours. 
Farewell,  niy  masters ;  to  my  task  will  I; 
Bonfires  in  France  forthwith  I  am  to  make. 
To  keep  our  great  Saint  George's  feast  withal: 
Ten  thousand  soldiers  with  me  I  will  take. 
Whose  bloody  deeds  shall  make  all  Europe  quake. 

3  Mess.  So  yon  had  need,  for  Orleans  is  besieged; 
The  English  army  is  grown  weak  and  faint : 
The  Earl  of  Salisbury  craveth  supply. 
And  hardly  keeps  his  men  from  mutmj. 
Since  tboy,  so  few,  watch  such  a  mulutude. 

Exe.  Remember,  lords,  your  oaths  to  Henry 
sworn, 
Either  to  quell  the  dauphin  utterly. 
Or  bring  him  in  obedience  to  your  yoke. 

Bed.  I  do  rememb«:r  it;  and  here  take  my  leave. 
To  go  about  my  preparation.  [EbbsL 

Qlo.  Ill  to  the  Tower,  with  all  the  baste  I  can, 
To  view  the  artillery  and  munition; 
And  then  I  will  proclaim  young  Henry  king. 

Exe.  To  Eltham  will  I.  wheretheyonngkinga, 
Being  ordain'd  his  special  govemoi; 
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KING  HENRY 
And  for  hia  safetr  thare  111  best  devise.      [ExiU 
Win^  Eacli  hath  Iijs  place  and  fanction  to  attend : 
I  am  left  out ;  for  me  nothing  remains. 
Bat  long  I  will  not  be  Jack-out-of-office; 
The  king  from  Eltham  I  intend  to  send, 
And  ut  at  chiefest  stem  of  pablio  weal. 

[Exit,    Sctnedoeei. 

SCENE  II.'-France.    Btfore  Orleans. 

Enter  Charles,  with  hu   Forces;  Albn^oh, 
Keiovieb,  and  others. 

Ohar.  Mars  hia  tme  moving,  eren  aa  in  the 
heavens. 
So  in  the  earth,  to  this  daj  is  not  known : 
Late  did  he  shine  apon  the  English  side; 
Now  we  are  victors,  apon  us  he  smiles. 
What  towns  of  any  moment  but  we  have? 
At  pleasure  here  we  lie  near  Orleans ; 
Otherwhiles,  the  fkmish'd  English,  like  paleghosts, 
Faintlj  besiege  as  one  hour  in  a  month. 

AUn.  The  J  want  their  porridge  and  their  fat 
bull-beeves: 
Either  they  most  be  dieted  like  mules. 
And  have  their  provender  tied  to  their  months, 
Or  piteous  thej  will  look,  like  drowned  mice. 

Seig.  Let's  raise  the  siege:  why  live  we  idly 
here? 
Talbot  is  taken,  whom  we  wont  to  fear : 
Remaineth  none  but  mad-brain *d  Salisbury; 
And  he  may  well  m  fretting  spend  his  gall. 
Nor  men  nor  money  hath  he  to  make  war. 

Char.  Soand,  sound  alarum ;  we  will  rush  on 
them. 
Now  for  the  honour  of  the  forlorn  French : — 
Him  I  forgive  my  death  that  kiileth  me. 
When  he  sees  me  go  back  one  foot,  or  fly. 

[Exeunt, 

Alarttmt,  They  are  beaten  back  by  the  English^  with 
great  lote.  Reenter  Chablbs,  ALENgoH,  Rbio- 
msa^  and  othen, 

Ohar.  Who  ever  saw  the  like?  what  men  have 
I?-. 
Dogal  cowards !  dastardsl— I  would  ne'er  have  fled, 
But  that  they  left  me  midst  my  enemies. 

Reig.  Salisbury  is  a  desperate  homicide; 
He  fighteth  aa  one  weary  of  bis  life. 
The  other  lords,  like  lions  wanting  food, 
Do  rush  upon  us  as  their  hungry  prey. 

AJen.  Froissart,  a  countryman  of  ours,  records, 
England  all  Olivers  and  Rowlands  bred 
During  the  time  Edward  the  Third  did  reign. 
More  truly  now  may  this  be  verified ; 
For  none  bat  Samsons,  and  Qoliasses, 
It  sendeth  forth  to  skirmbh.    One  to  ten! 
Lean  raw-bon'd  rascals!  who  would  e*er  suppose 
Th^  had  such  courage  and  audacity  ? 

Onwr.  Let's  leave  this  town ;  for  they  are  liair 
brainM  slavea. 
And  honffer  will  enforce  them  to  be  more  eager : 
Of  old  I  know  them ;  rather  with  their  teeth 
The  walls  theyll  tear  down  than  forsake  the  siege. 

B»g,  I  think,  by  some  odd  gimmers  or  device. 
Their  arms  are  set  like  docks,  still  to  strike  on; 
Else  ne*er  could  they  hold  out  so  as  they  do. 
By  my  consent,  well  even  let  them  alone. 

Jian.  Beitio. 

Enter  ihe  Bastard  of  Oblbaxs. 

Ilaif.  Where's  the  prince  dauphin?  Ihayeaews 

for  him. 
Char  Bastard  of  Orleans,  thrice  waloome  tons. 
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Boat.  Methinks  your  looks  are  sad,  your  cheer 
apiaird; 
Ehth  the  late  overthrow  wrought  this  offence? 
Be  not  dismay 'd,  for  succour  is  at  hand : 
A  holy  maid  hither  with  me  I  bring. 
Which,  hy  a  vision  sent  to  her  from  heaven, 
Ordained  is  to  raise  this  tedious  siege. 
And  drive  the  English  forth  the  bounds  of  France. 
The  spirit  of  deep  prophecy  she  hath, 
Exceeding  the  nine  sibyls  of  old  Rome , 
Wliat's  past  and  what's  to  come,  she  can  descry. 
Speak,  shall  1  call  her  in  ?    Believe  my  words, 
For  they  are  certain  and  unfallible, 

Char.  Go,  call  her  in  [Exit  Bastard] :  But,  first 
to  try  her  skill, 
Reignier,  stand  thou  as  dauphin  in  my  place : 
Question  her  proudly,  let  thy  looks  fafe  stem : — 
By  this  means  shall  we  sound  what  skill  she  hath. 

[Helirei. 

Enter  La  Pucbllb,  Bastard  of  Obiaams,  and 
others. 

Reig.  Faur  maid,  is't  thou  wilt  do  these  wondrons 
feats?  •  [me? 

Puc  Reignier,  ist  thou  that  thinkest  to  beguile 
Where  is  the  dnuphin? — come,  come  from  behind ; 
I  know  thee  well,  though  never  seen  bet  ore. 
Be  not  amaz'd.  there's  nothing  hid  from  me : 
In  private  will  1  talk  with  thee  apart  ;— 
Stand  back  you  lords,  and  give  us  leave  awhile. 
Eeig.  She  takes  upon  her  bravely  at  first  dash. 
Fuc   Dauphin,  I   am  by  birth  a  shepherd's 
daughter^ 
My  wit  untrain'd  m  any  kind  of  art 
Heaven,  and  our  Lady  gracious,  hath  it  pleas'd 
To  shine  on  my  contemptible  estate : 
Lo,  whilst  I  waited  on  my  tender  lambs. 
And  to  sun's  parchmx  heat  displayed  my  cheeks, 
God'k  mother  deigned  to  appear  to  me ; 
And,  in  a  vision  full  of  majesty, 
WUrd  me  to  leave  my  base  vocation, 
And  free  my  country  from  calamity : 
Her  aid  she  promised  and  assured  success . 
In  complete  glory  she  revealed  herself; 
And,  whereas  I  was  black  and  swart  before. 
With  those  clear  rays  which  she  intus'd  on  me, 
Tliat  beauty  am  I  blessed  with  which  you  may  see. 
Ask  me  wtiat  question  thou  canst  possible, 
And  I  will  answer  unpremeditated : 
My  courage  try  by  combat,  if  thou  dar'st. 
And  thou  shalt  find  that  1  exceed  my  sex. 
Resolve  on  this :  Thou  shalt  be  fortunate 
If  thou  receive  me  for  thy  warlike  mate. 

Char.  Thou  hast  astonish'd  me  with  thy  high 
terms; 
Only  this  proof  111  of  thy  yalour  make, — 
In  single  combat  thon  shalt  buckle  with  me: 
And  It  thon  vanquishest  thy  words  are  true ; 
Otherwise  I  renounce  all  confidence. 
Phc    I  am  prepar'd:   here  is  my  keen-edg'd 
sword, 
Deck'd  with  fine  flower-de-luces  on  each  side ; 
The  which,  at  Touraine,  in  St  Klatharine's  church- 
yard, 
Ont  of  a  frcat  deal  off  old  Iron  I  chose  forth. 
Char.  Then  come,  o'  God's  name,  1  fear  no 

woman. 

Pttc  And,  while  I  live.  111  ne'er  fly  from  a  man. 

[  Theyjight,  and  La  Pucellb  overamei. 

Char.  Stay,  stay  thy  hands;  thou  art  an  Amazon, 

And  fightcist  with  the  sword  of  Deborah. 

ISto.  Christ's  mother  helps  me,  else  I  were  too 
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Ch(xr,  Whofl*er  helpt  thee,  'tis  thuu  that  must 
help  me: 
Impatiently  1  burn  with  thy  desire: 
My  heart  and  hands  thon  hast  at  once  subdued 
Excellent  Pucelle,  if  thy  name  be  so. 
Let  me  thy  servant,  and  not  sovereign,  be ; 
Tis  the  French  dauphin  sueth  to  thuo  thus. 

Pvc  I  must  not  yield  to  any  rites  of  love, 
For  my  profession^  sacred  fr(»m  above: 
When  1  have  chased  all  thy  foes  from  hence. 
Then  will  I  think  upon  a  recompense. 

Cluar,  Meantime^  look  gracious  on  thy  prostrate 
thrall. 

Bag.  My  lord,  methinks,  is  very  long  in  talk. 

JloL  Doubtless,  he  shrives  this  woman  to  her 
smock; 
Else  ne*er  could  he  so  long  protract  his  speech. 

Btig.  (Shall  we  dbtnrb  hmi,  since  he  keeps  no 
mean? 

AUn,  He  may  mean  more  than  we  poor  men  do 
know: 
Ibeee  women  are  shrewd  tempters  with  their 
tongues. 

Beig.  My  lord,  where  are  ypn?  what  devise  yon 
on? 
Shall  we  give  over  Orleans,  or  no? 

Puc,  Why,  no,  I  say,  distrustful  recreants ! 
Fight  till  the  last  gasp,  1  will  be  your  guard. 

CAar.  Whatshesays  ni confirm ;  well  fight  itout, 

Puc.  Assign'd  am  1  to  be  the  English  scourge. 
Thb  night  the  siege  assuredly  111  raise : 
Expect  ^aiiit  Martinis  summer,  halcyon  days, 
Since  I  have  entered  into  these  wars. 
Glpry  is  like  a  circle  in  the  water, 
Which  never  ceasetli  to  enlarge  itself, 
rill,  bv  broad  spreading,  it  disperse  to  nought 
With  Ilenry's  death  the  English  circle  ends ; 
Dispersed  are  the  glories  it  included. 
Now  am  I  like  that  proud  insulting  ship 
Which  Caesar  and  his  fortunes  bare  at  once. 

Char.  Was  Mahomet  inspired  with  a  dove? 
Thon  witii  an  eagle  art  inspired  then. 
Helen,  the  mother  of  great  Constantine, 
Nor  yet  Saint  Philip's  daughters  were  like  thee. 
Bright  star  of  Venus,  fall  n  doMm  on  the  earth. 
How  may  I  reverently  worship  thee  enough? 

AloL  Leave  off  delays,  and  let  uh  raise  the  siege. 

Rag,  Woman,  do  what  thou  canst  to  save  our 
honours ; 
Drive  them  from  Orleans,  and  be  immortalized. 

Char,  Presently  we'll  try : — Come,  let's  away 
about  it : 
No  prophet  will  I  trust,  if  she  prove  false. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  in.— London-    EiU  before  the  Toioer. 

EnteTf  at  the  gates,  the  Duke  of  Glosteb,  vrUh  his 
Serving-men  in  blue  coatM, 

Olo,  I  am  come  to  survey  the  Tower  this  day : 
Since  Henrv's  death,  1  fear  there  is  conveyance. 
Where  be  these  warders,  that  they  wait  not  here? 
Open  the  gates ;  'tis  Gloster  that  calls. 

[Servants  knock* 
1  Ward,  [WUhiru]  Who's  there  that  knocks  so 
imperiously? 

1  8erv.  It  I*  the  noble  Duke  of  Gloster. 

2  tVard,  [  Within.]  Whoe'er  he  be,  you  may  not 

be  let  in.  [tor? 

1  Serv,  Villains,  answer  yon  so  the  lord  proteo- 
1  Ward,  [  WiUun.]  The  Lord  protect  him  l  so  we 

answer  him : 
We  do  no  otherwise  than  we  are  willed. 


VI.— PART  I. 

Cflo,  Who  willed  yon  f  or  whose  wiD  stands  hot 
mine? 
There's  none  protector  of  the  realm  bnt  I. 
Break  op  the  gates,  I'll  be  vour  warrantize: 
Shall  1  be  flouted  thos  by  dunghill  grooms  ? 

Servants  rush  at  the  Tbwer  gates.    Enter  to  the 
gates,  Woodville,  the  Lieatenant. 

Wood.  [WitMn]  What  noise  is  this?   what 

traitors  have  we  here? 
Olo.  Lieutenant,  is  it  you  whose  voice  I  hear? 
Open  the  gates;  here's  Gloster  that  would  enter. 
Wood,  [WitJiin.]  Have  patience,  noble  duke;  1 
may  not  open ; 
The  Cardinal  of  Winchester  forbids : 
From  him  I  have  express  commandment, 
That  thou,  nor  none  of  thine,  shall  be  let  in. 
Oh,  Faint-hearted  Woodville,  prizest  him  Yore 
me? 
Arrogant  Winchester  ?  that  haughty  prelate. 
Whom  Henry,  our  late  sovereign,  ne'er  eonld 

brook? 
Thon  art  no  friend  to  God,  or  to  the  king : 
Open  the  gates,  or  111  shut  thee  out  shortly. 

I  Serv.  Open  the  gates  unto  the  lord  protector; 
Or  well  burst  them  open,  if  that  you  come  not 
quickly. 

EnterWtBiQBEaTEnfattendedbyatrainqfQeamxiU 
in  tawny  coats. 

Win.  How  now,  ambitious  Humphrey  ?  what 
means  this  ? 

OUk  Peel'd  priest,  dost  thon  command  me  to  be 
shutout? 

Win,  I  do,  thon  most  ostn*ping  proditor. 
And  not  protector  of  the  king  or  realm. 

Olo.  Stand  back,  thou  manifest  conspirator; 
Thon  that  contriv'dst  to  murder  our  dead  lord ; 
Thou  that  giv'st  whores  indulgonces  to  sin : 
111  canvass  thee  in  th^  broad  cardinal!s  hat, 
If  thon  proceed  in  this  tbv  insolence. 

Win.  Nay,  stand  thon  back,  I  will  not  bndge  a 
foot; 
This  be  Damascus,  be  thon  cursed  Cain, 
To  slay  thy  brother  Abel,  if  thou  wilt. 

Olo.  I  will  not  slay  thee,  but  111  drive  thee  back. 
Thy  scarlet  robes,  as  a  child's  bearing  cloth 
111  tise  to  carry  thee  out  of  this  place. 

Win.  Do  what  thon  dar'st;  I  beard  thee  to  thj 
face. 

Olo.  What  t  am  I  dar'd,  and  bearded  to  my  face  ? 
Draw,  men,  for  all  this  privileged  place ; 
Blue-coats  to  tawny-ooats.  Priest,  beware  yonr 
beard; 

[Glosteb  andhismen  attack  tie  Bishop. 
I  mean  to  tug  it,  and  to  cuff  you  soundly: 
Under  my  feet  I  stamp  thy  cardinal's  hat; 
In  spite  of  pope,  or  di^^niues  of  church, 
Here  by  the  cheeks  111  drag  thee  up  and  down. 

Win.  Gloster,  thoult  answer  this  before  thepopa. 

(?^.  Winchester  goose!  lory — aropelaiupel 
Now  beat  them  hence :  Why  do  you  let  them  stay? 
Thee  111  chase  hence,  thou  wolf  m  sheep's  array.-— 
Out,  tawny-coatsi-— out,  scarlet  hypocrite  1 

Here  a  great  tumulL    In  the  midst  of  it,  enter  tka 
Mayor  of  London  and  Officers. 

Mag.    Fie,   lords  I   that  yon,  being  supreme 
magistrates, 
Thus  oontumeiiously  should  break  the  peace  i 
0U>.  Peace,  mayor ;  thou  know^t  little  of  my 
wrongs. 
Her6%  Beaufort,  that  regards  nor  God  nor  kiag 
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Hath  here  distraioM  the  Tower  to  hia  ase. 

Win,  Here's  Oiosterf  too,  a  foe  to  citizens; 
One  that  still  motions  war  and  never  peace. 
Overcharging  your  free  purses  with  Urge  finea; 
That  seeks  to  overthrow  religion, 
Because  he  is  protector  of  the  realm ; 
And  would  have  armour  here  out  of  the  Tower, 
To  crown  himself  king,  and  suppress  the  prince. 

GliK  I  will  not  answer  thee  with  words,  but 
blows.  [Hen  they  sldmmh  agam. 

May,  Nought  rests  for  me,  in  this  tumultuous 
strife, 
Bat  to  make  open  proclamation : — 
Come,  officer,  as  loud  as  e*er  thou  canst  ery. 

Qf.  **  All  manner  of  men,  assembled  here  hi 
arms  this  day,  against  God*s  peace  and  the  king's, 
we  charge  and  command  you,  in  his  highnesses 
name,  to  repair  to  your  several  dwelling-places ; 
and  not  to  wear,  handle,  or  use,  an^  sword,  weapon, 
or  dagger,  henceforward,  upon  pam  of  death." 

Olo.  Cardinal,  HI  be  no  breaker  of  the  law  : 
But  we  shall  meet,  and  break  our  minds  at  large. 

Wuu  Gloster,  well  meet ;  to  thy  dear  cost,  be 
sure: 
Thy  heart-blood  I  will  have  for  this  day's  work. 

Jvoy.  111  call  for  clubs,  if  you  will  not  away: — 
This  cardinal  is  more  haughty  than  the  devil. 

GUk  Mayor,  farewell :  thou  dost  but  what  thou 
maysL 

Win,  AboiTMnable  Gloster,  guard  thy  head ; 
For  1  intend  to  have  it,  ere  long.  [JiJxeunt, 

May,  8ee  the  coast  dear'd,  and  then  we  will 
depart. — 
(Sood  God  I  that  nobles  should  such  stomachs  bear  I 
I  myself  fight  not  once  in  forty  year. 
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SCENE  lY.— France.    Before  Orlians. 
Enter^  on  (he  tooZZs,  the  Master>Gnnner  and  his  Son. 

M.  Qun,  Sirrah,  thoa  know'st  how  Orleans  is 
besieged. 
And  how  the  English  have  the  suburbs  won. 

Bon,  Father,  I  know ;  and  oft  have  shot  at  them, 
Howe'er,  unfortunate,  1  missed  my  aim. 

M,  Oun,  But  now  thou  shalt  not     Be  thoa 
ruPd  by  me: 
Chief  master-gunner  am  I  of  this  town; 
Sometliing  1  must  do  to  procure  me  grace. 
The  prince's  espials  have  informed  me 
How  the  En;;lish,  in  tlie  suburbs  close  intrenched, 
Wont,  through  a  secret  grate  of  iron  bars 
In  yunder  tower,  to  over-peer  the  city ; 
And  thence  discover  how,  with  most  advantage, 
They  may  vex  us^  with  shot,  or  with  assault. 
To  intercept  this  inconvenience. 
A  piece  of  ordnance  'gainst  It  I  nave  placed ; 
And  fully  even  these  three  days  have  1  watch'd 
If  I  could  see  them.     Now,  boy,  do  thou  waleh, 
For  I  can  stay  no  longer. 
If  thou  spy*st  amr,  run  and  bring  me  word ; 
And  Uiou«halt  nnd  me  at  the  governor's. 

[Exit, 

8m,  Father,  I  warrant  yon ;  take  you  no  care ; 
111  never  trouble  yon  if  I  may  spy  them. 

JBnUr  M  an  upper  Camber  of  a  tower^  the  Lords 
Salisbubt  am/ Taj.bot,  Sir  Wili.um  Glans- 
DALB,  8ir  IHOMAS  Garoravb,  and  others. 

Sal,  Talbot,  my  life,  my  ioy,  again  retum'dl 
How  wert  thou  handled,  being  primmer  ? 
Or  by  what  means  gott'st  thou  to  be  released? 
Discourse.  I  prithee,  on  this  turret's  top 

TaL  The  Duke  of  Bedford  had  a  prisoner, 


Called  the  brave  Lord  Pontmn  deSsntrailles : 

For  him  was  I  exchanged  and  ransomed. 

But  with  a  baser  man  of  arms  by  far. 

Once,  in  contempt,  they  would  have  bartered  mo 

Which  I,  di^Mlaining,  scorned ;  and  craved  death, 

Rather  than  I  would  be  so  pird-esteem^d. 

In  fine,  redeemed  I  was  as  I  desir'd. 

But,  01  the  treacherous  Fastolfe  wounds  my 

heart  I 
Whom  with  my  bare  fists  I  would  execute. 
If  I  now  had  him  brought  into  my  power. 

JSaL  Yet  tcU'st  thou  not  how  thou  wert  enter- 
tained. 

TaL  With  scoflb,  and  sooms,  and  oontamelioos 
taunts. 
In  open  market-place  product  they  me, 
To  be  a  public  spectacle  to  all : 
Here,  said  they,  is  the  terror  of  the  French, 
The  scarecrow  that  affrights  our  children  so. 
Then  broke  I  from  the  officers  that  led  me ; 
And  with  my  nails  diggM  stones  out  of  the  ground, 
To  hurl  at  the  beholders  of  my  shame. 
My  grisly  countenance  made  others  flv; 
None  durst  come  near,  for  fear  of  sudden  death. 
In  iron  walls  they  deem'd  me  not  secure ; 
So  great  fear  of  my  name  *mongst  them  was  spread, 
That  they  supposed  I  could  rend  bars  of  steel. 
And  spurn  in  pieoes  posts  of  adamant : 
Wherefore  a  guard  of  chosen  shot  I  had, 
That  walk'd  about  me  every  minute-while; 
And  if  1  did  but  stir  out  of  my  bed, 
Read  V  they  were  to  shoot  me  to  the  heart 

SaL  I  grieve  to  hear  what  torments  you  endnr'd, 
But  we  will  be  revenged  sufficiently. 
Now  it  is  supper-time  in  Orleans : 
Here,  through  this  grate,  I  count  each  one. 
And  view  the  Frenchmen  how  they  fortity; 
Let  us  look  in,  the  sight  will  much  delight  thee. 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrave  and  Sir  William  Glansdale, 
Let  me  have  your  express  opinions. 
Where  is  best  place  to  make  our  battery  next. 

Oar,  1  think,  at  the  north  gate ;  for  there  stand 
lords. 

CRan,  And  I,  here,  at  the  bulwark  of  the  bridge. 

TaL  For  aught  I  see,  this  city  must  be  famish'd 
Or  with  light  skirmishes  enfeebled. 

[Shot  from  the  town.    Sal.  and  QAR,/all, 

SaL    O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  as,   wretched 
sinners  I 

Oar,  0  Lord,  have  mercy  on  me,  woeftil  manl 

TaL  What  chance  is  this  that  suddenly  hath 
cross 'd  us? — 
Speak.  Salisbury ;  at  least,  if  thou  canst  speak; 
How  tar'st  thou,  mirror  of  all  martial  men  ? 
One  of  thy  eyes^  and  thy  cheek's  side  struck  o£n— > 
Accursed  tower !  accureed  &tal  hand. 
That  hath  contrived  this  woeful  tragedy ! 
In  thirteen  battles  Salisbury  o'ercame; 
Henry  the  Fifth  he  first  trained  to  the  wars ; 
Whilst  any  trump  did  sound,  or  drum  struck  ap. 
His  sword  did  neer  leave  striking  in  the  field. 
Yet  liv'st  thou,  Salisbury?  though  thy  speech 

doth  fail, 
One  eye  thou  hast,  to  look  to  Heaven  for  grace  * 
'1  he  sun  with  one  eye  vieweth  all  the  world. 
Heaven,  be  thou  gracious  to  none  alive, 
If  Salisbury  wants  mercy  at  thy  hand ! 
Bear  hence  his  body,  I  will  help  to  bury  it 
Sir  Thonuu  Gargrave,  hast  thou  any  life? 
Speak  unto  Talbot ;  nay,  look  up  to  him. 
Salisbury,  cheer  thy  spirit  with  this  comfort; 
Thou  Shalt  not  die,  whiles 

He  beckons  with  his  hand*  and  smiles  on  mei  ]r> 
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As  who  woald  saj,  **  When  I  am  dead  and  gone, 
Remember  to  avenge  me  on  the  French.** — 
PlantHgeiiet,  I  will ;  and  like  thee,  Nero, 
Play  on  the  lute,  beholding  the  towns  bam : 
Wretched  shall  Prance  be  only  in  my  name. 

[  Thunder  heard;  afterwards  an  alarum. 
What  stir  is  this?  what  tumult  in  the  heavens? 
Whence  cometh  this  alarum,  and  the  noi^e  ? 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mm,  My  lord,  my  lord,  the   French  haTe 
gather'd  head : 
The  dauphin,  with  one  Joan  La  Pooelle  join*d, — 
A  holy  prophetess,  new  risen  up, — 
Is  come  with  a  great  power  to  raise  the  siege. 

{Sal.  groans. 
isbury  doth 

grotm! 
It  irks  his  heart  he  cannot  be  revengU — 
Frenehmtm,  111  be  a  Halisbury  to  you : — 
Pucelle  or  puzzel,  dolphin  or  dogfish, 
Your  hearts  ill  stamp  out  with  my  horse's  heels, 
And  make  a  qua^n^ire  of  your  mingled  brains. 
Convey  me  Salii>bury  into  his  tent, 
And  then  well  try  what  these  dastard  Frenchmen 

dare.         [Exeunt^  bearing  out  the  bodies. 


SCENE  y.— 7*»« 


B^oreoneofihe  Oates, 


AUtntm,  Skirmiskings,  Talbot  pwwethiheDnu- 
phin,  cmd  driveth  Mm  in;  then  enter  Joan  La 
PucELLE,  driving  Elnglishmen  bejbre  her.  Then 
enter  Talbot. 

7bL  Where  is  my  strength,  my  valonr,  and  my 
force? 
Oar  English  troope  retire,  I  cannot  stay  them ; 
A  woman,  clad  in  armour,  chaseth  them. 

Enter  Ljl  Pdcblle. 

Here,  here  she  comes :— 1 11  have  a  bout  with  thee ; 
Devil,  or  devils  dam,  III  conjure  thee  : 
Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee,  thou  art  a  witch, 
And  straightway  give  thy  soul  to  him  thou  serv*st. 

Bte,  Come,  come,  tis  only  1  that  must  disgrace 
thee.  [They/ighL 

TaL  Heavens,  can  you  suffer  hell  so  to  prevail  ? 
My  breast  1*11  burst  with  straining  of  my  courage, 
And  from  my  shoulders  crack  my  arms  asunder. 
But  I  will  chastise  this  high-minded  strumpet. 

Pue,  Talbot,  farewell ;  thv  hour  is  not  yet  come : 
I  must  go  victual  Orleans  forthwith. 
Overtake  me  if  thoa  canst ;  I  scorn  thy  strength. 
Gh>.  go,  cheer  up  thy  hunger-starved  men ; 
Help  Salisbury  to  make  his  testament: 
This  day  is  ours,  as  many  more  shall  be. 

[PUCBU.B  enters  the  Unon,  with  Soldiers. 

TaL  My  thoughts  are  whirled  like  a  potter's 
wheel; 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  do: 
A  witch,  by  fear,  not  force,  like  Hannibal. 
Drives  back  our  troops,  and  conqnars  as  siie  lists: 


VI.— PAUT  I 

So  bees  with  smoke,  and  doves  with  noisome  stendli, 
Are  from  their  hives  and  houses  driven  awav. 
They  called  us,  for  our  fierceness,  English  a<^; 
Now,  like  to  whelps,  we  crying  run  away. 

[A  short  alarmn. 
Hark,  countrymen !  either  renew  the  fight, 
Or  tear  the  lions  out  of  England's  coat; 
Renounce  your  soil,  give  sheep  in  lions'  stead: 
Sheep  run  not  lialf  so  timorous  firom  the  woU^ 
Or  horse,  or  oxen,  from  the  leopard^ 
As  yon  fly  from  your  oft-subdued  slaves. 

[Alarum,     Another  skiinM. 
It  will  not  be :— Retire  into  your  trenches: 
You  all  consented  unto  Salisbury's  death, 
For  none  would  strike  a  stroke  m  his  revenge* — 
Pucelle  is  entered  into  Orleans, 
In  spite  of  us,  or  aught  that  we  could  do. 
O.  would  i  were  to  die  with  Salisbury  1 
The  shame  hereof  will  make  me  hide  my  head ! 

[Alarum,  BetreaL  Exeunt  Tal.  and  his  foroes^Se 

SCENE  Yl,~  The  same. 

Enter,  on  ihewallsy  Pucelle,  Charles,  Rbignier, 
Alenqom,  and  Soldiers. 

Aic  Advance  our  waving  colours  on  the  walls; 
Rescued  is  Orleans  from  the  English  wolves : — 
Thus  Joan  La  Pucelle  hath  perform 'd  her  word* 

Char.    Divinest    creature,     bright    Astrsa'a 
daughter. 
How  shall  1  honour  thee  for  this  success? 
Thy  promises  are  like  Adonis'  gardens, 
Ttiatone  day  bloom'd.  and  fruitful  were  the  next,- 
France,  triumph  in  thy  elorious  prophetess! — 
Recovered  b  the  town  of  Orleans: 
More  blessed  hap  did  ne'er  befall  our  state. 

Jieig,  Why  ring  not  oat  the  bells  aloud  through- 
out the  town  ? 
Dauphin,  command  the  citizens  make  bonfires, 
And  feast  and  banquet  in  the  open  streets, 
To  celebrate  the  joy  that  God  hath  given  us. 

Alen,  All  France  shall  be  replete  with  mirth 
and  jov. 
When  thev  shall  hear  how  we  have  play'd  the  men. 

C%ar.  'TIS  Joan,  not  we,  by  whom  the  day  ia 
won; 
For  which,  I  will  divide  my  crown  with  her : 
And  all  the  priests  and  friars  of  the  realm 
Shall,  in  procession,  sing  her  endless  praise. 
A  statelier  pyramid  to  her  111  rear. 
Than  Rhodope's,  or  Memphis',  ever  was: 
In  memory  of  her,  when  she  u  dead. 
Her  ashes,  in  an  urn  more  precious 
Than  the  rich  Jewell  d  coffer  of  Darius, 
Transported  shall  be  at  high  festivals 
Before  the  kings  and  queens  of  Frano& 
No  longer  on  Saint  Dennis  will  we  cry, 
But  Joan  La  Pucelle  shall  be  Frances  saint. 
Come  in :  and  let  us  banquet  royally, 
After  this  golden  daj  of  victory. 

lllouriik,*  EweunL 
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ACT  IL 


SCENE  I.— Orleans. 

KfiUr^  to  the  Qoteij  a  Freaoh  Sergeant,  and  two 
Sentinels. 

Sarg.  Sin,  take  your  places,  and  be  vigilant : 
It  any  noise,  or  soldier,  yoa  perceive 
Near  to  the  walls,  by  some  apparent  sigpi 
Let  as  have  knowledge  at  the  court  of  guard. 

1  SatL  Sergeant,  yen  shall.    [EkU  Sergeant] 
Thus  are  poor  servitors 
(When  others  sleep  upon  their  quiet  beds) 
Goostndn'd  to  watch  in  darkness,  rain,  and  cold. 

Ikter  Talbot.  Bbdford,  Buboundt,  and  Fbrcea, 
With  ooaUng  taddaro;  their  dnum  beating  a  dead 
nuareh, 

TaL  Lord  Regent,  and  redoubted  Burgundy, — 
By  whose  approach,  the  regions  of  Artois, 
Walloon,  ana  Picardy,  are  friends  to  us,— 
This  happy  night  the  Frenchmen  are  secure, 
Having  all  dav  caroused  and  banqueted: 
Embrace  we  then  this  opportunity; 
As  fitting  beat  to  quittance  their  deceit, 
Contriv 'd  by  art  and  baleful  sorcery. 

Bed,  Coward  of  France  !--how  much  he  wrongs 
his  fame. 
Despairing  of  his  own  arm's  fortitude, 
To  Join  with  witches,  and  the  help  of  hell  f 

JSur,  Traitors  have  never  other  company. 
But  what's  that  Pucelle,  whom  they  term  so  pure? 

Tad,  A  maid,  they  say. 

Bed,  A  maid  I  and  be  so  martial  I 

Bur.  Pray  God  she  prove  not  masculine  ere  long ; 
If  UBdemeath  the  standard  of  the  French, 
She  carry  armour,  as  she  hath  began.       [spirits : 

Ted,  Well,  let  tnem  practise  and  conv^e  with 
ilod  is  our  fortress ;  in  whose  conquering  name 
Let  OS  resoWe  to  scale  their  flinty  bulwarks. 

Bed,  Ascend,  brave  Talbot;  we  will  follow  thee, 

TbL  Not  altogether:  better  far,  I  guess. 
That  we  do  make  our  entrance  several  ways ; 
That  if  it  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fail. 
The  oUier  yet  may  rise  against  their  toroe. 

Bed,  Agreed;  111  to  yon  oomer. 

Bur,  And  I  to  this. 

7dL  And  here  will  Talbot  mount,  or  make  his 
grave. 
Now,  Salisbury  I  for  thee,  and  for  the  right 
Of  English  Henry,  shall  this  night  appear 
How  much  in  duty  I  am  bound  to  both. 

[The  English  eoaU  thewaUs^cryina  St.  Oeorgel 
A  TBlhotl  and aU  enter  by  the  2Wn. 

8mL   [Within.]   Arm,  arm!  the  eoemj  doth 
make  assault  I 

ThoFreachletpooerthewaBsintheirihirte,  Enier^ 
eeeeral  wayt^  Bastabd,  Albh^ov,  Bbiomibb, 
haif  ready,  and  half  unready, 

Jlen,  How  now,  my  lords?  what,  all  unready  so? 

Baet,  Unready  ?  ay,  and  glad  we  *scap*d  so  welL 

Biig,  *Twas  time,  I  trow,  to  wake  and  leave 
our  beds, 
Hearing  alarums  at  our  chamber  doors. 

Alen,  Of  all  exploits,  since  first  I  followed  arms, 
Ne'or  heard  I  of  a  warlike  enterprise 
More  ventaroib  or  desperate  than  this. 

Baet,  I  think  this  Talbot  be  a  fiend  of  hell. 

Bmg,  If  not  of  helU  the  heavens  sore  fiivour  him. 
'  iltfitHsrBSOBiothCharles;  I  marvel  how  heaped. 


Enter  Charles  onJLA  Puosllb. 

Baet.  Tut  I  holy  Joan  was  his  defensive  srnard 

Char,  Is  this  thy  cunning,  thou  deceitful  damef 
Didst  thou  at  first,  to  flatter  us  withal, 
Bfake  us  partakers  of  a  little  gain. 
That  now  our  loss  might  be  ten  times  so  much? 

Fue,  Wherefore  is  Charles  impatient  with  his 
friend? 
At  all  ||mes  will  jou  have  my  power  alike  f 
Sleeping,  or  waking,  must  1  still  prevail, 
Or  will  ^ou  blame  and  lay  the  fault  on  me  ? 
Improvident  soldiers  I  had  your  watch  been  good, 
Thu  sudden  mischief  never  could  have  fallen. 

Char.  Duke  of  Alen^on,  this  was  your  default; 
That,  being  captain  of  the  watch  to-night. 
Did  look  no  better  to  that  weighty  charge. 

Alen.  Had  all  your  quarters  been  as  safely  kept 
As  that  whereof  I  had  the  government, 
We  Imd  not  been  thus  shamefully  surpris*d. 

Bast,  Mine  was  secure. 

Beig.  And  so  was  mine,  my  lord. 

Char.  And,  for  myself^  most  part  of  all  this 
night. 
Within  her  quarter,  and  mine  own  precinct, 
I  was  emplojr'd  in  passing  to  and  fro. 
About  relieving  of  the  sentinels : 
Then  how,  or  which  way,  should  they  first  break  in  f 

Pae.  Question,  my  lords,  no  further  of  the  case, 
How,  or  which  way ;  *tis  sure,  they  found  some 

place 
But  weakly  guarded,  where  the  breach  was  made. 
And  now  there  rests  no  other  shift  but  this, — 
To  gather  our  soldiers,  scattered  and  dispers'd, 
And  lay  new  platforms  to  endamage  them. 

Alarum,  Enter  an  Elnglish  Soldier,  crying  A 
Talbot  I  A  Talbot  I  Th^  fty,  leaxnng  their 
dothee  behind. 

Sold.  Ill  be  so  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left 
The  cry  of  Talbot  serves  me  for  a  sword ; 
For  I  have  loaden  me  with  many  spoils, 
Using  no  other  weapon  but  his  name.  [Exit 

SCENE  II.— Orleans.     Within  the  Town, 

Enter  Talbot,  Bbofobd,  BoBauHDT,  a  Captain, 
andothen. 

Bed,  The  day  begins  to  break,  and  night  is  fled, 
Whose  pitchy  mantle  over-veil'd  the  earth. 
Here  sound  retreat,  and  oease  our  hot  pursuit 

[Betreat  tounded. 

TaL  Bring  forth  the  body  of  old  Salisbury; 
And  here  advance  it  in  the  market-place, 
The  middle  centre  of  this  cursed  town. 
Now  have  I  paid  my  vow  unto  his  soul ; 
For  every  drop  of  blood  was  drawn  from  him. 
There  hath  at  least  five  Frenchmen  died  to-night 
And,  that  hereafter  ages  may  behold 
Wliat  ruin  happened  in  revenge  of  him. 
Within  their  chiefest  temple  111  erect 
A  tomb,  wherein  his  corpse  shall  be  interr'd: 
Upon  the  which,  that  every  one  may  read, 
Shall  be  engrav'd  the  sack  of  Orleans ; 
The  treacherous  manner  of  his  mournful  death. 
And  what  a  terror  he  had  been  to  France. 
Bnt,  lords,  in  all  our  bloody  massacre, 
I  muse  we  met  not  with  the  dauphin's  grace. 
His  new-come  champion,  vurtuous  Joan  of  Arc, 
Nor  ai^  of  his  £alse  oontederates.  k^:iOOQLC 
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BedL  *TI«  fhongfat,  Lord  Talbot,  when  the  fight 


Roused  on  the  sndden  from  their  drowsy  beds, 
Thej  did,  amongst  the  troops  of  armed  men, 
Leap  o*er  the  walls  for  refuge  in  the  field. 

Bur,  Myself  (as  far  as  I  could  well  discern. 
For  smoke,  and  dusky  vapours  of  the  night) 
Am  sure  I  scar'd  the  dauphin  and  his  trull ; 
When  arm  in  arm  they  both  came  swiftly  running, 
Like  to  a  pair  of  loving  turtle-doves, 
That  ooula  not  live  asunder  day  or  night 
After  that  things  are  set  in  order  here, 
We'll  follow  them  with  all  the  power  we  Jpre. 
Enter  a  Messenger. 

JKsM.  All  hail,  my  lords  1  which  of  this  princely 
train 
Call  ye  the  warlike  Talbot,  for  his  acts 
Bo  much  applauded  through  the  realm  of  France? 

2bZ.  Here  is  the  Talbot ;  who  would  speak  with 
him? 

Me8$  The  virtuous  lady,  Countess  of  Auvergne, 
With  modesty  admiring  thy  renown. 
By  me  entreats,  g^eat  lord,  thou  wouldst  vouchsafe 
To  visit  her  poor  castle  where  she  lies; 
That  Ahe  may  boast  she  hath  beheld  the  man 
Whoee  glory  fills  the  world  with  loud  report. 

Bur.  Is  it  even  so?    Nay,  then,  I  see  our  wars 
Will  turn  unto  a  peaceful  comic  sport, 
When  ladies  crave  to  be  encounter 'd  with. 
You  may  not,  my  lord,  despise  her  gentle  suit. 

TaL  Ne'er  trust  me  then ;  for,  when  a  world  of 
men 
Could  not  prevail  with  all  their  oratory, 
Yet  hath  a  woman's  kindness  over-rul'd: 
And  therefore  tell  her,  I  return  great  thanka; 
And  in  submission  will  attend  on  her. 
Will  not  your  honours  bear  me  company? 

Bed,  No,  truly ;  it  is  more  than  manners  wUl : 
And  I  have  heard  it  said, — Unbidden  guests 
Are  often  weloomest  when  they  a|*e  gone. 

TaL  Well,  then,  alone  (since  there  s  no  remedy) 
I  mean  to  prove  this  lad^^s  courtesy. 
Come  hitlier,  captain.  [lvAMper».]— You  perceive 
my  mind. 

Qngi,  I  do,  my  lord ;  and  mean  accordingly. 

SCENE  IIL— Auvergne.    Court  of  the  Castle. 
Enter  the  Countess  and  her  Porter. 

Count,  Porter,  remember  what  I  gave  in  charge ; 
And  when  you  have  done  so,  bring  the  keys  to  me. 

F&rt.  Madam,  I  will.  [Exit. 

Count,  The  plot  is  laid :  if  all  things  &11  out  right, 
1  shall  as  famous  be  by  this  exploit 
As  Scjrthian  Thomyris  by  Cvrus'  death. 
Great  is  the  rumour  of  this  dreadful  knight. 
And  his  achievements  of  no  less  account : 
Fain  would  mine  eyes  be  witness  with  mine  ears. 
To  give  their  censure  of  these  rare  reports. 

Enter  Messenger  and  Tajlooti. 

Mess  Madam, 
According  as  your  ladjrship  desir'd, 
By  message  crav'd,  so  is  Lord  Talbot  come. 

Count,  And  be  is  welcome.    What  I  is  this  the 
man? 

Mess,  Madam,  it  is. 

Cotint.  Is  this  the  sconrge  of  France  ? 

Is  this  the  Talbot,  so  much  fear'd  abroad, 
That  with  his  name  the  mothers  still  their  babes? 
I  see  report  is  &bulous  and  false  : 
1  thought  1  ahonld  bAve  seen  some  Horoolea, 
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A  second  Hector,  for  his  ^prim  aspect, 

And  large  ])roportion  of  his  strong-knit  limbt. 

Alas !  this  is  a  child,  a  silly  dwarf: 

It  cannot  be  this  weak  and  writhled  shrimp 

Should  strike  such  terror  to  his  enemies. 

TaL  Madam,  I  have  been  bold  to  trouble  yoa 
But  since  your  ladyship  is  not  at  leisure, 
I'll  sort  some  other  time  to  visit  you. 

Count,  What   means  he  now? — Go  ask  him 
whither  he  goes. 

Mess.  Stay,  my  Lord  Talbot ;  for  my  lady  craves 
To  know  the  cause  of  your  abrupt  departure. 

TaL  Many,  for  that  she's  in  a  wrong  behef, 
I  go  to  certity  her  Talbot's  here. 

B&enter  Porter,  vnth  keys. 

Count.  If  thou  be  he,  then  art  thou  prisoner. 

TaL  Prisoner  I  to  whom  ? 

Count.  To  me,  bloodthirsty  lord  j 

And  for  that  cause  I  trained  thee  to  my  house. 
Lon^  time  thy  shadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me 
For  m  my  gallery  thy  picture  hangs : 
But  now  thy  substance  shall  endure  the  like; 
And  I  will  chain  these  legs  and  arms  of  thioe, 
That  hast  by  tyranny,  these  many  years. 
Wasted  our  country,  slain  our  citizens. 
And  sent  our  sons  and  husbands  captivate. 

7hL  Ha,lia,hal 

Count,  Laughest  then,  wretch  ?  thy  mirth  shall 
turn  to  moan. 

Tal,  I  laugh  to  see  your  ladyship  so  fond, 
To  think  that  you  have  aught  but  Talbot's  bhadow, 
Whereon  to  practise  your  severity. 

CoutU,  Why,  art  not  thou  the  man  ? 

TaL  1  am,  indeed. 

Count,  Then  have  I  substance  too. 

TaL  No,  no,  1  am  but  shadow  of  myself : 
You  are  deceiv'd,  my  substance  is  not  here ; 
For  what  you  see  is  but  the  smallest  part 
And  Ic^t  proportion  of  humanity : 
I  tell  yoUf  madam,  were  the  whole  frame  hero, 
It  is  of  such  a  spacious  lofty  pitch. 
Your  roof  were  not  sufficient  to  contain  it. 

Count,  This  is  a  riddling  merchant  for  the  nonoe, 
He  will  be  here,  and  yet  he  is  not  here : 
How  can  these  contrarieties  agree  ? 

7bL  That  will  I  show  you  presently. 

Ee  winds  a  horn.    Drums  heard;  then  a  peal  qf 
Ordnance,  The  Qates  being  forced^  enter  Soldiers. 

How  say  you,  madam  ?  are  you  now  persuaded 
That  Talbot  is  but  sliadow  of  himself? 
These  are  his  substance,  sinews,  arras,  and  strength, 
With  which  he  yoketh  your  rebellious  necks; 
Kazeth  your  cities,  and  subverts  your  towns. 
And  in  a  moment  make^  them  desobte. 

Count.  Victorious  Talbot!  pardon  my  abase: 
I  find  thou  art  no  less  than  fame  hath  bruits. 
And  more  than  may  be  gather'd  by  thy  shape. 
Let  my  presumption  not  provoke  thy  >vrath ; 
For  1  am  sorry,  that  with  reverence 
I  did  not  entertain  thee  as  thou  art. 

TaL  Be  not  dismay 'd,  fair  lady;  nor  misconstnie 
The  mind  of  Talbot,  as  you  did  mistake 
The  outward  composition  of  his  body. 
What  you  have  done  hath  not  offended  me: 
Nor  other  satisfaction  do  I  crave. 
But  onlv  (with  your  patience)  that  we  may 
Taste  of  ^our  wme,  and  see  what  cates  yoa  have; 
For  soldiers'  stomachs  always  serve  them  welL 

Count.    With    all    my  heart ;  and  think  mt 
honoured 
To  feeat  so  great  a  warrior  in  nMrhOMfy^  I  JWtimf . 
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KING  HENRY 
SCENE  lY.— London.    The  Temple  Garden. 

Enter  the  .Enr^fo/' Somerset,  Suffolk,  and  War- 
WICK ;  Richard  PLAMTAaENET,  Yernom,  and 
another  Lawyer. 

Fian,  Great  lords  and  gentlemen,  what  means 
this  silence? 
Dare  no  man  answer  in  a  case  of  truth  ? 

J8u/.  Witliin  the  Temple  hall  we  were  too  load ; 
The  garden  here  is  more  convenient. 

I^ian,  Then  say  at  once,  if  1  maintain  the  truth ; 
Or,  else,  was  wrangling  Somerset  in  the  error  ? 

8u/.  Taith,  I  have  been  a  truant  in  the  law ; 
And  never  yet  could  frame  my  will  to  it^ 
And,  theref  tre,  frame  the  law  unto  my  will. 

Sonu  Judge  you,  my  Lord  of  Wanvick,  then 
between  as.  [jpitch, 

War.  Between  two  hawks,  which  flies  the  higher 
Between  two  do^,  which  hath  the  deeper  mouth, 
Between  two  blades,  which  bears  the  better  temper. 
Between  two  horses,  which  both  bear  him  best. 
Between  two  girls,  which  hath  the  merriest  eye, 
I  have,  perha[>s,  some  shallow  spirit  of  judgment : 
But  in  these  nice  sharp  quillets  of  the  law, 
Good  fakh,  1  am  no  wiser  than  a  daw. 

Ftan   Tut,  tut,  here  is  a  maimerl^  forbearanoe : 
The  tmth  appears  so  naked  on  my  side. 
That  any  purblind  eye  may  find  it  oat. 

Som,  And  on  my  side  it  is  so  well  apparelPd, 
So  dear,  so  shining,  and  so  evident, 
That  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind  man^s  eye. 

Flan,  Since  you  are  tongue-tied,  and  so  loth  to 
speak, 
In  damb  significants  proclaim  yoor  thooghta: 
Let  him  that  is  a  true-bom  gentleman. 
And  stands  upon  the  honour  of  his  birth. 
If  he  suppose  that  1  have  pleaded  truth. 
From  off  this  brier  pluck  a  white  rose  with  me. 

Sonu  Let  him  that  is  no  coward,  nor  no  flatterer. 
But  dare  maintain  the  party  of  the  truth. 
Pluck  a  red  rose  from  off  this  thorn  with  me. 

War,  I  love  no  colours ;  and,  withoatall  coloor 
Of  base  insinuating  flattery, 
I  pluck  this  white  rose,  with  Plantagenet. 

Su/,  I  pluck  this  red  rose,  with  young  Somerset; 
And  say  withal,  I  think  he  held  the  right 

Ver,  Stay  lords  and  gentlemen;  and  pluck  no 
more. 
Till  Tou  conclude — that  be  upon  whose  side 
The  fewest  roses  are  cropped  from  the  tree. 
Shall  yield  the  other  in  the  right  opinion. 

Som,  Good  Master  Vernon,  it  is  well  objected ; 
If  I  have  fewest  I  subsoribe  in  silence. 

FUm,  AndL 

Ver.  Then  for  the  truth  and  plainness  of  the  case, 
I  pluck  tliis  pale  and  maiden  blossom  here, 
Giving  my  verdict  on  tlie  whit«)  rose  side. 

Sam,  Prick  not  your  finger  %j  you  pluck  it  off; 
Lest,  bleeding,  you  do  pa'mt  the  white  rose  red. 
And  fall  on  my  hide  so  tiguinst  your  will. 

Ver,  If  I,  mv  lord,  for  my  opinion  bleed. 
Opinion  shall  be  surgeon  to  my  hurt, 
Aad  keep  me  on  the  side  where  still  I  am. 

Am,  Well,  well,  come  on ;  who  else? 

Law,  Unless  my  study  and  my  books  be  fSUae, 
The  argument  you  held  was  wrong  in  you ; 

[To  Som. 
In  fign  whereof,  I  pluck  a  white  rose  too. 

FUah,  Now,  Somerset,  where  is  your  argument? 

JSom,  Here,  in  mj  scabbard;  meditating  that 
Shall  die  your  white  rose  in  a  bloody  red. 

Plan,  Meantime,  your  oheeka  do oounterfeit  oar 
roses, 
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For  pale  they  look  with  fear  as  witnessing 
The  truth  on  oar  side. 

Som,  No,  Plantagenet, 

*Tis  not  for  fear,  but  anger, — that  thy  cheeks 
Blush  for  pure  shame,  to  counterfeit  our  roses; 
And  yet  thy  tongue  will  riot  confess  thy  error. 

Flan,  Hath  not  thy  rose  a  canker,  Somerset? 

Som,  Uath  not  thy  rose  a  thorn^  Plantagenet  ? 

FUm,  Ay,sharpand  piercing,  to  maintain  his  truth. 
Whiles  thy  consuming  canker  eats  his  fedsehood. 

Som,  Well,  1*11  find  friends  to  wear  my  bleeding 
roses. 
That  shall  maintain  what  I  have  said  is  true, 
Where  false  Plantagenet  dare  not  be  seen. 

Flan.  Now,  by  this  maiden  blossom  in  my  hand, 
I  scorn  thee  and  thy  fiishion,  peevish  boy. 

Suf,  Turn  not  thy  scorns  this  way,  Plantagenet 

FUm,  Proud  Poole,  1  will ;  and  scorn  both  him 
and  thee. 

S^f,  111  turn  my  part  thereof  into  thy  throat 

Som,  Away,  away,  good  William  De-la-l*oole I 
We  erace  the  yeoman  oy  conv-ersing  with  him. 

JVar,  Now,  by  God's  will,  thoa  wrong'st  him, 
Somerset ; 
His  g^ndfather  was  Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence, 
Third  son  to  tlie  third  Edward,  king  of  England ; 
Spring  crestless  yeomen  from  so  deep  a  root  ? 

Flan,  He  bears  him  on  the  place's  privilege. 
Or  durst  not,  for  his  craven  heart,  say  thus. 

Som,  By  Him  that  made  me,  lU  maintain  mj 
words 
On  any  plot  of  ground  in  Christendom : 
Was  not  thy  father,  Richard,  earl  of  Cambridge, 
For  treason  executed  in  our  late  king*s  days? 
And,  by  his  treason,  stand'st  not  thou  attainted, 
Corrupted,  and  exempt  from  ancient  gentry? 
His  trespass  yet  lives  guilty  in  thy  blood : 
And,  till  thou  be  restor'd,  thou  art  a  yeoman. 

Flan.  My  father  was  attached,  not  attainted: 
Condemned  to  die  for  treason,  but  no  traitor; 
And  that  111  prove  on  better  men  than  Somerset, 
Were  growing  time  once  ripen*d  to  my  will. 
For  your  partaker,  Poole,  and  you  yourself, 
111  note  you  in  my  book  of  memory. 
To  scour^  you  for  this  apprehension : 
Look  to  it  well;  and  say  you  are  well  wam'd. 

Som,  Ay,  thou  sluilt  nnd  us  ready  for  thee  still: 
And  know  ns,  by  tliese  colours,  for  thy  foes; 
For  these  my  friends,  in  spite  of  thee,  shall  wear. 

Flan,  And  by  my  soul,  this  pale  and  angry  rose, 
As  cognizance  of  my  blood-drinking  hate. 
Will  1  for  ever,  and  my  Action,  wear; 
Until  it  wither  with  me  to  my  grave, 
Or  flourish  to  the  height  of  my  dogree. 

St{f,  Go  forward,  and    be  choked   with  thy 
ambition 
And  so  fiu-ewell,  until  I  meet  thee  next       [Exit, 

Som,  Have  with  thee,  Poole — Farewell,  am- 
bitious Richard.  [Exit 

Plan,  How   I  am  brav'd  and  most  perforce 
endure  itl  [bouse 

iror.  This  blot,  that  they  object  against  yoaf 
Shall  be  wip*d  out  in  the  next  parliament, 
Caird  for  the  truce  of  Winchester  and  Gloster: 
And,  if  thou  be  not  then  created  York. 
I  will  not  live  to  be  accounted  Warwick. 
Meantime  in  signal  of  my  love  for  thee, 
Against  proud  Somerset  and  William  Poole, 
Will  I  upon  thy  party  wear  thb  rose; 
And  here  1  prophesy, — This  brawl  to  day, 
Grown  to  tliis  faction,  in  the  Temple  garden. 
Shall  send,  between  the  red  rose  and  the  whitCL 
A  Ihoiuand  loals  to  death  and  deadly  aifht    [Q 
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FUm,  Good  Master  Vernon.  I  am  bound  to  7011, 
That  joa  on  my  behalf  would  pluck  a  flower. 

Ver,  In  jour  behalf  still  will  I  wear  the  same. 

Law.  And  so  will  I. 

Flan,  Thanks,  gentle  sir. 
Come,  let  us  four  to  dinner:  I  dare  saj 
This  quarrel  will  drink  blood  another  day.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  v.— The  same,    A  Bam  m  ike  Tower, 
Enter  Mortocbr,  brought  t»  a  chair  by  two  Keepers. 

Mor,  Kind  keepers  of  mj  weak  decaying  age, 
Let  djing  Mortimer  here  rest  himself. 
Even  like  a  man  new  haled  from  the  rack, 
So  fiure  my  limbs  with  long  imi>ri8onment : 
And  these  grey  locks,  the  pursuivants  of  death, 
Nestor-like  aged,  in  an  age  of  care, 
Argue  the  end  of  Edmund  Mortimer. 
These  eyes,  like  lamps  whose  wasting  oil  is  spent, 
Wax  dim,  as  drawing  to  their  exigent: 
Weak  shoulders  overborne  with  burth  ning  grief; 
And  pithless  arms,  like  to  a  wither'd  vine 
That  droops  his  sapless  branches  to  the  ground : 
Yet  are  these  feet,  whose  strengthless  stay  is  numb, 
Unable  to  support  this  lump  of  clay, 
Swift-wingecl  with  desire  to  get  a  grave, 
As  witting  1  no  other  comfort  have. 
But  tell  me  keeper,  will  my  nephew  come? 

1  Keep.  Richard  Plantagenet,  my  lord,  will  come ; 
We  sent  unto  the  Temple,  to  his  chamber; 
And  answer  was  return 'd,  that  he  will  come. 

Mor,  Enough ;  my  soul  shall  then  be  satisfied. 
Poor  gentleman  I  hb  wrong  doth  equal  mine. 
Since  Henry  Monmouth  first  began  to  reign 
jBefore  whose  glory  I  was  great  in  anas). 
This  loathsome  sequestration  have  I  liad ; 
And  even  since  then  hath  Richard  been  obscor'd, 
Depriv'd  of  honour  and  inheritance: 
But  now,  the  arbitrator  of  despairs, 
Just  death,  kind  umpire  of  men's  miseries, 
With  sweet  enlargement  doth  dismiss  me  hence; 
I  would  his  troubles  likewise  were  expir'd, 
That  so  he  might  recover  what  was  lost. 

Enter  Riobabd  Plaxtaoenet. 

1  Ke^,  My  lord,  your  loving  nephew  now  is  come. 

Ifor.  Ricliard  Plaiitagenet,mj^  friend?  Is  he  come? 

Plan.  Ay,  noble  uncle,  thus  ignobly  us'd. 
Your  nephew,  late  despis'd  Richard,  comes. 

Mor.  Direct  mine  arms,  I  may  embrace  his  neck, 
And  in  his  bosom  spend  my  latter  gasp : 
O,  tell  me,  when  my  lips  do  touch  his  cheeks, 
That  I  may  kindly  give  one  fainting  k  iss.     [stock, 
And  now  declare,  sweet  stem  from  YorkV  great 
Whv  didst  thou  say— of  late  thou  wert  despis'd  ? 

Plan,  First,  lean  thineaged  back  against  mine  arm; 
And,  in  that  ease.  111  tell  thee  my  disease. 
This  day,  in  argument  upon  a  case. 
Some  words  there  grew  twixt  Somerset  and  me: 
Among  which  terms,  he  us*d  his  lavish  tongue. 
And  did  upbraid  me  with  my  father's  death : 
Which  obloquy  set  bars  before  mv  tongue, 
Else  with  the  like  I  had  requited  him : 
Therefore,  good  uncle, — for  my  father^s  sake. 
In  honour  of  a  true  Phmtagenet, 
And  for  alliance'  sake, — declare  the  cause 
My  father,  Earl  of  Cambridge,  lost  his  head. 

Mor,  That  cause,  fair  nephew,  that  imprison'd  me, 
And  hath  detain 'd  me,  all  my  flowVing  youth, 
Within  a  loathsome  dungeon,  there  to  pine. 
Was  cursed  instrument  of  his  decease. 

Man,  Discover  more  at  large  what  oaose  that  was ; 
For  I  am  ignorant,  and  oaimot  guesa. 
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Mor,  I  will ;  if  that  my  fading  breath  permit, 
And  death  approach  not  ere  my  tale  be  done. 
Henry  the  Fourth,  grandfather  to  this  king, 
Depos'd  his  nephew  Richard, — EdwardV)  son, 
The  first-begotten,  and  the  lawftil  heir 
Of  Edward  king,  the  third  of  that  descent: 
During  whose  reign,  the  Perdes  of  the  north, 
Finding  his  usurpation  most  unjust. 
Endeavour 'd  my  advancement  to  the  throne . 
The  reason  mov'd  these  warlike  lords  to  this, 
Was — for  that  (young  King  Richard  thus  removU 
Leaving  no  heir  begotten  of  his  body) 
I  was  the  next  by  birth  ^nd  parentage ; 
For  by  my  mother  I  derived  am 
From  Lionel  duke  of  Clarence,  the  third  son 
To  King  Edward  the  Third,  whereas  he 
From  John  of  Gnunt  doth  bring  his  pedigreei 
Being  but  fourth  of  that  heroic  line. 
But  mark ;  as,  in  this  haughty  great  attempt. 
They  laboured  to  plant  the  rightful  heir, 
I  lost  my  liberty,  and  they  their  lives. 
Long  after  this,  when  Henry  the  Fifth, 
Succeeding  his  father  Holingbroke,  did  reign, 
Thy  father,  earl  of  Cambridge,  then  deriv'd 
From  famous  Edmund  Langley,  duke  of  York) 
Marrying  my  sister,  that  thy  mother  was, 
Again,  in  pity  of  my  hard  distress. 
Levied  an  army ;  weening  to  redeem. 
And  have  installed  me  in  the  diadem : 
But,  as  the  rest,  so  tell  that  noble  earl, 
And  was  beheaded.    Thus  the  Mortimers, 
In  whom  the  title  rested,  were  suppress'd. 

Ploji,  Of  which,  my  lord,  your  honour  is  the  latt 

Mor,  Troe ;  and  thou  seest  that  I  no  issue  have ; 
And  that  my  fainting  words  do  warrant  death : 
Thou  art  my  heir^  Uie  rest,  I  wish  thee  gather. 
And  yet  be  wary  m  thy  studious  care.  [me: 

Plan,  Thy  grave  admonishments  jjrevwl  widi 
But  yet,  methinks,  my  father's  execution 
Was  nothing  less  than  bloody  tyramiy. 

Mor.  With  silence,  nephew,  be  thou  politie 
Strong-fixed  is  the  bouse  of  Lancaster, 
And,  like  a  mountain,  not  to  be  remoVd. 
But  now  thy  uncle  is  removing  henoe ; 
As  princes  do  their  courts,  when  they  are  cHoyH 
With  long  continuance  in  a  settled  place. 

Plan.  O,  uncle,  would  some  part  of  my  young  yean 
Might  bat  redeem  the  passage  of  your  age! 

Mor,   ThoQ   dost   tuen    wrong    me,    as   the 
slaughfrer  doth, 
Which  giveth  many  wounds  when  one  will  kill. 
Mourn  not*  except  thou  sorrow  for  my  good ; 
Only,  give  order  for  my  funeral ; 
And  so  farewell ;  and  »ir  be  all  thy  hopes  I 
And  prosperous  be  thy  life,  in  peace,  and  wart 

[Diee, 

Plan.  And  peace,  no  war,  befall  thy  parting  soul  I 
In  prison  hast  thoa  spent  a  pilgrimage, 
And  like  a  hermit  overpassed  thy  days. 
Well,  1  will  lock  his  counsel  in  my  breast 
And  what  I  do  imagine,  let  that  rest. 
Keepers,  convey  him  hence:  and  I  myself 
Will  see  his  burial  better  than  his  life. 

[Exeunt  Keepers,  bearing  out  MOSTDCSB. 
Here  dies  the  dusky  torch  of  Mortimer, 
Chok'd  with  ambition  of  the  meaner  sort: 
And,  for  those  wrongs,  those  bitter  injuries. 
Which  Somerset  liath  oflfer'd  to  my  house, 
I  doubt  not  but  with  honour  to  redress ; 
And  therefore  haste  1  to  the  parliament ; 
Either  to  be  restored  to  my  blood, 
Or  make  my  ill  the  advantage  of  my  good. 

l&iU 
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ACT  in 


BCENS  ]>-London.    Tke  Parlitment  House. 

Flowriah,  JBW<erKingHENBT,ExBTER,GLOSTEB) 
Wabwxcx,  Somerset,  and  Suffolk:  the 
Bishop  of  WurcHESTBR,  RioHAKD  Plan- 
TAOEMK1V  and  othen.  Glostbb  offers  to  put  up 
aUU;  WiHCHSffrBR tnatchea Uf  cmd tears U, 

Win.  Com^st  thon  with  deep  premeditated  lines, 
With  written  pamphlets  studioaslj  deria'd, 
Homphrey  of  Gloster  ?  if  thou  canst  aocnse, 
Or  aoght  intend'st  to  laj  unto  my  chai^ge, 
Do  it  withoot  invention  saddenlj ; 
As  I  with  sadden  and  extemporal  speech 
Porooiie  to  answer  what  thou  canst  object. 

WQ  PresnmptQoas priest!  thispUoeoommands 
my  patience, 
Or  thon  shooldst  find  thoa  hast  dishonoured  me. 
Think  not,  although  in  writing  1  preferred 
The  manner  of  thy  vile  outrageous  crimes. 
That  therefore  I  have  forg'd,  or  am  not  able 
Terhatim  to  rehearse  the  method  of  my  pen : 
No,  prelate ;  such  is  thj  audacious  vrickedness, 
Th  j  lewd,  pestiferous,  and  dissentious  pranks 
As  Tery  in&nts  prattle  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  art  a  most  pernicious  usurer; 
Froward  by  nature,  enemy  to  peace ; 
Lascivious,  wanton,  more  than  well  beaeems 
▲  man  of  thy  profession  and  degree; 
And  for  thy  treachery,  what's  more  manifest? 
In  that  thou  laid'st  a  trap  to  take  my  life. 
As  well  at  London  bridge  as  at  the  tower? 
Beside,  I  fear  me,  if  thy  thoughts  were  sifted, 
The  king,  thy  sovereign,  is  not  quite  exempt 
From  envious  malice  of  thy  swelling  heart 

Wm,  Gloeter,  I  do  defy  thee.    Lords,  vouchsafe 
To  give  me  hearing  what  I  shall  reply. 
If  I  were  oovetous,  ambitious,  or  perverse. 
As  he  will  have  me,  how  am  I  so  poor? 
Or  how  haps  it  I  seek  not  to  advance 
Or  raise  myself,  but  keep  my  wonted  calling? 
And  for  dissension,  who  mreferreth  peace 
If  ore  than  I  do,— except  I  be  provoked? 
No,  my  good  lords,  it  is  not  that  offends ; 
It  is  not  that  that  hath  incens'd  the  duke : 
It  it,  because  no  one  should  sway  but  he ; 
No  one  but  he  should  be  about  the  king; 
And  that  engenders  thunder  in  his  breast. 
And  makes  him  roar  these  accusations  forth. 
But  he  shall  know,  I  am  as  good— — 

Gh,  As  good? 

Thou  bastard  of  my  grandfather!— 

Wm.  Ay,  lordly  sir :  For  what  are  you,  I  pray. 
Bat  one  imperious  in  another'k  throne  ? 

Oh.  Am  I  not  protector,  saucy  priest? 

Wm,  And  am  I  not  a  prelate  or  the  church  ? 

Gia.  Tes^  as  an  outlaw  in  a  castle  kee^ 
And  useth  it  to  patronise  his  theft 

Win.  Unreverent  Gloster! 

Oh,  Thou  art  reverent, 

fouchhiff  thy  spiritual  Amotion,  not  thy  life. 

Wm.  Kome  shall  remedy  this. 

War.  Roam  thither  then. 

Ami.  Hy  lord,  it  were  your  duty  to  forbear. 

War,  Ay,  see  the  bishop  be  not  overborne. 

Snn.  MethinluL  my  lord  should  be  religioua, 
And  luow  the  office  that  beloncs  to  such. 

War.  Methinks  his  lordship  should  be  humbler; 
it  fitteth  not  a  prelate  so  to  plead. 
Som.  Yes,  wnenhii  holy  state  is  toiioh*d  so  near. 


War.  State  holy,  or  unhallowed,  what  of  that? 
Is  not  his  grace  protector  to  the  king? 

Plan,  Plantagenet,  I  see,  must  hold  his  tongue; 
Lest  it  be  said,  **  Speak,  sirrah,  when  you  should; 
Must  your  bold  verdict  enter  talk  with  lords  ?** 
Else  would  I  have  a  fling  at  Winchester.    \ Aside. 

K.  Hen.  Uncles  of  Gloster  and  of  Winchester 
The  special  watchmen  of  our  English  weal, 
I  would  prevail,  if  prayers  might  prevail, 
To  join  your  hearta  in  love  and  amity. 
O,  what  a  scandal  is  it  to  our  crown, 
That  two  such  noble  peers  as  ye  should  jar ! 
Believe  me,  lords,  my  tender  years  can  tell. 
Civil  dissension  is  a  viperous  worm 
That  gnaws  the  bowels  of  the  commonwealth.— 

[A  noise  wiUdn  /    ^^Doumwith  the  tawny  coats  I  ^ 
What  tumult's  this? 

War.  An  uproar,  I  dare  warrant. 

Begun  through  malice  of  tne  bishop*s  men. 

[Anoiscaffain;   ^JStonesI  Stones I^ 

Enter  ihe  Ifayor  of  London,  attended. 

May.  0,  my  good  lords,— and  virtuous  Henry, — 
Pity  the  city  of  London,  pity  us! 
The  Bishop  and  the  Duke  of  Gloster's  men. 
Forbidden  late  to  carry  any  weapon. 
Have  filled  their  pockets  full  of  pebble-stones ; 
And  banding  themselves  in  contrary  parts, 
Do  pelt  so  fast  at  one  another's  pate. 
That  many  have  their  giddy  brains  knocked  oat 
Our  windows  are  broke  down  in  every  street. 
And  we,  for  fear,  compelled  to  shat  our  shops. 

Bnter^  skirmishing^  the  Betainers  of  Glostbb  and 
WiHGHESTEB,  vHh  hhody  pates, 

K.  Hen.  We  charge  you,  on  allegiance  to  onrself, 
To  hold  your  slaoghtVing  hands,  and  keep  the 

peace. 
Pray,  Uncle  Gloster,  mitigate  this  strife. 

1  &rv.  Nay,  if  we  be  forbidden  stones,  we'll 
£U1  to  it  with  our  teeth. 

2  Sero.  Do  what  ye  dare,  we  are  as  resolute. 

[Skirmish  again. 
Oh.  Yoa  of  my  househoId,Ieave  this  peevish  broil. 
And  set  this  unaccustomed  fight  aside. 

3  Stro.  My  lord,  we  know  your  grace  to  be  a  man 
Jost  and  upright ;  and,  for  your  royal  birth. 
Inferior  to  none  but  to  his  majesty : 

And  ere  that  we  will  suffer  such  a  prince. 

So  kind  a  father  of  the  commoweal. 

To  be  disgraced  by  an  inkhom  mate. 

We,  and  our  wives,  and  children,  all  will  fight. 

And  hare  our  bodies  slaughterM  by  thy  foes. 

1  Seno.  Ayt  and  the  very  parings  of  our  nails 
Shall  pitch  a  field,  when  we  are  dead. 

[Skirmish  again. 

Oh.  Stay,  stay,  I  say! 

And,  if  yoa  love  me,  as  you  say  you  do. 
Let  me  persuade  you  to  forbear  a  while. 

K.  Em,  O,  how  this  discord  doth  afflict  my  soul! 
Cso  you,  my  Lord  of  Winchester,  behold 
My  sighs  and  tears,  and  will  not  once  relent? 
Wjio  should  be  pitiful,  if  you  be  not  ? 
Or  who  should  study  to  prefer  a  peace. 
If  holy  churchmen  take  delight  m  broils  ? 

War.  Yield,  my  lord  protector;— yield  Wla 
Chester  ;— 
Except  you  mean,  with  obstinate  repulse. 
To  slay  your  sovereign,  and  destroy  the  realm-  [^ 
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You  aee  what  mischief,  apd  what  murther  too, 
Hath  been  enacted  throagh  your  enmity ; 
Then  be  at  peaeOf  except  ye  thirst  for  blood. 

Win,  He  shall  submit,  or  I  will  never  yield. 

Oh,  Compassion  on  the  king  conmiands  me 
stoop; 
Or  I  would  see  his  heart  out  ere  the  priest 
Should  ever  get  that  privilege  of  me- 

War,  Behold,  my  Lord  of  Winchester,  the  duke 
Hath  banished  moody  discontented  fury, 
As  by  his  smoothed  brows  it  doth  appear : 
Why  look  you  still  so  stem  and  tragical  ? 

Olo.  Here,  Winchester,  I  offer  thee  my  hand. 

K,  Ben.  Fie,  uncle  Beaufort !  I  have  heard  you 
preach 
That  malice  was  a  great  and  grieyons  sin: 
And  will  not  you  maintain  the  thing  you  teach, 
But  prove  a  chief  offender  in  the  same  ? 

War.  Sweet  king!— the  bishop  hath  a  kmdiy 
gird,— 
For  shame,  my  Lord  of  Winchester !  relent ; 
What,  shall  a  child  instruct  yon  what  to  do? 

Wot.  Well,  Duke  of  Gloster,  I  will  yield  to  thee; 
Love  for  thy  love,  and  hand  for  hand  I  give. 

Oh.  Ay ;  but,  I  fear  me,  with  a  hollow  heart. 
See  here,  my  friends,  and  loving  countrymen ; 
This  token  serveth  for  a  flag  of  truce 
Betwixt  ourselves  and  all  our  followers: 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  dissemble  not ! 

Win.  So  help  me  God,  as  I  intend  it  not ! 

[Aside. 

K.  Hen.  0  loving  uncle,  kind  Duke  of  Gloster, 
How  joyful  am  I  made  bv  this  contract  I 
A. way,  m^  masters  1  trouble  us  no  more ; 
But  join  in  friendsblp,  as  your  lords  have  done. 

1  Sero.  Content :  ill  to  the  surgeon's. 

2  Sew.  And  so  will  1. 
8  Sero.  And  I  will  see  what  physic  the  tavern 

affords.      [Exfunt  Servants,  Mayor,  &c. 
War.  Accept  this  scrol  1 ,  most  gracious  sovereign ; 
Which  in  the  right  of  Richard  Plantagenet 
We  do  exhibit  to  your  majesty. 
Qlo.  Well  urg'd,  my  Lord  of  Warwick ;— for, 
sweet  prince. 
An  if  your  grace  mark  every  circumstance, 
You  have  great  reason  to  do  Richard  right: 
Especially,  for  those  occasions 
At  Eltham-place  I  told  your  majesty. 
K,  Hen.  And  those  occasions,  uncle,  were  of 
force: 
Therefore,  my  loving  lords,  our  pleasure  is 
That  Richard  be  restored  to  his  blood. 

War.  Let  Richard  be  restored  to  his  blood ; 
So  shall  his  &ther*s  wrongs  be  recoropensM. 
Win.  As  will  the  rest,  so  willeth  Winchester. 
K.  Hen,  If  Richard  will  be  true,  not  that  alone. 
But  all  the  whole  inheritance  I  give 
That  doth  belong  unto  the  house  of  York, 
From  whence  you  spring  by  lineal  descent. 

Plan,  Thy  humble  servant  vows  obedience, 
And  humble  service,  till  the  point  of  death. 
K,  Hen.  Stoop,  then,  and  set  your  knee  against 
my  foot : 
And,  in  reguerdon  of  that  duty  done, 
I  p;irt  thee  with  the  valiant  sword  of  York : 
Rise,  Richard,  li  <e  a  true  Plantagenet; 
And  rise  created  princely  Duke  of  York. 
Plan,  And  so  thrive  Richard,  as  thy  foes  may 
fall! 
And  as  my  duty  springs,  so  perish  they 
That  grudge  one  thought  against  your  majes^! 
AU.  Welcome,  high  prince,  tlie  mightr  Duke 
ofYorkl 


Som,  Perish,  base  prince,  ignoble  Duke  of  York! 

[Adde. 

Ola,  Now  will  it  best  avail  yom  migesty, 
To  cross  the  seas,  and  to  be  crowned  in  France : 
The  presence  of  a  king  engenders  love 
Amongst  his  subjects,  and  his  loyal  friends  | 
As  it  disanimates  bis  enemies. 

K.  Hen.  When  Gloster  says  the  word,  King 
Henry  goes ; 
For  friendly  counsel  cuts  off  many  foes. 

Olo.  Your  sliips  already  are  in  readiness. 
[Setmet.    Flourish.    Exeunt  all  but  Ezeteb. 

Exe.  Ay,  we  may  march  in  England,  or  in 
France, 
Not  seeing  what  is  likely  to  ensue: 
This  late  dissension,  grown  betwixt  the  peers 
Bums  under  feigned  ashes  of  forg'd  love, 
And  will  at  last  break  out  into  a  Bame : 
As  fester'd  members  rot  but  by  degree, 
Till  bones,  and  flesh,  and  sinews,  fall  away. 
So  will  this  base  and  envious  discord  breed. 
And  now  I  fear  that  fatal  prophecy. 
Which,  in  the  time  of  Henry  nam'd  the  Fifili, 
Was  in  the  mouth  of  every  sucking  babe, — 
Tlmt  Henry,  bom  at  Monmouth,  should  win  all; 
And  Henry,  bora  at  Windsor,  should  lose  all: 
Which  is  so  plain,  that  Exeter  doth  wish 
His  days  may  finish  ere  that  hapless  time.    [EscU, 

SCENE  IL— France,    ^ors  Rouen. 

Enter  La  Pucelle,  disguised^  and  Soldiers  dretaed 
Wee  Countrymen^  vnth  eacke  upon  their  backt, 

Puc.  These  are  the  city  gates,  the  gates  of  Roueo, 
Through  which  our  policy  must  make  a  breach : 
Take  heed,  be  wary  now  you  place  your  words; 
Talk  like  the  vulgar  sort  of  market-men 
That  come  to  gather  money  for  their  com. 
If  we  have  entrance  (as  I  hope  we  shall), 
And  that  we  find  the  slothful  watch  but  weak, 
ni  by  a  sign  give  notice  to  our  friends. 
That  Charles  the  dauphin  may  encounter  them. 

1  Sold.  Our  sacks  shall  be  a  mean  to  sack  the  city. 
And  we  be  lords  and  rulers  over  Rouen ; 
Therefore  we'll  knock.  [Knoek$. 

(^uoni  [Within.]   Quieetlitt 

Puc.  Paisans^  pauvres  gene  de  France : 
Poor  market-folks,  that  come  to  sell  their  com. 

Ouard.  Enter,  go  in ;  the  market-l>ell  is  rang. 
\  Opens  the  ffoUM. 

Puc»  Now,  Rouen,  III  shake  thy  bulwarks  to 
the  ground.        [Puc,  <&;.,  enter  the  dtjf. 

Enter  Cuables,  Bastard  of  Orleans,  Albkqom, 

and  Forces, 

Char.  Samt  Dennis,  bless  this  happy  stratagem  I 
And  once  again  well  sleep  secure  in  Rouen. 

Bast.  Here  entered  Pucelle,  and  her  praotisants ; 
Now  she  is  there,  how  will  she  specify 
Where  is  the  best  and  safest  passage  m  ? 

AUn.  By  thrusting  out  a  torch  from  yonder 
tower; 
Which  once  discerned,  shows  that  her  meaning  is^ 
No  way  to  that,  for  weakness,  which  she  enter^ 

Enter  La  Pucelle  on  a  hatdemenJt^  holding  out 
atorehluming. 

Puc  Behold,  this  is  the  happy  wedding  toreb. 
That  joineth  Rouen  to  her  countrymen ; 
But  buramg  fatal  to  the  Talbotites. 
BasL  See,  noble  Charles !   the  beacon  of  oar 
friend, 
The  boming  torch,  in  yonder  tarret  standsi 
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Vhar,  Now  shine  H  like  t  comet  of  revenge,       | 
A  prophet  to  the  fall  of  all  our  foes ! 

Aim.  Defer  notime:  Delays  luive  dangerous  ends; 
Enter  and  cry—"  Tlie  dauphin  T— presently, 
And  then  do  exeoation  on  the  watch.    [  Thcij  enter. 

Alanau.    Enter  Talbot  and  certain  English. 
TaL  France,  thou  Shalt  nie  this  treason  with  thy 
tears, 
If  Talbot  but  snrriTe  thy  treachery. 
Pncelle,  that  witch,  that  (Umned  sorceress, 
Hath  wrought  this  hellish  mischief  unawares. 
That  hardly  we  escaped  the  pride  of  Fratice. 

[Exeunt  to  the  town, 

Marwn$:  Excurswm,  Enter ^  from  the  town^ 
Bedford,  brought  m  sick,  in  a  cltodr^  with 
Talbot,  Buboundt,  and  the  English  Forces, 
Then  enter,  on  the  toaUs,  La  Pucelle,  Charles, 
Bastard,  Alenqon,  and  others, 

Pmo,  GkK)d  morrow,  galUntsI  want  ye  eom  for 
bread? 
I  think  the  Duke  of  Borgnndy  will  fast. 
Before  hell  bay  again  at  snch  a  rate: 
Twas  foil  of  darnel:  Do  yon  like  the  taste? 
Bwr*  Scoff    on,    vile    fiend,    and    shamelesa 
courtesan! 
1  tmst,  ere  long,  to  choke  thee  with  thine  own, 
And  make  thee  curse  the  harvest  of  that  corn. 
Char,  Your  grace  may  starve,  perhaps,  before 

that  time. 
Bed,  O,  let  no  words,  hot  deeds,  revenge  this 

treason  I 
Fuc  What  will  you  do,good  grey-beard?  break  a 
lance, 
And  ran  a  tilt  at  death  withm  a  diair? 

TaL  Foul  fiend  of  France,  and  hag  of  all  despite. 
Encompassed  with  thy  lustful  paramours. 
Becomes  it  thee  to  taunt  his  valiant  age. 
And  twit  witti  cowardice  a  man  half  dead  ? 
Damsel,  111  have  a  bout  with  you  again, 
Or  else  let  Talbot  perish  with  this  shame. 
Pme,  Are  you  so  hot,  sir?     Yet,  Puoelle,  bold 

If  Talbot  (lobutth  under,  rain  will  follow. 

[Talbot  ana  the  rest  consult  toffftJier. 
Qod  speed   the  narliamentl    who  shall  be  the 
speaker r 

m  Dare  ye  come  forth,  and  meet  as  in  the 
field? 

Fue,  Belike,  your  lordship  takes  ns  then  for  fools, 
To  try  if  that  oor  own  be  ours,  or  no. 

Iw,  I  speak  not  to  that  railing  Hecate, 
But  onto  tnee,  Alen^on,  and  the  rest: 
Will  ye,  like  soldiers,  oome  and  fight  it  oat? 
'  Alen.  Signior.  no. 

ThL  Signior,  bang  I— base  muleteers  of  France! 
Like  peasant  footboys  do  they  keep  the  walls. 
And  aare  not  take  up  arms  like  gentlemen. 

Pue,  Away,  captains:  let*s  g^t  us  from  the  walls; 
For  Talbot  means  no  goodness  by  his  looks. 
God  be  wi'you,  my  lord!  we  came  but  to  tell 
That  we  are  here. 

lExtunt  La  Pucelle,  Sc^/rom  the  todtls, 

TaiL  And  there  will  we  be  too,  ere  it  be  long, 
Or  else  reproach  be  Talbot*s  greatest  fame .' 
Vow,  Bai^:andy,  by  honour  of  thy  house 
rPrickM  on  by  public  wronjgs  sustained  in  France), 
Either  to  get  toe  town  again,  or  die : 
And  I,  as  sure  as  English  Uenry  lives, 
And  as  his  Cither  here  was  oonqaeror; 
As  fare  as  in  this  late-betrayed  town 
Gkeat  Cocnr-de-lion*s  heart  was  buried| 
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So  sure  I  swear  to  get  the  town  or  die. 

Bur.  My  vows  are  equal  partners  with  thy  vows. 

Ted.  But,  ere  we  go  regard  this  dying  prinee. 
The  valiant  Duke  of  Bedford: -Come,  ray  lord 
We  will  bestow  you  in  some  better  place, 
Fitter  for  sickness  and  for  crazy  age. 

Bed.  Lord  Talbot,  do  not  so  dishonour  me: 
Here  will  I  sit  before  the  walls  of  Kouen, 
And  will  be  partner  of  yoar  weal  or  woe. 

Bur,  Courageous  Bedford,  let  as  now  persuade 
you. 

Bed,  Not  to  be  gone  from  hence ;  for  once  I  read, 
That  stoat  Pendragon,  in  his  litter,  sick, 
Came  to  the  field,  and  vanquished  his  foes: 
Methinks  I  should  revive  the  soldiers*  hearts, 
Because  I  ever  found  them  as  mpAL 

TaL  Undaunted  spirit  in  a  dyin^  breast  I— 
Then  be  it  so :  Heavens  keep  old  Bedford  safe !  - 
And  now  no  more  ado,  brave  Burgundy, 
But  gather  we  our  forces  out  of  lutnd, 
And  set  upon  our  boasting  ijiemy. 

[Exeunt  Bdrou.ndy,  Talbot,  and Forees, 
leaving  Bedford  and  otfiers. 

Alarums:  Eoocurskms,   Enter  Shr  Jomc  Fastolpe 
and  a  Captain. 

Otq^.  Whither  away,  Sir  John  Fastolfe,  in  saoh 

haste? 
Fast  Whither  away?  to  save  myself  by  flight. 
We  are  like  to  have  an  overthrow  again. 

Cap.  What!  will  you  flyandleave  Lord  Talbot? 

Fast.  Ay.    All  the  Talbots  in  the  world  to  save 

my  life.  [Exit, 

Cap,  Cowardly  knight!  ill  fortune  follow  thee  I 

Retreat:  Excursums,     Enter,  from  the  town.  La 
Puoelle,  Alenqon,  Charles,  <fic,  and  exeant 


1  yoa 


Bed,   Now,  quiet  soul,  depart  when  Heaven 
please; 
For  I  have  seen  oar  enemies*  overthrow. 
What  is  the  trust  or  strength  of  foolish  man  ? 
They  that  of  late  were  daring  with  their  scof&. 
Are  glad  and  £un  by  flight  to  save  themselves. 

[Dies,  and  is  carried  off  in  his  chair. 

Alarum:  Enter  Talbot,  Buroundt,  and  others. 

TbL  Lost,  and  recovered  in  a  day  again  I 
This  is  a  doable  honour,  Burgundy : 
Yet,  Heavens  have  glory  for  this  victory ! 

Bur,  Warlike  and  martial  Talbot,  Burgundy 
Enshrines  thee  in  his  heart ;  and  there  erects 
Thy  noble  deeds,  as  valoar*s  monuments. 

TaL  Thanks,  gentle  duke.  Bat  where  is  Pacelle 
now? 
I  think  her  old  familiar  is  asleep: 
Now  Where's  the  Bastard'k  braves,  and  Charles  his 

gleeks? 
What,  all  a-mort?   Boaen  hangs  her  head  for  grief 
That  such  a  valiant  company  ars  fled. 
Now  will  we  take  some  order  in  the  town, 
Placing  therein  some  expert  officers; 
And  then  depart  to  Paris  to  the  king ; 
For  there  yoang  Henry,  vrith  his  nobles,  lies. 

Bur,  What  wills  Lord  Talbot  nieaseth  Bargandy 

TaL  But  yet,  before  we  go,  let's  not  forget 
The  noble  Dake  of  Bedford,  late  deoeas'd. 
But  see  bis  exequies  fulfilled  in  Ronen ; 
A  braver  soldier  never  couched  lance, 
A  gentler  heart  did  never  sway  in  oonrt: 
But  kings  and  mightiest  potentates  mast  die; 
For  that's  the  end  of  human  misery^  ^     [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  in.— 3*%e«ain«.  The  Plains  near  OuCiiif. 

EnUr  Chableb,  the  Bastard,  Alebqoh,  La 
POOEIXE,  and  Forces. 

Pue.  Dismay  not,  princes,  at  this  accident, 
Nor  grieve  that  Rouen  is  so  reeoTered : 
Care  is  no  core,  but  rather  corrosiTe, 
For  things  that  are  not  to  be  remedied. 
Let  frantic  Talbot  triumph  for  a  while, 
4.nd  like  a  peacock  sweep  along  his  tail : 
Well  pull  his  plumes,  and  take  away  his  tram, 
If  dauphin  and  the  rest  will  be  bat  ruled. 

Char.  We  have  been  guided  by  thee  hitherto 
And  of  thy  cunning  had  no  diffidence ; 
One  sudden  foil  shall  never  breed  distrust 

Bast,  Search  out  thy  wit  for  secret  policies. 
And  we  will  make  thee  famous  through  the  world. 

Al^n,  Well  set  thy  statue  in  some  noly  place, 
And  have  thee  reverenc'd  like  a  blessed  samt ; 
Employ  thee,  then,  sweet  virgin,  for  our  good. 

iVc  Then  thus  it  must  be;  this  doth  Joan  dd^ise: 
By  fidr  persuasionsMnix'd  with  sugared  words. 
We  Mrill  entice  the  Duke  of  Burgundy 
To  leave  the  Talbot  and  to  follow  us. 

Char,  Ay,  marry,  sweeting,  if  we  could  do  that, 
France  were  no  place  for  Henry^  warriors } 
Nor  should  that  nation  boast  it  so  with  as. 
Bat  be  exdrped  from  oar  provinces. 

Alen.  For  evelr  should  they  be  ezpola'd  from 
France, 
And  not  have  title  of  an  earldom  here. 

Pue.  Tour  honours  shall  perceive  bow  I  will  work, 
To  bring  this  matter  to  the  wished  end. 

[Drums  heard. 
Hark!  by  the  sound  of  drum  you  may  perceive 
Their  powers  are  marching  unto  Paris-ward. 

Am  English  March.    Enter,  and  pass  over  at  a 
distance^  l^AiM/t  and  Ms  Forces, 

There  goes  the  Talbot,  vrith  his  colours  spread; 
And  all  the  troops  of  English  after  him. 

A  French  Uanh.    Enter  Vie  Dake  of  Bubgundt 
and  Forces. 

Now,  in  the  rearward,  comes  the  duke,  and  his ; 
Fortane,  in  favour  makes  him  lag  behind. 
Sommon  a  parley,  we  will  talk  with  him. 

{A  parley  soiuniod. 
Char.  A  parley  with  the  Duke  of  Burgundy. 
Bwr,  Who  crayes  a  parley  with  the  Burgundy? 
Pvo,  The  princely  Charles  of  France,  thy  ooun- 

tryman. 
Bm    WW  say'kt  thoo,  Charles?  for  I  am 

marching  hence. 
Ch4xr.  Speak,  Pacelle ;  and  enchant  him  with  thy 

words. 
Puo,   Brave   Bargnndy,   nndoobted   hope  of 
France  I 
Stay,  let  thy  humble  handmaid  speak  to  thee. 
6ur,  Speak  on ;  but  be  not  over-tedious. 
Pvc  Look  on  thy  country,  look  on  fertile  France, 
And  see  the  cities  and  the  towns  de£ao*d 
^y  wasting  rain  of  the  crael  foe  I 
Aj  looks  the  mother  on  her  lowly  babe. 
When  death  doth  close  his  tender  dying  eyes, 
See,  see,  the  pining  malady  of  France ; 
Behold  the  wound;*,  the  most  unnatural  wounds, 
Which  thoa  thyself  hast  given  her  woeful  breast! 
O,  torn  thy  edged  sword  another  way ; 
Strike  those  that  hart,  and  hurt  not  those  that  help  1 
Onedrop  of  blood,  drawn  from  thy  oountry*s  bosom. 
Should  grieve  thae  moiB  than  streams  of  foreign 
gore* 
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Return  thee,  therefore,  with  a  flood  of  tears. 
And  wash  away  thy  ooantry's  stained  spots! 

Bur.  Either  she  hath  bewitched  me  with  h«r 
words^ 
Or  nature  makes  me  suddenly  relent. 

Pue.  Besides  all  French  and  France  exclaim 
on  thee, 
Doubtmg  thy  birth  and  lawfbl  proseny. 
Who  join*st  thou  with,  but  with  a  lordly  nation, 
That  will  not  trust  thee  but  for  profit's  sake? 
When  Talbot  hath  set  footing  once  in  France, 
And  (ashion'd  thee  that  instrument  of  ill. 
Who  then,  but  English  Harry,  will  be  lord. 
And  thou  be  thrust  out  like  a  fugitive? 
Call  we  to  mind.— and  mark  but  this,  for  proofs— 
Was  not  the  Duke  of  Orleans  thy  foe? 
And  was  he  not  in  England  prisoner? 
But,  when  they  heard  he  Mras  thine  enemy. 
They  set  him  free,  without  his  ransom  paid. 
In  spite  of  Bargnndy  and  all  his  friends. 
See,  then !  thou  fi^ht'st  asainst  thy  countrymen, 
And  join*8t  with  tnem  will  be  thy  slaughtermen. 
Come,  come,  return ;  return,  thou  wandering  lord ; 
Charles  and  the  rest  will  take  thee  in  thehr  arms. 

Bwr,  I  am  yanquish'd ;  these  haughty  words  ol 
hers 
Haye  battered  me,  like  roaring  oannon-sbot, 
And  made  me  almost  3rield  upon  my  knees. 
Forgive  me,  oountiTj  and  sweet  countrymen  I 
And,  lords,  accept  this  hearty  kind  embrace: 
My  forces  and  my  power  of  men  are  yours ; 
So,  £srewell,  Talbot:  111  no  longer  trost  thee. 

Pmo,  Done  like  a  Frenchman;  turn,  and  torn 
again! 

Char,  Welcome,  brave  dokel  thy  friendship 
makes  us  fresh. 

Bast.  And  doth  beget  new  courage  hi  our  breasta. 

Alen.  Pacelle  hath  bravely  play*d  her  part  in 
this. 
And  doth  deserve  a  coronet  of  gold. 

Char,  Now  let  us  on,  my  lords,  and  Join  our 
powers; 
And  seek  how  we  may  prejudice  the  foe. 


SCENE  IT.— Paris.    A  Boom  in  the  Pdaoe, 

Enter  King  Henst,  Qlosteb,  and  other  Lords. 
Vernon,  Basset,  &c  2b  them  Talbot,  and 
soms  Q^^  Officers. 

TaL  My  gracious  jyrince,  and  honourable  peer% 
Hearing  of  your  arrival  in  this  realm, 
I  have  awhile  given  truce  unto  my  wars. 
To  do  my  doty  to  my  sovereign : 
In  sign  whereof,  this  arm,— that  hath  reclttm*d 
To  your  obedience  fifty  fortresses. 
Twelve  dties,  and  seven  walled  towns  of  strengtii. 
Besides  five  hundred  prisoners  of  esteem, — 
Lets  fall  bis  sword  before  your  highness*  feet; 
And,  with  submissive  loyalty  of  heart,  ^ 
Ascribes  the  glory  of  his  conquest  got. 
First  to  my  Uod,  and  next  unto  your  grace. 

K.  Hen.  Is  this  the  Lord  Talbot,  ande  Glostar, 
That  hath  so  long  been  resident  in  France? 

Cflo.  Yes,  if  it  please  your  roigesty,  my  liege. 

K,  Hen.  Welcome,  brave  captain,  and  victoriooi 
lord! 
When  I  was  young  (as  yet  I  am  not  old], 
1  do  remember  how  my  father  said 
A  stouter  champion  never  handled  sword. 
Long  since  we  were  resolved  of  your  truUi, 
Your  (Suthful  service,  and  your  toil  in  war; 
Tet  never  have  yoa  tasted  our  reward.    [^ 
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Or  been  rmerdonM  with  so  much  as  thanks, 
Because  till  now  we  never  saw  yoar  face : 
Therefore,  stand  ap ;  and,  for  these  good  deserts. 
We  here  create  yon  Earl  of  Shrewsbury; 
And  in  our  coronation  take  yourplace. 

[Eaoeunt  King  Uemrt,  Glo,  Tal.,  onJ  Nobles. 

Ver,  Now,  sir,  to  70a,  that  were  so  hot  at  sea, 
Disgracing  of  these  colours  that  I  wear 
In  honour  of  my  noble  lord  of  York, — 
Dar'st  thou  maintain  the  former  words  thou  spak^st? 

Bag.  Yes,  sir ;  as  well  as  you  dare  patronage 
The  envious  barking  of  your  saucy  tongue 
AjaJMt  my  lord,  the  Duke  of  ISomerset 
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Ver,  Sirrah,  thy  lord  I  honour  as  he  is. 

Bom,  Why,  what  is  he?  as  good  a  man  as  York. 

Ver,  Hark  ye;  not  so;  in  vritness  take  ve  that. 
[Striies  hinu 

Bas.  Villain,  thou  know'st  the  law  of  arms  is  such 
That  whoso  draws  a  sword  'tis  present  death, 
Or  else  this  blow  should  broach  thy  dearest  blood. 
But  I'll  unto  his  majesty,  and  crave 
1  may  have  liberty  to  venge  this  vrrong; 
When  thou  sbalt  see  V\\  meet  thee  to  tiij  cost. 

Ver,  Well,  miscreant,  I'll  be  there  as  soon  as  you ; 
And,  after,  meet  jou,  sooner  than  you  would. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L— Paris.    A  Boom  0/ State. 

Enter  King  Henrt,  Glostbb,  Exetbk,  York, 
SOPPOLK,  Somerset,  Winchester,  Warwick, 
Talbot,  the  Governor  qf  Paris,  and  others. 

Olo.  Lord  bishop,  set  the  crown  upon  his  head. 
Wm.  God  save  King  Henry,  of  that  name  the 

sixth! 
OUk  Now,  governor  of  Paris,  take  your  oath,— 
[Governor  kneeU, 
That  yon  elect  no  other  kinc  bm  him : 
Esteem  none  friends  but  such  as  are  hit  frienda; 
And  none  your  foes  but  such  as  shall  pretend 
Malicious  practices  against  his  state : 
This  shall  ye  do,  so  help  you  righteous  Godt 

[£xeimt  Governor  and  hi$  Train, 
Enter  Sir  Jomr  Fastolfe. 

Mbit,  My  ^raciooa  sovereign,  as  I  rode  from 
Calais, 
To  haste  unto  your  coronation, 
A  letter  was  delivered  to  my  hands. 
Writ  to  vour  grace  from  the  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

TuL  Shame  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  and  thee  t 
I  Tow'd,  base  knight,  when  I  did  meet  thee  next. 
To  tear  the  garter  from  thy  craven's  leg 

[Phukmg  it  off, 
jWbich  I  have  done),  because  unworthily 
ThoQ  wast  installed  in  that  high  degree. 
Pardon  me,  princely  Henry,  and  the  rest: 
This  dastard,  at  the  battle  of  Patay. 
When  but  in  all  I  was  six  thousand  strong. 
And  that  the  French  were  almost  ten  to  one. 
Before  we  met,  or  that  a  stroke  was  given. 
Like  to  a  trusty  squire,  did  run  away ; 
In  which  assault  we  lost  twelve  hundred  men; 
Ijhrself^  and  divers  gentlemen  beside^ 
Were  there  sorpris  d  and  taken  prisoners. 
Then  judge,  sreat  lords,  if  I  have  done  amiss; 
Or  whether  that  such  cowards  ought  to  wear 
This  ornament  of  knighthood,  vea  or  no. 

Olo,  To  say  the  truth,  this  l^ct  was  infamous, 
And  ill-beseeming  any  common  man ; 
Much  more  a  knight,  a  captain,  and  a  leader. 

TaL  When  first  thia  order  was  ordatn'd,  my 
lords. 
Knights  of  the  garter  were  of  noble  birth ; 
Valiant  and  virtuous,  full  of  haughty  courage, 
Such  as  were  grown  to  credit  by  the  wars; 
Not  fearing  death,  nor  shrinking  for  distresa, 
But  always  resolute  hi  most  extremes. 
He  then  that  is  not  fnmish'd  in  this  sort 
Doth  bat  oaarp  the  sacred  name  of  knight, 
Profiuiing  thia  moat  honourable  order; 
And  should  (if  I  were  worthy  to  be  judge) 
Be  quite  deg^ed,  like  a  hedge-bom  swam 
That  doth  presaoie  to  boast  of  gentle  blood. 


K,  Een.  Stain  to  thy  oountrymen  I  thou  hear*st 

thy  doom  I 
Be  packing  therefore,  thou  that  wast  a  knight; 
Henceforth  we  banish  thee,  on  pam  of  deaUi.— 

[ExUFAgt. 
And  now,  lord  protector,  view  the  letter 
Sent  from  our  uncle  Duke  of  Burgundy. 
Ola,  What  means  his  grace,  that  he  bath  changed 

his  style  ?        7  Vktomg  the  mperacriptum. 
No  more  but,  plam  and  bluntly,— *«  To  the  king?" 
Hath  he  forgot  he  is  his  sovereign? 
Or  doth  this  churlish  superscrintion 
Pretend  some  alteration  in  good  will? 
Whafb  here? — **  I  have,  upon  especial  cause, — 

[Beadi 
Mov*d  with  compassion  of  my  country^  wrack, 
Together  with  the  pitiful  complaints 
Of  such  as  your  oppression  feeds  upon, — 
Forsaken  vour  pernicious  faction,  [Franoe.** 

And  join  a  with  Charles,  the  rightfU   King  of 

0  monstrous  treachery  1    Can  this  be  so; 
That  in  alliance,  amity,  and  oaths, 

There  should  be  found  such  falsedissemblingguile? 

K.  Hen.  Whatl  doth  my  uncle  Burgundy  revolt? 

Olo.  He  doth,  my  lord;  and  is  become  your  foe. 

K.  Ben,  Is  that  the  worst  this  letter  doth  contain? 

Olo,  It  is  the  worst,  and  all,  my  lord,  he  writes. 

K.  Ben,  Why,  theUf  Lord  Talbot  there  shall 
talk  with  him, 
And  give  him  chastisement  for  this  abuse  ^— 
How  sav  you,  my  lord?  are  you  not  content? 

2bL  Content,  my  liege?    Yes;  but  that  I  am 
prevented, 

1  should  nave  begg*d  I  might  have  been  employed. 
'    K,  Ben,  Then  pither  strength,  and  maron  unto 

him  straight : 
Let  him  perceive  how  ill  we  brook  his  treason; 
And  what  ofience  it  is  to  flout  his  friends. 

TaL  I  go,  my  lord ;  in  heart  desiring  still 
Ton  may  behold  confusion  of  your  foes.       [Esat, 

Enter  Vebmos  and  Babsbt. 

Ver,  Grant  me  the  combat,  gracious  sovereit$n I 
Bas,  And  me^  my  lord,  grant  me  the  combat  tool 
York,  This  is  my  servant:  Hear  him,  noble 

prince ! 
Som,  And  this  is  mine:  Sweet  Henry,  favour  him  I 
K,  Ben,  Be  patient,  lords,  and  give  them  leave 
to  spcfldc.— 
Say,  gentlemen,  what  makes  you  thus  exclaim? 
And  whei-efore  crave  you  combat  ?  or  with  whom? 
Ver.  With  him,  my  lord;  for  he  hath  done  me 

wrong. 
Ba$,  Andlwithhfan;  for  he  hath  done  me  wronc. 
K,  Ben,  What  is  that  wrong  whereof  you  both 
complain? 
First  let  me  know,  and  then  III  UMwer  7<Mk  ■ 
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Baa.  Citwsliig  the  sea  from  England  into  France , 
Tbii  fellow  here,  with  envious  carping  tongae, 
Upbraided  me  aboac  the  rose  I  wear; 
Baying— the  sanguine  colour  of  the  leaves 
Did  represent  my  master *8  blushing  cheeks, 
When  stubbornly  he  did  repugn  (he  troth, 
About  a  certain  question  in  the  law, 
Argiied  betwixt  the  Duke  of  York  and  him; 
With  other  vile  and  ignominious  terms: 
In  confutation  of  which  rude  reproach, 
And  in  defence  of  mv  lord's  worthiness, 
I  crave  the  benefit  of  law  (if  arms. 

Ver.  And  that  is  my  petition,  noble  lord : 
For  though  he  seem,  with  forged  quaint  conceit, 
To  set  a  gloss  upon  his  bold  intent. 
Yet  know,  my  lord,  I  was  provok*d  by  him; 
And  he  first  took  exceptions  at  this  badfre. 
Pronouncing— that  the  paleness  of  this  flower 
Bewrayed  the  faintness  of  my  mast^r*s  heart. 

York  Will  not  this  malice,  Somerset,  be  left? 

Som,  Your  private  grudge,  my  lord  of  York, 
will  out. 
Though  ne*er  so  cunningly  you  smother  it. 

K.  HoL  Qood  Lord  I   what  madness  rules  in 
brain-sick  men; 
When,  for  so  slight  and  frivolous  a  cause. 
Such  factious  emulations  shall  arise: 
Good  cousins  boih,  of  York  and  Somerset, 
Quiet  yourselves,  1  pray,  and  be  at  peace. 

York,  Let  this  dissension  first  be  tried  by  fight, 
And  then  your  highness  shall  command  a  peace. 

80m.  The  quarrel  toucheth  none  but  us  alone; 
Betwixt  eurselve^  let  us  decide  it  then. 

YorL  There  is  my  pledge ;  accept  it,  Somerset. 

Ver.  Nay,  let  it  rest  where  it  began  at  first 

Bat.  Confirm  it  so,  mine  honourable  lord. 

Qlo.  Confirm  it  so?  Confounded  be  your  strife  1 
And  perish  ye,  with  your  audacious  prate ! 
Presumptuous  vassals  1  are  you  not  ashamed, 
With  this  immodest  clamorous  outrage 
To  trouble  and  disturb  the  king  and  us? 
And  you,  my  lords, — methinks  you  do  not  well, 
To  bear  >»ith  their  perverse  objections ; 
Much  less  to  take  occasion  from  their  months 
To  raise  a  mutiny  betwixt  yourselves ; 
Let  me  persuade  you,  take  a  better  course. 

Ete.  It  grieves  his  highness  :~Quod  my  lords, 
be  friends. 

K,  Een.  Come  hither,  yon  that  wonid  be  com- 
bntants : 
Henceforth  I  charge  yon,  as  yon  love  our  favour. 
Quite  to  forget  this  quarrel,  and  the  cause. 
And  you,  my  lords, remember  where  we  are; 
In  France,  amongst  a  fickle  wavering  nation  * 
If  the?  perceive  dissension  in  our  looks, 
And  that  within  uurHclves  we  dii^agree, 
How  will  their  grudgmg  stomachs  be  provok'd 
To  wilful  disobedience,  and  rebel  I 
Beside  what  infamy  will  there  arise, 
When  foreign  princes  shall  be  certified 
That,  for  a  toy,  a  thing  of  no  regard, 
King  Henry's  peers  and  chief  nobility 
Destroy  *d  themselves,  and  lost  the  rea'm  of  France  I 
O.  think  upon  the  conquest  of  my  father, 
My  tender  years ;  and  let  ns  not  forego 
That  for  a  trifle  that  was  bought  with  bloodi 
Let  me  be  umpire  in  this  doubtful  strife. 
I  see  no  reason,  if  I  wear  this  rosie, 

[Putting  on  a  red  rote. 
That  anr  one  should  therefore  be  suspicious 
I  more  mdine  to  Somerset  than  York : 
Both  are  my  kinsmen,  and  I  love  them  both : 
As  wall  they  may  upbraid  me  with  my  crown, 
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Because,  forsooth,  the  King  of  Scots  Is  orownU 
But  your  discretions  better  can  persuade 
Than  I  am  able  to  instruct  or  teach : 
And  therefore,  as  we  hither  came  in  peace, 
So  let  ns  still  continue  peace  and  love. 
Cousin  of  York,  we  institute  your  grace 
To  be  our  regent  in  these  parts  of  France : 
And,  good  my  Lord  of  Somerset,  unite 
Your  troops  of  horsemen  with  his  bands  of  foot; 
And,  like  true  subjects,  sons  of  yonr  progenitbn, 
Go  cheerfully  together,  and  digest 
Your  angry  choler  on  your  enemies, 
Ourself,  my  lord  protector,  and  the  rest 
After  some  respite,  will  return  to  Calais ; 
From  thence  to  England,  where  I  hope  ere  long 
To  be  presented,  by  yomr  victories, 
With  Charles,  Alen^on,  and  that  traitorous  rout. 
[Flourish.    ExewfU  K.  Hen.,  Gix)  ,  Son.^ 
Win.,  Suf.,  and  Basset. 

War.  My  Lord  of  York,  I  promise  you,  the  king 
Prettily,  methought,  did  play  the  orator. 

York,  And  so  he  did ;  but  vet  I  like  it  not. 
In  that  he  wears  the  badge  of  Somerset. 

War.  Tusbl  that  was  but  his  fancy,  blame  him 
not ; 
I  dare  presume  sweet  prince,  he  thought  no  harm. 

York.  And,  if  I  wist  he  did,— But  let  it  rest ; 
Other  aflairs  must  now  be  managed. 

[Exeunt  Yoek,  Warwick,  and  Vebsoh. 

Ext,  Well  didst  thou,  Richard,  to  suppress  thy 
voice: 
For  had  the  passions  of  thy  heart  burst  out, 
I  fear  we  should  have  seen  deciphered  there 
More  rancorous  spite,  more  furious  raging  broils. 
Than  yet  can  be  imagiu*d  or  suppos'd. 
But  howsoever,  no  nimple  man  that  sees 
This  jarring  discord  of  nobility. 
This  should'ring  of  each  other  in  the  court, 
This  factious  bandying  of  their  favourites. 
But  tl>at  it  doth  presat^e  some  ill  event. 
Tis  much,  when  sceptres  are  in  children *s  hands: 
But  more,  when  envy  breeds  unkind  division ; 
There  comes  the  ruin,  there  begins  con  fusion.  [JSn't 

SCENE  II.>-France.    Before  Bonrdeaux. 
Enter  Talbot  vdih  Ut  Forcea, 

TaL  Go  to  the  g%tes  of  Bourdeanx,  trumpeter: 
Summon  their  ueneral  unto  the  wall. 

[Ihtmpet  tounda  a  parley.    Enter ^  on  ihe  foaJla^ 
the  General  of  the  French  Forcea^  andothtra, 
English  John  Talbot,  captains,  calls  you  forth. 
Servant  in  arms  to  Harry,  King  of  England ; 
And  thus  he  would,— Open  your  city  gates; 
Be  humble  to  us;  call  my  sovereign  yours, 
And  do  him  homage  as  obedient  bubjeots ; 
And  1*11  withdraw  me  and  my  bloody  power : 
But,  if  you  frown  upon  this  proflTer'd  peace, 
You  tem|)t  the  fury  of  my  three  attendants. 
Lean  famine,  quartering  steel,  and  climbing  fire; 
Who,  in  a  moment,  even  with  the  earth. 
Shall  lav  your  stately  and  air-braving  towers, 
If  you  forsake  the  offer  of  their  love. 

(Jen,  Thou  ominous  and  fearful  owl  of  death, 
Our  nation*s  terror,  and  their  bloody  soourgel 
The  period  of  thy  tyranny  approacheth. 
On  ns  thou  oan-t  not  enter,  but  by  death : 
For,  I  protest,  we  are  well  fortified. 
And  strong  enough  to  issue  out  and  fight : 
If  thou  retire,  the  dauphin,  well  appointed. 
Stands  with  the  snares  of  war  to  tangle  thee: 
On  either  hand  thee  there  are  squadrons  pitch V, 
To  wall  thee  from  the  liberty  or  flight! 
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And  DO  way  canst  thou  torn  thee  for  redreaa, 
But  death  doth  front  thee  with  apparent  spoU, 
And  pale  destruction  meets  thee  in  the  fioice. 
Ten  thoQsand  French  have  ta'en  the  «fflfrBtnf>fT^ 
To  rive  their  dangerous  artillery 
Upon  no  Christian  soul  but  English  Talbot. 
Lo  I  there  thou  stand  st,  a  breathing  valiant  man, 
Of  an  invincible  unconquer'd  spirit : 
This  is  the  latest  glory  of  thy  praise, 
That  I,  thy  enemy,  due  thee  Mrith  all ; 
For  ere  the  glass  that  now  begins  to  mn 
Finish  the  process  of  his  sandy  hour, 
These  eyes,  that  see  thee  now  well  coloured, 
Shall  see  thee  withered,  bloody,  pale,  and  dead. 

[Drum  afar  off. 
Hark!  hark  I  the  dauphin's  drum,awanungbeil, 
Sinffs  heavy  music  to  thy  timorous  soul. 
And  mine  shall  riug  thy  dire  departure  oat. 

[Exeunt  General,  &c.,/nwi  the  toaU$» 
TaL  He  tables  not,  I  hear  the  enemy ; — 
Out,  some  light  horsemen,  and  neruse  their  wings. 
0,  negligent  and  heedless  discipline  I 
How  are  we  park'd,  and  bounded  in  a  pale ; 
A  little  herd  of  England's  timorous  deer, 
Maz'd  with-m  yelping  kennel  of  French  curat 
If  we  be  English  deer,  be  then  in  blood : 
Not  rascal-like,  to  foil  down  with  a  pinch ; 
But  rather  moody-mad  and  desperate  stags, 
Tom  on  the  bloody  hounds  with  heads  of  steel, 
And  make  the  cowards  stand  aloof  at  bay : 
Sell  every  man  his  life  as  dear  as  mine. 
And  tber  shall  find  dear  deer  of  us,  my  friends. 
Qody  and  Saint  Oeor;^  1  Talbot  and  England's  right! 
Prosper  oar  ooloun  m  this  dangerous  fight  I 

[EiBeimi. 

SCENE  IIL—PZomf  in  Gascony. 
Enter  TosK  toUh  Forces;  to  kirn  a  Messenger. 

York,  Are  not  the  speedy  soonts  returned  again, 
That  dogg*d  the  mighty  army  of  the  danphin  ? 

Mesa,  They  are  returned,  my  lord :  and  give  it  ont 
That  he  is  march'd  to  Bordeaux  with  his  power. 
To  fight  with  Talbot:  as  he  march'd  along, 
Bj  your  espials  were  discovered 
Two  mightier  troops  than  that  the  dauphin  led ; 
Which  ^in'd  with  him  and  made  their  march  for 
Bonrdeaux. 

Tork  A  plague  upon  that  villain,  Somerset, 
That  thus  deUvs  my  promised  supply 
Of  horsemen  that  were  levied  for  this  siege ! 
Renowned  Talbot  doth  expect  my  aid; 
And  I  am  loMrted  by  a  traitor  villain. 
And  cannot  help  the  noble  chevalier : 
God  comfort  him  in  this  necessity ! 
If  he  miscarry,  farewell  wars  in  France. 

Enter  Shr  Willum  Lucy. 

LtKjf,  Thou   princely  leader  of  our  English 
strength, 
Never  bO  needful  on  the  earth  of  France, 
Sour  to  the  rescue  of  the  noble  Talbot; 
Who  now  is  girdled  with  a  waste  of  iron. 
And  hemm'd  about  with  grim  destruction : 
To  Bonrdeaux,  warlike  dnkel  to  Bonrdeaux,  York! 
Else,  farewell  Talbot,    France,  and   Englandls 
honour. 

York,  O  God!  that  Somerset, who  in  proud  heart 
Doth  stop  my  comets,  were  in  Talbot's  place! 
So  should  we  save  a  valiant  gentleman. 
By  forfeiting  a  traitor  and  a  coward. 
Mad  ire  and  wrathful  fury  makes  me  weep. 
That  thiia  we  die,  while  remiss  traitors  ^eep. 


VI.— PART  I.  471 

Lueu,  O,  send  some  sucoour  to  the  distress'd 

lord! 
YorL  He  dies,  we  lose ;  I  break  my  warlike 

word: 
We  mourn,  Fr.tnoe  smiles;  we  lose,  they  daily  get; 
All  'long  of  this  vile  traitor  Somerset. 
Luey.  Then,  God  take  mercy  on  brave  Talbot's 

soul! 
And  on  his  son,  young  John ;  whom,  two  hours 

since, 
I  met  in  travel  toward  his  warlike  father ! 
This  seven  years  did  not  Talbot  see  liis  son. 
And  now  they  meet  where  both  their  lives  are  done. 
York.  Alas  1  what  joy  shall  noble  Talbot  have, 
To  bid  his  young  son  welcome  to  his  gravel 
Away!  vexation  almost  stops  my  breath. 
That  sunder'd  friends  greet  in  the  hour  of  death. 
Lucy,  forewell:  no  more  my  fortune  can, 
But  curse  the  cause  I  cannot  aid  the  man. 
Maine,  Blois,  Poictiers,  and  Tours,  are  won  away, 
liOng  all  of  Somerset,  and  his  delay.  [ExU 

iMcy.  Thus  while  the  vulture  of  sedition 
Feeds  in  ths  bosom  of  such  great  commanders. 
Sleeping  neglection  doth  betray  to  loss 
The  conquest  of  our  scarce-cold  conqueror, 
That  ever-living  man  of  memory, 
Henry  the  Fifih : — Whiles  thev  each  other  croes, 
lives,  honours,  lands,  and  all,  hurry  to  loss. 

\E2iL 

SCENE  iy.~  OthsTT^lmM  of  Gaacony. 

Enter  Somerset,  vfith  his  Forces;  on  Officer^ 
Talbot's  with  kim, 

Som,  It  is  too  late ;  I  cannot  send  them  now: 
This  expedition  was  by  York  and  Talbot 
Too  rashly  plotted;  all  our  general  force 
Might  with  a  sally  of  the  very  town 
Be  buckled  with :  the  over-dsiring  Talbot 
Hath  sullied  all  his  gloss  of  former  honour. 
By  this  unheedful,  desperate,  wild  adventure ; 
York  set  him  on  to  fight,  and  die  in  shame, 
That,  Talbot  dead,  great  York  might  bear  the  name. 

Off.  Here  is  Sir  William  Lucy,  who  with  me 
Set  orom  our  o'ermatohed  forces  forth  for  aid. 

filter  Sbr  Willum  Luot. 

Som.  How  now?    Sir  William,  whither  were 
you  sent? 

Lucy.  Whither,  my  lord?  firom  bought  and  sold 
Lord  Talbot: 
Who,  ringed  about  with  bold  adversity. 
Cries  out  for  noble  York  and  Somerset, 
To  beat  assailing  death  from  his  weak  legions. 
And  whiles  the  honourable  captain  there 
Drops  bloody  sweat  from  his  war  wearied  limbs, 
And,  in  advantage  lingVing,  looks  for  rescue. 
You,  his  false  hopes,  the  trust  of  England's  honour, 
Keep  off  aloof  with  worthless  emulation. 
Let  not  your  private  disoord  keep  awaj 
The  levied  succours  that  should  lend  him  aid. 
While  he,  renowned  noble  gentleman. 
Yields  up  his  life  unto  a  world  of  odds : 
Orleans  the  Bastard,  Charles,  Burgundy, 
Alenoon.  Keignier,  compass  him  about. 
And  Talbot  perisheth  by  your  default, 

Som.  York  set  him  on,  York  should  have  sent 
him  aid. 

Lucu,  AndYorkasfiutnponjrour^raceexclaim&; 
Sweanng  that  you  withhold  his  levied  host, 
Collecteu  for  this  expedition. 

Som.  York  lies ;  he  might  have  Mniand  had  ihtt 
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I  owe  him  little  dnty  and  less  love; 

And  take  foul  scorn  to  £awn  on  faiin  by  sending. 

Lucy.  The  fraud  of  England,  not  the  foroe  of 
Fnmce, 
Hath  now  entrapped  the  noble-minded  Talbot  - 
Never  to  England  shall  he  bear  his  life; 
Bat  dies  betray'd  to  fortune  bj  your  strife. 

80m,  Come,  go ;  I  will  despaloh  the  horsemen 
straight: 
Within  six  hours  thej  will  be  at  his  aid. 

Lucy .  Too  late  comes  rescue ;  he  is  ta'en,  or  slain : 
For  fly  he  could  not,  if  he  would  liaye  fled ; 
And  nj  would  Talbot  never,  though  he  might. 

Bom,  If  he  be  dead,  brave  Talbot  then  a^eu! 

Lucy,  His  fame  lives  in  the  world,  his  shame  in 
70a.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  v.— 7As  English  Cat^  near  Bourdeanz. 
JEiUar  Talbot  and  JoHV  his  Son, 

Tad.  0  yonng  John  Talbot !  I  did  send  for  thee, 
To  tntor  thee  in  stratagems  of  war ; 
That  Talbot's  name  might  be  in  thee  revived, 
When  sapless  age  and  weak  nnable  Umbs, 
Should  brin^  tliy  father  to  his  drooping  chair. 
But, — O  malignant  and  ill-boding  stars  t — 
Now  then  art  come  onto  a  feast  of  death, 
A  terrible  and  nnavoided  danger: 
Therefore,  dear  boy,  mount  on  my  swiftest  horse ; 
And  111  direct  thee  how  thou  shalt  escape 
By  sudden  flight :  come,  dally  not,  begone. 

John.  Is  my  name  Talbot?  and  am  I  your  son  ? 
And  shall  I  fly  ?  O,  if  you  love  my  mother, 
Dishonour  not  her  honourable  name, 
To  make  a  bastard  and  a  slave  of  me : 
The  world  will  say,— He  is  not  Talbot's  blood, 
That  basely  fled,  when  noble  Talbot  stood. 

ThL  Fly,  to  revenge  my  death,  if  I  be  slain. 

John,  ae  that  flies  so  will  ne*er  return  again. 

TW,  If  we  both  stay,  we  both  are  snre  to  die. 

Johiu  Then  let  me  stay;  and,  father,  do  you  fly: 
Tour  loss  is  great,  so  your  regard  should  be ; 
Hy  worth  unknown,  no  loss  is  known  in  me. 
Upon  my  death  the  French  can  little  boast ; 
In  yours  they  will,  in  you  ail  hopes  are  lost. 
Flight  cannot  stain  the  honour  you  have  won; 
But  mine  it  will,  that  no  exploit  have  done : 
You  fled  for  vantage,  every  one  will  swear; 
But,  if  I  bow,  they'll  say  it  was  for  fear. 
There  is  no  hope  that  ever  I  will  stay, 
If  the  first  hour  I  shrink,  and  run  away. 
Here,  on  my  knee,  I  beg  mortality. 
Bather  than  life  preserved  with  infamy. 

TbL  Shall  all  thy  mother's  hopes  lie  m  one  tomb  ? 

John.  Ay,  rather  than  III  shame  my  mother^i 
womb. 

TfaL  Upon  my  blessing  I  command  thee  go. 

John.  To  fight  I  will,  but  not  to  fly  the  foe. 

Ted.  Part  of  thy  father  may  be  sav'd  in  thee. 

John.  No  vart  of  him  but  will  be  shame  in  me. 

TaL  Tliou  never  hadst  renown,  nor  canst  not 
lose  it 

John.  Yes,  yonr  renowned  name:  Shall  flight 
abuse  it? 

ltd.  Thy  lather's  charge  shall  dear  thee  from 
that  stain. 

John.  You  cannot  witness  for  me,  being  slain. 
If  death  be  so  apparent,  then  both  fly. 

TaL  And  leave  my  followers  here,  to  fiffbt  and 
die? 
My  age  was  never  tainted  with  such  shame. 

Joftn.  And  shall  my  youth  be  guilty  of  puch 
blame? 
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No  more  can  I  be  severed  from  your  side;. 
Than  can  yourself  yourself  in  twain  divide : 
Stay,  go,  do  what  you  will,  the  like  do  I; 
For  live  I  will  not  if  my  father  die. 

TaL  Then  here  I  take  my  leave  of  thee,  fUrson, 
Bom  to  eclipse  thy  life  this  afternoon. 
Come,  side  by  side  together  live  and  die; 
And  soul  with  soul  from  France  to  heaven  fly. 

[EaoemL 

SCENE  Yl.'-AmddqfBatae, 

Alarum:   Eaocumons,  taherem  Txhuor^   Son  ts 
hemmed  about,  and  Talbot  reacueM  him. 

TaL  Saint  George  and  victory  1  fight,  soldien, 

fight: 
The  regent  hath  with  Talbot  broke  his  word, 
And  left  us  to  the  rage  of  France  his  sword. 
Where  is  John  TJbot?— pause,  and  take  tfaj 

breath; 
I  gave  thee  life,  and  rescued  thee  from  death. 

John.  0  twice  my  fitther !  twice  am  I  thy  sod  : 
The  life  thou  gav'st  me  first  was  lost  and  done ; 
Till,  with  thy  warlike  sword,  despite  of  fate. 
To  my  determin'd  time  thou  gav^st  new  date. 
TaL  When  from  the  dauphin  s  crest  thy  sword 

struck  fire. 
It  warm'd  thy  father's  heart  with  proud  desire 
Of  bold-fac'd  victory.    Then  leaden  age. 
Quicken 'd  with  youthful  spleen  and  warlike  rage, 
Beat  down  Alen^on,  Orleans,  Bergundv, 
And  trom  the  pride  of  Gallia  rescued  thee. 
The  ireful  bastard  Orleans— that  drew  blood 
From  thee,  my  boy ;  and  had  the  maidenhood 
Of  thy  first  fight— I  soon  encountered ; 
And,  interchanging  blows,  I  quickly  shed 
Some  of  his  bastard  blood;  and,  in  disgrace, 
Bespoke  him  thus:  **  Contaminated,  base, 
Ana  misbegotten  blood  I  spill  of  thine, 
Mean  and  right  poor ;  for  tnat  pure  blood  of  mine. 
Which  thou  didst  foroe  from  Talbot,  my  brave 

boy:"— 
Here,  purposing  the  Bastard  to  destroy. 
Came  m  strong  rescue.    Speak,  thy  father's  care : 
Art  thou  not  weary,  J  ohn  ?    How  didst  thou  £ure  f 
Wilt  thou  yet  leave  the  battle,  bo^,  and  fly, 
Now  thou  art  seal'd  the  son  of  chivalry? 
Fly,  to  revenge  my  death,  when  I  am  dead ; 
The  help  of  one  stands  me  in  little  stead. 
O,  too  much  folly  is  it,  well  I  wot. 
To  hazard  all  our  lives  in  one  small  boat 
If  I  to-day  die  not  with  Frenchmen's  rage, 
To-morrow  I  shall  die  with  mickle  age: 
By  me  they  nothing  gain  an  if  I  stay, 
'TIS  but  the  shortening  of  my  life  one  day : 
In  thee  thy  mother  dies,  our  household's  name. 
My  death's  revenge,  thy  youth,  and  England's  fiuna  t 
All  these,  and  more,  we  hazard  by  thy  stay; 
Ail  these  are  sav'd  if  thou  wUt  fly  away. 
John.  The  sword  of  Orleans  bath  not  made  me 

smart; 
These  words  of  youis  draw  life^lood  from  my 

heart; 
On  that  advantage,  bought  with  such  a  shame 

2 To  save  a  paltry  life,  and  slay  bright  fame), 
efore  younff  Talbot  from  old  Talbot  fly. 
The  coward  horse  that  bears  me  (kll  and  die 
And  like  me  to  the  peasant  boys  of  France ; 
To  be  shame's  scorn,  and  subject  of  misehanoo* 
Surely,  by  all  the  glory  you  have  won. 
An  if  I  fly  I  am  not  Talbot's  son : 
Then  talk  no  more  of  flight,  it  is  no  bootf 
If  son  to  Talbot,  die  at  Talbot's^foot.  j 
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IbL  Then  follow  ^hnn  thj  desperate  sire  of 
Crete, 
Thoa  loenu ;  thy  life  to  me  is  sweet: 
If  thoa  wilt  fight,  fight  by  thj  father*s  side ; 
And,  commendable  proY'd,  let's  die  in  pride. 

[ExeunK 

SCENB  YlL-^Afioaer  fart  <f  the  same, 

JIanm:  Soeunione    JBnter  Talbot  wnmded, 
wfported  by  a  Senrant 

7U.  Where  is  mj  other  life?— mine  own  is 
gone;— 
0,  where%  jonng  Talbot  ?  where  in  valiant  John  ? 
Triompfaant  death,  6mear*d  with  captivity, 
Young  Talbot's  valour  makes  me  smile  at  thee. 
When  he  perceiv'd  me  shrink,  and  on  my  knee, 
His  bloody  sword  he  brandished  over  me, 
And,  like  a  hungry  lion,  did  oommence 
Rough  deeds  of  rage  and  stem  impatience; 
But  when  my  angry  guardant  stood  alone, 
TendYing  my  ruin,  and  assail'd  of  none, 
Dizzv-cy  d  fury,  and  great  rage  of  heart, 
Suddenly  made  him  from  my  side  to  start 
Into  the  clust 'ring  battle  of  the  French : 
And  in  that  sea  of  blood  my  boy  did  drench 
His  overmounting  spirit  j  and  there  died 
My  Icams,  my  blossom,  m  his  pride. 

EnUr  Soldiers,  hearing  the  hody  of  Johh  Taiaot. 

iftrv.  O  my  dear  lord!  lo,  where  your  son  is 

borne  I 
SfbL  Thou  antic  death,  which  laugh'it  us  here 

to  scorn 
Anon,  from  thy  insulting  tyranny, 
Coupled  in  bonds  of  perpetuity. 
Two  Talboto,  winced  through  the  lither  sky. 
In  thy  despite  shall  'scape  mortality. 
0  thou  whose  wounds  b^me  hard-fiavour*d  death. 
Speak  to  thy  father,  ere  thou  yield  thy  breath : 
Brave  death  by  speaking,  whether  he  will  or  no ; 
Imagine  him  a  Frenchman,  and  thy  foe. 
Poor  boy,  be  smiles,  methinks ;  as  who  should  say. 
Had  death  been  French,  then  death  had  died 

to-day. 
Come,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  father^  arms ; 
Hy  spirit  can  no  longer  bear  these  harms. 
Soldiers,  adieu!  I  have  what  I  would  have. 
Now  my  old  arms  are  young  John  Talbot^  grave. 

\pie8, 

Alanme,  Exeunt  Soldiers  and  Servant,  leaving 
the  two  bodies.  Enter  Charlrs,  Alrnqon,  Bur- 
0XSVDY,  Bastabo,  La  Pucelle,  and  Forces. 

Okar,  Had  York  and  Somerset  brought  rescue 

in. 
We  should  have  found  a  bloody  day  of  this. 
Bast.  How  the  young  whelp  of  Talbot^,  raging 

wood. 
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See,  where  he  lies  inhersed  In  the  arms 
Of  the  most  bloody  nurser  of  his  harms. 
Bast,  Hew  them  to  pieces,  hack  their  bones 
asmider; 
Whoee  life  was  England's  Klorv,  Gallia's  wonder. 
0?uar.  O,  no ;  forbear:  for  that  whiiJi  we  have 
fled 
Daring  the  life,  let  us  not  wrong  it  dead. 

Enter  Sir  Wiluam  Lucy,  attended;  a  French 
Herald  preceding, 

Luey.  Herald,  conduct  me  to  the  dauphin^  tent; 

To  know  who  hath  obtained  the  glory  of  the  day. 

Char.  On  what  submissive  message  art  thou 

sent? 
Luey,  Submission, dauphin  I  His  a  mere  Frencn 

word; 
We  English  warriors  wot  not  what  it  means, 
I  come  to  know  what  prisoners  thou  hast  ta'en, 
And  to  survey  the  boaies  of  the  dead. 
Char.  For  prisoners   ask'st  thou?    hell   oui 

prison  is. 
But  tell  me  whom  thou  seek'st 
Lucy.  But  Where's  the  great  Alddes  of  the 

field. 
Valiant  Lord  Talbot,  earl  of  Shrewsbury? 
Created,  for  his  rare  success  in  arms. 
Great  Earl  of  Washford,  Waterfnrd,  and  Valence ; 
Lord  Talbot  of  Goodrig  and  Urchinfield, 
Lord    Strange  of  Blackmere,  Lord  Verdun  of 

Alton, 
Lord  Cromwell  of  Wingfield,  Lord  Fumival  of 

Sheffield, 
The  thrice-victorious  Lord  of  Falconbridge ; 
Knight  of  the  noble  order  of  Saint  George, 
Worthy  Saint  Michael,  and  the  golden  fleece; 
Great  mareshal  to  Henry  the  Sixth, 
Of  all  his  wars  within  the  realm  of  France? 
Fuc.  Here  is  a  silly  stately  style  indeed! 
The  Turk,  that  twoand-fifty  kingdoms  hath. 
Writes  not  so  tedious  a  style  as  this. 
Him,  that  thou  magnifiest  with  all  these  titles. 
Stinking  and  fly-blown,  lies  here  at  our  feet. 
Lucy.  Is  Talbot  slain?  the  Frenchman's  only 

sconree. 
Your  kingdoms  terror  and  black  Nemesis? 
0.  were  mine  eyeballs  into  bullets  tum'd. 
That  I,  in  rage,  might  shoot  them  at  your  faces  I 
O,  that  I  could  but  call  these  dead  to  life  I 
It  were  enougli  to  fright  the  realm  of  France: 
Were  but  his  picture  left  among  you  here, 
It  would  amaze  the  proudest  of  you  all. 
Give  me  their   bodies;  that  I  may  bear  tliBiik 

hence,  ,  . 

And  give  them  burial  as  beseems  their  wortft. 

Pue,  I  think  this  upstart  is  old  Talbot  s  ghoat, 
He  speaks  with  such  a  proud  commanding  apint. 
For  God's  sake,  let  him  have  'cm ;  to  keep  tbem 

here, 
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ACT  V 


SCENE  I.— London.    A  Room  tn  tt«  Pdace, 

Enter  King  Hbitbt,  Globtbr,  and  Exeter. 

K.  Hen,  Have  70a  perused  the  letters  from  the 
pope, 
The  emperor,  and  the  Earl  of  Armagnao? 

Qlo,  I  have,  my  lord ;  and  their  intent  is  this,— 
They  humbly  sue  unto  your  excellence, 
To  have  a  godly  peace  concluded  of 
Between  the  realms  of  EngUnd  and  of  France. 

K.  Hen,  Uoir  doth    your   grace  afTect  their 
motion? 

Qlo,  Well,  my  good  lord ;  and  as  the  only  means 
To  stop  effusion  of  our  Christian  blood, 
And  *8tablish  quietness  on  every  side. 

K,  Hen,  Ay,  marry,  uncle ;  for  I  always  thought 
It  was  both  impious  and  unnatural  ^ 
That  such  immanity  and  bloody  strife 
Bhould  rei^  among  professors  of  one  fiuth. 

Qlo.  Beside,  mv  lord, — the  sooner  to  effect, 
And  surer  bind,  this  knot  of  amity, — 
The  Earl  of  Armagnac—near  knit  to  Charles, 
A  man  of  great  authority  in  France — 
Proffers  his  only  daughter  to  your  grace 
In  marriage,  with  a  large  and  sumptuous  dowry. 

K,  Hen,  Marriage,  uncle  1  alas  I  my  years  are 
young ; 
And  fitter  is  my  study  and  my  books 
Than  wanton  cuUliance  with  a  naramour. 
Tet,  call  the  ambassadors ;  ana,  as  you  please, 
Bo  let  Uiem  have  their  answers  every  one: 
I  shall  be  well  content  with  any  choice 
Tends  to  God*s  glory  and  my  country^  weal. 

Etder  a  Legate,  cmd  two  Ambassadorat,  wUh  Wiif- 
CHE8TBB  m  a  Cardinal's  habit, 

Exe,  What  I  is  my  lord  of  Winchester  install'd, 
And  caird  unto  a  cardinars  degree? 
Then,  I  perceive,  that  will  be  verified, 
Henry  the  Fifth  did  sometime  prophesy, — 
'*  If  once  he  come  to  be  a  cardinal, 
Hell  make  his  cap  co-equal  with  the  crown.** 

K.  Hen,  My  lords  ambassadors,  your  several 
suits 
Have  been  conslderM  and  debated  on. 
Your  purpose  is  both  good  and  reasonable : 
And,  therefore,  are  we  certainly  resolv'd 
To  draw  conditions  of  a  frienflly  peace ; 
Which,  by  my  Lord  of  Winchester,  we  mean 
Shall  be  transported  presently  to  France. 

Qlo.  And  for  the  pnifferof  my  lord  your  master, — 
I  have  informM  his  iii^hnpai  so  at  large, 
As— liking  of  the  lady's  virtuous  gifts. 
Her  beauty  and  the  value  of  her  dower,— 
He  doth  intend  she  shall  be  England's  queen. 

K,  Hen,  In  argument  and  proof  of  which  con- 
tractj 
Bear  her  this  jewel,  [lb  (he  Amb.]  pledge  of  my 

affection. 
And  so,  my  Lord  Protector,  see  them  guarded, 
And  safelv  brought  to  Dover;  where,  inshipp'd. 
Commit  them  to  the  fortune  of  tlie  sea. 

[Ewewni  K.  Hemrt  and  Train;  Glosteb, 
EzBTER,  and  Ambassadors. 
Win,  Stay,  my  lord  legate;  you  shall  first  receive 
The  smn  of  money  which  I  promised 
Should  be  delivered  to  his  holiness 
For  clothing  me  in  these  grave  ornaments. 

Leg.  I  wul  attend  upon  your  lordship*8  leisure. 


Win,  Now,  Winchester  will  not  submit,  1  trow, 
Or  be  inferior  to  the  proudest  peer. 
Humphrey  of  Gloster,  thou  shalt  well  perceive, 
That,  neither  in  birth,  or  for  authority 
The  bishop  will  be  overborne  bv  thee : 
III  either  make  thee  stoop  and  bend  thy  knee, 
Or  sack  this  country  with  a  mutiny.         [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.— France.    i%mMm  A  njou. 

Enter  Charles,  BuBomrDT,  Alenqoic,  La. 
PuCELLB,  and  Forces^  marching. 

Char.  These  news,  my  lords,  may  cheer  our 
drooping  spirits : 
Tis  said  the  stout  Parisians  do  revolt. 
And  Jnm  again  unto  the  warlike  French. 
Alen,  Then  march  to  Paris,  royal  Charles  of 
Prance, 
And  keep  not  back  your  powers  in  dalliance. 

Puc  Peace  be  amongst  them  if  they  turn  to  us 
Else,  ruin  combat  with  their  palaces  1 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess,  Snccess  unto  our  valiant  general, 
And  happiness  to  his  accomplices ! 

Cliar,  What  tidings  send  our  scouts  ?  I  prithee 
speak. 

Mess,  The  English  army,  that  divided  was 
Into  two  parties,  is  now  conjoined  in  one; 
And  means  to  give  you  battle  presently. 

Char.  Somewhat  too  sudden,  sirs,  the  warning  Is; 
But  we  will  presently  provide  for  them. 

Bur.  I  trust  the  ghost  of  Talbot  is  not  there; 
Now  he  is  gone,  my  lord,  you  need  not  fear. 

Puc  Of  all  base  passions,  fear  is  most  accn«*d : — 
Command  the  conquest,  Charles,  it  shall  be  *hine; 
Let  Henry  fret,  and  all  the  world  repine. 

Char.  Then  on,  my  lords;  and  France  be  for- 
tunate! [Eaeimt, 

SCENE  III.— The  same.    Brfore  Aogiert. 
Alarums:   Excursions,    Enter  La  Puoellb. 
Puc  The  Regent  conquers,  and  the  Frenohmen 

fly- 
Now,  help,  ye  diarming  spells,  and  periapts; 
And  ye  choice  spirits  that  admonish  me. 
And  give  me  signs  of  future  accidents  t 

[Thunder, 
Ton  speedy  helpers,  that  are  substitutes 
Under  the  lordly  monarch  of  the  north. 
Appear,  and  aid  me  in  this  enterprise  I 

Enter  Fiends. 

This  speedy  and  qnick  appearance  argues  proof 
Of  your  accustom'd  diligence  to  me. 
Now,  ye  familiar  spirits^  that  are  cuird 
Out  of  the  [Mwerful  regiotis  under  earth. 
Help  me  this  once,  that  France  may  get  the  field. 
[They  walk  about  andspeak  not, 
0  hold  me  not  with  silence  over  long  1 
Where  I  was  wont  to  feed  you  with  my  blood, 
111  lop  a  member  off,  and  give  it  you. 
In  earnest  of  a  further  benefit ; 
So  yon  do  condescend  to  helpme  now. — 

[They  hang  iheir  hsad»» 
No  hope  to  have  redress  ?— -My  body  shall 
Pay  recompense,  if  you  will  grant  my  suit. 

[Theif  shake  Ihekr  hMih, 
Cannot  my  body,  nor  blood-saonfice,    ]  O  Q  iC 
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BntTMt  yoQ  to  jom  wonted  fbrthennoe? 
Thoii  take  mr  soul ;  my  body,  sonl,  and  all. 
Before  that  England  give  the  French  the  foil. 

[They^depart. 
Sett  they  forsake  me.    Now  the  time  is  oome 
That  France  must  veil  her  lofty-plumed  crest, 
And  let  her  head  fall  into  England's  lap. 
If  y  ancient  incantations  are  too  weak, 
And  hell  too  strong  for  me  to  buckle  with : 
Now,  France,  thy  glory  droopeth  to  the  dust. 

[£!xit, 

MarwnM.  EtderFreni!handEnf(\\Bh,Juihtmg,  La 
PocsLLB  and  York  fight  hand  to  hand  La 
PnO£LLB  ia  taken.     The  French  fy, 

Torh  Damsel  of  France,  I  think  I  have  too  fast : 
Unchtin  your  spirits  now  with  spelling  charms, 
And  try  if  they  can  gain  your  liberty. 
A  goodly  priae,  fit  fur  the  devil's  grace ! 
Bee.  how  the  ugly  witch  doth  bend  her  brows, 
As  if,  with  Circe,  she  woold  change  my  shape. 

Fuc  ChangM  to  a  worser  shape  thou  canst  not  be. 

Tork.  O,  Charles  the  Dauphin  is  a  proper  man ; 
No  shape  but  his  can  please  Vnor  dainty  eye. 

Fuc  A  plaguing  mischief  light  ou  Charles  and 
thee  I 
And  may  ye  both  be  suddenly  snrpris^d 
By  bl<K)dy  hands  in  sleeping  on  your  beds  I 

York.  Fell,  banning  hag  f  enchantress,  hold  thy 
tongue. 

Pue.  I  prithee,  g;ive  me  leave  to  cnrse  awhile. 

York  Cnrse,  miscreant,  when  thou  compst  to 
the  stake. 


Alanimi,    Enter  Suffolk,  leading  in  Lady 

MA.BaARBT. 

Bff.  Be  what  thon  wilt,  thon  art  my  prisoner. 
[Qaue  on  her, 

0  fiiirest  beauty,  do  not  fear,  nor  fly  ; 

For  I  will  touch  thee  but  with  reverent  hands. 

1  kiss  these  fingers  [Kitting  her  hand]  for  eternal 

peace. 
And  lay  them  gently  on  thy  tender  side. 
Who  art  thou  ?  say,  that  I  may  honour  thee. 

Mar,  Margaret  my  name,  and  daughter  to  a  king, 
The  King  of  Naples;  whosoe'er  thou  art. 

3u/,  An  earl  I  am,  and  Suffolk  am  I  callU 
Be  not  offended,  nature's  miracle, 
Thon  art  allotted  to  be  ta'en  by  me: 
So  doth  the  swan  her  downy  cygnets  save. 
Keeping  them  prisoner  ondemeath  her  wiogs. 
Yet  if  this  servile  usage  once  offend. 
Go,  and  be  free  again,  as  Suffolk's  friend. 

[She  twma  awajf  ae  going, 
0,  stay  t— I  have  no  power  to  let  her  pa<4S ; 
Hy  hand  would  free  her,  but  my  heart  says— no. 
As  plays  the  sun  npon^he  glassv  streams, 
Twinkli.ig  another  connterfeifed  beam. 
So  seems  this  gorgeous  beauty  to  mine  eyes. 
Fain  would  I  woo  her,  yet  I  dare  not  speak : 
III  call  for  pen  and  ink,  and  write  mr  mind: 
Fie,  l>e  la  Poole  1  disable  not  thyself; 
Uatt  not  a  tongue?  is  she  not  here  thy  prisoner? 
'Wilt  thou  be  danrted  at  a  woman's  sight? 
Ay;  beauty^  princely  majestv  is  such, 
Confounds  the  tongue,  and  makes  tlie  senses  rough. 

Mar,  Say,  Earl  of  Suffolk,  if  thy  name  be  so, 
What  ransom  must  I  pay  before  I  pass? 
For  I  perceive  I  am  thy  prisoner. 

Bt/,  How  eanst  thou  tell,  she  will  deny  thy  suit, 
Before  thou  make  a  trial  of  her  love?         [Aside, 

Mmr,  Why  speak'st  thon  not?  what  ransom  must 
Ipay> 
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Sttf,  She's  bi-nutifnl ;  and  therefore  to  be  wooM: 
She  is  a  woman ;  therefore  to  be  won.        [Aside* 

Mar,  Wi't  thon  accept  of  random,  yea  or  no? 

Suf.  Fond  man  1  remember  that  thou  hast  a  wife ; 
Then  how  can  Margaret  be  thy  paramour  ? 

[Aeide. 

Mar.  I  were  best  to  leave  him,  for  he  will  not 
hear. 

8ur.  There  all  b  marr*d;  there  lies  a  oooling 
card. 

3far.  H e  talks  at  random ;  sure,  the  man  is  mad. 

Suf.  And  yet  a  dispensation  may  be  had. 

Mar,  And  yet  I  would  that  yon  would  answer 
me. 

St^f.  1*11  win  this  Lady  Margaret.   For  whom? 
Whv,  for  my  king:  Tn-h!  that's  a  wooden  thii.g. 

Mar,  He  talks  of  wood :  it  is  some  carpenter. 

Suf.  Yet  so  my  fancv  may  be  satisfied. 
And  peace  established  between  these  realms. 
But  there  remains  a  scruple  in  that  too : 
For  though  her  father  be  the  King  of  Naples, 
Duke  of  Anjou  and  Maine,  yet  he  is  poor 
And  our  nobility  will  scorn  the  match.       [Aside, 

Mar,  Hear  ye,  captain?  Are  you  not  at  leisure? 

St^.  It  shall  be  so,  disdain  tlier  ne*er  so  much : 
Henry  is  youthful,  and  will  quickly  yield. 
Madam,  1  have  a  secret  to  reveal. 

Mar,  What  though  I  be  enthrall'd?  he  seems  a 
knight. 
And  will  not  any  way  dishonour  me.  [Aside, 

Suf.  Lady,  vouchsaferto  listen  what  I  say. 

Mar.  Pf  rbaps  I  shall  be  rescued  by  the  Frf  nch , 
And  then  I  need  not  crave  his  courtesy.     [Aside. 

Suf,  Sweet  madam,  give  me  hearing  in  a  cause— 

Mar,  Tushl  women  have  been  captivate  ere 
now.  [Aside, 

Suf,  Lady,  wherefore  talk  you  so  ? 

Mar,  1  cry  yon  mercy,  tis  out  quid  for  quo, 

Suf,  Sav,  gentle  princess,  would  you  not  suppose 
Tour  bondage  happy,  to  be  made  a  que  n  ? 

Mar.  To  be  a  queen  in  bondage  b  more  vile 
Than  b  a  slave  in  base  servility ; 
For  princes  should  be  free. 

Suf.  And  so  shall  you 

If  happy  England^  royal  king  be  free. 

Mar.  Why,  what  concerns  hb  freedom  unto  me? 

Suf.  Ill  undertake  to  make  thee  Uenry*s  queen ; 
To  put  a  golden  sceptre  in  thy  hand. 
And  set  a  precious  orown  upon  thy  head. 
If  thou  wilt  condescend  to  be  my — 

Mar.  What? 

Suf,  Hblove. 

Mar,  I  am  un  worth v  to  be  Henry *s  wife. 

Suf.  No,  gentle  madam ;  I  unworthy  am 
To  woo  so  fair  a  dame  to  be  hb  wife. 
And  have  no  portion  in  the  choice  myself. 
Ho«v  say  you,  madam ;  are  you  so  oontent  ? 

Mttr.  An  if  my  father  please,  I  am  content 

St^.    Then  call  our  captains,  and  otir  colours, 
forth: 
And.  madam,  at  your  £ither*s  castle  walb 
Well  erave  a  parley,  to  oonfer  with  him. 

[Troops  ootne  forward 

A  Parley  sounded,    Enter  Bkiohibb  on  the  walls. 

Suf  See,  Reignier,  see,  thy  daughter  prisoner. 

Beig.  To  whom? 

St^f,  Tbme. 

Bag,  Suffolk,  what  remedy  ? 

I  am  a  soldbr,  and  unapt  to  weep, 
Or  to  exclaim  on  fortuned  fickleness. 

Suf  Yes,  there  is  remedy  enough,  mj  lord; 
Cn«m.  («.d  r<.  tby  honour.  giT.  ^^^^[^ 
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Thy  daughter  shall  be  wedded  to  my  king; 
Whom  I  with  pain  have  wood  and  won  thereto ( 
And  this  her  easy-held  imprisonment 
Hath  gain'd  thy  daughter  princely  liberty. 

Jieig,  Speaks  SufCblk  as  he  thinks  ? 

St{f.  Fair  Margaret  knows 

That  Suffolk  doth  not  flatter,  &ce,  or  feign. 

Heig,  Upon  thy  princely  warrant,  I  descend, 
To  give  thee  answer  of  thy  jiut  demand. 

[Exit  from  the  uxdts. 

S^f,  And  here  I  will  expect  thy  coming. 

TnanpeU  aounded.    Enter  Rbionibb,  below, 

JSeig,  Welcome,  brave  earl,  into  our  territories ; 
C<Hnmand  m  Anjou  what  your  honour  pleases. 

/Suf.  Thanks,  Heignier,   happy  for  so  sweel 
a  child, 
Fit  to  be  made  companion  with  a  king: 
What  answer  makes  your  grace  unto  my  suit? 

Bag,  Since  thou  dost  deign  to  woo  her  little 
worth, 
'  To  be  the  princely  bride  of  such  a  lord ; 
Upon  condition  1  may  quietly 
£nj<  J  mine  own,  the  eounty  Maine,  and  Anjon, 
Free  from  oppression,  or  the  stroke  of  war, 
My  daughter  shall  be  Henry's,  if  he  please. 

Sii/,  Tliat  is  her  ransom,  I  deliver  lier; 
And  those  two  counties,  I  will  undertake, 
Your  grace  shall  well  and  quietly  enjoy. 

£eig.  And  1  again,  in  Henry's  royal  name, 
As  deputy  unto  that  gracious  king, 
Give  thee  her  hand,  for  sign  of  plighted  faith. 

ift/.  Keignier  of  France,  I  give  thee  kmgly 
thanks, 
Because  this  is  in  traffic  of  a  king : 
And  yet,  methinks,  I  could  be  well  oontent 
To  be  mine  own  attorney  in  this  case.         [Aside, 
111  over  then  to  England  with  this  news, 
And  make  this  marriage  to  be  solemnis'd ; 
So,  farewell,  UeignierT  set  this  diamond  safe 
In  golden  palaces,  as  it  becomes. 

Jieia.  I  do  embrace  thee,  as  I  would  embrace 
The  ohristian  prince.  King  Henry,  were  he  here. 

Mar.  Farewell,  my  lord !  Good  wishes,  praise, 
and  prayers. 
Shall  Suffolk  ever  have  of  Margaret         [Going. 

Qu/,  Farewell,  sweet  madam  I  But  hark  you, 
Margaret ; 
Ko  princely  commendations  to  my  king? 

Mar,  Such  commendations  as  become  a  maid, 
A  virgin,  and  his  servant,  say  to  him. 

Sitf,   Words    sweetly    plao'd,   and    modestly 
directed. 
But  madam,  I  must  trouble  yon  again, — 
No  loving  token  to  his  majesty? 

Mar.  Yes,  my  good  lord;  a  pure  unspotted 
heart, 
Kerer  yet  taint  with  love,  I  send  the  king. 

8i^f.  And  this  withal.  [KisteB  her. 

Mar.  That  for  thyself;  I  will  not  so  presume, 
To  send  such  peevish  tokens  to  a  king. 

[Exeunt  KuoHiER  and  Maboarbt. 

8¥kf.  O,  wert  thou  for  myself  I— But,  Suffolk, 
stay; 
Thou  mayst  not  wander  in  that  labyrinth ; 
There  Minotaurs  and  ugly  treasons  lurk. 
Solicit  Henry  with  her  wondrous  praise : 
Bethink  thee  on  her  virtues  that  surmount ; 
Mad,  natural  graces  that  extinguish  art ; 
Bepeat  thehr  semblance  often  on  the  seas. 
That,  when  thou  oom'st  to  kneel  at  Henry*s  feet, 
Thoa  mayit  bereave  him  of  his  wiu  with  wonder. 

[EoL 


VI.-PART  I. 

SCENE  Vi.^OaM^of  file  Doke  of  York*  m 
Anjou, 

EnUr  YoBX,  Wabwick,  andnthen. 

Torh  Bring  forth  that  sorceress,  oondemn*d  to 
burn. 

Enter  La  Pucellb.  guarded,  and  a  Bhej^erd. 

Shep.  Ah,  Joanl  this  kills  thy  father^  heart 
outright  I 
Have  I  sought  every  country  far  and  near, 
And,  now  it  is  my  chance  to  find  tliee  out. 
Must  1  behold  thy  timeless  cruel  death? 
Ah.  Joan,  sweet  daughter  J •>an,  111  die  with  fhee! 

Pue.  Decrepit  miser  1  base  ignoble  wretch  1 
I  am  d(«oended  of  a  gentler  blood ; 
Thou  art  no  father,  nor  no  friend,  of  mine. 

Shi^  Out.  out  1- My  lorda,  an  please  yoo,  tis 
not  so; 
I  did  bcRet  her  all  tl>e  parish  knows: 
Her  mother  livin/  yet,  can  testify 
She  was  the  first  fruit  of  my  bachelorship. 

War.  Graceless  I  wilt  thou  deny  thy  parentage? 

York.  This  argues  what  her  kind  of  life  haih  been, 
Wieked  and  vile;  and  so  her  death  o  nclud««i, 

Sitep.  Fie,  Joan  I  that  thou  wilt  be  »>  obstaolel 
God  knowK  thou  art  a  collop  of  my  fle-h; 
Atid  for  thy  sake  have  I  shed  many  a  teari 
Deny  me  not,  I  prithee,  gentle  Joan. 

piic.  Feasant,  avaunti— Yon  havesabocu^d  this 
man. 
Of  purpose  to  obscure  my  noble  birth. 

8h^  *Tis  true,  I  gave  a  noble  to  the  priest, 
The  mom  that  I  was  wedded  to  her  mother. 
Kneel  down  and  Uke  my  ble8i*inir,  good  icy  girl. 
Will  thou  not  stoop ?    Now  curbed  be  tbe  time 
Of  thy  nativity  1    I  would  the  mi>k 
Tby  mother  gave  thee,  when  thou  suck^  her 

breast. 
Had  been  a  little  ratsbane  for  thy  sake  I 
Or  else,  when  thou  did.st  keep  my  lambs  a-fleld, 
I  wish  some  ravenou-t  wolf  had  eaten  theel    • 
D<>st  thou  deny  thy  father,  cursed  drab? 
O,  bum  her,  burn  ner ;  hanging  is  too  good. 

yEx%t. 

York.  Take  her  away;  for  she  ha»h  liy*d  too  long, 
To  fill  the  world  with  vicious  qualities. 

Pm.   First,  let  me  tell  you  whom  you  have 
condemned: 
Not  me  begotten  of  a  shepherd  swain, 
B  It  issued  from  the  progeny  of  kings ; 
Virtuous  and  holy ;  chosen  from  aboTc, 
Hy  inspiration  of  celestial  grace. 
To  work  exceeding  miracles  on  earth. 
I  never  had  to  do  with  wicked  spirits : 
But  yon,— that  art  polluted  with  your  lasts, 
Stain'd  with  the  guiltless  b|ood  or  innocents. 
Corrupt  and  tamted  with  a  thousand  vices,— 
Because  you  want  the  grace  that  others  have, 
You  judge  it  straight  a  thing  impossible 
To  compass  wonders,  but  b^  help  of  devils. 
No,  misconceived  I  Joan  of^  Arc  bath  been 
A  virgm  from  her  tender  infancy. 
Chaste  and  immaculate  in  very  thought , 
Whose  maiden  blood,  thus  rigorously  effns^. 
Will  cry  for  vengeance  at  the  gates  of  heavei 

York.  Ay,  ay ;— away  with  her  to  execution. 

War.  And  hark  ye,  ors ;  because  she  is  a  maid« 
Spare  for  no  facots,  let  there  be  enow ; 
Place  barrels  of  pitch  upon  the  fistal  steka, 
That  so  her  torture  may  be  shortened. 

Puo.  Will  nothhag  torn  your  unrelenting  liearte 
Then,  Jo«n,  discover  thine  infintnitY* 
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KING  HENBT 
Hid  wimnteth  by  Uw  to  be  thy  privilege. 
I  am  with  child,  je  bloody  homicides: 
Hurtuer  not  then  the  frait  within  my  womb, 
Although  ye  hale  me  to  a  violent  death. 

York.   Now  Heaven  forefend?  the  holj  maid 
with  child? 

War,  The  greatest  miracle  that  e*er  ye  wrought : 
Is  sJI  year  strict  preciseness  oome  to  this? 

York  She  and  the  dauphin  have  been  juggling ; 
I  did  imagine  what  would  be  her  refuge. 

War.  Well,  go  to;  we  will  have  no  bastards 
live;  ^  ^     . 

Especially,  since  Charles  must  father  it. 

fie  You  are  deceived;  my  child  is  none  of  his ; 
It  was  AlenQon  that  eiyoy'd  my  love. 

York  Alen9onI  that  notorious  Machiavel  1 
It  dies,  an  if  it  had  a  thousand  lives. 


York.  Why,  here's  a  girl  1  I  thmk  she  knows 
not  well, 
There  were  so  many,  whom  she  may  accuse. 

War.  It*s  sign  she  hath  been  liberal  and  free. 

York.  And  yet,  forsooth,  she  is  a  virgin  pure. 
Strumpet,  thy  words  condemn  thy  brat  and  thee : 
Use  no  entreaty,  for  it  is  in  vain. 

Fue.  Then  lead  me  hence ;— with  whom  1  leave 
my  curse:  «     ^.   v 

Kay  never  glorious  sun  reflex  his  beams 
Upon  the  country  where  yon  make  abode! 
But  darkness  and  the  gloomy  shade  of  death 
Environ  you ;  till  mischief  and  despair, 
Drive  you  to  break  your  necks,  <*'*^f  7?"™^* 

York,  Break  thou  in  pieces,  and  consume  to  ashes, 
Thon  foul  accursed  minister  of  hell  I 

Snier  Cardinal  Beaufobt,  attended. 
Oar.  Lord  regent,  I  do  greet  your  exceUenoe 
With  letters  of  commission  from  the  king. 
For  know,  my  lords,  the  states  of  Christendom, 
Mov*d  with  remorse  of  these  outrageous  broila, 
Have  earnestly  implor'd  a  general  peace 
Betwixt  our  nation  and  the  aspiring  h  rench  j 
And  here  at  hand  the  dauphin  and  his  tram, 
Approacheth  to  confer  about  some  matter. 

York.  Is  all  our  travail  turn'd  to  this  effect? 
After  the  slaughter  of  so  many  peera, 
So  many  capuins,  gentlemen,  and  soldiers, 
That  in  this  quarrel  have  been  overthrown. 
And  sold  their  bodies  for  their  country's  benefit. 
Shall  we  at  last  conclude  effeminate  peace  ? 
Have  we  not  loat  most  part  of  all  the  towns, 
By  treason,  falsehood,  and  by  treachery, 
Our  great  progenitors  had  conquered  ?       ^ 
O,  Warwick,  Warwick !  I  foresee  with  gnef 
The  utter  loss  of  all  the  realm  of  France. 

War.  Be  patient,  York:  if  we  conclude  a  peace. 
It  shaM  be  with  such  strict  and  severe  oovenante 
As  little  shall  the  Frenchmen  gain  thereby. 
AUr  Chablbb,  attended;  Alehcos,  Babtabd, 
Bbiovieb,  and  others. 
Okar.  Since,  lords  of  England,  it  is  thus  agreed 
That  peaoefbl  truce  shall  be  procbdm'd  in  France, 
We  oome  to  be  Informed  by  yourselves 
What  the  conditions  of  that  league  must  be. 
York.  Speak,  Winchester;  for  boiling  choler 
^okes 
The  hollow  passage  of  my  poisonld  Tolee, 
By  iight  of  tbmb  oar  baief ol  onoauea 
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Win.  Charlesjmd  the  rest,  it  IS  enacted  thos: 
That,  in  regard  King  Henry  gives  consent. 
Of  mere  compassion  and  of  lenity, 
To  ease  your  country  of  distressful  war, 
And  sufler  you  to  breathe  in  fruitful  peace, 
You  shall  become  true  liegemen  to  his  crown: 
And,  Charles,  upon  condition  thou  wilt  swear 
To  pay  him  tribute,  and  submit  thyself. 
Thou  shalt  be  plac'd  as  viceroy  under  him. 
And  stUl  enjoy  thy  regal  dignity. 

Alen.  Must  he  be  then  as  shadow  of  himself; 
Adorn  his  temples  with  a  coronet; 
And  yet,  in  substance  and  authori^, 
Retain  but  privilege  of  a  private  man? 
This  proffer  is  absurd  and  reasonless. 

O'or.  "Tis  known  already  that  I  am  possess'd 
With  more  than  half  the  Gallian  territories. 
And  therem  reverenc'd  for  their  lawful  king: 
Shall  I,  for  lucre  of  the  rest  unvanc^uish'd, 
Detract  so  mudi  from  that  prerogative. 
As  to  be  call'd  but  viceroy  of  the  whole? 
No,  lord  ambassador ;  I'll  rather  keep 
That  which  I  have,  than,  coveting  for  more. 
Be  cast  from  possibility  of  all. 

York.  Insuftmg  Charles  I  hast  thon  by  seer*'* 
means 
Used  intercession  to  obtain  a  league ; 
And,  now  the  matter  grows  to  compromise, 
Stand^ftt  thou  aloof  upon  comparison? 
Either  accept  the  title  thou  usurp*st. 
Of  benefit  proceeding  from  our  king. 
And  not  of  any  challenge  of  desert. 
Or  we  will  plague  thee  with  incessant  wars. 

JReig.  My  lord,  you  do  not  well  in  obstinacy 
To  cavil  m  the  course  of  this  contract  • 
If  once  it  be  neglected,  ten  to  one. 
We  shall  not  find  like  opportunity. 

AJen.  To  say  the  truth,  it  is  your  policy. 
To  save  your  subjects  from  such  massacre. 
And  ruthless  slaughters,  as  are  daily  seen 
By  our  proceeding  in  hostility : 
And  therefore  take  this  compact  of  a  tmee. 
Although  you  break  it  when  your  pleasure  serves. 
^    ''  Filawk,  to  Charles. 

War.   How  say'st   thou,  Charles?  shall  our 

oondidon  stand? 
Char.  It  shall: 
Only  reserved,  you  claim  no  interest 
In  any  of  our  towns  or  garrisons. 

York.  Then  swear  allegiance  to  his  m^esty; 
As  thou  art  knight,  never  to  disobey. 
Nor  be  rebelUout  to  the  crown  of  England, 
Thou,  nor  thy  nobles,  to  the  crown  of  England.— 
[Charles,  and  the  rest,  give  tokens 


So,  now  dismiss  your  army  when  ye  please; 
Hang  up  your  ensigns,  let  your  drums  be  still, 
For  here  we  entertam  a  solem  peace.        \ExemU 

SCENE  v.— London.    A  Boom  in  ihe  P<dMe. 

Unkr  King  Hehrt,  in  conference  with  Suffolk, 
Glostbr  and  ExvTKRfiUowing. 
K.  Sen.  Your  wondrous  rare  description,  noblif  • 
earl, 
Of  beauteous  Margaret  hath  astonished  me : 
Her  virtues,  graced  with  external  gifts. 
Do  breed  love's  settled  passions  in  my  heart: 
And  like  as  rigour  of  tempestuous  gusts 
Provokes  the  mightiest  hulk  against  the  tide, 
So  am  I  driven,  by  breath  of  her  renown, 
Either  to  sufkr  shlpwrack,  or  arrive 


8vf,  Tushl  mj  good  lord!  tiiissaperficialtale 
Is  bat  a  preface  of  her  worthj  praise : 
The  chief  perfections  of  that  lovely  dame 
[Had  I  sumcieut  skill  to  utter  them| 
Would  make  a  volume  of  enticing  lines, 
Able  to  ravish  any  dull  conceit. 
And,  which  is  more,^  she  is  not  so  divine, 
So  full  replete  with  choice  of  all  delights. 
But,  with  as  humble  lowliness  of  mind. 
She  is  content  to  be  at  your  command : 
Command,  I  mean,  of  virtuous  chaste  intents. 
To  love  and  honour  Henry  as  her  lord. 

K,  Hen,  And  otherwise  will  Henry  ne*er  presume. 
Therefore,  my  lord  protector,  give  consent 
That  Margaret  may  oe  England's  roval  queen. 

Qlo,  So  should  I  give  consent  to  natter  sin. 
You  know,  my  lord,  your  highness  is  betrothed 
Unto  another  lady  of  esteem ; 
How  shall  we  then  dispense  with  that  contract. 
And  not  deface  your  honour  with  reproach? 

Suf,  As  doth  a  ruler  with  unlawful  oaths ; 
Or  one  that,  at  a  triumph  having  vow*d 
To  try  his  strength,  forsaketh  yet  the  lists 
By  reason  of  his  adversary's  odds : 
A  poor  earrs  daughter  is  unequal  odds. 
And  therefore  may  be  broke  without  offence. 

Qlo,  Why,  what,  I  pray,  is  Margaret  more  than 
that? 
Her  fiither  is  no  better  than  an  earl. 
Although  in  glorious  titles  he  excel. 

SuJ.  Yes,  my  lord,  her  father  is  a  king. 
The  King  of  Naples  and  Jerusalem ; 
And  of  such  great  authority  in  France 
As  his  alliance  will  confirm  our  peace. 
And  keep  the  Frenchmen  in  allegiance. 

Qto,  And  so  the  Earl  of  Armagnac  may  do, 
Because  he  is  near  kinsnum  unto  Charles. 

Eooe,  Beside,  his  wealth  doth  warrant  a  liberal 
dower, 
Where  Reignier  sooner  wOl  receive  than  give. 

8v^,  A  dower,  my  lords !  disgrace  not  so  your 
king, 
That  he  should  be  so  abject,  base,  and  poor. 
To  choose  for  wealth,  and  not  for  perfect  love. 
Henry  b  able  to  enrich  his  queen, 
And  not  to  seek  a  queen  to  make  him  rich : 
So  worthless  peasants  bargain  for  their  wives. 
As  market-men  for  oxen,  sheep,  or  horse. 
Marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attorneyship; 
Not  whom  we  will,  but  whom  his  grace  affects. 
Must  be  companion  of  his  nuptial  bed : 
And  therefore,  hurds,  since  he  affeot8  hnr  most,       I 


It  most  of  dl  these  reasons  bindeth  as. 

In  our  opinions  she  should  be  preterrld. 

For  what  is  wedlock  forced  but  a  hell, 

An  age  of  discord  and  continual  strife? 

Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  blias. 

And  is  a  pattern  of  celestial  peace. 

Whom  should  we  match  with  Henry,  being  a  king, 

But  Margaret,  that  is  daughter  to  a  king  ? 

Her  peerless  feature,  joined  with  her  birth. 

Approves  her  fit  for  none  but  for  a  king : 

Her  valiant  courage,  and  undaunted  spirit 

f^fore  than  in  women  commonly  is  seen), 

Will  answer  our  hope  in  issue  of  a  king; 

For  Henry,  son  unto  a  conqueror. 

Is  likely  to  beget  more  conquerors, 

If  with  a  lady  of  so  high  resolve 

As  is  fair  Margaret  he  be  linked  in  loye. 

Then  yield,  my  lords ;  and  here  conclude  with  me, 

That  Margaret  shall  be  queen,  and  none  but  she. 

K.  Hen.  Whether  it  be  through  force  of  your 
report. 
My  noble  lord  of  Suffolk ;  or  for  that 
My  tender  youth  was  never  yet  attaint 
With  any  passion  of  inflaming  love, 
I  cannot  tell ;  but  this  I  am  assured, 
I  feel  such  sharp  dissension  in  my  breast. 
Such  fierce  alarums  both  of  hope  and  fear. 
As  I  am  sick  with  working  of  my  thoughts. 
Take,  therefore,  shipping;  post,  my  lord,  to  Frmnoe; 
Agree  to  any  covenants ;  and  procure 
That  Lady  Margaret  do  youcluafe  to  come 
To  cross  the  seas  to  England  and  be  crown*d 
King  Henry's  faithful  and  anointed  queen: 
For  your  expenses  and  sufiicient  charge, 
Among  the  people  gather  up  a  tenth. 
Begone,  I  say ;  for,  till  you  do  return, 
I  rest  perplexed  with  a  thousand  cares. 
And  you,  good  uncle,  banish  all  offence : 
If  you  do  censure  me  by  what  you  were. 
Not  what  you  are,  1  know  it  will  excuse 
This  sudden  execution  of  my  will. 
And  so  conduct  me,  where,  from  company, 
I  may  revolve  and  ruminate  my  grief.  \BxiL 

Qlo,  Ay,  grief,  I  fear  me,  both  at  first  ana  last 
[Exeunt  GLoe.  and  Exeteb. 

3u/,  Thus  Suffolk  hath  prevail  d;  and  thus  he 
goes, 
As  did  the  youthful  Paris  once  to  Ghreeoe; 
With  hope  to  find  the  like  event  in  love, 
But  prosper  better  than  the  Trojan  did. 
Margaret  shall  now  be  queen,  and  rule  the  king; 
But!  will  rule  both  her,  the  king,  and  realm. 
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Two  0«atlea«n,  prisoMn  with  Soflolk. 
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ACT  I. 


8GENB  L— London.    A  Boom  of  StaU  in  the 
PaJace. 

Fiourish  of  trumpets :  then  hauthoye.  Enter  on 
one  eide^  Eint;  Henby,  Duke  of  Glqster, 
Saijsbuby,  Warwick,  and  Cardinal  Beau- 
lOBT;  on  the  other ^  Qaeen  Maboaret,  Jed  in 
If  Suffolk;  Torx,  Soxjbbsbt,  Buckinoiiax, 
and  others  following. 

Buf.  Ai  bj  jonr  high  imperial  majesty 
I  had  in  charge  at  mj  depart  for  France 
As  procurator  to  yonr  excellenoe, 
To  many  Princess  Margaret  for  yonr  grace ; 
So,  in  the  famoos  ancient  city,  Tonrs, — 
In  presence  of  the  Kings  of  France  and  Sicil, 
The  Dokes  of  Orleans,  Oalaber,  Bretaigne,  and 

Alen^on, 
8eT«n  earls,  twelye  barons,  and  twenty  reverend 

bishops, — 
I  have  performed  my  task,  and  was  espoos'd : 
And  bnmbly  now  noon  my  bended  knee, 
In  sight  of  England  and  her  lordly  peers, 
Deliver  np  my  title  in  the  qaeen 
To  yoor  most  gracions  Lands,  that  are  the 

snbaianee 
Of  that  great  shadow  I  did  represent ; 
The  happiest  gift  that  ever  marqaess  gave, 
The  fairest  qneen  that  ever  king  reoeiv'd. 


JT.  Hen,   Suffolk,  arise.— Welcome,    Qneen 
Margamt : 
I  can  express  no  kinder  sign  of  love, 
Tlian  this  kind  kiss. — OLord,  that  lends  me  life. 
Lend  me  a  heart  replete  with  thaukf  nlness  t 
For  thou  hast  given  me,  in  this  beauteous  face, 
A  world  of  earthly  blessings  to  my  soul. 
If  sympathy  of  love  unite  our  thoughts. 

Q.  Mar,    Gh*eat  King  of  England,  and  my 
gracions  lord, 
The  mutual  conference  that  my  mind  hath  had, 
By  day,  by  night, — waking,  and  in  my  dreams, — 
In  courtly  company,  or  at  my  beads, — 
With  you  mine  alder-llefest  sovereign. 
Makes  me  the  bolder  to  salute  my  king 
With  ruder  terms,  such  as  my  wit  affords 
And  over-joy  of  heart  doth  minister. 
K,  Hen.  Her  sight  did  ravish ;  but  her  graee 
in8x>eech. 
Her  words  y-dad  with  wisdom's  majesty, 
Makes  me  from  wondering  fall  to  weeping  joys; 
Sach  is  the  fulness  of  my  heart's  content. 
Lords,  with  one  cheerful  voice  welcome  my  love. 
AH,  {kneeling.']  Long  live  Qaeen  Margaret, 

England's  happiness  1 
<^.  Mar.  We  thank  you  all.  [Flownsk, 

8vf.  My  lord  protector,  so  it  please  yonr  graca 
Here  are  the  articles  of  eontraoted  peace. 
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Between  our  aoTereign  and  the  French  Eing 

Charles, 
For  eighteen  monthi  oonclnded  bj  consent. 

Olo.  [Read$^  **  Lnprimis,  It  is  agreed  between 
die  French  Emg,  'Charles,  and  William  de  la 
Poole,  Marquees  of  SaiTolk«  ambassador  for  Henry 
King  of  England,  that  the  said  Henry  shall 
esponse  the  Lady  Margaret,  danghter  nnto  Beig- 
oier.  Sing  of  Naples,  Sicilia,  and  Jemsalem ; 
and  crown  her  Queen  of  England,  ere  the  thirti- 
eth of  May  next  ensning.— Item,— That  the 
duchy  of  An  jon  and  the  county  of  Maine  shall  be 
released  and  delivered  to  the  king,  her  father**— 

K.  Hen,  ^nde,  how  now? 

Olo.  Pardon  me,  gradous  lord : 

Some  sudden  qualm  hath  struck  me  at  the  heart. 
And  dimm*d  mmeeyes,  that  I  can  read  no  further. 

K.  Hen.  Undo  of  Winchester,  I  pray,  read  on. 

Oar.  *'item, — ^It  is  further  agreed  between 
them,  that  the  duchies  of  Anjou  and  Maine  shall 
be  released  and  delivered  over  to  the  long  her 
ftither;  and  she  sent  over  of  the  King  of  England's 
own  proper  oost  and  charges,  without  having 
any  dowry." 

K.  Ben.  They  please  us  welL— I(Ord  marquess, 
kneel  down; 
We  here  oreate  thee  the  first  Duke  of  SuiTolk, 
And  c^rt  thee  with  the  sword.    Cousin  of  Tork, 
We  here  discharge  your  grace  from  being  regent 
ilk  the  parts  of  France,  till  term  of  eighteen 

months 
Be  full  ezphr'd.    Thanks,  undo  Winchester, 
Gloster,  York,  Buckingham,  Somerset, 
Salisbury,  and  Warwick ; 
We  thank  you  all  for  this  great  favour  done, 
In  entertaiument  to  my  princely  queen. 
Come,  let  us  in ;  and  with  all  speed  provide 
To  see  her  coronation  be  perform'd. 

[Exeunt  Kino,  Qukbn,  and  Suffolk. 

Olo.  Brave  peers  of  England,  pillars  of  the 
steto. 
To  you  Duke  Humphrey  must  unload  his  grief ; 
Your  grief,  the  common  grief  of  all  the  land. 
What!  did  my  brother  Henry  spend  his  yoaii. 
His  valour,  coin,  and  people,  in  the  wars  ? 
Did  he  so  often  lodge  in  open  field. 
In  winter's  cold  and  summer's  parching  heat, 
To  conquer  France,  his  true  inheritance  t 
And  did  my  brother  Bedford  toil  his  witi, 
To  keep  by  policy  what  Henry  got? 
Have  you,  yourselves,  Somerset,  Buckingham, 
Brave  York,  SalisbuTy,  and  victorious  Warwick, 
Beceiv'd  deep  scars  in  France  and  Normandy  f 
Or  hath  mine  undo  Beaufort,  and  myself, 
With  all  the  learned  counsd  of  the  realm, 
Studied  so  long,  sat  in  the  council-house, 
Early  and  late,  debating  to  and  fro 
HowFranoe  and  Frenchmen  might  be  kept  in  awe? 
And  hath  his  highness  in  his  infancy 
Been  orown'd  in  Paris,  In  despite  of  foes  ? 
And  shall  these  labours  and  these  honours  die? 
Shall  Henry's  conquest,  Bedford's  vigilance. 
Your  deeds  of  war,  and  all  our  oounsd,  die? 
O  peers  of  England,  shameful  is  this  league  1 
Fatal  this  marriage,  cancelling  your  fame ; 
Blotting  your  names  from  books  of  memoi^: 
Basing  the  characters  of  your  renown; 
Defacing  monuments  of  conquered  France; 
Undoing  all,  as  all  had  never  been  t 

Oar.  Nephew,  what  means  thJT  passlonaw 
discourse. 
This  peroration,  with  such  drcumstance? 
Foi  Franee,  'tis  ouis;  and  we  will  keep  it  stilL 
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Olo.  Ay,  unde,  we  will  keep  it  If  we  caii 
But  now  it  is  impossible  we  should : 
Suffolk,  the  new-made  duke,  that  rules  the  rotft, 
Hath  given  the  dnchi^  of  Anjou  and  Maine 
Unto  uie  poor  King  Beignier,  whose  large  style 
Agrees  not  with  the  leanness  of  his  purse. 

Sal.  Now,  by  the  death  of  Him  that  died  for  m, 
These  counties  were  the  keys  of  Normandy: — 
But  wherefore  weeps  Warwick,  my  valiant  son  ? 

War.  For  grief  that  they  are  past  recovery : 
For  were  there  hope  to  conquer  them  again. 
My  sword  should  shed  hot  olood,  mine  eyes  no 

tears, 
Anjou  and  Maine  I  myself  did  win  them  both ; 
Those  provinces  these  arms  of  mine  did  conquer. 
And  are  the  dties  that  I  got  with  wounds 
Ddiver'd  up  again  with  peaceful  words  ? 
Mort  Dieu  I 

Tork.  For  Suffolk's  duke,  may  he  be  suffocate, 
That  dims  the  honour  of  this  warlike  isle ! 
France  should  have  torn  and  rent  my  very  heart 
Before  I  would  have  yielded  to  this  league. 
I  never  read  but  Eogland's  kings  have  had 
Large  sums  of  gold,  and  dowries,  with  tibefa* 

wives: 
And  our  King  Henry  gives  away  his  own. 
To  match  with  her  that  brings  no  vantages. 

Olo.  A  proper  jest,  and  never  heard  before. 
That  Suffolk  should  demand  a  whole  fifteenth, 
For  costs  and  charges  in  transporting  herl 
She  should  have  stay'd  in  France,  uid  starv'd 

in  France, 
Before 

Car.  My  Lord  of  Gloster,  now  you  grow  too 
hot: 
It  was  the  pleasure  of  my  lord  the  king. 

€Ho.  My  Lord  of  Winchester,  I  know  your 
mind; 
'Tis  not  my  speeches  that  yon  do  mislike. 
But  'tis  my  presence  that  doth  tronble  yon. 
Kancour  iml  out :  Proud  prelate,  in  thy  faoe 
I  see  thy  fury :  If  I  longer  stay 
We  shall  begin  our  ancient  bickerings. 
Lordiogs.  fu«well ;  and  sav,  when  I  am  gone. 
I  prophesied— France  will  be  lost  ere  long. 

iExit. 

Oar.  So,  there  goes  our  protector  in  a  rage. 
'TIS  known  to  you  he  is  mine  enemy : 
Nay,  more,  an  enemy  nnto  you  all ; 
And  no  great  friend,  I  fear  me,  to  the  Ung. 
Consider,  lords, — ^he  is  the  next  of  blood. 
And  heir  apparent  to  the  English  crown ; 
Had  Henry  got  an  empire  by  his  marriage, 
And  all  the  wealthy  kingdoms  of  the  west, 
There's  reason  he  should  be  displeas'd  at  it. 
Look  to  it,  lords ;  let  not  his  smoothing  words 
Bewitch  your  hearts ;  be  wise  and  droumspeei. 
Whst,  though  the  common  people  favour  hioi. 
Calling  him — **  Humphrey,  the  good  Duke  ol 

Gloster;" 
Clapping  their  hands,and  crying  with  loudToIco 
**  Jesu  maintain  your  royal  excellence  t  * 
With-**  Qod  preeerve  the  good  Duke  Humphr^l** 
I  fear  me,  lords,  for  all  this  flattering  gloss. 
He  will  be  found  a  dangerous  protector. 
Buck.  Why  should  he  then  protect  our  soveielsn. 
He  being  of  age  to  govern  of  himself? 
Cousin  of  Somerset,  join  you  with  me. 
And  all  together  with  the  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
We'll  quickly  hoise  Duke  Hnmphrety  from  hit 
seat.  [delay ; 

Oar.  This  weighty  busfaiess  will  not  brook 
I'll  (o  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  wtMiSQjL^AJSmt. 
D  ig  itizecfby  VjOO^ 
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flbM.  CDiitin  of  Bnekfaiglism,  though  H«mph 
rey'i  pride, 
And  greatness  of  his  plaoe,  be  gnef  to  us. 
Yet  let  us  watch  the  haughty  cardinal ; 
Hia  insolenoe  is  more  intolerable 
Than  all  the  princes  in  the  land  beside ; 
If  01oster  be  displac'd,  he'll  be  protector. 

Buck.  Or  thon,  or  I,  Somerset,  will  be  protector^ 
Despite  Dnke  Humphrey  or  the  Oardinal. 

[Exeunt  Buckinoham  and  Bovsrsst. 

Sal,  Pride  went  before,  ambition  follows  him. 
While  these  do  Itbonr  for  their  own  prefermenti 
Behoves  it  ns  to  labonr  for  the  realm. 
I  noTer  saw  but  Humphrey  duke  of  Gloster 
Did  bear  him  like  a  noble  gentleman. 
Oft  have  I  seen  the  haughty  cardinal — 
More  like  a  soldier  than  a  man  o'  the  ohnreb. 
As  stout  and  prond  as  he  were  lord  of  all- 
Swear  like  a  rujffian,  and  demean  himself 
TTnlike  the  ruler  of  a  commonweal. 
Warwick,  my  sou,  the  comfort  of  my  age  I 
Thy  deeds,  thy  plainness,  and  thy  housekeeping 
Hath  won  the  greatest  favour  of  the  commons, 
SxoeptiDff  none  bni  good  Dnke  Humphrey. 
And,  orother  York,  thy  acts  in  Ireland, 
In  briuging  them  to  civil  discipline ; 
Thy  late  exploits,  done  in  the  heart  of  France, 
When  thou  wert  regent  for  our  sovereign, 
Have  made  thee  f  ear 'd  and  hononr'd  of  tl^  people: 
Join  we  together,  for  the  public  good; 
In  what  we  can,  to  bridle  and  suppress 
The  pride  of  Suffolk,  and  the  cardinal. 
With  Somerset's  and  Buckingham's  ambltkm ; 
And,  as  we  may,  cherish  Dnke  Humphrey's  deeds 
While  they  do  tend  the  profit  of  the  land. 

War.  So  God  help  Warwick,  as  he  loves  the 
'  And  common  profit  of  his  country  t  [land, 

Torh,  And  so  says  York,  for  he  hath  greatest 
cause. 

Sal.  Then  let's  make  haste  away,  and  look 
nnto  the  msin. 

War,  TJnto  the  main  t  O  father,  Maine  is  lost; 
That  Maine,  which  by  main  force  Warwick  did 

win. 
And  would  have  kept,  so  long  as  breath  did  last: 
Main  chance,  father,  yon  meant;  but  I  meant 

Maine ; 
Which  I  will  win  from  France,  or  else  be  slain. 
[Exeunt  War.  and  Sal. 

York,  Anjon  and  Maine  are  given  to  the  French; 
Fsris  is  lost ;  the  state  of  Normandy 
Stands  on  a  tickle  point,  now  they  are  gone : 
Suffolk  concluded  on  the  articles ; . 
The  peers  agreed ;  and  Henry  was  well  pleas'd 
To  obanffe  two  dukedoms  n>r  k  duke's  ftiir 

daughter. 
I  cannot  blame  them  all:  what  is't  to  them? 
lis  thine  they  give  away,  and  not  their  own. 
Pirates  mar  mske  cheap  pennyworths  of  their 

pillage, 
And  pnrehflse  friends,  and  rive  to  eoorlessiis, 
StOl  revelling,  like  lords,  till  all  be  ffone : 
While  as  the  sDly  owner  of  the  goods 
Weeps  over  them,  and  wrings  his  hapless  bands, 
And  shakes  his  head,  and  trembling  stands  aloof. 
While  all  is  shar'd,  and  all  is  borne  away; 
Beady  to  starve,  and  dare  not  touch  his  own. 
So  York  must  sit,  and  fret,  and  bite  his  tongue, 
While  his  own  lands  are  bargain'd  for  and  sold. 
Msiliinks,  the  realms  of  En^and,  France,  and 

Irehnd, 
Bear  that  proportion  to  my  flesh  and  hk>od 
As  did  the  fatal  brand  Althea  bnm'd 
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Unto  the  prince's  heart  of  Oalydoa. 

An jou  and  Maine,  both  given  unto  the  French  I 

Oold  news  for  me ;  for  I  had  hope  of  Franee, 

Even  as  I  have  of  fertile  England's  soiL 

▲day  will  oome  when  York  shall  claim  his  own ;' 

And  therefore  I  will  take  the  Nevils' parts. 

And  make  a  show  of  love  toprondDukeHnmphrey , 

And,  when  I  spy  sdvantage,  claim  the  crown, 

For  that's  the  golden  mark  I  seek  to  hit : 

Nor  shall  proud  Lancaster  usurp  my  right. 

Nor  hold  the  sceptre  in  his  childish  fist, 

Nor  wear  the  diadem  upon  his  head. 

Whose  church-like  homonrs  fit  not  for  a  crown. 

Then,  York,  be  still  awhUe,  till  time  do  serve : 

Watch  thou,  and  wake,  when  others  be  asleep, 

To  pry  into  the  secrets  of  the  state ; 

Till  Henry,  surfeiting  in  joys  of  love. 

With  bis  new  bride,  and  England's  dear-bonght 

queen, 
And  Humphry  with  the  peers  be  fall'n  at  jars. 
Then  will  I  raise  aloft  the  milk-white  rose, 
With  whose  sweet  smell  the  air  shall  beperfum'd 
And  in  my  standard  bear  the  arms  of  York, 
To  grapple  with  the  house  of  Lancaster; 
And,  force  perforce,  I'll  make  bim  yield  the  crown, 
Whose  bookish  role  hath  poll'd  fair  England 

down.  [Exit, 

SCENE  TL—The  aame.    A  Room  in  ihe  Duke 
</Glo8ter's  Mouse, 

Enter  Glostbb  and  the  DuoRsss. 

Dueh,  Why  droops  my  lord,  like  over-ripen'd 

com. 
Hanging  the  head  at  Geres'  plenteous  load  t 
Why  doth  the  great  Dnke  Humphrey  knit  his 

brows. 
As  frowning  at  the  fkvonrs  of  the  world  f 
Why  are  thine  eyes  fix'd  to  the  sullen  earth, 
Ghizing  on  that  wbich  seems  to  dim  tby  sight  f 
What  seest  thou  there  f    King  Henry's  diadem, 
Enchas'd  with  all  the  honours  of  the  world  ? 
If  so,  gase  on,  and  grovel  on  thy  ftee. 
Until  thy  head  be  circled  with  the  same. 
Put  forth  thy  hand,  reach  at  the  glorious  gold. 
What,  is't  too  short  ?  I'll  lengthen  it  with  mine : 
And,  having  both  together  heaVd  it  up, 
We'll  both  together  lift  oar  heads  to  heav*n; 
And  never  more  abase  our  sight  so  low 
As  to  vouchsafe  one  glanoe  unto  the  ground. 
aio.  0  NeU,  sweet  Nell,  if  thon  dost  love  thy 

lord. 
Banish  ttie  canker  of  ambitions  thoughts : 
And  may  that  thought,  when  I  imagine  ill 
Against  my  king  and  nephew,  virtuous  Henry, 
Be  my  last  breathing  in  this  mortal  world  I 
My  troublous  dream  Uiis  night  doth  mai  e  me  sad. 
Dtic^  What  dream'd  my  lord  ?  tell  me,  and 

ni  requite  it 
With  sweet  rehearsal  of  my  morning's  dresm. 
Qlo  Methought  this  staff,  mine  ofiloe-badge 

in  court, 
Was  broke  in  twain ;  by  whom  I  have  forgot, 
But,  as  I  think,  it  wss  by  the  cardinal ; 
And,  on  the  pieioes  of  tbe  broken  wand         [set. 
Wereplao'd  the  heads  of  Edmond  duke  of  Somer- 
And  William  de  la  Poole  first  dnke  of  Suffolk. 
This  was  my  dream ;  what  it  doth  bode,  God 

knows. 
Dueh.  Tnt,  this  was  nothing  bat  an  argument, 
That  he  that  breaks  a  stick  of  Gloster't  grove 
Shall  lose  his  head  for  his  presumption. 
Bat  list  to  me  my  Hnmijippy,  my  sweat  dako:T^ 
Digitized  bv  IV^ 


482  KING  HENBT 

Motbonglii,  I  Mi  in  seat  of  mftjesty, 
In  the  cathedral  ohnrch  of  Westminster, 
And  in  that  chair  where  kings  «nd  queens  are 

orown'd ; 
Where  Henry,  and  dame  Margarett  kneel'd  to  me, 
And  on  ray  head  did  set  the  diadem. 

€Ho,  Nay,  Eleanor,  then  mast  I  chide  outright . 
Presumptuous  dame,  ill-nurtnr'd  Eleanor  1 
Art  thou  not  second  woman  in  the  realm; 
And  the  protector's  wife,  belov'd  of  him  t 
Hast  thou  not  worldly  pleasure  at  command, 
Above  the  reach  or  compass  of  thy  thought  t 
And  wilt  thou  still  be  hammering  treachery, 
To  tumble  down  thy  husband  and  thyself, 
From  top  of  honour  to  disgrace's  feet  T 
Away  from  me,  and  let  me  hear  no  more. 

Duck,  What,  what,  my  lord!  are  you  so  choleiio 
With  Eleanor,  for  telling  but  her  dream  T 
Next  time  I'll  keep  my  dreams  unto  myself, 
And  not  be  checked. 

Olo,  Nay,  be  not  angry,  I  am  pleased  again. 

JSnter  a  Messenger. 

M0§,  My  lord  protector,  'tis  his  highness' 
pleasure, 
Tou  do  prepare  to  ride  unto  St  Alban's, 
Whereas  the  king  and  queen  do  mean  to  hawk. 
Olo.  I  go.— Come,  Nell,  thou  wilt  ride  with  us? 
Dueh.  Yes,  my  good  lord,  I'll  follow  presently. 
[Exeunt  Glosteb  and  Messenger. 
Follow  I  must,  I  cannot  go  before. 
While  Gloster  bears  this  base  and  humble  mind. 
Were  I  a  man,  a  duke,  and  next  of  blood, 
I  would  remove  these  tedious  stumbling-blocks. 
And  smooth  my  way  upon  their  headless  nedks; 
And,  being  a  woman,  I  will  not  be  slack 
To  play  my  part  in  fortune's  pageant. 
Where  are  you  there  T  Sir  John  t  nay,  fear  not, 

man. 
We  are  alone ;  here's  none  bat  thee  and  L 
Enter  "Exna, 

Hume.  JesQ  preserve  your  royal  majesty  I 

Duck.  What  say'st  thou,msjesty!  lam  but  graoe. 

Hume.  But,  by  the  graoe  of  Crod,  and  Hume's 
advice, 
Your  grace's  title  shall  be  multiplied. 

Dueh,  What  say'st  thou,  man  ?  hast  thou  as 
yet  oonferr'd 
With  Margery  Jourdain,  the  cunning  witch ; 
With  Boger  BoUogbroke,  the  conjurer? 
And  will  they  undertake  to  do  me  good  ? 

Hume.   This  they  have  promised,— to  show 
your  highness 
A  spirit  rais'd  from  depth  of  underground, 
That  shall  make  answer  to  such  questions 
As  by  your  grace  shall  be  propounded  him. 

DucL  It  is  enough;    I'll  think  upon  the 
questions : 
When  from  St.  Alban's  we  do  make  return. 
We'll  see  these  things  effected  to  the  fulL 
Here,  Hume,  take  this  reward ;  make  merry,  man, 
With  thy  confederates  in  this  weighty  cause. 

[Exit  Dueh. 

HufM,  Hume  must  make  merry  with  the 
duchess'  gold: 
Marry,  and  shalL  But  now  now,  8hr  John  Hume? 
Seal  up  ^our  lips,  and  give  no  words  but— mum  I 
The  busmess  aeketh  silent  secrecy. 
Dame  Eleanor  gives  gold,  to  Ining  the  witch. 
Gold  cannot  come  amiss,  were  she  a  devil. 
Yet  have  I  gold,  flies  from  another  coast : 
C  dare  not  say  from  the  rich  cardinal 
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And  from  thn  greal  and  new-SMdA  Duko  ol 

Soffolk ; 
Yet  I  do  find  it  so :  for,  to  be  plain. 
They,  knowing  Dame  Eleanor's  aspiring  hnmoui. 
Have  hired  me  to  undermine  the  duchess. 
And  buzz  these  conjurations  in  her  brain. 
They  say,  a  crafty  knave  does  need  no  broken 
Yet  am  I  Suffolk  and  the  cardinal's  broker. 
Hume,  if  you  take  not  need,  you  shall  go  near 
To  call  them  both  a  pair  of  crafty  knaves. 
Well,  so  it  stands:  And  thus,  I  fear,  at  last, 
Hume's  knavery  will  be  the  duchess'  wrack ; 
And  her  attainture  will  be  Humphrey's  fall: 
Sort  how  it  will,  I  shall  have  gold  for  all.  [ExU, 

SCENE  in.— T%s  eame,  A  Room  in  the  Palace* 

Enter  Pstbr,  and  oihere,  with  petitionee 

1  Pet.  Mv  masters,  let's  stand  close ;  my  lord 
protector  will  come  this  way  by  and  by,  and  then 
we  may  deliver  our  supplications  in  the  qoill. 

2  Pet,  Marry,  the  Lord  protect  him,  for  he's 
ft  good  man  I    Jesu  bless  him  1 

Enter  Suffolk  and  Queen  Masoabbt. 

1  Pet.  Here  'a  comes,  methinks.  and  the  qaeen 
with  him :  I'll  be  the  first,  sure. 

2  Pet.  Come  back,  fool;  this  is  the  Duke  of 
Suffolk,  and  not  my  lord  protector. 

8uf.  How  now,  fellow?  wouldst  anything 
with  me? 

1  Pet.  1  pray,  my  lord,  pardon  me  t  i  took  ye 
for  my  lord  protector. 

Q.  Afar.  [Beading  the  eupereeription.)  "To 
my  lord  protector ;"  are  your  supplications  to 
his  lordship?  Let  me  see  them;  What  is  thine  ? 

1  Pet.  Bline  is,  an't  please  yoor  grace,  agamst  • 
John  Goodman,  my  lora  cardinal's  man,  for  keep- 
ing my  house,  and  lands,  and  wife,  and  all  from  me. 

8uf.  Thy  wife  too  ?  that's  some  wrong  indeed.^* 
What'syours?— What's  here  I  [EeadsT}  **Agahisl 
the  Duke  of  Soffolk,  for  enclosing  the  oommoni 
of  Melford."— How  now,  sir  knave  ? 

2  Pet,  Alas,  sir,  I  am  but  a  poor  petitioner  of 
our  whole  township. 

Peter  [Preeenting  hia petition.'}  Against  my 
master,  Thomas  Homer,  for  saying.  That  the 
Duke  of  York  was  rightful  heir  to  the  crown. 

Q.  Mar.  What  sav'st  thou?  Did  the  Duke  of 
York  say  he  was  rightful  heir  to  the  crown  ? 

Peter.  Thatmv  master  was?  No.  forsooth: 
my  master  said  that  he  waa;  and  that  the  king 
was  an  usurper. 

8u/.  Who  is  there?  [JFne^r  Servants.]— Take 
this  fellow  in,  and  send  for  his  master  with  a 
pursuivant  presently : — we'll  hear  more  of  your 
matter  before  the  king. 

[Exeunt  Servants,  toith  Pstbb. 

Q.  Mar.  And  as  for  you  that  love  to  be  protected 
Under  the  wings  of  our  protector's  grace. 
Begin  your  soits  anew,  and  sue  to  mm. 

[Teare  the  petiHem, 
Away,  base  cuUions  I— Suffolk,  let  them  go. 

AU.  Come,  let's  be  gone. 

J' Exeunt  Petitionera. 
blk,  say,  is  this  the 
guise. 
Is  this  the  fashion  in  the  court  of  England  / 
Is  this  the  government  of  Britain's  isle, 
And  this  the  royalty  of  Albion's  king  ? 
What,  shall  King  Henry  be  a  pupil  still. 
Under  the  surly  Gloster't  governance  ? 
Am  I  a  queen  in  title  and  inMyle  T 
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And  nmtt  ba  made  a  sabjeot  to  a  duke  t 
I  tell  thee,  Poole,  when  in  the  city  Tonra 
Thou  rann*8t  a  tilt  in  honour  of  my  love, 
And  storst  awaj  the  ladiea'  hearts  of  France, 
I  thought  Sing  Henry  had  resembled  thee, 
In  oonrage,  eoortship,  and  proportion : 
Bat  an  ms  mind  is  oent  to  holiness. 
To  number  ATe-Mariee  on  his  beads : 
His  champions  are  the  prophets  and  apostles ; 
His  weapons,  holy  saws  of  saored  writ ; 
His  study  is  his  tilt-yard,  and  his  loves 
Are  brasen  images  of  canoniz'd  saints. 
I  would  the  college  of  the  cardinals 
Woold  choose  him  pope,  and  carry  him  to  Borne, 
And  set  the  triple  crown  upon  his  head ; 
That  were  a  state  fit  for  hu  holiness. 

Snf.  Madam,  be  patient :  as  I  was  caase 
Yonr  highness  came  to  England,  so  will  I 
In  England  work  yonr  grace's  fall  content. 

Q,  Mar,  Besides  the  hanghty  protector,  have 

we  Beanfort,  [ham. 

The  imperions  chnrohman ;  Somerset,  Bocking- 

And  gmmbling  Tork :  and  not  the  least  of  the&e 

Bet  can  do  more  in  England  than  the  king. 

8^f.  And  he  of  these  that  can  do  most  of  all 
Oannot  do  more  in  England  than  the  Kevils : 
Salisbnry  and  Warwick  are  no  simple  peers. 

Q.  Mar,  Not  all  these  Lords  do  vex  me  half 
so  much 
As  that  prood  dame,  the  lord  protector's  wife. 
8he  sweeps  it  through  the  court  with  troops  of 
ladies,  [wife ; 

Hore  like  an  empress  than  Duke  Humphrey's 
Strangers  in  court  do  take  her  for  the  queen : 
She  bears  a  duke's  reveuues  on  her  back, 
And  in  her  heart  she  scorns  our  poverty : 
Shall  I  not  live  to  be  aveng'd  on  her  f 
Gontemptnous  base-bom  callat  as  she  is. 
She  vaunted  'mongst  her  minions  t'other  day, 
The  very  train  of  her  worst  wearing-gown 
Was  Vetter  worth  than  all  my  father's  landn, 
Till  Suffolk  gave  two  dukedoms  for  his  daughter. 

£h{f.  Madam,  myself  have  lim'd  a  bush  for  her ; 
And  plac'd  a  quire  of  such  enticing  bird^, 
That  ^e  will  light  to  listen  to  the  lays. 
And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again. 
So,  let  her  rest :  And,  madam,  list  to  me ; 
For  I  am  bold  to  counsel  yon  in  this : 
Although  we  fancy  not  the  cardinal. 
Yet  must  we  join  with  him,  and  with  the  lords, 
Till  we  have  brought  DnkeHumphreyiudisprace. 
As  for  the  Duke  of  York,  ibis  late  complaint 
Will  make  but  little  for  his  benefit : 
So,  one  by  one,  we'll  weed  them  all  at  last. 
And  yon  yourself  shall  steer  the  happy  helm. 
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Buck,  AU  in  this  presence  tt«  thy  betters, 

Warwick. 
War.  Warwick  may  live  to  be  the  best  of  alL 
JSaL  Peace,  son;   and  show  some  reason, 
Buckingham, 
Why  Somerset  uiould  be  preferr'd  in  this. 
Q.  Mar,  Because  the  king,  forsooth,  will  have 

it  so. 
€Ro.  Madam,  the  king  is  old  enoogh  himself 
To  give  h  is  censure;  these  are  no  women's  mattt-rF, 
Q,  Mar,  If  he  be  old  enough,  what  needs  your 
grace 
To  be  protector  of  his  exoellenee? 

Olo,  Madam,  I  am  protector  of  the  realm ; 
And  at  his  pleasure  will  resign  my  place. 

Siif.  Besign  it  then,  and  leave  thine  iusolence. 
Since  thou  wert  king  (as  who  is  king  but  thou :') 
The  commonwealth  hath  daily  run  to  wrack : 
The  dauphin  hath  prevail'd  beyond  the  seas ; 
And  all  the  peers  and  nobles  of  the  realm 
Have  been  as  bondmen  to  thy  sovereignty. 
Oar,  The  commons  .hast  thon  raok'd ;    the 
clergy's  bags 
Are  lank  and  lean  with  thy  extortions. 
Som.  Thy  sumptuous  buildings  and  thy  wife's 
attire, 
Have  cost  a  mass  of  public  treasury. 

Buck.  Thy  cruelty  m  execution, 
Upon  offenders,  hath  exceeded  law. 
And  left  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  law. 

Q.Mar,  Thy  sale  of  offices,  and  towns  inFranee, 
If  tbey  were  known,  as  the  suspect  is  great, 
Would  make  thee  quickly  hop  without  thy  bead. 
\EzU  Glosteb.    The  Quebn  drops 
herfcM. 
Give  me  my  fan :  What,  minion  1  can  you  not? 
[Gives  the  DucHSBS  a  box  on  ike  ear. 
I  cry  you  mercy,  madam ;  was  it  youf 
DucA.Was'tl?  yea,  lit  was,  proud  French- 
woman: 
Could  I  come  near  your  beauty  with  my  nails, 
I'd  set  my  ten  commandments  in  your  face. 
K.  Hen.  Sweet  aunt,  be  quiet ;  'twas  against 
her  will  [in  time ; 

Duck.  Against  her  will  1  Good  king,  look  to't 
She'll  hamper  thee,  and  dandle  thee  Uke  a  baby. 
Though  in  this  place  most  master  wear  no 

breeches. 
She  shall  not  strike  Dame  Eleanor  nnreveng'd. 
[Exit  DucHJsss. 
Buck.  Lord  cardinal,  I  will  follow  Eleanor. 
And  listen  after  Humphrey,  how  he  proceeds : 
She's  tickled  now :  her  fume  needs  no  spurs. 
She'll  gallop  far  enough  to  her  destruction. 

[Exit  BUCKIKOBAJl. 
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Ifj  lord  of  SoiMnet  wfll  keep  me  here, 
witbont  discbarge,  money,  or  faroitore, 
!mi  Franee  be  won  into  the  danphin's  handa. 
Last  time,  I  dane'd  attendance  on  hia  will. 
Till  Paria  waa  beaieg'd,  famiah'd,  and  lost. 

War.  That  can  I  witneaa ;  and  a  fonler  fttol 
Did  never  traitor  in  the  land  commit. 
Suf.  Peace,  headstrong  Warwick  1 
War,  Image  of  pride,  why  should  I  hold  my 
peace f 

Enter  i$rvant8  of  Sutfolk,  Mnging  tnHoBinB 
and  PxTsm. 

Suf,  Because  here  is  a  man  aocns'd  of  treason  * 
Plray  Gk)d,  the  Doke  of  York  excnse  himself  t 

York.  Doth  any  one  accoae  York  for  a  traitor  f 

K.Ben.  Whatmean'stthoo,  Buffolkf  Tell  me. 
What  are  these  7 

Suf.  Please  it  your  majesty,  this  is  the  man 
That  doth  accose  hia  master  of  high  treason : 
Hia  words  were  these: — that  Bichard  doke  of  York 
Was  rightful  heir  onto  the  English  crown ; 
And  that  your  majesty  was  an  nsorper. 

K.  Hen.  Say,  man,  were  these  thy  words  f 
«  J7or.  An't  shall  please  yonr  majesty,  I  neyer 
said  nor  thought  any  such  matter :  God  is  my 
witneas,  I  am  falsely  accused  by  the  villain. 

PtU  By  these  ten  bones,  my  lords  [holding  up 
Ait  hands],  he  did  speak  them  to  me  in  the 
garret  one  night,  as  we  were  scourtng  my  lord 
of  York's  armour. 

York.  Base  dunghill  villain,  and  mechanical, 
m  have  thy  head  for  this  thy  traitor's  speech  i— 
I  do  besee<m  yonr  royal  majesty, 
Iiet  him  have  all  the  tigour  of  the  law. 

Hot.  Alas,  my  lord,  hang  me  if  ever  I  spake 
ibeworda.  My  accuser  is  my  prentice;  and  when 
I  did  correct  him  for  his  fault  the  other  day,  be 
did  vow  upon  his  kneek  he  would  be  even  with 
me :  I  have  good  witnesses  of  this ;  therefore,  I 
beseech  your  majesty,  do  cast  not  away  an 
honest  man  for  a  villain's  accusation. 

JT.  Hen.  Uncle,  what  shall  we  say  to  this  in  law  ? 

Qlo.  This  doom,  my  lord,  if  I  may  judge. 
Let  Somerset  be  regent  o'er  the  French, 
Because  in  York  this  breeds  suspicion : 
And  let  these  have  a  day  appointed  them 
For  single  combat,  in  convenient  place : 
£V>r  he  hath  witness  of  his  servant'a  maJice : 
Thia  is  the  law,  and  this  Duke  Humphrer's  doom. 

Som.  I  humbly  thank  your  royal  majesty. 

Hot,  And  I  accept  the  combat  willingly. 

Pet.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  cannot  fight;  for  God's 
sake.  T>it7  my  case  I  the  snite  of  mim  nrevaileth 


VL—WLBTn. 
Hume.  Ays  What  else?  fear  yoa  aet  n* 

courage. 
Soling.  I  have  heard  her  reported  to  be  • 
woman  of  an  invincible  spirit:  But  it  shall  bt 
oonveoient,  Maater  Home,  that  you  be  by  her 
aloft  while  we  be  busy  below ;  and  so,  I  praj 
you,  go  in  God's  name,  and  leave  us.  [Esdt 
Hums.]  Mother  Jourdain,  be  yon  proatrate, 
and  grovel  on  the  earth :  John  SonthwelL  xead 
yon ;  and  let  us  to  our  work. 

Snttr  Duchess,  o^oes. 

Dueh.  Well  said,  my  masters ;  and  weleone 
alL    To  this  geer ;  the  sooner  the  better. 
Boling.  Patience,  good  lady;  wiaards  knoir 
their  times : 
Deep  night,  dark  night,  the  silenoe  of  the  night, 
The  time  of  night  when  Troy  was  set  on  fire ; 
The  time  when  soreeoh-owls  cry,  and  ban-dogs 

howl. 
And  spirits  walk,  and  ghosts  break  up  their  graves, 
That  time  best  fits  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 
Madam,  sit  yon,  and  fear  not;  whom  we  raises 
We  will  make  fast  within  a  hallow*d  veige. 
[Here  they  perform  ike  ceremonies  appert^sin- 
ing,  and  make  the  circle ;  Bolimobboks,  or 
SouTHwxLL,   reads^   Conjuro  te,  &o.     It 
thunders  and  lightens  terribly;   Oten  the 
Spirit  riseth, 
Spir.  Adaum. 
M.  Jourd.  Asmath, 
By  the  eternal  God,  whose  name  and  power 
Thou  trembleat  at,  answer  that  I  shall  ask ; 
For  till  thon  speak  thou  shalt  not  pass  from  henee. 
Spir.  Ask  what  thon  wilt:  ^at  I  had  said 

and  done  I 
Boling.  **  First  of  the  king.  WbatshaUofhim 
become  f"        [Beading  out  of  a  paper. 
Spir.  The  doke  yet  livesthat  Henry  shall  depose; 
But  him  outlive,  and  die  a  violent  death. 

[As  the  Spuit  speaks,  Southwell  writes 
the  answer, 
Boling.  **  What  fates  await  the  Duke  of  Bnf • 

folkr 
&>ir.  By  water  shall  he  die,  and  ti^e  his  end. 
BoUng.   **Wbat  shall  befaU   the  Doke  ^ 

Somerset  V* 
Spir.  Let  him  shun  eastles ; 
Safer  shall  he  be  upon  the  sandy  plains, 
Than  where  castles  mounted  stand. 
Have  done,  for  more  I  hardly  can  endure. 
Boling.  Descend  to  darkness  and  the  burning 
lake: 
False  fiend,  avoid  I 
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AaH  kept  asimderr-^Toii,  madam,  shall  wiih 
Stafford,  take  her  to  tbee.  [oa  :— 

[Exit  Dvonass  ^om  above. 
Well  lee  your  trinkets  here  all  forthcoiuiiig : 
All  away  t 

[Exeunt  Onards,  vnth  South.,  Bouno.,  <6e. 
lirk.  Lord  B  uokingham,  methinks  yon  watoh'd 
her  well : 
A  inretty  plot,  well  chosen  to  build  upon : 
Now,  pray,  my  lord,  let's  see  the  devil's  wi)t. 
What  oaTe  we  here  f  [lieade, 

^  The  duke  yet  lives  that  Henry  shall  depose ; 
Bat  him  outlive,  and  die  a  violeat  death." 
Why,  this  Is  Just, 

Aio,  <e,  JSaetda,  Bomanoe  tnneere  po$$e. 
Well,  to  the  rest : 

"Tell  me,  what  fate  awaits  the  Bake  of  SofTolk  f 
By  water  shall  he  die,  and  take  his  end.— 
What  shall  betide  the  Duke  of  Somerset  f 
Let  him  shon  oastles; 


Safto  shall  he  be  apen  fhe  sandy  pltOiis, 

Than  where  oastles  mounted  stand." 

Gome,  come,  my  lords ; 

These  oracles  are  hardily  attain'd^ 

And  hardly  nnderstood. 

The  king  is  now  in  progress  towards  St.  Albans. 

With  him  the  hosband  of  this  lovely  lady : 

Thither  go  these  news,  as  fast  as  horse  eaa 

carry  them; 
A  sorry  breakfast  for  my  lord  protector. 
Buck.  Yoor  grace  sImH  give  me  leave,  my 

lord  of  Tork, 
To  be  the  post,  in  hope  of  his  reward. 

York.  At  yoor  pleasare,  my  good  lord.— 
Who's  within  there,  ho  1 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Invite  my  lords  of  Sslisbary  and  Warwick 
To  sap  with  me  to-morrow  night.— Away  I 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  n. 


SCENE  L— Sahit  Albans. 


Enier  King  Hshbt,  QaeenMAaoABET,GLOSTBB, 
Gsdrdinal,  and  Suffolk,  with  Falconers  hollaing, 

Q.  Mar,  Believe  me,  lords,  for  flying  at  the 
brook, 
I  saw  not  better  sport  these  seven  years'  day : 
Yet,  by  your  leave,  the  wind  was  very  high ; 
And  ten  to  one  old  Joan  had  not  gone  out 

K.  Sen,  Bat  what  a  point,  my  lord,  yoor 
falcon  made, 
And  what  a  pitch  she  flew  above  the  rest  1— 
To  see  how  God  in  all  his  creatures  works  t 
Yea,  man  and  birds  are  fain  of  climbing  high. 

A(^.  No  marvel,  an  it  like  your  majesty, 
My  lord  protector's  hawks  do  tower  so  well ; 
They  know  their  master  loves  to  be  aloft. 
And  beara  his  thoughts  above  his  falcon's  pitch. 

Olo,  My  lord,  'tid  hot  a  base  ignoble  mind 
That  mounts  no  higher  than  a  bird  can  soar. 

Oar,  I  thought  as  much;  he  would  be  above 
the  clouds. 

Olo,  Ay,  my  lord  cardinal :  How  think  you 
by  that r 
Were  it  not  good  your  grace  ooold  fly  to 
heaven? 

K,  Een.  The  treasury  of  everlasting  Joy ! 

C7ar.  Thy  heaven  is  on  earth ;  thine  eyes  and 
thoughts 
Beat  on  a  crown,  the  treasure  of  thy  heart; 
Pemidons  protector,  dangerous  peer. 
That  smooth'st  itso  with  king  and  commonweal  I 

Olo,  What,  cardinal,  is  your  priesthood  grown 
peremptory? 
Tantmne  animu  caletttbue  tree  f 
Churchmen  so  hot?  good  uncle,  hide  saoh malice; 
With  such  holiness  can  you  do  it? 

Sttf.  No  malice,  sir ;  no  more  than  well  becomes 
So  good  a  quarrd  and  so  bad  a  peer. 

Olo,  As  who,  my  lord? 

8u/,  Why,  as  you,  my  lord ; 

An't  Hke  vonr  lordly  lord-protectorship. 

Olo,  y^hj,  Suffolk,   England  knows  thine 
insolence. 

f,  Mfar,  And  thy  amUtion,  CHoster. 
.  lien,  I  prithee,  peace. 

Good  queen ;  and  whet  not  on  these  furious  peers, 
For  blessed  are  the  peaoemakert  on  earth. 


Oar,  Let  me  be  blessed  for  the  peace  I  make. 
Against  this  proud  protector  with  my  sword  t 
Olo,  'Faith,  holy  uncle,  would  'twere  come  to 
that  I  [Aside  to  the  Cardinal. 

Oar.  Many,  when  thou  dar'st.  [Aeide. 

Olo,  Make  up  no  factious  numbers  for  the 
matter,  [Aeide. 

In  thine  own  person  answer  thy  abuse. 
Oar.  Ay,  where  thou  dar'st  not  peep :  an  if 
uion  dar'st. 
This  evening,  on  t^e  east  side  of  the  grove. 

[Aeide. 
K.  Hen.  How  now,  my  lords  ? 
Car,  Believe  me,  cousin  Gloster, 

Had  not  your  man  put  up  the  fowl  so  suddenly. 
We  had  had  more  sport— Come,  with  thy  two- 
hand  sword.  [AMvde  to  Glostbb. 
O^,  True,  uncle. 
Oar,  Are  you  advised?— the  east  side  of  fhe 

grove? 

Olo,  Cardinal,  I  am  with  yon.  [Aside, 

K.  Hen.  Why,  how  now,  uncle  Gloster  f 

Olo,  Talking  of  hawking;  nothing  else,  my 

lord,— 

Now,  1^  Gk>d's  mother,  priest.  IH  diave  your 

crown  for  this. 
Or  an  mv  fence  shall  fall.  [Aside. 

Oar,  Mediee  teipsum  ; 
Protector,  see  to't  well,  protect  yourself.  [Aside, 
K,  Hen.  The  winds  grow  high,  so  do  your 
stomachs,  lords. 
How  irksome  is  this  music  to  my  heart  f 
When  such  things  jar,  what  hope  of  harmony  ? 
I  pray,  my  lords,  let  me  compound  this  strife. 

Enter  One,  crying,  A  Miracle  1 

Olo,  What  means  this  doIbo  ? 
Fellow,  what  miracle  dost  thou  proclaim  ? 

One,  A  miracle  I  a  miracle  I 

B^,  Come  to  the  king  and  tell  him  what 
miracle. 

One.  Forsooth,  a  blind  man  at  St  Alban's 
shrine. 
Within  this  half-boor  hath  reeeiVd  his  sight; 
A  man  that  ne'er  saw  in  his  life  before. 

JT.  frem.  Now,  God  be  prais'dt  that  to  beUeviog 


Gives  light  in  darkness,  comfort  in  4espahr  I   LC 
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Enter  the  Mayor  of  St.  Albans,  and  ki$  hreihren; 
and  Sncpoox,  borne  between  two  versone  in  a 
ehair;  hie  wife  and  agreatwiultituae  following. 

Oar,  "Bare  oome  the  townsmen  on  procession, 
To  present  joar  highness  with  the  man. 

K,Hen.  Great  is  his  comfor  tin  this  earthlj  yale, 
Althongh  1^  his  sight  his  sin  be  mnltiplied. 
Olo,  Stand  by,  my  masters,  bring  nim  near 
the  king ; 
His  highness'  pleasore  is  to  talk  with  him. 
JT.  Sen.  Good  fellow,  tell  us  here  the  oiroam- 
stanoe. 
That  we  for  thee  may  glorify  the  Lord. 
Whatthast  thon  been  long  bliud,and  uowrestor'd  7 
Simp,  Bom  blind,  an*t  please  your  grace. 
Wtfie.  Ay,  indeed,  was  he. 
JSk^.  What  woman  is  this  ? 
Wife,  His  wife,  an't  like  yonr  worship. 
GU),  Hadst  thon  been  his  mother  thoa  oooldst 
have  better  told. 
K.  Hen,  Where  wert  tiion  bom  ? 
Bimp,  At  Berwick  in  the  north,  an't  like  yonr 

grace. 
K.  Hen,  Poor  sonl  1  God's  goodness  hath  been 
great  to  thee : 
Let  never  day  nor  night  nnhallow'd  pass, 
Bnt  still  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 
Q,  Mar,  Tell  me,  good  fellow,  oam'st  thon 
here  by  chance. 
Or  of  deyotion,  to  this  holy  shrine  T  [called 

Bimp,  God  knows,  of  pnre  dovction;  being 
A  hTmdred  times,  and  oftener,  in  my  sleep 
By  good  Saint  Alban;  who  said,—**  Simpcox, 

come; 
Come,  offer  at  my  shrine,  and  I  will  help  thee." 
W&e,  Mosttme,  forsooth;  and  many  time  and 
Myself  haye  heard  a  yoice  to  call  him  so.      [oft 
Car,  What,  art  thon  Ume  ? 
Bimp,  Ay,  God  Almighty  help  me  1 

Buf.  How  cam'st  thon  so  ? 
Bimp,  A  fall  off  a  tree. 

Wife.  A  plnm-tree,  master. 
Glo,  How  long  hast  thon  been  blind  7 

Bimp,  O,  bom  so,  master. 
Oh,  What,  and  wonldst  climb  a  tree  ? 

Bimp,  Bnt  that  in  all  my  life,  when  I  was  a 

yonth. 
Wife,  Tootrae;  and  bought  his  climbing  yery 

dear. 
Olo,  'Mass,  thon  loy'dst  plnms  well,    that 

wonldst  yentare  so. 
Bimp,  Alas,  good  master,  my  wife  desir'd 
some  damsons, 
And  made  me  climb,  with  danger  of  my  life. 
Olo,  A  subtle  knaye  t  bnt  yet  it  shall  not 
serve. — 
Let  me  see  thine  ^ee:~wink  now;  now  open 

them:— 
In  my  opinion  yet  thon  seest  not  well. 
Bimp.  Yes,  master,  clear  as  day;  I  thank  God 

and  Saint  Alban. 
Olo,  Say'st  thon  me  so  ?  What  colour  is  this 

doak  of  f 
Bimp.  Red,  master;  red  as  blood. 
Olo,  Why,  that's  well  said :  What  colour  is 

my  gown  of  7 
Bimp,  Black,  forsooth ;  coal-black,  as  jet. 
K,  Men.  Why,  then,  thou  know'st  what  colour 

Jet  is  of? 
Bh/,  And  yet,  I  think,  jet  did  he  neyer  see. 
Olo.  Bat  cloaks  and  gowns,  before  this  day, 
a  many 
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Wife.  Neyer,  before  this  day,  in  all  hib  lite. 

Olo.  Tell  me,  sirrah,  what's  my  name  7 

Bimp.  Alns,  master,  I  know  not 

Olo.  What's  his  name? 

Simp.  I  know  not. 

f7Zo.Norhis? 

Simp.  No,  indeed,  master. 

Glo.  What's  thine  own  name? 

Bimp.  Samider  Simpoox,  an  if  it  please  yon, 
master. 

6^.Then,  Saunder,  sit  there,  the  lyingest  knaye 
in  Christendom.  If  thou  hadst  been  bom  blind, 
tboa  mightst  as  well  have  known  all  oar  names, 
as  thus  to  name  the  several  colours  we  do  wear. 
Sight  may  distingaish  of  colours,  but  suddenly  to 
nominate  tbem  all,  it  is  impossible. — My  lords. 
Saint  Alban  here  hath  done  a  mirade ;  and  wonld 
ye  not  think  that  cunning  to  be  great  that 
could  restore  this  cripple  to  his  legs  again? 

Simp.  0,  master,  tnat  you  could ! 

Olo.  My  masters  of  St  Albans,  have  you  not 
beadles  in  your  town,  and  things  called  whips? 

Majf,  Yes,  my  lord,  if  it  please  yonr  grace. 

Olo.  Then  send  for  one  presently. 

Moif,  Sirrah,go  fetch  the  beadle  bitber  straight. 
[Exit  an  Attendant. 

Olo.  Now  fetch  me  a  stool  hither  by  and  by. 
[A  stool  brought  out.^  Now,  sirrah,  if  you  mean 
to  save  yourself  from  whipping,  leap  me  over 
this  stool  and  run  away. 

Simp,  Alas,  master,  I  am  not  able  to  stand 
alone ;  you  go  about  to  torture  me  in  vain. 

Re-enter  Attendant,  t^'^^  the  Beadle. 

Olo.  Well,  shr,  we  must  have  you  find  your  legs. 
Sirrah  beadle,  whip  him  till  he  leap  over  that 
same  stool. 

Bead.  I  will,  my  lord.—Come  on,  sirrah;  off 
with  your  doablet  quickly. 

Simp.  Alas,  master,  what  shall  I  dot  I  am 
not  able  to  stand. 

After  the  'Be^fW^hathhithim  oneejie  Unpaover 
the  stools  and  runs  away ;  and  the  people 
folhwy  and  cty^  A  Miracle  I 

E.  Hen.  0  God,  seest  thou  this,  and  bear'st 
so  long  ? 

Q.  Mar.  It  made  melaugh  to  see  the  villain  run. 

Olo.  Follow  the  knave;  and  take  thisdrab  away. 

Wife.  Alas,  sir,  we  did  it  for  pure  need. 

Olo.  Let  them  be  whipped  throngh  every  mar- 
ket town,  till  they  come  to  Berwick,  from  whence 
they  came,     [-^^eunt  Mayor,  Beadle,  Wife,  &q. 

Gar.  DakeHamphre^hasdone  a  miracle  to-day. 

Suf,  Trae ;  made  the  lame  to  leap,  and  fly  away. 

Oh..  Bat  you  have  done  more  miracles  than  I ; 
You  made  in  a  day,  my  lord,  whole  towns  to  fliy. 

Enter  BuoKmoHAM. 

K.  Hen.  What  tidings  with  our  cousin  Buck- 
ingham? 

Buck.  Sach  as  my  heart  doth  tremble  to  unfold. 
A  sort  of  naughty  persons,  lewdly  bent, — 
Under  the  countenance  and  confederacy 
Of  Lady  Eleanor,  the  protector's  wife. 
The  ringleader  and  bead  of  all  this  rout,— 
Have  practised  dangeroasly  against  your  state. 
Dealing  with  witches,  and  wiUi  conjurers: 
'Wbom  we  have  apprehended  in  the  fact ; 
Rat  .ling  np  wicked  spirits  from  underground^ 
Demaudiog  of  King  Henry's  life  and  death. 
And  other  of  your  highness'  privy  coancil, 
As  more  at  large  your  grace  shall  understand 
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Oar»  And  bo,  my  lord  proteetor,  bj  this  meADS 
Tour  lady  is  forthoomiog  yet  at  London. 
This  news,  I  think,  hath  tnm'd  yoor  weapon's 

edge; 
Tis  like,  my  lord,  yon  will  not  keep  your  hoar. 
{Ande  to  Globteb. 
G!o.  Ambitions  ohorohman,  leaye  to  afflict 
my  heart  1 
Sorrow  and  grief  haye  yanqnish'd  all  my  powers : 
And  ▼anqoish'd  as  I  am  I  yield  to  thee, 
Or  to  the  meanest  groom. 
K,  Hen,  0  God,  what  misohiefs  woA  the 
wicked  ones ; 
Heaping  confusion  on  their  own  heads  thereby! 
Q,  Mar,  Gloster,  see  here  the  tidntore  of  thy 
nest; 
And  look  thTseU  be  fanltless,  thon  wert  best. 
Glo.  Madam,  for  myself,  to  heaven  I  do 
appeal. 
How  I  have  lov'd  my  king  and  commonweal : 
And  for  my  wife,  I  know  not  how  it  stands : 
Sorry  I  am  to  hear  what  I  have  heard ; 
Koble  she  is;  bnt  if  she  hath  forgot 
Honoor  and  virtne,  and  convers'd  with  sooh 
As,  like  to  pitch,  defile  nobiUty, 
I  banish  her  my  bed  and  company ; 
And  give  her  as  a  prey  to  law  and  shame, 
That  bath  dithononr'd  Gloster's  honest  name. 
E.  Ben.  "Well,  for  this  night  we  will  repose  ns 
here: 
To-morrow  toward  London,  back  again, 
To  look  into  tbisbasiness  thoroughly, 
And  call  these  fonl  offenders  to  their  answers ; 
And  poise  the  cause  in  jnstice'  eqnal  scales, 
Whose  beam  stands  sure,  whose  riRhtfal  canse 
prevails.  IFlourish.    Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL~London.    The  Duke  qf  YorVe 
Garden, 

Enter  Tobk,  Sausbubt,  and  Wabwics. 

York,  Now,  my  good  lords  of  Salisbory  and 

Warwick, 
Oar  simple  sapper  ended,  give  me  leave, 
In  this  close  walk,  to  satisfy  myself. 
In  craving  yonr  opinion  of  my  title. 
Which  is  infallible,  to  England's  crown. 
Sal,  Uj  lord,  I  long  to  hear  it  at  falL 
War,  Sweet  Tork,  begin :  and  if  thy  claim  be 

good. 
The  Neviis  are  tby  snbjeots  to  command. 

York.  Then  thus— 
Edward  the  Third,  my  lords,  had  seven  sons : 
The  first,  Edward  the  Black  Prince,  Prince  of 

Wales ; 
The  second,  William  of  Hatfield ;  and  the  third, 
Lionel,  Dake  of  Clarence ;  next  to  whom 
Was  John  of  Gannt,  the  Dake  of  Lancaster : 
The  fifth  was  Edmond  Langley,  Doke  of  Tork ; 
The  sixth  was  Thomas  of  Woodstock,  Dake  of 

Gloster; 
William  of  Windsor  was  the  seventh  and  last. 
Edward  the  Black   Prince   died    before   his 

father: 
And  left  behind  him  Richard,  his  only  son. 
Who,  after  Edward  the  Third's  death,  reign'd 

asking; 
Till  Henry  Bohngbroke,  Dake  of  Lancaster, 
The  eldest  son  and  heir  of  John  of  Gannt, 
Orown'd  by  the  name  of  Henry  the  Fonrth, 
Seis'd  on  the  realm ;  dopos'd  the  rightfnl  king ; 
Sent  his  poor  qaeen  to  France  from  whence  she 
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And  him  to  Pomfret ;  where,  as  you  all  know. 
Harmless  Bichard  was  marthered  traitoroasly. 
War,  Father,  the  dake  hath  told  the  troth ; 
Thas  got  the  hooso  of  Lancaster  the  crown. 
York,  Which  now  they  hold  liy  force,  and  not 

hy  right; 
For  Bichard,  the  first  son's  heir,  being  dead, 
The  iflsne  of  the  next  eon  sbonld  have  reigned. 
Sal.  Bat  William  of  Hatfield  died  without  an 

heir. 
York.  The  third  son,  Doke  of  Clarence  (from 

whose  Uoe 
I  daim  the  crown),  had  Issoe— Philippe,  a 

dangbter. 
Who  married  Edmond  Mortimer,  earl  of  March : 
Edmund  had  issue—Boger,  earl  of  March : 
Boger  had  issue—Edmund,  Anne,  and  Eleanor. 
Sal.  ThisEdmund,  in  the  reign  of  Bolingbroke, 
As  I  have  read,  laid  claim  onto  the  crown ; 
And  but  for  Owen  Glendower  had  been  king. 
Who  kept  him  hi  captivity  till  he  died. 
Bat,  to  the  rest. 

York,  His  eldest  sister,  Anne, 

My  mother,  being  heir  onto  the  crown, 
Married  Bichard  earl  of  Cambridge ;  who  was 

son 
To  Edmond  Langley,  Edward  the  Thhrd's  fifth 

son. 
By  her  I  claim  the  kingdom ;  she  was  heir 
To  Boger  earl  of  March ;  who  was  the  son 
Of  Edmund  Mortimer ;  who  manied  Philippe,    ^ 
Sole  daughter  unto  Lionel  duke  of  Clarence  ; 
So  if  the  issue  of  the  elder  son 
Succeed  before  the  younger,  I  am  king. 
War,  What  plain  proceedings  are  more  plain 

thantjiis? 
Henry  doth  claim  the  orown  firom   John  of 

Chiant, 
The  fonrth  son ;  Tork  claims  it  from  the  third. 
Till  Lionel's  issue  fails  his  should  not  reign. 
It  fails  not  yet ;  but  flourishes  in  thee, 
And  in  thy  sons,  fair  slips  of  such  a  stock. 
Then  Father  Salisburv,  kneel  we  together ; 
And,  in  this  private  plot,  be  we  the  first 
That  shall  salute  our  rightful  sovereign. 
With  honour  of  his  birtliright  to  the  crown. 
Both,  Long  live  our  sovereign,  Bichard,  Eng- 
land's king  I 
York,  We  tbank  yon,  lords.    Bat  1  am  not 

your  king 
Tin  I  be  crowned;  and  that  my  sword  be 

Btain'd 
With  heart-blood  of  the  house  of  Lancaster ; 
And  that's  not  suddenly  to  be  perform'd; 
But  with  advice,  and  silent  secrecy. 
Do  yon,  as  I  do,  in  these  dangerous  days. 
Wink  at  the  Duke  of  Suffolk's  insolence. 
At  Beaufort's  pride,  at  Somerset's  ambition, 
At  Backingham,  and  all  the  crew  of  them. 
Till  they  have  snar'd  the  shepherd  of  the  flock, 
That  virtuous  prince,  the  good  Duke  Humphrey : 
'Tis  that  they  seek ;  and  they,  in  seeking  that. 
Shall  find  their  deaths,  if  York  can  prophesy. 
Hal,  My  lord,  break  we  off;  we  know  your 

mind  at  f  uU. 
War,  My  heart  assures  me  that  the  Earl  of 

Warwick 
Shall  one  day  make  the  Duke  of  York  a  king. 
York,  And,  Nevil,  this  I  do  assure  myself, — 
Bichard    shall    live    to    make    the    Earl   of 

Warwick 
The  greatest  man  in  England  but  the  king. 
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SOSMB  m.— 7%c  $am€.    A  tiutl  of  Justice. 

Trumpet  founded.  Enter  King  Hbnbt,  Qoees 
Maboabet,  Glosteb,  Tobk,  Sutfolk,  and 
Salibbubt  ;  the  Duobesi  of  Glostxb, 
Mabobbt  Joubdain,  Southwell,  Hums,  and 
BoLiNGBBOKE,  under  guord. 

K.  Hen.  Stand  forth,  Pame  Eleanor  Oobham, 
Gloster's  wife : 
In  tii^hi  of  God,  and  ns,  your  goilt  is  great ; 
BeceiTe  the  sentence  of  the  law,  for  sins 
Such  as  l^  God's  book  are  adjadg'd  to  death. 
Yon  four,  from  hence  to  prison  back  again ; 

[To  JOUBD.,  Ac. 
From  thenoe,  unto  the  place  of  execution : 
The  witch  in  Smitbfield  shall  be  bnrned  to  ashes, 
And  yon  three  shall  be  strangled  on  the  gidlows. 
Yon,  madam,  for  you  are  more  nobly  bom, 
Despoiled  of  your  honour  in  your  life. 
Shall,  after  three  days'  open  penance  done, 
Live  in  your  eonntry  here  in  banishment, 
With  Sir  John  Stanley,  in  the  Isle  of  Man. 

Duch.  Welcome  is  banishment,  welcome  were 
my  death. 
'     €flo,  Eleanor,  the  law,  thou  seest,  hath  judged 

thee; 
I  eannot  justify  whom  the  law  condemns. — 

[Exeunt  the  Duch.,  and  the  other 
prisoners,  guarded. 
l^Rne  eyeg  are  full  of  tears,  my  heart  of  grieL 
Ah.  Humphrey,  this  dishonour  in  thine  age 
Will  bring  thy  head  with  sorrow  to  the  ground  I 
I  beseech  your  majesty  give  me  leave  to  go ; 
Sorrow  would  solace,  and  mine  age  would  ease. 

K,  Hen.  Stay,  Humphrey,  diUce  oil  Gloster: 
ere  thou  go. 
Give  up  thy  staff:  Henry  will  to  himself 
Proteetor  be :  and  God  shall  be  my  hope, 
My  stay,  my  guide,  and  lantern  to  my  feet; 
And  go  in  peace,  Humphrey ;  no  lees  belov'd 
Than  when  thou  wert  protector  to  thy  king. 

Q.  Mar.  I  see  no  reason  why  a  king  of  years 
Should  be  to  be  protected  like  a  child. 
God  and  King  Henry  govern  England's  helm : 
Give  up  your  staff,  sir,  and  the  king  his  realm. 

Bio.  My  staff?— 'here,  noble  Henry,  is  my 
staff: 
As  willingly  do  I  the  same  resign. 
As  ere  thy  father  Henry  made  it  mine ; 
And  even  as  willingly  at  thy  feet  I  leave  it. 
As  others  would  ambitiously  receive  it. 
Farewell,  good  king :  when  I  am  dead  and  gone. 
May  honourable  peace  attend  thy  throne.  [Exit. 

Q.  Mar.  Why,  now  is  Henry  king,  and  Mar- 
garet queen; 
And  Humphrey  Dake  of  Gloster  scarce  himself. 
That  bears  so  shrewd  a  msim;  two  pulls  at 

once, — 
His  lady  baoish'd,  and  a  limb  lopp*d  off ; 
This  staff  of  honour  raught :— There  let  it  stand. 
Where  it  best  fits  to  be,  in  Henry's  hand. 

Bv^.  Thus  droops  this  lofty  pine,  and  hangs 
his  sprays ; 
That  Eleanor's  pride  dies  in  her  youngest  days. 

York.  Lords,  let  him  go: — Please  it  your 
majesty. 
This  is  the  day  appointed  for  the  combat ; 
And  ready  are  tiie  appellant  and  defendant. 
The  armourer  and  his  man,  to  enter  the  lists, 
So  please  your  highness  to  behold  the  flgbt. 

Q.  Mar.  Ay,  good  my  lord;   for  purposely 
therefore 
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Left  I  the  court  to  see  tUs  ^uanrel  tiied. 
K.  Hen.  O'  Gnd^s  name,  see  the  lists  a&d  aS 
things  flt^ 
Here  let  them  end  it,  and  (3k>d  defend   Jm 
right! 
York.  I  never  saw  a  fellow  worse  bested. 
Or  more  afraid  to  light,  than  is  tiie  appaHaiit, 
The  servant  of  this  armourer,  my  lords. 

Enter  on  <mm  side,  Hobnbb,  and  his  neigibown 
drinking  to  him  so  much  that  he  is  drunk  ;  and 
he  enters  bearing  his  staff  with  a  sand-hag 
fastened  to  it ;  adrumb^orehim:  at  the  other 
side^  Pbtbb,  with  a  drum  and  a  similar  staff 
aeoompaniedbjfprentioes  drinking  to  him. 

1  Heigh.  Here,  neighbour  Homer,  I  drink  t« 
yon  in  a  cap  of  sack.  And  fear  not,  neighbour, 
you  shall  do  well  enough. 

2  Neigh.  And  here,  neighbour,  here's  a  eup  of 
chameeo. 

3  Neigh.  And  here's  a  pot  of  good  doable  beer, 
neighbour:  drink,  and  fear  not  your  man. 

Hor.  Let  it  come,  i'f  aith,  and  I'll  pledge  you 
all;  and  a  fig  for  Peterl 

1  Pren.  Here,  Peter,  I  drink  to  thee;  and  be 
not  afraid. 

2  Fren.  Be  merry,  Peter,  and  fear  not  thy 
master:  fight  for  credit  of  the  prentices. 

Peter.  I  thank  you  all :  drink  and  pray  for  me, 
I  pray  yoa ;  for  I  think  I  have  taken  my  last 
draught  in  this  world.-*Here,  Bobin,  an  if  I  die 
I  give  thee  my  apron ;  and ,  Will ,  thoa  shalt  have 
my  hammer: — and  here,  Tom,  take  all  the  mon$y 
that  I  have.— 0  Lord,  bless  me,  I  pray  God  I  tot 
I  am  never  able  to  deal  with  my  master,  he  hath 
leamt  so  much  fence  already. 

Sal.  Oome,  leaye  your  drinking,  and  fUl  to 
blows. — Sirrah,  what's  thy  name? 

Peter.  Peter,  forsooth. 

Sal.  Peterl  what  more  f 

Peter.  Thump. 

Sal.  Thump  I  then  see  thou  thump  thy  master 
wen. 

Hor.  Masters,  I  am  come  hither,  as  it  were, 
upon  my  man's  instigation,  to  prove  him  a  knave 
and  myself  an  honest  man ;  and  touching  tlie 
Duke  of  Yoric,  I  will  take  my  death,  I  never 
meant  him  any  ill,  nor  the  king,  nor  the  queen: 
And  therefore,  Peter,  have  at  thee  with  a  down- 
right Uow»  as  Bevis  of  Southampton  fell  upoo 
Ascapart. 

York.  Despatch;— this knaye's tongue b^lns 
to  double. 
Soond  trumpet  alarum  to  the  combatants. 

[Alarum,    They  fight,  and  Pbtbb 
strikes  down  JUs  master.} 

Hot*  Hold,  Peter,  hold !  I  confess,  I  confess 
treason.  [Dies. 

York.  Takeaway  his  weapon :— Fellow,  thank 
God,  and  the  good  wine  in  thy  master's  way. 

Peter.  0  G^ !  have  I  overcome  mine  eneniee 
in  this  presenoe?  0  Peter,  thou  hast  prevafled 
in  right  I 

K.  Hen.  Go,  take  henoe  that  traitor  from  o«r 
sight; 
For,  by  his  death,  we  do  perceive  his  guilt : 
And  God,  in  justice,  hath  reveal'd  to  us 
The  truth  and  innocence  of  this  poor  fellow, 
Which  he  had  thought  to  have  murther'd  wzoDg^ 

fnUy. 
Gome,  fellow,  follow  us  for  thy  reward. 

r^        [  Exeunt. 
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KING   IIENRr 
SCENE  IV.— T*«  same.    A  Street 

WtUer  QfLOvnn  and  Serrants,  in  mourning  clodke, 

0lo,  Thni,  sometimes,  halh  the  bnghlett  Aay 
a  oload ; 
And  after  summer  erermere  sneeeeds 
Barren  winter,  with  his  wrathful  nipping  oold . 
60  cares  and  joys  ahonnd  as  seasons  fleet. 
Sirs,  What's  o'clock  f 

Serv,  Ten,  my  lord. 

Glo,  Ten  is  the  hour  that  was  appointed  me, 
To  watch  the  coming  of  my  panisn'd  dnohess ; 
TJneath  may  she  endure  the  flinty  streets, 
To  tread  them  with  her  tender-feeling  feet. 
Sweet  Nell,  ill  can  thy  nohle  mind  ahrook 
The  abjeot  people,  gazing  on  thy  face. 
With  envions  looks  still  laaghing  at  thy  shame, 
That  erst  did  follow  thy  proud  chariot  wheels. 
When  thou  didst  lide  in  triumph  tiirough  the 

streets. 
But  soft  f  I  think  she  comes ;  and  Fll  prepare 
Ify  tear-stain'd  eyes  to  see  her  miseries. 

Jffnier  the  Duchess  of  Globtbr,  in  a  tohiie  ekeet, 
with  papers  pinned  upon  her  back,  her  feet 
horet  and  a  taper  burning  in  her  hand;  Sir 
John  Stamlby,  a  Sheriff,  and  Officers. 

Serp.  80  please  yourgraee,  well  takeherfrom 

the  sheriff. 
€flo.  No,  stir  not,  for  your  lives ;  let  her  pass 


.  Con 


Dueh,  Come  yon,  my  lord,  to  see  my  open 
shame?  [gaze. 

Now  thou  dost  penance  too.    Look  how  they 
See  how  the  giddy  multitude  do  point,      [thee  I 
And  nod  their  heads,  and  throw  their  eyes  on 
Ah,  Gloster,  hide  thee  from  their  hateful  looks : 
And  in  thy  closet  pent  up  rue  my  shame. 
And  ban  thine  enemies,  both  mine  and  thine. 

€tto.  Be  patient,  gentle  Nell;   foiget  this 
grief. 

Dueh.  Ah,  Gloster,  teach  me  to  forget  myself : 
For,  whilst  I  think  I  am  thy  married  wife, 
And  thoQ  a  prince,  protector  of  this  land, 
Metbinks  I  should  not  thus  be  led  along, 
Mail'd  up  in  shame,  with  papers  on  my  back; 
And  follow'd  with  a  rabble,  that  rejoice 
To  see  mr  tears  and  hear  my  deep-fet  groans. 
The  ruthless  flint  doth  cut  my  tender  f  eet ; 
And  when  I  start  the  euTious  people  laugh, 
And  bid  me  be  advised  how  I  tread. 
Aht  Humphrey,  can  I  bear  this  shameful  yoke? 
Trowest  thou  that  e'er  I'll  look  upon  the  world ; 
Or  count  them  happy  that  enjoy  the  sun  7 
No;  dark  shall  be  my  light,  and  night  my  day ; 
To  think  upon  my  pomp  shall  be  my  heU. 
Sometime  FU  say,  I'm  Duke  Humphrey'*  wife ; 
And  he  a  prince,  and  ruler  of  the  land : 
Tet  so  he  rnl'd,  and  soeh  a  prince  he  was. 
As  he  stood  by,  whilst  I,  his  forlorn  duchess, 
Was  made  a  wonder,  and  a  pointing  stock. 
To  every  idle  rascal  follower. 
But  be  thou  mlM,  and  blosh  not  at  my  shsme ; 
Nor  stir  at  nothing,  till  the  axe  of  death 
Hang  over  thee,  as  sure  it  shortly  wilL 
Vor  Suffolk,— he  that  ean  do  all  hi  all 
With  her  that  hateth  thee  end  hates  us  all,— 
And  York,  and  impious  Beaufort,ihat  false  jnAeai, 
Hare  aU  lim'd  kishea  to  betray  thy  wings, 
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And,  fly  thou  how  thou  canst,  they'll  tangle  thee, 
But  fear  not  thou  until  tby  foot  be  snar'd. 
Nor  never  seek  prevention  of  thy  foes. 

Olo,  Ah,  Nell,  forbear;  thou  aimest  all  awry; 
I  mast  offend  before  I  be  attainted : 
And  had  I  twenty  times  so  many  foes. 
And  eaeh  of  them  had  twenty  times  their  power, 
All  these  could  not  procure  me  any  scatb, 
So  long  as  I  am  loyal,  true,  and  crimeless. 
Wouldst  have  me  rescue  thee  from  this  reproaeh  ? 
Why,  ^et  thy  scandal  were  not  wip'd  away, 
But  I  m  danger  for  the  breach  of  law. 
Thy  greatest  help  is  quiet,  gentle  Nell : 
I  pray  thee,  sort  thy  heart  to  patience; 
These  few  days*  wonder  wUl  be  quickly  worn. 

Enter  a  Herald. 

ffer,  I  summon  your  grace  to  his  majesty's 
parliament,  holden  at  Bury  the  first  of  this  next 
month. 

Olo,  And  my  consent  ne'er  ask'd  herein  before  I 
This  is  dose  dealing.— Well,  I  will  be  there. 

[Exit  Herald. 
My  Nell,  I  take  my  leave :— and.  Master  Sheriff, 
Let  not  hei  penance  exceed  the  king's  commission 

Sher,  An't  please  your  grace,  here  my  00m- 
mission  stays : 
And  Sir  John  Stanley  is  appointed  now 
To  take  her  with  him  to  the  Isle  of  Man. 

Glo,  Must  you,  Sir  John,  protect  my  lady 
here? 

8tan.  So  am  I  given  in  charge,  may't  please 
your  grace. 

Olo.  Entreat  her  not  the  worse,  in  that  I  pray 
You  use  her  well : 

The  world  may  laugh  again ;  and  I  may  live 
To  do  you  kindness,  if  you  do  it  her. 
And  so.  Sir  John,  fareweU. 

Dueh.  What,  gone,  my  lord;  and  bid  me  not 
farewefl? 

0lo.  Witness  my  tears.  I  cannot  stay  to  speak. 
lExeunt  Globtbb  and  Servants. 

Dueh.  Art  thou  gone  too  ?  AU  comfort  go  with 
thee, 
For  none  abides  with  me :  my  joy  is — death : 
Death,  at  whose  name  I  oft  have  been  afeard. 
Because,  I  wieh'd  this  world's  eternity.— 
Stanley,  I  prithee  go,  and  take  me  henoe; 
I  care  not  whither,  for  I  beg  no  favour. 
Only  convey  me  where  thou  art  commanded. 

8t€tn.  Why,  madam,  that  is  to  the  Isle  of  Man; 
There  to  be  used  according  to  your  state. 

Dueh.  That's  badenough,forIambatreproach: 
And  shall  I  then  be  used  reproachrolly  ? 

Stan.  Like  toa duchess,  andDukeHomphrciy^ 
lady. 
According  to  that  state  you  shall  be  used. 

Dueh.  Sheriff,  farewell,  and  better  than  I  fare. 
Although  thou  hast  been  conduct  of  my  shame  1 

Sher.  It  is  my  office ;  and,  madam,  pardon  me. 

Dueh.  Ay, ay,  farewell;  thy offioe  is  disoharg'd. 
Come,  Stanley,  shall  we  go  ? 

Stan.  Madam,  your  peuanoe  done,  throw  off 
this  sheet. 
And  go  we  to  attire  you  for  our  joomey. 

Dueh.  My  shame  will  not  be  shifted  with  my 
sheet; 
No,  it  will  hang  upon  my  richest  robes, 
And  show  itself,  atth*e  me  imw  I  can. 
Go,  lead  the  way;  I  long  to  see  my  prison. 
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ACT  m. 


SCENE  Z—The  Alley  a«  Bmry. 


Enter  to  the  Parliament^  King  Hbmbt,  Qaeen 

Maboabbt,    Cardiual   Beaufobt,    SuvroLS, 

YoBK,  BucKiMOHAM,  and  others, 

K,  Ben.  I  mase,  my  lord  of  Gloster  ib  not  oome ; 
Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  hiDdmoet  man, 
Whate'er  occasion  keeps  him  from  ns  now. 

Q.  Mar.  Can  yon  not  see?  or  will  yon  not 
observe 
The  straDgenesB  of  his  alter'd  coontenanoef 
With  what  a  majesty  he  bears  himself; 
How  insolent  of  late  he  is  become, 
How  prond,  peremptory,  and  nnlike  himself? 
We  know  the  time  since  he  was  mild  and  aflFable ; 
And  if  we  did  bat  glance  a  far-off  look« 
Immediately  he  was  npon  his  knee, 
That  all  the  court  admir'd  him  for  sabmistdon ; 
Bnt  meet  him  now,  and,  be  it  in  the  mom, 
When  every  one  will  give  the  time  of  day, 
He  knits  his  brow,  and  shows  an  angry  eye 
And  passeth  by  with  stiff  unbowed  knee. 
Disdaining  duty  that  to  us  belongs. 
Small  curs  are  not  regarded  when  they  grin « 
Bat  great  men  tremble  when  the  lion  roars ; 
And  Humphrey  is  no  little  man  in  England. 
First,  note,  that  he  is  near  yoa  in  descent ; 
And  should  you  fall  he  is  the  next  will  mounts 
He  seemeth  then,  it  is  no  policy, — 
Bespeoting  what  a  rancorous  mind  he  bear 
And  his  advantage  following  your  decease, — 
That  he  should  come  about  yonr  royal  peiaon. 
Or  be  admitted  to  jour  highness'  council. 
By  flattery  hath  he  won  the  commons'  Leart'' : 
And,  when  he  please  to  make  commotion, 
'Tis  to  be  fear'd  they  all  will  follow  him. 
Now  'tis  the  spring,and  weeds  are  shallow-rooted , 
Suffer  them  now,  and  they 'Uo'ergrowthe  garden, 
And  choke  the  herbs  for  want  of  husbandry. 
The  reverent  care  I  bear  unto  my  lord 
Made  me  collect  these  dangers  in  the  duke. 
If  it  be  fond,  call  it  a  woman's  fear; 
Which  fear  if  better  reasons  can  supplant, 
I  will  subscribe  and  say~I  wrong'd  the  duke. 
My  lord  of  Suffolk, — Buckingham,— and  York,— 
Beprove  my  allegation,  if  you  can ; 
Or  else  conclude  my  words  effectual. 
S^f.  Well  ha tb  your  highness  seen  into  this  duke; 
And  had  I  first  been  put  to  speak  my  mind, 
I  think  I  should  have  told  your  grace's  tale. 
The  duchess,  by  his  subornation. 
Upon  my  life,  began  her  devilish  practices : 
Or,  if  he  were  not  privy  to  those  faults, 
Yet,  by  reputing  of  his  high  descent 
(As  next  the  king  he  was  successive  heir). 
And  such  high  vaunts  of  his  nobility, 
Did  instigate  the  bedlam  brain-sick  duchess, 
By  wicked  means  to  frame  our  sovereign's  fall. 
Smooth  runs  the  water  where  the  brook  is  deep ; 
And  in  his  simple  show  he  harbours  treason. 
The  fox  barks  not  when  he  would  steal  the  lamb. 
No,  no,  my  sovereign ;  Qloster  is  a  man 
Unsounded  vet,  and  full  of  deep  deceit. 

Car.  Did  he  not,  contrary  to  form  of  law, 
Devise  strange  deaths  for  snoall  offences  done  ? 

Tork.  And  did  he  not,  in  his  protectorship, 
Levy  great  sums  of  money  through  the  realm. 
For  soldiers'  pay  in  France,  and  never  sent  it? 
By  means  whereof  the  towns  each  day  revolted. 


B^^ei,  Tail  These  an  petty  faults  to  iMdti 
unknown. 
Which  time  will  bring  to  light  in  smooth  Duke 
Humphrey. 
K.Een,  MylordiB,atoiioe.   The  care  yon  have 
of  OS, 
To  mow  down  thonit  that  would  annoy  onr  foot. 
Is  worthy  praise:  Bat  shall  I  speak  my  con- 
science ? 
Our  kinsman  Gloster  is  as  innocent 
From  meaning  treason  to  our  royal  person, 
As  is  the  socking  lamb  or  harmless  dove : 
The  duke  is  virtuous,  mild ;  and  too  well  given. 
To  dream  on  evil,  or  to  work  my  downfall. 
Q.  Mar.  Ah,  what's  more  dangeroos  than  this 
fond  affiance  I 
Seems  he  a  dove  ?  his  feathers  are  bat  borrow'd, 
For  he's  disposed  as  is  the  hateful  raven. 
Is  he  a  lamb  ?    His  skin  is  surely  lent  him ; 
For  he's  inclin'd  as  are  the  ravenous  wolves, 
Who  cannot  steal  a  shape  that  means  deceit  ? 
Take  heed,  my  lord ;  the  welfare  of  as  all 
Hangs  on  the  cutting  short  that  frandf ol  man. 

Enter  Soickbsbt. 

8om.  All  health  unto  my  gradoat  sovereign  f 
K.  Hen.   Welcome,  Lord  Somerset.     W^at 

news  from  France  ? 
8om.  That  all  your  interest  in  those  territories 
Is  utterly  bereft  yoa ;  all  is  lost. 
K.  Hen.   Cold   news.  Lord  Somerset.  Bat 

God's  will  be  done  1 
York.  Cold  news  for  me ;  for  I  had  hope  of 
France, 
As  firmly  as  I  hope  for  fertile  England. 
Til  us  are  my  blossoms  blasted  in  the  bod, 
And  caterpillars  eat  my  leaves  away : 
But  I  will  remedy  this  gear  ere  long 
Or  sell  my  title  for  a  glorious  grave.       \^Atide 

Enter  Globtbb. 

Olo.  All  happiness  nnto  my  lord  the  king  I 

Pardon,  my  liege,  that  I  have  stay'd  so  long. 

S^f.  Nay,  Gloster,  know  that  thou  art  come 

too  soon. 

Unless  thou  wert  more  loyal  than  thoa  art : 

I  do  arrest  thee  of  high  treason  here. 

Qlo.  Well,  Suffolk's  duke,  thou  dialt  not  see 

me  blush, 

Nor  change  my  countenance  for  this  arrest : 

A  heart  unspotted  is  not  easily  daxmted. 

The  purest  spring  is  not  so  free  from  mud 

As  I  am  clear  from  treason  to  my  sovereign  ! 

Who  can  accuse  me  ?  wherein  am  I  guilty? 

Torh.  'Tis  thought,  my  lord,  that  yoa  took 

bribes  of  France, 

And  being  protector,  stay'd  the  soldier's  pay ; 

By  means  whereof  his  highness  hath  lost  France. 

Qlo.  Is  it  but  thought  so  ?  What  are  they  that 

think  it? 

I  noTer  robb'd  the  soldiers  of  their  pay, 
...    -       j,^j 


Nor  ever  had  one  penny  bribe  from  ] 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  have  watch'd  the  nights- 
Ay,  night  by  night— in  studying  good  for  Eng 

laudl 
That  doit  that  e'er  I  wrested  from  the  Ung, 
Or  any  groat  I  hoarded  to  my  use. 
Be  brought  against  me  at  my  trial  day  t 
No  I  many  a  poandjof  mine  own  proper  stony 


KING  HENRY 
Baeanse  I  would  not  tax  the  needy  commons. 
Hare  I  dispersed  to  the  garrisons, 
And  neTer  ask'd  for  restitution. 

Car,  It  serves  yon  well,  my  lord,  to  say  so  much. 

Qlo.  I  say  no  more  than  tmth,  so  help  me  Gt)d  f 

York,  In  yoor  protectorship,  yon  did  devise 
Strange  tortmres  for  offenders,  nerer  heard  of, 
That  England  was  defam'd  by  tyranny. 

QUi,  Why,  'tis  well  known,  that  whiles  1  was 
protector 
Pity  was  all  the  fanlt  that  was  in  me ; 
For  I  should  melt  at  an  offender's  tears. 
And  lowly  words  were  ransom  for  their  fault. 
Unless  it  were  a  bloody  mortherer, 
Orfonl  felonious  tbief,that  fleeo'dpoor  passengers, 
I  ncTer  gave  them  condign  punishment: 
Murther,  indeed,  that  bloody  sin,  I  tortur'd 
AboYS  the  felon,  or  what  trespass  else. 

Buf,  My  lord,  these  faults  are  eaayi  quickly 
answer'd : 
But  mightier  crimes  are  laid  onto  your  charge. 
Whereof  you  cannot  easily  purge  yourself. 
I  do  arrest  you  in  his  highness'  name : 
And  here  commit  you  to  my  lord  cardinal 
To  keep,  tmtil  your  further  time  of  tnaL 

JC.  Ben.  My  lord  of  Gloster,  'tis  my  special  hope. 
That  you  will  clear  yourself  from  all  suspects ; 
My  conscience  tells  me  you  are  innocent.    • 

Qlo,  Ah,gracions  lord^these  days  are  dangerous. 
Virtue  is  chok'd  with  foul  ambition, 
And  charity  chas'd  hence  by  rancooff's  hand ; 
Foul  subornation  is  predomirrant, 
And  equity  exil'd  your  highness'  land. 
I  know  their complot  is  to  bavo  my  life: 
And,  if  my  death  would  make  tbis  island  happy, 
And  prove  the  period  of  their  tyranny, 
I  woold  expend  it  with  all  willingness : 
But  mine  is  made  the  prologue  to  their  play; 
For  thousands  more,  that  yet  suspect  no  peril. 
Will  not  conclude  their  plotted  tragedy,   [malice, 
Beaufort's  red  sparkling  eyes  blab  bis  heart's 
And  Suffolk's  cloudy  brow  his  stormy  hate ; 
Sharp  Buckingham  unburtbens  with  his  tongue 
The  envious  load  that  lies  upon  bis  heart ; 
And  dogged  Tork,  that  reaches  at  the  moon, 
Whose  overweening  arm  I  have  pluck'd  back 
By  false  accuse  doth  level  at  my  life: 
And  you,  my  sovereign  lady,  with  the  rest, 
Causeless  have  laid  disgraces  on  my  head : 
And,  with  your  best  endeavour,  have  stirr'd  up 
My  liefest  liege  to  be  mine  enemy : 
Av.  all  of  you  have  laid  your  heads  together. 
Myself  had  notice  of  your  conventicles, 
And  all  to  make  away  my  guiltless  life ; 
1  shall  not  want  false  witness  to  condemn  me, 
Nor  store  of  treasons  to  augment  my  goilt  ? 
The  ancient  proverb  will  be  well  affected, — 
A  staff  is  quickly  found  to  beat  a  dog. 

Car,  My  L^ege,  bis  railing  is  intolerable : 
If  those  that  care  to  keejp  your  royal  person 
From  treason's  secret  knife,  and  traitor's  rage, 
Be  thus  upbraided,  chid,  and  rated  at. 
And  the  offender  granted  scope  of  speech, 
'Twill  make  them  cool  in  seal  unto  your  grace. 

Buf.^  Hath  be  not  twit  our  sovereign  lady  here, 
With  innominioua  words,  thoi;igh  clerkly  couoh'd, 
As  if  she  had  suborned  some  one  to  swear 
False  allegations  to  o'ertbrow  his  state? 

Q.  Mar,  But  I  can  give  the  loser  leave  to  chide. 

Qlo,  Far   truer  spoke  than  meant;  I  lose, 
indeed; — 
Beshrew  the  winners,  for  they  play'd  me  false. 
4nd  well  such  losers  may  have  leave  to  speak  I 
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Bwh,  He'll  wrest  the  sense,  and  hold  os  here 
all  day: 
Lord  cardinal,  he  is  yoor  prisoner. 

Oar,  Sirs,  take  away  the  duke,  and  guard  him 
sure. 

Qlo,  Ah,,  thus  King  Henry  throws  away  his 
crutoh. 
Before  his  legs  be  firm  to  bear  his  body : 
Thus  is  the  shepherd  beaten  from  thy  side. 
And  wolves  are  gnarling  who  shall  gnawthee  ilrst. 
Ah,  that  my  fears  were  false  I  ah,  that  it  were  I 
For,  good  King  Henry,  thy  decay  I  fear. 

^Exeunt  Attendants,  with  Glosteb. 

K.Hen,  Iaj  lords,  what  to  your  wisdom  seemeth 
best. 
Do,  or  ondo,  as  if  onrself  were  here. 

Q,  Mar,  What,  will  your  highness  leave  the 
parliament  ? 

K,  Hen.  kj^  Ifargaret;  my  heart  is  drown'd 
with  grief. 
Whose  flood  begins  to  flow  within  mine  ejw ; 
My  body  round  engirt  with  misery: 
For  what's  more  miserable  than  discontent  7 
Ah,  uncle  Humphrey  1  in  thy  face  I  see 
The  map  of  honour,  faruth,  and  loyalty; 
And  yet,  good  Humphrey,  is  the  hour  to  come. 
That  e'er  I  prov'd  thee  false,  or  fear'd  thy  faith. 
What  low'ring  star  now  envies  thy  estate. 
That  these  great  lords,  and  Margaret  our  queen. 
Do  seek  subversion  of  thy  harmless  life  ? 
Then  never  didst  them  wrong,  nor  no  man  wrong : 
And  as  the  butcher  takes  away  the  calf. 
And  binds  the  wretch,  and  beats  it  when  it  strays, 
Bearing  it  to  the  bloody  slaughter-l^ouse ; 
Even  so,  remorseless,  have  they  borne  him  henee. 
And  as  the  dam  runs  lowing  up  and  down. 
Looking  the  way  her  harmless  young  one  went. 
And  can  do  nought  but  wail  her  darUng's  loss ; 
Even  so  myself  oewails  good  Gloster's  ease. 
With  sad  unhelpful  tears ;  and  with  dimm'd  eyes 
Look  after  him,  and  cannot  do  him  good; 
So  mighty  are  bis  vowed  enemies. 
His  fortunes  I  will  weep ;  and,  'twixt  each  groan 
Say—"  Who's  a  traitor,  Gloster  he  is  none." 

[Exit, 

Q,  Mar,  Free  lords,  cold  snow  melts  with  the 
sun's  hot  beams. 
Henry  my  lord  is  cold  in  great  affairs. 
Too  full  of  foolish  pity :  and  Gloster's  show 
Beguiles  him,  aa  the  monmf  ol  crocodile 
With  sorrow  snares  relenting  passengers; 
Or  as  the  snake,  roll'd  in  a  flowering  bank, 
With  shining  obecker'd  slough,  doth  sting  a  child, 
That,  for  the  beauty,  thinks  it  excellent. 
Believe  me,  lords,  were  none  more  wise  than  I 
(And  yet,  herein  I  judge  mine  own  wit  good). 
This  Gloster  should  be  quickly  rid  the  world. 
To  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him. 

Car,  That  he  should  die  is  worthy  policy: 
But  yet  we  want  a  cdonr  for  his  death : 
'Tis  meet  be  be  eondemn'd  by  course  of  law. 

8uf,  But,  in  my  mind,  that  were  no  policy : 
The  king  will  labour  still  to  save  his  life ; 
The  commons  haoly  rise  to  save  bis  life ; 
And  yet  we  have  out  trivial  argument. 
More  than  mistrust,  that  shows  him  worthy  death. 

York.  So  that  by  thii  you  would  not  have  him 
die. 

S^f.  Ah,  York,  no  man  alive  so  fain  as  I. 

York.  'Tis  York  that  hath  more  reason  for 
bis  death. 
But,  my  lord  cardinal,  and  yoi^  my  lord  of 
Suffolk,-      Digitized  by  Google 
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Bay  M  ytm  tbinlr,  and  ipeak  K  from  yont  80iili» 
Were't  not  mil  ODe,  an  empty  eagle  were  set 
To  gnard  the  ebfoken  fhnn  a  hangry  kite,    [tor  ? 
Aa  place  Dake  Hamphrey  for  the  king's  protec- 

Q,  Mar.  So  the  poor  ohioken  should  be  sore  of 
death. 

8i^,  Madam, 'tis  tme:  andwere'tnotmadneaa 
then, 
To  make  the  fox  surveyor  of  the  fold  f 
Who  being  aocns'd  a  crafty  mnrtherer,  - 
His  gnilt  should  be  bat  idly  posted  over, 
Beoanse  his  purpose  is  not  executed, 
No ;  let  him  die,  in  that  he  is  a  fox, 
By  nature  pror'd  an  enemy  to  the  flook 
(Before  his  chaps  be  stain'd  with  crimson  blood). 
As  Hamphrey,  prored  by  reasons,  to  my  liege. 
And  do  not  stand  on  quillets,  how  to  slay  him : 
Beit  by  gins,  by  snares,  by  subtilty, 
Sleeping  or  waking,  'tis  no  matter  how, 
So  he  be  dead ;  for  that  is  good  deceit 
Which  mates  him  iirst  that  first  intends  deceit. 

Q,  Mar,  Thrioe-noble  Soflolk,  *ti8  resolutely 
spoke. 

Suf,  Not  resolute,  except  so  much  were  done ; 
For  things  are  often  spoke,  and  seldom  meant : 
But,  that  my  heart  accordeth  with  my  tongue, — 
Seeing  the  deed  is  meritorious. 
And  to  preserve  my  sovereign  from  his  foe, — 
Say  but  the  word,  and  I  will  be  his  priest. 

Oar.  But  I  would  have  him  dead,  my  lord  of 
Suffolk, 
Ere  you  can  take  due  orders  for  a  priest 
Say  you  consent,  and  censure  well  the  deed, 
And  I'll  provide  his  executioner, 
I  tender  so  the  safety  of  mv  liege. 

Suf.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  deed  is  worthy  ddng. 

Q.  Mar.  And  so  say  L 

York.  And  I :  and  now  we  three  have  spoke  it. 
It  akUlB  not  greatly  who  impugns  our  doom. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

JTms.  Great  lords,  fh>m  Ireland  am  I  eome 
amain. 
To  signify,  tbat  rebels  there  are  up. 
And  pat  the  Englishmen  unto  the  sword: 
Send  suoeours,  lords,  and  stop  the  rage  betlme. 
Before  the  wound  do  grow  incurable ; 
For  being  green  there  is  great  hope  of  help. 

Oar,  A  breach  that  craves  a  quick  expedient 
stop  I 
What  counsel  give  you  in  this  weighty  cause  f 

York.  That  Somerset  be  sent  as  regent  thither; 
Tis  meet  that  lucky  ruler  be  cmplo;pd ; 
Witness  the  fortune  he  hath  had  in  France. 

80m.  If  Tork,  with  all  bis  f ar-fet  policy, 
Had  been  the  regent  there  instead  of  me. 
He  never  would  have  stay'd  in  France  so  long. 

York.  No.  cot  to  lose  it  all  as  thou  hast  done : 
I  rather  would  have  lost  my  life  betimes. 
Then  bring  a  burthen  of  dishonour  home, 
By  staying  there  so  long,  till  all  were  lost 
Show  me  one  scar  charaoter'd  on  thy  skin : 
Men's  flesh  preserv'd  so  whr^e,  do  seldom  win. 

Q,  Mar,  Nay,  then,  this  spark  will  prove  a 
raging  fire, 
H  wind  and  fuel  be  brought  to  feed  it  with : 
No  more,  good  Tork ;— eweet  Somerset  be  still : 
Tby  fortune,  York,  hadst  thou  been  regent  there. 
Might  happily  have  prov'd  far  worse  than  his. 

York,  What,  worse  than  naught  ?  nay,  then 
a  shame  take  all  t 

Bom,  And  in  the  number  tbee,  that  wiihest 
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0».  My  lordiof  Tories  try  wiiat  your  foHono 

is. 

The  uncivil  Eeraea  of  Irdand  are  in  armf. 
And  temper  elay  with  blood  of  Boglishmeii: 
To  Ireland  will  vou  lead  a  band  of  men. 
Collected  oboicely,  from  each  county  soma, 
And  try  your  hap  against  the  Irishmen  f 

York.  I  will,  my  lord,  so  i^ease  his  majesfy. 

Bukf.  Why,  omr  authority  is  his  consent; 
And  what  we  do  establish  he  eonflrms : 
Then,  noble  Tork,  take  thou  this  task  hi  hand. 

York,  I  am  content:  Provide  me  soldiers,  lords, 
Whiletf  I  take  order  for  mine  own  aifaira. 

S^f,  A  charge,  Lord  Tork,  thati  will  see  per- 
form'd. 
But  now  return  we  to  the  false  Duke  Homnbrey. 

Car,  No  more  of  him,  for  I  will  deal  with  him 
Tbat  henoefortb  he  ahall  tronble  «s  no  more. 
And  so  break  off;  the  day  Is  almost  snent ; 
Lord  Suffolk,  you  and  I  must  talk  of  tiiat  event 

York.  Mv  lord  of  Suffolk,  within  ftmrteen  days. 
At  Bristol  I  expect  my  aoldiera ; 
For  there  I'll  ship  them  all  for  Ireland. 

8%^*  1%  see  it  truly  done,  my  lord  of  Toik. 
[Exeunt  all  bui  Tou. 

York.  Now,  York,  or  never,  steel  thy  fearful 
thooghts. 
And  change  misdoubt  to  resolution : 
Be  that  thou  hop'st  to  be ;  or  what  tho«  art 
Resign  to  death,  it  is  not  worth  the  enjoying : 
Let  pale-fao'd  fear  keep  with  the  mean-bom  man, 
And  find  no  harbour  in  a  royal  heart. 
Faster  than  spring-time  showers  cornea  tbongfat 

on  thought. 
And  not  a  thought  but  thinks  en  dignity. 
My  brain,  more  busy  than  the  labouring  spider, 
Weaves  tedious  snares  to  trap  mine  enemisB. 
Well,  nobles,  well,  'tis  politicly  done. 
To  send  me  packing  with  an  host  of  men : 
I  fear  me  you  but  warm  the  starved  snake. 
Who,  cheiish'd  in  your  breasts,  will  sting  your 
hearts. 

Twas  men  I  lacked,  and  you  wHl  give  them  me : 
I  take  it  kindly ;  yet  be  weU  assiuM 
Tou  put  sharp  weapons  in  a  madman's  handa. 
Whiles  I  in  Ireland  nourish  a  mighty  band, 
I  will  stir  up  in  England  some  Mack  storm 
Shall  blow  ten  thousand  souls  to  heaven  or  hell: 
And  this  fell  tempest  shsU  not  cease  to  rage 
Until  the  golden  circuit  on  my  head. 
Like  to  the  glorious  sun's  tninspsrent  1 
Do  calm  the  fury  of  this  mad- bred  flaw. 
And,  for  a  minister  of  my  intent, 
I  have  seduo'd  a  headstrong  Eentisbmsn, 
John  Cade  of  Aehford, 
To  make  commotion,  as  full  well  he  csa, 
Under  the  title  of  John  Mortimer. 
In  Ireland  have  I  seen  this  stnbborn  Cade 
Oppose  himself  against  a  troop  of  Eemes ; 
And  foaght  so  long,  till  thathis  thighs  with  darta 
Were  almost  like  a  sharp-quill'd  porcupine : 
And,  in  the  end,  being  rescued,  I  have  seen 
Him  caper  upright  like  a  wild  Morisoo, 
Shaking  the  bloody  darts,  as  he  his  bells. 
Full  often,  like  a  sbag-hair'd  crafty  Eeme, 
Hath  he  conversed  with  the  enemy ; 
And  undiscover'd  come  to  me  again. 
And  give  me  notice  of  their  villainiea. 
This  devil  here  shall  be  my  substitute ; 
For  that  John  Mortimer,  which  now  is  dead. 
In  face,  and  gait,  and  speech,  he  doth  resemble. 
By  this  I  shall  perceive  the  commons'  mind, 
How  they  affect  the  house  and  daim  of  York. 
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8ij,  1m  b6  taken,  neled,  fend  toriored: 
I  know  no  pain  tiiey  cmn  infliet  upon  blm 
Will  make  bim  lay — ^I  moTedhim  to  those  anna. 
Smt,  that  he  tbrire  (m  'tis  great  like  he  will), 
Why,  then  from  Ireland ,  come  I  with  my  strength, 
And  reap  the  harvest  which  that  rascal  sowed : 
For,  Humphrey  being  dead,  as  he  shall  be, 
And  Henry  put  apart,  the  next  for  me. 

SCOEiHE  n.— Boxy.    A  Boom  in  (he  Palace, 
Snter  eerUdn  Mnrtherera,  ieutUy. 

1  Iftfr.  Bon  tomy  Lord  of  Suffolk;  kthimknow 
We  have  deapatehed  the  dnke  aa  he  commanded. 

S  Mur,  O.  that  it  weie  to  do  1— What  hare  we 
donef 
fiidti  eT«»r  near  a  man  so  penitent? 

Enter  Sjswwouu 

1  Mur.  Here  eomea  my  lord. 

£h/.  Now,  sirs,  have  yon  deepatoh'd  this  thing? 

1  Mur.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  he's  dead. 

B^f,  Why,  that's  well  said.    Go,  get  yon  to 
myhoQse; 
I  will  reward  yon  for  thia  Tentnrona  deed. 
The  king  and  all  the  peers  are  here  at  hand: — 
Have  joa  laid  fair  the  bed  ?  are  all  tbinga  weU, 
According  aa  I  gave  directions  f 

1  Mur,  'Tii,  my  good  lord. 

S^f.  Away,  be  gone  I 

[JSaetna  MnrthererB. 

Enter  King  Hshbt,  Qneen  Maboarbt,  Garciinal 
Bkautobt,  Sokebset,  Lords,  and  othere, 

K.  Hen.  Go.  call  our  uncle  to  our  presence 
ftetlght: 
Say,  we  iutoija  lo  tr^  his  graee  to-day. 
If  he  be  ffoiltyt  es  'tis  published. 
Suf,  111  oall  him  presently,  my  noUe  lord. 

lExiL 
Kt  Hen.  Lords,  take  your  plaeea :— -And,  I 
pray  you  all, 
Proceed  no  straiter  'gainst  our  uncle  Gloster, 
Than  from  true  evidence,  of  good  esteem, 
He  be  approv'd  in  praotioe  culpable. 

Q,  Mar.  God  forbid  any  malice  diould  preiail. 
That  faoHleaa  may  condemn  a  nobleman  I 
Prav  God  he  may  acquit  him  of  suapicioa ! 
A.  Ran,  I  thank  thee,  Margaret ;  these  words 
eontent  me  muolu 

Ba-anUr  Suffolk. 
How  now  r  why  look'at  thou  palef  why  tremUeet 


Where  is  our  undo  ?  what's  the  matter.  Suffolk? 
Buf,  Dead  hi  hia  bed,  my  lord;  Gloater  is 


g.  Jfor.  Many,  God  forefendl 
or.  God'a  secret  judgment;  I  did  dveam  to- 
night 
Slia  take  waa  dumb,  and  oould  not  speak  a  word. 
\Tke  &OIG  mooon», 
Q.  Mar.  How  fturea  my  lord?— Help,  lordal 

the  king  is  dead. 
Bam,  Bear  up  hia  body;  wring  him  by  the  nose. 
Q.  Mar.  Bon,  go,  help,  help  I— O  Henry,  ope 

thine  eyeal 
S^f.  Hedoth  revive  again:— Madam,  be  patient 
K,  Hen.  O  heavenly  God  I 
Ol  Mar,  How  farea  my  gracioua  lord  ? 
A/.  Ooarfort,iBy80T«rdgBl  graaioaaHaniy, 
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K,  Hen.  What,  doib  my  lord  of  Sidfblk  eoi»> 
fort  me? 
Game  he  right  now  to  sing  a  raven's  note. 
Whose  dismal  tune  bereft  my  vital  powers ; 
And  thinks  he  that  the  chirping  of  a  wren, 
.By  crying  comfort  from  a  hoUow  breast. 
Can  chase  away  the  first-couceived  sound? 
Hide  not  thy  poison  with  such  sngar'd  words. 
Lay  not  thy  hands  on  me ;  forbear,  I  say ; 
Their  tonoh  affrights  me  aa  a  serpent's  sting. 
Tbou  baleful  mes8ett|(er,  out  of  my  sight  1 
Upon  thine  eyeballs  murtherons  tyranny 
Sits  in  grim  majesty,  to  fright  the  world. 
Look  not  upon  me,  for  thine  eves  are  wounding: 
Yet  do  not  go  away : — Come,  basilisk, 
And  kill  the  innocent  gazer  with  thy  sight: 
For  in  the  shade  of  death  I  ahall  find  joy ; 
In  life  but  double  death,  now  Gloster's  dead. 
Q.  Mar.  Why  do  you  rate  my  lord  of  Suffolk 
thus? 
Although  the  doke  was  enemy  to  him. 
Yet  he,  most  Christianlike,  laments  his  death : 
And  for  myself,  foe  aa  he  was  to  me, 
Might  Hqnid  tears,  at  heart-offending  groana. 
Or  blcod-consnming  sighs,  recall  hia  life, 
I  would  be  blind  with  weeping,  aick  with  groana. 
Look  pale  as  primrose  with  blood-drinking  sigha 
And  all  to  have  the  noble  duke  alive. 
What  know  I  how  the  world  may  deem  of  me  ? 
For  it  ia  known  we  were  but  hollow  friends ; 
It  may  be  jadg'd  I  made  the  duke  away : 
So  shall  my  name  with  alander'a  tongue  be 

wounded. 
And  princea'  courts  be  flll'd  with  my  reproach. 
This  get  I  by  his  death :  Ah  me,  unhappy  I 
To  be  a  queen,  and  crown'd  with  infamy  1 
E,  EUk,  Ah,  woe  is  me  for  Gloater,  wretdfaed 

Q,  Mar.  Be  woe  for  me,  more  wretched  than 

heia. 
What,  doet  thou  turn  away,  and  hide  thy  faoa? 
I  am  no  loathsome  leper,  look  on  me. 
What,  art  thou  like  the  adder  waxen  deaf  ? 
Be  poisonous  too,  and  kill  tby  forlorn  queen. 
Is  all  thy  comfort  shut  in  Gloster's  tomb  ? 
Wby,  tb«i.  Dame  Margaret  waa  ne'er  thy  joy : 
Erect  bis  statae  then,  and  worship  it, 
And  make  m^  image  bat  an  alehonse  sign. 
Was  I  for  thu  nigh  wreok'd  upon  the  aea ; 
And  twice  by  awkward  wind  from  England'a  bank 
Drove  back  again  unto  my  native  dime  ? 
What  boded  thia  ;  but  well-forewarning  wind 
Did  seem  to  say, — Seek  not  a  aeorpion's  neat, 
Nor  set  no  footing  on  thia  unkind  shore  ? 
What  did  I  then,  but  cura'd  the  gentle  gusts. 
And  he  that  loos'd  them  forth  theur  brazen  caves ; 
And  bid  them  blow  towards  England'a  Ueased 

ahore. 
Or  turn  our  ateni  upon  a  dreadful  rook  ? 
Yet  .£olu8  would  not  be  a  murtherer, 
Bot  left  that  hateful  office  unto  thee: 
The  pretty  vaulting  aea  ref  os'd  to  drown  me ; 
Snowing  that  thou  wouldst  have  me  drown'd  on 

ahore, 
THih  teara  aa  aalt  as  sea,  through  thy  unkindness : 
The  splitting  rocks  cow'red  in  the  sinking  sands, 
And  would  not  dash  me  with  their  ragged  sides ; 
Becaaae  thy  flinty  heart,  more  hard  than  they« 
Might  in  thy  palaoe  perish  Margaret. 
As  far  aa  I  could  ken  thy  chalky  difla, 
When  from  tbv  ahore  the  tompeat  beat  ua  bacK 
I  stood  upon  the  hatchea  in  the  storm : 
Aadwheatbadeak^alijb^aatefoh         ■ 
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Hy  eamest  gaping  ttght  of  thy  land's  Yiew, 
I  took  a  cosuy  jewel  horn  mj  neok, — 
A  heart  it  was,  bound  in  with  diamonds, — 
And  threw  it  towards  thy  land  ;-the  searecelT'd  it  | 
And  so  I  wished  thy  body  might  my  heart : 
And  eTen  with  this  I  lost  fair  England's  view, 
And  bid  mine  eyes  be  packing  with  my  heart ; 
And  call'd  them  blind  and  dusky  spectacles, 
For  losing  ken  of  Albion's  wished  coast. 
How  often  haye  I  tempted  Soffolk's  tongas 
(The  agent  of  thy  fool  inconstancy), 
To  sit  and  witch  me,  as  Ascanins  did. 
When  he  to  madding  Dido  would  unfold 
His  father's  acts,  commeno'd  in  homing  Troy  1 
Am  I  not  witch'd  like  her  ?  or  thon  not  f aUe 

Ukehim? 
Ah  me,  I  can  no  more  t    Die  Margaret  I 
For  Henry  weeps  that  thon  dost  Iitc  so  long. 

N^oi$e  within.    Enter  Warwick  and  Salisbuet. 

The  Commons  preu  to  the  door. 

War.  It  is  reported,  mighty  soTcreign, 
That  good   Dake   Homphiey  traitoroosly  is 

morther'd 
By  Suffolk  and  the  Otrdinal  Beaufort's  means. 
The  commons,  like  an  angry  hive  of  bees. 
That  want  their  leader,  scatter  np  and  down, 
And  care  not  who  they  sting  in  his  revenge. 
Myself  have  oalm'd  their  spleenfol  mutiny, 
Until  they  hear  the  order  of  his  death. 
K.  Hen.  That  he  is  dead,  good  Warwick,  'tis 

too  true; 
Bat  how  he  died,  Ood  knows,  not  Henry: 
Eater  his  chamber,  Tiew  his  breathless  corpse, 
And  comment  then  upon  his  sudden  death. 
War,   That  shall  I  do,  my  liege:— Stay, 

Salisburyf 
^tb^the  rude  multitude,  till  I  return. 

goes  into  an  inner  room  and  Sal.  re  tires. 


.  Hen.  O  thou  that  jndgest  ail  things,  stay  my 
thoughts ; 

My  thoughts,  that  labour  to  persuade  my  soul 
Some  violent  hands  were  laid  on  Humphrey's  life! 
If  my  suspect  be  false,  forgive  me,  God ; 
For  judgment  only  doth  belong  to  thee  1 
Fain  would  I  go  to  chafe  his  paly  lips 
\Vith  twenty  thousand  kisses,  and  to  drain 
Upon  his  face  an  ocean  of  salt  tears ; 
To  tell  my  love  unto  his  dumb-deaf  trunk. 
And  with  my  fingers  feel  his  hand  unfeeling ; 
But  all  in  vain  are  these  mean  obsequies ; 
And  to  survey  his  dead  and  earthly  image. 
What  were  it  but  to  make  my  sorrow  greater  ? 

The  folding  doors  of  an  inner  chamber  are  thrown 
open^  and  Glo8T£R  is  discovered  dead  in  his 
bed :  Wabwick  and  others  standing  by  it. 

War,  Gome  hither,  graeious  sovereign,  view 

this  body. 
K.  Hen,  That  is,  to  see  how  deep  my  grave  is 
made: 
For  with  his  soul  fled  all  mv  worldly  solace : 
For  seeing  him,  I  see  my  hfe  in  death. 

War,  As  surely  as  my  soul  intends  to  live 
With  that  dread  King,  that  took  oor-state  upon 

him 
To  ftree  us  from  his  Father's  wrathful  curse, 
I  do  believe  that  violent  hands  were  laid 
Upon  the  life  of  this  thrice-f  oned  duke. 
St^f,  A  dreadful  oath,  sworn  with  a  solemn 
tongue  I 
What  instance  gives  Lord  Warwick  for  bis  vow  t 
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War.  See,  how  the  blood  is  settled  hi  his  faoe  t 
Oft  have  I  seen  a  timely-parted  gboet. 
Of  ashy  semblance,  meagre,  pale,  and  bloodless, 
Being  all  descended  to  the  labouriug  heart ; 
Who,  in  the  conflict  that  it  holds  with  death. 
Attracts  the  same  for  aidance  'gainst  the  enemy; 
Which  with  the  heart  there  cools,  and  ne'er 

retumeth 
To  blush  and  beantifv  the  cheek  again. 
But  see,  his  face  is  black,  and  full  of  blood ; 
His  eyeballs  further  out  thnn  when  he  Uv'd, 
Staring  full  ghastly  like  a  strangled  man: 
His  hur  nprear'd,  his  nostrils  stretoh'd  with 

straggling ; 
His  hands  abroad  display'd,  as  one  that  grasped 
And  tugg'd  for  life,  and  was  by  strength  subdued. 
Look  on  the  sheets,  his  hair,  you  see,  is  sticking : 
His  well-proportioned  beard  made  rough  and 

rugged. 
Like  to  the  summer's  com  by  tempest  lodg'd. 
It  cannot  be  bat  he  was  mmiher'd  here, 
The  least  of  all  these  signs  were  probable. 
8i^f.  Why,  Warwick,  who  should  do  the  duke 

to  deaths 
Myself  and  Beaufort  had  him  in  protection ; 
And  we,  I  hope,  sir,  are  no  murtherers. 

War,  But  both  of  you  were  vow'd   Duke 

Humphrey's  foes ; 
And  you,  forsooth,  had  the  good  duke  to  keep : 
'Tis  like  yoa  would  not  feast  him  like  a  friend ; 
And  'tis  well  seen  he  foand  an  enemy. 
Q,  Mar,  Then  yon,  belike,  suspect  these  noble- 
men 
As  guilty  of  Dake  Humphrey's  timeless  death. 
War,  Who  finds  the  heifer  dead,  and  bleeding 

fresh. 
And  sees  fast  by  a  butcher  with  an  axe, 
Bat  will  suspect  'twas  he  that  made  the  slaughter  7 
Who  finds  the  partridge  in  the  puttock's  nest. 
Bat  may  imagine  how  the  bird  was  dead, 
Although  the  kite  soar  with  unblooded  beak  ? 
Even  so  suspicious  is  this  trsgedy, 

Q,  Mar,  Are  you  the  butcher,  Suffolk ;  where'i 

your  knife  ? 
Is  Beaufort  term'd  a  kite ;  where  are  his  talons  7 
Suf.  I  wear  no  kuife  to  slaughter  sleeping  men; 
But  here's  a  vengeful  sword,  rusted  with  ease. 
That  shall  be  scoured  in  bis  rancorous  heart 
That  slanders  me  with  murther's  crimson  badge; 
Say,  if  thou  dar'st,  proud  lord  of  Warwickshire, 
That  I  am  faulty  in  Duke  Humphrey's  death. 
[Exeunt  Cardinal,  Som.,  and  others. 
War,  What  dares  not  Warwick,  if  false  Suffolk 

dare  him  ? 
Q,  Mar.  He  dares  not  calm  his  oontumelious 

spirit, 
Nor  cease  to  be  an  arrogant  controller. 
Though  Suffolk  dare  bim  twenty  thousand  times. 
TTar.  Madam,  bestill,  with  reverence msjisay; 
For  every  word  you  speak  in  his  behalf 
Is  slander  to  your  roval  dignity. 

Suf.  Blnnt-witted  lord,  ignoble  in  demeanour. 
If  ever  lady  wrong'd  her  lord  so  much. 
Thy  mother  took  Into  her  blamefal  bed 
Some  stem  untutor'd  churl,  and  noble  stock 
Was  graft  with  crab-tree  slip;  whose  fruit  thou  art, 
And  never  of  the  Nevils'  noble  race. 

War,  Bat  that  the  guilt  of  murther  booklers 

thee. 
And  I  should  rob  the  deathsman  of  his  fee. 
Quitting  thee  thereby  of  ten  thousand  sham  . 
And  that  my  sovereign's  presence  makes  me  mild, 
I  would,  false  murtherooi  oowar4*  on  thy  knee 
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Hake  thee  beg  perdon  for  thy  passed  speech. 
And  say— It  was  thy  mother  that  thou  meant'at^ 
That  tboa  thyself  wast  bom  in  bastardy : 
And,  after  all  this  fearfol  homage  done, 
OiTe  tiiee  thy  hire,  and  send  thy  sonl  to  hell, 
Peroicions  bloodsncker  of  sleepuig  men  1 
B^f.  Tboa  Shalt  be  waking  while  I  shed  thy 
blood, 
If  from  this  presence  then  dar'st  go  with  me. 

War.  Awav  even  now,  or  I  will  drag  thee  hence: 
Unworthy  thongh  then  art,  I'll  cope  with  thee, 
And  do  some  serrice  to  Dake  Humphrey's  ghost. 
\Extunt  SoTFOLK  and  Warwick. 
K  J3en.WhatBtronger  breastplate  than  a  heart 
nntaiutcd  I 
Thrice  is  he  arm'd  thai  hath  bis  qnarrel  just ; 
And  he  but  naked,  though  look'd  np  in  steel, 
Whose  conscience  with  injostioe  is  oormpted. 
[^  noUe  within, 
Q.  Mar  What  noise  is  this? 

Rt-enUr  Sutfolk  oiuf  Wabwick,  vnih  their 
weapom  drawn, 

K.  Ben,  Why,  how  now,  lords  f  yonr  wrath- 
ful weapons  drawn 
Here  in  onr  presence  ?  dare  yon  be  so  bold  ? — 
Wby,  what  tnmnltaoas  damoar  haTc  we  here? 
A/.  The  traitorous  Warwick,  with  the  men  of 
Bary, 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  sovereign. 

Noiie  of  a  crowd  within.     He-enter  Salisbuby. 

8aL  Sirs,  stand  apart;  the  ling  shall  know 
yonr  miod. —    [SpeaJnng  to  those  within. 
Dread  lord,  the  commons  send  yon  word  by  me, 
IJDless  Lord  Suffolk  straight  be  doue  to  death, 
Or  banished  fair  England's  territories. 
They  will  by  violence  tear  him  from  yonr  palace, 
And  torture  him  with  grievous  lingering  death. 
They  say,  by  him  the  good  Duke  Humphrey  died ; 
They  say,  in  him  they  fear  your  highness'  death. 
And  mere  instinct  of  love,  and  loyalty, — 
Free  from  a  stubborn  opposite  intent, 
As  being  thought  to  contradict  your  Uking, — 
Hnkes  Uiem  thus  forward  in  his  banishment. 
They  say,  in  care  of  your  most  royal  person, 
That,  if  your  highness  should  intend  to  sleep. 
And  charge  that  no  man  should  disturb  vour  rest. 
In  pain  of  yonr  dislike,  or  pain  of  death ; 
Tet,  notwithstanding  such  a  strait  edict, 
Were  there  a  serpent  seen,  with  forked  tongue. 
That  slily  glided  towards  your  majesty, 
It  were  bat  necessary  you  were  wak'd ; 
Lest,  being  soifer'd  in  tbat  harmful  slumber. 
The  mortal  worm  might  make  the  sleep  eternal : 
And  therefore  do  they  cry,  though  you  forbid. 
That  they  will  guard  you  whe'r  you  will  or  no. 
From  such  fell  serpents  as  false  Suffolk  is; 
With  whose  envenomed  and  fatal  sting. 
Tour  loving  ancle,  twenty  times  his  worth. 
They  say,  is  shamefully  bereft  of  life. 

Oommone,  [Within.]    An  answer  from  the 
king,  my  Lord  of  Salisburv. 

B^/.  Tis  like,  the  commons,  rode  anpoUsh'd 
binds, 
Ooold  send  such  message  to  thebr  sovereign . 
Bat  TOO,  my  lord,  were  glad  to  be  employ 'd. 
To  show  how  quaint  an  orator  you  are : 
Bot  all  the  honour  Salisbury  bath  won, 
Is,  that  he  was  the  lord  ambassador, 
Bcoit  from  a  sort  of  tinkers  to  the  king. 

Commons.  [Within.'j   An  answer  from  tiie 
king,  or  we  wiU  all  break  in. 
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K,  Een.  Go,  Salisbury,  and  tell  them  all  from 
me, 
I  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care ; 
And  had  I  not  been  'cited  so  by  them, 
Tet  did  I  pnrpose  as  they  do  entreat ; 
For  sure,  my  thoughts  do  hourly  prophesy 
Mischance  unto  my  state  by  Suffolk's  means. 
And  therefore,  by  His  majesty  I  swear, 
Whose  far  unworthy  deputy  I  am. 
He  shall  not  breathe  infection  in  this  ok 
But  three  days  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death. 

{Exit  Sal. 

Q.  Mar.  0  Henry, -let  me  plead  for  gentle 
Saffolkt 

K,  Hen,  Ungentle  queen,  to  call  him  gentle 
Suffolk. 
No  more,  I  say ;  if  thou  dost  plead  for  him 
Thou  wilt  but  add  increase  unto  my  wrath. 
Had  I  but  said,  I  would  have  kept  my  word ; 
But  when  I  swear,  it  is  irrevocable : 
If,  after  three  days'  space,  thou  here  be'st  found 
On  any  ground  that  I  am  ruler  of. 
The  world  shall  not  be  ransom  for  thy  life. 
Gome, Warwick,  come,  good  Warwick,go  with  me : 
I  have  great  matters  to  impart  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  E.  Hen.,  Wab.,  Lords,  <£c. 

Q.  Mar,  Mischance  and  sorrow  go  along  with 
yont 
Heart's  discontent  and  sour  affliction. 
Be  playfellows  to  keep  you  company  1 
There's  two  of  you ;  the  devil  make  a  third  1 
And  threefold  vengeance  tend  upon  yonr  steps  I 

8uf.  Cease,  gentle  queen,  these  execrations, 
And  let  thy  Snffolk  take  his  heavy  leave. 

Q,  Mar,  Fie,  coward  woman,  and  soft-hearted 
wretch! 
Hast  tboa  not  spirit  to  curse  thine  enemies  ? 

8t^f.  A  plague  upon  them !  wherefore  should 
i  curse  them  ? 
Would  curses  kill,  as  doth  the  mandrake's  groan, 
I  would  invent  as  bitter  searching  terms. 
As  curst,  as  harsh,  and  horrible  to  hear. 
Delivered  strongly  through  my  fixed  teeth, 
With  full  as  many  signs  of  deadly  hate 
As  lean-fac'd  Envy  in  her  loathsome  cave : 
My  tongue  should  stumble  in  mine  earnest  w<Mrds; 
Mine  eyes  should  sparkle  like  the  beaten  flint; 
My  hair  be  fixed  on  end,  as  one  distract ; 
Ay,  every  joint  should  seem  to  curse  and  ban : 
And  even  now  my  burthen'd  heart  would  break; 
Should  I  not  curse  them.    Poison  be  their  drink  I 
Gall,  worse  than  gall,  the  daintiest  that  they  tastel 
Their  sweetcBt  shade  a  grove  of  cypress-trees  1 
Their  obiefest  prospect  murthering  basilisks  t 
Their  softest  touch  as  smart  as  lizards*  stings! 
Their  music  frightful  as  the  serpents'  hiss ; 
And  boding  screech-owls  make  the  concert  full ! 
All  the  foul  terrors  in  daric-seated  hell — 

Q  Mar,  Enough,  sweet   Suffolk ;  thou  tor- 
ment'st  thyself ; 
And  these  dread  curses,  like  the  sun  'gainst  glass, 
Or  like  an  overcharged  gun,  recoil. 
And  turn  the  force  of  them  upon  thyself. 

Suf  Yon  bade  me  ban,  and  will  you  Ud  me 
leave? 
Now,  by  the  ground  that  I  am  banish'd  from, 
Well  could  I  curse  away  a  winter's  night. 
Though  standing  naked  on  a  mountain  top, 
Where  biting  cold  would  never  let  grass  grow, 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  spent  in  sport. 

Q.  Mar.  O,  let  me  entreat  thee,  cease  I  Give 
I  me  thy  hand. 

1  That  I  may  dew  it  with  my  mournfnl  tearsi . 
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Nor  lei  thd  Tain  oi  heaTen  wet  this  place. 
To  wash  away  my  woeful  monnmeDts. 
O,  could  this  kiss  be  printed  in  thy  hand. 

[Kisses  his  h€md. 
That  thou  mightst  think  upon  these  by  theseal, 
Thronghwhom  a  thoosand  sighs  are  breath'd 

for  thee  I 
So,  get  thee  gone,  that  I  may  know  my  grief ; 
'Us  bat  sormia'd  whilst  thoa  art  standing  by, 
As  one  that  snrfeits  thinking  on  a  want. 
I  will  repeal  thee,  or,  be  weU  assor'd, 
Adventare  to  be  banished  myself : 
And  banished  I  am,  if  batirom  thee. 
Go,  speak  not  to  me ;  even  now  be  gone. — 
O,  go  not  yet  t~£ren  thus  two  friends  condemn'd 
Embrace  and  kiss,  and  take  ten  thoosand  leaves, 
Lother  a  hnndred  times  to  part  than  die. 
Yet  now  farewell ;  and  farewell  life  with  thee  I 
Suf,  Thus  is  poHor  SafiPolk  ten  times  banished, 
Once  by  the  king,  and  three  times  thrice  by  thee. 
*Tis  not  the  land  I  care  for,  wert  thoa  thence : 
A  wilderness  is  popnloas  enongh, 
80  Saifolk  had  tny  heavenly  company : 
For  where  thon  art  there  is  the  world  itself. 
With  every  several  pleasore  in  the  world ; 
And  where  thon  art  not,  desolation. 
I  can  no  more : — Live  thoa  to  joy  thy  life; 
Myself  no  joy  in  nought,  bat  that  thoa  liy'st. 

Enter  Vaux. 

Q.  Mar,  Whither  goes  Vaox  so  fast  ?  what 
news,  I  prithee  T 

Vaux.  To  siRnify  anto  his  majesty 
That  Cardinal  Beaufort  is  at  point  of  death : 
For  suddenly  a  grievous  sickness  took  him, 
That  makes  him  gasp,  and  stare,  and  catch  the  air. 
Blaspheming  Ck^,  and  cursing  men  on  earth. 
Sometime,  he  talks  as  if  Dake  Humphrey's  ^host 
Were  by  his  side ;  sometime  he  calls  the  king. 
And  whispers  to  his  pillow,  as  to  him. 
The  secrets  of  his  overcharged  sool : 
And  I  am  sent  to  tell  his  majesty 
That  even  now  he  cries  aloud  for  him. 

Q,  liar.  Go  tell  this  heavy  message  to  the  king. 
[Estit  Vaux. 
Ahmel  ^rtiat  is  this  world?  what  news  are  these? 
But  wherefore  srieve  I  at  an  hour's  poor  loss. 
Omitting  Soifolk's  exile,  my  soul's  treasure? 
Why  only,  Suffolk,  mourn  I  not  for  thee. 
And  with  the  southern  clouds  contend  in  tears ; 
Theirs  for  the  earth's  increase,  mine  for  my 

8orro«ra? 
Now  get  thee  hence :  The  king,  thoa  know'st,  is 

coming  1 
If  thou  be  found  by  me  thou  art  bat  dead. 

St^.  If  I  dei>art  from  thee  I  cannot  live ' 
And  in  thy  sight  to  die,  what  were  it  else. 
Bat  like  a  pleasant  slumber  in  thy  lap  ? 
Here  could  I  breathe  my  soul  into  the  air, 
As  mild  and  gentle  as  the  cradle-babe. 
Dying  with  mother's  dag  between  its  lips: 
Where,  from  thy  sight,  I  should  be  raging  mad, 
And  cry  out  for  thee  to  close  up  mine  eyes, 
To  have  thee  with  thy  lips  to  stop  my  mouth; 
80  ahooldst  thoo  either  turn  my  flying  soul, 
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Or  I  should  breath  tt  so  into  thy  body. 

And  then  it  liv  d  in  sweet  Elysinm. 

To  die  by  thee  were  but  to  die  in  jest ; 

From  thee  to  die  were  torture  more  than  death  I 

0  let  me  stay,  befall  what  may  befall. 

Q.  Mar,  Away  I  though  parting  be  a  fretfol 
corrosive, 
It  is  applied  to  a  deathful  wound.  [thee. 

To  France,  sweet  Suffolk :  Let  me  hear  from 
For  nHieresoe'er  thou  art  in  this  world's  globe, 
I'll  have  an  Iris  that  shall  And  thee  oat» 

Suf.  I  go. 

Q.  Mar.  And  take  my  heart  with  thee. 

Suf,  A  jewel,  lock'd  into  the  woefuU'st  etik 
That  ever  did  contain  a  thing  of  worth. 
Even  as  a  splitted  bark,  so  sunder  we ; 
This  way  f  aU  I  to  death. 

Q,  Mar,  This  way  for  me. 

[Exeunt  severaUy. 

80ENE  nL— London,    Cardinal  Beaufort's 
Bedchamber, 

Enter  S[ing  Henbt,  Salisbubt,  Wabwick,  and 
others.  T'Atf  Cardinal  in  6e<^;  Attendants  MifA 
him. 

K,Ben.  How  fares  my  lord?  speak,  Beaufortp 
to  thy  sovereign. 

Oar.  If  thou  best  death,  m  give  thee  Eng- 
land's treasure. 
Enough  to  purchase  such  another  Island, 
So  thou  wilt  let  me  live,  ani  feel  no  pain. 

K,  Hen.  Ah,  wh%t  a  sign  it  is  of  evil  life, 
Whf're  death's  approach  is  seen  so  terrible  1 

War.  Beaufort,  it  is  thy  sovereign  speaks  to  tliee 

Car,  Bring  me  unto  my  trial  when  yoa  wiU. 
Died  he  not  in  his  bed  ?  where  should  he  die  ? 
Can  I  make  men  live,  whe'er  they  will  or  nof 
O  1  torture  me  no  more,  I  will  confess.— > 
Alive  again  ?  then  show  me  where  he  is : 
I'll  give  a  thousand  pound  to  look  upon  him. — 
He  hath  no  eyes,  the  dust  hath  blinaed  Ibem. 
Comb  down  his  hair;  lookl  lookl  it  stands 

upright. 
Like  lime-twigs  set  to  catch  my  winged  soul  I 
Give  me  some  drink,  and  bid  the  apothecary 
Bring  the  strong  poison  that  I  bought  of  him. 

K,  Hen.  0  thou  eternal  mover  of  the  heavens. 
Look  with  a  gentle  eye  upon  this  wretch  1 
O,  beat  away  the  busy,  meddling  fiend 
That  lays  strong  siege  unto  this  wretch's  sool, 
And  from  his  bosom  purge  this  Uack  despair. 

War,  See  how  the  pangs  of  death  do  main 
him  grin. 

Bal,  Disturb  him  not,  let  him  pass  peaceably. 

K.  Hen.  Peace  to  his  soul,  if  God's  good 
pleasure  be  f 
Lord  Cardinal,  if  thou  think'st  on  heaven's  bli8% 
Hold  up  thy  hand,  make  signal  of  thy  hope. — 
He  dies,  and  makes  no  sign ;  0  Gbd,  forgive  \nm^ 

War.  So  bad  a  death  argues  a  monstrous  life. 

K.  Hen.  Forbear  to  judge,  for  we  are  ainnei« 
all.— 
Close  up  his  eyes,  and  draw  the  fioctftio  dose; 
And  let  us  all  to  meditation  [ExtumL 
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ACT  IV. 


BCENB  I.— Sent     The  Bea-tihort^  near  Dorer. 

Firing  heard  at  aea.  Then  enter  from  a  boat,  a 
Captain,  a  Master,  a  Master's-Mate,  Waltbb 
Whitmobb.  and  othere  ;  with  them  Suvvolk, 
emd  other  OeoUemen,  prieonere. 

Cap,  The  gaady,  blabbing,  and  remorsefol  daj 
Is  crept  into  the  bosom  of  the  sea ; 
And  now  lond-howliug  wolves  aronse  the  jades 
That  drag  the  tragic  melancholy  night; 
Who  with  their  drowsy,  slow,  and  flaggiug  wings 
Clip  dead  men's  graTes,  and  from  their  misty  jaws 
Breathe  fonl  contagions  darkness  in  the  air. 
Th  refore,  bring  forth  the  soldiers  of  onr  prize ; 
For,  whilst  onr  pinoaoe  anchors  in  the  Downs, 
Here  shall  they  make  their  ransom  on  the  sand, 
Or  with  their  blood  stain  this  discolour 'd  shore. 
Master,  this  prisoner  freely  give  I  thee; — 
And  thon  that  art  his  mate,  make  boot  of  this ; — 
The  other  [Pointing  to  Suftolk],  Walter  Whit- 
more,  is  thy  share. 
1  Gent.  What  is  my  ransom,  master?  let  me 

know. 
Matt.  A  tboQsand  crowns,  or  else  lay  down 

yovr  head. 
iiaU.  And  so  mnch  shall  yon  give,  or  off  goes 

yonrs. 
Cap,   What,  think  yon  mnoh  to  pay  two 
thonsand  crowns, 
And  bear  the  name  and  port  of  gentlemen  ? — 
Out  both  the  villains'  throats.— for  dieyon  shall.— 
The  livps  of  those  which  we  have  lost  in  fight 
Oannot  be  ooanterpois'd  by  snch  a  petty  snm? 
1  Oent.  I'll  give  it,  sir;  and  therefore  spare 

my  life. 
8  Oent.  And  so  will  I,  and  write  home  for  it 

straight. 
Whit.  I  lost  mine  eye  in  laying  the  prize  aboard, 
And  therefore  to  revenge  it  ahalt  thon  die ; 

ITo  Sup. 
And  80  should  these,  if  I  might  have  mv  will. 
C^.  Be  not  so  rash;  take  ransom,  let  him  live. 
Suf.  liook  on  my  George,  I  am  a  gentleman ; 
Bate  me  at  what  thon  wilt  thon  shalt  be  paid. 
Whit.  And  so  am  I;  my  *name  is  Walter 
Whitmore. 
How  now?  why  start'fit  thon?  what,  doth  death 
affright? 
Suf.  Thy  name  affright!  me,  in  whose  tonnd 
is  death. 
A  cunning  man  did  calculate  my  birth. 
And  told  me  that  hj  WaUr  I  should  die. 
Tet  let  not  this  make  thee  bloody  minded ; 
Thy  name  is  GtuUtier,  beiog  rightly  sounded. 

Whit.  Gualtier^oT  Walter y  which  it  is  I  care  not; 
Never  yet  did  base  dishonour  blur  onr  name, 
"But  with  our  sword  we  wip*d  away  the  blot ; 
Therefore,  when  merchant-like  I  sell  revenge, 
Broke  be  my  sword,  my  arms  torn  and  defac'd. 
And  I  prodaim'd  a  coward  through  the  world  1 
[Lay$  hold  on  Suffolk. 
8^f.  stay,  Whitmore;  for  thy  prisoner  iA  a 
prince. 
The  Duke  of  Suffolk,  William  de  la  Poole. 
Whit.  The  Duke  of  Suffolk,  muffled  up  in  rags  I 
Suf.  Ay,  but  these  rags  are  no  part  of  the  duke ; 
[Jove  sometime  went  disgnis'd,  and  why  not  I  ?j 
Cop,  But  Jove  was  never  slain,  as  thon  shalt 


St{f.  Obscure  and  lowly  swain.  King  Henry's 
blood. 
The  honourable  blood  of  Lancaster, 
Must  not  be  shed  by  snch  a  iaded  groom. 
Hast  thou  not  kiss'd  thy  hand,  and  held  my 

stirrup? 
Bareheaded  plodded  by  my  foot-doth  mnle. 
And  thought  thee  happy  when  I  shook  my  head? 
How  often  hast  thou  waited  at  my  cap. 
Fed  from  my  trencher,  kneel'd  down  at  the  board. 
When  I  have  feasted  with  Queen  Margaret  ? 
Remember  it,  and  let  it  make  thee  crest-fall'n; 
Ay,  and  allay  this  thy  abortive  pride : 
How  in  onr  voiding  lobby  hast  thou  stood, 
And  duly  waited  for  my  coming  forth  ? 
This  hand  of  mine  hath  writ  iu  thy  behalf. 
And  therefore  shall  it  charm  thy  riotous  tongue. 

Whit.  Speak,  captain,  shall  I  stab  the  forlorn 
Bwain« 

Cap.  First,  let  my  words  stab  him,  as  he  hath  me. 

Sttf.  Base  slave,  thy  words  are  blunt,  and  so 
art  thou. 

Oaqp,  Convey  him  hence,  and  on  onr  long- 
boat's side 
Strike  off  his  head. 

iS'tt/1  Thou  dar'st  not  for  thy  own< 

[Cap.  Yes,  Poole. 

8uf.  Poole?] 

Cap.  Poole  1  Sir  Poole!  lord! 

Ay,  kennel,  puddle,  sink ;  whose  filth  and  dirt 
Troubles  the  silver  spring  where  England  drinks. 
Now  will  I  dam  up  this  thy  yawning  mouth. 
For  swallowing  the  treasure  of  the  realm : 
Thy  lips,  that  kissed  the  queen,  shall  sweep  the 

ground: 
And  thou,  that  smil*dst  at  good  Duke  Hum- 
phrey's death. 
Against  the  senseless  winds  shall  grin  in  vain. 
Who,  in  contempt,  shall  hiss  at  thee  again : 
And  wedded  be  thou  to  the  hags  of  hell 
For  daring  to  affy  a  mighty  lord 
Unto  the  daughter  of  a  worthless  king. 
Having  neither  subject,  wealth,  nor  diadem. 
By  devilish  policy  art  thou  grown  great, 
And,  like  ambitions  Sylla,  overgorg'd 
With  gobbets  of  thy  mother's  bleeding  heart. 
By  thee  Anjou  and  Maine  were  sold  to  France : 
The  false  revolting  Normans,  through  thee. 
Disdain  to  call  ns  lord;  and  Picardy 
Hath  slain  their  governors,  snrpris'd  our  forts, 
And  sent  the  ragged  soldiers  wounded  home. 
The  princely  Warwick,  and  the  Nevils  all. 
Whose  dreadful  swords  were  never  drawn  in  vain. 
As  hating  thee,  are  rising  up  in  arms : 
And  now  the  house  of  York,— thrust  from  the 

crown, 
By  shameful  murther  of  a  guiltless  king, 
And  loft^  proud  ennroachiog  tyranny, — 
Bums  with  revenging  fire ;  whose  hopeful  colours 
Advance  our  half-fao'd  sun,  striving  to  shine. 
Under  the  which  is  writ  Invitie  nvMbus. 
The  commons  hero  in  Kent  are  up  in  arms 
And,  to  conclude,  reproach  and  beggary 
Is  crept  into  the  palace  of  onr  king, 
And  ail  by  thee :— Away  1  convey  him  hence. 

Suf.  O  that  I  were  a  god,  to  shoot  forth  thunder 
Upon  these  paltry,  servile,  abject  drudf>es  I 
Small  things  make  base  men  prond :  this  villa^ 
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Being  captain  of  a  pinnaee,  threatena  move 
Than  Bargains  the  strong  Illjrian  pirate. 
Drones  snck  not  eagles'  blood,  batrobbee-birea. 
It  la  impossible  that  I  sboold  die 
By  soeh  a  lowly  rassal  as  tbyself. 
Thy  words  move  rage,  and  not  remorse,  in  me : 
I  go  of  message  from  the  qneen  to  France ; 
I  charge  thee  waft  me  safely  cross  the  channel. 

Can.  Walter, 

Whit.  Come,  Soflolk,  I  mnst  waft  thee  to  thy 

death. 
8^f.  Petti  gelidut  timar  oecupat  artus: — 'tis 

thee  I  fear. 
WMt.  Thou  shalt  haye  oanse  to  fear  before  I 
leaTe  thee. 
What,  are  ye  daonted  now  f  now  will  ye  stoop  f 
1  Oent.  My  graoions  lord,  entreat  him,  speak 

him  fair. 
8u/.  Suffolk's  imperial  tongoe  is  stem  and 
rough, 
TJs'd  to  command,  nntanght  to  plead  for  favoar. 
Far  be  it  we  should  hononr  snch  as  these 
With  hnmble  soit :  no,  rather  let  my  head 
Stoop  to  the  block  than  these  knees  bow  to  any, 
Save  to  the  Qod  of  Heaven,  and  to  my  king ; 
And  sooner  dance  upon  a  bloodv  pole 
Than  stand  onooTer'd  to  the  ynlgar  groom. 
Trae  nobility  is  exempt  from  fear: — 
More  can  I  bear  than  yon  dare  execnte. 
Cap,  Hale  him  away,  and  let  him  talk  no  more. 
Suf.  Come,  soldiers,  show  what  cmelty  ye  can. 
That  this  my  death  may  never  be  forgot : — 
Great  men  oft  die  by  vile  bezonians : 
A  Boman  sworder  and  banditto  slave 
Martber'd  sweet  Tolly ;  Bmtns'  bastard  hand 
Stabb'd  Julias  Ciesar;  savage  islanders, 
Pompey  the  Great :  and  Suffolk  dies  by  pirates. 
[Exit  Sup.,  with  Whit,  and  others. 
Cap,  And  as  for  these  whose  ransom  we  have 
set, 
It  is  our  pleasure  one  of  them  depart : 
Therefore  come  yon  with  ns,  and  let  him  go. 

[Exeunt  all  but  /Ae/ra<  Gentleman. 

Re-enter  Whitmobb,  toiih  Suitolk's  body, 

Whit.  There  let  his  head  and  lifeless  body  lie, 
Until  the  queen  his  mistress  bury  it         [Exit. 

1  Cent,  0  barbaroua  and  bloody  spectacle  1 
His  body  will  I  bear  unto  the  king : 
If  he  revenge  it  not,  yet  will  his  friends ; 
So  will  the  queen,  that  living  held  bim  deat 

[Exit  vnth  the  body. 
80ENB  n.— Blackheath. 

Enter  Gsobos  Bsyis  and  John  Hollamd. 

Geo.  Oome,  and  get  thee  a  sword,  though  made 
of  a  lath ;  they  have  been  up  these  two  days. 

John,  They  have  the  more  need  to  sleep  now 
then. 

Oeo,  1  tell  thee.  Jack  Cade  the  dotbier  means 
to  dress  the  commonwealth,  and  turn  it,  and  set 
a  new  nap  upon  it 

John,  So  be  had  need,  for  'tis  threadbare. 
Well,  I  say  it  was  never  merry  world  in  England 
since  gentlemen  came  up. 

Oeo.  0  miserable  age  I  Virtue  is  not  regarded 
in  handicrafts-men. 

John,  The  nobility  think  scorn  to  go  in  leather 
aprons. 

Oeo,  Nay,  more,  the  king's  council  are  no  good 
workmen. 

John.  True.  And  yet  it  is  said,  Labour  in  thy 
vocation;  which  is  m  much  to  say  as,  let  tha 
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magistratea  be  lal^ooring  men ;  and  flierefon 
should  we  be  magistratea. 

^^eo.  Thou  haat  hit  it:  for  there's  no  bettsr 
sign  of  a  brave  mind  than  a  hard  hand. 

John.  I  see  them  I  I  see  them  1  There'sBeafa 
son,  the  tanner  of  Wingham ; — 

Oeo,  He  shall  have  the  akins  of  cor  enemisa, 
to  make  dog's  leather  of. 

John,  And  Dick  the  butcher. 

Oeo,  Then  is  sin  struck  down  Uke  an  ox,  and 
iniquity's  throat  cut  like  a  calf. 

John.  And  Smith  the  weaver. 

Oeo.  Argo,  their  thread  of  life  is  spun. 

John.  Come,  come,  let's  fall  in  with  them. 

Drum,  Enter CAi>it,'DiCK the  b%Ueher,SMiTatk§ 
weaver,  and  other*  in  great  number. 

Cade,  We,  John  Cade,  so  termed  of  onr 
supposed  father, — 

Dick.  Or  rather,  of  stealing  a  cade  of  herrings. 

[Agide. 

Cade,  ^for  onr  enemies  shall  fall  before  na, 
inspired  with  the  spirit  of  putting  down  kings 
and  princes, — Command  silence. 

Dxch.  Silence  I 

Cade.  My  father  waa  a  Mortimer,— 

Dieh,  He  waa  an  honest  man,  and  a  good 
bricklayer.  [Atide. 

Cade.  My  mother  a  Plantagenet,— 

Dick.  1  Imew  her  well,  she  waa  a  midwife. 

lAdde. 

Cade.  Uj  wife  descended  <tf  the  Lades,— 

Dick,  She  was,  indeed,  a  pedlar's  daughter, 
and  sold  many  laces.  [Aiide. 

Smith,  But  now  of  late,  not  able  to  travel  with 
her  furred  pack,  she  washes  books  here  at  home. 

[Aside. 

Cade.  Therefore  am  I  of  an  honourable  house. 

Dick,  Ay,  by  my  faith,  the  field  is  honouraUe ; 
and  there  was  he  bom,  under  a  hedge;  for  hia 
father  had  never  a  house  but  the  cage.    [Aside, 

Cade,  Valiant  I  am. 

JSwdth,  'A  must  needs  f  for  beggary  is  valiant 

[Aeide. 

Cade,  I  am  able  to  endure  mudi. 

Dick,  No  question  of  that;  forlhavaMenhim 
whipped  three  market  days  together.        [Aride. 

Cade.  I  fear  neither  sword  nor  fire. 

Smith.  He  need  not  fear  the  sword  fdr  Ilia 
coat  is  of  proof.  [Aeide* 

Dick.  But  methinkshe  should  stand  in  fear  of 
fire,  being  burnt  i'  the  hand  for  stealing  of  sheep. 

Cade,  Be  brave,  then ;  for  your  captain  is 
brave,  and  vows  reformation.  There  ahall  be, 
in  England,  seven  halfpenny  loaves  sold  icv  a 
penny:  the  three-hooped  pot  shall  have  ten 
hoops ;  and  I  will  make  it  felony  to  drink  small 
beer :  all  the  realm  shall  be  in  oonunon,  and  in 
Cheapside  shall  my  palfrey  go  to  graaa. 
when  I  am  king  (as  long  I  will  be), 

All.  CK)d  save  your  majesty  I 

Cade.  1  thank  you,  good  people : — ^there  ahsB 
be  no  money:  all  shall  eat  and  drink  on  n^  score 
and  I  will  apparel  them  ail  in  one  livery.-thatthc^ 
may  agreeiikebrothers,andworshipme  their  lor^ 

Dick.  The  first  thing  we  do,  let's  kill  all  tha 
lawyers. 

Cade,  Nay,  that  I  mean  to  do.  Is  not  this  • 
lamentable  thing,  that  of  the  skin  of  an  innocent 
lamb  should  be  made  parchment?  tluttparohment* 
being  scribbled  o'er,  should  undo  a  man  ?    Some 

•"  ^'  ^  •"»«•=  :?^L^eS^;^^''^'""*' 
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for  I  did  but  seal  <moe  to  a  thing,  and  I  was  never 
mine  own  man  since.  How  now  7  who's  there  7 

Enter  somtf,  hinging  in  ike  Olerk  of  Ohathanu 

Smith,  The  clerk  of  Ohatham:  he  ean  write 
and  read,  and  east  aooompt. 

Cade.  0  monstrons  1 

Smith.  We  took  him  setting  of  boys'  copies. 

Cade.  Here's  a  villain  1 

StnOh.  H'  as  a  book  in  his  podkei  with  red 
letters  in't. 

Cade,  Nay  then  he  is  a  conjurer. 

Dick,  Nay,  he  ean  make  obligations,  and  write 
court-hand. 

Cade.  I  am  sorry  for'i:  the  man  is  a  proper 
man,  of  mine  honour ;  unless  I  find  him  gauty 
he  shall  not  die — Come  hither,  sirrah,  I  most 
examine  thee :  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Clerk.  Emmanael. 

Dick,  They  use  to  writeit  on  the  top  of  letters  ;^ 
Twill  go  hard  with  yon. 

Cade,  Let  me  alone :— Dost  thon  nse  to  write 
thy  name?  or  hast  thoa  a  mark  to  thyself,  like 
an  honest  plain-dealing  man? 

CUrh,  Sir,  I  thank  God  I  have  been  so  well 
brooKbt  up  that  I  can  write  my  name. 

AU,  He  hath  confessed:  away  with  him;  he's 
a  villain  and  a  traitor. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  I  say:  hang  him  with 
his  pen  and  inkhom  about  his  neck. 

{Exeunt  aome  with  the  CHetk. 

Enter  UiCELAMU 

Mieh,  Where's onr general? 

Cade.  Here  I  am,  thoopartionlar  feUow. 

Mich.  Fly, fly, fly!  SirHnmphreyStaflfordand 
his  brother  are  hard  by,  with  the  kmg's  forces. 

Cade.  Stand,  villani,  stand,  or,  I'll  fell  thee 
down :  He  shall  be  encoontered  with  a  man  as 
good  as  himself:  He  is  but  a  knight,  is  'a? 

Mieh,  No. 

Cade,  To  eqoal  him,  I  will  make  myself  a 
knight  presently :  Bise  up  Sir  John  liortimer. 
Now  have  at  him. 

Enter  Sir  HnifPHBXT  Stafford  oikf  Wiluax 
Ait  brother^  vfith  drum  and  Foreee. 

Btaf.  Bebellions  hinds,  the  fllth  and  seam  of 
Kent, 
Mark'd  for  the  gallows,  lay  yoor  weapons  down, 
Home  to  your  cottages,  forsake  this  groom ; 
The  king  is  merciful,  if  yon  revolt 

W,  Biaf.  Bat  angry,  wrathful,  and  indin'd  to 

If  yon  go  forward :  Therefore  yield  or  die. 

Cade.  As  for  these  silken-coated  shivesj  pass 
It  is  to  von,  good  people,  that  I  apeak,         [not ; 
Over  whom,  in  time  to  come,  I  hope  to  reign ; 
For  I  am  rightfol  heir  onto  the  crown. 

Btaf,  Villain,  thy  father  was  a  plasterer ; 
And  thoo  thyself  a  shearman,  art  thon  not  ? 

Cade,  And  Adam  was  a  gardener. 

W.  Btqf.  And  what  of  that  ? 

Cade,  Marry,  this :— Edmond  Morthnar,  earl 
of  March, 
Married  the  Doke  of  Okrence's  daughter  :~Did 
he  not? 

BUrf,  Av,  sir.  [Wrth. 

Cade.  By  her  he  had  two  children  at  one 

W.  Btqf.  That's  false. 

Cade.  Ay,  there's  the  question;  but  I  say, 
'tis  true: 
Tha  alder  of  them  being  put  to  nurse, 
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Was  by  a  beggar-woman  stolen  away; 
And,  ignorant  of  his  Inrth  and  parentage, 
Became  a  bricklayer  when  he  came  to  age. 
His  son  am  I ;  deny  it  if  you  can. 

Diek,  Nay, 'tis  too  true;  theref cure  he  shall  be 
king. 

Bmiih.  Sir,  he  made  a  chimney  in  my  father's 
honse,  and  the  bricks  are  alive  at  this  day  to 
testify  it:  therefore,  deny  it  not. 

Btaf,  And  will  you  credit  this  base  dmdge'i 
words. 
That  speaks  he  knows  not  what  ? 

All.  Ay,  many  will  we ;  therefore  get  yegone. 

W,  Btaf.  Jack  Cade,  the  Duke  of  Toric  hath 
taught  you  this. 

Cade.  He  lies,  for  I  invented  it  myself. 

iAMe, 
— Cki  to,  sirrah:  Tell  the  king  from  me,  that, 
for  his  father's  sake,  Henry  the  Fifth,  in  whose 
time  boys  went  to  span-counter  for  French 
crowns,  I  am  content  he  shall  reign;  but  I'll  be 
protector  over  him. 

Dick.  And,  f  orthermore,  we'll  have  the  Lord 
Say*s  head,  for  selling  the  dukedom  of  Maine. 

Cade .  And  good  reason,  for  thereby  is  England 
maimed,  and  fain  to  go  with  a  staff,  but  that  my 
puissance  holds  it  up.  Fellow  kings,  I  tell  you 
thatthatliord  Say  hath  gelded  the  commonwealth 
and  made  it  an  eunuch ;  and  more  than  that,  he 
can  speak  French,  and  therefore  he  is  a  traitor. 

Btaf.  O  gross  and  miserable  ignorance  1 

Cade.  Nay,  answer  if  you  can :  the  Frenchmen 
are  our  enemies :  go  to  then.  I  ask  bat  this, — 
ean  he  that  speaks  with  the  tongue  of  an  enemy 
be  a  good  counsellor,  or  no? 

All,  No,  no ;  and  therefore  we'll  have  his  head. 

W,  Btaf,  Well,  seeing  gentle  words  will  not 
prevail, 
Assail  them  with  the  army  of  the  king. 

Btaf.  Herald,  away :  and,  throughout  every 
town. 
Proclaim  them  traitors  that  are  up  with  Cade; 
That  those  which  fly  before  the  battie  ends 
May,  even  in  their  wives'  and  children's  sight, 
Be  hang'd  up  for  example  at  their  doors : 
And  you  that  be  the  king's  friends  follow  me. 

[Exeunt  the  two  Staffobdb,  and  Foreee, 

Cade.  And  you  that  love  the  commons  follow 
me. 
Now  show  yourselves  men,  'tis  for  liberty. 
We  will  not  leave  one  lord,  one  gentieman : 
Spare  none,  but  such  as  go  in  clouted  shoon ; 
For  they  are  thrifty  honest  men,  and  such 
As  would  (but  that  they  dare  not)  take  our  parts. 

Dick,  They  are  all  in  order,  and  march  toward 
us. 

Cade.  But  then  are  we  in  order,  when  we  are 
most  out  of  order.    Come,  maich  forward. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  JXL^AnoiKer  part  of  Blackheath, 

Alarum,    The  tu>o  petrtiee  enter  and  fght,  and 

both  the  Staffordb  are  elain. 

Cade,  Where's  Dick  the  butcher  of  Ashford? 

Diek.  Here,  sir. 

Cade.  They  fell  before  thee  like  sheep  and 
oxen,  and  thou  behavedst  thyself  as  if  thou  nadst 
been  in  thine  own  slaoghter-hoase :  therefore 
thus  will  I  reward  thee,— The  Lent  shall  be  as 
\oufi  again  as  it  is ;  and  thou  shalt  have  licence 
to  kill  for  a  bandred  lacking  one. 

i«ei.  I  d.-!. no «»», ^^  ^^ Google 
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Gade.  And  to  speak  trnih,  tboa  deservest  no 
less.  This  moDument  of  the  yictory  will  I  bear ; 
and  the  bodies  shall  be  dragged  at  my  horse'heels, 
till  I  do  come  to  London,  where  we  will  have  the 
mayor's  sword  borne  before  ns. 

Dick.  11  we  mean  to  thrive  and  do  good,  break 
open  the  gaols,  and  let  out  the  prisoners. 

Cade,  Fear  not  that,  I  warrant  thee.  Ck)me, 
let's  march  towards  Loudon.  [Exeunt. 

80ENE  IV.— London.    A  Itoom  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Hsnrt,  reading  a  supplication  ;  the 
Bake  of  Buceinoham  and  Lord  Say  with 
Jiim:  at  a  distance ^Qaeeu  Mabgaabt,  mourning 
over  Butfolk's  head. 

Q.  Mar.  Oft  have  I  heard  that  grief  softens 
the  mind. 
And  makes  it  fearful  and  degenerate ; 
Think  therefore  on  revenge,  and  cease  to  weep. 
But  who  can  cease  to  weep,  and  look  on  this  ? 
Here  may  his  head  lie  on  my  throbbing  breast : 
Bat  Where's  the  body  that  I  shoold  embrace  ? 

Buch,  What  answer  makes  your  grace  to  the 
rebels'  supplication  ? 

K.  Hen.  I'll  send  some  holy  bishop  to  entreat : 
For  God  forbid  so  many  simple  souls 
Should  perish  by  the  sword  I  And  I  myself, 
>  Bather  than  bloody  war  shall  cat  them  short. 
Will  parley  with  Jack  Gade  their  generaL 
But  stay,  1*11  read  it  over  once  again. 

Q.  Mar,  Ah,  barbarous  villains  I   hath  this 
lovely  face 
BuVd,  like  a  wandering  planet,  over  me : 
And  could  it  not  enforce  them  to  reknt, 
That  were  unworthy  to  behold  the  same  ? 

K,  Hen.  Lord  Say,  Jack  Cade  has  sworn  to 
have  thy  head.  [his. 

Bay,  Ay,  but  I  hope  your  highness  will  have 

K,  Hen.  How  now,  madam  ?  [death? 

Still  lamenting  and  mourning  for  Saffolk's 
I  fear  me,  love,  if  that  I  had  been  dead,  [me. 
Thou  wonldest  not  have  mourned  so  much  for 

Q,  Mar,  No,  my  love,  I  should  not  mourn 
bat  die  for  thee. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

K.Hen.  How  now!  what  news?  whyoom'st 
thou  in  such  haste  ? 

Mt$9,  The  rebels  are  in  Southwark.   Fly,  my 
lord! 
Jack  Gade  proclaims  himself  Lord  Mortimer, 
Descended  from  the  Duke  of  Glarenoe'  house ; 
And  calls  your  grace  usurper  openly. 
And  vows  to  crown  himself  in  Westminster. 
His  army  is  a  ragged  multitude 
Of  hinds  and  peasants,  rude  and  mercOess : 
Sir  Humphrey  Stafford  and  his  brother's  death 
Hath  given  them  heart  and  courage  to  proceed ; 
All  scholars,  lawyera,  courtiers,  gentlemen, 
Theycall  false  caterpillars.and  intend  their  death. 

K,  Hrni.  O  graceless  men  I  they  know  not  what 
they  do. 

Buel.  My  gracious  lord,  retire  to  EiUiogworth, 
Until  a  power  be  rais'd  to  put  them  down. 

Q.  Mar,  Ah !  were  the  Duke  of  Saffolk  now 
alive, 
These  Kentish  rebels  would  be  soon  appeas'd. 

K.  Hen.  Lord  Say,  the  traitors  bate  thee. 
Therefore  away  with  us  to  Ellliugworth. 

Say.  So  mightyoarjp'ace's  person  be  in  danger: 
The  sight  of  me  is  odious  in  their  eyes ; 
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And  therefore  in  this  dty  will  I  stay^ 
And  live  alone  as  secret  as  I  may. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

S  Mess.  Jack  Gade  hath  gotten  London-bridge, 
The  dtizens  fly  and  forsake  their  houses ; 
The  rascal  people,  thirsting  after  prey. 
Join  with  the  traitor;  and  they  jointly  swear 
To  spoil  the  dty  and  your  royal  court     [horse. 

Buck.  Then  linger  not,  my  lord,  away,  take 

K.  Hen,  Gome,  Margaret;    Ck>d,  our  hope, 
will  succour  us. 

Q,  Mar.  My  hope  is  gone,  now  Suffolk  if 
deceas'd. 

K,  Hen,  Farewell,  my  lord  [to  Lord  Sat}, 
trust  not  the  Kentish  rebels. 

Buck,  Trust  nobody,  for  fear  you  be  betray'd. 

Say.  The  trust  I  have  is  in  mine  innocence, 
And  therefore  am  I  bold  and  resolute.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  Y,—The  same.    The  Tower. 

Enter  Lord  Scauss  and  otherst  on  the  teaUe. 

Then  enter  certain  Citizens,  beUno, 

Scales.  How  now?  is  Jack  Cade  slain? 

1  Cit.  No,  my  lord,  nor  likely  to  be  slain;  for 
they  have  won  the  bridge,  killing  all  those  that 
withstand  them :  The  lord  mayor  craves  aid  of 
your  honour  from  the  Tower,  to  defend  the  city 
from  the  rebels. 

Scales.   Sach  aid  as  I  can  spare  you  shall 
command ; 
But  I  am  troubled  here  with  them  myself: 
The  rebels  have  essay'd  to  win  the  Tower. 
But  get  you  to  Smithfield,  and  gather  head, 
And  thither  I  will  send  you  Matthew  Gongh: 
Fight  for  your  king,  your  country,  and  your  lives; 
And  so  farewell,  for  I  must  hence  again.   [ExeunL 

SCENE  VI.— 7^  same.    Gannon- street 
Enter  Jack  Cade  and  his  Followers,  He  strOee 
his  staff  on  London-stone, 

Cade.  NowisMortimerlordof  thisdty.  And 
here,  sitting  upon  London-stone,  I  ohar^  and 
command,  that,  of  the  city's  cost,  the  pissing- 
conduit  run  nothing  but  claret  wine  this  first  year 
of  our  reign.  And  now,  henceforward,  it  shall 
be  treason  for  any  that  calls  me  other  than  Lord 
Mortimer. 

Enter  a  Soldier,  running. 

Sold.  Jack  Gade !  Jack  Cade ! 

Oade.  Knock  him  down  there.   [They  kill  hia%. 

Smith.  If  this  fellow  be  wise,  he'll  never  call 
you  Jack  Cade  more :  I  think  he  hath  a  veiy  fair 
warning. 

Dick.  My  lord,  there's  an  army  gathered  to- 
gether in  Smithfield. 

Cade,  Come,  then,  let's  go  fight  with  them ; 
But,  first,  go  and  set  London -bridge  on  fire ;  and, 
if  yon  can  bum  down  the  Tower  too.  Come, 
let's  away.  [ExeunL 

SCENE  YIL^The  same.  Smithfidd. 
Alarum,  Enter,  on  one  side.  Cade  and  his  com- 
pany  ;  on  the  other,  Citizens,  and  the  KiNO'fl 
Forces,  headed  by  Matthew  Gouoh.  They 
jfight ;  the  Citizens  are  routed,  and  Mattbbw 
Gouoh  is  slain. 

Oade.  So,  sirs:— Now  go  some  and  pulldown 
the  Savoy ;  others  to  the  izms  of  court ;  down 
with  them  all.  f  ^  \ 
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Dieh,  I  hftTe  a  suit  onto  yonr  lordship. 

Cade,  Be  it  a  lordehip,  thoa  Bhalt  have  it  for 
that  word. 

IHek.  Only,  that  the  laws  of  England  may  come 
out  of  your  month. 

John.  Mass,  'twill  be  sore  law  then ;  for  he  was 
thmst  in  the  month  with  a  spear,  and  'tis  not 
whole  yet.  [Aside. 

Smith.  Nay,  John,  it  will  be  stinking  law ;  for 
his  breath  stinks  with  eating  toasted  cheese. 

[Aaid^. 

Cade.  I  have  thought  npon  it,  it  shall  be  so. 
Away,  bnm  all  the  records  of  the  realm;  my 
month  shall  be  the  parliament  of  England. 

John.  Then  we  are  like  to  haTO  biting  statutes, 
nnless  his  teeth  be  polled  ont.  [Aside. 

Cade.  And  henceforward  all  thinRS  shall  be 
fai  common. 

Enter  a  Messenger 

Meu.  My  lord,  apiize,  a  prize !  here's  the  Lord 
Say,  which  sold  the  towns  in  France;  he  that 
made  ns  pay  one-snd-twenty  fifteens,  and  one 
shilling  to  the  ponnd,  the  last  sobsidy. 

Enter  George  Bbyis,  vnth  the  Lord  Sat. 

Cade.  Well,  he  shall  be  beheaded  for  it  ten 
times.— Ah,  thou  say,  thon  serge,  nay,  thou  buck- 
ram lordl  now  art  thou  witbin  point  blank  of 

0  nr  jarisdiction  regal.  What  canst  thon  answer 
to  my  majesty,  for  giving  np  of  Normandy  nnto 
Monsieur  Basimecu,  the  dauphin  of  France?  Be 
it  known  unto  thee,  by  these  presence,  even  the 
presence  of  Lord  Mortimer,  that  I  am  the  besom 
that  must  sweep  the  court  dean  of  such  filth  as 
thou  art  Thou  bast  most  traitorously  corrapted 
the  youth  of  the  realm,  in  erecting  a  grammar 
sd^ool:  and  whereas,  before,  our  forefathers  had 
no  other  books  but  the  score  and  the  tally,  thou 
hast  caused  printing  to  be  used ;  and,  contrary 
to  the  king,  his  crown  and  dignity,  thou  hast 
built  a  paper-mill.  It  will  be  proved  to  thy  face, 
that  thou  hist  men  about  thee  that  usually  talk 
of  a  noun  and  a  verb ;  and  such  abominable  words 
as  no  Christian  ear  can  endure  to  hear.  Thou  hast 
appointed  justices  of  peace,  to  call  poor  men 
before  them  about  matters  they  were  not  able  to 
answer.  Moreover,  thou  hast  put  them  in  prison ; 
and  because  they  could  not  read  thou  hast 
hanged  them ;  when,  indeed,  only  for  that  cause 
they  have  been  most  worthy  to  live.  Thou  dost 
ride  on  a  foot-doth,  dost  thou  not  f 

Baif.  What  of  that? 

Cade.  Marry,  thou  onghtest  not  to  let  thy 
horse  wear  a  cloak,  when  honester  men  than 
thou  go  in  their  hose  and  doublets. 

Dick.  And  work  in  thdr  shirt  too ;  as  myself^ 
for  example,  that  am  a  butcher. 

Say.  You  men  of  Kent, — 

Dick.  What  say  you  of  Kent  ?  [gene. 

Say,  Nothing  but  this:  *Tis  bona  terra^  mala 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him !  he 
•peaks  Latin.  [you  will. 

Say.  Hear  me  but  speak,  and  bear  me  where 
Kent,  in  the  commentariea  Onsar  writ. 
Is  term'd  the  dvill'st  nlaee  of  all  this  isle: 
Sweet  is  the  country,  because  full  of  ricbM  i 
The  people  liberaL  valiant,  active,  wealthy ; 
Which  makes  me  hope  you  are  not  void  of  pity. 

1  sold  not  Maine,  I  lost  not  Normandy ; 
Yet,  to  recover  them,  would  lose  my  life. 
Justice  with  favour  have  I  always  done ; 
Fnjera  and  team  have  mov'd  me,  gifts  ooold 

never. 
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When  have  I  aught  exacted  at  your  bands? 
Kent  to  maintain,  the  king,  the  realm,  and  yoo, 
Large  gifts  have  I  bestow'd  on  learned  derloi, 
Because  my  book  preferr'd  me  to  the  king, 
And  seeing  ignorance  is  the  curse  of  Ck>d, 
Knowledge  the  wing  wherewith  we  fly  to  heaven. 
Unless  jou  be  possess'd  with  devilish  spirits. 
Yon  cannot  but  forbear  to  murther  me. 
This  tongue  hath  parley'd  unto  foreign  kings 
For  your  behoof, — 

Cade.  Tut  1  when  stmck'st  thou  one  blow  in 
thefleld? 

Say.  Great  men  have  reaching  hands :  oft  have 
I  struck 
Those  that  I  never  saw,  and  struck  them  dead. 

Geo.  O  monstrous  coward  I  what,  to  come 
behind  folks? 

Say.  These  cheeks  are  pale  for  watching  for 
your  good. 

Cade.  Give  him  a  box  o'  the  ear,  and  that  will 
make  'em  red  again. 

Say.  Long  sitting  to  determine  poor  men's 
causes 
Hath  made  me  full  of  dckness  and  diseases. 

Cade.  Ye  shall  have  a  hempen  caudle  then, 
and  the  pap  of  hatchet. 

Dick,  Why  dost  thou  quiver,  man  ? 

Say.  The  palsy,  and  not  fear,  provoketh  me. 

Cade.  Nay,  he  nods  at  us :  as  who  should  sa^, 
I'll  be  even  with  you.  I'll  see  if  his  head  will 
stand  steadier  on  a  pole,  or  no :  Take  him  away, 
and  behead  him. 

Say.  Tell  me,  wherein  have  I  offended  moat? 
Have  I  affected  wealth,  or  honour ;  speak  ? 
Are  my  chests  filled  up  with  extorted  gold  ? 
Is  my  apparel  sumptuous  to  behold  ? 
Whom  have  I  injnr'd,  that  ye  seek  my  death  ? 
These  hands  are  free  from  guiltless  blood-shed- 
ding, [thoughts. 
This  breast  from  harbouring  foul  deceitful 
O,  let  mo  live  I 

Cade.  I  feel  remorse  in  mvself  with  his  words; 
but  I'll  bridle  it ;  he  shall  die ;  an  it  be  but  for 
pleading  so  well  for  his  life.  Away  with  him  I  he 
has  a  familiar  under  his  tongue ;  he  speaks  not 
o'  God's  name.  Go,  take  him  away,  I  say,  and 
strike  off  his  head  presently ;  and  then  break 
into  his  son-in-law'a  bouse,  Sir  James  Cromer, 
and  strike  off  his  head,  and  bring  them  both 
upon  two  poles  hither. 

AU,  It  snail  be  done.  [prayers. 

Say.  Ah,  countrymen !  if  when  you  make  your 
God  should  be  so  obdurate  as  yourselves. 
How  would  it  fare  with  your  departed  souls  ? 
And  therefore  yet  relent,  and  save  my  life. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  and  do  as  I  command 
ye.  [Exeunt  some,  with  Lord  Sat.]  The  proudest 
peer  in  the  realm  shall  not  wear  a  head  on  his 
shoulders,  unless  he  pay  me  tribute:  there  shall 
not  a  maid  be  married,  but  she  shall  pay  to  mc 
her  maidenhead  ere  they  have  it:  Men  shall  hold 
of  me  tTi  eapite  ;  and  we  charge  and  command 
that  their  wives  be  as  free  as  heart  can  wish,  or 
tongue  can  tell. 

Dick.  My  lord,  when  shall  we  go  to  Cheapaide, 
and  take  up  commodities  upon  our  bills  ? 

Cade.  Marry,  presently. 

AU.  O  brave  t 

Be-enter  Bebels,  with  the  heads  of  Loacd  8ay  and 
his  Son-in-law. 
Cade.  But  is  not  this  braver  ?— Let  them  kiss 
one  another,  for  they  loved  weU  when  thejj  were 
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aHve.  Kbw  part  tbem  again,  lest  they  considt 
aboat  the  giving  np  of  some  more  townsin  France. 
Soldiers,  defer  the  spoil  of  the  city  until  night: 
for  with  these  borne  before  us,  instead  of  menaces, 
will  we  ride  through  the  streets ;  and,  at  every 
oomer,  have  them  ki88.~Away  I  lExeunt, 

80ENE  YIIL— Sonthwaric 
Alarum.    Enter  Gadb,  and  all  Ms  Babblement. 

(7<k2s.I7pFish-streetI  down  StMagnns^comerl 
kill  and  knock  downl  throw  them  into  Thames! — 
[A  parley  sounded^  then  a  retreat.']  What  noise  is 
this  I  hear  ?  Dare  any  be  so  bold  to  sonnd  retreat 
or  parley,  when  I  command  them  kill  ? 

Enter  BuosiKaHAM  and  Old  Oliffobd,  wUik  ' 
Forces. 

Suek,  Ay,  here  they  be  that  dare  and  will 
distorb  thee : 
Enow,  Cade,  we  come  ambassadors  from  the  Idng 
Unto  the  commons,  whom  thon  hast  misled ; 
And  here  prononnce  free  pardon  to  them  all 
That  will  forsake  thee,  and  go  home  in  peace. 

Clif.  What  say  ye,  conntrymen  ?  will  ye  relent, 
And  yield  to  mercy,  whilst  'tis  ofiFer'd  yon ; 
Or  let  a  rabble  lead  yon  to  yonr  deaths  ? 
Who  loves  the  king,  and  will  embrace  his  pardon, 
Fling  np  his  cap,  and  say — God  save  his  majesty ! 
Who  hateth  him,  and  honours  not  his  father, 
Henry  the  Fifth,  that  made  all  France  to  qoake, 
Shake  he  his  weapon  at  ns,  and  pass  by. 

AU.  Qod  save  the  king  t  God  save  the  king  f 

Code.  What,  Buckingham  and  GlifiPord,  are  ye 
■0  brave  f — And  you,  base  peasants,  do  ye  believe 
him  ?  wiU  yon  needs  be  hailed  with  your  pardons 
shout  your  necks?  Hath  my  sword  therefore 
broke  through  London  gates,  that  you  should 
leave  me  at  the  White  Hart  in  Southwark?  I 
thoughtye  would  never  have  given  out  these  arms, 
till  you  had  recovered  your  ancient  froedom; 
butyouareallreoreantsanddastards;  and  delight 
to  live  in  slavery  to  the  nobility.  Let  them  break 
jour  backs  with  burthens,  take  your  houses  over 
70ur  heads,  ravish  your  wives  and  daughters 
before  your  faces :— For  me,~I  wiU  make  shift 
for  one ;  and  so—God's  curse  light  upon  you  all  1 

AU.  We'll  follow  Cade,  well  follow  Cade. 

Olif.  Is  Cade  the  son  of  Henry  the  Fifth, 
That  thus  you  do  exclaim  you'll  go  with  him? 
Will  he  conduct  you  through  the  heart  of  France, 
And  make  the  meanest  of  you  earls  and  dukes  ? 
Alas,  he  hath  no  home,  no  place  to  fly  to ; 
Kor  knows  he  how  to  live  but  by  the  spoil, 
Unless  by  robbing  of  vour  friends  and  us, 
Were't  not  a  shame  that  whilst  you  live  at  jar. 
The  fearful  French,  whom  you  late  vanquished, 
Should  make  a  start  o'er  seas,  and  vanquish  you? 
Hethinks,  already,  in  this  civil  broil, 
I  see  them  lording  it  in  London  streets. 
Crying — VillageoU  !  unto  all  they  meet. 
Better  ten  thousand  base-bom  Oades  miscarry. 
Than  you  should  stoop  unto  a  Frenchman's  mer^y 
To  France,  to  France,  and  get  what  you  have  lost  \ 
Spare  England,  for  it  is  your  native  coast : 
Henry  hath  money,  vou  are  strong  and  manly ; 
God  on  our  side,  doubt  not  of  victory. 

AU.  A  Clifford  f  a  Clifford  t  we'll  follow  the 
king  and  Clifford. 

Oade,  Was  ever  feather  so  lightly  blown  to  and 
fro  as  this  multitude  ?  The  name  of  Henry  the 
Fifth  hales  them  to  a  hundred  misohiefis,  and 
makes  them  leave  me  desolate.    I  fee  them  lay 
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their  heads  together  to  surprise  me:  mj  sword 
make  wav  for  me,  for  here  is  no  staymg. — ^Ih 
despite  of  the  devils  and  hell,  have  through  the 
verymiddestofyout  and  heavens  and  honour  be 
witness,  that  no  want  of  resolution  in  me,  but 
only  my  followers*  base  and  ignominious  treasons, 
make  me  betake  me  to  my  heels.  [Exit. 

Buek.  What,  is  he  fled?  go  some,  and  loUow 
him; 
And  he  that  brings  his  head  unto  the  king 
Shall  have  a  thousand  crowns  for  his  reward.— 
[Exeunt  some  of  them. 
Follow  me,  soldiers ;  well  devise  a  mean 
To  reconcfle  you  all  unto  the  king.        [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IX.— Eillingworth  Castle. 

Enter  King   Hshbt,   Queen   Habqaubt,  and 
SoMBBSET,  on  the  terrace  of  the  Castle. 
K.  Ken.  Was  ever  king  that  joy'd  an  earthly 
throne 
And  could  command  no  more  content  than  I? 
No  sooner  was  I  crept  out  of  my  cradle. 
But  I  was  made  a  king,  at  nine  months  old: 
Was  never  subject  long'd  to  be  a  king, 
As  I  do  long  and  wish  to  be  a  subject. 

Enter  BnoKiNaHAM  and  Oliffobd. 
Bv^h.  Health  and  glad  tidings  to  your  majesty! 
K.  Hen.  Why,  Bnokinghsm,  is  the  traitor 
Cade  surpris'd  ? 
Or  is  he  but  retir'd  to  make  him  strong  ? 
Enter^  below,  a  great  number  of  GAnn'BfoUowert^ 
with  fUUters  <ibout  tJuir  necks. 
Olif.  He's  fled,  my  lord,  and  all  his  powers 
do  yield ; 
And  humbly  thus,  with  halters  on  their  necks, 
Expect  your  highness'  doom,  of  life  or  deaths 
K,Hen.  Then  Heaven,  set  ope  thy  everlasting 
gates. 
To  entertain  my  vows  of  thanks  and  praise?— 
Soldiers,  this  day  have  you  redeem'd  your  lives. 
And  showed  how  well  you  love  your  prince  and 

country: 
Continue  still  in  this  so  good  a  mind. 
And  Henry,  though  he  m  infortnnate. 
Assure  yourselves,  will  never  be  unkind ; 
And  so,  with  thanks,  and  pardon  to  you  all, 
I  do  dismiss  you  to  your  several  countries. 
AU.  God  save  the  king  I  Ck>d  save  the  king  I 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Please  it  yonr  grace  to  be  advertised. 
The  Duke  of  Tork  is  newly  come  from  Ireland : 
And  with  a  puissant  and  a  mighty  power, 
Of  gallovTglasses  and  stout  EcKrnes, 
Is  marching  hitherward  in  proud  array ; 
And  still  prodaimeth,  as  he  comes  along. 
His  arms  are  only  to  remove  from  thee 
The  Duke  of  Somerset,  whom  he  terms  a  traitor. 

K.  Hen.  Thus  stands  my  state,  'twixt  Cade  and 
York  distressed ; 
Like  to  a  ahip,  that  having  seap'd  a  tempest. 
Is  straightway  ealm'd  and  boarded  with  a  pirate : 
But  now  is  Cade  driven  back,  his  men  dispers'd ; 
And  now  is  York  in  arms  to  second  him, 
I  pray  thee,  Buckingham,  go  forth  and  meet  him ; 
And  ask  him,  what's  the  reason  of  these  arms. 
Tell  him,  I'll  sendDnke  Edmund  to  the  Tower;— 
And,  Somerset,  we  will  commit  thee  thither, 
Until  his  army  be  dismiss'd  from  him. 

Bom.  My  lord, 
m  yield  myself  to  prison  willingly, 
Or  unto  death,  to  do  my  <sountr|^goo^        t 
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JT.  ITen.  In  any  eMe,1)e  not  too  rongh  in  terms; 

For  he  is  fierce,  and  cannot  brook  hard  langaage. 

Buck.  I  will,  my  lord ;  and  donbt  not  so  to  deal 

Ab  all  things  shaU  redonnd  nnto  yonr  good. 

E.  Sen,  Gome,  wife,  let's  in,  and  learn  to 

govern  better; 

For  yet  may  England  corse  my  wretched  reign. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  X.— Eeni  lomt's  garden. 
Enter  CAns. 
Oade.  Fie  on  ambition  1  fie  on  myself,  that  have 
a  sword,  and  yet  am  ready  to  famish  t  These  five 
days  have  I  hid  me  in  these  woods ;  and  darst  not 
peep  ont,  for  all  the  cooDtry  is  lay'd  for  me.  But 
now  am  I  so  hungry  that  ilf  I  might  have  a  lease 
of  my  life  for  a  thousand  years,  I  conld  stay  no 
longer.  Wherefore,  on  abrick-wall  have  I  climbed 
into  this  garden ;  to  see  if  I  can  eat  grass,  or  pick 
a  sallet  another  while,  which  is  not  amiss  to  cool 
a  man's  stomach  this  hot  weather.  And  I  think 
this  word  sallet  was  bom  to  do  me  good :  for  many 
a  time,  hot  for  a  sallet  my  brain-pan  had  been  cleft 
with  a  brown  bill ;  and,  many  a  time,  when  I  have 
been  dry,  and  bravely  marching,  it  hath  served 
me  instead  of  a  qnart-pot  to  drink  in:  And  now 
the  word  sallet  most  serve  me  to  feed  on. 

Enter  Iden,  vnth  Servants. 

IdeH,  Lord,  who  would  live  tnrmoiled  in  the 
court. 
And  may  enjoy  such  quiet  walks  as  these  ? 
This  small  inheritance  my  father  left  me 
Oontenteth  me,  and's  worth  a  monarchy. 
I  seek  not  to  wax  great  by  others'  waning; 
Or  gather  wealth  I  care  not  with  what  en^ ; 
Sufficeth  that  I  have  maintains  my  state. 
And  sends  the  poor  well  pleased  from  my  gate. 

Oade,  Here's  the  lord  of  the  soil  come  to  seize 
me  for  a  stray,  for  entering  his  fee  simple  without 
leave.  Ah,  villain,  thou  wilt  betray  me,  and  get 
a  thousand  crowns  of  the  king  by  carrying  my 
head  to  him ;  but  I'll  make  thee  eat  iron  like  an 
ostrich,  and  swallow  my  sword  like  a  great  pin, 
ere  thou  and  I  part. 

Iden,  Why,  rude  companion,  whatsoe'r  thou  be, . 
I  know  thee  not :  Why  then  should  I  betray  thee? 
Is't  not  enough  to  break  into  my  garden. 
And,  like  a  thief,  to  come  to  rob  my  grounds. 
Climbing  my  walls  in  spite  of  me  the  owner. 
But  thou  wilt  brave  me  with  these  saucy  terms? 

Cade.  Brave  thee?  av,  by  the  best  blood  that 
ever  was  broached,  and  Beard  thee  too.  Look  on 
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me  well :  I  have  eat  no  meat  these  five  days :  yet, 
come  thou  and  thy  five  men,  and  if  I  do  not  leave 
you  all  as  dead  as  a  door-nail,  I  pray  God  I  may 
never  eat  grass  more. 

Iden,  Nay,  it  shall  ne'er  be  said,  while  England 
stands. 
That  Alexander  Iden,  an  esquire  of  Kent, 
Took  odds  to  combat  a  poor  famish 'd  man. 
Oppose  thy  steadfast  gazing  eyes  on  mine, 
See  if  thou  canst  outface  me  with  thy  looks. 
Set  limb  to  limb,  and  thou  art  far  the  lesser ; 
Thy  hand  is  but  a  finger  to  my  fist ; 
Thy  leg  a  stick,  compared  with  this  truncheon ; 
My  foot  shall  fight  with  all  the  strength  thou  hast: 
And  if  mine  arm  be  heaved  in  the  air. 
Thy  grave  is  digg'd  already  in  the  earth. 
As  for  words,  whose  greatness  answers  words, 
Let  this  my  sword  report  what  speech  forbears. 

Cade,  By  my  valour,  the  most  complete  cham- 
pion that  ever  I  heard. — Steel,  if  thou  turn  the 
edge,or  cut  not  out  the  burly-boned  clown  in  chines 
of  beef  ere  thou  sleep  in  thy  sheath,  I  beseech 
Jove  on  my  knees  thou  mayest  be  turned  to  hob- 
nails. [They  fight.  OAsyvifalU.'}  0,1  am  slain t 
famine,  and  no  other,  hath  slain  me:  let  ten 
thousand  devils  come  against  me,  and  give  me  bat 
the  ten  meals  I  have  lost,  and  I'd  defy  them  all. 
Wither,  garden ;  and  be  henceforth  a  burying- 
place  to  all  that  do  dwell  in  this  house,  because 
the  nnconquered  soul  of  Cade  is  fled. 

Iden.  Is't  Oade  thatlhave  8lain,that  monstrous 
traitor  ? 
Sword,  I  will  hallow  thee  for  this  thy  deed, 
And  hang  thee  o'er  my  tomb,  when  I  am  dead : 
Ne'er  shall  this  blood  be  wiped  from  thy  point ; 
But  thou  Shalt  wear  it  as  a  nerald's  coat, 
To  emblaze  the  honour  that  thv  master  got. 

Cade,  Iden,  farewell;  and  be  proud  of  thy 
victory :  Tell  Kent  from  me  she  hath  lost  her  best 
man,  and  exhort  all  the  world  to  be  cowards ;  for 
l,that  never  feared  any,  am  vanquished  by  famine, 
not  by  valour.  [Dies, 

Iden.  How  much  thou  wrong'st  me,  Heaven  be 
my  judge.  [thee  t 

Die,  damned  wretch,  the  curse  of  her  that  bare 
And  as  I  thrust  thy  body  in  with  my  sword, 
So  wish  I,  I  might  thrust  thy  soul  to  hell. 
Hence  wiU  I  drag  thee  headlong  by  the  heels 
Unto  a  dunghiU,  which  shall  be  thy  grave. 
And  there  cut  off  thy  most  ungracious  head; 
Which  I  will  bear  in  triumph  to  the  king. 
Leaving  thy  trunk  for  crows  to  feed  upon. 

[Exit,  dragging  out  the  body. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L^rAe Mine.  Fietd9hetm€nT>9s\icnA 
and  Blackheath. 

The  EnfO's  Camp  on  one  side .  On  the  other,  enter 
YoBK  attended,  with  dj-um  and  colours:  hie 
Forces  at  some  distance. 

York,  From  Ireland  thus  oomesTork,  to  eUdm 
bis  right, 
And  pluck  the  crown  from  feeble  Henry's  head ; 
Bing,  belIs,aload ;  bum,  bonfires,  clear  and  bright ; 
To  entertahi  ||reat  England's  lawful  king. 
Ah,  sanetawu^festas/  who  would  not  boy  thee  dear? 
Let  them  obey  that  know  not  ho  w  to  rule : 
This  hand  was  made  to  handle  nought  but  gold : 
I  cannot  give  due  action  to  my  words. 
Except  a  tword  or  sceptrs  balance  it 


A  sceptre  shall  it  have,  have  I  a  soul. 

On  wfdoh  m  toss  the  flenr-de-luce  of  France. 

Enter  Buokinghax. 

Whom  have  we  here?  Buckingham,  to  disturb 

me? 
The  king  hath  sent  him,  sure:  I  must  dissemble. 
Buck,  York,  if  thou  meanest  well,  I  greet  thee 

weU. 
Fork.  Humphrey  of  Buckingham,  I  accept  thy 
greetmg. 
Art  thou  a  messenger,  or  come  of  pleasure? 

Buck,  A  messenger  from  Henry,our  dread  liege, 
To  know  the  reason  of  these  arms  in  peace ; 
Or  why  thou,  being  a  eabject  as  I  am. 
Against  thy  oath  and  true  aUegiaaoe  sworoi 
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Shonldstraiseeo  great  apower  without  bis  leaTe, 
Or  dare  to  bring  tby  force  so  near  the  court. 

York.  Scarce  can  I  speak,  my  oboler  is  so  great. 
O,  I  coold  bew  np  rocks,  and  fight  with  flint. 
I  am  so  angry  at  these  abject  terms ; 
And  how,  like  Ajax  Telamonins, 
On  sbeep  or  oxen  conld  I  spend  my  fmry  1 
I  am  far  better  bom  than  is  tiie  king ; 
More  like  a  king,  more  kingly  in  my  thoaghts : 
Bat  I  most  make  fair  weatiier  yet  a  while. 
Till  Henry  be  more  weak,  and  I  more  strong. — 
[All  the  preceding  is  spoken  aside. 
Baekingham,  I  prithee  pardon  me. 
That  I  have  given  no  answer  all  this  while ; 
My  mind  was  troubled  with  deep  melancholy. 
The  oanse  why  I  have  brought  this  army  hither, 
Is,  to  remove  prond  Somerset  from  the  king, 
Seditions  to  his  grace,  and  to  the  state. 

Buck.Thtit  is  too  mnch  presumption  on  thy  part: 
Bat  if  thy  arms  be  to  no  other  end> 
The  king  hath  yielded  unto  thy  demand ; 
The  Duke  of  Somerset  is  in  the  Tower. 

York.  Upon  thine  honour,  is  he  prisoner  f 

Buck.  Upon  mine  honour,  he  is  prisoner. 

York.  Then,  Buckingham,  I  do  dismiss  my 
powers. 
Soldiers,  I  thank  you  all;  disperse  yourselves; 
Meet  me  to-morrow  in  Saint  George's  field, 
You  shall  have  pay,  and  everything  you  wish. 
And  let  my  sovereign,  virtuous  Henry, 
Command  my  eldest  son,  nay  all  my  sons, 
As  pledges  of  my  fealty  and  love. 
I'll  send  them  aU  as  willing  as  I  live ; 
Luids,  goods,  horse,  armour,  anything  I  have 
Is  his  to  use,  so  Somerset  may  die. 

Buck.  York,  I  commend  this  kind  submission : 
We  twain  will  go  into  his  highness'  tent. 

Enter  King  Hshbt,  attended. 

K.  Sen,  Baekingham,  doth  York  intend  no 
harm  tons, 
That  thus  he  marcheth  with  thee  arm  in  arm  f 

York.  In  all  submission  and  humility, 
York  doth  present  himself  unto  your  highness. 

£.  Hen.  Then  what  intend  these  forces  thou 
dost  bring  t  [hence ; 

York.  To  heave  the  traitor  Somerset  from 
And  fight  against  that  monstrous  rebel  Cade, 
Who  idnoe  I  heard  to  be  discomfited. 

Enter  Idbh,  with  Cade's  hecuU 

Iden.  If  one  so  rude,  and  of  such  mean  con- 
May  pass  into  the  presence  of  a  king,  [dition. 

Lo,  I  present  your  grace  a  traitor's  head. 
The  head  of  Cade,  whom  I  in  combat  slew. 
K.  Hen.  The  head  of  Cade?— Great  God,  how 
just  art  thou  1 — 
0,  let  me  view  his  visage,  being  dead, 
That  living  wrought  me  such  exceeding  trouble. 
Tell  me,  my  friend,  art  thou  the  man  that  slew 
him? 
Jden,  I  was,  an't  like  your  majesty. 
7.  Hen.  How  art  thou  call'd  ?  and  what  is  thy 

degree  ? 
Iden.  Alexander  Iden,  that's  my  name ; 
A  poor  esquire  of  Kent,  that  loves  his  king. 
£uck.  So  please  it  you,  my  lord,  'twere  not 
amiss 
He  were  created  knight  for  his  good  service. 
£.  Hen.  Iden.  kneel  down.  [He  kneels.']  Bise 
up  a  knight 
We  give  thee  for  reward  a  thousand  marks; 
And  will  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us. 
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Iden.  May  Iden  live  to  merit  such  a  boan^, 
And  never  live  but  true  unto  his  liege  t 

K.  Hen.  See,  Buckingham  1    Somerset  eomea 
with  the  queen ; 
Go,  bid  her  hide  him  quickly  from  the  duke. 

Enter  Queen  Maroabxt  and  Sombrsst* 

Q.  Mar.  For  thousand  Yorks  he  shall  not  hida 
his  head, 
But  boldly  stand,  and  front  him  to  his  face. 

York.  How  now  I  Is  Somerset  at  liberty  7 
Tben,York,unloose  thylong-im^rison'd  thoughts. 
And  let  thy  tongue  be  equal  with  thy  hearL  i 
Shall  I  endure  the  sight  of  Somerset  ? — 
False  king  1  why  hast  thou  broken  faith  with  ma^ 
Knowing  how  hardly  I  can  brook  abuse  ? 
King  did  I  call  thee  t  no,  thou  art  not  king ; 
Not  fit  to  govern  and  rule  multitudes, 
Which  dar'st  not,  no,  nor  canst  not  rule  a  traitor. 
That  head  of  thine  doth  not  become  a  crown ; 
Thy  hand  is  made  to  grasp  a  palmer's  staff, 
And  not  to  grace  an  awful  princely  sceptre.  ^ 
That  gold  must  round  engrit  these  brows  of  mine , 
Whose  smile  and  frown,  like  to  Achilles'  spear. 
Is  able  with  the  change  to  kill  and  cure 
Here  is  a  hand  to  hold  a  sceptre  up, 
And  with  the  same  to  act  controlling  laws. 
Give  place;  by  Heaven,  thou  shalt  rule  no  more 
O'er  him  whom  Heaven  created  for  thv  ruler. 

Som.  O  monstrous  traitor  t— I  arrest  thee,  York, 
Of  capital  treason  'gainst  the  king  and  crown ; 
Obey,  audacious  traitor ;  kneel  for  grace. 

York.  Wouldst  have  me  kneel?  first  let  me 
ask  of  these, 
If  they  can  brook  I  bow  a  knee  to  man. 
Sirrah,  call  in  my  sons  to  be  my  bail ; 

lEzU  an  Attendant. 
I  know  ere  they  will  have  me  go  toward. 
They'll  pawn  their  swords  for  my  enfranchise- 
ment. 

Q.  Mar.  Call  hither  Clifford :  bid  him  come 
amain,  [Exit  BuoKntOBAM. 

To  say,  if  that  the  bastard  boys  of  York 
Shall  be  the  surety  for  their  traitor  father. 

York.  0  blood-bespotted  N(>apolitan, 
Outcast  of  Naples,  England's  bloody  scourge  1 
The  sons  of  York,  thy  betters  in  their  birth, 
Shall  be  their  father's  bail :  and  bane  to  those 
That  for  my  surety  will  refuse  the  boys. 

Enter  Edwabd  atuf  Biohabd  Plantaoenst,  with 
Forces^  at  one  side  ;  at  the  other^  with  Forces 
€dsOt  Old  Cliffobo  and  his  Son. 

See,  where  they  come ;  Pll  warrant  th^'ll  make 
it  good.  [baiL 

Q.  Mar.  And  here  comes  Clifford  to  deny  their 

Olif.  Health  and  all  happiness  to  my  lord  the 
king  ?  [Kneels* 

York.  I  thank  thee,  Clifford :  Bay,  what  news 
with  thee? 
Nny,  do  not  fright  us  with  an  angry  look . 
We  are  thy  sovereign,  Clifford,  kneel  again  * 
For  thy  mistaking  so  we  pardon  thee. 

Cli/.  This  is  my  king,  York,  I  do  not  mistake; 
But  thou  mistak'st  me  much  to  think  I  do : — 
To  Bedlam  with  him  t  is  the  man  grown  mad  ? 

K.  Hen.  Ay,  Clifford;   a  bedlam  and  am- 
bitious humour 
Makes  him  oppose  himself  against  Us  king. 

Clif.  He  is  a  traitor ;  let  him  to  the  tower 
And  chop  away  that  factious  pate  of  his. 

Q.  Mar.  He  is  arrested,  but  will  not  obey ; 
His  sons,  he  says,  shaU  give  th^^oiNbf«r|faiin. 
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Tcrk,  inn  yoa  nol,  sonst 
Bdw.  Ay,  noble  father,  if  onr  words  will  serve. 
Bick,  And  if  words  will  not,  then  onr  weapons 

shalL 
OZ{f.  Why,  what  a  brood  of  traitors  have  we 

here  I 
York,  Look  in  a  glass,  and  call  thy  image  so ; 
I  am  thy  king,  and  thou  a  false-heart  traitor. 
Gall  hither  to  the  stake  my  two  brave  bears, 
That,  with  the  very  shaking  of  their  chains. 
They  may  astonish  these  fell  larking  cnrs ; 
Bid  Salisbnry  and  Warwick  come  to  me. 

Dnimt,    Enter  Wabwiok  and  Sausbust,  toiih 
Forces, 

OUf,  Are  these  thy  bears?  well  bait  thy  bears 
to  death. 
And  manacle  the  bearward  in  their  chains. 
If  then  dar'st  bring  them  to  the  baiting-place. 

Rich.  Oft  have  I  seen  a  hot  o'erweeulng  car 
Ban  back  and  bite,  because  he  was  withheld ; 
Who,  being  saffer'd  with  the  bear's  fell  paw, 
Hath  olapp'd  his  tail  between  his  legs  and  cried : 
And  snch  a  piece  of  service  will  yon  do, 
If  yon  oppose  yourselves  to  match  Lord  Warwick, 

QUf.  Hence,  heap  of  wrath,  fool  indigested 
lamp. 
As  crooked  in  thy  manners  as  thy  shape  f 

York,  Nay,  we  shall  heat yoa  thoroaghly  anon. 

CUf,  Take  heed,  lest  by  yoor  heat  you  bom 
yourselves. 

K,  Sen.  Why,  Warwick,  hath  thy  knee  foi^ot 
to  bow? 
Old  Salisbnry, — sbame  to  thy  silver  hair, 
Thoo  mad  misleader  of  thy  brainsick  son  I— 
What,  wilt  thou  on  thy  death-bed  play  the  raffian. 
And  seek  for  sorrow  with  thy  spectacles  ? 
O,  where  is  faith  ?    0,  where  is  loyalty  ? 
If  it  be  banish'd  from  the  frosty  head, 
Where  shall  it  find  a  harbour  in  the  earth  ? — 
Wilt  thou  go  dig  a  grave  to  find  out  war, 
And  shame  thine  honourable  age  with  blood? 
Why  art  thou  old  and  want'st  experienco  ? 
Or  wherefore  dost  abase  it  if  thou  hast  it? 
For  shame  I  in  duty  bend  thv  knee  to  me, 
That  bows  onto  the  grave  with  mickle  age. 

Sal.  My  lord,  I  have  considered  with  myself 
The  title  of  this  most  renowned  duke; 
And  in  my  conscience  do  repute  his  grace 
The  rigbtfnl  heir  to  England's  royal  seat. 

K.  Ben.  Hast  thou  not  sworn  allegiance  nnto 

8al.  I  have.  [me  ? 

K,  Hen.  CsTist  tlion  dispense  with  heaven  for 
such  an  oath  t 

Sal.  It  is  Kreat  siu,  to  swear  unto  a  sin ; 
But  greater  sin,  to  keep  a  sinful  oath. 
Who  can  be  bound  by  any  solemn  vow 
To  do  a  mnrtherons  deed,  to  rob  a  man, 
To  force  a  spotless  virgin's  chastity. 
To  reave  the  orphan  of  his  patrimony, 
To  wring  the  widow  from  her  accustom'd  right ; 
And  have  no  other  reason  for  this  wrong 
Bot  that  he  was  bound  by  a  solemn  oath  ? 

g.  Alar.  A  subtle  traitor  needs  no  sophister. 

A.  Hen,  Call  Buckingham,  and  bid  him  arm 
himself.  [thou  hast, 

Tarh.  Call  Buckingham,  and  aU  the  friends 
I  am  resolved  for  death  or  dignity. 

Olif.  The  first  I  warrant  thee,  if  dreams 
prove  true. 

War,  Ton  were  best  to  go  to  bed,  and  dream 
again. 
To  kaep  thee  from  the  tempest  of  the  field. 
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Clif,  1  am  resolVd  to  bear  a  greater  storm 
Than  any  tbou  canst  conjure  up  to-day ; 
And  that  I'll  write  upon  thy  burgonet 
Mi^ht  I  bnt  know  thee  by  thy  household  bad|^e. 

War,  Now,  by  my  father's  badge,  old  Nevil's 
crest, 
The  rampant  bear,  ohsin'd  to  the  ragged  staff. 
This  day  I'll  wear  aloft  my  burgonet, 
(As  on  a  mountain-top  the  cedar  shows, 
That  keeps  his  leaves  in  spite  of  any  storm). 
Even  to  affright  thee  with  the  view  thereof. 

Clif.  And  from  thy  burgonet  I'll  rend  thy  bear, 
And  tread  it  under  foot  with  all  contempt. 
Despite  the  bearward  that  protects  the  bear. 

Y,  Clif.  And  so  to  arms,  victorious  father. 
To  quell  the  rebels  and  their  'complices. 

Bteh.  Fie  t  charity,  for  shame  1  speak  not  In 
spite. 
For  yon  shall  sup  with  Jesu  Christ  to-night. 

F.  Clif.  Foul  stigmatic,  that's  more  than  thou 
canst  tell, 

Bich,  If  not  in  heaven,  yonll  surely  sup  in  heU. 
IBxeunt  severally, 

SCENE  n.~Saint  Alban's. 

Alarums:  Excursions,    Enter  Waswiok. 

War,  Clifford  of  Cumberland,  'tis  Warwick 
calls! 
And  if  thou  dost  not  hide  thee  from  the  bear, 
Now  when  the  angry  trumpet  sounds  alarum. 
And  dead  men's  cries  do  fill  the  empty  air, 
Clifford,  I  say,  come  forth  and  fight  with  me  1 
Proud  northern  lord,  Clifford  of  Cumberland, 
Warwick  is  hoarse  with  calling  thee  to  arms. 

Enter  York. 

How  now,  my  noble  lord  ?  what,  all  a-foot  ? 
York,  The  deadly-handed  Clifford  slew  my 
steed; 
But  match  to  match  I  have  encounter'd  him. 
And  made  a  prey  for  carrion  kites  and  crows 
Even  of  the  bonny  beast  he  lov'd  so  well. 

Enter  Clipvord. 

War.  Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  is  oome. 
York.  Hold,  Warwick,  seek  thee  out  some 
other  chase. 
For  I  myself  must  hnnt  this  deer  to  death. 
War.  Then,  nobly,  York;  'tis  for  a  crown 
thon  flght'st 
As  I  intend,  Clifford,  to  thrive  to-day. 
It  grieves  my  soul  to  leave  thee  unassail'd. 

[Exit. 
Clif.  What  seest  thou  in  me,  York  ?  why  dost 

tbou  pause  ? 
York.  With  thy  brave  bearing  should  I  be  in 
love, 
Bot  that  thou  art  so  fast  mine  enemy, 
Clitf,  Nor  should  thy  prowess  want  praise  and 
esteem. 
But  tliat  'tis  shown  ignobly,  and  in  treason. 

York.  So  let  it  help  me  now  against  thy  sword. 
As  I  in  jnstice  and  true  right  express  it  t 

Clif.  My  soul  and  body  on  the  action  both  1— 

York,  A  dreadf  nl  lay  I— address  thee  instantlv. 

[Theyjight^  and  CiAwroKD  falls. 

Clif.  La  ftn  eouronne  Us  cnivres.  iDies, 

York,  Thus  war  hath  given  thee  peace,  for  thou 

art  sttii. 

Peace  with  his  soul.  Heaven,  if  it  be  thy  will. 
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Xntsr  Tomig  OuyroBD. 

T,  Clif,  Shame  and  ooDfadonl  all  la  on  the 
roat; 
Tear  framee  disorder,  and  disorder  woimds 
Where  it  should  gnai^.  O  war,  thon  son  of  hell, 
Whom  angry  heaTens  do  make  their  minister, 
Throw  in  the  frozen  bosoms  of  our  part 
Hot  coals  of  yesgeance  I — ^Let  no  soldier  fly* 
He  that  ia  tmly  dedicate  to  war 
Hath  no  self-love ;  nor  he  that  loTes  himself 
Hath  not  essentially,  but  1^  circnmstance, 
The  name  of  yaloor.— 0,  let  the  vile  world  end, 
ISeeing  his  dead  father. 
And  the  premised  flames  of  the  last  day 
Knit  eartn  and  heaven  together  I 
Now  let  the  general  tmmpet  blow  his  blast, 
Particularities  and  petty  sounds 
To  cease  I    Wast  thon  ordain'd,  dear  father, 
To  lose  thy  yonth  in  peace,  and  to  achieve 
The  silver  livery  of  advised  age. 
And  in  thy  reverence,  and  thy  chair-days,  flmi 
To  die  in  mffian  battle?— Even  at  this  sight. 
My  heart  is  tam'd  to  stone :  and,  while  'tis  mine, 
It  shall  be  stony.  York  not  onr  old  men  spares ; 
No  more  will  I  their  babes :  tears  virginal 
Shall  be  to  me  even  as  the  dew  to  fire ; 
And  beanty,  that  the  tyrant  oft  reclaims, 
Shan  to  my  flaming  wrath  be  oil  and  flax. 
Henceforth,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  pi^ : 
ICeet  I  an  infant  of  the  house  cf  York, 
Into  as  many  gobbets  will  1  cut  it. 
As  wild  Medea  young  Absyrtus  did : 
In  cruelty  will  I  seek  out  my  fanw. 
Come,  thon  new  ruin  of  old  Clifford's  house ; 

[  TiMking  up  the  body. 
As  did  ^neas  old  Anchises  bear. 
So  bear  I  thee  upon  my  manly  shoulders ; 
But  then  JBneas  bare  a  living  load. 
Nothing  io  heavy  as  these  woes  of  mine. 

lExit. 

Enter  Biohabd  PLANTAosiniT  and  Soxbbset, 
fighting^  and  Sombbsbt  ia  killed, 

Eieh.  So,  lie  thou  there; — 
For  underneath  an  alehouse*  paltry  sign. 
The  Castle  in  Saint  Albans,  Somerset 
Hath  made  the  wizard  famous  in  his  death. 
Sword,  hold  thy  temper :  heart,  be  wrathful  still  t 
Priests  pray  for  enemies,  but  princes  kill. 

[Exit. 

Alarume:   Exeursiona.      Enter  King  Henbt, 
Queen  Maboabbt,  and  other$t  retreating. 

Q.  Mar,  Away,  my  lord  t  you  are  slow ;  for 

shame,  away  1 
K,  Hen,  Can  we  outrun  the  heavens  t  good 

Margaret,  stay. 
Q.  Mar.  What  are  you  made  of?  you'll  not 
fight  nor  fly : 
Now  is  it  manhood,  wisdom,  and  defence. 
To  give  the  enemy  way :  and  to  secure  us 


VL— PABT  n. 
By  wliai  we  can,  wtidk  en  no  more  but  flj. 

lAlafitm  afar  oft 
U  yon  be  ta'en,  we  then  should  see  the  bottom 
Of  aU  our  fortines :  but  if  we  haply  scape, 
(As  well  we  may,  if  not  through  your  neglect). 
We  shall  to  London  get,  where  yon  are  lov'd ; 
And  where  this  breach  now  in  our  fortmiee  made, 
May  readily  be  stopp'd. 

Enter  Young  CuyfOBD. 

T,  OIi/lButthatmyheart's  on  future  mischief 
Iwonld  speak  blasphemy  ere  bid  youfly;         [set. 
But  fly  vou  must ;  unourable  discomfit 
Beigns  m  the  hearts  of  all  our  present  parts. 
Away,  for  vour  relief  1  and  we  will  live 
To  see  their  day,  and  them  our  fortune  give : 
Away,  my  lord,  away.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  Jn.—Fielde  near  Saint  Alban's. 

Alarum:  Retreat.  Elouriih:  then  enter  York, 
BiCHABD  Plamtaoxnbt,  Wabwick,  and  Sol- 
diers, with  drum  and  eoioure, 

Yorh.  Of  SallBbury,  who  can  report  of  him?^ 
That  winter  lion,  who  in  rage  forgets 
Aged  contusions  and  all  brush  of  time; 
And,  like  a  gallant  in  the  brow  of  youth, 
Bepairs  him  with  occasion  ?    This  happy  day 
Is  not  itself,  nor  have  we  won  one  foot. 
If  Salisbuiy  be  lost 

Rich.  My  noble  father, 

Three  times  to-da^  I  help  him  to  his  horse. 
Three  times  bestnd  him,  thrice  I  led  him  oA, 
Persuaded  him  from  any  further  act : 
But  still  where  danger  was,  there  still  I  met  him; 
And  like  rich  hangiogs  in  a  homely  house. 
So  was  his  will  in  his  old  feeble  body. 
But,  ndUe  as  he  is,  look  where  he  comes. 

Enter  Salisbuet. 

SkA,  Now,  by  my  sword,  well  hast  thou  fought 
to-day; 
By  the  mass,  so  did  we  all.— I  thank  you,  Biduurd  t 
God  knows  how  long  it  is  I  have  to  live ; 
'And  it  hath  pleas'd  Him  that  three  times  to-day 
You  have  defended  me  from  imminent  death. 
Well,  lords,  we  have  not  got  that  which  we  have. 
'Tis  not  enough  our  foes  are  this  time  fled. 
Being  opposites  of  such  repairing  nature. 

Forib.  I  know  our  safety  is  to  follow  them. 
For,  as  I  hear,  the  king  is  fled  to  London, 
To  eall  a  present  court  of  parliament 
Let  us  pursue  him,  ere  the  writs  go  forth : 
What  says  Lord  Warwick  ?  shall  we  after  them  ? 

War,  After  them  I  nay,  before  them,  if  we  can. 
Now,  by  my  hand,  lords,  'twas  a  glorious  day : 
Saint  Alban's  battle,  won  by  famous  York, 
Shall  be  eterniz'd  in  all  age  to  come. 
Sound  drum  and  trumpets:— and  to  London  aU: 
And  moie  audi  days  as  these  to  ns  befall  | 
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ACT  L 


SCENE  L— London.    7Ad  Parliament  House. 

Urwrn,  Borne  Soldiers  of  Tork'A  Party  break  m. 
Then  enter  the  Dake  of  York,  Edward, 
Richard,  Norfolk,  Montague,  Warwick, 
and  othere,  with  white  roses  in  their  hats. 

War.  I  wonder  how  the  king  escaped  onr  hands. 

York.  While  we  parsned  the  horsemen  of  tha 
north, 
He  silly  stole  awaj,  and  left  his  men : 
Whereat  the  great  lord  of  Northumberland, 
Whose  warlike  ears  conld  never  brook  retreat, 
Cheer'd  op  the  drooping  army;  and  himself. 
Lord  Cli£tord,  and  Lord  Stafiord,  all  abreast, 
Charg*d  oar  main  battle's  front,  and,  breaking  in 
Were  bj  the  swords  of  common  soldiers  slain. 

Edw.  Lord  Stafford's  father,  Duke  of  Backing- 


Is  either  slain  or  wounded  dangerous : 
I  cleft  his  beaver  with  a  downright  blow ; 
lliat  this  is  tme,  father,  behold  his  blood. 

[Showing  his  bloody  sword, 
MonL  And,  brother,  bere*s  the  Earl  of  Wilt- 
shireli  blood,        [7b  York,  showing  ?iis. 
Whom  I  encoimter'd  as  the  battles  joined. 
Biek  Speak  thou  for  me,  and  tell  them  what  I  did. 
[Throwing  down  the  Duke  of  Sombrset'b  head, 
York.  Richard  hath  best  deserved  of  all  mj 
sonB.-— 
Bat,  b  your  grace  dead,  mj  lord  of  Somerset? 


yorf.  Such  hope  bare  all  the  luie  of  John  of 

Gaunt  1 
Mich,  Thus  do  I  hope  to  shake  King  Henry's 

head. 
War,  And  so  do  I,  victorious  prince  of  York. 
Before  I  see  thee  seated  in  that  throne 
Which  now  the  boose  of  Lancaster  usurps, 
I  vow  by  Heaven,  these  eyes  shall  never  dose. 
This  is  the  palace  of  the  fearfol  king. 
And  this  the  regal  seat :  possess  it,  York ; 
For  this  is  thine,  and  not  King  Henry's  heirs*. 
York,  Assist  me  then,  sweet  Warwick,  and  I 
will. 
For  hither  we  have  broken  in  by  force. 
Notf,  We'll  all  assist  you ;  he  that  flies  shall  die. 
York.  Thanks,  gentle  Norfolk,— Stay  by  me^ 
my  lords; 
And,  soldiers,  stay,  and  lodge  by  me  this  night. 
War,  And  when  the  king  comes  offer  him  no 
violence, 
Unlen  he  seek  to  thrust  you  out  perforce. 

[They  retire, 
York  The  queen,  this  day,  here  holds  her 
parliament. 
But  little  thinks  we  shall  be  of  her  council : 
By  words,  or  blows,  here  let  us  win  our  rig^ht. 
Rich,  Arm'd  as  we  are,  let's  stay  within  this 

house. 
War,  The  bloody  parliament  this  shall  be  call'd 
Unless  Plantagenet,  duke  of  York,  be  king ; 
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And  basTifa]  Henrj  clepos*d,  whose  cowardice 
Hath  roado  ns  by-wonu  to  our  enemies. 

York,  Then  leave  me  not,  mj  lords ;  be  resolnte; 
I  mean  to  take  possession  of  my  right 

War,  Neither  the  king,  nor  he  that  lores  him 
best. 
The  proudest  he  that  holds  up  Lancaster, 
Dares  stir  a  wing  if  Warwioic  shake  his  bells. 
1*11  plant  Plantagenet,  root  him  up  who  dares: — 
BesoWe  thee,  Hichard ;  claim  the  English  crown. 

[  Wab.  leads  Yobjl  to  the  tkrom^voho  teats  Itimself. 

StowHsk,  Enter  King  Henrt,  Cuppord,  North- 
umberland, Westmoreland,  Exeter,  and 
otherSf  with  red  roses  in  their  hats. 

K,  Hen.  M.j  lords,  look  whare  the  sturdy  rebel 
sits, 
Even  in  the  chair  of  state !  belike  he  means 
(Back'd  by  the  power  of  Warwick,  that  false  peer) 
To  aspire  unto  the  crown,  and  reign  as  king. 
Earl  of  Northumberland,  he  slew  thy  father ; 
And  thine,  I^rd  Clifford ;  and  you  both  hare 

vow'd  revenge 
Ob  htm,  his  soa^,  his  favourites,  and  his  friends. 
North.  If  I  be  not.  Heavens  be  reveng'd  on  me  1 
C2if.  The  hope  thereof  makes  Clifford  mourn 

in  steel. 
West.  What,  shall  we  suffer  this?  let's  plnck 
him  down : 
My  heart  for  anger  bums,  I  cannot  brook  it. 
K,  Hen.  He  patient,  gentle  Earl  of  Westmore- 
land. 
GUf.  Patience  is  for  poltroons  and  such  as  he ; 
He  durst  not  sit  there  had  vour  father  liv'd. 
My  gracious  lord,  here  in  the  parliament 
Let  us  assail  the  family  of  York. 
North,  Well  hast  thou  spoken,  cousin ;  be  it  so. 
K,  Hen,  Ah,  know  you  not  the  city  favours 
them, 
And  they  have  troops  of  soldiers  at  their  beck  ? 
Exe.  But  when  the  duke  is  slain  they'll  quickly 

fly. 
K.  Hen.   Far  be  the  thought   of  this   from 
Henry's  heart, 
To  make  a  shambles  of  the  perliament-honse  I 
Cousin  of  Exeter,  frowns,  words,  and  threats, 
Shall  be  the  war  that  Henry  means  to  use.  - 

[  They  advance  to  the  duke. 
Thou  factious  Duke  of  York,  descend  my  throne, 
And  kneel  for  grace  and  mercy  at  my  feet ; 
I  am  thy  sovereign. 
York,  I  am  thine. 
Ewe,  For  shame,  come  down;   he  made  thee 

Duke  of  York. 
York.  It  was  my  inheritance,  as  the  earldom  was, 
Exe.  Thy  father  was  a  traitor  to  the  crown. 
War.  Exeter,  thou  art  a  traitor  to  the  crown, 
In  following  this  usurping  Henry. 
CUf.  Whom  should  he  follow  but  his  natural 

king? 
War.  True,  Clifford;  and  that's  Richard  duke 

of  York. 
K,  Hen.  And  shall  I  stand,  and  thoa  sit  in  my 

throne? 
Torh  It  must  and  shall  be  so.  Content  thyself. 
War,  Be  Duke  of  Lancaster,  let  him  be  kmg. 
West.  Ho  is  both  l^ing  and  Duke  of  Lancaster; 
And  that  the  lord  of  Westmoreland  shall  mau^taiu. 
War.  And  Warwick  shall  disprove  it     Yon 
forget 
That  we  are  those  which  chas'd  you  from  the  field, 
And  slew  your  fathers^  and  with  colours  spread 
Ifaroh'd  through  the  ci^  to  the  palaoe  gates. 


VT.— PART  rn. 

North,  Yes,  Warwick,  I  remember  It  to  my 
grief; 
And,  by  his  soul,  thou  and  thy  house  shall  rue  it 

West.  Plantagenet,  of  thee,  and  these  thy  sons, 
Thy  kinsmen  and  thy  friends.  111  have  more  lives 
Than  drops  of  blood  were  in  my  father's  veins. 

CUf.  iVge  it  no  more:   lest  that,  instead  of 
words, 
I  send  thee,  Warwick,  such  a  messen^, 
As  shall  revenge  his  death  before  1  stur. 

War.  Poor  Clifford  I  how  I  scorn  his  worAless 
threats? 

Tork,  Will  you,  we  show  our  title  to  the  crown  f 
If  not,  our  swords  shall  plead  it  in  the  field. 

K.  Hen.  Wliat  title  hast  thou,  traitor,  to  the 
crown? 
Thy  father  was,  as  thou  art,  Duke  of  York ; 
Thy  grandfather,  Roger  Mortimer,  Earl  of  Maroh ; 
I  am  the  son  of  Henry  the  Fifth, 
Who  made  the  dauphin  and  the  French  to  stoop, 
And  sciz'd  upon  their  towns  and  provinces. 

War.  Talk  not  of  France,  sitk  thou  hast  lost 
it  alL 

K.  Hen.  The  lord  protestor  lost  it,  and  not  I ; 
When  I  was  crown 'd  I  was  but  nine  months  old. 

Jiich.  You  are  old  enough  now,  and  yet  methinks 
you  lose : — 
Father,  tear  the  crown  iVom  the  usurper's  head. 

Eiu).  Sweet  father,  do  so ;  set  it  on  your  head. 

Mont.  Qood  brother  [to  York],  as  thou  iovlst 
and  hononrest  arms. 
Let's  fight  it  out,  and  not  stand  cavilling  thus. 

Bich.  Sound  drums  and  trumpets,  and  the  king 
wiUfly. 

York.  Sons,  peace  I 

K.  Hen.  Peace  thou  I  and  give  King  Henry 
leave  to  speak. 

War,  Plantagenet  shall  speak  first  ^— hear  him, 
lords ; 
And  be  you  silent  and  attentive  too. 
For  he  that  interrupts  him  shall  not  live. 

K,  lien,  Tbink'st  thou  that  I  will  leave  my 
kingly  throne, 
Wherein  my  grandsire  and  my  fiither  sat? 
No :  first  siialT  war  unpeople  this  my  realm; 
Ay,  and  their  colours— often  borne  in  France, 
And  now  in  England,  to  our  hearts  great  sorrow- 
Shall  be  my  winding-sheet— Why  faint  yoa,lord8? 
My  title's  good,  and  better  far  than  his. 

War.  Prove  it,  Henry,  and  thou  shalt  be  king. 

K,  Hen.  Henry  the  Fourth  by  conquest  got  the 
crown. 

York.  'Twas  by  rebellion  against  hii  king. 

K.  Hen.  I  know  not  what  to  say ;  my  title's 
weak. 
Tell  me,  may  not  a  king  adopt  an  heur  ? 

York.  What  then? 

K.  Hen.  An  if  he  may,  then  am  I  lawful  king 
For  Richard,  in  the  view  of  many  lords, 
Resigned  the  crown  to  Henry  the  Fourth; 
Whose  heir  my  fiither  was,  and  I  am  his. 

York.  He  rose  against  him,  being  his  sovereign. 
And  made  him  to  resign  his  crown  perforce. 

War.  Suppose,  my  lords,  he  did  it  unoonstrain'd. 
Think  you  'twere  prejudioal  to  hia  crown? 

Exe,  No ;  for  he  could  not  so  resign  hia  crown, 
But  tliat  the  next  heir  should  succeed  and  reign. 

A.  Hen.  Art  thou  against  us,  Duke  of  Exeter? 

Exe.  His  is  the  right,  and  therefore  pardon  m& 

York,  Why  whisper  you,  my  lords,  and  answer 
not? 

Exe,  My  conscience  tells  me  he  is  lawful  kh^ 

K,Him,  All  will  revolt  from  me,and  com  to  hSmu 
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Karth,  Plantageoat,  for  all  the  claim  thoa 
lay'st, 
Think  not  that  Henrr  shall  be  so  doposU 
War,  Deposed  he  shall  be,  in  despite  of  all. 
Jfcrtk.  Thou  art  deeeiv'd ;  tis  not  thy  sontbem 
power, 
Of  Essex,  Norfolk,  Suffolk,  nor  of  Kent,— 
Which    makes    thee    thus    presumptuona  and 

proad, — 
Can  set  toe  doke  np,  in  despite  of  me. 

C^f,  K'lUK  Uenrj,  be  tb j^  title  right  or  wrong, 
Lord  Clifford  tows  to  fight  in  thy  defence : 
May  that  ground  gape,  and  swallow  me  alive, 
Where  I  shall  kneel  to  him  that  slew  my  father! 
King  H.  O  Clifford,  how  thy  words  revive  my 

heart! 
York,  Henry  of  Lancaster,  resign  thy  crown : 
What  mntter  you,  or  what  conspire  you,  lords  ? 

War.  Do  right  unto  this  princely  Duke  of  York; 
Or  I  Mrill  fill  the  house  with  armed  men. 
And  over  the  chair  of  state,  where  now  he  sits, 
Write  up  bis  title  with  usurping  blood. 

[Se  8tamp$  and  the  Soldiers  show  thtmsdoea. 
K,  Men,  My  lord  of  Warwick,  hear  me  but  one 
word  ;— 
Let  me,  for  this  my  lifetime  reign  as  king 

York  Confirm  the  crown  to  me,  and  to  mme 
heirs. 
And  thou  shalt  reign  m  quiet  while  thou  liv'st. 
K,  Hen,  I  am  content :  Richard  Plantagenet, 
Eliuoy  the  kingdom  after  my  decease. 
C^.  What  wrong  is  this  unto  the  prince  your 

son! 
War,  What  good  is  this  to  England,  and  him- 

selfl 
Wett.  Base,  fearful,  and  despairing  Henry  1 
Oltf,  How  hast  thou  injur'd  both  thyself  and 

nsl 
WuL  I  cannot  stay  to  heir  these  articles. 
North.  NorL 
Cltf.  Come,  ooosin,  let  us  tell  the  queen  these 

news. 
WtiU  Farewell,  faint-hearted  and  degenerate 

la  whose  cold  blood  no  spark  of  honour  bides. 

North.  Be  thou  a  prey  unto  the  house  of  York, 
And  die  in  bands  for  this  unmanly  deed! 

Clif,  In  dreadful  war  majrst  thou  be  overeomel 
Or  live  in  peace,  abandoned  and  despised  t 

[Exeunt  Noeth.,  Clif.,  and  West. 
War.  Turn  this  way,  Henry,  and  regard  them 

not. 
E96,  They  seek  revenge,  and  therefore  will  not 

yield. 
K,Hm.  Ah,  Exeter  t 

War,  Why  should  you  sigh,  my  lord  ? 

K.  UoL  Not  for  myself,  iJord  Warwick,  bat 
my  son. 
Whom  1  unnaturally  shall  disinherit 
But,  be  it  as  it  may:— I  here  entail 
The  crown  to  thee  and  to  thine  heirs  for  ever; 
Conditionally,  that  here  thou  take  an  oath 
To  cease  this  civil  war,  and,  whilst  I  live. 
To  honour  me  as  thy  king  and  sovereign ; 
And  neither  by  treason  nor  hostility. 
To  seek  to  put  roe  down,  and  reign  tbjrself. 
York.  This  oath  I  willingly  take,  and  will  per- 
form. {Coming from  tht  tkrcme. 
War.  Long  live  Khag  Henry  I— PUntagenet, 

embrace  him. 
K,  Ben.  And  long  live  thou,  and  these  thy  for- 
ward sons ! 
IM.  Now  York  and  Lancaster  are  reooncird. 
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Exe.  Accursed  be  he  that  seeks  to  make  fhem. 
foes! 

[Smet,    The  Lords  camejorvxard. 
York.  Farewell,  my  gracious  lord ;  ill  to  my 

castle. 
War,  And  111  keep  London,  with  my  soldiers 
Norf,  And  1  to  Norfolk,  with  my  followers. 
Mont,  And  I  unto  the  sea,  from  whence  i  came. 
\Exewni  York  and  hia  Sons,  War.,  Norf,, 
MONTAOUB,  Soldiers,  and  Attendants. 
JL  Hen.  And  I,  with  grief  and  sorrow,  to  the 
court. 

Enter  Queen  Margaret  and  the  Prince  of  Walbs. 

Ext,  Here  comes  the  queen,  whose  looks  bewray 

her  anger: 
111  steal  away. 
K.  Hen,       Exeter,  so  will  I.  [Qoing. 

Q.  Mar.  Nay,  go  not  firom  me,  I  will  follow 

thee. 
K.  Hen,  Be  patient,  gentle  queen,  and  I  will 

stay. 
Q,  Mar,  Who  can  be  patient  in  such  extremes? 
Ah,  wretched  man !   would  I  had  died  a  maid, 
And  never  seen  thee,  never  borne  thee  son, 
Seeing  thou  hast  proved  so  unnatural  a  father ! 
Hath  lie  deserved  to  lose  his  birthright  thus? 
lladst  thou  but  lov'd  him  half  so  well  as  I; 
Or  felt  that  pain  which  I  did  for  him  onoe; 
Or  nourished  him,  as  I  did  with  my  blood ; 
Thou  wonldst  have  left  thy  dearest  heart-blood 

there, 
Kather  than  have  made  that  savage  duke  thine 

heir. 
And  disinherited  thine  only  son. 

Prince.  Father,  you  cannot  disinherit  me : 
If  you  be  king,  why  should  not  I  succeed? 
aI  Hen,  Pardon  me,  Margaret ;  pardon  me, 

sweet  son ; 
The  Earl  of  Warwick  and  the  duke  enforced  me. 
Q,  Mar.  Enfore'd  thee !  art  thou  king,  and  wilt 

be  forcd? 
I  shame  to  hear  thee  speak.  Ah,  timorous  wretch ! 
Thou  hast  undone  thyself,  thy  son,  and  me ; 
And  given  unto  the  house  of  York  such  head, 
As  thou  shalt  reign  but  by  their  sufferance. 
To  entail  him  and  his  heirs  unto  the  crown. 
What  is  it,  but  to  make  thy  sepulchre. 
And  creep  into  it  far  before  thy  time  ? 
Warwick  is  Chancellor  and  the  lord  of  Calais; 
Stem  Faulconbridge  commands  the  narrow  seas; 
The  duke  is  made  protector  of  the  realm; 
And  yet  shalt  thou  be  safe  ?  such  safety  finds 
The  trembling  lamb  environed  with  wolves. 
Had  I  been  there,  which  am  a  silly  woman, 
The  soldiers  should  have  toss'd  me  on  their  pikes. 
Before  I  would  have  granted  to  that  act. 
But  thou  preferr'st  thy  life  before  thine  honour: 
And,  seeing  thou  dost,  I  here  divorce  myself. 
Both  fix>m  thy  table,  Henry,  and  thy  bed, 
Until  that  act  of  parluiment  be  repealed, 
Whereby  my  son  is  disinherited. 
The  northern  lords,  which  have  forsworn  thy 

colours. 
Will  follow  mine  if  once  they  see  them  spread : 
And  spread  they  shall  be ;  to  thy  foul  disgrace, 
And  utter  ruin  of  the  house  of  York. 
Thus  do  I  leave  thee :— Come,  son,  let's  away ; 
Our  army  is  ready ;  come,  we'll  after  them. 
K.  Hen,  Stay,  gentle  Margaret,  and  hear  me 

speak. 
Q,  Mar,  Thou  hast  spoke  too  much  already; 

get  thee  gone.  (^r\r\c^\o 
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K.  Hen,  Gentle  son  Edward  thou  wilt  stajwitb 

me? 
O.  Mcar,  Ay,  to  be  marther'd  bjr  hU  enemies. 
rtinot.  When  I  retarn  with  Tiotorr  from  the 
field 
111  see  your  gimee :  till  then,  111  foUow  her. 
Q,  Mar,  Come,  son,  awaj;  we  may  not  linger 
thns. 
\Eaaemi  Qaeen  Mabgabet  (mi  the  Prinoe. 
K,  Mau  Poor  qaeen  I  how  love  to  me,  and  to 
her  son, 
Hath  made  her  break  out  into  terms  of  ragel 
Reveng'd  may  she  be  on  that  hateful  dake ; 
Whose  haughty  spirit,  winged  with  desire, 
Will  cost  my  crown,  and,  like  an  emp^  eagle, 
Tire  on  the  flesh  of  me  and  of  my  son  f 
The  loss  of  those  three  lords  torments  m^  heart : 
111  write  unto  them,  and  entreat  them  fair  ;— 
Come,  oonsin,  yoa  shall  be  my  messenger. 
E/oe,  And  I,  I  hope,  shall  reconcile  them  all. 

[ExeunL 

SCENE  II.— il  Boom  m  Sandal  CasUe,  near 
Wakefield,  m  Yorkshire. 

Enter  Edwabd,  Righakd,  ami  Momtaqub. 

Bieh.  Brother,  thoagh  I  be  youngest,  give  me 

leave. 
SAo.  No,  I  can  better  play  the  orator. 
MoaL  But  I  have  reasons  strong  and  forcible. 

Enter  Yobk. 

York.  Why,  how  now,  sons  and  brother,  at  b 
strife? 
What  is  your  quarrel  ?  how  began  it  first  ? 

Edw,  No  quarrel,  but  a  slight  contention. 

York.  About  what? 

Bkh.  About  that  which  concerns  your  grace, 
and  us; 
The  crown  of  England,  fistther,  which  b  yours. 

York,  Mine,  boy?  not  till  King  Henry  be  dead. 

Bith,  Your  right  depends  not  on  his  life,  or 
death. 

Echo.  Now  you  are  heir,  therefore  enjoy  it  now : 
By  ^ying  the  house  of  Lsncaster  leave  to  breathe, 
It  will  outrun  you,  father,  in  the  end. 

York.  1  took  an  oath  that  he  should  quietly  reign. 

Echo,  But  for  a  kingdom  any  oath  may  be 
broken: 
I  would  break  a  thousand  oaths  to  reign  one  year. 

Bkk,  No;  God  forbid  your  grace  should  be 
forsworn. 

York.  1  shall  be,  if  I  claim  by  open  war. 

Bic^  111  prove  the  contrary,  if  yonll  hear  me 
speak. 

York.  Thou  canst  not,  son ;  it  is  impossible. 

Bkh.  An  oath  is  of  no  moment,  being  not  took 
Before  a  true  and  lawful  magistrate, 
That  hath  authority  over  him  that  swears : 
Henry  had  none,  but  did  usurp  the  place ; 
Then,  seeing  twas  he  that  made  von  to  depose, 
Your  oath,  my  lord,  is  vain  and  nrivolous. 
Therefore,  to  arms.    And,  &ther,  do  but  think 
How  sweet  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  crown ; 
Within  whose  circuit  is  Elysium, 
And  fdl  that  poets  feign  of  bliss  and  joy. 
Why  do  we  linger  thus  ?  I  cannot  rest. 
Until  the  white  rose  that  I  wear  be  dyed 
Even  in  the  lukewarm  blood  of  Henry's  heart. 

York.  Richard,  enough ;  I  will  be  king  or  die. 
Brother,  thou  shalt  to  London  presently. 
And  whet  on  Warwick  to  this  enterprise. 
Then,  Richard,  thalt  onto  tha  Doke  of  Norfolk, 
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And  tell  him  privily  of  our  intent. 
You,  Edward,  shall  unto  my  Lord  CoUiam, 
Witli  whom  the  Kentishmen  will  willingly  rise: 
In  them  I  trust ;  for  they  are  soldiers. 
Witty,  courteous,  liberal,  full  of  spirit. 
While  yoa  are  thus  employed,  what  restetli  mora 
But  that  I  seek  occasion  how  to  rise. 
And  yet  the  king  not  privy  to  my  drift, 
Nor  any  of  the  house  of  Liancaster  ? 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

But,  stay;  What  news?  why  com^  &oo  in  aoch 
post? 
Jfess.  The  queen,  with  all  the  northern  earls 
and  lords. 
Intend  here  to  besiege  yoa  in  your  castle : 
She  is  hard  by  with  twenty  thousand  men; 
And  therefore  fortify  your  hold,  my  lord. 

York.  Ay,  with  my  sword.     What  I  think^t 
thou  that  we  fear  them  ? 
Edward  and  Richard,  you  shall  stay  with  me; 
My  brother  Montague  shall  post  to  London : 
Let  noble  Warwick,  Cobham,  and  the  rest, 
Whom  we  have  left  protectors  of  the  king, 
With  powerful  policy  strengthen  themsdvea, 
And  trust  not  simple  Henry,  nor  his  oaths. 

Mont.  Brotlier,  I  go ;  111  win  them,  fear  it  not: 
And  thus  most  humbly  I  do  take  my  leave. 

[BaL 

Enter  Sir  Johh  and  Sir  Hugh  Mobtimeb. 
York.  Sir  John  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer,  mine 
uncles! 
You  are  come  to  Sandal  in  a  happy  hoar; 
The  army  of  the  queen  mean  to  besiege  as. 
Sir  John.  She  shall  not  need,  well  meet  her  in 

the  field. 
York.  What,  with  five  thousand  men? 
Bkh.  Ay,  with  five  hundred,  &ther,  for  a  need. 
A  woman%  general;  what  should  we  fear? 

[A  march  qfar  qf* 
Edw.  I  hear  their  drums ;  let'a  set  onr  men  m 
order; 
And  issue  forth,  and  bid  them  battle  straifffat. 
York.  Five  men  to  twenty  1— thoagh  the  odds 
be  great, 
I  doubt  not,  uncle,  of  our  victory. 
Many  a  battle  have  I  won  m  France, 
When  as  the  enemy  hath  been  ten  to  one ; 
Why  should  I  not  now  have  the  like  success? 

[AUxrum.    BxemiL 

SCENE  HL-ftotfis  near  S«idal  CasUe. 
Alarwm:  Ewwrthna.    £^i<er  Eutlahd,  oncf  Am 
Tutor. 
But.  Ah,  whither  shall  I  fly  to  'toape  theb 
hands? 
Ah,  tutor  I  look  where  bloody  Clifford  oomea  I 

Enter  Clifpobd  and  Soldiers. 
OZ|f.  Chaplain,  away !  thy  priesthood  aavea  thy 
life. 
As  for  the  brat  of  this  accursed  duke. 
Whose  father  slew  my  father,  he  shall  die. 
Tut.  And  I,  my  lord,  will  bear  him  company. 
Cltf,  Soldiers,  away  with  him. 
TuJL  Ah,  Clifford  1  murther  not  this  inoocenft 
cliild. 
Lest  thou  be  hated  both  of  God  and  man. 

[ExU.  forced  offUi  SokBera. 

Cl^f.  Hownowl  ishedeadahready?  Orisitfinr 

That  makes  him  close  hia  avei^?— Ill  omn  tiiauk 
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JhL  80  looks  the  pentmp  lion  o'er  the  wretch 
That  trembles  ander  liis  devouring  jmiws: 
And  so  he  walks,  insulting  o*er  his  prey ; 
And  so  he  oomes  to  rend  his  limbs  asonderr 
Ah,  gentle  Clifford,  kill  me  with  thj  sword, 
And  not  with  such  a  crael  threatening  look. 
Sweet  Clifford,  hear  me  speak  before  I  die : 
I  am  too  mean  a  subject  for  thy  wrath ; 
Be  thoa  reveng'd  on  men,  and  let  me  live. 

Clif,   In  vain  thoa  ipeak'st,  poor  boy;  my 
father's  blood 
Hath  stopped  the  passage  where  thy  words  should 
enter. 

SuL  Then  let  my  father's  blood  open  it  again ; 
He  is  a  man,  and,  Clifford,  cope  with  him. 

Oltfi.  Had  I  thy  brethren  here,  their  lives  sad 
thine 
Were  not  revenge  sii£9cient  for  me ; 
No,  if  I  digged  up  thy  forefathers'  graves. 
And  hung  their  rotten  cofAns  up  in  chains, 
It  could  not  slake  mine  ire  nor  ease  my  heart. 
The  sight  of  any  of  the  liouse  of  York 
Is  as  a  fury  to  torment  my  soul ; 
And  till  I  root  out  their  accursed  line. 
And  leave  not  one  alive,  I  live  in  hell. 
Therefore  —  [L{fting  his  hand. 

But.  O,  let  me  pray  before  I  take  my  death  i — 
To  thee  I  pray :  Sweet  Clifford,  pit^  me ! 

Olif.  Such  pity  as  my  rapier's  pomt  affords. 

BuL  I  never  did  tliee  harm:   Why  wilt  thou 
slay  me? 

Olif.  Thy  father  hath. 

BwL  But  'twas  ere  I  was  bom. 

Thou  hast  one  son,  for  his  sake  pity  me ; 
Lest  in  revenge  thereof— sith  Qod  is  just,— 
He  be  as  miserably  slain  as  I. 
Ah,  let  me  live  in  prison  all  my  days ; 
And  when  I  give  occasion  of  offence, 
Then  let  me  die,  for  now  thou  hast  no  cause* 

Clif,  No  cause? 
Thy  utther  slew  my  father;  therefore,  die. 

J[Clif.  ttaU  hm. 

BmL  DufsKiantylcatdUiwnmaiUistatwBl  [Dies, 

Cfh^,  Plantagenetl  I  come,  Plantagenetl 
And  this  thy  son's  blood,  cleavinff  to  my  blade, 
Shall  rust  upon  m^  weapon,  till  thy  blood, 
CoDgetl'd  with  this,  do  make  me  wipe  off  both. 

[ExiL 

SCENE  iy«— TAs  sosia. 

JJarum,    EfUer  Tobk. 

Tcrk  The  army  of  the  queen  hath  got  the  field; 
My  uncles  both  are  slain  in  rescuing  me ; 
And  all  my  followers  to  the  eager  foe 
Turn  back,  and  fly.  like  ships  before  the  wind, 
Or  lambs  pursued  by  hunger-starved  wolves. 
My  sons— God  knows  what  hath  bechanced  them : 
But  this  I  know,— they  have  demean'd  themselves 
Like  men  bom  to  renown,  bv  life,  or  death. 
Three  times  did  Richard  make  a  lane  to  me; 
And  thrice  eried,— **  Courage,  father  I  fight  it  oat  I" 
And  full  as  oft  came  Edward  to  my  side. 
With  purple  &nlchion,  painted  to  the  hilt 
In  blood  of  those  that  had  encounter'd  him : 
And  when  the  hardiest  warriors  did  retire, 
Riehard  cried,— **  Charge  I  and  give  no  foot  of 

ground  r 
And  cried,—**  A  crown,  or  else  a  glorious  tomb  I 
A  sceptre,  or  an  earthly  sepulchre  1" 
With  this,  we  charged  again :  but,  out,  alas  I 
We  bodg'd  again  ;  as  I  have  seen  a  swan 
With  bootless  labour  swim  against  the  tide 
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And  spend  ber  strength  with  over-matcbug  waves. 
[A  short  alarum  ufUkm. 
Ah,  hark  t  the  fatal  followers  do  pursue ; 
Ana  I  am  faint,  and  cannot  fly  their  fury : 
And  were  I  strong  I  would  not  shun  their  fhry: 
The  sands  are  numbered  that  make  up  my  life ; 
Here  must  I  stay,  and  here  my  life  must  end. 

EnUr  Queen   Mahoaret,    Cufford,   Nobtb 
UMBEKLAMD,  and  Boldiers. 

Come,  bloody  Clifford,  rough  Northumberland,— 
I  dare  your  quenchless  fury  to  more  rage ; 
I  am  your  butt,  and  I  abide  your  shot. 
North,  Yield  to  our  mercy,  proud  Plantagenet 
CUf.  Ay,  to  such  mercy  as  his  ruthless  arm. 
With  downright  payment,  show'd  unto  my  &ther« 
Now  Phaeton  hath  tumbled  from  his  car^ 
And  made  an  evening  at  the  noontide  pnck. 
York.  My  ashes,  as  the  phooniz,  may  bring 
forth 
A  bird  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all : 
And  in  that  hope  I  throw  mine  eyes  to  heaven, 
Scorning  whatever  you  can  afflict  me  with. 
Why  oome  you  not?  what  I  multitudes,  and  fear? 
V^f,  So  cowards  fight,  when  they  can  fly  no 
further ; 
So  doves  do  peck  the  fSalcon's  piercing  talons ; 
So  desperate  thieves,  all  hopeless  of  their  lives, 
Breathe  out  invectives  'gainst  the  officers. 

York,  O  Clifford,  but  bethink  thee  once  again. 
And  in  thy  thought  o'errun  my  former  time : 
And,  if  thou  canst  for  blushing,  view  this  face ; 
And  bite  thy  tongue,  that  slanders  him  with 

coM-ardice, 
Whose  frown  hath  made  thee  fiiint  and  fly  ere  this. 
CUf,  I  will  not  bandy  with  thee  word  for  word ; 
Bat  Duckle  with  thee  blows,  twice  two  for  one. 

[Draws, 
Q,  Mar.  Hold,  valiant  Clifford !  for  a  thousand 
causes, 
I  would  prolong  awhile  the  traitor%life:— 
Wrath  makes  him  deaf:  speak  thou,  Northumber- 
land. 
North,  Hold,  Clifford;  do  not  honour  Um  so 
much 
To  prick  thy  finger,  though  to  wound  his  heart: 
What  valour  were  it  when  a  cur  doth  grin 
For  one  to  thrust  his  hand  between  his  teeth, 
When  he  mi^ht  spurn  him  with  his  foot  away? 
It  is  war's  prixe  to  take  all  vantages; 
And  ten  to  one  Is  no  impeach  of  valour. 

[They  lay  hand»  on  York,  who  ttrugglei, 
Clffi  Ajr,  ay,  so  strives  the  woodcock  with  the 

gin. 
North,  So  doth  the  ooney  straggle  in  the  net. 

[York  u  taken  pruoner, 
York.  So  triumph  thieves  upon  their  oonquer'd 
booty; 
So  true  men  yield,  with  robbers  so  o'ermatoh'd. 
North,  What  would  your  grace  have  done  ante 

him  now  ? 
Q,  Mar.  Brave  warriors,  Clifford  and  North- 
amberland. 
Come,  make  him  stand  upon  this  molehill  here; 
That  raught  at  mountains  with  outstretched  arms, 
Yet  parted  but  the  shadow  with  his  hand. 
What!  was  it  you  that  would  be  England's  king? 
Wast  you  that  revell'd  in  our  parliament, 
And  made  a  preachment  of  your  high  descent? 
Where  are  your  mess  of  sons,  to  back  you  now  ? 
The  wanton  Edward,  and  the  lusty  Ueoree? 
And  where*^  that  valiant  crook-back  prodigy. 
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Was  wont  to  cheer  his  dad  in  mutinies? 

Or,  with  the  rest,  where  is  yonr  darling  Rutland? 

Look,  York ;  I  stain 'd  this  na])kin  with  the  blood 

That  valiant  Clifford,  with  his  rapier's  point, 

Made  issue  from  the  bosom  of  the  boy : 

And,  if  thine  ejes  can  water  for  his  death, 

I  give  thee  this  to  dry  thy  cheek!>  withal. 

Alas,  poor  York  I  but  that  I  hate  thee  deadly, 

I  should  lament  thj  miserable  state. 

I  prithee,  grieve,  to  make  me  meny,  York ; 

Stamp,  rave,  and  fret,  that  1  may  sing  and  dance. 

What    hath  thy  fiery  heart  so   parched  thine 

entrails, 
That  not  a  tt;ar  can  fall  for  Rutland's  death  ? 
Why  art  thou  patient,  man?  thou  shouldst  bemad; 
And  I,  to  make  thee  mad,  do  mock  thee  thus. 
Thou  wouldst  be  lee'd,  I  see,  to  make  me  sport ; 
York  cannot  speak  unless  he  wear  a  crown. 
A  crown  for  York ;— and,  lords,  bow  low  to  him. 
Hold  you  his  hands,  whilst  I  do  set  it  on. 

[Putting  a  paper  croum  on  hia  head. 
Ay,  marry,  sir,  now  looks  he  like  a  king ! 
Ay,  this  is  he  that  took  King  Henry's  chair ; 
And  this  is  he  was  his  adop^  heir. 
But  how  is  it  that  great  Plantagenet 
Is  crown'd  so  soon,  and  broke  his  solemn  oath  ? 
As  I  bethink  me  yon  should  not  be  king 
Till  our  King  Henry  bad  shook  hands  with  death. 
And  will  you  pale  your  head  in  Henry's  glory, 
And  rob  his  temples  of  the  diadem. 
Now  in  his  life,  against  your  holy  oath  ? 
O,  'tis  a  fault  too,  too  unpardonable! 
Off  with  the  crown;  and,  with  the  crown,  his 

head; 
And.  whilst  we  breathe,  take  time  to  do  him  dead. 
Ciif  That  is  my  office,  for  my  father's  sake. 
Q,  Mar,  Nay,  stay ;  let's  hear  the  orisons  he 

makes. 
TorL  She-wolf  of  France,  bat  worse  than  wolves 

of  France, 
Whose  tongue  more  poisons  than  the  adder's  tooth  I 
How  ill-beseeming  is  it  in  th^  sex 
To  triumph,  like  an  Amazonian  trull. 
Upon  theur  woes  whom  fortune  captivates! 
But  that  thy  face  is,  vizor-like,  unchanging, 
Hade  impudent  with  use  of  evil  deeds, 
I  would  assay,  proud  queen,  to  make  thee  blush : 
To  tell  thee  whence  thou  cam'st,  of  whom  derived, 
Were  shame  enough  to  shame  thee,  wert  thou  not 

shameless. 
Thy  fiither  bears  the  tvne  of  King  of  Naples, 
Of  both  the  Sicils,  ana  Jerusalem, 
Yet  not  so  .wealthy  as  an  English  yeoman. 
Hatl)  that  poor  monarch  taught  thee  to  insult? 
It  needs  not,  nor  it  boots  thee  not,  proud  queen ; 
Unless  the  adage  must  be  verified. 
That  beggars,  mounted,  run  their  horse  to  death. 
'Tis  beauty  that  doth  oft  make  women  proud; 
But  God  he  knows  thy  share  thereof  is  small : 
Tis  virtue  that  doth  make  them  most  admir'd ; 
The  contrary  doth  make  thee  wonder'd  at : 
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'TIS  government  that  makes  them  seem  ^vine) 
The  want  thereof  makes  thee  abominable : 
Thou  art  as  opposite  to  every  good 
As  the  Antipodes  are  upto  us. 
Or  as  the  south  to  the  septentrion. 
O,  tiger's  heart,  wrapp'd  m  a  woman^  hide. 
How  couldst  thou  drain  the  life-blood  of  the  child, 
To  bid  the  father  wipe  his  eyes  withal. 
And  yet  be  seen  to  bear  a  woman's  fiice? 
Women  are  soft,  mild,  pitiful,  and  flexible; 
Thou,  stem,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorseless. 
Bidd'st  thou  me  rage?  why,  now  thoa  hast  thy 

wish: 
Woaldst  have  me  weep  ?  why,  now  thoa  hast  thy 

will: 
For  raging  Mrind  blows  up  incessant  showers, 
And  when  the  rage  allays  the  rain  begins. 
These  tears  are  my  sweet  Rutland's  obsequies ; 
And  every  drop  cries  vengeance  for  his  death, 
'Gainst  thee,  fell  Clifford,  and  thee,  £alse  Frendi 
woman. 
Iwrth,  Beshrew  me,  but  his  passions  move  meso 
That  hardly  can  I  check  my  eyes  from  tears. 

York.  That  face  of  his  the  hungry  cannibals. 
Would  not  have  touch 'd,  would  not  have  stain'd 

with  blood: 
But  yoa  are  more  inhuman,  more  inexorable, 
O,  ten  times  more,  than  tigers  of  Hyrcania. 
See,  ruthless  queen,  a  hapless  father's  tears : 
This  cloth  thou  dipp'st  in  blood  of  my  sweet  boy, 
And  I  with  tears  do  wash  the  blood  away. 
Keep  thou  the  napkin,  and  go  boast  of  this : 

[He  gives  back  the  handkerdArf. 
And,  if  thou  tell'st  the  heavy  story  right. 
Upon  my  soul,  the  hearers  will  shed  tears : 
Yea,  even  my  foes  will  shed  fast-falling  tears, 
And  say,— Alas  it  was  a  piteous  deed  I— 
There,  take  the  crown,  and  with  the  crown  my 

curse. 
And,  in  thy  need,  such  comfort  come  to  thee 
As  now  I  reap  at  thy  too  cruel  hand  I 
Hard-hearted  Clifford,  take  me  from  the  world ; 
My  soul  to  heaven,  my  blood  upon  year  heads! 

North,  Had  he  been  slaughterman  to  all  my  kin, 
I  should  not  for  my  life  but  weep  with  him, 
To  see  how  inly  sorrow  gripes  his  soul. 

Q.  Mar,  What,  weeping-ripe,  my  Lord  Nortb- 
nmberland? 
Think  but  upon  the  wrong  he  did  us  all. 
And  that  will  quickly  dry  thy  melting  tears. 
Cltf,  Here's  for  my  oath,  here's  for  my  fiather't 
death. 

[Stabbimg  km. 
Q.  Mar,  And  here^  to  right  oar  gentle-hearted 
king.  [£!to66tii^  km. 

Fork.  Open  thy  gate  of  mercy,  gracioos  God ! 
My  soal  flies  ttirough  these  wounds  to  seek  out 
thee.  [DkL 

Q,  Mar.  Off  with  his  head,  and  set  it  on  York 
gates; 
So  York  may  overlook  the  town  of  York. 
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8CEKB  L— ii  Ftain  near  Mortimer's  Cross  m 
Herefordshire. 

Drumi*    Enter  Edward  and  Biohabd,  loith  their 
Forces,  marching. 

Echo.  I  wonder  how  our  princelj  father  *scapVl ; 
Or  whether  he  be  ^Bcap*d  away,  or  no, 
From  Clifford's  and  Northumberland's  porsoit; 
Had  he  been  ta'en,  we  should  have  neard  the 

news; 
Had  he  been  sbdn,  we  should  hsTe  heard  the 

news; 
Or,  had  he  ^soi^'d,  methinks  we  should  have  heard 
The  happ7  tidings  of  his  good  escape. 
How  Cures  my  brother?  why  b  he  so  sad? 

Bith,  I  cannot  joy.  until  I  be  resoly'd 
Where  our  right  valiant  father  is  become. 
I  saw  him  in  the  battle  ran^  about ; 
And  watoh'd  him,  how  he  singled  Clifford  forth. 
Methought,  be  bore  him  in  the  thickest  troop 
At  doth  a  lion  in  a  herd  of  neat : 
Or  as  a  bear,  encompassed  round  with  dogs ; 
Who  having  pinch'da  few,  and  made  them  cry, 
The  rest  stand  all  aloof,  and  bark  at  him. 
80  ftr'd  our  fiither  with  his  enemies ; 
80  fled  his  enemies  my  warlike  £iUier ; 
Methinks,  tis  prize  enough  to  be  his  son. 
Bee  how  the  morning  opes  her  eolden  gates. 
And  takes  her  farewell  of  the  glorious  sun  I 
How  well  resembles  it  the  prime  of  youth, 
Trimm'd  like  a  younker,  prancinff  to  his  love ! 

Edw,  Dazzle  mine  eyes,  or  do  I  see  three  suns? 

Ak^  Three  glorious  suns,  each  one  a  perfect 

•UlL 

Not  separated  with  the  racking  clouds. 
But  sever'd  in  a  pale  dear-shining  sky. 
See,  see  I  they  join,  embrace,  and  seem  to  kiss. 
As  if  they  vow'd  some  league  inviolable : 
Now  are  they  but  one  lamp,  one  light,  one  sun. 
In  this  the  heaven  figures  some  event. 

JEA0.  Tis  wondrous  strange,  the  like  yet  never 
heard  oil 
I  think  it  cites  us,  brother,  to  the  field ; 
That  we,  the  sons  of  brave  Plantagenet, 
Eaoh  one  already  bUmng  by  our  meeds. 
Should,  notwithstanding,  join  our  lights  together. 
And  overshine  the  earth,  as  this  the  world. 
Whate'er  it  bodes,  haiceforward  will  I  bear 
Upon  my  target  three  fair  shining  suns. 

JtiA,   Nay,  bear  three  daughters;— by  your 
leave  I  speak  it. 
Ton  loTe  the  breeder  better  than  the 


Enter  a  Messenger. 

Bat  what  art  thou,  whose  heavy  looks  foretell 
Some  dreadful  story  hanging  on  thy  tongue  ? 

Mem,  Ah,  one  tliat  was  a  woefhl  looker  on. 
When  as  the  noble  Duke  of  York  was  slain. 
Your  princely  father,  and  my  loving  lord. 

Edw,  0,  speak  no  morel  for  I  have  heard  too 


Bick.  Say  how  he  died,  for  I  wUl  hear  it  alL 
Meu.  Environed  he  was  with  many  foes; 
And  stood  against  them,  as  the  hope  of  Troy 
Against  the  Greeks  that  would  have  enter'd  Troy. 
But  Hercules  himself  must  yield  to  odds ; 
And  many  strokes,  though  with  a  little  axe, 
Hew  down  and  fell  the  hardest-timber  d  oak. 
By  many  hands  jour  fiiOher  was  subdued; 


But  only  slaughtered  by  the  ireful  arm 
Of  unrelenting  Clifford  and  the  queen: 
Who  crown'd  the  gracious  duke,  in  high  despite; 
Laugh'd  in  his  face ;  and,  when  with  erief  he  wept, 
The  ruthless  queen  gave  him  to  dry  his  cheeks, 
A  napkin  steeped  in  the  harmless  blood 
Of  sweet  young  Rutkmd,  by  rough  Clifford  slain : 
And,  after  many  sooms.  many  foul  taunts. 
They  took  his  head,  and  on  the  gates  of  York 
They  set  the  same,  and  there  it  doth  remain. 
The  saddest  spectacle  that  e'er  I  view'd. 
Edw,  Sweet  Duke  of  York,  our  prop  to  lean 

upon, 
Now  thou  art  gone,  we  have  no  sta£^  no  stay  1 
O  Clifford,  boist*rous  Clifford,  thou  hast  slain 
The  flower  of  Europe  for  his  diivalry ; 
And  treacherously  bast  thou  vanquished  him. 
For,  hand  to  hand,  he  would  have  vanquished  thee  1 
Now  my  souPs  palace  is  become  a  prison : 
Ah,  would  she  break  from  henoel  that  this  my  body 
Might  in  the  ground  be  closed  up  in  rest: 
For  never  henceforth  shall  1  joy  again, 
Never,  0  never,  shall  I  see  more  joy. 

Hich.  I  cannot  weep ;  for  all  my  body  ^  moisture 
Scarce  serves  to  quench  my  furnace-burning  heart: 
Nor  can  my  tongue  unload  my  heart's  great 

burthen; 
For  self-same  wind,  that  I  should  speak  withal« 
Is  kindling  coals  that  fire  all  my  breast. 
And  bum  me  up  with  flames  that  tears  would 

goenoh. 
To  weep  is  to  make  less  the  depth  of  grief: 
Tears,  then,  for  babes;  blows  and  revenge  for 

me  I — 
Richard,  I  bear  thy  name.  111  venge  thy  death, 
Or  die  renowned  by  attempting  it. 
Edw,  His  name  that  valiant  duke  hath  left  with 

thee; 
Hb  dukedom  and  his  chair  with  me  is  left 

Eich.  Nay,  if  thou  be  that  princely  eagle's  bird. 
Show  thy  descent  by  gazing  'gainst  the  sun: 
For  chair  and  dukedom,  throne  and  kingdom  say ; 
£Uther  that  is  tbme,  or  else  thou  wert  not  his. 

ilarcA.    J^Uer  Wabwiok  ani  MONTAOUB,  toifA  . 
Fhrces. 

War,  How  now,  fair  lords?  What  fare?  what 

news  abroad? 
Eieh,  Great  Lord  ofi  Warwick,  if  we  should 
recount 
Our  baleful  news,  and  at  each  word's  deliverance 
Stab  poniards  in  our  flesh,  till  all  were  twld. 
The  words  would  add  more  anguish  than  the 
wounds. 

0  valiant  lord,  the  Duke  of  York  is  slain. 
Edw,  0  Warwick  1  Warwick  1  that  Plantagenet 

Which  held  thee  dearly  as  his  soul's  redemption. 
Is  by  the  stern  Lord  Clifford  done  to  death. 
War,  Ten  days  ago  I  drown'd  these  news  hi 
tears: 
And  now,  to  add  more  measure  to  your  woes, 

1  come  to  tell  you  thmgs  sith  then  befallen. 
After  the  bloody  fray  at  Wakefield  fought, 
Where  your  brave  father  breath'd  his  latest  gaspi 
Tidings,  as  swiftly  as  the  posts  could  run. 
Were  brought  me  of  your  loss,  and  his  depart. 

I  then  in  London,  keeper  of  the  king, 

Muster'd  my  soldiers,  gather'd  flocks  of  friends,!  p> 

And  very  well  appointed,  as  I  thought,  L^ 
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Marched  towards  SL  Alban'k  to   intercept  the 

aueen, 
le  king  in  my  behalf  along : 
For  by'my  sooats  I  was  advertised 
That  she  was  coming  with  a  full  intent 
To  dash  oar  late  decree  in  parliament, 
Touching  King  Henry's  oath  and  yoar  snccession. 
Short  tale  to  make,— we  at  St.  Alban's  met, 
Our  battles  joiu'd,  and  both  sides  fiercely  foaght : 
But,  whether  'twas  the  coldness  of  the  king,  • 
Who  iook'd  full  gently  on  his  warlike  queen, 
That  robb'd  my  soldiers  of  their  heated  spleen; 
Or  whether  twas  report  of  her  success ; 
Or  more  than  common  fear  of  Clifford's  rigour. 
Who  thunders  to  his  captives— blood  and  death, 
I  cannot  judge :  but,  to  conclude  with  truth, 
Their  weajions  like  to  lightning  came  and  went; 
Our  soldiers  -like  the  night-owl's  lazy  flight, 
Or  like  a  lazv  thresher  with  a  flail- 
Pell  gently  down,  as  if  they  struck  their  friends. 
I  oheer*d  them  up  with  justice  of  our  cause, 
With  promise  of  high  pay  and  great  rewards: 
But  all  in  vain;  they  had  no  heart  no  fight, 
And  we,  in  them,  no  hope  to  win  the  day. 
So  that  we  fled :  the  king  unto  the  queen ; 
Lord  Qeorge  your  brother,  Norfolk  and  myself, 
In  haste,  posthaste,  are  come  to  join  with  you; 
For  in  the  marches  here,  we  heard  you  were 
Making  another  head  to  figiit  again. 
Echo,  Where  is  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  gentle 
Warwick? 
And  when  came  George  from  Burgundy  to  £ng- 
Jaiid/' 
War,  Some  six  miles  off  the  duke  is  with  the 
soldiers : 
And  for  your  brother  he  was  lately  sent 
Prom  your  kind  aunt,  Duchess  of  Burgundy, 
With  aid  of  soldiers  to  this  needful  war. 
Rich.  "Twas  odds  belike,  when  valiant  Warwick 
fled: 
Oft  have  I  heard  his  praises  in  pursuit. 
But  ne'er  till  now  his  scandal  of  retire. 

War,  Nor  now  my  scandal,  Kichard,  dost  thoa 
hear: 
For  thou  shaft  know,  this  strong  right  hand  of 

mine 
Can  pluck  the  diadem  from  faint  Henry*s  head. 
And  wring  the  awful  sceptre  from  his  fist. 
Were  he  as  famous  and  as  bold  in  war. 
As  he  b  fam'd  for  mildness,  peace,  and  nrayer. 
Bich,  I  know  it  well,  Lord  Warwick;  blame 
me  not: 
*Tis  love  I  bear  thy  glories  makes  me  speak. 
But,  in  this  troublous  tim^,  what's  to  be  done  ? 
Shall  we  go  throw  away  our  coats  of  steel, 
And  wrap  our  bodies  in  black  mourning  gowns, 
Numbering  our  Ave  Maries  with  our  beads? 
Or  shall  we  on  the  helmets  of  our  foes 
Tell  our  devotion  with  revengeful  arms  ? 
If  for  the  last,  say.  Ay,  and  to  it,  lords. 

War,  Why,  therefore  Warwick  came  to  seek 
you  out. 
And  therefore  comes  my  brother  Montague. 
Attend  me,  lords.    The  proud  insulting  queen, 
With  Clifford  and  the  haught  Northumberland, 
And  cf  their  feather  many  more  proud  birds. 
Have  wrought  the  easy  melting  kmg  like  wax. 
He  swore  consent  to  your  succession, 
His  oath  enrolled  in  the  parliament ; 
And  now  to  London  all  tne  crew  are  gone, 
To  frustrate  both  his  oath,  and  what  beside 
May  make  against  the  house  of  Lancaster. 
Their  power  I  think,  is  thirty  thousand  strong : 


Now,  if  the  help  of  Norfolk,  and  myself^ 

With  all  the  friends  that  thou,  brave  Earl  of 

March, 
Amongst  the  loving  Welshmen  canst  prooitre, 
Will  but  amount  to  five-and-twenty  thousand, 
Why,  Via  !  to  London  will  we  march  amain ; 
And  once  again  bestride  our  foaming  steeds, 
And  once  again  cry — Charge  upon  our  foes  I 
But  never  once  again  turn  back  and  fly. 

Rich,  Ajy  now,  methinks,  I  hear  great  Warwiek 
speak: 
Ne*er  may  he  live  to  see  a  sunshine  day 
That  cries— Retire,  if  Warwick  bid  him  stay. 

Edw,  Lord  Warwick,  on  thy  shoulder  will  I 
lean; 
And  when  thou  faQ'st  (as  God  forbid  the  hour  D 
Must  Edward  fall,  which  peril  Heaven  forefenal 

War.  No  longer  Earl  of  March,  but  Duke  oi 
York; 
The  next  degree  is  England's  royal  throne ; 
For  King  of  England  shalt  thou  be  proclaimM 
In  every  borough  as  we  pass  along: 
And  he  that  throws  not  up  his  cap  for  joy 
Shall  for  the  fault  make  forfeit  of  his  head. 
King  Edward,  valiant  Kichard,  Montague, 
Stay  we  no  longer  dreaming  of  renown, 
But  sound  the  trumpets,  and  about  our  task. 

.fitcA.  Then,  Clifford,  were  thy  heart  as  hard  as 
steel 
(As  thou  hast  shown  it  flinty  by  thy  deeds), 
1  come  to  pierce  it,  or  to  give  thee  mine. 

Eiw,  Then  strike  up,  drums ;— God  and  Saint 
George  for  us ! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
War,  How  now,  what  news  ? 
Meas,  The  Duke  of  Norfolk  sends  you  word  by 
me, 
The  queen  is  coming  with  a  puissant  host ; 
And  craves  your  company  for  speedy  counsel 
War,  Then  it  sorts,   brave  warriors:    Let's 
away.  (S^BOttU, 

SCENE  II.— -B^or«  York. 

Enter  King  Hbnbt,  Queen  Mabqabet,  the  Prinoo 
of  Wales,  Clifforo,  and  Northombbblahd, 
VfUhFaroee, 

Q,  Mar.  Welcome,  my  lord,  to  this  brave  town 
of  York. 
Yonder^  the  head  of  that  arch-enemy 
That  sought  to  be  enconipass'd  with  your  crown . 
Doth  not  the  object  cheer  your  heart,  my  lord  ? 

K.  Hen,  Ay,  as  the  rocks  cheer  them  that  fea< 
their  wrack ; 
To  see  this  sight,  it  irks  my  very  soul. 
Withhold  revenge,  dear  God !  *tis  not  my  fiudt. 
Nor  wittingly  have  I  infringed  my  vow. 

Cltf,  My  gracious  liege,  this  too  modb  knity 
And  harmfcd  pity  must  be  laid  aside. 
To  whom  do  lions  cast  their  gentle  looks? 
Not  to  the  beast  that  would  usurp  their  den. 
Whose  hand  is  that  the  forest  bear  doth  lick? 
Not  his  that  spoils  her  young  before  her  face. 
Who  'scapes  the  larking  serpent's  mortal  sting? 
Not  he  that  sets  his  foot  upon  her  back. 
The  smallest  worm  will  turn  being  trodden  cm ; 
And  doves  will  peck  in  safeguard  of  their  tu-ood. 
Ambitious  York  did  level  at  thy  crown. 
Thou  smiling,  while  he  knit  his  angry  oroirs . 
He,  but  a  duke,  would  have  his  son  a  king, 
And  raise  his  issue,  like  a  loving  sire ; 
Thoo,  being  a  king,  blass'd  with  a  goodly  sue. 
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Didst  yield  oonsent  to  didnherit  him, 
Which  argaed  thee  a  most  unloving  father. 
Unreasonable  creatures  feed  Uieir  young ; 
And  though  man's  face  be  fearful  to  their  eyes, 
Tet,  in  protection  of  their  tender  ones, 
Who  hath  not  seen  them  (even  with  those  wings 
Which  sometime  they  nave  used  with  fearful 

flight) 
Make  war  with  him  that  climb'd  unto  their  nest, 
Offering  their  own  lives  in  their  young^s defence  ? 
For  shame,  my  liege,  make  them  your  precedent! 
Were  it  not  pity  that  this  goodly  boy 
Should  lose  his  birthright  by  his  father's  fiuilt; 
And  long  hereafter  say  unto  his  child, — 
*•  What  my  great  grandfather  and  grandsire  got, 
My  careless  &ther  fondly  gave  away  "? 
Ah,  what  a  shame  were  this !  Look  on  the  boy ; 
And  let  his  manly  face,  which  promiseth 
Suocesaful  fortune,  steel  thy  melting  heart 
To  hold  thine  own,  and  leave  thine  own  with  him. 

K.  Em.  Full  well  bath  Ciifiord  play'd   the 
orator, 
Inferring  arguments  of  mighty  force. 
But,  Cliffordl  tell  me,  didst  then  never  hear 
That  things  ill  got  had  ever  bad  success? 
And  happy  always  was  it  for  that  son. 
Whose  father  for  his  hoarding  went  to  hell  ? 
Ill  leave  my  son  my  virtuous  deeds  beiiuid ; 
And  'would  my  father  had  left  me  no  naore  I 
For  all  the  rest}  is  held  at  such  a  rate. 
As  brings  a  thousand-fold  more  care  to  keep 
Than  in  possession  any  jot  of  pleasure. 
Ah,  oousm  York !  'would  thy  best  friends  did  know 
How  it  doth  grieve  me  that  thy  head  is  here! 

Q,  Mar,  My  lord,  cheer  up  your  spirits ;  our 
foes  are  nigh. 
And  this  soft  courage  makes  your  followers  fainL 
Tou  promised  knighthood  to  our  forward  son ; 
Unshieathe  your  sword,  and  dub  him  presently. 
Edward,  kneel  down. 

K.  Ben,     Edward  Plantagenet,  arise  a  knight  I 
And  learn  this  lesson,— Draw  thy  sword  in  right. 

Prince,  My  gracious  father,  by  your  kingly  leave, 
111  draw  it  as  apparent  to  the  crown, 
And  in  that  quarrel  use  it  to  the  death. 

Qltf,  Why,  that  is  spoken  like  a  toward  prince. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Jfetf.  Royal  commanders,  be  in  readiness : 
For,  with  a  band  of  thirty  thousand  men, 
Comes  Warwick  backing  of  the  Duke  of  York; 
And  in  the  towns,  as  they  do  marcli  along, 
Proclaims  him  king,  and  many  fly  to  him : 
Darraign  your  battle,  for  they  are  at  hand. 
Citf,  I  would  your  highness  would  depart  the 
fleld; 
r2»  queen  hath  best  success  when  you  are  absent. 
Q,  Mar.  Ay,  good  my  lord,  and  leave  us  to  our 

fortune. 
K,  Hen,  Why,  that^s  my  fortune  too ;  therefore 
111  stav.  I 
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Q,  Mar,  Qo,  rate  thy  minions,  proud  insulting 
boy  I 
Becomes  it  thee  to  be  thus  bold  in  terms. 
Before  tliy  sovereign  and  thy  lawful  king  ? 
Edu),  I  am  his  king,  and  he  ijhould  bow  his 
knee; 
I  was  adopted  heir  by  his  consent : 
Since  when,  his  oath  is  broke ;  for,  as  I  hear, 
You,  that  are  king  though  he  do  wear  the  oroMrn, 
Have  caus'd  him,  by  new  act  of  parliament, 
To  blot  out  me  and  put  his  own  son  in 

Ci\f.  And  reason  too ; 
Who  should  succeed  the  father  but  the  son  ? 
Mich,  Are  vou  there,  butcher?— O,  I  cannot 

speak  I 
01^,  Ay,  crook-back ;  here  I  stand,  to  answer 
thee, 
Or  any  he  the  proudest  of  thy  sort. 
£icL  'Twas  yon  that  kill'd  young  Rutland,  vras 

it  not? 
Clif,  Ay,  and  old  York,  and  yet  not  satisfied. 
Sich.  For  God's  sake,  lords,  give  signal  to  the 

fight. 
War,  what  say'st  thou,  Henry,  wilt  thou  yield 

the  crown  ? 
Q.  Mar.  Why,  how  now,  long-tongued  War- 
wick 1  dare  you  speak  ? 
When  you  and  I  met  at  St.  Alban's  last, 
Your  legs  did  better  service  than  your  hands. 
War,  Then  'twas  my  turn  to  fly,  and  now  tis 

thine. 
CUf,  You  said  so  much  before,  and  yet  ^ou  fled. 
War.  'Twas  not  your  valour,  Clinora,  drove 

me  thence. 
North.  No,  nor  your  manhood  that  durst  make 

you  stay. 
Bich,  Northumberland,  I  hold  thee  reverently ; 
Break  off  the  parley ;  for  scarce  I  can  refrain 
The  execution  of  my  big-swoln  heart 
Upon  that  Clifford,  that  cruel  child-killer. 
C^f,  1  slew  thy  father:    Call'st  thou  him  a 

chUd? 
Bich.  Ay,  like  a  dastard,  and  a  treacherous 
coward, 
As  thoc  didst  kill  our  tender  brother  Rutland ; 
But,  ere  smiset.  111  make  thee  curse  the  deed. 
K.  Hen.  Have  done  with  words,  my  lords,  and 

hear  me  speak. 
Q.  Mar,  Defy  them  then,  or  else  hold  dose  thy 

lips. 
K.  Hen.  I  prithee,  give  no  limits  to  my  tongue; 
I  am  a  king,  and  privUeg'd  to  speak. 

Clif,  My  liege,  the  wound  that  bred  this  meeting 
here 
Cannot  be  cur'd  by  words;  therefore  be  still. 

Btch,  Then,  executioner,  unsheathe  thy  sword: 
By  Him  that  made  us  all,  I  am  resoWd 
That  Clifford's  manhood  lies  upon  his  tongue. 

Edw.  Say,  Henry,  shall  I  have  my  right  or  no? 
A  thousand  men  have  broke  their  fasts  to-day, 
That  ne'er  shall  dine  unless  thou  yield  the  crown. 
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Rich,  lr<m  of  Naples^  hid  with  English  gilt, 
Whose  fSather  bears  the  title  of  a  king 
(As  if  a  channel  should  be  calFd  a  sea), 
Shain*st   tboa  not,   knowing  whence   thou  art 

extraught, 
To  let  thy  tongue  detect  thy  base-bom  heart  ? 
Sdio.  A  wisp  of  straw  were  worth  a  thoasand 

crowns, 
To  make  this  sliameless  oallet  know  herself. 
Helen  of  Greece  was  fairer  tai  than  thou. 
Although  thj  husband  may  be  Menelaus ; 
And  ne  er  was  Agamemnon's  brother  wronged 
By  that  false  woman  as  this  king  by  thee. 
His  fiULer  revell'd  in  the  heart  of  France, 
And  tam*d  the  king,  and  made  the  dauphin 

stoop: 
And  had  he  matched  auoording  to  his  state, 
He  might  have  kept  that  glory  to  this  day : 
But  when  he  took  a  beggar  to  his  bed. 
And  grac*d  thy  poor  sire  with  his  bridal  day. 
Even  then  that  sunshine  brew  *d  a  shower  for  him, 
That  wash'd  his  father'b  fortunes  forth  of  France, 
And  heap'd  sedition  on  his  crown  at  home. 
For  what  hath   broach'd  this  tumult  but  thy 

pride? 
Hadst  thou  been  meek,  our  title  still  had  slept: 
And  we,  in  pity  of  the  gentle  king, 
Had  ilipp'd  our  claim  until  another  age. 

Qeik  But  when  we  saw  our  sunshine  made  thy 

spring, 
And  that  thy  summer  bred  us  no  increase. 
We  sot  the  axe  to  thy  usurping  root : 
And  though  the  edge  hath  something  hit  ourselyes, 
Yet,  know  thou,  since  we  have  begun  to  strike, 
Well  never  leave  till  we  have  hewn  thee  down. 
Or  bath*d  thy  growing  with  our  heated  bloods. 

Edto.  And,  in  this  resolution,  I  defy  thee ; 
Not  wUling  any  longer  conference. 
Since  thou  deniest  the  gentle  king  to  speak. 
Sound  trumpets! — let  our  bloody  colours  wave  !— 
And  either  victory,  or  else  a  grave. 
Q,  Mar.  Stay,  Edward. 
Sdw,  No,  wrangling  woman;  well  no  longer 

stay: 
These  words  will  cost  ten  thousand  lives  to-day. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  llh—A  F!dd  of  BattU  between  Towton 
and  Saxton,  tii  Yorkshire. 

Aianmu:  SaooumtmM.    Enter  Warwick. 
War.  Forspent  with  toil,  as  runners  with  a  race, 
I  lay  me  down  a  little  while  to  breathe : 
For  strokes  received,  and  many  blows  repaid, 
Have  robb'd   my  strong-knit   sinews  of  their 

strength. 
And.  spite  of  spite,  needs  must  I  rest  awhile. 


VL-PART  III. 

Enter  RicoASD 

Ekh.  Ah,  Warwick,  why  hast  thou  withdrawn 

thyself? 
Thy  brother's  blood  the  thb-sty  earth  hath  drunk, 
Broached  with  the  steely  point  of  Clifford's  lance* 
And,  in  the  very  pangs  of  death,  he  cried, — 
Like  to  a  dismal  clangour  heard  from  fiff, — 
"  Warwick,  revenge  I  brother,  revenge  my  death!" 
So  underneath  the  belly  of  their  steeds, 
That  stain'd  their  fetlocks  in  his  smoking  blood. 
The  noble  gentleman  gave  up  the  ghost. 

War,  Then  let  the  earth  be  drunken  with  our 

blood; 
111  kill  my  horse,  because  I  wfll  not  fly. 
Why  stand  we  like  soft-hearted  women  here, 
Wauing  our  losses,  whiles  the  foe  doth  rage; 
And  look  unon,  as  if  the  tragedy 
Were  play 'a  in  jest  by  counterfeiting  acton  t 
Here  on  my  knee  I  vow  to  God  abovcL 
ni  never  pause  again,  never  stand  still. 
Till  either  death  bath  dos'd  these  eyes  of  mine, 
(hr  fortune  fiiyen  me  measure  of  revenge. 
Edw.  0  Warwick,  I  do  bend  my  knee  with 

thine; 
And,  in  this  vow,  do  chain  my  soul  to  thine; 
And,  ere  my  knee  rise  from  the  earth's  cold  fsoe, 
I  throw  my  bands,  mine  eyes,  my  heart  to  Thee, 
Thou  setter  up  and  plucker  down  of  kinssl 
Beseeching  thee,  if  with  thy  will  it  stands 
That  to  my  foes  this  body  must  be  prey, 
Yet  that  thy  brazen  gates  of  heaven  may  ope, 
And  give  sweet  psssage  to  my  sinful  soul ! 
Now,  lords,  take  leave  until  we  meet  again. 
Where'er  it  be,  in  heaven,  or  on  earth. 
Mick.  Brother,  give  me  thy  hand ;  and,  gentle 

Warwick, 
Let  me  embrace  thee  in  my  weary  arms : 
I,  that  did  never  weep,  now  melt  with  woe, 
That  winter  should  cut  off  our  spring-time  so. 
War.  Away,  away  I  Once  more,  sweet  lords, 

farewelL 
Qeo.  Yet  let  us  aU  together  to  our  troops, 
And  give  them  leave  to  fly  that  will  not  sti^; 
And  call  them  pillars  that  will  stand  to  us ; 
And,  if  we  thrive,  promise  them  such  reward! 
As  victors  wear  at  the  Olympian  games: 
This  may  plant  courage  in  their  quailing  breasts; 
For  yet  is  hope  of  life,  and  victory. 
Fore^low  no  longer,  make  we  henoe  amain. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— rAs  some.    Another  Bart  qftke 

Fidd. 
Eaecurtions,    Enter  Richabd  and  Cuvfobo. 

Bieh.  Now,  Clifford,  I  have  singled  thee  alona: 
Suppose  this  arm  is  for  the  Duke  of  York, 
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KING  HENRY 
SCENE  Y^Anoiker  Fart  qfihe  Field. 

Alanm,    Enter  King  Hbvbt. 

K»  Eau  This  battle  fiu«B  like  to  the  morning's 

war, 
When  dying  clonds  oontend  with  growing  light ; 
What  time  the  shepherd,  blowing  of  his  nails, 
Can  neither  call  it  perfect  day  nor  night. 
Now  sways  it  this  way,  like  a  mighty  sea. 
Forced  by  the  tide  to  combat  with  the  wind ; 
Now  sways  it  that  way,  like  the  self-eame  sea 
Forc'd  to  retire  by  fury  of  the  wind : 
Sometime,  the  flood  prevails ;  and  then,  the  wind : 
Now,  one  the  better ;  then,  another  best ; 
Both  tnggmg  to  be  victors,  breast  to  breast, 
Yet  neither  conqneror,  nor  conquered: 
So  is  the  e()nal  poise  of  this  fell  war. 
Here  on  tlus  molehill  will  I  sit  me  down. 
To  whom  God  will,  there  be  the  victory  I 
For  Mai^et  mj  qneen.  and  Clifford  too. 
Have  chid  me  from  the  cattle ;  swearing  both 
They  prosper  best  of  all  when  I  am  thence. 
'Would  I  were  dead t  if  God*s  good  will  were  so: 
For  what  is  in  this  world  but  grief  and  woe  ? 
O  (}od !  methinks  it  were  a  happy  life, 
To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  swain : 
To  sit  apon  a  hill,  as  I  do  now, 
Toearve  oat  dials  qnaintly,  point  by  point, 
Thereby  to  see  the  minutes  now  they  ran: 
How  many  make  the  hoar  ftill  complete, 
How  many  hoars  bring  about  the  day. 
How  many  days  will  ^ish  up  the  year, 
How  many  years  a  mortal  man  may  live. 
When  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  times : 
So  many  hours  must  I  tend  my  flock ; 
So  many  hours  must  I  take  my  rest ; 
So  many  hoars  must  I  contempUte : 
So  many  huars  must  I  sport  myself; 
So  many  da3rs  my  ewes  have  been  with  young ; 
So  many  weeks  ere  the  poor  fools  will  yean : 
So  many  years  ere  I  shall  shear  the  fleece : 
So  minutes,  hours,  days,  weeks,  months,  and 

years, 
Fass'd  over  to  the  end  they  were  created, 
Woold  bring  white  hairs  unto  a  quiet  grave. 
Ah,  what  a  lifo  were  this!   how  sweet!   how 

lovely  I 
Gives  not  the  hawthorn  bush  a  sweeter  shade 
To  shepherds,  looking  on  their  silly  sheep. 
Than  doth  a  rich  embroidered  canopy 
To  kinss,  that  fear  their  subjects'  treachery? 
O.  yes  It  doth ;  a  thousand-fold  it  doth. 
And  to  concludc^—the  shepherd's  homely  ourdf, 
His  cold  thin  drmk  out  of  nis  leather  bottle. 
His  wonted  sleep  under  a  fresh  tree's  shade, 
All  which  secore  and  sweetly  he  ei^oys, 
Is  far  beyond  a  prince's  delicates. 
His  viands  sparkling  in  a  golden  cap, 
His  body  eouched  in  a  curious  bed, 
When  care,  mistrost,  and  treason  wait  on  him. 

Aknmu    JAUer  a  Son  tkat  hat  Ulled  Jm  FMther^ 
dragging  in  the  dead  body, 

Bm.  Dl  blows  the  wind  that  profits  nobody. 
This  man,  whom  hand  to  hand  I  dew  in  fight, 
May  be  possessed  with  some  store  of  crowns : 
And  I,  tnat  haply  take  them  from  him  now. 
May  yet  ere  night  yield  both  my  life  and  them 
To  some  man  else,  as  this  dead  man  doth  me. 
WholB  this  ?— 0  God !  it  is  my  fiither's  face, 
Whom  hi  this  conflict  I  unawares  have  kill'd. 
O  heavy  times,  begetting  such  events  I 
From  London  by  flie  k^  was  I  press'd  forth{ 
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My  father,  being  the  Earl  of  Warwick's  man, 
Came  on  the  pi^  of  York,  press'd  by  his  master  | 
And  L  who  at  his  hands  receiv'd  my  life. 
Have  by  my  hands  of  life  bereav'd  him. 
Pardon  me,  God,  I  knew  not  what  I  did  1 
And  pardon,  fother,  for  I  knew  not  thee  I 
My  tears  shall  wipe  away  these  bloody  marks; 
And  no  more  words  till  they  have  flow'd  their  fill. 
K.  Hen.  0  piteous  spectacle  I  0  bloody  times  I 
Whiles  lions  war,  and  battle  for  their  dens. 
Poor  harmless  lambs  abide  their  enmity. 
Weep,  wretched  man,  111  aid  thee,  tear  for  tear ; 
And  let  our  hearts,  and  eyes,  like  civil  war. 
Be  blind  with  tears,  and  break  o'ercharged  with 
grief. 

Snter  a  Father  who  has  kiUed  hie  Son,  wUh  the 
bafy  in  his  armt. 

Faih.  Then  that  so  stoutly  hast  resisted  me, 
Give  me  thy  gold,  if  thou  hast  any  gold; 
For  I  have  nought  it  with  an  hundred  blows. 
But  let  me  see : — is  this  our  foeman's  &oe  ? 
Ah,  no,  no,  no,  it  is  mine  only  son  I 
Ah,  boy,  if  any  life  be  left  in  thee. 
Throw  up  thme  eye;   see,  see,  what  showers 

arise. 
Blown  with  the  windy  tempest  of  my  heart. 
Upon  thy  wounds,  that  kill  mine  eye  and  heart! 
O,  pity,  God,  this  miserable  age  t 
What  stratagems,  how  fell,  how  butcherly, 
Erroneous,  mutinous,  and  unnatural. 
This  deadly  quarrel  daily  doth  beget  t 
O  boy,  thy  father  gave  thee  life  too  soon. 
And  hath  bereft  thee  of  thy  life  too  Ute  I 

K.Hen.  Woe  above  woe  I  grief  more  than  oom- 
mon  grief  I  \ 

0,  that  my  death  would  stay  these  rathful  deeds  t 
O  pity,  pity,  gentle  Heaven,  pity  I 
The  rca  rose  and  the  white  are  on  his  fiice. 
The  fatal  colours  of  our  striving  houses: 
The  one,  his  purple  blood  right  well  resembles; 
The  other,  his  pale  cheeks,  methinks,  present: 
Wither  one  rose,  and  let  the  other  flourish  I 
If  you  contend,  a  thousand  lives  must  vrither. 

Bon.  How  will  my  mother,  for  a  father  s  death. 
Take  on  with  me,  and  ne'er  be  satisfied  I 

Fatiu  How  will  m j  wife,  for  slaughter  of  my 
son. 
Shed  seas  of  tears,  and  ne'er  be  satisfied  I 

K.  Ben.  How  will  the  country,  for  these  woeful 
chances. 
Mis-think  the  king,  and  not  be  satisfied  I 

Son.  Was  ever  son  so  rued  a  Cither's  death  ? 

Faih.  Was  ever  fiither  so  bemoan'd  a  son  ? 

JT.  Hen.  Was  ever  king  so  griev'd  for  suljrject^ 
woe? 
Much  is  your  sorrow ;  mine,  ten  times  so  much. 

Son.  1 11  bear  thee  hence,  where  I  may  weep 
my  fill.  r  Exil,  with  the  body. 

Faih,  These  arms  of  mine  snail  be  thy  winding- 
sheet; 
My  heart,  sweet  boy.  shall  be  thy  sepulchre ; 
For  from  my  heart  tnine  unage  ne'er  shall  go. 
My  sighing  oreast  shall  be  thy  funeral  bell ; 
And  so  obeequions  will  thy  father  be. 
Sad  for  the  loss  of  thee^  having  no  more. 
As  Priam  was  for  all  his  valiant  sons. 
Ill  bear  thee  hence ;  and  let  them  fight  that  wiU^ 
For  I  have  murther'd  where  I  should  not  kill. 

[Exit,  with  the  bodif. 

K.  Hen.  Sad-hearted  men,  much  overgone  with 
care. 
Here  sita  a  km^  more  woeftd  tha&Ton  art.    ■ 
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Aksrwrn :  Bxcursions,    Enter  Queen  MahqareTi 

Prince  of  Wales,  aand  Exeter. 

Mnce.  FI7,  father,  flj  t  for  all  jonr  friends  are 
fled, 
And  Warwick  rages  like  a  chafed  ball : 
Awaj  1  for  death  doth  hold  us  in  pursuit. 

Q,  Mar.  Mount  jon,  my  lord ;  towards  Berwick 
post  amain : 
Edward  and  Richard,  like  a  brace  of  greyhounds 
Having  the  fearful  flying  hare  in  6ight, 
With  fiery  eyes,  sparkling  for  ver^  wrath, 
And  bloody  steel  grasped  in  their  ireful  bands, 
Are  at  our  backs ;  and  therefore  hence  amain. 
Eaot.  Away  I  for  vengeance  comes  along  with 
them: 
Nay,  stay  not  to  expostulate,  make  speed ; 
Or  else  come  after,  I'll  away  before. 
K,  Eau  Nay,  take  me  with  thee,  good  sweet 
Exeter ; 
Not  that  I  fear  to  stay,  but  love  to  go 
Whither  the  queen  intends.    Forward ;  away  I 

{i^Asnt. 

SCENE  Yl.— The  same. 
A  loud  Alarum,    Enter  Clifford,  wounded, 

CUf,  Here  bums  my  candle  out,  &y,  here  it  dies, 
Which,  whiles  it  lasted,  gave  King  Henry  light. 

0,  Lancaster  I  1  fear  thy  overthrow. 
More  than  my  body's  parting  with  ray  soul. 
My  love,  and  fear,  glued  many  friends  to  thee: 
And,  now  I  fall,  thy  tough  commixtures  melt. 
Impairing  Henry,  strengthening  mis-proud  York, 
[The  common  people  swarm  like  summer  flies :] 
And  whither  fly  the  gnats  but  to  the  sun? 

And  who  shines  now  but  Henqr's  enemies  ? 

0  Phoebus  1  hadst  thou  never  given  consent 
That  Phaeton  should  check  thy  iiery  steeds. 
Thy  burning  car  n'ever  had  scorched  the  earth : 
And  Henry,  hadst  thou  sway'das  kings  should  do, 
Or  as  thy  &ther,  and  his  father,  did. 

Giving  no  ground  unto  the  house  of  York, 
They  nevei  then  had  sprung  like  summer  flies ; 

1,  and  ten  thousand  in  this  luckless  realm, 
Had  left  no  mourning  widows  for  our  death. 
And  thou  this -day  had  kept  thy  chair  in  peace. 
For  what  doth  cherish  weeds,  but  gentle  air  ? 
And  what  makes  robbers  bold,  but  too  much 

lenity? 
Bootless  are  plaints,  and  cureless  are  my  wounds : 
No  way  to  fly,  nor  strength  to  hold  out  flight; 
The  foe  is  merciless,  and  will  not  pity ; 
For  at  their  hands  I  have  deserv'd  no  pity. 
The  air  hath  got  into  my  deadly  wounds. 
And  much  effuse  of  blood  doth  make  me  faint: 
Come  York  and  Richard,  Warwick,  and  the  rest ; 

1  stabbed  your  fathers'  bosoms,  split  my  breast. 

[He/amU 

ilarwn  and  retreat.    Enter  Edward,  George, 
Richard,  Montague;  Warwick,  onJ  Soldiers. 

Edvo,  Now  breathe  we,  lords;  good  fortune  bids 

ns  pause. 
And  smooth  the  frowns  of  war  with   peaceful 

looks. 
Some  troops  pursue  the  bloody-minded  queen ; 
That  led  calm  Henry,  though  he  were  a  king. 
As  doth  a  sail,  fill'd  with  a  fretting  gust. 
Command  an  argosy  to  stem  the  waves. 
Bat  think  you,  lords,  that  Clifford  fled  with  them? 

War,  No,  tis  impossible  he  should  escape : 
^or.  though  before  his  face  I  speak  the  words. 


VI.— PART  III. 

Your  brother  Richard  mark'd  hfan  fbr  the 
And,  wheresoever  he  is,  he's  surely  dead. 

[Clifford  groans^  agiddiet, 
Edvo.  Whose  soul  is  that  wliich  takes  her  heavy 

leave? 
Rich,   A  deadly  groan,  like  life  and  deatli"^ 

departing. 
Edw,  See  who  it  is :  and,  now  the  battled  ended, 
If  friend,  or  foe,  let  him  be  gently  used. 
liich.   Revoke  tliat  doom  of  mercy,  flor  *tia 
Clifibrd; 
Who,  not  contented  that  he  lopp'd  the  branch 
In  hewing  Rutland  when  his  leaves  put  forth, 
But  set  his  murthering  knife  unto  the  root 
From   whence   that   tender   spray  did  sweetly 

spring,— 
I  mean,  our  princely  father,  Duke  of  York. 
War.  From  off  the  gates  of  York  fetch  down 
the  head. 
Your  father's  head,  which  Clifford  placed  there* 
Instead  whereof  let  his  supply  the  room ; 
Measure  for  measure  must  be  answered. 
Edu),  Bring  forth  that  fatal  screech-owl  to  our 
house. 
That  nothing  sung  but  death  to  us  and  ours: 
Now  death  snail  stop  his  dismal  threatening  sound, 
And  his  ill-boding  tongue  no  more  shall  speak. 

[Attendants  bring  the  bodyforvxxrd. 
War.  I  tliink  his  understanding  is  bereft: — 
Speak,  Clifford,  dost  thou  know  who  speaks  to 

thee?— 
Dark  cloudy  death  o'ershades  his  beams  of  li£B, 
And  ho  nor  Fees,  nor  hears  us  what  we  sav. 

likh.  0  would  he  did  I  and  so,  perhaps,  be  doth; 
*Tis  but  his  policy  to  counterfeit, 
Because  he  would  avoid  such  bitter  taunts 
Which  in  the  time  of  death  he  gave  our  father. 
Cko,  If  so  thou  think*st,  vex  him  with  eager 

words. 
Rich,  Clifford,  ask  mercy,  and  obtain  no  grace. 
Edw.  Clifford,  repent  in  bootless  penitence. 
War.  Clifford,  devise  excuses  for  thy  fiiults. 
Qeo.  While  we  devise  fell  tortures  for  thy  faults. 
JSJcA.  Thou  didst  love  York,  and  I  am  son  to 

York, 
Edw.  Thou  pitied*st  Rutland,  I  will  pity  thee. 
Qeo.  Where's  Captain  Margaret  to  fence  yoa 

now? 
War.  They  mock  thee,  Clifford  I  swear  as  thon 

wast  wont 
Bich,  What,  not  an  oath  ?  nay,  then  the  world 
goes  hard 
When  Clifford  cannot  spare  his  fHends  an  oath: 
I  know  by  that  he's  dead :  And,  bv  my  soul, 
If  this  right  hand  would  buy  two  hours'  life. 
That  I  in  all  despite  might  rail  at  him, 
This  hand  should  chop  it  off;  and  with  the  issuioig 

blood 
Stifle  the  villain,  whose  unstanched  thh^t 
York  and  young  Rutland  could  not  satisfy. 
War.  Ay,  but  he's  dead :  Off  with  the  traitor^ 
head. 
And  rear  it  in  the  place  vour  father*s  stands. 
And  now  to  London  with  triumphant  march. 
There  to  be  crowned  England's  royal  king. 
From  whejico  shall    Warwick  cut  the  sea  to 

France, 
And  ask  the  Lady  Bona  for  thy  queen : 
80  shalt  thou  sinew  both  the^e  lands  together; 
And,  having  France  thy  friend,  thon  ^lalt  no* 

dread 
The  scatter *d  foe,  that  hopes  to  rise  again ; 
For  though  they  cannot  greatlyifiP 
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Yet  look  to  nave  them  biizz^  to  o£knd  thine  ears. 
First,  will  I  see  the  coronation ; 
And  then  to  Brittanj  III  cross  the  sea. 
To  effect  this  marriage,  so  it  please  my  lord. 
Edw.  Even  as  thoa  wilt,  sweet  Warwick,  let 
it  be: 
For  on  thy  shoulder  do  I  bnild  my  seat; 
And  never  will  I  undertake  the  thing 
Wherein  thj  counsel  and  consent  is  wantmg. 


KING  HENRY  VI.— PABT  m. 


519 


Richard,  I  will  create  thee  Dnke  of  Gloster ; 
And  George,  of  Clarence;  Warwick,  as  oorself, 
Shall  do,  and  undo,  as  him  pleaseth  best. 

Bich,  Let  me  be  Duke  ot  Clarence;  Gteorge,  of 
Gloster; 
For  Gloster's  dukedom  is  too  ominous. 

War,  Tut!  that's  a  foolish  observation , 
Richard,  be  Duke  of  Gloster.    Now  to  London, 
To  see  Uiese  honours  in  possession.         [Saoeuid, 


ACT  ni. 


SCENE  L— ^  Cfhace  in  the  NoHh  of  England. 
Enter  Ikoo  Keepers,  vdA  erosa^moe  in  their  hande* 

1  Keep,  Under  this  thick-grown  brake  well 

shrond  ourselve!) ; 
For  through  this  kund  aoon  the  deer  will  come; 
And  in  this  covert  will  we  make  our  stand. 
Calling  the  principal  of  all  the  deer. 

2  Keiqp.  ill  stay  above  the  hill,  so  both  maj 

shoot. 

1  Keep.  That  cannot  be ;  the  noise  of  thy  cross- 

bow 
Will  scare  the  herd,  and  so  my  shoot  is  lost. 
Here  stand  we  both,  and  aim  we  at  the  best : 
And,  for  the  time  shall  not  seem  tedious, 
111  tell  thee  what  befell  me  on  a  day 
In  this  self  nlace  where  now  we  mean  to  stand. 

2  iCsep.  Here  oomes  a  man,  let's  stay  till  he  be 

past. 

Enter  King  HssRTf  ditguieed,  with  a  prayer-booh, 

K,  Ben,  From  Scotland  have  I  stolen,  even  of 

pure  love, 
To  greet  mine  own  Und  with  my  wishful  sight. 
No,  Harry,  Harry,  'tis  no  land  of  thine; 
Thy  pUice  is  fiU'd,  thy  sceptre  wrung  from  thee, 
Thy   balm   wash'd   off,    wherewith   thou   wast 

anointed : 
No  bending  knee  will  call  thee  Ciesar  now. 
No  humble  suitors  press  to  speak  for  right. 
No,  not  a  man  comes  for  redress  to  thee ; 
For  how  can  I  help  them,  and  not  mjself  ? 

1  Ke^,  Ay,  here's  a  deer  whose  skinis  a  keeper's 

fee: 
This  is  the^tiondbm  king ;  let's  seize  upon  him. 

K,  Hen,  Let  me  embrace  these  sour  adversities: 
For  wise  men  say  it  is  the  wisest  course. 

2  Ke^,  Why  linger  we  ?  let  us  lay  hands  upon 

him. 
1  Ke^  Forbear  a  while;  well  hear  a  little 

more. 
K  Hen,  My  queen  and  son  are  gone  to  France 

for  aid ; 
And,  as  I  hear,  the  great  commanding  Warwick 
Is  thither  gone  to  crave  the  French  king^s  sister 
To  wife  for  Edward :  If  this  news  be  true, 
Poor  queen  and  son,  your  labour  is  but  lost; 
For  Warwick  is  a  subtle  orator^ 
And  Lewis  a  prince  soon  won  with  moving  words. 
By  this  account,  then,  Margaret  may  wm liim ; 
For  she's  a  woman  to  be  pitied  much : 
Her  sighs  will  make  a  battery  m  his  breast ; 
Her  tears  will  pierce  into  a  marble  heart ; 
The  tic;er  will  be  mild  while  she  doth  mourn ; 
And  Nero  will  be  tainted  with  remorse, 
To  bear  her  plaints,  and  see  her  brinish  tears. 
Ay,  but  she's  come  to  beg ;  Warwick,  to  give: 
She,  on  his  left  side,  craving  aid  for  Henry ; 
He,  on  his  right,  askmg  a  wife  for  Edward. 
She  we^,  and  says— her  Henry  is  denos'd 


He  smDes,  and  says— his  Edward  is  instalFd; 
That  she,  poor  wretch,  for  grief  can  speak  no 

more; 
Whiles  Warwick   tells  his  title,   smooths   the 

wrong, 
Inferreth  arguments  of  mighty  strength; 
And,  in  conclusion^  wins  the  king  from  her, 
With  promise  of  his  sister,  and  what  else. 
To  strengthen  and  support  King  Edward's  place. 
0  Margaret,  thus  'twul  be ;  and  thou,  poor  soul. 
Art  then  forsaken,  as  thou  went'st  forlorn. 
2  Ke^  Say,  what  art  thou  that  talk'st  of  kings 

and  queens? 
K,  Hen,  More  than  I  seem,  and  less  than  I  waa 

born  to : 
A  man  at  least,  for  less  I  should  not  be : 
And  men  may  talk  of  kings,  and  why  not  I? 
2  Keep,  Ay,  but  thou  talk'st  as  if  thou  wert  a 


K,  Hen,  Why,  so  I  am,  in  mind;  and  that^ 

enougL 
2  Keep,  But  if  thou  be  a  kuig,  where  is  thy 

crown? 
K,  Hen,  My  crown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on  my 
head; 
Not  decked  with  diamonds  and  Indian  stones. 
Nor  to  be  seen:  my  crown  b  call'd  content; 
A  crown  it  is  that  seldom  kings  enjoy. 
2  Keep,  Well,  if  yon  be  a  king  crown'd  with 
content, 
Your  crown  content  and  you  must  be  contented 
To  go  along  with  us :  for.  as  we  think, 
You  are  the  king  King  Edward  hath  depos'd ; 
And  we  his  subjects,  sworn  in  all  allegiance. 
Will  apprehend  yon  as  his  enemy. 
K,  Ben,  But  did  you  never  swear  and  break  an 

oath? 
2  Keqp.  No,  never  such  an  oath ;  nor  will  not 

now. 
K,Hen,  Where  did  you  dwell  when  I  was  King 

ofEngUnd? 
2  Ke^   Here  in  this  country  where  we  now 

remain. 
K,  Hen,  I  was  anointed  king  at  nine  months 
old; 
My  father  and  my  grand&ther  were  kings; 
And  ye  were  sworn  true  subjects  unto  me : 
And,  tell  me,  then,  have  yon  not  broke  your  oaths? 

1  iTeep.  No ; 
For  we  were  subjects  but  while  you  were  king. 
K,  Hen.  Why,  am  I  dead?  do  I  not  breathe  a 
man? 
Ah,  simple  men,  you  know  not  what  you  swear. 
Look,  as  I  blow  this  feather  from  my  face, 
And  as  the  air  blows  it  to  me  again. 
Obeying  with  my  wind  when  1  do  blow. 
And  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows, 
Commanded  always  by  the  greater  gust ; 
Such  is  the  lightness  of  you  common  men. 
But  do  not  break  your  oaths ;  iox^oi  that  sin, j 
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Mj  mild  entreaty  shal]  Dot  make  70a  guiity. 
Go  where  you  will,  the  king  shall  be  commanded ; 
And  be  70a  kings ;  command,  and  111  obey. 
1  Keep.  We  are  true  sabjects  of  the  king,  King 

Edward. 
K.  Hen.  So  would  Ton  be  again  to  Henry, 
it  he  were  seated  as  King  Edward  is. 
1  Ke^.  We  charge  70a  in  God's  name,  and  in 
the  kingX 
To  go  with  us  unto  the  ofiScers. 
K.  Hen.  In  God's  name,  lead ;  70ur  king's  name 
be  obeyed: 
And  what  (iod  will,  that  let  your  king  perform  ; 
And  what  he  will,  I  humbly  yield  unto. 

[Exeuni. 

SCENE  IL— London.    A  Boom  in  the  PaJLace. 

Enter  King  Edward,  Gloster,  Clasbroe,  and 
Lady  Grst. 

K.  Edw.  Brother  of  Gloster,  at  Saint  Alban^ 
field 
This  lady's  husband.  Sir  John  Grey,  was  slain, 
His  lands  then  seiz'd  on  by  the  conqueror : 
Her  suit  is  now  to  repossess  those  lands ; 
Which  we  in  justice  cannot  well  deny, 
Because  in  q^sarrel  of  the  house  of  York 
The  worthy  gentleman  did  lose  his  life. 

Qlo,  Tour  highness  shall  do  well  to  grant  her 
suit; 
It  were  dishonour  to  deny  it  her. 
K.  Edw.  It  were  no  less;  but  yet  111  make  • 

pause* 
Qlo   YMlisitso? 
I  see  the  lad^  hath  a  thing  to  gnmt. 
Before  the  king  will  grant  her  humble  suit. 
OUxr.  He  knows  the  game:  how  true  he  keeps 
the  wind  I  \Adde. 

Oh.  SUence!  [Aside. 

K.  EAo.  Widow,  we  will  consider  of  your  suit; 
And  come  some  other  time  to  know  our  mind. 
L.  Qrey.  Right  gracious  lord,  1  cannot  brook 
delay: 
May  it  please  your  highness  to  resolve  me  now; 
And  what  ;^oar  pleasure  is  shall  satisfy  me. 
Qlo.  [Adde.]  Ay^  widow?  then  111  warrant  you 
all  your  lands. 
An  if  what  pleases  him  shall  pleasure  you. 
Fight  closer,  or,  good  faith,  you  11  catch  a  blow. 
Clar.  I  fear   her  not  unless   she  chance   to 
fall.  [Aside. 

Gh.  God   forbid   that!    for  hell   take   van- 
tages. [Aside. 
K.  Edw.  How  many  children  hast  thou,  widow  ? 

tell  me. 
Olar.  I  think  he  means  to  beg  a  child  of  her. 

[Aside. 
GUt.  Nay,  whip  me  then;  hell  rather  give  her 
two  [Aside. 

L.  Grey  Three,  my  most  gracious  lord. 
Qlo.  You  shall  have  four,  if  youll  be  ruled  by 
him.  [Aside. 

K.  Edw.  T  were   pity  they  should  lose  their 

father's  land. 
L.  Grey.  Be  pitiful,  dread  lord,  and  grant  it  then. 
K,  Edw.  Lords,  give  us  leave :  I'll  try  this 

widow's  wit. 
Gh.  Ay,  good  leave  have  you ;  for  you  will 
have  leave 
•fill  youth  take  leave,  and  leave  you  to  the  crutch. 
[GLOflTER  and  Cluuehcb  retire  to  the  other  siue. 
K,Edw.  Now,  tell  me,  madam,  do  you  love 
your  cfafldren  ? 


VI.— PART  ni. 

L.  Grey,  ky^  full  as  dearly  as  I  love  myseHl 
K,  Eaw,  And  would  you  not  do  much  to  do 
them  good? 
L.  Qrey.  To  do  them  good  I  would  snstafai  some 

harm. 
K.  Edw.  Then  get  your  husband^  lands,  to  do 

them  good. 
L.  Grey.  Therefore  I  came  unto  vour  majesty. 
K.Edw.  Ill  tell  yon  how  these  lands  are  to  be 

got 
L.  Grey,  So  shall  yon  bind  me  to  your  higfanesi 

service. 
K.  Edw.  What  service  wilt  thou  do  me,  if  I  give 

them? 
L.  Grey.  What  yon  command  that  rests  in  me 

to  do. 
'K.  Edw.  But  yon  will  take  exceptions  to  mj 

boon. 
L.  Grey.  No,  gradous  lord,  except  I  cannot  do  it. 
Km  Edw,  Ay,  but  thou  canst  do  what  I  mean  to 

ask. 
L.  Grey.  Why,  then  I  will  do  what  your  grK)e 

commands. 
Qlo.  He  plies  her  hard;  and  much  rain  wears 

the  marble. 
Olar.  As  red  as  firel  nay,  then  her  wax  must 

melt.  [Aside. 

L.  Grey.  Why  stops  my  lord?  shall  I  not  hear 

my  task? 
K.Edw.  An  easy  task;  His  but  to  love  a  king. 
L.  Qrey.  That's  soon  performed,  because  I  am  a 

subject. 
K.Edw.  Why.  then,  thy  husbandli   lands   I 

freely  give  thee. 
L,  Grey.  I  take  my  leave  with  many  thousand 

thanks. 
Qlo.  The  match  is  made;  she  seals  it  with  a 

curt'sy. 
K.  Edw.  But  stay  thee,  tis  the  fruits  of  love  I 

mean. 
L.  Greu.  The  firuits  of  love  I  mean,  my  loving 

liege. 
K.  Edw.  Av,  but,  I  fear  me  m  another  sense. 
What  love  think'st  thou  I  sue  so  much  to  set? 
L.  Grey.  My  love  till  death,  my  humble  toanka, 

my  prayers; 
That  love  which  virtue  begs  and  virtue  grants. 
K.  Ecko.  No,  by  my  troth,  I  did  not  mean  such 

love. 
L.  Grey.  Why,  then  yon  mean  not  as  I  thought 

you  did. 
K.  Edw.  But  now  you  partly  may  perceive  my 

mind. 
L.  Grey.  My  mind  will   never  grant  what  I 

perceive 
Your  highness  aims  at,  if  I  aim  aright. 
K.  EdUo.  To  tell  thee  plain,  I  aim  to  lie  with  thee. 
L.  Grey.  To  tell  you  plain,  I  had  rather  lie  in 

prison. 
K.  Edw.  Why,  then,  thou  shalt  not  have  thj 

husband's  lands. 
L.  Qrey.  Why,  then,  mine  honesty  shall  be  my 

dower ; 
For  by  that  loss  I  will  not  purchase  them. 
K.Edw.  Therein  thou  wrongest  thy  children 

mightily. 
L.  Grey.  Herein  your  highness  wrongs  both 

them  and  me. 
But,  mighty  lord,  this  merry  inclination 
Accords  not  with  the  sadness  of  my  suit; 
Please  you  dismiss  me,  either  with  ay  or  no. 

K.  ^w.  Ay,  if  thou  wilt  say  ay  to  my  request 
No,  if  thou  dost  say  no  to  my  demand 
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L,  Qr^.  Then,  no,  my  lord.  My  suit  is  at  an  end. 

Qlo*  liie  widow  lira  him  not,  she  knits  her 

brows.  [Aside, 

Olar.  He  is  the  bluntest  wooer  in  Christendom. 

[Aside. 
K.  Edw.  [AsideJ]  Her  looks  do  argue  her  replete 
witn  modesty ; 
Her  words  do  show  her  wit  incomparable. 
All  her  perfections  challenge  sovereignty: 
One  way  or  other  she  is  for  a  king ; 
And  she  shall  be  my  love,  or  else  my  queen. 
Bay,  that  King  Edward  take  thee  ror  his  queen? 
2ir.  Qrey,  *T!s  better  said  than  done,  my  gracious 
lord: 
I  am  a  subject  fit  to  jest  withal, 
But  for  unfit  to  be  a  sovereign. 
K.Bdio,  Sweet  widow,  by  my  state  I  swear  to 
thee, 
I  speak  no  more  than  what  my  soul  intends ; 
And  that  is,  to  enjoy  thee  for  my  love. 

L.  Orey.  And  that  is  more  than  I  will  yield  unto: 
I  know  1  am  too  mean  to  be  your  queen. 
And  yet  too  good  to  be  your  concubine. 
K,Edio,  You  eavil  widow;  I  did  mean  my 

queen. 
Im  Orey.  'Twill  grieve  your  grace  my  son  should 

call  you  father. 
K,  Edu.  No  more  than  when  my  daughters  call 
thee  mother. 
Thou  art  a  widow,  and  thou  hast  some  children ; 
And,  by  CKmI's  mother,  I,  being  but  a  bachelor, 
Have  other  some :  why,  tis  a  happy  thing 
To  be  the  father  unto  many  sons. 
Answer  no  more,  for  thou  shalt  be  my  queen. 
Olo.  The  ghostly  father  now  hath  done  his  shrift! 

[Aside. 

(Hat,  When  he  was  made  a  shriver,  *twas  for 

shift  [Aside, 

X,  Edio.  Brothers,  you  muse  what  chat  we  two 

have  had. 
€Ro,  The  widow  likes  it  not  for  she  looks  very  sad. 
K.  Edw,  Tou'd  think  it  strange  if  I  should  marry 

her. 
CUm,  To  whom,  my  lord? 
K,  Edw,  Why,  Clarence, to  myself. 

OZo.  That  would  be  ten  days*  wonder  at  the  least. 
C^,  That's  a  day  longer  than  a  wonder  Usts. 
62o.  By  so  much  is  the  wonder  in  extremes. 
K»Edw,  Well,  jest  on  brothers:  I  can  tell  you 
both 
Her  suit  is  granted  for  her  husband's  Umds. 

Enter  a  NoUeman. 

Nob.  My  gracious  lord,  Henry  your  foe  is  taken, 
And  broQght  your  prisoner  to  your  palace  gate. 

K,  Edw,  See  that  he  be  conveyed  unto  the  To  wer ; 
And  go  we,  brothers,  to  the  man  that  took  him, 
To  question  of  hb  apprehension. 
Widow,  go  you  along;— Lords,  use  her  honourable. 
[Jiaeeuni  K.  £dw.,  Lady  Gr£Y,  Clabencb, 
and  Lord. 

Gh,  Ay,  Edward  will  use  women  honourably. 
Would  he  were  wasted,  marrow,  bones,  and  all, 
That  from  his  loins  no  hopeful  branch  may  spring, 
To  cross  me  from  the  golden  time  I  look  for  1 
And  yet,  between  niy  soul's  desire  and  me 
(The  lastful  Edward's  title  buried), 
Is  Clarence,  Henry,  and  his  son  young  Edward, 
And  all  the  unlook*d-for  issue  of  thehr  bodies, 
To  take  their  rooms,  ere  I  can  place  myself: 
A  odd  premeditation  for  my  purpose! 
Why,  tnen  I  do  but  dream  on  sovereignty; 
Uki  OAAihat  ftandt  noon  a  promontory, 
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And  spies  a  fSuvoff  shore  where  he  would  tread. 
Wishing  his  foot  were  equal  with  his  eye; 
And  chides  the  sea  that  sunders  him  from  thenoQ, 
Saying,  hell  lade  it  dry  to  have  his  way: 
So  do  I  wish  the  crown,  being  so  far  off ; 
And  so  I  chide  the  means  that  keep  me  orom  it ; 
And  so  I  say.  111  cut  the  causes  o£^ 
Flattering  me  with  impossibilities. 
My  qjb'a  too  quick,  my  heart  o'erweens  too  much, 
Unless  my  hand  and  strength  could  equal  them. 
Well,  say  there  is  no  kingdom  then  for  Richard ; 
What  other  pleasure  can  the  world  afford? 
Ill  make  my  heaven  in  a  lady's  lap. 
And  deck  my  body  in  ga^r  ornaments. 
And  witch  sweet  ladies  with  my  woros  and  looks. 
O  miserable  thought!  and  more  unlikely 
Than  to  accomplish  twenty  golden  crowns! 
Why,  love  forswore  me  in  my  mother's  womb: 
And,  for  I  should  not  deal  in  her  soft  laws, 
She  did  corrupt  frail  nature  with  some  bribe 
To  shrink  mine  arm  up  like  a  vrither'd  shrub; 
To  make  an  envious  mountain  on  my  back. 
Where  sits  deformity  to  mock  my  body  j 
To  shape  my  legs  of  an  unequal  size ; 
To  disproportion  me  in  every  part. 
Like  to  a  chaos,  or  an  unlick'd  bear-whelp. 
That  carries  no  impression  like  the  dam. 
And  am  I  then  a  man  to  be  belov'd? 
0,  monstrous  fault,  to  harbour  such  a  thought! 
Then,  since  this  earth  affords  no  joy  to  me 
But  to  command,  to  check,  to  o'erbear  such 
As  are  of  better  person  than  mjrself, 
111  make  my  heaven  to  dream  u^n  the  crown; 
And,  whiles  I  live,  to  account  this  world  but  hell, 
Until  my  mis^ap'd  trunk,  that  bears  this  head. 
Be  round  impaleu  with  a  glorious  crown. 
,  And  yet  I  know  not  how  to  get  the  crown, 
!  For  many  lives  stand  between  me  and  home ; 
I  And  I,  like  one  lost  in  a  thorny  wood, 
I  That  rents  the  thorns,  and  is  rent  with  the  thorns, 
i  Seeking  a  way,  and  straying  from  the  way; 
I  Not  knowing  how  to  find  the  open  air, 
;  But  toiling  desperately  to  find  it  out, — 
i  Torment  myself  to  catch  the  English  crown, 
I  And  fh>m  that  torment  I  will  free  myself, 
!  Or  hew  my  way  out  with  a  bloody  axe. 
!  Why,  1  can  smile,  and  murther  whiles  I  smile : 
i  And  cry,  content,  to  that  which  ^eves  my  heart; 
And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears. 
And  frame  my  face  to  all  occasions. 
Ill  drown  more  sailors  than  the  mermaid  shall; 
111  slay  more  gazers  than  the  basilisk ; 
111  play  the  orator  as  well  as  Nestor ; 
I  Deceive  more  slily  than  Ulysses  could ; 
I  And,  like  a  Sinon,  take  another  Troy; 
I  I  can  add  colours  to  the  cameleon ; 

Change  shapes  with  Proteus,  for  advantages, 
I  And  set  the  mnrtherous  Macniavel  to  school. 
:  Can  I  do  this,  and  cannot  get  a  crown? 
Tut?  were  it  farther  off  I'll  pluck  it  down. 

[Exit 

SCENE  IIL— Fiance.     A  Boom  m  Oe  Palace. 

FUmrish.     Enter  Lewis,  the  French  Kinp,  ana 
Lady  Boha,  attended;  the  King  takes  fas  state. 
Then  enter  Queen  B1a.boarbt,  Prince  Edwabd 
her  Sony  and  the  Earl  of  Oxford. 
K,  Lew,  Fair  Queen  of  Englaxid,  worthy  Mar- 
garet, [Eising. 
Bit  down  with  us;  it  Ul  befits  thy  state 
And  birth  that  thou  shouldst  stand,  whfle  L«wifl 
doth  fit 
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Q,  Mar,  No,  mighty  Kin^  ot  France ;  now  Mar- 
garet 
Most  strike  her  sail,  and  learn  awhile  to  server 
Where  kings  command.    I  was,  I  must  confess, 
Great  Albion's  queen  in  former  golden  days : 
But  now  mischance  hath  trod  my  title  down, 
And  with  dishonour  laid  me  on  the  ground; 
Where  1  must  take  like  seat  unto  my  fortune, 
And  to  my  humble  seat  conform  myself. 

K,  Lew.  Why,  say,  fair  queen,  whence  springs 
this  deep  despair? 

Q,  Mar,  From  such  a  cause  as  fills  mine  eyes 
with  tears. 
And  Btops  my  tongue,  while  heart  is  drown'd  in 
cares. 

K,  Lew.  Whatever  it  be,  be  thou  still  like  thysdf. 
And  sit  thee  by  our  side:  yield  not  thy  neck 

[SeaU  her  by  km. 
To  fortuned  yoke,  but  let  thy  dauntless  mind 
Still  ride  in  triumph  over  all  mischance. 
Be  plain,  Queen  Margaret,  and  tell  thy  grief; 
It  shall  be  eas*d  if  France  can  yield  relief. 

Q.  Mar,   Those  gracious   words   revive   my 
drooping  thoughts, 
And  give  my  tongue-tied  sorrows  leave  to  speak. 
Now,  therefore,  be  it  known  to  noble  Lewis, 
That  Henry,  sole  possessor  of  my  lore. 
Is,  of  a  king,  become  a  banish'd  man, 
And  forced  to  live  in  Scotland  a  forlorn ; 
While  proud  ambitious  Edward,  Duke  of  York, 
Usurps  the  regal  title,  and  the  seat 
Of  England's  true-anointed  lawful  king. 
This  is  the  cause  that  I,  poor  Margaret, 
With  this,  my  son.  Prince  Edward,  Henry's  heir. 
Am  come  to  crave  thy  just  and  lawful  aid ; 
And  if  thou  fail  us  all  our  hope  is  done : 
Scotland  hath  will  to  help,  but  cannot  help ; 
Our  people  and  our  peers  are  both  misled. 
Our  treasure  seiz'd,  our  soldiers  put  to  flight, 
And,  as  thou  seest,  ourselves  in  heavy  plight 

K,  Lew.  Renowned  queen,  with  patience  calm 
the  storm. 
While  we  bethink  a  means  to  break  it  o£ 

Q.Mar.  The  more  we  stay  the  stronger  grows 
our  foe. 

JT.  Lew.  The  more  I  stay  the  more  111  succour 
thee. 

Q,  Mar.   0,  but  impatience  waiteth  on  true 
sorrow: 
And  see  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  sorrow. 

Enter  Warwick,  attended. 

K,  Lew,  What's  he  approacheth  boldly  to  onr 

presence? 
Q.  Mar,   Our   Earl    of   Warwick,    Edward's 

greatest  friend. 
K,  Lew.   Welcome,  brave  Warwick  I     What 
brin^  thee  to  France? 
[Deacendmgfromhia$tate,  Queen  Makoabet 
rises. 
Q.  Mar,  Ay,  now  begins  a  second  storm  to  rise ; 
For  this  is  he  that  moves  both  wind  and  tide. 

War.  From  worthy  Edward,  King  of  Albion, 
My  lord  and  sovereign,  and  thy  vowed  friend, 
I  come,  in  kindness  and  unfeigned  love, 
First,  to  do  greetings  to  thy  royal  person ; 
And  then  to  crave  a  league  of  amity : 
And,  lastly,  to  confirm  that  amity 
With  nuptial  knot,  if  thou  vouc^fe  to  grant 
That  virtuous  Lady  Bona,  thy  fair  sbter. 
To  Eneland's  king  in  lawful  marriage. 
Q.  Mar,  If  that  go  forward,  Henryls  hope  is 
done. 
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War,  And,  gracions  madam  [To  Boha1,  in  our 
king's  behalf, 
I  am  commanded,  with  your  leare  and  fitroiir, 
Humbly  to  kiss  your  lumd,  and  with  my  tongua 
To  tell  the  passion  of  my  sovereign's  heart; 
Where  fame  late  entering  at  his  heedful  ears. 
Hath  nlac'd  thy  beauty^  image,  and  thy  virtue. 
Q.  Mar,  King  Lewis  and  Lady  Bona,  hear  me 
speak. 
Before  you  answer  Warwick.    His  demand 
Springs  not  from  E!d  ward's  well-meant  honest  Ioyo, 
But  from  deceit,  bred  by  necessity; 
For  how  can  tyrants  sately  govern  home. 
Unless  abroad  they  purchase  great  alliance? 
To  prove  him  tyrant,  this  reason  may  suflSoe, 
That  Henry  liveth  still :  but  were  he  dead, 
7et  here  Prince  Edward  stands,  Kin^  Henry's  son. 
Look,  therefore,  Lewis,  that  by  this  league  and 

marriage 
Thou  draw  not  on  thy  danger  and  dishonour: 
For  though  usurpers  sway  the  rule  awhile, 
Yet   Heavens   are  just,   and  time  snppressetlr 
wrongs. 
War,  Injurious  Margaret  I 
Prince,  And  why  not  queen  ? 

War.  Because  thy  father  Henry  did  usurp; 
And  thou  no  more  art  prince  than  she  is  queen. 
Ox/.  Then  Warwick  disannuls  great  John  of 
Gaont, 
Which  did  subdue  the  greatest  part  of  Spain ; 
And,  after  John  of  Gaunt,  Henrv  the  Fourth, 
Whose  wisdom  was  a  mirror  to  the  wisest: 
And,  after  that  wise  prince,  Henry  the  Fifth, 
Who  by  his  prowess  conquered  all  France : 
From  tnese  our  Henry  lineally  descends. 

War,  Oxford,  how   haps   it  in  this  smooth 
discourse 
You  told  not,  how  Henry  the  Sixth  hath  lost 
All  that  which  Henry  the  Fifth  had  gotten  ? 
Methlnks,  these  peers  of  France  should  smile  at 

that. 
But  for  the  rest,  you  tell  a  pedigree 
Of  threescore  and  two  years ;  a  silly  time 
To  makeprescription  for  a  kingdom's  worth. 
03^,  Why,  Warwick,  canst  thou  speak  agamst 
thy  liege. 
Whom  thou  obeyedst  thirty  and  six  years. 
And  not  be%vTay  thy  treason  with  a  blush  ? 

War,  Can  Oxford,  that  did  ever  fence  the  right, 
Now  buckler  falsehood  with  a  pedigree? 
For  shame  I  leave  Henry,  and  call  Edward  king. 
Osiif,  Gall  him  my  kmg,  by  whose  injurious 
doom 
My  elder  brother,  the  Lord  Aubrey  Vere, 
Was  done  to  death  ?  and  more  than  so,  my  finther. 
Even  in  the  downfiill  of  his  mellow'd  years. 
When  nature  brought  him  to  the  door  of  death  ? 
No.  Warwick,  no ;  while  life  upholds  this  arm. 
This  arm  upholds  the  house  of  Lancaster. 
War,  And  I  the  house  of  York. 
K,  Lew,  Queen  Margaret,  Prince  Edward,  and 
Oxford, 
Vouchsafe  at  our  request  to  stand  aside. 
While  I  use  further  conference  with  Warwick. 
Q,  Mar.  Heavens  grant  that  Warwick^  words 
bewitch  him  not ! 

[Betiring  with  the  Prikcb  and  Ozfobd. 
JT.  Lew,  Now  Warwick,  tell  me,  even  upon  diy 
conscience. 
Is  Edward  your  true  king?  for  I  were  loth 
To  link  with  him  that  were  not  lawful  chosen. 
War,  Thereon  I  pawn  my  credit  and  mine 
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if.  Lgm.  But  is  he  gracious  in  the  people's  eje  ? 

War,  The  more  that  Henry  was  unfortunate. 

K,  Lao.  Then  further,  all  dissembling  set  aside, 
Tell  me  for  truth  the  measure  of  his  love 
Unto  our  sister  Bona. 

War,  Such  it  seems 

As  may  beseem  a  monarch  like  himself. 
Myself  haye  often  heard  him  say  and  swear, 
That  this  his  love  was  an  eternal  plant, 
Whereof  the  root  was  fix*d  in  virtue's  ground, 
The  leaves  and  fruit  maintained  with  beantyls  snn ; 
Exempt  from  envy,  but  not  from  disdain, 
Unless  the  Lady  Bona  quit  his  pain. 

K,  Ltw,  Now,  sbter,  let  ns  hear  yonr  firm 
resolve. 

Bona.  Your  grant,  or  your  denial,  shall  be 
mine: — 
Tet  I  confess  f  To  War.],  that  often  ere  this  day, 
When  I  have  heard  your  king's  desert  recounted, 
liine  ear  hath'  tempted  judgment  to  desire. 

K.  Lew,  Then,    Warwidc,   thus,— Our   sister 
shall  be  Edward's; 
And  now  forthwith  shall  articles  be  drawn 
Touching  the  jointure  that  your  king  must  make. 
Which  with  her  dowry  shaU  be  counterijois'd : 
Draw  near.  Queen  Margaret,  and  be  a  witness 
That  Bona  shall  be  wife  to  the  English  king. 

Prwce,  To  Edward,  bat  not  to  the  English 
Ung. 

Q,Mar,  Deceitful  Warwick  I  it  was  thy  device 
By  this  alliance  to  make  void  my  suit ; 
Before  thy  coming  Lewis  was  Uenry^  friend. 

K.  Lew,  And  still  is  firiend  to  him  and  Margaret : 
But  if  your  title  to  the  crown  be  weak. 
As  may  appear  by  Edward's  good  success, 
Then  tis  out  reason  that  I  be  released 
From  giving  aid  which  late  I  promised. 
Tet  shall  yon  have  all  kindness  at  my  hand 
That  your  estate  requires,  and  mine  can  yield. 

War,  Henry  now  lives  in  Scotland  at  his  ease ; 
Where,  having  nothing,  nothing  he  can  lose. 
And  as  for  yon  yourself,  our  (quondam  queen, 
Tou  have  a  father  able  to  maintain  you ; 
And  better  'twere  you  troubled  him  than  France. 

Q,  Mar,  Peace,  impudent  and  shameless  War- 
wick, peace; 
Frond  setter-up  and  puller-down  of  kings ! 
I  will  not  hence  till  with  my  talk  and  tears. 
Both  full  of  truth,  I  nukke  King  Lewis  behold 
Thy  sly  conveyance,  and  thy  lord's  false  love; 
For  both  of  you  are  birds  of  self-same  feather. 

[A  horn  Bounded  wUhuu 

X.  Lew.  Warwick,  this  is  some  post  to  us,  or 
thee. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

MetB.  Mj  lord  ambassador,  these  letten  are  for 
you; 
Sent  from  3rou  brother.  Marquis  Montague ; — 
These  from  our  king  unto  your  mi^esty ; 
And,  madam,  these  for  yon ;  from  whom— I  know 
not. 
[  7b  M  AROARsr.     7%ey  aU  read  their  Utters. 
(kf,  I  like  it  well,  that  our  (kir  queen  and 
mistress 
Smfles  at  her  news,  while  Warwick  frowns  at  his. 
iWnoe.  Nay,  mark,  how  Lewis  stamps  as  he 
were  nettled : 
I  hope  all's  for  the  best 
Ki  Lew,  Warwick,  what  are  thy  news?  and 

yonra,  fair  queen  ? 
Q,  Mar,  Mine,  such  as  fill  mj  heart  with 
oobop'd  joTL 
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War,  Mine,  full  ot  sorrow,  and  heart's  dis- 
content. 

K*  Lew.  What  I  has  your  king  married  the 
Lady  Grey? 
And  now,  to  soothe  your  forgery  and  his, 
Sends  me  a  paper  to  perauade  me  patience  ? 
Is  this  the  alliance  that  he  seeks  with  France? 
Dare  he  presume  to  scorn  us  in  this  manner? 

(f.  Mar,  I  told  your  nugesty  as  much  before : 
This  proveth   Edward's   love  and    Warwick's 
hones^. 

War,  King  Lewis,  I  here  protest,  in  sight  of 
heaven, 
And  by  the  hope  I  haye  of  heavenly  bliss. 
That  I  am  clear  from  this  misdeed  of  Eld  ward's; 
No  more  my  king,  for  he  dishonoura  me ; 
But  most  himself^  if  he  could  see  his  shame. 
Did  I  forget,  that  by  the  house  of  York 
My  father  came  untimely  to  his  death  ? 
Did  I  let  pass  the  abuse  done  to  my  niece? 
Did  I  impale  him  with  the  re^al  crown  ^ 
Did  I  put  Henry  from  his  native  right ; 
And  am  I  guerdon 'd  at  the  last  with  shame  ? 
Shame  on  himself:  for  my  desert  is  honour. 
And  to  repair  my  honour  lost  for  him, 
I  here  renounce  him,  and  return  to  Henry : 
My  noble  aaeen,  let  former  grudges  pass. 
And  henceforth  I  am  thy  true  servitor; 
I  will  revenge  his  wron^  to  Lady  Bona, 
And  replant  Henry  in  his  former  state. 

Q,  Mar,  Warwick,  these  words  have  tum'd  my 
hate  to  love; 
And  I  forgive  and  quite  forget  old  £iults. 
And  joy  that  thou  becom'st  King  Henry^s  fKend. 

War.  So  much  his  friend,  ay,  his  unfeigned 
friend. 
That  if  King  Lewis  vouchsafe  to  furnish  ns 
With  some  few  bands  of  chosen  soldiers, 
111  undertake  to  land  them  on  onr  coast. 
And  force  the  tyrant  from  hb  seat  by  war. 
'TIS  not  his  new-made  bride  shall  succour  him : 
And  as  for  Clarence,  as  my  letters  tell  me. 
He's  very  likely  now  to  fiul  from  him; 
For  matching  more  for  wanton  lust  than  honour, 
Or  than  for  strength  and  safety  of  our  country. 

Bona,  Dear    brother,    how  shall     Bona    be 
reveng'd, 
But  by  the  help  to  this  distressed  qneen? 

Q,  Mar,  Renowned  prince,   how   shall   poor 
Henry  live. 
Unless  thou  rescue  him  fW)m  foul  despair? 

Bona,  tiy  quarrel  and  this  English  queen%  are 
one. 

War,  And  mine,  fiur  Lady  Bona,  joins  with 
youre. 

K.  Lew,  And  mine  with  hers,  and  thine,  and 
Margaret's. 
Therefore,  at  last,  I  firmly  am  resolv'd, 
You  shall  have  aid. 

Q,  Mar.  Let  me  give  hnmble  thanks  for  aU  at 
once. 

K,  Lew,  Then,  Englandls  messenger,  return  in 

And  tell  nilse  Edward,  thy  supposed  kmg. 
That  Lewis  of  France  is  sending  over  maskers. 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride: 
Thou  seest  what's  past,  go  fear  thy  kuag  withal. 
Bona,  Tell  him,  m  hope  he'll  prove  •  widowe. 
shortly, 
111  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  sake. 

Q,  Mar,  Tell  him,  my  mooming  weeds  are  Uid 
I  aside, 

I  And  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  «fi«"  ^^^  I  ^ 
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War.  Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me 
wrong: 
And  therefore  Hi  uncrown  him,  ere*t  be  lonff. 
There's  thj  reward ;  be  gone.  [Eadt  Mess. 

K.  Lew.  Bat  Warwick,  thoo, 

And  Oxford,  with  five  thousand  men, 
Shall  cross  tne  seas,  and  bid  fiilse  Edward  battle : 
And,  as  occasion  serves,  this  noble  qaeen 
And  prince  shall  follow  with  a  fresh  supply. 
Yet,  ere  thoa  go,  bat  answer  me  one  doubt ; 
What  pledge  have  we  of  thj  firm  loyalty  ? 

Waar,  This  shall  assure  my  constant  loyalty : 
That  if  our  queen  and  this  young  prince  agree, 
111  join  mine  eldest  daughter,  and  my  ioy, 
To  him  forthwith  in  holy  wedlock  bands. 

Q.  Mar,  Yes,  I  agree,  and  thauk  you  for  your 
motion : 
Son  Edward,  she  is  fair  and  virtuous, 
Therefore  delay  not,  give  thy  hand  to  Warwick ; 
And,  with  thy  band,  thy  faith  irrevocable, 
That  only  Warwick's  daughter  shall  be  thine. 


iVwioe.  Yes,  I  accept  her,  for  she  well  deserresU, 
And  here,  to  pledge  my  vow,  I  give  my  hand. 

{He  gives  hU  hand  to  Warwick. 

K.  LtfiD.  Why  stay  we  now  ?    These  sddiera 
shall  be  levied. 
And  thou.  Lord  Bourbon,  our  high  admind. 
Shall  waft  them  over  with  our  royal  fleet. 
I  long  till  Edward  fall  by^  war's  mischance. 
For  mocking  marriage  with  a  dame  of  France. 
VBaoemi  aU  but  Wabwick. 

War,  I  came  from  Edward  as  ambassador. 
But  I  return  his  sworn  and  mortal  foe: 
Matter  of  marriage  was  the  charge  he  gave  me, 
But  dreadful  war  shall  answer  his  demand. 
Haa  be  none  else  to  make  a  stale  but  me? 
Then  none  but  I  shall  turn  his  jest  to  sorrow. 
I  was  the  chief  that  rais'd  him  to  the  orown, 
And  111  be  chief  to  bring  him  down  again : 
Not  that  I  pity  Henry's  misery. 
But  seek  revenge  on  Edward's  mockery. 

[ISdt. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L— London.    A  Boom  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Glostbb,  Clabxncb.  Somebsbt, 
MoNTAOUB,  and  other$, 

OUk  Now  tell  me,  brother  Clarence,  what  think 
you 
Of  this  new  marriage  with  the  Lady  Qtrej? 
Hath  not  our  brother  made  a  wortbv  choice  ? 
Clar,  Alas,  you  know,  'tis  far  irom  hence  to 
France; 
How  oould  he  stay  till  Warwick  made  return  ? 
80m,  My  lords,  forbear  this  talk ;  here  comes 
the  king. 

Flourish,  Enter  King  Edwasd,  attended;  Lady 
IsEY,  as  Queen;  Pbmbrokb,  Stafford, 
HAStnoaf  and  others* 

Olo,  And  his  well-chosen  bride. 

Clar,  1  mind  to  tell  him  plainly  what  I  think. 

K,  EAo,  Now,  brother  of  Clarence,  how  like 
you  our  choice. 
That  you  stand  pensive  as  half  malcontent  ? 

Clar,  As  well  as  Lewis  of  France  or  the  Eari 
of  Warwick; 
Which  are  so  weak  of  courage  and  in  judgment, 
That  they'll  take  no  offence  at  our  abuse. 

K,  Sdw.  Suppose  they  take  offence  without  a 
cause. 
They  are  but  Lewis  and  Warwick ;  I  am  Edward, 
Your  king  and  Warwick's,  and  must  have  my  will. 

Qlo,  And  you  shall  have  your  will,  because  our 
king; 
Yet  hasty  marriage  seldom  proveth  welT. 

K.  Eaio,  Yea,  brother  Richard,  are  you  offended 
too? 

Olo,  Not  I:  no. 
Ood  forbid  that  I  should  wish  them  sever'd 
Whom  God  hath  join'd  together:  av,  and  twere  pity 
To  sunder  them  that  yoke  so  well  together. 

JT.  Edw,  Setting  your  scorns  and  your  mislike 
aside. 
Tell  me  some  reason,  wh^  the  Lady  Grey 
Should  not  become  my  wife,  and  England's  queen : 
And  vou  too,  Somerset  and  Montague, 
Speak  freely  what  vou  think. 

Clar,  Then  this  is  mv  opinion,  that  King  Lewis 
Becomes  your  enemy,  for  mocking  him 
About  the  marriage  of  the  Lady  Bona. 


do.  And  Warwick,  doing  what  yon  gave  in 
charge. 
Is  now  dishonoured  by  this  new  marriage. 
K,  JE^w,  What,  if  both  Lewis  and  Warwick  be 
appeas'd 
By  such  invention  as  I  can  devise? 
Mont,  Yet,  to  have  join'd  with  France  in  such 
alliance. 
Would  more  have  strengthen'd  this  our  ooomion 

wealth 
'Gainst    forei^    storms,   than   any   home-bred 
marriage. 
Hast.  Why  knows  not  Montague  that  of  itself 
England  is  safe,  if  true  withm  itself? 
Mont.  Yes,  but  the  safer  when  it  is  back'd 

with  France. 
Hast,  Tis  better  using  France  than  trusting 
France: 
Let  us  be  back'd  with  God,  and  with  the  seas. 
Which  he  hath  given  for  fence  impregnable. 
And  with  their  helps  only  defend  ouraelves; 
In  them,  and  in  ourselves,  our  safety  lies. 
Clar.  For  this  one  speech.  Lord  Hastings  well 
deserves 
To  have  the  heir  of  the  Lord  Hungerford. 
K.  Edw.  Ay,  what  of  that?  it  was  my  will  and^ 
grant; 
And.  for  this  once,  my  will  shall  stand  for  Uw. 
olo.  And  yet,  methinks,  your  grace  hath  not 
done  well 
To  g^ve  the  heir  and  daughter  of  Lord  Scales 
Unto  the  brother  of  your  loving  bride; 
She  better  would  have  fitted  me  or  Clarence : 
But  m  your  bride  you  burv  brotherhood. 
dar.  Or  else  you  would  not  have  bestow'd  the 
heir 
Of  the  Lord  BonvHle  on  your  new  wife^s  son, 
And  leave  your  brothers  to  go  speed  elsewhere. 
K,  Edu>.  Alas,  poor  Clarence!  is  it  for  a  wifo 
That  thou  art  malcontent?    1  will  provide  thee. 
Clar.  In  choosing  for  yourself  yon  show'd  yooi 
judgment ; 
Which  beinff  shallow,  you  shall  give  me  leave 
To  play  the  oroker  in  mine  own  behalf ; 
Ana  to  that  end  I  shortly  mind  to  leave  yoo. 
JL  Edw.  Leave  me,  or  tarry,  Edward  wUl  be 


kin( 
'  And  not  bet 


led  anto  his  brotherls  will.         . 
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KING  HENBY 
Q,  JSm.  My  lords,  before  ft  pleased  his  nu^estj 
To  raise  mj  state  to  title  of  a  queen, 
Do  me  bat  right,  and  yon  mast  all  confess 
That  I  was  not  ignoble  of  descent. 
And  meaner  than  myself  hare  had  like  fortone. 
Bnt  as  this  title  honours  me  and  mine. 
Bo  your  dislikes,  to  whom  I  would  be  pleasing, 
Do  cloud  my  joTS  with  danger  and  with  sorrow. 
K,  Edw.  My  love,  forbear  to  £iwn  upon  their 
frowns: 
What  danger  or  what  sorrow  can  befitll  thee, 
So  long  as  Edward  is  thy  constant  friend, 
And   their  true  sovereign,  whom   they  must 

obey? 
Nay,  whom  they  shall  obey,  and  loye  thee  too. 
Unless  they  seek  for  hatred  at  my  hands : 
Which  if  they  do,  yet  will  I  keep  thee  safe. 
And  they  shall  feel  the  vengeance  of  my  wrath. 
Qlo,  I  hear,  yet  say  not  much,  bat  think  the 
more.  [Aaide. 

JKifer  a  Messenger. 

K^EAo,  Now,  messenger,  what  letters  or  what 
news 
#Vom  France? 
Meu.  My  sovereign  liege,  no  letters;  and  few 
words. 
But  inch  as  I,  without  your  special  pardon, 
Dare  not  relate. 
K,  Bdw.  Gk>  to,  we  pardon  thee :  therefore,  in 
brief, 
Tell  me  their  words  as  near  as  thou  canst  guess 

them. 
What  answer  makes  King  Lewis  unto  our  letters? 
Mesa.  At  my  depart,  these  were  his  very  words: 
**  Oo  tell  fUse  Edward,  thy  supposed  king. 
That  Lewis  of  France  is  sending  over  maskers 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride.** 
K,  Bdw.  Is  Lewis  so  brave?  belike  he  thinks 
me  Henry. 
But  wnat  said  Lady  Bona  to  my  marriage  ? 
JtfesflL  These  were   her  words,  uttered   with 
mild  disdain : 
^  Tell  him,  in  hope  hell  prove*  widower  shortly, 
111  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  sake." 
JT.  Edw.  I  blame  not  her,  she  could  say  little 
less; 
She  had  the  vrrong.  But  what  said  Hcoiry 'b  queen  ? 
For  I  have  heard  that  she  was  there  in  place. 
Mem.  **  Tell  him,**  quoth  she,  ^  my  mourning 
weeds  are  done. 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  on.** 

K.  Sdw.  Belike  sne  minds  to  play  the  Amazon. 
But  what  said  Warwick  to  these  injuries? 

J^esf.  He,  more  incens*d  against  your  majesty 
Than  all  the  rest,  discharged  me  with  these  words : 
**  Tell  him  frx>m  me,  that  ne  hath  done  me  wrong. 
And  therefore  111  uncrown  him  ere*t  be  long." 
K.  Bd».  Hal  durst  the  traitor  breathe  out  so 
proud  words? 
Well,  I  mil  arm  me,  belns  thus  forwam*d: 
They  shall  have  wars,  and  pay  for  their  presump- 
tion. 
But  say,  is  Warwick  friends  with  Margaret? 
Mesa.  Ay,  ^[raeious  sovereign ;  they  are  so  link*d 
in  friendship 
That  yoong  Prince  Edward  marries  Warwick^ 
daughter. 
Obr.  Belike,  the  elder;  Clarence  wiU  have  the 
younger. 
Now,  brother  king,  farewell,  and  sit  you  ftst. 
For  I  will  hence  to  Warwick*s  other  daughter ; 
That,  though  I  want  a  kingdom,  yet  in  marriage 
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I  may  not  prove  inferior  to  yourself. 
Tou  that  love  me  and  Warwick,  follow  me. 

[ExU  Clabbkob,  and  SoMEBSMTjbUowa 
Qlo.  Not  I. 
My  thoaghts  aim  at  a  further  matter; 
I  stay  not  for  love  of  Edward,  but  the  crown. 

[Atidi 
K.  Edw.  Clarence  and  Somerset  both  gone  to 
Warwick  I 
Yet  am  I  ann*d  against  the  worst  can  happen ; 
And  haste  is  needful  in  this  desperate  case. 
Pembroke  and  Stafford,  you  in  oar  behalf 
Go  levy  men,  and  make  prepare  for  war. 
They  are  already,  or  quickly  will  be,  landed: 
Myself  in  person  will  straight  follow  you. 

[Eseeunt  Pembroke  and  Stafford 
But,  ere  I  go,  Hastings  and  Montague, 
Resolve  my  doubt    You  twain,  of  all  the  rest. 
Are  near  to  Warwick  by  blood,  and  by  alliance : 
Tell  me,  if  you  love  Warvrickmore  than  me? 
If  it  be  so,  then  boA  depart  to  him ; 
I  rather  wish  you  foes  than  hollow  friends ; 
But  if  you  mind  to  hold  your  trne  obedience, 
Give  me  assurance  with  some  friendly  vow, 
That  I  may  never  have  you  in  suspect. 
MonL  So  God  help  Montague,  as  he  proves 

true! 
EasL  And  Hastings,  as  he  favours  Edward*s 

cause! 
K,  Edw.  Now,  brother  Richard,  will  you  stand 

by  us? 
Olo.  Ay,  in  despite  of  all  that  shall  withstand 

you. 
K.  Edw.  Why  so ;  then  am  I  sure  of  victory. 
Now  therefore  let  us  hence ;  and  lose  no  hour. 
Till  we  meet  Warwick  with  his  foreign  power. 

[ExeuiU. 

SCENE  IL— -4  Plain  m  Warwickshire. 

Enter  Wabwick  and  Oxford,  with  French  and 
other  Forces. 

War.  Trust  me,  my  lord,  all  hitherto  goes  well; 
The  common  people  by  numbers  swarm  to  us. 

Ehter  Clarbhce  and  Somerset. 

But,  see,  where  Somerset  and  Clarence  come. 
Speak  suddenly,  my  lords ;  are  we  all  friends  ? 
Clar.  Fear  not  that,  my  lord. 
War.  Then,  gentle  Clarence,  weleome  mto 

Warwick; 
And  welcome,  Somerset:  I  hold  it  cowardice, 
To  rest  mistrustful  where  a  noble  heart 
Hath  pawn*d  an  open  hand  in  sign  of  love ; 
Else  might  I  think   that   Clarence,   Edward^ 

brother, 
Were  but  a  feigned  friend  to  our  proceedings : 
But  welcome,  sweet  Churenoe ;  my  daaghter  shall 

be  thine. 
And  now  what  rests,  but,  in  night's  coverture. 
Thy  brother  being  carelessly  encamp*d. 
His  soldiers  lurking  in  the  towns  about. 
And  but  attended  by  a  simple  guard. 
We  may  surprise  and  take  him  at  our  pleasure? 
Our  soouts  have  foand  the  adventure  very  easy : 
That  as  Ulysses,  and  stout  Diomede, 
With  sleight  and  manhood  stole  to  Rhesus*  tents, 
And   brought  from  thenee  the  Thraoian  £ital 

steeds; 
So  we,  well  covered  with  the  nigfat*s  black  mantle, 
At  unawares  may  beat  down  Edward^  ffuard. 
And  seixe  himself:  I  say  not,  sUughter  him, 
For  I  intend  but  oolr  to  surprise  Jhim  t 
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Yoa  tAat  will  follow  me  to  this  attempt 
Applaud  the  name  of  Henrj  with  your  leader. 

[2'fiey  all  cry  lienijt 
Why  then  let's  on  our  way  in  silent  sort : 
For  Warwick  and   his  friends,    God  and    St. 
George  I  [ExeunL 

SCENE  ni.— Edward^  Camp  war  Warwick, 
Enter  certain,  Watchmen,  to  guard  (he  King's  tent, 

1  Watch,  Come  on,  my  masters,  each  man  take 

his  stand; 
The  king,  by  this,  is  set  him  down  to  sleep. 

2  Watch.  What,  will  he  not  to  bed? 

1  Watch,  Why,  no :  for  he  hath  made  a  solemn 

vow 
Never  to  lie  and  take  his  natural  rest 
Till  Warwick,  or  himself,  be  quite  suppressed. 

2  Waich,  To-morrow  then,  belike,  shall  be  the 

day. 
If  Warwick  be  so  near  as  men  report. 
8  Watch,  Bat  say,  I  pray,  what  nobleman  is 

that 
That  with  the  khie  here  resteth  in  his  tent? 

1  Watch,  *Tis  the  Lord  Hastings,  the  king's 

chiefest  friend. 

3  Watcii,  O,  is  it  so?  Bat  whyconunands  the  king 
That  his  chief  followers  lodge  in  towns  about  him, 
While  he  himself  keepeth  in  the  cold  field? 

2  Watch,  'TIS  the  more  honour,  because  more 

dangerous. 
2  Wat^  Ay;  bat  give  me  worship  and  qoiet- 

ness, 
I  like  it  better  than  a  dangerous  honour. 
If  Warwick  knew  ih  what  estate  he  stands, 
'TIS  to  be  doubted  he  would  waken  him. 

1  Watch,  Unless  our  halberds  did  shut  up  his 

passage. 

2  Watch,  Ay;  wherefore  else  guard  we  his  royal 

tent. 
Bat  to  defend  his  person  from  night-foes  ? 

^nter  Warwick,  Clarence,  Oxford,  Somerset, 
and  Forces, 

War,  This  b  his  tent;  and  see  where  stands  his 
guard. 
Courage,  my  masters :  honour  now,  or  never  I 
Bat  follow  me,  and  Edward  shall  be  ours. 

1  Watch.  Who  goes  there? 

2  Watch.  Stay,  or  thou  diest 

[Warwick,  and  the  rest,  cry  a2{— Warwick! 
Warwickl  and  set  upon  the  Ouard;  toho  f/y^ 
crying^ Arm  I  Arm  I  Warwick,  and  the  rest, 
fdlawtngthem, 

l%e  drum  heating,  and  trum^ts  sounding^  re-enter 
Warwick,  and  Vie  rest,  bringing  the  King  out  m 
agoumjdtt^inachair:  GLOSTERoncf  Hajstixos 

fly- 

JSom,  What  are  they  that  fly  there  ? 

War,  Richard  and  Hastings :  let  them  go,  here 

is  the  duke. 
JL  Edw,  The  duke  I  why,  Warwick,  when  we 

farted  last, 
dst  me  king. 
War,  Ay,  but  the  case  is  altcr'd: 

When  yoa  disgraced  me  in  m^  ambassade. 
Then  I  degraded  you  from  being  king, 
And  come  now  to  create  you  Duke  of  York. 
'  Alast  how  should  you  govern  any  kingdom, 
That  know  not  how  to  use  ambassadors ; 
Nor  how  to  be  contented  with  one  wife; 
Nor  how  to  use  your  brothers  brotherly; 
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Nor  how  to  study  for  the  peopled  welfare , 
Nor  how  to  shroud  yourself  from  enemies? 
K,£dw,  Tea,  brother  of  Clarence,  art  thou  here 
too? 
Nay,  then  I  see  that  Edward  needs  must  down. 
Yet,  Warwick,  in  despite  of  all  mischance, 
Of  thee  thyself,  and  all  thv  complices, 
Edward  will  always  bear  himself  as  king : 
Though  fortune's  malice  overthrow  my  state. 
My  mind  exceeds  the  compass  of  her  wheel. 
War,  Then,  for  his  mino,  be  Edward  England's 
king :  [  Takes  off  Jus  crown. 

But  Henry  now  shall  wear  the  English  crown, 
And  be  true  king  indeed ;  thou  but  the  shadow. 
My  lord  of  Somerset,  at  my  request. 
See  that  forthwith  Duke  Edward  be  conveyed 
Unto  my  brother,  Archbishop  of  York. 
When  I  have  fought  with  Pembroke  and  hi* 

fellows, 
111  follow  yon,  and  tell  what  answer 
Lewis  and  the  Lady  Bona  send  to  him : 
Now,  for  awhile,  farewell  good  Duke  of  York. 
K,  Eduo,  What  fates  impose,  that  men  most 
needs  abide ; 
It  boots  not  to  resist  both  wind  and  tide. 

[jQ^  King  Edward,  led  out;  Somerset 
with  him. 
Oxf.  What  now  remains,  my  lords,  for  ua  to  do 
But  march  to  London  with  our  soldiers  ? 

War,  Ay,  that's  the  first  thing  that  we  have  to  do 
To  free  King  Henry  from  imprisonment, 
And  see  him  seated  on  the  regal  throne. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  lY.— London.     A  Room  m  (he  Palace, 

Enter  Queen  Elizabeth  and  Riyebs. 

Mo,  Madam,  what  makes  you  in  this  sadden 

change? 
Q,  EUz.  Why,  brother  Rivers,  are  yoa  yet  to 
learn 
What  late  misfortune  is  befall'n  King  Edward? 
liiv.  What,  loss  of  some  pitched  battle  against 

Warwick? 
Q,  EUz,  No,  but  the  loss  of  his  own  royal 

person. 
JHv.  Then  is  my  sovereign  slain  ? 
Q,  EUz.  Ay,   almost  slain,  for  he  is  taken 
prisoner; 
Either  betrayed  by  falsehood  of  his  guard, 
Or  by  his  foe  surprised  at  unawares: 
And,  as  I  further  have  to  understand. 
Is  new  committed  to  the  Bishop  of  York, 
Fell  Warwick's  brother,  and  by  that  our  foe. 
Rio.  These  news,  I  must  confess,  are  full  of 
grief: 
Yet,  gracious  madam,  bear  it  as  you  mav ; 
Warwick  may  lose,  that  now  hath  won  the  day. 
Q.  EUz,  Till  then,  fair  hope  must  hmder  life's 
decay. 
And  I  the  rather  wean  me  from  despair, 
For  love  of  Edward's  offspring  in  my  womb  : 
This  is  it  that  makes  me  bridle  passion. 
And  bear  with  mildness  my  misfortune^  cron ; 
Ay,  ay,  for  thb  1  draw  in  many  a  tear^ 
And  stop  the  rising  of  blood-sucking  sighs, 
Lest  with  my  sighs  or  tears  1  blast  or  drown 
King  Edward's  fruit,  true  heir  to  the  English 
crown. 
£iv.   But,  Madame,  where  is  Warwick  then 

become  ? 
Q,  EUz.  I  am  informed  *that  he  comes  towards 
London,  ^  -.^  ■ 
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To  aet  th«  erown  onoe  more  on  Henry's  head : 
Gueas  Uiou  the  rest;  King  Edward's  friends  must 

down. 
Bnt,  to  prevent  the  tyrant's  violence, 

iFor  tmst  not  him  tluit  once  hath  broken  faith) 
TH  hence  forthwith  unto  the  sanctuary, 
To  save  at  least  the  heir  of  Edward's  right ; 
There  shall  1  rest  secure  from  force  and  fraud. 
Come,  therefore,  let  us  fly  while  we  may  fly ; 
If  Warwick  takes  us  we  are  sure  to  die. 

[Exeimt. 

SCENE  Y,^A  Park  near  Middleham  Castle,  m 
Yorkshire. 

Enter  Gloster,  HAsmrGS,  Sir  William 
Stahley,  and  others. 

Oh,  Now,  my  Lord  Hastings,  and  Sir  William 

Stanley, 
Leave  off  to  wonder  why  I  drew  you  hither, 
Into  this  chiefest  thicket  of  the  park. 
Thus  stands  the  case:  You  know  our  king,  my 

brother, 
Is  prisoner  to  the  bishop  here,  at  whose  hands 
He  hath  good  usage  and  great  liberty; 
And  often,  but  attended  with  weak  ^pard, 
Comes  hunting  this  way  to  disport  himself. 
I  have  advertis'd  him  by  secret  means. 
That  if,  about  this  hour,  he  make  this  way, 
Under  the  colour  of  his  usual  game. 
He  shall  here  find  his  friends,  with  horse  and  men, 
To  set  him  free  from  his  captivity. 

£tUer  King  Edwabd  and  a  Huntsman. 

Hunt  This  way,  my  lord,  for  this  way  lies  the 

game. 
K  Edw.  Nay,  this  way,  man ;  see  where  the 

huntsmen  stand. 
Now,  brother  of  Gloster,  Lord  Hastings,  and  the 

rest. 
Stand  you  thus  close  to  steal  the  bishop!s  deer? 

Qlo.  Brother,  the  time  and  case  reqnireth  baste; 
Your  horse  stands  ready  at  the  park  comer. 
K.  Edw,  But  whither  shall  we  then  ? 
&ut.  To  Lynn,  my  lord ;  and  ship  from  thenoe 

to  Flanders. 
Olo.  Well  guess'd,  believe  me;  for  that  wasmj 

meaning. 
K,  Edw,  Stanley,  I  will  requite  thy  forwardness. 
Qlo,  But,  whereifore  stay  we?  'tis  no  time  to  talk. 
E,  Edw,  Huntsman, what  say'st  thou?  wilt  thou 

go  along? 
Hunt,  Better  do  so  than  tarry  and  be  hang'd. 
OUk  Come  then,  away ;  let's  have  no  more  ado. 
K,  Edw,  Bishop,  fiu^well :    shield  thee  from 

Warwick's  frown; 
And  pray  that  I  may  repossess  the  crown.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  YL— ^  Boom  m  the  Tower. 

fintar  King  Hemrt,Clakenck,Wabwiok,  Sombb- 
SET,  young  RicmroHD,  Oxford,  Moxtauue, 
Lieutenant  of  the  Tower,  and  Attendants. 

K,  Hen,  Master  lieutenant,  now  that  God  and 
friends 
Have  shaken  Edward  from  the  regal  seat. 
And  turu'd  my  captive  state  to  liberty, 
My  fear  to  hope,  my  sorrows  unto  joys, 
At  our  enlargement  what  are  thy  due  fees? 

Lieu,  Subjects  may  challenge  nothing  of  their 
sovereigns ; 
Bat,  il  an  humble  praver  may  prevail, 
I  tbien  eimve  pardon  or  your  majesty. 
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K,Hen,  For  what,  lieutenant?  for  well  usmg 

me? 
Nay,  be  thou  sure,  111  well  requite  thy  kindnessi 
For  that  it  made  my  imprisonment  a  pleasure: 
Ay,  such  a  pleasure  as  incaged  birds 
Conceive,  when,  after  many  moody  thoughts, 
At  last,  by  notes  of  household  harmony, 
They  quite  forget  their  loss  of  liberty. 
But,  Warwick,  after  God,  thou  sett 'at  me  free. 
And  chiefly,  therefore,  I  thank  God  and  thee* 
He  was  the  author,  thou  the  instrument. 
Therefore,  that  I  may  conquer  fortune's  spite. 
By  living  low  where  fortune  cannot  hurt  me: 
And  that  the  people  of  this  blessed  land 
May  not  be  punish'd  with  my  thwarting  stars , 
Warwick,  although   my   head  still    wear   the 

crown, 
I  here  resign  my  government  to  thee, 
For  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thv  deeds. 

War,  Your  grace  hath  still   been  fam'd  for 

virtuous ; 
And  now  may  seem  as  wise  as  virtuous. 
By  spying  and  avoiding  fortune's  malice. 
For  few  men  rightly  temper  with  the  stars . 
Yet  in  this  one  thing  let  me  blame  ^our  graoe. 
For  choosing  me,  when  Clarence  is  in  place. 
Oar,  No,  Warwick,  thou  art  worthy  of  the 

sway, 
To  whom  the  Heavens,  in  thy  nativity, 
Adjudg'd  an  olive-branch  and  laurel  crown, 
As  likely  to  be  bless 'd  in  peace  and  war. 
And  therefore  I  yield  thee  my  free  consent. 
War,  And  I  choose  Clarence  only  for  protector. 
K,  Hen,  Warwick  and  Clarence,  give  me  both 

your  hands; 
Now  join  your  hands  and  with  your  hands  your 

hearw, 
That  no  dissension  hinder  government: 
I  make  you  both  protectors  of  this  land; 
While  I  myself  will  lead  a  private  life, 
And  in  devotion  spend  ray  latter  daySj 
To  sin's  rebuke,  and  my  Creator's  praise. 

War.  What  answers  Clarence  to  nis  sovereign^ 

will? 
Olar,  That  he  consents,  if  Warwick  yield  con- 
sent ;  for  on  thy  fortune  I  repose  myself. 
War,  Why,  then,  though  loth,  yet  must  I  be 

content. 
Well  yoke  together,  like  a  double  shadow 
To  Henrys  botly,  and  supply  his  place; 
I  mean,  in  bearing  weight  of  government. 
While  he  enjoys  the  honour,  and  his  ease. 
And,  Clarence,  now  then  it  is  more  than  needful 
Forthwith  that  Edward  be  pronounc'd  a  traitor, 
And  all  his  lands  and  goods  be  confiscate. 

Olar,  What  else?  and  that  succession  bedeter- 

roin'd. 
War,  Ay,  therein  Clarence  shall  not  want  his 

part. 
K,  Hen,  But,  with  the  first  of  all  your  chief 

affairs, 
Let  me  entreat  (for  I  command  no  more) 
That  Margaret  your  queen,  and  my  son  Edward 
Be  sent  for,  to  return  from  France  with  speed  • 
For,  till  I  see  them  here,  by  doubtful  fear 
Myjoy  of  liberty  is  half  eclips'd. 

(flar.  It  shall  be  done,  my  sovereign,  with  all 


K,  Hen,  My  Lord  of  Somerset,  what  youth  is 

that. 
Of  whom  you  seem  to  have  so  tender  eare  ? 
JSbm.  hLy  liege,  it  is  young  Henry,  Earl  of 

Richmond. 
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K»  Em.  Come  hither,  £ngland*8  hope :  If  secret 
powers  [Lays  his  fuma  on  Ma  head, 

Boffgest  Snt  tmth  to  mj  divining  thoughts^ 
This  pretty  lad  will  prove  our  country's  bliss. 
His  looks  are  full  of  peaceful  majesty, 
His  head  by  nature  framed  to  wear  a  orown, 
His  hand  to  wield  a  sceptre ;  and  himself 
Likely,  in  time,  to  bless  a  regal  throne. 
Make  much  of  him,  my  lords ;  for  this  is  he 
Mast  help  you  more  than  yoa  are  hart  by  me. 
Snter  a  Messenger. 

Wear.  What  news,  my  friend  ? 

Mess.  That  Edward  is  escaped  from  your  brother, 
And  fled,  as  he  hears  sinoe,  to  Burgundy. 

War.  Unsavoury  news:  Bat   how  made   he 
escape? 

ifesf.  He  was  conveyed  by  Richard  duke  of 
Gloster 
And  the  Lord  Hastings,  who  attended  him 
In  secret  ambush  on  the  forest  side, 
And  from  the  bishop^s  huntsmen  resooed  him; 
For  hunting  was  his  daily  exerdse. 

War,  Mv  brother  was  too  careless  of  his  charge. 
But  let  us  hence,  my  sovereign,  to  provide 
K  salve  for  any  sore  that  may  betide. 

[Exeunt  K.  Hen.,  War.,  Clah., 
Lieut.,  and  Attendants. 

Som.  Mv  lord,  I  like  not  of  this   flight  of 
Edward's. 
For  doabtless  Burgundy  will  yield  him  help ; 
And  we  shall  have  more  wars  before  \  be  long. 
As  Henry's  late  presaging  prophecy  [mond. 

Did  glad  my  heart  with  hope  of  this  young  Rich- 
So  doth  my  heart  misgive  me,  in  these  conflicts 
What  may  be&ll  him,  to  his  harm  and  ours : 
Therefore,  Lord  Oxford,  to  prevent  the  worst. 
Forthwith  well  send  him  hence  to  Brittany, 
Till  storms  be  past  of  civil  enmity. 

Oeef.  Ay;  for  if  Edward  repossess  the  crown, 
Tis  like  that  Richmond  with  the  rest  shall  down. 

£bm.  It  shall  be  so;  he  shall  to  Brittany. 
Come,  therefore,  let's  about  it  speedily. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  YIL-^Before  York. 

Enter  King  Edwa&d,  Gloster,  Hastimqs,  and 
Forces. 
K.  Edw.  Now,  brother  Richard,  Lord  Hastings, 
and  the  rest. 
Yet  thus  farlfortune  maketh  as  amends. 
And  says,  that  once  more  I  shall  interchange 
Mv  waned  state  for  Henry's  regal  crown. 
Well  have  we  pass'd,  and  now  repass'd  the  seas. 
And  brought  desired  help  from  Burgundy: 
What  then  remains,  we  being  thus  arriv'd 
From  Ravenspurg  haven  before  the  gates  of  York, 
But  that  we  enter  as  into  our  dukedom? 
Olo.  The  gates  made  Cut! — Brother,  I  like  not 
this; 
For  many  men  that  stumble  at  the  threshold 
Are  well  foretold  that  danger  lurks  within 
K,  Edw.  Tush,  man  I  abodements  must  not  now 
a£ft  ight  OS : 
By  fidr  or  font  means  we  must  enter  in, 
For  hither  will  our  friends  repair  to  as. 
East.  My  liege,  I'll  knock  once  more  to  sum- 
mon them. 

Jihter  m  the  WdUs  the  Mayor  of  York,  and  his 
brethren, 

Maif,  My  lords,  we  were  forewarned  of  your 
coming, 
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And  shut  the  gates  for  safety  of  ourselves ; 
For  now  we  owe  allegiance  unto  Henry. 
K.  Edw.  But,  master  mayor,  if  Henry  be  yooi 
king. 
Yet  Edward,  at  the  least,  is  Duke  of  York. 
May.  True,  my  good 'lord ;  I  know  yoa  for  no 

less. 
K.  Edw,  Why,  and  I  challenge  nothmg  but  my 
dukedom, 
As  being  well  content  with  that  alone. 

(?Zb.  But  when  the  fox  hath  once  got  in  his  nose. 
Hell  soon  find  means  to  make  the  b^y  follow. 

[Amde. 
Host,  Why,  master  mayor,  why  stand  yon  in 
a  doubt? 
Open  the  gat  s,  we  are  King  Henry*s  friends. 
May.  Ayr  ^7  you  so  ?  the  gates  shall  then  be 
open'd.  [Exeunt  fiom  above. 

Olo.  A  wise  stout  captain,  and  soon  persuaded  t 
Hast,  The  good  old  man  would  £un  that  all 
were  well, 
So  'twere  not  long  of  him :  but,  being  enter'd, 
I  doubt  not,  I,  but  we  shall  soon  persuad 
Both  him  and  all  his  brothers  onto  reason 

Re-CTiter  thi  Mayor,  and  two  Aldermen,  bdow, 

K.  Edw,  So,  master  mayor:  these  gates  must 
not  be  shut^ 
But  in  the  night,  or  m  the  time  of  war. 
What !  fear  not,  man,  but  yield  me  op  the  keys ; 

[Takes  his  leys. 
For  Edward  will  defend  the  town,  and  thee. 
And  all  those  friends  that  deign  to  follow  me. 

Drum,    Enter  Momtoomeet,  and  Forces  marMiff, 

Olo.  Brother,  this  is  Sur  John  Montgomery, 
Our  trusty  friend,  unless  I  be  deceived. 
K,  Edw.  Welcome,  Sur  John  I  But  why  oome 

you  in  arms  ? 
Mont.  To  help  King  Edward  in  his  time  of  storm, 
As  every  loyid  subject  ought  to  do. 
K,  Edw.  Thanks,  good  Montgomery:  But  we 
now  forget 
Our  title  to  the  crown ;  and  only  daim        , 
Our  dukedom,  till  God  please  to  send  the  rest. 

Mont,  Then  fare  you  well,  for  I  will  hence  again; 
I  came  to  serve  a  king,  and  not  a  duke. 
Drummer,  strike  up,  and  let  us  march  away. 

[A  marekbegun, 
K,  Edw.  Nay,  stay,  Sir  John,  awhile ;  and  well 
debate 
By  what  safe  means  the  crown  may  be  recovered. 
Mont,  What  talk  you  of  debating  ?  in  few  words. 
If  youll  not  here  proclaim  yourself  our  king, 
I'll  leave  vou  to  your  fortune ;  and  be  gone, 
To  keep  them  ba[ck  that  come  to  succour  you : 
Why  should  we  fight  if  vou  pretend  no  title? 
(Ilo.  Why,  brother,  wherefore  stand  you  on  nioe 

points  ? 
K,  Edw,  When  we  grow  stronger,  then  well 
make  our  claim ; 
Till  then,  'tis  wisdom  to  conceal  our  meaning. 
Hast,  Away  with  scrupulous  wit!  now  arms 

must  rule. 
QU>,  And  fearless  minds  climb  soonest  unto 
crowns. 
Brother,  we  will  proclaim  you  out  of  hand ; 
The  bruit  thereof  will  bring  you  many  friends. 

K,  Edw,  Then  be  it  as  vou  will :  for  *ds  my  right. 
And  Henry  but  usurps  the  diadem. 
Mont,  Ay,  now  my  sovereign  speaketh  like 
himself;  ^ 
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BatL  Sonndj    mmpet;  Edward  shall  be  here 
prooi&im'd: 
Come,  feUoMT-soldier,  make  thon  proclamation. 

[  Oifoes  km  a  paper,    Fhunsh. 
S6UL  [Reads.]  "  £dwArd  the  Fourth,    by  the 
grace  of  God,  king  of  England  and  France,  and 
turd  of  Ireland/'  &c 
Mont,  And  whosoe'er  gainsajs  King  Edward^ 
riffht, 
By  this  I  challenge  him  to  single  fight. 

[  Throhoa  doum  Ida  gtamtlei* 
AIL  Long  live  Ed  /ard  the  Fourth  I 
K,  Edw,  Thanks,  brave  Montgomery; — and 
thanks  unto  you  all. 
If  fortune  serve  me  ill  requite  this  kindness. 
Now,  for  this  night,  let's  harbour  here  in  York : 
And,  when  the  morning  sun  sliall  raise  his  car 
Above  the  border  of  t  iis  horizon, 
We'll  forward  towards  Warwick,  and  his  mates; 
For,  well  I  wot  that  Henry  is  no  soldier. 
Ah,  fro  ward  Clarence ! — how  evil  it  bcaseems  thee 
To  flatter  Henry,  and  forsake  thy  brother  1 
Yet,  as   we   may,  we*ll   meet   both   thee  and 

Warwick. 
Come  on,  brave  soldiers,  donbt  not  of  the  day; 
And  that  once  gotten,  doubt  not  of  large  pay. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  Till.— London.    A  Boom  m  the  Palace, 

Enter  King  Hbnbt,  Warwick,  Clarknob,  Mon- 
tague, Exeter,  and  Oxford. 

War,  What   ooonsel,   lords?    Edward   from 
Belgia, 
With  hasty  Germans  and  blunt  Hollanders, 
Hath  fmud  in  safety  through  the  narrow  seas, 
And  with  his  troops  doth  march  amain  to  London ; 
And  many  giddy  people  flock  to  him. 

Ok/*.  Let's  levy  men,  and  beat  him  back  again. 

Ctar,  A  little  fire  is  quickly  trodden  out ; 
Which,  being  suffered,  rivers  cannot  quench. 

War,  In  Warwickshire  I   have  true-hearted 
friends. 
Not  mutinous  in  peace,  yet  bold  in  war ; 
Those  will  i  mu>ter  up:  and  thon,  son  Ciarence, 
Shall  stir  np  in  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  and  in  Kent, 
The  knights  and  gentlemen  to  come  with  thee : 
Tbou,  brother  Montague,  in  Buckingham, 
Northampton,  and  in  Leicestershire,  shalt  find 
Men  well  mclin'd  to  hear  what  thou  command'st: 
And  thou,  brave  Oxford,  wondrons,  well  belov'd, 
In  Oxfordshire  shalt  muster  up  thy  friends. 
My  sover  i^,  with  the  loving  citizens, 
Like  to  hi   island  girt  in  with  the  ocean. 
Or  modest  Dian  circled  with  her  nymphs, 
Shall  rest  in  London,  till  we  come  to  liim. 
Fair  lords,  take  leave,  and  stand  not  to  reply. 
Varewell,  m/iovereign. 
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K,  Hen.  Farewell  my  Hector,  and  my  TroylB 

true  hope. 
Olar,  In  sign  of  truth  I  kiss  your  highnesa' 

hand. 
K,  Hen.  Well-minded  Clarence,  be  thou  forta- 

nate. 
Mont,  Comfort,  my  lord ;— and  so  I  take  my 

leave. 
Oa^.  And  thus  [Idssm^  Henry^  hand]  I  seal 

my  truth,  and  bid  adieu. 
K.  Hen,   Sweet  Oxford,  and  my  loving  Mon- 
tague, 
And  all  at  once,  once  more  a  happy  farewell. 
War,  Farewell,   sweet   lords;   let's   meet   at 
Coventry. 

[Eaeeunt  War.,  Clar.,  Oxf.,  and  Mont. 
K.  Hen.   Here  at  the  palace  will  I  rest  a  while. 
Cousin  of  Exeter,  what  thinks  your  lordship? 
Methinks  the  power  that  Edward  hath  in  field 
Should  not  be  able  to  encounter  mine. 
Exe,  The  doubt  is  that  he  will  seduce  the  rest 
A''.  Hen.  That's  not  my  fear,  my  meed  hath  got 
me  fame. 
I  have  not  stopp'd  mine  ears  to  their  demands, 
Nor  posted  off  their  suits  with  slow  delays ; 
I  My  pity  hath  been  balm  to  heal  their  wounds. 
My  mildness  hath  allay'd  their  swelling  griefo. 
My  mercy  dried  their  water-flowing  tears : 
I  have  not  been  desirous  of  their  wealth. 
Nor  much  oppressed  them  with  great  subsidies. 
Nor   forward  of  revenge,   though   they   much 

err'd; 
Then  why  shoald  they  love  Edward  more  than 

me? 
No,  Exeter,  these  graees  challenge  grace : 
And  when  the  lion  fawns  upon  the  lamb. 
The  lamb  will  never  cease  to  follow  him. 

[Shout  toithin.    A  Lancaster  I  A  Lancaster  I 
Exe.  Hark,  hark,  my  lordl    what  shouts  arv 
these? 

Enter  King  Edward,  Gi.oster,  and  Soldiers. 

K.  Edw.  Seize  on  the  shame-fac'd  Henry,  bear 
him  hence, 
And  once  again  proclaim  as  King  of  England. 
You  are  the  fount  that  makes  small  brooks  to  flow ; 
Now  stops  thy  spring ;  my  sea  shall  sack  them 

dry 
And  swell  so  much  the  higher  by  their  ebb. 
Hence  with  him  to  the  Tower;  let  him  not  speak. 
[Exeunt  some  with  King  Henry 
And,  lords,  towards  Coventry  bend  we  our  coarse, 
Where  peremptory  Warwick  now  renmins : 
The  son  shines  hot,  and  if  we  use  delay 
Cold-biting  winter  mars  our  hop'd  for  bay. 

Qlo.  Away  betimes,  before  his  forces  join, 
And  take  the  great-grown  traitor  unawares : 
Brave  warriors,  march  amain  towards  Coventry. 

ridsoime 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE  L— Coyentry. 

Bnter.upon  the  wallSj  Wabwiok,  the  Mayor  of 
Coventiy,  Doo  Messengers,  and  others. 

War,  Where  b  the  poft  that  came  from  valiant 
Oxford? 
How  far  hence  is  thy  lord,  mine  honest  fellow? 
1  MesB.  By  this  at  Donsmore,  marching  hither- 
ward. 
f^ar.  How  far  off  is  oar  brother  Montague  ? 
Where  is  the  post  that  came  from  Montagae  ? 
9  ifett.  By  this  at  Daintry,  with  a  puisaaot 
troop. 

Enter  Sir  John  Somebtille. 

War,  Say,  Somenrille,  what  says  my  loving 
son? 
And,  bj  thy  gness,  how  nigh  is  CUrence  now  ? 
Bun.  At  Southam  I  did  leave  him  with  his 
forces, 
And  do  expect  him  here  some  two  hours  hence. 

[DrumhearcL 

War.  Then  Clarenoe  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  dram. 

Som,  It  is  not  his,  my  lord ;  here  Southam  lies ; 

The  dram  your  honour  hears  marches  from  War- 

War.  Who  should  that  be,  belike  unlookM-for 

friends. 
Som.  They  are  at  hand,  and  you  shall  quickly 

know. 

Dnm$.    Enter  King  Edwakd,  Olosteb,  and 
ForceSj  marching. 

£  Siio.  Go,  trumpet,  to  the  walls,  and  sound  a 
parle. 

CRa.  See  how  the  snrly  Warwick  mans  the  wall. 

War.  0,  unbid  spite  I  is  sportful  Edward  come ? 
Where  slept  our  scouts,  or  bow  are  they  seduced. 
That  we  oould  hear  no  news  of  his  repair? 

K.  Edm,  Now,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  ope  the  city 
gstes, — 
Speak  eentle  words,  and  humbly  bend  thy  knee.— 
Call  Edward  king,  and  at  his  band.>$  beg  mercy? — 
And  he  shall  pardon  thee  these  outrages. 

War.  Nay,  rather,  wilt  thou  draw  thy  foroes 
henoe, — 
Confess  who  set  thee  up  and  pluckM  thee  down,  ~ 
Call  Warwick  patron,  and  be  penitent? — 
And  thou  shalt  still  remain  the  Duke  of  York. 

Oio.  I  thought,  at  least,  he  would  have  said  tha 
king; 
Or  did  he  make  the  jest  against  his  will  ? 

War.  Is  not  a  dukedom,  sir,  a  goodly  gift? 

Oh.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  for  a  poor  earl  to  give; 

f11  Ai\  fkoA  aarwinA  f/\.>  oa  t9*\j\A    a    trlft 


You  left  poor  Henry  at  the  bishopV  palace. 
And,  ten  to  one,  you'll  meet  him  m  tne  Tower. 
K.  Edto,  Tis  even  so;  yet  you  are  Warwick 

still. 
Oh.  Come,  Warwick,   take  the  time,   kneel 
down,  kneel  down: 
Nay,  when  ?  strike  now,  or  else  the  iron  oools. 

War,  I  had  rather  chop  this  hand  off  at  a  blow, 
And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  &ce. 
Than  bear  so  low  a  sail  to  strike  to  thee. 
K.  Edw.  Sail  how  thou  canst,  have  wind  and 
tide  thy  friend ; 
This  hand,  fast  wound  about  thy  coal-black  hair, 
Shall,  whiles  thy  head  is  warm  and  new  cut  off, 
Write  in  the  dust  this  sentence  with  thy  blood, — 
**  Wind-ohanging  Warwick  now  can  change  no 
more." 
Enter  Oxvord,  wUh  drum  a$td  ooloiarg. 

War.  0  cheerfdl  colours  I  see,  where  Oxford 

comes. 
Oa^.  Oxford,  Oxford,  for  Lancaster  I 

[Oxford  and  hi$  Forcet  enter  the  City. 
Olo.  The  gates  are  open,  let  us  enter  too. 
K,  Edw,  So  other  foes  may  set  upon  our  backs. 
Stand  we  in  good  array  ;  for  they,  no  doubt. 
Will  issue  out  again  and  bid  us  iMttle : 
If  not,  the  city  being  but  of  small  defence. 
Well  quickly  rouse  the  traitors  in  the  same. 
War,  0,  welcome,  Oxford  I  for  we  want  thy 
help. 

Enter  Mohtaoub,  with  drum  and  eoloun. 

Mont.  Montague,  Montague,  for  Lancaster  t 

[He  and  his  Fbrces  enter  the  Oiiu. 
Olo.  Thou  and  thy  brother  both  shall  buy  thu 
treason 
Even  with  the  dearest  blood  vour  bodies  bear. 
K.  Edw.  The  harder  matcn'd,  the  greater  vio- 
tory: 
My  mind  presageth  happy  gain  and  conquest 

Enter  Sombrsbt,  with  drum  and  eoUmn. 
Sotn,  Somerset,  Somerset,  for  Lancaster! 

[Be  and  his  Forces  enter  the  City. 
Olo,  Two  of  th^  name,  both  dukes  of  Somerset, 
Have  sold  their  lives  unto  the  house  of  York; 
And  thou  shalt  be  the  third,  if  this  sword  hold. 

Enter  Clabkmoe,  with  drum  and  eoloun. 

War.  And  lo,  where  George  of  Clarenoe  iweepa 
•long. 
Of  force  enough  to  bid  his  brother  battle; 
With  whom  an  upright  zeal  to  right  prevaflli 
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TluuDi  JeptbaV,  when  he  acnfic'd  his  daughter 
I  am  so  sorry  for  my  trespass  made, 
That,  to  deserre  well  at  my  brother's  hands, 
I  here  procUim  myself  thy  mortal  foe ; 
With  resolution,  wberesoe  er  I  meet  thee 
'As  I  will  meet  thee  if  thoa  stir  abroad), 
To  plague  thee  for  thy  foul  misleading  me. 
Ana  so,  proud-hearted  Warwick,  I  defy  thee, 
And  to  my  brother  turn  my  blushing  cheeks. 
Pardon  me,  Edward,  I  will  make  amends ; 
And,  Richard,  do  not  frown  upon  my  &ults. 
For  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more  onconstant 
K,  Edvo,  Now  welcome  more,  and  ten  times 
more  beloy'd, 
than  if  thoa  never  hadst  deserv'd  our  hate. 
Qlo,  Welcome,  good  Clarence ;  this  is  brother- 
like. 
War,  0  passing  traitor,  perjur'd  and  unjust  I 
K,  Sdw,  What,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  leave  the 
town  and  fight  ? 
Or  shall  we  beat  the  stones  about  thine  ears  ? 

War,  Alas  I  I  am  not  coop'd  here  for  defence: 
I  Mrill  away  towards  Bamet  presently, 
And  bid  thee  battle,  Edward,  if  thou  dar*st. 
K.  Edw,   Yes,  Warwick,  Edward  dares,  and 
leads  the  way : 
Liords,  to  the  field ;  Saint  George  and  victory. 

[Uardi,    Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL—A  Fidd  of  Battle  near  Bamet 

AlanmiM  and  Exaxrmom,    Enter  King  Edward, 
bringing  in  Warwick,  wounded, 

K.  Edw,  So  lie  thoa  there :  die  thou,  and  die 

our  fear; 
For  Warwick  was  a  bug  that  feared  us  all. 
Now,  Montague,  sit  fast ;  I  seek  for  thee. 
That  Warwick's  bones  may  keep  thine  company. 

[Exit, 
War,  Ah,  who  is  nigh?  come  to  me  friend  or  foe. 
And  tell  me  who  is  victor,  York  or  Warwick  ? 
Why  ask  I  that  ?  my  mangled  body  shows, 
My  blood,  my  want  of  strength,  my  siek  heart 

snows. 
That  I  must  yield  my  body  to  the  earth, 
And,  by  my  rail,  the  conquest  to  my  foe. 
Thus  yields  the  cedar  to  the  axe  s  edge, 
Whose  arms  gave  shelter  to  the  orincely  eagle ; 
Under  whose  shade  the  ramiing  lion  slept ; 
Whose  top-branch  overpeer'd  Jove's   spreading 

tree, 
And  kept  low  shrubs  fh)m  winter's  powerful  wind. 
These  eyes,  that  now  are  dimm'a  with  death's 

black  veil, 
Haye  been  as  piercing  as  the  mid-day  sun 
To  search  the  secret  treasons  of  the  world : 
The  wrinkles  in  my  brows,  now  filPd  with  blood, 
Were  liken'd  oft  to  kingly  senulchres ; 
For  who  liv'd  king  but  I  could  dig  his  grave  ? 
And  who  durst  smile  when  Warwick  bent  hit 

brow? 
Lo,  now  my  glory  smear 'd  in  dust  and  blood  t 
My  parks,  my  walks,  my  manors  that  I  had. 
Even  now  forsake  me;  and  of  all  my  lands 
Is  nothing  left  me  but  my  body's  length ! 
Why,  wlut  is  pomp,  nue,  reign,  but  earth  and 

dust? 
And,  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  must. 

Enter  Oxford  and  Somerset. 

Bom.  Ah,  Warwick,  Warwick  I  wert  thoa  as  we 
are. 
We  might  recover  all  oar  loss  again. 
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The  queen  firom  France  hath  brought  a  poisaant 

power; 
Even  now  we  heard  the  news:  Ah,  cooldst  thou 
fly  I 
War,  Why,  then  I  would  not  fly.— Ah,  Mon- 
tague, 
If  thou  be  there,  sweet  brother,  take  my  hand. 
And  with  thy  lips  keep  in  my  soul  awhile  I 
Thou  lov'st  me  not ;  for,  brother,  if  thou  didst, 
Thy  tears  would  wash  this  cold  congealed  blood 
That  glues  my  lips,  and  will  not  let  me  speak. 
Come,  quickly,  Montsgue,  or  I  am  dead. 
Sam,  Ah,  Warwick,  Montague  hath  breath'd 
his  last; 
And  to  the  latest  gasp  cried  oat  for  Warwick, 
And  said.  Commend  me  to  my  valiant  brother. 
And  more  he  would  have  said ;  and  more  he  sjioke, 
Which  sounded  like  a  cannon  in  a  vault, 
That  might  not  be  distinguish'd ;  but,  at  last, 
I  well  might  hear  deliver'd  with  a  groan, 
0,  farewell,  Warwick  I 

War.  Sweet  rest  to  his  sold ! — 

Fly,  lords,  and  saye  yourselves ;  for  Warwick  bids 
You  all  farewell,  to  meet  in  heaven.  [Diee, 

(krf.  Away,  away,  to  meet  the  qaeenV  great 
power. 

\Eaxuxdy  bearing  oj^  Warwiok%  bodff, 

SCENE  III,-- Another  part  qf  the  Fidd 

nourish.    Enter  King  Edward,  in  triumph  ;  with 
Clarence,  Gloster,  arid  the  rest, 

K,  Edw,  Thus  far  our  fortune  keeps  an  upward 
course. 
And  we  are  grac'd  with  irreaths  of  victory. 
But,  in  the  midst  of  this  bright-shining  dajr, 
I  spy  a  black,  suspicious,  threatening  cloud. 
That  will  encounter  with  our  glorious  sun. 
Ere  he  attain  his  easefUl  western  bed: 
I  mean,  my  lords,  those  powers  that  the  queen 
Hath  rais'd  in  Uallia  have  arriv'd  our  coast. 
And,  as  we  hear,  march  on  to  fi^ht  with  us. 

Clar,  A  little  gale  will  soon  disperse  that  cloud, 
And  blow  it  to  the  source  from  whence  it  came : 
Thy  very  beams  will  dry  those  vapours  np; 
For  every  cloud  engenders  not  a  storm. 

Qlo,  The  queen  is  valued  thirty  thousand  strong, 
And  Somerset,  with  Oxford,  fled  to  her ; 
If  she  have  time  to  breathe,  be  well  assor'd 
Her  faction  will  be  full  as  strong  as  ours. 

K,  Edw,  We  are  advertis'd  by  our  loving  friends, 
That  they  do  hold  their  course  towards  Tewksbury  • 
We,  havmg  now  the  best  at  Bamet  field, 
Will  thither  straight,  for  willingness  rids  way: 
And,  as  we  march,  our  strength  will  be  augmented 
In  every  country  as  we  go  along. 
Strike  up  the  drum ;  cry,  Courage  I  and  away. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  iy.—iTa»is  near  Tewksbury. 

March,  Enter  Queen  M  aroaret.  Prince  Edwuid, 
Somerset,  Oxford,  and  Soldiers. 

Q,  Mar,  Great  lords,  vrise  men  ne'er  sit  and 
wail  their  loss. 
But  cheerly  seek  how  to  redress  their  harma. 
What,  though  the  mast  be  now  blown  overboard. 
The  cable  broke,  the  holding  anchor  lost, 
And  half  our  sailors  swallow'd  in  the  flood. 
Yet  lives  our  pilot  still :  Is't  meet  that  he 
Should  leave  the  helm,  and,  like  a  fearful  lad. 
With  te«ful  eyes  -^J^*^  J?^eit)gle 
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And  give  more  strength  to  that  which  hath  too 

much; 
WhUes  in  his  moan  the  ship  splits  on  the  rock, 
Whioh  indostry  and  courage  might  have  sav'd  ? 
Ah,  what  a  shame  I  ah,  what  a  fault  were  this  I 
Saji  Warwick  was  our  anchor ;  what  of  that  ? 
And  Montague  our  top-mast;  what  of  him  ? 
Our  slaughtered  friends  the  tackles;  what  of  these? 
Why,  is  not  Oxford  here  another  anchor? 
And  Somerset  another  goodly  mast? 
The  friends  of  France  our  slirouds  and  tackUngs  ? 
And,  though  unskilful,  why  not  Ned  and  I 
For  once  allowed  the  skilful  pilot^s  charge? 
We  will  not  from  the  helm  to  sit  and  weep ; 
But  keep  oar  course,  though  the  rough  wind  say 

no, 
From  shelTes  and  rocks  that  threaten  us  with 

wrack. 
As  ffood  to  chide  the  wares  as  speak  them  fair. 
And  what  is  Edward  but  a  ruthless  sea? 
What  Clarence,  but  a  quicksand  of  deceit  ? 
And  Richard,  but  a  ra^ed  fstal  rock? 
All  these  the  enemies  to  our  poor  bark. 
Bay,  YOU  can  swim ;  al&i !  'tis  but  a  while : 
Tread  on  the  sand ;  whj^,  there  you  quickly  sink : 
Bestride  the  rock ;  the  tide  will  wash  you  o% 
Or  else  you  fiunisb,  thafs  a  threefold  death. 
This  speak  I,  lords,  to  let  you  understand, 
If  case  some  one  of  you  would  fly  from  us. 
That  thereV  no  hop  d  for  mercy  with  the  brothers. 
More  than  with  ruthless  vrares,  with  sands  and 

rocks. 
Why,  oonrsge,  then,  what  cannot  be  ayoided 
Twere  childish  weakness  to  lament  or  fear. 

iVMoe.  Metbinks  a  woman  of  this  yaliant  spirit 
Should^  if  a  coward  heard  her  speak  these  words. 
Infuse  nis  breast  with  magnanimity, 
And  make  him,  naked,  foil  a  man  at  arms : 
I  speak  not  this  as  doubting  any  here : 
For  did  I  but  suspect  a  fearful  man, 
He  should  have  leave  to  go  away  betimes; 
Lest,  in  our  need,  he  might  infect  another, 
And  make  him  of  like  spirit  to  himself. 
If  any  snch  be  here,  as  God  forbid  I 
Let  him  depart,  before  we  need  his  help. 

Ox/,  Women  and  children  of  so  high  a  courage  t 
And  warriors  faint  I  why,  *twere  perpetual  shame. 
O,  brave  young  prince  I  thy  famous  grandfather 
Doth  live  again  in  thee :  Long  mayst  thou  live. 
To  bear  his  image,  and  renew  his  glories ! 

itiom.  And  he  that  will  not  fight  for  such  a  hope 
Go  home  to  bed,  and,  like  the  owl  by  day, 
If  he  arise,  be  mock*d  and  wonder 'd  at. 

Q,  Mar,    Thanks,   gentle   Somerset ;— sweet 

Oxford,  thanks. 
Awioe.  And  take  his  thanks  that  yet  hath  nothing 

else. 

Ekter  a  Messenger. 
Mm.  Prepare  you,  lords,  for  Edward  is  at  hand. 


Which,  by  the  Heavens*  assfstanee,  and  your 

strength. 
Must  by  the  roots  be  hewn  up  ere  night. 
I  need  not  add  more  f^el  to  yonr  fire, 
For  well  I  wot  ye  blaze  to  bum  them  ont: 
Qire  sig^I  to  the  fight,  and  to  it,  lords. 


Q,  2iar.  Lords,  knights,  and  gentlemen,  what  1 
shonld  say 
My  tears  gainsay ;  for  every  word  I  speak, 
Ye  see,  I  drink  the  water  of  mine  eyes. 
Therefore,   no   more   but  this:     Henry,   ye^/ 

sovereign. 
Is  prisoner  to  the  foe ;  his  state  asurp*d. 
His  realm  a  slaughterhouse,  his  subjects  slain, 
His  statutes  canceird,  and  his  treasure  spent ; 
And  yonder  is  the  wolf  that  makes  the  spoil. 
You  fi^ht  in  justice ;  then,  in  God's  name,  lords 
Be  ralumt,  and  give  signal  to  the  fight. 

[Exeunt  both  armit. 

SCENE  Y.^ Another  pari  ^  ih$  tame. 

Alarums:  EoKursUms:  and  ofitnoardM  a  retreat. 
Then  enter  King  Ed  ward,  Clarbncb,  Glosteb, 
and  Force*;  tnth  Queen  Maboarbt,  Oxfobd, 
and  Somerset,  prtBonera. 

K.  Edio.  Now,  here  a  period  of  tamnUuous 
broils. 
Away  with  Oxford  to  Hammes'  castle  straight: 
For  Somerset,  off  with  his  guilty  head. 
Go,  bear  them  hence ;  I  will  not  hear  them  speak. 
Ostf,  For  my  part,  I'll  not  trouble  thee  with 

words. 
Qom.  Nor  I,  but  stoop  with  patience  to  my 
fortune. 

[Exeunt  Oxford  and  Somerset,  guarded, 
Q.  Mar.  So  part  we  sadly  in  this  troublous 
world. 
To  meet  with  joy  in  sweet  Jerusalem 
K,  Edw.  Is  proclamation  made,  that  who  finds 
Edward 
Shall  have  a  high  reward,  and  he  his  life  ? 
Olo.  It  U:  and  io,  where  youthful  Edward  comes. 

Enter  Soldiers,  wUh  Prince  Edward. 

K,Edw.  Bring  forth  the  gallant,  let  OS  hear  him 
speak. 
What  I  can  so  young  a  thorn  begin  to  prick  V 
Edward,  what  satisfaction  canst  thou  make 
For  bearing  arms,  for  stirring  up  mv  subjects. 
And  all  the  trouble  thou  hast  tum'd  me  to  ? 
Mnee.  Speak  like  a  subject,  proud  ambitious 
York: 
Suppose  that  I  am  now  my  father's  mouth : 
Resign  thy  chair,  and,  where  I  stand,  kneel  tnon. 
Whilst  I  propose  the  self-same  words  to  thee. 
Which,  traitor,  thou  wooldst  have  me  answer  to. 
Q.  Mar.   Ah,  that  thy  fiuher  had  been   so 
resolv'd. 
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JT.  EAo,  Peaee,  wilfU  boj,  or  I  will  oharm  your 

toogae. 
CZor.  Untutored  lad,  thon  art  too  malapert. 
Ptinee.  I  know  my  duty,  you  are  all  nndutifal. 
Lascivioua  Edward,  and  thon  perjured  George, 
And  thou  misshapen  Dick,  I  tell  ye  all, 
I  am  your  better,  traitors  as  ye  are ; 
And  toon  osurp'st  my  father's  right  and  mine. 
JT.  Edw,  Take  that,  the  likeness  of  this  railer 
here.  [Stabs  him. 

Glo.  Sprawrst  tboa?  take  that,  to  end  thy 
agony.  [Glo.  stabs  Hm, 

Olar.  A!nd  that's  for  twitting  me  with  perjory. 
[Clab.  stabs  him. 
Q.  Mar,  0,  kill  me  too  I 
Qia,  Marry,  and  shall.  [Offers  toMUher. 

K,  Echo,  Hold,  Richard,  hold,  for  we  have  done 

too  mach. 
Olo,  Why  should  she  live  to  fill  the  world  with 

words? 
K,Edw,  What!  doth  she  swoon?  OM  means  for 

her  recorery. 
Qlo,   Clarence,   excuse  me  to  the  king,  my 
brother ; 
in  hence  to  London  on  a  serious  matter : 
Eieyou  oome  there,  be  sure  to  hear  some  news. 
dar.  What?  wliat? 

Glo,  The  Tower!  the  Tower  I  [EodU 

Q,  Mar.  O,  Ned,  sweet  Ned  I  speak  to  thy 
mother,  boy ! 
Canst  thon  not  speak?— 0  traitors!  murtherers  I^ 
They  that  stabbd  Cesar  shed  no  blood  at  all, 
Did  not  offend,  nor  were  not  worthy  blame, 
If  this  foul  deed  were  by,  to  equal  it. 
He  was  a  man :  this,  in  respect*  a  child. 
And  men  ne'er  spend  their  fury  on  a  child. 
What^  worse  than  mnrtherer,  that  I  may  name  it? 
No,  no ;  my  heart  will  burst,  an  if  I  speak : 
And  I  will  speak,  that  so  my  heart  may  burst 
Butchers  ana  rillains,  bIoo<fy  cannibals  I 
How  sweet  a  plant  have  you  untimely  croop'd  I 
You  have  no  children,  butchers !  if  you  had. 
The  thought  of  them   would   have  stirr'd   up 

remorse: 
But,  if  yon  ever  chance  to  have  a  child, 
Look  in  his  youth  to  have  him  so  cut  on^ 
As,  deathsmen  t  you  have  rid  this  sweet  young 
prinoel 
K,Bdio,  AwMj  with  her;  go  bear  her  hence 

perforce. 
Q,  Mar,  Nay,  never  bear  me  hence,  despatch 
me  here; 
Here  sheathe  thy  sword,  111  pardon  thee  my 

death: 
What!  wilt  thou  not?— then,  Clarence,  do  it  thon. 
lar.  By  Heaven,  I  will  not  do  thee  so  much 
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Olar.  To  London,  all  in  post;  and,  as  I  guess, 
To  make  a  bloody  supper  in  the  Tower. 
K,  Edu>,  He*s  sudden,  if  a  thing  comes  in  his 
head. 
Now  march  we  hence:  discharge  the  common  sort 
With  pay  and  thanks,  and  let's  away  to  London, 
And  see  our  gentle  queen  how  well  she  &res: 
By  this,  I  hope,  she  bath  a  son  for  me. 

[EkoemUt, 

SCENE  YL— London,    il  iioom  iii  (^  Tower. 

King  Henrt  tii  disoovered  sitting^  toUh  a  hook  m 
Ms  hand;  the  Lieutenant  attending.  Enter 
Gloster. 

QUk  Good  day.  my  lord !     What,  at  yoor  book 
sohard?   % 

K,  Hen,  Ay,  my  good  lord :  My  lord,  I  should 
say,  rather: 
*T1s  sin  to  flatter,  good  was  little  better : 
Good  Gloster  and  good  devil  were  alike. 
And  both  preposterous;  therefore,  not  good  lord. 

Olo.  Sirrah,  leave  ns  to  ourselves:  we  must 
confer.  \Exit  Lieutenant. 

K.  Ben,  So  flies  the  reckless  shepherd  from  the 
wolf: 
So  first  the  harmless  sheep  doth  yield  his  fleece, 
And  next  his  throat  unto  the  butcher's  knife. 
What  scene  of  death  hath  Koscius  now  to  act? 

Olo.  Suspicion  always  haunts  the  guilty  mind ; 
The  thief  doth  fear  each  bush  an  officer. 

K.Hen.  The  bird  that  hath  been  limed  in  a  bush: 
With  trembling  limbs  misdoubteth  every  bush : 
And  I,  the  hapless  male  to  one  sweet  bird, 
Have  now  the  fatal  object  in  mv  eye, 
Where  my  poor  yonng  was  lim'd,  was  caught,  and 

Olo,  Why,  what  a  peevish  fool  was  that  of 
Crete, 
That  taught  his  son  the  office  of  a  fowl ; 
And  yet,  for  all  his  wings,  the  fool  was  drown*dl 

K.  Hen.  I,  Daadalus ;  my  poor  boy,  Icarus ; 
Thy  father,  Minos,  that  denied  our  course; 
The  sun,  that  searVl  the  wings  of  my  sweet  boy, 
lliy  brother  Edward ;  and  thyself,  the  sea. 
Whose  envious  gulf  did  swallow  up  his  life. 
Ah,  kill  me  with  thy  weanon,  not  with  words  I 
My  breast  can  better  brook  thy  dagger's  point, 


Q,  Mar.  Good  CUffenoe,  do;  sweet  Clarence, do 

thou  do  it 
OUsr,  Didst  thon  not  hear  me  swear  I  would 

not  do  it? 
Q.  Mar.  Ay,  but  thon  nsest  to  forswear  thyself: 
Twas  sin  before,  but  now  *tis  charity. 
Whatl   wilt  thou  not?   Where  is  that  deviTs 

butcher,  Richard, 
Hard-&TOured  Richard?  Richard,  where  art  thou? 
Thou  art  not  here :  Murther  is  thy  alms-deed ; 
Petitioners  for  blood  thou  ne'er  putt'st  back. 
K,  Edw,  Away,  I  say ;  I  charge  ye,  bear  her 

hence. 
Q,  Mar.  So  come  to  you,  and  yours,  as  to  this 
prince  I  [Eadt,  led  0¥t  fbrc&ly. 

K.  Edm.  Where's  Riehtrd  gone? 


thy  daggai 
ic  history. 


But  wherefore  dost  thou  come  ?  is't  for  my  life? 

OU).  Think^t  thou  I  am  an  executioner? 

K.  Hen.  A  persecutor,  I  am  sure,  thou  art; 
If  murthering  innocents  be  executing. 
Why,  then  thou  art  an  executioner. 

ulo.  Thy  son  I  kill'd  for  his  presumption. 

JT.  Hen.  Hadst  thou  been  kill'd  when  first  thoo 
didst  presume. 
Thou  hadst  not  liv'd  to  kill  a  son  of  mine. 
And  thus  I  prophesy,— that  many  a  thousand, 
Which  now  mistrust  no  parcel  ot  my  fear; 
And  many  an  old  man's  sigh,  and  many  a  widow^ 
And  many  an  orphan^  water-standing  eye,— 
Men  for  their  sons',  wives  for  their  husbands'. 
And  orphans  for  their  parents'  timeless  death.— 
Shall  rue  the  hour  that  ever  thou  wast  bom. 
The  owl  shriek'd  at  thy  birth,  an  evil  sign ; 
The  night-crow  cried,  aboding  luckless  time : 
Dogs  howl'd,  and  hideous  tempests  shook  aown 

trees ; 
The  raven  rook'd  her  on  the  chimney's  top, 
And  chattering  pies  in  dismal  disooros  sung. 
Thy  mother  felt  more  than  a  mother's  pain. 
And  yet  brought  forth  less  than  A  itapther%  hoM* 
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To  wit  an  indigest  deformed  lump, 
Not  like  the  fruit  of  such  a  goodly  tree. 
Teeth  hadst  thon  in  thy  head  when  thou  wast  bom, 
To  signify  thou  earnest  to  bite  the  world : 
And,  if  the  rest  be  trne  which  I  have  heard, 
Thou  cam*8t — 

OUk  111  bear  no  more:— Die,  prophet,  in  thy 
speech :  fStobs  him. 

For  this,  among  the  rest,  was  I  ordain *d. 

K,  Hen,  Ay,  and  for  much  more  slaughter  after 
this. 

0  God  I  forgive  my  sins,  and  pardon  thee !  [Dies, 
Olo.  What,  will  the  aspiring  blood  of  Lancaster 

Sink  into  the  ground  ?    I  thought  it  would  have 

mounted. 
See  how  my  sword  weeps  for  the  poor  king's  death ! 

0,  may  such  purple  tears  be  always  shed 

From  those  that  wish  the  downfall  of  our  house  I 
If  any  spark  of  life  be  yet  remaining, 
Down,  down,  to  hell ;  and  say  I  sent  tliee  thither,-— 
[Stabs  him  again. 

1,  that  have  neither  pity,  love,  nor  fear. 
Indeed,  tis  true  that  Henry  told  me  of; 
For  I  have  often  heard  my  mother  say 

1  came  into  the  world  with  my  legs  forward : 
Had  I  not  reason,  think  ye,  to  make  haste. 
And  seek  their  ruin  that  usurped  our  right? 
The  midwife  wondered :  and  the  women  cried, 
'*  0  Jesus  bless  us,  he  is  born  with  teeth  I " 
And  so  I  was ;  which  plainly  signified 

That  I  should  snarl,  and  bite,  and  play  the  dog. 

Then,  since  the  heavens  have  shap'd  my  body  so, 

Let  hell  make  crook 'd  ray  mind  to  answer  it. 

I  have  no  brother,  I  am  like  no  brother : 

And  this  word  love,  which  greybeards  call  divine. 

Be  resident  in  men  like  one  another, 

And  not  in  me ;  I  am  myself  alone. 

Clarence  beware;  thoa  keep'st  me  from  the  light 

But  I  will  sort  a  pitchy  day  for  thee : 

For  I  will  buzz  abroad  such  prophesies. 

That  Edward  shall  be  fearful  of  his  life ; 

And  then,  to  puree  his  fear,  III  be  thy  death. 

King  Henry  and  the  prince  his  son  are  gone : 

Clarence,  thy  turn  is  next,  and  then  the  rest. 

Counting  myself  but  bad  till  I  bo  best. 

Ill  throw  thy  body  in  another  room. 

And  trimnph,  Henry,  in  thy  day  of  doom.    [Exit.'\ 

SCENE  Ylh'-The  same,    A  Roam  m  the  Palace, 

King  Edward  m  discovered  sitting  on  his  (krone; 
Queen  Elizabeth,  with  the  infant  Prince, 
Clarence,  Qlobter,  Hastings,  and  others^ 
near  him,  « 

Km  Edno,  Once  more  we  sit  in  England*s  royal 
throne, 
Roporchaa'd  with  the  blood  of  enemies. 


VI.— PART  m. 

What  valiant  foemen,  like  to  aiitamn*s  com. 
Have  we  mow'd  down,  in  Xtyys  of  all  their  pride 
Three  Dukes  of  Somerset,  threefold  renowned 
For  hardy  and  nndoubted  champions: 
Two  Cliifords,  as  the  father  and  the  son 
And  two  Northumberlands :  two  braver  men 
Ne*er  spun'd  their  coursers  at  the  trumpet's 

sound; 
With  them,  the  two  brave  bears,  Warwick  and 

Montague, 
That  in  their  chains  fetter'd  the  kingly  lion. 
And  made  the  forest  tremble  when  they  roared. 
Thus  have  we  swept  suspicion  from  our  seat, 
And  made  our  footstool  of  eecurity. 
Come  hither,  Bess,  and  let  me  kiss  my  boy: 
Young  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  uncles  and  m3r8elf 
Have  in  our  armours  watched  the  winter's  night ; 
Went  all  afoot  in  summer's  scalding  heat, 
That  thou  might'st  repossess  the  crown  in  peace; 
And  of  our  labours  thou  shalt  reap  the  gain. 
Glo.  Ill  blast  his  harvest,  if  your  head  were 
laid; 
For  yet  I  am  not  look'd  on  in  the  world. 
This  shoulder  was  ordain'd  so  thick  to  heave; 
And  heave  it  shall  some  weight,  or  break  my 

back: 
Work  thou  the  way,  and  thou  shalt  execute. 

[Amae. 
K,  Edw,  Clarence  and  Gloster,  lore  my  lovely 
queen. 
And  kiss  your  princely  nephew,  brothers  both. 

Clar,  I'he  duty  that  I  owe  unto  your  majesty, 
I  seal  upon  the  lips  of  this  sweet  babe. 
K,  Edw.    Thanks,    noble    Clarence;    worthy 

brother,  thanks. 
Olo,  And  that  I  love  the  tree  from  whence  thoa 
sprang'st 
Witness  the  loving  kiss  I  give  the  froit: 
Ti)  say  the  truth,  so  Judas  kis8*d  his  master; 
And  cried — All  hail  I  when  as  he  meant  -  all  harm. 

[Aside, 
K,  Edw,  Now  am  I  seated  as  my  soul  delights. 
Having  my  country's  peace,  and  brothers'  loves. 
Clar,  What  will  your  grace  have  done  with 
Margaret  ? 
Reignier,  her  father,  to  the  Ring  of  France 
Hath  pawn'd  the  Sicils  and  Jerusalem, 
And  hither  have  they  sent  it  for  her  ransom. 
K,  Edw,  Away  with  her,  and  waft  her  hence  to 
France, 
And  now  what  rests,  but  that  we  spend  the  time 
With  stately  triumphs,  mirthful  comic  shows. 
Such  as  bent  the  pleasures  of  the  court  ? 
Sound,   drums   and    trumpets! — farewell,   soar 

annoy  I 
For  here,  I  hope,  begms  oar  lastmg  joy. 

[Exews$ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS, 


Klaff  EDWABDXV. 

SDWABD.  Priaea  of  WALES,  altonrurds  Bag 

Edward  V..  wn  to  the  King. 

RIOHABO,  Duke  of  York,  ion  to  tho  Klnc. 

SBOROB.  Dako  of  Glarenco,  brothor  to  the  xQnc: 

EXOHASD.  Onke  of  Oloiter,  afterward*  King 

Elchard  UL,  brother  to  tha  King. 
A  jronng  Bon  of  Olarenoe.         _ 


Wtt  THOMAS  VAUOBAN. 

Sir  RICHARD  RATGLEFF. 

BIr  WILLIAM  CATESBT. 

Sir  JAME8  TTRREL. 

Blr  JAMES  BLOUmT. 

Sir  WALTER  HERBERT. 

Mr  BOBEBT  BRAKENBURT.  Ueutenaat  Of  tk« 

Tower. 

GEEIBTOPHER  URSWICK,  a  Filett. 

APrleat. 

Lord  Mayor  of  London. 

Sheriff  of  WILTSHIRE.         ___ 

ELIZABETH,  Qaeen  of  King  Edward  IV. 

MAROARET,  widow  of  King  Henry  VL 


6> 


Docheci  of  York,  mother  to  King  Edward  IT., 
Clarence  and  Oloeter. 
widow  of  Edward  Prlnoe  of  Wales,  m 
—      -  ■  ■  to  too  Du«o 


Lady  ARNB.  wtdi 
King  Henry 
of  Olorter. 


TL,  afterwards  married  1 


A  Tonng  Danghter  of  Oarenoo. 
Lords,  and  other  Attendants ;  two  gentlemen,  a  PvsnlTUift 
Borlvener,  dtlsens,  Mwderara,  MMiengtn.  Ohoots, 
Boldlen,Ae. 


ACT  L 


SCENE  L— London.    A  Street, 
Enter  Qloster. 


Qto,  Now  is  the  winter  of  our  discontent 
Made  glorions  sammer  by  this  san  of  York; 
And  all  the  clonds  that  lowV-'d  u))on  our  house 
In  the  deep  bosom  of  the  ocean  buried. 
Now  are  our  brows  bound  with  victorious  wreaths 
Our  bruised  arms  hung  up  for  monuments ; 
Our  stem  alarums  chang\i  to  merry  meetings ; 
Our  dreadful  marches  to  delightful  measures. 
Grim-visag'd  war  hath  smooth 'd  his  wrinkled  front; 
And  noWf  instead  of  mounting  barbed  steeds, 
To  fright  the  souls  Df  fearful  adversaries, 
He  capers  nimblj  in  a  lady's  chamber, 
To  the  lascivious  pleasing  of  a  lute. 
But  I,  that  am  not  shaped  for  sportive  tricks, 
Nor  made  to  court  an  amorous  looking-glass  ;— 
I,  that  am  rudely  stamped,  and  want  love's  majes^ 
To  strut  before  a  wanton  ambling  nymph  ;— 
I,  that  am  curtaird  of  this  fair  proportion. 
Cheated  of  feature  by  dissembling  nature, 
Deformed,  unfinished,  sent  before  my  time 
Into  this  breathing  world,  scarce  half  made  np, 
And  that  so  lamely  and  unfashionable, 
That  do^  bark  at  me  as  I  halt  by  them  ;— 
Why  I,  in  this  weak  piping  time  of  peace. 
Have  no  delight  to  pass  away  the  time. 
Unless  to  see  my  shadow  in  the  sun, 
And  descant  on  mine  own  deformity. 
And  therefore,  since  I  cannot  prove  a  lover 
To  entertain  these  £ur  well-siMKen  days, 
I  am  determined  to  prove  a  villain, 
And  hate  the  idle  pleasures  of  these  days. 
Plots  have  I  laid,  inductions  dangerous, 
By  dmnken  prophecies,  libels,  and  dreams, 


To  set  my  brother  Clarenoe  and  the  king 
In  deadly  hate  the  one  against  the  other : 
And,  if  iCing  Edward  be  as  true  and  just 
As  I  am  subtle,  false,  and  treacherous, 
This  day  should  Clarence  closely  be  mew*d  npi, 
About  a  prophecy,  wliich  savs  that  Q 
Of  Eldwfl^'s  heirs  the  mnrtherer  sliall  be. 
Dive,  thoughts,  down  to  my  soul  1  here  Clarenot 
oomes. 

Enter  Claebhcb,  guarded,  and  BsAKSirBURT. 
Brother,  good  day:  What  means  this  armed  guard 
That  waits  upon  your  grace? 

Clar.  His  majesty. 

Tendering  my  person's  safety,  hath  appomted 
This  conduct  to  convey  me  to  the  Tower. 

Olo,  Upon  what  cause? 

Clar,  Because  my  name  is  Oeorgs. 

Qh.  Alack,  my  lord,  that  £Biuft  is  none  of  yours ; 
He  should  for  that  commit  your  ^dfathers:— 
O,  belike,  his  majesty  hath  some  intent 
That  you  should  be  new  christened  in  the  Tower. 
But  what's  the  matter,  Clarence?  may  I  know? 

Clar,  Yea,  Richard,  when  I  know ;  for  I  protest 
As  vet  I  do  not :  But  as  I  can  learn. 
He  nearkens  after  prophecies  and  dreams; 
And  from  the  cross-row  plucks  the  letter  G-, 
And  says,  a  wizard  told  him,  tliat  by  Q- 
His  issue  disinherited  should  be ; 
And  for  m^  name  of  George  begins  with  G, 
It  follows  in  his  thought  that  I  am  be: 
Tliese,  as  I  learn,  and  such-like  toys  as  these. 
Have  mov'd  his  highness  to  commit  me  now. 

Ola,  Why,  this  it  is  when  men  are  rol'd  by 
women : 
\  «Ti8  not  the  king  that  sends  yoa  to  the  Tower- 
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My  Lady  Grej,  his  wife,  Clarence,  ^  bhe 

That  tempers  him  to  thia  extremity. 

Was  it  not  she  and  that  good  man  of  worship, 

Antony  Woodville,  her  Brother  tiiere, 

That  made  him  send  Lord  Hastings  to  the  Tower, 

From  whence  this  present  day  he  is  deliver'd  ? 

We  are  not  safe,  Clarence,  we  are  not  safe. 

Clar.   By  Ueaven,  I  think  there  is  no  man 
secare 
Bat  the  queen's  kindred,  and  night-walking  heralds 
Tliat  trudge  betwixt  the  king  and  Mistress  Shore. 
Heard  you  not  what  an  humble  suppliant 
Lord  Hastings  was  to  her  for  his  delivery? 

Qlo.  Humbly  complaining  to  her  deity 
Got  my  lord  chamberlain  his  liberty, 
ru  tell  ^ou  what,— I  think  it  is  our  way^ 
If  we  will  keep  in  favoor  with  the  king, 
To  be  her  men  and  wear  her  livery : 
The  jealous  o'er-wom  widow,  and  herself, 
Hince  that  our  brother  dubb*d  them  gentlewomen. 
Axe  mighty  gossips  in  our  monarchy. 

Brak,  I  beseech  your  graces  both  to  pardon  me  \ 
His  majesty  hath  straitly  given  in  charge 
That  no  roan  shall  have  private  conference, 
Of  what  degree  soever,  with  his  brother. 

Qlo.  Even  so ;  an  please  your  worship,  Braken- 
bury. 
You  may  partake  of  anything  we  say : 
We  speak  no  treason,  man  :~we  say,  the  kiog 
Is  wise  and  virtuous ;  and  his  noble  queen 
Well  struck  in  years,  fair,  and  not  jealous : — 
We  say,  that  Shore's  wife  hath  a  pretty  foot, 
A  eheiry  lip,  a  bonny  eye,  a  passing  pleasing 

tongue: 
And  the  queen's  kindred  are  made  gentlefolks : 
How  say  you,  sir  ?  can  you  deny  all  this  ? 

Brak,  With  this,  my  lord,  myself  hath  nought 
to  do. 

Qh,  Naught  to  do  with  Mistress  Shore?  I  tell 
thee,  fellow, 
He  that  doth  naught  with  her,  excepting  one. 
Were  best  to  do  it  secretly,  alone. 

Brak,  What  one,  my  lord  ? 

Qlo,   Her    husband,   knave: — Wooldst   thou 
betray  me? 

Brak.  I  do  beseech  your  grace  to  pardon  me ; 
and,  withal. 
Forbear  your  conference  with  the  noble  duke. 

dasr.  We  know  thy  charge,  Brakenbury,  and 
will  obey. 

Glo.  We  are  the  queen's  abjects,  and  mnst  obey. 
Br-'ther,  farewell :  I  will  unto  the  king ; 
And  whatsoe'er  you  will  employ  me  in, — 
Wure  it  to  call  King  Edward's  widow  sister, — 
1  will  perform  it  to  enfranchise  you. 
M^«ntime,  this  deep  disgrace  on  brotherhood 
Touches  me  deeper  than  you  can  imagine. 

Clar.  I  know  it  pleaseth  neither  of  as  well. 

Qh.  Well,  your  imprisonment  shall  not  be  long; 
1  will  deliver  you,  or  else  lie  for  yoa: 
Meantime,  have  patience. 

Clar.  I  mast  perforce ;  &rewell. 

[Exenmt  Clarence,  Brakenbury,  and  Guard. 

Qlo.  Go,  tread  the  path  that  thou  shalt  ne'er 
return. 
Simple,  plain  Clarence  I  I  do  love  thee  so. 
That  I  will  shortly  send  thy  soul  to  heaven. 
If  heaven  will  take  the  present  at  our  hands. 
Bat  who  comes  here  ?  the  new  deliver'd  Hastings. 

Enter  Hastinos. 
HauL  Good  time  of  day  unto  my  gracious  lord  t 
Qk>,  Kb  much  unto  my  good  lord  chamberlain ! 


KING  RICHARD  ITT. 


Well  are  you  welcome  to  this  open  air. 

How  hath  your  lordship  brook'd  imprisonmect  ? 

Haat.  With  patience,  noble  lord,  as  prisomu^ 
must: 
But  I  shall  live,  my  lord,  to  give  them  thanks 
That  were  the  cause  of  my  imprisonment. 

Qlo.  No  doubt,  no  doubt,  and  so  shall  Clarenca 
too; 
For  they  that  were  your  enemies  are  his, 
And  have  prevailed  as  much  on  him  as  you. 

Hast.  More  pity  that  the  eagle  should  be  mew'd, 
While  kites  and  buzzards  prey  at  liberty. 

Qlo.  What  news  abroad  ? 

Hast   No  news  so  bad  abroad  as  this  at  home; 
The  king  is  sickly,  weak,  and  melancholy, 
And  his  physicians  fear  fadm  mightil;^. 

Oh.  Now,  by  St.  Paul^  this  news  is  bad  indeed. 
O,  he  hath  kept  an  evil  diet  long, 
And  over-much  consum'd  his  royal  person ; 
Tis  ver^  ei'iovous  to  be  thought  upon. 
Where  is  he?  in  his  bed  ? 

Hast.  He  is. 

Qh.  Gh>  you  before,  and  I  will  follow  you. 

[Exit  Hastihos. 
He  cannot  live,  I  hope;  and  must  not  die 
Till  George  be  pack  d  with  posthorseup  tohearen. 
Ill  in  to  urge  his  hatred  more  to  Clarence, 
With  lies  well  steel'd  with  weighty  arguments : 
And,  if  I  fail  not  in  my  deep  intent, 
Clarence  hath  not  another  aay  to  live: 
Which  done,  God  take  King  £dward  to  his  mercy. 
And  leave  the  world  for  me  to  bustle  in  t 
For  then  111  marry  Warwick's  youngest  daughter. 
What  though  I  kill'd  her  husband  and  her  father, 
The  readiest  way  to  make  the  wench  amends 
Is,  to  become  her  husband  and  her  father : 
The  which  will  I :  not  all  so  much  for  love 
As  for  another  secret  close  intent. 
By  marrying  her,  which  I  must  reach  unto. 
But  yet  I  run  before  my  horse  to  market : 
Clarence  still  breathes;  Edward  still  lires  and 

reigns; 
When  they  are  gone  then  must  I  count  my  gains. 

[EiaL 

SCENE  ll.-^The  9ame.    Anotier  SireeL 

Enter  the  corpae  of  King  Henht  the  ScrrH,6rinM 
m  em  open  coffin^  Gentlemen  hearing  halbaxUf  to 
guard  tt\  and  Lsidy  Ahjhe  at  mourner. 

Anne,  Set  down,  set  down,  your  honoaratdr 

load, — 
If  honour  may  be  shrouded  in  a  hearse,— 
Whilst  I  a  while  obsequiously  lament 
The  untimely  fall  of  virtuous  Lancaster. 
Poor  key-cold  figure  of  a  holy  king  I 
Pale  ashes  of  the  house  of  Lancaster  I 
Thou  bloodless  remnant  of  that  royal  blood  I 
Be  it  lawful  that  1  invocate  thy  ghost. 
To  hear  the  lamentations  of  poor  Anne, 
Wife  to  thy  Edward,  to  thy  slaughtered  son, 
Stabb'd  by  the  self-same  hand  that  made  these 

wounds  I 
Lo,  in  these  windows  that  let  forth  thy  life, 
I  pour  the  helpless  balm  of  my  poor  eyes: 
0,  cursed  be  the  hand  that  made  these  holesi 
Cursed  the  heart  that  had  the  heart  to  do  It ! 
Cursed  the  blood  that  let  this  blood  from  henoel 
More  direful  hap  betide  that  hated  wretch. 
That  makes  us  wretched  by  the  death  of  thee. 
Than  I  can  wish  to  adders,  spiders,  toads. 
Or  any  creeping  venom'd  thing  that  liyest 
If  ever  he  have  child,  abortive  hoAtr  t 
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Prodigious,  and  nntiinely  broogfat  to  light, 
Whose  ugly  and  annataral  aspect 
Ma7  frigbt  the  hopeful  mother  at  the  view ; 
And  that  be  heir  to  bis  unhappiness  I 
If  erer  he  tiave  wife,  let  her  be  made 
More  miserable  by  the  death  of  him. 
Than  I  am  made  by  my  young  lord,  and  theet 
Come,  now,  toward  Chertsey  with  your  holy  load, 
Taken  from  Paul's  to  be  interred  there ; 
And,  still  as  you  are  weary  of  the  weigbt, 
Rest  you,  wtules  I  lament  Ring  Uenry%  corse. 
[The  bearers  take  v^  the  oorpae  and  advance. 

Enter  GhOvrzR, 

Olok  Stay,  you  that  bear  the  corse,  and  set  it 
down. 

Amte.  What  blade  magician  conjures  ap  tliis 
fiend, 
To  stop  devoted  charitable  deeds? 

Olo,  Villains,  set  down  the  corse;  or,  by  Saint 
Paul, 
111  make  a  corse  of  him  that  disobeys  I 

1  Qeni,  My-lord,  stand  back,  and  let  the  coffin 
pass. 

Olo,  Unmanner'd  dog  I  stand  thou  when  I  com- 
mand* 
Advance  thy  halberd  higher  than  my  breast. 
Or,  by  Saint  Paul,  111  strike  thee  to  my  foot, 
And  spurn  upon  thee,  beggar,  for  thy  boldness. 
[The  oearere  tet  dawn  the  coffin, 

Ajme,  Whatfdoyou  tremble?  are  you  all  afraid? 
Alas,  1  blame  you  not ;  for  yon  are  mortal, 
And  mortal  eyes  cannot  endure  the  devil. 
Avaunt,  thou  dreadful  minister  of  hell ! 
Thon  hadst  but  power  over  his  mortal  body, 
His  soul  thou  oans*t  not  hare ;  therefore  be  gone. 

Qlo,  Sweet  saint,  for  chari^,  be  not  so  curst. 

Aime,  Foul  devil,  for  God's  sake,  hence,  and 
trouble  us  not ; 
For  tlion  hast  made  the  happy  earth  thy  bell, 
Fill'd  it  with  cursin^c  cries,  and  deep  exclaims. 
if  thou  delight  to  view  thy  heinous  deeds. 
Behold  this  pattern  of  thy  butcheries. 
O,  gentlemen,  see,  seel  dead  Henry's  wounds 
Open  their  conceal  *d  mouths  and  bleed  afresh  I 
Blush,  blush,  thou  lump  of  foul  deformity; 
For  tu  thy  presence  that  exales  tliis  blood 
From  cold  and  empty  veins,  where  no  blood  dwells ; 
Thy  deed,  inhuman  and  unnatural. 
Provokes  tliis  deluge  most  unnatural. 
0  Qod.  which  this  blood  mad'st^  revenge  his  death ! 
0  earth,  which  this  blood  drink^t,  revenge  bis 

deathi 
Either,  Heaven,  with  lightning  strike  the  mnr- 

therer  dead; 
Or,  earth,  gape  ooen  wide  and  eat  him  quick, 
As  thou  dost  swallow  up  this  good  king's  blood, 
Which  his  hell-govern o  arm  bath  butchered  I 

Qlik  Lady,  you  know  no  rules  of  charity. 
Which  renders  good  for  bad,  blessings  for  curses. 

Anne,  Villain,  thoa  know'st  no  law  of  God  nor 
man; 
No  beast  so  fierce  bat  knows  some  tooch  of  pity. 

Qla,  Bot  I  Itnow  none,  and  therefore  am  no 
beast. 

Anm,  O  wonderfol,  when  devils  tell  the  tmth ! 

QUy.  More  wonderful,  when  angels  are  so  angry  I 
Voaohsafe,  divme  perfection  of  a  woman. 
Of  these  supposed  crimes  to  give  me  leave, 
By  circumstance,  bot  to  acouit  myself. 

Anm.  Vouchsafe,  diffusn  infection  of  a  ma 
For  these  known  evUs  but  to  give  me  leave, 
By  eiroofflstaiice,  to  onrse  thy  cnrsed  self. 
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Glo,  Fairer  than  tongue  can  name  thee  let  me 
have 
Some  patient  leisure  to  excuse  myselt 
Anne,  Fouler  than  heart  can  think,  thon  canst 
make 
No  excuse  current,  but  to  hang  thyself. 

Qlo.  By  such  despau*  I  should  accuse  myself. 
Anne,  And    by   despairing  shalt   thou  stand 
excus'd, 
For  doing  worthy  vengeance  on  thyself. 
That  di£t  unworthy  slaughter  upon  otherSi 
Qlo,  Say,  that  I  slew  them  not. 
Anne,  'Then  say,  they  were  not  slain. 
But  dead  they  are,  and,  devilish  slave,  by  thee. 
Oh,  I  did  not  kill  yoor  husband. 
Anne,  Why,  then  he  is  alive. 

Olo,  Nay,  he  is  dead;  and  slain  by  Edward^ 

band. 
Anne,   In  thy  foul  throat  thou  liest;  Qneen 
Margaret  saw 
Thy  murtherous  &ulchion  smoking  in  bis  blood ; 
The  which  thou  once  did  bend  against  her  breast 
But  that  thy  brothers  beat  aside  the  point 

Olo,  I  was  provoked  by  ber  slanderous  tongne, 
TU^  laid  their  guilt  upon  my  guiltless  shoulders. 
^ume.   Thou    wsst   provoked  by  thy  bloody 
mind, 
That  never  dream*8t  on  aught  but  butcheries : 
Didst  thou  not  kill  this  king? 
Olo,  I  grant  ye. 

Anne,  Dost  grant  me,  hedgehog?  then,  God 
grant  me  too, 
Thon  mayst  be  damned  for  that  wicked  deed  I 
O,  he  was  gentle,  niild,  and  virtuous. 

Olo,  The  fitter  for  the  king  of  heaven  that  hath 

bim. 
Ame,  He  is  hi  heaven,  where  thon  shalt  never 

come. 
Oh,  Let  him  thank  me  that  help  to  send  him 
thither; 
For  he  was  fitter  for  that  place  than  earth. 
Anne,  And  thou  unfit  for  any  place  but  hell. 
Oh,  Yes,  one  place  else,  if  you  will  hear  me 

name  it 
Anne,  Some  dungeon. 
Oh,  Tour  bed-chamber. 

Anne.  Ill  rest  betide  the  chamber  where  thoo 

liest! 
Oh,  So  will  it  madam,  till  I  lie  with  yon. 
Avne,  I  hope  so. 

Oh,  i  know  so,— Bat,  gentle  lady  Anne, 
To  leave  this  keen  encounter  of  our  wit<s 
And  fall  somewhat  into  a  slower  method. 
Is  not  the  causer  of  the  timeless  deaths 
Of  these  Plantagenets,  Henry  and  Edward, 
As  blameful  as  the  executioner? 
Anne,  Thou  wast  the  cause  and  most  aooors'd 

effect 
Oh,  Your  beauty  was  the  cause  of  that  effect ; 
Tear  beauty,  that  did  haunt  me  in  my  sleep, 
To  undertake  the  death  of  all  the  world. 
So  I  might  live  one  hour  in  your  sweet  bosom. 
Ann,  If  I  thought  that,  I  tell  thee,  homicide, 
These  nailsshould  rend  that  beauty  from  my  cheeks. 
Oh,  These  eyes  could  not  endure  that  beauty's 
wrack; 
Ton  should  not  blemish  It  if  I  stood  by: 
As  all  the  world  is  clieered  by  the  oun, 
So  I  by  that ;  it  is  ray  day,  my  life. 
Anne,  Black  nigbt  o  ershade  thy  day,  and  death 

thy  life  I 
Oh,  Onrsenot  thyself,  fair  creature,  thou  art  both 
Amm,  I  would  I  were,  to  belief 9 
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Olo,  It  is  a  quarrel  most  unnatural, 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  loveth  thee. 

Anne.  It  is  a  quarrel  just  and  reasonablef 
To  be  reveug'd  on  him  that  kill'd  my  husband. 

Olo,  He  that  bereft  thee,  lady,  of  thy  husband, 
Did  it  to  help  thee  to  a  better  husband. 

Anne.  Uis  better  doth  not   breathe  upon  the 
earth. 

Olo.  He  lives  that  loTes  thee  better  than  he  could. 

Anne,  Name  him. 

^0.  Plantagenet. 

Anne.  ^^7*  *^**  ^'^  **®* 

Glo.  The8elf-«amename,batoneofbetternature. 

Anne.  Where  is  he? 

Olo.  Here :  [She  qits  at  him.]    Why  dost  thou 
spit  at  me? 

Arnie.  'Would  it  were  mortal  poison  for  thy  sake! 

Olo.  Never  came  poison  from  so  sweet  a  place* 

Arnie.  Never  bung  poison  on  a  fouler  toad. 
Oat  of  my  sight  I  thou  dost  infect  mine  eyes. 

Olo.  Thine  eyes,  sweet  lady,  have  infected  mine. 

Anne.  'Would  (hey  were  basilisks,  to  strike  thee 
dead  I 

Olo,  I  would  they  were  that  I  might  die  at  once ; 
For  now  they  kill  me  with  a  living  death. 
Those  eyes  of  thine  firom  mine  luive  drawn  salt 

tears; 
Sham'd  their  aspects  with  store  of  childish  drops: 
These  eyes,  whuh  never  shed  remorseful  tear, 
No,  when  my  fi&ther  York  and  Edward  wept 
To  hear  the  piteous  moan  that  Rutland  made, 
When  black-fac*d  Clififoni  shook  his  sword  at  him 
Nor  when  thy  warlike  father,  like  a  child, 
Told  the  sad  story  of  my  father's  death. 
And  twenty  times  made  pause,  to  sob  and  weep, 
That  all  the  standers-by  had  wet  their  cheeks, 
Like  trees  bedash 'd  with  rain :  in  that  sad  time 
My  manly  eyes  did  scorn  an  humble  tear ; 
And  what  these  sorrows  could  not  thence  exale, 
Thy  beauty  hath,   and  made  them  blind  with 

weeping. 
I  never  sued  to  friend,  nor  enemy ; 
Ky  tonguecould  never  learn  sweet  smoothing  word ; 
But  now  thy  beauty  is  propos'd  my  fee. 
My  proud  heart  sues,  and  prompts  my  tongue  to 
speak.  [She  looks  scort^vUy  at  km. 

Teach  not  thv  lip  such  scorn ;  for  it  was  made 
For  kissing,  lady,  not  for  such  contempt 
If  thv  revengeful  heart  cannot  forgive, 
LfO  I  here  I  lend  thee  this  sharp-pointed  sword ; 
Which  if  thou  please  to  hide  in  this  true  breast, 
And  let  the  soul  forth  that  adoreth  thee, 
I  lav  it  naked  to  the  deadly  stroke, 
And  humbly  beg  the  death  upon  my  knee. 

[He  lay$  his  breast  open;  Ae  offers 
at  it  with  his  sword. 
Nay,  do  not  pause ;  for  I  did  kill  king  Henry ; 
But  Vas  thy  beauty  that  provoked  me. 
Nay,  now  despatch ;  twas  I  that  stabb'd  young 
Edwaid;        \  She  offom  offers  at  his  breast. 
But  twas  thy  heavenly  face  that  set  me  on. 

[She  letsJaU  the  sword. 
Take  up  the  sw^rd  again,  or  take  up  me. 

Anne,  Arise,  dissembler:  though  I  wish  thy 
death, 
I  will  not  be  thv  executioner. 

Olo,  Then  bid  me  kill  mjrself,  and  I  will  do  it. 

Anne.  I  have  already. 

Olo.  That  was  in  thy  rage : 

Speak  it  again,  and  even  with  the  word, 
This  hand  which  for  thy  love  did  kill  thy  love, 
Shall  for  thy  love  kill  a  far  truer  love; 
To  both  their  deaths  shalt  thou  be  aoMssaiy. 
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Anne,  I  would  I  knew  thy  heart 

Olo.  'TIS  figured  in  my  tongue. 

Anne,  I  fear  me,  both  are  false. 

Olo.  Then  never  man  was  true. 

Anne.  Well,  well,  put  up  your  sword 

Oh.  Say,  then,  my  peace  is  made. 

Anne,  That  shalt  thou  know  hereafter. 

Olo.  But  shall  I  lire  in  hope? 

Anne.  All  men,  I  hope,  live  so. 

Olo.  Vouchsaie  to  wear  this  ring. 

Anne,  To  take  is  not  to  give. 

[She  puts  on  the  ring 

Olo.  Look  how  my  ring  encompasseth  thy  finger 
Even  so  thy  breast  encloseth  my  poor  heart ; 
Wear  both  of  them  for  both  of  them  are  thine. 
And  if  thy  poor  devoted  servant  may 
But  beg  one  favour  at  thy  gracious  hand, 
Thou  dost  confirm  his  happiness  for  ever. 

Anne.  Wliat  is  it? 

Oio.  That  it  may  please  yoa  leave  these  md 
designs 
To  him  that  hath  most  cause  to  be  a  mourner, 
And  presently  repair  to  Crosby  House : 
Where,  aCterl  have  solemnly  interr'd, 
At  Chertsey  monastery  ,this  noble  king, 
And  wet  his  grave  with  my  repentant  tean, 
I  will  with  all  expedient  duty  see  you: 
For  divers  unknown  reasons,  I  beseech  joa 
Grant  me  this  boon. 

Anne.  With  all  my  heart ;  and  much  it  joya  me  too 
To  see  you  are  become  so  penitent 
Tressel,  and  Berkley,  go  along  with  me. 

Olo.  Bidme£veweU. 

Anne.  Tis  more  than  you  deserve : 

But,  since  yoa  teach  me  how  to  flatter  you, 
Imagine  I  have  said  farewell  already. 

1  Exeunt  Lady  Anne,  Tressbl,  and  Bseklbt. 

Oto.  Take  op  the  corse,  sirs. 

Oent.  Towards  Chertsey,  noble  lord  ? 

Olo,  No,  to  White-Friars;  there  attend  my 
coming. 

[Exeunt  the  rest  mthihseorse. 
Was  ever  woman  In  this  humour  woo'd  ? 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  won  ? 
I'll  have  her,  but  I  will  not  keep  her  long. 
What  I  I,  that  kili'd  her  husband  and  his  father, 
To  take  her  in  her  heart's  extremest  hate ; 
With  curses  in  her  mouth,  tears  in  her  eyas, 
The  bleeding  witness  of  her  hatred  by; 
Having  God,  her  oonsoienoe,  and  these han  against 

me. 
And  I  no  friends  to  back  my  suit  withal, 
But  the  pUm  devil,  and  dissembling  looks. 
And  yet  to  win  her,^all  the  world  to  nothhig  I 
Hal 

Hath  she  so  forgot  already  that  brave  prince, 
Edward,  her  lord,  whom  I,  some  three  monthi^ 

since, 
Stabb'd  ip  my  angrj  mood  at  Tewksbury  ? 
A  sweeter  and  a  lovelier  gentleman, 
Fram'd  in  the  prodigality  of  nature, 
Young,  valiant,  wise,  and,  no  doubt,  right  royal, 
The  spacious  world  cannot  again  afford : 
And  will  she  yet  abase  her  eyes  on  me, 
That  cropped  the  ^Iden  prime  of  this  sweet  prinoe 
And  noade  her  widow  to  a  woeful  bed  ? 
On  me,  whose  all  not  equals  Edward's  moiet// 
On  me,  that  halt,  and  am  misshapen  thus? 
Af  y  dukedom  to  a  beggarly  denier, 
I  do  mistake  my  person  all  this  while: 
Upon  my  life,  she  finds,  although  I  cannot, 
Myself  to  be  a  marvellous  proper  num 
I!U  be  at  charges  for  a  looking-glaaa»  t 
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KING 

And  entertafn  a  looro  or  two  of  tailors 
'i'o  study  fjishioDS  to  adorn  my  bodj: 
Since  I  am  crept  in  favour  with  myself, 
I  will  maintain  it  with  some  little  cost. 
But,  first,  1*11  turn  jon'  fellow  in  his  grare ; 
And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  love. 
Shine  out,  fair  sun,  till  I  have  bought  a  glass, 
That  I  may  see  my  shadow  as  I  pass.  [EsbU 


SCENE  in.^The  acme,    A  Boom  m  ihe  Palace. 

Enter  Queen  Euzabbth,  Lord  Riybbb,  and  Lord 
Grey. 

5^.  Have  patience,  madam ;  there's  no  doubt  his 
miyesty 
Will  soon  recover  his  acoustom'd  health. 

Qrey.  In  that  you  brook  it  ill  it  makes  him  worse. 
Therefore,  for  (lod's  sake,  entertain  good  comfort, 
And  cheer  his  grace  with  quick  and  merry  words. 

Q.  Elh.  If  he  were  dead,  what  would  betide  on 
me? 

Qrey.  No  other  harm  but  loss  of  such  a  lord. 

Q,EUz,  The  loss  of  such  a  lord  includes  all 
harms. 

Qreif,  The  Heavens  have  bless'd  you  with  a 
goodly  son. 
To  be  your  comforter  when  he  is  gone. 

Q,  Eliz.  Ah,  he  is  youn^ ;  and  hiii  minority 
Is  put  unto  the  trust  of  Kichard  Gloster, 
A  man  that  loves  not  me,  nor  none  of  you. 

JUo,  Is  it  concluded  he  shall  be  protector? 

Q.  EUz,  It  is  determiird,  not  concluded  yet: 
But  so  it  must  be  if  the  king  miscarry. 

Enter  BacKiMOHAif  and  Stanley. 

Qrey.  Here  come  the  Lords  of  Buckingham 

and  Stanley. 
Buck  Qood  time  of  day  unto  your  royal  grace  I 
SUm,  God  make  your  majes^  joyful  as  you 

have  been! 
Q»  Elu,  The  Countess  Richmond,  good   my 
Lord  of  Stanley, 
To  your  good  prayer  will  scarcely  say  amen. 
Yet,  Stanley,  notwithstanding  she'^  your  wife, 
And  love's  not  me,  be  you,  good  lord,  assured 
I  hate  not  vou  for  her  proud  arrogance. 

Stan.  I  00  beseech  you,  either  not  believe 
The  envious  slanders  of  her  false  accusers ; 
Or,  if  she  be  aocus'd  on  true  report. 
Bear  with  her  weakness,  which,  I  think,  proceeds 
From  wayward  sickness,  and  no  grounded  malice. 
Q,  EUz.  Saw  you  the  king  to^y,  my  Lord  of 

Stanley? 
Stan.  But  now^  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  and  I 
Are  come  from  visiting  his  majesty. 
Q,  EUz.  What  likelihood  of  ms  amendment, 

lords? 
Buck,  Madam,  good  hope;   his  grace  speaks 

cheerfully. 
Q,  EUz.  God  grant  him  health!  did  you  confer 

with  him? 
Buck.  Ay,  madam:  he  desires  to  make  atone- 
ment 
Between  the  Dnke  of  Gloster  and  your  brothers, 
And  between  them  and  my  lord  chamberlain ; 
And  sent  to  warn  them  to  his  royal  presence. 
Q.  EUz.  'Would  aU  were  welll— but  that  will 
never  be. 
I  fear  our  happmess  is  at  the  height 

Enter  Glostir,  HAsriNas,  and  Dobsbt. 
Olo,  They  do  me  wrong  and  I  will  not  endure  itt 
Who  are  ther  that  oompljuu  onto  the  king, 
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Tliat  I,  forsooth,  am  stem  and  love  them  not  ? 
Bv  holy  Paul,  they  love  hb  grace  but  lightly 
That  fill  his  ears  with  such  dissentious  rumours. 
Because  I  cannot  flatter,  and  look  fair, 
Smile  in  men's  &ces,  smooth,  deceive,  and  eog. 
Duck  with  French  nods  and  apish  courtesy, 
I  must  be  held  a  rancorous  enemy. 
Cannot  a  plain  man  live,  and  think  no  harm, 
But  thus  his  simple  truth  must  be  abus'd 
By  silken,  sly,  insinuating  Jacks  ? 

Qrey.  To  whom  in  all  this  presence  speaks  your 
grace? 

Olo.  To  thee,  that  hast  nor  honesty  nor  grace. 
When  have  I   injur'd  thee?   when  done  thee 

wrong? — 
Or  thee?— or  thee? — or  any  of  your  faction? 
A  plague  upon  you  all  I    His  royal  grace, — 
Whom  Gtoa  preserve   better   than   you   would 

wish  I — 
Cannot  be  quiet  scarce  a  breathing-while, 
But  you  must  trouble  him  with  lewd  complaints. 

Q.  Eliz.  Brother  of  Gloster,  you  mistake  the 
matter : 
The  king,  of  his  own  royal  disposition, 
And  not  provok'd  by  any  suitor  else; 
Aiming,  belike,  at  your  mterior  hatred, 
That  in  your  outward  action  shows  itself 
Against  my  children,  brothers,  and  myself. 
Makes  him  to  send ;  that  thereby  he  may  gather 
The  ground  of  your  ill-will,  and  so  remove  it. 

Olo.  I  cannot  tell: — The  world  is  grown  so  bad 
That  wrens  make  prey  where  eagles  dai  e  not  perch : 
Since  every  Jack  became  a  gentleman. 
There's  many  a  gentle  pers  >n  made  a  Jack. 

Q.  EUz.  Come,  come,  we  know  your  meaning 
brother  Gloster ; 
You  envy  my  advancement,  and  my  ft-iends' ; 
God  grant  we  never  may  have  neea  of  you  I 

Olo,  Meantime,  God  grants  that  we  have  need 
of  you : 
Our  brother  is  imprison'd  by  your  means, 
Myself  disgrac'd,  and  the  nobility 
Held  in  contempt ;  while  great  promotions     ' 
Are  daily  given,  to  ennoble  those 
That  scarce,  some  two  days  smce,  were  worth  a 
noble. 

Q.  EUz.  By  Him  that  rais'd  me  to  this  carefu) 
height 
From  that  contented  hap  which  I  enjoy'd, 
I  never  did  incense  his  majesty 
Against  the  Duke  of  Clarence,  but  have  been 
An  earnest  advocate  to  plead  for  him. 
My  lord,  you  do  me  shameful  injury 
Falsely  to  draw  me  in  these  vile  suspects. 

Olo.  Ton  may  deny  that  you  were  not  the  mean 
Of  my  Lord  Hastings*  late  imprisonment. 

Bw*  She  may,  my  lord ;  for^— 

CRo.  She  may.  Lord  Rivers  ? — why,  who  knows 
not  so? 
She  may  do  more,  sur,  than  denying  that : 
She  may  help  you  to  many  fair  preferments; 
And  then  deny  her  aiding  hand  therein. 
And  lay  those  honours  on  your  high  desert. 
What  may  she  not  ?    She  may,— ay,  marry,  may 
she, — 

Bio.  What,  marry,  may  she  ? 

Olo.  What,  marry,  may  she  ?  marry  with  a  king, 
A  bachelor,  and  a  handsome  stripling  too ; 
I  wis  your  grandam  had  a  worser  match, 

Q.  EUz.  My  Lord  of  Gloster,  I  have  fo  long 
borne 
Tour  blunt  upbraidings  and  your  bitter  scofi* 
By  Heaven,  1  will  acquaint  his  majesty 
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Of  those  gross  taunts  that  oft  I  have  endur'd. 
I  had  rather  be  a  coantrv  servant-maid 
Than  a  great  queen,  with  this  condition, 
To  be  so  Imiied.  soom'd,  and  stormed  at: 
4mall  joj  have  I  in  being  England's  queen. 

EnUr  Queen  MAROARETf  behind. 

Q.  Mar,  And  Ipssen'd  be  that  small,  God,   I 
beseech  him  1 
rhj  honour,  state,  and  seat  is  due  to  me. 

Ulo.  What?  threat  joa  me  with  telling  of  the 
king? 
Tell  him,  and  spare  not :  look,  what  I  have  said 
£  will  avouch  in  presence  of  the  king: 
I  dare  adventure  to  be  sent  to  the  Tower. 
Tis  time  to  speak,  my  pains  are  quite  forgot. 

Q,  Mar.  Out,  devil  I  1  do  remember  them  too 
well: 
Tbon  kiird^t  my  husband  Hennr  in  the  Tower. 
And  Edward,  my  poor  son,  at  Tewskbury. 

Qlo,  Ere  yon  were  queen,  ay,  or  your  husband 
king, 
1  was  a  packhorse  in  his  great  affairs; 
A  weeder-out  of  hb  proud  adversaries, 
A  liberal  re  warder  or  his  friends 
To  royalize  his  blood  I  spilt  mine  own. 

Q.  Mar.  Ay^  and  much  better  blood  than  his 
or  thine. 

Qlo,  In  all  which  time,  yon,  and  your  husband 
Grey, 
Were  fiiictious  for  the  honse  of  Lancaster  ;— 
And,  Ki  vers,  so  were  yon :— Was  not  your  husband 
In  MargarBt's  battle  at  Saint  Alban's  slain? 
Let  me  p  it  in  your  minds,  if  you  forget, 
What  YOU  have  been,  ere  this,  and  what  yon  are; 
Witlial,  what  1  have  been,  and  what  I  am. 

Q,  Mar,  A  murtherous  villain,  and  so  still  thon 
art. 

QUk  Poor  Clarence  did  forsake  his  &ther  War- 
wick, 
Aj,  and  forswore  himself,— which  Jesa  pardon  I 

Ol  Alar.  Which  God  revenge! 

Ulo,  To  fight  on  Edward's  pnrt^,  for  the  crown ; 
And,  for  his  meed,  poor  lord,  he  is  mew'd  up : 
I  would  to  God  my  heart  were  flint  like  Edward's, 
Or  Edward's  soft  and  pitiful  like  mine ;  I  am  too 
Childish-foolish  for  tlus  world. 

Q,  Mar,  Hie  thee  to  hell  for  shame,  and  leave 
this  world, 
Thon  cacodaemon !  there  thy  kingdom  is. 

Rio.  My  Lord  of  Gloster,  in  tho:*e  busy  days. 
Which  here  you  urge  to  prove  us  enemies, 
We  follow'd  then  our  lord,  our  sovereign  king  ; 
Bo  should  we  yon,  if  you  should  be  our  king. 

Qlo.  If  1  should  be? — I  had  rather  be  a  pedlar ; 
Far  be  it  from  my  heart,  the  thought  thereof! 

Q.  EUz.  As  little  joy,  my  lord,  as  you  suppose 
Ton  should  enjoy,  were  you  this  country's  king; 
Ab  little  joy  you  may  suppose  in  me 
That  I  enjoy,  being  the  queen  thereof. 

Q.  Mar,  A  little  joy  enjoys  the  queen  thereof; 
For  1  am  she,  and  altogether  joyless. 
I  can  no  longer  hold  me  patient.—      {Advancing, 
Hear  me,  you  wrangling  pirates,  that  tall  out 
In  sharing  tliat  which  you  have  pill'd  from  me: 
Which  of  you  trembles  not  that  looks  on  mc  ? 
If  not,  that  I  being  queen  you  bow  like  subjects. 
Yet  that  by  you  depos'd  you  quake  like  rebels  ?— 
Ahjgentle  villain,  do  not  turn  away ! 

Wo,  Foul  wrinkled  witch,  what  niak*st  thou  in 
my  sight  ? 

Q,  Mar,  But  repetition  of  what  thon  hast  nuuT*d. 
^^at  wUl  1  make,  before  Ilet  thee  go. 
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Qlo.  Wert  thon  not  banished  on  pain  of  death  f 

Q.  Mar.  I  was;   hot  I  do  find  more  pain  in 
banishment 
Than  death  can  yield  me  here  by  my  abode. 
A  husband,  and  a  son,  thou  ow'st  to  me,' 
And  thou,  a  kingdom ;— all  of  you,  allegiances 
This  sorrow  that  I  have,  by  right  is  yours; 
And  all  the  pleasures  you  usui-p  are  mine. 

Qlo.  The  curse  my  noble  father  laid  on  thee^ 
When  thou  didst  crown  Ma  warlike  b*x>w8  Mrith 

paper, 
And  with  thy  scorns  drew*st  rivers  from  hia  eyesi 
And  then,  to  dry  them,  gavVt  the  duke  a  clout, 
Steep'd  in  the  faultless  blood  of  pretty  Rutland;^ 
His  curses,  then  from  bitterness  of  soul 
Denounced  against  thee,  are  all  fallen  upon  thee; 
And  God,  not  we,  liath  plagued  thy  bloody  deed ; 

QEBt,  So  just  b  God,  to  right  the  innocent. 

Hast.  O,  twas  the  foulest  deed  to  slav  that  baboi 
And  the  most  merciless  that  e'er  was  heard  of. 

Riv,  Tyrants   themselves  wept  when  it  was 
reported. 

Dor,  No  man  but  prophesied  revenge  for  it. 

Buck,  Northumberland,  then  present,  wept  to 
see  it. 

Q.  Mar.  What  I  were  yon  snarling  all,  before  I 
came, 
Ready  to  catch  each  other  by  the  throat. 
And  turn  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me? 
Did  York's  dread  curse  prevail  so  much  with  heaven 
That  Henry's  death,  my  lovely  Edward's  death 
Their  kingtiom's  loss,  my  woeful  banishment 
Should  all  but  answer  fur  that  peevish  brat? 
Can  curses  pierce  the  clouds,  and  enter  heaven  ?- 
Why,  then  give  way,  dull  clouds,  to  my  quick 

curses  I 
Though  not  by  war,  by  surfeit  die  your  king. 
As  ours  by  murther,  to  make  him  a  king! 
Edward,  thy  son,  that  now  is  Prince  of  Wales, 
For  Edward,  our  son,  that  was  Prince  of  Wales, 
Die  in  his  youth  by  like  untimely  violence  I 
Thyself  a  queen,  for  me  that  was  a  oueen. 
Outlive  thy  glory,  like  my  wretched  self  I 
Long  maystthou  live,  to  wail  thy  children's  death, 
And  see  another,  as  I  see  thee  now, 
Deck'd  in  thy  rights,  as  thou  art  stalPd  in  mine ! 
Long  die  thy  happy  days  beFore  thy  death ; 
And,  after  many  lengthen'd  hours  of  grief. 
Die  neither  mother,  wife,  nor  England's  queen; 
Rivers,  and  Dorset,  you  were  standers  by, — 
And  so  wast  thon.  Lord  Hastings,— when  my  sou 
Was  stabb'd  with  bloody  daggers:   God,  I  pray 

him, 
That  none  of  you  may  live  your  natural  age, 
But  by  some  unlook'd  accident  cut  off! 

Qh,  Have  done  thy  charm,  thou  hateful  withered 
hag. 

Q,  Mar.  And  leave  ont  thee?  stay,  dog,  for  thou 
shalt  hear  me. 
If  Heaven  have  any  grievous  plague  in  store. 
Exceeding  those  that  I  can  wish  upon  thee, 
0,  let  them  keep  it,  till  thjr  sins  be  ripe, 
And  then  hurl  oown  their  indignation 
On  thee,  the  troubler  of  the  poor  world's  peace  t 
The  worm  of  conscience  will  be-gnaw  thy  soul  I 
Thy  friends  suspect  for  traitors  while  thou  livVt, 
And  take  deep  traitors  for  thy  dearest  triendsl 
No  sleep  close  up  that  deadly  eye  of  thine, 
Unless  It  be  while  some  tormentine;  dream 
Affrights  thee  with  a  hell  of  ugly  devils! 
Thou  elvish-mark 'd,  abortive,  rooting  hog! 
Thou  that  was  seal'd  in  thy  nativity 
The  slave  of  nature,  and  the  son  othtS^ !  j 
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ThoQ  simnder  of  thy  heavy  mother^  womb  I 
Thoa  loathed  iuue  o(  thy  father's  loins  I 
ThoQ  rag  of  honour  1  thou  detested 

CRo-  Margaret. 

a  Mar.  Richard  I 

QUk  Ha? 

a  Mar.  I  call  thee  not. 

Qlo,  I  cry  theo  mercy,  then ;  for  I  did  think 
That  thou  hadst  call'd  me  all  these  bitter  names. 

Q.  Mar,  Why,  so  I  did ;  hot  luok'd  for  no  re^ly. 
Of  let  me  make  the  period  to  my  corse. 

Qlo,  Tis  done  by  me;  and  ends  in^Margaret 

Q,  EU*.  Thos  have  ;^oa  breath'd  yoor  curse 
against  yoorselt. 
Mar,  Poor  painted  queen,  Tain  floorish  of 
my  fortune. 
Why  strew *st  thou  sug^  on  that  bottled  spider, 
Whose  deadly  web  ensnaretb thee  about? 
Fool,  fool  1  thou  whett'st  a  knife  to  kill  thyself. 
The  day  will  come  that  thou  shalt  wish  for  me 
To  help  thee  curse  this  poisonous  bunch-back*d 
toad. 

HomL   False-boding  woman,   end  thy  frantic 
curse, 
Leat  to  thy  harm  thoa  move  our  patience. 

Q,  Mar,  Foul  shame  upon  you,  yon  have  all 
mov'd  mine. 

Bio,  Were  you  well  served,  yon  would  be  taught 
yoor  duty. 

Q,  Mar,  To  serve  me  well,  you  all  should  do 
me  duty. 
Teach  me  to  be  vour  queen,  and  you  my  subjects ; 
0,  serve  me  well,  and  teach  yourselves  that  duty. 

Dor,  Dispute  not  with  her,  she  is  lunatic 

Q.  Mar.  Peace,  master  marquis,  you  are  mala- 
pert: 
Your  fireHMW  stamp  of  honour  is  scarce  current : 
0,  that  your  young  nobilitv  could  judge 
What  *twere  to  lose  it,  and  be  miserable! 
They  that  stand  high  have  many  blasts  to  shake 

them; 
And  if  they  Call  they  dash  themselves  to  pieces. 

Qlo,  Qood  ^ounsisl,  marry ;  learn  it,  learn  it, 
marquis. 

Dor,  It  touches  you,  my  lord,  as  much  as  me. 

Glo.  Ay,  and  much  more :  But  I  was  bom  so 
high, 
Our  aiery  buildeth  in  the  cedar's  top, 
And  dallies  with  the  wind,  and  scorns  the  sun. 

Q,  Mar,  And  turns  the  sun  to  shade;— alas! 
alas! 
Witness  my  son,  now  in  the  shade  of  death ; 
Whose  bright  out-shining  beams  thy  cloudy  wrath 
Hath  in  eternal  darkness  folded  up. 
Tour  aiery  buildeth  in  our  aiery 's  neat; 
0  God,  that  seest  it, do  not  sutler  it; 
Aa  It  was  won  with  blood,  lost  be  it  so  I 

Buek.  Peace,  peace,  for  shame,  if  not  for  charity. 

Q.  Mar,  Urge  neither  charity  nor  shame  to  me; 
Uncharitably  with  me  have  you  dealt, 
And  shamefully  my  hopes  by  you  are  butoherX 
My  charity  is  outrage,  life  my  shame, — 
And  in  that  shame  still  live  my  sorrow's  rage! 

BttcL  Have  done,  have  done. 

Q,  Mar,  O  princely  BucLingham,  IH  Uis  thy 
hand, 
In  sign  of  league  and  amity  with  thee : 
Now  &ir  befall  thee  and  thy  noble  house  I 
Thy  garments  are  not  spotted  with  our  blood, 
Nor  uiou  within  the  compass  of  my  curse. 

Buck  Nor  no  one  here ;  for  corses  never  paia 
The  lips  of  those  that  breathe  them  in  the  sir. 

Q,Mar.  I  will  not  thmk  but  they  ascend  the  akr. 
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Aud  there  awake  God's  gentle-sleqwiff  peace. 

0  Buckingliam,  take  heed  of  yonder  dog; 
Ijuok,  when  he  fawns  he  bites ;  and,  when  he  biie^ 
His  venom  tooth  will  rankle  to  the  death: 
Have  not  to  do  with  him,  beware  of  him ; 

Sin,  death,  and  hull  have  set  their  marks  on  him  ; 
And  all  their  ministers  attend  on  him. 

Qlo,  Wliat  doth  she  say,  my  Lord  of  Bucking- 
ham? 
Buck,  Nothing  that  I  respect,  my  gracious  lord. 
Q.  Mar,  W  hat,  dost  thou  scorn  me  for  my  gentle 
counsel. 
And  soothe  the  devil  that  I  warn  thee  from? 
0,  but  remember  this  another  day, 
When  he  sliall  split  thy  very  heart  with  sorrow ; 
Aud  say,  poor  Margaret  was  a  prophetess. 
Live  each  of  you  the  subjects  to  lus  hate. 
And  he  to  yours,  and  all  of  you  to  God's! 

[EbbU. 
Bast,  My  hair  doth  stand  on  end  to  hear  her 

curses. 
Bw,  And  so  doth  mine ;  I  muse  why  ahe's  at 

liberty. 
Qlo.  I  cannot  blame  her,  by  God's  holy  mother ; 
She  hath  had  too  much  wrong,  and  I  repent 
My  part  thereof,  that  i  have  done  to  her. 

Q.  EUz,  i  never  did  her  any,  to  my  knowledge. 
Oh.  Yet  you  have  all  the  vantage  of  her  wrong. 

1  was  too  hot  to  do  somebody  good. 
That  b  too  cold  in  thinking  of  it  now. 
Marry^  as  for  Clarence,  he  is  well  repaid. 
He  is  trank'd  up  to  fatting  for  his  pains ; 
God  pardon  them  that  are  the  cause  thereof! 

Bic,  A  virtuous  and  a  christianlike  conclusion. 
To  pray  for  them  that  have  done  scath  to  us. 
Ob, 


[Aside. 


So  do  I  ever,  being  well  advis'd  :— 
For  had  I  cura'd  now,  I  haid  cura'd  myseUl 

Enter  Catesby 

Cotes,  Madam,  his  majesty  doth  call  for  yon, — 
And  for  your  grace,— and  you,  my  noble  lord. 

Q,  Eh*,  Catesbv,  I  come: — Lords,  will  you  go 
with  me  ? 

Bio.  We  wait  upon  your  grace. 

[EoBeunt  attbut  QhOB, 

Qlo,  I  do  the  wrong,  and  first  begin  to  brawl. 
The  secret  mischiefs  that  I  set  abroach 
I  lay  unto  the  grievous  charge  of  others. 
CUrence,— whom  I,  indeed,  have  cast  in  dark- 
ness,— 
I  do  beweep  to  many  simple  gulls ; 
Namely,  to  Stanley,  Hastings,  Buckingham; 
And  tell  them,  'tis  the  queen  and  her  alliea 
That  stir  the  king  against  the  duke  my  brother. 
Now  they  believe  it;  and  withal  whet  me 
To  be  reven^'d  on  Rivers,  Dorset,  Grey : 
But  then  I  sigh,  and,  with  a  piece  of  scripture, 
Tell  them,  that  God  bids  us  do  good  for  evil : 
And  thus  1  clothe  my  naked  vUlainy 
With  odd  old  ends,  stolen  forth  of  holy  writ; 
And  seem  a  saint,  when  most  I  pUty  the  deviL 

Enlter  two  Murderers. 

But  soft,  here  come  my  executioners. 
How  now,  my  hardy,  stout,  resolved  mates? 
Are  you  now  going  to  despatch  this  thing  ? 
1  Mwrd.  We  are,  my  lord;  and  come  to  have 
the  warrant. 
That  we  may  be  admitted  where  he  is. 

Qlo,  Well  thought  upon,  I  have  it  here  about 
me :  {Oives  the  warraiU, 

When  Tou  have  done,  repair  to/CfOabpiilM^ 
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But,  sirs,  be  sadden  in  the  exeoatlon, 
Witlial  obdorate,  do  not  hear  him  plead ; 
For  Clarence  is  well  spoken,  and,  perhaps, 
liaj  more  joor  hearts  to  pity,  if  jou  mark  him. 

1  Mwrd.  Tut,  tut,  mj  lord,  we  will  not  stand  to 

prate; 
Talkers  are  no  good  doers ;  be  assor'd 
Wego  to  use  our  hands,  and  not  oar  tongaes. 
Gu).  Your  eyes  drop  milbtones,  when  fools* 

eyes  fall  tears ; 
I  like  you,  lads; — about  your  business  straight ; 
Qo,  go,  despatch. 

2  Mwrd,  We  will,  my  noble  lord. 

[ExeunU 

SCENE  lY.'-The  tame.    A  Boom  in  the  Tower. 
JSkUer  Clarbngb  and  Bbakenbubt. 

Brah  Why  looks  your  grace  so  heavily  to-day? 

Clar.  O,  I  have  pass'd  a  miserable  night, 
So  full  of  fearful  dreams,  of  ugly  sights. 
That,  as  I  am  a  chtistian  faithful  man, 
I  would  not  spend  another  such  a  night, 
ThouRh*t  were  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  days; 
So  fuU  of  dismal  terror  was  the  time. 

Brak,  What  was  your  dream,  my  lord  ?  I  pray 
you,  tell  me. 

OZor.  Hetbought  I  had  broken  from  the  Tower 
And  was  embark 'd  to  cross  to  Burgundy ; 
And  in  my  company  my  brother  Qloster: 
Who  from  my  cabin  tempted  me  to  walk 
Upon    the    hatches;   there   we    look'd  toward 

England, 
AJid  cited  up  a  thousand  heary  times. 
During  the  wars  of  York  and  Lancaster 
That  mid  befalPn  us.    As  we  pac'd  along 
Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  tiatohes, 
Methought  that  Gloster  stumbled :  and,  in  fiUling, 
Struck  me,  that  thought  to  stay  him,  overboard, 
Into  the  tumbling  billows  of  the  main. 
0  Lord!  methought  what  pain  it  was  to  drown  I 
What  dreadful  noise  of  water  in  mine  ears  I 
What  sights  of  ugly  death  within  mine  eyes  I 
Methought  I  saw  a  thousand  fearful  wracks; 
A  thousand  men  that  fishes  gnaw'd  upon; 
Wed^  of  gold,  great  anchors^  heaps  of  pearl, 
Inestimable  stones,  unvalued  jewels, 
All  scattered  in  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 
Some  lay  in  dead  men's  skulls ;  and  in  those  holes 
Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit  there  were  crept. 
As  iwere  in  soom  of  eyes,  reflecting  gems. 
That  woo*d  the  slimy  bottom  of  the  deep, 
And  mock'd  the  dead  bones  that  lay  scattered  by. 

Brak,  Had  you  such  leisure  in  the  time  of  death 
To  gaze  upon  these  secrets  of  the  deep  ? 

Clar,  Methought  I  had;  and  often  did  I  strive 
To  yield  the  ghost :  but  still  the  envious  flood 
Stopt  in  my  soul,  and  would  not  let  it  forth 
To  find  the  empty,  vast,  and  wandVing  air; 
But  smothered  it  within  my  panting  biUk, 
Which  almost  burst  to  belch  it  in  the  sea. 

Brak,  Awak'd  you  not  in  this  sore  agony  ? 

Olar,  No,  no,  my  dream  was  lengthen'd  after 
life; 
O,  then  began  the  tempest  to  my  soul ! 
Ipass*d,  metliought,  the  melancholy  flood 
With  that  sour  ferryman  which  poets  write  of, 
Unto  the  kingdom  of  perpetual  night. 
The  first  that  there  dia  greet  my  stranger  soul 
Was  my  great  father-in-law,  renowned  Warwick ; 
Who  spake  aloud, —  *  What  scourge  for  perjury 
Can  this  dark  monarchy  afford  false  Clarence  ? 
And  so  he  VAnish'd :  Then  came  wandering  by 


A  shadow  like  an  angel,  with  bright  haL 
Dabbled  in  blood ;  and  he  shriek^  out  aloud,— 
^  Clarence    is   come,— false,   fleeting,    peijor)! 

Clarence,— 
That  stabb'd  me  in  the  field  by  Tewksbury  ;— 
Seize  on  him,  furies,  take  him  unto  torment!** — 
With  that,  methought,  a  legion  of  foul  fiends 
Environ 'd  me,  and  nowled  m  mine  ears 
Such  hideous  cries,  that,  with  the  very  noise 
I  trembling  wak'd^  and,  for  a  season  after, 
Could  not  believe  but  that  I  was  in  hell ; 
Such  terrible  impression  made  mj  dream. 

Brak.  No  marvel,  lord,  though  it  affrighted  yon ; 
I  am  afraid,  methinks,  to  hear  you  tell  it. 

Clar,  O,  Brakenbury,  I  have  done  these  things,- 
That  now  give  evidence  against  my  soul, — 
For  Edward's  sake ;  and  see  how  be  requites  me  \ 

0  God,  if  my  deep  prayers  cannot  appease  thee. 
But  thou  wilt  be  revenged  on  my  misdeeds, 
Yet  execute  thy  wrath  on  me  alone: 

O.  spare  my  gtdltless  wife  and  my  poor  children  I 

1  pray  thee,  gentle  keeper,  stay  by  me ; 
My  soul  is  heavy,  and  I  fain  would  sleep. 

Brak.  1  will,  my  lord:  God  give  your  grace 
good  rest  I—  [CuiR,  retirea 

Sorrow  breaks  seasons  and  reposing  hours,— 
Makes  the  night  morning,  and  the  noontide  night 
Princes  have  but  their  titles  for  their  glories. 
An  outward  honour  for  an  inward  toil ; 
And,  for  nnfelt  imaginations. 
They  often  feel  a  world  of  restless  cares : 
So  that,  between  their  titles,  and  low  name, 
There^  nothing  diffiars  but  the  outward  fame. 

Enter  the  two  Murderers. 

1  Murd,  Hoi  who^shere? 
Brak,   What  wouldst  thou,  fallow?  and  how 
cam*st  thou  hither  ? 

1  Mwrd,  I  would  speak  with  Clarence,  and  I 
came  hither  on  my  legs. 

Brak,  What  so  brief  ? 

2  Mw,  Tis  better,  sir,  than  to  be  tedious:— let 
him  see  our  commission,  and  talk  Ao  more. 

[A paper  is  delitxred  to  Brak.,  iMo  reads  %t. 
Brak,  lam,  in  this,  commanded  to  deliver 
The  noble  Duke  of  Clarence  to  your  hands : 
I  will  not  reason  what  is  meant  hereby. 
Because  I  will  be  guiltless  of  the  meaning. 
There  lies  the  duke  asleep,— and  there,  the  keys. 
1*11  to  the  king;  and  signify  to  him 
That  thus  I  have  resiga'd  to  you  my  char^ 

1  Murd,  You  may,  sir;  'tis  a  point  of  wisdom: 
Fare  you  well.  [Exit  Brak. 

2  Murd  What,  shall  we  stab  him  as  he  sleeps? 

1  Murd,  No;  hell  say  twas  done  cowardly, 
when  he  wakes. 

2  Murd,  Why,  he  shall  never  wake  until  the 
great  judgment-day. 

1  Murd,  Why,  then  hell  say  we  stabbed  him 
sleeping. 

2  Murd,  The  ui^'ng  of  that  word,  judgment, 
hath  bred  a  kind  of  remorse  in  me. 

1  Murd,  What  I  art  thou  afraid? 

2  Murd,  Not  to  kill  him,  having  a  warrant;  but 
to  be  damned  for  killing  him,  from  the  which  nc 
warrant  can  defend  me. 

1  Murd.  I  thought  thou  hadst  been  resolute. 

2  Murd,  So  I  am,  to  let  him  live. 

1  Murd.  1 11  back  to  the  Duke  of  Gloster,  and 
tell  him  so. 

2  Murd,  Nay,  I  prithee,  stay  a  little :  I  hope 
this  passionate  humour  of  mine  will  change :  it  was 
wont  to  hold  me  but  while  one  teUi  ^T^^ttFi-^  I  p, 

igi  ize     y  g 


1  Murd,  7ow  oosttfaon  feel  thyself  now? 

2  MunL  8oiiie  certain  dregs  <a  oonsdenoe  are 
jet  within  me. 

1  MutxL  fiemember  our  reward,  when  the  deed's 
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2  MwrtL  Come,  he  dies ;  I  had  forgot  the  reward. 

1  Murd.  Where's  thy  conscience  now  ? 

2  MtmL  Ohf  in  the  Duke  of  Gloster's  pnrse. 

1  Murd,  When  he  opens  his  purse  to  give  ns 
our  reward,  tbj  conscience  flies  oat 

2  Murd.  Tis  no  matter ;  let  it  go ;  there's  few, 
or  none,  will  entertain  it. 

1  Mwrd.  What  if  it  come  to  thee  again? 

2  Murd,  ni  not  meddle  with  it  [it  is  a  dangerous 
thing],  it  makes  a  man  a  coward ;  a  man  cannot 
steal  but  it  aocuseth  him ;  a  man  cannot  swear  but 
it  checks  him ;  a  man  cannot  lie  with  his  neigbonr  s 
wife  but  it  detects  him:  *Tis  a  blushing  shame- 
&oed  spirit  that  mutinies  in  a  man's  bosom ;  it  fills 
one  full  of  obstacles :  it  made  me  once  restore  a 
purse  of  gold  that  bj  chance  I  found ;  it  beggars 
any  man  that  keepe  it:  it  is  turned  out  of  towns 
and  dties  for  a  dangerous  thing;  and  every  man 
that  means  to  live  well  endeavours  to  trnat  to  him- 
self^ and  live  without  it. 

1  Murd,  It  is  now  even  at  my  elbow,  persuading 
me  not  to  kill  the  duke. 

2  Murd.  Take  tlie  devil  in  thy  mind,  and  believe 
him  not :  he  would  insinuate  with  thee,  but  to 
make  thee  sigh. 

1  Murd.  1  am  strong  fram'd,  he  cannot  prevail 
with  me. 

2  Murd,  Spoken  like  a  tall  fellow  that  respects 
his  reputation.    Come,  shall  we  fall  to  work  ? 

1  Murd.  Take  him  on  the  costard  with  the  hilts 
of  thy  sword,  and  then  throw  him  into  the  malmsey- 
butt,  in  the  next  room. 

2  Murd,  0  excellent  devicel  and  make  a  sop  of 

IMurd.  SoftI  he  wakes. 

2  Murd.  Strike. 

1  Murd,  No,  well  reason  with  him. 

dear.  Where  art  thou,  keeper?  give  me  a  cup 
of  wine. 

1  MunL  Ton  shall  have  wine  enough,  my  lord, 
anon* 

Clar,  In  Oodls  name,  what  art  thou? 

1  Murd,  A  man,  as  you  are. 

Clar,  But  not,  as  I  am,  royal. 

1  Murd,  Nor  you,  as  we  are,  loyal. 

Olar,  Thy  voice  is  thunder,  but  thy  looks  are 
humble. 

1  Murd,  My  voice  is  now  the  king's,  my  looks 
mine  own. 

Clear.  How  darkly,  and  how  deadly,  dost  thou 
speaki 
Tonreyes  do  menace  me:  Why  look  yon  pale? 
Who  sent  you  hither  ?    Wherubre  do  yon  come  ? 

2  Murd,  To,  to,  to^— 
CZor.  To  murther  me? 
BoA  Murd,  Ay,  ay. 

Clar,  You  scarcely  have  the  hearts  to  tell  me  so, 
And  therefore  cannot  have  the  hearts  to  do  it. 
Wherein,  nay  friends,  have  I  offended  you  ? 

1  Murd,  Offended  us  you  have  not,  but  the  king. 
Clar.  I  shall  be  reooncil'd  to  him  again. 

2  Murd.  Never,  my  lord ;  therefore,  prepare  to 
die. 

Clar,  Are  you  drawn  forth  among  a  world  of 
men, 
To  slay  the  innocent  ?    What  is  my  offence  ? 
Where  is  the  evidence  that  doth  accuse  me? 
What  lawful  quest  have  given  their  verdict  up 


Unto  the  drowning  judge  ?  or  who  pronounc'd 
The  bitter  sentence  of  poor  Clarence'  death  ^ 
Before  I  be  convict  by  course  of  law. 
To  threaten  me  with  death  is  most  unlawful. 
I  charge  you,  as  you  hope  for  any  goodness, 
That  you  depart,  and  lay  no  hands  on  me ; 
The  aeed  you  undertake  is  damnable. 

1  Murd.  What  we  will  do  we  do  upon  command. 

2  Murd,  And  he  that  hath  commanded  is  our 
king. 

Olar.  Erroneous  vassal !  the  great  King  of  kings 
Hath  in  the  table  of  his  law  commanded. 
That  thou  shalt  do  no  murther :  Will  yon  then 
Spurn  at  his  edict,  and  fulfil  a  man's  ? 
Take  heed ;  for  he  holds  vengeance  in  his  band. 
To  hurl  upon  their  heads  that  break  his  law. 

2  Murd,  And  that  same  vengeance  doth  he  hnrl 
on  thee. 
For  false  forswearing,  and  for  murther  too : 
Thou  didst  receive  the  sacrament  to  fight 
In  qnarrel  of  the  house  of  Lancaster. 

1  Mur,  And,  like  a  traitor  to  the  name  of  God, 
Didst  break  that  vow :  and  with  thy  treacherons 

blade 
Unripp*dst  the  bowels  of  thy  sovereign's  son. 

2  MureL  Whom  thou  wast  sworn  to  cherish  and 

defend. 

1  Murd,  How  canst  then  urge  God^  dreadful 
Uwtons, 
When  thou  bast  broke  it  in  such  dear  degree  ? 

Clar.  Alasl  for  whose  sake  did  I  that  ill  deed? 
For  Edward,  for  my  brother,  for  his  sake: 
Ho  sends  you  not  to  murder  me  for  this ; 
For  in  that  sin  he  is  as  deep  as  I. 
If  God  will  be  avenged  for  the  deed, 
0,  know  you,  yet  he  doth  it  publicly ; 
Take  not  the  qiuurel  from  his  powerful  arm; 
He  needs  no  indirect  or  lawless  course. 
To  cut  off  those  that  have  offended  him.  % 

1  Murd,  Who  made  thee  then  a  bloody  minister, 
When  g^lant-springing,  brave  Plantagenet, 
That  princely  novice,  was  struck  dead  by  thee? 

Clar.  My  brother's  love,  the  devil,  and  my 
rage. 

I  Murd.  Thy  brother's  love,  our  duty,  and  thy 
faults, 
Provoke  us  hither  now  to  slaughter  thee. 

Clar.  If  you  do  love  my  br  ther,  hate  not  me, 
I  am  his  brother,  and  I  love  him  well. 
If  you  are  hir'd  for  meed,  go  back  again. 
And  I  will  send  you  to  my  brother  Gloster ; 
Who  shall  reward  you  better  for  my  life 
Than  Edward  will  for  tidings  of  my  death. 

8  Murd,  Ton  are  deceived,  your  brother  Gloster 
hates  you. 

Clar.  0,  no ;  he  loves  me,  and  he  holds  me  dear; 
Go  you  to  him  from  me. 

3oth  Murd.  Ay,  so  we  will. 

Clar,  Tell  him,  when  that  our  princely  fiither 
York 
Bless'd  his  three  sons  with  his  victorious  arm, 
TAnd  charg'd  us  from  his  soul  to  love  each  other,] 
He  little  thought  of  this  divided  friendship : 
Bid  Gloster  think  on  this,  and  he  will  ween. 

1  Murd.  Ay,  millstones ;  as  he  lesfion'a  ns  to 
weep. 

Clar,  0,  do  not  slander  him  for  he  is  kind. 

1  Murd.  Ri^ht,  as  snow  in  harvest — Come,  you 
deceive  yourself: 
*Tis  he  that  sends  us  to  destroy  you  here. 

Clar.  It  cannot  be,  for  he  bewept  my  fortune, 
And  hugg'd  rae  in  Ids  arms,  and  swore,  idth  sobs 
That  he  would  labour  my  deliv^.,^,^^  |  r> 
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1  Siurd,  Why,  so  he  doth,  when  he  delivers  70a 
From  this  earth  s  thraldom  to  the  joys  of  heaven. 

2  Murd,  Make  peace  with  God,  for  70a  most 

die,  mj  lord. 

Clar,  Have  70a  that  hol7  feeling  in  70ur  souls. 
To  counsel  me  to  make  m7  peace  with  God, 
And  are  70U  7et  to  7uar  own  soals  so  blind. 
That  70a  will  war  with  God,  b7  murthering  me  ? 
Oh,  sirs,  coniiider,  the7  tliat  set  70U  on 
To  do  this  deed  will  hate  70U  for  the  deed. 

2  MurtL  What  shall  we  do? 

Clear,  Relent,  and  save  7oar  souls. 

Which  of  70U,  if  yon  were  a  prince's  son, 
Being  pent  from  fibert7,  as  I  am  now. 
If  two  such  martherers  as  7oarsel  ves  came  to  70U, 
Would  not  entreat  for  life, — as  70U  would  beg 
Were  70U  in  m7  distress? 

1  IfurcZ.  Relent!    No.    'Tis  cowardl7  and  wo- 
manish. 

OZor.    Not    to    relent,    is   beastl7,   savage, 
devilish. — 
M7  friend,  I  spv  some  pit7  in  th7  looks; 
0,  if  thine  e7e  be  not  a  flatterer, 
Come  thou  on  m7  side  and  entreat  for  me; 
A  begging  prince,  what  beggar  pities  not  ? 
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2  Mwrd,  Look  behind  70U,  m7  lord. 

1  Muard,  Take  that,  and  that;  if  all  this  will 

not  do,  [Stab§him, 

111  drown  70U  in  the  iiialm8e7-butt  within. 

[Exit  with  the  bodg 

2  Murd.  A  blood7  deed,  and  desperatel7  d6> 

spatch'd! 
How  fain,  like  Pilate,  would  I  wash  m7  hands 
Of  this  modt  grievous  murtherl 

Re-enter  first  Murderer. 

1  Murd.  How  now  ?  what  meanest  thou,  that 

thou  help'st  me  not  ? 
B7  Heaven,  the  duke  shall  know  how  slack  jou 
have  been 

2  Murd.  I  would  he  knew  that  I  had  sav'd  his 

brother ! 
Take  thou  the  tee,  and  tell  him  what  I  sa7 ; 
For  I  repent  me  that  the  duke  is  slain.         [Exit 

1  ManL  So  do  not  I ;  go,  coward  as  thou  art. 
Well,  rii  go  hide  the  body  in  some  hole. 
Till  that  the  duke  give  oraer  for  his  burial ; 
And  wiien  I  have  m7  meed,  I  will  awa7 ; 
For  this  will  out,  and  then  I  must  not  sta7. 

iExiU 


ACT  IL 


SCENE  l.—The  Same,    A  Boom  m  ike  Palace, 

Miter  King  Edwaut}  fled  in  sick)  ^  Queen  Eliza- 
beth, DoBSBT,  Rivers,  Hastinqs,  Buokino- 
HAM,  Gbet,  and  others. 

K,  Edw.  Wh7,  so :— now  have  I  done  a  good 
da7's  work;— 
You  peers,  continue  this  united  league; 
1  eveT7  da7  expect  an  embassage 
From  m7  Redeemer  to  redeem  me  hence ; 
>md  more  in  peace  m7  soul  shall  part  to  heaven. 
Since  I  have  made  m7  friends  at  peace  on  earth. 
R  vers  and  Hastings,  take  each  other's  hand; 
Dissemble  not  7our  hatred,  swear  7our  love. 
Biv,  By  Heaven,  m7soul  is  purged  from  grudg> 
mg  hate ; 
And  with  my  hand  I  seal  m7  tru<»  heart's  love. 
Bast.  So  thrive  I,  as  I  trulv  swear  the  like  I 
K,  Edw.  Take  heed  70U  dall7  not  before  7oiir 
king; 
Lest  He  that  is  the  supreme  Ring  of  kings 
Confound  7our  hidden  falsehood,  and  award 
Either  ofvou  to  be  the  other  "s  end. 
East,  wi  prosper  I,  as  I  swear  perfect  love  I 
Riv.  And  I,  as  I  love  Hastings  with  m7  heart  I 
K.  Edw.  Madam,  70urself  are  not  exempt  in 
this, — 
Nor  you,  son  Dorset,-^Buckinghara,  nor  70U  ;— 
You  have  been  factious  one  against  the  other. 
Wife,  love  Lord  Hastings,  let  him  kiss  7our  hand ; 
And  what  7on  do,  do  it  unfeignedl7. 

Q,  EUz.  There,  Hastings ;— I  will  never  mora 
remember 
Our  former  hatred,  so  thrive  I  and  mine  I 
K,  Edw.  Dorset,  embrace  him,— Hastings,  love 

lord  marquis. 
Dor.  This  interchange  of  love,  I  here  protest, 
Upon  m7  part  shall  be  inviolable. 
Bast.  And  so  swear  I.         [Embmces  Dorset. 
K,  Edw,  Now,  prinoel7  Buckingham,  seal  thou 
this  league 
With  thy  embracements  to  m7  wife's  allies, 
And  make  me  happy  in  your  unit7. 
Buck,  Whenever Buflklntfbam  doth  turnhis  hate 


Upon  7our  grace  [to  ike  Qunir],  but  with  all 

duteous  love 
Doth  cherish  70U  and  7oura,  God  punish  me 
With  bate  in  those  where  I  expect  most  love! 
When  I  have  most  need  to  emplo7  a  friend, 
And  most  assured  that  he  is  a  friend. 
Deep,  hollow,  treacherous,  and  full  of  guile, 
Be  lie  unto  me  I  this  do  I  beg  of  Heaven, 
When  1  am  cold  in  love  to  you  or  ^ours. 

[E/nbracwg  RrvBRS,  <fcc 
K.  Edw.  A  pleasing  cordial,  prinoel7  Bucking- 
ham, 
Is  this  th7  vow  unto  m7  sickl7  heart 
There  wanteth  now  our  brother  Gloster  here, 
To  make  the  blessed  period  of  this  peac& 
Buck.  And,  in  goou  time,  here  oomes  the  noble 
duke. 

ic^iter  Glostbb. 

Oh.  Good  morrow  to  m7  sovereign  king  And 
queen ; 
And,  princehr  peers,  a  happ7  time  of  da7l 

K.  Edw.  Hap|)7,  indeed,  as  we  have  spent  theda7: 
Gloster,  we  have  done  deeds  of  charit7 ; 
Made  peace  of  enmitj,  fair  love  of  hate. 
Between  these  tiwellmg  wrong-incensed  peers. 

Glo.  A  blessed  labour,  m7  most  sovereign  lord. — 
Among  this  prinoel7  heap,  if  an7  here, 
Bv  false  intelligence  or  wrong  surmise, 
Hold  me  a  foe ; 

If  I  unwittingl7,  op  in  m7  rage, 
Have  aught  committed  that  is  hardl7  home 
B7  an7  in  this  presence,  I  desire 
To  reconcile  me  to  his  friendl7  peace; 
Tis  death  to  me  to  be  at  enmit7; 
I  hate  it,  and  desire  all  good  men's  love. 
First,  madam,  I  entreat  true  peace  of  70U, 
Which  I  will  purchase  with  m7  duteous  sendee ; 
Of  70U,  m7  noble  cousin  Buckingham, 
If  ever  an7  grudge  were  lodg'd  between  us ; 
Of  70U,  and  70U,  Lord  Rivers,  and  of  Dorset— 
That  all  without  desert  have  frown'd  on  me ; — 
Of  70U  Lord  Wood  villa,  and  Lord  Scales,  of7ou,— 
Dukes,  earia,  lords,  gentlemen ;  indeed,  of  alL 
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KING 
I  do  not  know  that  EngHshman  alive 
With  whom  my  soul  \b  anpr  jot  at  odda, 
More  than  the  infaot  that  is  born  to-night; 
I  thank  my  God  for  my  hamility. 

Q,  EUa,  a  holj-daj  shall  this  be  kept  hereafter: 
I  woald  to  God  all  strifes  were  well  compounded. 
Mj  sovereign  lord,  I  do  beseech  your  highness 
To  take  oar  brother  Clarence  to  joar  grace. 

Wo,  Whj,  madam,  have  I  offer'd  love  for  this, 
To  be  80  floated  in  this  royal  presenoe  ? 
Who  knows  not  that  the  gentle  dake  is  dead? 

[TheyaUttart, 
Ton  do  him  injnry  to  soom  his  corse. 

K.Edw.  Who  knows  not  he  is  deadi  who  knows 
he  is? 

Q»  Slu,  All-seeing  Heaven,  what  a  world  is  this ! 

Buck,  Look  I  so  pale,  Lord  Dorset,  as  the  rest? 

Dor,  Ay,  my  good  lord;  and  no  man  in  the 
presence, 
Bat  his  red  colour  hath  forsook  his  cheeks. 

K.  Edw.  Is  Clarence  dead  ?  the  order  was  revers'd. 

Olo,  Bat  he,  poor  man,  by  your  first  order  died. 
And  that  a  winged  Mercury  aid  bear ; 
Some  tardy  criople  bore  the  countermand, 
That  came  too  lag  to  see  him  buried : 
God  grant  that  some,  less  noble  and  less  loyal, 
Nearer  in  bloody  thoughts,  and  not  in  blood, 
Deserve  not  worse  than  wretched  Clarence  did. 
And  yet  go  eurrent  firom  suspicion  I 

Enter  Stavlbt. 
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On  me,  and  jou,  and  mine,  and  yoors,  for  thia. 
Come,  Hastings,  help  me  to  my  closet. 
Ah  I  poor  Clarence  1 

[Exeunt  KiifO,  Quben,  Habt.,  Bit.,  Dob., 
cmd  Grbt. 
OZoi  This  is  the  fruit  of  rashnessi    Mark*dyoa 
not 
How  that  the  guilty  kindred  of  the  queen  • 
Look'd  pale,  when  they  did  hear  of  Clarence*  death  ? 
0 !  thev  did  urge  it  still  unto  the  king: 
God  will  revenge  it.    Come,  lords ;  will  yoa  go, 
To  comfort  Edward  with  our  company? 
Buck.  We  wait  upon  your  grace.  [EgmmL 


A  boon,  my  sovereign,  for  my  service 
done  I 

K.  Edw,  I  prithee,  peace;  my  flonl  is  fhll  of 
sorrow. 

Stan,  I  will  not  rise  unless  your  highness  hear 
me. 

K,  Sdto,  Then  say  at  once,  what  is  it  thou 
request'st. 

Stan,  The  forfeit,  sovereign,  of  my  servant's  life : 
Who  slew  UHiay  a  riotous  gentleman. 
Lately  attendant  on  the  Duke  of  Norrolk. 

K,  Edw,  Have  I  a  tongue  to  doom  my  brother's 
death. 
And  shall  that  tongue  give  pardon  to  a  slave? 
My  brother  kiird  no  man,  his  fault  was  thought. 
And  yet  his  punbhment  was  bitter  death. 
Who  sued  to  me  for  him?  who,  in  my  wrath, 
KneeI'd  at  my  feet,  and  bade  me  be  advis'd  ? 
Who  spoke  of  brotherhood?  who  spake  of  love? 
Who  told  me  how  the  poor  8oul  did  forsake 
The  mighty  Warwick,  and  did  fight  for  me  ? 
Who  told  me  in  the  field  at  Tewksbury, 
When  Oxford  had  me  down,  he  rescued  me, 
And  said,  *'  Dear  brother,  live,  and  be  a  king  ?"     { 
Who  told  me,  when  we  both  Uy  in  the  field. 
Frozen  almost  to  death,  how  he  did  lap  me 
Bven  in  his  ganLcnis ;  aud  did  give  himselfl 
All  thin  and  naked,  to  the  numbHK)ld  night? 
All  this  from  my  remembrance  brutish  wrath 
Sinfully  pluck  u,  and  not  a  man  of  you 
Had  so  much  grace  to  put  it  in  my  mind. 
But,  when  your  carters,  or  vour  waiting-vassals, 
H  ive  done  a  drunken  slaughter,  and  dewnc'd 
The  precious  image  of  our  dear  Redeemer, 
You  strai^t  are  on  your  knees  for  pardon,  pardon ; 
And  I,  unjustly  too,  must  grant  it  vou : — 
But  for  my  brother  not  a  man  would  speak. 
Nor  I  (ungracious)  speak  unto  myself 
For  him,  poor  soul.    The  proudest  of  you  all 
Have  been  beholden  to  him  m  his  life; 
Tet  none  of  you  would  onoe  plead  for  his  life. 
OQodI  I  fiBar  thy  joatioe  will  take  hold 


f  SCENE  U,^Tha 

I       Enter  ihe  Duchess  of  York,  with  a  Son  and 
:  Daughter  o/'Clabencb. 

iSbn.  Good  grandam,  tell  us,  is  our  fkther  dead? 
Duch.  No,  boy. 
.      DaugK  Why  do  you  weep  so  oft?  and  beat 
I  your  breast ; 

j  And  cry—"  O  Clarence,  my  unhappy  son  I" 
SotL  Why  do  you  look  on  us,  and  shake  your 
h^id, 
;  And  call  us  orphans,  wretches,  castaways, 
'  If  that  oftr  noble  father  were  alive  ? 

Duch,  My  pretty  cousins,  you  mistake  me  both; 
I  do  lament  the  sickness  of  the  king. 
As  loth  to  lose  him,  not  your  father's  death : 
It  were  lost  sorrow  to  wail  one  that's  lost. 
JSon.  Then  you  conclude,  my  grandam,  he  is 
dead. 
The  king  my  uncle  is  to  blame  for  this : 
I  God  willrevenge  it;  whom  I  will  importune 
t  With  earnest  prayers  all  to  that  efiect 
j      Dough,  Ana  so  will  I. 

DueL  Peace,  children,  peace  I   the  king  doth 
love  you  well : 
Incapable  and  shallow  innocents, 
You  cannot  guess  who  caus'd  vour  father^  death. 
I     Son,  Grandam,  we  can:   for  my  good  nnde 
!  Gloster 

Told  me,  the  king,  provok'd  to*t  by  the  queen, 
Devis'd  impeachments  to  imprison  him : 
And  when  my  uncle  told  me  so,  he  wept. 
And  pitied  me,  and  kindly  kissed  my  cneek ; 
Bade  me  rely  on  him  as  on  my  father, 
And  he  would  love  me  dearly  as  his  child. 
Duck,  Ah,  that  deceit  should  steal  such  gentle 


And  with  a  virtuous  visor  hide  deep  vice  I 
He  is  my  son,  ay,  and  therein  my  sname, 
Yet  from  my  dugs  he  drew  not  this  deceit 
Son,   Think   you   my   uncle   did    dissemble, 

grandam? 
Duck,  Ay,  boy. 

Son,  I  cannot  think  it.    Harkl  what  noise  is 
this? 

Enter (^^%eaT^uzkBvrRy distractedly \  RiyebsoiuI 
Dorset  fcUowing  her, 

Q.  EUz,  Ahl  who  shall  hinder  me  to  wail  ard 
weep? 
To  chide  my  fortune,  and  torment  myself? 
Ill  join  with  black  despair  against  my  soul, 
And  to  mvself  become  an  enemy. 

Duch,   what  means  this  scene  of  rude  impsr 
tience  ? 

(^  SUz,  To  make  an  act  of  tragic  vlolenoe. 
Edward,  my  lord,  thy  son,  our  king,  is  dead. 
Why  grow  the  branches  when  the  root  is  gone? 
Why  wither  not  the  leaves  that  want  their  sap 
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If  JOQ  will  live,  lament ;  if  die,  be  brief; 
That  oar  swift-winged  eoals  maj  catch  the  Idng^; 
Or,  lUie  obedient  subjects,  follow  him 
To  his  new  kingdom  of  ne'ei>ohanging  night 
Duck,  Ah,  so  much  interest  have  I  in  thy 
sorrow, 
As  I  had  title  in  thy  noble  husband ! 
I  hay^bewept  a  worthy  husband's  death, 
And  liy'd  by  looking  on  bis  images : 
But  now.  two  mirrors  of  his  princely  semblance 
Are  crack'd  in  pieces  by  malignant  death ; 
And  I  for  comfort  have  but  one  false  glass, 
That  grieves  me  when  I  see  my  shame  in  him. 
Thou  art  a  widow ;  yet  thou  art  a  mother, 
And  hast  the  comfort  of  thy  children  left ; 
But  death  hath  snatch'd  my  husband  from  mine 

arms. 
And  pluck'd  two  crutches  fh)m  my  feeble  hands, 
GUrenoe  and  Edward.    O,  what  cause  have  I 
(Thine  being  but  a  moiety  of  my  moan) 
To  over-RO  thy  woes,  and  drown  thy  cries! 

Son,  Ah,auntl  you  wept  not  for  our  father's  death; 
How  can  we  aid  you  with  our  kindred  tears  ? 
Dauf^  Our  fiitberless   distress  was   left  un- 
moaned; 
Your  widow-dolour  likewise  be  unwept  I 

Q,  EUz.  Give  me  no  help  in  lamentation ; 
I  am  not  barren  to  bring  forth  complaints : 
All  springs  reduce  their  currents  to  mine  eyes, 
That  I,  being  govern 'd  by  the  watery  moon, 
May  send  forth  plenteous  tears  to  drown  the  world  I 
Ah,  for  my  husband,  for  my  dear  Lord  Edward ! 
OkiL  Ah,  for  our  father,  for  our  dear  Lord 

Clarence! 
Duck,  Alas,  for  both,  both  mine,  Edward  and 

Clarence! 
Q.  EHz,  What  stay  had  I  but  Edward?   and 

he's  gone. 
CM,  What  stay  had  we  but  Clarence?  and  he's 

gone. 
Duck  What  stays  had  I  but  they?  and  they 

are  gone. 
Q.  J?ii8.  Was  never  widow  had  so  dear  a  loss. 
Chil.  Were  never  orphans  had  so  dear  a  loss. 
Duck,  Was  never  mother  had  so  dear  a  loss. 
Alas !  I  am  the  mother  of  these  griefs ; 
Their  woes  are  parcell'd,  mine  are  general. 
She  for  an  Edward  weeps,  and  so  do  I ; 
1  for  a  Clarence  weep,  so  doth  not  she ; 
These  babes  for  Clarence  weep,  and  so  do  I) 
I  for  an  Edward  weep,  so  do  not  they  :— 
Alas  I  vou  three  on  me,  threefold  distressed, 
Pour  all  ^our  tears,  I  am  your  sorrow's  nurse. 
And  1  will  pamper  it  with  lamentations. 
Dor,  Comfort,  dear  mother :   Qod  is  much  dis- 
pleas'd 
That  you  take  with  unthankf^lness  his  doing ; 
In  common  worldly  things  'tis  called  ungrateful, 
With  dull  unwillingness  to  repay  a  debt. 
Which  with  a  bounteous  hand  was  kindly  lent; 
Much  more  to  be  thus  opposite  with  Heaven, 
For  it  requires  the  royal  debt  it  lent  you. 

Biv,  Madam,  bethink  you,  like  a  careful  mother. 
Of  the  young  prince  your  son:  send  straight  for 

him, 
Let  him  be  crown'd;  in  him  your  comfort  lives : 
Drown  desperate  sorrow  in  dead  Edward's  grave, 
And  plant  your  joys  in  living  Edward's  throne. 

Ijitar  QLOffTEB,  BucKiNOHAM,  Stanlbt,  Ha»- 
TIN08,  Katcupf,  cad  othcn. 

Oh,  Sister^  have  comfort:  all  of  as  have 
To  wail  the  dimming  of  our  #htning  star ; 
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But  none  can  help  our  harms  by  wailing  them. 
Madam,  my  mother,  I  do  cry  you  mercy, 
I  did  not  see  your  grace:— Humbly  on  my  knee 
I  crave  your  blessing. 

Duck,  God  bless  thee,  and  put  mertDoam  in  th^ 
breast, 
Love,  chanty,  obedience,  and  true  duty  I 

Ou>.  Amen ;  and  make  thee  die  a  good  old  manl 
That  is  the  butt-end  of  a  mother's  blessing; 
I  marvel  that  her  grace  did  leave  it  out.     [Amde, 

Buck,  You  cloudy  princes,  and  heart-sorrowmg 
peers, 
That  bear  this  heavy  mutual  load  of  moan. 
Now  cheer  each  other  in  each  other^s  love : 
Though  we  have  spent  our  harvest  of  this  king. 
We  are  to  reap  the  liarvest  of  his  son. 
The  broken  rancour  of  ^our  hi^h  swoln  hates. 
But  lately  splmter'd,  knit,  andpoin'd  together. 
Must  gently  be  preserv'd,  chensh'd,  and  kept: 
Me  seemeth  good,  that,  with  some  little  tram. 
Forthwith  from  Ludlow  the  young  king  be  fet 
Hither  to  London,  to  be  crown'd  our  king. 

Bio,  Why  with  some  little  train,  my  lord  ot 
Buckingham  ? 

Buck,  Marry,  my  lord,  lest  by  a  multitude. 
The  new-heal'd  wound  of  malice  should  break  out ; 
Which  would  be  so  much  the  more  dangerous, 
By  how  much  the  estate  is  green  and  yet  migo- 

vemed; 
Where  every  horse  bears  his  commanding  reui. 
And  may  direct  his  course  as  please  himsdf. 
As  well  the  fear  of  harm,  as  barm  apparent, 
In  my  opinion  ought  to  be  prevented. 

OU>.  I  hope  the  king  made  peace  with  all  of  ns; 
And  the  compact  is  fim,  and  true,  in  me. 

Bio.  And  so  in  me;  and  so,  I  think,  in  all* 
Yet,  since  it  is  but  green,  it  should  be  put 
To  no  apparent  likelihood  of  breach. 
Which,  miply,  by  much  company  might  be  mg'd: 
Therefore  I  say,  with  noble  Buckingham, 
That  it  is  meet  so  few  should  fetch  the  prince. 

Ha8t.  And  so  say  I. 

Qlo.  Then  be  it  so;  and  go  we  to  determine 
Who  they  shall  be  that  straight  shall  post  to 

Ludlow. 
Madam,  and  you  my  sister,  will  ^ou  go 
To  give  your  censures  in  this  weighty  businesa? 
[Exeunt  aU  but  Buok.  and  GLoerBS. 

Buck,  }Aj  lord,  whoever  journeys  to  the  prince 
For  God's  sake,  let  not  us  two  Rtay  at  home : 
For,  by  the  way,  I'll  sort  occasion. 
As  index  to  the  story  we  late  talk'd  of^ 
To  part  the  queen's  proud  kindred  from  the  prince. 

Qlo.  My  other  self,  my  counsel's  consistory, 
My  oracle,  my  prophet! — My  dear  cousin, 
L  as  a  child,  will  go  by  thy  direction. 
Towards  Ludlow  then,  for  we'll  not  stay  behind. 

SCENE  III.^77/e  soma.    AStrteL 
EnJtet  ivao  Citizens,  iii«e<M^. 

1  CU,  Good  morrow,  neighbour:  Whither awaj 

so  fast? 

2  Oil,  I  promifc  you,  I  scarcely  know  myself: 
Hear  you  tne  news  abroad  ? 

\(M,  Yes;  thatthe kingis dead. 

2  CiX,  111  news,  byV  lady;  seldom  oomei  the 

better. 
I  fear,  1  fear,  'twill  prove  a  giddy  world. 

EfOer  mother  Citizeiu  ^  ^ 

3  0iL  Neighbours,  Qod  speed  I  ^OOgLC 


1  OiL  GHve  you  good  morrow,  air, 
3  OU,  Doth  the  news  hold  of  good  King  Edward's 

death? 

2  Oil,  Ay,  sir,  it  is  too  trae ;  God  help,  the  whilel 
8  OU,  Then,  masters,  look  to  see  a  trouhloos 

world. 

1  CU.  No,  no ;  hj  God*s  grace  his  son  shall  reign! 

3  CU.  Woe  to  that  land  that's  governed  by  a  child. 

2  OU.  In  him  there  is  a  hope  of  government ; 
That  in  his  nonage  council  under  him, 

And  in  his  full  and  ripen 'd  years  himself^ 
No  doubt,  shall  then,  and  till  then,  govern  well. 
1  CU.  bo  stood  the  state  when  Henry  the  Sixth 
Was  orown'd  in  Paris  but  at  nine  months  old. 

3  CU.  Stood  the  state  so?  no,  no,  good  friends , 

God  wot ; 
For  then  this  land  was  famously  enriched 
With  politic  grave  counsel ;  then  the  king 
Had  virtuous  uncles  to  protect  his  grace. 
ICU,  Why,  so  hath  this,  both  by  his  father  and 

mother. 
8  OU.  Better  it  were  they  all  came  by  his  father; 
Or,  by  his  father,  there  were  none  at  oil : 
For  emulation  who  shall  now  be  nearest 
Will  touch  us  all  too  near,  if  God  prevent  not. 
0,  full  of  danger  is  the  Duke  of  Gloster ; 
And  the  queen's  sons  and  broUiers  haught  and 

proud: 
And  were  they  to  be  ruVd,  and  not  to  rule, 
This  sickly  land  might  solace  as  before. 

1  CU.  Come,  come,  we  fear  the  worst ;  all  will 

be  well. 
3  OU.  When  clouds  are  seen  wise  men  put  on 
their  cloaks ; 
When  great  leaves  £ei11  then  winter  is  at  hand ; 
When  the  sun  sets  who  doth  not  look  for  night? 
Untimely  storms  make  men  expect  a  dearth : 
All  may  be  well ;  but  if  God  sort  it  so, 
Tis  more  than  we  deserve,  or  I  expect. 

2  OU,  Truly,  the  hearts  of  men  are  full  of  fear: 
You  eannot  reason  almost  with  a  man 

That  looks  not  heavily  and  full  of  dread. 

8  CU.  Before  the  days  of  change,  still  is  it  so: 
By  a  divine  instinct,  men's  minds  mistrust 
Ensuing  danger;  as,  by  proof,  we  see 
The  waters  swell  before  a  hoist Vous  storm. 
But  leave  it  all  to  God  ?    Whither  away  ? 

2  CU.  Marry,  we  were  sent  for  to  the  justices. 

3  CU.  And  so  was  I ;  111  bear  you  company. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  iy.r-.7^ MUM.  A  Boomm  ihe  Palace. 

Enter  the  Archbishop  of  Tors,  t^  yomg  Duke  of 
YoBK,  Queen  Elizabeth,  €uui  the  Duchess  of 
Yo&K. 

Jrdi.  Last  night,  J  heap,  they  lay  at   No^ 

Ihampton ; 
At  Stony-Stratford  will  they  be  to-night  : 
To-morrow,  or  next  day,  they  vr\l\  be  here. 
Duch.  1  long  with  ail  my  heart  to  see  the  prince. 
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And  since,  methinks,  I  would  not  grow  so  ftst, 
Because  sweet  flowers  are  slow,  and  weeds  make 
haste. 
Dueh.  'Good  faith,  'good  faith,  the  saying  did 
not  hold 
In  him  that  did  object  the  same  to  thee : 
He  was  the  wretch 'st  thing,  when  he  was  young 
So  long  a  growing,  and  so  leisurely. 
That,  if  his  rule  were  true,  he  should  be  gracious. 
Arch,  And  so,  no  doubt  he  is,  my  gracious 

madam. 
Ditch.  I  hope  he  is ;  but  yet  let  mothers  doubt 
York.  Now,  by  my  troth,  if  I  had  been  remem- 
ber'd, 
I  could  have  given  my  undoes  grace  a  flout. 
To  touch  his  growth  nearer  th^  he  tonch'a  mine. 
Duch,  How,  my  young  York  ?    I  prithee  let  me 

hear  it. 
York,  Marry,  they  say,  my  uncle  grew  so  fost, 
That  he  could  gnaw  a  crust  at  two  hours  old; 
*Twas  full  two  years  ere  I  could  get  a  tooth. 
Grandam,  this  would  have  been  a  biting  jest. 
Duch.  I   prithee,  pretty  York,  who  told  thee 

this? 
York.  Grandam,  his  nurse. 
Duch.  His  nurse  1  why,  she  was  dead  ere  thou 

wast  bom. 
York.  If  'twere  not  she,  I  eannot  tell  who  told 

me. 
Q,  EUz.  A  parlous  boy:  (}o  to,  you  are  too 

shrewd. 
Arch,  Good  madam,  be  not  angry  with  the  child. 
Q.  SUz,  Pitchers  have  ears. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Arch,  Here  comes  a  messenger : 

What  news  ? 
Mess.  Such  news,  my  lord,  as  grieves  me  to 

report. 
Q.  Eliz.  llow  doth  the  prince? 
Mess.  Well,  madam,  and  in  health. 

Duch.  What  is  thy  news  ? 
Mess.  Lord  Rivers  and  Lord  Grey  are  tent  to 
Pomfret, 
And  with  them  Sir  Thomas  Yaughan,  prisoners. 
Dudi,  Who  hath  committed  them  ? 
Mess,  The  mighty  dukes,  Gloster  and  BuoUng- 

ham. 
^rc^  For  what  offence? 
Mess.  The  sum  of  all  I  can  I  have  ^scWd , 
Why,  or  for  what,  the  nobles  were  committed, 
Is  all  unknown  to  me,  my  gracious  lord, 

Q.  EUz.  Ah  me,  I  see  the  ruin  of  my  house! 
The  tiger  now  hath  seiz'd  the  gentle  hind; 
Insulting  tyranny  begins  to  jut 
Upon  the  innocent  and  awless  throne : 
Welcome,  destruction,  blood,  and  massaorei 
I  see,  as  in  a  map.  the  end  of  alL         ,.      - 

Duch.  Accursed  and  uncjuiet  wrangling  days, 
How  many  of  you  have  mme  eyes  beheld  I 
Mr  husband  lost  his  life  to  get  the  crown: 
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Q.  ElMSk  Toa  have  no  cause. 
Arch.  My  gracious  lady,  go, 

J  To  the  QuEEH. 
your  goods. 
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For  my  part,  HI  resign  unto  ^onr  grace 

The  seal  1  keep  :  And  so  betide  to  me. 

As  well  I  tender  you,  and  all  of  yours  I 

Qo,  111  conduct  you  to  the  sanctuary.      [Burnt 


ACT  in 


SCENE  I.— London.    AStreei. 


The  trumpets  tound.   Enter  the  Prince  of  Wales, 
Gloster,    Buckihgbam,    Cardinal    Bouohieb, 
emdotfien. 

Buck  Welcome,  sweet  prince,  to  London,  to 

your  chamber. 
Oh.    Welcome,   dear    cousin,    my  thoughts* 
sovereign : 
The  weary  way  bath  made  you  melancholy. 

Prince,  No,  uncle ;  but  our  crosses  on  the  way 
Have  made  it  tedious,  wearisome,  and  heavy : 
I  want  more  uncles  here  to  welcome  me. 
Ola,  Sweet  prince,  the  untainted  virtue  of  your 
years 
Hath  not  yet  div'd  into  the  world's  deceit: 
No  more  can  yon  distinguish  of  a  man 
Than  of  his  outward  show  ;  which,  God  he  knows, 
Seldom  or  never  jumpeth  with  the  heart. 
Those  uncles  which  you  want  were  dangerous ; 
Your  grace  attended  to  their  sugared  words, 
But  looked  not  on  the  poison  of  their  hearts : 
Qod  keep  ^ou  firom  them,  and  from  such  fiilse 
friends  I 
JMnoe.  God  keep  me  fr^m  fidse  friends!  but 

thev  were  none. 
OUk  My  lord,  the  Mayor  of  London  comes  to 
greet  yon. 

Enter  the  Lord  Mayor,  and  kU  Tram, 

May,  God  bless  your  grace  with  health  and 

happy  days ! 
/Vmcs.  I  thank  yoo,  good  my  lord ; — ^and  thank 
you  all.—  (Exeunt  Mayor,  £c. 

I  thought  my  mother  and  my  brotheir  York 
Would  long  ere  this  have  met  us  on  the  way : 
Fie,  what  a  slug  is  Hastings !  that  he  comes  not 
To  tell  08  whether  they  will  come,  or  no. 

Enter  HAsnifGS. 

BndL  And  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  sweat- 
inglord. 

Drmee,  Welcome,  my  lord,:   What,  will  our 
mother  come? 

SasL  On  what  occasion,  God  he  knows,  not  I, 
The  queen  your  mother,  and  your  brother  York, 
Have  taken  sanctuary :  The  tender  prince 
Would  fain  have  come  with  me  to  meet  your  grace- 
But  by  his  mother  was  perforce  withheld. 

Buoi.  Fie  I  what  an  indirect  and  peevish  course 
Is  this  of  hers  I— Lord  cardinal,  will  your  grace 
Persuade  the  queen  to  send  the  Duke  of  York 
Unto  his  princely  brother  presently? 
If  she  denv.  Lord  Hastings,  go  with  him. 
And  tnm  her  jealous  arms  pluck  him  perforce. 

Card,  My  Lord  of  Bnckingham,  if  my  weak 
oiatory 
Can  fit>m  his  mother  win  the  Duke  of  York, 
Anon  expect  him  here :  But  if  she  be  obdurate 
To  mild  entreaties,  God  in  heaven  forbid 
We  should  infringe  the  holy  privilege 
Of  blessed  sanctuary  I  not  for  all  this  land 
Would  I  be  guilty  of  so  g^reat  a  sin. 

Buck,  You  are  too  senseless-obstinate,  my  lord, 
Too  ceremonious  and  traditional : 


Weigh  it  but  with  the  groasness  of  this  age, 
You  Dreak  not  sanctuary  in  seizing  him. 
The  benefit  thereof  is  siways  granted 
To  those  whose  dealings  have  deserved  the  place. 
And  those  who  have  the  wit  to  claim  the  place : 
This  prince  hath  neither daim'd  it,  nor  deserv'd  it; 
And  therefore,  in  mine  opinion,  cannot  have  it: 
Then,  taking  him  from  thence  that  is  not  there, 
You  break  no  privilege  nor  cbaiter  there. 
Oft  have  I  heard  of  sanctuary  men ; 
But  sanctuary  children  ne'er  till  now 

Card.  My  lord,  you  shall  o'er-mle  my  mind  for 
once. 
Come  on.  Lord  Hastings,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 

East.  I  go,  my  lord. 

Prince,  Good  lords,  make  all  the  speedy  haste 
you  may. 

[Exeunt  Cardik AL  and  HAsmiiQS. 
Sav,  uncle  Gloster,  if  our  brother  come. 
Where  shall  we  sojourn  till  our  coronation  ? 

Olo,  Where  it  seems  best  unto  your  royal  felt 
If  I  may  counsel  yon,  some  day  or  two 
Your  highness  shall  repose  you  at  the  Tower : 
Then  where  you  please,  and  shall  be  thought 

most  fit 
For  your  best  health  and  recreation. 

Prince.  I  do  not  like  the  Tower  of  any  place : — 
Did  Julius  CaBsar  build  that  place,  my  lora  ? 

Qlo,  He  did,  my  gracious  lord,  begin  that  place ; 
Which,  since,  succeeding  ages  have  reified. 

Prince,  Is  it  upon  record  y  or  else  reported 
Successively  from  age  to  age,  he  built  it? 

Bvdc  Upon  record,  my  gracious  lord. 

Prince,  But  say,  my  lord,  it  were  not  register'd; 
Methinks,  the  truth  should  live  from  age  to  age. 
As  'twere  retailed  to  all  posterity, 
Even  to  the  ^neral  all-ending  day. 

Qh.  So  wise,  so  young,  they  say,  do  ne'er  live 
long.  [Amdt, 

Brince,  What  say  you,  uncle  ? 

Oh.  I  say,  without  characters,  fiune  lives  long. 
Thus,  like  the  formal  vice.  Iniquity,  )  r  j-^^ 
I  moralize  two  meanings  in  one  word,  j      L-^*"^ 

Prince,  That  Julius  CsBsar  was  a  famous  man : 
With  what  his  valour  did  enrich  his  wit, 
His  wi^set  down  to  make  his  valour  live: 
Death  makes  no  conouest  of  this  conqueror; 
For  now  he  lives  in  tame,  though  not  in  life. — 
111  tell  you  what,  my  cousm  Buckingham. 

Buck,  What,  my  gracious  lord? 

Prince,  An  if  I  live  until  I  be  a  man, 
111  win  our  ancient  ri^ht  in  France  again. 
Or  die  a  soldier,  as  I  liv'd  a  king. 

Qlo,  Short  summers  lightly  have  a  forward 
spring.  [Aside, 

Enter  York,  Hastivgb,  and  the  Cardinal. 

Buck,  Now,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  Duke 

of  York. 
Brinoe,  Richard  of  York  I  how  fives  our  noble 

brother? 
Forib.  Well,  my  dread  lord ;  so  must  I  caU  yoi 

now. 
Prince,  Ay,  brother ;  to  our  grief^  as  it  is  yours: 
Too  late  he  died,  that  noight  have  kept  that  tiUep 
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Which  by  his  death  h«th  lost  maoh  majesty. 

Qh*  How  &res  oar  oonsin,  noble  lord  of  York? 

Yort.  I  thank  yon,  gentle  ancle.    0,  my  lord, 
Yoa  said  that  idle  weeds  are  fast  in  growth : 
The  prince  my  brother  hath  oatgrown  me  far. 

Out,  He  hath,  my  lord. 

York.  And  therefore  is  he  idle? 

Qlo,  O,  my  fair  coasin,  I  must  not  say  so. 

York.  Then  he  is  more  beholden  to  yoa  than  I. 

Qh,  He  may  command  me,  as  my  sovereign; 
Bat  you  have  power  in  me,  as  in  a  kinsman. 

York,  I  pray  you,  ancle,  give  me  this  dagger. 

Qlo,  M.y  dagger,  little  cousin  ?  with  all  my  heart. 

Prince,  A  beggar,  brother  ? 

York,  Of  my  kind  ancle,  that  I  know  will  give; 
And,  being  bat  a  toy,  which  is  no  grief  to  give. 

Oio.  A  greater  gift  than  tliat  HI  give  my  cousin. 

York,  A  greater  gift?  O,  that's  the  sword  to  it. 


Qlo,  Ay,  gentle  cousin,  were  it  light  enough. 
York,  0  then,  I  see,  yoa  will  part  but  with 


light  gifts; 
In  weightier  things  youll  say  a  beggar  nay. 
Qlo.  It  is  too  weighty  for  your  grace  to  wear. 
York.  I  weigh  it  lightly,  were  it  heavier. 
6*29.  What,  would  you  have  my  weapon,  little 

lord? 
York,  I  would,  that  I  might  thank  you  as  you 

call  me. 
Qlo,  How? 
York,  Little 

Brinee,  My  lord  of  T<»k  will  still  be  cross  in 
talk; 
Uncle,  your  grace  knows  how  to  bear  with  him. 
Yon.  Yon  mean,  to  bear  me,  not  to  bear  with 
me: 
Uncle,  my  brother  mocks  both  you  and  me; 
Because  that  I  am  little,  like  an  ape. 
He  thinks  that  you  should   bear  me  on  yonr 
shoulders. 
Buck.  With   what  a  sharp-provided   wit   be 
reasons  I 
To  mitigate  the  soom  he  gives  his  uncle, 
He  prettily  and  aptly  taunts  himself : 
So  cunning,  and  so  young,  is  wonderful. 

Qlo,  My  lord,  will^  please  you  pass  along? 
Myself,  and  my  good  cousin  Buckingham, 
Will  to  your  mother,  to  entreat  of  her 
To  meet  voa  at  the  Tower,  and  welcome  you. 
York.  What,  will  you  go  onto  the  Tower,  my 

lord? 
Mnoe.  My  lord  protector  needs  will  have  it  so. 
York,  I  shall  not  sleep  in  quiet  at  the  Tower. 
Qlo,  Why,  what  should  you  fear? 
York,  Marry,  my  ancle  Ularence*  angry  ghost; 
Hy  grandaro  told  me  he  was  murther'd  there. 
I'Hnee.  I  fear  no  uncles  dead. 
Qlo,  Nor  none  that  live,  I  hope. 
Brmee.  An  if  they  live,  I  hope  I  need  not  feir. 
But  come,  my  lord,  and,  with  a  heavy  heart, 
Thinking  on  them,  go  I  onto  the  Tower. 

[Su.  PBur.,  York,  Hast.,  Cabd.,  and 
Attendants. 
BmL  Thhik  yon,  my  lord,  this  little  prating 
York 
Was  not  incensed  by  his  subtle  mother 
To  taunt  and  scorn  you  thus  opprobriously  ? 

Qlo.  No  doobt,  no  doubt:  0,*tis  a  parlous  boy; 
Bold,  qoick,  ingenioos,  forward,  capable ; 
He's  all  the  mother^  from  the  top  to  toe. 

Buck.  Well,  let  them  rest 
Come  hither,  Gatesby ;  thou  art  sworn 
As  deeply  to  effset  what  we  intend, 
Ai  doeefy  to  ooooeal  what  we  imparl: 
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Thou  know^t  oar  reasons  argd  upon  the  way; 
What  think'st  thou  ?  is  it  not  an  easy  matter 
To  make  William  Lord  Hastings  of  oar  mind, 
For  the  instalment  of  this  noble  duke 
In  the  seat  royal  of  this  famous  isle  ? 

CaU  He.for  his  father'ssake,  so  loves theprince 
That  he  will  not  be  won  to  aught  against  him. 
Buck.  What  think'stthou  then  of  Stanley?  wUl 

not  he? 
Gate,  He  will  do  all  fai  all  as  Hastings  doth. 
Buck.  Well  then,  no  more  but  this:  GK>,  gentle 
Catesby, 
And,  as  it  were  far  off,  sound  thou  Lord  Hastings 
How  he  doth  stand  affected  to  our  purpose; 
And  summon  him  to-morrow  to  the  Tower, 
To  sit  about  the  coronation 
If  thou  dost  find  him  tractable  to  us. 
Encourage  him,  and  tell  him  all  our  reasons  : 
If  he  be  leaden,  icy,  cold,  unwilling. 
Be  thou  so  too ;  and  so  break  off  the  talk. 
And  give  us  notice  of  his  inclination : 
For  we  to-morrow  hold  divided  councils. 
Wherein  thyself  shalt  highly  be  employ *d. 
Qlo.  Commend  me  to  Lord  William:  tell  him, 
Catesby, 
His  ancient  knot  of  dangerous  adversaries 
To-morrow  are  let  blood  at  Pomfret  Castle; 
And  bid  my  lord,  for  joy  of  this  good  news. 
Give  mistress  Shore  one  gentle  kiss  the  more. 
BucL  Good  Catesby,  go,  effect  this  business 

soundly. 
Gate.  My  good  lords  both,  with  all  the  heed 

I  can. 
Qlo.  Shall  we  hear  from  yoa,  Catesby,  ere  we 

sleep? 
Gate,  You  shall,  my  lord. 
Glo,  At  Crosby  House,  there  shall  you  find  us 
both.  [EzU  Catesby. 

BucL  Now,  my  lord,  what  shall  we  do,  if  we 
perceive 
Lord  Hastings  will  not  yield  to  our  complots  ? 
Qlo,  Chop  off  his  head ;— something  we  will 
determine : — 
And,  look,  when  I  am  king,  claim  thou  of  me 
The  earldom  of  Hereford,  and  all  the  moveables 
Whereof  the  king  my  brother  was  possess'd. 
Buck,  111  claim  that  promise  at  your  grace's 

hand. 
Qlo,  And  look  to  have  it  yielded  with  all  kind- 
ness. 
Come,  let  us  sup  betimes;  that  afterwards 
We  may  digest  our  complots  in  some  form. 

[Exema. 


SCENE  IL— Before  Lord  HAflrnrGB^  Houee, 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Meee.  My  lord,  my  lord  I  [Knocking, 

East,  [Withm,]  Who  knocks? 
Mess.  One  from  the  Lord  Stanley. 
Hast,  [  Within,]  What  is't  o'clock  ? 
Jiess.  Upon  the  stroke  of  four. 

i^fUer  Hastings. 

Bast.  Cannot  my  Lord   Stanley  sleep  these 

tedious  nights? 
Mess.  So  it  appears  by  that  I  have  te  say. 
First,  he  commends  him  to  your  noble  selr. 
Hast.  What  then? 

Mess.  Then  certifies  your  lordship,  that  this 
night 
He  dreamt  the  boar  had  rased  off  his  helms 
Besidee,  he  says,  there  are  twaooondls  kept; 
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And  that  may  be  determined  at  the  one, 

Which  may  make  you  and  him  to  rue  at  th'  other. 

Therefore  he  sends   to   know   your   lordship's 

pleasure, — 
If  you  will  presently  take  horse  with  him, 
And  with  all  speed  post  with  him   toward  the 

north, 
To  shun  the  danger  that  his  soul  diyines. 

East,  Go,  fellow,  go,  return  unto  thy  lord: 
Bid  him  not  fear  the  separated  councils : 
His  honour  and  myself  are  at  the  one, 
And  at  the  other  is  my  good  friend  Catesby ; 
Where  nothing  can  proceed  that  toacbeth  us 
Whereof  I  shall  not  have  intelligence. 
Tell  him,  his  fears  are  shallow,  without  instance: 
And,  for  his  dreams,  I  wonder  he*s  so  simple 
To  trust  the  mockery  df  unquiet  slumbers : 
To  fly  the  boar,  before  the  boar  pursues. 
Were  to  incense  the  boar  to  follow  us, 
And  make  pursuit  where  he  did  mean  no  chase. 
Go,  bid  th^  master  rise  and  come  to  me ; 
And  we  will  both  together  to  the  Tower, 
Where,  he  shall  see,  the  boar  will  use  us  kindly. 
Me9S.  Ill  go,  my  lord,  and  tell  him  what  you 

say.  [ExU, 

Enter  Catesbt. 

Oaie.  Many  good  morrows  to  my  noble  lord ! 

BasL  Good  morrow,  Catesby;  you  are  early 
stirring ; 
What  news,  what  news,  in  this  our  tottering  state? 

Cate,  It  is  a  reeling  world,  indeed,  my  lord ; 
And  I  believe  will  never  stand  upright 
Till  Richard  wear  the  garland  of  the  realm. 

East,  How!  wear  the  garland  I  dost  thou  mean 
the  crown  ? 

CeUe,  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Hast,  rll  have  tliis  crown  of  mine  out  from  my 
shoulders 
Before  1*1)  see  the  crown  so  foul  misplaced. 
But  canst  thou  guess  that  he  doth  aim  at  it  ? 

Gate,  Ay,  on  my  life ;  and  hopes  to  find  you 
forward 
Upon  his  party,  for  the  gain  thereof: 
And,  thereupon,  he  sends  you  this  good  news, — 
That,  this  same  very  day,  your  enemies, 
The  kindred  of  the  qneen,  must  die  at  Pomfret. 

East.  Indeed,  I  am  no  mourner  for  that  news, 
Because  they  have  been  still  my  adversaries : 
But.  tluit  ni  give  my  voice  on  Richard's  side, 
To  bar  my  roaster's  heirs  in  true  descent, 
GK>d  knows,  I  will  not  do  it,  to  the  death. 

Cote,  God  keep  your  lordship  in  that  gracious 
mind! 

EasL  But  I  shall  laugh  at  this  a  twelvemonth 
hence. 
That  they  which  brought  me  in  my  master's  hate, 
I  live  to  look  upon  their  tragedy. 
Well,  Catesby,  ere  a  fortnight  make  me  older, 
111  send  some  packing  that  yet  think  not  ont. 

Cote.  'Tis  a  vile  thing  to  die,  my  gracious  lord. 
When  men  are  unprepar'd,  and  look  not  for  it 

East.  O  monstrous,  monstrous !  and  so  falls  it 
out 
With  Rivers,  Yaughan,  Grey :  and  so  twill  do 
With  Bome  men  else,  who  think  themselves  as  sale 
As  thou  and  I ;  who,  as  thou  know'st,  are  dear 
To  princely  Richard,  and  to  Buckingham. 

Gate,  The  princes  both  make  high  accoimt  of 
you,— 
£'or  they  aeoount  his  head  upon  the  bridge. 

[Aside, 

BaaL  I  know  they  do;  audi  have  well  deserv'd  it 


Enter  Staht^bt. 


Come  on,  come  on ;  where  is  your  boar-«pear  man 
Fear  you  the  boar,  and  go  so  unprovided  ? 

Stan,  My  lord,  good  morrow ;  and  good  QLorrow 
Catesby : — 
You  may  ^est  on,  but,  by  the  hol^  rood, 
I  do  not  like  these  several  councils,  I. 

Hast.  My  lord,  I  hold  my  life  as  dear  as  youn; 
And  never,  in  my  days,  I  do  protest. 
Was  it  so  precious  to  me  as  'tis  now : 
Think  you,  but  that  I  know  our  state  secure, 
1  would  be  so  triumphant  as  I  am  ? 

JStan,  The  lords  of  Pomfret,  when  they  rode 
from  London, 
Were  jocund,  and  supposed  there  states  were  snfe, 
And,  they,  indeed,  had  no  cause  to  mistrust ; 
But  yet,  you  see,  how  soon  the  day  o'ercast. 
Th'is  sudden  stab  of  rancour  I  misdoubt; 
Pray  God,  I  say,  I  prove  a  needless  coward! 
What,  shall  we  toward  the  Tower?  the  day  is  ^ 
spent. 

Hast,  Come,  come,  haye  with  you. — Wot  you 
what,  my  lord  ? 
To-day  the  lords  you  talk  of  are  beheaded. 

Stan,  They,  for  their  truth,  might  better  wear 
their  heads, 
Than  some  that  have  accus'd  them  wear  their  hata. 
But  come,  my  lord,  let's  away. 

Enter  a  Pursuivant 

East  Go  on  before.  111  talk  with  this  good 

fellow.  \  Exeunt  Stanley  and  Catbsbt. 

How  now,  sirrah  r  how  goes  the  world  with  thee? 

Furs.  The  better  that  your  lordship  please  to  ask. 

Hast.  1  tell  thee,  man,  'tis  better  with  me  now. 

Than  when  thou  mett'st  me  last  where  now  we 

meet: 
Then  was  I  going  prisoner  to  the  Tower, 
By  the  suggestion  of  the  queen's  allies; 
But  now,  I  tell  thee  (keep  it  to  thyself}. 
This  day  those  enemies  are  put  to  death, 
And  1  in  better  state  than  e  er  I  was. 
Furs.  God  hold  it  to  your  honour's  good  content  I 
Hast,  Gramercy,  fellow :  There,  drink  that  for 
me.  [  Throwing  him  his  purse. 

Purs,  I  thank  your  honour.     [.£^  Pnrsmvant 
Enter  a  Priest 

Pr,  Well  met,  my  lord ;  I  am  glad  to  see  your 

honour. 
East,  I  thank  thee,  good  Sir  John,  with  all  my 
heart. 
I  am  in  your  debt  for  your  last  exercise; 
Come  the  next  Sabbath,  and  I  will  content  ywL 
Fr,  I'll  wait  upon  your  lordship. 

Enter  Buckikohaic. 

Buck,  What,  talking  with  a  priest,  lord  Cham- 
berlain ? 
Your  friends  at  Pomfret  ihttj  do  need  the  prieat ; 
Your  honour  hath  n(r»  shriving  work  in  hand. 

Hast,  'Good  faith,  and  when  I  met  this  holy  man. 
The  men  you  talk  of  carae  into  my  mind. 
Wiiat,  go  you  toward  the  Tower? 

Bu£k,  I  do,  my  lord ;  but  long  1  cannol  stay 
there : 
I  shall  return  before  year  lordship  thenee. 

Hast,  Nay,  like  enough,  for  I  stay  dinner  there. 

Buck.  And  supper  too,  although  thoa  know^ 
it  not  [Aside, 

Gome,  will  you  go  ? 

Hast,  lH  wait  upon  your  lordship. 
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8CBNB  IIL— P^mtret    B^fom  ihe  OasUe, 

Enter  Ratcufp,  wiih  a  guard,  conducting  Bitbbs, 
GsBT,  and  Yaugham,  to  execution. 

Mf.  Sir  kiohard  Ratellff;  let  me  tell  thee  this, 
To-day  shalt  then  behold  a  subject  die, 
Pop  troth,  for  duty,  and  for  loyalty. 

Oreg,  Qod  keep  the  prince  nrom  all  the  pack  of 
yoal 
A  knot  Ton  are  of  damned  bloodsuckers. 

VaugL  Yoa  live  that  shall  cry  woe  for  this 
hereafter. 

Bat  Despatch;  the  limit  of  yonr  lives  is  ont. 

Bw,  0  Pomfret,  PomAret!  O  thou  bloody  prison, 
Fatal  and  ominous  to  noble  peers  I 
Within  the  guilty  closure  or  thy  walls 
Richard  the  Second  here  was  haok'd  to  death ; 
And,  for  more  slander  to  thy  dismal  seat, 
We  give  to  thee  our  guiltless  blood  to  drink. 

Greg,  Now  Margaret's  curse  is  fallen  upon  our 
heads, 
When  she  exclaim*d  on  Hastings,  yon,  and  I, 
For  standing  by  when  Richard  stabb'd  her  son. 

Bio,  Then  curs'd  she  Richard,  then  ours'd  she 
Buckingham^ 
Then  cors'd  she  Uastmgs:— O,  remember,  God, 
To  hear  her  prayer  for  them,  as  now  for  us  I 
And  for  mv  sister,  and  her  princely  sons, 
Be  satisfied,  dear  Qod,  with  our  true  blood. 
Which,  as  thou  know'st,  unjustly  must  be  spilt  I 

BaL  Make  haste,  the  hour  of  death  is  expiate. 

Bh,  Come,   Grey,— oome,   Yaughan,— let   ns 
here  embrace : 
Ftftwell,  until  we  meet  again  in  heayen* 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE  lY.— London.    A  Boom  m  the  Tower. 

BuoKiNOiLUf,  Stanlet,  HASTnTGS.  the  Bishop 
of  Ely,  Ratclipp.  Lovel,  cmd  others^  sitting  at 
a  table:  Officers  0/ the  council  cUtending. 

East,  Now,  noble  peers,  the  cause  why  we  are 
met 
Is,  to  determine  of  the  coronation  : 
In  Qod*s  name,  speak,  when  w  the  royal  day? 
BucL  Are  all  things  ready  for  that  royal  time  ? 
Stan,  They  are ;  and  want  but  nomination. 
Big,  To-morrow  then  I  judge  a  happy  day. 
Buck,  Who  knows  the  lord  protector^  mind 
herein  ? 
Who  is  most  inward  with  the  noble  dnke? 
Big,  Your  grace,  we  think,  should  soonest  know 

his  mind. 
Budb,  We  know  each  other's  fiu)es:  for  our 
hearts. 
He  knows  no  more  of  mine  than  I  of  yours; 
Nor  I  of  his,  my  lord,  than  yoa  of  mine  : 
Lord  Hastings,  you  and  he  are  near  in  love. 
SaaL  I  thank  nisfiTSMi  T  Imnwhai/tiroamAWAll: 
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Buck.  Had  yoa  not  oome  npon  your  ooe,  my 
lord, 
Wniiam  lord  Hastings  had  pronounce  yx>ar  part,— 
I  mean  your  voice  for  crowning  of  the  kin^. 
Qh.  Than  my  Lord  Hastings  no  man  might  be 
bolder; 
His  lordship  knows  me  well,  and  loves  me  well. 
My  lord  of  Ely,  when  I  was  last  in  Holborn, 
I  saw  good  strawberries  in  your  garden  there: 
I  do  beseech  you  send  for  some  of  them. 
Big,  Marry  and  will,  my  lord,  with  all  my 
heart  [Exit  Elt. 

Qh,  Cousin  of  Buckingham,  a  word  with  you. 
[Takes  him  aside 
Catesby  hath  sounded  Hastuigs  in  our  business ; 
And  finds  the  testy  gentleman  so  hot. 
That  he  will  lose  his  head  ere  give  consent 
His  master's  child,  as  worshipfully  he  terms  it. 
Shall  lose  the  royalty  of  England's  throne. 
Buck,  Withdraw  yourself  awhile,  111  go  with 
you. 

[Exeunt  Glosteb  and  Buokinohaii. 
Stan,  We  nave  not  yet  set  down  this  day  of 
triumph. 
To-morrow,  in  my  judgment,  is  too  sudden; 
For  I  myself  am  not  so  well  provided, 
As  else  1  would  be,  were  the  day  prolong*d. 

Be-enter  Bishop  of  Elt. 

Elg,  Where  is  my  lord  the  Dnke  of  Gloeter  ?  I 
have  sent  for  these  strawberries. 

HasL  His  grace  looks  cheerfully  and  smooth 
this  morning ; 
There's  some  conoeit  or  other  likes  him  well, 
When  that  he  bids  good  morrow  with  such  spirit. 
I  think  there's  ne'er  a  man  in  Christendom 
Can  lesser  hide  his  love  or  hate  than  he ; 
For  by  his  face  straight  shall  you  know  his  heart. 

Sum,  What  of  his  heart  perceive  you  in  his  fiuse. 
By  any  livelihood  he  show'd  to-day  ? 

Hast.   Marry,  that  with  no  man  here  lie  is 
offended ; 
For  were  he,  he  had  shown  it  fai  his  looks. 

.fi^^nter  Glosteb  and  Buokinqham. 

6to.  I  pray  jou  all,  tell  me  what  they  deserve 
That  do  conspire  my  death  with  devilish  plots 
Of  damned  witchcraft ;  and  that  have  prevail'd 
Upon  my  body  with  their  hellish  eharms  ? 

Uast,  The  tender  love  I  bear  your  grace,  my 
lord. 
Makes  me  most  forward  in  this  princely  presence 
To  doom  the  offenders,  whosoe'er  they  be : 
I  say,  my  lord,  they  have  deserved  death. 

CfUh  Then  be  your  eyes  the  witness  of  thdr  eTu'. 
Look  how  I  am  bewitch'd;  behold  mme  arm 
Is,  like  a  blasted  sapline,  wither'd  up : 
And  this  is  Edward's  wife,  that  monstrous  witch, 
Consorted  with  that  harlot,  strumpet  Shore, 
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And  I  did  fooni  it,  and  disdain'd  to  flj. 

Three  times   to-daj  mj   foot-cloth    hone    did 

stamble, 
And  started,  when  he  looked  npon  the  Tower, 
As  loth  to  bear  me  to  the  slaughterhouse. 
O,  now  I  need  the  priest  that  spake  to  me : 
I  now  repent  I  tola  the  pursuivant, 
As  too  triumphing,  how  mine  enemies 
To-day  at  Pomfret  bloodily  were  butcher'd, 
And  I  mjself  secure  in  grace  and  favour. 
0,  Blargaret,  Margaret!  now  thy  heavy  curse 
Is  lighted  on  poor  Hastings'  wretched  bead. 

Bat.  Ck>me,  come,  despatch,  the  duke  would  be 
at  dinner; 
Hake  a  short  shrift,  he  longs  to  see  3roar  head. 

Bast  O  momentary  gi'aoe  of  mortal  men. 
Which  we  more  hunt  for  than  the  grace  of  Glod  f 
Who  builds  his  hope  in  air  of  your  good  looks, 
Lives  like  a  drunken  sailor  on  a  mast; 
Ready,  with  every  nod,  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep. 

Loo.  Come,  come,  despatch;   tis  bootless  to 
exclaim. 

JGfSist.  O,  bloody  Richard  f— miserable  England  I 
Iprophesy  the  fearfuH'st  time  to  thee 
That  ever  wretched  age  hath  look  d  upon. 
Come,  lead  me  to  the  block,  bear  him  my  head : 
They  smile  at  me  who  shortly  shall  be  dead. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  Y.-^The  some.    The  Tower  WaBs, 

EnterQhOBTERond  BuCKTsan AH^in  rotten  armour^ 
tnarvdUnu  tU-favoured. 

€Ro.  Come,  cousin,  canst  thou  quake  and  change 
thy  colour, 
Murther  thy  breath  in  middle  of  a  word, 
And  then  again  begin,  and  stop  again. 
As  if  thou  wert  distraught  and  mad  with  terror  ? 

Buck,  Tut,  I  can  counterfeit  the  deep  tragedian ; 
Speak,  and  look  back,  and  pry  on  eveiy  side, 
Tremble  and  start  at  wagging  of  a  straw, 
Intending  deep  suspicion :  ghastly  looks 
Are  at  my  service,  like  enforced  smiles; 
And  both  are  ready  in  their  offices. 
At  any  time,  to  grace  my  stratagems. 
But  what,  is  Catesby  gone  ? 

Olo,  Ueis;  and,  see,  he  brings  the  mayor  along. 

Enter  the  Lord  Mayor  and  Catesbt. 

Buck,  Lord  Mayor, — 

Glo,  Look  to  the  drawbridge  there. 

Buck,  Hark!  a  drum. 

Qla,  Catesby,  o'erlook  the  walls. 

Budh  Lord  Mayor,  the  reason  we  havB  sent — 


KING  BICHABD  ITT. 


Buck,  Well,  well,  ne  was  the  covert^  abalter  d 
traitor 
That  ever  liv'd. 

Would  you  imagine,  or  almost  believe 
fWere't  not  that,  by  great  preservation, 
We  live  to  tell  it  you),  the  subtle  traitor 
This  day  had  plotted,  in  the  council -house. 
To  murther  me  and  my  good  lord  of  Uloeter  ? 

May,  Had  he  done  so  ? 

Oi'o,  What!  thinkyonweareTorksorinfidek? 
Or  that  we  would,  against  the  form  of  law, 
Proceed  thus  rashly  in  the  villain's  death. 
But  that  the  extreme  peril  of  the  case, 
The  peace  of  En^^land,  and  our  persons'  safety, 
Enforc'd  us  to  this  execution? 

May.  Now,  fair  befall  you  I  he  deserv'd  bis  death; 
And  your  good  graces  both  have  well  proceeded, 
To  warn  false  traitors  from  the  like  attempts. 
I  never  look'd  for  better  at  his  hands, 
After  he  once  fell  in  with  Mistress  Shore. 

Olo.  Yet  had  we  not  determin'd  he  should  die. 
Until  your  lordship  came  to  see  his  end; 
Which  now  the  loving  haste  of  these  our  friends. 
Something  against  our  meaning,  hath  prevented: 
Becaose,  my  lord,  we  would  have  had  you  heard 
The  traitor  speak,  and  timorously  coufess 
The  manner  and  the  purpose  of  his  treason! ; 
That  yon  might  well  have  signified  the  same 
Unto  the  citizens,  who,  haply,  may 
Misconster  us  in  him,  and  wail  his  death. 

May,  But.  my  good  lord,  your  graced  word 
shall  serve 
As  well  as  I  had  seen  and  heard  him  speak: 
And  do  not  doubt,  right  noble  princes  both. 
But  I'll  acquaint  our  duteous  citizens 
With  all  your  just  proceedings  in  this  case. 

Oh.  Andto  that  end  we  wish'd  your  lordship  here, 
To  avoid  the  censures  of  the  carping  world. 

Buck   But  since  you  came  too  late  of  our  intent, 
Tet  witness  what  yon  hear  we  did  intend : 
And  so,  my  good  lord  mayor,  we  bid  fareweU. 

[Exit  Lord  Mayor. 

Gflo,  Go  after,  after,  cousin  Buckingham. 
The  mayor  towards  Guildhall  hies  him  in  all  post: 
There,  at  your  meetest  vantage  of  the  time, 
Inter  the  bastardy  of  Edward's  children: 
Tell  thero,  how  Ldward  put  to  death  a  oitizen, 
Only  for  saying  he  would  make  hU  son 
Heir  to  the  crown ;  meaning,  indeed,  his  hoosa. 
Which  by  the  sign  thereof  was  termed  so 
Moreover,  urge  his  hateful  luxury. 
And  bestial  appetite  in  change  of  lost; 
Which  stretch 'd  tmto  their  servants,  dangfatera 

wives. 
Even  where  his  ragin|[  eye,  or  savage  heart, 
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Budk,  I  go ;  and,  towards  three  or  foar  o'clock, 
Look  for  the  news  that  the  Gnildhall  affords. 

[Exit  BUOKDrOHAM. 
Olo,  Qo,  LoTel,  with  all  speed  to  Doctor  Shaw. 
Go  thou  [to  Gate.]  to  Friar  Penker ;— bid  them  both 
Meet  me,  within  this  hour,  at  Baynard's  castle. 

[EaoewU  LovBL  and  Catesbt. 
Now  will  I  go,  to  take  some  privy  order 
To  draw  the  brats  of  Clarence  oat  of  sight ; 
And  to  give  order,  that  no  nutnner  of  person 
^ve,  any  time,  recourse  onto  the  princes.   [Exit. 


SCENE  YL—A  Street. 

Enter  a  Scrivener. 

Sarwf.  Here  is  the  indictment  of  the  good  Lord 
Hastings ; 
Which  in  a  set  hand  {urlj  is  engross 'd. 
That  it  mav  be  to-daj  read  o'er  m  Paurs. 
And  mark  now  well  the  sequel  hangs  together: 
Eleven  hours  I  have  spi^nt  to  write  it  over, 
For  yesternight  by  Cateaby  was  it  sent  me ; 
The  precedent  was  full  as  long  a  doing : 
And  ^et  within  these  five  hours  Hastings  liv'd, 
Untainted,  unexamined,  free,  at  liberty. 
Here's  a  good  world  the  while  I  Who  is  so  gross 
That  cannot  see  this  palpable  device  ? 
Yet  who  so  bold  but  says  he  sees  it  not? 
Bad  is  the  world;  and  all  will  come  to  nought. 
When  auch  ill  dealing  must  be  seen  in  thought. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  YTL-^The  tame,     Oomrt  o/Bayuard's 


Castle. 
Enter  GLOflTBB  and  Buokinoham,  meeting. 

Qlo.  How  now,  how  now?  what  sa^the  citizens? 

BwHc  Now  by  the  holy  mother  ot  our  Lord, 
The  citizeas  are  mum,  say  not  a  word. 

Qlo.  Toiioh'd  you  the  bastardy  of  Edward's 
children  ? 

Buck.  I  did ;  with  his  contract  with  Lady  Lucy, 
And  his  contract  by  depntv  in  Prance : 
The  in^tatiate  greediness  of  his  desire, 
And  his  enforcements  of  the  city  wives; 
His  tyranny  for  trifles;  his  own  bastardy, 
As  being^ot,  your  father  then  in  France ; 
And  hb  resemblance  being  not  like  the  duke. 
Withal,  i  did  infer  your  lineaments. 
Being  the  right  idea  of  your  father. 
Both  in  your  form  and  nobleness  of  mind : 
Laid  open  all  your  victories  in  Scotland, 
Your  oiscipline  in  war,  wisdom  in  peace, 
Your  bounty,  virtue,  fair  humility ; 
Indeed,  left  nothing  fitting  for  your  purpose 
Untouch 'd,  or  slightly  handled,  in  discourse. 
And,  when  my  oratory  grew  toward  end, 
I  bade  them  that  did  love  their  country's  good 
Cry—"  God  save  Richard,  England's  royal  king  I** 

Qh.  And  did  they  so? 

Bnck,  No,  so  God  help  me,  they  spake  not  a 
word; 
But,  like  dumb  statues  or  breathing  stones, 
Btar'd  each  on  other,  and  look'd  deadly  pale. 
Which  when  I  saw  I  reprehended  them ; 
A  nd  a^k'd  the  mayor,  wtiat  meant  this  wilful  silence: 
His  answer  was.  the  people  were  not  used 
To  be  spoke  to  out  by  the  recorder. 
Then  he  was  urg'd  to  tell  my  tale  again ; — 
"  Thus  saith  the  duke,  thus  hath  thedukeinferr'd  ;** 
But  nothing  spoke  in  warrant  from  himself. 
When  he  had  done,  some  followers  of  mine  own 
lit  lower  end  o*  the  hall,  hurl'd  np  their  caps,        | 
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And  some  ten  voioes  eried,  ''God  save  King 

Richard  I" 
And  thus  I  took  the  vantage  of  those  few, — 
**  Thanks,  gentle  citizens  and  friends,"  ouoth  I ; 
"  This  general  applause,  and  cheerful  ^out. 
Argues  your  wisdom,  and  your  love  to  Richard :" 
And  even  here  brake  off  and  came  away. 
Qlo.  What  tongueless  blocks  were  they  I  Would 
they  not  speak  ? 
Will  not  the  mayor  then  and  his  brethren  oome? 
Bvck.  The  mayor  is  here  at  hand :  intend  some 
fear; 

Be  not  yx>u  spoke  with  but  by  mighty  suit : 
And  look  you,  get  a  prayer-tiook  m  your  hand, 
And  stand  between  two  churchmen,  good  my  lord ; 
For  on  that  ground  111  make  a  holy  descant: 
And  be  not  easily  won  to  our  requests ; 
Pky  the  maid's  part,  still  answer  nay,  and  take  it. 

<Jlo.  I  go :  And  if  you  plead  as  well  for  them 
As  I  can  say  nay  to  thee  for  myself. 
No  doubt  we'll  bring  it  to  a  happy  issue. 
Buck.  Go,  go,  up  to  the  leads ;  the  lord  mayor 
knocks.  [Exit  Glostkb. 

Enter  ihe  Lord  Mayor,  Aldermen,  and  Citizens. 

Welcome,  my  lord :  I  dance  attendance  here; 
I  think  the  duke  will  not  be  spoke  withal. 

Elder  from  the  eattie^  Catbsbt. 

Now,  Catesbyl  what  says  jour  lord  to  my  request? 
Gate.  He  doth  entreat  your  grace,  my  noble 
lord. 
To  visit  him  to-morrow  or  next  day : 
He  is  within,  with  two  right  reverend  fathers, 
Divinely  bent  on  meditation : 
And  in  no  worldly  suits  would  he  be  mor'd, 
To  draw  him  from  his  holy  exercise. 
Buck,  Ketam,  good  Catesby,  to  the  gnKdous 
duke; 
Tell  him,  myself,  the  mayor,  and  aldermen, 
In  deep  designs,  in  matter  of  great  moment. 
No  less  importins:  than  our  general  good, 
Are  come  to  have  some  conference  with  his  grace. 
Gate,  I'll  signify  so  much  unto  him  sthught. 

[ExiL 
Buck.  Ah,  ha,  my  lord,  this  prinoe  is  not  an 
Edward  f 
He  is  not  lulling  on  a  lewd  love-bed. 
But  on  his  knees  at  meditation ; 
Not  dall;png  with  a  brace  of  courtezans. 
But  meditating  with  two  deep  divines ; 
Not  sloping  to  engross  his  iole  body, 
But  praying,  to  enrich  his  watchful  soul : 
Happy  were  England  would  this  virtuous  pruioe 
Take  on  his  mce  the  sovereignty  thereof: 
But,  sure,  I  fear  we  shall  not  win  him  to  it 
May,  Marry,  Qod  defend  his  grace  should  say 

us  nay! 
Buck,   I  fear  he  will:   Here  Catesby  comes 
again;— 

B^^nter  Catbsbt. 

Now,  Catesby,  what  says  his  grace? 

Oate.   He  wonders  to   what   end  you   have 
assembled 
Such  troops  of  citizens  to  come  to  him. 
His  grace  not  being  warned  thereof  before ; 
He  &rs,  my  lord,  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 

Buck,  Sorry  I  am  my  noble  cousin  should 
Suspect  me  that  I  mean  no  good  to  him : 
By  Heaven,  we  come  to  him  in  perfect  love ; 
And  so  once  more  return  and  tell  his  ^fraoe. 
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When  holj^  and  devoat  religions  men 

Are  at  tlieir  beads,  'tis  mucli  to  draw  them  thenoe; 

So  sweet  is  zealous  contemplation. 

ErUerQuisrrKR,  in  a  gallery  abovA,  between  JSoo 
Bistiops.    Catesby  retuma, 

Mojf,  See,  where  his  grace  stands  'tween  two 
dergymen  I 

Buck,  Two  props  of  rirtae  for  a  Ctiristian  prince, 
To  staj  him  rroro  the  fall  of  vanity: 
And,  see,  a  book  of  prayer  is  in  his  hand; 
True  ornaments  to  know  a  holy  man. 
Famous  Plantagenet,  most  gracious  prince. 
Lend  favourable  ear  to  our  requests ; 
And  pardon  us  the  interruption 
Of  thy  devotion  and  right  Christian  zeal. 

Oio,  My  lord,  there  needs  no  such  apology; 
I  do  beseech  your  grace  to  pardon  me, 
Who,  earnest  in  the  service  of  my  Qod, 
Deferr'd  the  visitation  of  my  friends. 
But,  leaving  this,  what  is  your  grace's  pleasure? 

Buck,  Even  that,  I  hope,  which  pleaseth  Qod 
above, 
And  all  good  men  of  this  ungovem'd  isle. 

Olo.  I  do  suspect  I  have  done  some  offence, 
That  seems  disgracious  in  the  city's  e^ ; 
And  that  yon  come  to  reprehend  my  ignorance- 

Buck.   YoR  have,  my  lord :  Would  it  might 
please  your  grace. 
On  onr  entreaties,  to  amend  your  fiiultl 

Qlo,  Else  wherefore  breathe  I  in  a  Christian 
land? 

Buck  Know,  then,  it  is  your  fiiult,  that  you 
resign 
The  supreme  seat,  the  throne  majestical. 
The  sceptred  office  of  your  ancestors, 
Tour  state  of  fortune,  and  your  due  of  birth, 
The  lineal  gloij  of  your  rojral  house. 
To  the  corruption  of  a  blemish 'd  stock : 
Whiles,  in  the  mildness  of  your  sleepy  thoughts 
rWhich  here  we  waken  to  ou/  country's  good). 
The  noble  isle  doth  want  her  proper  limbB ; 
Her  fikce  defkc'd  with  scars  of  inumy, 
Her  royal  stock  graft  with  ignoble  plants. 
And  almost  shoulder'd  in  the  swallowing  gulf 
Of  dark  forgetfulness  and  deep  oblivion. 
Which  to  recure  we  heartily  solicit 
Your  gracious  self  to  take  on  ^ou  the  charge 
And  kingly  government  of  this  vour  land : 
Not  as  protector,  steward,  substitute, 
Or  lowly  factor  for  another's  gain  ; 
But  as  successively,  from  blo<^  to  blood. 
Tour  right  of  birth,  jour  empery,  your  own. 
For  this,  consorted  with  the  citizens, 
Your  verv  worshipful  and  loving  friends. 
And  by  their  vehement  instigation. 
In  this  just  cause  come  I  to  move  your  grace. 

Qlo.  I  cannot  tell,  if  to  depart  in  silence. 
Or  bitterly  to  speak  in  your  reproof. 
Best  fitteUi  my  degree,  or  your  condition: 
If  not  to  answer,  you  might  haply  think. 
Tongue-tied  ambition,  not  replying,  yielded 
To  bear  the  golden  yoke  of  sovereignty, 
Wliich  fondly  you  would  here  impose  on  me; 
If  to  reprove  you  for  this  suit  of  yours. 
Bo  season'd  with  your  faithful  love  to  me. 
Then,  on  the  other  side,  I  check'd  my  friends. 
Therefore, — to  speak,  and  to  avoid  the  first ; 
And  then,  in  speaking,  not  to  incur  the  last, — 
Definitively  thus  I  answer  you. 
Your  love  deserves  my  thanks ;  but  my  desert 
Unmeritable  shuns  your  high  request. 
First,  if  all  obstacles  were  cut  away. 


And  that  my  pata  were  even  to  the  orewn. 
As  the  ripe  revenue  and  due  of  birth ; 
Yet  so  much  is  my  poverty  of  spirit, 
So  mighty,  and  so  many,  my  defects, 
That  I  would  rather  hide  me  from  my  | 
Being  a  bark  to  brook  no  mighty  s^ 
Than  in  my  greatness  covet  to  be  hid. 
And  in  the  vapour  of  my  glory  smotherVL 
But,  Qod  be  thank'd,  there  is  no  need  of  me  . 
(And  much  I  need  to  help  yon,  were  there  need) ; 
The  royal  tree  hath  left  us  royal  fruit. 
Which,  mellow 'd  by  the  stealing  houn  of  tfane. 
Will  well  become  the  seat  of  miyesty, 
And  make,  no  doubt,  us  happy  by  his  reign. 
On  him  I  lay  that  yon  wouia  lay  on  me. 
The  right  and  fortune  of  his  happy  stars. 
Which  God  defend  that  I  should  wring  nrom  him ! 

BucL  My  lord,  this  argues  oonsdenoe  in  your    , 
grace; 
But  the  respects  thereof  are  nice  and  trivial. 
All  circumstances  well  considered. 
You  say  that  Edward  b  your  brother's  son; 
So  say  we  too,  but  not  by  Eklward  s  wife : 
For  nrst  was  he  contract  to  Lady  Lncy,— 
Your  mother  lives  a  witness  to  bis  vow ; 
And  afterwards  by  substitute  betroth'd 
To  Bona,  sister  to  the  King  of  France. 
These  both  put  off^  a  poor  petitioner, 
A  careHsraz'd  mother  to  a  many  sons, 
A  beauty-waning  and  distressed  widow, 
Even  in  the  afternoon  of  her  best  days, 
Made  prize  and  purchase  of  his  wanton  eye, 
Seduo  d  the  pitch  and  height  of  his  degree 
To  base  declension  and  loath'd  bigamy; 
By  her,  in  his  unlavrful  bed,  he  got 
This  Edward,  whom  our  manners  call  the  prince. 
More  bitterly  could  I  expostulate. 
Save  that,  for  reverence  to  some  alive, 
I  give  a  sparing  limit  to  my  tongue. 
Then,  good  my  lord,  take  to  your  royal  self 
This  proffer'd  benefit  of  dignity : 
If  not  to  bless  us  and  the  umd  withal, 
Yet  to  draw  forth  your  noble  ancestry 
From  the  corruption  of  abusing  time, 
Unto  a  lineal  true-derived  course. 

May.  Do,  good  my  lord ;  yonr  dtizens  entieet 
you. 

Buck.  Kefuse  not,  mighty  lord,  this*pro£br*d 
love. 

Oate.  O  make  them  joyftil ;  grant  their  lawfiil 
suit. 

CRo.  Alas,  why  would  you  heap  this  care  on  me  ^ 
I  am  unfit  for  state  and  mi^esty : 
I  do  beseech  yon,  take  it  not  amiss ; 
I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not  yield  to  yon. 

Buck.  If  yon  refuse  it,— as  in  love  and  zeal. 
Loth  to  depose  the  child,  your  brother's  son. 
As  well  we  know  your  tenderness  of  heart. 
And  gentle,  kind,  effeminate  remorse. 
Which  we  nave  noted  in  yon  to  your  kindred. 
And  equally,  indeed,  to  all  estates, — 
Yet  know,  wheV  yon  accept  our  suit  or  no. 
Your  brother's  son  shall  never  reign  our  king, 
But  we  will  pUnt  some  other  in  the  throne, 
To  the  disgrace  and  down&ll  of  your  house. 
And  in  this  resolution  here  we  leave  yon ; — 
Come,  citizens,  we  will  entreat  no  more. 

CRo.  O,  do  not  swear,  my  lord  of  Bnekingfaam. 
[ExewU  BuGK.  and  Cittzena. 

Oaie,  Call  them  again,  sweet  prinoe,aoo0pt  their 
suit; 
If  yon  deny  them,  all  the  land  will  me  it. 

CKo.  Will  joa  enforoe  me  to  a  world  of  earas? 
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Call  them  again ;  I  am  not  made  of  stone, 
Bat  penetrable  to  yoor  kind  entreaties, 

[Eadt  Catu. 
Albeit  against  my  conscience  and  my  soul. 

Be-mUr  BucKiNaHUC  and  ike  rest. 

Cousin  of  Backingharo,  and  sage  grave  men, 
Since  yon  will  bnckle  fortune  on  my  back, 
To  bear  her  burthen,  whe'r  I  will  or  no, 
I  must  have  patience  to  endure  the  load : 
But  if  black  scandal  or  foul-fac'd  reproach, 
Attend  the  sequel  of  your  imposition. 
Your  mere  enforcement  shall  acquittance  me 
From  all  the  impure  blots  and  stains  thereof: 
For  Qad  doth  know,  and  you  may  partly  see, 
How  fjtf  I  am  from  the  desire  of  this. 
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Maif.  Qod  blees  yocir  graoel  we  see  it  and  will 

say  it. 
Olo,  In  saying  so  yon  shall  bnt  say  the  truth. 
Buck,  Then  I  salute  you  with  this  royal  title,— 
Lone  live  King  Richard,  England's  worthy  king  I 
Au,  Amen. 
Buck,  To-morrow  may  it   please   yoa   to  be 

crown'd? 
CRo,  Even  when  you  please,  for  you  will  have  it  so. 
Buck.  To-morrow,  then,  we  will  attend  yoar 
grace; 
And  so  most  joyfully  we  take  our  leave. 
CRo.  Come,  let  us  to  our  holy  work  again . — 
[7b  the  Bishops. 
Farewell,  my  cousin ;— fkrewell,  gentle  friends. 

[jBioeuiU 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L— -B^/bre  the  Tower. 


EiUer^oncnende,  Queen  Elizabeth,  Duchess  of 
York,  <md  Marquis  of  Dorset  i  on  the  other ^ 
Anhb  Duchess  of  Qloster,  leading  Lady 
Maroarbt  Plantaoenbt,  Clabehor'b  young 
daughter. 

DuA.  Who  meets  ns  here?— my  niece  Plan- 
tagenet, 
Led  in  the  hand  of  her  kind  aunt  of  Qloster? 
Now,  for  my  life,  she^s  wandVing  to  the  Tower, 
On  pure  heart's  love,  to  greet  the  tender  prince, 
laughter,  well  met. 

Anne.  God  give  your  graces  both 

"A  happv  and  a  joyful  time  of  davl 

Q.  Eliz.  As  much  to  yon,  gooa  sister !  Whither 

away? 
Amne.  No  further  than  the  Tower;  and,  as  I 
guess. 
Upon  the  like  devotion  as  yourselves, 
To  gratiilate  the  gentle  princes  there. 
Q.FUx.  Kind  sister,  thanks;  well  enter  all 
together: 

Enter  Braxevburt. 

And,  in  ^ood  time,  here  the  lieutenant  oomes. 
Master  lieutenant,  pray  you,  by  your  leave. 
How  doth  the  prince,  and  mv young  son  of  Ifork? 

Brak.  kight  well ,  dear  madam :  By  your  patience, 
I  mar  not  suflTer  ^ou  to  visit  them ; 
The  king  hath  strictly  charged  the  contrary. 

Q.  EUz.  The  king!  who^i  that? 

BrtA.  1  mean  the  lord  protector. 

Q.  EUz.  The  Lord  protect  him  from  that  kingly 
title  I 
Halh  he  set  bomds  between  their  love  and  me? 
I  am  their  mother,  who  shall  bar  me  from  them  ? 

Duck.  I  am  their  Other's  mother,  I  will  see  them. 

Atme.  Their  aunt  I  am  in  Uw,  in  love  their 
mother: 
Then  bring  me  to  their  sights ;  111  bear  thj  blame, 
And  take  thy  office  frem  thee,  on  mv  penl. 

Brak,  No  madam,  no,  I  may  not  leave  it  so ; 
I  am  bound  by  oatli,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

[Exit  BRAKEMBlWr. 
Enter  BTAVLsr. 

SUm,  Let  me  but  meet  yon,  ladies,  one  hour 
hence, 
And  111  salote  your  grace  of  Tork  as  mother. 
And  reverend  looker-on,  of  two  fkir  queens. 
Come,  madam,  you  must  straight  to  Westminster, 
[7h  the  Duchess  of  Qlootbe. 
There  to  be  crowned  Richard^  royal  qneen. 


Q.  EUz.  Ah,  cut  my  lace  asunderl 
That  my  pent  heart  may  have  some  scope  to  beat, 
Or  else  1  swoon  with  this  dead-killing  news. 
Anne.  Despiteful  tidings  I  O  unpleasing  newsl 
Dor.  Be  or  good  cheer :  Mother,  how  fores  yonr 

grace? 
Q,  EUz.  O  Dorset,  speak  not  to  me,  get  thee 

gone. 
Death  and  destmction  do^  thee  at  th^  heels; 
Thy  mother's  name  is  ominous  to  children : 
If  thou  wilt  outstrip  death,  go  cross  the  seas. 
And  live  with  Richmond,  from  the  reach  of  hell. 
Go,  hie  thee,  hie  thee,  from  this  slaughterhouse. 
Lest  thou  increase  Uie  number  of  the  dead; 
And  make  me  die  the  thrall  of  Margaret's  curse,— 
Nor  mother,  wife,  nor  England's  counted  queen. 
Stan.  Full  of  wise  care  is  this  your  coonsel, 

madam ; 
Take  all  the  swift  advantage  of  the  hours ; 
Tou  shall  have  letters  from  me  to  my  son 
In  your  behalf,  to  meet  you  on  the  way: 
Be  not  ta'en  tardy  by  unwise  delay. 

DuA.  O  ill-dispersing  wind  of  misery  I 
O  my  accursed  womb,  the  bed  of  death : 
A  cockatrice  hast  thou  hatched  to  the  world. 
Whose  una  voided  eye  is  murtherous ! 
Stan.  Come,  madam,  come ;  I  m  all  haste  was 

sent. 
Anne.  And  I  with  all  unwillingness  will  go. 
O,  would  to  God  that  the  inclusive  verge 
Of  golden  metal  that  must  round  my  brow 
Were  red-hot  steel  to  sear  me  to  the  brain  I 
Anointed  let  me  be  with  deadlv  venom ; 
And  die  ere  men  can  say— God  save  the  queen  f 

Q.  EUz.  Go,  go,  poor  soul,  I  envy  not  thy  glory, 
To  feed  mv  humour :  wish  thyself  no  harm. 
Anne,  No  I  why  ?— When  he  that  is  my  husband 

now 
Came  to  me,  as  I  foUow'd  Henrv^s  corse; 
When  scarce  the  blood  was  well  wash'd  from  his 

hands. 
Which  issued  rrom  my  other  angel  husband. 
And  that  dear  saint  which  then  I  weeping  follow'd, 
O,  when,  I  say,  I  look'd  on  Richard's  face, 
This  was  my  wish,— **  Be  thou,**  quoth  I,  "ao- 

curs'd. 
For  maldng  me,  so  young,  so  old  a  widow  I 
And  when  thou  wedd'st,  let  sorrow  haunt  thy  bed 
And  be  thy  wife  (if  any  be  so  mad) 
More  mis^ble  by  the  life  of  thee. 
Than  thou  hast  made  me  by  my  dear  lord^s  death  1 
Lo,  ere  I  can  repeat  this  curse  again. 
Within  so  small  a  time,  my  woman's  heart 
a«-ly  grew  c.ptiv.^^^^|u.^.»B^^^     .^ 
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And  prov^  the  sabjeot  of  mine  own  soul^  cnne; 
Which  hitherto  hath  held  mine  eves  from  rest : 
For  never  yet  one  boar  in  his  bed 
Did  I  enjoj  the  golden  dew  of  sleep, 
Bat  with  bis  timoroas  dreams  was  still  awak*d. 
Besides,  he  hates  me  for  my  fother  Warwick ; 
And  will,  no  doubt,  shortly  be  rid  of  me. 
Q,  EUz,  Poor  heart,  adieu  I   I  pity  thy  cora- 

?lah)ing. 
\o  more  than  with  my  soul  I  mourn  for 
yours. 
Dor.  Farewell,  thou  woeful  welcomer  of  gloij! 
Armt.  Adieu,  poor  soul,  that  tak'st  thy  leave  of  it  I 
Duck.  Go  thou  to  Richmond,  and  good  fortune 
guide  thee  I  [7o  Dorset. 

GK>  thou  to  Richard,  and  good  angels  tend  thee  I 

[7b  Anne. 
Go  thoa  to  sanctuary,  and  good  thoughts  possess 
thee!  [lb  Q.  Elizabeth. 

I  to  my  grave,  where  peace  and  rest  lie  with  me  I 
Eighty  odd  years  of  sorrow  have  I  seen. 
And  each  hour's  joy  wrack'd  Mrith  a  week  of  teen. 
Q,  EUz.  Stay ;  yet  look  back,  with  me,  unto  the 
Tower. 
Pity,  you  ancient  stones,  those  tender  babes, 
Whom  envy  hath  immur'd  within  your  walls  I 
Rough  cradle  for  such  little  pretty  ones  I 
Rude  ragged  nurse!  old  sullen  playfellow 
For  tender  princes,  use  my  babies  well ! 
80  foolish  sorrow  bids  year  stones  fiurewell. 

[Eooaud. 

SCENE  ll.^A  Boom  of  StaU  in  ihe  PaHaee. 

FUmrith  of  trumpets.  RiCH  A  rd,  aa  Eing^  upon  hi$ 
throne;  BucKHfOHAM,  Catbsby,  a  rage,  and 
others. 

K.  Rich.  Stand  all  apart     Cousin  of  Bucking- 
ham,— 
Buck.  My  gracious  sovereign. 
K.  Rich.  Give  me  thy  hand.    Thus  high,  by  thy 
advice, 
And  thy  assistance,  is  Ring  Richard  seated : 
But  shall  we  wear  these  glories  for  a  day? 
Or  shall  thev  last,  and  we  rejoice  in  them  ? 
Buck.  Still  live  they,  and  for  ever  let  them  last ! 
K,  Rich.  Ah,  Buckingham,  now  do  I  play  the 
touch. 
To  try  if  thou  be  current  gold,  indeed : 
Young  Edward  lives:— Think  now  what  I  would 
speak. 
Buck.  Say  on,  my  loving  lord. 
K,  Rich.  Why,  Buekiugham,  T  say  I  would  be 

kmg. 
Buck.  Why,  so  you  are,  my  thrice-renowned  lord. 
K.  Rich.  Hal  am  I  king?  *Tis  so:  but  Edward 

lives. 
Buck.  True,  noble  prince. 
K.  Rich.  O  bitter  consequence, 

That  Eidward  still   should    live!— True,   noble 

prince!— 
Cousin,  thou  wast  not  wont  to  be  so  dull : 
Shall  I  be  plain  ?     I  wish  the  bastards  dead ; 
And  I  would  have  it  suddenlv  perform 'd. 
What  say'st  thou  now  ?  speak  suddenly,  be  brief. 
BucL  Your  grace  may  do  your  pleasure. 
K,  Rich.  Tut,  tut,  thou  art  all  ice,  thy  kindness 
freezes: 
Say,  have  I  thy  consent  that  they  shall  die  ? 
muk.  Give  me  some  little  breath,  some  pause, 
dear  lord, 
Before  I  positively  speak  in  this : 
I  will  resolve  you  herein  presently.    ISbcA  Buck 


Cote.  The  king  is  angry ;  see,  he  gnaws  his  lip. 

AT.  Rich.  I  will  oonverse  with  iron-witted  fools, 
[Descends  from  hi»  titrone. 
And  unrespective  bo^ ;  none  are  tor  me 
That  look  mto  me  with  considerate  eyes. 
High-reaching  Buckingham  grows  ciroumspeet. 
Boy! 

Page.  My  lord. 

£.  Rich.  Know'st  thoa  not  any  whom  oorrapting 
gold 
Would  tempt  unto  a  dose  exploit  of  death? 

Page.  I  know  a  discontented  gentleman, 
Whose  humblemeans  match  not  his  haugh^spirit: 
Gold  were  as  good  as  twentjr  orators, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  tempt  him  to  anything. 

K.  Ridi.  What  is  his  name  ? 

Page.  His  name,  my  lord,  is  TVrrel. 

K.  Rich.  I  partly  know  the  man :  Qou  call  him 
hither,  boy.  [Exit  Page. 

The  deep-revolying  witty  Buckingham 
No  more  shall  be  the  neighbour  to  my  counsels: 
Hath  he  so  long  held  out  with  me  untir'd. 
And  stops  he  now  for  breath  ?— well,  be  it  so. — 

EinieT  Stahlbt. 

How  now,  Lord  Stanley?  what's  the  news? 

Stan.  Know,  my  loving  lord. 
The  Marquis  Dorset,  as  I  hear,  is  fled 
To  Richmond,  in  the  parts  where  he  abides. 

K.  Rich,  Come   hither,    Catesby:  rumour   it 
abroad 
That  Anne,  mv  wife,  is  very  ^ievous  sick ; 
I  will  take  order  for  her  keepmg  dose. 
Inquire  me  out  some  mean,  poor  gentleman. 
Whom  I  will  marry  straight  to  Clarence* daughter. 
The  boy  is  foolish,  and  I  fear  not  him. — 
Look,  how  thou  dream'st  I— I  say  again,  give  oat 
That  Anne  my  queen  is  sick,  and  like  to  die: 
About  it ;  for  it  stands  me  much  upon. 
To  fitop  all  hopes  whose  growth  may  damage  me. 

[Exit  CATEtiBT. 

I  must  be  married  to  my  brother's  daughter 
Or  else  my  kingdom  stands  on  brittle  glass : 
Murther  her  brothers,  and  then  marry  her! 
Uncertain  way  of  gain !    But  1  am  in 
So  far  in  blood,  that  sin  will  pluck  on  sin. 
Tear  falling  pity  dwells  not  in  this  eye. 

Rcrcnter  Page,  vdOi  Ttrrel. 

Is  thy  name  Tyrrel  ? 

7y.  James  Tyrrel,  and  yonr  most  obedient 

subject. 
K.  Ridu  Art  thou,  indeed? 
TW.  Prove  me,  my  gradoos  lord* 

KRich,  Dar*8t  thou  resolve  to  kiU  a  friend  a( 

mine? 
l)fr.  Please  you,  but  I  had  rather  kill  two 

enemies. 
K.  Rich.  Why,  then  thoa  hast  it;  two  deep 
enemies. 
Foes  to  my  rest,  and  my  sweet  sleeps  disturbers, 
Are  they  that  I  would  have  thee  deal  upon: 
Tyrrel,  1  mean  those  bastards  in  the  Tower. 

Tyr.  Let  me  have  open  means  to  come  to  them, 
And  soon  111  rid  you  from  the  fear  of  them. 
K.Rich.  Thoa nng*st sweet mosio.  Hark, come 
hither,  Tyrrel : 
Go,  by  this  token:— Rise,  and  lend  thine  ear. 

[Whiapen. 
There  is  no  more  bat  so :— Say,  it  is  done. 
And  I  will  love  thee,  and  prefer  thee  for  it 
Tpr.  I  will  despatch  it  straight^  ^ 
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B&mter  BuoxnroHAM. 

Buck,  Mj  lord,  I  ha^e  considered  iu  my  mind 
The  late  request  that  yea  did  soond  me  in. 

K..BidL  Well  let  that  rest    Dorset  is  fled  to 
Richmond. 

Buck  I  hear  the  news,  my  lord. 

K,  Bich,  Stanley,  he  is  yoor  wife's  son :— Well 
look  unto  it 

AmL  My  lord,  I  claim  the  gift,  my  doe  by 
nromise, 
For  whicn  yoor  honour  and  your  faith  is  pawned; 
The  earldom  of  Hereford,  and  the  moveables. 
Which  you  have  promised  I  shall  possess. 

KHick,  Stan]ey,looktoyoarwife;  ifsheconvey 
T^etters  to  Richmond,  you  shall  answer  it 

Buck,  What  says  your  highness  to  my  just 
request? 

K,  BUh,  I  do  remember  me, — Henry  the  Sixth 
Did  prophesy  that  Richmond  should  be  king. 
When  Richmond  was  a  little  peeviah  boy. 
A  kin^l— perhape 

Buck,  My  lord, 

K,  Bich.  How  chance  the  prophet  oould  not  at 
that  time 
Have  told  me,  I  being  by,  that  I  should  kill  him? 

Buck.  My  lord,  your  promise  for  the  earldom, — 

K.  Bich,  Richmond! —  When  last  I  was  at  Exeter, 
The  mayor  in  courtesy  show'd  me  the  castle. 
And  calrd  it  Rouse-mont:  at  which  name  I  started, 
Because  a  bard  or  Ireland  told  me  once 
I  should  not  live  long  after  I  saw  Richmond. 

Bude,  My  lord, 

K,  Bich.  Ay,  what^  o'clock  ? 

Buck,  I  am  thus  bold  to  put  your  grace  in  mind 
Of  what  you  promis'd  me. 

K.  BicL  Well,  but  what's  o'clock  ? 

Biick.  Upon  the  stroke  of  ten. 

K.  Bich,  Well,  let  it  strike. 

Buck,  Why,  let  it  strike? 

K,  Bich,  Because  that,  like  a  Jack,  thou  keep'st 
the  stroke 
Betwixt  thpr  begging  and  my  meditation. 
I  am  not  m  the  giving  vein  to-day. 

BucL  Why,  then,  resolve  me  whether  you  will, 
or  no. 

K.Bkh,  Thoutroublestme;  lamnotinthevein. 
j^ExeutU  King  Richard  and  Train. 

Buck,  Andisitthus?  repays  he  mv deep  service 
With  soeh  contempt?  maae  I  him  king  for  this? 
O,  let  me  think  on  Hastings ;  and  be  gone 
To  Brecknock,  while  my  fearful  head  is  on.  [Exit, 

SCENE  llL^Theaame. 
Enter  Ttrrbl. 
Tjfr,  The  tyrannous  and  bloody  act  is  dona. 
The  most  arch  deed  of  piteous  massacre 
That  ever  yet  this  land  was  guilty  of. 
Dighton  and  Forrest,  whom  I  did  suborn 
To  do  this  piece  of  ruthless  butchery. 
Albeit  the^  were  flesh'd  villains,  bloody  dogs, 
Melting  with  tenderness  and  mild  compassion. 
Wept  like  to  children,  in  their  death's  sad  story. 
**0   thus,"    quoth    Dighton,    **Uy   the   gentle 

babes."— 
'^Thua,   thus/'  quoth   Forrest,   "girdling   one 

another 
Within  their  alabaster  innocent  arms : 
Their  lips  were  four  red  roses  on  a  stalk, 
And,  in  their  summer  beauty,  kiss'd  each  other. 
A  book  of  prayers  on  their  pillow  Uy  : 
Which  once,"  quoth  Fonest,  **  almost  ohang'd  my 

minds 
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But,  O,  the  devil  "—there  the  vUIain  stoppU : 
When  Dighton  thus  told  on,— "we  smothered 
The  most  replenished  sweet  work  of  Nature. 
That,  from  the  prime  creation,  e'er  she  framed."— 
Hence  both  are  gone  with  conscience  and  remorse; 
They  could  not  speak:  and  so  I  left  them  both 
To  bear  this  tidings  to  the  bloody  king. 

Enter  King  Righabd. 

And  here  he  comes: — AH  health,  my  sovereign 
lord  I 

K»  Bich.  Kind  Tyrrel  I  am  I  happy  m  thy  news? 

l)/r.  If  to  have  done  the  thii^  you  gave  in 
charge 
Beget  your  happiness,  be  happy  then, 
For  it  is  done. 

K.  Bich.  But  didst  thou  see  them  dead  ? 

Tyr.  I  did,  my  lord. 

£.  Bich,  And  buried,  gentle  TVrrel  ? 

TV*  The  chaphun  of  the  Tower  hath  buried 
them; 
But  where,  to  say  the  tnith,  I  do  not  know. 

K,  Bich.  Come  to  me,  Tyrrel,  soon,  at  aftei 
supper. 
When  thou  shalt  tell  the  process  of  their  death. 
Meantime,  but  think  how  1  may  do  thee  good. 
And  be  inheritor  of  thy  desire. 
Farewell  till  then. 

2Vr.  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [E^ 

K.  Bich,  The  son  of  Clarence  have  I  pent  up 
close; 
His  daughter  meanly  have  I  match 'd  in  marriage; 
The  sons  of  Edward  sleep  in  Abraham's  bosom ; 
And  Anne  my  wife  hatn  bid  this  world  good 

night 
Now,  for  I  know  the  Bretagne  Richmond  aims 
At  young  Elizabeth,  my  brother's  daughter, 
And,  by  that  knot,  looks  proudly  on  the  crown, 
To  her  go  I,  a  jolly  thriving  wooer. 

Enter  Ratcuff. 

Bnt.  My  lord  I 

A*.  Bich,  Qood  or  bad  news,  that  thou  com*st  in 

so  bluntly? 
Bat,  Bnd  news,  my  lord:    Morton  is  fled  to 
Richmond ; 
And  Buckingham,  back'd  with  the  hardy  Welsh- 
men, 
Is  in  the  field,  and  still  his  power  increaseth. 
K,  Bich,  Ely  with  Richmond  troubles  me  more 
near 
Than  Buckmgham  and  his  rash-levied  strength. 
Come,  I  have  learn 'd  that  fearful  commenting 
Is  leaden  servitor  to  dull  dela^ ; 
Delay  leads  impotent  and  snaii-pao'd  beggary : 
Then  fiery  expedition  be  my  wme, 
Jove's  Mercuiy,  and  herald  for  a  king  I 
Go,  muster  men :  my  counsel  is  my  shield ; 
We  must  be  brief  when  traitors  brave  the  field. 

[ExewU. 

SCENE  lY.—The  game.    Before  1^  Palace. 
Enter  Queen  Margaret. 

Q.  Mar.  So,  now  prosperity  begins  to  mellow. 
And  drop  into  the  rotten  month  of  death. 
Here  in  these  confines  slily  have  I  lurk'd, 
To  watch  the  waning  of  mine  enemies. 
A  dire  induction  am  I  witness  to. 
And  will  to  France;  hoping  the  conseouenoe 
Will  prove  as  bitter,  black,  and  tragical. 
Withdraw  thee,  wretched  Margaret!  who  oomes 
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bi 
If  y  nnbloy 
If  jtn  youi 
And  bo  Dol 
Uover  abo 
And  bear  i 

Q.Mar. 
Hatb  dimti 

XHtcA.  ti 
Tbatmrv 
Edward  P 


Q.Mar, 
Edward  fo 

lambs, 

And  throw  them  in  the  entrails  of  the  wolf? 

When  didst  thou  sleep  when  such  a  deed  was  done  ? 

Q.  Mar.  When  holjliarrj died, and  myswent  ^<  m. 

Dtiek,  Dead  light,  blind  sight,  poor  mortal-li  v ing 

ghost, 

Wo6*s  scene,  world's  shame,  grave's  due  by  life 

usurp'd, 

Brief  abstract  and  records  of  tedious  da3rs, 

Best  thy  unrest  on  England's  lawful  earth, 

[SUting  dourn* 

Unlawfully  made  drunk  with  innocent  blood  I 

Q,  EHz,  Ah,  that  thou  wouldst  as  soon  afford  a 

grave. 

As  thou  canst  yield  a  melancholy  seat: 

^  ,.,< .  ...        j^^j 

n/  Jier. 
snt, 


Ithher, 
'•.-] 

1  him: 

im. 

Ilkiin; 
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Cnsaes  his  piteous  and  anpiOed  end: 
Inrth  gHpeJibell  burns,  fiends  roar,  saints  pcty, 
'o  have  him  saddeniy  convey  d  from  hence* 
AHcei  his  bond  of  life,  dear  God,  I  pray 
bat  I  mMy  live  to  say,  the  dog  is  dead  I 
Q.  Eliz.  O,  thou  didst  prophesy  the  time  wooIq 

come 
iat  I  should  wish  for  thee  to  help  me  corse 
lat  bottled  spider,  that  foul  bunck-back'd  toad. 
Q,  Mar.  1  call'd  thee  then,  vain  flourish  of  my 

fortune ; 
sall'd  thee  then,  poor  shadow,  painted  queen; 
18  presen*"*'""  'vf  »»>•♦  -^Ka*  \  y^^^ 
le  natteri  ul  pageant, 

vrue  heav'd  d  down  below : 

A  mother  c  .vo  fiair  babes; 


in! 

woes; 

I. 
Q,  Mar,  Bear  with  me;  I  am  hungry  for  revenge, 
And  now  I  cloy  me  with  beholding  it. 
,«.     „,       . .     .    ,     ,  ... .  .jj,^  jjjy  Edward; 

it  my  Edward ; 
cause  both  they 
of  my  loss. 
Abb'd  my  Edward ; 
ic  play, 

r8,Vaughan,  Grey, 
iisky  graves, 
mcaara  ret  uves,  neiis  duusk  intdlij^encer ; 


A  dream  of  i  garish  flag, ' 

To  be  the  s  rousshot; 

A  sign  of  d  bubble; 

A  queen  in  b  scene. 

Where  is  th  lere  be  thy  brothers? 

W  here  be  1  jrein  dost  thou  joy  ? 

Who  sues,  wys-Qod  save  the 

qi 
Where  be  the  bending  peers  that  flatter'd  thee? 
Where  be  the  thronging  troops  that  followed  thee? 
Decl^ij^^tji^  Jf  "nd  see  what  now  thou  art 
For  *3^K^t»5*  ^^^  distressed  widow; 
For  ^^^^^^^1  0"c  ^^^^  wails  the  name; 
^^^  t!^^^^^^d  to,  one  that  humbly  sues; 
For  i^^'-^^S?^  caitiff  crown'd  with  care; 
For  e^^1ii^.;^M  o.  «o  «««  . — ,4  of  me; 
For  I  f  one; 

For  I  le. 

Thus  about, 

And 

Havi  ;hou  wast. 

To  t(  hou  art 

Thoi  lou  not 

Usur  K ? 

Now  hen  *d  yoke; 

Fron  ied  head, 

And  I. 

Farewell,  York's  wife,--and  queen  of  sad  mia- 

ohance, — 
These  English  woes  shall  make  me  smile  in  France. 
Q,  EUz.  O  thou  well  skill'd  in  curses,  stay  a 

while, 
And  teach  me  how  to  curse  mine  enemies. 

Q,  Mar.  Forbear  to  sleep  the  night,  and  Cast 

the  day; 
Compare  dead  happiness  with  living  woe ; 
Think  that  thv  babes  were  fairer  than  they  were, 
And  he  that  slew  them  fouler  than  he  is ; 
Bettering  thy  loss  makes  the  bad-causer  worse ; 
Revolving  this  will  teach  thee  how  to  curse. 
Q,  Eliz.  My  words  are  dull,  O  quicken  them 

with  thine  I 
Q.  Mar,  Thy  woes  will  make  them  sharp,  and 

)lerce  like  mine.  [Exit  Q.  Mar. 

Why  should  calamity  be  full  of  words  ? 

u  Windy  attorneys  to  their  client  woes, 

ecders  of  intestate  joys, 

Lthing  orators  of  miseries  I 

have  scope :  though  what  they  do  Impart 
Axcip  iivuiing  else,  vet  do  they  ease  the  heart 

Duch.  If  so,  then  be  not  tongue-tied :  go  with  me, 
And  in  the  breath  of  bitter  words  let's  smother 
My  damned  son,  that  thy  two  sweet  sons  smother *d 
[Trumpet  lottAm. 
The  trumpet  sounds. — be  copious  in  expUims. 
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SiUar  Kiog  Biohabd,  and  hit  JMn,  mankmg, 

K.  Bk^  Who  intercepts  me  in  mj  expedition? 

IhiA,  Of  she  that  mignt  have  interoepted  thee, 
By  ttranglug  thee  in  her  accursed  womb, 
From  all  the  slanghters,  wretch,  that  thou  hast  done. 

Q,  EHz,  Uid*8t  thou  that  forehead  wiih  a  golden 
crown. 
Where  should  be  branded,  if  that  right  were  right. 
The  slaughter  of  the  prince  that  ow'd  that  crown. 
And  the  dire  death  of  my  poor  sons  and  brothers  r 
Tell  me,  thou  villain-slave,  where  are  my  children  ? 

Duck,  Thou  toad,  thou   toad,   where   is  thy 
brother  Clarence? 
And  little  Ned  Plantagenet,  his  son? 

Q,  JOix.  Where  is  the  gentle  Rivers,  Yaughan, 
Grey? 

JhidL  Where  is  kind  Hastings? 

K,  Bkk,  A  flourish,  trumpets  I — strike  alarum, 
drums! 
Let  not  the  heavens  hear  these  tell-tale  women 
Rail  on  the  Lord's  anointed:  Strike,  I  say. 

[Flourish,    Ahtrunu, 
Either  be  patient,  and  entreat  me  fair, 
Or  with  the  clamorous  report  of  war 
Thus  will  I  drown  your  exclamations. 

Ihi^    Art  thou  my  son? 

K.£idL  Ay:   I  thank  God,  my  &ther,  and 
yourself. 

Dutk,  Then  nation  tlv  hear  my  impatience. 

K,  Bith,  Madam,  1  have  a  touch  of  your  con- 
dition. 
That  cannot  brook  the  accent  of  reproof. 

Dueh,  0,  let  me  speak. 

Z,  Bich,  Do,  then;  but  111  not  hear. 

Duch,  I  will  be  mild  and  gentle  in  mv  words. 

K,  Bich,  And  brief,  good  mother;  for  I  am  in 
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DuA,  Art  thou  so  hasty?  I  have  stayed  for  thee, 
Qod  knows,  in  torment  and  in  agony. 

JL  Bich,  And  came  I  not  at  last  to  comfort  you  ? 

Duch,  No,  by  the  holy  rood,  thou  know'st  it  well. 
Thou  cam*8t  on  earth  to  make  the  earth  my  hell. 
A  grievous  burthen  waa  th v  birth  to  me ; 
Tc^y  and  wayward  was  thy  infancy ; 
Thy  school-days  frightfhl,  desperate,  wild,  and 

furious ; 
Thy  prime  of  manhood  daring,  bold,  and  venturous ; 
Thy  age  confirmed,  proud,  subtle,  sly,  and  bloody, 
More  mild,  but  yet  more  harmful,  kind  in  hatred : 
What  comfortable  hour  canst  thou  name, 
That  ever  graced  me  in  thv  company  ? 

K,  Bich,  Taith,  none,  but  Humphrey  Hower, 
that  caird  vour  grace 
To  breakfut  once^  forth  of  my  company. 
If  1  be  so  disgraoious  in  your  eve. 
Let  me  march  on,  and  not  offend  you,  madam. — 
Strike  up  the  drum. 

Dwcf.,  I  prithee,  hear  me  speak. 

K,Bick  You  speak  too  bitterlv. 

DvcA.  Hear  me  a  word, 

For  I  shall  never  speak  to  thee  again. 

K,Bich,  So. 

2>iic^  Either  thou  wilt  die,  by  God^s  just  ordi- 
nanoe. 
Ere  from  this  war  thou  turn  a  conqueror; 
Or  I  with  grief  and  extreme  age  shall  perish. 
And  never  more  behold  thy  <ace  again. 
Therefore,  take  with  thee  my  most  grievous  curse; 
Wliich,  in  the  day  of  battle,  ture  thee  more 
Than  all  the  complete  armour  that  thou  wear%tl 
My  prayers  on  the  adverse partv  fight: 
And  there  the  little  souls  of  £awarid*s  children 
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Whisper  the  spirits  of  thine  enemies, 
And  promise  them  success  and  victory. 
Bloody  thou  art,  bloody  will  be  thy  end ; 
Shame  serves  thy  life,  and  doth  thy  death  attend. 

[ExU, 

Q,  Elias,  Though  far  more  cause,  yet  much  less 
^  spirit  to  curse 
Abides  in  me ;  I  say  amen  to  her.  [Going, 

K,  Bich,  Stay,  madam,  1  must  talk  a  word  with 
jou. 

Q»  Elm,  I  have  no  more  sons  of  the  royal  blood 
For  thee  to  slaughter :  for  my  daughters,  Richard, 
They  shall  be  praying  nuns,  not  weeping  queens; 
And  therefore  level  not  to  hit  their  lives. 

K,  Bich,  You  have  a  daughter  called  Elizabeth, 
Virtuous  and  fair,  royal  and  gracious. 

Q,  Elvt,  And  must  she  die  for  this  ?    O,  let  her 
live. 
And  111  corrupt  her  manners,  stain  her  beauty; 
Slander  myself,  as  false  to  Edward's  bed ; 
Throw  over  her  the  veil  of  infamy : 
So  she  mav  live  unscarr'd  of  blci  ding  slaughter, 
I  will  confess  she  was  not  Edward  s  daughter. 

K,  Bich,  Wrong  not  her  birth,  she  ib  a  royal 
princess. 

Q'EUz,  To  save  her  life.  111  say  she  is  not  so. 

K,  Bich,  Her  life  b  safest  only  in  her  birth. 

0,  Eliz,  And  only  in  that  safety  died  her  brothers. 

K,  Bich.  Lo,  at  their  births  good  stars  were 
opposite. 

Q,  EUz,  No,  to  their  lives  ill  friends  were  con- 
trary. 

K,  Bich,  All  unavoided  is  the  doom  of  destiny 

Q,  Eliz.  IVue,  when  avoided  grye  makes  deatiny 
My  babes  were  destined  to  a  fairer  death, 
If  grace  had  bless 'd  thee  with  a  fairer  life. 

K,  Bich.  You  speak  as  if  that  I  had  slain  m} 
cousins. 

Q,  Eliz,  Cousins,  indeed;  and  by  their  uncle 
cozen 'd 
Of  comfort,  kingdom,  kindred,  freedom,  life. 
Whose  hands  soever  lanc'd  their  tender  hearts. 
Thy  head,  all  indirectly,  gave  direction: 
No  doubt  the  murtherous  knife  was  dull  and  blunt. 
Till  it  was  whetted  on  thy  stone-hard  heart. 
To  revel  in  the  entrails  of  my  iambs. 
But  that  still  use  of  grief  makes  wild  grief  tame. 
My  tongue  should  to  thy  ears  not  name  my  boyi 
Till  that  my  nails  were  anchored  in  thine  eyes ; 
And  I,  in  such  a  desperate  bay  of  death, 
Like  a  poor  bark,  ot  sails  and  tackling  reft. 
Rush  ail  to  pieces  on  thy  rocky  bosom. 

K.  Bich,  Madam,  so  thrive  I  in  ray  enterprise, 
And  dangerous  success  of  bloody  wars, 
I  As  1  intend  more  good  to  you  and  yours, 
Than  ever  you  and  yours  by  me  were  harm*dl 

Q,  Eliz,  What  g<K)d  is  covered  with  the  face  of 
heaven, 
To  be  discovered  that  can  do  me  good  ? 

E,  Bich,  The  advancement  of  your  children, 
gentle  lady. 

p.  Eliz,  Up  to  some  scaffold,  there  to  lose  their 
headsl 

E,  Bich,  Unto  the  dignity  and  height  of  fortune, 
The  high  imperial  type  of  this  earth's  glory. 

0,  Lliz,  Flatter  my  sorrow  with  report  of  it ; 
Tell  me,  what  state,  what  dignitv,  what  honour. 
Canst  thou  demise  to  any  child  of  mine? 

K.  Bich,  Even  all  I  have ;  ay,and  myself  andall, 
Will  1  wirhal  endow  a  child  of  thine ; 
So  in  the  Lethe  of  thy  angry  soul 
Thou  drown  the  sad  remembrancer  of  those  wrongir 
Which  thou  supposest  I  have  done  to  thee. 
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Q,  SUm,  Be  brief;  lest  tliat  the  prooeu  of  tliy 
kbidnoKS 
Last  loxiffer  telling  tban  tbj  kindness' date 

JT.  BQu  Then  know,  tbat,  from  1117  seal,  I  love 
thj  daagbter. 

Q,  EUt,  Mj  daughter's  mother  tUnks  it  with 
her  soal: 

K.  Rich.  What  do  70a  thbik? 

Q,  EUa,  That  thou  dost  love  017  daughter  from 
th7  souU 
So,  from  th7  soul'^  love,  didst  thoa  love  her 

brothers ; 
And,  from  nay  heart's  love,  I  do  thank  thee  for  iL 

K,  Bick.  Be  not   so  ha8t7  to   confound    m7 
meaning; 
I  mean,  that  with  my  soul  I  love  thy  daughter, 
And  do  intend  to  make  her  queen  of  England. 

Q,  EUl  Well,  then,  who  dost  thou  mean  sliall 
be  her  king? 

K,  Bieh,  Even  he  that  makes  her  qneen :  Who 
elseshoold  be? 

Q.EUx  What,  thou? 

A.  JHch,  Even  so :  How  think  70a  of  it  ? 

Q,  EUz,  How  oanst  thon  woo  her? 

K.  Rich,  That  I  would  learn  of  70U, 

As  one  being  best  acquainted  with  her  humour. 

Q,  EUz,  And  wilt  thou  learn  of  me  ? 

A.  Rich,  Madam,  with  all  my  heart. 

Q,  EUx.  Send  to  her,  b7  the  man  that  slew  her 
brothers, 
A  pair  of  bleeding  hearts ;  thereon  engrave 
Edward  and  York ;  then,  haply,  will  she  wcop : 
Therefore,  oresent  to  her, — as  sometime  Margaret 
Did  to  thy  rather,  steep'd  in  Rutland's  blooti, — 
A  handkerchief;  which,  8a7  to  her,  did  drain 
The  purple  sap  from  her  sweet  brother's  bod7. 
And  bid  her  wipe  her  weeping  e7es  withal. 
If  this  inducement  move  her  not  to  love, 
JSend  her  a  letter  of  th7  noble  deeds ; 
Tell  her,  thoa  mad'st  awa7  her  uncle  Clarence, 
Her  ancle  Rivers ;  a7,  and,  for  her  sake, 
Mad'st  quick  con  vcTance  with  her  good  aunt  Anne. 

K.  Rich,  You  mock  me,  madam ;  this  is  not  the 
wa7 
To  win  7our  daughter. 

Q,  Eliz,  There  is  no  other  wa7 ; 

Unless  thoa  ooaldst  pat  on  some  other  shape. 
And  not  be  Richard  that  hath  done  all  this. 

K.  Rich,  t>a7,  that  I  did  all  this  for  love  of  her  ? 

Q,  EUz,  Na7,  then  indeed,  she  cannot  choose 
but  hate  thee, 
Havinff  bought  love  with  such  a  b1ood7  spoil. 

K,  Rich,  Look,  what  is  done  cannot  be  now 
amended ; 
Men  shall  deal  nnadvisedl7  sometimes, 
Which  after-hours  give  leisure  to  repent. 
If  1  did  take  the  kingdom  from  7our  sons. 
To  make  amends,  1*11  give  it  to  7our  daughter. 
If  I  have  killed  the  issue  of  7oar  womb. 
To  qaicken  7our  increase,  I  will  beget 
Mine  issue  of  your  blood  upon  7oar  daagbter. 
A  grandam*s  name  is  little  less  in  love 
Than  is  the  doting  title  of  a  mother ; 
They  are  as  children  but  one  step  below. 
Even  of  your  mettle,  of  your  very  blood ; 
Of  all  one  iMiin,— save  for  a  night  of  groans 
Endur'd  or  her,  for  whom  you  bid  like  sorrow. 
Your  children  were  vexation  to  your  youth. 
But  mine  sliall  be  a  comfort  to  your  age. 
The  lots  you  have  is  but  a  >on  being  king. 
And.  by  that  loss,  your  daughter  b  made  qnaen. 
I  uuinot  make  70a  what  amends  I  would, 
rherefore  accept  saoh  kindness  as  I  can. 
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Dorset,  year  son,  that,  with  a  fearftd  soul, 
Leads  discontented  steps  in  foreign  soil, 
This  fair  alliance  quickl7  shall  call  home 
To  hi^h  promotions  and  great  dignit7 : 
The  king,  that  calls  your  beauteous  daughter  wife, 
Faniiliarl7  shall  call  thy  Dorset  brother ; 
Again  shall  you  be  mother  to  a  king. 
And  all  the  ruins  of  distressful  times 
Repaired  with  double  riches  of  content. 
What  I  we  have  many  goodly  days  to  see: 
The  liquid  dro|)B  of  tears  that  you  have  shed 
Shall  come  again,  transformed  to  orient  pearl; 
Advantaging  their  loan,  with  interest 
Of  ten-times  doable  gain  of  happiness. 
Go  then,  my  mother,  to  thy  daughter  go ; 
Make  bold  her  bashful  years  with  your  experieooe; 
Prepare  her  ears  to  hear  a  wooer^  tale ; 
Put  in  her  tender  heart  the  aspiring  flame 
Of  golden  sovVeignty ;  acquaint  the  princess 
With  the  sweet  sUent  hours  of  marriage  joys : 
And  when  this  arm  of  mine  hath  chastised 
The  petty  rebel,  dull-brain'd  Backineham, 
Bound  with  triumphant  garlands  will  I  come, 
And  lead  thy  daughter  to  a  conqueror's  bed; 
To  whom  I  will  retail  my  conquest  won. 
And  she  shall  be  sole  victress,  Cssar's  Csesar. 
Q,  EUz,  What  were  I  best  to  say  ?  her  &ther'k 
brother 
Would  be  her  lord?  Or  shall  I  say,  her  uncle? 
Or  he  that  slew  her  brothers  and  her  uncles? 
Under  what  title  shall  I  woo  for  thee. 
That  God,  the  Uw,  my  honour,  and  her  love. 
Can  make  seem  pleasing  to  her  tender  years  r 
K,  Rich,   Infer  fair  England's  peace  by  this 

alliance. 
Q,  EUz,  Which  she  shall  purchase  with  still 

lasting  war. 
JT.  Rich,  Tell  her,  the  king,  that  may  command, 

entreats. 
Q,  EUz,  That  at  her  hands  which  the  king's 

Ring  forbids. 
K,  Rich,  Say,  she  shall  be  a  high  and  mighty 

queen. 
Q,  EUz.  To  wail  the  title,  as  her  mother  doth. 
K,  Rick,  Say,  I  will  love  her  everlastiigly. 
Q.  Eliz,  But  how  long  shall  that  title,  ever,  last? 
K,  Rich,  Sweetly  in  force  unto  her  fair  life's  end. 
Q,  EUz,  But  how  long  fiurly  shall  her  sweet  life 

last? 
K,  Rich.  As   long   as   Heaven,   and   natare, 

lengthens  it. 
Q,  Eliz.  As  lon^  as  hell,  and  Richard,  likes  of  it 
K,  Rich,    Say,  I,  her  sovereign,  am  her  subject 

low. 
Q.  EUz,  But  she,  your  subject,  loathes  sacb 

sov'reignty, 
K.  Rich,  Be  eloquent  in  my  behalf  to  her. 
Q,  EUz,  An   honest   tale   speeds   best,  being 

plainly  told. 
K,  Rich,  Then,  plainly  to  her  tell  my  loving  tale. 
C.  EUz,  Plain,  and  not  honest,  is  too  harsh  a  style. 
K,  Rich,  Your  reasons  are  too  shallow  and  too 

quick. 
Q,  Eliz.  O.  no,  my  reasons  are  too  deep  and  dead; 
Too  deep  ana  dead,  poor  infants,  in  their  graves. 
K.  Rich,  Harp  not  on  that  string,  madam ;  that 

is  past. 
Q.  EUz.  Harp  on  it  still  shall  I,  tiU  heartstrings 

break. 
K,  Rich.  Now,  by  my  George,  m7  garter,  and 

m7  crown, — 
Q,  Eliz,  Profan'd,  dishonoor'd,  and  the  third 
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K.  JHch.  1  swear. 

Q,  EUa,  By  nothing :  tor  this  is  no  oath. 

Thy  George,  profan  d,  hath  lost  his  lordly  honour ; 
Thy  garter,  blemished,  pawned  his  knightly  virtue ; 
Thy  crown,  usurped,  oisgrac'd  his  kingly  glory : 
If  something  thon  woulost  swear  to  be  believ'd, 
Swear  then  by  something  that  thou   hast  not 
wrong'd. 

K,  Bieh.  Then,  by  myself,— 

0.  Eliz,  Thvself  is  self-misused. 

K.  Rich.  Now,  by  the  world,— 

Q,  Eliz,  Tis  full  of  thy  foul  wrongs. 

K.  Rich,  My  fiUher's  death,— 

Q.  EUz.  Thy  life  hath  it  dishonoured. 

A.  Rich,  Why  then,  by  Heaven,— 

Q,  Ebx,  Heaven's  wrong  is  most  of  alL 

H  thou  didst  fear  to  break  an  oath  with  Uim, 
The  unity  the  king  my  husband  made 
Thou  hadst  not  broken,  nor  my  brothers  died. 
If  thou  hadst  fear'd  to  oreak  an  oath  by  Uim, 
The  imperial  metal,  cirdine  now  thy  head. 
Had  mc*d  the  tender  temples  of  my  child ; 
And  both  the  princes  had  been  breathing  here, 
'Which  now,  two  tender  bedfellows  for  dust. 
Thy  broken  faith  hath  made  the  prey  for  worms. 
Wnat  canst  thou  swear  by  now  ? 

E.  Rich,  The  time  to  come. 

Q,  EUx.  That  thou  bast  wrong^  in  the  time 
overpast; 
For  I  myself  have  many  tears  to  wash 
Hereafter  time,  for  time  past,  wronged  by  thee. 
The  children  live  whose  fathers  thou  hast  slftugh- 

ter'd, 
UngoTem'd  youth,  to  wail  it  in  their  age; 
The  parents  1 1  ve  whose  children  thou  hast  butcher'd. 
Old  Darren  plants  to  wail  it  with  their  age. 
Swear  not  by  time  to  come;  for  that  thou  hast 
Misused  ere  used,  by  times  ill-used  overpast 

iC.  Rich,  As  1  intend  to  prosper,  and  repent, 
So  thrive  I  in  my  dangerous  affairs 
Of  hostile  arms !  myself  myself  confound  I 
Heaven  and  fortune  bar  me  happy  hours  I 
Day,  yield  me  not  thy  light,  nor  night,  thy  rest  I 
Be  opposite  all  planets  or  good  luck 
To  my  proceeding!  if,  with  dear  heart's  love. 
Immaculate  devotion,  holy  thoughts, 
I  tender  not  thy  beauteous  princely  daughter  I 
In  her  consists  my  happiness,  and  thine ; 
Without  her,  follows  to  myself^and  thee. 
Herself,  the  land,  and  many  a  Uhristian  soul, 
Death,  desolation,  ruin,  ana  decay : 
It  cannot  be  avoided  but  by  this ; 
It  will  not  be  avoided  but  by  this. 
Therefore,  dear  mother  (1  must  call  yon  so). 
Be  the  attorney  of  my  love  to  her. 
Plead  what  I  will  be,  not  what  I  have  been; 
Not  my  deserts,  but  what  I  will  deserve : 
Urge  the  necessity  and  state  of  times. 
And  be  not  peevish  found  in  great  designs. 

a  Eba,  Shall  1  be  temnted  of  the  devil  thus  ? 

K,  Rich,  Ay,  if  the  devU  tempt  thee  to  do  good. 

Q.  EUu  Shall  I  forget  myself,  to  be  myself? 

A.  Rich.  Ay,  if  yourself^  remembrance  wrong 
yourself. 

Q,  EU».  Yet,  thou  didst  kill  my  children. 

K*  Rich,  But  in  your  daughter's  womb  I  bury 
them: 
Where,  in  that  nest  of  spicery,  they  will  breed 
Selves  of  themselves,  to  your  recomforture. 

Q,  Eiiau  Shall  I  go  win  my  daughter  to  thy  willf 

A.  Rich  And  be  a  happy  mother  by  the  deed 

Q.  Elm,  I  go.— Write  to  me  very  shortly. 
And  joa  shall  understand  from  me  her  mind. 


K,  Rich,  Bear  her  my  true  love's  kiss,  and  so 
farewell.       [Atsnn^  her.    Exit  Q.  Elul 
Relenting  fooL  and  shallow  changing  woman  1 
How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

iSn^  Ratcliff;  Catesby  JbUowing, 

Rat  Most  mighty  sovereign,  on  the  weateni 
coast 
Rideth  a  puissant  navy :  to  our  shores 
Throng  many  doubtful  hollow-hearted  friendSt 
Unarm 'd,  and  nnresolv'd  to  beat  them  back: 
Tis  thought  that  Richmond  is  their  admiral) 
And  there  they  hull,  expecting  but  the  aid 
Of  Buckingham  to  welcome  them  ashore. 
E.  Rich,  Some  light-foot  friend  post  to  th^  Duk* 
of  Norfolk:— 
Ratdifi^  thyself,— or  Catesby;  where  is  ha? 
Cote.  Here,  my  good  lord. 
E,  Rich.  Catesby,  fly  to  the  duke 

CaU.  I  will,  my  lord,  with  all  convenient  hastCi 
E,  Rich.  Ratdiff,  come  hither:  Post  to  Salia 
bury; 
When   thou    oom*st    thither,— Dull   unmindful 
villain,  (7b  Catesby. 

Why  stay'st  thou  hereL  and  go'st  not  to  the  duke? 
(Jate,  First,  mighty  liege,  tell  me  your  highness' 
pleasure, 
What  from  your  grace  I  shall  deliver  to  him. 
JT.  Rich,  O,  true,  good  Catesby  >— Bid  him  levy 
straight 
The  greatest  sU'ength  and  power  that  he  can  make. 
And  meet  me  suddenly  at  Salisbury. 

Catt,  I  go.  [EaaL 

Rat,  What,  may  it  please  you,  shall  I  do  at 

Salisbury? 
E,  Rich.  Why,  what  wouldst  thou  do  there, 

before  1  go  ? 
Rat,  Your  highness  told  me  I  should  post  before. 

Enter  Stanley. 

E,  Rich,  My  mind  is  chang'd.— Stanley,  what 

news  with  you  ? 
Stan,  None  good,  my  liege,  to  please  yon  with 
the  hearing ; 
Nor  none  so  bad  but  well  may  be  reported. 
E,  Rich,  Heyday,  a  riddle  I  neither  good  nor 
badi 
What  needV^t  thou  run  so  many  miles  about. 
When  thou  mayst  tell  thy  tale  the  nearest  way? 
Once  more,  what  news  ? 
JStan,  Richmond  is  on  the  seas. 

E,  Rich.  There  let  him  sink,  and  be  the  seas  oi 
him! 
White-liver'd  runagate,  what  doth  he  there? 
St(m:  I  know  not,  mighty  sovereign,  but  by 

guess. 
E.Rich.  Well,  as  you  guess? 
Btan,  Stirr'd  up  by  Dorset,  Buckingham,  and 
Morton, 
He  makes  for  Enghmd^  here  to  claim  the  crown. 
E,  Rich,  Is  the  chair  empty?     Is  the  sword 
unswav'd  ?   . 
Is  the  king  dead?  the  empire  unpossess'd? 
What  heir  of  York  is  there  alive  but  we? 
And  who  is  England's  kmg  but  great  York^  heir  7 
Then,  tell  me,  what  makes  he  upon  the  seas? 
Stan.  Unless  for  that,  my  liege,  I  cannot  guess. 
E.  Rich.  Unless  for  that  he  oomes  to  be  youi 
liege, 
You  cannot  guess  wherefore  the  Welshman  comes 
Thou  wilt  revolt,  and  fly  to  him,  I  fear. 
Stan,  No,  my  good  lord,  ther^o^  mistruat  me 
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K.  Bick,  Where  is  thy  power  then,  to  beat  him 
back? 

Wnere  be  thy  tenants  and  thy  followers? 
Are  they  not  now  upon  the  western  shore, 
Safe  conducting  the  rebels  from  their  ships  ? 
Stan,  No,  my  good  lord,  my  friends  are  in  the 
north.  [north, 

K,  Rick,  Cold  friends  to  me :  What  do  they  in  the 
When  they  should  serve  their  sovereign  in  the  west? 
Statu  They  have  not  been  commanded,  mighty 
king: 
Pleaseth  your  miyesty  to  give  me  leave, 
111  muster  up  my  friends,  and  meet  your  grace, 
Where,  and  what  time,  your  m^esty  shall  please. 
K,  liich.  Ay,  thou  wouldst  be  gone  to  join  with 
Richmond: 
But  111  not  trust  thee 

Stan,  Most  mighty  sovereign, 

fou  have  no  cause  to  hold  ray  friendship  douotful ; 
I  never  was,  nor  never  will  be,  false. 
K,  Bieh,  Go,  then,  and  muster  men.    But  leave 
behind 
Tonr  son,  George  Stani  ey ;  look  your  heart  be  firm, 
or  else  his  head's  assurance  is  but  frail. 
Stan,  So  deal  with  him  as  I  prove  true  to  you. 
[Exit  Stanley. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mut.  M^  gracious  sovereign,  now  in  Devonshire, 
At  I  by  friends  am  well  advertised. 
Sir  Edward  Courtney,  and  the  haughty  prelate 
Bishop  of  Exeter,  his  elder  brother, 
With  many  more  confederates,  are  in  arms. 

EinUr  another  Messenger. 

8  Meis,  In  Kent,  my  liege,  the  Guilfords  are 
in  arms; 
And  every  hour  more  competitors 
Plook  to  the  rebels,  and  theur  power  grows  strong. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

3.  Misa,  My  lord,  the  army  of  great  Buck- 
ingham— 

JT.  Rich,  Out  03  ye,  owls  I  nothing  butsonffs  of 

death  ?  [He  etrikeshim. 

There,  take  thou  that,  till  thou  bring  better  news. 

3  Mesa.  The  news  I  have  to  tell  your  majesty 
Is,— that,  by  sudden  floods  and  fall  of  waters, 
Buckingham's  army  is  dispersed  and  scatter'd; 
and  he  himself  wander'd  away  alone. 
No  man  knows  whither. 

K,  Rich.  lory  thee  mercy: 

There  is  my  purse  to  cure  that  blow  of  thine. 
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Snter  another  Messenger. 

AMeei.  Sir  Thomas  Level,  and  lord  Marquis 
Dorset, 
*Tis  said,  my  liege,  in  Yorkshire  are  in  arms. 
But  this  good  comfort  bring  I  to  your  highneti,— 
The  Bretagne  navy  is  dispers'd  by  tempest : 
Richmond,  in  Dorsetshire,  sent  out  a  boat 
Unto  the  shore,  to  ask  those  on  the  banks 
If  they  were  his  assistants,  yea  or  no ; 
Who  answered  him,  they  came  from  Buckingham 
Upon  his  party:  he,  mistrnsting  them, 
Hois'd  sail,  and  made  his  course  again  for  Bretagne. 

K.  Rich,  March  on,  march  on,  smce  we  are  op 
in  arms ; 
If  not  to  fight  vrith  foreign  enemies, 
Tet  to  beat  down  these  rebels  here  at  home. 

Enter  Catesbt. 

Oate,  My  liege,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  is 
taxen. 
That  is  the  best  news.  That  the  Earl  of  Richmond 
Is  with  a  mighty  power  landed  at  Miltbrd, 
Is  colder  news,  but  yet  they  must  be  told. 
K,Rich,  Away  towards  Salisbury;  while  we 
reason  here 
A  royal  battle  might  be  won  and  lost: 
Some  one  take  order  Buckingham  be  brought 
To  Salisbury ;— the  rest  march  on  with  me. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE  y.— ^  Room  in  Lord  Stanley's  Howe, 
Enter  Stanley  and  Sir  CHRiarroPHER  Ubswick. 

Stan,  Sir  Christopher,  tell  Richmond  this  from 
me: — 
That  in  the  sty  of  this  most  bloody  boar. 
My  son  George  Stanley  is  frank'd  up  in  hold; 
If  I  revolt,  off  goes  youn^  George's  head ; 
The  fear  of  that  holds  ofi  my  present  old. 
So,  get  thee  gone ;  commend  me  to  thy  lord. 
Witball.say,  that  the  queen  hath  heartily  consented 
He  shall  espouse  Elizabeth  her  daughter. 
But,  tell  me,  where  is  princely  Richmond  now  ? 

Chris,  At  Pembroke,  or  at  Ha  rford-west,  in 
Wales. 

Stan,  What  men  of  name  resort  to  him  ? 

Ohrie.  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  a  renowned  soldier; 
Sir  Gilbert  Talbot,  Sir  William  Stanley ; 
Oxford,  redoubted  Pembroke,  Sir  James  Blunt, 
And  Rice  ap  Thomas,  with  a  valiant  crew; 
And  many  other  of  great  name  and  worth : 
And  towards  London  do  they  bend  their  power. 
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That  hi^  All-seer  which  I  dallied  with 
Hath  turned  mj  feigned  prayer  on  my  head, 
And  given  in  earnest  what  I  begR*d  in  jest. 
Thus  doth  he  force  the  swords  of  wicked  men 
To  tnm  their  own  points  on  their  masters'  hosoms: 
Thus  Bfargaret's  corse  falls  hear/  on  my  neck, — 
'*When  he,**  qaoth  she,  **shaU  split  thy  heart 

with  sorrow, 
Remember  Margaret  was  a  nrophetess."— 
Come,  lead  me,  officers,  to  tne  block  of  shame ; 
Wrong  hath  bat  wrong,  and  blame  the  doe  of 

blame.  [Exeunt  Bdokwoham,  tie. 

SCENE  II.— Ham  near  Tamworth. 

JBnter,  vM  drum  andeolouri^  Kichmond,  Oxford, 
Sir  James  Bluvt,  Sir  WAiiTER  Herbert,  cmd 
otherty  with  Forcei^  marching, 

Richm.  Fellows  in  arms,  and  my  most  loving 
friends, 
Bmis'd  underneath  the  yoke  of  tyranny, 
Thus  far  into  the  bowels  of  the  land 
Hare  we  march'd  on  without  impediment; 
And  here  reoeire  we  from  our  father  Stanley 
Lines  of  fair  comfort  and  encoara^^ement. 
The  wretched,  bloody,  and  usurping  boar. 
That  spoiled  your  summer  fields  and  fruitful  vines, 
Swills  your  warm  blood  like  wash,  and  makes  his 

trough 
In  your  embowell*d  bosoms,— this  foul  swine 
Lies  now  even  in  the  centre  of  this  isle, 
Near  to  the  town  of  Leicester,  as  we  learn : 
From  Tamworth  thither  is  but  one  day's  march. 
In  GKkI's  name,  cheerlv  on,  courageous  friends, 
To  reap  the  harvest  of  perpetual  peace 
By  this  one  bloody  trial  of  sharp  war. 

Oaf,  Every  man's  oonscienoe  is  a  thousand  men. 
To  fight  against  this  bloody  homicide. 

£«r6.  I  doubt  not  but  his  friends  will  turn  to  us. 

BlmL  He  hath  no  ftiends  but  what  are  friends 
for  fear; 
Which,  in  his  dearest  need,  will  fly  from  him. 

Biehm.  All  for  our  vantage.     Then,  in  Gk>d*s 
name,  march: 
True  hope  is  swift,  and  flies  with  swallow's  wings, 
Rings  it  makes  gods,  and  meaner  creatures  kings. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  m.— Bosworth  JFidd. 

Enter  King  Richard  and  Forces;  the  Duke  of 
Norfolk,  Earl  of  Surrey,  and  othen, 

K,  Bkk,  Here  pitch  onr  tent,  even  here  in  Bo*> 
worth  Field. 
My  lord  of  Surrey,  why  look  you  so  sad  ? 
8ur,  My  heart  is  ten  times  lighter  than  ay 

looks. 
K,  Bieh.  My  lord  of  Norfolkl 
Nor,  Here,  most  gracious  liege. 

K,  Buk.  Norfolk,  we  must  have  knocks :    Hal 

must  we  not? 
Nor,  Wemnstbothgiveandtake,mylovinglord. 
K.  Rick  Up  with  my  tent :  Here  will  I  lie 
tonight; 
[Soldien  begin  toeetupthe  King's  tent. 
But  where  to-morrow  ?~  Well, all's  one  for  that— 
Who  hath  descried  the  number  of  the  traitors? 
Nor,  Six  or  seven  thousand  is  their  utmost 

power. 
JT.  Biek,  Why,  our  battalia  trebles  that  account : 
Besides,  the  king's  name  it  a  tower  of  strength. 
Which  they  upon  the  adverse  faction  want. 
Up  with  the  tent— Come,  noble  gentlemen, 
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Let  us  survey  the  vantage  of  the  ground  ^ 
Call  for  some  men  of  sound  direction : 
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Let's  lack  no  discipline,  make  no  delay ; 
For,  lords,  to-morrow  is  a  busy  day. 


[SoDeunt, 


Enter,  on  the  other  tide  of  ihe  fidd^  Richmond,  Sir 
William  Brabtdoh,  Oxford,  and  other  Lords. 
Some  of  the  Soldiers  pUh  Ridimond'b  tent, 

Bichm,  The  weary  sun  hath  made  a  golden  set^ 
And,  by  the  bright  track  of  his  fiery  oar. 
Gives  token  of  a  goodly  day  to-morrow. 


Sir  William  Brandon,  you  shall  hestr  my  standaro. 
Give  me  some  ink  and  paper  in  my  tent  ;— 
111  draw  the  form  and  model  of  our  battle. 
Limit  each  leader  to  his  several  charge, 
And  part  Iq  just  proportion  our  small  power. 
My  lord  of  Oxford,  you.  Sir  William  Brandon, 
And  you.  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  stay  with  me: 
The  Earl  of  Pembroke  keeps  his  regiment ; 
Good  Captain  Blunt,  bear  mv  good  night  to  him. 
And  by  tne  seoond  hour  in  tne  morning 
Desire  the  earl  to  see  me  in  my  tent : 
Yet  one  thing  more,  good  captam,  do  for  me ; 
Where  is  Lord  Stanley  quarter'd,  do  you  know? 

Blunt,  Unless  I  have  mista'en  his  colours  much 
(Which  well  I  am  assur'd  I  have  not  done). 
His  regiment  lies  half  a  mile  at  least 
South  from  the  mighty  power  of  the  king. 

BicJim.  If  without  peril  it  be  possible. 
Sweet  Blunt,  make  some  good  means  to  speak  with 

him. 
And  give  him  from  me  this  most  needftil  note. 

Blunt,  Upon  my  life,  mjlord.  111  undertake  it; 
And  so,  God  give  you  quiet  rest  to-night  I 

Biehm,  GK>odnight,good  Captain  Blunt  Come 
gentlemen, 
LiCt  us  consult  upon  to-morrow*8  business ; 
In  to  my  tent,  the  dew  is  raw  and  cold. 

[7%ey  withdraw  into  the  tent, 

Enter^  to  his  tent.  King  Richard,  Norfolk, 
Ratcufp,  and  Catbsbt. 

K,  Bieh,  What  is^t  o'clock  ? 

Cate,  It's  supper-time,  my  lord ; 

It's  nine  o'clock. 

K,  Bieh.  I  will  not  sup  to-night 

Give  me  some  ink  and  paper. 
What  is  my  beaver  easier  than  it  was  ? 
Ahd  all  my  armour  laid  into  my  tent  ? 

Cate,  It  is,  my  liege;  and  all  things  are  in 
readiness. 

K.  Bieh,  Good  Norfolk,  hie  thee  to  thy  charge; 
Use  carefhl  watch,  choose  trusty  sentinels. 

Nor,  I  go,  my  lord. 

K.  Bieh,  Stir  with  the  lark  to-morrow,  gentle 
Norfolk. 

Nor,  I  warrant  you,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

K,  Bieh,  Ratdiff ! 

Bat,  My  lord? 

K,  Bieh,  Send  out  a  pursuivant  at  arms 

.To  Stanley'^  regiment:  bid  him  bring  his  power 
Before  sunrising,  lest  his  son  George  fidl 
Into  the  blind  cave  of  eternal  night 
Fill  me  a  bowl  of  wine. — Give  me  a  watch  I 

[TbCATKSBT. 

Saddle  white  Surrey  for  the  field  to-morrow.— 
Look  that  my  staves  be  sound,  and  not  too  heavy. 
Ratdiffl 

Bat,  Mvlord? 

K,  Bieh,   SawM  thou  the  melancholy  Lord 
Northumberland  ? 

Bat,  Thomas  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  and  himself. 
Much  ibottt  oook-shut  time,  firom  troop  to  troip^ 
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Went  through  the  wrmj  cheering  up  the  soldiers. 
E,  lUch.  So,  I  am  satisfied.    Giye  me  a  bowl  of 
wine: 
I  hare  not  that  alaerity  of  spirit, 
Nor  cheer  of  mind,  that  I  was  wont  to  have. 
Set  it  down. — Is  ink  and  paper  ready  ? 
Bat  It  is,  mj  lord. 

K.  Ridu  Bid  my  guard  watch ;  leave  me. 

Ratcliff,  about  the  mid  of  night  come  to  mj  tent, 
And  help  to  arm  me.  — Leaye  me.  I  saj. 

[K.  Richard  rttires  into  nis  tent.    Exeunt 
Ratolifp  and  Catesbt. 

laomfOND's  tent  <ment,  and  discavere  hm  and  kia 
OflScer8,<£e. 

Enter  Staklbt.     . 

Stan.  Fortune  and  victory  sit  on  thy  helm  I 

Rickm.  All  comfort  that  the  dark  night  can  afford 
Be  to  thy  person,  noble  father-in-law ! 
Tell  me  how  fares  our  noble  mother? 

Stan,  I,  by  attorney,  bless  thee  from  thy  mother. 
Who  prays  continually  for  Richmond's  good : 
So  much  for  that    The  silent  hours  steal  on. 
And  flaky  darkness  breaks  within  the  east. 
In  brief^  for  so  the  season  bids  us  be, 
Prepare  thy  battle  early  in  the  morning; 
Ana  put  thy  fortune  to  the  arbitremeut 
Of  bloody  strokes,  and  mortal-staring  war. 
I,  as  I  may  (that  which  I  would  I  cannot). 
With  best  aavanta^e  will  deceive  the  time. 
Aid  aid  thee  in  this  doubtful  shock  of  arms : 
But  on  thy  side  1  may  not  be  too  forward, 
Liest,  being  seen,  thy  brother,  tender  George, 
t%  executed  in  his  nither's  sight 
Farewell :  The  leisure  and  the  fearful  time 
•Cuts  off  the  ceremonious  vows  of  love. 
And  ample  interchange  of  sweet  discourse, 
Which  so  long  sunder 'd  friends  should  dwell  upon ; 
God  give  us  leisure  for  these  rites  of  love  I 
Onoe  more,  adieu : — Be  valiant,  and  speed  well ! 

Bkhm.  GK>od  lords,  conduct  him  to  his  regiment : 
111  strive,  with  troubled  thoughts,  to  take  a  nap ; 
Lest  leaden  slumber  peize  me  down  to-morrow. 
When  I  should  mount  with  wings  of  victory: 
Onoe  more,  good  night  kind  lords  and  gentlemen. 
[Exeunt  Lords,  Ac  with  Stahlbt. 
O  Thov!  whose  captain  I  account  myself. 
Look  on  my  forces  with  a  gracious  eye ; 
Put  in  their  hands  thy  bruising  irons  of  wrath, 
That  they  may  crush  down  with  a  heavy  fall 
The  usurping  helmets  of  our  adversaries  I 
Make  us  thy  ministers  of  chastisement. 
That  we  may  praise  thee  in  thy  victory  I 
To  thee  I  do  commend  my  watchful  soul, 
Ere  I  let  fall  the  windows  of  mine  e^res ; 
Sleeping  and  waking,  O,  defend  me  still !     [Sleepe, 

The  Ghost  of  Prince  Edward,  eon  to  Hbnbt  the 
Sixth,  rites  between  the  two  tents. 

QhotL  Let  ma  sit  heavy  on  thy  soul  to-morrow  I 
[To  King  Richard. 
Think,  how  thou  8tabb*st  me  in  my  prime  of  youth 
At  Tewksbury :  Despair,  therefore,  and  die ! — 

Be  cheerful,  Richmond;  for  the  wronged  souls 
Of  botcher'd  princes  fi^ht  in  thy  behalf : 
King  Henry's  issue,  Richmond,  comforts  thee. 

The  Ghost  of  King  Hemrt  the  Sixth  riaee, 

OkoeL  When  I  was  mortal,  my  anointed  body 
[7b  King  Richard. 
By  thee  was  pimohod  full  of  deadly  holes : 
'rhink  on  the  Tower  and  me:  Despair  and  die; 
flarry  the  Sixth  bids  thee  despair  and  die  I^ 
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Yirtnons  and  holy,  be  thon  oonquerorl 

[TbRiCRiL 
Harry,  that  prophesied  thou  shouldst  be  king. 
Doth  comfort  thee  in  thy  sleep :  Live  and  flourish^ 

The  Ghost  of  Clarence  nset. 

GhotL  Let  me  sit  heavy  on  thy  soul  to-morrowi 
[7b  King  Richard. 
I,  that  was  wash'd  to  death  with  fulsome  wine. 
Poor  Clarence,  by  thy  guile  betray'd  to  death  ( 
To-morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edgeless  sword :   Despair  and  die  I—* 

Thon  ofi^ring  of  the  house  of  Lancaster, 

[YbRiouM. 
The  wronged  heirs  of  York  do  pray  for  thee ; 
G^od  angels  guard  thy  battle  I   Live  and  flourish  I 

!rhe  Ghosts  of  RmsBS,  Grbt,  am^YAuaHAN  riee. 

Bio.  Let  me  sit  heavy  on  thy  soul  to-morrow, 
[Tb  K.  Rich. 
Rivers,  that  died  at  Pomfiret  I  Despair  and  die  I 
€hreu.  Think  upon  Grey,  and  let  thy  soul  despair  I 
[Tb  K.  Rich. 
Vaugh.  Think  upon  Yaughan;  ana,  with  guilty 
fear. 
Let  fall  thy  lancet  Despair  and  diet   [7*oK.  Rich. 
AU.  Awake  I  and  think,  our  wrongs  in  Richard's 
bosom  [7b  Righm. 

Will  conquer  him ; — awake  and  win  the  day  I 

The  Ghost  of  Hastinos  ritee. 
Ohoet.  Bloody  and  g^ty,  guiltily  awake, 


[Tb  K.  Rich. 


And  in  a  bloody  battle  end  thy  days . 
Think  on  Lord  Hastings ;  and  despair  and  diel- 
Quiet,  untroubled  soul,  awake,  awake! 
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Arm,  fight,  and  conquer,  for  (air  England's  sake  I 
The  Ghosts  of  the  two  young  Princes  rtss. 

Ohoste.  Dream  on  thy  cousins  smothered  in  the 
Tower. 
Let  us  be  laid  within  thy  bosom,  Richard, 
And  weigh  thee  down  to  ruin,  shame,  and  death  I 
Thy  nephews'  souls  bid  thee  aespair  and  die ! 

Sleep,  Richmond,  sleep  in  peace,  and  wake  in  joy ; 
GK>od  anffels  guard  thee  from  the  boar's  annoy ! 
Live,  and  beget  a  happy  race  of  kings  I 
Edward's  unhappy  sons  do  bid  thee  flourish. 

Ute  Ghost  of  Queen  Aitne  rieee. 

Qhoat,  Richard,  thy  vrife,  that  wretched  Anna 
thy  wife, 
That  never  slept  a  quiet  hour  with  thee. 
Now  fills  thy  sleep  with  perturbations : 
To-morrow  m  the  battle  think  on  me. 
And  fall  thjr  edgeless  sword :    Despair  and  die  I— 

Thou,  quiet  soul,  sleep  thou  a  qmet  sleep; 

[ToRiehm, 
Dream  of  success  and  happy  victory ; 
Thy  adversary's  wife  doth  pray  for  thee. 

The  Ghost  of  Buokinoham  riaee. 

Ghoet.  The  first  was  I  that  helped  thee  to  the 
crown:  [7b  K.  Rich. 

The  last  was  I  that  felt  thy  tyranny: 
O,  in  the  battle  think  on  Buckingham, 
And  die  in  terror  of  thy  guiltiness  I 
Dream  on,  dream  on,  of  bloody  deeds  and  death  I 
Fainting,  despair ;  despairing,  yield  thy  breath  I 

I  died  for  hope,  ere  i  coulof  lend  thee  aid ; 

[TbRiCHM 
Bat  cheer  thy  heart,  jmd  be  thou  not  dismaY'd< 
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God  and  good  angeb  fight  on  Richmond^  ^^®i. 
And  Richard  fall  in  height  of  all  his  pride.     [  The 
Ghosts  vaniah.    K.  Rich.  atarU  out  o/kia  dream, 
K,  Bich.  Give  me  another  horse, — ^bind  np  m7 
wounds, — 
Have  mercy,  Jesu  I^Soft ;  I  did  but  dream. 

0  coward  conscience,  how  dost  thou  afflict  me  I 
The  lights  bum  blue.— It  is  now  dead  midnight. 
Gold  fearful  drops  stand  on  my  trembling  flesh. 
What,  do  I  fear  myself?  there^  none  else  by  : 
Richard  loves  Richard ;  that  is,  I  am  I. 

Is  there  a  murtberer  here  ?  No ; — Yes ;  I  am : 
Then  fly^-What,  from  myself?  Great  reason: 

Why? 
Lest  I  revenge.    What?  Myself  upn  myself? 
Alack,  I  love  myself.    Wherefore  r  for  any  good 
That  I  myself  have  done  unto  myself? 
O,  no :  alas,  I  rather  hate  mvself. 
For  hateful  deeds  committed  by  myseli. 

1  am  a  villain :  Yet  I  lie,  I  am  not. 

Fool,  of  thyself  speak  well :— Fool,  do  not  flatter : 
My  conscience  hath  a  thousand  several  tongues, 
And  every  tongue  brings  in  a  several  tale, 
And  every  tale  condemns  me  for  a  villain. 
Perjury,  perjury,  in  the  high'st  degree, 
Hurther,  stem  murther,  in  the  dir'st  degree ; 
All  several  sins,  all  used  in  each  degree, 
Throng  to  the  bar,  crying  all,— Guilty  I  guilty  I 
I  shall  d.-spair. — There  is  no  creature  loves  me; 
And  if  I  die,  no  soul  shall  pity  me: — 
Nay.  wherefore  should  they?  since  that  I  myself 
Fina  in  myself  no  pity  to  myselC 
H ethought,  the  souls  of  all  that  I  had  murther'd 
Came  to  my  tent:  and  every  one  did  threat 
To-morrow^  vengeance  on  the  head  of  Richard. 

^h^RATOLIFV. 

Bat,  My  lord  I 

K,  Rich,  Who's  there?  [cock 

Jiat.  ltatcliff,mylord;  tisl.    The  early  village 
Hath  twice  done  salutation  to  the  mom^ 
Your  friends  are  up,  and  buckle  on  their  armour. 

[K.  Bich.  O,  Ratoli£^  I  have  dream'd  a  fearftil 
dream!— 
What  thinkest  thou,  will  our  friends  proTeall  true  ? 

Bat,  No  doubt,  my  lord.] 

Jf.  Bich,  Ratcliff,  I  fear,  I  fear,— 

BcU,  Nay,  good  my  lord,  be  not  afraid  of  shadows. 

K,  Bich,  By  the  apostle  Paul,  shadows  to-night 
Have  struck  more  terror  to  the  soul  of  Richard, 
Than  can  the  substance  of  ten  thousand  soldiers, 
Armed  in  proof  and  led  by  shallow  Richmond. 
It  is  not  yet  near  day.    dome,  go  with  me ; 
Under  our  tents  111  play  the  eavesdropper, 
To  hear  if  anv  mean  to  shrink  from  me. 

[£kceunt  King  Richard  and  Batcluv. 

BiOHM ON  D  wahea.    Enter  Oxfobd  and  oihera. 
Lords.  Good  morrow,  Richmond,  [men, 

Bichm,  'Cry  mercy,  lords,  and  watchful  urentler 


Bichm,  Why,  then,  'tis  tim«  to  arm,  and  give 
direction. —      [He  advancea  to  the  troopa. 
More  than  1  have  said,  loving  countrpnen, 
The  leisure  and  enforcement  of  tlie  tmie 
Forbids  to  dwell  upon :  Yet  remember  this,— 
God,  and  our  good  cause,  fight  upon  our  side ; 
The  prayers  of  holy  saints  and  wronged  souls, 
Like  high-rear*d  bulwarks,  stand  before  our  fisLces ; 
Richard  except,  those  whom  we  fight  against 
Had  rather  have  us  win,  than  him  they  follow. 
For  what  is  he  they  follow  ?  truly,  gentlemen, 
A  bloody  tyrant  and  a  homicide ; 
One  rais'd  m  blood,  and  one  in  blood  established; 
One  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  hath, 
And  slaughtered  those  that  were  the  means  to  help 

him; 
A  base  foul  stone,  made  precious  by  the  foil 
Of  England's  chair,  where  he  is  falsely  set; 
One  that  hath  ever  been  God's  enemy  : 
Then  if  you  fight  against  God's  enemy, 
God  will,  in  justice,  ward  you  as  his  soldiers; 
If  you  do  sweat  to  put  a  tyrant  down. 
You  sleep  in  peace,  the  tyrant  being  slain  ; 
If  you  do  fight  against  your  country's  foes. 
Your  country's  fat  shall  pay  your  pains  the  hire; 
If  you  do  fight  in  safeguard  of  your  wives, 
Your  wives  shall  welcome  home  the  conquerors; 
If  you  do  free  your  children  from  the  sword. 
Your  children's  children  auit  it  in  your  age. 
Then,  in  the  name  of  God,  and  all  these  rights. 
Advance    your   standards,   draw   your   willmg 

swords : 
For  me,  the  ransom  of  my  bold  attempt 
Shall  be  this  cold  corpse  on  the  earth's  cold  fiuje ; 
But  if  1  thrive,  the  gain  of  my  attempt 
The  least  of  you  shall  share  his  part  thereof^ 
Sound,  dmms  and  trumpets,  boldly  and  cheerfully* 
God  and  Saint  George  I  Richmond  and  victory  I 

[EaoeunL 

Be^aUer  Kmg  Richard,  Ratcliff,  Attendants, 
and  Forcea, 
K,  Bidi,  What  said  Northumberland,  as  touch- 
ing Richmond? 
Rat,  That  he  was  never  trained  up  in  arms. 
K,  Bich,  He  said  the  troth:    And  what  said 
Surrey  then?  [pose: 

Bat,  He  smiVd  and  said,  the  better  for  our  pur- 
K.  Bich,  He  was  i'  the  right ;  and  «o,  indeed,  it 
ia.  [CUxkatnkea, 

Tell  the  dock  there.— Give  me  a  calendar.- 
Who  saw  the  sun  to-day?  ,    , 

Bat.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

K.  Bich,  Then  he  disdains  to  shine ;  for,  by  the 
book, 
He  should  have  brav'd  the  east  an  hour  ago : 
A  black  day  will  it  be  to  somebody.- 
Ratcliff,— 
Bat.  My  lord?  .„        ^  s.   :» 

K,  Rich,  The  son  will  not  be  seen  to-day; 
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Aiid  thus  my  battle  shall  bo  ordered. 
II7  foreward  shall  be  drawn  ont  all  in  length, 
Consisting  equally  of  horse  and  foot ; 
Oar  archers  shall  be  placed  in  the  midst : 
John  dake  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  earl  of  Surrey, 
Shall  hare  the  leading  of  the  foot  and  horse. 
Thev  thus  directed,  we  ourself  will  follow 
In  the  main  battle  j  whose  puissance  on  either  side 
Shall  be  well  winged  with  our  chiefest  horse. 
This,  and  Saint  George  to  boot  I— What  think'st 
thou,  Norfolk? 
Nor.  A  good  direction,  warlike  sovereign. 
This  found  I  on  my  tent  this  morning. 

[Qicing  a  scroll, 
K  Bieh.  [Reads,]  "  Joeky  of  Norfolk,  be  not 

80  bold. 
For  Dickon  tliv  master  is  bought  and  sold.** 
A  thing  devised  by  the  enemy. — 
Go,  gentlemen,  every  man  unto  his  charge : 
Let  not  oar  babbling  dreams  affright  our  souls ; 
Conscience  is  but  a  word  that  cowards  use, 
Devised  at  first  to  keep  the  strong  in  awe ; 
Our  strong  arms  be  our  conscience,  swords  our  law. 
March  on,  join  bravely,  let  us  to't  pell-mell ; 
If  not  to  heaven,  then  hand  in  hand  to  hell. 
What  shall  I  say  more  than  I  have  inferred  ? 
Remember  whom  vou  have  to  cope  withal  ;— 
A  sort  of  vagabonds,  rascals,  and  runaways, 
A  scum  of  Bretagnes,  and  base  lackey  peasants, 
Whom  their  o'er-cloyed  country  vomits  forth 
To  desperate  ventures  and  assured  destruction. 
Tou  sleeping  safe,  they  bring  yon  to  unrest; 
Yoa  having  hmds,  and  bless'd  with  beauteous 

wives. 
They  would  restrain  the  one,  distain  the  other. 
And  who  doth/lead  them  but  a  paltry  fellow, 
Lonj^  kept  in  Bretagne  at  our  mother's  cost  ? 
A  milksop,  one  that  never  in  his  life 
Felt  so  much  cold  as  over  shoes  in  snow  ? 
Let's  whip  these  stragglers  o'er  the  seas  again ; 
Lash  hence  these  overweening  rags  of  France, 
These  famished  beg^s,  weary  of  their  lives ; 
Who,  but  for  dreammg  on  this  fond  exploit. 
For  want  of  means,  poor  rats,  had  bang'd  them- 
selves. 
If  we  be  oonqner'd,  let  men  conquer  us, 
And  not  these  bastard  Bretagne«<,  whom  our  fathers 
Have  in  their  own  land  beaten,  bobb'd,and  thump'd. 
And.  on  record,  left  them  the  heirs  of  shame. 
Shall  these  enjoy  our  lands  ?  lie  with  our  wives  ? 
Ravish  our  daughters  ?— Hark,  I  hear  their  drum. 
[Drum  afar  off. 
Fight,  gentlemen  of  England  I  fight  boldly,  yeomen  I 
Draw,  archers,  draw  your  arrows  to  the  head  I 
Spur  your  proud  horses  liard,  and  ride  in  blood; 
Amaze  the  welkin  with  your  broken  staves  I 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

What  says  Lord  Stanley?  will  he  bring  his  power? 

JtfeM.  My  lord,  he  doth  deny  to  come. 

K.  Hicfu  Off  with  his  son  George's  head ! 

Nor.  My  lord,  the  enemy  is  pasn'd  the  marsh ; 
After  the  battle  let  George  Stanley  die* 

K.  Rich.  A  thousand  hearts  are  great  within  my 
bosom: 
Advance  our  standards,  set  upon  oar  foes ; 
Dor  ancient  word  of  courage,  fair  St.  George, 
Inapire  us  with  the  spleen  of  fiery  dragons! 
Upoo  thoiB  t  Victory  sits  on  oar  helms. 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE  IV.— ilttoefter  FOriofihe  Fidd. 

AUmem:  Excmrdcnu.  Enter  Norfolk,  and  Forces  i 
to  him  Catesbt. 

Cate,  Rescue,  my  lord  of  Norfolk,re8Cue,rescaoI 
The  king  enacts  more  wonders  than  a  man, 
Daring  an  opposite  to  every  danger; 
His  horse  is  slain,  and  all  on  foot  he  fights. 
Seeking  for  Richmond  in  the  throat  of  death ; 
Rescue,  fair  lord,  or  else  the  day  is  lost  I 

Alarum.    Enter  King  Richard. 
K.  Bidi,  A  horse  1  a  horse!  my  kingdom  for  a 

horse  I 
Cate.  Withdraw,  my  lord,  HI  help  you  to  a  horse. 
K,  Rich.  Slave,  I  have  set  mv  life  upon  a  cast, 
And  I  will  stand  the  hazard  of  the  die: 
I  think  there  be  fix  Uichmonds  in  the  field; 
Five  have  I  slain  to-day,  instead  of  him : 
Ahorse!  ahorsel  my  kingdom  for  a  horse  I  [Fiat, 

Alarums.    Enter  King  Richard  and  Richmond  *, 
iheyfy/ht;  Richard  i»  dain. 

Retreat  and  flourvh.  Then  enter  Richmond, 
Stanlbt  hearing  the  eroum^  vfith  divers  other 
harda^  and  Forces. 

Ric^un,  God,  and  your  arms,  be  pnis*d,  vic- 
torious friends ; 
The  day  is  ours,  the  bloody  dog  is  dead. 

Stan,  Courageous  Richmond,  well  hast  thou 
acquit  thee  I 
Lo,  here,  these  long-usurped  rovalties, 
From  the  dead  temples  of  this  bloody  wretch 
Have  I  pluck'd  off,  to  grace  thy  brows  withal ; 
Wear  it,  enjoy  it,  and  make  much  of  it. 

JHchm,  Great  God  of  Heaven,  say.  Amen,  to  all! 
But,  tell  me,  is  young  George  Stanley  living? 

Stan.  He  is,  my  lord,  and  safe  in  Leicester  town ; 
Whither,  if  you  please,  we  may  withdraw  as. 

Rickm.  W  nat  men  of  name  are  slain  on  either  side? 

Stan,  John  duke  of  Norfolk,  Walter  lord  Ferrers, 
Sir  Robert  Brakenbury,  and  Sir  William  Brandon. 

Rii^im.  Inter  their  bodies  as  becomes  their  births. 
Proclaim  a  pardon  to  the  soldiers  fled 
That  in  submission  will  return  to  us ; 
And  then,  as  we  have  ta'en  the  sacrament, 
We  will  unite  the  white  rose  and  the  red ; 
Smile  Heaven  apon  this  fair  conjunction. 
That  long  hath  frown'd  upon  their  enmityt 
What  traitor  hears  me,  and  sajrs  not,— Amen  ? 
England  hath  long  been  mad,  and  scarred  herself, 
The  brother  blindly  shed  the  brother's  blood. 
The  father  rashly  slaughtered  his  own  son. 
The  son,  oompell*d,  been  butcher  to  the  sire* 
All  this  divided  York  and  Lancaster, 
Divided,  in  their  dire  division. 
0,  now  let  Richmond  and  Elizabeth, 
The  true  sucoeeders  of  each  royal  house. 
By  God's  fair  ordinance  conjoin  together  I 
And  let  their  heirs  (God,  if  they  will  be  so) 
Enrich  the  time  to  come  with  smooth-fac'a  peace! 
With  smiling  plenty,  and  fair  prosperous  days ! 
Abate  the  edge  of  traitors,  gracious  Lord, 
That  would  reduce  these  bloody  days  again, 
And  make  poor  England  weep  in  streams  of  blood! 
Let  them  not  live  to  taste  this  land's  increase, 
That  would  with  treason  wound  this  fair  iandls  pcaoe 
Now  civil  wounds  are  stopp'd,  peace  live*  again ; 
That  the  may  long  live  here,  God  say— Amen ! 

'Eweunt 
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PROLOGUE. 


I  come  no  more  to  ma)ce  yon  laugh ;  things  now, 
That  bear  a  weighty  and  a  serious  brow, 
Sad,  high,  and  working,  full  of  state  and  woe, 
Such  noble  scenes  as  draw  the  eje  to  flow, 
We  now  present.    Those  that  can  pity,  here 
Hay,  if  they  think  it  well,  let  fall  a  tear ; 
The  subject  will  deserve  it.    Such  as  give 
Their  money  out  of  hope  they  may  believe, 
Mav  here  find  truth  too.     Those  Uut  come  to  see 
Only  a  show  or  two,  and  so  agree, 
The  play  may  pass ;  if  they  be  still,  and  willing, 
III  undertake  may  see  away  their  shilling 
Richly  in  two  short  hours.    Only  they 
That  come  to  hear  a  merry,  bawdy  play, 
A  noise  of  targets;  or  to  see  a  fellow 
In  ft  long  motley  coat,  guarded  with  yellow. 


Will  be  deceiv*d:  for,  gentle  hearers,  know, 
To  rank  our  chosen  truth  with  such  a  show 
As  fool  and  fight  is,  beside  forfeiting 
Our  own  brains,  and  the  opinion  that  we  brmg 
fTo  make  that  only  true  we  now  intend). 
Will  leave  us  never  an  understanding  friend. 
Therefore,  for  goodness^sake,  and,  as  yon  are  known 
The  first  and  happiest  hearers  of  the  town, ' 
Be  sad,  as  we  would  make  you :  Think,  ye  see 
The  very  persons  of  our  noble  story, 
As  they  were  living ;  think,  you  see  them  great 
And  followed  with  the  general  throng  and  sweat 
Of  thousand  friends ;  then,  in  a  moment,  see 
How  soon  this  mightiness  meets  misery ! 
And  if  you  can  be  merry  then.  111  say 
A  man  may  weep  apon  Lis  wedding-day. 


ACT  L 


SCENE  I.~London.    An  Antechamber  in  the 
Palace, 

Bitter  ihe  Duke  of  Norfolk,  at  one  door:  at  the 
other^  the  Duke  of  Buokinoiiam,  and  the  Lord 
Abeboayennt. 

Buck,  Gtood  morrow,  and  well  met    How  have 
you  done, 
Sinoe  last  we  saw  m  France? 

i\ror.  I  thank  your  grace : 

Healthful ;  and  ever  since  a  fresh  admirer 
Of  what  I  saw  there. 

Buck,  An  untimely  ague 

Stay'd  me  a  prisoner  in  my  chambu',  when 
Those  suns  of  glory,  those  two  lights  of  men, 
Met  in  the  yale  of  Andren. 

Nor,  Twixt  Gaynes  and  Arde: 

I  was  then  present,  saw  them  salute  on  horseback ; 
Beheld  them,  when  they  lighted,  how  they  clung 


In  their  embraoement  as  they  grew  together; 
Which  had  they^  what  four  throned  ones  oould 

have  weighed 
Such  a  compounded  one? 

Buck,  All  the  whole  time 

I  was  my  chamber's  prisoner. 

Nor,  Then  yon  lost 

The  view  of  earthly  glorjr :  Men  might  say. 
Till  this  time  pomp  was  single,  but  now  married 
To  one  above  itself.    Each  following  day 
Became  the  next  day*s  master,  till  the  last 
Made  former  wonders  its :  To-day,  the  French, 
All  clinquant,  ill  in  gold,  like  heathen  gods. 
Shone  down  the  English,  and,  to-morrow,  they 
Made  Britain,  India :  every  man  that  stood 
Showed  like  ft  mine.    Their  dwarfish  pages  were 
As  chembims.  all  eilt:  the  madams  too. 
Not  us'd  to  toil,  did  almost  sweat  to  bear 
The  pride  upon  them,  that  their  veiy  labour  j 
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Was  to  them  as  a  painting:  Now  tliis  mask  ^ 
'Was  cry'd  incomparable;  and  tlie  ensaing  night 
Made  it  a  fool  and  beggar.    The  two  Icings, 
Equal  in  lustre,  were  now  best,  now  worst, 
As  presence  did  present  them ;  him  in  eye 
Still  him  in  praise :  and,  being  present  both, 
*rwas  said  they  saw  but  one;  and  no  discemer 
Durst  wag  his  tongue  in  censure.  When  tliese  suns 
(For  80  thej  phrase  them)  hy  their  heralds  chal- 
lenge 
The  noble  spirits  to  arms,  they  did  perform 
Beyond  thought*s  compass;  that  former  fabulous 

story, 
Bchig  now  seen  possible  enough,  got  credit 
That  Bevis  was  believ'd. 

Buck,  0,  you  go  far. 

Hot,  As  I  belong  to  worship,  and  aflfect 
In  honour  honesty,  the  tract  of  everything 
Would  by  a  good  di^courser  lose  some  life, 
Which  action's  self  was  tongue  to. 

Buck.  All  was  royal ; 

To  the  disposing  of  it  nought  rebel  Kd, 
Order  gave  each  thing  view ;  the  offioe  did 
Distin^y  his  fuil  function.    Who  did  guide? 
I  mean,  who  set  the  bodv  and  the  limbs 
Of  this  great  sport  together  ? 

ATor.  As  you  g^ess: 

One,  certes,  that  promises  no  element 
In  such  a  business. 

BucL  I  pray  yon,  who,  my  lord  ? 

Nor.  All  this  was  ordered  by  the  good  discretion 
Of  the  right  reverend  the  cardinal  of  York. 

Buck.  The  devil  speed  him  I  no  man's  pie  is 
freed 
From  his  ambitious  finger.    What  had  he 
To  do  in  these  fierce  vanities?  I  wonder 
That  sucli  a  keech  can  with  his  very  bulk 
Take  up  the  rays  o'  the  beneficial  sun, 
And  keep  it  from  the  earth. 

-ATor.  Surely,  sir, 

There's  in  him  stuff  that  puts  him  to  these  ends: 
For,  being  hot  propp'd  by  ancestry,  whose  graoe 
Chalks  successors  their  way;  nor  call'd  upon 
For  high  feats  done  to  the  oroMm ;  neither  allied 
To  em  nent  assistants;  but  spider-like. 
Out  of  his  self-drawing  web, — 0 1  give  us  note  I— 
The  force  of  his  own  merit  makes  nis  way  ^ 
A  gift  that  heaven  gives  for  him,  which  buys 
A  place  next  to  the  king. 

Aber.  I  cannot  tell 

What  heaven  hath  given  him,  let  some  graver  eye 
Pierce  into  that ;  but  I  can  see  his  pride 
Peep  through  each  part  of  him :  Whence  has  be 

that? 
If  not  from  hell  the  devil  is  a  niggard^ 
Or  has  given  all  before,  and  he  begins 
A  new  hell  in  himself. 

Buck,  Why  the  devil, 

Upon  this  French  goingout,  took  he  upon  him, 
W  ithout  the  privity  o*  the  king,  to  appoint 
Who  should  attend  on  him  ?    lie  makes  up  the  file 
Of  all  the  gentry ;  for  the  most  part  such 
To  whom  as  great  a  charge  as  Utile  honour 
He  meant  to  lay  upon :  and  his  own  letter 

^he  honourable  board  of  council  out) 
ust  fetch  him  in  the  papers. 
Aber,  I  do  know 

Kinsmen  of  mine,  three  at  the  leant,  that  have 
Bv  this  so  sickened  their  estates,  tliat  nevei 
They  shall  abound  as  formeriy. 

Buck,  O,  many 

Have  broke  their  baoka  with  laying  manors  on 
hem 
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For  thif  great  jonmejr.    What  did  this  Ttnity, 
But  minbter  communication  of 
A  most  poor  issue  ? 

Nor,  Grievingly  Ithinic, 

The  peace  between  the  French  and  us  not  yalnei 
The  cost  that  did  conclude  it. 

Buck.  Every  man. 

After  the  hideous  storm  that  foUow'd,  was 
A  thing  inspired;  and,  not  consulting,  broke 
Into  a  general  prophecy,— That  this  tempest, 
Dashing  the  garment  of  this  peace,  aboded 
The  sudden  breach  ont 

Nor.  Which  is  budded  out; 

For  France  hath  flaw'd  the  league,   and  hath 

attach'd 
Our  merchants'  goods  at  Bourdeaox. 

Aber.  Is  it  therefore 

The  ambassador  is  sfleno'd? 

Nor.  Marry,  is't 

Abcr,  A  proper  title  of  a  peace ;  and  purohas'd 
At  a  superflnous  rate  I 

Buck.  Wh^,  an  this  business 

Our  reverend  cardinal  carrieid. 

Nor,  'Like  it  your  grace. 

The  state  takes  notice  of  the  private  difference 
Betwixt  you  and  the  cardinal.    1  advise  you 
(And  take  it  from  a  heart  that  wishes  towards  you 
Honour  and  plenteous  safetjr)*  that  you  read 
The  cardinal  s  malice  and  his  potency 
Together:  to  consider  further,  that 
What  his  high  hatred  would  effect  wants  not 
A  minister  in  his  power:  You  know  his  nature, 
That  he's  revengeful ;  and  I  know  his  sword 
Hath  a  sharp  edge :  it's  long,  and't  may  be  said, 
It  reaches  far ;  and  where  'twill  not  extend. 
Thither  he  darts  it.    Bosom  up  my  counsel, 
Yoall  find  it  wholesome.    Lo,  where  comes  that 

rock 
That  I  advise  yon  shunning. 

Enter  Cardinal'  Woubbt  (ihe  purse  home  l^fbre 
himL  certain  Of  the  Ouard^  and  two  Secretaries 
with  jpapere.  The  Cardinal  in  hie  paasage 
fixcth  his  eye  on  Buckingham,  otiJBdciukouam 
on  hwit  bothfuU  of  disdain, 

WcL  The  Duke  of  Buckingham's  surveyor?  ha? 
Where's  his  examination  ? 

1  Seer,  Here,  so  please  yon. 

WoL  Is  he  in  person  ready? 

1  Seer,  Ay,  please  your  grace. 

Wol.  Well,  we  shall  then   Know  more;  and 
Buckingham 
Shall  lessen  this  big  look. 

{Exeunt  WoLSBT  and  Train 

BucL  This  butcher's  cur   is   venom-mouth*d, 
and  I 
Have  not  the  power  to  muzzle  him ;  therefore,  best 
Not  wake  him  in  his  slumber.    A  beggars  book 
Out-worths  a  noble's  blood. 

Nor,  What,  are  you  chafd? 

Ask  God  for  temperance ;  that's  the  appliance  only 
Which  your  dise&se  requires. 

Buck,  I  read  in  his  looks 

Matter  a^nst  me ;  and  his  eye  reviVd 
Me,  as  his  abject  object :  at  this  instant 
Ue  bores  roe  with  some  trick :  He's  gone  te  the 

king; 
111  follow,  and  oot^tare  him. 

Nor.  Stay,  my  lord. 

And  let  your  reason  with  your  choler  question 
What  'tis  you  go  about :  To  clhnb  steep  hills 
Reouires  slow  pace  at  first :  Anger  is  like 
A  f'uU.ho'  horse ;  who  fe^e^'^feOg  IC 
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Salf-metile  tires  Mm.    Not  a  man  in  England 
Can  advise  me  like  70a :  be  to  jroorself 
As  TOQ  would  to  your  Mend. 

^Sud,  ni  to  the  king: 

And  from  a  month  of  bononr  quite  cry  down 
This  Ipswich  fellow's  insolence;  or  proclaim 
There's  difference  in  no  persons. 

Nor.  BeadTis'd; 

Heat  not  a  ftimace  for  yoor  foe  so  hot 
That  it  do  singe  yourself :  We  may  out  run, 
By  violent  swiftness,  that  which  we  run  at, 
And  lose  by  over-running.    Know  you  not 
The  fire  that  mounts  the  liquor  till  it  run  o*er, 
In  seeming  to  augment  it,  wastes  it?  Be  advised : 
I  say  again,  there  is  no  English  soul 
More  stronger  to  direct  you  than  yourself: 
If  with  the  sap  of  reason  you  would  quencn, 
Or  but  allay,  the  fire  of  passion. 

Buck.  Sir, 

I  am  thankful  to  jon :  and  111  go  along 
By  your  prescription :— but  this  top-proud  fellow 
(W  horn  from  the  flow  of  gall  1  name  not,  but 
From  sincere  motions),  by  intelligence. 
And  proofs  as  clear  as  founts  in  J  uiy,  when 
We  see  each  grain  of  gravel,  I  do  know 
To  be  corrupt  and  treasonous. 

Ncr.  Hay  not  treasonous. 

Buck.  To  the  king  111  sa/t;   and  make  my 
Yooch  aa  strong 
As  shore  of  rock.    Attend.    1  his  holy  fox, 
Or  wolf,  or  both  (for  he  is  equally  ravenous 
As  he  is  subtle;  and  as  prone  to  mischief, 
As  able  to  perform  it :  his  mind  and  place 
Infecting  one  another,  yea,  reciprocally), 
Only  to  show  his  pomp  as  well  in  France 
As  here  at  home,  suggests  the  king  our  master 
To  this  last  coatly  treaty,  the  interview, 
That  swallowed  so  much  treasure,  and  like  a  glass 
Did  break  i'  the  rinsing. 

Nor.  Taith,  and  so  it  did. 

Buck.  Pt^Tt  gi^e  me  &voQr,  sir.    This  cunning 
cardinal 
The  articles  o'  the  combination  drew 
As  himself  pleased;  and  they  were  ratified, 
As  he  cried.  Thus  let  be :  to  as  much  end, 
Asgiveacrutch  tothedead:  But  our  count-cardinal 
Has  done  this,  and  *tis  well;  for  worthy  Wolsey, 
Who  cannot  err,  he  did  it.     Now  this  follows 
rWhich,  as  I  take  it,  is  a  kind  of  puppy 
To  the  old  dam  treasonL^Charles  the  emperor, 
Under  pretence  to  see  tne  queen  his    unt 

?''or  twas.  Indeed,  his  colour;  but  be  came 
0  whisper  Wolsey),  here  makes  visitation : 
His  fears  were,  that  the  interview  betwixt 
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Eniar  Bkahdoh;  a  Sergeant  at  Arma  h^fiw  km 
and  ttoo  or  three  t(f  the  Ottard. 

Bran.  Tour  office,  sergeant  {  execute  it 

Serg.  Sir, 

Hy  lord  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  Earl 
Of  Hereford,  Stafford,  and  Northampton,  I 
Arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  in  the  name 
Of  our  most  sovereign  king. 

Buck.  Lo  you,  my  lord, 

The  net  has  fallen  upon  me ;  I  shall  perish 
Under  device  and  practice. 

Bran.  I  am  sorry 

To  see  yon  ta*en  from  liberty,  to  look  on 
The  business  present :  Tis  his  highness'  pleasure, 
Tou  shall  to  the  Tower. 

Buck.  It  will  help  me  nothing 

To  plead  mine  innocence ;  for  that  aie  is  on  me. 
Which  makes  my  whitest  part  blaotc     The  will 

of  Heaven 
Be  done  in  this  and  all  things!— I  obey.— 

0  my  Lord  Aberga'ny,  fare  you  well. 

Bran.  Nay,  he  must  bear  you  company :— The 
king  [7b  ABEROA.yBKHT. 

Is  pleas'd  you  shall  to  the  Tower,  till  you  know 
How  he  determines  further. 

Aber.  As  the  duke  said. 

The  will  of  heaven  be  done,  and  the  king's  pleasure 
By  me  obey'd. 

Bran.  Hem  is  a  warrant  from 

The  king,  to  attadi  Lord  Montaoute;  and  the 

bodies 
Of  the  duke's  confessor,  John  de  la  Car, 
One  Gilbert  Peck,  his  chancellor,— 

Buck.  8o,soi 

These  are  the  limbs  of  the  plot:  no  more  I  hope. 

Bran.  A  monk  o'  the  Chartreux. 

Buck.  O,  Michael  Hopkins? 

Bran.  He. 

Buck.  My  surveyor  is  false ;  the  o'er-great  cardinal 
Hath  show'd  him  gold :  my  life  is  spann'd  already : 

1  am  the  shadow  of  poor  Buckingham ; 
Whose  figure  even  this  instant  cloud  puts  on. 
By  dark*ning  my  clear  sun. — My  lords,  farewell. 

[^Sxeunt. 

SCENE  II.— ras  OouncU-Chamber. 

Comets.  Enter  King  Hehrt,  Cardinal  Wolsbt, 
the  Lords  of  the  Council,  Sir  Thomas  Lovell, 
Officers,  and  Attendants.  The  King  enters, 
leaning  on  lAs  Cardinal's  Jundder. 
K.  Hen.  My  life  itself,  and  the  best  heart  of  it. 
Thanks  you  for  this  great  care .  T  stood  i'  the  leve» 
Of  a  fulf-charg'd  confederacy,  and  give  thanks 
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Never  name  to  ub  ;  70a  ha^e  hidf  oar  power ; 
The  other  moiety,  ere  jou  ask,  is  given ; 
Repeat  jour  will,  and  take  it 

Q,  Kath,  Thank  yonr  majesty. 

That  70Q  woQid  love  yonrself,  and  in  that  love. 
Not  unconsider'd  leave  joor  honour,  nor 
The  dignity  of  your  o^ce,  is  the  point 
Of  mypetition. 
K,  Hdu  Lady  mine,  proceed. 
Q,  Kath,  I  am  solicited,  not  by  a  few. 
And  those  of  true  condition,  that  yonr  sabjects 
Are  in  great  grievance:  there  liave  been  com- 
missions 
Sent  down  among  them,  which  have  flaw*d  the 

heart 
Of  all  their  loyalties: — wherein,  althongh, 
My  good  lord  cardinal,  they  vent  reproaches 
Host  bitterly  on  you,  as  putter-on 
Of  these  exactions,  yet  the  king  our  master, 
(Whose  honour  Heaven  shield  m>m  soil  I)  even  he 

escapes  not 
Language  unmannerly,  vea,  such  which  breaks 
The  sides  of  loyalty,  and  almost  appears 
In  loud  rebellion. 

Nor.  Not  almost  appears. 

It  doth  appear :  for,  upon  these  taxations, 
The  clothiers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 
The  many  to  them  'longing,  have  put  off 
The  spinsters,  carders,  fullers,  weavers,  who. 
Unfit  for  other  life,  oompeird  by  hunger. 
And  lack  of  other  means,  in  desperate  manner 
Daring  the  event  to  the  teeth,  are  all  in  uproar, 
And  <unger  serves  among  them. 

K,  Hen,  Taxation  I 

Wherein?  and  what  taxation?— My  lord  cardinal, 
You  that  are  blam*d  for  it  alike  with  us. 
Know  you  of  this  taxation  ? 

WoL  Please  you,  sir, 

I  know  but  of  a  single  part,  in  aught 
Pertains  to  the  state;  and  front  but  in  that  file 
Where  others  tell  steps  with  me. 

Q,  Katli,  No,  my  lord. 

You  know  no  more  than  others :  but  you  frame 
Things,  that  are  known  alike,  which  are  not 

wholesome 
To  those  which  would  not  know  them,  and  yet 

must 
Perforce  be  their  acquaintance.    These  exactions 
Whereof  my  sovereign  would  have  noto,  they  are 
Most  pestilent  to  the  hearing ;  and  to  bear  them 
The  back  is  sacrifice  to  the  load.    They  say 
They  are  devis'd  by  you ;  or  else  you  suffer 
Too  hard  an  excUmation. 

K,  Hen,  Still  exaction  I 

The  nature  of  it?    In  what  kind,  let's  know. 
Is  this  exaction? 

Q,  Kath,  I  am  much  too  venturous 

In  tempting  of  your  patience ;  but  am  bolden'd 
Under  your  promis'd  jiardon.    The  subject's  grief 
Comes  through  conmiissions,  which  compel  nrom 

each 
The  sixth  part  of  his  substance,  to  be  levied 
Without  delay;  and  the  pretence  for  this 
Is  nam'd,  your  wars  in  I<  ranee :  This  makes  bold 

mouths; 
Tongues  spit  their  duties  out ;  and  cold  hearts 

freeze 
Allegiance  in  them ;  their  curses  now 
Live  where  their  prayers  did ;  and  it's  come  to  pass, 
This  tractable  obedience  is  a  sUve 
To  each  incensed  will.    I  would  your  highneat 
Would  give  it  quick  consideration,  for  * 

There  is  no  primer  baseness. 
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KUem.  By  my  life. 

This  is  against  our  pleasure. 

W6L  And  for  me, 

I  have  no  further  gone  in  this,  than  by 
A  single  voice;  and  that  not  pass'd  me,  but 
By  learned  approbation  of  the  judges.    If  I  am 
Traduc'd  by  ignorant  tongues,  which  neither  know 
My  faculties,  nor  person,  yet  will  be 
The  chronicles  of  mv  doing, — let  me  say 
Tis  but  the  &te  of  pUu^  and  the  rough  brake 
That  virtue  must  so  through.    We  must  not  stint 
Our  necessary  actions,  in  the  fear 
To  cope  malicious  censures ;  which  ever, 
As  ravenous  fishes,  do  a  venel  follow 
That  is  new  trimm'd ;  but  benefit  no  farther 
Than  vainly  longing.    What  we  oft  do  best, 
By  sick  interpreters,  once  weak  ones,  is 
Not  ours,  or  not  allow'd ;  what  worst,  as  oft. 
Hitting  a  grosser  quality,  is  cried  up 
For  our  best  act.    If  we  shall  stand  still. 
In  fear  our  motion  will  be  mock'd  or  cai^'d  at, 
We  should  take  root  here  where  we  sit,  or  sit 
State  statues  only. 

K,  Hen,  Thuigs  done  well. 

And  with  a  care,  exempt  themselves  from  fear ; 
Things  done  without  example,  in  their  issue 
Are  to  be  fear'd.    Have  vou  a  precedent 
Of  this  commission  ?    I  believe  not  any. 
We  must  not  rend  our  subjects  from  our  laws. 
And  stick  them  in  our  wUl.    Sixth  part  of  each  ? 
A  trembling  contribution  1     Why,  we  take 
From  every  tree,  lop,  bark,  and  (nrt  o'  the  timber ; 
And,  though  we  leave  it  urith  a  root,  thus  hack'd, 
The  air  wUl  drink  the  sap.    To  every  county. 
Where  this  is  question'd,  send  our  letters,  with 
Free  pardon  to  each  man  that  has  denied 
The  force  of  this  oommission :  Pray,  look  tot ; 
I  put  it  to  your  care. 

W6L       A  word  with  you.    [7b  t%s  Secretary. 
Let  there  be  letters  writ  to  every  shire. 
Of  the  king's  grace  and  pardon.    Toe  griev'd 

commons 
Hardly  conceive  of  me ;  let  it  be  nois'd. 
That  through  our  intercession  this  revokement 
And  pardon  comes :  I  shall  anon  advise  you 
Further  in  the  proceeding.  [EaeU  Secretary. 

J?n£er  Surveyor. 

Q,  Kath,  I  am  sorry  that  the  Duke  of  Book- 
ingham 
Is  run  in  your  displeasure. 

K,  Hen,  It  grieves  numy : 

The  gentleman  is  leam'd,  and  a  most  rare  speaker. 
To  nature  none  more  bound ;  his  trauiing  such 
That  he  may  furnish  and  instruct  great  teachers. 
And  never  seek  for  aid  out  of  himself.    Yet  see 
When  these  so  noble  benefits  shall  prove 
Not  well  dispos'd,  the  mind  growing  once  corrupt 
They  turn  to  vicious  forms,  ten  times  more  ugly 
Than  ever  they  were  fair.    This  man  so  complete, 
Who  was  enroird  'mongst  wonders,  and  when  we. 
Almost  with  ravish'd  list'ning,  could  not  find 
His  hour  of  speech  a  minute :  he,  my  kdy. 
Hath  into  monstrous  habits  put  the  graces 
That  once  were  his,  and  is  become  as  black 
As  if  besmear'd  in  belL    Sit  by  us ;  vov  shall  hear 
(This  was  his  gentleman  in  trust)  of  him 
Things  to  strike  honour  sad.— Bid  him  recount 
The  lore-recited  practices;  whereof 
We  cannot  feel  too  little,  hear  too  much. 

W6U  Stand  forth ;  and  with  bold  spirit  relate 
what  you. 
Meet  like  a  careful  sutgeot,  have  ooHeoted  ^    '  1  ^ 
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Out  of  the  Duke  of  BuoUDgham. 

K,  Hen,  Speek  freelj. 

Burr.  First,  it  was  Qsnal  with  him,  every  daj 
It  would  infect  his  speech^  That  if  the  king 
Should  without  issue  die,  he'd  carrj  it  so 
To  make  the  sceptre  his :  These  verj  words 
I  liave  heard  him  utter  to  his  son-in-law, 
Lord  Aberga'ny;  to  whom  bj  oath  he  menac*d 
Revenge  upon  the  cardinal. 

WoL  Please  your  highness,  note 

This  dangerous  conception  in  this  point. 
Not  friended  bj  his  wish,  to  your  high  person 
His  will  is  most  malignant;  and  it  stretches 
Beyond  you,  to  your  friends. 

Q,  KtUh,  My  Ieam*d  lord  cardinal, 

Deliver  all  with  charity. 

K,  Hen,  Speak  on  : 

flow  grounded  he  his  title  to  the  crown, 
Upon  OUT  fail?  to  this  point  hast  thou  heard  him 
At  any  time  speak  aught? 

Stiro,  He  was  brought  to  this 

By  a  vain  prophecy  of  Nicholas  Henton. 

K,  Hen.  What  was  that  Henton  ? 

Surv,  Sir,  a  Chartrenx  friar. 

His  ctnfesser ;  who  fed  him  every  minute 
With  words  of  sovereignty. 

K.  Ben.  How  knowVt  thou  this  ? 

8urv,  Not  long  before  your  highness  sped  to 
France, 
The  duke  being  at  the  Rosej  within  the  parish 
Saint  Lawrence  Poultney,  did  of  me  demand 
What  was  the  speech  among  the  Londoners 
Coaceming  the  French  journey :  I  replied. 
Hen  fear'd  the  French  would  prove  perfidious. 
To  the  king's  danger.    Presently  the  duke 
Said,  Twas  the  fear,  indeed ;  and  that  be  doubted, 
Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certain  words 
Spoke  by  a  holy  monk :  ''  that  oft,**  says  he, 
**  Hath  sent  to  me,  wishing  me  to  permit 
John  de  la  Car,  my  chaplain,  a  choice  hour 
'1*0  hear  from  him  a  matter  of  some  moment: 
Whom  after  under  the  confession's  seal 
He  solemnly  had  sworn,  that,  what  he  spoke, 
My  chaplain  to  no  creature  living,  but 
To  me,  should  utter,  with  demure  confidence 
This  pausingly  ensued— Neither  the  king  nor  his 

heirs 
JTell  ^a  the  duke]  shall  prosper :  bid  him  strive 
To  gain  the  love  of  tiie  oommonalty ;  the  duke 
Shall  govern  England." 

Q.  Kaih,  If  I  know  you  well, 

Tou  were  the  duke's  surveyor,  and  lost  your  office 
On  oomplahit  o'  the  tenants  :  Take  good  heed 
Ton  charge  not  m  your  spleen  a  nohle  person, 
And  spoil  your  nobler  soul  I     I  say,  take  heed ; 
Te».  heartily  beseech  you. 

A.  Hen.  Let  him  on  :— 

Go  forward. 

Suro.         On  my  soul.  Ill  apeak  but  truth. 
I  told  my  lord  the  duke,  by  the  devil's  illusions 
The  monk  might  be  deoeiv'd;    and  that  twas 
dangerous  for  him 
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K.Hm  Proceed. 

Buro.  Being  at  GreenwiolL 

After  your  highness  had  reprov'd  the  duke 
About  Sir  William  Blomer,*- 

K,  Hen,  I  rememher 

Of  such  a  time— Being  mv  sworn  servant. 

The  duke  retain'd  him  his. But  on;  What 

hence? 

JSurv.  *'  If,"  quoth  he, "  I  for  this  had  been  oom- 
mitted, 
As,  to  the  Tower,  I  thought,— I  would  have  play'd 
The  part  my  &ther  meant  to  act  upon 
The  usurper  Richard ;  who,  heing  at  Salisbury, 
Made  suit  to  oome  in  his  presence;  which,  if 

granted, 
As  he  made  semblance  of  hb  duty,  would 
Have  put  his  knife  into  him." 

K.  tlen.  A  giant  traitor! 

WoL  Now,  madam,  may  his  highness  live  in 
freedom. 
And  this  man  out  of  prison? 

Q.Kath.  God  mend  all  I 

Jl.  Em.  There^  something  more  would  out  of 
thee?  whatsay'st? 

awv.  After—''  the  duke  his  fSather,*'— with  *'  the 
knife,"— 
He  stretch'd  him,  and,  with  one  hand  on  his  dagger. 
Another  spread  on  his  breast,  mounting  his  eyes, 
He  did  dischargee  horrible  oath ;  whose  tenour 
Was, — were  he  evil  us'd,  he  would  outgo 
His  father,  by  as  much  as  a  performance 
Does  an  irresolute  purpose. 

JT.  Hen.  There'b  his  period, 

To  sheath  his  knife  in  us.    He  is  attach'd  * 
Call  liim  to  present  trial :  if  he  may 
Find  mercy  m  the  law,  *tis  his;  if  none. 
Let  him  not  seek 't  of  ua :  By  day  and  night. 
He's  traitor  to  the  height.  [ExeunL 

SCENE  Uh-^A  Ram  m  the  Bdaee. 
Enter  ihe  Lord  Chamberhiin  and  Lord  Sakdb. 

Chain.  1st  possible  the  spells  of  France  should 
juggle 
Men  into  such  strange  mysteries? 

Somds.  New  customs, 

Thouffh  they  he  never  so  ridiculous^ 
Nay,  let  them  be  unmanly,  yet  are  follow*d.    • 

Cham.  As  far  as  I  see,  all  the  good  our  English 
Have  got  by  the  late  voyage  is  but  merely 
A  fit  or  two  o'the  face ;  but  they  are  shrewd  ones; 
For  when  they  hold  them,  you  would  swear  directly 
Their  very  noses  had  been  counsellors 
To  Pepin,  or  Clotharius,  they  keep  state  so. 

Sanoi.  They  have  all  new  legs,  and  lame  ones ; 
one  would  take  it. 
That  never  saw  them  pace  before,  the  spavin, 
A  springhalt  reign'd  among  them. 

Cham.  Death!  my  lord. 

Their  clothes  are  after  such  a  pagan  cut  too. 
That,  sure,  they  have  worn  out  Christendom. 
How  now? 
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To  think  an  English  oonrtier  may  be  wise, 
And  neyer  see  the  Loavre. 
Lon,  Thej  most  either 

g^or  80  ran  the  conditions)  leave  those  remnants 
f  fool  and  feather,  that  tney  got  in  France, 
With  all  their  honourable  points  of  ignorance, 
Pertaining  thereunto  (as  fights  and  tireworlcs ; 
Abusing  better  men  tnan  they  can  be, 
Oat  of  a  foreign  wisdom),  renouncing  clean 
The  faith  they  have  in  tennis  and  tall  stockings, 
Short  blister'd  breeches,  and  those  types  of  trarel. 
And  understand  again  like  honest  men ; 
Or  pack  to  their  old  playfellows:  there,  I  take  it, 
They  may,  cum  privuegio,  wear  away 
The  lie  end  of  their  lewdness,  and  he  langh'd  at. 

Sands,  Tis  time  to  give  them  physic,  their 
diseases 
Are  grown  so  catching. 

Cham,  What  a  loss  our  ladies 

Will  have  of  these  trim  vanities  I 

Loo,  Ay,  marry, 

There  will  be  woe  indeed,  lords;  the  sly  whoresons 
Have  g^t  a  speeding  trick  to  lay  down  ladies; 
A  French  song  and  a  tiddl6  has  no  fellow. 

Sands,  The  devil  fiddle  them  I  I  am  glad  theyYe 
going 
(For,  sure,  there  s  no  converting  of  them) ;  now, 
An  honest  country  lord,  as  1  am,  beaten 
A  long  time  out  of  play,  may  bring  his  plainsong, 
And  have  an  hour  of  bearing;  and,  byT  lady. 
Held  current  music  too. 

Cham,  Well  said,  Lord  Sands ; 

Tour  colt^  tooth  is  not  cast  yet. 

Sands,  No, any  lord; 

Nor  shall  not,  while  I  have  ft  stump. 

Cham.  Sir  Thomas, 

Whither  were  yon  a  going? 

Lav,  To  the  oardhial's ; 

Tour  lordship  is  a  g^iest  too. 

Cham.  O,  tis  true: 

This  night  he  makes  a  supper,  and  a  great  one, 
To  many  lords  and  ladies ;  there  will  be 
The  beauty  of  this  kingdom,  111  assure  you. 

Loo.  That  churchman  bears  a  bounteous  mind 
indeed, 
A  hand  as  fruitful  as  the  land  that  feeds  us ; 
His  dews  fall  everywhere. 

Cflam,  No  doubt  he's  noble ; 

He  bad  a  black  mouth  that  said  other  of  him. 

Sands,  He  may,  my  lord ;  he  has  wherewithal ; 
in  him, 
Sparing  would  show  a  worse  sin  than  ill  doctrine: 
Men  of  his  way  should  be  most  liberal, 
Thev  are  set  here  for  examples. 

dnam.  Trne,  they  are  so ; 

But  few  now  ^ve  so  great  ones.  My  bai^  stag's ; 
Tour  lordship  shall  along:— Come,  good  Sir 
_  Thomas, 
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To  fiiir  content,  and  you :  nooe  here,  he  hopes. 
In  all  this  noble  bevy,  has  brought  with  her 
One  care  abroad:  he  would  have  all  as  merry 
As  first-good  company,  good  wine,  good  welcome, 
Can  make  good  people.    O,  my  lord,  yoo  are 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain,  Lord  Sahds,  and  Sir 

TUOIiAS  LOVELL. 

The  very  thought  of  this  iaxr  company 
Clapp'd  wings  to  me. 

uhanu  You  are  young.  Sir  Harry  Guildford. 

Sands.  Sir  Thomas  L^vell,  had  the  cardinal 
But  half  mv  lay-thoughts  in  him,  some  of  these 
Should  find  a  running  banquet  ere  they  rested, 
I  think  would  better  please  them :  By  my  life. 
They  are  a  sweet  society  of  fair  ones. 

Iaw.  O,  that  your  lordship  were  but  now  oon 
fessor 
To  one  or  two  of  these  I 

Sands,  I  woold  I  were; 

They  should  find  easy  penance. 

Lov,  'Faith,  how  easy? 

Sands.  As  easy  as  a  down-bed  would  afTord  it. 

Cham.  Sweet  ladies,  will  it  please  yon  sit?  Sir 
Harry, 
Place  yon  that  side.  111  take  the  charge  of  this  : 
His  grace  is  entering. — Nay,  you  must  not  freeze ; 
Two  women  plac'd  together  makes  cold  weather : — 
My  Lord  Sands,  yon  are  one  vrill  keep  them 

waking ; 
Pray,  sit  between  these  ladies. 

Sands,  By  my  faith, 

And  thank  your  lordship.— By  your  leave,  sweet 

[Seats  hmsel/between  Anhb  Bullbm 
and  another  lady. 
If  I  chance  to  talk  a  little  wild,  forgive  me ; 
I  had  it  from  my  father. 
Anne„  Was  he  mad,  sir? 

Sands,  O,  yerymad,  exceeding  mad.  In  love 
too: 
But  he  would  bite  none ;  just  as  1  do  now, 
He  would  kiss  you  twenty  vrith  a  breath. 

[Kisses  her. 
Cham.  Well  said,  my  lord.— 

So,  now  you  are  fairly  seated : — Gentlemen, 
The  penance  lies  on  you,  if  these  Mr  ladies 
Pass  away  frowning. 

Sands.  For  my  little  oore. 

Let  me  alone. 

Hautboys,  Enter CsrdinaiWouoYt attended ; and 
takes  his  state, 

WdU  You  are  welcome,  my  (air  guests ;  that 
noble  lady. 
Or  gentlemen,  that  is  not  freely  merry, 
Is  not  my  friend:  This,  to  confirm  my  welcome , 
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Ben%  to  your  ladyship :  and  pledge  it,  madam, 
For  tis  to  such  a  thing,— 
Anne.  You  eauiot  show  me. 

JSamb,  I  told  yoar  mce  they  would  talk  anon. 
[Drum  and  trumpeU  within :  Chambers 
discharged. 
WcL  Whaf^that? 

Chapti,  Look  oat  there,  some  of  ye. 

[Eodt  a  Servant. 
W6L  What  a  warlike  voice  ? 

And  to  what  end  is  this?— Nay,  ladies,  fear  not ; 
By  aU  the  laws  of  war  ye  are  privileg'd. 

B&enter  Servant 
Cham.  How  now?  whatist? 
Serv.  A  nob]e  troop  of  strangers ; 

For  so  they  seem ;  they  have  left  their  barge,  and 

landed; 
And  hither  make,  as  great  ambassadors 
From  foreign  princes, 

WoL  Good  lord  chamberlain, 

Qo,   give    them  welcome,  yoa  can  speak   the 

French  tongue ; 
And,  prav,  reoeive  them   noble,  and  oondact 

them 
Into  our  presence,  where  this  heaven  of  beauty 
Shall  shme  at  toll  upon  them:— Some  attend 
him, — 
[ExU  Chamberlain,  attended.    AU  arise,  and 
taJbUs  removed. 
Yoa  have  now  a  broken    banquet;  but  well 

mend  it. 
A  good  digestion  to  yoa  all :  and,  once  more, 
I  shower  a  welcome  on  you ;— Welcome  alL 

Eauiboys.    Enter  the  Kino,  and  twelve  others^  as 
maskers,  habited  like  shepherds,  with  sixteen  torch- 
hearers;  ushered  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain.   7  hey 
pass  directly  before  the  Cabdimal,  <md  gracefully 
salute  him. 
A  noble  company  I  what  are  their  pleasures? 
Cham.  Because  they  speak  no   English,  thus 
they  prayU 
To  tell  your  grace ;— That,  havins  heard  by  feime 
Of  this  so  noble  and  so  &ir  assembly 
This  niffht  to  meet  here,  they  could  do  no  less. 
Out  of  toe  great  respect  they  bear  to  beauty. 
Bat  leave  their  flocks;   uid,  onder   yoar  fair 

conduct. 
Crave  leave  to  view  these  ladies,  and  entreat 
An  hour  of  revels  with  them. 

WoL  Sav,  lord  chamberlain^ 

They  have  done  my  poor  house  grace;  for  which  I 

pavtliem 
A  thousand  thanks,  and  pray  them  take  their 
pleasures. 

[Ladies  chosen  fir  the  dance.    The  Kuo 
dbooses  Ahvx  Bdllbb. 
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K,  Hen.  The  fairest  hand  I  ever  touoh'dl   0 
beauty. 
Till  now  I  never  knew  thee.        [Music    Dance, 
WoL  My  lord. 
Chcan.  Your  grace? 

Wol.  Pray,  tell  them  thus  mach  from  me: 
There  should  be  one  amongst  them,  by  his 

person, 
More  worthy  this  place  than  myself;  to  whom, 
If  I  but  knew  him,  with  my  love  and  doty 
I  would  surrender  it. 

Cham.  I  wfll,  my  lord. 

[Cham,  goes  to  the  company,  and  returns, 
W6L  Wliat  say  they? 

Cham.  such  a  one,  they  all  confess. 

There  is,  indeed;  which  they  woald  have  youi 

grace 
Find  out,  aud  he  will  take  it. 

WoL  Let  me  see,  the:i. — 

[Comes  from  his  state. 
By  all  yoar  good  leaves,  gentlenien;  Here  111 

make 
My  royal  choice. 
K.  Hen.         Yoa  have  found  him,  cardinal : 


Yoa  hold  a  fair  assembly;  you  do  well,  lord : 
Yon  are  a  churchman,  or  111  tell  you,  cardinal, 
I  should  judge  now  unhappily. 

WoL  lamglad 

Your  graoe  is  grown  so  pleasant. 

K.  Hen.  My  lord  chamberlain. 

Prithee,  come  hither:  What  fair  lady's  that? 

Chcan.  An*t  please  vour   grace.    Sir  Thomas 
Bullena  daughter. 
The  Viscount  Rochford,  one  of  her   highness' 
women. 

K.Een.  By  Heaven,  she  Is  a  dainty  one- 
Sweetheart, 
I  were  unmannerly  to  take  yoa  out. 
And  not  to  kiss  you- — A  health,  gentlemen, 
Let  it  go  round. 

WoL  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  is  the  banquet  ready 
I'  the  privy  chamber? 

Lov.  Yes,  my  lord. 

WoL  Your  grace, 

I  fear,  with  dancing  is  a  little  heated. 

E.  Hen.  I  fear,  too  much.  * 

WoL  There's  fresher  air,  my  lord. 
In  the  next  chamber. 

E,  Hen.  Lead  in  your  ladies,  every  one. — Sweet 
partner, 
I  must  not  yet  forsake  you. — Let's  be  merry  ;— 
Good   my  lord  cardinal,  I  have  half  a  dozen 

healths 
To  drink  to  these  fair  ladies,  and  a  measure 
To  lead  them  once  again  ;  aud  then  let's  dream 
Who's  best  in  favour.— Let  the  music  knock  it. 
[Exeunt^  with  tjwnpeis 
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SCENE  I.- A  StrteL 
Enter  two  Gentlemen,  meeting, 

1  Oent,  Whither  away  so  fast? 

2  Gent.  O,— God  save  yon ! 
Even  to  the  hall  to  hear  what  shall  become 
Of  the  great  Duke  of  Bnckingham. 

1  Qent.  ni  save  you 
That   labour,   sir.     All*8   now   done,   but   tlie 

ceremony 
Of  bringing  back  the  prisoner. 

2  Chttt,  Were  you  there? 

1  Qent,  Yes,  indeed,  was  T. 

2  Qent.  Pray  speak  what  has  happened  ? 

1  Qent.  You  may  guess  quickly  what 

2  Qent,  Is  he  found  guilty? 

1  Qent.  Yes,  truly  is  he,  and  eondemii'd  upon  it. 

2  QenL  I  am  sorry  for*t. 

1  Qent,  So  are  a  number  more. 

2  Qent,  But,  pray,  how  passed  it? 

1  Qent,  I'll  tell  you  in  a  little.    The  great  duke 
Came  to  the  bar ;  where  to  bis  accusations 
He  pleaded  still,  not  guilty,  and  alleg'd 
Many  sharp  reasons  to  defeat  the  law. 
The  king's  attome^r,  on  the  contrary, 
Urg'd  on  the  examinations,  proofe,  confessions 
Of  divers  witnesses ;  which  the  duke  desir'd 
To  have  brought,  vivd  voce,  to  his  face : 
At  which  appear'd  against  him,  his  surveyor ; 
Sir  Gilbert  Feck  his  chancellor;  and  John  Car, 
Confessor  to  him ;  with  that  devil-monk, 
Hopkins,  that  made  this  mischief. 

2  Qent,  That  was  he 
That  fed  him  with  his  prophesies? 

1  Qent.  The  same. 
All  these  accused  him  strongly ;  which  he  fain 
Would  have  flung  from  him,  but,  indeed,  he  could 

not: 
And  so  his  peers,  upon  this  evidence. 
Have  found  nim  guiity  of  high  treason.    Much 
He  spoke,  and  learnedly,  for  life ;  but  all 
Was  either  pitied  in  him,  or  forgotten. 

2  Qent,  After  all  thb,  how  did  he  bear  himself? 
^  Qent,  When  he  was  brought  again  to  the  bar, 

to  hear 
His  knell  rung  out,  his  judgment,  he  was  stirr'd 
With  such  an  agony,  he  sweat  extremely. 
And  something  spoke  in  choler,  ill  and  nasty: 
But  he  fell  to  himself  again,  and  sweetly 
In  all  the  rest  show'd  a  most  noble  patience. 

2  Qent,  I  do  not  think  he  fears  death. 

iQent.  ^  Sure,  he  does  not, 

He  never  was  so  womanish ;  the  cause 
He  may  a  little  grieve  at 

2  Q^  Certainly, 

The  cardinal  is  the  end  of  this. 

1  Qent.  'Tis  likely, 
By  &11  conjectures :  First,  Kildare's  attainder, 
Then  deputy  of  Ireland ;  who  removed, 
Earl  Surrey  was  sent  thither,  and  in  haste  too, 
Lest  he  should  help  his  father. 

2  Qent,  That  trick  of  state 
Was  a  deep  enyions  one. 

1  Qent,  At  his  return, 
No  doubt  he  will  requite  it.    This  is  noted, 
And  generally,  whoever  the  king  favours. 
The  cardinal  instantly  will  find  employment. 
And  far  enough  from  court  too. 

2  Qent,  All  the  commons 
Hate  him  pemicioasly)  and,  o*  my  conscience, 


Wish  him  ten  iathom  deep :  this  duke  as  much 
They  love  and  dote  on ;    call   him  bounteoue 

Bnckingham, 
The  mirror  of  all  courtesy. 

Enter  Buckhighah  from  his  arraignment;  Tip- 
staves before  hvn  ;  the  axe  toUh  the  edge  towardt 
him  ;  halberds  on  each  side :  a/xompanied  with  Sir 
Thomas  Lovell,  Sir  Nicholas  Vadx,  Sur 
William  Sands,  and  common  people, 

1  Qent.  Stay  there,  sir. 
And  see  the  noble  rnin'd  man  you  speak  of. 

2  QenL  Let's  stand  close,  and  behold  him. 
Buck.  All  good  people, 

You  that  thus  fiur  have  come  to  pity  me, 
Hear  what  I  say,  and  then  go  home  and  lose  me, 
I  have  this  day  received  a  traitor's  judgment. 
And  by  that  name  must  die :  Yet  Heaven  bear 

witness. 
And  if  I  have  a  conscience  let  it  sink  me. 
Even  as  the  axe  fiUls,  if  I  be  not  faithful! 
The  Uw  I  bear  no  malice  for  my  death, 
It  has  done,  upon  the  premises,  but  justice : 
But  those  that  sought  it  I  oould  wish   more 

Christians : 
Be  what  they  will,  I  heartily  forgave  them : 
Yet  let  them  look  they  glory  not  in  mischief. 
Nor  build  their  evUs  on  the  graves  of  grpat  men ; 
For  then  my  guiltless  blood  must  cry  against 

them. 
For  further  life  in  this  world  I  ne'er  hope. 
Nor  will  I  sue,  al'hongh  the  king  have  mercies 
More  than  I  dare  make  units.  You  few  that  lev 'd  me, 
And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham, 
His  noble  friends,  and  fellows,  whom  to  leave 
Is  onl^  bitter  to  him,  only  dying. 
Go  with  me.  like  good  angels,  to  my  end ; 
And,  as  the  long  divorce  of  steel  falls  on  me, 
Make  of  your  pravers  one  sweet  sacrifice, 
And  lift  my  soul  to  Heaven. — Lead  on  o'  God^ 

name. 
Lov.  I  do  beseech  your  grace,  for  charity, 
If  ever  any  malice  in  your  heart 
Were  hid  against  me,  now  to  forgive  me  frankly. 
Buck,  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  I  as  free  forgive  you 
As  I  would  be  forgiven:  I  forgive  all: 
There  cannot  be  those  numberless  ofienoes 
*Gainst  me  that  I  cannot  take  peace  with : 
No  black  envy  shall  make  my  grave. 
Commend  me  to  his  grace; 
And  if  he  speak  of  Buckingham,  pray  tell  him. 
You  met  nim  half  in  Heaven:  my  vows  and 

pravers 
Yet  are  the  king's;  and,  till  my  soul  forsake, 
Shall  cry  for  blessings  on  him :  May  he  live 
Longer  than  I  have  time  to  tell  his  years ! 
Ever  belov'd,  and  loving,  may  his  rule  be ! 
And,  when  old  Time  shall  lead  him  to  his  end, 
Goodness  and  he  fill  up  one  monument  I 
Lov,  To  the  water  side  I  must  conduct  youi 

grace: 
Then  give  my  charge  up  to  Sir  Nicholas  Vaux, 
Who  undertakes  you  to  your  end. 

Vaux,  Prepare  there, 

The  duke  Is  coming;  see  the  barge  be  ready ; 
And  fit  it  with  such  furniture  as  suits 
The  greatness  of  his  person. 

BuiJh  Nay.  Sir  Nicholas, 

Let  it  alone ;  m^  state  now  will  out  mock  me. 
When  I  came  hither  I  was  lord  high  constable 
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And  Dak0  of  BaoUDgfaam ;  now,  poor  Edward 

Bohnn; 
Yet  I  am  richer  than  mj  base  aocnsers, 
That  never  knew  what  truth  meant :  I  now  seal  it; 
And  with  that  blood  will  make  them  one  daj  groan 

fort 
My  noble  father,  Henry  of  Baekin^hamf 
Who  first  raised  head  af^ainst  nsurmng  Richard, 
Flyini?  for  succour  to  his  servant  Banister, 
Being  distressed,  was  by  that  wretch  betrayed, 
And  without  trial  tell ;  God's  peace  be  with  him! 
Henry  the  Seventh  succeeding,  truly  pitying 
My  filuher's  loss,  like  a  most  royal  prince, 
Restored  me  to  my  honours,  and,  out  of  ruins. 
Made  my  name  once  more  noble.    Now  his  son, 
Henry  the  Eighth,  life,  honour,  name,  and  all 
That  made  me  happy,  at  one  stroke  has  taken 
For  ever  froxn  the  world.    I  had  my  trial, 
And,  must  needs  say,  a  noble  one ;  which  makw 

me 
And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham, 
A  little  happier  than  my  wretched  father : 
Yet  thus  far  we  are  one  in  fortunes,— Both 
Fell  by  our  servant^,  by  those  men  welov'd  most; 
A  most  unnatural  and  faithless  service! 
Heaven  has  an  end  in  all :  Yet,  yon  that  hear  me, 
This  from  a  dying  man  receive  as  certain : 
Where  yon  are  liberal  of  your  loves  and  counsels, 
Be  sure  you  be  not  loose;  for  those  you  make 

friends. 
And  give  your  hearts  to,  when  they  once  perceive 
The  least  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 
like  water  from  ye,  never  found  again 
But  where  they  mean  to  sink  ve.  All  good  people, 
Pray  for  me!  I  must  now  forsake  ye;  tne  last 

hour 
Of  my  long  weary  life  is  come  npon  me.  • 

Farewell : 

And  when  you  would  say  something  that  is  sad. 
Speak  how  I  fell. — I  have  done;  and  God  forgive 

me  I      [Exeunt  BncKmoHAM  txnd  Tram, 

1  OmL  0,  this  U  ftill  of  pit^ !— Sir,  it  calls, 
I  fear,  too  many  curses  on  their  heads 

That  were  the  authors. 

2  OerO,  If  the  duke  be  guiltless, 
Tis  Aill  of  woe:  jet  I  can  give  you  inkling 
Of  an  ensuing  evil,  if  it  fall, 

Greater  than  this. 

1  Omt.  Good  angels  keep  it  from  nsl 
What  may  it  b(?   You  do  not  doubt  my  faith, 

sir? 

2  Oent,  This  secret  is  so  weighty,  *twill  require 
A  strong  fiuth  to  conceal  H. 

1  OeiiL  Let  me  have  it : 
I  do  not  talk  much. 

2  Oent,  I  am  confident; 

You  shall,  sir :  Did  you  not  of  late  days  hear 
A  buzzing,  of  a  separation 
Between  the  king  and  Katharine? 

1  Oent.  Yes,  but  it  held  not  : 
For  when  the  king  once  heard  it,  out  of  anger 
He  sent  command  to  the  lord  mayor,  straight 

To  stop  the  rumour,  and  allay  those  tongues 
That  durst  dispene  it. 

2  Oent,  But  that  slander,  sir. 
Is  found  a  truth  now :  for  it  grows  again 
Fresher  than  e*er  it  was ;  and  held  for  certain 
The  king  will  venture  at  it    Either  the  cardinal. 
Or  ^ome  about  him  near,  have,  out  of  malice 

To  the  good  aueen,  possess^  him  with  a  scruple 
That  will  undo  her:  To  confirm  this  too. 
Cardinal  Campeius  b  arriv'U,  and  lately; 
At  all  thinki  ror  this  bosiness. 
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1  Oent,  Tis  the  cardinal; 
And  merely  to  revenge  him  on  the  emperor. 
For  not  bestowing  on  him,  at  his  asking. 
The  archbishopric  of  Toledo,  this  is  purposed. 

2  OfffU,  I  think  you  have  hit  the  mark :  But  is\ 

not  cruel 
That  she  should  feel  the  smart  of  this?  The 

cardinal 
Will  have  his  will,  and  she  must  fall. 

1  Oent,  Tis  woful. 

We  are  too  open  here  to  argue  this; 
Let*s  think  in  private  more.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II.— Jn  Antechamber  tn  ihe  Palace, 
Enter  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  reading  a  letter, 
Chanu 

"  My  Lotd.  —The  horses  joor  lordship  sent  for,  with  all 
the  oare  I  had  I  saw  well  ohosen,  ridden,  and  furnished. 
They  were  young  and  handsome  ;  and  of  the  best  breed 
in  Uie  Qoxth.  When  they  were  nsady  to  set  out  for  London, 
a  man  of  my  l(»d  cardinal's,  by  oommtoaion,  and  main 
power,  took  'era  from  me :  with  this  reason.— His  master, 
would  be  serr'd  before  a  sabjeot,  if  not  before  the  king ; 
which  stopped  oar  months,  sir." 

I  fear^  he  will,  indeed  :  Well,  let  him  have  them : 
He  will  have  all,  I  think. 

Enter  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk  and  Suffolk 

Nor,  Well  met,  my  lord  chamberlain. 

Cham,  Good  day  to  both  your  graces. 

8ttf,  How  Is  the  king  employ'd  ? 

Chanu  I  left  him  private. 

Full  of  sad  thoughts  and  troubles. 

Nor,  What%  the  oause  ? 

Cham,  It  seems  the  marriage  with  his  brother's 
wife 
Has  orept  too  near  his  conscience. 

8uf,  No,  his  conscience 

Has  crept  too  near  another  lady. 

Nor.  'Tis  so  . 

This  is  the  oardinars  doing,  the  king-cardinal . 
That  blind  priest,  like  the  eldest  son  of  fortune. 
Turns  what  he  list    The  king  will  know  him  one 
day. 

A^  Pray  God  he  dol  hell  never  know  himself 
else. 

Nor,  How  holily  he  works  in  all  his  business ! 
And  with  what  zeal !  For  now  he  has  crack'd  the 

league 
Between  us  and  the  emperor,  the.  queen's  great 

nephew : 
He  dives  into  the  king>  soul ;  and  there  scatters 
Dangers,  doubts,  wringine  of  the  conscience, 
Fears,  and  despairs,  and  all  these  for  his  marriage  * 
And  oat  of  all  these  to  restore  the  king. 
He  counsels  a  divorce:  a  loss  of  her 
That,  like  a  jewel,  has  hung  twenty  years 
About  his  neck,  yet  never  lost  her  lustre; 
Of  her  that  loves  him  with  that  excellence 
That  angek  love  good  men  with ;  even  of  her 
That  when  the  greatest  stroke  of  fortune  &lls 
Will  bless  the  lung:  And  is  not  this  course  pious  ? 

Cham,  Heaven  keep  me  from  suoh  counsel ! 
•Tis  most  true. 
These  news  are  everywhere;  vrery  tongue  speak; 

them, 
And  every  true  heart  weeps  for^ :  All  that  dare 
Look  ii  to  these  afiairs  see  this  main  end, — 
llie  French  king  s  sister.    Heaven  will  one  day 

open 
The  king^  eyes,  that  so  long  have  slept  npon 
This  bold  bad  man. 

Huf,  And  free  ns  from  his  aUyem 
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Ncr.  We  bad  need  pray, 
And  heartily,  for  our  deliveranoe; 
Or  this  imperioas  man  will  work  us  all 
From  priDces  into  pages :  all  men's  honours 
Lie  like  one  lump  betore  him,  to  be  fashioned 
luto  what  pitch  he  please. 

Sttf.  For  me,  mj  lords, 

I  love  him  not,  nor  fear  him ;  there's  my  creed: 
As  I  am  made  without  him,  so  1*11  stand. 
If  the  king  please ;  hb  curses  and  his  blessings 
Touch  me  alike,  thej  are  breath  I  not  believe  in. 
I  knew  him,  and  know  him ;  so  I  leave  him 
To  him  that  made  him  proud,  the  pope. 

Nor.  Let^s  in ; 

And,  with  some  other  business,  pat  the  king 
From  these  sad  thoughts,  that  work  too  much  upon 

him: 
Mj  lord,  yoall  bear  ns company? 

Cham,  Excuse  me; 

The  king  hath  sent  me  other-where :  besides, 
Yonll  find  a  most  unfit  time  to  disturb  him : 
Health  to  your  lordships. 

Nor»  Thanks,  my  good  lord  chamberlain. 
[Exit  Lord  Chamberlain. 


Norfolk  opens  a  /do&ng-door.    The  King  ia  dis- 
covered sUttng^  and  reacUng  pensively, 

8itf,  How  sad  he  looks!   sure  he   is   much 
afflicted. 

K.Hen,  Who  is  there?  ha? 

Nor,  Tray  God,  he  be  not  angry. 

K,  Hen,  Who's  there,  1  say  ?    How  dare  you 
thrust  yourselves 
Into  my  private  meditations  ? 
WhoamI?ha? 

Nor,  A  gracious  king,  that  pardons  all  offences 
Malice  ne'er  meant :  our  breach  of  duty,  this  way, 
Is  business  of  estate ;  in  which,  we  come 
To  know  your  royal  pleasure. 

K,  Hen,  You  are  too  bold ; 

Go  to;  111  make  ye  know  yoor  times  of  business: 
Is  this  an  hour  for  temporal  afiairs  ?  ha  ? 

Enter  Wolsby  and  Campeius. 

Who*8  there?  my  good  lord  cardinal?— O  my 

Wolsey, 
The  quiet  of  my  wounded  conscience, 
rhoa  art  a  cure  fit  ior  a  king. — You're  welcome, 

[TbCAMPElDS. 

Bf  oat  learned  reverend  sir,  mto  oar  kingdom ; 
Use  us,  and  it :— My  good  lord,  have  great  care 
I  be  not  found  a  talker.  [  7b  Wouet. 

W6L,  Sir,  you  cannot. 

X  would  your  grace  would  give  us  but  an  hour 
Of  private  conference. 

A.  Hen,  We  are  busy ;  go. 

[To  Norfolk  and  Suffolk. 

Nor,  This  priest  has  no  pride  in  him  ?   \ 

Si^f,  Not  to  speak  of; 

I  would  not  be  so  sick  though,  for  his  place : 
But  this  cannot  continue.  yAiide, 

Nor,  If  it  do, 

111  venture  one  ;--have  at  him. 

St^»  I  another,  i 

[Exetmt  Norfolk  cmd  Suffolk. 

WoL  Your  grace  has  given  a  precedent  of 
wisdom 
Above  all  princes,  in  committing  freely 
Your  scruple  to  the  voice  of  Christendom . 
Who  can  be  anery  now?  what  envy  reach  you? 
The  Spaniard,  tied  by  blood  and  favour  to  her. 
Must  now  confess,  if  they  have  any  go<»dnes8. 
The  trial  just  and  noble.    All  the  clerks. 
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I  mean  the  learh'd  ones,  in  Christian  kingdoms, 
Have  their  free   voices— Rome,   the   nurse   of 

judgment, 
Invited  by  vour  noble  self,  hath  sent 
One  general  tongue  unto  us,  this  ^od  man, 
This  just  and  learned  priest,  Cardmal  Campeius; 
Whom,  once  more,  I  present  unto  ^our  highness. 
K.  Hen.  And,  once  more,  in  mine  arms  I  bid 

him  welcome. 
And  thank  the  holy  conclave  for  their  loves ; 
They  have  sent  me  such  a  man  I  would  hare 

wish'd  for. 
Cam,    Your   grace  must  needs   deserve  all 

strangers*  loves, 
You  are  so  noble :  To  your  highness'  hand 
I  tender  my  commission ;  by  whose  virtue 
(The  court  of  Rome  commanding),  j^ou,  my  lord 
Cardinal   of   York,   are  join'd  with  me  their 

servant, 
In  the  nnpartial  judging  of  this  business. 
K,  Hen.  Two  equal  men.    The  queen  shall  be 

acquainted. 
Forthwith,  for  what  you  oome:— Where^  Gar- 
diner? 
WoL  I  know  your  majesty  has  always  loT*d  her 
So  dear  in  heart,  not  to  deny  her  that 
A  woman  of  less  place  might  ask  by  law. 
Scholars  allow'd  rreely  to  argue  for  her. 
K.  Hen,  Ay,  and  the  best  she  shall  have ;  and 

my  favour 
To  him  that  does  best;  God  forbid  else.   Cardinal, 
Prithee,  call  Gardiner  to  me,  my  new  secretary ; 
I  find  him  a  fit  fellow.  [£xU  Wolsbt. 


Re-enter  Wolset,  wiJOi  Gardiner. 

WoL  Give  me  your  hand :  much  joy  and  favour 
to  you; 
You  are  the  king's  now. 

Card,  But  to  be  commanded 

For  ever  by  your  grace,  whose  hand  has  raised  me. 

[Aside, 
K,  Hen.  Come  hither,  Gardiner. 

[They  comoerse  apart,  _ 
Cam,  My  lord  of  York,  was  not  one  doctor  Paoe 
In  this  man's  place  before  him  ? 

WcL  Yes,  he  was. 

Cam,  Was  he  not  held  a  learned  man  ? 
W6L  Yes,  surely. 

Cam.  Believe  me,  there^  an  ill  opinion  spread 
then  • 

Even  of  yourself,  lord  cardinal. 

W6L  How!  of  me? 

Cam,  They  will  not  stick  to  say  you  envied 
him; 
And  fearing  he  would  rise,  he  was  so  virtuous. 
Kept  him  a  foreign  man  still ;  which  so  griev'd 

him, 
That  he  ran  mad,  and  died. 

W6L.  Heaven*^  peace  be  with  him  I 

That's  christian  care  enough:  tor    living  mur- 

murers 
There%  places  of  rebuke.    He  was  a  fool ; 
For  he  would  needs   be  virtuous:   That  good 

fellow, 
If  I  command  him,  follows  my  appointment ; 
I  will  have  none  so  near  else.    Learn  this,  brother, 
We  live  not  to  be  grip'd  by  meaner  persons. 
K,  Hen,  Deliver  this  with  modesty  to  the  queen. 

I^xtt  Gardiner.  ' 
can  think  of^ 
For  such  receipt  of  learning,  is  Blackfriars; 
Tl'ere  ye  shall  meet  abuut  this  weighty  business i 
i  My  Wolsey,  see  it  furnished. 
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Woald  it  not  griere  an  able  man,  to  leave 

So  aweet  a  bedfellow?     But,  oonscienee,  oon- 

science, — 
0,  *tia  a  tender  place,  and  I  must  leave  her. 

[ExemU, 

SCENE  IIL— Jn  AnUchambar  m  Hie  Qmen'9 
Apartmentt, 

Enter  Ajme  Buixbn  and  an  ddloAj. 

Amie,  Not  for  that  neither :— Here's  the  pang 
that  pinches ; 
His  highness  having  liv^d  so  long  with  her :  and  she 
So  good  a  lady,  that  no  tongae  coald  ever 
Proiioanoe  duhonour  of  her, — ^bv  my  life, 
She  never  knew  harm-doing  ;--0  now,  after 
So  many  courses  of  the  san  enthroned. 
Still  growing  in  a  nuyestyand  pomp,— the  which 
To  leave  a  thousand-t'old  more  Ditter  than 
*Tis  sweet  at  first  to  acquire,— after  this  process, 
To  give  her  the  avaunt  I  it  is  a  pity 
Would  move  a  monster. 

Old  L,  Hearts  of  most  hard  temper 

Melt  and  lament  tor  her. 

Anne,  O,  Ood^s  will!  much  better 

She  ne'er  had  known  pomp:  though  it  be  tempond. 
Yet,  if  that  quarrel,  fortune,  do  divorce 
It  from  the  bearer,  *tis  a  sufferance,  panging 
As  soul  and  body's  severing. 

Oid  L,  Alas,  poor  ladyl 

She's  a  stranger  now  again. 

Anne.  So  much  the  more 

M  ust  pity  drop  upon  her.    Verily, 
I  swear,  *tis  better  to  be  lowly  bom 
And  range  with  humble  livers  in  content, 
Than  to  be  perk*d  up  in  a  glistering  grief^ 
And  wear  a  golden  sorrow. 

Old  U  Oar  content 

Is  our  best  having. 

Anane,  By  my  troth  and  maidenhead, 

I  would  not  be  a  queen. 

(Hd  L.  Beshrew  me,  I  would, 

And  venture  maidenhead  for't ;  and  so  would  you. 
For  all  this  spice  of  jour  hjrpocrisy : 
You,  that  have  so  fair  parts  of  woman  on  you, 
Have  too  a  woman's  heart :  which  ever  yet 
Affected  eminence,  wealth,  sovereignty ; 
Which,  to  say  sooth,  are  blessings :  and  which  gifts 
fSaving  your  mincing)  the  capacity 
Of  your  soft  cheverU  conscience  would  receive, 
If  you  might  please  to  stretch  it. 

Anne,  Nay,  good  trotli, — 

Old  L,  Yes,  troth,  and  troth,~yoa  would  not 
be  a  queen? 

Anne,  No,  not  for  all  the  riches  under  Heaven. 

Old  L,  Tis  strange :  a  three-pence  bowed  would 
hire  me, 
Old  as  I  am,  to  queen  it:  But,  I  pray  you. 
What  think  you  of  a  duchess  ?  have  you  limbe 
To  bear  that  load  of  title? 

Anne.  No,  in  truth. 

(M  L,  Then  you  aie  weakly  made :  Pluck  off 
a  little; 
I  would  not  be  a  young  count  in  your  way. 
For  more  than  blushing  comes  to :  if  your  back 
Cannot  voudisafe  this  burden,  'tis  too  weak 
Ever  to  get  a  boy. 

Anne,  How  you  do  talk  I 

I  swear  again,  I  would  not  be  a  queen 
For  all  the  world. 

(M  L,  In  faith,  for  little  EngUmd 

You'd  venture  an  embolling:  I  myself 
Would  tat  Carnarvonshire,  although  there  Hong'd 
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No  more  to  the  crown  but  that.    Lo,  who  comes 
here? 

EnUr  ihe  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Okam,  Oood  morrow,  ladies.  What  wei^  worth 
to  know 
The  secret  of  your  conference? 

Anne.  My  good  lord, 

Not  your  demand ;  it  values  not  vour  asking : 
Our  mistress'  sorrows  we  were  pitying. 

Cham,  It  was  a  gentle  business,  and  beconung 
The  action  of  good  women:  there  is  hope 
AU  will  be  wefi. 

Anne,  Now  I  pray  Qod,  amen ! 

Cham,  You  bear  a  gentle  mind,  and  heavenly 
blessings 
Follow  such  creatures.    That  you  may,  fair  lady. 
Perceive  1  speak  sincerely,  and  high  note 's 
Ta'en  of  your  many  virtues,  the  king's  majesty 
Gommenos  his  good  opinion  of  you  to  you,  and 
Does  purpose  honour  to  you  no  less  flowing 
Than  marchioness  of  Pembroke;  to  which  title 
A  thousand  pound  a-year,  annual  support, 
Out  of  his  grace  he  adds. 

Anne,  I  do  not  know 

What  kind  of  my  obedience  1  should  tender, 
More  than  mv  all  is  nothing;  nor  my  pravers 
Are  not  words  duly  hallow 'd,  nor  my  wishes 
More  worth  than  empty  vanities;  yet  prayers, 

and  wishes, 
Are  all  I  can  return.    *Beseech  your  lordship. 
Vouchsafe  to  speak  my  thanks,  and  my  obedience 
As  from  a  blushing  handmaid  to  his  highness ; 
Whose  health  and  royalty  I  pray  for. 

Cham,  Lady, 

I  shall  not  £ul  to  improve  the  fiiir  conceit 
The  king  hath  of  you. — I  have  perus'd  her  well 

[jXmde, 
Beauty  and  honour  in  her  are  so  mins^led. 
That  they  have  caught  the  king :  and  who  knows 

yetj 
But  from  this  lady  may  proceed  a  gem 
To  lighten  all  this  'isle  1— 111  to  the  king. 
And  say,  I  spoke  with  you. 

Anne,  My  honoured  lord. 

[Exit  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Old L,  Why,  this  it  is ;  see,  seel 
I  have  been  begging  sixteen  years  in  court 
fAm  yet  a  courtier  beggarly),  nor  could 
Come  pat  betwixt  too  early  and  too  late. 
For  any  suit  of  pounds :  and  you  (0  fate  I) 
A  very  fresh-fish  here  (fip,  fie,  fie  upon 
This  compeird  fortune!)  have  your  mouth  fiU'd  up 
Before  you  open  it. 

Anne,  This  is  strange  to  me. 

Old  h.  How  tastes  it  ?  is  it  bitter?  forty  pence^ 
no. 
There  was  a  lady  once  (tis  an  old  story;. 
That  would  not  be  a  queen,  that  would  she  not, 
For  all  the  mud  in  Egypt  :~Have  you  heard  it  r 

Anne.  Come,  you  are  pleasaut. 

Old  L,  With  vour  theme,  I  could 

O'ermount  the  lark.    The  Marchioness  of  Pem- 
broke! 
A  thousand  ^unds  arvear !  for  pore  "espeot; 
No  other  obligation :  ^j  my  life. 
That  promises  more  thousands :  Honour\)  trair 
Is  longer  than  his  foreskirt.    Bv  this  time, 
I  know,  your  back  will  bear  a  duchess; — asj, 
Are  you  not  stronger  than  you  were  ? 

Anne,  Good  lady, 

Make  yourself  mirth  with  your  particular  fancy. 
And  leave  me  out  on't.    'Would  I  had  no  bein» 
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If  this  salute  my  blood  a  jot ;  it  fiUnts  dm 
To  think  what  follows, 
llie  queen  is  oomfortlesSf  and  we  forgetful 
In  our  long  absence :  Praj,  do  not  deliver 
What  here  you  have  heard,  to  her. 
(HdL.         What  do  70a  think  me?    [ExamL 

SCENE  IV.— ^  BaU  m  Blackfriars. 

Trumpets,  tennety  and  oomstf.  Enter  two  Vergers, 
101^  tihort  silver  wands;  next  them,  tioo  Scribes, 
m  the  habits  of  doctors;  <\fUr  them,  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Cantbrburt  alone;  tufUr  Mm,  the 
BUhops  of  LU1001.N,  Ely,  Rochester,  and 
Saint  Asaph;  next  tiiem,  with  somesmalldis- 
tance^/oUows  a  Qentleman  bearing  the  purse,  with 
the  great  seal,  and  a  oardinaVs  hat;  then  two 
Priests,  bearing  each  a  silver  cross;  then  a  Qen- 
tleman-Usher  bare-headed,  aecompamed  with  a 
Sergeant-at-Arms,  bearing  a  silver  nutoe^  then 
two  Qentlemen.  bearing  two  great  silverjnllars ; 
afUr  them,  side  try  side,  tiie  two  C9iX^^Da\aWoLS¥.Y 
and  Campbius:  two  Noblemen  with  the  sword 
and  mace.  [Then  enter  the  Kufo  and  Queen, 
and  their  drains.]  The  Kino  takes  place  under 
the  cloth  of  state;  the  two  Cardinals  sit  wider 
kim  as  judges.  The  Qubbn  takes  place  at  some 
distance  fiorn  the  Kino.  The  Bishops  place 
themselves  on  each  side  the  court,  in  manner  of  a 
consistory;  below  them,  the  Scribes.  The  Lords 
sit  next  the  Bishops.  The  Crier  and  ihe  rest  of 
the  Attendants  stand  m  convenient  order  about 
the  stage, 

W6L  Whilst  oar  oommiwdon  from   Rome  is 
read, 
Let  silence  be  commanded. 

K.  Hen,  What's  the  need  ? 

It  hath  already  publidj  been  read, 
And  on  all  sides  the  authority  allowed ; 
You  may  then  spare  that  time. 

WoL  Be't  so :— -Proceed. 

Scribe,  Say,  Henry  Idng  of  England,  come  into 
the  court. 

Crier,  Henry  king  of  England,  &o. 

K,  Hen,  Here. 

Scribe,  Say,  Katherine  queen  of  England,  come 
into  the  court. 

Orier,  Katherine  aueen  of  England,  &c. 
[The  Queen  mcuces  no  answer,  rises  out  of  her 
chair,  goes  about  thecourt,  comes  to  the  Kmo, 
and  kneels  at  his  feet;  then  speaks, 

Q»  Kath,  Sir,  I  desire  you,  do  me  right  and 
justice; 
And  to  bestow  your  pity  on  me :  for 
I  am  a  most  poor  woman,  and  a  stranger, 
Bom  out  of  your  dominions ;  having  here 
No  judge  indifferent,  nor  no  more  assurance 
Of  equal  friendship  and  proceedhig.    Alas,  sir, 
In  what  have  I  offended  you  ?  w^t  cause 
Hath  my  behaviour  given  to  your  displeasure, 
That  thus  you  should  proceed  to  put  me  off. 
And  take  your  good  grace  from  me  ?     Heaven 

witness, 
I  have  been  to  you  a  true  and  humble  wife, 
At  all  times  to  your  will  conformable : 
Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  dislike,  / 

Yea,  subject  to  your  countenance ;  glad,  or  sorry, 
As  I  saw  it  inclm*d.    When  was  the  hour, 
I  ever  contradicted  your  desire. 
Or  made  it  not  mine  too?  Or  which  of  your  friends 
Have  I  not  strove  to  love,  although  I  knew 
He  were  mine  enem;^  ?  What  friend  of  mine 
Thai  had  to  him  derived  your  anger,  did  I 
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Continue  in  my  likuig?  nay,  gare  notice 
He  was  from  thence  discharged  ?  Sir,  call  to  mind 
That  I  have  been  your  wife,  in  this  obedienoe, 
Upwards  of  twenty  years,  and  have  been  blest 
With  many  children  by  yon:  If,  in  the  coarse 
And  process  of  this  time,  you  can  report. 
And  prove  it  too,  against  mine  honour  aught. 
My  bond  to  wedlock,  or  my  love  and  duty 
Against  your  sacred  person,  in  God's  name, 
Turn  me  away ;  and  let  the  foul'st  oontempt 
Shut  door  upon  me,  and  so  ^ve  me  up 
To  the  sharpest  kind  of  justice.    Please  yon,  sir. 
The  king,  your  finther,  was  reputed  for 
A  prince  most  prudent,  of  an  excellent 
And  anmatch*d  wit  and  judgment :  Ferdinand, 
My  fiither.  King  of  Spain,  was  reckoned  one 
The  wisest  prince,  that  there  had  reign*d  by  many 
A  year  before :   It  is  not  to  be  qnestion'd 
Tliat  they  had  gathered  a  wise  council  to  them 
Of  every  realm,  that  did  debate  this  business, 
Who  deemed  our  marriage  lawful :   Wherefore  I 

humbly 
Beseech  yon,  sir,  to  spare  me,  till  I  may 
Be  by  my  friends  in  Spain  advised ;  whose  counsd 
I  will  implore ;  if  not,  i*  the  name  of  God, 
Your  pleasure  be  ftilfiird ! 

WoL  Yoa  have  here,  lady, 

fAnd  of  your  choice)  these  reverend  fathers;  men 
Of  singular  integrity  and  learning. 
Yea,  the  elect  of  the  land,  who  are  assembled 
To  plead  your  cause:  It  shall  be  therefore  bootless, 
That  longer  you  desire  the  court ;  as  well 
For  your  own  quiet,  as  to  rectify 
What  is  unsettled  in  the  king. 

Cam,  His  grace 

Hath  spoken  w6ll  and  justly :  Therefore,  madam, 
It*8  fit  this  royal  session  do  proceed ; 
And  that,  without  delay,  their  arguments 
Be  now  produced,  and  beard. 

Q,  Kath,  Lord  cardinal, 

To  you  I  speak. 

ivol,  Yonr  pleasure,  madame  ? 

Q,  Kath,  Sir, 

I  am  about  to  weep ;  bat,  thinking  that 
We  are  a  queen  (or  long  have  dream 'd  so),  certain 
The  daughter  of  a  king,  my  drops  of  tears 
111  turn  to  sparks  of  fire. 

WoL  Be  patient  yet. 

Q,  Kath,  I  will,  when  yoa  are  humble ;  nay, 
before, 
Or  CK>d  will  punish  me.    I  do  believe, 
Induc'd  by  potent  circumstances,  that 
You  are  mine  enemy ;  and  make  my  challenge 
You  shall  not  be  my  judge:  for  it  is  you 
Have  blown  this  coal  betwixt  my  lord  and  me, 
Which  God's  dew  quench! ^Therefore,  I  say 

again, 
I  utterly  abhor,  yea,  from  my  soul 
Refuse  you  for  my  iudge:  whom,  yet  once  more, 
I  hold  my  most  nialicious  foe,  and  think  not 
At  all  a  friend  to  truth. 

WoL  I  do  profess 

You  speak  not  like  yourself;  who  ever  yet 
Have  stood  to  charity,  and  display'd  the  effects 
Of  disposition  gentle,  and  of  wisdom 
Overtopping  woman's  power.    Madam,  you  do  me 

wrong: 
I  have  no  spleen  against  yoa ;  nor  injustice 
For  you,  or  any:  bow  far  I  have  proceeded, 
Or  how  far  further  shall,  is  warranted 
By  a  commission  from  the  consistory. 
Yea,  the  whole  consistory  of  Rome.  You  chai^  me 
That  1  have  blowB  this  coal :  I  do  deny  it  * 


The  king  if  present:  if  it  be  known  to  him 
TluU  I  gainsaj  my  deed,  how  may  he  wound, 
And  worthily,  my  &lsehood  ?  yea,  as  mnch 
As  yoa  liare  done  my  truth.    If  be  know 
That  I  am  free  of  your  report,  he  knows 
I  am  not  of  your  wrong.    Therefore  in  him 
It  lies  to  care  me:  and  the  cure  is,  to 
Bemore  these  thooghts  from  you:  The  which 

before 
Hb  highness  shall  speak  in,  I  do  beseech 
Yon,  gracious  nuulam,  to  nnthink  your  speaking, 
And  to  say  so  no  more. 

Q,  Katk,  My  lord,  my  lord, 

I  am  A  simple  woman,  much  too  weak 
To  oppose  your  cunning.    You  are  meek  and 

homble-mouth'd ; 
You  sign  your  place  and  calling,  in  frill  seeming 
With  meekness  and  humility :  but  your  heart 
Is  crammed  with  arrogancnr,  spleen,  and  pride. 
Yoa  have,  by  fortune,  and  his  highness*  favours. 
Gone  slightly  o*er   low    steps:   and  now  are 

mounted 
Where  powers  are  your  retainers:  and  your  words, 
Domestics  to  you,  serve  your  wilL  as*t  please 
Yourse  f  pronounce  their  office.    I  must  toll  yon. 
You  tender  more  ^our  personls  honour  than 
Your  high  profession  spiritual :  That  again 
I  do  refuse  you  for  my  judge ;  and  here, 
Before  you  all,  appeal  unto  the  |)ope. 
To  brinff  my  whole  cause  Yore  his  noliness 
And  to  be  judg'd  by  him. 

[She  cmidnUithelSjXQ^Qndoffen  to  depart. 

Ccmu  The  queen  is  obstinate, 

Btubbom  to  jostioe,  apt  to  accuse  it,  and 
DisdaUiful  to  be  tried  by  it;  tis  not  well. 
She's  ffoing  away. 

K,  am.  Call  her  again. 

Orier,  Katherine  queen  of  England,  come  into 
the  court 

Qrif,  Madam,  yoa  are  call'd  back. 

Q,  Katk.  What  need  you  note  it  ?  pray  yoa, 
keep  your  way : 
When  yoo  are  caird,  return.— Now  the  Lord  help, 
They  vex  me  past  my  patience  1  -pray  you,  pass  on : 
I  will  not  tarry :  no,  nor  ever  more. 
Upon  this  bosmess,  my  appearance  make 
In  any  of  their  courts. 

[SaoemU  Qubeh,  GiUFriTH,  and  her  ether 
Attendants. 

K,  Ben,  Go  thy  ways,  Kate : 

That  man  i*  the  world  who  shall  report  he  has 
A  better  wife,  let  him  in  nought  be  trusted, 
For  speaking  false  in  that :  Thou  art,  alone 
(If  thy  rare  qualities,  sweet  gentleness, 
Thy  meekness  saint-like,  wife-like  government, — 
Obeying  in  commandmg,  and  thy  paru 
Sovereign  and  pious  else,  could  speak  thee  out). 
The  queen  of  earthly  (queens :— She  is  noble  boon ; 
And,  like  her  true  nobility,  she  has 
Carried  herself  towards  me. 

WoL  Most  gracious  sir, 

In  humblest  manner  I  require  your  highness. 
That  it  shall  please  yoa  to  declare,  in  hearing 
Of  all  these  ears  (for  where  I  am  robb'd  and  bound, 
There  must  I  be  nnloos'd;  although  not  there 
At  once  and  fully  satisfied),  whether  ever  I 
Did  broach  this  business  to  your  highness ;  or 
Laid  any  scrapie  in  your  way,  which  might 
Induce  yoa  to  the  question  on*t?  or  ever 
Have  to  you,— but  with  thanks  to  God  for  such 
A  royal  lady,— spaka  one  the  least  word  that  might 
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Or  toach  oi  bar  good  person? 


KING  HENRY  VHT. 


K.HetL 


My  lord  cardinal, 


679 


I  do  excuse  you;  yea.  apon  mine  honour, 
I  free  you  m>m*t.     Yoa  are  not  to  be  taaghl 
That  you  have  many  enemies,  that  know  not 
Why  they  are  so,  but,  like  to  village  curs, 
Bark  when  their  fellows  do :  by  some  of  these 
The  queen  is  put  in  an^er.    You  are  excas'd : 
But  will  you  be  more  justified?  you  ever 
Have  wished  the  sleeping  of  this  business ;  never 
Desur'd  it  to  be  stirred :  out  oft  have  hinder'd,  oft, 
The  passages  made  toward  it :— on  my  honour, 
I  speak  my  good  lord  carduial  to  this  point, 
And  thus  far  clear  him.    Now,  what  mov*d  me  to\ 
I  will  be  bold  with  time,  and  your  attention  :— 
Then  mark  the  inducement     Thus  it  came;— 

^ve  heed  tot: 
My  conscience  first  receiyM  a  tenderness. 
Scruple,  and  prick,  on  certain  speeches  utter*d 
By  the  Bishop  of  Bayonne,  then  French  ambas- 
sador; 
Who  had  been  hither  sent  on  the  debating 
A  marriage,  'twixt  the  Duke  of  Orleans  and 
Our  dau^ter  Mary :  I'  the  progress  of  this  bosi* 

nesSf 
Ere  a  determmate  resolution,  he 
(I  mean  the  bishop)  did  require  a  respite; 
Wherein  he  might  the  king  his  lord  advertise 
Whether  our  daughter  were  le^timate, 
Respecting  this  our  marriage  with  the  dowager. 
Sometimes  oar  brother's  wife.    This  respite  shook 
The  bosom  of  my  conscience,  enter'd  me. 
Yea,  with  a  splitting  power,  and  made  to  tremble 
The  region  or  my  breast;  which  forc'd  such  way, 
That  many  maz'd  considerings  did  throng, 
And  press  d  in  with  this  caution.  First,  methougfat 
I  stood  not  m  the  smile  of  Heaven ;  who  had 
Commanded  nature,  that  my  lady's  womb 
If  it  conceived  a  male  child  by  me,  should 
Do  no  more  offices  of  life  tot.  than 
The  grave  does  to  the  dead :  for  her  male  issue 
Or  died  where  they  were  made,  or  shortly  after 
This  world  had  air'd  them :  Hence  I  took  a  thought 
This  was  a  judgment  on  me ;  that  my  kingdom. 
Well  worthy  the  best  heir  o*  the  world,  should  not 
Be  gladded  in*t  by  me :  Then  follows,  that 
I  weighed  the  danger  which  my  realms  stood  in 
By  this  my  issue's  fail :  and  tliat  gave  to  me 
Many  a  groaning  throe.    Thus  hullmg  m 
The  wild  sea  of  my  conscience,  I  did  steer 
Toward  this  remedy,  whereupon  we  are 
Now  present  here  together;  that's  to  say, 
I  meant  to  rectify  my  conscience, — which 
I  then  did  feel  full  sick,  and  yet  not  well. — 
By  all  the  reverend  fathers  of  the  land. 
And  doctors  leam'd.    First,  I  began  in  private 
With  you,  my  lord  of  Lincoln ;  you  remember 
How  under  my  oppression  I  did  reek, 
When  I  fiirst  mov'd  you. 

Ijin,  Very  well,  my  liege. 

K,  Hen,  I  have  spoke  long ;  be  pleard  yourseU 
to  say 
How  &r  you  satisfied  me. 

Ltn.  So  please  yoor  highneaa, 

The  question  did  at  first  so  stagger  me, — 
Bearing  a  state  of  mighty  moment  in't, 
And  consequence  of  dread,— that  I  comaoitted 
The  daring'st  counsel  which  I  had,  to  doubt 
And  did  entreat  your  highness  to  this  coarse, 
Which  you  are  running  here. 

K.  Hen,  I  then  moy'd  jron, 

My  lord  of  Canterbury ;  and  got  your  leave 
To  make  this  present  summons :— Unsolicited 
I  Mt  n.  rererend  Pe^gfei«5<^!^Ogle 
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Bot  bj  partionltf  consent  proceeded, 

Under  jonr  hands  and  seals.    Therefore,  go  on ; 

For  DO  dislike  V  the  world  against  the  person 

Of  the  good  queen,  bat  the  sharp  thorny  points 

Of  my  alleged  reasons,  drive  this  forward : 

Prove  bat  oar  marriage  lawful,  by  my  life 

And  kingly  dignity,  we  are  contented 

To  wear  our  mortal  state  to  come  with  her, 

Katharine  our  aueen,  before  the  primest  creature 

That's  paragon'a  o'  the  world. 

Cam.  So  please  roar  highness, 

fhe  queen  being  absent,  *ti8  a  needtal  fitness. 


That  we  a4Joam  this  court  till  Airtber  dqr* 
Meanwhile  mast  be  an  earnest  motion 
Made  to  the  queen,  to  call  back  her  appeal 
She  intends  onto  his  holiness.    [Theynteiodepmi 
K,  Hen,  I  may  perceive,     [Amek 

These  cardinals  trifle  with  me :  1  abhor 
This  dilatory  sloth,  and  tricks  of  Rome. 
My  learned  and  well-beloved  servant,  Cranmer, 
Prithee,  retarn  I  with  thy  approach,  I  know, 
My  comfort  comes  along.    Break  up  the  coart : 
I  say,  set  on. 

[.Sosuitf  m  wuumer  at  tkejf  mtered. 


ACT  in. 


S0E1<(E  L~Ai2aoe  at  Bridewell.    ASoommihe 
Queen  !b  Apartment* 

The  QxraBR  and  tone  of  her  Women,  at  toorL 

Q.  Kath.  Take  thy  late,  wench :  my  soul  grows 
sad  with  troubles: 
Sing,  and  disperse   them  if  thoa  canst:   leave 
workmg. 

80Na 

OrphefOB  wHh  his  lute  made  trees, 
And  Uie  mountaiu  tops  that  froeza, 

Bow  themaelTes.  when  he  did  sixig: 
To  bis  musio,  plaots  ftnd  flowers 
Brer  sprung ;  ss  son  and  showers 

There  had  made  a  lasting  aptixig. 

Brerything  thai  heard  him  play, 
Sren  the  billows  of  the  sea. 

Hung  their  heads,  and  then  laj  bf . 
In  sweet  music  is  such  srt : 
Killing  care  and  grief  of  heart 

vail  asleep,  or,  hearing,  die. 

Snter  a  Gentleman. 

Q,  Kath.  How  now? 

Sent.  An*t  please  your  grace,  the  two  great 
cardinals 
Wait  in  the  presence. 
a,  Kath,  Would  they  speak  with  me? 

uent.  They  willed  me  say  so,  nuidaro. 
Q.  Kath,  Pray  their  graces 

To  come  near.    [SkU  Qent]    What  can  be  their 

business 
With   me,  a  poor  weak  woman,  fidlen   from 

£ivoar? 
I  do  not  like  their  coming.   Now  I  think  on*t. 
They  should  be  good  men ;  their  afiUrs  as  righteous : 
But  all  hoods  make  not  monks. 

Enter  Wolset  and  CAXPEins. 

WoL  Peace  to  your  highness  I 

Q,  Kath.  Tour  graces  find  me  here  part  of  a 
hoosewife; 
I  would  be  all  against  the  worst  may  happen. 
What  are  your  pleasures  with  me,  reverend  lords? 

WoL  May  it  please  you,  noble  madam,   to 
withdraw 
Into  Toor  private  chamber,  we  shall  give  yoa 
The  full  cause  of  oar  coming. 

Q.  Kath.  Speak  it  here; 

There^s  nothing  I  have  done  yet,  o*  my  conscience, 
Deserves  a  comer :  *Would  ail  other  women 
Coald  speak  this  with  as  free  a  soul  as  1  dol 
Mr  loros,  I  care  not  (so  much  I  am  happy 
Above  a  number)  if  my  actions 
Were  tried  by  every  tongue,  every  eye  saw  them, 
Envy  and  base  opinion  set  against  them, 
I  know  my  life  so  even  :  If  vour  business 
Seek  me  out,  and  that  way  I  am  wife  in. 
Oat  with  it  boldly:  Troth  loves  open  dealfaig. 


WoL  Tamia  ettergd  ie  mtntU  iniegntaty  regirn 
teremstima^'^ 

Q.  Kath.  O  good  my  lord,  no  Liatin ; 
I  am  not  such  a  truant  since  my  coming. 
As  not  to  know  the  language  I  have  liv'd  in. 
A  strange  tongue  makes  my  cause  more  strange, 

suspicious ; 
Pray  speak  m  English :  here  are  aome  wfll  thank 

you, 
If  yoa  speak  truth,  for  their  poor  mistress*  sake ; 
Believe  me  she  has  had  much   wrong:   Lord 

cardinal, 
The  willing'st  sin  I  ever  jet  committed 
May  be  absolv'd  m  English. 

fFoL  Noble  lady, 

I  am  sorry  my  integrity  should  breed, 
And  service  to  his  majesty  and  yoa. 
So  deep  suspicion  where  all  £uth  was  meant 
We  come  not  by  the  way  of  accusation. 
To  taint  that  honour  every  good  tongue  blesses ; 
Nor  to  betray  you  any  way  to  sorrow ; 
You  have  too  mach,  good  lady:  but  to  know 
How  you  stand  minded  in  the  weighty  difference 
Between  the  king  and  you ;  and  to  deliver. 
Like  free  and  honest  men,  oar  just  opinions. 
And  comforts  to  year  cause. 

Omu  Most  honoured  madam, 

My  lord  of  York,— out  of  his  noble  nature, 
Zeal  and  obedience  he  still  bore  your  grace; 
Forgetting,  like  a  good  man,  your  late  censure 
Both  of  bis  truth  and  him  (which  was  too  &r),— 
Offers,  as  I  do,  in  a  sign  of  peace, 
His  service  and  his  ooanseL 

Q.  Kath,  To  betray  me.  [Atide. 

My  lords,  I  thank  you  both  for  your  good  wills ; 
Ye  speak  like  honest  men ;  pray  Ood,  ye  prove  so  i 
But  now  to  make  ye  suddenly  an  answer. 
In  such  a  point  of  weight,  so  near  mine  honour 
(More  near  my  life,  I  fear),  with  my  weak  wit. 
And  to  such  men  of  gravity  and  learning. 
In  truth,  I  know  not.    I  was  set  at  work 
Among  my  maids ;  full  little,  God  knows,  Io<ddng 
Either  for  such  men,  or  such  business. 
For  her  sake  that  I  have  been  (for  I  fed 
The  Ust  fit  of  my  greatness),  good  your  graces, 
Let  me  have  time,  and  counsel,  for  my  cause ; 
Alas !  1  am  a  woman,  friendless,  hopeless. 

WoL  Madam,  you  wrong  the  king's  love  witf 
these  rears ; 
Tour  hopes  and  friends  are  infinite. 

Q.  Kath,  In  England 

But  little  for  my  profit:  can  yoa  think, lords, 
That  anv  Englishman  dare  give  me  counsel  ? 
Or  be  a  known  friend,  'gainst  his  highness'  pleasure 
(Though  he  be  grown  so  desperate  to  be  honest). 
And  live  a  subject?    Nay,  forsooth,  my  friends, 
They  that  m.»t  weigl^w»  m^^5<^^|(5t>g  [g 
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Tliej  that  mj  trust  must  grow  to,  lire  not  here  $ 
Thej  are,  as  all  mj  other  oomforte,  fu  henoe, 
In  mine  own  oonntry,  lords, 

Oanu  I  would  joar  grace 

Woald  leaye  jovr  griefii  and  take  my  counsel. 

g.Kath.  Uow,nr? 

Uam,  Pot  jour  main  oanse  into  the  king^  pro- 
tection; 
HeV  loving,  and  most  gradoas ;  twill  be  macfa 
Both  for  jour  honoar  better,  and  your  cause; 
For,  if  the  trial  of  the  law  overtake  7011, 
Youll  part  awaj  disgraced. 

WoL  He  tells  70a  rightlj. 

Q.  Katk.  Te  ten  me  what  ye  wish  for  both,  mj 
ruin: 
Is  this  jour  christian  counsel?  out  upon  jel 
Heaven  is  above  all  jet;  there  sits  a  Judge 
That  no  king  can  corrupt 

(Jam.  louT  ram  mistakes  ua. 

Q,  Katk,  The  more  shame  for  je ;  hoi j  men  I 
thought  je, 
Upon  mj  soul,  two  reverend  cardinal  virtues ; 
But  cardinal  sins,  and  hollow  hearts,  I  fear  je: 
Mend  them,  for  shame,  mj  lords.    Is  this  jour 

comfort? 
The  cordial  that  je  bring  a  wretched  lad  j  ? 
A  woman  lost  among  ve,  Iau^h*d  at,  scorn  *d? 
I  will  not  wish  je  half  mj  miseries, 
I  have  more  charitj:  But  saj,  I  wam*d  je ; 
Take  heed,  for  heaven's  sake,  take  heed,  lestat  onoe 
The  harden  of  mj  sorrows  fall  upon  je. 

WoL  Madam,  this  is  a  mere  distraction; 
You  turn  the  good  we  offer  into  envj. 

Q,  Kath.  Yetommeintonothing:  Woe  upon  je, 
And  all  such  false  professors  I  Would  je  have  me 
nf  jou  have  anj  justice,  anj  pitj ; 
If  je  be  anvthing  but  churchmen's  habits) 
Put  mv  sick  cause  into  his  hands  that  hates  me? 
Alas !  ne  has  banish'd  me  his  bed  alread  j; 
His  love,  too  long  ago :  I  am  old,  my  lords, 
And  all  the  fellowship  I  hold  now  with  him 
Is  onl  J  m  J  obedience.     What  can  happen 
To  me  above  this  wretchedness?  all  jour  studies 
Make  me  a  corse  like  this. 

Cam,  Your  fears  are  worse. 

Q.  KaOu  Have  I  liv*d  thus  long— (let  me  speak 
mjself, 
8moe  virtue  finds  no  friends)  -  a  wife,  a  true  one  ? 
A  woman  M  dare  saj,  without  vain-glorj) 
Never  jet  oranded  with  suspicion? 
Have  I  with  all  mj  full  affections 
Still  met  the  king?  lov'd  him  next   heaven? 

obej'd  him  ? 
Been,  out  of  fondness,  superstitions  to  him  ? 
Almost  forgot  mj  pravers  to  content  him  ? 
And  am  I  thus  rewarded?  *tis  not  well,  lords. 


What  will  become  of  me  now,  wretohed  ladj  ? 

I  am  the  most  unhappj  woman  living. 

Alas  I  poor  wenches,  where  are  now  jour  for 

tunes?  [7b  Asr  Women 

Shipwrecked  upon  a  kingdom,  where  no  pitj, 
No  friends,  no  nope ;  no  kindred  weep  for  me; 
Almost  no  grave  allow'd  me  :— Like  the  lilj. 
That  once  was  mistress  of  the  field  and  floarish*d, 
IMl  hang  mj  head  and  perish. 

WgL  If  jour  grace 

Could  but  be  brought  to  know  our  ends  are  honest, 
You'd  feel  more  comfort :  whj  should  we,  good 

ladj. 
Upon  what  cause,  wrong  jou?  alast  our  places, 
The  waj  of  our  profession  is  againAt  it; 
We  are  to  cure  such  sorrows,  not  to  sow  them. 
For  goodness'  sake,  consider  what  jou  do; 
How  JOU  maj  hurt  jourself,  aj,  utterl j 
Qrow  from  the  king's  aoquaintanoe,  bj  this  car- 
riage. 
The  hearts  of  princes  kiss  obedience, 
80  much  the  J  love  it;  but  to  stubborn  spirita 
Thej  swell,  and  grow  as  terrible  as  storms. 
I  know  JOU  have  a  gentle,  noble  temper, 
A  soul  as  even  as  a  calm :  Prav  think  us 
Those  we   profess,   peace-makers,   friends,  and 

servants. 
Cam,  Madam,  jonll  find  it  10.    You  wrong 

jour  virtues 
With  these  weak  women^  fears.    A  noble  spirit. 
As  jours  was  put  into  jou,  ever  casts 
Sudi  doubts,  as  false  coin,  from  it    The  king 

loves  JOU ; 
Beware  jou  lose  it  not ;  For  us,  if  jou  please 
To  trust  us  in  jour  business,  we  are  readj 
To  use  our  utmost  8tndit«  in  jour  service. 

Q,  Katk,  Do  what  je  will,  mj  lords :  And,  praj, 

forgive  me, 
If  I  have  us  d  mjself  unmannerlj; 
Yon  know,  1  am  a  woman,  lacking  wit 
To  make  a  seemlj  answer  to  such  persons. 
Pray,  do  m j  service  to  his  ntajest j : 
He  has  mj  heart  jet ;  and  shall  liave  mj  prajers, 
While  I  shall  have  mj  life.    Come,  reverend 

fathers, 
Bestow  jour  counsels  on  me :  she  now  begs, 
That  little  thought,  when  she  set  footing  here. 
She  should  have  bought  her  dignities  so  dear. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  TL^Anieehamiber  to  ike  King's 

Apartment, 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  (he  I>^*  ««  f^ 
FOLK,  the  Earl  of  Surbby,  and  the  l»«^ 
Chamberlain.  , 
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What  we  can  do  to  him  (though  now  the  time 
Gires  waj  to  os),  I  much  fear.    If  70a  camiot 
Bar  his  access  to  the  king,  never  attempt 
Anything  on  him;  for  be  hath  a  witchcraft 
Over  the  king  in  his  tongue. 

Nor,  0,  fear  him  not; 

His  spell  in  that  is  oat:  the  king  hath  found 
Matter  against  him  that  for  ever  mars 
The  honey  of  his  language.     No,  he's  settled. 
Not  to  come  off^  in  his  displeasure. 

8w,  Sir. 

I  should  be  glad  to  hear  such  news  as  this 
Once  every  hour. 

Not,  Believe  it,  this  is  true, 

In  the  divorce,  his  contrary  proceedings 
Are  all  unfolded;  wherein  he  appears. 
As  I  would  wish  mine  enemy. 

8wr.  How  came 

His  praotioes  to  light  ? 

Saf,  Most  strangel  V. 

Swr,  O,  how,  how? 

Suf.  The  oardmal^s  letter  to  the  pope  miscarried. 
And  came  to  the  eye  o*  the  king:  wherein  was  read, 
How  that  the  cardinal  did  entreat  his  holiness 
To  stay  the  judgment  o'  the  divorce :  For  if 
It  did  take  place,  *^  I  do,"  quoth  he,  **  perceive, 
My  king  is  tangled  in  affection  to 
A  creature  of  the  queen's.  Lady  Anne  Balleo." 

Swr.  Uai  the  king  this? 

Brf.  Believe  it. 

8wr,  WUl  this  work? 

Cham,  The  king  in  this  perceives  him,  how  he 
coasts, 
And  hedges,  his  own  way.    But  in  this  point 
All  his  tricks  founder,  and  he  brings  his  uhysio 
After  bis  patient  s  death :  the  king  already 
Hath  married  the  fair  lady. 

Swr,  'Would  he  had  1 

Sv^,  Mav  you  be  happj^  in  your  wish,  my  lord  I 
For,  I  profess,  you  have  it» 

mar.  Now  all  my  joy 

Trace  the  oonjnnctioa ! 

Siif,  lAy  amen  tot! 

Not,  All  men's. 

Sirf,  There's  orders  given  for  her  coronation : 
Marry,  this  is  yet  but  young,  and  may  be  left 
To  some  ears  unrecounted. — But,  my  lords. 
She  is  a  gallant  creature,  and  complete 
In  mind  and  feature:  I  persuade  me,  from  her 
Will  fall  some  blessing  to  this  land,  which  shall 
in  it  be  memorized. 

Swr,  But,  will  the  king 

Digest  this  letter  of  the  cardinal's^ 
The  lord  forbid! 

Not,  Marry,  amen . 

Suf,  No,  no; 

There  be  more  wasps  that  buzz  about  his  nose. 
Will   make   this    sting   the   sooner.     Cardinal 

Campeins 
Is  stolen  away  to  Home;  hath  ta'en  no  leave ; 
Has  left  the  cause  0*  the  king  unhandled ;  and 
Is  posted,  as  the  agent  of  our  cardinal. 
To  second  all  his  plot    I  do  assure  you, 
The  king  cried,  ha !  at  this. 

Cham,  Now,  Qod  inoense  him. 

And  let  him  cry  ha,  loader  1 

Nor,  But,  my  lord, 

When  returns  Cranmer? 

8af,  He  is  retom'd,  in  his  opinions ;  whioh 
Have  satisfied  the  king  for  his  divorce, 
Together  with  all  famous  colleges 
Umost  in  Christendom :  shortly.  I  believe. 
His  seoond  marriage  shall  be  paollah'd,  and 


KING  HENRY  VIII. 


Her  coronation.    Katherine  no  more 

Shall  be  caird  queen;  but  princess  dowager. 

And  widow  to  Prince  Arthur. 

Not,  This  same  Cranmar's 

A  worthy  fellow,  and  hath  ta'en  much  pain 
In  the  kmg's  business. 

Suf.  He  has ;  and  we  shall  see  him 

For  It  an  archbishop. 

Nor.  80 1  hear. 

8uf,  *Tis  80. 

The  cardinal^ 

Snter  Wouet  and  Cromwell. 

Not,  Observe,  observe,  he's  moody. 

WcL  The  packet,  Cromwell,  gave  it  you  the 
king? 

Cron,  To  his  own  hand,  in  his  bedchamber. 

WcL  Look'd  he  0*  the  inside  of  the  paper  ? 

Crom.  Presently 

He  did  nnseal  them :  and  the  first  he  view'd, 
He  did  it  with  a  serious  mind ;  a  heed 
Was  in  his  countenance:  Yon,  he  bade 
Attend  him  here  thia  morning. 

WoL  Is  he  ready 

To  come  abroad  ? 

Crom.  I  thmk  by  this  he  is. 

WoL  Leave  me  a  while.—      [  Exit  Chomwbll. 
It  shall  be  to  the  Duchess  of  Aien^n, 
The  French  kind's  sUter :  he  shall  marry  her. — 
Anne  Bullenl  No ;  I'll  no  Anne  BuUens  for  him : 
There  is  more  in  it  than  fair  visage.— BuUent 
No,  we'll  no  BuUens.— Speedily  i  wish 
To  hear  from  Rome.— The  Marchioness  of  Pem- 
broke! 

Not,  He's  discontented. 

81^,  May  be,  he  hears  the  king 

Does  whet  his  anger  to  him. 

Sur,  Sharp  enough. 

Lord ,  for  thy  justice  1 

Wd,  The  Ute  queen*s  gentlewoman ;  a  knight's 
daughter, 
To  be  her  mistress' mistress  I  the  queen's  queen  !— 
This  candle  burns  not  clear ;  'tis  I  must  snuff  it  $ 
Then  out  it  goes.— What  though  I  know  her 

virtuous, 
And  well  deserving?  yet  I  know  her  for 
A  spleeny  Lutheran ;  and  not  wholesome  to 
Our  cause,  that  she  should  lie  i'  the  bosom  of 
Our  bard-rul'd  kingl    Again,  there  is  sprung  up 
An  heretic,  an  arch  one,  Cranmer;  one 
Hath  crawl'd  into  the  favour  of  the  king. 
And  is  his  oracle. 

Nor.  He  is  vex'd  at  something. 

8ijf,  I  would  'twere  something  that  would  fret 
the  string, 
The  master-cord  of  his  heartl 

Enter  (he  Koro,  reading  a  $cihedide;  and  Loyblu 

Suf,  The  king,  the  king. 

K,  Ben.  What  piles  of  wealth  hath  he  aeon- 
raulated  ' 

To  hb  own  portion !  and  what  expense  by  the  hour. 
Seems  to  flow  from  him!  How,  i'  the  name  of 

thrift. 
Does  he  rake  this  together  ?— Now,  my  lords, 
Saw  yom  the  cardinal? 

Not.  M.Y  lord,  we  have 

Stood  here  observing  him:  Some  strange  eom- 

motion 
Is  in  his  brain:  he  bites  his  lip,  and  starts; 
Stops  on  a  sudden,  looks  upon  the  ground. 
Then,  lays  his  finger  on  his  temple;  strai^^ht, 
Springs  out  into  fast  gait ;  then,  stoni  agam,      j 
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BtrikM  his  breast  hard ;  and  anon,  he  casts 
His  eye  against  the  moon :  in  most  strange  pos- 
tures 
We  have  seen  him  set  himself. 

K,  Hau  It  way  well  be ; 

There  is  a  mntinj  in  his  mind.    This  morning 
Papers  of  state  he  sent  me  to  peruse, 
As  I  required :  And  wot  you  what  1  found 
There;  on  m;^  conscience!  put  unwittingly? 
Forsooth,  an  mventory,  thus  importing, — 
The  several  parcels  of  his  plate,  his  treasure. 
Rich  stnffii,  and  ornaments  of  household ;  whioh 
I  find  at  such  proud  rate,  that  it  out-speaks 
Possession  of  a  subject 

Nor,  It*s  Heaven^  will: 

Some  spirit  pat  this  paper  in  the  packet 
To  bless  your  eye  withaL 

K*  Hen.  If  we  did  think 

His  contemplation  were  above  the  earth. 
And  fix*d  on  spiritual  object,  he  should  still 
Dwell  in  his  musings :  but,  I  am  afraid, 
His  thinkmgs  are  below  the  moon,  not  worth 
His  serious  considering. 

\H»  takes  hi§  ttat,  and  vMspan  Lotxll, 
who  goes  to  Wolbbt. 

W6L  Heaven  forgive  me ! 

Ever  Qod  bless  your  highness ! 

K,  Hen.  Good  my  lord, 

Ton  are  fhll  of  heavenly  stu£^  and  bear  the  inven- 
tory 
Of  yonr  best  graces  in  your  mind ;  the  which 
Ton  were  now  running  o'er;  you  have  scarce 

time 
To  steal  from  spiritual  leisure  a  brief  span 
To  keep  your  earthly  audit :  Sure,  in  tuat 
I  deem  you  an  ill  husband;  and  am  glad 
To  have  you  therein  my  companion. 

WoL  Sir, 

For  holy  offices  I  have  a  time;  a  time 
To  think  upon  the  part  of  business,  which 
I  bear  i'  the  state;  and  nature  does  require 
Her  times  of  preservation,  which,  perforce, 
I  her  firail  son,  amongst  my  brethren  mortal, 
Must  eive  my  tendance  to. 

K.  Heiu  Yon  have  said  well. 

Woi  And  ever  may  your  highness  yoke  toge- 
ther. 
As  I  will  lend  you  cause,  my  doing  well 
With  my  well-saying  I 

K.  Hen.  *Tis  well  said  again ; 

And  tis  a  kind  of  good  deed  to  sav  well : 
And  yet  words  are  no  deeds.  My  father  lov'd  yon: 
He  said  he  did ;  and  with  his  deed  did  crown 
His  word  upon  you.    Sinoe  I  had  my  office, 
I  have  kept  you  next  my  heart;  have  not  alone 
Employed  you  where  high  profits  might  come 

home, 
Bntpar'd  my  present  havings,  to  bestow 
My  Dounties  apon  yon. 

Wd.  What  should  this  mean? 

8ur,  The  Lord  increase  this  business  I     {Aside, 

K.  Hnu  Have  I  not  maae  you 

The  prime  man  of  the  state?  I  pray  you.  tell  me, 
If  what  I  now  pronounce  you  have  found  true: 
And,  if  yon  may  confess  it,  say  withal. 
If  Ton  are  bound  to  us,  or  no.    Wtiatsayyou? 

WoL  Mysoverei^,  I  confess,  your  royal  graces, 
Showered  on  me  daily,  have  been  more  than  could 
My  studied  purposes  roquite ;  which  went 
Beywid  all  man's  endeavours :— my  endeavours 
Have  ever  eome  too  short  of  my  desires, 
Tet,  fil'd  with  my  abilitiei :  Mme  own  ends 
Have  been  mine  so,  that  evermore  they  pointed 
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To  the  good  of  your  most  sacred  person,  and 
The  profit  of  the  state.    For  your  great  gracee 
Heap'd  upon  me,  poor  undeserver,  I 
Can  nothing  render  but  allegiant  thanks ; 
My  prayers  to  heaven  for  you ;  my  loyalty, 
Which  ever  has,  and  ever  shall  be  growing. 
Till  death,  that  winter,  kill  it. 

K,  Hen,  Fairly  answer  V; 

A  loyal  and  obedient  subject  is 
Therein  illustrated:  The  honour  of  it 
Does  pav  the  act  of  it ;  as  i'  the  contrary. 
The  foulness  is  the  punishment.    I  pre^iume 
That,  as  my  hand  has  open'd  bounty  to  vou, 
Mj  heart  oropp'd  love,  my  power  rain'a  honour, 

more 
On  you,  than  any;  so  your  hand,  and  heart. 
Your  brain,  and  every  function  of  your  power, 
Should,  notwithstanding  that  your  bond  of  duty. 
As  'twere  m  love's  paruuular,  be  more 
To  me,  your  friend,  than  any. 

WoL  I  do  profess 

That  for  your  highness' good  I  ever  labour'd 
More  than  mine  own ;  that  am,  have,  and  will  be. 
Though  all  the  world  should  crack  their  duty  to 

yon 
And  throw  it  from  theur  soul ;  though  perils  did 
Abound  J  as  thick  as  thought  could  make  them,  and 
Appear  in  forms  more  horrid ;  yet  my  duty. 
As  doth  a  rock  against  the  chiding  flood. 
Should  the  approach  of  this  wild  nver  break. 
And  stand  unshaken  yours. 

E,  Hen.  Tis  nobly  spoken : 

Take  notice,  brds,  he  has  a  byal  breast. 
For  you  have  seen  him  openi. — Read  o'er  this ; 

[Oiving  km  papen. 
And,  after,  this:  and  then  to  breakfiist,  with 
What  appetite  you  have. 

[Exit  Kino,  frowning  upon  Cardinal  Wolsbt: 
ihe^  Nobles  tJatng  after  Awn,  imiling^  and 
yjhitperinQ* 

WcL  What  should  this  mean  ? 

What  sudden  an^r's  this  ?  how  have  I  reapU  it  ? 
He  parted  froMmmg  from  me.  as  if  ruin 
Leap'd  from  his  eves:  so  looks  the  chafed  lion 
Upon  the  daring  nuntsman  that  has  gall'd him ; 
Then  makes  him  nothing.    I  must  read  this  papei : 
I  fear,  the  story  of  his  anger. — Tis  so : 
This  paper  has  undone  me:  'TIS  the  account 
Of  ail  that  world  of  wealth  I  have  drawn  together 
For  mine  own  ends;  indeed,  to  sain  the  popedom. 
And  fee  my  friends  in  Rome.    0  negligence, 
Fit  for  a  fool  to  fall  by  I    What  cross  devil 
Made  me  put  this  main  secret  in  the  packet 
I  sent  the  king?  Is  there  no  way  to  cure  this? 
No  new  device  to  beat  this  from  his  brains  ? 
I  know  *twill  stir  him  strongly ;  Yet  I  know 
A  way,  if  it  take  right,  in  spite  of  fortune 
Will  bring  me  off  again.    What's  this—**  To  the 

.  Pope?** 
The  letter,  as  I  live,  with  all  the  busmess 
I  writ  to  his  holiness.    Nay,  then,  farewell  I 
I  have  touoh'd  the  highest  pouit  of  all  my  greatness 


And,  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  ^lory, 
I  haste  now  to  my  setting.    I  shaU  tall 
Like  a  bright  exhalation  in  the  evening. 
And  no  man  see  me  more. 

iZs-enisr  the  Dukes  of  Nobfolk  and  Suffolk,  t^ 
Earl  of  SUBBST,  and  ike  Lord  ChamberUun. 

Nor,  Hear  the  kmgls  pleasure,  cardinal:  wbc 
commands  you 
To  render  up  the  great  seal  presently 
Into  our  hands;  and  to  confine  yoinelf 
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To  Aflher  House,  my  lord  of  Winchester'a, 
Till  yon  hear  further  from  his  highness. 

WoL  Stay, 

Where's  your  oommission,  lords?  words  camiot 

carry 
A.nthority  so  weighty. 

JSt^,  Who  dare  croes  them, 

Bearing  the  king*s  will  from  his  mouth  expressly? 

WoL  Tili  I  find  more  than  will,  or  words,  to  do  it 

?mean  yoar  malice),  know,  officious  lords, 
dare,  and  must  deny  it.    Now  I  feel 
Of  wtwit  coarse  metal  ye  ar^  moulded, — envy. 
How  eagerly  ye  follow  my  disgraces. 
As  if  it  fed  ye  I  and  how  sleek  and  wanton 
Te  appear  in  everything  may  bring  my  ruin! 
Follow  your  envious  courses,  men  of  malice ; 
You  have  Christian  warrant  for  them,  and,  no  doubt, 
In  time  will  find  their  fit  rewards.    That  seal 
YovL  ask  with  such  a  violeiicCj  the  king 
^ine,  and  your  master),  with  his  own  hand  gaveme: 
Bade  me  enjoy  it,  with  the  place  and  honours. 
During  my  life,  and,  to  confirm  his  goodness. 
Tied  it  by  letters  patent:  Now,  who'll  take  it? 

Sur,  The  king,  that  gave  it. 

W(^  It  must  be  himself  then« 

iS^.  Thoa  art  a  proud  traitor,  priest. 

Wd,  Proud  lord,  thou  liest ; 

Within  these  forty  hours  Surrey  durst  better 
Have  burnt  that  tongue  than  said  so. 

Sur,  Thy  ambition, 

Thou  scarlet  sin,  robb*d  this  bewailing  land 
Of  noble  Buckingham,  my  father-in-law: 
The  heads  of  all  thy  brother  cardinals 
(With  thee  and  all  thy  best  parts  bound  together) 
Weigh'd  not  a  hair  of  his.    Plague  of  your  policy! 
Yon  sent  me  deputy  for  Ireland: 
Far  from  his  succour,  from  the  king,  from  all 
That  might  have  mercy  on  the  fault  thou  gav'st 

him; 
Whilst  your  great  goodness,  out  of  holy  pity, 
Absolved  him  with  an  axe. 

WoL  This,  and  all  else 

This  bilking  lord  can  lay  upon  my  credit, 
I  answer  is  most  false.    The  duke  by  law 
Found  his  deserts :  how  innocent  I  was 
From  any  private  malice  in  his  end. 
His  noble  jury  and  foul  cause  can  witness. 
If  I  lov'd  many  words,  lord,  I  should  tell  you, 
You  have  as  little  honesty  as  honour, 
That  in  the  way  of  loyalty  and  truth 
Toward  the  king,  my  ever  royal  master. 
Dare  mate  a  sounder  man  than  Surrey  can  bo, 
And  all  that  love  his  follies. 

Sur,  By  my  soul. 

Your  long  coat,  priest,  protects  you :  thou  shouldst 

feel 
My  sword  i'  the  life-blood  of  thee  else.— My  lords, 
Can  ye  endure  to  hear  this  arrogance? 
And  from  this  fellow  ?    If  we  live  thus  tamely 
To  be  thus  jaded  by  a  piece  of  scarlet, 
Farewell  nobilitv;  let  his  grace  go  forward, 
And  dare  us  with  his  cap,  like  larks. 

Wol,  All  goodness 

Is  poison  to  thy  stomach. 

Sur.  Yes,  that  goodness 

Of  gleaning  all  the  land's  wealth  into  one. 
Into  your  own  hands,  cardinal,  bv  extortion; 
The  goodness  of  your  intercepted  packets. 
Yon  writ  to  the  pope  against  the  king:  your 

goodness. 
Since  yon  provoke  me,  shall  be  most  notorious. 
My  lord  of  Norfolk,  as  you  are  trulv  noble. 
As  you  respect  the  •ommon  good,  the  state 
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Of  our  despis*d  nobility,  oar  Issues, 

Who,  if  he  live,  will  scarce  be  gentlemen, — 

Produce  the  grand  sum  of  liis  sins,  the  articles 

Collected  from  his  life: — 111  startle  you 

Worse  than  the  sacring  bell,  when  the  brown 

wench 
Lav  kissing  in  your  arms,  lord  cardinal. 

iVoL  How  much,  methinks,  I  could  despise 
this  man, 
But  that  I  am  bound  in  charity  against  it! 

Ifor,  Those  articles,  my  lord,  are  in  the  kings 
hand: 
But,  thus  much,  they  are  foul  ones. 

WoL  So  much  &irer, 

And  spotless  shall  mine  innocence  arise, 
When  the  king  knows  my  truth. 

Sur,  This  cannot  sare  you : 

I  thank  my  memory,  I  yet  remember 
Some  of  these  articles ;  and  out  they  shall. 
Now,  if  you  can  blush,  and  cry  guilty,  cardinal, 
You'll  show  a  little  honesty. 

WoL  Speak  on,  sir; 

I  dare  yonr  worst  objections :  if  I  blush, 
It  is,  to  see  a  nobleman  want  manners. 

Suf,  I'd  rather  want  those  than  my  head.  Have 
at  you. 
First,  that,  without  the  kingls  assent  or  knowledge 
You  wrought  to  be  a  legate ;  by  which  powei 
You  maira'd  the  jurisdiction  of  all  bishops. 

Nor,  Then,  that  in  all  you  writ  to  Home,  or  else 
To  foreign  princes,  Ego  et  Rex  tneu$ 
Was  still  inscrib'd ;  in  which  you  brought  the  king 
To  be  your  servant. 

St^,  Then,  that,  without  the  knowledge 

Either  of  king  or  council,  when  you  went 
Ambassador  to  the  emperor,  you  made  bold 
To  carry  into  Flanders  the  great  seal. 

Sur,  Item,  you  sent  a  large  commission 
To  Gregory  de  Cassalis,  to  conclude. 
Without  the  king's  will,  or  the  state's  allowanoe, 
A  league  between  his  highness  and  Ferrara. 

Suf.  That,  out  of  mere  ambition,  you  have  caused 
Your  holy  hat  to  be  stamu'd  on  the  king's  coin. 

Sur,  Then,  that  you  nave  sent  iimumerable 
substance 
CBy  what  means  got,  I  leave  to  your  own  conscience) 
To  furnish  Rome,  and  to  prepare  the  ways 
You  have  for  dignities:  to  the  mere  undoing 
Of  all  the  kingdom.    Many  more  there  are ; 
Which,  since  they  are  of  you,  and  odious, 
I  will  not  taint  my  mouth  with. 

Cham,  0  my  lord. 

Press  not  a  fallen  man  too  far ;  *tis  virtue : 
His  faults  lie  open  to  the  laws;  let  them. 
Not  you,  correct  him.    My  heart  weeps  to  see  him 
So  little  of  his  great  self. 

Si*r,  I  forgive  him. 

8t{f,  Lord  cardinal,  the  king's  further  pleasure 
is, — 
Because  all  those  things  you  have  done  of  late 
By  your  power  legatine  within  this  kingdom. 
Fall  into  the  compass  of  a  pnmnunire^ — 
Tiiat  therefore  such  a  writ  be  sued  against  you; 
To  forfeit  all  your  goods,  lands,  tenements, 
Chattels,  and  whatsoever,  and  to  be 
Out  of  the  king's  protection : — This  is  my  charge. 

Nor.  And  so  well  leave  you  to  your  meditations 
How  to  live  better.    For  your  stubborn  answer. 
About  the  giving  back  Uie  great  seal  to  us. 
The  king  shall  Imow  it,  and,  no  doubt,  shall  thank 

you. 
So  &re  you  well,  my  little  good  lord  cardinal. 

[Eircunt  all  but  Wolbet 
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WoL  80  fkrewell  to  tiie  little  good  70a  bear  me. 
Parewell,  a  long  forewell,  to  all  mj  greatness ! 
This  is  the  state  of  man :  To-daj  he  pats  forth 
rhe  tender  leaves  of  hopes,  to-morrow  blossoms, 
And  bears  his  blnshing  oonoars  thick  upon  him : 
The  third  daj  comes  a  frost,  a  killing  frost; 
Aiid,— when  he  thinks,  good  easy  man,  full  iorely 
His  greatness  is  a  ripening,- -nips  his  root, 
And  then  he  fialls,  as  I  do.    I  have  ventnr'd, 
Like  little  wanton  bovs  that  swim  on  bladders, 
This  manj  summers  in  a  sea  of  ^lory ; 
But  far  bevond  my  depth :  my  high-blown  pride 
At  length  broke  under  me  *,  and  now  has  left  me. 
Weary,  and  old  with  service,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  rude  stream,  that  must  for  ever  hide  me. 
Vain  pomp  and  glory  of  this  world,  I  hate  ye ; 
I  feel  my  oeart  new  openM :  0,  how  wretched 
Is  that  poor  man  that  hangs  on  princes*  favours  I 
There  is,  betwixt  that  smile  we  would  aspire  to, 
That  sweet  aspect  of  princes,  and  their  ruin, 
More  pangs  and  fears  than  wars  or  women  have; 
And  when  he  falls,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 
Never  to  hope  again. — 

Enter  CBOifWBLL,  amaaedly. 

Why,  how  now,  Cromwell? 

Orom.  I  have  DO  power  to  speak,  sir. 

Wa,  What,  amaz'd 

At  my  misfortunes  ?  ean  thy  spirit  wonder 
A  great  man  should  decline?    Nay,  an  you  weep, 
1  am  fjdlea  indeed. 

Crom,  How  doea  your  grace? 

WoL  Whv,  well ; 

Never  so  truly  happy,  my  good  Cromwell. 
I  know  mvseff  now ;  and  I  feel  within  me 
A  peace  above  all  earthly  dignities, 
A  still  and  quiet  conscience.     The  king  has  cur*d 

me, 
I   humbly  thank   his  grace;   and   from   these 

shoulders. 
These  ruin'd  pillars,  out  of  pity,  taken 
A  load  would  Miik  a  navy,  too  much  honour : 
0,  'ti^  a  burden,  Cromwell,  tis  a  burden, 
Too  heavy  for  a  man  that  hopes  for  heaven. 

Owm,  1  am  glad  your  grace  has  made  that  right 
use  of  it. 

WoL  I  hope  1  have:   I  am  able  now,  methlnka 
rOut  of  a  fortitude  of  soul  I  feel). 
To  endure  more  miserieSi  and  greater  far, 
Than  my  weak-hearted  enemies  dare  offer. 
What  news  abroad? 

Crom,  The  heaviest,  and  the  worst. 

Is  your  displeasure  with  the  king. 

WoL  God  bless  him  I 

Chun.  The  next  Is,  that  Sir  Thomas  More  is 
chosen 
Lord  chancellor  in  your  plsoe. 

WoL  That's  somewhat  sudden  : 

But  he*s  a  learned  man.    May  he  continue 
Long  in  his  highness*  &vour,  and  do  justice 
For  truth's  sake,aiid  his  conscience;  that  his  bones. 
When  he  has  run  bis  course,  and  sleeps  in  blessings, 
May  have  a  tomb  of  orphans'  tears  wept  on  ^I 
What  more? 

Ompi,  That  Cranmer  is  retum'd  with  welcome, 
Instaird  Lord  Archbishop  of  Canterbury. 

WoL  Thai's  news  indeed. 
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Orom,  Last,  tiiat  tiie  Lady  Azme 

Whom  the  Un^  hath  fai  secrecy  long  married. 
This  day  was  view'd  in  open  as  his  queen, 
Going  to  chapel ;  and  the  voice  is  now 
Only  about  her  coronation. 

Iro^  There  was  the  weight  that  puU'd  me  down. 
0  Cromwell, 
The  king  has  gone  bevond  me;  all  my  glories 
In  that  one  woman  I  have  lost  for  ever: 
No  sun  shall  ever  usher  forth  mine  honours. 
Or  gild  again  the  noble  troops  that  waited 
Upon  my  smiles.    Go,  get  thee  from  me,  Orem- 

well, 
I  am  a  poor  fitllen  man,  unworthy  now 
To  be  tny  lord  and  master :  Seek  the  king; 
That  sun,  I  pray,  may  never  set  I  I  have  told  him 
What,  and  how  true  thou  art :  he  will  advance  thee; 
Some  little  memory  of  me  will  stir  him 
fl  know  his  noble  nature),  not  to  let 
Thy  hopeful  service  perish  too:  Good  Cromwell, 
Neglect  him  not;  malce  use  now,  and  provide 
For  thine  own  future  safety. 

Orom.  0,  my  lord. 

Must  I  then  leave  you  ?  must  1  needs  forege 
So  good,  so  noble,  and  so  true  a  master  ? 
Bear  witness,  all  that  have  not  hearts  of  iron. 
With  what  a  sorrow  Cromwell  leaves  his  lord. — 
The  king  shall  have  my  service ;  but  my  prayers 
For  ever  and  for  ever  shall  be  jrours. 

WoL  Cromwell,  I  did  not  think  to  shed  a  tear 
In  all  my  miseries :  but  thou  hast  forced  me 
Out  of  thy  honest  truth  to  play  the  woman. 
Let's  dry  our  eyes:  and  thus  fSar  hear  me,  Crom- 
well; 
And,— when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  shall  be ; 
And  sleep  in  dull  cold  marble,  where  no  mention 
Of  me  more  must  be  heard  of,— say,  I  taught  thee; 
Say,  Wolsey, — tliat  once  trod  the  ways  ot  glory, 
And  sounded  all  the  depths  and  choals  of  honour, 
Foqnd  thee  a  way,  out  of  his  wrack,  to  rise  in ; 
A  sure  and  safe  one,  though  thy  master  miss'd  it. 
Mark  but  my  tall,  and  that  that  ruin'd  me. 
Cromwell,  I  chaige  thect  fling  away  ambition ; 
By  that  sin  fell  the  angels;  how  can  man  then, 
The  image  of  his  Maker,  hope  to  win  by't? 
Love  thyself  last :  cherish  those  hearts  that  hate 

thee : 
Corruption  wins  not  more  than  honesty. 
Still  in  thy  ri^ht  hand  carry  gentle  peace, 
To  silence  envious  tongues.    Be  just,  and  fear  not 
Let  all  the  ends  thou  aim'st  at  be  thy  country's. 
Thy  God's,  and  truth's;  then  if  thou  fiall'st,  0 

Cromwell, 
Thou  &11^  a  blessed  martyr.    Serve  the  king ; 
And,— Prithee,  lead  me  in : 
There  take  an  inventory  of  all  i  have, 
To  the  last  penny;  *tl*  the  king's:  my  robe, 
And  my  integri^  to  Heaven,  is  all 
I  dare  now  call  mine  own.    0  Cromwell,  Crom 

well. 
Had  I  but  serv'd  my  God  with  half  the  seal 
I  serv'd  my  king,  he  would  not  in  mine  age 
Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies. 

Crom.  Good  sir,  have  patience. 

WoL  So  I  have.    Farewell 

The  hopes  of  court  t  my  hopee  in  beeven  do  dweU. 
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AOT  IV. 


SCENE  L— ^  Street  m  Westminster. 
Enter  Two  Gentlemen,  meeting, 

I  Qent,  YoQ  are  well  met  once  again, 
t  Gent,  And  so  are  70a. 

1  Cfent,  Yon  oome  to  take  Toor  stand  here,  and 
behold 
The  Lady  Anoe  pass  from  her  coronation  ? 
S  GenL  Tis  all   my  business.     At  our  last 
encounter^ 
The  Duke  of  Buckingham  came  from  his  trial. 

1  Qent.  Tis  veiy  true:  but  that  time  offered 

sorrow: 
This  general  J07. 

2  Gent,  'Tis  well :  The  citizens, 

I  am  sure,  have  shown  at  tuM  their  royal  minds 
(As,  let  them  have  their  rights,  they  are  ever 

forward). 
In  celebration  of  this  day  with  shows. 
Pageants,  and  sights  of  honour. 

1  Qent,  Never  greater. 
Nor,  I'll  assure  yon,  better  taken,  sir. 

2  Qent.  May  I  be  bold  to  ask  what  that  contains, 
That  paper  in  your  hand? 

1  Gent  Yes;  *tis  the  list 
of  those  that  claim  their  offices  this  day, 

By  custom  of  the  coronation. 

The  Duke  of  Suffolk  is  the  first,  and  claims 

To  be  high  steward;  next,  the  Duke  of  Norfolk, 

He  to  be  earl  marshal :  you  may  read  the  rest 

2  Qent,  1  thank  you,  sir;  had  I  not  known 

those  customs, 
I  should  have  been  beholdhag  to  your  paper. 
But,  I  beseech  you,  what's  become  of  Katherine, 
The  princess  dowager  ?  how  goes  her  business  ? 

1  Qent,  That  I  can  tell  ^ou  too.  The  Archbishop 
Of  Canterbury,  acoomiHmied  with  other 
Learned  and  reverend  fathers  of  his  order 

Held  a  late  court  at  Dunstable,  six  miles  off 
From  Ampthill,  where  the  princess  lay;  to  which 
She  was  otten  cited  by  them,  but  appeared  not : 
And,  to  be  short,  for  not  appearance,  and . 
The  king's  late  scruple,  by  the  main  assent 
Of  all  these  learned  men  she  was  divorc'd, 
And  the  late  marriage  made  of  none  effect : 
Since  which,  she  was  remov'd  to  Kimbolton, 
Where  she  remains  now,  sick. 

2  Oent.  AUs,  good  lady  I—     [Thimpeto. 
The  trumpets  sound:  stand  dose,  the  queen  is 

coming. 

Tm  OHDBB  OV  THB  PBOOESSION. 

A  Uvely  flourish  qf  trumpets :  then,  enter,  • 

1.  TSoo  Judges, 

2.  Lord  ChaneeUor,  with  the  purse  and  mace  b^ore 

him, 

3.  Chortstcrs  singing.  [Music 

4.  Mayor  oJ^Londonbearing  the  mace.   ThenQarter, 

tn  ins  coat  of  arms,  and,  on  his  head,  a  gilt 
copper  crown, 

5.  Marguis  Dorset,  beanna  a  sowtre  of  geld,  on  his 

neadademi-coronaiqfgouL  With  him,  the 
Sari  of  Surrey,  bearmg  the  rod  ofsUver  with 
the  dove,  crowned  with  an  earCs  coronet.  Col- 
lars of  8S. 

6.  Duke  (^  St^oOt,  m  his  robe  ofestate^  his  coronet 

on  his  head,  bearing  a  long  tohUe  wand,  as 
kiahrstw)afd.  With  him,  the  Duke  of  Nvr- 
fuk,wiikiherodofmaTmaUidp,  a  coronet  on 
his  head,    CoOarst^Sa. 


7.  A  canopubomshyfomoftks  (Xngm&portsj «Mucr 

it,  the  Queen  in  her  robe;  tn  her  hast  rieUy 
adorned  with  peari,  crowned,  Oneachside^ 
her,  the  Bishops  ^  London  and  Winchester, 

8.  Tha  old  Dudiess  of  Norfolk,  in  a  coronal  (^goitd, 

wrought  with  flowers^  bearing  the  Qusen^s 
train, 

9.  Certain  Ladies  or  Countesses,  with  plain  ardets 

of  gold  vnihout  flowers, 
2  Qent,  A  royal  train,  believe  me. — ^Theee  I 
know; — 
Who*s  that  that  bears  the  sceptre. 

1  Qent,  Marquis  Dorset : 
And  that  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  with  the  rod. 

2  QenL  A  bold  brave  gentleman :  and  that  should 

be 
The  Duke  of  Suffolk. 

1  Qent.  'Tis  the  same ;  higb-eteward 

2  Qent.  And  that  my  lord  of  Norfolk  ? 

1  Qent.  Yes. 

2  QenJt.  Heaven  bless  theet 

[Looking  on  the  Qubkh. 
Thou  hast  the  sweetest  fi^e  I  ever  look'd  on. — 
Sir,  as  I  have  a  soul,  she  is  an  angel ; 
Our  king  has  all  the  Indies  in  his  arms. 
And  more,  and  richer,  when  he  strains  that  lady; 
I  cannot  bUune  his  conscience. 

IQent,  Theythatbear 

The  cloth  of  honour  over  her,  are  four  barons 
Of  the  Cinque-ports. 

2  Gent,  Those  men  are  happy ;  and  so  are  all 
are  near  her. 
I  take  it,  she  that  carries  op  the  train 
Is  that  old  noble  lady,  Dudiess  of  Norfolk. 

1  Qent.  It  is ;  and  all  the  rest  are  countesses. 

2  Qent,  Their  coronets  say  so.   These  are  stars, 

indeed; 
And,  sometimes,  falling  onea. 
1  Qent,  No  more  of  that 
[Exit  procession  with  a  great  flourish  of  trumpets. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

God  save  you,  sir  I  wherehaveTou  been  broiling? 

3  Qent,  Among  the  crowd  i'  the  abbey ;  where  s 


Could  not  be  wedg'd  in  more;  I  am  stifled 
With  the  mere  rankness  of  their  loy. 

2  Qent,  You  saw  the  ceremony? 

8  Qent,  That  1  did. 

16ba.Howwa8it? 

8  Qent,  Well  worth  the  seehig. 

2  Qent,  Good  sir,  speak  it  to  uf. 

8  ^ent  As  well  as  lam  able.   The  rich  stream 
Of  lords  and  ladies,  having  brought  the  queen 
To  a  prepar'd  place  in  the  choir,  fell  off 
A  distance  from  her :  while  her  grace  sat  down 
To  rest  a  while,  some  half  an  hour  or  so. 
In  a  rich  chair  of  state,  opposing  freely 
The  beauty  of  her  person  to  the  people 
Believe  me,  sir,  she  is  the  ^[oodliest  woman 
That  ever  lay  by  man:  which  when  the  people 
Had  the  full  view  of^  such  a  noise  arose 
As  the  shrouds  make  at  sea  in  a  stiff  tempest, 
As  loud,  and  to  as  many  tunes :  hats,  cloaks, 
Doublets,  I  think,  flew  up:  and  had  their  faces 
Been  loose,  this  day  they  had  been  lost   Such  joy 
I  never  saw  before.    Great-bellied  women, 
That  had  not  half  a  week  to  go,  like  rams 
In  the  old  time  of  war,  would  shake  the  ] 


And  make  them  reel  before  thenu^  No  man  living 
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Could  887  "  This  Is  m^  wife,**  there;  all  were  woren 
80  strangely  in  one  piece. 

2  GenL  But,  what  follow'd  ? 

8  Qcnt,  At  length  her  grace  rose,  and  with 
modest  uaces 
Came  to  the  altar:  where  she  kneel'd,  aod, 

saint-like, 
Cast  her  fair  e^es  to  heaven,  and  praj'd  devoutly. 
Then  rose  again,  and  bow*d  her  to  the  people : 
When  by  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury 
She  had  all  the  royal  miikings  of  a  queen ; 
As  holy  oil,  Edwsjil  Confessor^s  crown. 
The  rod  and  bird  of  peace,  and  all  such  emblems, 
Laid  nobly  on  her ;  which  perform'd,  the  quire, 
With  all  the  choicest  music  of  the  kingdom, 
Together  sung  Tt  Deum,    So  she  parted. 
And  with  the  same  full  state  pac'd  backagain 
To  York-place,  where  the  feast  is  held. 

1  Gent,  Sir, 

You  must  no  more  call  it  Tork-place,  that  is  past: 
For,  since  the  cardinal  fell,  that  title's  lost; 
'TIS  now  the  king's,  and  oall'd  Whitehall. 

8  QtnU  I  know  it; 

Bat  tis  so  lately  alter'd,  that  the  old  name 
Is  fresh  about  me. 

2  QaU,  What  two  reverend  bishops 
Were  those  that  went  on  each  side  of  the  queen  ? 

8  Qent,    Stokesly  and  Gardiner;  the  one,  of 
Winchester 
/  preferred  from  the  king's  secretary), 
the  other,  London. 

2Gmt.  He  of  Winchester 

Is  held  no  great  good  lover  of  the  archbishop^ 
The  Tirtuous  Cranmer. 

3  QenJt,  All  the  hmd  knows  that : 
However,  yet  there's  no  great  breach ;  when  it 

comes, 
Cranmer  will  find  a  firiend  will  not  shrink  from 
hinu 

2  QenU  Who  may  that  be,  Ipray  you  ? 

3  Qent,  Thomas  Cromwell ; 
A  man  in  much  esteem  with  the  king,  and  truly 
A  worthy  friend.— The  king 

Has  macte  him  master  of  the  jewel-house, 
And  one,  already,  of  the  privy-council. 

2  (knk  He  will  deserve  more. 

3  Qent.  Yes,  without  all  doubt. 
Come,  gentlemen,  ye  shall  go  my  way,  which 

Is  to  the  court,  and  there  ve  shall  be  my  guests ; 
Something  I  can  command.    As  I  walk  thither, 
V\\  tell  ye  more. 
Boik,        You  may  command  ns,  air.    [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II.— Kimbolton. 

Smttr  KATHAJtnns,  Dowager^  tick;  led betwem 
GRiPFrru  and  Fatibkok. 
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g^ewlyi 
Theothe 


Orif.  How  does  your 


grace 
0,Gr 


Griffith,  sick  to  death : 


My  legs,  like  loaden  branches,  bow  to  the  earth, 
Willi^  to  leave  their  burden:  reach  a  chair; — 
80,— now,  methinks,  I  feel  a  little  ease. 
Didst  thou  not  tell  me,  Griffith,  as  then  led'st  me. 
That  the  jn^at  child  of  honour.  Cardinal  Wolsey, 
Was  dead? 

Gr\f,        Yes,  madam ;  but  I  think  yonr  grace, 
Out  of  the  pahi  yoa  suffer  d,  gave  no  ear  tot 

EM,  Prithee,  good  Griffith,  tell  me  how  he 
died: 
If  wen,  he  stepp'd  before  me,  hi^pilyt 
For  my  example. 

Qrif.  Well,  the  voice  goes,  madam : 

For  after  the  stoat  Earl  NorthnnioArbmd 


Arrested  him  at  York,  and  brought  him  forward 
f  As  a  man  sorely  tainted)  to  his  answer, 
He  fell  sick  suddenly,  and  grew  so  ill. 
He  could  not  sit  his  mole. 
Eath,  Alas,  poor  manl 

Qr\f,  At  last,  with  easy  roads,  he  came  to 
Leicester, 
Lodg'd  in  the  abbey ;  where  the  reverend  abbot, 
With  all  his  convent,  honourably  receiv'd  him ; 
To  whom  he  gave  these  words, — "  0  father  abbot 
An  old  man,  broken  with  the  storms  of  state, 
Is  come  to  laj  his  weary  bones  among  ye ; 
Give  him  a  little  earth  for  charity  I" 
80  went  to  bed:  where  eagerly  his  sickness 
Pursued  him  still :  and,  three  nights  after  this. 
About  the  hour  of  ei^ht  (which  he  himself 
Foretold  should  be  his  last),  full  of  repentance. 
Continual  meditations,  tears,  and  sorrows. 
He  gave  his  honours  to  the  world  again. 
His  olessed  part  to  Heaven,  and  slept  in  peace. 
Eath,  So  may  he  rest ;  his  faults  lie  gently  on 
him  I 
Yet  thus  fiir.  Griffith,  give  me  leave  to  speak  him 
And  yet  witn  charity :  —  He  was  a  man 
Of  an  unbounded  stomach,  ever  ranking 
Himself  with  princes ;  one,  that  by  suggestion 
Tied  all  the  kingdoms :  simony  was  fair  play ; 
His  own  opinion  was  his  law :  I'  the  presence 
He  would  say  antruths ;  and  be  ever  double. 
Both  in  his  words  and  meaning:  He  was  never. 
But  where  he  meant  to  ruin,  pitiful : 
His  promises  were,  as  he  then  was,  mighty ; 
But  his  performance,  as  he  is  now,  nothing. 
Of  his  own  body  he  was  ill,  and  gave 
The  clergy  ill  example. 

Orif,  Noble  madam, 

Men's  evil  manners  live  in  brass ;  their  virtues 
We  write  ui  water.    May  it  please  your  highnesi 
To  hear  me  speak  his  good  now  ? 

Eath,  Yes,  good  Griffith; 

I  were  malicious  else. 

Orif.  This  cardinal, 

ThouKh  from  an  humble  rtock,  undoubtedly 
Was  ushion'd  to  much  honour  from  his  cradle. 
He  was  a  scholar,  and  a  ripe  and  good  one : 
Exceeding  wise,  fair  spoken,  and  p^uading: 
Lofty  and  sour  to  them  that  lov'd  him  not ; 
But,  to  those  men  that  sought  him,  sweet  as 

summer. 
And  though  he  were  unsatisfied  in  getting 
(Which  was  a  sin),  yet  in  bestowing,  madam, 
He  was  most  princeljr :  Ever  witness  for  him 
Those  twins  of  learning,  that  he  rais'd  in  you, 
Ipswich  and  Oxford!  one  of  which  fell  with  him, 
Unwilling  to  outiive  the  good  that  did  it; 
The  other,  though  unfinish'd,  yet  so  famous, 
So  excellent  in  art,  and  still  so  rising. 
That  Christendom  shall  ever  speak  his  virtue. 
His  overthrow  heap'd  happiness  upon  him : 
For  then,  and  not  till  then,  he  felt  himself, 
And  found  the  blessedness  of  being  little : 
And,  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 
Than  man  could  give  him,  he  died  fearing  GK)d. 
Eath,  After  my  death  I  wish  no  other  herald, 
No  other  speaker  of  my  living  actions. 
To  keep  mme  honour  from  corruption, 
But  Much  an  honest  chronicler  as  Griffith. 
Whom  I  most  hated  living,  thou  hast  made  me, 
With  thy  relic:ious  truth  and  modesty, 
Now  in  his  ashes  honour:  Peace  be  with  him ! 
Patience,  be  near  me  still ;  and  set  me  lower. 
I  have  not  long  to  trouble  thee.— Good  Griffith, 
Gaose  the  mnsioiaus  pUy  me  '^"^9'?q|p 
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I  nam*d  my  knell,  whilst  I  sit  meditating 

On  that  oelestial  luunnonj  I  go  to. 

Sad  and  solemn  music, 
Qrif,  She  is  asleep:  Good  wench,  let^  dt  down 
quiet. 

For  fear  we  wake  her ;— Softly,  gentle  Patience. 

TKt  Viaiotu^  Enter^  aoUrmdv  tripjnng  one  after 
another,  six  Peraonagea,  clou  in  tofiite  robes^  toear- 
ing  on  their  heads  gcedanda  of  hay$,  and  golden  , 
vvoards  on  their  faces;  branches  of  hixys^  or  palm,  \ 
in  their  hands.  They  first  congee  unto  her.  then 
dance  /  and  at  certain  changes,  die  first  two  hold  a 
spare  garland  over  her  head;  at  which,  Hie  other 
four  make  reverend  curtsies;  then  the  two  that  hdd 
the  garland  deliver  the  same  to  the  otlier  next  two, 
who  observe  the  same  order  in  their  changes,  and 
holding  the  garland  over  her  head:  which  done, 
they  deliver  the  same  garland  to  the  last  tvoo,  toAo 
Ukewise  observe  the  same  order:  at  which  (as  it 
were  by  inspiration),  she  makes  in  her  sleep  signs 
ofr^otdng,  and  holdeth  up  her  hands  to  heaven : 
and  so  in  thenr  dancing  vamsh,  carrying  the  garland 
with  them.     The  music  continues. 


Kath,  Spirits  of  peace,  where  are  70? 


Areje 
Igone? 
And  leave  me  here  in  wretchedness  behind  je? 

Ur^.  Madam,  we  are  here. 

KtUh.  It  is  not  70a  I  call  for : 

Saw  y%  none  enter,  since  1  slept  ? 

Qrif,  None,  madam. 

Kath,  No  ?  Saw  70a  not,  even  now,  a  blessed 
troop 
Invite  me  to  a  banquet ;  whose  bright  ftces 
Cast  thousand  beams  upon  me,  like  the  smi? 
They  promised  me  eternal  happiness; 
And  bruught  me  garlands,  Grilhih,  which  I  feel 
I  am  not  worthy  yet  to  wear:  I  shall, 
Asiiu  redly. 

Qrtf,  I  am  most  joyful,  madam,  sooh  good 
dreams 
Possess  your  fancy. 

Kath,  Bid  the  music  leave. 

They  are  harsh  and  heavy  to  me.      [Music  ceases, 

Pat,  Do  you  note, 

How  much  her  grace  is  altered  on  the  sudden  ? 
How  long  her  face  b  drawn  ?  How  pale  she  looks. 
And  of  ail  earthy  cold  ?    Mark  her  eyes ! 

Qrtf,  She  is  going,  wench ;  pray,  pray. 

PaL  Heaven  comfort  her  I 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess,  An*t  like  your  grace,— 

Kath,  You  are  a  sanoy  fellow : 

Deserve  we  no  more  reverence? 

Gnf.  You  are  to  blame, 

Knowing  she  will  not  lose  her  wonted  greatness, 
To  use  so  rude  behaviour :  go  to.  kneel. 

Mess,  I  humbly  do  entreat  your  highness'pardon: 
My  haste  made  me  unmannerly:  There  is  staying 
A  gentleman,  sent  from  the  king,  to  see  you. 

KaiUu  Admit  him  entrance,  Qriffith:  Bat  this 
fellow 
Let  mo  ne'er  see  again. 

[Exeunt  Griffith  and  Messenger. 

B&mter  Griffith,  with  Capocuos. 

If  my  sight  fail  not, 
To«  shonld  be  lord  ambusador  from  the  emperor, 
My  royal  nephew,  and  your  name  Capucios. 

Ocqp,  Madam,  tne  same,  your  servant. 

KoBth,  O  my  lord. 

The  tunas  and  titles  now  are  altered  strangely 
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With  me,  sinoe  ihvl  70Q  knew  me.    Bat,  I  pr^ 

you, 
What  is  your  pleasure  with  me? 

Cap,  Noble  lady, 

Fm»t,  mine  own  service  to  your  grace ;  the  next. 
The  king's  request  that  I  would  \  liit  you; 
Who  grieves  much  for  your  weakness,  and  by  me 
Sends  you  his  vrincely  commendations. 
And  heartily  entreats  you  take  good  comfort 

Kath,  O  my  good  lord,  that  comfort  comes  too 
Ute; 
Tis  like  a  pardon  after  execution : 
That  gentle  physic,  given  in  time,  had  car^d  me; 
But  now  I  am  past  all  comforts  here,  but  prayers. 
How  does  his  highness? 

Cap.  Madam,  in  good  health. 

Kath.  80  may  he  ever  do !  and  ever  flourish. 
When  I  shall  dwell  with  worms,  and  my  poor 

name 
Banish'd  the  kingdom  t — Patience,  is  that  letter 
I  caus'd  you  write,  yet  sent  away? 

Fat.  No,  madam.    [Uiving it  to  Kath. 

Kath.  Sir,  I  most  humbly  pray  you  to  deliver 
This  to  my  lord  the  kii<g. 

Cap,  Most  willing,  madam. 

KcUk.  In  which  I  have  commended  to  his  good- 
ness 
The  model  of  our  chaste  loves,  his  young  daughten 
The  dews  of  heaven  fall  thick  in  blessings  on  her  I — 
Beseeching  him  to  give  her  virtuous  breeding 
(She  is  youn^,  and  of  a  noble  modest  nsture; 
I  hope  she  will  deserve  well) ;  and  a  little 
To  love  her  for  her  mother's  sake,  that  lov*d  htm, 
Heaven  knows  how  dearly.    My  next  poor  petition 
Is,  that  his  noble  grace  would  have  some  pi^ 


Upon  my  wretched  women,  that  so  long 
Have  follow'd  both  my  fortunes  faithfully 
Of  which  there  Is  not  one,  I  dare  avow 

iAnd  now  1  should  not  lie),  but  will  desenre, 
^or  virtue,  and  true  beauty  of  the  soul, 
For  honesty,  and  decent  carriage, 
A  right  good  husband,  let  him  be  a  noble; 
And,  sure,  those  men  are  happy  that  shall  have 

tnem. 
The  last  is,  for  my  men ;— they  are  the  poorest, 
But  poverty  could  never  draw  them  from  me; — 
That  they  may  have  their  wages  duly  paid  them, 
And  something  over  to  remember  me  bv ; 
If  heaven  had  pleas'd  to  have  given  me  longer  UCb, 
And  able  means,  we  had  not  parted  thus. 
These  are  the  whole  contents: — And,  good  my 

lord. 
By  that  you  love  the  dearest  in  this  world, 
As  yon  wish  christian  peace  to  souls  departed. 
Stand  Jiese  poor  people's  ft-iend,  and  urge  the  king 
To  do  me  this  last  right. 

Cap,  By  heaven,  I  will ; 

Or  let  me  lose  the  £(uhion  of  a  man  I 

Kath.  I  thank  you,  honest  lord.    Remember  me 
In  all  humility  unto  his  highness : 
Say,  his  long  trouble  now  u  passing 
Out  of  this  world :  tell  him,  in  death  I  blessed  him, 
For  so  I  will. — Mine  eyes  grow  dim. — Farewell, 
My  lord. — Griffith,  farewell. — Nay,  Patience. 
You  must  not  leave  me  yet.    I  must  to  bed ; 
Call  in  more  women.— When  I  am  dead,  good 

wench. 
Let  me  be  us'd  with  honour;  strew  me  oyer 
With  maiden  flowers,  that  all  the  world  may  know 
I  was  a  chaste  wife  to  my  graye:  embalm  me. 
Then  lay  me  forth :  although  nnqneen'd,  yet  like 
A  queen,  and  daughter  to  a  king,  mter  me. 
I  can  no  more.  lExnuU^  UaAng  Kath. 
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ACT  V. 


SCfeNE  L-^A  OaOerjf  m  the  Palaee, 

Elder  Qardiiter  lithon  qf  Winehester^  a  Page, 
vnth  a  torch  btfore  Aun,  tnet  by  ^  Thomas 

LOVBLL. 

Oar.  It*f  one  o'clock,  boj,  i8*t  not? 

Boy.  It  hath  ftrnek. 

Oar,  These  should  be  hours  for  necessities, 
Not  for  delights ;  times  to  repair  our  nature 
With  comforting  repose,  and  not  for  us 
To  waste  these  time8.-^Qood  hour  of  night.  Sir 

Thomas  I 
Whither  so  late? 

Xoo.  Came  70a  from  the  king,  mj  lord  ? 

Our,  I  did,  Sir  Thomas ;  and  left  him  at  primero 
With  the  Duke  of  8uffv»Ik. 

Lov.  I  mustto  him  too, 

Before  he  go  to  bed.    Til  take  my  leave. 

Oar.  Not  yet.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell.    What's  the 
matter? 
it  seems  you  are  in  haste ;  an  if  the^e  be 
No  great  offence  belongs  to't,  give  your  friend 
Some  touch  of  your  late  business:   Affiurs  that 

walk 
(As,  they  sa^,  spirits  do)  at  midnight,  have 
In  them  a  wilder  nature  tlian  the  ousiness 
That  seeks  despatch  by  day. 

Lo9.  My  lord,  I  love  yon; 

And  durst  commend  a  secret  to  your  ear 
Much  weightier  than  this  work.    The  qneen^  in 

labour,  • 

Th^  sav,  in  great  extremity ;  and  fiBar'd, 
Shell  with  the  labour  end. 

Oar.  The  fruit  she  goes  with, 

I  pray  for  heartily ;  that  it  may  find 
Qeod  time,  and  live:  but  for  the  stock,  Sir  Thomas, 
I  wish  it  grubb'd  up  now. 

Lov.  Methinks,  I  could 

Cry  the  amen ;  and  yet  mv  conscience  says 
She's  a  good  creature^  and,  sweet  lady,  does 
Deserve  our  better  wishes. 

Oar.  But,  sir,  sir,— 

Hear  me.  Sir  Thomas ;  You  are  a  gentleman 
Of  mine  own  way;  I  know  yon  wise,  religious; 
And,  let  me  tellyou,  it  will  ne'er  be  well,— 
Twill  not.  Sir  Tliomas  Lovell,  take't  of  me, — 
Till  Cranmer,  Cromwell,  her  two  hands,  and  she, 
Sleep  in  their  graves. 

Lov.  Now,  sir,  yon  speak  of  two 

The  most  remarked  i*  the   kingdom.     As  for 
CVomwell, —  * 

Beside  that  of  the  jewel-house,  he^  made  master 
0*  the  rolls,  and  the  king's  secretary ;  further,  sir, 
Stands  in  the  gap  and  trade  of  more  preferments, 
With  which  Uie  time  will  load  him:  The  arch- 
bishop 
Is  the  kmg'shand  and  tongue:  And  who  dare  speak 
One  syllable  against  him  ? 

Oar.  Yes,  ves.  Sir  Thomas, 

There  are  that  dare ;  and  I  myself  have  ventur'd 
To  speak  my  mind  of  him :  and,  indeed,  this  day, 
Sir  (1  may  tell  it  you),  I  think  I  have 
Inoens'd  the  lords  o'  the  council,  that  he  ie 
(For  so  I  know  he  is,  they  know  he  is) 
A  most  arch  heretic,  a  pestilence 
That  dees  infect  the  land:  with  which  they  moY^, 
Have  broken  with  tlie  king;  who  hath  so  far 
Given  ear  to  our  complaint  (of  his  great  grace 
And  princely  care ;  foreseeing  those  fell  mischiefs 
3ur  rtasoni  laid  beiort  him),  ne  hath  '^^""■Mtndftilt 


To-morrow  morning  to  the  ooundKboard 
He  be  oonvented.    He's  a  rank  weed,  Sir  Thomas, 
And  we  must  root  liim  out.    From  your  affairs 
•I  hinder  you  too  long;  good  night.  Sir  Thomas. 
Lov,  Many  good  nights,  mv  lord ;  I  rest  your 
servant.      [£xeunt  Gardinbb  and  rage. 

Am  Lotell  w  aoing  outy  enter  the  Kno  and  ihe 
Duke  of  Suffolk. 

K.  Ben.  Charles,  I  will  play  no  more  to-night ; 
My  mind's  not  on't,  you  are  too  hard  for  me. 

8uf.  Sir,  I  did  never  win  of  you  before. 

K.  Hen.  But  little,  Charles; 
Nor  shall  not,  when  my  fancy's  on  my  play.— 
Now,  Lovell,  from  the  queen  what  is  the  news  ? 

Low.  I  could  not  personally  deliver  to  her 
What  you  commanded  me,  but  by  her  woman 
I  sent  your  message ;  who  return 'd  her  thanks 
In  the  greatest  humbleness,  and  desir'd  your  high- 
ness 
Most  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

K.  Hen.  What  say^t  thou?  hal 

To  pray  for  her  ?  what,  is  she  crying  out  ? 

Lov.  So  said  her  woman ;  and  Uutt  her  snffor- 
ance  made 
Almost  each  pang  a  death. 

K.Hen.  Al^s,  good  lady  I 

Suf.  God  safely  qui''  be-  of  her  burden,  and 
With  gentle  travail,  to  the  gladding  of 
Your  highness  with  an  heirl 

K.  Hen.  'TIS  midnight,  Charles, 

Prithee  to  bed ;  and  in  thy  prayers  remember 
The  estate  of  mv  poor  queen.    Leave  me  alone ; 
For  1  must  think  of  that,  which  company 
Will  not  be  friendly  to. 

Suf.  I  wish  your  highness 

A  quiet  night,  and  my  good  mistress  will 
Kemember  in  my  prayers. 

K.  Hen.  Charles,  good  night. 

[I^  Suffolk. 
EnUr  Sfar  AirmoHT  Dsmnr. 
Well,  sir,  what  follows  ? 

Den.  Sir,  I  have  brought  my  lord  the  archbishop, 
As  you  commanded  me. 

K.  Hen.  Ha!  Canterbury? 

Den.  kjy  my  good  lord. 

K.  Hen.  Tis  true :  Where  is  he,  Denny? 

Den.  He  attends  your  highness' pleasure. 

JE.  Hen,  Bring  him  to  us 

\ExU  DENirr 

Lov.  This  is  about  that  which  the  bishop  spake 

I  am  happily  come  hither.  [Arid^ 

£e-enter  Demnt,  with  Cranmer. 

K.  Hen,  Avoid  the  gallery. 

[Lotell  aetms  to  $tay. 
Ha !-— I  haye  said.— Begone. 
What  I —  [Exeunt  Loybll  and  Dekkt. 

Gran.  I  am  fearful:— Wherefore  frowns  he  thus? 
lis  his  aspect  of  terror.    All's  not  well. 

K,  Hen.  How  now,  my  lord?  You  do  desire  to 
know 
Wherefore  I  sent  for  you. 

Oran.  It  is  my  da^ 

To  attend  your  highness'  pleasure. 

K,  Hen.  'Pray  yon,  trke, 

My  good  and  moious  lord  of  Canterburr. 
Come,  you  and  I  must  walk  a  turn  togetlier 
I  have  news  to  tell  tou:  Come,  oome,  give  me 
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Ah,  my  good  lord,  I  griere  At  what  I  speak, 
And  am  right  sorry  to  repeat  what  follows : 
1  have,  and  most  unwillingly,  of  late 
Heard  many  grieyona,  I  do  say,  my  lord, 
Grieyons  complaints  of  yon;  which,  being  oon- 

sider'd, 
Haye  moy'd  as  and  onr  oonndl,  that  yon  shall 
This  morning  come  before  us ;  where,  I  know, 
Ton  cannot  Mrith  such  freedom  pur^e  yourself, 
But  that,  till  farther  trial  in  those  diarges 
Which  will  require  your  answer,  yon  must  take 
Your  patience  to  you,  and  be  well  contented 
To  make  your  house  our  Tower:  You  a  brother 

of  us, 
it  fits  we  tlius  proceed,  or  else  no  witness 
Would  come  against  yon. 

Oran,  I  humbly  thank  your  highness ; 

And  am  right  glad  to  catch  this  good  occasion 
Most  thoroughly  to  be  winnowed,  where  my  chaflF 
And  corn  shall  fly  asunder:  for,  I  know 
There's   none    stands   under    more  calumnious 

tongues 
Than  I  myself^  poor  man. 

K,  Hen,  Stand  up,  good  Canterbury ; 

Thy  truth  and  thy  integrity  is  rooted 
In  us,  thy  friend :  Give  me  thy  hand,  stand  up : 
Prithee,  let's  walk.    Now,  by  my  holy-dame. 
What  manner  of  man  are  you  ?    My  lord,  1  look'd 
You  would  haye  given  me  your  petition,  that 
I  shonld  have  ta'en  some  pains  to  bring  together 
Yourself  and  your  accusers ;  and  to  have  heard  you 
Without  indnranoe  ftirther. 

Cran,  Most  dread  liege, 

The  good  I  stand  on  is  my  truth  and  honesty ; 
If  they  shall  &il,  I,  with  mine  enemies, 
Will  triumph  o'er  my  person ;  which  I  weigh  not, 
Being  of  those  virtues  vacant    I  fear  nothmg 
What  can  be  said  against  me. 

K.  Hen,  Know  you  not 

How  your  state  stuids  i*  the  world,  with  the  whole 

world? 
Your  tnemies  are  many,  and  not  small;  their 

practices 
Must  bear  the  same  proportion ;  and  not  ever 
The  justice  and  the  truth  o'  the  question  carries 
The  due  o*  the  verdict  with  it:  At  what  ease 
Might  corrupt  minds  procure  knaves  as  corrupt 
To  swear  against  you?  such  things  have  been 

done. 
Yoa  are  potently  oppos'd ;  and  with  a  malice 
Of  as  gieat  size.     Ween  you  of  better  luck, 
I  mean  in  perjured  witness,  than  your  master. 
Whose  minuter  yon  are,  whiles  here  he  liv'd 
Upon  this  naughty  earth  ?  Go  to,  go  to ; 
You  take  a  precipice  for  no  leap  of  danger. 
And  woo  your  own  destruction. 

Cram,  God,  and  your  majesty, 

Protect  mine  innocence,  or  I  fkll  into 
The  trap  is  laid  for  me  I 

K.  Hen.  Be  of  good  cheer ; 

They  shall  no  more  prevail,  than  we  give  way  to. 
Keep  comfort  to  you ;  and  this  morning  see 
You  do  appear  beifore  them ;  if  they  shall  chance, 
In  charging  yon  with  matters,  to  commit  yon, 
The  best  persuasions  to  the  contrary 
Fail  not  to  use,  and  with  what  vehemenoy 
The  occasion  shall  instruct  yon  :  if  entreaties 
Will  render  yon  no  remedy,  this  ring 
Delirer  them,  and  your  appeal  to  us 
Tbcffe  make  before  them.— Look,  the  good  man 

weeps  I 
It*^  honest,  on  mine  honour.  God's  blest  mother  t 
'  swear  he  is  true-hearted ;  and  a  soul 
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None  better  in  my  kingdom.— Get  you  gone, 
And  do  as  I  have  bid  jovi,—{SxU  Gravmbb.] 
He  has  strangled 
His  language  in  his  tears. 

Enter  on  old  Lady. 

Gent,    [Wmn.]    Oome    back.     What  meai 
you? 

Lady,    111  not  oome  back ;  the  tidings  that  I 
bring 
Will  make  my  boldness  manners. — Now,  good 

angels 
Fly  o'er  thy  royal  head,  an4  shade  thy  person 
Under  their  blessed  wings  \ 

K,  Hen.  Now,  by  thy  looks 

I  guess  thy  message.    Is  the  qneen  deliver'd  ? 
Say,  ay ;  and  of  a  boy. 

jLadu,  Ay,  ay,  my  liege ; 

And  of  a  lovely  boy :  The  God  of  heaven 
Both  now  and  ever  bless  her — tis  a  girl, 
Promises  boys  hereafter.    Sir,  your  queen 
Desires  your  visitation,  and  to  be 
Acquainted  with  this  stranger;  *tis  as  like  yon 
As  cherry  is  to  cherry. 

E,  Hen,  Lovell, — 

EnUt  LoTSLL. 

Loe,  Sir. 

E.  Hen,  Give  her  an  hundred  marks.  111  to  the 
queen.  [JSatKiNO. 

Lady,  An  hundred  marks!  By  this  light.  111 
have  more. 
An  ordinary  groom  is  for  such  payment. 
I  will  have  more,  or  soold  it  out  of  him. 
Said  I  for  this  the  girl  is  like  to  him  ? 
1  will  have  more,  or  ebe  unsay  't;  and  now 
While  it  is  hot,  I'll  put  it  to  the  issue.     [EaetmL 

SCENE  IL^Lobby  b^bn  (As  CouneOiAamber, 

Enter  Cbavmbb;   Servants,  Door-Keeper,  <fte., 
attending. 

Oran.  I  hope  I  am  not  too  late;  and  yet  the 
gentleman. 
That  was  sent  to  me  from  the  council,  pray'd  me 
To  make  great  haste.    All  hst?  what  means 

thw?— Hoa! 
Who  waits  there? — Sure,  yon  know  me? 

D.  Eem,  Yes,  my  lord ; 

But  yet  I  cannot  help  you. 
Cran,  Why? 

D.  Eeep.  Your  grace  must  wait  till  yon  be 
oall'd  for. 

Enter  Doctor  Butts. 
Oran.  So. 

Butte.  This  is  a  piece  of  malice.    I  am  glad, 
I  came  this  way  so  happily:  The  king 
Shall  understand  it  presently.  [Exit  Butts 

Cran,  [Aside.]  Tis  Butts, 

The  kinga  physician;  as  he  pass'd  along, 
How  earnestly  he  cast  his  eyes  upon  me  I 
Pray  heaven,  he  sound  not  my  disgrace  I   For 

certain, 
This  is  of  purpose  laid  by  some  that  hate  me 
(God  turn  their  hearts  I  I  never  sought  their 

malice), 
To  quench  mine  honour:  they  would  shams  to 

make  me 
Wait  else  at  door ;  a  fellow-oounsellor. 
Among  boys,  grooms,  and  lackeys.    But  then, 

pleasures 
Mnst  be  fultUl'd,  and  I  attend  witk^CHtisMe^  l  ^ 
igi  ize     y  g 
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ffiitar,  ai  a  toMow  above,  the  Kino  cmd  Bom. 

Butts,  rn  show  yonrgrace  the  strangest  sight,— 

JT.  Ben,  What's  that,  Butts? 

BuUi,  I  think  your  highness  saw  this  many  a 
day. 

jr.  Hen,  Body  o*  me,  where  is  it? 

Butti^  There,  my  lord : 

The  high  promotion  of  his  grace  of  Canterbnry ; 
Who  holds  his  state  at  door,  'mongst  pursuivants, 
Pages,  and  footboys. 

A.  Hen,  Ua !  Tis  he,  indeed : 

Is  this  the  honour  they  do  one  another? 
Tis  well  there'a  one  above  them  yet    I  had 

thought 
They  had  parted  so  mach  honesty  among  them 
(At  least,  good  manners),  as  not  thus  to  suffer 
A  man  of  his  p)aoe,  and  so  near  our  favour, 
To  dance  attendance  on  their  lordships*  pleasnrei, 
And  at  the  door  too,  like  a  post  with  packets. 
By  holy  Mary,  Butts,  there^s  knavery: 
Let  them  alone,  and  draw  the  curtain  dose ; 
We  shall  hear  more  anon.  [Sxeunt. 

The  CotmeUrChamber. 

Enter  ths  Lord  Chancellor,  the  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
Earl  of  iJuBRBT,  Lord  Chamberlain,  Gardinbr, 
and  Crouwbll.  The  Chancellor  jTJoces  himself 
at  the  upper  md  of  the  table  on  the  J^i  hand;  a 
seat  being  M  void  above  him,  as  for  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Cantebbubt.  The  rest  seat  them- 
selves m  order  on  each  side.  Ceomwbll  at  the 
lower  end,  as  secretary, 

Chan,  Speak  to  the  budness,  master  secretary: 
Why  are  we  met  in  council  ? 

Orom,  Please  your  honours, 

The  chief  cause  concerns  his  grace  of  Canterbury. 

Oar,  Has  he  had  knowledge  of  it  ? 

Crom,  Yes. 

Kor,  Who  waite  there  ? 

D,  Kee^  Without,  my  noble  lords? 

Oar,  Yes. 

D,  Keep,  My  lord  archbishop; 

And  has  done  half  an  hour,  to  know  your  pleasures. 

Chan,  Let  him  come  in. 

D.  Ke^  Your  grace  may  enter  now. 

[Cbammeb  approaches  the  oounal-tahU, 

Chan,  lAj  good  lord  archbishop,  I  am  yery  sorry 
To  sit  here  at  this  present,  and  behold 
That  chair  stand  emptor :  But  we  all  are  men. 
In  our  own  natures  tnil,  and  capable 
Jf  our  flesh ;  few  are  angels :  out  of  which  frailty. 
And  want  of  wisdom,  you,  that  best  should  teach  us. 
Have  misdemean'd  yourself,  and  not  a  little, 
Toward  the  king  first,  then  his  laws,  in  filling 
The  whole  realm,  by  your  teaching  and  your 

chaplains 
(For  10  we  are  inform'd),  with  new  opinions, 
Divers  and  dangerous ;  which  are  heresies, 
And,  not  reformed,  may  prove  pernicious. 

Oar.  Which  reformation  ma<it  be  sadden  too. 
My  noble  lords:  for  those  that  tame  wild  horses 
Pace  them  not  in  their  hands  to  make  them  gentle ; 
But  stop  their  mouths  with  stubborn  bits,  and 

spur  them, 
TQl  they  obey  the  manage.    If  we  suffer 
(Out  of  our  easiness,  and  childish  pity 
To  one  man*s  honour)  this  contagious  sickness, 
Farewell,  all  physic ;  and  what  follows  then  ? 
Commotions,  uproars,  with  a  general  taint 
Of  the  whole  state :  as,  of  late  days,  oar  neighboun, 
The  upper  Germany,  can  dearly  witnesa, 
Yet  freshly  pitied  in  our  memories. 


Oram,  My  good  lords,  hitherto,  in  all  the  nrogresb 
Both  of  my  life  and  office,  I  have  laboured, 
And  with  no  little  study,  that  my  teaching, 
And  the  strong  course  of  my  authority. 
Might  go  one  way,  and  safely;  and  the  end 
Was  ever  to  do  well :  nor  is  there  living 
(I  speak  it  with  a  single  heart,  mjr  lords) 
A  man  that  more  detests,  moic  stirs  against, 
Both  in  his  private  conscience  and  his  place, 
Defacers  of  a  public  peace,  than  I  do. 
Tray  Heaven  the  king  may  never  find  a  heart 
With  less  allegiance  in  it  1  Men  that  make 
Envy  and  crooked  malice  nonrbhment, 
Dare  bite  the  best.    I  do  beseech  your  lordships. 
That,  in  this  case  of  justice,  my  accusers. 
Be  what  they  will,  may  stand  forth  face  to  face. 
And  freely  urge  against  me. 

8i^.  'Ssy,  my  lord. 

That  cannot  be ;  you  are  a  oounsellor. 
And,  by  that  virtue,  no  man  dare  accuse  joxL 

Oar.  My  lord,  because  we  have  business  of 
more  moment. 
We  will  be  short  with  you.    *TiB  his  highness' 

pleasure. 
And  our  consent,  for  better  trial  of  you. 
From  hence  you  be  committed  to  the  Tower, 
Where,  being  but  a  private  man  again, 
You  shall  know  many  dare  accuse  you  boldly, 
More  than,  I  fear,  you  are  provided  for. 

Cran.  Ah,  my  good  lord  of  Whichester,  I  thank 
you. 
You  are  always  my  good  friend ;  if  your  vrill  pass 
I  shall  both  find  your  lordship  judge  and  juror 
You  are  so  merciful :  I  see  your  end,^ 
Tis  my  undoing :  Love  and  meekness,  lord, 
Become  a  churSiman  better  than  ambition ; 
Win  straying  Si)ul8  with  modesty  again, 
Cast  none  away.    That  I  shall  clear  myself. 
Lay  all  the  weight  ye  can  upon  my  patience, 
I  make  as  little  doubt,  as  you  do  conscience. 
In  doing  daily  wrongs.    1  could  say  more. 
But  reverence  to  your  calling  makes  me  modest. 

Oar,  My  lord,  my  lord,  you  are  a  sectary. 
That's  the  plain  truth;  your  painted  gloss  discovers, 
To  men  that  understand  you,  words  and  weakness. 

Crom,  My  lord  of  Winchester,  you  are  a  little, 
By  your  good  favour,  too  sharp ;  men  so  noble, 
However  final ty,  yet  should  find  respect 
For  what  they  have  been :  tis  a  cruelty 
To  load  a  foiling  man. 

Oar,  Good  master  secretary, 

I  cry  your  honour  mercy ;  you  may,  worst 
Of  all  thb  table,  say  so. 

Crom,  Why,  my  lord? 

Oar.  Do  not  I  know  you  for  a  favourer 
Of  this  new  sect  ?  ye  are  not  sound. 

Crom,  Not  sound  ? 

Oar.  Not  sound,  I  say. 

Crom,  'Would  you  were  half  so  honest  I 

Men's  prayers  then  would  seek  you,  not  their  fears. 

Oar.  I  shall  remember  this  bold  Unguage. 

Crom,  Do. 

Remember  your  bold  life  too. 

Chan,  This  is  too  much; 

Forbear,  for  shame,  my  lords. 

Oar,  I  have  done. 

Crom,  And  L 

*      Chan,  Then  thus  for  you,  my  lord,— It  standf 

agreed, 
I  take  it,  by  all  voices,  that  forthwith 
I  You  be  conveyed  to  the  Tower  a  prisoner ; 
;  There  to  remain  till  tlie  king's  further  pleasure 
'  Be  known  unto  us:  A^tou^  agreed,  lordsj?^^ 
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AtL  We  are. 

Ortuu  Is  there  no  other  way  of  mercy, 

But  I  moit  needs  to  the  Tower,  my  lords? 

Oar.  What  other 

Would  yon  expect?   Ton  are  strangely  trouble- 
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Let  some  o*  the  guard  be  ready  there. 
Enter  Guard. 

OroKi,  For  me? 

&f  ust  I  go  like  a  traitor  thither  ? 

Qar,  Receive  him, 

And  see  him  safe  V  the  Tovrer. 

Cran,  Stay,  good  my  lords ; 

I  have  a  little  yet  to  say.    Look  there,  my  lords ; 
By  virtue  of  that  ring,  I  take  my  cause 
Out  of  the  gripes  of  cruel  men,  and  give  it 
To  a  most  noble  judge,  the  king  my  master. 

Cham,  This  is  the  king's  ring. 

Sttr,  *Tis  no  counterfeit. 

8af,  Tis  the  right  ring,  by  heaven:  I  told  ye  all, 
Wheun  we  first  put  this  dangerous  stone  a  rolling, 
Twould  fail  upon  ourselves. 

Nor,  Do  you  think,  my  lords, 

The  king  will  suffer  but  the  uttle  finger 
Of  this  man  to  be  vex'd? 

Cham.  Tis  now  too  certain : 

How  much  more  is  his  life  in  value  with  him? 
*Would  I  were  fiiirly  out  on't. 

Orcm,  My  mind  gave  me, 

In  seeking  tales  and  informations 
Against  this  man  (whose  honesty  the  devil 
And  liis  disciples  only  envy  at). 
Ye  blew  the  tire  that  bums  ye:  Now  have  at  ye. 

Enier  Knfo,  froumng  on  them;  takes  his  seat. 

Qar.  Oread  sovereign,  how  much  are  we  bound 
to  Heaven 
In  daily  thanks,  that  gave  us  such  a  prince ; 
Nut  only  ^^d  and  wise,  but  most  religious: 
One  that,  lu  all  obedience,  makes  the  church 
The  chief  aim  of  his  honour ;  and,  to  strengthen 
That  holy  dutjr,  out  of  dear  respect, 
His  royal  self  in  judgment  comes  to  hear. 
The  cause  betwixt  her  and  this  great  otl'ender. 

K.  Hen.  Yuu  were  ever  good  at  sudden  com- 
mendations. 
Bishop  of  Wmchester.    But  know,  I  come  not 
To  hear  such  dattery  now,  and  in  my  presence ; 
They  are  too  thin  and  base  to  hide  offences. 
To  me  you  cannot  reach ;  you  play  the  spaniel. 
And  thmk  with  wagging  of  your  tongue  to  win 

me; 
But,  whatsoe'er  thou  tak^t  me  for,  I  am  sure, 
Thou  hast  a  cruel  nature  and  a  bloody. 
Good  man  [to  Cranmer],  sit  down.    Now  let  me 

see  the  proudest 
He,  that  dares  most,  but  wag  hb  finger  at  thee : 
By  all  that's  holy,  lie  had  better  starve. 
Than  but  once  think  his  place  becomes  thee  not 

Sur,  May  it  please  your  grace, — 

K.  Ben,  No,  sir.  it  does  not  please  me. 

I  thought  [  had  had  men  or  some  understanding 
And  wisdom,  of  my  oouncil ;  but  1  find  none. 
Was  it  discretion,  lords,  to  let  this  man. 
This  good  man  (few  of  you  deserve  that  title), 
This  honest  man,  wait  like  a  lousy  footboy 
At  cluimber-door  ?  and  one  as  great  as  you  are  ? 
Why,  what  a  sluime  wan  this '  Did  my  commission 
Bid  ye  so  far  forget  yourselves  ?     i  gave  ye 
Power  as  he  was  a  counsellor  to  try  him. 
Not  as  a  groom :  There's  some  of  ye,  I  see, 
ICore  out  of  malice  than  integrity, 


Would  try  him  to  the  ntmost,  had  ye  mean; 
Which  ye  shall  nerer  have,  while  1  live. 

Chan.  Thus  &r, 

My  most  dread  sovereign,  may  it  like  your  g^ace 
To  let  my  tongue  excuse  all.    What  was  purposed 
Concerning  his  imprisonment,  was  rather 
(If  there  be  faith  in  men)  meant  for  his  trial. 
And  fab  purgation  to  the  world,  than  malice; 
I  am  sure,  in  me. 

K.  Ben.        Well,  well,  my  lords,  respect  him* 
Take  him,  and  use  him  well,  he's  worthy  of  it. 
I  will  say  thus  much  for  him,  if  a  prince 
May  be  beholden  to  a  subject,  I 
Am,  for  his  love  and  service,  so  to  him. 
Make  me  no  more  ado,  but  all  embrace  him ; 
Be  friends,  for  shame,  my  lords.— My  lord  ol 

Canterbury, 
I  have  a  suit  which  yon  must  not  deny  me ; 
That  is,  a  fair  young  maid,  that  yet  wants  baptism. 
You  must  be  godfather,  and  answer  for  her. 

Cran,  The  greatest  monarch  now  alive  may  glory 
In  such  an  honour:  How  may  I  deserve  it, 
That  am  a  poor  and  humble  subject  to  you  ? 

iT.  Ben.  Come,  come,  my  lord,  you'd  spare  your 
spoons;  you8ha>Ihave 
Two  noble  partners  with  you ;  the  old  Duchess  of 

Norfolk 
And  Lady  Marquis  Dorset :  Will  these  please  you  ? 
Once  more,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  1  charge  yon. 
Embrace,  and  love  this  man. 

Gar.  With  a  troe  heart. 

And  brother4oye,  I  do  it. 

Cran,  And  let  Heaven 

Witness,  how  dear  I  hold  tliis  coofirmation. 

K.  Ben.  Good  man,  those  joyful  tears  show  thy 
true  heart 
The  common  voice,  I  see,  is  verified 
Of  thee,  which  says  thus,  **  Do  my  lord  of  Can> 

terbury 
A  shrewd  turn,  and  he  is  your  friend  for  ever."  — 
Come,  lords,  we  tnfle  time  away ;  I  long 
To  have*  this  young  one  made  a  Christian. 
As  i  have  made  ye  one,  lords,  one  remain ; 
So  I  grow  stronger,  you  more  honour  gain. 

[EaoewU, 

SCENE  llL^Ths  Palace  Yard. 

Noise  and  tumult  within.    Enter  Porter  and  his 
Man. 

Port.  Youll  leave  your  noise  anon,  ye  rascals : 
Do  you  take  the  court  for  Paris-garden  ?  ye  rude 
slaves,  leave  your  gaping. 

[  yVithin.]  Good  master  porter,  I  belong  to  the 
larder. 

Port,  Belong  to  the  gallows,  and  be  hanged, 
yon  rogue :  Is  this  a  place  to  roar  in  ?— Fetch  me 
a  dozen  crab-tree  staves,  and  strong  ones ;  these 
are  but  switches  to  them. — 1 11  scratch  your  heads 
You  must  be  seeing  christenings  ?  Do  yon  look 
for  ale  and  cakes  here,  you  rude  rascals  ? 

Man,  Pray,  sir,  be  patient;  'tis  as  much  impos 
sible 
fUnless  we  s  wet^  them  from  the  door  with  cannons) 
To  scatter  them,  as  'tis  to  make  them  sleep 
On  May-day  morning ;  which  will  never  be : 
We  may  as  well  push  against  Paul's,  as  stir  them. 

Port.  How  got  they  in,  and  be  hang'd  ? 

Atan.  Alas,  I  know  not ;  How  sets  the  tide  in? 
As  much  as  one  sound  cudgel  of  four  foot 

iVou  see  the  poor  remainder)  could  distribnta, 
made  no  spare,  sir. 
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Man.  I  am  not  Samson,  nor  Sir  Goy,  nor  Col- 
brand,  to  mow  them  down  before  me :  but,  if  I 
mare  an/  that  had  a  head  to  hit,  either  young  or 
old,  he  or  she,  cuckold  or  cuckold-maker,  let  me 
never  hope  to  8ee  a  chine  again;  and  that  I  wcnld 
not  for  a  oow,  God  save  her. 

[\VUkin,]  Do  you  hear,  master  porter? 

Fort,  I  shall  be  with  you  presently,  good 
master  pappy. — Keep  the  door  cioee,  sirrah. 

McM.  What  would  you  have  me  do? 

Fort.  What  should  yon  do,  but  knock  them 
down  by  the  dozens?  la  this  Moorfields  to  muster 
in?  or  have  we  some  strange  Indian  with  the 
ffreat  tool  oome  to  court,  the  women  so  besiege  us? 
Bless  me,  what  a  fry  of  fornication  is  at  doorl 
On  my  Christian  conscience,  this  one  christening 
will  beget  a  thousand ;  here  will  be  £Either,  god> 
father,  and  all  together. 

Man.  The  spoons  will  be  the  bigger,  air.  There 
is  a  fellow  somewhat  near  the  door,  he  should  be 
a  brazier  by  his  face,  for,  o'  m^r  conscience,  twenty 
of  the  dog-days  now  reign  in  's  nose;  all  that 
vtand  about  him  are  under  the  line,  they  need  no 
other  penance:  That  fire-drake  did  I  hit  three 
times  on  the  head,  and  three  times  was  his  nose 
discharged  against  me;  he  stands  there,  like  a 
fflortar>piece,  to  blow  us.  There  was  a  haber- 
dasher's wife  of  small  wit  near  him,  that  railed 
upon  me  till  her  pink'd  porrin^  fell  off  her  head, 
for  kindling  such  a  combustion  in  the  state.  I 
miss*d  the  meteor  onoe,  and  hit  that  woman,  who 
cried  out,  cUtb$l  when  I  might  see  from  far  some 
forty  truncheoneers  draw  to  her  succour,  which 
were  the  hope  of  the  Strand,  where  she  was  quar- 
tered. They  fell  on ;  I  made  good  my  plaee ;  at 
length  they  came  to  the  broomstaff  witn  me ;  I 
defied  them  still;  when  suddenly  a  file  of  boys 
behind  them,  looee  shot,  delivered  such  a  shower 
of  pebbles,  that  I  was  fiun  to  draw  mine  honour 
in,  and  let  them  win  the  work :  Tlin  devil  {;« 
amongst  them,  I  think,  surelr, 

PorU  These  are  the  youths  that  thunder  at  a 
play-house,  and  fight  for  bitten  applt*? ;  that  no 
audienoe,  but  the  1  ribulalion  of  Tou  er-hill,  or  the 
limba  of  Limehouse,  their  dear  brother^  are  able 
to  endure.  1  have  some  of  them  in  I^mbo  Fatrum^ 
and  there  they  are  like  to  dance  these  three  davs ; 
besides  the  running  banquet  of  two  beadlea,  that 
is  to 


EnUr  ihe  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Cham.  Hereto* me,  what  a  multitude  are  here  I 
They  grow  still  too,  from  all  parts  they  are 

ooming, 
Aa  if  we  kept  a  fair  berel  Where  are  these 

porters, 
Theae  la^  knayet?— Te  hare  made  a  fine  hand, 

fellows. 
There^  a  trim  rabble  let  in :  Are  all  tnese 
Your  faithful  friends  o' the  suburbs?  We  shall  have 
Great  store  of  room,  no  doubt,  left  for  the  ladies. 
When  they  pass  back  ttom  the  christemug. 

Port,  Ant  please  your  honour 

We  are  but  men ;  and  what  so  many  may  do, 
Not  being  torn  a  pieces,  w«  have  done : 
An  army  cannot  rule  thiun. 

Cham,  Aa  I  live, 

If  the  king  blame  me  fort.  III  lay  ye  all 
Bv  the  heels,  and  suddenly ;  and  on  your  heads 
Clap  round  fines,  for  neglect :  You  are  lazy  knaves; 
Ana  here  ye  lie  baiting  of  bumbards,  when 
Ye  should  do  service. — Hark,  the  trumpets  sound; 
rbqr  are  oome  already  from  the  christening : 
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Go,  break  among  the  press,  and  find  a  way  out 
To  let  the  troop  pass  faurly;  or  111  find 
A  Marsbalsea,  shall  hold  you  play  these  two 
months. 

Port,  Make  way  there  for  the  princess. 

Man.  You  great  fellow,  stand  close  up,  or  111 
make  your  head-ache. 

Fort.  You  i'  the  camblet,  get  up  o'  the  rail;  111 
pick  you  o*er  the  pales  else.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  Vf.—The  Polaci. 

Enter  trumpett,  sounding;  then  Two  Aldermen, 
Lord  Mayor,  Garter,  Cranmbr,  Duke  of  Noa- 
FOLK,  unth  hz$  mar^ud'8  staffs  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
Tuxt  Noblemen  hearing  great  standing  hoicia  far 
ihe  thristenmg gifts ;  then  Four  Noblemen, Aeorn^ 
a  canopy^  under  which  the  Duchess  of  Nokfolk, 
godmother^  hearing  the  ehild^  richly  habited  in  a 
mantle^  dbc.  TVatn  borne  by  a  Lady:  then  follows 
the  Marchioness  of  Dorset,  the  other  gotbnother, 
and  Ladies.  The  troop  pass  onoe  about  the  stage^ 
and  Garter  speaks, 

Oart,  Heaven  from  thy  endless  goodness,  send 
prosperous  life,  long,  and  ever  happy,  to  the  high 
and  mighty  princess  of  England,  Elizabeth  t 

flourish.    Enter  King  and  Train, 

Oran.  [Kneeling,]  And  to  your  royal  grace,  and 
the  good  queen, 
My  noble  partners,  and  myself,  thus  pray ; — 
All  comfort,  joj^,  in  this  meet  gracious  lady^ 
Heaven  ever  laid  up  to  make  parents  happy, 
May  hourly  fall  upon  ye  1 

K.  Hen.  Thank  yon,  good  lord  archbishop. 
What  is  her  name? 

Cran,  Elizabeth. 

K,  Hen,  Stand  up,  lord.— 

[The  Ring  kisses  the  child. 
With  this  kiss  take  m^  blessing:  God  protect  thee  I 
Into  whose  hands  I  give  thy  life. 

Cfran,  Amen* 

K.  Hen.  My  noble  gossips,  je  have  been  too 
prodii^l : 
I  thank  ye  heartily;  so  shall  this  lady, 
When  she  has  so  much  English. 

Oran.  Let  me  speak,  sir. 

For  heaven  now  bids  me ;  and  the  words  I  utter 
Let  none  think  flattery,  for  thevll  find  them  truth. 
This  royal  infant  fheaven  still  move  about  her  I) 
Though  in  her  craale,  yet  now  promises 
Upon  this  land  a  thousand  thousand  blessings. 
Which  time  shall  bring  to  ripeness :  She  shall  be 
(But  few  now  living  can  behold  that  goodness) 
A  pattern  to  all  nrinces  living  with  her, 
And  all  that  shall  succeed  :  bheba  was  never 
More  covetous  of  wisdom  and  fair  virtue. 
Than  this  pure  soul  shall  be:  ail  princely  ^aces 
That  mould  n|>  such  a  mighty  piece  as  this  is, 
With  all  the  virtues  that  attend  the  good. 
Shall  still  be  doubled  on  her:  truth  shall  nurse 

her, 
Holy  and  heavenly  thoughts  still  counsel  her : 
She  shall  be  lov*d,  and  fear'd :  Her  own  shall  bless 

her: 
Her  foes  shake  like  a  field  of  beaten  com. 
And  hang  their  heads  with  sorrow :  GK)od  grows 

with  her : 
In  her  days,  every  man  shall  eat  in  safety 
Under  his  own  vine,  what  he  plants ;  and  sing 
The  merry  songs  of  peace  to  all  his  neighbours : 
God  shall  be  truly  known ;  and  those  about  her 
From  her  ahall  read  the  perfeot  ways  of  honou'T^ 
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A.iid  by  those  cUlm  their  greatness,  not  by  blood*  i 
Nor  shall  this   peace  sleep  with  her:    But  as 

when 
The  bird  of  wonder  dies,  the  maiden  phoenix, 
Her  ashes  new  ci'eate  another  heir, 
As  great  in  admiration  as  herself; 
So  wall  she  leave  her  blessedness  to  one 
(When  heaven  shall  call  her  from  this  cloud  of 

darkaess), 
Who,  from  the  sacred  ashes  of  her  honour, 
Shall  star-like  rise,  as  great  in  fame  as  she  was. 
And  80  stand  fix*d:  Peace,  plenty,  love,  troth, 

terror. 
That  were  the  servants  to  this  chosen  infant, 
Shall  then  be  hisj  and  like  a  vine  grow  to  him ; 
Wherever  the  bnght  sun  of  heaven  shall  shine. 
His  honour,  and  the  greatness  of  his  name. 
Shall    be,  and   myake  new  nations:    He  shall 

flourish, 
And,  like  a  mountain  cedar,  reach  his  branches 
To  all  the  plains  about  him :        Our  children's 

children 
Shall  see  this,  and  bless  heaven. 
K.  Hen,  Thou  speakest  wonddn. 

Oran.  She  shall    be,    to    the    happiness    of 

Enghmd, 
An  aged  princess ;  manj  days  shall  see  her. 
And  vet  no  dav  vrithout  a  deed  to  orown  it. 
Would  I  had  Imown  no  morel  but  she  must  die, 
She  must,  the  saints  must  have  her ;  yet  a  virgin, 
A  most  unspotted  lily  shall  she  pass 
To  the  ground,  and  all  the  world  shall  mourn  her. 
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K,  Hen,  O  lord  arehbishop. 
Thou  hast  made  me  now  a  man ;  never,  befofe 
This  happy  child,  did  I  get  anything.: 
This  oracle  of  comfort  lias  so  pleasu  me, 
That,  when  I  am  in  heaven,  I  sliall  desire 
To  see  what  this  child  does,  and  praise  my  Maker. 
I  thank  ye  all,— to  you  my  good  lord  mayor. 
And  you,  good  brethren,  J  am  much  beholding; 
I  have  receiv'd  much  honour  hy  your  presence. 
And  ye  shall  find  me  thankful.  Lead  the  way, 

lords ; 
Ye  must  all  see  the  queen,  and  she  must  thank  ye. 
She  Mrill  be  sick  else.    This  day,  no  man  think 
He  has  business  at  his  house ;  for  all  shall  stay ; 
This  little  one  shall  make  it  holiday.        [ExeunU 

EPILOQUB. 

Tis  ten  to  one,  this  play  can  never  please 
All  that  are  here :  Some  come  to  take  their  ease, 
And  sleep  an  act  or  two ;  but  those,  we  fear, 
We  have  frighted  with  our  trumpets ;  so  'tis  elenr, 
They'll  say  'tis  naught :  others,  to  hear  the  city 
Abus'd  extremely,  and  to  cry,— "that's  witty  I" 
Which  we  have  not  done  neither :  that,  I  fear, 
All  the  expected  good  we  are  like  to  hear. 
For  this  play  at  this  time,  is  only  in 
The  merciful  construction  of  good  women; 
For  such  a  one  we  show'd  them :  If  they  amile 
And  say  'twill  do,  I  know,  within  a  while 
All  the  best  men  are  ours ;  for  'tis  ill  hap. 
If  they  hold,  when  their  ladies  hid  them  oUp. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


B0RTB1TBXU8,  i , 

Tvo  8«iT»at>  of  Vmto,  *  cT«4lltor  of  TliBoa. 
▲  Sarraal  of  Iildortt.  a  erodttor  of  TtBoo. 
Cnpld  and  IfMken. 
ArMf 


Foci. 

Painter. 

Joweller.      Merehaal 

An  old  Athttiian. 

APag«. 

AFooU 

PKRTRIA,  a  mlstr^a  to  AloIUadea. 

TDCAIIDKA.  a  mlstran  to  AldUadML 

~  '      Lords.  Banaton,  OActn,  Boldtea, 

BanOttt,  and  AttoBdhnk 


80E]IB.-Atli«ni,  and  tlio  Woods  a^Jolnlnc. 


ACT  I. 


BOENB  1.— Aihentf.    ^  HoQ  in  Timon*8  J7otMe. 

EnUr  Poet,  Painter,  Jeweller,  Merohani,  and 
otherst  at  several  doors. 

PoeL  Good  day,  sir. 

Paim,  I  am  fflad  yon  are  welL 

PoeL  I  haye  not  aeen  joaioDg:  How  goes  the 
world? 

Pom,  It  wears,  sir,  as  it  gi  owe. 

Poet.  Ay,  that's  well  known : 

But  what  particular  rarify  ?  what  strange. 
Which  manifold  record  not  matches  ?    See, 
Magic  of  boauty  1  all  these  spirits  thy  power 
Hath  ooniar'd  to  attend.    I  know  the  merchant. 

Pain,  I  know  them  both;  th*  other's  a  jeweller. 

Mer.  O,  *tis  a  worthy  lord  1 

Jew,  Nay,  that's  most  fix'd. 

Mer,  A  most  hioomparaUe  man ;  breath'd,  as 
it  were, 
To  an  nnttrable  and  continoate  goodneas : 
He  passes. 

Jew.       I  hare  a  Jewel  here. 

Mer.  O.  pray,  let's  see't :  For  the  Lord  Timon, 
sir?  [that— 

Jew.  If  he  will  tonch  the  estimate:  Bat,  for 
.    Poet.  **  When  we  for  recompense  have  prais'd 

the  Tile, 
It  stains  the  glory  in  that  happy  rerse 
Which  sptly  sings  the  good." 

Mer.  'Tis  a  good  form.  [Looking  at  the  Jewel. 

Jew.  And  rich :  here  is  a  water,  look  too. 

PatH.  Yon  are  rapt,  sir,  in  some  won,  some 
dedication 
To  the  great  lord. 

Poet.  A  thing  dipp'd  idly  from  me. 

Onr  poesy  is  aa  a  gum,  which  ooses 
From  whence  'tis  uomished :  The  fire  i'  the  flint 
Shows  not  till  it  be  stmck  s  onr  gentle  flame 
ProTckes  itself,  and,  like  the  current,  flies 
Bach  bonnd  it  chafes.    What  have  yon  there  ? 

Pain,  A  picture,  sir.— When  comet  yonr  book 


Poet.  Upon  the  heels  of  my  prseentment,  air. 
Let's  see  yonr  piece. 

Pain.  'Tis  a  good  piece. 

Poet.  So  'tis :  This  comesoff  well  and  excellent 

Pain.  Indifferent. 

Poet.  Admirable :  How  this  grace 

Speaks  his  own  standing  I  what  a  mental  power 
This  eye  shoots  fortb  t  how  big  imagination 
Moves  in  this  lip  I  to  the  dumbness  of  the  gesture 
One  might  interpret. 

Pain.  It  is  a  pretty  mocking  of  the  life. 
Here  is  a  touch :  Is't  good  ? 

Poet.  m  say  of  it. 

It  tators  natures  artificial  strife 
Lives  in  these  tenches,  livelier  than  life. 

Enter  certain  Senators,  and  pass  over. 

Pain.  How  this  lord's  follow'd! 

Poet.  The  senators  of  Athens: — ^Happy  ment 

Pain.  Look,  more ! 

Poet.  Yon  see  this  oonfluenoe,  this  great  flood 
of  visitors. 
I  have,  in  this  rongh  work,  shap'd  out  a  man 
Whom  this  beneath  world  doth  embrace  and  hug 
With  amplest  entertainment :  My  free  drift 
Halts  not  particnlarly,  but  moves  itself 
In  a  wide  sea  of  wax :  no  levell'd  malice 
Infects  one  comma  in  the  course  I  hold ; 
But  flies  an  eagle  flight,  bold,  and  forth  on. 
Leaving  no  tract  beldnd. 

Pain.  How  shall  I  understand  you  f 

Poet.  I'll  unbolt  to  yoa 

You  see  how  all  conditions,  how  all  minds 
(As  well  of  glib  and  slippeiy  creatures,  as 
Of  grave  and  austere  qnalil^),  tender  down 
Their  services  to  Lord  Timon :  his  large  fortune, 
Upon  his  good  and  gracious  nature  hanging, 
Subdues  and  properties  to  his  love  and  tendance 
All  sorts  of  hearts;  yea,  from  the  glassfao'd 

flatterer 
To  Apemantus,  that  few  things  loves  better 
Than  to  abhor  himself :  even  he  dropa  down 
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The  knM  before  him,  and  ntant  in  peaeo 
Host  rich  in  Timon^s  nod. 

Pom.  I  saw  them  speak  together. 

Poet.  Sir,  I  hare  upon  a  high  and  pleasant  hill, 
Feign'd  Fortnne  to  be  thron'd :  The  base  o' the 

mount 
Is  rank'd  with  all  deserts,  all  kinds  of  natures, 
That  labour  on  the  bosom  of  this  sphere 
To  propagate  their  states :  amongst  them  all, 
Whose  eres  are  on  this  sovereign  lady  fiz*d, 
One  do  I  personate  of  Lord  Timon*s  frame. 
Whom  Fortune  with  her  ivory  hand  wafts  to  her ; 
Whose  present  grace  to  present  slayes  and 
Translates  his  rivals.  [servants 

Pain,  *Tis  conceived  to  scope. 

This  throne,  this  Fortune,  and  this  hill,  methinks. 
With  one  man  beckon'd  from  the  rest  below. 
Bowing  his  head  against  the  steepy  mount 
To  cUmb  his  happiness,  would  be  well  express'd 
In  our  eondition. 

Poet,  Nay,  sfar,  but  hear  me  on : 

All  those  which  were  his  fellows  but  of  late 

iSome  better  than  his  value),  on  the  moment 
i'oUow  his  strides,  his  lobbies  fill  with  tendance. 
Bain  aacrifidal  whisperings  in  his  ear. 
Hake  sacred  even  his  stirrup,  and  through  him 
Drink  the  free  air. 
Pain.  Ay,  marry,  what  of  these  f 

Poet.  When  Fortune,  in  her  shift  and  change 
of  mood, 
Spoms  down  her  late  beloVd,  all  his  dependants, 
"Which  labour*d  after  him  to  the  mountain's  top, 
Evan  on  their  knees  and  hands,  lot  him  slip  down. 
Not  one  accompanying  his  declining  foot 

Pedn.  'Tis common: 
A  thousand  moral  paintings  I  can  show. 
That  shall  demonstrate  these  quick  blows  of 

Fortune's 
More  pregnantly  than  words.    Tet  yon  do  well, 
To  diow  Lord  Timon  that  mean  eyes  have  seen 
The  foot  above  the  head. 

TrwnpeU  aownd.    Enter  Tnioir,  attended;  ihe 
Servant  of  YnNnDius  talking  with  him. 

Titm.  Imprison'd  is  he,  say  von  f 

Ten.  8erv.  Ay,  my  good  lord;  five  talents  is 
bis  debt; 

His  means  most  short,  his  creditors  most  strait : 

Your  honourable  letter  he  desires 

To  those  have  shuthim  up :  which  failing  to  him, 

Periods  his  comfort. 
Tim.  Noble  Yentidius  I  WeU ; 

I  am  not  of  that  feather  to  shake  o£P 

ICy  friend  when  he  must  need  me.  I  do  know  him 

A  gentleman  that  well  deserves  a  help,       Thim. 

Which  he  shall  have:  I'll  nav  the  debt  and  free 
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Lue.  Here,  at  your  lordsh^'s  service. 

Old  Ath.  This  fellow  here,  Lord  Timon,  this 
thy  creature. 
By  night  frequents  my  house.    I  am  a  man 
That  nrom  my  first  have  been  inclined  to  thrift ; 
And  my  estate  deserves  an  heir  more  rais'd 
Than  one  which  holds  a  trencher. 

Tim.  Well:  what  further? 

Old  AtK  One  only  daughter  have  I,  no  kin  else, 
On  whom  I  may  confer  what  I  have  got: 
The  maid  is  fair,  o'  the  youngest  for  a  bride, 
And  I  have  bred  her  at  mydearest  cost. 
In  qualities  of  the  best    This  man  of  thine 
Attempts  her  love :  I  prithee,  noble  lord. 
Join  with  me  to  forbid  him  her  resort ; 
Myself  have  spoke  in  vain. 

Tim.  The  man  is  honest 

Old  Ath.  Therefore  he  will  be,  Timon : 
His  honesty  rewards  him  in  itself. 
It  must  not  bear  my  daughter. 

Tim.  Does  she  love  him  f 

Old  Ath.  Sheisyoun^andapt: 
Our  own  precedent  passions  do  instruct  us 
What  levity's  in  youth. 

Tim.  rroLudLius]  Love  yon  the  maid  7 

Luc.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  and  she  accepts  of  it 

Old  Ath.  If  in  her  marriage  my  consent  be 
missing, 
I  can  the  gods  to  witness,  I  wOl  choose 
Mine  heir  from  forth  the  beggars  of  the  worid, 
And  dispossess  her  alL 

Tim.  How  shall  she  be  endow'd. 

If  she  be  mated  with  an  equal  husband? 

Old  Ath.  Three  talents,  on  the  present;  In 
future,  alL 

Tim.  This  gentleman  of  ndne  hath  senr'd  ms 
long; 
To  build  his  fortune  I  would  strain  a  little. 
For  'tis  a  bond  in  men.  Give  him  thy  daughter : 
What  you  bestow,  in  him  I'll  counterpoise. 
And  make  him  weigh  with  her. 

Old  Ath.  Most  noble  lotd, 

Pawn  me  to  this  your  honour ;  she  is  his. 

Tim.  My  band  to  thee ;  mine  honour  on  my 
promise. 

Lue.  HumbIyIthankyonrlordship:Neverniaj 
That  state  or  fortune  fall  into  my  keeping, 
Which  is  not  ow'd  to  you ! 

[Exeunt  Luoilius  and  Old  Athenian. 

Poet.  Vouchsafe  my  labour,  and  long  live  your 
lordship !  [anon : 

Tim.  I  thank  you ;  yon  shall  hear  from  me 
Go  not  away. — What  have  you  there,  my  friend  ? 

Pain.  A  pieoe  of  painting,  wliioh  I  do  beseech 
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TIMOW   OV 
/m9.  My  lord,  'tu  imted 

Am  ttioM  whleh  mU  woold giTe:  But  jou  weQ 

know 
Things  of  Uke  valna,  differing  in  the  owners, 
Are  prized  hj  their  masters:  believ't  dear  lord, 
Ton  mend  the  jewel  hj  the  wearing  it 
TVii*.  WeUmock'd. 

Mer.  No,  my  good  lord;    he   speaks  the 
common  tongae, 
Whieh  all  men  speak  with  him. 
Tim,  Look  who  comes  here.  Will  yon  he  chid? 

Enter  Apbmartus. 
Jew,  We  will  bear  with  yonr  lordship. 
Mer,  He'll  spare  n<me. 

Tim,  Good  morrow  to  thee,  gentle  Apemantos  1 
Apem,  Till  I  be  gentle,  stay  thou  for  thy  good 
morrow ; 
When  thou  art  Timon's  dog,  and  these  knayes 
honest. 
Tim.  Why  dost  thoa  caD  them  knaves?  iboa 

Imow'st  them  not 
Apem.  Are  they  not  Athenians  f 
Tim.  Tes. 

Apem.  Then  I  repent  not 
Jew.  Yon  know  me,  Apemantos. 
Apem,  Thon  know'stldo;  I  ealled  thee  by 

thy  name. 
Tim.  Thon  art  prond,  Apemantos. 
Apem,  Of  nothing  so  mooh  as  that  I  am  not 

likeTimon. 
T^Bi.  Wbitber  art  going?  [brains. 

Avem.  To  knock  oot  an  h<mest  Athenian's 
TYnt.  That's  a  deed  thoolt  die  for. 
Apem.  Bight,  if  doing  nothing  be  death  by  the 

law. 
Tim.  How  likes  thoa  this  pictore,  Apemantos  ? 
Apem.  The  best,  for  the  innocence. 
Tim.  Wrought  he  not  well  that  painted  it? 
Apem.  He  wrought   better  that  made  the 
paintf  r  ;  and  yet  he's  hot  a  filthy  piece  of  work. 
Fain.  Yon  are  a  dog. 

Apem.  Thy  mother's  of  my  generatkm:  What's 
■he^iflbeadog? 
Tim.  Wilt  dine  with  me,  Apemantos  ? 
Apem.  No,  I  eat  not  lords. 
Tim.  An  thon  shonldst,  thoo'dst  anger  ladie«. 
Apem,  0,  their  eat  lords;  so  they  come  by 

great  oeUies. 
Tim.  That's  a  lasdvioos  apprehension. 
Apem.  So  thooapprehend'st  it:  Take  it  for 
fhy  laboar. 
Tim.  How  dostthonlike  this  jewel,  Apemantos? 
Apem.  Not  so  well  as  plam  dealing,  which 
will  not  cost  a  man  a  doit. 

Tim.  What  dost  thon  think  'tis  worth? 
Apem,  Not  worth  my  thinking.— How  now, 

poet? 
Po«f.  How  now, 'philosopher? 
Apem.  Thoa  liest 
Poet.  Art  not  one  ? 
Apem.  Yes. 
Poet.  Then  I  lie  not 
Apem.  Art  not  a  poet? 
Poet.  Yes. 

Apem.  Then  thoa  Uest :  look  In  fhy  last  woik, 
where  thoa  bast  feiflu'd  him  a  worthy  fellow. 
Pcet.  That's  not  feign 'd,  he  is  so. 
Apem.  Yes.  he  is  worthy  of  thee,  and  to  pay 
tbee  for  thy  laboor :  He  that  lores  to  be  flattered 
is  worthy  o'  the  flatterer.    Heavens,  that  I  were 
a  lord  I 
Tim,  What  wonldst  do  then,  Apemantos  ? 
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Apem,  Even  as  Apemantos  does  now,  hate  a 
lord  with  my  heart. 

Tim,  What,  thyseU? 

Apem,  Ay. 

Tim.  Wherefore? 

Apem.  That  I  had  no  angry  wit  to  be  a  lord. 
Art  not  thoa  a  merchant  ? 

Mer,  Ay,  Apemantos. 

Apem.  T^rafflo  oonfoond  thee,  If  the  gods  will 
notl 

Mer.  If  trafilo  do  it,  the  gods  do  it 

Apewt,  Traffic's  thy  god,  and  thy  god  oonfoond 
thee! 

Trumpets  mmnd.    Enter  a  Serrant 

Tim,  What  trnmpet's  that? 

8erv.  'Tis  Alcibiadee,  and  some  twenty  hone, 
All  of  companionship. 

Tim,  Pray  entertam  them ;  give  them  zMt 

to  OS. —     \^Exeuwt  some  Attendants. 

Yoo  most  needs  dine  with  me :— Go  not  yoo  henee 

Till  I  have  thanked  yoo;  and,  when  dinner's  done 

Show  me  this  piece.— I  am  joyfol  of  yoor  sights. 

Enter  Aloibzai>b8,  wOh  ki$  eompanff. 

Most  welcome,  sir  I  [  They  edhUe. 

Apem,  So,  so;  there  I — 

Aches  contract  and  etarve  yoor  sopple  joints  I— 
That  there  shoold  be  small  loye  'mongst  these 

sweet  knaves. 
And  an  this  coort'sy  I  The  strain  of  man's  bred 

oat 
Into  baboon  and  monkey. 

Aleib,  Sir,  yoo  have  say'd  my  longfaig,  and  I 
feed  most  hongerly  on  yoor  sight 

Tim.  Bight  welcome,  sfar. 

Ere  we  depart,  well  share  a  boonteoos  time 
In  different  pleasures.    Pray  yoo,  let  os  in. 

lExeuni  all  but  Apxkantus. 
Enter  two  Lords. 

1  Lord.  What  time  a  day  is't,  Apemantos? 
Apem,  Time  to  be  honest 

ILord.  That  time  serves  stilL 
Apem,  The  most  accorsed  thoo  that  still 
omitt'st  it. 

2  Lord,  Thoo  art  gohig  to  Lord  Timon's  f^ast 
Apem.  Ay,  to  see  meat  fill  knaves,  and  wine 

heat  fools. 
2  Lord.  Fare  thee  well,  fare  thee  weU. 
Apem.  Thoo  art  a  fool  to  bid  me  farewell  twice. 
2  Lord.  Why,  Apemantos  ? 
Apem,  Shooldst  have  kept  one  to  thyself,  for 
I  mean  to  give  thee  none. 

1  Lord,  Hang  thyself. 

Apem.  No,  I  will  do  nothing  at  thy  bidding; 
make  thy  requests  to  thy  friend. 

2  Lord,  Away,  onpeaceable  dog,  or  VU  spam 
thee  hence. 

Apem.  I  will  fly,  Uke  a  dog,  the  heels  of  the  ass. 

[Exit. 

1  Lord,  He's  opposite  to  homanitj.    Oome, 

shall  we  in. 
And  taste  Lord  Timon's  boonty  ?  he  ootgoes 
The  very  heart  of  kindness. 

2  Lord.  He  poors  it  oot ;  Plotos,  the  god  of 

gold, 
Is  hot  his  steward :  no  meed,  hot  he  repays 
Sevenfold  above  itself ;  no  gift  to  him. 
Bat  breeds  the  giver  a  retom  ezoeeding 
All  ose  of  qoittanoe. 

1  Lord.  The  noblest  mind  he  eairiet, 

That  ever  govem'd  man.  (^r\r\n\c> 
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t  Lwd,  Long  maj  he  live  in  fortnnet  1  Shall 

we  in  7 
1  Lord,  ril  keep  joa  oompanj.  \Eteew^ 

SCENE  YL'-Tht  same.    A  Room  qf  BtaU  m 
Timon*8  Eou$e. 

Bauthoyi  playing  loud  mune.  A  great  banquet 
served  in  ;  Fulviub  and  others  attending :  then 
enter  Timon,  Alcibiadbb,  Lucius,  Lucullub, 
Skmpboniub,  and  other  Athenian  Senators, 
tM^yENTiDiU8,am2  Attendants.  Theneomes^ 
dropping  qfUraU,ArsMJJHTVBt  disconUntedly. 

Ten,  Most  hononr'd  Timon, 
It  hath  pleas'd  the  gods  to  remember  my  father's 

age, 
And  can  him  to  long  peace. 
He  is  gone  happy,  and  has  left  me  rich : 
Then,  at  in  grateful  virtue  I  am  bound 
To  jonr  free  heart,  I  do  return  those  talents, 
Donbled,  with  thanlu,  and  Berrice.  from  whose 

help 
t  deriy'd  liberty. 

Tim,  O,  by  no  means, 

Honest  Yentidins :  jon  mistake  my  lo?e ; 
I  gave  it  freely  ever ;  and  there's  none 
Can  truly  say  he  gives,  if  he  receives : 
If  oor  betters  play  at  that  game,  we  mastnot  dare 
To  imitate  them :  Faults  that  are  rich,  are  fair. 

Ven,  A  noble  spirit. 
[^They  <Ul  stand  ceremoniously  looking  on  TncoH. 

Tim.  Nay,  my  lords,  ceremony  was  hot  devis'd 
at  first 
To  set  a  gloss  on  faint  deeds,  hollow  welcomes, 
Becanting  goodness,  sorry  ere  'tis  shown ; 
But  where  there  is  true  friendship,  there  needs 

none. 
Pray  sit;  more  welcome  are  ye  to  my  fortunes, 
Than  my  fortunes  to  me.  [They  sit, 

1  Lord.  My  lord,  we  always  have  oonfess'd  it. 

Apem.  Ho,  ho,  confessed  it  1  hang'd  it,  have 
you  not  7 

Tim.  O,  Apemantus  I— you  are  welcome. 

Apem.  No,  you  shall  not  make  me  welcome : 
I  come  to  hare  thee  thrast  me  out  of  doors. 

Tim.  f^e,  ihou'rt  a  churl ;  you  have  got  a 
humour  there 
Does  not  become  a  man,  'tis  much  to  blame : — 
They  say,  my  lords,  ira furor  brevis  est^ 
But  yond'  man's  very  angry. 
Go,  let  him  have  a  table  by  himself ; 
For  he  does  neither  afft  ct  company, 
Nor  is  he  fit  for't,  indeed. 

Apem.  Let  me  stay  at  thine  apperil,  Timon ; 
I  come  to  observe ;  I  give  thee  waruing  on't. 

Tim.  I  take  no  heed  of  thee  ;  thou  art  an  Athe- 
nian ;  therefore  welcome :  I  myself  would  have 
no  power :  prithee  let  my  meat  make  thee  sUent. 

Apem.  I  scorn  thy  meat;  'twould  choke  me, 
for  I  should 
Ne'er  flatter  thee.— O  you  gods  I  what  a  number 
Of  men  eat  Timon,  and  he  sees  them  not  1 
It  grieves  me  to  see  so  manv  dip  their  meat 
In  one  man's  blood ;  and  all  the  madness  ia, 
He  cheers  them  up  too. 

I  wonder  men  dare  trust  themselves  with  men : 
Methinks,  they  should  invite  them  without 

knives; 
Good  for  their  meat,  and  safer  for  their  lives. 
There's  much  example  for't ;  the  fellow,  that 
Sits  next  him  now,  parts  bread  with  him,  and 

pled  free 
The  breath  of  him  in  a  difided  draught, 


Is  the  readiest  man  to  kill  him:  ithasbeenproT*d 
If  I  were  a  huse  man,  I  should  fear  t*  drink  at 

meals; 
Lest  they  should  tpy  my  windpipe's  dangerous 

notes: 
Great  men  should  drink  with  harness  on  their 

throats. 
Titn.  My  lord,  in  heart ;  and  )et  the  health  go 

round. 
2  Lord.  Let  it  flow  this  way,  my  good  lord. 
Ajpem.  Flow  this  way  I    A  mrave  fellow  1— he 

keeps  his  tides  welL 
Those  healths  will  make  thee,  and  thy  state,  lo<^ 

ill,  Timon : 
Here's  that,  which  is  too  weak  to  be  a  sinner. 
Honest  water,  which  ne'er  left  man  i'  the  mire : 
Tbis,  and  my  food,  are  equals;  there's  no  odds. 
Feasts  are  too  proud  to  give  thanks  to  ^  gods. 

Apekaktub's  Gbacb. 
Immortal  gods,  I  crave  no  pelf ; 
I  pray  for  no  man,  but  myself : 
Grant  I  may  never  prove  so  fond. 
To  trust  man  on  his  oath  or  bond ; 
Or  a  harlot,  for  her  weeping ; 
Or  a  dog,  that  seems  a  sleeping ; 
Or  a  keeper  with  my  freedom ; 
Or  my  friends,  if  I  should  need  'em. 
Amen.    So  fall  to't : 
Bioh  men  sin,  and  I  eat  root. 

[Eats  and  drinks. 
Mrch  good  dioh  thy  good  heart,  Apemantus  I 
Tim.  Captain  Alcibiades,  your  heart's  in  the 

field  now. 
Aleib.  My  heart  iseverat  your  service,  my  lord. 
Tim.  You  had  rather  be  at  a  breakfast  of 
enemies,  than  a  dinner  of  friends. 

Aleib.  So  they  were  bleeding-new,  my  lord, 
there's  no  meat  like  them ;  I  could  wish  my  best 
friend  at  such  a  feast. 

Apem.  'Would  all  those  flatterers  were  thine 
enemies  then;  that  then  thou  mightst  kill  'em, 
and  bid  me  to  'em. 

1  Lord.  Might  we  but  have  that  happiness,  my 
lord,  that  you  would-once  use  our  hearts,  wherel^ 
we  might  express  seme  part  of  our  leids,  we 
should  think  ourselves  for  ever  perfect 

Tim.  O,  no  doubt,  my  good  friends,  but  thegods 
themselves  have  provided  that  I  shall  have  much 
help  from  you :  How  had  you  been,  my  friends, 
else  7  why  have  you  that  charitable  title  from 
tbonsands,  did  not  you  chiefly  belong  to  my  heart  t 
I  have  told  more  of  you  to  myself,  than  you  can 
with  modesty  speak  in  your  own  bebalf ;  and  thus 
far  I  confirm  you.  O,  you  gods,  think  I,  what 
need  we  have  any  friends,  if  we  should  ne'er  have 
need  of  them?  they  were  the  most  needless 
creatures  living  should  wene'er  have  use  for  them, 
and  would  most  resemble  sweet  instruments  hung 
up  in  cases,  that  keep  their  sounds  to  themselves. 
Why,  I  have  often  wished  myself  poorer,  that  I 
might  oome  nearer  to  you.  We  are  bom  to  do 
benefits :  and  what  better  or  properer  can  we  call 
our  own  than  the  riches  of  our  friends  ?  O,  what 
a  precious  comfort  'tis  to  have  so  many  like 
brothers,  commanding  one  another's  fortunes  t 
O  joy,  e'en  made  away  ere  it  can  be  bom  I  Mine 
eyes  cannot  hold  out  water,  methinks;  to  forget 
their  faults,  I  drink  to  you. 

Apem,  Thou  weepest  to  make  them  drink, 
Timon. 

2  Lord.  Joyhadthelikeconeeptioninonrma, 
And.  at  that  Instant,  l^.^aj^  sprung  up.|^ 


TIMON  OF 
Jpem.  Ho,  Itol  I  laugh  to  ihink  that  babe  a 

bastard. 
8  Lord.  I  promise  yoOt  my  lord,  yoa  moY*d  me 

mnoli* 
Apem.  Maohl  [Tucket  founded. 

Tim,  What  means  that  trump  ?— How  now  f 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Please  yon,  my  lord,  there  are  eertain 
ladies  most  desirons  of  admittance. 

Tim.  Ladies  ?    Wbat  are  their  wills  f 

Serv.  There  oomes  with  them  a  forerunner,  my 
lord,  which  bears  that  o£Elce  to  signify  thek 
pleasares. 

TYiii.  I  pray,  let  them  be  admitted. 

Enter  Cxjud. 
Cup.  Hail  to  thee,  worthy  Timon;— and  to  all 
That  of  his  boonties  taste !— the  five  best  senses 
Acknowledge  thee  tbeir  patron ;— and  oome  freely 
To  gratnlate  thy  plenteons  bosom : 
The  ear,  taste,  tonoh,  smeU,  pleas'd  from  thy  table 

rise: 
Tbey  only  now  eome  bat  to  feast  thine  eyes. 
Tun.  They  are  welcome  all ;  let  them  have  kind 
admittance. 
Mndo  make  their  welcome.  [Exit  Ounn. 

1  Lord.  Ton  see,  my  lord,  how  ample  y'  are 
beloVd. 

Munc.  Be-enter  Cupm,  wiik  a  masque  o/Ladies 
Of  Amaxona,  with  lutes  in  their  hands,  dancing 
mid  playing, 

Apem.  Hey-day,  what  a  sweep  of  vanity  oomes 
this  wayl 

Tbey  dance  t  they  are  mad  women. 

Like  madness  is  the  glory  of  this  life. 

As  this  pomp  shows  to  a  little  oil  and  root. 

We  make  ourselves  fools  to  disport  ourselves; 

And  spend  our  flatteries  to  drink  those  men. 

Upon  whose  age  we  void  it  up  again, 

With  poisonous  spite  and  envy. 

Who  lives  that's  not  depraved,  or  depraves  f 

Who  dies,  that  bears  not  one  spurn  to  their  graves 

Of  their  friends*  gift? 

I  should  fear  those  that  dance  before  me  now. 

Would  one  dav  stamp  upon  mo :  It  has  been  done : 

Men  shut  thdr  doors  against  a  setting  sun. 

The  JjotAb  rise /rom  the  tables  with  much  adoring 
of  TiMov :  andt  to  show  their  loves^  each  singles 
out  an  Amaston,  and  all  dance,  men  with  women^ 
m  lofty  strain  or  two  to  the  hautboys,  and  cease, 
Tim.  You  have  done  our  pleasures  much  grace, 
fsir  ladies. 

Set  a  filr  fashion  on  our  entertainment, 

Which  was  not  half  so  beautiful  and  kind; 

You  have  added  worth  unto't  and  lustre. 

And  entertain'd  me  with  mine  own  device ; 

I  am  to  thank  you  for  it. 
1  Lady.  My  lord,  you  take  us  even  at  the  best. 
Apem.  'Faith,  for  the  worst  is  filthy;  and 

would  not  hold  taking,  I  doubt  me. 
Tim.  Ladies,  there  is  an  idle  banquet 

Attends  you :  please  you  to  dispose  yourselves. 
AU  Lad.  Host  thankfully,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  Cupid  and  Ladies. 
Tim.  Flavins  I 
Flav.  Uj  lord. 

Tim.  The  little  casket  bring  me  hither. 

Flav.  Yes,  my  lord. — More  jewels  yet  I 

There  is  no  crossing  him  in  his  humour; 

[Aside. 

Else  I  should  teU  him,--Well,-4'fkith,  I  should. 
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When  all's  spent,  he*d  be  eross'd  then,  an  he 

could. 
T'lB  pity  bounty  had  not  eyes  behind ; 
That  man  might  ne'er  be  wretched  for  his  mind. 
[Exit,  and  returns  with  the  casket. 

1  Lord.  Where  be  our  men  ? 
Serv.  Here,  my  lord,  in  readiness. 

2  Lord.  Our  horses. 
Tim.  O  my  friends, 

I  have  one  word  to  say  to  you ;— Look  you,  my 

good  lord, 
I  must  entreat  yon,  honour  me  so  much, 
As  to  advance  this  jewel ;  accept  it,  and  wear  it, 
Kind  my  lord. 

1  Lord.  I  am  so  far  already  in  your  gifts,* 
AU.  So  are  we  all. 

Enter  a  Servant 

iS'erv.  My  lord,  there  are  certain  nobles  of  the 
senate 
Newly  alighted,  and  come  to  visit  yon. 
Tim,  They  are  fairly  welcome. 
Flav.  I  beseech  your  honour, 

Youobsafeme  a  word ;  it  does  concern  you  near. 
Tim.  Near ;  why  then  another  time  I'U  hear 
thee: 
I  prithee,  let's  be  provided  to  show  them  enter- 
tainment. 
Flav.  I  scarce  know  how.  [Aside. 

Enter  another  Servant. 

fi  Serv.  May  it  please  your  honour,  the  Lord 
Lucius, 
Out  of  his  free  love,  hath  presented  to  you 
Four  milk-white  horses,  trapp'd  in  silver. 

Tim.  I  shalkiccept  them  fairly :  let  the  presents 

Enter  a  third  Servant. 
Be  worthUy  entertain'd—How  now,  what  news? 

8  Serv.  Please  you,  my  lord,  that  honourable 
gentleman,  Lord  LacuUns,  entreats  your  com- 
pany to-morrow  to  hunt  with  him ;  and  has  sent 
your  honour  two  brace  of  greyhounds. 

Tiwi,  I'll  hunt  with  him ;  and  let  them  be 
received. 
Not  without  fair  reward. 

Flav.  [Aside.]  What  will  this  come  to  > 

He  commands  us  to  provide,  and  give  great  gifts, 
And  all  out  of  an  empty  coffer. — 
Nor  will  he  know  his  purse ;  or  yield  me  this. 
To  show  him  what  a  beggar  his  heart  is, 
Being  of  no  power  to  make  his  wishes  good 
His  promises  fly  co  beyond  his  state. 
That  what  he  speaks  is  all  in  debt,  he  owes  foe 

every  word ; 
He  is  so  kind,  that  he  now  pm  interest  for't ; 
His  land's  put  to  their  books.  Well,  'would  I  were 
Gkntly  put  out  of  office,  before  I  were  forced  out  t 
Happier  is  he  that  has  no  friend  to  feed, 
Than  such  that  do  even  enemies  exoeed. 
I  bleed  inwardly  for  my  lord.  [  Exit. 

Tim.  You  do  yourselves 

Much  wrong,  you  bate  too  much  of  your  own 

merits : 
Here,  my  lord,  a  trifle  of  our  love. 

2  Lord.  With  more  than  eommon  thanks  I 
will  receive  it. 

8  Lord.  O,  he  is  the  very  soul  of  bounty  I 
Tim.  And  now  I  remember,  my  lord,  you  gave 
Good  words  the  other  day  of  a  bay  courser 
I  rode  on :  it  is  yours,  because  you  liked  it  I 
2  Lord.  0,  I  beseech  you.  pardon  me,  my 
Icffd,  in  tha^  r  ^  i 
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Tim,  Ton  maj  take  my  word»  mj  lord ;  X 
know,  no  man 
Oan  lnstly  praise,  bnt  what  he  does  affect : 
I  weigh  my  friend's  affection  with  mine  own ; 
I'll  tpll  yoQ  true.    I'll  call  to  yoo. 

All  L<>rds.  None  so  welcome. 

Tim.  I  take  all  and  yonr  several  visitations 
So  kind  to  heart,  'tis  not  enough  to  give ; 
Methiuks,  I  coold  deal  kingdoms  to  my  friends, 
And  ne'er  be  weary.— Alcibiades, 
Thon  art  a  soldier,  therefore  seldom  rich ; 
It  comes  in  charity  to  thee :  for  all  thy  living 
Is  'mongst  the  dead ;  and  all  the  lands  thou  hast 
lie  in  a  pitch'd  field. 

Aleib.  A^,  defll'd  land,  my  lord. 

1  Lord.  We  are  so  vurtnoosly  bound, — 
Tim.  And  bo 

Am  I  to  TOO. 

2  Lord.       Bo  infinitely  endear'd — 
Tim.  All  to  yoa — Lights,  more  lights. 

1  Lord.  The  best  of  happiness. 

Honour  and  fortunes  keep  withyou,  Lord  Timon  I 
Tim,  Beady  for  bis  friends. 

ISxeunt  Aloibiadbs,  Lords,  de. 


ATHEN& 

Apem.  What  a  coil's  here  t 

8(>rving  of  becks,  and  jutting  out  of  bums ! 
I  doubt  whether  their  legs  be  worth  the  suma 
That  are  given  for  'em.    Friendship's  full  of 

dregs: 
Methinks,  false  hearts  should  never  have  sound 

legs. 
Thus  honest  fools  lay  out  their  wealth  on 
oourt'sies. 

Tim.  Now  Apemantus,  if  thou  wert  not  sullen, 
I  would  be  good  to  thee. 

Apem.  No,  I'll  nothing:  for  if  I  should  be 
brib  d  too,  there  would  be  none  left  to  rail  upon 
thee ;  and  then  thou  wouldstsin  the  faster.  Tbon 
giv'st  so  lon^,  Timon,  I  fear  mf>,  thou  wilt  give 
away  thyst* If  in  paper  sbortl;^ :  What  need  theae 
feasts,  pomps,  and  vain  glones7 

Tim.  Nay,  an  you  begio  to  rail  on  society  once 
I  am  sworu  not  to  give  regard  toyou.  Farewell ; 
and  come  with  better  mudc.  [Exit. 

Apem.  So ;— thou'lt  not  hear  me  now,— thou 
shalt  not  then.    I'll  lock  thy  heaven  from  thee. 
O,  that  men's  ears  should  be 
To  counsel  deaf,  but  not  to  flattery  1         lExii, 


ACT  n. 


8GENB  L— Athens.    A  Boom  in  a  Senator's 
House. 

Enter  a  Senator,  wiihpapen  in  hit  hand. 

Sen,  And  late,  five  thousand :  to  Yarro,  and 
to  Isidore, 
He  owes  nine  thousand ;  besides  my  former  sum, 
Which  makes  it  five  and  twenty. — Still  in  motion 
Of  raging  waste  f    It  cannot  holcT;  it  will  notr 
If  I  want  gold,  steal  but  a  beggar's  dog 
And  give  it  Timon,  why,  the  dog  coins  gold  : 
If  I  would  sell  my  horse,  and  buy  twenty  more 
Better  than  he,  why,  give  my  horse  to  Timon, 
Ask  nothing,  give  it  him,  it  foals  me,  straight. 
And  able  horses :  No  porter  at  his  gate ; 
But  rather  one  that  smiles,  and  stiU  invites 
All  that  pass  by.    It  cannot  hold ;  no  reason 
Can  sound  his  state  in  safety.    Caphis,  hoa ! 
Oaphis,  I  say  1 

.Vnfer  Caphis. 

Capk.        Here,  sir :  What  is  your  pleasure  f 

Sen,  Oet  on  your  cloak,  and  haste  yon  to 
Lord  Timon. 
Importune  him  for  my  moneys ;  be  not  ceas'd 
With  slight  denial ;  nor  then  silenc'd,  when— 
**  Commend  me  to  your  master  " — and  the  cap 
Plajs  in  the  right  hand  thus:— but  tell  hum, 

sirrah, 
My  uses  ery  to  me,  I  must  serve  my  turn 
Out  of  mine  own ;  his  days  and  times  are  past. 
And  my  reliances  on  his  fracted  dates 
Have  emit  my  credit:  I  love  and  honour  him; 
But  must  not  break  my  back  te  heal  his  finger : 
Immediate  are  my  needs ;  and  my  relief 
Must  not  be  toss'd  and  tum'd  to  me  in  woi  Js, 
But  find  supply  immediate.    Get  yon  gone : 
Put  on  a  most  importunate  aspect, 
A  visage  of  demand :  for,  I  do  fear. 
When  every  feather  sticks  in  his  own  wing, 
Lord  Timon  will  be  left  a  naked  gull. 
Which  flashes  now  a  phcenix.    Ctot  you  gone. 

Capk.  I  go,  sir. 

Sen,  Ay,  go,  sir.— Take  the  bonds  along  with 
you, 


And  have  the  dates  in  oompt. 
Capk,  1  will,  sir. 

Sen,  Go.       ISaevml, 

SCENE  JL-^A  Hall  in  Timon's  House. 

Enter  Flavius,  with  many  bills  in  his  hand, 

Flav.  Nocare,  no  stop  I  so  senseless  of  expense 
That  he  will  neither  know  how  to  maintain  it. 
Nor  cease  his  flow  of  riot :  Takes  no  account 
How  things  go  from  him ;  nor  resumes  no  eare 
Of  what  is  to  continue.    Never  mind 
Was  to  be  so  unwise,  to  be  so  kind. 
What  shall  be  done?  He  will  not  hear,  till  feel : 
I  must  be  round  with  him,  now  he  comes  from 

hunting. 
Fye,  fye,  fye,  fyel 

Enter  Caphib,  and  the  Servants  qf  IsmoBB  and 
Yabbo. 

Capk.  Good  even,  Y ano :  What, 

You  come  for  money  f 

Var.  Serv.  Is't  not  your  business  too  f 

Caph.  It  is ; — and  yours  too,  Isidore  f 
Isid.  Serv.  It  is  so. 

Caph.  'Would  we  were  all  discharged  I 
Var.  Serv.  I  fear  it 

Caph.  Here  comes  the  lord. 

Enter  Timon,  ALCtBiAnsB,  and  Lords,  Sc. 

Tim.  So  soon  as  dinner's  done,  well  forth  again, 
}Jij  Alcibiades.— With  me?  What  is  your  willf 

Caph.  My  lord,  here  is  a  note  of  certain  dues. 

Tim.  Dues?  whence  are  you? 

Caph.  Of  Athens  here,  my  lord. 

Tim,  Go  to  my  steward. 

Caph.  Please  it  your  lordship,  he  hath  put  me  off 
To  the  succession  of  new  days  this  month : 
My  master  is  awak'd  by  great  occasion. 
To  call  upon  his  own:  and  humbly  prays  yen, 
That  with  your  other  noble  parts  youll  suit. 
In  giving  him  his  right. 

Tim.  Mine  honest  friend, 

I  prithee  but  repair  to  me  next  morning. 

Capk.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  — 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


Tiwi.  OoDtaIn  thyself,  good  friend. 

Var.  Serv.  One  Vftrro's  servant,  mv  good  lord,-— 

Isid.  Serv.  From  Isidore ; 

He  hnmbly  prays  your  speedy  payment,— 

Oaph.  If  yoQ  did  know,  my  lord,  my  master's 
wants, — 

For.  Serv,  'Twas  doe  on  foxfeitore,  my  lord, 
six  weeks, 
And  past, — 

Jsid,  Serv,  Tonr  steward  pots  me  off,  my  lord ; 
And  I  am  sent  expressly  to  yonr  lordship. 

Tim,  Give  me  breath : — 
I  do  beseech  yon,  good  my  lords,  keep  on; 

[Exeunt  ALcmiADBB  and  Lords, 
m  wait  upon  yon  instantly.— Come  hither,  pray 
you.  [2V>  Flavius. 

How  goes  the  world  that  I  am  thns  enoonnter'd 
With  olamorons  demands  of  debt,  broken  bonds, 
And  the  detention  of  long-sinoe  doe  debts, 
Against  my  honour? 

Flav.  Please  yon,  mtlemen. 

The  time  is  unagreeable  to  this  busioess: 
Tour  importunacy  oease  till  after  dinner; 
That  I  may  make  his  lordship  understand 
Wherefore  you  are  not  paid, 

Tim.  Do  so,  my  friends ; 

See  them  well  entertained,  lEzit  Timon. 

Flav.  Pray  draw  near.    [£xit  Flayiub. 

Enter  Apehamtus  tmd  FooL 

Oaph.  Stay,  stay,  here  comes  the  fool  with 
Apemantus ;  let's  have  some  sport  with  'em. 

Var.  Serv.  Hang  him,  he'll  abuse  us. 

Isid.  Serv,  A  plague  upon  him,  dog  I 

Var.  i&Tertf.  How  dost,  fool  f 

Jpem.  Dost  dialogue  wiUi  thy  shadow  f 

Var.  Serv.  1  speak  not  to  thee. 

Apem.  No;  tis  to  thyself . — Come  away. 

[To  the  Fool. 

laid,  Serv.  [To  Yab.  Serv.]  There's  the  fool 
hangs  on  your  back  already. 

Apem,  No,  thou  stand'st  single,  thoo  art  not 
on  him  yet 

Oaph.  Where's  the  fool  now  f 

Apem.  He  last  aslced  the  question. — ^Poor  rogues 
nd  usurers' men  1  bawds  between  gold  and  want  1 

All  Serv.  What  are  we,  Apemantus  t 

Apem  Asses. 

AU  Serv.  Why? 

Apem.  That  you  ask  me  what  you  are,  and 
do  nut  know  yourselves. — Speak  to  'em,  fooL 

Fool.  How  do  you,  gentlemen  ? 

AU  Serv.  Gramereies,  good  fool:  How  does 
your  mistress? 

Fool.  She's  e'en  setting  on  water  to  soald 
■ooh  chickens  as  yon.  'Wovdd  we  oould  see  you 
at  Corinth. 

Apewi,  Good:  Gramerey. 

Enter  Page. 

Fool,  Look  you.  here  oomes  my  mistress' page. 

Page,  [To  the  FooL]  Why, how  now,  captain? 
what  do  you  in  this  wise  company?  How  dost 
thou,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem,  'Would  I  had  a  rod  in  my  month,  that 
I  might  answer  thee  profitably. 

Page.  Prithee,  Apemantus,  read  me  the  super- 
scription of  these  letters:  I  know  not  which  is 
which. 

Apem,  Canst  not  read? 

Page.  No. 

Apem,  There  will  be  Httle  learning  die,  then, 
that  day  thoa  art  hanged.  This  is  to  Lord  Timon; 
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this  to  Aloibiades.    Go ;  thon  wast  bom  a  bas- 
tard, and  thou'lt  die  a  bawd. 

Page.  Thouwastwhelp'dadog;  and  thou  shalt 
famish,  a  dog's  death.   Answer  not,  I  am  gone. 

[ExitFsig^. 

Apem,  Even  so  thou  outrunn'st  grace.  Fool, 
I  will  go  with  you  to  Lord  Timon's. 

Fool,  Will  you  leave  me  there  ? 

Apem,  If  Timon  stay  at  home. — ^Tou  three 
ferve  three  usurers  ? 

All  Serv.  Ay ;  'would  they  served  us  1 

Apem.  So  would  I,— as  good  a  trick  as  STsr 
hangman  served  thief. 

Fool.  Are  you  three  usurers'  men? 

AU  Serv,  Ay,  fooL 

FooL  I  think  no  usurer  but  has  a  fool  to  his 
servant. 
Ify  mistress  is  one,  and  I  am  her  fooL  When 
men  come  to  borrow  of  your  masters,  they 
approach  sadly,  and  go  away  merry;  but  they 
enter  my  mistress'  house  merrily,  and  go  away 
sadly :  The  reason  of  ihis  ? 

Var,  Serv.  I  could  render  one. 

Apem,  Do  it  then,  that  we  may  account  thee 
a  whoremaster  and  a  knave ;  which  notwith- 
standing, thou  shalt  be  no  less  esteemed. 

Var,  Serv,  What  is  a  whoremaster,  fool  ? 

Fool.  A  fool  in  good  clothes,  and  something  like 
thee.  'Tis  a  spirit :  sometime  it  appears  like  a 
lord;  sometime  like  a  lawyer;  sometime  like  a 
philosopher,  with  two  stones  more  than  his  artifi- 
cial one :  Heis  very  often  lilro  a  knight,  and,  gene- 
rally, in  all  shapes  that  man  goes  up  and  down  in, 
from  fourscore  to  thirteen,  this  spirit  walks  in. 

Var.  Serv,  Thou  art  not  altogether  a  fooL 

Fool,  Nor  thou  altogether  a  wise  man :  as 
much  f  ooloj^  as  I  have,  so  much  wit  thou  lackest. 

Apem,    That  answer    might  have  become 
Apemantus. 

AUServ,  Aside,  aside;  here  comes  Lord  Timon 

Be-enter  Tnioif  and  Flayius. 

.ijMm.  Come  with  me  fool,  come. 

Fool.  I  do  not  always  follow  lo  ver,elder  brother, 
and  woman ;  sometime  the  philosopher. 

[Exeunt  Apbmantus  and  Fool. 

Flav.  'Pray  you,  walk  near ;  I'll  speak  with 
you  anon.  [Exeunt  Servants. 

Tim.  Yon  make  me  marvel:  Wherefore,  ere 
this  time. 
Had  you  not  fullv  laid  my  state  before  me ; 
That  I  might  so  have  rated  my  expense 
As  I  had  leave  of  means  ? 

Flav.  You  would  not  hear  me. 

At  many  leisures  I  propos'd. 

Tim,  Go  to : 

Perchance,  some  single  vantages  you  took. 
When  my  indisposition  put  you  back ; 
And  that  unaptness  made  you  minister. 
Thus  to  excuse  yourself. 

Flav,  O  my  good  lord! 

At  many  times  I  brought  in  my  accounts ; 
Laid  them  before  yon ;  you  would  throw  them  off, 
And  say,  you  found  them  in  mine  honesty. 
When,  for  some  trifling  present  you  have  bid  me 
Betum  so  much,  I  have  shook  my  head  and  wept: 
Yea,  'gainst  the  authority  of  manners,  pray 'd  you 
To  hold  your  hand  more  close :  I  did  endure 
Not  seldom,  nor  no  slight  checks ;  when  I  have 
Prompted  you,  in  the  ebb  of  your  estate. 
And  your  great  flow  of  debts.    l£j  lov'd  lord. 
Though  you  hear  now  (too  late  I)  yet  no  w's  a  time, 
The  greatest  of  your  having  laoks  a  hallQm^ 


To  pay  your  present  debit. 

Tim,  Let  all  my  land  be  sold. 

Flap.  Tie  aU  enga)r*d,  some  forfeited  and  gone ; 
And  what  remains  will  hardly  stop  the  month 
Of  present  does :  the  f ntnre  oomes  apace  : 
What  shall  defend  the  interim  f  and  at  length 
How  goes  our  reckooing  7 

Tim.  To  Lacedsemon  did  my  land  extend. 

Flav,  O  my  good  lord,  the  world  is  bnt  a  word; 
Were  it  all  yoars,  to  give  it  in  a  breath, 
How  qnickly  were  it  gone  7 

7Hm.  Yon  tell  me  tme. 

Flav,  U  yon  snspect  my  hnsbandry,  or  fiJaa- 
hood, 
Can  me  before  the  ezactest  anditors. 
And  set  me  on  the  proof.    So  the  gods  bless  me, 
When  all  onr  ofQoes  have  been  oppressed 
With  riotona  feeders ;  when  onr  vanlts  have  wept 
With  dmnken  spilth  of  wine ;  when  eveir  room 
Hath  biased    with   lights,   and  brayed  with 

minstrelsy ; 
I  bays  retired  me  to  a  wasteful  cook, 
And  set  mine  eyes  at  flow. 

JHm.  Prithee  no  more. 

Flav,  Hearens,  have  I  said,  the  bounty  ot 
this  lord! 
Howmany  prodigal  bits  bare  slaves  and  peasants, 
This  night  englatted  I  Who  is  not  Timon's  f 
What  heart,  head,  sword,  force,  means,  bnt  ts 

Lord  Timon's? 
Gmtit  l%noo,  noble,  worthy,  royal  Timon  f 
Ah  1  when  the  means  are  gone  that  boy  this  praise, 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praise  is  made : 
Feast- won,  fast-lost:  one  dondoi  winter  showers, 
These  flies  are  conch'd. 

THm.  Come,  sermon  me  no  farther; 

No  villanons  bounty  yet  hath  pass'd  my  heart; 
Unwisely,  not  ignobly,  have  I  given. 
Why  dost  thou  weep  f   Canst  thon  the  consdenoe 

lack 
To  think  I  shall  lack  friends  f   Secure  thy  heart ; 
If  I  would  broach  the  vessels  of  my  love, 
And  try  the  argument  of  hearts  by  borrowing, 
Men,  and  men's  fortunes,  could  I  frankly  use. 
As  I  can  bid  thee  speak. 

Flav,  Assurance  bless  your  thoughts ! 

Tim.  And,  in  some  sort,  these  wants  of  mine 
are  crown'd. 
That  I  account  them  blessings ;  for  by  these 
Shall  I  try  friends :   You  shall  perceive,  how  yon 
Mistake  my  fortunes :  I  am  wealthy  in  my  friends. 
Within  there  1—Flaminius  I  Servilinsl 

Enter  FLAimnua,  SiBvnjns,  and  other  Servants. 

8erv.  My  lord,  my  lord, — 

TVm.  I  will  desoatch  von  severally, — ^Ton  to 
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that  my  occasions  have  found  time  to  nse  them 
toward  a  supply  of  money :  let  the  request  be 
fifty  talents. 

Flam.  As  yon  have  said,  my  lord. 

Flav.  Lord  Lncins,  and  LucuUnsf  bnmpb' 

[Aside. 

Tim.  Go  yon,  sir,  [To  another  Serv.]  to  the 
senators 
(Of  whom,  even  to  the  state's  best  health,  I  have 
Deserv'd  this  hearing),  bid  *em  send  o'  the  instant 
A  thousand  talents  to  me. 

Flav.  I  have  been  bold 

(For  that  I  knew  it  the  most  general  way). 
To  them  to  use  your  signet,  and  your  name. 
But  they  do  shake  their  heads,  and  I  am  here 
No  richer  in  return. 

Tim.  Is't  tme  ?  can't  be  f 

Flav.  They  answer,  in  a  joint  and  corporate 
voice. 
That  now  they  are  at  fall,  want  treasure,  eannot 
Do  what  they  would ;  are  sorry—yon  are  honour- 
able,— 
Bnt  yet  they  could  have  wish'd—they  know  not — 
Something  hath  been  amiss — a  noble  natare 
May  catch  a  wrench— wonld  all  were  well— 'tis 

pity- 

And  so  intending  other  serious  matters. 
After  distasteful  looks,  and  these  hard  fractions. 
With  certain  half -caps,  and  cold-moving  nods, 
They  frose  me  into  silence. 

Tim.  Yon  gods,  reward  them  I 

'Prithee,  man,  look  cheerly  t  tiiese  old  fellows 
Have  their  ingratitude  in  them  hereditary : 
Their  blood  is  cak'd,  'tis  cold,  it  seldom  flows : 
'Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth,  they  are  not  kind ; 
And  nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  earth. 
Is  fashion 'd  for  the  journey,  dull,  and  heavy. 
Go  to  Yentidins,— rroa  Servant]  'Prithee,  [To 

Flavius]  be  not  sad, 
Thon  art  tme  and  honest ;  ingeniously  I  speak. 
No  blame  belongs  to  thee :— [  Toa  Servant]  Yenti- 

dius  lately 
Buried  bis  father ;  l^  whof>e  death  he's  st^p'd 
Into  a  great  estate:  when  he  was  poor. 
Imprison  d,  and  in  scarcity  of  friends, 
I  elear'd  him  with  five  talents.    Greet  him  from 

me; 
Bid  him  suppose  some  good  necessity 
Tonches  his  friend,  which  craves  to  be  remem- 

ber'd 
With  those  five  talents :— that  had  [To  Fiat.] 

give't  these  fellows 
To  whom  'tis  instant  due.  Ne'er  spesk  or  think 
That  Timon's  fortunes  'mong  his  friends  can 

sink. 
Flav.  Iwouldlcouldnotthinkit:  That  thought 
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8CENE  L— Athens.  ABoominlmcnXinu^uHouse. 

Flaminivb  waiting.    Enter  a  Servant  to  him, 

8erv.  I  have  told  my  lord  of  you,  lie  is  coming 
down  to  yon. 
Flam,  I  thank  yon,  sur. 

Enter  Lucullub. 

Serv,  Here's  my  lord. 

Lueul,  [A^ide.VOne  of  Lord  Timon*s  menf  a 
gift,  I  warrant  Why  this  hits  right:  I  dreamt 
of  a  silver  basin  and  ewer  to-night  Flamioins, 
honest  Flaminios j  von  are  very  respectively 
welcome,  shr.  —  Fill  me  some  inne.^[Extt 
Servant  J  And  how  does  that  honoorable,  com- 
plete, free-hearted  gentleman  of  Athens,  thy 
very  bonntifnl  good  lord  and  master  f 

Flam,  His  health  is  well,  shr. 

Lueul.  I  am  right  glad  that  his  health  is  well, 
■far:  And  what  hast  thon  there  under  thy  cloak, 
pretty  Flamioios? 

Flam.  Taith,  nothing  bat  an  empty  box,  sfar ; 
which,  in.  my  lord's  behalf,  I  come  to  entreat 
Yoor  honofur  to  supply;  who,  having  great  and 
Instant  occasion  to  nse  fifty  talents,  hath  sent  to 
yoor  lordship  to  famish  him,  nothing  doubting 
your  present  assistance  therein. 

Lucul.  La,  la,  la,  la,— nothing  doubting,  savs 
he  T  alas,  good  lord  1  a  noble  gentleman  'tis,  if  he 
would  not  keep  so  good  a  house.  Manj[  a  time 
and  often  I  ha'  dined  with  him,  and  told  him  on't; 
and  come  again  to  supper  to  him  on  purpose  to 
have  him  spend  less :  and  yet  he  would  embrace 
no  counsel,  take  no  warning  by  m^cominff.  Every 
man  has  his  fault,  and  honesty  is  his ;  I  ha'  told 
him  on't,  hot  I  ooold  ne'er  get  him  from't 

Se-^nter  Servant,  with  wine. 

Serw.  Please  your  lordship,  here  is  the  wine. 

LueuL  Flaminias,  I  have  noted  thee  always 
wise.    Here's  to  thee. 

Flam.  Your  lordship  speaks  your  pleasure. 

Lueul.  I  have  observed  thee  always  for  a  to- 
wardly  prompt  spirit, — give  thee  thy  dae,— and 
one  that  knows  what  belongs  to  reason ;  and  canst 
use  the  time  well,  if  the  time  use  thee  well :  good 
parts  in  thee. — Get  you  gone,  sirrah. — [To  the 
Servant,  who  goes  out.]—^Dn,w  nearer,  honest 
Flaminins.  Thy  lord's  a  bountiful  gentleman ; 
but  thou  art  wise ;  and  thou  know'st  well  enoagh, 
although  thou  com'st  to  me,  that  this  is  no  time  to 
lend  money;  especially  upon  bare  friendship, 
without  security.  Here's  three  solidares  for 
thee :  good  boy,  wink  at  me,  and  say  thou  saw'st 
me  not    Fare  thee  welL 

FUim.  Is't  possible,  the  world  should  so  much 
differ: 
And  we  alive,  that  liv'd?  Fly,  damned  baseness, 
To  hhn  that  worships  thee  1 

{Throwing  the  money  away, 
see  thou  art  a  fool,  and  fit 
for  thy  master.  [Exit  Luoullus. 

Flam.  May  these  add  to  the  number  that  may 
■caldtheet 
Let  molten  coin  be  thy  damnation. 
Thou  disease  of  a  friend,  and  not  himself  t 
Has  friendship  soch  a  faint  and  milky  heart. 
It  turns  in  less  than  two  nights  T    O  you  gods, 
[  feel  my  master's  paasioni    This  slave  unto 
his  honour 


Has  my  lord's  meat  In  him ; 

Why  shonld  it  thrive,  and  tarn  to  nutriment, 

When  he  is  tom'd  to  poison  7 

O,  may  diseases  only  work  opon't  t 

And,  when  he's  sick  to  death,  let  not  that  psrt 

of  oatore 
Which  my  lord  piid  for,  be  of  any  power 
To  expel  sickness,  bat  prolong  his  hour  1    [Exit. 

SCENE  n.— ^  PubUe  Place. 

Enter  Luoins,  with  Three  Binngetk, 

Luc.  Who,  the  Lord  Timon  ?  he  is  my  very 
good  friend,  and  an  honourable  gentleman. 

1  Sttan.  We  know  him  for  no  less,  tboogh  we 
are  but  strangers  to  him.  But  I  can  te!l  joa  one 
thing,  my  lord,  and  which  I  hear  from  common 
romoars :  now  Lord  Timon's  happy  hours  are 
done  and  paet,  and  his  estate  shrinks  from  him. 

Luc.  Fye,  no,  do  not  believe  it ;  he  cannot 
want  for  money. 

2  Stran,  But  believe  you  this,  my  lord,  that, 
not  long  ago,  one  of  his  men  was  with  the  Lord 
Lacullus,  to  borrow  so  many  talents  ;  nay, 
urged  extremely  fur't,  and  show'd  what  necessity 
belonged  to't,  and  yet  was  deaied. 

Lue.  How? 

2  Stran.  I  tell  you,  denied,  my  lord. 

Lue,  What  a  strange  case  was  that  I  now, 
before  the  gods,  I  am  ashamed  on't.  Denied  that 
honourable  man ;  there  was  very  little  honour 
showed  in't.  For  my  own  part,  I  mast  needs 
confess  I  have  received  some  small  kindnesses 
from  him,  as  money,  plate,  jewels,  and  such  like 
trifles,  nothing  comparing  to  his ;  vet,  had  he 
mistook  him  and  sent  to  me,  I  shoald  ne'er  have 
denied  his  occasion  so  many  talents. 

Enter  Sbbviuxts. 

8er.  See,  by  good  hap,  yonder's  my  lord ;  I  have 
sweat  to  see  his  honour. — ^My  honoured  lord, — 

[To  Lucius. 

Lue.  Serviliust  you  are  kindly  met,  sir.  Fare 
thee  well: — Ck>mmend  me  to  thy  honourable 
virtuous  lord,  my  very  exquisite  fnend. 

Serv.  May  it  please  your  honour,  my  lord  hath 
sent— 

Lue.  Ha  I  what  has  he  sent  ?  I  am  so  much 
endeared  to  that  lord :  he's  ever  sending :  How 
bhall  I  thank  him,  think'st  thouf  And  what  has 
he  sent  now? 

Ser.  He  has  only  sent  his  present  occasion  now, 
my  lord:  requesting  your  lordship  to  supply  his 
iostsnt  use  with  so  many  talents. 

Lue.  I  know  his  Iprdship  is  but  merry  with 
me ;  he  cannot  want  fifty-five  hundred  talents. 

Ser.  But  in  the  meantime  he  wants  less,  mr 
If  his  occasion  were  not  virtuous,  [lord. 

I  shoald  not  urge  it  half  so  faithfally. 

Lue.  Dost  thou  speak  seriously,  Servilias? 

Ser.  Upon  my  soul  'tis  true,  sir. 

Lue.  What  a  wicked  beast  was  I,  to  disfumish 
myself  against  such  a  good  time,  when  I  might 
have  shown  myself  honourable  1  How  unluckily 
it  happened,  that  I  shonld  purchase  the  day  before 
for  a  little  part,  and  undo  a  great  deal  of  honour  I^- 
Serrilios,  now  before  the  gods  I  am  not  able  to 
do't,  the  more  beast,  I  say : — I  was  sending  to  use 
Lord  Timon  myself,  these  gentlemen  ean  witnear 
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bnt  I  would  not,  for  the  wealih  of  AtheoB,  I  had 
done't  now.  Oommend  me  bonntifnlly  to  bis  good 
lordship :  and  I  hope  his  honour  will  oonceive  the 
fkirest  of  me,  be<Miia8e  I  have  no  power  to  be 
kind : — ^And  tell  him  this  from  me,  loomit  it  one 
of  my  greatest  afliictions,  say,  that  I  cannot 
pleasnre  snch  an  honourable  gentleman.  Good 
Servilins,  will  yon  befriend  me  so  far,  as  to  oae 
mine  own  words  to  him  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  sir,  I  shall. 

•Luo.  I'll  look  yon  out  a  good  torn.  Serrilins. — 
[Exit  Sebvilius. 
True,  as  yon  said,  Timon  is  shrank,  indeed ; 
And  he  that's  once  denied  will  hardly  speed. 

[Exit  Lucius. 

1  Stran,  Do  yon  observe  this,  Hostilias? 

8  8tran,  Ay,  too  welL 

1  Stran.  Why  this  is  the  world's  soul ; 
And  just  of  the  same  piece 
Is  every  flatterer's  sport :  who  can  call  him  his 

friend 
That  dips  in  the  same  dish  }  for,  In  my  knowing, 
Timon  has  been  tbis  lord's  father. 
And  kept  his  credit  with  his  purse ; 
Supported  his  estate ;  nay,  Timon's  money 
Has  paid  his  men  their  wages :  He  ne'er  drinks. 
But  Timon's  sOver  treads  upon  his  lip : 
And  yet  (O,  see  the  monstrousuesB  of  man 
When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  shape  I) 
He  does  deny  him  in  respect  of  his. 
What  charitable  men  oflord  to  beggars. 

8  Stran,  Beligion  groans  at  it. 

1  Btran:  For  mine  own  part, 

I  never  tasted  Timon  In  my  life, 
Kor  came  any  of  his  bounties  over  me, 
To  mark  me  for  his  friend :  yet  I  protest, 
For  his  right  noble  mind,  illustrious  virtue, 
Aud  honourable  carriage, 
Had  his  necessity  made  use  of  me, 
I  would  have  put  my  wealth  into  donation. 
And  the  best  naif  should  have  returned  to  him, 
8o  much  I  love  his  heart :  But,  I  perceive. 
Men  must  learn  now  with  pity  to  dispense : 
For  poli<7  sits  above  conscience.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  UL— ^  Boom  in  Sempronius's  Eoute. 
Enter  Sbkpbonius  and  a  Servant  of  TncoN's. 

Sent.  Must  he  needs  trouble  me  in't?  Humph! 

'hove  all  others  ? 
He  might  have  tried  Lord  Lucius  or  Lucullus ; 
And  now  Yentidius  is  wealthy  too. 
Whom  he  redeemed  from  prison:  All  these 
Owe  their  estates  unto  him. 

8erv.  My  lord, 

They  have  all  been  touch'd  and  found  base  metal; 
For  they  have  all  denied  him  t 

Sem,  How  I  have  they  denied  him  ? 

Has  Yentidius  and  Lucullus  denied  him  ? 
And  does  he  send  to  me  ?  Three  ?  humph  1 — 
It  shows  but  little  love  or  judgment  in  him. 
Must  I  be  his  last  refuge  7  His  friends,  like 

physicians, 
Thiioe  give  bun  over :  Must  I  take  th*  core  upon 

me? 
H'  has  much  disgraced  me  in't,  I'm  angiy  at  him, 
That  might  have  known  my  place:  I  see  no 

sense  for't. 
But  his  occasions  might  have  woo'd  me  first; 
For,  in  my  conscience,  I  was  the  first  man 
Xhat  e'er  receiv'd  gift  from  him : 
Aud  does  he  think  so  backwardly  of  me  now. 
Diat  I'll  requite  it  last  ?  No. 
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So  it  may  prove  an  argument  of  laughter 

To  the  rest,  and  'mongst  lords  I  be  thought  a  fooL 

I  had  rather  than  the  worth  of  thrice  me  sum. 
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I  had  such  a  courage  to  do  him  good.    Bnt  now 

return, 
And  with  their  faint  reply  this  answer  johi ; 
Who  bates  mine  honour,  shall  not  know  my  coin. 

[Exit. 
Serv.  Excellent!  Tour  lordship's  a  goocQy  vil- 
lain.   The  devil  knew  not  what  he  did  when  he 
made  man  politic;  he  crossed  himself  by't:  and 
I  cannot  tmnk,  but,  in  the  end,  the  villainies  of 
man  will  set  him  clear.    How  fairly  this  lord 
strives  to  appear  foul !  takes  virtuous  copies  to 
be  wicked;  like  those  that,  under  hot  ardent 
zeal,  would  set  whole  realms  on  fire ; 
Of  such  a  nature  is  his  politic  love. 
This  was  my  lord's  best  hope :  now  all  are  fled. 
Save  the  gods  only:  Now  ms  friends  are  dead. 
Doors,  that  were  ne'er  acquainted  with  theirwards 
Many  a  bounteous  year,  must  be  employ'd 
Now  to  guard  sure  their  master. 
And  this  is  all  a  liberal  course  allows ; 
Who  oannot  keep  his  wealth  must  keep  his  house. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  lY.— ^  HaU  in  Timon's  Hou$e. 

Enter  two  Servants  of  Yarro,  and  the  Servant  qf 
Lucius,  meetiruf  Titus,  Hobtensius,  and  other 
Servants  to  Timon's  erediior§t  %o€Uting  his 
coming  out, 

Var.  Serv.   Well  met;  good-morrow,  Titua 
and  Hortensius. 

Tit.  The  like  to  you,  kind  Yarro. 

Hor.  Lucios  f 

What,  do  we  meet  together? 

Lue.  Serv.  At,  and  I  think 

One  business  doth  command  us  all ;  for  mine 
Is  money. 

Tit.       So  is  theirs  and  ours. 

Enter  Pbilotub. 

Ltic.  Serv.  And,  Sir, 

PhUotustoo! 

Fhi.  Good  day  at  once. 

Luc.  Serv.  Welcome,  good  brother. 

What  do  you  think  the  hour  ? 

Phi.  Labouring  for  nine. 

Luc.  Serv.  So  much? 

Phi.  Is  not  my  lord  seen  yet  ? 

Luc.  Serv.  Not  yet. 

Phi.  1  wonder  on*t ;  he  was  wont  to  shine  at 
seven. 

Lue.  Serv.  Ay,  but  the  days  are  waxed  shorter 
with  him: 
You  must  consider,  that  a  prodigal  course 
Is  like  the  sun's;  but  not  like  his,  recoverable. 
I  fear, 

'Tis  deepest  winter  in  Lord  Timon's  purse ; 
That  is,  one  may  reach  deep  enough,  and  yet 
Find  little. 

Phi.  I  am  of  your  fear  for  that. 

Tit.  I'll  show  yon  how  to  observe  a  atrange 
event 
Tour  lord  sends  now  for  money. 

Hor.  Most  true,  he  does 

Tit.  And  he  wears  jewels  now  of  Timon's  gUt, 
For  which  I  wait  for  money. 

ffor.  It  is  against  my  heart. 

Luc.  Serv.  Mark,  how  strange  it  shown 

Timon  in  this  should  pay  moreAhaxuMowaa^ 
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And  e*en  m  if  yonr  lord  should  wear  rich  jewels, 
And  send  for  money  for  'em. 
Hor,  I  am  weury  of  this  charge,  the  gods  can 
witness: 
I  know,  my  lord  hath  spent  of  Timon*s  wealth, 
And  now  ingratitude  makes  it  worse  than  stealth. 
1   Var.  Sen,   Yes,   mine's   three   thousand 

erowns:  whaVs  yours? 
Lue,  Serv.  Five  thousand  mine. 
1  Var,  Serv,  'Tis  much  deep:  and  it  should 
seem  by  the  sum 
Your  master's  confidence  was  aboTo  mine : 
Blse,  sorely,  his  had  equall'd. 

Enter  FLAKntiUB. 
Tit,  One  of  Lord  Timon's  men. 
Lue.  Serv.  Flaminius  I  sir,  a  word :  Pray  is 
my  lord  ready  to  come  forth  f 
Flam.  No,  indeed,  he  is  not. 
Tit,  We  attend  his  lordship;   'Pray  signify 
so  much. 

Flam.  I  need  not  tell  him  that;  he  knows 
yon  are  too  diligent  [Exit  FLAMmnis. 

Enter  Flatixtb,  tii  a  doak,  muffled, 
Lue,  Serv.   Hal    is  not  that   his  steward 
muffled  so? 
He  goes  avay  in  a  cloud ;  call  him,  call  him. 
T%t.  Do  yon  hear,  sir? 
1  Var.  Serv.  By  your  leare,  sir, — 
Flav.  What  do  you  ask  of  me,  my  friend? 
Tit,  We  wait  for  certain  money  here,  sir. 
Flav,  Ay, 

If  money  wore  as  certain  as  your  waiting, 
T  were  sure  enough. 
Why  then  preferr'd  yon  not  your  sums  and 

bills, 
When  your  false  masters  eat  of  my  lord's  meat? 
Then  they  could  smile,  and  fawn  upon  bis  debts, 
And  take  down  th'  interest  into  their  gluttonous 

maws. 
You  do  yourselres  but  wrong,  to  stir  me  up ; 
Let  me  pass  quietly : 

Believe  ^t,  my  lord  and  I  have  made  an  end ; 
I  have  no  more  to  reckon,  he  to  spend. 
Lue,  Serv.  Ay,  but  this  answer  will  not  serve. 
Flav,  If  t  will  not  serre,  'tis  not  so  base  as 
you; 
For  yon  serve  knaves.  [Exit, 

1  Var,  Serv.  How  I  what  does  his  eashier'd 

worship  mutter  ? 

2  Var,  Serv.  No  matter  what ;  he's  poor,  and 
that  '8  revenge  enough.  Who  can  speak  broader 
than  he  that  has  no  house  to  put  his  head  In? 
Such  may  rail  against  great  buildings. 

Enter  Sekvtlius. 

Tit,  O,  here's  Servilius;  now  we  shall  know 
tome  answer. 

Ser.  If  I  might  beseech  you.gentlemen,to  repair 
fome  other  hour,  I  should  derive  much  from't:  for, 
take'tof  my  soul,my  lord  leans  wond'rously  to  dis- 
content. EUs  coinfortable  temper  bas  forsook 
him ;  he  is  much  out  d  health,  and  keeps  his 
ehamber. 

Lue.  Serv,  Many  do  keep  thehr  chambers  avs 
not  sick : 
And  if  it  be  so  far  beyond  his  health. 
Hethinks,  he  should  the  sooner  pay  liis  debts, 
And  make  a  dear  way  to  the  gods. 

Ser.  Good  gods! 

Tit,  We  eannot  take  this  for  answer,  sir. 

Flam,  [Within,]  Serfilios,  help  t— my  lord  I 
my  lord  I 
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Enter  TncoN ,  in  a  roffe  ;  Flaxiniub  fiiUowing. 

Tim,  What,  are  my  doors  oppos'd  against  my 
passage? 
Have  I  been  ever  free,  and  must  my  house 
Be  my  retentive  enemy,  my  gaol  ? 
The  place  which  I  have  feasted,  does  it  now. 
Like  all  mankiod,  show  me  an  iron  heart? 

Lue.  Serv.  Put  in  now,  Titus. 

7^.  My  lord,  here  is  my  biU. 

Lue.  Serv,  Here's  mine. 

Hot.  Surv,  And  mine,  my  lord. 

Bnth  Var.  Serv.  And  ours,  my  lord. 

Phi.  All  our  bills. 

Tim.  Knock  me  down  with  'em :  desTe  me  to 
the  girdle. 

Luc.  Serv.  Alas,  my  lord, — 

7Hm.  Gat  my  heart  in  sums. 

Tit.  Mine,  fifty  talents. 

Tim.  Tell  out  my  blood. 

Lue.  Serv.  Five  thousand  crowns,  my  lord* 

Tim.  Five  thousand  drops  pays  that. 
What  yours  ?— and  years  ? 

1  Var.  Serv.  My  lord,— 

2  Var.  Serv.  My  lord,— 

Tim.  Tear  me,  take  me,  and  the  gods  fall 
upon  you  I  [Exit. 

Hor.  'Faith  I  perceive  our  masters  may  throw 
their  caps  at  their  money ;  these  debts  may  well 
be  called  desperate  ones,  for  a  madman  owes 
'euL  [Exeunt, 

Re-enter  TnfOM  and  Flaviub. 

Tim.  They  have  e'en  put  my  breath  from  me, 
the  slaves : 
Greditors !— devils. 

Flav.  Mydearloi-d, — 

Tim.  What  if  it  should  be  so? 

Flav.  My  lord,— 

Tim.  I'll  have  it  is  so :— My  steward! 

Flav.  Here,  my  lord. 

Tim.  So,  fitly.    Oo,  bid  all  my  friends  sgain, 
Lucius,  Luoallus,  and  Sempronins;  all: 
I'll  once  more  feast  the  rascals. 

Flav,  O  my  lord. 

You  only  speak  from  your  distracted  soul ; 
There  is  not  so  much  left,  to  furnish  out 
A  moderate  table. 

Tim.  Be't  not  in  thy  care ;  go. 

I  charge  thee ;  Invite  them  all ;  let  in  the  tide 
Of  knaves  once  more ;  my  cook  and  I'll  provide. 

[Exeunt. 
80ENE  Y.-^The  Senate  House. 
7%e  Senate  sf^'n^.  Enter  Alcibiaj>*b,  attended. 

1  Sen.  My  lord,  you  have  my  voiced  it : 
The  fault's  bloody; 

'Tis  necessary  be  should  die : 

Nothing  emboldens  sin  so  much  as  mercy. 

2  Sen,  Most  tme ;  the  law  shall  bruise  him. 
Alcib.  Honour,  hcMslth,  and  compassion  to  the 

senate! 

1  Sen.  Now.  cantain. 

Alcib,  I  am  an  humble  suitor  to  your  virtues; 
For  pity  is  the  virtue  of  the  law. 
And  none  but  tyrants  use  it  cruelly. 
It  pleases  time,  and  fortune,  to  lie  heavy 
Upon  a  friend  of  mine,  who,  in  hot  blood, 
Hath  stepp'd  into  the  law,  which  is  past  depth 
To  those  that,  without  heed,  do  plunge  Into'k 
He  is  a  man,  setting  his  fate  aside. 
Of  comely  virtues :  T^^^^T^ 
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Nor  did  he  mII  the  fiet  with  oowardiee 
(An  boiioar  in  bim,  wliieh  bays  oat  liis  fftolt), 
Sat,  with  a  Doble  fury,  and  fair  spirit, 
Seeing  his  repatation  tooch'd  to  a«atii, 
He  did  oppose  bis  foe : 
And  with  such  sober  and  unnoted  passion 
He  did  behave  bis  anger,  ere't  was  spent, 
As  if  he  had  bnt  prov'd  an  argament. 

1  Sen  Ton  ondergo  too  strict  a  paradox, 
Striving  to  make  an  nsly  deed  look  fair: 
Tonr  words  have  took  sneh  pains,  as  if  they 

libonr'd 
To  faring   manslangbter  into  form,   and  set 

quarrelling 
Upon  the  head  of  valour ;  which,  indeed, 
Is  valoor  misbegot,  and  came  into  the  world 
When  sects  and  factions  were  newly  bom : 
He's  troly  valiant  that  can  wisely  soffer 
The  worst  that  man  can  breathe ; 
And  make  his  wrongs  his  outsides, 
To  wear  them  like  bis  ndment,  carelessly ; 
And  ne'er  prefer  his  injoriee  to  his  heart, 
To  bring  it  into  danger. 
If  wrongs  be  evils,  and  enforce  ns  kill, 
What  foUy  'tis  to  hazard  life  for  ill  t 
Alcib.  My  lord,— 

1  Sen.  Yon  cannoi  make  gross  sins  look  dear ; 
To  revenge  is  no  valonr,  bat  to  bear. 

Aleib.  My  lords,  then,  under  favour,  pardon 
If  I  speak  like  a  captain. —  [me. 

Why  do  fond  men  expose  themselves  to  battle, 
And  not  endure  all  threats?  sleep  npon't. 
And  let  the  foes  quietly  cut  their  throats, 
Without  repagnancy  7  If  there  be 
Such  valour  in  the  bearing,  what  make  we 
Abroad  7  why  then,  women  are  more  valiant, 
That  stay  at  home,  if  bearing  carry  it; 
And  the  ass  more  captain  than  the  lion ; 
The  fellow  loaden  witb  irons  wiser  than  the  jndge, 
If  wisdom  be  in  suffering.    0  my  lords. 
As  you  are  great,  be  pitifully  good : 
Who  cannot  condemn  rashness  in  oold  blood  7 
To  kill,  I  grant,  is  sin's  extremest  gnet; 
But,  in  defence,  by  mercy,  'tis  most  just 
To  be  in  anger  is  impiety ; 
But  who  is  man  that  is  not  angry? 
Weigh  bnt  the  crime  with  this. 

2  Sen,  Yon  breathe  in  vain. 

Aleib.  In  vain  ?  his  servioe  done 

At  LacedaBmon,  and  Byzantium, 
Were  a  sufficient  briber  for  liis  life. 

1  Sen,  What's  that? 

Alcib,  Why,  say,  my  lords,  h'  hat  done  fair 
service. 
And  slain  in  fight  many  of  yonr  enemies : 
How  full  of  valour  did  he  oear  himself 
In  the  hist  conflict,  and  made  plenteous  wounds  I 

3  Sen.  He  has  made  too  much  plenty  with 'em. 
He's  a  sworn  rioter :  he  has  a  sin 

That  often  drowns  him,  and  takes  his  valonr 

prisoner : 
If  there  were  no  foes,  that  were  enough 
To  overcome  him :  in  that  beastly  fury 
He  has  been  known  to  commit  outrages, 
And  cherish  factions :  'tis  inferr'd  to  as, 
His  dHys  are  ft»nt,  and  his  drink  dangerous, 

1  Sen,  He  dies. 

Aleib.  Hard  fate  1  he  might  have  died  in  war. 
Hy  lords,  if  not  for  any  parts  in  him  [time, 
niiough  his  right  arm  might  purchase  his  own 
And  be  in  debt  to  none),  yet,  more  to  move  yon, 
Take  my  deserts  to  his,  and  Join  'em  both: 
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An<t.  tor  I  know,  yonr  reverend  ages  love  seeority 
I'll  pawn  my  victories,  all  my  honour  to  yon. 
Upon  his  good  returns. 
If  by  this  crime  he  owes  the  law  his  life. 
Why  let  the  war  receive't  in  valiant  gore ; 
For  law  is  strict,  and  war  is  nothing  more. 

1  Sen.  We  are  for  law,  he  dies ;  urge  it  no  more. 
On  height  of  our  displeasure :  Friend,  or  brother. 
He  forfeits  his  own  blood  that  spills  another, 

Ale^.  Must  it  be  so  ?  it  most  not  be.  My  lovds, 
I  do  beseech  yon  know  me. 

2  Sen.  How? 

Alcib.  Call  me  to  yonr  rememlnranees. 

SSen.  What? 

Alcib  loannot  think  butyonr  age  has  forgot  me; 
It  could  not  else  be  I  should  prove  so  b>ise. 
To  sue,  and  be  denied  such  commoR  grace  ; 
My  wounds  ache  at  you. 

1  Sen  Do  you  dare  our  anger  ? 
'Tis  in  few  words,  bnt  spacious  in  effects ; 
We  banish  thee  for  ever. 

Alcib.  Banish  me  ? 

Banish  your  dotage ;  banish  usury. 
That  makes  the  senate  ugly. 

1  Sen.  If,  after  two  days*  shine,  Athens  eon- 
tain  thee, 
Attend  onr  weightier  judgment.    And,  not  to 

swell  our  spirit. 
He  shall  be  executed  presently.  ^Exeunt  Senators. 

Alcib,  Kow  the  gods  keep  yon  old  enough ; 
that  you  may  live 
Only  in  bone,  that  none  may  look  on  yon  t 
I'm  worse  than  mad :  I  have  kept  back  f heir  foef. 
While  they  have  told  their  money,  and  let  oat 
Their  coin  upon  large  interest ;  I  myself. 
Rich  only  in  large  hnrts : — All  those,  for  this  ? 
Is  this  the  balsam,  that  the  nsuring  senate 
Pour  into  captains'  wounds  f    Banishment  f 
It  comes  not  Hi ;  I  hate  not  to  be  banish'd; 
It  is  a  csuse  worthy  my  apleen  and  fury, 
That  I  may  strike  at  Athens.    I'll  cbeer  op 
My  discontented  troops,  and  lay  for  henrta. 
'Tis  honour  with  most  lands  to  be  at  odds; 
Soldiers  should  brook  as  little  wrongs  as  gods. 

[Exit. 
SGENB  YL—A  magnijieent  Boom  in  Timon's 
House, 

Muiie.    Tables  iet  out :  Serysnia  attendittg. 
Enter  divers  Lords,  €U  several  doors, 

1  Lord.  The  good  time  of  day  to  yon,  sir. 

2  Lord.  1  also  wish  it  to  yon.  I  think  this 
honourable  lord  did  but  try  us  this  other  day. 

1  Lord.  Upon  that  were  my  thoughts  tiring, 
when  we  encountered ;  I  hope  it  is  not  so  low 
with  bim,  as  he  made  it  seem  in  the  trial  of  his 
several  friends. 

2  Lord.  It  should  not  be,  l^  the  persoasion 
of  his  new  feasting. 

1  Lord.  1  should  think  so :  He  hath  sent  me 
an  earnest  inviting,  which  many  my  near  ocoa- 
sions  did  urge  me  to  put  off ;  bat  he  hath  conjured 
me  bevond  them,  and  I  must  needs  appear. 

3  Lord.  In  like  manner  was  I  in  debt  to  my 
Importunate  business,  bnt  he  would  not  hear  my 
excuse.  I  am  sorry,  when  he  sent  to  borrow  of 
me,  thst  ray  providon  was  out. 

1  Lord.  I  am  sick  of  that  grief  too,  as  1 
understand  how  all  things  go. 

2  Lord.  Every  man  here's  so.  What  would 
he  have  borrowed  of  you  ? 

1  Lard.  A  thonsand  pieces. 
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2  Lord.  A  tbovmmd  pieces  I 
1  Lnrd.  "What  of  you  f 
8  Lord,  He  sent  to  me,  sir.— Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Timon  and  AttendanU . 

7%m,  With  ell  my  heart,  gentlemen  both : — 
And  how  fare  yon  ? 

1  Lord  Erer  at  the  beet,  hearing  well  of  your 
lordship. 

2  Lord.  The  swallow  follows  not  summer  more 
wilHDgly  than  we  your  lordship. 

Tim,  [Ande]  Nor  more  willingly  leaves 
winter;  sach  snmmer-birds  are  men. — Gentle- 
men, onr  dinner  will  not  recompense  this  long 
stay :  feast  yonr  earf  with  the  masic  awhile ;  if 
they  will  fare  so  harshly  on  the  trumpet's  sound : 
we  shall  to't  presently. 

1  Lord.  I  hope  it  remains  not  unkindly  with 
your  lordship,  that  I  returned  you  an  empty 
messenger. 

Tim.  O,  sir,  let  it  not  trouble  you. 

8  Lord.  My  noble  lord, — 

Tim,  Ah,  my  good  friend,  what  cheer? 

[The  banauet  brought  in. 

S  leord.  My  most  honourable  lord,  I  am  e'en 
sick  of  shame,  that  when  your  lordship  this  other 
day  sent  to  me  I  was  so  unfortunate  a  beggar. 

Tim.  Think  not  on't,  sir. 

2  Lord.  If  yon  had  sent  but  two  hours  before, — 
THm.  Let  it  not  cumber  your  better  remem- 
brance.— Come  brinur  in  all  together. 

2  Lord.  All  covered  dishes  t 
1  Lord.  Royal  cheer,  I  warrant  you. 
8  Lord.  Doubt  not  that,  if  money,  and  the 
•eason,  can  yield  it 
1  Lord.  How  do  you  T    What's  the  news  ? 
8  Lord.  Alcibiades  is  banished :  Hear  yon  of  it  f 
1^2  Lord.  Alcibiades  banished  t 
8  Lord.  'Tis  so,  be  sure  of  it 

1  Lord.  How?  how? 

2  Lord.  I  pray  you  upon  what  ? 
Tim.  My  worthV  friends,  will  you  draw  near  ? 
8  Lord,  m  tell  you  more  anon.     Here's  a 

noble  feast  toward. 

2  Lord.  This  is  the  old  man  stiU. 

8  Lord.  Will't  hold,  will't  hold  ? 

2  Lord.  It  does :  but  time  wiU-Hmd  so— 

8  Lord.  I  do  eoneeiTS. 

Tim.  Each  man  to  his  stool,  with  that  spurts 
he  would  to  the  lip  of  his  mistress:  your  diet  shall 
be  in  all  places  slike.  Make  not  a  city  feast  of  it, 
to  let  the  meat  cool  ere  we  can  agree  upon  the 
first  place :  Sit,  sit.  The  gods  require  our  thanks. 

Ton  great  benefactors,  sprinkle  our  society  with 
thankfulness.  For  your  own  gifts  make  yourselves 
praised :  but  reserve  still  to  give  lest  your  deities 
Ds  despised.  Lend  to  each  man  enough,  that  one 
need  not  lend  to  another :  for,  wore  your  godheads 
to  booow  of  men,  men  would  forsake  the  gods. 
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Make  the  meat  be  beloved  more  than  the  man 
that  gives  it  Let  no  assembly  of  twenty  be 
without  a  score  of  villains :  If  there  sit  twelve 
women  at  the  table,  let  a  dozen  of  them  be— as 
they  are.— The  rest  of  your  fees.  0  gods,— the 
senators  of  Athens,  together  with  the  common  lag 
of  people, — what  is  amiss  in  them,  yon  gods,  make 
suitable  for  destruction.  For  these,  my  present 
friends,  as  they  are  to  me  nothing,  so  in  nothing 
bless  them,  and  to  nothing  are  they  welcome. 
Uncover,  dogs,  and  lap. 

IThe  dishes  uncovered  are  fvXl  of  %oa,rm 
water. 
Some  speak.  What  does  his  lordship  mean  ? 
Some  other.  I  know  not 
Tim   'iis.j  you  a  better  feast  never  behold. 
Ton  knot  of  mouth -friends !  smoke  and  luke- 
warm water 
Is  your  perfection.    This  is  Timon's  Isst ; 
Wbo  stuck  and  spangled  you  with  flatteries, 
Washes  it  off,  and  sprinkles  in  your  faces, 

\Throioing  water  in  their  faces. 
Tour  reeking  vUlaioy.    Live  loath'd,  and  long. 
Most  smiling,  smooth,  detested  parasites. 
Courteous    destroyers,   affable   wol?es,   meek 

bears,' 
You  fools  of  fortune,  trencher-friends,  time's 

flies. 
Cap  and  knees  slaves,  vapours  and  minute-jackal 
or  man,  and  beast  the  infinite  malady 
Crust  you  quite  o'er  1— What,  dost  thou  go  ? 
Soft  tak«'  thy  phvsic  first— thou  too,— and  thou; 
[Throws  we  dishes  at  them^  and  drives 
them  out. 
Stay,  I  will  lend  thee  money,  borrow  none. — 
What  i^l  ^  motion  ?  Henceforth  be  no  feast, 
Whereat  a  villain's  not  a  welcome  gueet 
Bum  house ;  sink  Athens  t  bencef<^th  hated  be 
Of  Timon,  man,  and  all  humanity.  [Exit. 

Be-enter  the  Lords,  with  other  Lords,  and 
Senators. 

1  Lord,  How  now,  my  lords  ? 

2  Lord.  Enow  you  the  quality  of  Lord  ^mon's 
furv? 

8  Lord.  Pish  1  did  you  see  my  cap  ? 

4  Lord.  I  have  lost  my  sown. 

8  Lord.  He's  but  a  mad  lord,  and  nought  but 
humour  sways  him.  He  gave  me  a  jewel  the 
other  day,  and  now  he  has  beat  it  out  of  mj 
hat : — Did  you  see  my  jewel  ? 

4  Lord,  Did  you  see  my  cap  ? 

2  Lord.  Here  'tis. 

4  Lord.  Here  lies  my  gown. 

1  Lord.  Let's  make  no  stay. 

2  Lord.  Lord  Timon's  mad. 
8  Lord,  I  feel't  upon  my  bones. 
4  Lord,  One  day  he  gives  ns  diamonds,  next 

day  stones.  [Exeunt. 
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TIMON  OP  ATHENS. 
ACT  lY. 


SGBNB  l.—Wiihimt  ihe  wdtU  qfAtheiu, 

Enter  TmoN. 

Tim-  Let  me  lookback  npontbee.  OthonwRll, 
That  girdles  Id  those  wolyes,  dive  in  the  earth, 
And  fence  not  Athens  t  Matron8,tiirn  incontinent  I 
Obedience  fail  in  children  1    Slaves  and  fools 
Plnckthe  grave  wrinkled  senate  from  the  bench, 
And  minister  in  their  steads  ?   To  general  filths 
Convert,  o'  the  instant,  green  virginity — 
I>o*t  in  yonr  parents'  eyes  I  Bankrupts,  hold  fast ; 
Bather  than  render  back,  oat  with  your  knives, 
And  eat  your  trasters'  throats  t     Bound  ser- 
vants, steal  I 
Large-handed  robbers  yonr  grave  masters  are, 
And  pill  by  Iftw  t    Maid,  to  thy  master's  bed ; 
Thy  mistress  is  o'  the  brothel  I    Son  of  sixteen. 
Flock  the  lin'd  cmtch  from  the  old  limping  sire, 
With  it  beat  oat  his  brains  I    Piety  and  fear, 
Beligion  to  the  gods,  peace,  justice,  truth, 
Domestic  awe,  night  rest,  and  neighbourhood, 
Instruction,  manners,  mysteries,  and  trades, 
Degrees,  observances,  customs,  and  laws, 
Decline  to  your  confounding  contraries. 
And  yet  confusion  live  1  Plagues,  incident  to  men, 
Your  potent  and  infectious  fevers  heap 
On  AUiens,  ripe  for  stroke  I   Thou  cold  sciatica, 
Cripple  our  senators,  that  their  limbs  may  halt 
As  lamely  as  tbeir  manners  1  Lust  and  liberty 
Creep  in  the  minds  and  marrows  of  our  youth ; 
That  'gainst  the  stream  of  virtue  they  may  strive. 
And  drown  themselves  in  riot  t  Itches,  blains, 
Sow  all  the  Athenian  bosoms ;  and  their  crop 
Be  general  leprosy  t  Breath  infect  breath ; 
That  tbeir  society,  as  their  friendship,  may 
Be  merely  poison  I  Nothing  I'll  bear  from  thee, 
But  nakeidness,  thou  detestable  town  1 
Take  thou  that  too,  with  multiplying  bans  1 
Timon  will  to  the  woods ;  where  he  shall  find 
The  unkiudest  beast  more  kinder  than  mankind. 
The  gods  confound  (hear  me,  you  good  gods  all) 
The  Athenians  both  within  and  out  that  wall  1 
And  grant,  as  Timon  grows,  his  hate  may  grow 
To  the  whole  race  of  mankind,  high  and  low  I 
Amen.  [Exit, 

SCENE  n.— Athens.  ABoom%nTimoJi*Bffou9e, 

Enter  Flaviub,  with  two  or  three  Servants. 

1  Serv,  Hear  yon,  Master  Steward,  where's 
our  master  ? 
Are  we  nndoce?  cast  off?  nothing  remaining f 
Flav,  Alack,  my  fellows,  what  should  I  say  to 
you? 
Let  me  be  recorded  by  the  righteous  gods, 
I  am  as  poor  as  you. 

1  Serv.  Such  a  house  broke  I 
So  noble  a  master  fallen !  All  gone  1  and  not 
One  friend  to  take  his  fortune  by  the  arm, 
And  go  along  with  him  1 

2  Serv.  As  we  do  turn  our  backs 
From  our  companion,  thrown  into  his  grave. 
So  his  familiars  to  his  buried  fortunes 

Slink  all  away ;  leave  their  false  vows  with  him, 
like  empty  purses  pick'd :  and  his  poor  self, 
A  dedicated  beggar  to  the  air. 
With  his  disease  of  all-shunn'd  poverty. 
Walks,  like   contempt,   alone.— More   of  oar 
fellows. 


Enter  other  Servants. 

Flav.  All  broken  implements  of  arain'd  bouse. 

8  Serv,  Yet  do  our  hearts  wear  Timon's  livery 
That  see  I  by  our  faces ;  we  are  fellows  still, 
Serving  alike  in  sorrow :  Leak'd  is  our  berk ; 
And  we,  poor  mates,  stand  on  the  dying  deck, 
Hearing  the  surges  threat :  we  must  all  part 
Into  this  sea  of  air. 

Flav.  Good  fellows  all. 

The  latest  of  my  wealth  I'll  share  amongst  yon. 
Wherever  we  shall  meet,  for  Timon's  sake. 
Let's  yet  be  fellows ;  let's  shake  our  heads  and  say 
As  'twere  a  kDell  unto  our  master's  fortunes, 
**  We  have  seen  better  days."  Let  each  take  some 
[Giving  them  money. 
Nay,  put  out  all  your  hands.  Not  one  word  more. 
Thus  part  we  rich  in  sorrow,  parting  poor. 

[Exeunt  Servants. 
0,  the  fierce  wretchedness  that  glory  brings  ns ! 
Who  yould  not  wish  to  be  from  wealth  exempt. 
Since  riches  point  to  misery  and  contempt  ? 
Who'd  be  so  mock'd  with  glory  ?  or  to  live 
But  in  a  dream  of  friendship  ? 
To  have  his  pomp,  and  all  what  state  compounds 
But  only  painted,  like  his  vamish'd  friends  ? 
Poor  honest  lord,  brought  low  by  his  own  heart; 
Undone  by  goodness!  Strange,  unusual  blood, 
When  man's  worst  sin  is,  he  does  too  much  good  1 
Who  then  dares  to  be  half  so  kind  again  ? 
For  bounty,  that  makes  gods,  does  still  mar  men. 
Mv  dearest  lord, — bless'd  to  be  most  accnrs'd, 
Bioh,  only  to  be  wretched—thy  great  fortunes 
Are  made  thy  chief  afflictions.   Alas,  kind  lord  1 
He's  flung  in  ra^e  from  this  ungrateful  seat 
Of  monstrous  frif  nds : 
Nor  has  he  with  him  to  supply  his  Ufe, 
Or  that  which  can  command  it. 
I'll  follow,  and  inquire  him  out: 
I'll  ever  serve  his  mind  with  my  best  will ; 
Whilst  I  have  gold  I'll  be  his  steward  still  t 

[Exit. 

SCENE  lEL—The  Woods, 
Enter  Tncov. 

Tim,  O  blessed  breedbog  san,  draw  from  the 

earth 
Rotten  humidity;  below  thy  sister's  orb 
Infect  the  air  I  Twinn'd  brothers  of  one  womb, — 
Whose  procreation,  residence,  and  birth. 
Scarce  is  dividant,— touch  them  with  several 

fortunes ; 
The  greater  scorns  the  lesser :  Not  nature. 
To  whom  all  sores  lay  siege,can  bear  great  fortune. 
But  by  contempt  of  nature : 
Baise  me  this  beggar,  and  denude  that  lord ; 
The  senator  shall  bear  contempt  hereditary, 
The  beggar  native  honour : 
It  is  the  pasture  lards  the  brother's  sides, 
The  want  that  makes  him  lean.     Who  dares, 

who  dares. 
In  parity  of  manhood  stand  upright. 
And  say,  "  This  man's  a  flatterer  f  "  If  one  be. 
So  are  they  all ;  for  every  grize  of  fortune 
Is  smooth'd  by  that  below:  the  learned  pate 
Ducks  to  the  golden  fool :  All  is  oblique ; 
There's  nothing  level  in  our  cursed  natures. 
But  dizeot  villuny.    Therefore,  be«bhorr*dT 
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All  fetsts,  sodeties,  and  fhrongs  of  men  I 
His  semblable,  yea,  himself,  Timon  disdains: 
Pesiraeiicm  fang  mankind  i^Earih,  j^ield  me 

roots  1  [Digging, 

Who  seeks  for  better  of  thee,  saace  his  palate 
With  thy  most  operant  poison  I    What  is  here  * 
Ooldf  yellow,  glittering,  precious  gold? 
Ko,  gods,  I  am  no  idle  votarist. 
BooU,  yon  clear  heavens  1    Thus  much  of  this, 

will  make 
Black,  white;  fool,  fair;  wrong,  right; 
Base,  noble ;  old,  yonng ;  coward,  valiant. 
Ha,  yoa  gods  1  whtr  this  ?    What  this,  yon  gods ? 

Why  this  [aides ; 

'Will  lag  yoor  priests  and  servants  from  yonr 
Plook  stont men's  pillows  from  below  their  heads : 
This  yellow  slave 

Will  knit  and  break  religions :  bless  the  accnrs'd ; 
Hake  the  hoar  leprosy  ador'd ;  place  thieves, 
And  give  tbem  title,  knee,  and  approbation, 
With  senators  on  the  bench :  this  is  it, 
That  makes  the  wappen'd  widow  wed  again : 
She,  whom  the  spital-honse  and  olceroos  sores 
Would  oast  the  gorge  at,  this  emhalms  and  spices 
To  the  April- day  again.    Come,  damned  earth. 
Thou  common  whore  of  mankind,  that  pntt'st  odds 
Among  the  ront  of  nations,  I  will  make  thee 
Po  thy  right  nature.— [iforcA  afaroff,'\—'EA\  a 

dmm  ?— Thoa'rt  qoiok, 
But  yet  m  bory  thee :  Thon'lt  go,  strong  thief, 
When  gonty  keepefs  of  thee  cannot  stand : — 
May,stay  thou  out  for  earnest.  [Keejping  tome  gold 

Enter  Axoibiides,  wilik  drum  and  ffe^  in  ioar- 
like  manner;  Phbtmia.  and  Tucampba. 

Aleib,  Speak,  what  art  thon  there  f 

Tim,  A  beast,  as  thon  arL    The  canker  gnaw 
thy  heart, 
For  showing  me  agdn  the  eyes  of  man  t 

Alcib.  What  is  thy  name?  Is  man  so  hateful 
to  thee, 
That  art  thyself  a  man  ? 

Tim.  I  am  mi*anthropo$t  and  hate  mankind. 
For  thy  part,  I  do  wish  thon  wert  a  dog, 
That  I  might  love  thee  something. 

Aleib,  I  know  thee  well ; 

Bat  in  tbr  fortanes  am  onleam'd  and  strange. 

Tim,  1  know  thee  too ;  and  more,  than  that  I 
know  thee, 
I  not  dedre  to  know.    Follow  thy  dmm ; 
With  man's  blood  i>aint the  ground,  gales, gales: 
Beligioos  canomi,  dvil  laws  are  cniel ; 
Then  what  shoald  war  be  ?  This  fell  whore  of  thine 
Hath  in  her  more  destruction  than  thy  sword, 
For  all  her  chembim  look. 

Fkry.  Thy  lips  rot  off  I 

7Hm,  I  wHl  not  kiss  thee ;  then  the  rot  retoms 
To  thine  own  lips  again. 

Alcib.  How  oame  the  noUe  Timon  to  this 
change? 

THm.  As  the  moon  does,  bj  wanting  light  to  give: 
Bat  then  renew  I  conld  not,  like  the  moon ; 
There  were  no  sans  to  borrow  of. 

Alcib.  Noble  Timon,  what  friendship  m$,j  I 
do  thee? 

Tim.  None  bat  to  maintain  my  opinion. 

Alcib.  What  is  it,  Timon  ? 

Tim.  Promise  me  friendship,  hat  perform  none: 
If  thoa  wilt  not  promise,  the  gods  plagae  thee, 
for  thoo  art  a  man  1  if  tiion  dost  perform,  con* 
foond  thee,  for  thou'rt  a  man  I 

Alcib.  I  have  heard  in  some  tort  of  thy 
miieriag. 
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^  im.  Thou  saw'st  them,  when  I  had  prosperity. 

Alcib.  I  see  them  now;  then  was  a  blessed  time. 

Tim.  As  thine  is  now,  held  with  a  braoe  of 
harlots. 

Timan.  Is  this  the  Athenian  minion,  whom 
the  world 
Yoio'd  so  regardf  ally  ? 

Tim.  Art  thoa  Timandra  ? 

Timan.  Yes. 

Tim.  Be  a  whore  still  1    They  love  thee  not 
that  nse  thee. 
Give  them  diseases,  leaving  with  thee  their  lost 
Make  ase  of  thv  salt  hoars :  season  the  slaves 
For  tabs  and  baths;  bring  down  rose-oheeked 

yoath 
To  the  tab-fast  and  the  diet. 

Timan.  Hang  thee,  monster  I 

Alcib.  Pardon  him,sweetTimandra;for  his  wits 
Are  drown'd  and  lost  in  his  calamities. 
I  have  bat  little  gold  of  late,  brave  Timon, 
The  want  whereof  doth  daily  make  revolt 
In  my  pennrioas  band :  I  have  heard, and griev'd, 
How  corsed  Athens,  mindless  of  thy  worth. 
Forgetting  thygreat  deeds,  when  neighboar  b  tates. 
Bat  for  thy  sword  and  fortune,  trod  upon  them, — 

Tiw^  I  prithee  beat  thy  dram,  and  get  thee 
gone. 

Aldb.  I  am  thy  friend,  and  pity  thee,  dear 
Timon. 

Tim.  How  dost  thoa  pity  him,  whom  thon  dost 
trouble  ? 
I  had  rather  be  alone. 

Alcib.  Why,  fare  thee  well: 
Here's  some  gold  for  thee. 

Tim.  Eeep't,  I  cannot  eat  it. 

Aldb.  When  I  have  laid  proad  Athens  on  a 

Tim.  Warr'st  thou 'gainst  Athens?      [heap— 

Alcib.  Ay,  Timon,  and  have  cause. 

Tim.  The  gods  confound  them  all  in  thy  con- 
quest ;  and  thee  after,  when  thou  hast  conqaer'd  1 

Alcib.  Why  me,  Timon  ? 

Tim.  That,  by  killing  of  vilkins,  thon  wast 
bom  to  eonqaer  my  countrv. 
Put  up  thy  gold:  Go  on,— here's  gold,~go  on; 
Be  as  a  planetar;^  plague,  when  Jove 
Will  o'er  some  highvic'd  city  bang  his  poison 
In  the  sick  air :  Let  not  thy  sword  skip  one  : 
Pitv  not  honour'd  age  for  his  white  bmird, 
He's  an  usurer :  Strike  me  the  counterfeit  matron ; 
It  is  her  habit  only  that  is  honest. 
Herself  s  a  bawd :  Let  not  the  virgin's  cheek 
liake  soft  thy  trendiant  sword ;  for  those  milk 

paps, 
That  through  the  window-bars  bore  at  men's  eyes, 
Are  not  within  the  leaf  of  pity  writ. 
Bat  let  them  down  horrible  traitors :  Spare  not 
the  babe,  [mercy; 

Whose  dimpled  smiles  from  fools  exhaust  their 
Think  it  a  bastard,  whom  the  oracle 
Hath  doabtfully  pronounc'd  thy  throat  shall  cut 
Andminoe  it  sans  remorse:  Swear  against  objects; 
Put  armour  on  thine  ears,  and  on  thine  eyes ; 
Whose  proof,  nor  yells  of  mothers,  maids,  nor 

babes. 
Nor  sight  of  priests  in  holy  vestments  bleeding, 
Shallmerceajot.  There'sgoldtopay  thy  soldiers: 
Make  large  confusion :  and,  thy  fui7  spent. 
Confounded  be  thyself  1  Speak  not,  be  gone. 

Alcib.  Hast  thon  gold  yet?  I'll  take  the  gold 
thou  giv'st  me, 
Not  an  thy  counsel. 

Tim.  Dost  thou,  or  dost  thoa/Sot,  heaven's 
upon  thee  led  by  CjOOgTC 
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Fkr.  A  Timan,  Give  ns  ■ome  gold;  good  Timon : 
Hast  thon  more  f  [trade, 

Tim.  Enongh  to  make  a  whore  forswear  her 
And  to  make  whores  a  bawd.  Hold  up,  yoa  slats, 
Your  aprons  moantant :  Ton  are  not  oathable, — 
Although,  I  know,  yoa'll  swear,  terribly  swear. 
Into  strong  shudders  and  to  heavenly  agoee, 
The  immortal  gods  that  hear  yoo,— spare  yonr 

oaths, 
in  tmst  to  your  conditions :  Be  whores  still ; 
And  he  whose  pioos  breath  seeks  to  convert  yon. 
Be  strong  in  whore,  allnre  him,  bom  him  np ; 
Let  yonr  dose  fire  predominate  his  smoke, 
And  be  no  tnmcoats:  Tet  may  yonr  pains,  six 

months, 

Be  ^te  contrary :  And  thatch  your  poor  thin 

roofs  Piang'd, 

With  burdens  of  the  dead; — some  that  were 

No  matter :--wear  them,  betray  with  them: 

whore  still ; 
Paint  tm  a  horse  may  mire  upon  your  f  aM : 
A  pox  of  wrinkles  I 

Phr.ii  Timan.  Well,more  gold;— What  then;— 
Believe't,  that  we'll  do  anything  for  gold. 

7Hm.  Consumption  sow 
In  hollow  bones  of  man ;  strike  their  sharp  shins. 
And  mar  men's  sparring.    Grack  the  lawyer's 

voice. 
That  he  may  never  more  false  title  plead, 
Kor  sound  his  quillets  shrillv :  hoar  the  flamen 
That  scolds  against  the  quality  of  flesh. 
And  not  believes  himself :  down  with  the  note, 
Down  with  it  flat;  take  the  bridge  quite  away 
Of  him,  that  liis  particular  to  foresee. 
Smells  from  the  general  weal :  make  cnrl'd-pate 

ruffians  bald ; 
And  let  the  unscarr'd  braggarts  of  the  war 
Derive  some  pain  from  you :  Plague  all; 
That  your  activity  may  defeat  and  quell 
The  source  of  all  erection. — ^There's  more  gold : 
Do  you  damn  others,  and  let  this  damn  yoa. 
And  ditches  grave  you  all  1 
Phr  A  Timan,  More  counsel  with  more  money, 

bounteous  Timon. 
Tim   More  whore,  more  misohiet  first;  Inave 

ffiven  you  earnest. 
Alcih    Strike  up  the  drum  towards  Athens. 
Farewell,  Timon ; 
If  I  thnve  well,  I'll  visit  thee  again. 
Tim.  If  I  hope  well.  1*11  never  see  thee  more. 
Aldb.  I  never  did  tnee  harm. 
Tim.  Yes.  thou  spok'st  well  of  me. 
Aldb.  Call'st  thou  that  harm? 
Tim.  Men  daily  find  it  such.    Get  thee  away, 
And  take  thy  beagles  with  thee. 

Aldb,  We  bat  offend  him. — 

Strike. 

[Drum  heat$.    Exeunt  ALoniAnss, 
Phetnia,  and  Tdundba. 

Tim.  That  natore,  being  sick  of  man's  unkind- 
ness. 
Should  yet  be  hungry ; — Common  mother,  thou, 

[Digging. 
Whose  womb  unmeasurable,  and  infinite  breast. 
Teems,  and  feeds  all ;  whose  self -same  mettle. 
Whereof  thy  proud  child,  arrogant  man,  is  pufTd, 
Engenders  the  black  toad,  and  adder  blue. 
The  fdlded  newt,  and  eyeless  venom'd  worm. 
With  all  the  abhorred  births  below  crisp  heaven 
Whereon  Hyperion's  quickening  fire  dotii  shine ; 
Yield  him,  who  all  thy  human  sons  doth  hate, 
From  forth  thy  plenteoiv  bosom,  one  poor  root  f 


TIMON  OF  ATHENS. 


Ensear  thy  fertile  end  eonceptlons  womb, 
Let  it  no  more  bring  out  ingrateful  man  f 
Go  great  with  tigers,  dragons,  wolves,  and  bears; 
Teem  with  new  monsters,  whom  thv  irpward  faee 
Hath  to  the  marbled  mansion  all  above 
Never  presented  1—0,  a  root,— Dear  thanks 
Dry  up  thy  marrows,  vines,  and  ploueh-tom  leas ; 
Whereof  ingrateful  man,  with  liquorish  draughts 
And  morsels  nnctuons,  greases  his  pore  mind, 
That  from  it  all  consideration  slips  1 

Enter  Apbicintus. 
More  man?  Plague  t  plague  1 

Apem.  1  was  directed  hither :  Men  report 
Thou  dost  affect  my  manners,  and  dost  use  them. 
7Hm.  'TIS  then,  because  thou  dostnot  keep  a  dog 
Whom  I  would  imitate :  Consumption  catch  thee  I 

Apem.  This  is  in  thee  a  nature  but  Infected ; 
A  poor  unmanly  melancholy,  sprung 
From  change  of  fortune,    why  this  spade,  this 

place? 
This  slave-like  habit  ?  and  these  looks  of  care  f 
Thy  flatterers  yet  wear  silk,  drink  wine,  lie  soft; 
Hag  their  diseas'd  perfuroes,  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  Timon  was.    Shame  not  these  woods. 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  carper. 
Be  thou  a  flatterer  now,  and  seek  to  thrive 
By  that  which  has  undone  thee:  hinge  thy  knee. 
And  let  his  very  breath,  whom  thou'lt  observe. 
Blow  off  thy  cap ;  praise  his  most  vicious  strain, 
And  call  it  excellent :  Thou  wast  told  thus : 
Thon  gav'st  thine  ears,  like  tapsters  that  biJ 

welcome. 
To  knaves  and  all  approachers:  *Tis  most  ^lst 
That  thou  turn  rascal ;  hadst  thou  wealth  again, 
Bascals  should  have't    Do  not  assome  my  like- 
ness. 

Tim.  Were  I  like  thee  Pd  throw  away  myself. 

Apem.  Thou  hast  cast  away  thyself,  being  like 

thyself; 

A  madman  so  long,  now  a  fool :  What,  think'st 

That  the  bleak  air,  thy  boisterons  chamberlain. 

Will  put  thy  shirt  on  warm  ?  Will  these  moss'd 

urees, 
That  have  outliv'd  the  eagle,  page  thy  heels. 
And  skip  when  thou  poiut'st  out?  Will  the  oold 

brook. 
Candied  with  ice,  caudle  thy  morning  taste, 
To  cure  thy  oer-night's   surfeit?      Call   the 

creatures, — 
Whose  naked  natures  live  in  all  the  spite 
Of  wreakf  ul  heaven ;  whose  bare  unhoused  tronks, 
To  the  conflicting  elements  expos'd, 
Answer  mere  nature, — ^bid  them  flatter  thee ; 
O I  thou  Shalt  flnd— 

Tim.  A  fool  of  thee :  Depart 

Apem.  1  love  thee  better  now  than  e'er  I  did. 

Tim.  1  hate  thee  worse. 

Apem.  Why? 

Tim.  Thou  flatter'st  misery. 

Apem.  I  flatter  not ;  but  say  thou  art  a  eaitiff. 

Tim.  Why  dost  thon  seek  me  out  ? 

Apem.  To  vex  thee. 

Tim.  Always  a  villain's  offioe,  or  a  fool's ; 
Dost  please  uiyself  in't  f 

Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  What  I  a  knave  too? 

Apem.  If  thou  didst  put  this  sour-cold  haMt  <»i 
To  castigate  tiiy  pride,  'twere  well :  but  thon 
Dost  it  enforcedly ;  thou'dst  courtier  be  agaiOt 
Wert  thou  not  b^gar.    Willing  misery 
Outlives  incertain  pomp,  is  crown'd  before: 
The  <««  i.  fllUog  •%g«^w'gft.?^le^g[e 


The  oilMr,  ftt  high  wish :  Beat  state,  oonttiotless, 
Hath  a  distracted  and  most  wretched  being, 
Worse  than  the  worst,  content 
Thon  sbonldst  desire  to  die,  being  miserable. 

Tim.  Not  by  his  breath  that  is  more  mfseraUe. 
Thoo  art  a  slave,  whom  Fortone's  tender  arm 
With  favour  never  dasp'd ;  bat  bred  a  dog. 
Hadst  thon,  like  ns  from  onr  first  swath,  proceeded 
The  sweet  degrees  that  this  brief  world  affords 
To  aneh  as  may  the  passive  drags  of  it 
Freely  command,  thou  wonldrt  have  nlung'd 

thyself 
In  general  riot ;  melted  down  thy  yonth 
In  different  beds  of  lost ;  and  never  leam'd 
The  i^  precepts  of  respect,  bat  followed 
The  sngar^d  game  before  thee.    Bat  myself, 
Who  had  the  world  as  my  confectionary ; 
The  months,  the  tongnes,  the  eyes,  and  hearts 

of  men 
At  duty,  more  than  I  oonld  frame  employment ; 
That  nnmberlees  npon  me  stack,  as  leaves 
Do  on  the  oak,  have  with  one  winter's  brash 
Fen  from  their  boaghs.  and  left  me  open,  bare 
For  every  storm  that  blows ;  I,  to  bear  this, 
That  nev«r  knew  bat  better,  is  some  harden : 
Thy  nature  did  commence  in  safferance,  time 
Hath  made  thee  hard  in't.    Why  shonldst  thon 

hate  men  f 
They  never  flatter'd  thee :  What  hast  thon  given  f 
If  thon  wilt  carse,  thy  father,  that  poor  rag. 
Mast  be  thy  subject ;  who,  in  spite,  pat  stuff 
To  some  she  beg^,  and  compounded  thee 
Poor  rogue  hereditary.    Hence  1  begone  t 
If  thou  hadst  not  been  bom  the  worst  of  man, 
Thon  hadst  been  a  knave  and  flatterer. 

Apem,  Art  thoa  prond  yet  T 

Tim,  Ay,  that  I  am  not  thee. 

Apem,  I,  that  I  waa  no  prodigaL 

T%m,  I,  that  I  am  one  now ; 

Were  aU  the  wealth  I  have  shut  up  in  thee, 
rd  give  thee  leave  to  hang  it.    Get  thee  gone. — 
That  the  whole  life  of  Athens  were  in  this  I 
Thus  would  I  eat  it.  [Eating  a  root, 

Apewn,  Here ;  I  will  mend  thy  feast 

[OJMng  him  something. 

Tm,  First  mend  my  company,  take  away 
thyself. 

Apetn,  So  I  shall  mend  mine  own,  by  the  lack 
of  thine. 

Tim,  lis  not  well  mended  so,  It  is  bat  botched; 
If  not,  I  would  it  were. 

Apem.  What  wouldst  thou  have  to  Athens  f 

Tim.  Thee  thither  in  a  whirlwind.    If  thon 
wUt, 
Ten  them  there  I  have  gold;  look,  so  I  have. 

Apem,  Here  is  no  use  for  gold. 

J\m.  The  best  and  truest : 

For  here  it  sleeps,  and  does  no  hired  hann. 

Apem,  Where  ly*st  o'  nights,  Timon  ? 

Tim.  Under  that's  abova  me. 

Where  feed'st  thoa  o'  days,  Apemantas  f 

Apem.  Where  my  stomach  finds  meat;  or, 
rather,  where  I  eat  it.  [my  mind  I 

Tim.  'Woold  poison  were  obedient,  and  knew 

Apem.  Where  wouldst  thoa  send  itf 

I\m.  To  sauce  thy  dishes. 

Apem,  The  middle  of  humanity  thoa  never 
kneweat,  but  the  extremity  of  both  ends :  When 
thoo  wast  in  thy  gilt,  and  thy  perfume,  they 
moekad  thee  for  too  much  curiosity ;  in  thy  rags 
thoa  knowest  none,  bat  art  despised  for  the 
eontrary.    There's  a  medlar  for  thee^  aat  li 
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2'im.  On  what  I  hate  I  feed  not 
Apem.  Dost  hate  a  medlar  ? 
Tim.  Ay,  though  it  look  like  thee. 
Apem.  An  thou  hadst  hated  meddlers  sooner, 
thou  shonld'st  have  loved  thyself  better  now. 
What  man  didst  thou  ever  know  nnthrift  that 
was  beloved  after  his  means  f 

Tim.  Who,  without  those  means  thou  talk'st 
of,  didst  thou  ever  know  beloved? 
A^m,  Myself. 

Tim.  I  understand  thee;  thon  hadst  some 
dans  to  keep  a  dog. 
Apem.  What  things  in  the  world  canst  thoa 
nearest  compare  to  thy  flatterers  f 

Tim.  Women  nearest ;  but  men,  men  are  the 
things  themselves.    What  would'st  thou  do  with 
the  world,  Apemantos,  if  it  lay  in  thy  power? 
Apem.  Give  it  to  beasts,  to  be  rid  of  the  men. 
Tim.  Wouldst  thou  have  thyself  fan  in  the 
confusion  of  men,  and  remain  a  beast  with  the 
beasts? 
Apem.  Ay,  Timon. 

Tim.  A  besstly  ambition,  which  the  gods  grant 
thee  to  attain  to  I  If  thou  wert  the  Uon,  the  fox 
would  beguile  thee:  if  thou  wert  the  lamb,  the 
fox  woold  eat  thee :  if  thon  wert  the  fox,  the  Uon 
would  suspect  thee,  when,  peradventare,thon  wert 
accused  by  the  ass :  if  thou  wert  the  ass,  thy  duU- 
ness  woold  torment  thee ;  and  stiU  thon  Jivedst 
bnt  as  a  breakfast  to  the  wolf:  if  thou  wert  the 
wolf,  thy  greediness  would  afflict  thee,  and  oft 
thou  shonldst  hazard  thy  life  for  thy  dinner :  wert 
thon  the  unicorn,  ^ride  and  wrath  would  confound 
thee,  and  make  thme  own  self  the  conquest  of  thy 
f  ary :  wert  thon  a  bear,  thon  wouldst  be  kiUed  1^ 
the  horse ;  wert  thou  a  horse,  thon  wouldst  lie 
seized  by  the  leopard :  wert  thou  a  leopard,  thoa 
wert  german  to  the  Uon,  and  the  spots  of  thy 
kindred  were  jurors  on  thy  life:  aU  thy  safety 
were  remotion ;  and  thy  defence,  absence.  What 
beast  couldst  thou  be,  that  were  not  subject  to 
a  beast?  and  what  a  beast  art  tiiou  already, 
that  seest  not  thy  loss  in  transformation  I 

Apem.  li  thou  cooldst  please  me  with  speaking 
to  me  thpu  migbtest  have  hit  npon  it  here :  The 
commonwealth  of  Athens  is  become  a  forest  of 
beasts. 

Tim.  Howt  has  the  ass  broke  the  waU,  that 
thou  art  out  of  the  dty  ? 

Apem.  Yonder  comes  a  poet  and  a  painter : 
The  plague  of  company  light  upon  thee :  I  wiU 
fear  to  catch  it,  and  nve  way :  When  I  know 
not  what  else  to  do,  I'll  see  thee  again. 

Tim.  When  there  is  nothing  Uving  bnt  thee, 

thou  shalt  be  welcome.     I  had  rather  be  a 

beggar's  dog  than  Apemantns. 

Apem.  Thou  art  the  cap  of  aU  the  fools  aUve. 

Tim.  Would  thou  wert  dean  enough  to  spit 

upon. 
Apewi,  A  plague  on  thee,  thou  art  too  bad  to 

curse. 
^ai.  AU  viUains  that  do  stand  by  thee  are 

pure. 
Apem,  There  is  no  leprosy  but  what  thou 
Tim.  If  I  name  thee. —  [speak'st 

rn  boat  thee,— bat  I  should  infect  my  hands. 
Apem.  I  would  my  tongue  could  rot  them  off  I 
Tim,  Away,  thou  issue  of  a  mauffv  dog  t 
taUv 


live; 


Cboler  does  kiU  me,  that  thou  art  i 

I  swoon  to  see  thee. 
Apewi,  Would  thou  wouldat  burst  I 

^4».  _      Aw« 
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ThoQ  iedions  rogue  1 1  am  sorry  1  shall  lose 
A  stone  by  thee.  [Throw$  a  stone  at  him. 

Apem.       Beast  I 

Tim,  Slave  I 

Apem,  Toadt 

Tim.  Bogae,  rogoe,  rogae  I 

[Apemantus  retrettts  backward^  as  going. 
I«m  siok  of  this  false  world ;  and  will  love  nought 
Bat  even  the  mere  necessities  npon't. 
Then,  Timon,  presently  prepare  thy  grave ; 
Lie  where  the  light  foam  of  the  sea  may  beat 
TI^  grave-stone  daily :  make  thine  epitaph, 
That  death  in  me  at  others'  lives  may  langh. 
O  thoa  sweet  king-Uller,  and  dear  divoroe 

[Looking  on  the  gold. 
Twixt  natoral  son  and  sire  1  thou  bright  defiler 
Of  Hymen's  purest  bed  I  thon  valiant  Mars  I 
Thoa  ever  yonng,  fresh,  lov'd,  and  delicate  wooer, 
Whose  blnsh  doth  thaw  the  consecrated  snow 
That  lies  on  Dian's  lap  1  thou  visible  god. 
That  solder'st  dose  impossibilities, 
And  mak'st  them  kissl  that  speak'st  with  evexy 

toDgne 
To  every  purpose  1  O  thou  touch  of  hearts  I 
Think,  thy  slave  man  rebels;  and  by  thy  virtue 
Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  beasts 
May  have  the  world  in  empire  1 

Apem,  'Would  'twere  sot- 

But  not  till  I  am  dead  I— Pll  say,  thou  hast  gold : 
Thou  wilt  be  throng'd  to  shortly. 

Tim,  Throng'd  to  f 

Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  Thy  back,  I  prithee. 

^^m.  Live,  and  love  fhy  misery  I 

Tim.  Long  live  so,  and  so  die  I — I  am  quit. 

[^xit  Apemantus. 
More  things  like  men?— Eat,  Timon,  and  abhor 
them. 

J^ntorBandita 

1  Ban.  Where  should  he  have  this  gold  T  It 
is  some  poor  fragment,  some  slender  ort  of  his 
remainder:  The  mere  want  of  gold,  and  the 
falling  from  of  his  friends,  drove  him  into  this 
melancholy. 

2  Ban.  It  is  noised  he  hath  a  mass  of 'treasure. 
8  Bern.  Let  us  make  the  assay  upon  him.    If 

he  care  not  for't,  he  will  supply  us  easily :  If  he 
covetously  reserve  it,  how  shall's  get  it? 
S  Ban.  True ;  for  he  bears  it  not  about  him, 
'tis  hid. 

1  Ban.  Is  not  this  he? 
Banditti.  Where? 

2  Ban.  'Tis  his  description. 
8  Ban.  He ;  I  know  him. 
Banditti.  Save  thee,  Timon. 
Tim.  Kow,  thieves  ? 
Banditti.  Soldiers,  not  thieves. 
Tim.  Both  too ;  and  women's  sons. 
Bamditii.  We  are  not  thieves,  but  men  that 

much  do  want. 
Tim.  Your  greatest  want  is,  yon  want  much 
of  meat. 
Why  should  you  want?    Behold  the  earth  hath 

roots; 
Within  this  mile  break  forth  a  hundred  springs: 
The  oaks  bear  mast,  the  briars  scarlet  hips ; 
The  bounteous  housewife,  nature,  on  each  bosh 
Lays  her  full  mess  before  you.  Want  ?  why  want  ? 
1  Ban.  We  cannot  live  on  grass,  on  berries. 
As  beasts,  and  birds,  and  fishes.  [water, 

Tim.  Nor  on  the  beasts  themselves,  the  birds, 
and  fishes: 
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Ton  must  eat  men.    Tet  thanks  I  must  yon  eon, 
That  you  are  thieves  profess'd ;  that  you  work  not 
In  holier  shapes :  for  there  is  boundless  theft 
In  limited  professions.    Bascal  thieves  t 
Here's  gold:  Go,  suck  the  subtle  blood  d  the 

THI  the  high  fever  seeth  your  blood  to  froth, 
And  so  'scape  hanging.   Trust  not  the  physician : 
His  antidotes  are  poison,  and  he  slays 
More  than  you  rob.     Take  wealth  and  lives 

together ; 
Do  villainy,  do,  since  yon  profess  to  do*t, 
Like  workmen.  I'll  example  vou  with  thievery : 
The  sun's  a  thief,  and  with  his  great  attraction 
Bobs  the  vast  sea :  the  moon's  an  arrant  thief, 
And  her  pale  flre  she  snatches  from  the  sun : 
The  sea's  a  thief,  whose  liquid  surge  resolves 
The  moon  into  salt  tears :  the  earth's  a  thief, 
That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  compoeture  stolen 
From  general  excrement :  each  thing's  a  thief; 
The  laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough 

power 
Have  nncheck'd  theft.    Love  not  yourselves : 

away; 
Bob  one  another.     There's  more  fold:  Ool 

throats ; 
All  that  you  meet  are  thieves :  To  Athens  go ; 
Break  open  shops ;  nothing  can  you  steal. 
But  thieves  do  lose  it :  Steal  not  leSs,  for  this 
I  give  you ;  and  gold  confound  ^ou  howsoever  I 
Amen.  [Timon  retires  to  his  cave. 

8  Ban.  He  has  almost  cbarmed  me  from  my 
profession,  by  persuading  me  to  it. 

1  Ban.  'Tis  in  the  malice  of  mankind  thai  he 
thus  advises  us ;  not  to  have  ns  thrive  In  oar 
mystery. 

2  Ban.  PU  believe  him  as  an  enemy,  and  give 
over  my  trade. 

1  Ban.  Let  us  first  see  peace  in  Athens :  There 

is  no  time  so  miserable  but  a  man  may  be  true. 

lExewU  BandiltL 

Enter  Elavius. 

Flav.  O  yon  gods  t 
Is  yon  despis'd  and  ruinous  man  my  lord  ? 
Full  of  decay  and  failing  ?    0  monument 
And  wonder  of  good  de^s  evilly  bestow'd  t 
What  an  alteration  of  honour  has 
Desperate  want  made  1 
What  viler  thing  upon  the  earth,  than  friends 
Who  can  bring  noblest  minds  to  basest  ends : 
How  rarely  does  it  meet  with  this  time's  guise. 
When  man  was  wish'd  to  love  his  enemies : 
Qrant,  I  may  ever  love,  and  rather  woo 
Those  that  would  mischief  me,  than  those  that  dot 
He  has  caught  me  in  Ids  eye :  I  will  present 
My  honest  grief  unto  him ;  and,  as  my  lord, 
Still  serve  mm  with  my  life. — My  dearest  master! 

Timon  eomes  forward  from  his  eave. 
Tim.  Away  I  what  art  thou  ? 
Flav.  Have  you  forgot  me,  sir  ? 

Tim.  Why  dost  ask  that?  I  have  forgot  aQ 
men; 
Then,  if  thou  gra.it'st  thou  art  a  man,  I  have 
forgot  thee. 
Flav.  An  honest  poor  servant  d  yonrs. 
Tim.  Then  I  know  thee  not. 
I  ne'er  had  honest  man  about  me ;  ay,  all 
I  kept  were  knaves  to  serve  in  meat  to  villains. 

Flav.  The  gods  are  witness. 
Ne'er  did  poor  steward  wear  a  truer  grief 
For  his  undone  lord,  tiummine  ey;^  for  yoi 
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TIMON  OF 
Tim,  Wbftt,  dost  fhoQireep?— Come  nearer:— 

then  I  love  thee, 
Beoante  thoa  art  a  woman,  and  disclaim'st 
Flinty  mankind ;  whoee  eyes  do  never  give, 
Bat  thorough  last  and  laughter.  Pity's  sleeping: 
Btrange  Umes,  that  weep  with  laughing,  not 

with  weeping  I 
Flav.  I  beg  of  yoa  to  know  me,  good  my  lord. 
To  aooept  my  grief,  and,  whilst  this  poor  wealth 

lasts. 
To  entertain  me  as  yonr  steward  stilL 

Tim,  Had  I  a  steward 
So  trae,  so  jost,  and  now  so  oomfortable  ? 
It  almost  turns  my  dangerous  nature  wild. 
Let  me  behold  thy  faoe. — Surely,  this  man 
Was  bom  of  woman. — 
Forgive  my  general  and  ezoeptlest  rashness, 
fou  perpetual-sober  gods  1  I  do  proclaim 
Oue  hooest  man, — mistake  me  not, — but  one ; — 
No  more,  I  pray, — and  he's  a  steward. — 
How  fain  would  I  have  hated  all  mankind, 
And  tbou  redeem*st  thyself:  But  all,  save  thee, 
[  fell  with  eurses. 

If  ethinks,  thou  art  more  honest  now  than  wise ; 
For  by  oppressing  and  betraying  me. 
Thou  might'st  have  sooner  got  another  servioe ; 
For  many  so  arrive  at  second  masters. 
Upon  their  first  lord's  neck.    But  tell  me  true, 
fEor  I  must  ever  doubt,  though  ne'er  so  sure) 
Is  not  thy  kindness  subtle,  covetous, 
If  not  a  nsuring  kindness ;  and  as  rich  men  deal 

gifts, 
RxpfMiting  m  retom  twsnty  for  one? 


ATHBN8.  Old 

Ftav.  no,  my  most  woffhj  master,  hi  whoes 

breast 
Doubt  and  suspect,  alas,  are  placed  too  late ; 
Yon  should  have  fear'd  false  times,  when  you 

did  feast: 
Suspect  still  comes  where  an  estate  is  least 
That  which  I  show,  heaven  knows,  is  merely  love, 
Duty  and  zeal  to  your  unmatched  mind, 
Care  of  your  food  and  living :  and  believe  it. 
My  most  hdnour'd  lord,  ^ 

For  any  benefit  that  points  to  me. 
Either  in  hope,  orpresent,  Pd  exchange 
For  this  one  wish,  Tnat  you  had  power  and  wealth 
To  requit  me,  by  making  rich  vourself . 

Tim.  Look  thee,  'tis  so  I — Thou  singly  honest 
Here,  take: — the  gods  out  of  my  misery       [man, 
Have  sent  thee  treasure.  Go,  live  rich,  and  happy : 
But  thus  oondition'd :  Thou  shalt  build  from  men, 
Hate  all,  curse  all:  show  charity  to  none: 
But  let  the  famish'd  flesh  slide  from  the  bone. 
Ere  thou  relieve  the  beggar :  give  to  dogs 
What  thou  deny'st  to  men ;  let  prisons  swallow 

them. 
Debts  wither  them  to  nothing:  Be  men  like 

blasted  woods. 
And  may  diseases  lick  up  their  false  Uoods  I 
And  so,  farewell,  and  thrive. 
FUso,  0,  let  me  stay,  and  comfort  you,  my 

master. 
Tim.  It  thou  hat'st  curses. 
Stay  not :  fly,  whilst  thou  art  bless'd  and  free ; 
Ne'er  see  thoa  man,  and  let  me  ne'er  see  thee. 
[Exeunt  severaUy, 


ACT  V. 


BOENB  Lr—B^re  Timon's  Cove. 
Enter  Poet  and  Painter ;  TncoN  behind^  mnee^n. 

Pain,  As  I  took  note  of  the  place,  it  cannot 
be  far  where  he  abides. 

Poet.  What's  to  be  thought  of  him  T  Does  the 
rumour  hold  for  true,  that  he's  so  full  of  gold  ? 

Pain,  Gertain :  Alcibiades  reports  it ;  Phrynia 
and  Timandra  had  gold  of  him :  he  likewise  en- 
riched poor  stragglmg  soldiers  with  great  quan- 
tity :  'Tie  said  he  gave  nnto  his  steward  a 
mighty  sum. 

Poet,  Then  this  breaking  of  his  has  been  but 
a  try  for  his  friends. 

Pain,  Nothing  else :  yon  shall  see hima  palm 
In  Athens  again,  and  flourish  with  the  highest. 
Therefore,  'tis  not  amiss  we  tender  our  loves  to 
him,  in  this  supposed  distress  of  his :  it  will  show 
honestly  in  us ;  and  is  very  likelv  to  load  our 
purposes  with  what  they  travel  for,  if  it  be  a 
]ust  and  true  report  that  goes  of  bis  having. 

Poet.  What  have  you  now  to  present  unto  himf 

Pain.  Nothing  at  this  time  but  my  visitation: 
only  I  will  promise  him  an  excellent  piece. 

Poet.  I  must  serve  him  so  too ;  tell  him  of  an 
intent  that's  coming  toward  him. 

Pain.  Good  as  the  best. 
Promising  is  the  very  air  o*  the  time ; 
It  opens  the  eyes  ef  expectation : 
Performanoe  is  ever  the  duller  for  his  act ; 
And,  bat  in  the  plainer  and  Ampler  kind  of 
The  deed  d  saying  is  quite  out  of  use.    [people. 
To  promise  is  most  courtly  and  fashionable : 
Performanoe  is  a  kind  of  wili  and  testament, 
Which  argues  a  great  sioknass  In  his  Judgment 
That  makes  it 


TYoi.  ExoeHent  workman  I  Thoa  eanst  not  paint 
a  man  so  bad  as  is  thyself. 

Poet.  I  am  thinking 
What  I  shall  say  I  have  provided  for  him 
It  must  be  a  personating  of  himself: 
A  satire  against  the  softness  of  prosperity ; 
With  a  diRcovery  of  the  infinite  flatteries 
That  follow  youth  and  opulenoy. 

Tim.  Must  thou  needs  stand  for  a  villain  in  thine 
own  work  T  Wilt  thou  whip  thine  own  faults  in 
other  men  f    Do  so,  I  have  gold  for  thee. 

Poet.  Nay,  let's  seek  him : 
Then  do  we  sin  against  our  own  estate. 
When  we  may  profit  meet  end  come  too  late. 

Pain.  True; 
When  the  day  serves,  before   black-eomer'd 

night 
Find  what  thoa  want'st  by  free  and  off er*d  light. 
Oome. 

Titn.  rn  meet  yoa  at  the  tarn.    What  a  god's 
gold. 
That  he  is  worshipp'd  in  a  baser  temple 
Than  where  swine  feed  I 
'Tis  thoa  that  rigg'st  the  bark,  and  plongh'st  the 

foam ; 
Settlest  admired  reverence  in  a  slave : 
To  thee  be  worship  1  and  thy  saints  for  aye 
Be  crowned  with  plagues,  that  thee  alone  obey  I 
'Fit  I  do  meet  them.  [Advancing. 

Poet.  Hail,  worthy  TimonI 

Pain.  Our  late  noble  master. 

Tim.  Have  I  once  lived  to  see  two  honest  men  f 

Poet,  Sir, 
Having  often  of  your  open  bounty  tasted. 
Hearing  you  were  retir'd,  your  friends  fall'n  off, 
Wliose  thankless  natures— 0  abhpr^  spirit  1 
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Not  all  the  whips  of  Heayen  tfe  large  enoagh— 

What  t  to  yoa  I 

Whose  star-like  nobleness  gaye  life  and  inflnence 

To  their  whole  being  I  I'm  rapt,  and  cannot  cover 

The  monstrous  bulk  of  this  mgratitnde 

With  any  size  of  words. 

Tim.  Let  it  ffo  naked,  men  may  see't  the  better: 
Ton,  that  are  honest,  by  being  what  yon  are. 
Make  them  best  seen  and  known. 
^   Pain,  He,  and  myself, 

Have  travelled  in  the  great  shower  of  your  gifts, 
And  sweetly  felt  it 

Tim,  Ay,  yon  are  honest  men. 

Pain.  We  are  hither  oome  to  offer  yoa  onr 
service. 

Tim.  Host  honest  men  I    Why,  how  shall  I 
reqnite  yon  ? 
Oan  yoa  eat  roots,  and  drink  cold  water  7  no. 

Both.  What  we  can  do,  well  do,  to  do  yon 
service. 

TUn.  Yon  are  honest  men :  Ton  have  heard 
that  I  have  gold ; 
I  am  sore  yon  have :  speak  truth :  yon*re  honest 
men. 

Pain.  So  it  is  said,  my  noble  lord:  but  therefore 
Game  not  my  friend,  nor  I. 

Tim,   Oood  honest  men:— Tho'a  draw'st  a 
connterfdt 
Best  In  all  Athens ;  thon  art,  indeed,  the  best ; 
Thon  connterfeit'st  most  lively. 

Pain.  So,  so,  my  lord. 

Tim,  Even  so,  shr,  as  I  say:— And,  for  thy 

fiction,  ITo  the  Toei. 

Why,  ihy  verse  swells  with  stuff  so  fine  and 

smooth 
That  thon  art  even  natural  in  thine  art. — 
Bni,  for  all  this,  my  honest-natur'd  friends, 
I  must  needs  say  you  have  a  little  fault : 
Harry,  'tis  not  monstrous  in  yon ;  neither  wish  I 
Ton  take  much  pains  to  mend. 

Both.  Beseech  your  honour. 

To  make  it  known  to  us. 

Tim.  Tou'lltakeitm. 

Both.  Most  thankfully,  my  lord. 

Tim.  Will  you,  indeed  7 

Bp^  Doubt  it  not,  worthy  lord. 

Tim.  There's  never  a  one  of  you  bat  trusts  a 
That  mightily  deceives  you.  [knave, 

Both.  Do  we,  my  lord  ? 

Tim,  Ay,  and  you  hear  him  cog,  see  him  dis- 
semble. 
Enow  his  gross  patchery,  love  him,  feed  him, 
Eeep  in  your  bosom :  yet  remain  assur'd. 
That  he's  a  made-up  villain. 

Pain.  I  know  none  such,  my  lord. 

Poet.  Nor  L 

Tim.  Look  you,  I  love  yoa  well ;  I'll  give  you 
gold. 
Bid  me  these  villains  from  your  companies : 
Hang  them.or  stab  them,drown  them  in  a  draught. 
Confound  them  by  some  course,  and  oome  to  me, 
I'll  give  von  gold  enough. 

Both.  Name  them,  my  lord,  let's  know  them. 

Tim.  Ton  that  way,  and  yon  this, — ^but  two  in 
company : 
Each  man  apart,  all  single  and  alone, 
Tet  an  arch-villain  keeps  him  company. 

[ToOePahi. 
U  whese  ihoa  art,  two  villains  shall  not  be, 
Oome  not  near  him.^If  thou  wouldst  not  reside 

[To  the  Poet. 
Bot  where  one  villain  is,  then  him  abandon.— 


ATHENS. 

Hence  1  pack  1  there's  gold,  ye  came  for  gold,  ye 

slaves : 
Ton  have  done  work  for  me,  there's  payment: 

Hence  1 
You  are  an  alchymist,  make  gold  of  that  :— 
Out,  rascal  dogs  t 

[Exitf  heating  and  driving  them  out. 

SOENE  n.— TAetome. 

Enter  Fiiivius  and  tvoo  Senators. 

Flav,  It  is  vain  that  yoa  would  speak  with 
Tiroon; 
For  he  is  set  so  only  to  himself. 
That  nothing  bat  bimself,  which  looks  like  man, 
Is  friendly  with  him. 

1  Sen,  Bring  us  to  his  cave : 

It  is  our  part,  and  promise  to  the  Athenians, 
To  speak  with  Timon. 

2  Sen,  At  all  times  alike 
Men  are  not  stiU  the  same :  'T was  time,  and  griefs 
That  fram'd him  thus :  time,  with  his  fairer  hand. 
Offering  the  fortunes  of  his  former  days. 

The  former  man  may  make  him:  Bring  us  to  him 
And  ahance  it  as  it  may.  * 

Flav.  Here  is  his  cave. 

Peace  and  content  be  here  1  Lord  Timon  I  Timon, 
Look  out,  and  speak  to  friends :  The  Athenians, 
By  two  erf  their  most  reverend  senate,  greet  thee. 
Speak  to  them,  noble  Timon. 

Enter  Timoh. 

Tim.  Thou  sun,  that  comf  ort'st,  bam  I— Speak 
and  be  hang'd : 
For  each  true  word,  a  blister  1  and  each  false 
Be  as  a  cant'rising  to  the  root  o'  the  tongue, 
Consuming  it  with  speaking  I 

1  Sen.  Worthy  Timon,^ 

Tim.  Of  none  but  such  as  you,  and  you  of  Timon. 

S  Sen.  The  senators  of  Athens  greet  thee, 
Timon. 

Tim.  I  thank  them;  and  would  send  them 
back  the  plague. 
Could  I  but  catch  it  for  them. 

1  Sen.  O,  forget 

What  we  are  sorry  for  ourselves  in  thee. 
The  senators,  with  one  consent  of  love. 
Entreat  thee  back  to  Athens ;  who  have  thooght 
On  special  dignities,  which  vacant  lie 
For  thy  best  use  and  wearing. 

S  Sen.  They  confess. 

Toward  thee  forgetf nlness  too  general,  gross : 
Which  now  the  public  body, — which  doth  seldom 
Play  the  recanter,— feeling  in  itself 
A  lack  of  Timon's  aid,  hath  sense  withal 
Of  its  own  fall,  restraining  aid  to  Timon ; 
And  send  forth  us,  to  make  their  sorrowed  render. 
Together  with  a  recompense  more  fruitful 
Than  their  offence  can  weigh  down  by  the  dram; 
Ay,  even  such  heaps  and  sums  of  love  and  wealth. 
As  shall  to  thee  blot  out  what  wrongs  were  theirs. 
And  write  in  thee  the  figures  of  their  loves. 
Ever  to  read  them  thine. 

Tim.  Ton  witch  me  in  it ; 

Surprise  me  to  the  very  brink  of  tears : 
Lend  me  a  fool's  heart,  and  a  woman's  eyes. 
And  I'll  beweep  these  comforts,  worthy  senators. 

1  Sen.  Therefore,  so  please  thee  to  return  with 
And  of  our  Athens  (thine,  and  ours)  to  take  [us. 
The  captainship,  thon  shalt  be  met  with  thanks, 
Allow'd  with  absolute  power,  and  thy  good  name 
Live  with  authority :— so  soon  we  shall  drive  back 
Of  Alcibiades  the  approaches  wiM ;, 
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Who,  Vk%  a  bo«r  too  Mvago,  doth  root  up 
His  eooutry's  peaoe. 

S  Sen,         And  shakes  his  threat'ning  swoid 
igaiost  tho  walla  of  Athens. 

1  Sen.  Therefore,  Timon,-^ 

Tim.  WeD,  sir,  I  wHl ;  therefore,  I  will,  air: 
Thus,— 
If  AloiUadea  kill  my  eoimlrymen. 
Let  AloiUadea  know  this  of  Timon, 
That  Timon  cares  not.  Bat  if  he  sadc  fair  Athena, 
And  take  oar  goodly  aged  men  by  the  beards, 
CH-dng  oar  holy  virgins  to  Jhe  stain 
Of  eontamelioas,  beastly,  mad-brain'd  war: 
Then,  let  him  know,— and  tell  him,  Timon 

speaks  it. 
In  pity  of  oar  aged,  and  oar  yonth, 
I  cannot  choose  tmt  tell  him,  that  I  care  not. 
And  let  him  take't  at  worst ;  for  their  knlvet 

earenot, 
WhOo  yon  hare  throats  to  answer :  for  myself, 
There'a  not  a  whittle  in  the  nnraly  camp. 
Bat  I  do  priie  it  at  my  Ioto,  before 
The  reverend'st  throat  in  Athena.  So  I  leaye  yon 
To  the  piQ>tection  of  the  prospcxoas  gods, 
Aa  thieves  to  keepers. 

Flap.  Stav  not,  all's  In  Tain. 

Tiwi,  Why,  I  waa  wrinng  of  my  epitaph ; 
It  will  be  Been  to-morrow :  my  long  sickness 
Of  health*  and  lifing,  now  begins  to  mend. 
And  nothing  brings  me  all  things.  Qo,liTeatUl; 
Be  Aldbiadea  yonr  plaffoe,  yon  his, 
And  last  so  long  enoogn  1 

1  Sen,  We  speak  in  rain. 

Tim,  Bat  yet  I  lore  my  ooantry,  and  am  not 
One  that  r^oieea  in  the  common  wrack. 
As  common  brait  doth  pat  it 

1  Sen,  That* 8  well  spoke. 
Tim.  Commend  me  lo  my  loving  conn  trymen, — 
.1  Sen,  These  words  become  yoor  lips  as  they 

paaa  throagh  them. 
S  Sen,  And  enter  in  oar  can  Uka  great 

triomphers 
In  thehr  i^planduig  gates. 

Tim,  Commend  ma  to  them ; 

And  tell  them,  that,  to  eaae  them  of  their  griefs. 
Their  fears  of  hostile  strokea,  their  aches,  losses, 
Their  pangs  of  love,  with  other  incident  throea 
That  natare's  fragile  vessel  doth  sastain 
In  life's  uncertain  voyage,  I  will  acme  kindness 

do  them: 
m  teach  them  to  prevent  wild  Aldbiadea'  wrath. 

2  Sen,  Hike  thla  well;  he  will  retam  again. 
7Vh».  I  have  a  tree.whioh  grows  here  in  my  dose. 

That  mine  own  ose  invites  me  to  cat  down. 
And  shortly  mast  I  fell  it :  Tell  my  friends. 
Tell  Athens,  in  the  sequence  of  degree. 
From  high  to  low  thronghoat,  that  wboso  please 
To  atop  affliction,  let  him  take  his  haste. 
Come  hither,  ere  my  tree  hath  felt  the  axe. 
And  hanghimself :— I  prav  yon,  do  my  greeting. 

Flav,  Troable  him  no  farther,  thas  yoa  stOl 
shall  find  him. 

Tim,  Come  not  to  me  again:  bat  say  to  Athena, 
Timon  hath  made  his  everlasting  mansion 
Upon  the  beached  verge  of  the  udt  flood ; 
whom  once  a  day  with  hie  embossed  froth 
The  tarbalent  snrge  shall  cover ;  thither  come. 
And  let  my  graveatone  be  yoor  orade.— > 
Lipa,  let  aoar  words  go  by,  and  langnage  end : 
What  ia  amiss,  plagne  and  infection  mend  1 
Gravea  onlv  be  men's  works ;  and  death  their  gain  I 
Son,  hide  thy  beama  I  Timon  hath  done  his  reign. 

ISxit  Tdcon. 
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1  Sen.  His  dlsconteiita  are  imremOvably 
Conpled  to  nature. 

2  Sen,  Cor  hope  in  him  is  dead :  let  as  retain. 
And  strain  what  other  means  is  left  onto  aa 

In  oar  dear  periL 
.  aen.  It  reqoires  swift  foot.    [ExewU, 

SCENE  JIL^The  watte  o/ Athena. 
Riter  two  Senators,  and  a  ICessenger. 

1  Sen,  Thoa  hast  painfully  discover'd ;  are 
hiafilea 
As  fall  as  thy  report  f 

Mete,  I  have  spoke  the  least ; 

Besidea,  his  expeditioin  promises 
Present  apmroach. 
a  Sen.  we  stand  mnoh  hazard,  if  they  bring 

not  Timon. 
Meee,  I  met  a  coarier,   one  mine  andent 
friend  ;— 
Whom,  though  in  general  part  we  were  oppoe'd, 
Tet  oar  old  love  made  a  particalar  force. 
And  made  as  speak  like  mends :— this  man  waa 

riding 
From  Aldbiadea  to  Timon's  cave, 
WiUi  lettera  of  entreaty,  which  imported 
His  fellowship  i*  the  cause  againat  your  dty, 
In  part  for  hia  sake  mov'd. 

Snter  Senators/rom  Thnon. 

1  Sen.  Here  come  our  Inrothera. 

S  Sen,  No  talk  d  Timon,  nothing  of  him 

expect. — 

The  enemiea*  drum  is  heard,  and  fearfal  scouring 

Doth  choke  the  air  with  duat :  In,  and  prepare : 

Ouri  is  the  fall,  I  fear ;  our  foes  the  snare. 

[Saemt 

SCENE  lV,—The  Woode,    Timon's  Cava,  and 
a  Tombstone  seen. 

Enter  a  Soldier,  seeking  TncoM. 

Sold.  By  all deaeription  this  should  be  theplace. 
Who's  here?  speak,  hoal^No  answer?—- What 

is  this? 
Timon  is  dead,  who  hath  outstretched  his  span : 
Somebeastrear'd  this :  there  does  not  liveaman. 
Dead,  sure :  and  this  nis  grave.—- What's  on  this 

tomb 
I  cannot  read;  the  diaracterni  take  with  wax: 
Our  captain  hath  in  every  figure  akill ; 
An  aged  interpreter,  though  young  in  days : 
Before  proud  Athens  he's  set  down  by  thia. 
Whose  fall  the  mark  of  his  ambition  is. 

[EsgU. 

SCENE  Y.— Before  Hke  watts  of  Athens. 

TVnaipeCi  aoMuf .  Enter  AiAnBUi>*B  and  Foreee, 

Ale&f.  Sound tothisoowardandlasdviouB town 
Our  terrible  approach.  lA  parley  sounded. 

Enter  Senators,  on  ike  watte. 

Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  filled  the  time 
With  all  lioentioue  measure,  making  yo'ar  wiUa 
The  scope  of  justice :  till  now  myself  and  such 
As  dept  within  the  shadow  of  your  power, 
Have  wander'd  with  our  traversed  arms,  and 

breath'd 
Our  auiferance  vainly :  Now  the  time  is  Audi, 
When  crouohiDir  marrow,  in  .the  bearer  strong. 
Cries  of  itself,  "No more:"  now  breathless  wrong 
Shall  dt  and  pant  hi  your  great  dudrs  of  ease. 
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And  puny  mtolenoe  shall  break  his  wind, 
With  fear,  and  horrid  flight. 

1  Sen,  Noble,  and  yonng, 

When  thy  first  griefs  were  but  a  mere  conceit, 
Ere  thon  hadst  power,  or  we  bad  cause  of  fear, 
We  aent  to  thee ;  to  give  thy  rages  balm. 
To  wipe  <mt  oar  ingratitude  with  loves 
Above  their  quantity. 

S  Ben,  So  did  we  woo 

Transformed  Timon  to  our  city's  love, 
By  humble  message,  and  by  promis'd  meana ; 
We  were  not  all  uukind,  nor  all  deserve 
The  common  stroke  of  war. 

1  Sen,  These  walls  of  onra 
Were  not  ereeted  hj  their  hands  from  whom 
You  have  received  your  grief :  nor  are  tboy  such 
That  these  great  towers,  trophies,  and  schools 

should  fall 
For  private  faults  in  them. 

2  Ben.  Nor  are  they  living 
Who  were  the  motives  that  you  first  went  out ; 
Shame,  that  they  wanted  cunning,  in  excess 
Hath  Inroke  their  hearts.    March,  noUe  lord, 
Into  our  citj  with  thy  banners  spread : 

By  decimation,  and  a  tithed  death 
(If  thy  revenges  liunger  for  that  food, 
Which  nature  loathes),  take  thon  the  desiin'd 
And  by  the  hazard  of  the  spotted  die,       [tenth ; 
Let  die  the  spotted. 

1  Sen,  All  have  not  offended ; 

For  those  that  were,  it  is  not  square  to  take. 
On  those  that  are,  revenges :  crimes,  like  lands, 
Are  not  inherited.    Then,  dear  countryman. 
Bring  in  thy  ranks,  but  leave  without  thy  rage : 
Spare  thy  Athenian  cradle,  and  those  kin 
Which,  in  the  blaster  of  thy  wrath,  must  fall 
Vfiih  those  that  have  offended:  like  a  shepherd. 
Approach  the  fold,  and  cull  the  infected  forth, 
But  kill  not  all  together. 

S  Sen.  What  thou  wilt. 

Thou  rather  ahalt  enforce  it  with  thy  smile, 
Than  hew  to't  with  thy  sword. 

ISen.  Set  but  thy  foot 

Against  our  rampir'd  gates,  and  they  shall  ope ; 
So  thou  wilt  Bead  thy  gentle  heart  before, 
To  say  thoul't  enter  friendly. 


TUCOK  of  ATHENS. 


2  Ben.  Throw  ihj  glov>e, 

Or  any  token  of  thine  liononr  else. 
That  thou  wilt  use  the  wars  as  thy  redress, 
And  not  as  our  confusion,  all  thy  powers 
Shall  make  their  harbour  in  our  town,  till  we 
Have  seal'd  thy  full  deshre. 

Alcib.  Then  there's  my  glove ; 

Descend,  and  open  your  uncharged  ports ; 
Those  enemies  of  Timon's,  and  mine  own, 
Whom  you  yourselves  shall  set  out  for  reproof, 
Fall,  and  no  more :  and, — to  atone  your  fears 
With  my  more  noble  jneaning, — ^not  a  man 
Shall  pass  his  quarter,  or  offend  the  stream 
Of  regular  justice  in  your  city's  bounds. 
But  shall  be  remedied,  to  your  publio  laws. 
At  heaviest  answer. 

Both,  'TIS  most  nobly  spoken. 

AUib.  Descend,  and  keep  your  words. 

[7^  Senators  descend^  and  open  the  gate*. 

Enter  a  Soldier. 

Sold,  My  noble  general,  Timon  is  dead ; 
Entomb'd  upon  the  very  hem  o'  the  sea : 
And  on  hia  gravestone  this  insculpture,  which 
With  wax  I  brought  away,  whose  soft  impressioa 
Interprets  for  my  poor  ignorance. 

Aleib.  [Readi."]  H«re  lias  a  wretched  eorw*,  of  wretehed 

■onl  bereft : 
Seek  not  my  name:  A  plague  oontiime  vou  widked 

caitlffBleftI 
Here  lie  T  Timon :  who,  alive,  all  llyinft  men  did  hate : 
Pass  by,  and  corse  thy  fill;  but  pasa  and  atay  not  here 

thy  gait 

These  will  express  in  thee  thy  latter  spirits : 
Though  thon  abhorr'dst  in  us  our  human  griefs, 
Soom'dst  our  brain's  flow,  and  those  onr  droplets 

which 
From  niggard  nature  fall,  yet  rieh  conceit 
Tauffht  thee  to  make  vast  Neptune  weep  for  aye 
Go  thy  low  grave,  on  faults  forgiven.    Dead 
Is  noble  Timon ;  of  whose  memory 
Hereafter  more. — Bring  me  into  your  oitj, 
And  I  will  use  the  olive  with  my  sword : 
Make  war  breed  peace ;  make  peace  stint  war 

make  each 
Prescribe  to  other,  as  each  other's  leech. 
Let  our  drums  strike.  lEaeumL 
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DRAMATIS  PERSON JB. 


OAITO  MASCnrS  OORIOLAinTS.  ft  noble  Rohulil 

1ITU8  LARTIU8,  %  general  afalnat  the  Volcea. 

CoacUilUS,  a  general  against  the  Voleea. 

JtEAElilUS  A6EIPPA,  friend  to  Ooriolanu 

nODIIUB  VELUTU8,  a  tribune  of  the  people. 

JUfliuS  BRUTUS,  a  tribune  of  the  people. 

TooBg  MA&CIUB,  Bon  to  Coriolanux. 
^__^  A  Roman  Herald. 

TUUU8  AUPI0IU8,  general  of  the  Volcei. 
Uenteaaat  to  Aofldlna. 


Ooasplraton  Witt  AnJMfvL 

A  aUzen  of  Antlnm. 

Two  Voldaa  Gnarda. 

TOLUlOrtA,  mother  to  Ooriolaau^ 

TniOILIA,  wife  to  Oorlolanoa. 

VALERIA,  friend  to  Vlrgilla. 

Oentlewoman  attending  Vlrgilla. 

tad  Volcian  Benatora,  Patridans,  JBdilef,  Uoton, 

Boldlen,  OltizenM,  Meeeengen,  Benraata  ^'   '-'"— 
and  other  Attendant!. 


BCBHS.— PartljiBSome:  and  partly  la  the  terrttoiiea  of  tha  Vftliiani  and  AntJatei. 


SCENE  L— Rome.    A  Street. 


&Uer  a  compmy  of  muJtinoue  CitizenSi  wUh  tUne»^ 
dubst  and  oUur  toeapone* 

I  OU.  Before  we  proceed  anj  further,  hear  me 
speak. 

Git,  Speak,  speak.        [Several  q)€aking  at  once, 

1  Oit.  You  are  all  resolved  rather  todie  thau  to 
fiunish? 

Cit.  Kesolved,  resolved. 


ACT  I. 

1  Oit.  If  I  must  not,  I  need  not  be  barren  of 
accusations ;  be  hath  faults,  with  surplus,  to  tiro  in 
repetition.  [Shoute  toitkmJ]  What  shouts  are 
these  ?  The  other  side  o'  the  oitj  is  risen:  Why 
stay  we  prating  here?  to  the  Capitol  1 

AU.  Come,  come. 

1  CfiL  Soft!  who  comes  here? 


ISfiter  Meneniub  Agrippa. 
2  on.  Worthy  Menenius  Agnppa;   one  that 


1  Gil,  First,  you  know,  Cains  Ifarons  is  chief   htth  always  loved  the  people. 


enemy  to  the  people. 

Cit,  We  know't,  we  know*t  I 

1  CiL  Let  us  kill  him,  and  well  have  com  at  I 
onr  own  price.    Is't  a  verdict?  , 

Git,  No  more  talking  ont:  let  it  be  done: 
awajr,  away  I 

8  Cit,  One  word,  good  citizens. 

1  Git.  We  are  accounted  poor  citizens;  the 
patricians  good :  What  author!^  surfeits  on  would 
relieve  ns.  If  they  would  yield  us  but  the  super- 
fluity, while  it  were  wholesome,  we  might  guess 
they  relieved  us  humanely ;  but  they  think  we  are 
too  dear :  the  leanness  that  afflicts  us,  the  object 
of  our  misery,  is  as  an  inventory  to  particularize 
their  abundance :  our  sufferance  U  a  gain  to  them. 
Let  us  revenge  this  with  our  pikes,  ore  we  become 
rakes:  for  the  gods  know,  I  speak  this  in  hunger 
for  bread,  not  in  thirst  for  revenge. 

2  Cit.  Would  yon  proceed  espeoiaUy  against 
Caius  Marcius  ? 

Git,  Against  him  first:  he's  a  very  dog  to  the 
commonalty. 

2  Cit.  Consider  yon  what  services  he  has  done 
for  his  country  ? 

1  CiL  Very  well ;  and  could  be  content  to  give 
biro  good  report  for*t,  but  that  he  pays  himself 
with  being  proud. 

AU.  Nav,  but  speak  not  maliciously. 

1  Cit.  I  sapr  unto  you,  what  he  hath  done  fa- 
mously he  did  it  to  that  end;  though  soft'Con- 
scienced  men  can  be  content  to  say  it  was  for  his 
country,  he  did  it  to  please  his  mother,  and  to  be 

Ertly  proud;  which  he  is,  even  to  the  altitude  of 
1  virtue. 

2  CiL  What  he  cannot  help  m  his  nature  you 
account  a  vice  in  him :  Yon  must  in  no  way  say 
he  is  covetous. 


1  Ctt,  He's  one  honest  enough:  'Would  all  the 
rest  were  sol 

Men.  What  work's,  my  oonntiymen,  in  hand  ? 
Where  go  yon 
With  bats  and  clubs?    The  matter?    Speak,  I 

?ray  you. 
)ur  business  is  not  unknown  to  the  se- 
nate; thev  have  had  inkling,  this  fortnight,  what 
we  intend  to  do,  which  now  well  show  'em  in 
deeds.  They  say  poor  suitors  have  strong  breaths : 
they  shall  know  we  have  strong  arms  too. 
Men,    Why  masters,  my  good  friends,  mine 
honest  neighbours, 
Will  you  undo  yourselves? 

2  Cit,  We  cannot,  sir,  we  are  undone  already. 
Men,  I  tell  you,  friends,  most  charitable  care 

Have  the  patricians  of  you.    For  your  wants, 
Your  suffering  in  this  dearth,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  heaven  with  your  staves,  as  lift  them 
Against  the  Roman  state ;  whose  course  will  on 
The  way  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thousand  curbs 
Of  more  strong  link  asunder  than  can  ever 
Appear  in  your  impediment :  For  the  dearth, 
The  gods,  not  the  patricians,  make  it ;  and 
Your  knees  to  them,  not  arms,  must  help.    Alack, 
You  are  transported  by  calamity 
Thither  where  more  attends  you ;  and  you  slander 
The  helm  o'the  state,  who  care  for  you  likefiithers, 
When  you  curse  them  as  enemies. 

2  Cit,  Care  for  us  I— True,  indeed  I— Thev  ne'er 
eared  for  us  yet  Suffer  us  to  famish,  and  their 
store-houses  crammed  with  grain;  make  edicts 
for  usury,  to  support  usurers;  re;  il  daily  any 
wholesome  act  established  against  the  rich;  and 
provide  more  piercing  statutes  daily,  to  chain  up 
and  restrain  the  poor.  If  the  wars  eat  us  not  np, 
they  will ;  and  there's  all  the  love  they  bear  us. 
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Men,  Either  tou  most 
Confess  Tourselves  wondrous  malieions, 
Or  be  aooos'd  of  follj.    I  shall  tell  von 
A  pretty  tale ;  it  may  be  70a  have  beard  it; 
Bat,  since  it  serves  my  porpose,  I  will  venture 
To  soiUe*t  a  little  more. 

2  OU.  Well,  111  hear  it,  sir:  yet  yon  most  not 
think  to  fob  off  our  disgrace  with  a  tale:  but,  an*t 
please  you.  deliver. 

Mai,  Tnere  was  a  time  when  all  the  body's 
members 
BebelVd  aeinst  the  belly ;  thos  aocns^d  it : — 
That  onlv like  a  galf  it  did  remain 
Ithe  midst  o*the  body,  idle  and  inaotiye| 
8tUl  cnpboarding  the  viand,  never  bearmg 
lake  labour  with  the  rest;  where  the  other  instra- 

menta 
Did  see  and  hear,  devise,  instmct  walk,  feel. 
And  mutually  participate ;  did  minister 
Unto  the  appetite  and  affection  common 
Of  the  whole  body.    The  belly  answered, — 

2  OiL  Well,  sir,  what  answer  made  the  belly? 

Men,  Sir,  I  shall  tell  you.— With  a  kind  of  smile. 
Which  ne'er  oame  from  the  lun^s,  but  even  thus 
(For,  look  you,  I  may  make  the  bellpr  smile 
As  well  as  speak),  it  tauntingly  rephed 
To  the  discontented  members,  the  mutinous  parts 
That  envied  his  receipt ;  even  so  most  fitly 
As  yon  malign  our  senators,  for  that 
They  are  not  such  as  yoo. 

2  OiL  Tour  belly's  answer ;  Wha; ! 

The  kingly-orowned  head,  the  vigilant  eye, 
The  counsellor-heart,  the  arm  our  soldier, 
Our  steed  the  le^,  the  tongue  our  trumpeter. 
With  other  momments  and  petty  helps 
In  this  onr  fabric,  if  that  they — 

Men,  What  then?— 

Tor«  roe,  this  fellow  speaks  I— what  then  ?  what 
then? 

2  Git,  Should    by   the  cormorant   belly  be 
restrained. 
Who  is  the  sink  o^the  body,— 

Men.  WelL  what  then? 

2  at.  The  former  agents,  if  they  did  complain, 
What  ooold  the  belly  answer? 

Men.  I  will  tell  yoa 

If  youll  bestow  a  small  (of  what  you  have  little) ; 
Patience  a  while,  youll  hear  the  belly's  answer. 

2  Oit.  Ton  are  long  about  it. 

Men.  Note  me  this,  good  friend ; 

Tour  most  frrave  belly  was  deliberate, 
Not  rash  like  bis  accusers,  and  thus  answer'd. 
**  True  is  it,  my  incorporate  friends,"  quoth  he, 
^  That  I  receive  the  general  food  at  first. 
Which  yon  do  live  upon :  and  fit  it  is ; 
Because  I  am  the  storehouse,  and  the  shop 
Of  the  whole  body:  But  if  you  do  remember, 
I  send  it  through  the  rivers  of  yoor  blood. 
Even  to  the  court,  the  heart,  to  the  seat  o'  the 

brain. 
And  through  the  cranks  and  offices  of  man: 
The  strongest  nerves,  and  small  inferior  veins. 
From  me  receive  that  natural  competency 
Whereby  they  live :  And  though  that  all  at  onoe, 
Ton  my  good  friends"  (this  says  the  belly),  mark 
me,— 

2  OU.  Ay,  air;  well,  well. 

Men.  **  Though  all  at  once  cannot 

Bee  what  I  do  deliver  out  to  each; 
Tet  I  can  make  my  audit  up,  that  all 
From  me  do  back  receive  the  flour  of  all. 
And  leave  me  but  the  bran."  What  say  yon  tot? 

9  OU.  It  was  an  answer:  How  apply  you  this? 


COIUOLANUS. 

Men.  The  MDaton  of  Rome  are  this  good  beflj 
And  yon  the  mutinous  members :  For  examine 
Their  counsels  and  their  cares;  digest  things 

Touching  the  weal  o'the  common;  yon  shall  find, 
No  pablic  benefit,  which  you  reoeive,  ^ 
But  it  proceeds,  or  comes,  from  them  to  yoo. 
And  no  way  from  yourselves.— What  do  yoa  think? 
Tou,  the  mat  toe  of  this  assembly  ?— 

2  OU.  I  the  great  toe?  Why  the  great  toe? 

Men,  For  that,  being  one  o'  the  lowest,  basest, 
poorest. 
Of  this  most  wise  rebellion^ then  go'st  foremost* 
Thou  rascal,  that  art  worst  m  blo^  to  nm, 
Lead'st  first,  to  win  some  vantage. — 
But  make  you  ready  your  stiff  bats  and  clubs ; 
Rome  and  her  rats  are  at  the  point  of  battle. 
The  one   side  most   have   bale. — Hail,   noble 
Maroias! 

Unter  Gaiitb  Maboiob. 

Mar.  Thanks.— What^  the  matter,  yon  di»- 

sentious  rogues. 
That,  nibbing  the  poor  itch  of  yoor  opinion, 
Blake  yourselves  scabs? 
2  CU.  We  have  ever  your  good  word. 

Mar.  He  that  will  give  good  words  to  thee  vrill 

flatter 
Beneath  abhorring. — What  wonld  yon  have,  joa 

cars. 
That  like  nor  peace,  nor  war?  the  one  affrights  yon. 
The  other  nu[kes  yoa  proud.    He  thats  trusts  to 

you, 
Where  he  should  find  too  lions  finds  yoa  hares; 
Where  foxes,  geese :  Ton  are  no  surer,  no. 
Than  is  the  coal  of  fire  apon  the  ice. 
Or  hailstone  in  the  sun.    Tour  virtue  is. 
To  make  him  worthy  whose  offisnce  subdues  him, 
And  curse  that  justice  did  it.    Who  deserves 

greatness 
Deserves  your  hate:  and  yoor  a£BBCtlons  are 
A  sick  man's  appetite,  who  desires  moet  that 
Which  would  increase  his  evil.    He  that  depends 
Upon  your  fiivours  swims  with  fins  of  lead, 
And  hews  down  oaks  with  rushes.    Httig  yet 

Trust  ye? 
With  every  minute  you  do  change  a  mind ; 
And  call  him  noble  that  was  now  your  hate. 
Him  vile  that  was  your  garbmd.    What^  the 

matter. 
That  in  these  several  places  of  the  dty 
Tou  cry  aginst  the  noble  senate,  who. 
Under  the  gods,  keep  you  in  awe,  which  else 
Would   feed  on   one    another?— What's    their 

seeking? 
Mm.  For  com  at  their  own  rates;  whereof,  they 

say. 
The  city  is  well  stor*d 

Mar.  Hang  'em  I    Ther  say ! 

Theyll  sit  by  the  fire,  and  presume  to  Imow 
What's  done  i'  the  Capitol :  who's  like  to  rise. 
Who  thrives,  and  who  declines:  side  £Mtions, 

and  give  oat 
Conjectural  marriages ;  making  parties  strong. 
And  feebling  such  as  stand  not  in  theur  liking 
Below  their  cobbled  shoes.    They  say  there's 

grain  enough  I 
Would  the  nobility  lay  aside  their  rath, 
And  let  me  use  my  sword,  I'd  make  a  quany 
With  thousands  of  these  quarter'd  sUves,  as  high 
As  I  could  pick  my  laoce. 
Men.  Nay,  these  are  almost  thoroughly  per 

•"~^5       Digitized  by  Google 


Fof  though  Ahnnoanflj  ihej  lack  discretion, 
Yet  aro  tbej  passiDg  oowardlj.    But  1  beseech 

700, 
What  says  the  other  troop  ? 

Mar,  Thej  are  digeolred:  Hang  'em ! 

Thej  said  thej  were  an-hungry;  sigh'd  forth 

proverbs, 
That  hunger  broke  stone  walls,  tliat  dogs  most  eat, 
That  meat  was  made  for  mouths,  that  the  gods 

sent  not 
Com  for  the  rich  men  only :~ With  these  shreds 
Thej  vented  their  complainings;  which  being 

answer'd 
And  a  petition  granted  them,  a  strange  one 
(To  break  the  heart  of  generosity, 
And  make  bold  power  look  pale),  thej  threw 

their  caps 
Afl  thej  would  bang  them  on  the  horns  o'the  moon, 
Shontmg  their  emulation. 
Men.  What  is  granted  them? 

Mar.  Five  tribunes   to   defend  their   vulgar 

wisdoms, 
Of  their  own  choice :  One's  Junius  Brutus, 
Bicinius  Velutus,  and  I  know  not— *Sdeath  I 
The  rabble  should  have  first  unroofd  the  oltj. 
Ere  so  prevailed  with  me ;  it  will  in  time 
Win  upon  power,  and  throw  forth  greater  themes 
For  insurrection's  arguing. 
Men.  This  is  strange. 

Mar.  Go,  get  jon  home,  jou  fragments  I 

EnUt  a  Messenger,  hastQy, 

Mest,  Where's  Gains  Marcius? 
Mar.  Here :  What's  the  matter  ? 

Mest,  The  news  is,  sir,  the  Yoloes  are  in  arms. 
Mar.  I  am  glad  ont ;  then  we  shall  have  means 
to  vent 
Our  mmtj  superfluity: — See,  our  best  elders. 

JEkfo*  CoMiNius,  Titus  Labtius,  and  other  Sena- 
tors; JuHin8BRDTU9,afu;{SiciNius  Velutus. 

1  Sm.  Marcius,  tis  true  that  jou  have  latelj 
told  us; 

The  Yoloes  are  in  arms. 

Mar.  They  have  a  leader, 

TuUus  Aufidins,  that  will  put  you  tot 
I  sin  in  envying  his  nobility : 
And  were  I  anything  but  what  I  am, 
I  would  wish  me  only  he. 

Com.  Tou  have  fought  together. 

Mar.  Were  half  to  half  the  world  by  the  ears, 
and  he 
Upon  my  party,  I'd  revolt,  to  make 
Only  my  wars  urith  him :  he  is  a  lion 
That  I  am  proud  to  hunt 

1  Sen,  Then,  worthy  Maroiua, 

Attend  Qnon  Cominius  to  these  wars. 

Com.  It  is  your  former  promise. 

Mar.  Bir,iti8; 

And  I  am  constant.— Titus  Lartius,  thou 
Shalt  see  me  once  more  strike  at  Tullua'  Cmm  : 
What,  art  thou  stiff?  stand'st  out  ? 

2tt.  No,  Cains  Marcius ; 

111  lean  upon  one  omtoh,  and  fight  with  t'other. 
Ere  stay  behind  this  business. 

Mm.  O.truebredl 

1 8m.  Toor  company  to  the  Capitol ;  where,  I 
know, 
Our  greatest  friends  attend  us. 

TSL  Lead  you  on: 

Follow,  Cominius;  we  must  follow  you ; 
Right  worthy  you  priority. 

Ckmu  Noble  MaieiatI 
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1  Sen.  Hence!  To  your  homi 
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begone. 
7b  tAe  Citizens. 
Nay,  let  them  follow . 
much  com;  take  these  rats 


ies,l 


Mar. 
The  Voices  ha»e 

thither. 

To  gnaw  their  gamers :— Worshipful  mutineers, 
Your  valour  puts  well  forth :  prav,  follow. 

[Exeunt  Senators,  Com.,  Mab.,  Tit.,  and 
Menen.    Citizens  steal  oiooy. 
Sie.    Was  ever  man  so  proud  as  is  this  Marcius  ? 
Bru.  He  has  no  equal. 
Sic.  When  we  were  chosen  tribunes  for  the 

Bru.  Miurk'd  you  his  lip  and  eyes  ? 

Sic  Nay,  but  his  taunts. 

Bru.  Being  mov'd,  he  will  not  ^>are  to  gird  the 
gods. 

Sio.  Be-mock  the  modest  moon. 

Bn*.  The  present  wars  devour  him:  he  is  grown 
Too  proud  to  be  so  valiant 

Sic  Such  a  nature, 

Tickled  with  good  success,  disdains  the  shadow 
Which  he  treads  on  at  noon :  But  I  do  wonder 
His  insolence  can  brook  to  be  commanded 
Under  Cominius. 

Bru,  Fame,  at  the  which  he  aims, 

In  whom  already  he  is  well  grac'd,  cannot 
Better  be  held,  nor  more  attain 'd,  than  by 
A  place  below  the  first :  for  what  miscarries 
Shall  be  the  general's  fault,  though  he  perform 
To  the  utmost  of  a  man ;  and  giddy  censure 
Will  then  crv  out  of  Marcius,  **  O,  if  he 
Had  borne  the  business  I" 

Sic  Besides,  if  things  go  well 

Opinion,  that  so  sticks  on  Marcius,  shall 
Of  his  demerits  rob  Cominius. 

Bru,  Come: 

Half  all  Cominius'  honours  are  to  Mardus. 
Though  Marcius  eam'd  them  not ;  and  all  his  fkults 
To  Marcius  shall  be  honours,  though,  indeed, 
In  aught  he  merit  not. 

Sic  Let's  heno^^  and  hear 

How  the  despatch  is  made;  and  m  what  £uhion, 
More  than  in  singularity,  he  goes 
Upon  this  present  action. 

SCENE  IL— CoriolL    The  Senate-House. 
Snter  Tullub  Aufidiub,  andoertam  Senators 

1  Sm.  So,  your  opinion  is,  Aufidins, 
That  they  of  Rome  are  enter'd  in  our  counsels. 
And  know  how  we  proceed. 

At^,  Is  it  not  jours  ? 

What  ever  have  been  thought  on  in  this  state. 
That  could  be  brought  to  bodily  act  ere  Rome 
Had  eircnmvention  ?  Tis  not  four  days  gone 
Since  I  heard  thence;  these  are  the  words:  1 

think 
I  have  the  letter  here ;  yes,  here  it  is:       [BeadM. 
"  Thev  have  press'd  a  power,  but  it  is  not  known 
Whether  for  east  or  west :  Tne  dearth  is  great ; 
The  people  mutinous :  and  it  is  rumour'd, 
Commius,  Marcius,  your  old  enemy 
(Who  is  of  Rome  worse  hated  than  of  you), 
And  Titius  Lartius,  a  most  valiant  Roman, 
These  three  lead  on  this  preparation 
Whither  tis  bent :  most  likely,  tis  for  you: 
Consider  of  it" 

I  Sen,  Our  army^  hi  the  field. 

We  never  yet  made  doubt  but  Rome  waa  ready 
To  answer  us. 

At^i,  Nor  did  you  think  it  foUv 

To  keep  your  great  pretenoes  veil'd  till  wheo  |^ 
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Thej  needs  must  show  tfaemselTes;  which  in  the 

hatohing, 
It  soem*d,  appeared  to  Rome.    By  the  disooverj, 
We  shall  be  shortened  in  our  aim ;  which  was, 
To  take  in  many  towns,  ere,  almost,  £ome 
Should  know  we  were  afoot 

2  Sen.  Noble  Anfidius, 

Take  jonr  commission ;  hie  ^ou  to  joar  bands: 
Let  as  alone  to  guard  Corioli : 
If  they  set  down  before  us,  for  the  remore 
Bring  up  your  army ;  but,  I  think,  you'll  find 
They  Ve  not  prepared  for  us. 

Ai^,  0,  doubt  not  that; 

I  spcAk  from  certainties.    Nay,  more ; 
Some  parcels  of  their  powers  are  forth  already, 
And  only  hitherward.     I  leave  your  honours. 
If  we  and  Oaius  Marcius  chance  to  meet, 
Tis  sworn  between  us  we  shall  ever  strike 
Till  one  can  do  no  more. 

AIL  The  gods  assist  yon! 

Ai^,  And  keep  your  honours  safe  I 

1  Sen,  Farewell. 

2  Sen.  Farewell. 
AU.  FarewdL 

[EjBeunt. 

SCENE  III.— Rome.    An  Apartment  in  Marcius* 
House* 

Enter  Volumnia  and  Virgiua  :  They  tit  down  on 
itoo  low  stools^  and  aew. 

VoL  I  pray  yon,  daughter,  sing;  or  express 
yourself  in  a  more  comfortable  sort:  If  my  son 
were  my  husband,  I  should  freelier  rcgoice  in  that 
absence  wherein  he  won  honour,  than  in  the 
embracements  of  his  bed,  where  he  would  show 
most  love.  When  yet  he  was  but  tender-bodied, 
and  the  only  son  of  mv  womb ;  when  youth  with 
eomeliness  plucked  all  gaze  his  way;  when,  for  a 
day  of  king's  entreaties,  a  motlier  should  not  sell 
him  an  hour  from  her  beholding;  I,— considering 
how  honour  would  become  such  a  person ;  that  it 
was  no  better  tlian  picture-like  .o  hang  by  the 
wall,  if  renown  made  it  not  stir, — was  pleased  to 
let  him  seek  danger  where  he  was  like  to  find 
Cune.  To  a  cruel  war  I  sent  him ;  from  whence 
he  returned  with  his  brows  bound  with  oak.  I 
t^  thee  daughter, — I  sprang  not  more  in  joy  at 
first  hearing  he  was  a  man-child,  than  now  in  first 
seeing  he  had  proved  himself  a  man. 

Vir,  But  had  ho  died  in  the  business,  madam  ? 
how  then  ? 

'  Vol.  Then  his  good  report  should  have  been  my 
•on:  I  therein  would  have  found  issue.  Hear  me 
prorcHS  sincerely:— Had  I  a  dozen  sons,  each  in 
my  love  alike,  and  none  less  dear  than  thine  and 
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With  hii  mai1*d  hand  then  wiping,  forA  he  goes; 
Like  to  a  harvest-man,  that^  taskVi  to  mow 
Or  all,  or  lose  his  hire. 

Vir.  Uis  bloody  brow  I  O,  Jupiter,  no  blood ! 

VoL  Away,  you  fool !  it  more  becomes  a  man 
Than  gilt  his  trophy :  The  breasts  of  Hecuba, 
When  she  did  suckle  Hector,  looked  not  lovelier 
Than  Hector's  forehead,  when  it  spit  forth  blood 
At  Grecian  swords'  contending.— Tell  Valeria 
We  are  fit  to  bid  her  welcome.  \Exit  Gent 

Vir.  Heavens  bless  my  lord  from  fell  Anfidius  1 

VoL  Hell  beat  Aufidiw'  head  below  his  knee, 
And  tread  upon  his  neck. 

Be-enter  Gentlewoman,  with  Taleria  and  her 
Usher. 

VaL  My  ladies  both,  good  day  to  yon* 

VoL  Sweet  madam. 

Vtr,  I  am  glad  to  see  your  ladyship. 

VaL  How  do  you  lK>th?  you  are  manifost 
housekeepers.  What  are  you  sewing  here?  A 
fine  spot,  m  good  faith. — How  does  your  little  son  ? 

Vir.  1  thank  your  ladyship ;  well,  good  madam. 

VoL  He  had  rather  see  the  swords,  and  hear  a 
drum,  than  look  upon  his  schoolmaster. 

Vcd.  0*  my  word,  the  father's  son :  111  swear 
'tis  a  very  pretty  boy.  O'  my  troth,  I  looked 
upon  him  o*  Wednesday  half  an  hour  together :  he 
has  such  a  confirmed  countenance.  I  saw  him 
run  after  a  gilded  butterfly ;  and  when  ho  caught 
it,  he  let  it  go  again;  and  after  it  again ;  and  over 
and  over  he  comes,  and  up  again ;  catched  it  again  : 
or  whether  his  fall  enraged  him,  or  how  'twas,  he 
did  so  set  his  teeth,  and  tear  it ;  O,  I  warrant,  how 
he  mammocked  it  I 

VU.  One  of  his  father's  moods. 

VaL  Indeed,  la,  'tis  a  noble  child. 

Vir.  A  crack,  madam. 

VaL  Come,  lay  aside  your  stitchery;  I  muil 
have  you  play  the  idle  huswife  with  me  this  after- 
noon. 

Vir.  No,  good  madam:  I  will  not  out  of  doors. 

VaL  Not  out  of  doors? 

VoL  She  shall,  she  shall. 

Vir,  Indeed,  no,  by  your  patience :  I  will  not 
over  the  threshold  till  my  lord  return  from  the 
wars. 

VaL  Fie  I  you  confine  yonrself  most  unrea- 
sonably. Come,  you  must  go  visit  the  good  lady 
that  lies  in. 

Vir.  I  will  wish  her  speedy  strength,  and  rlsit 
her  with  my  prayers ;  but  I  cannot  go  thither. 

Vol.  Why,  I  pray  you? 

Fir.  'TIS  not  to  save  labour,  nor  that  I  want 
love. 

VaL  Tou  would  be  another  Penelope:  yet,  they 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Titos  Lartiiis  are  Mt  down  before  their  citj 
Corioli ;  thev  nothing  doubt  prevailing,  and  to 
make  it  brief  wars.  Thid  is  trne,  on  mine  honour ; 
and  so,  I  praj,  go  with  us. 

Vbr,  Qive  me  excuse, jp;ood madam;  I  will  obey 
f  ou  in  everything  hereatter. 

Vol.  Let  her  alone,  lady;  as  she  is  now,  she 
will  bat  disease  our  better  mirth. 

Vol  In  troth,  I  think  she  would  -.—Fare  you 
well,  then. — Come,  good  sweet  lady. — Prithee, 
Virgilia,  turn  thy  solemnness  out  o'  door,  and  go 
alonjB^  with  us, 

Ftr.  No:  at  a  word,  madam,  indeed  I  must  not. 
I  wish  you  much  mirth. 

VaL  Well,  then,  farewelL  lExewU. 

SCENE  IV.-S</bw  Corioli 

Enter,  with  drums  and  colours^  liABOiUS,  Trrus 
Lartius,  Offioers  and  Soldiers.  To  them  a 
Messenger. 

Mar.  Yonder  comes  news : — A  wager,  they  have 

mft. 
Lart,  My  horse  to  yours,  no. 
Mar,  *Tis  done. 

Lart,  Agreed. 

Mar.  Say,  has  our  ^neral  met  the  enemy  ? 
Mesa.  They  lie  in  view ;  but  have  not  spoke  as 

yet. 
Lart,  So,  the  good  horse  is  mine. 
Mar,  ni  buy  him  of  you. 

Lart  No,  111  nor  sell  nor  give  bun :  lend  you 
him  I  will, 
For  half  a  hundredyears.— Summon  the  town. 
Mar,  How  far  on  lie  these  armies? 
Me»i.  Within  this  mile  and  half. 

Mar.  Then  shall  we  hear  their  larum,  and  they 
ours. 
Now,  Mars,  I  prithee,  make  us  quick  in  work ; 
That  we  with  smoking  swords  may  march  from 

hence. 
To  help  our  fielded  friends ! — Come,  blow  thy 
blast. 

Theif  mmnd  a  parley.    Enter,  on  the  waUtf  tome 
Senators,  and  others, 

Tullus  Aufidius,  is  he  within  your  walls? 

1  An,  No,  nor  a  man  that  fears  you  less  than  he : 
That^  lesser  than  a  little.    Hark,  our  drums 

[Alarunu  afar  off. 
Are  bringing  forth  our  youth :  Well  break  our 

Rather  than  they  shall  pound  us  up :  Our  gates, 
Whioh  yet  seem  shut,  we  have  but  pinn'd  with 

rushes; 
Theyll  open  of  themselves.    Hark  you,  aikr  off; 
[Other  alarunu. 
There  is  Aufidius ;  list,  what  work  he  makes 
Amongst  your  cloven  army. 
Mar,  O,  the^r  are  at  it! 

Lart,  Thefar  noise  be  our  instruction. — Ladden. 
ho! 

The  Voices  enier,  andjpate  over  ihi  stage. 

Mar,  They  fear  us  not,  but  issue  forth  thefar 

dty. 
Now  put  your  shields  before  your  hearts,  and 

fight 
With  hearts  more  proof  than  shields  —Advance, 

brave  Titus : 
Thev  do  disdain  us  much  beyond  our  thoughts, 
Wmch  makes  me  sweat  with  wrath. — Come  on, 

myfi^lows; 
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He  that  retires  III  taxe  him  for  a  Voice, 
And  he  shall  feel  mine  edge. 

Alarums  and  exeunt  Romans  and  Voices,  fighting. 
The  Romans  are  beaten  back  to  their  trenches 
Reenter  Maboiub. 

Mar.  All  the  contagion  of  the  south  light  on  you 
Ton  shames  of  Rome  I~-you  herd  of— Boils  and 

plagues 
Plaster  you  o'er ;  that  vou  mav  be  abhorred 
Further  than  seen,  and  one  inreot  another 
Against  the  wind  a  mile  I    You  souls  of  geese 
That  bear  the  shapes  of  men,  how  have  you  run 
From  slaves  that  apes  would  beatl    Pluto  and 

belli 
All  hurt  behind:  backs  red,  and  faces  pale 
With  flight  ana  agued  fear!  Mend,  and  charge 

home, 
Or,  by  the  fires  of  heaven.  111  leave  the  foe. 
And  make  my  wars  on  you  I  look  to*t :  Come  on ; 
If  youll  stand  fast,  well  beat  them  to  then:  wives. 
As  they  us  to  our  trenches  followed. 

Another  alarusn.  The  Voices  and  Romans  rs-enuf 
cmd  the  fight  is  renewed.  The  Voices  retire  into 
Corioli,  and  Mabcdjq  fiUows  them  to  the  gates. 

So,  DOW  the  gates  are  ope: — Now  prove  good 

seconds : 
*Tis  for  the  followers  fortune  widens  them, 
Not  for  the  fliers :  mark  me,  and  do  tbo  like. 

[He  enters  the  gates,  and  is  shut  m, 

1  SoiL  Fool-hardiness;  not  L 

2  8ol.'  Nor  I. 

3  SoL  See,  they  have  shut  him  in. 

[Alarum  contimiet, 
AJL  To  the  pot,  I  warrant  him. 

Enter  Titus  Lartius. 

Lart,  What  is  become  of  Mardus? 

AU.  Slain,  sir,  doubtless. 

1  SoiL  Following  the  fliers  at  thu  very  heels, 
With  them  he  enters:  who,  upon  the  sudden. 
Clapped  to  their  gates;  he  is  himself  alone, 
To  answer  all  the  city. 

Lart.  0  noble  fellow ! 

Who  sensibly  outdares  his  senseless  sword. 
And  when  it  bows  stands  ap!    Thou  art  left 

Marcius : 
A  carbuncle  entire,  as  big  as  thoa  art, 
Were  not  so  rich  a  jewel.    Thou  wast  a  soldier 
Even  to  Cato%  wish,  not  fierce  and  terrible 
Only  in  strokes  ;  but  with  thy  grim  looks  and 
The  thunder-like  percussion  of  thy  sounds, 
Thou  mad*st  thine  enemies  shake,  as  if  the  world 
Were  feverous,  and  did  tremble. 

Re-enter  Mabgiub,  i2ettiM^,  ossotittsi  iy  tils  enemy. 

1  Sol  Look,8fr. 

Lart.  0!  *tis  Marcius. 

Let's  fetch  him  off^or  make  remain  alike. 

[Theg  fight,  and  ail  enter  the  dty. 

SCENE  Y,^WUhin  the  Town,    A  Street, 

Enter  certain  Romans,  with  spoils, 

I  Bom,    This  will  I  carry  to  Rome. 
S  Jtoni,  And  I  this. 

3  Rem.  A  murrain  <m\ !  I  took  this  for  silver. 
[Alarum  continues  stUl  qfisr  off. 

Enter  MAUOiue  oiw^Titob  Labtiub,  with  a  trun^peL 

Mar,  See  here  these  movers,  that  do  prize  their 
boors  ^  ^  I 
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At  *  onusk'd  draehm  I    Cushions,  leaden  spoons, 
Irons  of  a  doit,  doublets  that  hangmen  would 
Bury  with  those  that  wore  them,  these  base  slaves, 
Ere  jet  the  fight  be  done,  pack  up:— Down  with 

themt— 
And  hark,  what  noise  the  general  makes! — To 

him  I — 
There  is  a  man  of  my  souFs  hate,  Aufidius, 
Piercing  our  Romans :  Then,  valiant  Titus,  take 
Convenient  numbers  to  make  good  the  city ; 
Whilst  I,  with  those  that  have  the  spuit,  will  haste 
To  help  Cominius. 

Lart,  Worthy  sir,  thoa  bleed'M ; 

Thy  exercise  hath  been  too  violent 
for  a  second  coarse  of  fight. 

Mar,  Sir,  praise  me  not: 

My  work  hath  yet  not  warmed  me :  Fare  you  well. 
The  blood  I  drop  is  rather  physical 
Than  dangerous  to  me :  To  Aufidius  thus 
I  will  appear,  and  fight 

Lart.  Now  the  fair  goddess,  Fortune, 

Fall  deep  in  love  with  thee ;  and  her  great  charms 
Misguide  thy  opi)08er8'  swords  I  Bold  gentleman, 
Prosperity  be  thy  pagel 

Mur.  Thy  friend  no  less 

Than  those  she  placeth  highest  I— So,  farewell. 

Lart,    Thoa  worthiest  Mavcins  I — 

[£nfMAB. 
Qo,  soond  thy  trumpet  in  the  market-place ; 
Call  thither  all  the  officers  of  the  town, 
Where  they  shall  know  our  mind:  Away  I 

SCENE  YL— year  ike  Camp  of  Cominius. 
Snter  Cohhtiub  and  ForceSj  retreating. 

Com,  Breathe  yoo,  my  friends;  well  fought: 

we  are  come  off 
Like  Romans,  neither  foolish  in  oar  stands, 
Nor  cowardly  in  retire :  believe  me,  sirs, 
We  shall  be  charged  again.    Whiles  we  have 

struck. 
By  interims  and  conveying  gusts  we  have  heard 
The  ohar^  of  our  friends : — The  Roman  gods 
Lead  their  successes  as  we  wish  our  own ; 
That  both  oar  powers,  with  smiling  fronts  en- 

oountermg, 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

May  giyeyou  thankful  sacrifice ! — Thy newi ? 

Mete.  Tlie  citizens  of  Corioli  have  issued, 
And  given  to  Lartius  and  to  Marcius  battle: 
I  saw  our  party  to  their  trenches  driven, 
And  then  I  came  away. 

Com,  Though  thoa  speak^st  truth. 

Methinks  thoa  speak*st  not  well.    How  long  isY 
since? 

Men,    Above  an  hoar,  mj  lord. 

Com.  Tis  not  a  mile ;  briefly  we  heard  their 
drums: 
How  couldst  thou  in  a  mile  confound  an  hour. 
And  bring  thy  news  so  late  ? 

Mess,  Spies  of  the  Voices 

Held  me  in  chase,  that  I  was  forced  to  wheel 
Three  or  four  mUes  about;  else  had  I,  sir, 
Half  an  hour  since  brought  my  report 

Enter  liAsciVB. 

Com.  WholB  yonder. 

That  does  appear  as  he  were  flay*d  ?    O  gods  I 
He  has  the  stamp  of  Marcius ;  and  I  have 
Before-time  seen  him  thus. 

Mar,  Comeltoolate? 
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Com.  The  shepherd  knows  not  thunder  front  • 
tabor. 

More  than  I  know  the  sound  of  Mardas*  tongue 
From  every  meaner  man. 

Mar,  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com,  Ay.  if  you  come  not  in  the  blood  of  others, 
But  mantled  in  your  own. 

Mar,  01  let  me  clip  yon 

In  arms  as  sound  as  when  I  woo'd ;  in  heart 
As  merry  as  when  our  nuptial  day  was  done. 
And  tapers  bum'd  to  bedward. 

Com,  I  lower  of  warriocs, 

How  ist  with  Titus  Lartius? 

Mar,  As  with  a  man  busied  aboat  decrees : 
Condemning  some  to  death,  and  some  to  exile , 
Ransoming  nim,  or  pitying,  threatening  the  other ; 
Holding  Corioli  in  the  name  of  Rome, 
Even  like  a  fa>vning  greyhound  in  the  leash, 
To  let  him  slip  at  wiU. 

Com,  Where  is  that  slaye 

Which  told  me  they  had  beat  you  to  your  trenches? 
Where  if  he  ?    Call  him  hither. 

Mar,  Let  him  alone, 

He  did  inform  the  truth:  But  for  our  gentlemen. 
The  common  file  (A  plaguel — Tribunes  for  them  I) 
The  mouse  ne*er  shunned  the  cat  as  they  did  budge 
From  rascals  worse  than  they. 

Com,  But  how  prevaird  yon  ? 

Mar,  Will  the  tune  serve  to  tell?    I  do  not 
think : 
Where  is  the  enemy?   Are  yoa  lords  o*  the  field  ? 
If  not,  why  cease  you  till  you  are  so  ? 

Com^  Marcius,  we  have  at  disadvantage  foaght, 
And  did  retire,  to  win  our  purpose. 

Mar,  How  lies  their  battle?    Know  yoa  on 
which  side 
The^  have  plac'd  theur  men  of  trust  ? 

Com,  As  I  guess,  Marcioa, 

Their  hands  in  the  yaward  are  the  Antiatea, 
Of  their  best  trust ;  o*er  them  Aufidioa, 
Their  very  heart  of  hope. 

Mar,  I  do  beseech  yoa. 

By  all  the  battles  wherein  we  have  fought, 
By  the  blood  we  have  shed  together,  by  the  vows 
We  have  made  to  endure  friends,  that  you  directly 
Set  me  against  Aufidius  and  his  Antiates : 
And  that  you  not  delay  the  present ;  but. 
Filling  the  air  with  swords  advanced,  and  darts. 
We  prove  this  very  hoar. 

Com,  Though  I  could  wish 

Tou  were  conducted  to  a  gentle  bath, 
And  balms  applied  to  you,  yet  dare  i  never 
Deny  your  asking;  take  your  choice  of  those 
That  best  can  aid  your  action. 

Mar  Those  are  they 

That  most  are  willing :— If  any  such  be  here 
(A»  it  were  sin  to  doubt),  that  love  this  painting 
Wherein  you  see  me  smeared ;  if  any  fear 
Lesser  his  person  than  an  ill  report ; 
If  any  think  brave  death  outweighs  bad  life, 
And  that  his  country's  dearer  them  himself; 
Let  him  alone,  or  so  many  so  minded. 
Wave  thus,  [waving  hi$  hand]  to  express  his  dis- 
position, 
And  follow  Marcius. 

[They  aUefwut,  and  wave  theirmoorda;  take  kim 
w  m  their  arme^  and  cast  up  their  oeg^ 
O  me,  alone  1    Make  you  a  sword  of  me  ? 
If  these  shows  be  not  outward,  which  of  yoa 
But  is  four  Voices  ?    None  of  you  but  ia 
Able  to  bear  against  the  great  Aufidius 
A  bhield  as  hard  as  his.    A  certain  number, 
I  Though  thanks  toaU,mastIseleotfromall:U|erMl 
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Shall  bear  the  bosineiB  in  some  other  fight, 
As  cause  will  be  obey'd.    Please  jon  to  march ; 
And  fonr  shall  quicklj  draw  out  mj  oommand, 
Which  men  are  best  inclin'd. 

Com.  March  on,  m  v  fellows : 

ICake  good  this  ostentation,  and  70a  shall 
Divide  in  all  with  as.  [SxemtL 

SCENE  Ylh^The  a<Ue$  qf  Corioli. 

Trrus  Ljirtius,  having  $et  a  guard  upon  Corioli, 
gowg  vHth  a  drum  and  trumpet  toward  Couinius 
and  Caius  Marcius,  enters  with  a  Lieutenant,  a 
party  ^Soldiers,  arul  a  Soout 

LarL  So,  let  the  ports  be  guarded;  keep  joor 
duties. 
Af  I  have  set  them  down.    If  I  do  send,  dispatch 
Those  centuries  to  our  aid;  the  rest  will  serve 
For  a  short  holding :  If  we  lose  the  field, 
We  cannot  keep  the  town. 

Lieu.  Fear  not  onr  care,  sir. 

LarL  Hence,  and  shut  your  gates  upon  us. — 
Onrgoider,  oome;  to  the  fioman  camp  conduct 
US.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  YIII.-^  Field  o/BaHU  hetweem  (^ 
Roman  and  the  Voloian  Camps, 

Jlarum,    Enter  M aroius  and  Aufioius. 

Mar,  1*11  fight  with  none  bat  thee ;  for  I  do  hate 
thee 
Worse  than  a  promise-breaker. 

Auf,  We  hate  alike; 

Not  Afric  owns  a  serpent  I  abhor 
More  than  thy  fame,  and  envy:  Fix  thy  foot. 

Mar,  I^t  the  first  budger  die  the  other's  slave, 
And  the  gods  doom  him  after ! 

Atif.  If  I  fly,  Marcius, 

Halloo  me  like  a  hare. 

Mar,  Within  these  three  hoars,  TaDas, 

Alone  I  foueht  in  your  Corioli  walls, 
And  made  what  work  I  pleas'd  ;  Tis  not  my  blood 
Wherein  thou  seest  me  mask'd :  for  thy  revenge 
Wrench  up  thy  power  to  the  highest 

Au/,  Wert  thou  the  Hector 

That  was  the  whip  of  thy  bragg*d  progeny, 
Thoa  shouldst  not  scape  me  here. — 

[Theyjight,  and  certain  Voices  eom$  to  ihe 
aid  qf  AvFwms, 
Officious,  and  not  valiant—yoa  have  sham*d  me 
In  year  condemned  seoonds. 

[Eatunt  fighting,  drwtn  tn  by  Marcius. 

SCENE  IX.— 7^  Roman  Can^ 

Alarum,  A  retreat  it  tounded.  Flourish.  Enter 
ot  one  side,  Comihius,  and  Romans ;  at  the  other 
side,  Marcius,  vnth  his  arm  in  a  scarf,  and  other 
Romans. 

Com,  If  I  shoold  teU  thee  oV  this  thy  day^ 
work. 
Thoult  not  believe  thy  deeds:  bat  111  report  it 
Where  senators  shall  mingle  tears  with  smiles ; 
Where  great  patricians  "-b^ili  attend,  and  shrug, 
I' the  end,  admire;  where  tadibs  shall  be  frighted. 
And,  gladly  quak'd,  hear  more;  where  the  dull 

tribunes. 
That,  with  the  fusty  plebeians,  hate  thine  honoan, 
Shall  say,  a^unst  their  hearts,—**  We  thank  the 
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Oar  Rome  hath  tach  a  soldier  1**— 
Tet  eam*st  thou  to  a  morsel  of  this  feast, 
Having  AUJy  din*d  befive. 


Enter  1*itu8  Lashub,  with  hie  power,  from  the 
pursuit. 

LarL  0  general, 

Here  is  the  steed,  we  the  caparison : 
Hadst  thou  beheld— 

Mar,  Pray  now.  no  more :  my  mother, 

Who  has  a  charter  to  extol  her  blood, 
When  she  does  praise  me  grieves  me.  I  have  done. 
As  you  have  done:   tiiat^  what  I  can;  indao*d 
As  you  have  been ;  that^  for  my  country  * 
He  that  has  but  effected  his  good  will 
Hath  overtaken  mine  act. 

Com,  Yoa  shall  not  be 

The  grave  of  your  deserving :  Rome  must  know 
The  value  of  her  own :  'twere  a  concealment 
Worse  than  a  theft,  no  less  than  a  traducement. 
To  hide  your  doings;  and  to  silence  that. 
Which,  to  the  spire  and  top  of  praises  vouched, 
Would  seem  but  modest:  Therefore,  I  beseech  yoo 
fin  sign  of  what  von  are,  not  to  reward 
What  you  have  done),  before  our  army  hear  me. 

Mar.  1  have  some  wounds  apon  me,  and  they 
smart 
To  hear  themselves  remember'd. 

Com,  Should  they  not, 

Well  might  they  fester  'gainst  ingratitude. 
And  tent  themselves   with   death.    Of  all  the 

horses 
rWhereof  we  have  ta*en  good^  and  good  store),  of  all 
The  treasure,  in  this  field  achiev'd,  and  city, 
Wtt  render  you  the  tenth ;  to  be  ta*en  forth, 
Before  the  common  distribution. 
At  your  only  choice. 

Mar.        '  I  thank  you,  general ; 

But  cannot  make  my  heart  consent  tu  take 
A  bribe  to  pay  my  sword :  I  do  refuf^e  it; 
And  stdnd  up>n  my  common  part  with  those 
That  have  beheld  the  doing. 

[A  long  flourish.  They  aU  cry,  MardusI 
Marciusl  cast  up  their  caps  and  kmeee: 
C0MINIU8  and  Lartius  stand  bare. 

Mar.  May  these  same  instruments,  which  yoa 
profane. 
Never  sound  more,  when  drumsand  trumpets  shall 
I*  the  field  prove  flatterers  1    Let  courts  and  cities 

be 
Made  all  of  false-fac*d  soothing,  where  steel  grows 

soft 
As  the  parasite^  silk! 

Let  them  be  made  an  overture  for  the  wars! 
No  more,  1  say  I    For  that  I  have  not  wash'd 
My  nose  that  bled,  or  foil'd  some  debile  wretch. 
Which  without  note  here^  many  else  have  donA, 
Yoa  shout  me  forth 
In  acclamations  hyperbolical : 
As  if  I  lov*d  my  little  should  be  dieted 
In  praises  saoo  d  with  lies. 

Com,  Too  modest  are  yoa ; 

More  cruel  to  your  good  report  than  gratefUl 
To  us  that  give  you  truly :  by  your  patience. 
If  'gainst  yoiurself  you  be  moens'd,  we'll  put  yoa 
(Like  one  that  means  his  proper  harm)  in  manacles. 
Then  reason  safely  with  yoa.~Therefore,  be  it 

known. 
As  to  us,  to  all  the  world,  that  Caius  Marcius 
Wears  this  war's  garland :  in  token  of  the  which 


My  noble  steed,  known  to  the  camp,  I  give  him, 
With  all  his  trim  belonging ;  and,  from  t'  ' 
For  what  he  did  before  Corioli,  call  him, 


With  all  the  applause  and  clamoor  of  the  1 
Caius  Marcius  Coriol^ihus. — 
Bear  the  addition  nobly  ever  I  ^ 

[Flomish,    Jhtmpets  eosmd^  and  dm^Q 
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Oor,  I  will  go  wash ; 
And  when  my  face  is  fair,  voa  shall  peroeive 
Whether  I  blush,  or  no;  llowbeit,  1  thank  you:— 
1  mean  to  stride  your  steed ;  and,  at  all  times, 
To  andercrest  your  good  addition, 
To  the  fairness  of  my  power. 

Conu  So,  to  onr  tent ; 

Where,  ere  we  do  repose  as,  we  will  write 
To  Home  of  our  snccess.— Yoo,  Titus  Lartios, 
Must  to  Corioli  back :  send  as  to  Rome 
The  best,  with  whom  we  may  articulate, 
For  their  own  good  and  ours. 

Lart,  I  shall,  my  lord. 

Ccr.  The  gods  begin  to  mock  me.     I  that  now 
Befus'd  most  princely  gifts,  am  boand  to  beg 
Of  my  lord  general. 

Com,  Take  it :  *tis  yours.— What  ist? 

Cor.  I  sometime  lay,  here  in  Corioli, 
At  a  poor  man's  hou:»e ;  he  as'd  me  kindly : 
He  cried  to  me ;  I  saw  him  prboner ; 
But  then  Aafidius  was  within  my  view. 
And  wrath  overwhelmed  my  pity :  I  request  joa 
To  give  iny  poor  host  freedom. 

Com.  0,  well  begg'dl 

Were  he  the  butcher  of  my  son,  he  shuuld 
Be  free  as  is  the  wind.    Deliver  him,  Titus. 

Lart.  Marcius,  hb  name  ? 

Cor,  By  Jupiter,  forgot  I — 

I  am  weary ;  jrea,  my  memory  is  tir'd.— 
Have  we  no  wine  here  ? 

Com,  Go  we  to  our  tent : 

The  blood  upon  3roar  visage  dries :  'tis  time 
It  should  be  look'd  to :  oome.  [SxmaU. 

SCENE  X.—The  Camp  qfthe  Yoloes. 

A  flourish.     ComeU.    Enter  Tullus  Aupidiub, 
bloody  f  with  tvoo  or  three  Soldiers. 

Airf.  The  town  is  U'en  1 
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1  SoL  Twill  be  de1iyer*d  back  on  good  oondttiQn 

A%^.  Condition? — 
I  would  I  were  a  Roman ;  for  I  cannot, 
Being  a  Voice,  be  that  I  am  — Condition ! 
What  good  condition  can  a  treaty  find 
I'  the  part  that  is  at  mercy?  Five  times,  Marcias, 
I  have  fought  with  thee ;  so  often  hast  thoa  beat 

me; 
And  wouldst  do  so,  I  think,  should  we  enoounter 
As  often  a**  we  eat. — By  the  elements. 
If  e'er  again  I  meet  him  board  to  beard. 
He  is  mine,  or  1  am  his :  Mine  emulation 
Hath  not  that  honour  in't  it  had :  for  where 
I  thought  to  crush  him  in  an  equal  force 
(True  sword  to  sword),  111  poteb  at  him  lome 

way; 
Or  wrath,  or  craft,  may  get  him. 

1  Sol.  He^  the  deviL' 

Axuf.  Bolder,  though  not  so  subtle :  My  valour^ 
poison 'd. 
With  only  suffering  stain  by  him ;  for  him 
Sliall  fly  out  of  itself:  nor  sleep,  nor  sanctuary, 
Being  naked,  sick ;  nor  fane,  nor  Capitol, 
The  prayers  of  priests,  nor  times  of  sacrifice, 
Embarquements  all  of  fury,  shall  lift  up 
Their  rotten  privilege  and  custom  'gainst 
My  hate  to  Marcius :  where  I  find  him,  were  it 
At  home,  upon  my  brother's  guard,  even  there. 
Against  the  hospitable  canon,  would  I 
Wash  my  fierce  hand  in  his  heart.    Qo  you  to  the 

city; 
Learn  how  *tis  held;  and  what  they  ere  that  mmt 
Be  hostages  for  Rome. 

I  SoL  Will  not  you  go? 

At{f.  I  am  attended  at  the  cypress  grove ; 
I  pray  you  ('tis  south  the  dty  mills),  bring  me 

word  thither 
How  the  world  goes ;  that  to  the  pace  of  it 
I  may  spur  on  my  joomey. 

I  SoL  lBhall,tir.    [ExmmL 


ACT  IL 


SCENE  I.— Borne.    A  puiiic  Plaee. 
Enter  Menenius,  Sicinius,  and  Bbutus. 

Men.  The  anguror  tells  me  we  shall  have  news 
to-night. 

Bru.  Good  or  bad? 

Hen.  Not  aocord'mg  to  the  prayer  of  the  people, 
for  thoy  love  not  Marcias 

8ic.  Nature  teaches  beasts  to  know  their  friends. 

Men.  Pray  you,  who  does  the  wolf  love? 

Sic  The  lamb. 

Men.  Ay,  to  devour  him;  as  the  hungry  plebeians 
would  the  noble  Marcius. 

Bru,  He's  a  lamb  indeed  that  baas  like  a  bear. 

Men.  He's  a  bear,  indeed,  that  lives  like  a  lamb. 

Vah    *%rA   ara  i\\A   man  •    4'nll  «no  r^9%A   f  hin<r   fhat  T 


Both  Trib.  WeU,  well,  sir,  welll 

Men.  Why,  tis  no  great  matter:  for  •  very 
little  thi(  f  of  occasion  will  rob  you  of  a  great 
deal  of  patience :  give  your  disposition  the  reins, 
and  be  angry  at  your  pleasures ;  at  the  least,  if 
you  take  it  as  a  pleasure  to  you,  in  being  to.  Yon 
blame  Marcius  for  being  proud  ? 

Bm.  We  do  it  not  alone,  sir. 

Men.  1  know  you  can  do  very  little  alone;  fbr 
your  helps  are  many ;  or  else  your  actions  would 
£Tow  wondrons  single ;  your  abilities  are  too  in- 
fant-like for  doing  much  alone.  Tou  talk  of  pride: 
0,  that  you  could  turn  your  eyes  towaros  the 
napes  of  your  necks,  and  make  but  an  interior 
survey  of  your  good  selvesi    O,  that  you  could ! 
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loach  mr  palate  advenalj,  I  mmke  a  crooked 
face  at  it  I  cannot  say  your  wonhiptf  have 
delivered  the  matter  well)  when  I  find  the  ase  in 
eompoand  with  the  major  part  of  toot  syllables : 
and  though  I  must  be  content  to  bear  with  those 
that  say  you  are  reverend  grave  ^ten,  yet  they  lie 
deadly  that  tell  you  have  good  faces.  If  you  see 
this  in  the  map  of  my  microcosm,  follows  it  that  I 
am  known  well  enough  too?  What  harm  can 
your  bisson  conspectuities  glean  out  of  this  cha- 
racter, if  I  be  known  well  enough  too? 

^ru.  Come,  sir,  come,  we  know    you    well 
enough. 

Mm,  Tou  know  neither  me,  yourselves,  nor 
anything.  You  are  ambitious  for  noor  knaves' 
caps  and  legs ;  you  wear  out  a  good  wholesome 
forenoon  in  hearing  a  cause  between  an  orange- 
wife  and  a  fosset-seller ;  and  then  rejourn  tlie 
controversy  of  three-pence  to  a  second  day  of 
audience.— When  vou  are  hearinga  matter  between 
party  and  party,  ii  you  chance  to  be  pinched  with 
the  colic,  you  make  faces  like  mummers ;  set  op 
the  bloody  flag  against  all  patience ;  and,  in  roaring 
for  achamber-pot,  dismiss  the  controversy  bleeding, 
the  more  entangled  by  your  hearing:  all  the  peace 
you  make  in  their  cause  is,  calling  both  the  parties 
knaves:  You  are  a  pair  of  strange  ones. 

Bru.  Come,  come,  you  are  well  understood  to 
be  a  perfecter  giber  ror  the  table,  than  a  necessary 
beiiciier  in  the  capitol. 

Metu  Our  very  priests  must  become  mockers,  if 
they  shall  encounter  such  ridiculous  subjects  as  ^ou 
are.  When  you  speak  best  unto  the  purpose,  it  is 
not  worth  the  wagging  of  your  beards;  and  your 
beards  deserve  not  so  honourable  a  grave  as  to  stuff 
a  botcher^s  cushion,  or  to  be  entombed  in  an  ass's 
pack-saddle.  Yet  you  must  be  saying,  Marclus  is 
proud ;  who,  in  a  cheap  estimation,  is  worth  all 
your  predecessors  since  Deucalion ;  though,  per- 
adveiiture,  some  of  the  best  of  them  were  heredi- 
tary hangmen.  Good  e'en  to  your  worships ;  more 
of  your  conversation  would  infect  my  brain,  being 
the  herdsmen  of  the  beastly  plebeians :  I  will  be 
bold  to  take  my  leave  of  yon. 

[Brotus  €Md  SiciNius  retire  to  the 
hack  of  the  9cene, 

Elder  YoLirifNiA,  Yiroiua,  and  Valeria,  Ac 

How  now,  my  as  fair  as  noble  ladies  (and  the 
mooD,  were  she  earthly,  no  nobler),  whitlierdo 
you  follow  your  eves  so  fast? 

Yoi  Honourable  Meninius,  my  boy  Maroius 
approaches ;  for  the  love  of  Juno,  let's  go. 

Men,  Hal  Marcius  coming  home? 

VcL  Ay,  wonhy  Menenius;  and  with  most 
prosperous  approbation. 

Mm.  Take  my  cap,  Jupiter,  and  I  thank  thee  I 
Hoo  I  Marclus  coming  home  I 

Tvoo  Ladia,  Nay,  'tis  true. 

VcL  Look,  here*s  a  letter  from  him ;  the  state 
hath  another,  his  wife  another;  and  I  think  there's 
one  At  home  for  you. 
M^n,  I  will  make  my  very  house  reel  to-nlKht : 


Yir,  O,  no,  no,  no. 

Vd,  O,  he  is  wounded,  I  thank  tho  gods  fort. 

Men,  So  do  I  too,  if  it  be  not  too  mnch : — Brings 
a  victory  in  his  {tucket? — The  wounds  beoome 
him. 

Vd,  On's  brows :  Menenios,  he  comes  the  third 
time  home  with  the  oaken  garland. 

Men,  Has  he  disciplined  Aufidius  soundly? 

Vd,  Titus  Lartius  writes,— they  fought  toge- 
ther, but  Aufidius  got  off. 

Men,  And  'twas  time  for  him  too.  111  warrant 
him  that :  an  he  had  staid  by  him,  I  would  not 
have  been  so  fidiused  for  all  the  cheats  in  Corioli, 
and  the  gold  that's  in  them.  Is  the  senate  pos- 
sessed of  this  ? 

V6L  Good  ladies,  let's  go : — Tes,  yes,  yes:  the 
senate  has  letters  from  the  general,  wherein  he 
^ves  my  son  the  whole  name  of  the  war:  he  hath 
in  this  action  outdone  his  former  deeds  doubly. 

VaL  In  troUi,  there's  wondrous  things  spoke  ot 
him. 

Men,  Wondrous  I  ay,  I  warrant  yon,  and  not 
without  his  true  purchasing. 

Vir,  The  gods  grant  them  tme ! 

Voh  True  ?  pow,  wow  I 

Men,  True?  Ill  be  sworn  they  are  true: — 
Where  is  he  wounded? — God  save  your  good 
worships!  \To  M«  Tribunes,  vVb  oottm /c^rtMirc/.] 
Marcius  is  coming  home :  he  has  more  cause  to 
be  proud. — Where  is  he  wounded? 

Yd.  V  the  shoulder,  and  i'  the  left  arm:  There 
will  be  large  cicatrices  to  show  the  people  when 
he  shall  stand  for  his  plr.ce.  He  reoeivea  in  the 
repulse  of  Tarquin  seven  hurts  i'  the  body. 

Men.  One  in  tlie  neck,  and  two  in  tho  thigh, — 
there's  nine  that  I  know. 

VtL  He  had,  before  this  last  expedition,  twenty- 
five  wounds  upon  him. 

Men,  Now  it's  twenty-seven:  every  gash  was 
an  enemy's  grave:  [a  tinoMi  and  aflounah,]  Hark  1 
the  trumpets. 

Vd,  These  are  the  ushers  of  Marcius:  before  him 
he  carries  noise,  and  behind  him  he  leaves  tears : 
Death,  that  dark  spirit,  in's  nervy  arm  doth  lie : 
Which,  bdng  ad vanc'd,  declines ;  and  then  men  die. 

A  Semtet,  Trumpets  sound.  Enter  CoMunue  and 
Titus  Lartius;  bettoeen  theniy  Corioi-amub, 
crowned  with  an  oaken  garland  ;  witH  CapUuns, 
Soldiers,  and  a  Herald. 

Her,  Know,  Rome,  that  aU  alone  ^^«<A^  *^ 
fight 
Within  Corioli'  gates :  where  he  ^*^  '"**'^ 
With  fame,  a  name  to  Caiua  Ma«"<5.Vi*} 
These  in  honour  follows,  ^oriol^^!^A'r„-\ 
Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  C;^*"*®*°^i?iounsh. 

AU,  Welcome  to  Rome,  rono'*^;?®*,^^!) heart; 
Cor.  No  more  of  thU,  it  does  ^^fiPendmy  ^^ 
Pray  now,  no  more.  ^  «»Atherl 

Com,  Look,  sir,  >r*=^™'^^^  ,11  the 

Cor,  01  you  have,  I  know,   ^>^tittoiie»* 

gods  (Kneels. 
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Buch  eyes  the  widows  in  Corioli 
And  mothers  that  lack  sons. 
Men,  Now  the  gods  erown  thee  I 

Cor,  And  live  jou  jet?— O  my  sweet  lady, 
pardon.  [To  Valekia. 

VoL  I  Know  not  where  to  torn ;— 0  welcome 
home; 
Ind  welcome,  general: — ^And  yon  are  welcome 
all. 
MoL  A  hundred  thousand  welcomes:  I  ooold 
weep, 
ind  I  could  laugh ;  I  am  light  and  heavy :  Wel- 
come: 
k  curse  begin  at  the  very  root  of  his  heart 
That  is  not  glad  to  see  thee  I— You  are  three 
That  Eome  should  dote  on:  yet,  by  the  faith  of 

men, 
We  have  some  old  erab-treea  here  at  home  that 

will  not 
Be  grafted  to  your  relish.  Yet  welcome,  warriors: 
We  call  a  nettle  but  a  nettle : 
And  the  fiuilts  of  fools  but  folly. 
Com,  Ever  right. 

Car,  Menenius,  ever,  ever. 
Her,  Give  way  there,  and  go  on. 
Cor,  Your  hand,  and  yours : 

[7b  Au  w^  and  mother. 
Ere  in  our  own  house  I  do  shade  mv  head, 
The  good  patricians  must  be  visited : 
From  whom  I  have  reoeiv'd  not  only  greetings, 
But  with  them  change  of  honours. 

VoL  Ihaveliv'd 

To  see  inherited  my  very  wishes, 
And  the  buildings  of  my  fiuioy : 
Only  there's  one  thing  wanting,  which  I  doubt  not, 
But  our  Bome  will  cast  upon  thee. 

Cor,  Know,  good  mother, 

I  had  rather  be  their  servant  in  my  way. 
Than  sway  with  them  in  theirs. 
Com.  On  to  the  Capitol  I 

[Flouruii,    ComeU.    Eooeunt  in  aUUe,  aa  b^bre. 

The  Tribunes  remain, 
Bru,  All  tongnes  speak  of  him,  and  the  bleared 
sights 
Are  spectacled  to  see  him.  *  Your  prattling  nurse 
Into  a  rapture  lets  her  babv  err. 
While  she  chats  him :  the  kitchen  malkin  pins 
Her  richest  lockram  i>out  her  reechy  neck. 
Clambering  the  walls  to  eye  him:  Stalls,  bulks, 

wmdows. 
Are  smother'd  up,  leads  fiird,  and  ridges  hors'd 
With  variable  complexions:  all  agreeing 
In  earnestness  to  see  him :  seld-shown  flamens 
D )  press  among  the  popular  thronn  and  puff 
To  wm  a  vulgar  station :  our  veird  dames 
Commit  the  war  of  white  and  damask,  in 
Their  nioely-gawded  cheeks,  to  the  wanton  spoil 
Of  Phoebus'  burning  kisses;  such  a  pother. 
As  if  that  whatsoever  ^od  who  leads  him 
Were  slily  crept  into  his  human  powers. 
And  gave  him  graceful  posture. 

Sie.  On  the  sudden, 

I  warrant  him  consul. 

Bru,  Then  our  office  may. 

Daring  his  power,  go  sleep. 

Sic  He  cannot  temperately  transport  his  honours 
from  where  he  should  begin,  and  end ;  but  will 
Lose  those  he  hath  won. 
Bru,  In  that  there's  comfort 

/Sie.  Doubt  not  the  commoners,  for  whom  we 
stand. 
But  they,  upon  their  ancient  malice,  will 
Forget,  with  the  least  cause,  these  his  new  hononn ; 
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Which  that  Hell  give  tibem,  make  I  as  little  c 

tion 
As  he  is  proud  to  do*t 

Bru.  I  heard  him  swear. 

Were  he  to  stand  for  consul,  never  would  he 
Appear  i'  the  market-place,  nor  on  him  put 
The  napless  vesture  of  humilitv; 
Nor,  showing  (as  the  manner  is)  his  wounds 
To  the  people,  beg  tiieir  stinking  breaths. 

Sic  Tis  riicbt 

*Bru,  It  was  his  word:  O,  he  would  miss  it, 

rather 
Than  carry  it,  but  by  the  suit  o'  the  gentry  to  hiin, 
And  the  desire  of  the  nobles. 

Sic  I  wish  no  better 

Than  have  him  hold  that  purpose,  and  to  put  it 
In  execution. 

Bru.  *ris  most  like,  he  will. 

Sic  It  shall  be  to  him  then,  as  our  good  wills ; 
A  sure  destruction. 

Bru.  So  it  must  fall  out 

To  him,  or  our  authorities.    For  an  end. 
We  must  suggest  the  people  in  what  hatred 
He  still  bath  held  them ;  that,  to  his  power,  he 

would 
Have  made  them  mules,  silenc'd  their  pleaders. 
And  dispropertied  their  freedoms :  holding  them, 
In  human  action  and  capacity. 
Of  no  more  soul,  nor  fitness  for  the  world, 
Than  camels  in  their  war ;  who  have  their  provand 
Only  for  bearing  burdens,  and  sore  blows 
For  sinking  under  them. 

Sic  This,  as  you  say,— suggested 

At  some  time  when  his  soaring  insolence 
Shall  teach  the  people— (which  time  shall  not  mot, 
If  he  be  put  upon^,  and  that's  as  easy 
As  to  set  dogs  on  sheep),  will  be  his  fire 
To  kindle  their  dry  stubble ;  and  their  bUoe 
Shall  darken  him  for  ever. 

.Snter  a  Messenger. 

Bru,  WhatV  the  matter? 

Mesa.  You  are  sent  for  to  the  Capitol. 
*Tis  thought  that  Marcius  shall  be  consul : 
I  have  seen  the  dumb  men  throng  to  see  him. 
And  the  blind  to  hear  him  speak:  Matrons  fluoig 

gloves. 
Ladies  and  maids  their  scar&  and  handkerchieb. 
Upon  him  as  he  passed :  the  nobles  bendetL 
As  to  Jove*s  statue ;  and  the  commons  made 
A  shower  and  thunder,  with  their  cape  and  sbontii 
I  never  saw  the  like. 

Bru.  Let^  to  the  Capitol ; 

And  carry  with  us  ears  and  eyes  for  the  time, 
But  hearts  for  the  event. 

Sic  Have  with  yon.  rj^^^ 

SCENE  II.— T%s  $amc    The  CapitoL 
Enter  two  Officers,  to  lay  cuMmc 

1  Off,  Come,  come,  they  are  almost  here :  How 
many  stand  for  consulshipe  ? 

2  Off.  Three,  they  say:  but  tis  thought  of  every 
one  Coriolanus  will  carry  it. 

1  Off.  That's  a  brave  fellow;  but  he's  vengeance 
proud,  and  loves  not  the  common  people. 

2  Off.  'Faith,there  have  been  many  great  men 
that  tiave  fiattered  the  people,  who  ne'er  loved 
them;  and  there  be  many  that  they  liave  loved, 
they  know  not  wherefore:  so  that  if  they  love 
they  Iluow  not  why,  they  liate  on  no  faietter  a 
ground :  Therefore,  for  Coriolanns  neither  to  care 
whether  they  love  or  hate  him,  manifests  the  true 
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loiowledffe  he  has  in  their  dispodtion :  and,  out 
of  his  noble  carelessness,  lets  them  plainly  seet. 

1  Off,  If  he  did  not  care  whether  be  had  their 
love  or  no,  he  waved  indifferently  'twixt  doing 
them  neither  good  nor  harm ;  but  he  seeks  their 
hate  with  greater  devotion  than  they  can  render  it 
him ;  and  leaves  nothing  undone  that  may  fully 
discover  him  their  opposite.  Now,  to  seem  to 
affect  the  malice  and  displeasure  of  the  people  is 
as  bad  aa  that  which  he  dislikes,  to  flatter  them 
for  their  love. 

2  Off  He  hath  deservedworthily  of  his  country: 
And  bis  ascent  is  not  by  such  easy  degrees  as 
those  who,  having  been  supple  and  courteous  to 
the  people,  bonneted,  without  any  further  deed  to 
have  them  at  all  into  their  estimation  and  report: 
but  he  hath  so  planted  his  honours  in  their  eyes, 
ind  his  actions  in  their  hearts,  that  for  their 
tongues  to  be  silent,  and  not  confess  so  much, 
irere  a  kind  of  in^teful  injury;  to  report  other- 
wise were  a  malice,  that,  giving  itself  the  lie, 
would  pluck  reproof  and  rebuke  from  every  ear 
that  heard  it 

1  Off,  No  more  of  him :  he  is  a  worthy  man : 
BCaks  way,  they  are  coming. 

A  Sermei.  Enter,  toUh  Idctors  before  ihenij 
CouiMius  the  Consul,  Menehius,  CoaioLANUS, 
many  other  Senators.  SioiNius  and  Buuxus. 
The  Senators  take  their  jplaces;  the  Tribunes 
taJte  theurs  also  by  themselves. 

Men.  Having  determined  of  the  Voices, 
And  to  send  for  Titna  Lartius,  it  remains 
Afl  the  main  point  of  this  our  after-meeting, 
To  gratify  his  noble  service,  that  hath 
Thus  stood  for  his  country:  Therefore,  please  you, 
Most  reverend  and  grave  elders,  to  desire 
The  present  consul,  and  last  general 
In  our  well-found  successes,  to  report 
A  little  of  that  worthy  work  performed 
By  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus ;  whom 
We  meet  here,  both  to  thank,  and  to  remember 
With  honours  like  himself. 

1 8eH,  Speak,  good  Cominius : 

Leave  nothing  out  for  length,  and  make  us  think, 
Bather  our  staters  defective  for  requital, 
Than  we  to  stretch  it  out.    Masters  o^the  people, 
We  do  re<iuest  your  kindest  ears ;  and,  after. 
Tour  loving  motion  toward  the  common  body, 
To  yield  what  passes  here. 

MS.  We  are  convented 

Upon  a  pleasing  treaty;  and  have  hearts 
Inclinable  to  honour  and  advance 
The  theme  of  our  assembly. 

Bnu  Which  the  rather 

We  shall  be  blessM  to  do,  if  he  remember 
A  kinder  value  of  the  people  than 
He  hath  hereto  priz'd  them  at. 

Men,  That's  off,  that^  off; 

I  would  you  rather  had  been  silent    Please  you 
To  hear  Cominius  speak  ? 

Biru.  Most  willingly; 

But  yet  my  caution  was  more  pertinent 
Than  the  rebuke  you  give  it. 

Men,  He  loves  your  people; 

Bat  tie  him  not  to  be  then*  bedfellow.— 
Worthy  Cominius,  speak. — Nay,  keep  your  place. 
rCoRloLARUS  rises  and  offers  to  go  avoay, 

1  Sen.  Sit,  Coriolanus;  never  shame  to  hear 
What  you  have  nobly  done. 

Oar,  Your  honours'  pardon ; 

[  had  rather  have  my  wounds  to  heal  again, 
rhan  hear  sajr  how  I  got  theuu 
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Bru,  Sir,  I  hope 

My  words  dis-bench*d  yon  not. 

C7or.  No, sir:  yet  oft. 

When  blows  have  made  me  stay,  I  fled  from  words 
You  sooth'd  not,  therefore  hurt  not:  But, your 

people, 
I  love  them  as  they  weigh. 

Meru  Pray  now,  sit  down. 

Cor,  I  had  rather  have  one  scratch  myheaf 
i'  the  sun. 
When  the  alarum  were  struck,  than  idly  sit 
To  hear  my  nothings  monster'd.  [ExU  Cos. 

Men,  Masters  o'  the  people. 

Tour  multiplying  spawn  how  can  he  flatter, 
(lliat^  thousand  to  one  good  one),  when  yoa  now 

see 
He  had  rather  venture  all  his  limbs  for  honour. 
Than  one  of  his  ears  to  hear  it  V— Proceed,  Comi- 
nius. 

Com,  I  shall  lack  voice:  the  deeds  of  Coriolanus 
Should  not  be  utter'd  feebly. — It  is  held 
That  valour  is  the  chiefest  virtue. 
And  most  dignifies  the  haver :  if  it  be. 
The  man  I  speak  of  cannot  in  the  world 
Be  singjv  counterpoised.    At  sixteen  years^ 
When  Tarquio  made  a  head  for  Borne,  he  fought 
Beyond  the  nuirk  of  others :  our  then  dictator, 
Whom  with  all  praise  I  point  at,  saw  him  fight. 
When  with  his  Amazonian  chin  he  drove 
The  bristled  lips  before  him :  he  bestrid 
An  o'erpress^d  Roman,  and  i'  the  consul's  view 
Slew  three  opposers :  Tarquin's  self  he  met, 
Andstruck  him  on  his  knee:  in  that  day^  feats. 
When  he  might  act  the  woman  in  the  scene. 
He  prov'd  best  man  i'  the  field,  and  for  his  meed 
Was  brow-bound  with  the  oak.    Hia  pupil  age 
Man-enter'd  thus,  he  waxed  like  a  sea; 
And,  in  the  brunt  of  seventeen  battles  since, 
He  lurched  all  swords  o'  the  garhmd.  For  this  lasi, 
Before  and  in  Corioli,  let  me  say 
I  cannot  speak  him  home:  He  stopp'd  the  fliers; 
And  by  his  rare  example  made  the  coward 
Turn  terror  into  sport :  as  weeds  before 
A  vessel  under  sail,  so  men  obey'd. 
And  fell  below  his  stem:   his  sword  (deaths 

stamp). 
Where  it  did  mark,  it  took ;  from  fiuse  to  foot 
He  was  a  thing  of  blood,  whose  every  motion 
Was  tim'd  with  dying  cries:  alone  he  enter'd 
The  mortal  gate  o'  the  citv,  which  he  painted 
With  ghunless  d&stiny,  aidless  came  on^ 
And  with  a  sudden  re-enforcement  struck 
Corioli  like  a  planet :  Now  all's  his; 
When  by  and  by  the  din  of  war  'gan  pierce 
His  ready  sense,  then  straight  hb  doubled  spirit 
Re-quicken*d  what  in  flesh  was  fiEttigitte, 
And  to  the  battle  came  he;  where  he  did 
Run  reeking  o'er  the  lives  of  men,  as  if 
*Twere  a  perpetual  spoil :  and,  till  we  call'd 
Both  field  and  city  ours,  he  never  stood 
To  ease  his  breast  with  panting. 
Men,  Worthy  man  I 

1  Sen,  He  cannot  bnt  with  measure  fit  the 
honours 
Which  we  devise  him. 

Com.  Our  spoils  he  kick*d  at ; 

And  look'd  upon  things  precious  as  they  were 
The  common  muck  o'the  world;  he  covets  less 
Than  misery  itself  would  give ;  rewards 
His  deeds  with  doing  them  ;  and  is  content 
To  spend  the  time,  to  end  it. 

Men,  He*8  right  nobis ; 

Ut  him  be  cird  tor^g.,.^^^  ^^  GoOgfe 


1  Sen  ObII  Conolanns. 

Of,  He  doth  appear. 

Be^€nter  Cobiolakds. 
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Men.  The  senatej  Coriolanas,  are  well  pleased 
To  make  thee  oonsal. 

Cor,  I  do  owe  them  stUl 

My  life  and  aenrices. 

Men,  It  then  remaina 

That  70a  do  speak  to  the  people. 

Oor,  I  do  heseech  7011, 

Let  me  o*erleap  that  cnstom ;  for  I  cannot 
Put  on  the  gown,  stand  naked,  and  entreat  them, 
For  mj  wounds*  sake,  to  give  their  suffrage: 

please  70U 
That  I  ma7  pass  this  doing. 

JXe,  Sir,  the  people 

Must  have  their  voices ;  neither  will  the7  bat* 
One  jot  of  ceremon7. 

Men,  Put  them  not  tot  >~ 

Pray  7011,  go  fit  70a  to  the  custom ; 
And  take  to  7on,  as  7oar  predecessors  have, 
YotLT  honour  wiUi  7oiir  form. 

Cor.  It  is  a  part 

That  I  shall  blush  in  actmg,  and  might  well 
Be  taken  from  the  people. 

Bru,  Mark  you  that? 

Oor,  To  brag  uito  them,— Thus  I  did,  and 
thus.^— 
Show  them  the  nnaching  scars  which  I  should 

hide, 
As  if  I  had  received  them  for  the  hire 
Of  their  breath  onl7  :— 

Men,  Do  not  stand  upon't. 

We  recommend  to  70Q.  tribunes  of  the  people, 
Our  purpose  to  them  ;-^d  to  oar  noble  consul 
Wish  we  all  joj  and  honour. 

Sen,  To  Conolanus  oorae  all  J07  and  honour ! 
[Flourish,    Then  exeunt  Senators. 

Br%u  Ton  see  now  he  intends  to  use  the  people. 

Sh,  Ma7  the7  perceive  his  intent  1    He  will 
reauire  them. 
As  if  he  dia  contemn  what  he  requested 
Should  be  in  them  to  give. 

Bra,  Come,  well  inform  them 

Of  our  proceedings  here;  on  the  market-place 
I  know  the7  do  attend  us.  [ JJeeunt 


SCENE  111,—Thticme.    The  Marketrplace. 
Sntertevend  Citizens. 

1  at,  Onoe,  if  he  do  require  our  voices,  we 
ought  not  to  den7  him. 

2  Git,  We  ma7,  sir,  if  we  will. 

8  CU,  We  have  power  in  ourselves  to  do  it,  but 
it  is  a  power  that  we  have  no  power  to  do:  for  if 
he  show  us  his  wounds,  and  tell  us  his  deeds,  we 
are  to  put  our  tongues  uito  those  wounds,  and 
speak  for  them ;  so,  if  he  tell  us  his  noble  deeds, 
we  must  also  tell  him  our  noble  acceptance  of 
them.  Ingratitude  is  monstrous:  and  for  the 
multitude  to  be  ingrateful  were  to  make  a  monster 
of  the  multitude ;  of  the  which,  we  being  mem- 
bers, should  bring  ourselves  to  be  monstrous 
members. 

1  Cit.  And  to  make  Qs  no  better  thought  of,  a 
little  help  will  serve:  for  once,  when  we  stood  up 
about  the  com,  he  himself  stuck  not  to  call  us  the 
man7-headed  multitude. 

3  OiL  We  have  been  called  so  of  man7 ;  not 
that  our  heads  are  some  brown,  some  black,  some 
auburn,  some  bald,  but  that  our  wits  are  so 
diverse^  coloured :  and  trul7  I  think  if  all  our 


wits  were  to  issue  out  of  one  skull,  the7  would  ftj 
east,  west,  north,  south;  and  their  consent  of  onc> 
direct  wa7  should  be  at  onoe  to  all  points  o*  the 
oompass. 

2  Git.  Think  70U  so?  Which  wa7do  70a  judge 
m7  wit  would  67  ? 

8  Oit,  Na7,  70ur  wit  will  not  so  soon  out  m 
another  man*s  wUl,  *tis  strongl7  wedged  up  in  a 
block-head ;  but  if  it  were  at  liberty,  twould,  sure, 
southward. 

2  CU.  Wh7thatwa7? 

8  Cit,  To  lose  itself  in  a  fog ;  where  bemg  three 
parts  melted  awa7  with  rotten  dews,  the  fourth 
would  return  for  oonsoienoe'  sake,  to  help  to  get 
thee  a  wife. 

2  Cit,  You  are  never  without  7oiirtrioksi—Yoa 
ma7^ou  ma7. 

3  (fit.  Are  70U  all  resolved  to  g^ve  tout  yoioes  ? 
But  that's  no  matter,  the  greater  part  carries  it. 
1 887  ^  ^0  would  incline  to  the  people,  there  was 
never  a  worthier  man. 

Snter  Cobiolajius  and  Mehenius. 

Here  he  oomes,  and  m  the  gown  of  hnmilit7;  marie 
his  behaviour.  We  are  not  to  8ta7  altogether,  but 
to  come  b7  him  where  he  stands,  67  ones,  by  twos, 
and  b7  threes.  He*s  to  make  his  requests  b/  par- 
ticulars :  wherein  ever7  one  of  us  has  a  single 
honour  in  giving  him  our  own  voices  with  our  own 
tongiies :  therefore  follow  me,  and  111  direct  70U 
how  von  shall  go  b7  him. 

Atl  Content,  content  [SuunL 

Men.  0  sir,  70U  are  not  right:  have  70U  not 
known 
The  worthiest  men  have  donet  ? 

Cor.  What  must  I  sa7?— 

I  pray,  sir, — Plague  upont,  I  cannot  hnc^ 
M7  tongue  to  such  a  pace:— Look,   sir;— 1117 

wounds ; — 
I  got  them  in  my  oountry^s  service,  when 
Some  certain  of  your  brethren  roar'd,  and  ran 
From  the  noise  of  our  own  drums. 

Men.  0  me,  the  gods! 

You  must  not  speak  of  that :  7on  must  desire  them 
To  think  upon  70U. 

Cor.  Think  upon  me?    Hang*eml 

I  would  the7  would  forget  me,  like  the  virtues 
Which  our  divines  lose  b7  them. 

Men,  Youll  mar  all , 

111  leave  you :  Pray  yon,  speak  to  them,  I  prav  yon, 
In  wholesome  manner.  lExU. 

Enter  two  Citizens. 

C7or.  Bid  them  wash  tiieir  &oes. 

And  keen  their  teeth  clean. — So,  here  comes  a 

brace. 
Ton  know  the  cause,  sir,  of  my  standing  here. 

1  CU,  Wedo,  sir ;  tell  us  what  hath  brought  70a 
tot. 

Cor.  Mine  own  desert. 

2  CU.  Your  own  desert? 
Cor.  Ay,  not  mine  own  desire. 

1  CU.  iiowl  not  70ur  own  desire? 

Cor.  No,  sir:  Twas  never  m7  desire  yet  to 
trouble  the  poor  with  beg^in^r. 

1  CU,  You  must  think,  if  we  give  70a  an7thing, 
we  hope  to  gain  b7  vou. 

Cor,  Well  then,  I  pra7,  70ur  price  o*  the  con- 
sulship ? 

1  CU.  The  price  is,  to  ask  it  kindl7. 

Cor.  Kindly,  sir?  I  prapr,  let  me  ha*t:  I  have 
wounds  to  show  70a,  which  shall  be  70Qni  in 


5  on.  Ton  Shan  have  it,  worthy  sir. 
Oar,  A  match,  sir: — There  is  in  all  two  worthy 

▼oices  begged :— I  havo  your  alms ;  adien. 

1  Cit,  But  this  ia  something  odd. 

2  OU,  An*t  were  to  give  again.^Bnt  'tis  no 
matter.  [Exeunt  two  Citizens. 

Enter  itoo  otA^  Citizens. 

Cor,  Pray  you  now,  if  it  may  stand  with  the 
tune  of  yoor  voices  that  I  may  be  consul,  I  have 
here  the  customary  gown. 

8  Cit.  Ton  have  deserved  nobly  of  your  oonntry, 
and  you  have  not  deserved  nobly. 

Cor.  Your  enigma  ? 

8  Cit.  You  have  been  a  scourge  to  her  enemies, 
you  have  been  a  rod  to  her  friends;  yon  have 
not,  indeed,  loved  the  common  people. 

Cor.  You  should  account  me  the  more  virtuous 
that  I  have  not  been  common  in  my  love.  I  will, 
sir,  flatter  my  sworn  brother  the  people,  to  earn  a 
dearer  estimation  of  them ;  *tis  a  condition  they 
account  gentle:  and  since  the  wisdom  of  their 
choice  is  rather  to  have  my  hat  than  my  heart,  I 
will  practise  the  insinuating  nod,  and  be  off  to 
them  most  counterfeitly :  that  is,  sir,  I  will  coun- 
terfeit the  bewitchment  of  some  popular  man,  and 
give  it  bountifully  to  the  deeirers.  Therefore, 
beseech  you,  I  may  be  consul. 

4  Cit.  We  hope  to  find  you  our  friend :  and 
therefore  give  vou  our  voices  heartily. 

8  Oil,  lou  nave  received  many  wounds  for 
your  eountry. 

Cor,  I  will  not  seal  your  knowledge  with 
showing  them.  I  will  make  much  of  your  voices, 
and  so  trouble  you  no  farther. 

Both  Cit,  The  gods  give  yon  joy,  sir,  heartily! 

[Exeunt, 

Cor,  Most  sweet  voicesi— 
Better  it  is  to  die,  better  to  starve, 
Than  crave  the  hire  which  first  we  do  deserve. 
Whv  in  this  wolfish  gown  should  I  stand  here, 
To  beg  of  Hob  and  Dick,  that  do  appear, 
Their  needless  vouches?  Custom  calls  me  to^}-* 
What  custom  wills,  in  all  things  should  we  dot? 
The  dust  on  antique  time  would  lie  unswept. 
And  mountainous  error  be  too  highly  heap'd 
For  truth  to  overpeer.    Rather  than  fool  it  so, 
Let  the  high  ofSce  and  the  honour  go 
To  one  that  would  do  thus.— I  am  half  through  ; 
The  one  part  suffered,  the  other  will  1  do. 

Enter  three  other  Citizens. 

Here  oome  more  voices. — 
Your  voioes :  For  your  voices  I  have  fought ; 
Watch*d  for  your  voices;  for  your  voices,  bear 
Of  wounds  two  dozen  odd;  battles  thrice  six 
I  have  seen  and  heard  of;  for  your  voices 
Have  done  many  things,  some  less,  some  more ; 

your  voices: 
Indeed,  1  would  be  consul. 

6  (At,  He  has  done  nobly,  and  cannot  go  without 

any  honest  man's  voice. 
6  Cit,  Therefore  let  him  be  consul :  The  gods 
^ve  him  joy,  and  make  him  good  friend  to  the 
people  1 
JU,  Amen,  amen.  God  save  thee,  noble  consul  I 
[Exeunt  Citizens. 
Cor,  Worthy  voices! 

Uo^iUer  Menbniits,  vsith  Brxttus  and  SioiHinB. 

MeA,  Yon  have  stood  your  limitation ;  and  the 
tribunes 
Eodne  yon  with  the  peoplels  voice: 


OORIOLANUa 


629 


Remains,  that,  in  the  official  marks  mvested, 
You  anon  do  meet  the  senate. 

Car.  Is  this  done? 

Sic,  The  custom  of  request  you  have  diseharg^: 
The  people  do  admit  you ;  and  are  summon'd 
To  meet  anon  upon  your  approbation. 

Car.  Where?  at  the  senate-house  ? 

Sic,  There,  Coriolanna 

Cor,  May  I  change  these  garments? 

Sic  You  may,  sir. 

Cor,  That  111  straight  do ;  and,  knowmg  myself 
again, 
Repair  to  the  senate-house. 

Metu  ni  keep  vou  company.— Will  yon  along? 

Ifru,  We  stay  here  for  the  people. 

JSie,  Fare  you  well. 

[Exeunt  Cobiol.  and  Meneh. 
He  has  it  now ;  and  by  his  looks,  methinks, 
Tis  warm  at  his  heart. 

Bru,  With  a  proud  heart  he  wore 

His  humble  weeds:  Will  you  dismiss  the  people? 

i20-enfer  Citizens. 

Sic  How  now,  my  masters?  have  you  chose 
this  man  ? 

1  •  C^  He  has  our  voices,  sir. 

.Bhi.  We  pray  thegodsheraay  deserve  your  loves. 

2  Cit,  Amen,8ir:  To  mypoor  and  worthy  notice. 
He  mockM  us  when  he  begg'd  our  voices. 

3  Cit,  Certainly, 
He  flouted  ns  downright 

1  CiL  No,  *tis  his  kind  of  speech,  he  did  not 

mock  us. 

2  CiU  Not  one  amongst  ns,  save  yourself,  but 

says 
He  used  us  scornfully :  he  should  have  showed  ns 
His  marks  of  merit,  wounds   receiv'd  for   his 

country. 
iSSc;  Why,  so  he  did,  I  am  sure. 
Cit,    No,  no ;  no  man  saw  'era.    [Several  tpeak, 
a  Cit.  He  said  he  had  wounds,  which  he  could 

show  in  private ; 
And  with  his  hat,  thus  waving  it  in  scorn, 
"  I  would  be  consul,"  says  he :  "  aged  custom. 
But  by  your  voices,  will  not  so  permit  me ; 
Your  voices  therefore:^*  When  we  granted  that. 
Here  was,—"  1  thank  yon  for  your  voices. — ^thank 

yon,— 
Your  most  sweet  voices  >-iiow  you  have  left  your 

voices, 
I  have  no  further  with  yon:"— was  this  not 

mockery? 
Sic,  Why,  either,  were  you  i^orant  to  see\? 
Or,  seeing  it,  of  such  childish  friendliness 
To  yield  your  voices? 

Bru,  Could  you  not  have  told  him, 

As  you  were  lesson'd, — When  he  had  no  power. 
But  was  a  petty  servant  to  the  state. 
He  was  your  enemy;  ever  spake  against    ^ 
Your  lilierties,  and  the  charters  that  you  bear 
I*  the  body  of  the  weal:  and  now,  arriving 
A  place  ot  potency,  and  sway  o'  the  state. 
If  he  should  still  malignantly  remain 
Fast  foe  to  the  plebeii,  your  voices  might 
Be  curses  to  yourselves  ?    You  should  have  said 
That  as  his  worthy  deeds  did  claim  no  less 
Than  what  he  stood  for,  so  his  gracious  nature 
Would  think  upon  you  for  your  voices. 
And  translate  his  malice  towards  you  into  loTO, 
Standing  your  friendly  lord. 

Sic  Thus  to  have  said. 

As  you  were  fore-ad vis'd,  had  touched  his  sniriti 
And  tried  his  indinatjj^^^  Jy^him  pluok^  [^ 
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Either  his  gnoioui  promise,  which  too  might, 

As  cause  had  call'd  70a  up,  have  held  him  to; 

Or  else  it  would  have  galrd  his  surly  nature, 

Which  easily  endures  not  article 

Tjing  him  to  aught;  so,  putting  him  to  rage, 

Tou  should  have  ta'en  tW  advantage  of  his  oholer. 

And  psss'd  him  unelected. 

Bm,  Did  you  perceive 

He  did  solicit  you  in  free  CiOtempt, 
When  he  did  need  your  loves ;  and  do  you  think 
That  liis  contempt  shall  not  be  bruising  to  vou. 
When  he  hath  power  to  crush  ?   Why,  had  your  i 

bodies 
No  heart  among  yon  ?    Or  had  you  tongues,  to  cry 
Against  the  rectorship  of  judgment  ? 

Sie,  Have  700, 

Ere  now,  denied  the  asker?  and,  now  again, 
On  him  that  did  not  ask,  but  mock,  bestow 
Your  sued-for  tongues  ? 

3  at.  He's  not  confirmed,  we  may  deny  him  yet, 

2  Oit,  And  will  deny  him : 
111  have  five  hundred  voices  of  that  sound* 

1  OiL  I  twice  five  hundred,  and  their  friends  to 
piece  *em. 

Bru,  Get  you  hence  instantly;  and  tell  those 
friends, 
Th^  have  chose  a  consul  that  will  from  them  take 
Thsar  liberties;  make  them  of  no  more  voice 
Than  dogs,  that  are  as  often  beat  for  barking 
As  therefore  kept  to  do  so. 

Sic  Let  them  assemble ; 

And,  on  a  safer  ind^ent,  all  revoke 
Tour  ignorant  election :  Enforce  his  pride, 
And  his  old  hate  unto  you :  besides,  for^t  not 
With  what  contempt  he  wore  the  humble  weed: 
How  in  his  suit  he  scorn 'd  you :  but  your  loves, 
Thinking  upon  his  services,  took  from  you 
The  apprehension  of  his  present  portance, 
Which  most  gibingly,  ungravely,  he  did  fashion 
After  the  inveterate  hate  he  bears  jou. 

Bnu  Lav  a  fiEtult  on  os,  you  tnbunea,  that  we 
laboar*d 

go  impediment  between^  but  that  you  must 
at  your  election  on  him. 


Sic  Bay.  yon  ehoM  him 

More  after  our  commandment,  than  as  guided 
By  yoor  own  true  affections ;  and  that,  your  minds 
Pre-occupied  with  what  yon  rather  must  do 
Than  what  you  should,  made  you  against  the  grain 
To  voice  him  consul :  Lay  the  fault  on  as. 

Bru.  Ay,  spare  us  not     Bay  we  read  lectures 
to  you, 
How  youngly  he  began  to  serve  big  oonntrf. 
How  long  continued :  $nd  what  stock  he  sprmgs  ot. 
The  noble  house  o'  the  Mercians;  from  whence 

came 
rhat  Ancus  Marcius,  Numa*s  daughter's  son, 
W^ho,  after  great  Hostilius,  here  was  king : 
Of  the  same  house  Publius  and  Quintus  were. 
That  our  best  water  brought  by  conduits  hither 
[And  Censorinus,  darling  of  the  people] ; 
And  nobly  nam*d  so,  twice  being  censor. 
Was  his  great  ancestor. 

JSic.  One  thus  descended, 

That  hath  beside  well  in  his  person  wrought 
To  be  set  high  in  place,  we  did  commend 
To  vour  remembrances :  but  ^ou  have  found. 
Scaling  his  present  bearing  with  his  past, 
That  he's  vour  fixed  enemy,  and  revoke 
Tour  sudden  approbation. 

Bru.  Say,  you  ne'er  had  done^ 

(Harp  on  that  still),  but  by  our  putting  on: 
And  presently,  when  vou  have  drown  your  number, 
Bepair  to  the  CapitoL 

Git  We  will  so:   almost  all  repent  in  their 
election. 

[Several  gpeak,    ExeiaU  Citizens. 

Bru,  Let  them  go  on ; 
This  mutiny  were  better  put  in  hazard, 
Than  stay,  past  doubt,  for  ^eater: 
If,  as  his  nature  is,  he  fall  in  rage 
With  their  refusal,  both  observe  and  answer 
The  vantage  of  his  anger. 

JSSc  To  the  Capitol ! 

Come ;  we'll  be  there  before  the  stream  o'the 

people; 
And  this  shall  seem,  as  partly  tis,  their  own, 
Which  we  have  goaded  onward.  [&Bmmi, 
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Oomett,    Enter  Cohiolanus,  Menekius,  Comi- 
VIU8,  T1TIJ8  Labtiub,  Senators,  cmd  Patricians^ 

Cor.  Tallns  Aufidius  then  had  made  new  head? 

Lart,  He  had,  my  lord ;  and  that  it  was  which 
caus'd 
Our  swifter  composition. 

C7or.  80  then  the  Voices  stand  but  as  at  first ; 
Ready,  when  time  shall  prompt  them,  to  make 

road 
Upon  OS  agam. 

Com,  Ther  are  worn,  lord  consnl,  so 

That  we  shall  hardly  in  our  ages  see 
Their  banners  wave  again. 

Cor,  Saw  you  Aufidius  V 

Lari,  On  safeguard  he  came  to  me;  and  did 
curse 
A^nst  the  Voices,  for  thejr  had  so  vilely 
Tielded  the  town :  he  is  retir'd  to  Antium. 

Cor,  Spoke  he  of  me  ? 

LaH,  He  did,  my  lord. 

Cor,  How?  what? 

LarU  How  often  he  had  met  you,  sword  to 
sword: 
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That  of  all  things  npon  the  earth  he  hated 
Tear  person  most:  that  he  would  pawn 

fortunes 
To  hopeless  restitution,  io  he  might 
Be  calf'd  your  vanquisher. 
Cor.  At  Antium  lives  he  ? 

LarU  At  Antium. 

Cor.  I  wish  I  had  a  oanse  to  seek  him  there. 
To  oppose  his  hatred  fully.— Welcome  home. 

[2b  Lakt. 
Enter  Siconus  and  Brdtds. 

Behold !  these  are  the  tribunes  of  the  people, 
The  tongues  o'  the  common  mouth.    I  do  despise 

them; 
For  they  do  prank  them  in  authority. 
Against  all  noble  sufierance. 

8ic  Pass  no  ftirther. 

C7or.  Ha!  what  is  that? 

Bru,  It  will  be  dangerous  to  go  on :  no  further. 

C7or.  What  makes  this  change  ? 

Men.  The  matter? 

Com,  Hath  he  not  pas8*d  the  noble  and  the 
common? 

Bru.  Cominius,  no. 

Cor,  Have  I  had  ohadrnVrdqetT 
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1  An,  Tribnnes,  give  waj;  he  shall  to  the 
mtrket-place. 

Bru.  The  people  are  inoeofl^  against  him. 

JS&  Stop, 

OrallwiU&UmbroU. 

Cor,  Are  these  your  herd  ?— 

Must  these  have  Toices  that  can  yield  them  now, 
And  straight  disclaim  their  tongoes  ?— What  are 

your  offices  ? 
Ton  being  their  mouths,  why  role  yoa  not  their 

teeth? 
Have  you  not  set  them  on  ? 

Men,  Be  calm,  he  calm. 

Cor,  It  it  a  purposM  thins:,  and  grows  by  plot, 
To  curb  the  will  of  the  nobility : 
Suffer  it,  and  live  with  such  as  caimot  rule. 
Nor  ever  will  be  rul'd. 

Bru,  Ca11*tnotaplot: 

The  people  ery  you  mook'd  them ;  and,  of  late, 
When  com  was  given  them  gratis,  you  repin*d ; 
8eaiidai*d  the  suppliants  for  Uie  people ;  caiPd  them 
Time-pleasers,  fLitterer«,  foes  to  nobleness. 

Cor,  Why,  this  was  known  before. 

Bru,  Not  to  them  all. 

(Jor,  Have  you  informed  them  sithence  ? 

Bru,  How  I  I  inform  them. 

Com,  T6u  are  like  to  do  such  business. 

Bru,  Not  oclike, 

Each  way,  to  better  yours. 

Cor.  Why  then  should  I  be  oonral  ?    By  yon 
clouds. 
Let  me  deserve  so  ill  as  you,  and  make  me 
Tour  fellow  tribune. 

Sic  You  show  too  much  of  that 

For  which  the  people  stir:  If  you  will  pass 
To  where  you  are  bound,  you  must  inquire  your 

way. 
Which  you  are  out  of,  with  a  gentler  spirit  s 
Or  never  be  so  noble  as  a  consul, 
Nor  yoke  with  him  for  tribune. 

Men.  Let^s  be  calm. 

Com,  The  people  are  abus*d,— set  on.~Thi8 
peltVing  ^ 

Becomes  not  Rome ;  nor  has  Coriolanus 
Deserv'd  this  so  dishouour'd  rub,  laid  £&Isely 
r  the  plain  way  oi  his  merit. 

Cor.  Tell  me  of  com  I 

This  was  my  speech,  and  I  will  speakt  again  f— 

Men,  Not  now,  not  now. 

1  Sm,  Not  in  this  heat,  sir,  now. 

Cor,  Now,  as  I  live,  I  will.~My  nobler  friends, 
1  erave  their  pardons : 
For  the  mutable,  rank-soented  many, 
Let  them  regard  me  as  I  do  not  flatter, 
And  therein  behold  themselves :  I  say  again, 
In  soothing  them  we  nouri^ih  'gainst  our  senate 
The  ooclde  of  rebellion,  insolence,  sedition. 
Which  we  ourselves  have  ploughed  for,  sow*d,and 

scattered, 
Bt  mhigling  them  with  us,  the  honoured  number ; 
Who  lack  not  virtue,  no,  nor  power,  but  that 
Which  they  have  given  to  beggars. 

Men.  Well,  no  more. 

1  Sen,  No  more  words,  we  beseeeh  you. 

Cor,  How  I  no  more? 

As  for  my  country  I  have  shed  mv  blood. 
Not  fearing  outward  force,  so  shall  my  lungs 
Coin  words  till  their  decay,  against  those  meazela. 
Which  we  disdain  should  tetter  us,  yet  sought 
The  very  way  to  oatch  them. 

Bru,  You  speak  o*  the  people  as  if  yon  were  a  god 
To  punish ,  not  a  man  of  their  infirmity. 

Bk,  "Twere  well  we  let  the  people  knowt 
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Men,  What,  what?  his  oholer? 

Cor,  Cholerl 
Were  I  as  patient  as  the  midnight  sleep, 
By  Jove,  twould  be  my  mind  I 

Sic  It  is  a  mind 

That  shall  remain  a  poison  where  it  is, 
Not  poison  any  further. 

Cor,  Shall  remain  I — 

Hear  you  this  Triton  of  the  minnows?  mark  yon 
His  absolute  sftottf 

Com,  Twas  frt>m  the  canon. 

Cor,  SkaUf 

0  good,  but  most  unwise  patricians,  why. 
You  grave,  but  reckless  senators,  have  yon  thus 
Given  Hvdra  here  to  choose  an  officer, 
That  with  his  peremptory  ihaU,  being  but 
Thehom  and  noise  o  the  monsters,  wants  not  spirit 
To  say  hell  turn  your  current  in  a  ditch, 
And  make  your  channel  hb  ?  If  he  have  power, 
Then  veil  your  ignorance :  if  none,  awake 
Your  dangerous  lenity.    If  you  are  learned, 
Be  not  as  conmion  fools  ;  if  you  are  not, 
Iiet  them  have  cushions  by  you.  You  are  plebeians, 
If  they  be  senatora :  and  they  are  no  less. 
When  both  your  voices  blended,  the  greatest  taste 
Most  palates  theirs.  They  ohoose  their  magistrate  \ 
And  such  a  one  as  he,  who  puts  his  thaU^ 
His  popular  diaU^  a^;ainst  a  graver  bench 
Than  ever  frown'd  m  Qreeco  I  By  Jove  himself. 
It  makes  the  consuls  base  I  and  my  soul  aches 
To  know,  when  two  authorities  are  up. 
Neither  supreme,  how  soon  confusion 
May  enter  \wijit  the  gap  of  both,  and  take 
The  one  by  the  other. 

Com,  Well—on  to  the  market-place. 

Cor,  Whoever  gave  that  counsel  to  give  forth 
The  com  o*  the  storehouse  gratis,  as  Was  used 
Sometime  in  Greece,— 

Men,  Well,  well,  no  more  of  that. 

Cor,  Though  there  the  people  had  more  absolute 
power, 
r  say,  they  nourished  disobedience,  fed 
The  ruin  of  the  state. 

Bru.  Why  shall  the  people  give 

One  that  speaks  thus,  their  voice  ? 

Cor,  I'll  give  my  reasons. 

More  worthier  than  their  voices.    They  know  the 

com 
Was  not  onr  recompense;  resting  well  assured 
They  ne'er  did  service  for't :  Being  pressed  to  the 

war. 
Eren  when  the  navel  of  the  stete  was  touched. 
They  would  not  thread  the  gates:  this  kind  of 

service 
Did  not  deserve  com  gratis :  being  i'  the  war. 
Their  mutinies  and  revolts,  wherein  they  showed 
Most  valour,  spoke  not  for  them :  The  accusation 
Which  they  have  often  made  against  the  senate. 
All  cause  unborn,  could  never  be  the  native 
Of  our  so  frank  donation.     Well,  what  then  ? 
How  shall  this  bosom  multiplied  digest 
The  senate^  courtesy?  Let  deeds  express 
What*s  like  to  be  their  words :— *"  We  didreqnest  it* 
We  are  the  greater  poll,  and  in  tme  fear 
They  gave  us  our  demands :"— Thus  we  debase 
The  nature  of  our  seats,  and  make  the  rabble 
Call  our  cares,  feara :  which  will  in  time 
Break  ope  the  locks  o'  the  senate,  and  bring  m 
The  crows  to  peck  the  eagles. 

Men,  Come,  enough. 

Bru,  Enough,  witii  orer-measure. 

Cor,  No,  take  more; 

What  may  be  swom  br.  both  divine  and  hnma^ 


Seal  what  I  end  withal  I^lliis  donble  worship,' 
Where  one  part  does  disdam  with  cause,  the  other 
Inaalt  without  all  reason;  where  gentrf,  title, 

wbdom 
Cannot  conclude,  but  hj  the  yea  and  no 
Of  general  ignorance, — it  must  omit 
Real  necessities,  and  give  waj  the  while 
To  unstable   slightness:  purpose   so   barrM,   it 

follows 
Nothing  is  done  to  purpose :  Therefore,  beseech 

you, — 
Ton  that  will  be  less  fearfbl  than  discreet; 
That  love  the  fundamental  part  of  state 
More  than  you  doubt  the  change  on*t ;  that  prefer 
A  noble  life  before  a  long,  and  wish 
To  jump  a  body  with  a  dangerous  physic 
That's  sure  of  death  without  it, — at  once  pluck  out 
The  multitudinous  tongue,  let  them  not  lick 
The  sweet  which  is  their  poison :  your  dishonour 
Mangles  true  judgment,  and  bereaves  the  state 
Of  that  integrity  which  should  become  it ; 
Not  having  the  power  to  do  the  good  it  would. 
For  the  ill  which  doth  control  it 

All.  He  has  said  enough. 

JSie,  He  hai  spoken  like  a  traitor,  and  shall 
answer 
As  traitors  do. 

Cor,  Thou  wretch  I  despite  overwhelm  thee! — 
What  should  the  people  do  with  these  bald  tri- 
bunes? 
On  whom  depending,  their  obedience  fails 
'lo  the  greater  bench  :  In  a  rebellion, 
When  what's  not  meet,  but  what  must  be,  was  law, 
Then  were  they  chosen ;  in  a  better  hour, 
Let  what  is  meet  be  said,  it  must  be  meet 
And  throw  their  power  i  the  dust. 

Bru.  Manifest  treason  t 

Sic  This  a  consul  ?  no. 

Sru,  The  ^diles,  ho  I — let  him  be  apprehended. 

iSSe.  Go,  call  the  people;    [Exit  Brutus]  in 
whose  name,  myself 
Attach  thee,  as  a  traitorous  innovator, 
A  foe  to  the  public  weal :  Obey,  I  charge  thee. 
And  follow  to  thine  answer. 

Cor.  Hence,  old  goat ! 

8m.  tmd  Bat.  Well  surety  him. 

Com.  Aged  sir,  hands  off. 

Cor.  Hence,  rotten  thing,  or  I  shall  shake  thy 
bones 
Out  of  thj  garments  I 

Sic  Help,  ye  citizens  I 

B&ttOer  Brutus,  with  iU  JEdHmjOndarabUe 
<2^  Citizens. 

Men.  On  both  sides  more  respect 

Sic  Here's  he  that  would  take  from  yoa  all 

your  power. 
Br%L  Seize  him,  .£di1esl 
at,  Down  with  him,  down  with  him  I 

[Several  ttpeak. 
2  Sen.  Weapons,  weapons,  weapons  I 

[They  all  bustie  about  Coriolanub. 
Tribunes,  patricians,  citizens  1— what,  ho ! 
Bicinins,  Brutns,  Coriolanns,  citizens! 
at.  Peace,  peace,  peace ;  stay,  hold,  peace  I 
Men.  What  IS  about  to  be?— I  am  out  of  breath; 
Confusion's  near:  I  cannot  speak : — Ton,  tribunes 
To  the  people.— CorioUnus,  patience  :— 
Speak,  good  Sicinius. 
Sic  Hear  me,  people ;— Peace  I 

OiL  Letii  bear  our  tribune :— Peace  I  Speak, 
speak,  speak! 
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Sic  Yon  are  at  point  to  lose  yonr  liberties . 
Marcius  would  have  all  from  you  ;  Marcius, 
W^hom  late  yon  have  nam'd  for  consuL 

Men.  Fie,fie,fiel 

This  is  the  way  to  kindle,  not  to  quench. 

1  Sen.  To  unbuild  the  city,  and  to  lay  all  flat. 

Sic  What  is  the  city  but  the  people? 

Oa.  ^     True, 

The  people  are  the  city. 

Bru,  By  the  consent  of  all,  we  were  established 
The  people's  magistrates. 

Cit.  Yon  so  remam 

Men.  And  so  are  like  to  do. 

Com.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  the  city  flat; 
To  bring  the  roof  to  the  foundation ; 
And  bury  all  which  yet  dkstinctly  ranges, 
In  heaps  and  piles  of  ruin. 

Sic  This  deserves  deatiu 

Bru.  Or  let  ns  stand  to  our  authority, 
Or  let  us  lose  it: — We  do  here  pronounce, 
Upon  the  part  o'  the  people,  in  whose  power 
We  were  elected  theirs,  Marcius  is  worthy 
Of  present  death. 

Sic  Therefore  lay  hold  of  him ; 

Bear  him  to  the  rock.Tarpeian,  and  from  theooe 
Into  destruction  cast  him. 

Bru.  .£diles,  seize  himi 

Cit.  Yield,  Marcius,  yield. 

Men.  Hear  me  one  word. 

Beseech  yon,  tribunes,  hear  me  but  a  word. 

yf.V£  Peace,  peace! 

Men,  Be  that  you  seem,  truly  your  country^ 
friend, 
And  temperately  proceed  to  what  yon  wonld 
Thus  violently  redress. 

Bru,  Sir,  those  cold  ways. 

That  seem  like  prudent  helps,  are  verr  poisonoos 
Where  the  disease  is  violent : — ^Lay  hands  npoo 

him, 
And  bear  hiiu  to  the  rock. 

Cor»  No;  III  die  here. 

[Dratcitig  ku  Mword. 
There's  some  among  yon  have  beheld  me  fighting; 
Come,  trv  upon  yourselves  what  you  have  seen  me. 

Men.  Down  with  that  sword  t — Tribunes,  with- 
draw a  while. 

Bru.  Lay  hands  upon  him. 

Men.  Help,  Mardnsl  help  t 

You  that  be  noble:  help  him,  young  and  old  I 

Cit,  Down  with  him,  down  witli  him  I 

[In  thia  mutiny,  the  Tribunes,  the  iBdileii 
and  the  jpeople  are  beat  in. 

Men,  Go,getyon  to  your  house;  begone,  away; 
All  will  be  naught  else. 

2  Sen,  Get  yon  gone. 

Com.  Stand  £Mt; 

We  have  as  many  friends  as  enemies. 

iten.  Shall  it  be  put  to  that? 

ISen.  The  gods  fiarbkl! 

I  prithee,  noble  friend,  home  to  thy  house; 
Leave  ns  to  cure  this  cause. 

Men.  For  *tis  a  sore  noon  ns. 

Yon  cannot  tent  yourself:  Begone,  'beseeob  yoiL 

Com.  Come,  sir,  along  with  us. 

Men .  I  would  they  were  barbarians  (as  they  are^ 
Though  in  Bome  litter'd),  not  Romans  (as  th^ 

are  not, 
Though  calved  i'  the  porch  of  the  Capitol).— Be 

gone; 
Pnt  not  your  worthy  rage  into  your  tongue, 
One  time  will  owe  anotlier. 

Cor.  On  fair  ground  I  could  bostf^nrtjof  them. 
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I  ooald  mjself  tike  op  %  brace  of  the  best 
of  them;  yea,  the  two  tribunes. 

Com.  But  now  *tb  odds  beyond  arithmetic ; 
And  manhood  is  call'd  foolery,  when  it  stands 
Against  a  foiling  fabric— Will  you  hence 
Before  the  tag  return?  whose  rage  doth  rend 
Like  iiiterrupted  waters,  and  e'erbear 
'What  they  are  used  to  bear. 

Men,  Pray  you,  be  gone : 

ni  try  whether  my  old  wit  be  in  request 
With  those  that  have  but  little;  this  must  be  patch'd 
With  cloth  of  any  colour. 

Com,  Nay.  come  away. 

[Exeunt  Coriolahus,  Cominius,  andoihen, 

1  PnU.  This  man  has  marr'd  his  fortune. 
Men,  His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world : 

He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident, 
Or  JoTe  for  his  power  to  thunder.    Uis  heartls 

his  mouth: 
What  his  breast  forges  that  his  tongue  must  Tent; 
And,  being  angry,  does  forget  that  ever 
He  beard  the  name  of  deaw.         [A  noise  within, 
Here*8  goodly  work! 

2  PaL  I  would  they  were  a-bed ! 
Jfan.  I  would  they  were  in  Tyber!— What,  the 

Tengeance, 
Could  he  not  speak  them  fSdr? 

Ba-mter  Bbutus  and  Sicinius,  with  the  ratbU, 

Hie,  Where  is  this  viper, 

That  would  depopulate  the  city, 
And  be  vttry  man  himself? 

Men,  You  worthy  tribunea, — 

ifiSe.  He  shall  be  thrown  down  the  Tarpeian  rock 
With  rigorous  hands ;  he  hath  resisted  law. 
And  therefore  law  shall  scorn  him  further  trial 
Than  the  severity  of  the  public  power, 
Which  he  so  sets  at  nought. 

1  at.  He  shall  well  know 

The  noble  tribunes  are  the  people's  mouths, 
And  we  their  hands. 

OU,  He  ahall,  sure  on^ 

[Several  epedk  togeOwr. 

Men,  Sir,  sir,— 

Sic  Peace! 

Men,  Do  not  erj  haroe,  where  you  should  bat 
hunt 
With  modest  warrant 

iSiie.  Sir,  how  coroes^t,  that  you  have  holp 

To  make  this  rescue  ? 

Men,  Hear  me  speak  :— 

Af  I  do  know  the  consnlls  worthiness, 
Bo  can  I  name  his  fitults : — 

iSIc  Consul !— what  oonsnl  ? 

Jfen.  The  oonsol  CoriolanuB. 

Bm,  He  eonsnl  I 

CiL  No,  no,  no,  DO,  no  I 

Men,  If,  by  the  tribunes' leare,  and  yours,  good 
people, 
I  may  be  heard.  I  would  crave  a  word  or  two; 
The  which  shall  turn  you  to  no  further  harm 
Than  so  much  loss  of  time. 

Sk,  Speak  briefly,  then ; 

For  we  are  peremptory,  to  despatch 
This  viperous  traitor :  to  eiect  him  hence 
Were  but  one  danger ;  and  to  keep  him  here 
Oar  certain  death;  therefore  it  is  decreed, 
He  diea  to-night 

Men,  Now  the  good  gods  forbid, 

That  onr  renowned  Rome,  whose  gratitude 
Towards  her  deserved  children  is  enroird 
In  Jove^  own  book,  like  an  unnatural  dam 
Bhoald  now  eat  up  ner  ownl 
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Sic  He*ii  a  disease  that  most  be  out  away. 

Men,  0,  he's  a  limb  that  has  but  a  disease; 
Mortal,  to  cut  it  ofi';  to  cure  it,  easy. 
What  has  he  done  to  Rome  that's  worthv  death? 
Killing  our  enemies?   The  blood  he  hath  lost 
(Which  1  dare  vouch  is  more  than  that  he  hath, 
by  many  an  ounce),  he  dropp'd  it  for  his  country 
And  what  is  left,  to  lose  it  by  his  country. 
Were  to  us  ail,  that  do%  and  suffer  it, 
A  brand  to  the  end  o'  the  world. 

Sic  This  is  clean  kam 

Btu.  Merely  awry:   When  he  did  love  his 
country. 
It  honour'd  him. 

Men,  The  serrice  of  the  foot. 

Being  once  gangren'd,  is  not  then  respected 
For  what  before  it  was — 

Bru.  Well  hear  no  more ;  — 

Pursue  him  to  his  house,  and  pluck  him  thence; 
Lest  his  infection,  being  of  catching  nature. 
Spread  further. 

Men,  One  word  more,  one  word. 

This  tiger-footed  rage,  when  it  fhall  find 
The  harm  of  unscanu'd  swiftness,  will,  too  late, 
Tie  leaden  pounds  to  his  heels.  Proceed  by  process; 
Lest  parties  (as  he  is  belov'd)  break  out, 
And  sack  great  Rome  with  Romans. 

Bru,  If  it  were  so,— 

Sic  What  do  ye  talk? 
Have  we  not  had  a  taste  of  his  obedience? 
Our  iEdilcssmotel  ourselves  resisted!— Come: — 

Men.  Consider  this; — be  hath  been  bred  i'the 
wars 
Since  he  could  draw  a  sword,  and  is  ill  school'd 
In  bolted  language ;  nr.eal  and  bran  together 
He  throws  without  distinction.    Give  me  leave, 
III  go  to  him,  and  undertake  to  bring  him  in  peace, 
W^here  he  shall  answer,  by  a  lawful  form 
(In  peace),  to  his  utmost  peril. 

1  Sen.  '    Noble  tribunes, 

It  is  the  humane  way :  the  other  course 
Will  prove  too  bloody ;  and  the  end  of  it 
Unknown  to  the  begmning. 

i^  Noble  Menenios, 

Be  you  then  as  the  people*s  officer : — 
Masters,  lay  down  your  weapons. 

Bra.  Oo  not  home. 

Sic  Meet  on  the  market-place :— Well  attend 

rou  there: 
you  bring  not  Marcius,  well  proceed 
In  our  first  way. 

Men.  ni  bring  him  to  yoa  :— 

Let  me  desire  your  company.    He  must  come, 

[2b  tAe  Senators. 
Or  what  is  worse  will  follow. 
1  Sen,  Pray  yoa,  let's  to  him. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE  TL^A  Boom  in  Coriolanns^  Eouac 

Enter  Cobiolanus  and  Patricians. 

(7or.  Let  them  pull  alT  about  mine  ears ;  present 
me 
Death  on  the  wheel,  or  at  wild  horses'  heels ; 
Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  rock, 
That  the  precipitation  might  down  stretch 
Below  the  beam  of  sight,  yet  will  I  still 
Be  thus  to  them. 

SnJter  Yolumnul 

1  Pot,  Tou  do  the  nobler. 

Cot,  I  muse  my  mother 
Does  not  approve  me  farther,  who  was  wont     j 
To  call  them  woollen  vassals,  things  created     [^ 
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To  bay  and  sell  wHh  groats ;  to  show  bare  heads 

In  congregations^  to  yawn,  be  still,  and  wonder 

When  one  bat  ot  my  ordinance  stood  ap 

To  speak  of  peace  or  war.    I  talk  ofyoa ; 

[TbVOLUMHIA. 

Why  did  yoa  wish  me  milder?  Would  yoa  have  me 
FiUse  to  my  nature?  Rather  say,  I  play 
The  man  I  am. 

VoL  0,  sir,  sir,  sir, 

I  would  have  had  yoa  put  your  power  well  on, 
Before  you  had  worn  it  oat 

Cor,  Let  go. 

V6L  Ton  might  haye  been  enough  the  man 
▼ouare, 
With  stnviiig  less  to  be  so:  Lesser  had  been 
The  thwartings  of  your  dispositions,  if 
Yob  had  not  show'd  them  how  you  were  disposed 
Ere  they  lack'd  power  to  cross  you. 

Cor,  Let  them  hang. 

VdL  Ay,  and  bom  too. 

Enter  Mevehtds  and  Senators. 


Men,  Come,  come,  you  haye  been  too  rough, 
something  too  rough : 
You  must  return,  and  mend  it. 

1  8m.  There's  no  remedy ; 

Unless,  by  not  so  doing,  our  good  city 
Cleaye  in  the  midst,  ana  perbh. 

VoL  Pr&j  be  counselled  : 

I  haye  a  heart  as  little  apt  as  yours, 
But  yet  a  brain  that  leads  my  ose  of  anger 
To  lietter  yantage. 

Men.  Well  said,  noble  woman  t 

Before  he  should  stoop  to  the  herd,  but  that 
Theriolent  fit  o'the  tmie  craves  it  as  physic 
For  the  whole  state,  I  would  put  mine  armour  on, 
Which  I  can  scareiy  bear. 

Cor.  What  must  I  do? 

Men,  Return  to  the  tribunes. 

Cor.  Well, 

What  then ?  what  then? 

Men,  Repent  what  jou  have  spoke. 

Cor.  For  them  ?— I  cannot  do  it  to  the  goos ; 
Must  I  then  dot  to  them? 

VoL  You  are  too  absolute; 

Though  therein  ^ou  can  never  be  too  noble. 
But  when  extremities  sp^k.  I  have  heard  yoa  say, 
Honour  and  policy,  like  unsever'd  friends, 
r  the  war  do  grow  together :  Grant  that,  and  tell  me, 
In  peace,  what  each  of  them  by  th'  other  lose, 
That  they  combine  not  there. 

Cor,  Tush,  tush  I 

Men.  A  good  demand. 

VoL  If  it  be  honour,  in  ^our  wars,  to  seem 
The  same  you  are  not  jwhich,  for  your  best  ends. 
You  adopt  your  policy),  how  is  it  less,  or  worse. 
That  it  shall  hold  companionship  in  peace 
With  honour,  as  in  war ;  since  that  to  both 
It  stands  in  like  request  ? 

Cor,  Why  force  you  this  ? 

VoL  Because  that  now  it  lies  you  on  to  speak 
To  the  people ;  not  by  your  own  instruction. 
Nor  by  the  matter  which  yoar  heart  prompts  you, 
But  with  8uch  words  that  are  but  roted  in 
Your  tongue,  though  but  bastards,  and  syllables 
Of  no  allowance,  to  your  bosom's  truth. 
Now,  this  no  more  dishonours  you  at  all. 
Than  to  take  in  a  town  with  gentle  woras. 
Which  else  would  put  yoa  to  your  fortune,  end 
The  hazard  of  much  blood. — 
I  would  dissemble  with  my  nature,  where 
My  fortunes,  and  my  friends,  at  stake,  required 
I  shoold  do  so  in  honour:  I  am  in  this, 
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Tour  wife,  Toor  ion,  theee  eenators,  the  nobles  ^ 
And  you  will  rather  show  oar  general  Jowts 
How  yoa  can  frown,  than  spend  a  fewn  opoa 

them. 
For  the  inheritance  of  their  loves,  and  safegnara 
Of  what  that  want  might  ruin. 

Men.  Noble  lady  1 

Come,  go  with  us ;  speak  fair :  you  may  salve  m 
Not  what  is  dangerous  present,  but  the  loss 
Of  what  is  past. 

VoL  I  prithee  now,  my  son. 

Go  to  them,  with  this  bonnet  in  thy  hand ; 
And  thos  hr  having  stretch'd  it  (here  be  with  them) 
Thy  knee  bussing  the  stones  (for  in  such  business 
Action  is  eloquence,  and  the  eyes  of  the  i^orant 
More  learned  than  the  ears},  waving  thy  bead. 
Which  often,— thus,— correcting  thy  stout  heart. 
Now  humble,  as  the  ripest  mulberry 
That  will  not  hold  the  handling :  Or,  say  to  theo^ 
Thou  art  their  soldier,  and  being  breid  in  broils. 
Hast  not  the  soft  way,  which,  thou  dost  oonfeas, 
Were  fit  for  thee  to  use,  as  they  to  claim. 
In  asking  their  fl;ood  loves;  but  thou  wilt  frame 
Thyself,  foreooth,  hereafter  theirs,  so  far 
As  thou  hast  power  and  person. 

Men,  This  but  done. 

Even  as  she  speaks,  why,  their  hearts  were  yoarst 
For  they  have  pardons,  being  ask'd,  as  &ee 
As  woras  to  little  purpose. 

VoL  Prithee  now 

Go,  and  be  rurd:  although  I  know  thoa  hadit 

rather 
Follow  thine  enemy  in  a  fiery  ffulf. 
Than  flatter  him  in  a  bower.    Here  is  Cominias. 


Enter  CoisxtnvB, 

Com.  I  haye  been  V  the  market-place :  and,  sin 
tisfit 
You  make  strong  party,  or  defend  yourself 
By  calmness,  or  oy  absence ;  all's  m  anger. 

Men.  Only  fair  speech. 

Com,  I  think  'twill  serve,  if  he 

Can  thereto  frame  his  spirit. 

VoL  He  most  and  will  :— 

Prithee  now  say  you  will,  and  go  about  it. 

Cor,  Must  I  go  show  them  my  unbarb'd  soonoet 
Must  I, 
With  my  b&se  tongue,  give  to  my  noble  heart 
A  lie,  that  it  must  bear  ?    Well.  I  will  dot : 
Yet  were  there  but  this  single  plot  to  lose, 
This  mould  of  Mareius  they  to  dust  should  grind  it, 
And  throw  it  against  the  wind.— To  the  market 

place: — 
You  have  put  me  now  to  such  a  part,  which  never 
I  shall  discbarge  to  the  life. 

Com,  Come,  come,  well  prompt  you. 

VoL  1  prithee  now,  sweet  son.  as  thoa  hast  said. 
My  praises  made  thee  first  a  soldier,  so. 
To  have  my  praise  for  this,  perform  a  part 
Thou  hast  not  done  before. 

Cor,  Well,  I  most  dot 

Away  my  disposition,  and  possess  me 
Some  harlot's  spirit  1  My  throat  of  war  be  tam'd. 
Which  quired  with  my  drum,  into  a  pipe 
Small  as  an  eunuch,  or  the  virgin  voice 
That  babies  lulls  asleep  1    The  smiles  of  knaves 
Tent  in  my  cheeks ;  and  schoolboys'  teara  take  up 
The  glasses  of  my  sight !    A  beggar's  tongue 
Make  motion  through  my  lips;  and  my  ani)*d 

knees, 
Who  bow'd  but  in  my  stirrup,  bend  like  hia 
That  hath  receiv'd  an  alms  I— I  will  not  dot: 
Lest  I  soroease  to  honour  mine^own  troth, . 
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And,  by  mj  body^  action,  ieaoh  mj  mind 
A,  most  inherent  baseness. 

VoL  At  thy  choice  then : 

To  beg  of  thee  it  is  my  more  dishonour, 
Than  thon  of  them.    Come  all  to  ruin ;  let 
Thy  mother  rather  feel  thy  pride,  than  fear 
Th^  danseroos  stoutness ;  for  I  mock  at  deatli 
With  as  big  heart  as  thou.    Do  as  thon  list 
Thy  yaliantness  was  mine,  thon  suck*dst  it  from 

me; 
But  owe  thy  pride  thyselfl 

Oor,  Pray,  be  content; 

Mother,  I  am  going  to  the  market-place ; 
Chide  me  no  more.     lU  mountebank  their  loves, 
Cog  their  hearts  from  them,  and  oome  home 

beloy'd 
Of  all  the  trades  in  Rome.    Look,  I  am  going : 
Commend  me  to  my  wife.    1*11  return  consul ; 
Or  never  trust  to  what  my  tongue  can  do 
I*  the  way  of  flattery,  further. 

VoL  Do  your  will. 

[Exit. 

Com,  Away!  the  tribunes  do  attend  yon :  arm 
yourself 
To  anawer  mildly ;  for  they  are  prepared 
With  accusations,  as  I  hear,  more  strong 
Than  are  upon  you  yet. 

Ccr,  The  word  is,  mildly  ^— Pray  you,  let  ns  go: 
Let  them  accuse  me  by  invention,  I 
Will  anawer  in  mine  honour. 

Men.      '  Ay,  but  mildly. 

Oor.  Well,  mildly  be  it  then ;  mildly. 

{ExeunL 


SCENE  III.— 7^  msme.    The  Marketi)laoe. 
Enter  Sionrros  and  Brutus. 

Hm,  In  this  point  charge  him  home,  that  he 
affects 
Tyrannical  power:  If  he  evade  us  there, 
Enforce  him  with  his  envy  to  the  people ; 
And  that  the  spoil,  got  on  the  AntuUes, 
Was  ne'er  distributed. — 

Enter  em  .£dile. 

WaaL  will  he  oome? 

Jlo,  Ue'a  coming. 

Bru.  Howtecompanied? 

JBcL  With  old  Meneniua,  and  those  senators 
That  always  favoi^T'd  him. 

SSc  Have  yon  a  catalogue 

Of  all  the  voices  that  we  have  procur'd, 
Set  down  by  the  poll? 

j£dL  I  have ;  *tis  ready. 

Sic  Have  yoQ  oollected  them  by  tribiofl? 

£d,  Ihaya. 

Sie.  Aasemble  presently  the  people  hither : 
And  when  they  bear  me  say  **  it  shall  be  so 
I'  the  right  and  strength  o'  the  commons, **  be  it 

either 
For  death,  tor  fine,  or  banishment,  then  let  them. 
If  I  say  fine,  cry  "  fine ; "  if  death,  cry  •♦  death  ;'* 
InsLtting  on  the  old  prerogative 
And  power  i'  the  truth  o*  the  cause. 

MaL  I  shall  inform  them. 

Bnu  And  whan  such  time  they  have  begun  to 
cry, 
Let  them  not  cease,  but  with  a  din  conftu'd 
Enforce  the  present  execution 
Of  what  we  chance  to  sentence. 

JEd.  Very  welL 

Sk.  Make  them  be  strong,  and  ready  for  this  hint, 
When  wt  ahall  hap  to  givet  them. 
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Dnu  Qo  about  it^ 

[ExU  JSOiW 
Put  him  to  choler  atraight:  He  hath  been  us'd 
Ever  to  conquer,  and  to  have  his  wortti 
Of  contradiction :  Being  once  ohafd,  he  cannot 
Be  rein'd  again  to  temperance:  then  he  speaks 
What's  in  his  heart:  and  that  is  there  which  looka 
With  us  to  break  his  neck. 

Enter  Coriolahub,  Menbnius,  CoHunuB, 
Senators,  and  Patricians. 

Sic  Well,  here  he  comes. 

Men,  Calmly,  I  do  beseech  you. 

Cor,  Ay,  as  an  ostler,  that  for  the  poorest  piece 
Will  bear  the  knave  by  the  volume.— The  hon- 
oured gods 
Keep  Rome  in  safety,  and  the  chairs  of  justice 
Supplied  with  worthy  men  1  plant  love  among  ns! 
Throng  our  large  temples  with  the  shows  of  peace. 
And  not  our  streets  with  war ! 

1  Sen,  Amen,  Amenl 

Mm,  A  noble  wish. 

Re-enter  iEdile,  wiOi  Citizens. 

Sic,  Draw  near,  ye  people. 

.^kL  lAai  to  youi  trrbunes;  audience:  Peace,  I 
sayl 

Cor,  First,  hear  me  speak. 

Both  Tri,  Well,  say.— Peace,  ho  I 

Cor,  Shall  I  be  charg'd  no  tnrther  than  thin 
present: 
Must  all  determine  here? 

Sic,  I  do  demand. 

If  you  submit  you  to  the  people's  voices 
Allow  their  omcers,  and  are  content 
To  suffer  hiwful  censure  for  such  faults 
As  shall  be  proy'd  upon  you? 

Ccr,  I  am  oontonli 

Men,  Lo,  citizens,  he  says  he  is  content: 
The  warlike  service  he  lias  done,  consider ; 
Think  on  the  wounds  his  body  bears,  which  ahow 
Like  graves  i'  the  holy  churchyard. 

Cor,  ^  Scratches  with  briars. 

Bears  to  moye  laughter  only. 

Men,  Consider  (tirther, 

That  when  he  speaks  not  like  a  citizen. 
Ton  find  him  like  a  soldier :  Do  not  take 
His  rougher  accents  for  malicious  sounds. 
But,  as  I  say,  such  as  become  a  soldier, 
Bather  than  envy  yon. 

Com,  Well,  well,  no  more. 

Cor,  What  is  the  matter. 
That  beiu^  pass'd  for  consul  with  full  voice, 
I  am  so  dishonoured,  that  the  very  hour 
You  take  it  off  again? 

Sic  Answer  to  us. 

Cor,  Say  then:  tis  true,  I  ought  so. 

Sic  We  charge  you,  that  you  have  contrived 
to  take 
From  Rome  all  seasoned  office,  and  to  wind 
Yourself  into  a  power  tyrannical; 
For  which  you  are  a  traitor  to  the  people. 

Cor,  Howl  Traitor? 

Men,  Nay;  temperately:  Your  promise. 

Cor,  The  fires  i'the  lowest  hell  fold  in  the 


Call  me  their  traitor !— Thou  injurious  tribune! 
Within  thine  eyes  sat  twenty  thousand  deaths, 
In  thy  hands  olutch'd  as  many  millions,  in 
Thy  lying  tongue  both  numbers,  I  would  laj, 
Thou  liest,  unto  thee,  with  a  voice  as  free 
As  I  do  pray  the  gods. 


Cit,  To  the  rook,  to  the  rock  with  Mm! 

Sic  Peace  I 
We  need  not  pat  now  matter  to  his  chai^: 
What  70U  have  seen  him  do,  and  heard  him  speak, 
Beatinjc  joar  offlcerSf  carsing  yourselves, 
Opposing  laws  with  strokes,  and  here  detying 
Those  whose  great  power  must  try  him:  even  this, 
80  criminal,  and  in  such  capital  kind, 
Deserves  the  extremest  death. 

Bru,  But  since  he  hath  served  well  for  Rome, — 

Cor    What  I  do  you  prate  of  service  ? 

Bru,  I  talk  of  that,  that  know  it 

Cor.  You? 

ifefu  Is  this  the  promise  that  you  made  70iir 
mother  ? 

Com,  Know,  I  praj  yoa, — 

Cor,  ni  know  no  further  : 

Let  tbom  pronounce  the  steep  Tarpeian  death, 
Vagabond  exile,  flaying,  pent  to  linger 
But  with  a  grain  a  day,  I  would  not  buy 
Their  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word  ; 
Nor  check  my  courage  for  what  they  can  give, 
To  havo't  with  saying,  Good  morrow. 

Sic  For  that  he  has 

LKa  much  as  in  him  lies)  from  time  to  time 
Envied  against  the  people,  seeking  means 
To  pluck  away  their  power ;  a^  now  at  last 
Given  hu8tile  strokes,  and  that  not  in  the  presenoe 
Of  druaded  justice,  but  on  the  mini.sters 
loai  do  distribute  it:  In  the  name  o*  the  people, 
And  in  the  power  of  us  the  tribunes,  we, 
Even  from  this  instant,  banish  him  our  city] 
In  peril  of  precipitation 
From  off  the  rock  Tarpeian,  never  more 
To  enter  our  Koine  gaten ;  i*  the  people's  name, 
I  ray  it  shall  be  so. 

VU.  It  Nhall  be  so:  It  shall  be  so ;  let  him  away : 
He  8  Danish 'd,  and  it  shall  be  so. 

Com,  Hear  me,  my  masters,  and  my  common 
friends  ;— 

SSc  He's  suntenc'd ;  no  more  hearing. 

Com,  Let  mo  speak : 

I  have  been  oonsiil,  and  can  show,  from  Rome, 
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Her  enemies*  marki  vtpon  me.    I  do  lore 
My  oonntry's  good,  with  a  respect  more  tender; 
More  holy  and  profound,  than  mine  own  life, 
My  diu  wife's  estimate,  her  womb*s  increase, 
And  treasure  of  my  loins;  taen  if  I  would 
Speak  that— 
Sic  We  know  your  drift:  Speak  whatf 

Bru.  There^  no  more  to  be  said,  bot  he  is 
banished. 
As  enemy  to  the  people  and  his  country 
It  tihall  be  so. 
CU.  It  shall  be  so,  it  shall  be  so. 

Cor.  Yon  common  cry  of  curs  I   whose  breoth 
I  hate 
As  reek  o*  the  rotten  fens,  whose  loves  I  priae 
As  the  dead  carcases  of  onbnried  men 
That  do  corrupt  my  air,  I  banish  y(»u ; 
And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty  1 
Let  every  feeble  rumour  shake  your  hearts  I 
Your  enemies,  with  nodding  of  their  plnmeSi 
Fan  you  into  despair !  Have  the  power  still 
To  banish  your  defenders ;  till,  at  length. 
Your  ignorance  (wh  ch  finds  not,  till  it  feels), 
Ms  king  not  reservation  of  yourselves 
(Siill  your  own  foes),  deliver  you. 
As  most  abated  captives,  to  some  nation 
That  won  vou  without  blows  1  Despising, 
For  you,  the  city,  thus  1  turn  my  back: 
There  is  a  world  elsewhere. 

[Exeunt  Corioland3,  Coicnnus,  Mekbhiui, 
Senators,  and  Patricians. 
^d.  The  peoples  enemy  is  gone,  is  gone! 
Cit,  Our  enemy  is  baniah'dlhe  is  gone  I  Hoc 
hool 

[Thfi people  Aouty  and  throw  wp  their  a^ 
Sic  Go,  see  him  9ut  at  gates,  and  follow  him. 
As  he  hath  followed  you.  with  all  despite : 
Give  him  deserved  vexation.    Let  a  guard 
Attend  us  through  the  city. 

at.  Come,  come,  let's  see  him  out  at  gatea; 
oome: — 
The  gods  preserve  onr  noble  tribonesl— Come. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L—  The  mme,    B^e  a  Gate  of  (he  City, 

Enter  Coiuolanub,  VoLUMNta,  Viroiua,  Mrns- 
HIO8,  C0MINIU8,  and  aeveral  young  Patricians. 

Oor,  Come,  leave  joor  tears ;  a  brief  farewell:— 
the  beast 
With  many  heads  butts  me  away. — Nay,  mother, 
Where  b  your  ancient  courage?  you  were  used 
To  say,  extremity  was  the  trier  of  spiriti; 
That  common  chances  common  men  oould  bear; 
That,  when  the  sea  was  calm,  all  boats  alike 
Shuw'd  mastership  in  floating :  fortune's  blows. 
When  mo:it  struck  homo,  being  gentle  wounded, 

craves 
A  noblo  cunning:  you  were  used  to  load  mo 
With  precopts,  that  would  make  iuvinciblo 
The  heart  that  oonn'd  them. 

Vir,  0  heavens  I  0  heavens! 

C7or.  Nay,  I  prithee,  woman, — 

VoL  Now  the  red  pestilenoe  ftrike  all  trades  in 
Rome, 
And  occupations  perish! 

Cor,  What,  what,  what  I 

I  shall  be  lor^d  when  I  am  lack'd.     Nay,  mother, 
Resume  that  s.'irit,  when  you  were  wont  to  say, 
If  you  had  been  the  wite  of  Hercules, 
Six  of  his  labours  70u*d  have  done,  and  sar'd 


Your  husband  so  much  sweat— Cominlus, 
Droop   not;   adieu!— Farewell,   ray  wife!   my 

mother  I 
Til  do  well  yet.— Thou  old  and  true  Menenius, 
Thy  tears  are  Salter  than  a  younger  man's, 
And    venomous   to   thine  eyes. — My  sometime 

general, 
I  hare  seen  thee  stem,  and  thou  hast  oft  beheld 
Heart-hard  nin^  spectacle-i ;  tell  these  sad  women, 
TU  fond  to  wall  inevitable  strokes. 
As  tis  to  laugh  at  them.    My  mother,  you  wol 

well 
My  hazards  still  have  been  your  solace :  and 
Believet  not  lightly  (though  I  go  alone. 
Like  to  a  lonely  dragon,  that  his  fen 
Blakes  fear*d  and  talk'd  of  more  than  seen),  your 

son 
Will,  or  exceed  the  common,  or  he  caught 
With  caute  ous  baits  and  practice. 

VoL  My  first  son. 

Whither  wilt  thou  go  ?    Take  gooo  Cominius 
With  thee  awhile :  Determine  on  some  course, 
More  than  a  wild  expo.>ure  to  each  chance 
That  starts  i'  the  way  before  thee. 

Cor,  O  the  goite. 

Com.  Ill  follow  thee  a  month,  devise  with  thee 
Where  thou  shalt  rest,  that  thou  mays!  hear  of  n^ 
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kod  we  of  tbee:  so,  if  the  time  tlumat  forth 
A.  oanse  for  thj  reoealf  we  ahall  not  send 
O'er  thA  yast  world,  to  seek  a  single  man: 
And  lose  advantage,  which  doth  ever  cool 
r  the  absence  of  the  needer. 

Oor.  Fare  ye  well;— 

Thou  hast  years  upon  thee ;  and  thou  a^  too  full 
Of  the  wars'  surfeits,  to  go  rove  with  one 
That*s   yet   unbruis'd:    bring  me  but   out   at 

gate.— 
Come,  my  sweet  vrife,  my  dearest  mother,  and 
Mj  friends  of  noble  touch,  when  I  am  forth. 
Bid  me  forewell,  and  smile.    I  pray  yon,  come. 
While  I  remain  above  the  ground,  you  shall 
Hear  firom  me  still ;  and  never  of  me  anght 
But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 

Men.  That's  worthily 

As  any  ear  can  hear. — Come,  let's  not  weep. — 
If  I  could  shake  off  but  one  seven  years 
From  these  old  arms  and  legs,  by  the  good  gods, 
I'd  with  thee  erery  foot  I 

Oor,  Qive  me  thy  hand. 

Come.  [Exetmt, 

SCENE  XL—  The  mme,    A  Street  near  the  Gate. 
JSnier  SiGunus,  Bbotus,  and  an  iBdile. 

She,  Bid  them  all  home ;  he's  gone,  and  well  no 
further. — 
The  nobility  are  vex'd,  who,  we  see,  have  sided 
In  his  behalf. 

.Am.  Now  we  have  shown  our  power, 

Let  us  seem  humbler  after  it  is  done, 
Than  when  it  was  a  doing. 

Sic  Bid  them  home : 

Say,  their  great  enemy  it  gone,  and  they 
Stand  in  tlMir  andent  strength. 

Jim.  Dismiss  them  home. 

[Exit  ^dile. 

^iilsr  YoLUMNiA,  YiBOiLUL,  omf  Mehbnius. 

Here  comes  his  mother. 
JiHc,  Let's  not  meet  her. 

Bru.  Why? 

Sic,  Thej  say  she^  mad. 
Bru,  They  have  ta'en  note  of  us : 

Keep  on  your  way. 
VoL  0,  you're  well  met:  The  hoarded  plague 
o*  the  gods 
Beguite  your  love ! 
Men,  Peace,  peace  I  be  not  so  loud. 

VoL  If  that  I  oould  for  weeping,  yon  should 
hear. 
Nay,  and  you  shall  hear  some.— Will  von  begone  ? 

[7b  Brutus. 
FSr.  Ton  shall  sUy  too :  [2b  SiGZS.]  1  would  I 
had  the  power 
To  flay  so  to  my  husband. 
Sie,  Are  yoa  mankind  ? 

VoL  AT,fool:  U  that  a  shame?— Note  but  this 
fool.— 
Was  not  a  man  my  fsther?    Hadst  thou  foxship 
To  banish  him  that  struck  more  blows  for  Bome, 
rhan  thou  hast  spoken  words  ? 
^te.  0  blessed  heavens ! 

VoL  More  noble  blows,  than  ever  thou  wise 
words; 
And  for  Bome^  good.— Ill  teU  thee  what ;— Yet 

go:— 
Nay,  but  thou  shalt  stay  too:— I  would  my  son 
Were  in  Arabia,  and  thy  tribe  before  him, 
Uis  cood  sword  in  his  hand. 
dkB,  Wbattheo? 
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Ftr,  Whatthen? 

He'd  make  an  end  of  thy  posterity. 

VoL  Bastards,  and  all.— 
Good  man,  the  wounds  that  he  does  bear  for  Romel 

Men,  Come,  come,  peace! 

Sic  I  would  he  had  continued  to  his  country. 
As  he  began;  and  not  unknit  himself 
The  noble  knot  he  made. 

Bru,  I  would  he  had. 

VoL  I  would  he  hadi    'Twas  you  incens'd  the 
rabble: 
Cats,  that  can  judge  as  fitly  of  his  worth. 
As  I  can  of  those  mysteries  which  heaven 
Will  not  have  earth  to  know. 

Bru,  Pray,  let  us  go. 

VoL  Now,  pray,  sir,  get  you  gone : 
You  have  done  a  brave  deed.    Ere  you  go,  hear 

this; 
As  far  as  doth  the  Capitol  exceed 
The  meanest  house  in  Kome,  so  far  my  son 
fThis  lady^  husband  here,  this,  do  you  see), 
Whom  you  have  banish 'd,  does  exceed  you  all. 

Bru,  Well,  well,  well  leave  you. 

Sic,  Why  stay  we  to  be  baited 

With  one  that  wants  her  wits? 

Vol,  Take  my  prayers  with  you.— 

I  would  the  gods  had  nothing  else  to  do, 

[Exeunt  Tribunes. 
But  to  confirm  my  curses !    Could  I  meet  them 
But  onoe  a  day,  it  would  undog  my  heart 
Of  what  lies  heavy  to't. 

Men,  You  have  told  them  home. 

And,  by  my  troth,  you  have  cause.    Youll  sup 
with  me? 

VoL  Anger's  my  meat :  1  sup  upon  myself. 
And  so  shall  starve  with  reeding. — Come,  let's  go: 
Leave  this  faint  puling,  and  lament  as  I  do. 
In  anger,  Juno-like.    Come,  oome,  come. 

Men,  Fie,  fie,  fie.  [SaeunL 

SCENE  III.— ^  highway  between  Rome  and 
Antium. 

Enter  a  Roman  and  a  Voice,  meeting. 

Bom,  I  know  you  well,  sir,  and  yon  know  me; 
your  name,  I  think,  is  Adrian. 

Vole  It  is  so,  sir :  truly,  I  have  forgot  you. 

Bom,  I  am  a  Roman :  and  my  services  are,  as 
you  are,  against  them :  Know  yon  me  yet? 

Vole,  Nicanor?  No. 

Bom,  The  same,  sir. 

Vole,  You  had  more  beard  when  I  last  saw  you, 
bat  your  fisvour  is  well  appeared  by  your  tongue. 
What^  the  news  in  Rome  ?  I  have  a  note  from 
the  Volcian  state,  to  find  you  out  there:  Yoa 
have  well  saved  me  a  day's  journey. 

Bom,  There  hath  been  in  Rome  strange  insur- 
rections: the  people  against  the  senators,  patri- 
cian.s,  and  nobles. 

Vole  Hath  been!  Is  it  ended  then  ?  Our  state 
thinks  not  so ;  they  are  in  a  most  warlike  prepa- 
ration, and  hope  to  come  upon  them  in  the  heat  of 
their  division. 

Bom,  The  main  blaze  of  It  is  past,  but  a  small 
thin^  would  make  it  flame  again.  For  the  nobles 
receive  so  to  heart  the  banishment  of  that  worthy 
Coriolanus,  that  they  are  in  a  ripe  aptness  to  take 
all  power  from  the  people, and  to  pluck  from  them 
their  tribunes  for  ever.  This  lies  glowing,  I  can 
tell  vou,  and  is  almost  mature  for  the  violent 
breaking  out. 

Vole  Coriolanus  banished? 
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Vole,  Toa  will  be  weioomB,  wilh  this  intelli 
genoe,  Nicanor. 

Som,  The  day  seryes  well  for  them  now.  1 
faave  heard  it  said,  the  fittest  time  to  oorrapt  a 
man's  wife  b  when  she's  fallen  oat  with  her  nns- 
band.  Your  noble  Tall  us  Aafidias  will  appear 
well  in  these  wars,  his  great  opposer,  Coriolanus, 
beinjg;  now  in  no  request  of  his  ooontrj. 

Vole  He  cannot  choose.  I  am  most  fortunate 
thus  aoddentallj  to  encounter  jou:  You  have 
ended  my  business,  and  I  will  merrily  accompany 
YOQ  home. 

Bom.  I  shall,  between  this  and  supper,  tell  you 
most  strange  things  from  Rome;  all  tending  to  the 
good  of  their  adversaries.  Hkve  you  an  army 
ready,  say  you? 

Vole,  A  most  royal  one:  the  oenturions,  and 
their  charges,  distinctly  billeted,  already  in  the 
entertainment,  and  to  be  on  foot  at  an  hour*8 
warning. 

Bam,  I  am  joyful  to  hear  of  their  readiness,  and 
am  the  man,  I  think,  that  shall  set  them  in  present 
action.  So,  sir,  heartily  well  met,  and  most  glad 
of  your  company. 

Vole.  You  take  my  part  from  me,  sir ;  I  have  the 
meet  cause  to  be  glad  of  yours. 

Bom,  Well,  let  as  go  together.  [ExeuiU, 

SCENB  iy.~Antianu   B^fi>re  AvAdius's  House. 
Enter  Cobioulkus,  in  mean  c^parel,  ditgmaed  and 
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Oor,  ▲  goodly  city  is  this  Antium:  City, 
Tis  I  that  made  thy  widows:  many  an  heir 
Of  these  tair  edifices  Yore  my  wars 
Have  I  heard  gioan  and  drop :  then  know  me  not; 
Lest  that  thy  wives  with  spits,  and  boys  with  stones, 

JBnter  a  Citizen. 
In  Dunv  battle  sluy  me.— Save  you,  sir. 

OiL  Ana  you. 

Oor,  Direct  me,  if  it  be  your  will, 

Where  great  Aufidias  lies:  Is  he  in  Antium? 

(M.  He  is,  and  feasts  the  nobles  of  the  state. 
At  his  house  this  night 

Cor.  Which  is  his  house,  'beseech  you? 

CiL  This,  here,  before  vou. 

Cor,  Thank  you,  sir ;  farewell. 

^  [Exit  Citizen. 

0,  world,  thy  slippery  turns  I  Friends  now  fast 

svrorn, 
Whose  double  bosoms  seem  to  wear  one  heart, 
Whose  hours,  whose  bed,  whose  meal,  and  exerdse. 
Are  still  together,  who,  twin,  as  'twere,  in  love 
Unseparable^  shall  within  this  hour. 
On  a  dissention  of  a  doit,  break  out 
To  bitterest  enmity:  So,  fellest  foes, 
Whose  passions  and  whose  plots  have  broke  their 

sleep 
To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  some  chance. 
Some  trick  not  worth  an  egg,  shall  grow  dear 

friends. 
And  inteijoin  their  issues.    So  with  me  :— 
My  birthplace  hate  I,  and  my  love's  upon 
Tfds  enemy  town.— Ill  enter:  if  he  slay  me, 
He  does  fSur  justice ;  if  he  give  me  way, 
111  do  his  country  service.  [ExU. 

SCENE  y,^The  aame.    A  HaU  in  Aufidins'i 

House. 

Munc  vnthin.    Enter  a  Servant. 

1  Serv.  Wine,  wine,  wine  I  What  secvioe  is  here! 

I  think  our  fellows  aro  a  leep.  [iSnc 


Enter  emoAer  Servant. 

S  Sen).  Where's  Cotus?  my  master  calls  fbr 
him. 
Cotus!  IBxiL 

Enter  Cobiolahub. 
Oor,  A  goodly  house:  The  feast  smells  well; 
but  I 
Appear  not  like  a  g^est. 

Be-enter  the  first  Servant. 

1  Serv.  What  would  you  have,  friend  ?  Whence 
are  you?  Here's  no  place  for  you:  Pray,  go  to 
the  door. 

Cor.  I  have  deserv'd  no  better  entertainment, 
In  being  Coriolanus. 

Bt^nter  second  ^erfKDi. 

2  Serv.  Whence  are  you,  sir?  Has  the  porter 
his  eyes  in  his  head,  that  he  gives  entrance  to  anoh 
companions?  Pray,  get  you  out. 

Cor,  Away! 

2  Serv.  Avthj?  Oet  you  away. 

Oor.  Now  thou  art  troublesome. 

2  Serv.  Are  you  so  brave  ?  I'll  have  yon  talked 
with  anon. 

Enter  a  third  Servant    The  first  meets  hmu 

3  Serv.  What  fellow'lB  this? 

1  Serv.  A  strange  one  as  ever  I  looked  on:  I 
cannot  get  him  out  o'  the  houae:  Prithee  call  my 
master  to  him. 

8  Sero.  What  have  yoa  to  do  heve,  fellow?  Pray 
you,  avoid  the  house. 

Cor.  Let  me  but  stand ;  I  will  not  hort  your 
hearth. 

SServ.  What  are  you? 

Cor.  A  gentleman. 

3  Serv.  A  marvellous  poor  one. 

Cor.  True,  so  I  anu 

3  Serv.  Pray  you,  poor  gentleman,  take  up  some 
other  station;  here's  no  place  for  you;  pray  you, 
avoid:  come. 

Cor,  Follow  your  function,  go!  and  batten  on 
cold  bits.  [ISuhes  him  otooy. 

3  Serv.  What,  will  you  not?  Prithee,  tell  my 
master  what  a  strange  guest  he  has  here. 

2.&rv.  AndlshJl.  [JMt 

3  Serv.  Where  dwellest  thou? 

Cor.  Under  the  canopy. 

8  Serv.  Under  the  canopy? 

Cor,  Ay. 

3  Serv.  Where's  that? 

Cor.  V  the  city  of  kites  and  crows. 

8  Serv.  I'  the  city  of  kites  and  crows?— What 
an  ass  it  is  I  —Then  thou  dwellest  with  daws  too? 

Cor.  No,  I  serve  not  thy  master. 

3  Sero.  How,  sir  I  Do  yon  meddle  with  mj 
master? 

Cor.  Ay ;  'tis  an  honester  service  than  to  meddle 
with  thy  mistress :  Thou  prat'st,  and  prat^;  serve 
with  thy  trencher,  hence  I  [Beats  him  awojf. 

Enter  Aufidids  and  the  seamd  Servant 

Atit.  Where  is  this  fellow  ? 

2  Serv.  Here,  sir;  I*d  have  beaten  bun  like  a 
dog,  but  for  disturbing  the  lords  within. 

Auf.  Whence com'st  thou?  what  wouldst thou? 
Thy  name?  Whv  speak'st  not?  Speak,  mani 
What's  thy  name? 

Cor.  If,  Tul  i  us,  [wmmi^g]  not  yet  thou  knowM 
me,  and,  seeing  me,  dost  not  think  me  for  the  mar 
I  am,  necessity  commands  me  name  myselt 

Atif,  What  is  thy  name?  {  "HServanU  rsOrr 
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Oct.  ▲  name  nnmiuicAl  to  the  Toloien's  ears, 
And  harsh  in  sound  to  thine. 

Auf,  Say,  what's  thy  name  ? 

Then  hast  a  grim  appearance,  and  thy  face 
Bears  a  command  in  t ;  though  thy  tackle's  torn, 
Tboa  show'st  a  noble  vessel ;  What^s  thy  name? 

Cor,  Prepare  thy  brow  to  frown:  Know^tthoa 
me  yet? 

Auf*  I  know  thee  not:— Thy  name? 

Cor,  iij  name  is  Cains  Maroius,  who  hath  done 
To  thee  particularly,  and  to  all  the  Voices, 
Great  hurt  and  mischief;  thereto  witness  may 
My  surname,  Coriolanus :  The  painful  service, 
The  extreme  dangers,  and  the  drops  of  blood 
Bhed  for  my  thankless  country,  are  requited 
But  with  that  surname;  a  good  memory, 
And  witness  of  the  malice  and  displeasure 
Which  thou  shonldst  bear  me:  only  that  name 

remains; 
The  cruelty  and  envy  of  the  people. 
Permitted  by  our  dast4ird  nobles,  wno 
Have  ail  fursook  me,  have  devoured  the  rest; 
And  suffered  me  by  the  voice  of  slaves  to  be 
Whoop  d  out  of  Rome.    Now,  this  extremity 
Hath  brought  me  to  thy  hearth :  Not  out  of  hope, 
Mistake  me  not,  to  save  my  life;  for  if 
I  had  fear'd  death,  of  all  the  men  i'  the  world 
I  would  have  Voided  thee:  but  in  mere  spite, 
To  be  full  quit  of  those  my  banishers, 
Stand  I  before  thee  here.    Then  if  thou  hast 
A  heart  of  wreak  in  thee,  that  will  revenge 
Thine  own  particular  wronss,  and  stop  those  maims 
Of  shame  seen  through  thy  country,  speed  thee 

straight. 
And  make  my  misery  serve  thy  turn ;  so  use  it. 
That  my  revengeful  services  may  prove 
As  benefits  to  thee;  for  I  will  fight 
Against  my  oanker'd  country  with  the  spleen 
Of  all  the  under  fiends.    But  if  so  be 
Thou  dar'st  not  this,  and  that  to  prove  more 

fortunes 
Thou  art  tir*d,  then,  in  a  word,  I  also  am 
Longer  to  live  most  weary,  and  present 
Mv  throat  to  thee,  and  to  thy  ancient  malice : 
Which  not  to  cut  would  show  thee  but  a  fool ; 
Since  I  have  ever  followed  thee  with  hate. 
Drawn  tuns  of  blood  out  of  thy  country's  breast. 
And  cannot  live  but  to  thy  shame,  unless 
It  be  to  do  thee  service. 

At^f,  0  Mardus,  MardnsI 

Each  word  thou  hast  spoke  hast  weeded  from  my 

heart 
A  root  of  ancient  envy.    If  Jupiter 
Should  from  yon  cloud  speak  divine  things, 
And  aay,  "  lis  true,"  I'd  not  believe  them  more 
Than  thee,  all  noble  Marciu8.~Let  me  twine 
Miue  arms  about  that  body,  where  against 
My  grained  ash  an  hundred  times  hath  broke. 
And  soared  the  moon  with  snlinters  1     Here  I  dip 
The  anvil  of  my  sword;  and  do  contest 
As  hotly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  love. 
As  ever  in  ambitious  strength  I  did 
Contend  against  thy  valour.    Know  thou  first, 
1  lov'd  the  maid  I  married;  never  man 
Sigh'd  truer  breath ;  but  that  I  see  thee  here, 
Thou  noble  thing!  more  dances  my  rapt  heart 
Than  when  I  first  my  wedded  mistress  saw 
Bestride  my  threshold.     Why,  thou  Mars !  I  tdl 

thee, 
We  have  a  power  on  foot ;  and  I  had  purpose 
Once  more  to  hew  thy  ttrget  from  thy  brawn. 
Or  lose  miue  arm  fort :  Thou  hast  beat  me  oat 
Twdvt  several  times,  and  I  have  nightly  since 


Dreamt  of  encounters  twixt  thyself  and  me : 
We  have  been  down  together  in  my  sleep. 
Unbuckling  helms,  fisting  each  other's  tturoat, 
And  wak'd  half  dead  with  nothing.     Worth>    ^ 

Mardus, 
Had  we  no  other  quarrel  else  to  Rome,  but  that 
Thou  art  thence  banish 'd,  we  would  muster  all 
From  twelve  to  seventy ;  and,  pouring  war 
Into  the  bowds  of  ungrateful  Rome, 
Like  a  bold  flood  o'erbeat.    O,  come,  go  in. 
And  take  our  firiendly  senators  bv  the  hands; 
Who  now  are  here,  taking  their  leaves  of  me, 
Who  am  prepared  against  vour  territories. 
Though  not  for  Rome  itselC 

C7or.  You  bless  me,  gods! 

Atff.  Therefore,  most  absolute  sir,  if  thou  wilt 

have 
The  leading  of  thine  own  revenges,  take 
The  one  half  of  my  commission ;  and  set  down, — 
As  best  thou  art  experienced,  since  thou  know'st 
Thy  country's  strength  and  weakness,~thine  own 

ways ; 
Whether  to  knock  against  the  gates  of  Borne, 
Or  rudely  visit  them  in  parts  remote. 
To  fright  them,  ere  destroy.    But  come  hi ; 
Let  me  commend  thee  first  to  those  that  shall 
Say,  Yea,  to  thy  desires.    A  thousand  welcomes  1 
And  more  a  friend  than  e'er  an  enemy ; 
Yet,  Marcius,  that  was  much.    Your  hand  I  Most 

wdcome  I 

[Exeunt  Cosiolanus  (xnd  Aufidius. 

1  8erv,  lAdvandng.]  Here's  a  strange  alteration  I 

2  Serv.  Bj  mj  hand,  1  had  thought  to  have 
strucken  him  with  a  cudgd;  and  yet  mj  mind 
gave  me,  his  dothes  made  a  false  report  of  him. 

1  Sen,  What  an  arm  he  has !  He  turned  me 
about  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb,  as  one  would 
set  up  a  top. 

2  Serv,  Nay,  I  knew  bv  his  face  that  there  was 
somethhig  in  him :  he  had,  sir,  a  kind  of  face, 
methought«~I  cannot  tell  how  to  term  it. 

1  Serv,  He  had  so ;  looking  as  it  were, — 'Would 
I  were  hanged  but  I  thought  there  was  more  in 
him  than  I  could  think. 

2  Serv,  So  did  I,  111  be  sworn;  he  is  simply 
the  rarest  man  i'  the  world. 

1  Serv,  I  think  he  is :  but  a  greater  soldier 
than  he,  you  wot  one. 

2  Serv,  Who  ?  my  master  ? 

1  Serv,  Nay,  it's  no  matter  for  that. 

2  Serv,  Worth  six  of  him. 

1  Serv,  Nay,  not  so,  neither;  bat  I  take  him  to 
be  the  greater  soldier. 

2  Serv,  'Faith,  look  you,  one  cannot  tell  how  to 
say  that :  for  the  defence  of  a  town  our  general  is 
excellent. 

1  Serv.  Ay,  and  for  an  assault  toa 

lU-enter  ifdrd  Servant 

8  Serv,  O,  slaves,  I  can  tell  you  news ;  news, 
yoa  rascals  I 

1  <6  2  Serv,  What,  what,  what  ?  let's  partake. 

8  Serv,  I  would  not  be  a  Roman,  of  all  nations; 
I  had  as  lieve  be  a  condemned  man. 

1  2  Serv,  Wherefore?  wherefore? 

8  Sav,  Why,  here's  he  that  was  wont  to  thwack 
our  general, — Caius  Marcius. 

1  Serv,  Why  do  you  say  thwack  our  general? 

3  Serv.  I  do  not  say  thwack  our  general ;  bat 
he  was  always  good  enough  for  him. 

2  Serv.  Come,  we  are  fellows,  and  friends :  he 
was  ever  too  hard  for  him  ■  I  have  heard  him  say 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


1  Saro.  He  wu  too  hard  for  him  directly,  to 
S17  the  trath  on*t :  before  Corioli  he  scotched  hun 
and  notched  him  like  a  carbonado. 

2  Sen,  An  he  had  been  canniballj  given,  he 
might  hare*  broiled  and  eaten  him  too. 

1  Scrv.  But  more  of  thy  news  ? 

3  8erv,  Why,  he  is  so  made  on  here  within,  as 
if  he  were  son  and  heir  to  Mars :  set  at  upper  end 
o*  the  table :  no  question  asked  him  by  any  of  the 
senators,  but  they  stand  bald  before  him:  Our 
general  nimself  makes  a  mistress  of  him ;  sanctifies 
bimi^elf  with  's  hand,  and  turns  up  the  white  o* 
the  eye  to  his  discourse.  But  the  bottom  of  the 
news  1$,  our  general  is  cut  i*  the  middle,  and  but 
one  half  of  what  he  was  yesterday ;  for  the  other 
has  half,  by  the  entreaty  and  grant  of  the  whole 
table.  Hell  go,  he  sa3r8,  and  sowle  the  porter  of 
Rome  gates  by  the  ears :  He  will  mow  all  down 
before  him,  and  leave  his  passage  polled. 

2  8ero,  And  he's  as  like  to  do't  as  any  man  I  can 
imagine. 

3  8en>.  Do*t  ?  he  will  dot :  For,  look  yon,  sir, 
he  has  as  many  friends  as  enemies :  which  friends, 
sir  (as  it  were),  durst  not  (look  you,  sir)  show 
themselves  (as  we  term  it)  his  friends  whilst  he'i 
in  directitude. 

1  Sto.  Directitude t  what's  that? 

8  Scrv,  But  when  they  shall  see,  sir,  his  crest 
op  again,  and  the  man  in  blood,  they  will  out  of 
their  burrows,  like  conies  after  rain,  and  revel  all 
with  him. 

1  Serv,  But  when  goes  this  forward? 

3  Sero.  To-morrow ;  to-day ;  presently.  You 
shall  have  the  drum  struck  up  this  afternoon :  ti^ 
as  it  were,  a  parcel  of  their  feast,  and  to  be  executed 
ere  they  wipe  their  lips. 

2  Serv.  why,  then  we  shall  have  a  stirring 
world  again.  Thb  peace  is  nothing,  but  to  rust 
iron,  increase  tailors,  and  breed  balUd-makers. 

1  Sere,  LiCt  me  have  war,  say  I :  it  exceeds 
peace  as  far  as  day  does  night;  its  sprightly, 
waking,  audible,  and  full  of  vent.  Peace  is  a 
very  apoplexy,  lethargy;  mulled,  deaf,  sleepy, 
insensible ;  a  getter  of  more  bastard  children  than 
war's  a  destroyer  of  men. 

2  Sero,  Tis  so ;  and  as  wars,  in  some  sort,  may 
be  said  to  be  a  ravisher,  so  it  cannot  be  denied  but 
peace  is  a  great  maker  of  cuckolds. 

1  Serv,  Ay,  and  it  makes  men  hate  one  another. 

3  Sen,  Iteason ;  because  they  then  less  need 
one  another.  The  wars  £or  mv  money.  I  hope 
to  see  Romans  as  cheap  as  Yolcians.  They  are 
rismg,  they  are  rising. 

AjL  In,  in,  in,  in  I  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  TL— Rome.    A  public  Place, 

Enter  Sicmius  and  Brutus. 

iSlie.  We  hear  not  of  him,  neither  need  we  few 
him; 
His  remedies  are  tame  i'  the  present  peace 
And  quietness  o'  the  people,  which  before 
Were   in  wild   hurry.     Here  do  we  make  his 


Sic  'Tis  he,  tis  he:  0»  he  i&  grown  most  kind 
of  late.     Hail,  sir  I 

Men,  Hail  to  you  both ! 

Sic.  Your  (Joriolanus  is  not  mach  missed  but 
with  his  friends;  the  commonwealth  doth  stand; 
and  so  would  do,  were  he  more  angry  at  it. 

Men,  Airs  well ;  and  might  have  been  mnoh 
better,  if  he  could  have  temporised. 

Sic  Where  is  he,  hear  you? 

Mai.  Nay,  I  hear  nothing ;  his  mother  and  hLi 
wife  hear  nothing  from  him. 

Enter  three  or  four  Citizens. 

Oit,  The  gods  preserve  you  both ! 

Sic  Good-e'en,  our  neighbours. 

Bru,  Good-e*en  to  you  all,  good-e'en  to  yon 
all. 

1  CiL  Ourselves,  our  wives,  and  children,  on 
our  knees, 
Are  bound  to  pray  for  yon  both. 

Sic  Live  and  thrive  I 

Bru,  Farewell,  kind  neighbours:   We  wiah'd 
Coriolanus 
Had  lov'd  you  as  we  did. 

at.  Now  the  gods  keep  yon  1 

Both  Tri.  Farewell,  £u:ewell. 

[Exeunt  Citizens. 

Sic  This  is  a  happier  and  more  comely  time 
Than  when  these  fellows  ran  about  the  streets, 
Crying,  Confusion. 

nru,  Cains  Marius  was 

A  worthy  officer  i'  the  war ;  but  insolent, 
Overcome  with  pride,  ambitious  past  all  thinking, 
Selt-loving, — 

Sic  And  afiecting  one  sole  throne, 

Without  assistance. 

Men,  I  think  not  so. 

Sic  We  should  by  this,  to  all  our  lamenta- 
tion, 
If  he  had  gone  forth  consul,  foond  it  so. 

Bru,  The  gods  have  well  prevented  it,  and 
Rome 
Sits  safe  and  sUll  without  him. 

Enter  JEdile. 

JEi  Worthy  tribones, 

There  is  a  slave,  whom  we  have  put  in  prison. 
Reports,  the  Voices  with  two  several  powers 
Are  enter'd  in  the  Roman  territories ; 
And  with  the  deepest  malice  of  the  war 
Destroy  what  lies  before  theuL 

Men,  'TIS  Anfidius, 

Who,  hearing  of  our  Marcius'  banishment, 
Thrusts  forth  his  bonis  again  into  the  world, 
Which  were  insheird  when  Marcius   stood  for 

Rome, 
And  durst  not  once  peep  out. 

Sic  Come,  what  talk  you  of  Marcius  ? 

Bru,  Qo  see  this  rumourer  whipped.— It  can- 
not be 
The  Yoloes  dare  break  with  us. 

Men,  Cannot  be! 

We  have  record  that  very  well  it  can : 
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BnUr  a  Messenger, 

Mm.  The  nobles,  in  great  earnestness,  are 
going 
All  to  tne  senate-house :  some  news  is  ooming 
That  turns  their  ooontenances. 

^Gs.  Tls  this  slayer 

Go  whip    him   Yore    the    peopled   eyes  ^— his 

raising  I 
Nothing  bat  his  report  I 

Meaa.  Yes,  worthy  sir 

The  blave^  report  is  seconded;  and  more, 
More  fearfhl  ia  delivered. 

Be  What  more  fearfal  ? 

Mem,  It  is  spoke  freely  ont  of  many  months, 
fHow  probable  I  do  not  know),  that  Marcios, 
Join'd    with   Aofidins,  leads   a  power   Against 

Rome; 
And  vows  reTenge  as  spadons  as  between 
The  yoong'st  and  oldest  thing. 

ak.  This  is  most  likely  1 

Bru.  Bais^  onlj  that  the  weaker  sort  may 
wish 
Qood  Mardus  home  again. 

Sic  The  rery  trick  oo^ 

JAM.  Thisiannlikely: 
He  and  Anfidius  can  no  more  atone. 
Than  rioleutest  contrariety. 

.Eiiler  ano<A«r  Messenger. 

if«8t.  Ton  are  sent  for  to  the  senate; 
A  fearfbl  army,  led  by  Cains  Marcios, 
Associated  with  Aufioins,  rages 
Upon  our  territories:  and  have  already, 
O'erbome  their  way,  eonsamVl  with  fin,  md. 

took 
What  lay  before  them. 

Enter  QoiamJSB, 

Com,  O,  yon  haTe  made  good  work! 

Mm,  What  news  ?  what  newa? 

(Jotn,  You  haTe    holp  to   ravish   yonr  own 
daughters,  and 
To  melt  the  city  leads  open  yonr  pates ; 
To  see  your  wives  dishonour'd  to  your  noses; — 

Men,  Wbat*s  the  news  ?  what's  the  news  ? 

Oom,  Your  temples  burned  in  their  cement; 
and 
Yonr  franchises,  whereon  yon  stood,  confined 
Into  an  aoger^  bore. 

Men,  Pray  now,  your  news?— 

Yon  have  made  fiur  work,  I  fear  me  :~Pray,  your 

news? 
If  Maroius  should  be  join*d  with  Yoloians, — 

Com.  m 

lie  is  their  god ;  he  leads  them  like  a  thing 
Made  by  some  other  deity  than  nature, 
That  shiapes  man  better :  and  they  follow  him, 
Against  us  brats,  with  do  less  confidence 
Than  boys  pursuing  summer  butterflies, 
Or  butchers  killing  flies. 

Men,  You  have  made  good  work. 

Yon  and  your  apron-men;  you  that  stood  so 

much 
Upon  the  voice  of  occupation,  and 
The  breath  of  garlio-eaters  I 

Cam,  ilell  shake    your   Rome  about  your 


As  Heronlas  did  shake  down  mellow 
fruit: 
You  have  made  &ir  work ! 
Bnu  '  But  is  this  true,  sir? 

Ccm,  Ay :  and  yonll  look  pale 
Before  yoa  find  it  other.    All  tha  regions 
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Do  smilingly  revolt;  and,  who  resist 
Are  mock*d  for  valiant  ignorance. 
And  perish  constant  fools.   Who  is*t  can  blame 

him? 
Yonr  enemies,  and  his,  find  something  in  him. 

Men,  We  are  all  nndone,  unless 
The  noble  man  have  mercy. 

Com,  Who  shall  ask  it? 

The  tribunes  cannot  do^  for  shame ;  the  people 
Deserve  such  pity  of  him  as  the  wolf 
Does  of  the   shepherds;  for  his  best  friends. 

if  they 
Should  aa^,  ^  Be  good  to  Rome,"  they  diarg'd 

hmi  even 
As  those  should  do  that  had  deserved  his  hate, 
And  therein  show'd  like  enemies. 

Mtn,  Tis  true 

If  he  were  putting  to  my  house  the  brand 
l*hat  ahonla  consume  it,  I  have  not  the  fiuse 
To  say,  **  Beseech  you,  cease."— Yon  have  made 

&ir  hands. 
You  and  your  crafts !  yoa  have  crafted  £ur  t 

Com,  You  have  brooght 

A  trembling  upon  Rome,  siic&as  was  never 
So  incapable  of  help. 

Tri,  Say  not  we  brought  it. 

if^sn.  Howl    Was  it  we?    We  lov'd  him ;  but 
like  beasts. 
And    cowardly  nobles,    gave  way  mto    yonr 

dusters. 
Who  did  hoot  him  out  o*  the  dty. 

Conu  Bat,  I  fear, 

Theyll  roar  him  in  again.    Tnllns  Aufidius, 
The  seoond  name  of  men,  obeys  his  points 
As  if  he  were  his  officer : — Desperation 
Jp  all  the  policy,  strength^  and  defenoe, 
Tliat  Rome  can  make  against  them. 
Enter  a  Troop  ^Citizens. 

Men,  Here  come  the  clusterB.-> 

And  is  Aufidius  with  him?— Yon  are  they 
1  iiai  made  the  air  unwholesome,  when  you  cast 
Your  stinking,  greasy  caps,  in  hooting 
At  Coriolanus'  exile.    Now  he*s  cooiing ; 
And  not  a  hair  upon  a  soldier's  head 
Which  will  not  prove  a  whip ;  as  many  coxcombs 
As  vou  threw  caps  up,  will  ne  tumble  down, 
And  pay  tou  for  your  voices.    'Tis  no  matter ; 
If  he  could  bum  us  all  into  one  coal, 
We  have  deserv'd  it. 

OiU  'Faith,  we  hear  fearfal  news. 

1  CiU  For  mine  own  part, 

When  I  said,  banish  him,  I  said  *twas  pity. 

9  CiU  And  so  did  I. 

3  CU.  And  so  did  I ;  and,  to  say  the  truth,  so 
did  very  many  of  us :  That  we  did  we  did  for  the 
best ;  and  though  we  vrillingly  consented  to  his 
banishment,  yet  it  was  against  oar  will. 

Com.  You  are  goodly  things,  you  voices! 

Men,  You  have  made 

Qood  work,  you  and  your  ery!— Shall  us  to  the 
Capitol? 

Com,  0,  ay ;  what  dse? 

[Eateunt  CoMnnus  and  Mbhenius. 

ak.  Go,  masters,  get  yon  home,  be  not  dismay'd. 
These  are  a  side  that  would  be  glad  to  have 
This  true,  which  thev  so  seem  to  fear.    GK>  home. 
And  show  no  sign  of  fear. 


1  CU.  The  guds  be  good  to  us  1  Come,  masters, 
Iet*s  home.  I  ever  said  we  were  i'  the  wrong 
when  we  l)anish*d  him. 

8  Cit,  So  did  we  all.    But  come,  let's  home. 

.Bhi.IdonotlikethUnews.   l^«»*  Citiaens^e 
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6ic  Nor  I. 

All.  Let*8  to  the  Gapitol  ^-*Would  half  mj 
wealth 
Would  bay  this  for  a  lie  t 
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&c 


Pray,  let  na  go.    [EsomnJb. 


SCENB  yiL-^A  Camip;  at  a  smaU  dittancejrom 
Rome. 

Enter  Aufidius  and  his  Lieutenant. 

Auf,  Do  they  still  fly  to  the  Roman  ? 

Lieu,  1  do  not  know  what  witchcraft's  in  him; 
bat 
roar  soldiers  use  him  as  the  g^race  Yore  meat, 
Their  talk  at  table,  and  their  thanks  at  end ; 
And  you  are  darkened  in  this  action,  sir, 
Even  by  your  own. 

Auf,  I  cannot  help  it  now; 

Unless,  by  using  means,  I  lame  the  foot 
Of  oar  design.    He  bears  himself  more  proudlier, 
Even  to  my  person,  than  I  thought  he  would 
When  first  I  did  embrace  him :  Yet  his  nature 
In  that's  no  ohangeline ;  and  I  must  excuse 
What  cannot  be  amended. 

Lieu,  Yet  I  wish,  sir 

il  mean,  for  your  particular),  j^on  had  not 
Toin'd  in  commission  with  turn :  but  either  had 

borne 
The  action  of  yourself^  or  else  to  him 
Had  left  it  solely. 
Ai{f,  I  understand   thee  well;  and   be   thou 

sure. 
When  he  shall  oome  to  his  aooonnt,  he  knows 

not 
What   I  can  urge  against    him.    Although  it 

seems, 
And  so  he  thinks,  and  is  no  less  apparent 
To  tlie  vulgar  eye,  that   he   bears   all  things 

fiiirly. 
And  shows  good   husbandry  for  the  Yolcian 

state; 
Fights  dragon-like,  and  does  achieve  as  soon 
As  draw  his  sword :  yet  he  b«th  left  midone 


That   which  shall   brc 


Whenever  we  come  to  o 
Lieu.  Sir,  I  beseech  ' 

Rome? 
Ai{f,  All    places  yic 

down; 
And  the  nobility  of  Roi 
The  senators  and,  patri 
The  tribunes  are  no  sc 
Will  be  as  rash  in  the  r 
To   expel   him   thence 

Rome, 
As  is  the  osprey  to  the  t 
By  sovereignty  of  natui 
A  noble  servant  to  then 
Carry  his  honours  even 
Which  oat  of  daily  fort 
The  happy  man ;  whetl 
To  fail  m  the  disposing 
Which  he  was  lord  of; 
Not  to  be  other  than  on 
From  the  casque  to  the 

peace 
Even  with  the  same  aus 
As  he  controlled  the  wai 
(As  he  hath  spices  of  th 
For  I  dare  so  far  free  1 
So  hated,  and  so  banisl 
To  choke  it  in  the  utt 
Lie  in  the  interpretatioi 
And  power,  unto  itself  i 
Hath  not  a  tomb  so  evi( 
To  extol  what  it  hath  d< 
One   fire  drives   out 

nail: 
Rights  by  rights  fouli 

do  fjul. 
Come,    let's   away. 

thine. 
Thou  art  poor'st  of  a] 

mine. 
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ACT  Y. 


SCENE  L— Rome.    A  putiUe  Place, 

Enter  Mbhshius,  Cominius,  Sioihius,  Bbctub, 
and  othen. 

Mm,  No.  ni  not  go :  70a  hear  what  he  hath 
said 
Which  was  sometime  his  general ;  who  loT*d  him 
In  a  most  dear  particular.    He  caird  me  father : 
But  what  o*  that  ?  Qo,  yon  that  banish'd  him ; 
A  mile  before  his  tent  &I1  down  and  knee 
The  way  into  his  mercy :  Nay,  if  he  coy*d 
To  hear  ComiDins  speak,  Til  keep  at  home. 
0cm,  He  would  not  seem  to  know  me. 

Men,  Do  yon  hear? 

Com,  Yet  one  time  he  did  not  call  me  by  my 
name: 
I  urg  d  our  old  acanaintance,  and  the  drops 
That  we  have  blea  together.    Coriolanns 
He  would  not  answer  to :  forbad  all  names; 
He  was  a  kind  of  nothing,  titleless, 
Till  he  had  forg'd  himself  a  name  i'  the  fire 
Of  burning  Rome. 

Men,        Why,  so ;  yon  have  made  good  work : 
A  pair  of  tribunes  that  have  rack'd  for  Rome, 
To  make  coals  cheap :  A  noble  memory  I 

Com,  I  minded  him  how  royal  'twas  to  pardon 
When  it  was  less  expected :  He  replied, 
It  was  a  bare  petition  of  a  state 
To  one  whom  they  had  punish'd. 

Men,  Very  well; 

Conldhesayleas? 

Com,  I  offered  to  awaken  his  regard 
For  his  private  friends :  His  answer  to  me  was, 
He  could  not  stay  to  pick  them  in  a  pile 
Of  noisome  mnst^  cliaff :  He  said,  'twas  folly 
For  one  poor  gram  or  two  to  leave  unburut. 
And  still  to  nose  the  offence. 

Men.  For  one  poor  grain  or  two  ? 
I  am  one  of  those :  his  mother,  wife,  his  child, 
And  this  brave  fellow  too,  we  are  the  grains: 
You  are  the  musty  chaff;  and  yon  are  smelt 
Above  the  moon :  We  must  be  burnt  for  yon. 

Sic  Na;|r,  pray  be  patient:  If  yon  refuse  your 
aid 
In  this  so  never-heeded  help,  yet  do  not 
Upbraid  us  with  our  distress.    But,  sure,  if  yon 
Would  be   your  country's  pleader,  your  good 

tongue. 
More  tnan  the  instant  army  we  can  make, 
Might  stop  our  countryman. 

Men.  No ;  111  not  meddle. 

8ie.  Pray  yon,  go  to  him. 

Men,  What  should  I  do? 

Bru,  Only  make  trial  what  your  love  can  do 
For  Rome,  towards  Marcius. 

Men,  Well,  and  say  that  Marcius  return  me. 
As  Cominins  is  retum'd,  unheard ;  what  then  ? — 
But  as  a  discontented  friend,  grief-shot 
With  his  nnkindness?  Hayt  be  so? 

JSie,  Yet  yonr  good  will 

Most  have  that  thanka  from  Rome,  after  the 


As  yon  intended  welL 

Men,  111  undertake  it: 

I  think  liell  hear  me.    Yet,  to  bite  bis  lip 
And  hum  at  good  Cominius,  much  nnhearts  me. 
He  was  not  taken  well :  he  had  not  din'd : 
The  veins  unfiird,  oar  blood  is  cold,  and  then 
We  pout  npon  the  morning,  are  onapt 
To  giTe  or  to  ibigive;  bat  when  we  have  stuffed 


These  pipes,  and  these  oonveyanoes  ot  oar  blood. 
With  wine  and  feeding,  we  have  suppler  sonls 
Than  in  our  priest-like  fasts;  therefore  lU  watob 

him 
Till  he  be  dieted  to  my  request. 
And  then  111  set  npon  him. 

.Shi.  You  know  the  very  road  into  his  kindness. 
And  cannot  lose  your  way. 

Men,  Good  faith.  111  prove  him, 

Speed  how  it  wilL  I  shall  ere  long  have  knowledge 
Of  my  success.  [Eaat 

Com,  Hell  never  hear  him. 

aic  Not? 

Com,  I  tell  von  he  does  sit  in  gold^  his  eye 
Red  as  *t would  bum  Rome;  and  his  injury 
The  gaoler  to  his  pity.    I  kneePd  before  him ; 
Twas  very  faintly  he  said,  "  Rise ;"  dismiss'd  nui 
Thus,  with  his  speechless  hand :  What  he  would 

do. 
He  sent  in  writing  after  me,— what  he  would 

not; 
Bound  with  an  oath  to  yield  to  hia  conditions : 
80  that  all  hope  is  vain, 
Unless  his  noble  mother,  and  his  wife; 
Who,  as  I  hear,  mean  to  solicit  him 
For  mercy  to  his  country.    Therefore,  let^  hence. 
And  with  our  fair  entreaties  haste  them  on 

[ETXwd, 

SCENE  11.—^  advanced  B)it  qf  the  Yoldan 
C7amp&^/^Rome.  TheQuaxdattheu'gtatumt, 

Enter  to  Aem  Menbniub. 

1  O,  Stay:  Whence  are  you? 

2  O,  Stand,  and  go  back. 
Men,  Yon  guard  like  men;  tiswell:  But  by 

your  leave, 
I  am  an  officer  of  state,  and  come 
To  speak  with  Coriolanns. 

1  O.  From  whence? 

Men,  From  Rome. 

1  Q,  Yon  may  not  pass,  yon  must  return:  our 

general 
Will  no  more  hear  from  thence. 

2  G,  Youll  see  yonr  Rome  embrac'd  with  fire, 

before 
Youll  speak  with  Coriolanns. 

Men.  Qood  my  fHendi, 

If  you  have  heard  yonr  general  talk  of  Rome, 
And  of  his  friends  there,  it  is  lots  to  blanks 
My  name  hath  touched  yonr  ears :  it  is  Meneniua. 

1  G.  Be  it  so ;  go  back:  the  virtue  of  your  name 
Is  not  here  passable. 

Men,  I  tell  thee,  fellow; 

Thy  genera]  is  my  lover :  I  have  been 
The  book  of  his  good  acts,  whence  men  have  read 
His  fame  unparaUel'd,  haply  amplified; 
For  I  have  ever  verified  my  friends 
(Of  whom  he's  chie^  with  all  the  size  that  verity 
Would  without  lapsmg  suffer:  nay,  sometimes. 
Like  to  a  bowl  upon  a  subtle  ground^ 
I  have  tumbled  past  the  throw ;  and  m  his  praise 
Have  almost  stamp'd  the    leasing:  therefore, 

fellow, 
I  most  have  leave  to  pass. 

1  G,  Taith,  sir.  if  you  had  told  as  many  lies  in 
his  behalf  as  yon  have  uttered  words  in  yonr  own 
you  should  not  pass  here ;  no,  though  it  were  as 
virtuous  to  lio  ao  to  live  chastely  Therefore^aa 
beck.  Digitized  by  VjOO^C 
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Men,  Piitbee,  fellow,  remember  my  name  is 
Meneniiu,  always  fsctionary  on  the  put  of  your 
general. 

8  Q,  Howsoever  yoa  hare  been  his  liar  (as  yon 
say  you  have),  I  am  one  that,  telling  true  under 
him,  most  say  yoa  cannot  pass.    Therefore,  go 
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Mm.  Has  he  dined,  canst  thon  tell  ?  for  I  would 
not  speak  with  him  till  after  dinner. 

1  u.  Yon  are  a  Komaii,  are  yon? 

Men,  i  am  as  thy  general  is. 

1  O,  Then  yoa  should  hate  Rome,  as  he  does. 
Can  you,  when  yoo  have  pushed  oat  your  gates 
the  very  defender  of  them,  and  in  a  violent  popular 
ignorance  given  your  enemy  yonr  shield,  tnink  to 
front  his  revenges  with  the  easy  groans  of  old 
women,  the  vir^nal  palms  of  your  daughters,  or 
with  the  palsi^  intercession  of  such  a  decayed 
dotant  as  you  seem  to  be  ?  Can  you  think  to  blow 
out  the  intended  fire  your  city  is  ready  to  flame  in, 
with  such  weak  breath  as  this?  No,  you  are 
deceived :  therefore,  back  to  Rome,  and  prepare  for 
vour  execution :  yoa  are  condemned ;  our  general 
has  sworn  yoa  out  of  reprieve  and  pardon. 

Men.  Sirrah,  if  thy  captain  knew  I  were  here, 
he  would  use  me  witn  estimation. 

8  O.  Come,  my  captain  knows  yoa  not 

Men.  I  mean  thy  general. 

1  O,  My  general  cares  not  for  yoa.  Back,  I 
s<^7t  fS^i  Ittt  ^  let  forth  your  half-pmt  of  blood  ;•» 
back, — that*s  the  utmost  of  your  having ; — back. 

Men.  Nay,  but  fellow,  fellow, — 

Enter  Cobiolakub  and  Aupidiub. 

Cor.  What's  the  matter? 

Men.  Now,  you  companion,  IH  say  an  errand 
for  you;  you  shall  know  now  that  I  am  in  estima- 
tion ;  you  shall  perceive  that  a  jack  guardant  cannot 
office  me  from  my  son  CorioLanus :  guess,  but  by 
my  entertainment  with  him,  if  thou  stand'st  not  i* 
tlie  state  of  hanging,  or  of  some  death  more  long 
in  spectatorship,  and  crueller  in  suffering ;  behold 
now  presently,  and  swoon  for  what's  to  come  upon 
thee. — The  glorious  gods  sit  in  hourly  synod  about 
thy  particular  prosperity,  and  love  uiee  no  worse 
than  thy  old  father  Menenius  doesi  0.  my  son  I 
my  son  I  thoa  art  preparing  fire  for  us ;  look  thee, 
here's  water  to  quencn  it.  I  was  hardly  moved  to 
come  to  thee:  but  being  assured  none  out  myself 
could  move  thee,  I  have  been  blown  out  of  your 
sates  with  sighs:  and  conjure  thee  to  pardon 
Rome,  and  thy  petitionary  countrymen.  The 
good  gods  assuage  thy  wratn,  and  turn  the  dregs 
of  it  up<m  this  varlet  here:  this  who,  like  a  block, 
hath  denied  my  access  to  thee. 

Cor.  Away* 

Men,  Howl  away? 

Cor,  Wife,  mother,  child,  I  know  not.  Myaffikirs 
^re  servanted  to  others :  Though  I  owe 
My  revenge  properly,  ray  remission  lies 
In  Yolcian  breasts.    That  we  have  been  familiar, 
Ingrate  forgetftilness  shall  poison  rather 
Than  pity  note  how  much. — Therefore,  be  gone. 
Mine  ears  against  your  suits  are  stronger  than 
Your  gates  against  my  force.    Yet,  for  I  lo v  'd  thee. 
Take  this  along ;  I  writ  it  for  thy  sake, 

[Owes  a  letter. 
And  would  have  sent  it    Another  word,  Mene- 
nius, 
I  will  not  hear  thee  speak. — ^This  nuin,  Aufidius, 
Was  my  belovM  in  Rome :  yet  thou  behold*st— 

A^f.  Toa  keep  a  constant  temper. 

[SaonuU  CoRxouLNUS  and  Aufidius. 


1  O.  Now,  fir,  IS  your  name  Menenius  f 
8  O,  Tis  a  spell,  you  see,  of  much  power :  Yoa 
know  the  way  home  again. 

1  O,  Do  you  hear  how  we  are  shent  for  keeping 
your jereatness  back? 

2  G.  What  cause,  do  yoa  think,  I  have  to 
swoon? 

Men.  I  neither  care  for  the  world  nor  yonr 
general:  for  such  things  as  jou,  I  can  scarce  tnink 
there's  any,  you  are  so  slight.  He  that  hath  a 
will  to  die  by  himself,  fears  it  not  from  another. 
Let  your  general  do  his  worst.  For  you,  be  that 
you  are,  long ;  and  yonr  misery  increase  with  your 
age  1    I  say  to  you,  as  I  was  said  to,  Away  I   [EaaL 

1  (7.  A  noble  fellow,  I  warrant  him. 

2  Q.  The  worthy  fellow  is  our  general:  He  is 
the  rock,  the  oak  not  to  be  wind-shaken.    [ExemL 

SCENE  III.-  The  tent  qf  Coriolanas. 
Enter  Cokiolahub,  Aufidius,  and  otken. 

Cor.  We  will  before  the  walls  of  Rome  to- 
morrow 
Set  down  our  host— My  partner  in  this  action. 
You  must  report  to  the  Volcian  lords  how  plainly 
I  have  borne  this  business. 

At^.  Only  their  ends 

You  have  respected ;  stopp'd  your  ears  against 
The  ^neral  suit  of  Rome ;  never  admitted 
A  private  whisper,  no,  not  with  such  friends 
That  thought  them  sure  of  yon. 

C7or.  This  last  old  man. 

Whom  with  a  crack'd  heart  I  have  sent  to  Rome, 
Lov'd  me  above  the  measure  of  a  father ; 
Nay,  godded  me,  indeed.    Their  latest  refuge 
Was  to  send  him ;  for  whose  old  love  I  have 
(Thoogh   I  sbow'd  sourly  to  turn)  once  more 

offer'd 
The  first  conditions  which  they  did  refase. 
And  cannot  now  accept,  to  grace  him  only. 
That  thought  he  could  do  more ;  a  very  little 
I  have  yielded  too ;  Fresh  embassies,  and  suits, 
Nor  from  the  state,  nor  private  friends,  hereafter 
Will  I  lend  ear  to.— Hal  what  shout  is  this? 

[Shout  withm. 
Shall  I  be  tempted  to  infringe  my  vow 
In  the  same  time  'tis  made  ?    I  will  not — 
Enter  Yikoiua,  Voluhhia,  leading  young  IfAB- 

cius,  YALEBiA,a}u(  Attendants. 
My  wife  comes  foremost ;  then  the  honour'd  mould 
Wnerein  this  trunk  was  fram'd,  and  in  her  hand 
The  grandchild  to  her  blood.    But  out,  a£foctionI 
All  bond  and  privilege  of  nature  break! 
Let  it  be  virtuous  to  be  obstinate. — 
What  is  that  curtsy  worth  I  or  those  doves'  eyes, 
Which  can  make  gods  forsworn ! — I  melt,  and  am 

not 
Of  stronger  earth  than  others.— My  mother  bows; 
As  if  01ym[>us  to  a  molehill  should 
In  supplication  nod :  and  my  young  boy 
Hath  an  aspect  of  intercession,  which 
Great  nature  cries,  **  Deny  not" — Let  the  Yolces 
Plough  Rome,  and  harrow  Italy :  I'll  never 
Be  such  a  gosling  to  obey  instinct:  but  stand, 
As  if  a  man  were  author  of  himselr. 
And  knew  no  other  kin. 

Vir.  My  lord  and  husband  I 

C7or.  These  eyes  are  not  the  same  I  wore  is 
Rome. 

Vir,  The  sorrow  that  delivers  as  thus  ohang'd 
Makes  you  think  so. 

Cor.  Like  a  dull  actor  now, 
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Cren  to  a  fUl  disgrace.    Best  of  mj  flesh, 
PorgiTe  my  tyranny ;  bat  do  not  say, 
For  that,  *^  ForgiTe  oar  Romans.**— O,  a  kiss 
Long  as  my  exile,  sweet  as  my  reyenge  I 
Now,  by  toe  jealous  queen  of  Heaven,  that  kiss 
I  carried  from  thee,  dear,  and  my  true  lip 
Hath  TirginM  it  e'er  since.— You  gods!  1  prate, 
And  the  most  noble  mother  of  the  world 
Leave  ansalated:  Hiuk,  my  knee,  i'  the  esrth ; 

[Kneds. 
Of  thy  deep  doty  more  impression  show 
Than  that  of  common  sons. 

VoL  0,  stand  ap  bless'd  I 

Whilst,  with  no  softer  cashion  than  the  flint 
I  kn«el  before  thee;  and  unproperl^ 
Show  duty,  as  mistaken  all  this  while 
Between  the  child  and  parent.  1  JSjieeZs, 

Cor.  What  is  this? 

Tour  knees  to  me?  to  your  corrected  son? 
Then  let  the  pebbles  on  the  hungry  beach 
Fillip  the  stars ;  then  let  the  mutinous  winds 
Strike  the  proud  cedars  'gainst  the  fiery  sun; 
MurdVing  unpossibility,  to  make 
What  cannot  be,  slight  work. 

VoL  Thoa  art  my  warrior ; 

I  help  to  frame  thee.    Do  you  know  this  Udy  ? 

Cor»  The  noble  sister  of  Publicola, 
The  moon  of  Rome ;  chaste  as  the  icicle. 
That's  carded  by  the  f^ost  from  purest  snow. 
And  hangs  on  Dian's  temple :  Dear  Valeria  I 

VoL  This  is  a  poor  epitome  of  yoors, 
Which  by  the  interpretation  of  full  ttme 
May  show  like  all  yourself. 

Cor,  The  god  of  soldiers, 

With  the  consent  of  supreme  Jove,  inform 
Thy  thoughts  with  nobleness;  that  thou  mayst 

prove 
To  shame  invulnerable,  and  stick  i'  the  wars 
Like  a  great  sea-mark,  standing  every  flaw. 
And  saving  those  that  eye  thee  I 

VoL  Tour  knee,  sirrah. 

Cor,  That^  my  brave  boy. 

VoL  Even  he,  your  wife,  thb  lady,  and  myself^ 
Are  suitors  to  you. 

Cor.  I  beseech  you,  peace: 

Or,  if  you^  ask,  remember  thu  before, — 
The  thinsfs  I  have  forsworn  to  grant  may  never 
Be  held  by  you  denials.    Do  not  bid  me 
Dismiss  my  soldiers,  or  capitulate 
Again  with  Rome^  mechanics:— Tell  me  not 
Wherein  1  seem  unnati^ral:  Desire  not 
To  alUy  my  rages  and  revenges,  with 
Yoor  colder  reasons. 

VoL  O.  no  more,  no  more  I 

Yoo  have  said  yoa  will  not  g^rant  us  anything ; 
For  we  have  nothing  else  to  ask  but  that 
Which  von  den^r  already:  Yet  we  will  ask ; 
That,  ir  we  fail  in  our  reoaest,  the  blame 
Ifay  hang  upon  your  baroness;  therefore  hear  us. 

Chr,  Aufidius,  and  you  Voices,  mark  ;  for  we'll 
Hear  nought  from  Rome  in  private. — Your  request  ? 

VoL  Should  we  be  silent  and  not  speak,  our 
raiment 
And  state  of  bodies  would  bewray  what  life 
We  luve  led  since  thy  exile.    Think  with  thyself 
How  more  unfortunate  than  all  living  women 
Are  we  come  hither:  since  that  thy  sight,  which 

shoold 
Maka  our  eyes  flow  with  joy,  hearts  danoe  with 

oomtbrti. 
Constrains  them  weep,  and  shake  with  fear  and 

sorrow ; 
Vaking  the  mother,  wife,  and  child,  to  see 
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rue  son,  the  husband,  and  the  father,  tearing 
His  couiitr^^  bowels  out.    And  to  poor  we 
Thine  enmity's  most  capital ;  thoa  barret  us 
Our  prayers  to  the  gods,  which  is  a  comfort 
That  all  but  we  enjoy :  For  how  can  we, 
A  las  I  how  can  we  for  our  country  pray. 
Whereto  we  are  bound  ?  together  with  thy  victory. 
Whereto  we  are  bound  ?  Alack !  or  we  must  lose 
The  country,  our  dear  nurse ;  or  else  thy  person. 
Our  comfort  in  the  country.    We  must  find 
An  evident  calamity,  though  we  had 
Our  wish,  which  side  should  win :  for  either  thoo 
Must,  as  a  foreign  recreant,  be  led 
With  manacles  through  our  streets,  or  else 
Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  country's  ruin ; 
And  bear  the  palm,  for  having  bravely  shed 
Thy  wife  and  children's  blood.    For  myself^  son 
I  purpose  not  to  wait  on  fortune  till 
These  wars  determine ;  if  I  cannot  persuade  thee 
Rather  to  show  a  noble  grace  to  both  parts 
Than  seek  the  end  of  one,  thou  shalt  no  sooner 
March  to  assault  thy  country  than  to  tread 
rrrust  to't,  thou  shalt  not)  on  thy  mother's  womb. 
That  brought  thee  to  this  world. 

Vir,  Ay,  and  mine. 

That  brought  yon  forth  this  boy,  to  keep  your 

name 
Living  to  time. 

Boy,  A  shall  not  tread  on  me; 

III  run  away  till  I  am  bigger,  but  then  111  fight 

Cor.  Not  of  a  woman's  tendernass  to  be. 
Requires  nor  child's  nor  woman's  face  to  see. 
I  have  sat  too  long.  [Binng 

VoL  Nay,  go  not  (Vom  as  thus. 

If  it  were  so  that  our  request  did  tend 
To  save  the  Romans,  thereby  to  destroy 
The  Voices  whom  yonserve,yoamightcondemnas. 
As  poisonous  of  your  honour:  No;  our  suit 
Is  toat  you  reconcile  them :  while  the  Voices 
May  say,  "This  mercy  we  have  show'd;"  the 

Romans, 
"  This  we  receiv'd ;"  and  each  in  either  side 
Give  the  all-hail  to  thee,  and  cry,  **  fie  bless'd 
For  making  up  this  peace  l"   Thou  Imow'st,  great 

son. 
The  end  of  war's  uncertain;  but  this  oertain, 
That  if  tnoa  conquer  Rome,  the  benefit 
Which  thou  shalt  thereby  reap  is  such  a  name. 
Whose  repetition  will  be  dogg'd  with  curses ; 
Whose  chronicle  thus  writ,-***  The  man  was  noble 
But  with  his  last  attempt  he  wip'd  it  out ; 
Destroy'd  his  country ;  and  his  name  remains 
To  the  ensuufig  age  abhorr'd.**  Speak  to  me,  son 
Thou  hast  affected  the  fine  strains  of  honour. 
To  imitate  the  graces  of  the  gods; 
To  tear  with  thunder  the  wide  cheeks  o'  the  air. 
And  yet  to  charge  thy  sulphur  with  a  bolt 
That  should  but  rive  an  oak.  Why  dost  not  speaki 
Think'st  thou  it  honourable  for  a  noble  man 
Still  to  remember  wrongs? — Daughter, speak  yon 
He  cares  not  for  your  weeping.   Speak  thou,  boy 
Perhaps  thy  childiidmess  will  move  him  more 
Than  can  our  reasons. — There  is  no  man  in  the 

world 
More  bound  to  his  mother;  yet  here  he  lets  me 

prate. 
Like  one  i'  the  stocks.  Thou  hast  never  in  thy  life 
Show'd  thy  dear  mother  any  courtesy; 
When  she  (poor  henl)  fond  of  no  second  brood. 
Has  cluck'a  thee  to  the  wars,  and  safely  home, 
Loaden  with  honour.     Sa^r,  my  request^  anjast, 
And  spam  me  back :  But,  if  it  be  not  so,  ' 
Thou  art  not  honest ;  and  the  jrods  will  phigue  th^ 


646 


'I'liat  thon  restninlst  from  me  the  dutj  which 
To  8  mother's  part  belongs. — He  tnms  away : 
Down,  ladies  I  let  ns  shame  him  with  our  knees. 
To  his  surname  Coriolanos  longs  more  pride 
Than  pitj  tooor  prayers.    Down :  An  end : 
This  is  the  last :— 80  we  will  home  to  Rome, 
And  die  lunong  our  neighbocrt. — ^'ay,  behold  as: 
This  boy,  that  cannot  tell  what  he  would  have, 
But  kneels,  and  holds  up  hands,  for  fellowship, 
Does  reason  our  petition  with  more  strength 
Than  thou  hast  to  den7*t— Come,  let  us  go: 
This  fellow  bad  a  YolciaB  to  bis  mother ; 
His  wife  is  in  Corioli,  and  his  child 
Like  him  by  chance: — Yet  give  us  our  despatch : 
I  am  hush'd  until  our  city  be  afire, 
And  then  I'll  speak  a  Httle. 

Oor,  O  mother,  mother ! 

[Eoldmff  YoLUMNTA  by  the  hands,  sHenL 
What  have  you  done?  Behold  the  heavens  do  ope, 
The  gods  look  down,  and  this  unnatural  scene 
They  laugh  at.    0  my  mother,  mother  I  O I 
Yon  have  won  a  happy  victory  to  Rome: 
But,  for  your  son,— believe  it,  O,  believe  it. 
Most  dangerously  you  have  with  him  prevailed, 
If  not  most  mortal  to  him.    But,  let  it  come ; — 
Anfidius,  though  I  cannot  make  true  wars, 
111  frame  convenient  peace.    Now,  good  Aufidiuf, 
Were  von  in  my  stead,  would  you  Mve  heard 
A  mother  less?  or  granted  less,  Aufidius? 

Auf.  I  was  mov'd  withal. 

Cor.  I  dare  be  sworn  yon  were : 

And,  sir,  it  is  no  little  thing  to  make 
Mine  eyes  to  sweat  compassion.    But,  good  sir. 
What  peace  youll  make,  advise  me:  for  my  part, 
m  not  to  Rome,  III  back  with  you ;  and  pray 

you. 
Stand  to  me  in  this  cause. — O  mother!  wife ! 

J^f,  I  am  glad  thou  hast  set   thy  meroy  and 
thy  nonour 
At  difference  in  thee :  out  of  that  111  work 
Myself  a  former  fortune.  [Aaidt, 

{The  Ladies  maihe  signs  to  Gobiolanub. 

Cor»  Ay,  by  and  by;  [To  Vol.,  Ver.,  4&c, 

But  we  will  dnnk  together;  and  you  shall  bear 
A  better  witness  back  than  words,  which  we. 
On  like  conditions,  will  have  counterseal'd. 
Come,  enter  with  us.    Ladies,  you  deserve 
To  have  a  temple  built  you :  all  the  swords 
In  Italy,  and  her  confederate  arms. 
Could  not  have  made  this  peace.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  iy.~Rome.    A  pubUcItace, 
Enter  Hbhehito  and  Siciirius. 

Mm,  hee  you  yond'  coign  o*  the  Capitol ;  yond' 
comer-stone  ? 

Sic  Wh^,  what  of  that? 

Men.  If  It  be  possible  for  yon  to  displace  it  with 
your  little  finger,  there  is  some  hope  the  ladies  of 
Rome^  especially  his  mother,  may  prevail  with  him. 
But  1  ii^  there  is  no  hope  in*t;  our  throats  are 
sentenced,  and  stay  upon  execution. 

Sic-  Is*t  possible  that  so  short  a  time  can  alter 
the  condition  of  a  roan? 

Jf«n.  There  is  differenoy  between  a  grub  and  a 
butterfly  j  yet  your  butterfly  was  a  grub.  This 
Mardus  is  grown  from  man  to  dragon :  he  has 
win^;  he*s  more  than  a  creeping  thing. 

Stc  He  loved  his  mother  dearly. 

Men,  80  did  he  me:  and  he  no  more  remembers 
bit  mother  now  than  an  eightryear-old  horse.  The 
tartness  of  his  face  sours  ripe  grapes.  When  he 
walks,  be  moves  like  an  engine,  and  the  ground 
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i  shrinks  before  his  treadfaig.  He  Is  able  to  plerM 
a  corslet  with  his  eye ;  talks  like  a  knell,  and  his 
hum  is  a  battery.  He  sits  in  his  state,  as  a  thing 
made  for  Alexander.  What  he  bids  be  done  is 
finished  with  his  bidding.  He  wants  noUiing  of  a 
god  but  eternity,  and  a  heaven  to  throne  in. 

Sic.  Yes,  mercjy  if  you  report  him  truly. 

Men.  I  paint  hmn  in  the  character.  Mark  what 
mercy  his  mother  shall  bring  from  him:  There  is  ne 
more  mercy  in  him  than  there  is  milk  in  a  male 
tiger;  that  shall  our  poor  city  find:  and  all  this 
is  long  of  you. 

Sic  The  gods  be  good  unto  us  t 

Men,  No,  in  such  a  case  the  gods  will  not  be 
good  unto  us.  When  we  banished  him  we  respected 
not  them:  and  he  returning  to  break  our  necks 
they  Mif^»eot  not  ns. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Sir,  If  you*d  save  your  life,  fly  to  yoa 
house; 
The  plebeians  have  got  your  fellow-tribune. 
And  nale  him  up  and  do¥m ;  all  swearing,  ii 
The  Roman  ladies  bring  not  comfort  home, 
Theyll  give  him  death  by  inches. 

Eater  another  Messenger. 

Sie.  What*s  the  news? 

Mess.  Qood  news,  good  news: — the  ladies  have 
prevailed. 
The  Volcians  are  dislodged,  and  Marcins  gones 
A  merrier  day  did  never  yet  greet  Rome, 
No,  not  the  expulsion  of  the  Tarquins. 

Sic  Friend^ 

Art  thou  certain  this  is  true?  is  it  most  certamt 

Mess.  As  certain  as  I  know  the  sun  is  fire: 
Where  have  you  lurk'd,  that  you  make  doubt 

of  it? 
Ne*er  throngh  an  arch  so  hurried  the  blown  tide. 
As  the  recomforted  through  the  gates.  Why,  hark 
youl 
[Immpets  and  hautboys  sounded,  and  dnms 
beaten,  all  together.    Shoutingaho  vaithin. 
The  trumpets,  sackbots,  psalteries,  and  fifes, 
Tabors,  and  cymbals,  ana  the  shouting  Romans,^ 
Make  the  sun  dance.  Hark  youl    [Shoutinqagam. 
Men.  This  is  good  news : 

I  will  go  meet  the  ladies.    This  Yolumnia 
Is  worth  of  consuls,  senators,  patricians, 
A  city  full ;  of  tribunes  such  as  you 
A  sea  and  land  full:   You    have   prayM  well 

to-day; 
This  morning,  for  ten  thousand  of  your  throats 
I'd  not  have  given  a  doit     Hark,  now  they  jo^r  1 
[Shouting  and  music 
Sic  First,  the  gods  bless  you  for  their  tidings : 
next. 
Accept  my  thankfulness. 

Mets.  Sir,  we  hare  all 

Great  cause  to  give  great  thanks. 
Sic  They  are  near  the  city  ? 

Mess,  Almost  at  point  to  enter. 


And  help  the  joy. 


We  will  meet  theia 
[Qoin9, 


Enter  the  Ladies,  acoonmamed  by  Senators,  Fstr> 
cians,  and  People.    Theyjpass  over  the  Stage 

1  Sen,  Behold  our  patroness,  the  life  of  B<»De 
Call  idl  Tonr  tribes  t<^ther,  praise  the  gods, 
And  make  triumphant  fires ;  strew  flowers  bafor« 

them: 
Unshout  the  noise  that  banish*d  Maroius, 
R  epeal  him  with  the  welcome  of /I 
Digitized  by^ 


Ciy, — Welcome,  ladies,  welcome  I— 
AJL  Welcome,  ladies,  welcome! 

[A  flourUk  with  dnani  and  tnmpets, 
[Examt, 

SCENE  T.~Antiam«    A  puNio  lUce, 

Enter  Tullds  Autidius,  wUh  Attendants. 

Ai^.  Go  tell  the  lords  of  the  oitj  I  am  here : 
Deliver  them  this  paper:  having  read  it. 
Bid  them  repair  to  the  market-place ;  where  I, 
Even  in  theirs  and  in  the  commons'  ears, 
Will  Yoach  the  truth  of  it.    Him  I  accuse 
The  eitj  ports  by  this  hath  enter'd,  and 
Intends  to  appear  before  the  people,  hoping 
To  purge  himself  with  words :  Despatch. 

[EisewU  Attendants. 

Snt4r  ikne  or  /bur  Conspirators  qf  Aufidius* 
Jbctioru 

Most  welcome  1 

1  Con.  How  is  it  with  our  general  ? 

Ai{f,  Even  so 

As  with  a  man  hj  his  own  alms  empoisoned. 
And  with  his  chuity  slain. 

2  Con.  Most  noble  dr, 
If  you  do  hold  the  same  intent  wherein 
You  wisb'd  us  narties,  well  deliver  you 
Of  vour  great  danger. 

Auf.  Sir,  I  cannot  tell ; 

We  must  jMooeed  as  we  do  find  the  people. 

8  Con.  The  people  will  renudn  uncertain  whilst 
Twixt  you  there's  difRsrenoe :  but  the  &11  of  either 
Malces  the  surrivor  heir  of  all. 

Auf.  I  know  it; 

And  my  pretext  to  strike  at  him  admits 
A  good  construction.     I  rais'd  him,  and  I  nawn^ 
Mine  honour  for  his  truth:  Whobeingsoheighten'd, 
He  watered  his  new  plants  with  dews  of  flattery, 
Bedooing  so  my  friends:  and,  to  this  end, 
He  b«>w*d  his  nature,  never  known  before 
But  to  be  rough,  unswayable,  and  firee. 

3  Con.  Sir,  his  stoutness. 

When  he  did  stand  for  consul,  which  he  lost 
By  lack  of  stooping, — 

Ai^.  That  I  would  have  spoke  of: 

Being  banish'd  fort,  he  came  unto  my  hearth ; 
Presented  to  my  knife  bis  throat:  I  took  him ; 
Made  him  joint-servant  with  me ;  gave  him  way 
In  all  his  own  desires ;  nay,  let  him  choose 
Out  of  my  files,  his  projects  to  accomplish. 
My  best  and  freshest  men ;  serv'd  his  designmonts 
In  mine  own  perdon ;  holp  to  reap  the  fame. 
Which  he  did  end  all  his;  and  took  some  pride 
To  do  myself  tliis  wrong :  till,  at  the  last, 
I  seem'd  his  follower,  not  partner ;  and 
He  wag'd  me  with  his  countenance,  as  if 
I  had  been  mercenary. 

1  Con.  So  he  did,  my  lord : 

The  army  marvell'd  at  it.    And,  in  the  last, 
When  he  had  carried  Rome ;  and  that  we  look'd 
For  no  less  spoil  than  glory,— 

A^.  There  was  it  ;— 

For  which  my  sinews  shall  be  stretch'd  upon  him. 
At  a  few  drom  of  women's  rheum,  which  are 
As  cheap  as  ues.  he  sold  the  blood  and  labour 
Of  our  great  action :  Therefore  shall  he  die, 
Andlllrenewmeinhis&ll.    But,  hark! 

[Drum$  and  trunmets  $Ottndf  toith  great 
8hout$  o/ihe  people. 

1  OoH.  Tour  native  town  you  entered  like  apost, 
And  had  no  welcomes  home ;  but  he  returns 
Splitting  the  air  with  noise. 
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ipati 
Whose  children  he  tiath  slain,  tneir  base  ttiroati 

tear 
With  giving  him  glory. 

3  (Jon,  Therefore,  at  your  vantage, 

Ere  he  express  himself,  or  move  the  people 
With  what  he  would  say,  let  him   feel  youi 

sword. 
Which  we  will  second.    When  he  lies  along 
After  your  wa^  hb  tale  pronounc'd  shall  bury 
His  reasons  with  his  body. 

Ai{f.  Say  no  more ; 

Here  oome  the  lords. 

Enter  ihe  Lords  o/ihe  OUff. 

Lords.  Ton  are  most  welcome  home. 

Ai^f.  I  have  not  deserv'd  it; 

But,  worthy  lords,  have  you  with  heed  perus*d 
What  I  have  written  to  you  ? 

Lords.  We  have. 

1  Lord.  And  grieve  to  hear  it 

What  faults  he  made  befbre  the  last,  I  thhik. 
Might  have  found  easy  fines ;  but  there  to  end 
Where  he  was  to  begin,  and  give  away 
The  benefit  of  our  levies,  answering  us 
With  our  own  charge ;  making  a  treaty  where 
There  was  a  yielding,~this  admits  no  excuse. 

At^.  He  approaches ;  you  shall  hear  him. 

Enter  Cobiolahus,  with  drmu  andcoUmre^  a  erowd 
q/*  Citizens  with  him. 

Cor.  Hail,  lords  t  I  am  retum'd  vour  soldier; 
No  more  mfected  with  my  country  v  love 
Than  when  I  parted  hence,  but  still  subsistmg 
Under  your  great  command.    Tou  are  to  know. 
That  prosperously  I  have  attempted,  and 
With  bloody  passage  led' your  wars,  even  to 
The  gates  of  Borne.    Our  spoils  we  have  brought 

home 
Do  more  than  counterpoise,  a  full  third  part, 
The  charges  of  the  action.    We  have  made  peace, 
With  no  less  honour  to  the  Antiates, 
Than  shame  to  the  Romans:  and  we  here  deliver, 
Subscribed  bv  the  consuls  and  patricians, 
Together  with  the  seal  o'  the  senate,  what 
We  have  compounded  on. 

At^.  Read  It  not,  noUe  lords; 

But  tell  the  traitor,  in  the  highest  degree 
He  hath  abus'd  your  powers. 

Cor.  Traitor!— How  now?— 

Ai^.  Ay,  traitor,  Maroius. 

Cor.  Marcius. 

At^.  Av.  Mardusy  Caius  Marcius :   Dost  thou 

1*11  grace  thee  with  that  robbery,  thy  stol^  name 
Gorioknus  in  Corioli? 
You  lords  and  heads  of  the  state,  perfidiously 
He  has  betrav'd  your  business,  and  given  up, 
For  certain  drops  of  salt,  your  dty  Rome 
(I  say  your  dty)  to  his  wife  and  mother ; 
Breaidng  hb  oath  and  resolution,  like 
A  twist  of  rotten  silk ;  never  admitting 
Counsd  o*the  war;  but  at  hb  nurse's  tears 
He  wbin'd  and  roar'd  away  your  victorv; 
That  psges  blush'd  at  him,  and  men  of  heart 
Lookxl  wondering  each  at  others. 

Cor.  Hear'st  thou,  Mars? 

Aiif.  Name  not  the  god,  thou  boy  of  tears,— 

<7or.  Hal 

A^fi  No  more. 

I  Cor.  Measureless  liar,  thou  hast  made  my  heart 
Too  great  for  what  contains  it  Boy!  O  slave  I— 
P.Hon  m^  l«d..  tU  the  fi^^tin|^55gjg 


I  was  foro*d  to  scold.    Tour  judgments,  mj  gn,Y9 

lords, 
Host  give  this  our  the  lie :  and  his  own  notion 
'Who  wears  mf   stripes  impressed  on  him,  that 

most  Sear 
My  beating  to  his  grave)  shall  join  to  thrust 
The  lie  unto  him. 

1  Lord.  Peace,  both,  and  hear  me  speak. 
Cor.  Cut  me  to  pieces,  Voices ;  men  and  lads, 

Stain  all  jour  edges  on  me. — Boj!  False  hound  1 
If  70U  have  writ  jour  annals  true,  His  there* 
Tliat  like  an  eagle  in  a  dove-cote,  I 
Fluttered  your  Volcians  in  Corioli: 
Alone  I  did  it.— B07! 

Auf.  *Why,  noble  lords, 

Will  von  be  put  in  mind  of  his  blind  fortune. 
Which  was  jour  shame,  bj  this  unholy  braggart, 
Tore  your  own  eyes  and  ears  ? 

Con.  Let  him  die  for't.      [Several  apeak  at  once. 

Cit.  [Speaking  prormecuoudy.]  Tear  him  to 
pieces,  do  it  presently.  Ue  killed  my  son  ]—my 
daughter  ;—Ue  killed  my  cousin  ^farcus;— He 
killed  my  father.— 

2  Lord,  Peace,  ho !— no  outrage ;— peace! 
The  man  is  noble,  and  his  fame  folds  m 
This  orb  o'  the  earth.    H  is  Ust  offences  to  us 
Shall  havejudidous  hearing.— Stand,  Aufidius, 
And  trouble  not  the  peace. 

Cor.  O,  that  I  had  him, 

W^ith  six  Aufidiuses,  or  more,  his  tribe, 
To  use  my  lawful  sword ! 
Auf,  Insolent  villain  I 

Oon.  Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill  him  I 
[AUFIDIUB  and  the  Conspirators  draw^  and  loll 
CoRiOLANUs,  10^  fidUf  and  Adfioius 
ttandionhm. 


CORIOLANUa. 


Lorde.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  hold  i 

Auf.  My  noble  masters,  hear  me  spetik. 

1  Lord.  O  Tullas,- 

2  Lord.  Thou  hast  done  a  deed  whereat  valooi 

will  weep. 
S  Lord.  Tread  not  upon  hhn. — Masters  all,  be 

quiet ; 
Put  up  your  swords. 
Auj.  My  lords,  when  you  shall  know  (as  in  this 

rage, 
Provoked  by  him,  you  cannot)  the  great  danger 
Which   this    man's   life   did   owe   you,   youll 

rejoice 
That  he  is  thus  cut  off.    Please  it  your  honoun 
To  call  me  to  your  senate,  111  deliver 
Myself  your  loyal  servant,  or  endure 
Your  heaviest  censure. 

1  Lord,  Bear  from  hence  hu  body, 
And  mourn  you  for  him :  let  him  be  regarded 
As  the  most  noble  corse  that  ever  herald 

Did  follow  to  his  urn. 

2  Lord,  His  own  impatienee 
Takes  from  Aufidius  a  great  part  of  blame. 
Let's  make  the  best  of  it. 

Auf,  My  rage  is  gone. 

And  I  am  struck  vrith  sorrow.— Take  him  up  ^— 
Help,   three   o'  the   chiefest  soldiers;    111   be 

one. — 
Beat  thou  the  drum  that  it  speak  moumAilly . 
Trail  your  steel  pikes.— Though  in  this  city  he 
Haih  widow  d  and  unchilded  many  a  one, 
Which  to  this  hour  bewail  the  injury, 
Yet  he  shall  have  a  noble  memory. 
Assist.  * 

ISBoamt.  bearing  the  body  of  COUOLASIB. 
A  dead  march  aomdedL 
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DRAMATIS  FER:^0.\Ai, 


JUUDBOJBSAX, 

OOZAVnrg  CUBSAR,  a  trtomrlr  after  tlM  dtaUi  of 

Juliu  Ostar. 
XASOVB  ANTOHins,  a  trlamvir  afttr  tlM  death  of 

Jnllu  frwur 
X.  JDCHnrB  LEPIDUS,  a  trlamrlr  aftw  tha  dMih 
otJiUliuC 
CTCEKO.  a  ibi 
FUBLIUS.  a«HH> 

P0PIIIU8  LEHA,  a  • 

MABOUB  BftUTUS,  amnsplrator  agalBtt  JaUu 

OA88IU8.ao 


■ator  acalBit  JvUva  Ommt. 


tA88IU8,  a  oonrelratoi   _ 

GA8CA,  a  oonaiilrator  a^unct  Jallaa  Casar. 

L£BOenuB,  a  eoiuplrat ' — '  — ■—  " — 


Ob,  a  eo'nf plrator  agalnat  Jaliiu  C        . 

UOARIUS,  a  coaiinrator  ai^Jnai  Julioa  Caiar. 
I>£0I(J8  BEUTUa.  a  eouplntor  agaiasl  Julina 

MBTBLLUB  OnfHKR,  a  ooiuplrator  acalnat  JVUu 


GOnr  A,  a  oeuplrator  afalait  Jvllu  Oanr, 

BOEHI.—DofiBff  a  gnat  part  «f  tiM  plaj  at 


Borne:  afterwards  at  lartfli:  and  sear  FhSnppl. 


ACT  L 


SCENE  I.— Borne.    AStttA. 


Elder  Flayius,  Marullub,  and  a  rdXXU  €f 
Citizens. 

FUxo.  Henoe:  home,  70a  idle  oreatareB,  get  joQ 
home; 
Ib  this  a  holidej  ?    What  1  know  yon  not, 
Being  mechanical,  yon  otight  not  walk, 
Upon  a  labooring  day,  wiUioat  the  sign 
Or  your  profession  ?— Speak,  what  trade  art  thoa? 

1  CiL  Why,  sir,  a  carpenter. 

Mar,  Where  is  thy  leather  apron,  and  thy  role? 
What  dost  thoa  with  thy  best  apparel  on  ?— 
Yon,  sir,  what  trade  are  yon  ? 

2  CU,  Truly,  sir,  in  respect  of  a  fine  workman, 
I  am  bat,  as  yea  would  say,  a  cobbler. 

Mar,  Bat  what  trade  art  thou?  Answer  me 
directly. 

2  dU,  A  trade,  sir,  that  I  hope  I  may  use  with 
a  safe  coiisoience ;  which  is,  inaeed,  sir,  a  mender 
of  bad  soles. 

Flan.  What  trade,  thoa  knare?  then  naughty 
knare,  what  trade? 

2  (St.  Nay,  1  beseech  yon,  sir,  be  not  out  with 
me :  yet  if  yon  be  out,  sir,  I  can  mend  you. 

Mar,  What  meanest  thou  by  that  ?  Mend  me, 
tkoo  saucy  fellow  ? 

2  0iL  Why,  sir,  cobble  you. 

Fkm.  Thou  art  a  cobbler,  art  thoa? 

S  CiL  Truly,  but,  ail  that  I  live  by  is  with  the 
awl :  I  meddle  with  no  tradesman^  matters,  nor 
women's  matters,  bat  with  aU.  I  am,  indeed,  sir, 
A  Borgeon  to  old  shoes;  when  they  are  in  great 
danger,  I  recover  them.  As  proper  men  as  eyer 
trod  apoo  neat^  leather  have  gone  upon  my  hapdi- 


Fton,  But    wherefore   art   not   in   thy  shoe 

today?  ^ 

Why  dost  thoa  lead  these  men  abont  the  streets  ? 

2  CiL  Truly,  sir,  to  wear  out  their  shoes,  to  get 
myself  into  more  work.  But,  indeed,  sir,  we  make 
holiday  to  see  CtBsar,  and  to  rejoice  in  his  triumph. 

Mar,  Wherefore  rejoice?  What  conquest  brings 
he  home  ? 
What  tributaries  follow  him  to  Rome, 
To  grace  In  captive  bonds  his  chariot-wheels? 
You  blocks,  you  stones,  you  worse  than  senselest 

things  I 
O,  you  hard  hearts,  you  cmel  men  of  Rome. 
Knew  yoa  not  Pompey  ?    Many  a  time  and  oft 
Have  yoa  climb'd  op  to  walls  and  battlements. 
To  towers  and  windows,  yea,  to  chimney-tops. 
Your  infants  in  your  arms,  and  there  have  sat 
The  live-long  day,  with  patient  expectation. 
To  Bee  great  Pompey  pass  the  streets  of  Rome ; 
And  when  you  saw  his  chariot  but  appear, 
Have  you  not  made  an  universal  shout, 
Tliat  Tiber  trembled  anderneath  her  banks. 
To  hear  the  replication  of  your  soanda. 
Made  in  her  concave  shores? 
And  do  you  now  put  on  your  l>est  attire? 
And  do  you  now  cull  out  a  holiday  ? 
And  do  you  now  strew  flowers  in  his  way. 
That  comes  in  triumph  over  Pompey *s  blood? 
Be  gone I 

Kan  to  joar  houBes,  fid!  apon  your  knees. 
Pray  to  the  gods  to  mtermit  the  plague 
That  needs  must  light  on  this  ingratitude. 

Flai9,  Oo,  go,  good  ooontrymen,  and,  for  this 
fault. 
Assemble  all  the  poor  men  of  yoar  sort; 
Draw  them  to  TiDer  banks,  and  weep  joor 
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Into  the  ohaonelf  tm  the  lowest  stream 
Do  kiss  the  most  exalted  shAres  of  all. 

[Ex,  Citixeds. 
See,  wheV  their  basest  metal  be  not  mov*d ; 
They  vanish  tongue-tied  in  tiieir  guiltiness. 
Qo  jon  down  that  waj  towards  the  Capitol ; 
This  way  will  I :  Disrobe  the  images, 
If  you  do  find  them  decked  vrith  ceremonies. 

Mar,  Ma^  we  do  so  ? 
YoQ  know  It  is  the  feast  of  Lupercal. 

Flao,  It  is  no  matter ;  let  no  images 
Be  hun^  with  C«sar*s  trophies.    Ill  aboat, 
And  drive  away  the  vulgar  from  the  streets : 
So  do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 
These  growing  feathers  pluck  d  from  Caesar's  wing 
Will  make  him  fly  an  ordinary  pitch: 
Who  else  would  soar  above  the  view  of  men, 
And  keep  us  all  in  servile  fearfulness.      [laeunt. 


SCENE  II.— r»« 


A  puMieFtaee, 


Enter,  mproeeision,%oiihmudCfCJBBiB;  Ahtoiit, 
for  the  amrae ;  CALPHUsmA,  Portia,  DEcnis, 
CiCEBO,  Brutus,  Cassius,  and  Casoa,  a  great 
crowd JoQowmg ;  among  them  a  Soothsayer. 

C%B9.  Calphomia,— 

Casea,  Peace, hot  Csasar speaks. 

[M '  sic  ceases, 

Cos,  Calphumia, — 

Cal,  Here,  my  lord, 

Ctn.  Stand  you  directly  in  Antonius*  way, 
When  he  doth  run  his  course. — Antonins, — 

Ant,  Ciesar,  my  lord. 

Cces,  Forget  not,  in  your  speed,  Antoniati 
To  touch  Calphumia :  for  our  elders  say, 
The  barren,  touched  in  this  holy  ohase, 
Shake  off  their  steril  curse. 

Ant,  I  shall  remember: 

When  Csesar  says  **  Do  this,**  it  is  performed. 

Ckes,  Set  on;  and  leave  no  ceremony  out  [Mitmc 

Sooth,  Cssar. 

Cos.  Hal  Who  calls? 

Oasea,  Bid  every  noise  be  stiU:— Peace  yet 

X'n.  [Music  otases, 

is  it  in  the  nress  that  calls  on  me  ? 
I  hear  a  tongue,  shriller  than  all  the  music, 
Cry,  Casar:  Speak ;  Csesar  is  tum'd  to  hear. 
Soc^  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 
CiBS,  What  man  is  that? 

Bm,  A  soothsayer  bids  you  beware  the  ides  of 

March. 
(km.  Set  him  before  me ;  let  me  see  his  fiue. 
Cos,  Fellow,  come  from  the  throng:   Look 

upon  Cesar. 
Cos,  W  bat  say*st  thou  to  me  now  ?  Speak  once 

again. 
Sooih,  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 
Cass,  He  is  a  dreamer ;  let  us  leave  him ;— pass. 

JSenet,    Exeunt  all  but  Bru.  and  Cab. 
you  go  see  the  order  of  the  course  ? 

Bru,  Not  L 

Cos,  1  pray  you,  do, 

Bru,  I  am  not  gamesome :  I  do  laek  some  part 
Of  that  quick  spirit  that  is  in  Antony. 
Let  me  not  hinaer,  Cassiu8,your  desires; 
in  leave  you. 

Oa$.  Brutus,  I  do  observe  you  now  of  late  t 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentleness. 
And  show  of  love,  as  I  was  wont  to  have : 
You  bear  too  stubborn  and  too  strange  a  hand : 
Over  your  friend  that  loves  yon. 

Bru,  Cassins, 

Be  not  deceiv*d :  If  I  have  veiled  my  look. 


C.S8AB. 

I  turn  the  trouble  of  raj  countenance 

Merely  upon  myself.    Vexed  I  am. 

Of  late,  with  passions  of  some  difference, 

Conoeptions  only  proper  to  myself, 

Which  give  some  soil,  perhaps,  to  mv  behavloars : 

But  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  griev'd 

rAmong  which  number,  Cassius,  be  you  one) ; 

Nor  construe  any  ftirther  my  neglect, 

Than  that  poor  Brutus,  with  himself  at  war, 

Fomts  the  shows  of  love  to  other  men. 

Gas,  Then.  Brutus,  I  have  much  mistook  /om 
passion; 
By  means  whereof  this  breast  of  mbe  hatb  buried 
Thoughts  of  great  value,  worthy  oogitaticns. 
Tell  me,  good  Brutus,  can  you  see  your  face  ? 

Bru,  No,  Cassius:  for  the  eye  sees  not  itself, 
But  by  reflection,  by  some  other  things. 

Cas,  *Tisjust; 
And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Bruf  us. 
That  you  have  no  such  mirrors  as  will  turn 
Your  hidden  worthiness  into  your  eye. 
That  you  mi^t  see  your  shadow.    I  nave  heard. 
Where  many  of  the  best  respect  in  Rome 
(Except  immortal  Csesar),  speakmg  of  Brutus, 
*    '  *  '  h  this  agels  yoke. 


And  groaning  underneath 

Have  wished  that  noble  Brutus  had  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Into  what  dangers  would  you  lead  me, 
Cassius, 
That  vou  would  have  me  seek  into  myself 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me? 

Oas.  Therefore,  good  Brutus,  be  prepared  to 
hear: 
And,  since  you  know  you  cannot  see  3rourself 
Bo  well  as  by  reflection,  I,  your  glass. 
Will  modestly  discover  to  yourself 
That  of  yourself  which  you  yet  know  not  of. 
And  be  not  jealous  on  me,  gentle  Brutus: 
Were  I  a  common  laugher,  or  did  use 
To  stale  with  ordinary  oaths  my  love 
To  every  new  protestor;  if  you  know 
That  I  do  £iwn  on  men,  and  hug  them  hard, 
And  after  scandal  them ;  or  if  you  know 
That  I  profess  myself  in  banqueting 
To  all  the  rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous. 

[FlowMandskoui, 

Bru,  What  means  this  shouting?    I  do  fear 
the  people 
Choose  Caesar  for  theur  king. 

Cas,  Ay,  do  you  fear  it  ? 

Then  must  I  think  you  would  not  have  it  so. 

Bru,    I  would  not,  Cassius;  yet  I  love  htm 
well:— 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  so  long? 
What  is  it  that  you  would  impart  to  me  ? 
If  it  be  aught  toward  the  general  ^;ood. 
Set  honour  in  one  eve,  and  death  i*  the  other. 
And  I  will  look  on  both  indifibrently : 
For,  let  the  gods  so  speed  me  as  I  love 
The  name  of  honour  more  than  I  fear  death. 

Cas,  I  know  that  virtue  to  be  in  you,  Brutus, 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  flivour. 
Well,  honour  is  the  subject  of  my  story.— 
I  cannot  tell  what  you  and  other  men 
Think  of  this  life ;  but,  for  mv  single  self, 
I  had  as  lief  not  be  as  live  to  be 
In  awe  of  such  a  thing  as  I  myself. 
I  was  bom  firee  as  Cssar ;  so  were  yon: 
Weiioth  have  fed  as  well ;  and  we  can  both 
Enoure  the  winter's  cold  as  well  as  he : 
For  onoe,  upon  a  raw  and  gusty  day, 
The  troubled  Tiber  chafing  with  her  shorer, 
Caesar  said  to  me,  **  Dar'st  thou.  Cassias,  now 


ADd  0wim  to  joiKler  point  ?**-~npoii  the  word, 

Aoooutred  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in, 

And  bade  him  follow :  so,  indeed,  he  did. 

The  torrent  roar'd ;  and  we  did  buffet  it 

With  lusty  sinews ;  throwing  it  aside 

And  stemming  it  with  hearts  of  controyeny, 

Bat  ere  we  could  arrive  the  pomt  propos'd, 

Caesar  cried,  "  Help  me,  Cassins,  or  1  sink." 

I,  as  iEneas,  our  great  ancestor, 

Did  from  the  flames  of  Troy  upon  his  shoulder 

The  old  Anchises  bear,  so,  from  the  waves  of  Tiber 

Did  I  the  tired  Cffisar:  And  thb  man 

Is  now  become  a  god ;  and  Cassius  is 

A  wretched  creature,  and  must  bend  his  body, 

If  CflBsar  carelessly  but  nod  on  him. 

He  had  a  fever  when  he  was  in  Spain, 

And  when  the  fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 

How  he  did  shake :  *tis  true,  this  end  did  shake : 

His  coward  lips  did  from  tbeur  colour  fly; 

And  that  same  eye  whose  bend  doth  awe  the  world, 

Did  lose  his  lustre :  I  did  hear  him  groan : 

Ay,  and  that  tongue  of  his  that  bade  the  Romans 

Mark  him,  and  write  his  speeches  in  their  books, 

Alas  I  it  cried,  **  Give  me  some  drink,  Titinius," 

As  a  sick  gLrl.    Te  gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 

A  man  of  such  a  feeble  temper  should 

So  fi;et  the  start  of  the  majestic  world, 

And  bear  the  palm  alone.  [Shout,    ItourM, 

Brtu  Another  general  shout  I 
I  do  believe  that  these  applauses  are 
For  some  new  honours  that  are  heap*d  on  Cesar. 

Cos,  Why,  man,  he  doth  bestride  the  narrow 
world, 
Like  a  Colossus :  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  hu^  legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  ourselves  dishonourable  graves. 
Men  at  some  time  are  masters  of  their  fates : 
The  fanh,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  stars. 
But  in  ourselves,  that  we  are  underlings. 
Brutus  and  Ciesar :  What  should  be  hi  that  Csesar  ? 
Why  should  that  name  be  sounded  more  than 

yours? 
Write  them  together,  yowrs  is  as  fair  a  name ; 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well ; 
Weigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy ;  conjure  with  them, 
Bmtuf  will  start  a  spirit  as  soon  as  Ciesar. 

[Shout, 
Now  in  the  names  of  all  the  gods  at  once. 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Ciesar  feed. 
That  he  is  grown  so  great?  Age,  thou  art  sham'd  I 
Rome,  thou  hast  lost  the  breed  of  noble  bloods ! 
When  went  there  by  an  age,  since  the  great  flood. 
But  it  was  fiim'd  with  more  than  with  one  man? 
When  could  they  say,  till  now,  that  talk 'd  of  Rome, 
That  her  wide  walks  encompass'd  but  one  man? 
Mow  is  it  Rome  indeed,  and  room  enough. 
When  there  is  in  it  but  one  only  man. 
OI  yoo  and  I  have  heard  our  Others  say. 
There  was  a  Brutus  once  that  would  have  brooked 
The  eternal  devil  to  keep  his  sUte  in  Rome, 
As  easily  as  a  kine . 

Bru,  That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealous : 
What  you  would  work  me  to,  I  have  some  aim ; 
How  Ihave  thought  of  this,  and  of  these  times, 
I  shall  reooont  hereafter ;  for  this  present, 
I  would  not  so  with  love  I  might  entreat  you. 
Be  any  further  mov'd.    What  you  have  stud, 
I  will  consider;  what  you  have  to  say. 
I  will  with  patience  hear :  and  find  a  tune 
Both  meet  to  hear  and  answer  such  high  things. 
Till  then,  my  noble  friend,  chew  upon  this ; 
Brutus  had  rather  be  a  yillager, 
Than  to  repate  himself  a  son  of  Rome 
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Under  these  hard  conditions  as  this  time 
Ia  like  to  lay  upon  us. 

Cos,  I  am  glad  that  my  weak  words 
Have  struck  but  thus  much  show  of  fire  fren 
Brutus. 

Bit-mier  CaUB  and  hU  Tram, 

Bnu  The  games  are  done,  and  CsBsar  is  returning. 

Cos,  As  they  pass  by,  pluck  Casca  by  the  sleeve; 
And  he  will,  aiher  his  sour  fashion,  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded  worthy  note  to^^ay. 

Bru,  I  will  do  so : — But,  look  yon,  Cassiua^ 
The  angry  spot  doth  glow  on  Caesar's  brow. 
And  all  the  rest  look  like  a  chidden  train: 
Calphumia's  cheek  is  pale:  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  such  ferret  ana  such  fiery  eyes, 
As  we  have  seen  him  in  the  Capitol, 
Being  cross*d  in  conference  by  some  senators. 

Cos.  Cascawill  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. 

Cces,  Antonius. 

AnU  Csesar. 

Cces,  Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  are  fat ; 
Sleek-headed  men,  and  such  as  sleep  o'  nights: 
Yond'  Cassius  has  a  lean  and  hungi^^  look; 
He  thinks  too  much  :  such  men  are  dangerous. 

Ant,  Fear  him  not,  Caesar,  he's  not  dangerous , 
He  is  a  noble  Roman,  and  well  nven. 

CdM.  'Wouldhewerefatter:— Butlfearhimnot* 
Tet  If  my  name  were  liable  to  fear, 
I  do  not  know  the  man  I  should  avoid 
So  soon  as  that  spareCassius.    He  reads  maoh ; 
He  is  a  great  observer,  and  he  looks 
Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men :  he  loves  no  plays, 
As  thou  dost,  Antony ;  he  hears  no  music : 
Seldom  he  smiles;  and  smiles  in  such  a  sort 
As  if  he  mock'd  himself,  and  scom*d  his  spirit 
That  could  be  mov'd  to  smile  at  anything. 
Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  heart's  ease. 
Whiles  they  behold  a  greater  than  themselTest 
And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 
I  rather  tell  ^ee  what  is  to  be  fear'd, 
Than  what  I  fear,  for  always  I  am  Caesar. 
Come  on  ray  right  hand,  for  this  ear  is  dea^ 
And  tdl  me  truly  what  thou  think%t  of  him. 

[Exeunt  Cjbbar  and  hit  Train,    Casoa 
ttayBbthkid, 

Caaoa.  Yoa  puU'd  me  by  the  cloak :  Would  you 
speak  with  me  ? 

Bru,  Ayy  Casca;  tell  us  what  hath  chanc'd  to-day, 
That  Caesar  looks  so  sad  ? 

Ca9ca.  Why,  you  were  with  him,  were  you  not  ? 

Bru,  I  should  not  then  ask  Casca  what  had 
chanced. 

Ca$ca,  Why,  there  was  a  crown  offered  him 
and  being  offered  him,  he  nut  it  by  with  the  back 
of  his  hand,  thus;  and  then  the  people  fell  a' 
shouting. 

Bru,  What  was  the  second  noise  for? 

Caaea.  Why,  for  that  too. 

Oa§.  They  shouted  thrice:  What  was  the  last 
cry  for? 

Ca$ea,  Why,  for  that  too. 

Bru,  Was  tne  crown  offer'd  him  thrice? 

Ca$ca,  Ay,  marry  was't,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice, 
every  time  gentler  than  other ;  and  at  eveiy  patting 
by,  mine  honest  neighbours  shouted. 

Cat,  Who  offerea  him  the  crown? 

0(f8ca,  Why,  Antony. 

Bru.  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Casoa. 

Casca,  I  can  as  well  be  hanged  as  tell  the 
manner  of  it :  it  was  mere  foolery.  I  did  not  mark 
it.  I  saw  Mark  Antony  offer  him  a  crown  ;^ 
,rt  tw«  not  .  crown  nej^j^JieY^^C^^e 
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oorooets;— and,  as  1  told  ron,  ho  put  it  by  once; 
but  for  all  that,  to  mj  thinking,  be  would  fain 
have  had  it.  Then  be  offered  it  to  him  again; 
then  he  pat  it  by  again :  but,  to  my  thinking,  he 
was  very  loth  to  lay  his  fingers  off  it.  And  then 
he  offered  it  the  third  time ;  he  pat  it  the  third 
time  by:  and  still  as  he  refused  it,  the  rabbleraent 
booted,  and  clapped  their  chapped  hands,  and  threw 
op  their  sweaty  niglitcaps.  and  uttered  such  a  deal 
ot  stinking  breath  because  Cassar  refused  the  crown, 
that  it  had  almost  dioked  Csesar ;  for  he  swooned, 
and  fell  down  at  it :  And  tor  mine  own  part,  I  durst 
not  Uugh,  for  fear  of  opening  my  lips  and  receiving 
the  bad  air. 

Coi,  Bat,  soft,  I  pray  yoa :  What?    Did  CsBsar 
swoon  ? 

Caaea,  Ue  fell  down  in  the  market-plaoei  and 
fbamed  at  mouth,  and  was  speechless. 

Bru.  'Tis  very  like :  he  hath  the  tailing  sickness. 

Cas.  No,  Caesar  huth  it  not;  but  you,  and  I, 
And  honest  Casca,  we  have  the  fallmg  sickness. 

Oaaco.  1  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that;  but 
I  am  sure  C»sar  fell  down.  If  the  tag-rag  people 
did  not  dap  him,  and  hiss  him,  according  as  he 
pleased  and  displeased  them,  as  they  used  to  do 
the  players  in  the  theatre,  I  am  no  true  man. 

JBru,  What  said  he,  when  he  came  unto  himself? 

Casca,  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  when  he 
perceived  the  common  herd  was  ^lad  he  refused 
the  crown,  he  plucked  me  ope  his  doublet,  and 
offered  them  his  throat  to  cut. — An  I  had  been  a 
man  of  any  occupation,  if  I  would  not  have  taken 
him  at  a  word,  1  would  I  might  go  to  hell  among 
the  rogues  -.—and  so  he  fell.  When  he  canr.e  to 
himself  again,  he  said,  If  he  had  done  or  said  any- 
tliing  amiss,  he  desired  their  worships  to  think  it 
was  his  infirmity.  Three  or  four  wenches,  where 
I  stood,  cried  »*Alas,  good  soul  I"— and  forgave 
him  with  all  their  hearts :  But  there's  no  heed  to 
be  taken  of  them ;  if  Caesar  had  stabbed  their 
mothers  they  would  have  done  no  less. 

Bru,  And  after  that  he  came,  thus  sad,  away? 

Casca.  Ay. 

Cas,  Did  Cicero  say  anything? 

Casca.  Ay,  he  spoke  Greek. 

Cos.  To  what  effect? 

Casca,  Nay,  an  I  tell  yon  that  111  ne*er  look 
ron  i*  the  face  again :  But  those  that  understood 
him  smiled  at  one  another,  and  shook  their  heads : 
But  for  mine  own  part,  it  was  Greek  to  me.  I 
oonld  tell  you  more  news  too:  Marullas  and 
Flavins,  for  palling  scarfs  off  Caesar's  images,  are 
put  to  silenee.  Fare  you  well.  There  was  more 
foolery  yet,  if  I  could  remember  it. 

Cos,  Will  you  sup  with  me  to-night,  Casca? 

Casca.  No,  I  am  promised  forth. 

Cas.  Will  you  dine  with  me  to-morrow  ? 

Casca.  Ay,  if  I  be  alive,  and  your  mind  hold, 
andyoar  dinner  worth  the  eating. 

Cos.  Good ;  I  will  expect  you. 

Casca.  Do  so :  farewell  both.         [Exit  Casoa. 

Bru.  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be  I 
He  was  quick  mettle  when  he  went  to  school. 

Cas,  iM>  he  is  now,  in  execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  enterprise. 
However  he  pots  on  this  tardy  form. 
This  rudeness  is  a  sauce  to  his  good  wit, 
Which  gives  men  stomach  to  digest  hla  words 
With  better  appetite. 

Bru.  And  BO  It  is.  For  this  time  I  will  leave  you 
To-morrow,  if  yoo  please  to  speak  with  me, 
I  will  come  home  to  you ;  or,  if  yoo  will, 
'^ome  home  to  me,  and  I  will  wait  for  yoib 
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Cas.  I  will  do  M  »— till  flien,  think  of  theworld. 
[ExUbiLUTm, 
Well,  Brutus,  thou  art  noble ;  yet,  I  see 
Thy  honourable  metal  may  be  wrought 
From  that  it  is  disuos'd :  Therefore  'tis  meet 
That  noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes: 
For  who  so  firm  that  cannot  be  seduc'd  ? 
Caesar  duth  bear  me  hard :  But  he  loves  Brotns: 
If  I  were  Brutus  now,  and  he  were  Cassius, 
He  should  not  humour  me.    I  will  this  night. 
In  several  hands,  in  at  his  windows  throw, 
As  if  they  came  from  several  citizens, 
Writings,  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 
That  liome  holds  of  his  name;  wherein  obseorely 
Caesar  s  ambition  shall  be  glanced  at: 
And,  arter  this,  let  Caesar  seat  him  Mure ; 
For  we  will  shake  him,  or  worse  days  endure. 

[Exit. 

8CENB  IIL—Thssams.    A  Sirset. 

ThundsrandlAghtning.  Enter  Jromoppositssidn, 
Casca,  with  his  sword  drawn,  and  Cicebo. 

Cie.  Good  even,  Casca:   Brought  you  Caesar 
homeP 
Why  are  you  breathless?  and  why  stare  you  so  f 

Casca.  Are  not  you  mov*d,  wheoi  all  the  sway 
of  earth 
Shakes  like  a  thing  nnfirmP    O  Cicero, 
I  have  seen  tempests,  when  the  scolding  winds 
Have  riv'd  the  knotty  oaks ;  and  I  have  seen 
The  ambitious  ocean  swell,  and  rage,  and  foam. 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threat'ning  clouds  x 
But  never  till  to-night,  never  till  now. 
Did  I  go  through  a  tempest  dropping  fire. 
Either  there  is  a  civil  strife  in  heaven ; 
Or  else  the  world,  too  saucy  with  the  gods. 
Incenses  them  to  send  destruction. 

Cic  Why,  saw  you  anything  more  wondcrfW  ? 

Caaoa.  A  common  slave  (you  know  him  well 
by  sight) 
Held  op  his  left  hand,  which  did  flame  and  bom 
Like  twenty  torches  joined ;  and  yet  his  hand. 
Not  sensible  of  fire,  remained  unscorch'd. 
Besides  (I  have  not  since  put  up  my  sword), 
Against  the  Capitol  I  met  a  lion. 
Who  glar'd  upon  me,  and  went  surly  by 
Without  annoying  me:  and  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap  a  hm<dred  ghastly  women. 
Transformed  with  their  fear;  who  swore  they  saw 
Men  all  in  fire  walk  up  and  down  the  streets. 
And,  yesterday,  the  bmi  of  night  did  sit, 
Even  at  noon-day,  upon  the  market-place. 
Hooting  and  shrieking.    When  these  prodigies 
Do  so  conjointly  meet,  let  not  men  say 
**  These  are  their  reasons,— They  are  natural;" 
For,  I  believe,  they  are  portentoos  things 
Unto  the  dimate  that  they  point  upon. 

Cic.  Indeed,  it  is  a  strange-disposed  time : 
But  men  may  construe  things,  alter  their  fiishion, 
Clean  from  the  porpose  of  the  things  themselves. 
Comes  Caesar  to  the  Capitol  to-morrow  ? 

Casca.  He  doth ;  for  he  did  bid  Antonios 
Bend  word  to  you  he  would  be  there  to-morrow. 

Cic  Good  night  then,  Casoa:  this  disturbed 
sky 
Is  not  to  walk  in. 

Caaoa.  Farewell,  Cicero.     [Exit  dOBio 

EiUer  CA8BID8. 

Cos.  Who^  there? 

Casoa,  A  Roman.    ~ 

^^  Digitize(^^!f<«»Vy<wn^cnoe- 
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Oatoa.  Your  ear  b  good.    Caaiiiu,  what  night 
iathU? 

Ca$.  A  very  pleasing  night  to  honest  men. 

Oaaca,  Who  ever  knew  the  heavens  menace  so? 

Oat,  Those  that  have  known  the  earth  so  full 
of  faults. 
For  my  part,  I  have  walk'd  ahont  the  streets, 
Babmittmg  me  unto  the  perilous  night ; 
And,  thus  unbraced,  Casca,  as  you  see, 
Have  bard  mj  bosom  to  the  tli under-stone : 
And  when  the  crosH-blue  lightning  eeem'd  to  open 
The  breast  of  Heaven,  I  did  pmsent  myself 
Bven  in  the  aim  and  very  flash  of  it. 

Ca$ca,  But  wherefore  did  you  so  much  tempt 
the  heavens  P 
It  is  the  part  of  men  to  fear  and  tremble, 
When  the  most  miffhty  gods,  by  tokens,  send 
Such  dreadful  herams  to  astonish  us. 

Cm.  Tou  are  dull,  Casoa:  and  those  sparks  of 
life 
That  should  be  in  a  Boman  you  do  want, 
Or  else  you  use  not :  Tou  look  pale,  and  gaze, 
And  put  on  fear,  and  east  yourself  in  wonder, 
To  see  the  stran^ce  impatience  of  the  heavens: 
But  if  TOU  would  ooasider  the  true  cause 
Why  all  these  fires,  why  all  these  gliding  ghosts, 
Why  birds  and  beasts,  from  quality  and  kind; 
Why  old  men,  fools,  and  children  c^culate ; 
Why  all  these  things  change  from  their  ordinanoe, 
Their  natures,  and  pre-formed  faculties, 
To  monstrous  quality,— why,  you  shall  find, 
That  Heaven  hath  infused  them  with  these  sj^irits, 
To  make  them  instruments  of  fear  and  wanung 
Unto  some  monstrous  state. 
Now  could  1,  Casca,  name  to  thee  a  man 
Most  like  this  dreadful  night ; 
That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  graves,  and  roara 
As  doth  the  lion  in  the  Capitol : 
A  man  no  mightier  than  tn3r8elf,  or  me, 
In  personal  action ;  yet  prodigious  grown, 
And  fearftil,  as  these  strange  eruptions  are. 

Oatea.  Tis  Caesar  that  you  mean:  Is  it  not, 
Casaius? 

Cat,  Let  it  be  who  it  is :  for  Romans  now 
Have  thews  and  limbs  like  to  their  ancestors, 
BuL  woe  the  while!  our  fkthers'  minds  are  dead, 
And  we  are  governed  with  our  mother's  spirits; 
Oar  yoke  and  sufferance  show  us  womanish. 

Catoa,  Indeed  they  say  the  senators  to-morrow 
Mean  to  establish  Csesar  as  a  king : 
And  he  shall  wear  his  crown  by  sea  and  land. 
In  every  place,  save  here  in  Italy. 

Cat»  1  know  where  I  will  wear  thia  dagger 
then: 
Cassias  from  bondage  will  deliver  Cassiua: 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  make  the  weak  most 

strong; 
Therein,  ye  gods,  yon  tyrants  do  defeat: 
Nor  stony  tower,  nor  walls  of  beaten  brass, 
Nor  airleaa  dungeon,  nor  strong;  links  of  iroii, 
Can  be  retentive  to  the  strength  of  spirit: 
But  life,  being  weary  of  these  worldly  bars, 
Never  lacks  power  to  dismiss  itself. 
If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  world  besides, 
That  part  of  manny  that  I  do  bear 
I  can  alMke  off  at  pleasure.  [Thunder  thlL 

Catoa,  So  can  I : 

80  every  bondman  in  bis  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel  his  captivity. 

Cat,  And  why  ahould  Cnaar  be  a  tyrant  tbenV 
Vbor  niaa  \  1  know  he  woaldnol  be  a  wolf « 
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But  that  he  sees  the  Romans  are  bat  auee^ : 
He  were  no  lion  were  not  liomans  hinds. 
Those  that  with  haste  will  make  a  mighty  fire 
Begin  it  with  weak  straws :  What  trash  is  Home. 
What  rubbish,  and  what  offal,  when  it  serves 
For  the  base  matter  to  illuminate 
80  vile  a  thing  as  Caesar !    But,  O,  grief! 
Where  hast  thou  led  me?    I,  perhaps,  speak  thia 
Before  a  willing  bondman :  then  I  know 
My  answer  must  be  made :  But  I  am  arm*d, 
And  dangers  are  to  me  indifierent. 

Catea.  Tou  speak  to  Casca:  and  to  such  a  man 
That  is  no  fleering  tell-tale.    Hold  my  hand : 
Be  factious  for  redress  of  all  these  griefiii 
And  I  will  set  this  foot  of  mine  as  far 
As  who  goes  far^^est 

Cat,  There's  a  banrain  made. 

Now  know  you,  Casca,  I  have  movM  'Uready 
Some  certain  of  the  noblest-minded  Romans, 
To  undergo  with  me  an  enterprise 
Of  honourable-dangerous  oonsequ^ice; 
And  I  do  know  by  this  they  stay  for  me 
In  Pompey's  porch:  For  now,  wis  fearful  night* 
There  is  no  stir  or  walking  in  the  streets; 
And  the  complexion  of  the  element 
In  &vour*s  like  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 
Most  bloody,  fiery,  and  most  terrible. 

EftUer  CiNNA. 

Caaca,  Stand  close  awhile,  for  here  comes  one 
in  haste. 

Cat,  Tis  Cinna,  I  do  know  him  by  his  gait ; 
He  is  a  friend.— Cinna,  where  haste  you  so? 

Cm,  To  find  out  you:  Who's  that?  Metellas 
Cimber? 

Cat,  No,  it  is  Casoa ;  one  incorporate 
To  our  attempts.    Am  I  not  staid  for,  Cinna? 

Cin,  I  am  glad  ont    What  a  fearful  night  is 
this! 
There's  two  or  three  of  as  have  seen  strange 
sights. 

Cat,  Am  I  not  staid  for?    Tell  me. 

Cin,  Yes,  you  are. 

O,  Cassins,  if  you  could  but  win  the  noble  Brutus 
To  our  party 

Cat,  Be  you  content:  Good  Cinna,  take  this 
paper. 
And  look  you,  lay  it  in  the  orator's  chair, 
Where  Brutus  may  but  fina  it ;  and  throw  this 
In  at  his  window :  set  this  ap  with  wax 
Upon  old  Brutus' statue :  all  this  done. 
Repair  to  Pompey's  porch,  where  you  shall  find  ua 
Is  Decins  Brutus  and  Trebonius  there? 

Cin.  All,  but  Metellus  Cimber ;  and  he's  gone 
To  seek  yoo  at  your  house.    Well,  I  will  hie, 
And  so  bestow  these  papers  as  you  bade  me. 

Cat,  That  done,  repair  to  Pompey's  theatre. 

[Exit  CiMMA 
Come,  Casca,  you  and  I  will  yet,  ere  day, 
See  Brutus  at  his  house:  three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already;  and  the  man  entire. 
Upon  the  next  encounter,  yields  him  ours. 

Caaca,  O,  he  sits  high  in  all  the  people's  hearts  * 
And  that  which  would  appear  ofienoe  m  as, 
His  countenance,  like  richest  alchymy. 
Will  change  to  virtue  and  to  worthiness. 

Cat,  Him,  and  his  worth,  and  oar  great  need  oi 
him. 
Ton  have  right  well  oonoeited.    Let  as  go. 
For  it  is  after  midnight ,  aiK<  ere  day 
We  will  awake  him.  and  be  sure  of  him.   \E30tml. 
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ACT  II. 


SCENE  h-^Thetame,    Bmtxui%  Orchard. 

Enter  Bbutus. 

Bru,  What  LuciasI  bo!— 
I  cannot,  by  the  progress  of  the  stvs, 
Give  guess  how  near  to^j.  -  Lucius,  I  say  I— 
I  would  it  were  my  fiiult  to  sleep  so  soundly.  — 
When,  Lucius,  when!    Awake,  I  sayl    What, 
Lucius! 

.Sk<er  LuGiiiB. 

Luc  Caird  yon,  my  lord  ? 

Bru,  Get  me  a  taper  in  my  study,  Lucius : 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 

Luc  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exit, 

Bru,  It  must  be  by  his  death :  and,  for  my  part, 
I  know  no  personal  cause  to  spurn  at  him. 
But  for  the  general.    Ue  would  be  crown'd  :— 
How  that  mi^ht  change  his  nature,  there's  the 

question. 
It  is  tne  bright  day  that  brings  forth  the  adder; 
And  that  craves  wary  walking.    Crown  him  ?-> 

That;— 
And  theuj  I  grant,  we  put  a  sting  in  him. 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 
The  abuse  of  greatness  is  when  it  disjoins 
Remorse  from  power:  And,  to  speak  truth  of 

CiBsar, 
I  have  not  known  when  his  affections  swayed 
More  than  his  reason.    But  'tis  a  common  proof 
That  lowliness  is  young  ambition's  ladder. 
Whereto  the  climber-upward  turns  his  face : 
But  when  he  once  attains  the  utmost  round, 
Ue  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  bade, 
Looks  in  the  clouds,  scorning  the  base  degrees 
By  which  he  did  ascend :  So  Csesar  may ; 
Then,  lest  he  may,  prevent.    And,   since   the 

quarrel 
Will  bear  no  colour  for  the  thing  he  is. 
Fashion  it  thus ;  that  what  he  is,  augmented, 
Would  run  to  these  and  these  extremities : 
And  therefore  think  him  as  a  serpent's  egg. 
Which,  hatoh'di  would  as  his  Idnd  grow  mis- 
chievous; 
And  kill  him  in  the  sheU. 

Be-enter  Lvcnm, 

Luc  The  taper  bumeth  in  ^our  closet,  sir. 
Searching  the  window  for  a  flint,  I  found 
ThiH  paper,  thus  seal'd  up ;  and,  I  am  sure, 
It  did  not  lie  there  when  I  went  to  bed. 

Bru.  Get  you  to  bed  again,  it  is  not  day. 
Is  not  to-morrow,  boy,  the  ides  of  March  r 

Luc  I  know  not,  sir. 

Bru.  Look  in  the  calendar,  and  bring  me  word. 

Luc  I  will,  sir.  [Exit, 

Bru.  The  exhalations,  whizsing  in  the  air. 
Give  so  much  light  that  1  may  read  by  them. 

[OpcHM  the  Utter,  and  reads. 
**  Brutus,  thou  sleep'st;  awake,  and  see  thyself. 
Shall  Rome,  &c.    Speak,  strike,  redress  I 

Brutus,  thou  sleep'st;  awakel" 

Such  instigations  have  been  often  dropp'd 
Where  I  have  took  them  up. 
"  Shall  Rome,  &o  "    Thus  must  I  piece  it  out; 
Shall  Rome  stand  onder  one  man's  awe?    What  1 

Rome? 
My  ancestors  did  firom  the  streets  of  Rome 
The  Tarquin  drive,  when  he  was  call'd  a  king. 

Speak,  strike,  redress  l"— Am  I  entreated 


To  speak  and  strike?     O  Romet  I  make  Cm 

promise. 
If  the  reoress  will  follow,  thou  receivest 
Thy  full  petition  at  the  hand  of  Brutus  1 

Bctnter  hJJCW9. 

Luc  Sir,  Marcn  is  wasted  fourteen  days. 

[KtwekvjUhm, 

Bru.  Tis  good.     Go  to  the  gate:   somebody 
knocks.  [Exit  Lucius. 

Since  Caasius  first  did  whet  me  against  Caesar 
I  have  not  slept. 

Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing 
And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantasraa,  or  a  hideous  dream : 
The  genius  and  the  mortal  instruments 
Are  then  in  council ;  and  the  state  of  a  man. 
Like  to  a  little  kingdom,  suffers  then 
The  nature  of  an  insurrection. 

Bender  Lucius. 

Luc  Sir,  *tis  your  brother  Cassias  at  the  door» 
Who  doth  desire  to  see  you. 

Bru,  Is  he  alone? 

Luc  No,  sir,  there  are  more  with  him. 

Bru.  Do  you  know  them  ? 

Luc  No,  sir;  their  hats  are  pluck'd  about  their 
ears. 
And  half  their  faces  buried  in  their  doaks, 
That  by  no  means  I  may  discover  them 
By  any  mark  of  fitvour. 

Bru.  Let  them  enter. 

[Exit  Lucius 
They  are  the  Action.    0  Conspiracy  I 
Sham^  thou  to  show  thy  dangerous  brow  by 

night. 
When  evils  are  most  free  ?    O,  then,  by  day 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough 
To  mask  thj  monstrous  visage?   Seek  none.  Con- 
spiracy ; 
Hide  it  in  smiles  and  affiibility : 
For  if  thou  path,  thy  native  semblance  on, 
Not  Erebus  itself  were  dim  enough 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

Enter  Cabsujs^  Cabga,  Decius,  Cinha,  Mbtbllub 

ClHBER,  and  TUEBONIUS. 

Cos.  I  think  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  rest: 
Good  morrow,  Brutus.    Do  we  trouble  you? 

Bru.  1  have  been  up  this  hour ;  awake  all  nigfat 
Know  I  these  men  that  come  along  with  you  ? 

Cob.  Yes,  every  man  of  tliem ;  and  no  man  here 
But  honours  you :  and  everv  one  doth  wish 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  yourself 
Which  every  noble  Roman  bears  of  yon* 
This  is  Trebonius. 

Bru,  He  u  welcome  hither. 

Ca$.  This,  Decius  Brutus. 

Bru,  He  is  welcome  too. 

Cos.  This,  Casca ;  this,  Cinna ;  and  this  Metellus 
Cimber. 

Bru.  They  are  all  welcome. 
What  watchful  cares  do  interpose  themsdvea 
Betwixt  your  eyes  and  night? 

Coi,  Shall  I  entreat  a  word  ?       [They  uihiiper. 

Dec  Here  lies  the  east :  Doth  not  the  day  break 
here? 

Ca$oa.  No. 

Oin.  O,  pardon,  sir,  it  doth ;  and  yon  grey  lines 
That  fret  the  clouds  are  messens^rs  of  dayw    iQ 


JULIUS 
Onfoo.  YoQ  flhtll  eonfeM  that  ^-oii  are  both 
deceived. 
Bere,  as  I  point  mj  sword,  the  sun  arises ; 
Which  is  a  great  war  growing  on  the  iooth, 
Weighing  the  joathml  season  of  the  year. 
Some  two  months  hence,  np  higher  toward  the 

north 
He  first  presents  his  fire ;  and  the  high  east 
Stands,  is  the  Capitol,  directly  here. 
Bru.  Give  me  jour  hands  all  over,  one  by  one. 
Cas»  And  let  as  swear  oar  resolution. 
Bru,  No,  not  an  oath :  If  not  the  face  of  men, 
The  sufferance  of  our  seals,  the  time%  abuse, — 
If  these  be  motives  weak,  break  off  betimes, 
And  every  man  hence  to  his  idle  bed ; 
So  let  high-sighted  tyranny  range  on. 
Till  each  man  drop  by  lottery.    Bat  if 
As  I  am  sore  they  do,  bear  nre  enough 
To  kindle  cowards,  and  to  steel  with  valour 
The  melting  spirits  of  women ;  then,  countrymen, 
What  need  we  any  spur  but  oar  own  cause 
To  prick  us  to  redress?  what  other  bond 
Than  secret  Romaa**,  that  have  spoke  the  word, 
And  will  not  palter?  and  what  other  oath, 
Than  honesty  to  honesty  engaged, 
That  this  shall  be.  or  we  wiU  foil  for  it  ? 
Swear  priests,  and  cowards,  and  men  cautelous. 
Old  feeble  carrions,  and  such  suffering  souls 
That  welcome  wrongs;  unto  bad  causes  swear 
Sooh  creatorea  as  men  doubt :  but  do  not  stain 
The  eren  virtue  of  our  enterprise. 
Nor  the  insnppressive  metal  of  our  spirits. 
To  think  that,  or  our  cause,  or  our  performance, 
Did  need  an  oath ;  when  every  drop  of  blood. 
That  every  Roman  bears,  and  nobly  bears. 
Is  guilty  of  a  several  bastardy. 
If  he  do  break  the  smallest  particle 
Of  any  promise  that  hath  passed  from  him. 

Cos,  But  what  of  Cicero  ?  Shall  we  sound  him? 
I  think  he  will  stand  very  strong  with  us. 
Casca,  Let  us  not  leave  him  out 
Cm,  No,  by  no  means. 

Met.  O  let  OS  have  him ;  for  his  silver  hairs 
Will  porchase  as  a  good  opinion. 
And  boy  inen*s  voices  to  commend  oar  deeds : 
It  shall  be  said  his  lodgment  rul'd  our  hands ; 
Oar  youths  and  wifdness  shall  no  whit  appear. 
Bat  ail  be  buried  in  his  gravity. 
Bru,  O,  name  him  not ;  let  as  not  break  with 
him; 
For  he  will  never  follow  anything 
That  other  men  begin* 
Got.  Then  leave  him  out 

Oatea^  Indeed,  he  is  not  fit. 
Dee,  Shall  no  man  else  be  touched  bat  only 

Caesar? 
Gis.  Dedus,  well  urg*d :— I  think  it  is  not  meet, 
Mark  Antony,  so  well  beloved  of  Caesar, 
Should  oatlive  Cassar :  we  shall  find  of  him 
A  shrewd  contriver ;  and  you  know  his  means, 
If  he  improve  them,  may  well  btretcb  so  &r 
ks  to  annoy  as  all :  which  to  prevent, 
Let  Antony  and  Cesar  fall  together. 
Bru,  Our  coarse  will  seem  too  bloody,  Cains 
Cassins, 
To  eat  the  head  off^  and  then  hack  the  limbs; 
Like  wrath  in  death,  and  envy  afterwards: 
For  Antony  is  but  a  limb  of  CaBsar. 
Let  OS  be  sacrificers,  bat  not  butchers,  Caias. 
We  all  stand  up  agsiinst  the  spirit  of  Caesar ; 
And  in  the  spirit  of  men  there  is  no  bhKMl : 
O,  that  we  then  could  come  bv  Csisar's  spirit, 
And  not  difmeaiber  Gaosarl  Bat,  alas. 
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Cnsar  mast  bleed  for  it  I    And,  gentle  friends, 
Let*s  kill  him  boldly,  bat  not  wrathfully ; 
Let's  carve  him  as  a  dish  fit  for  the  gods, 
Not  hew  him  as  a  carcass  fit  for  hounds: 
And  let  oar  hearts,  as  subtle  masters  do, 
Stir  an  their  servants  to  an  act  of  rage, 
And  atter  seem  to  chide  them.    Thb  shall  make 
Oar  purpose  necessary,  and  not  envious : 
Which  so  appearing  to  the  common  eyes, 
We  shall  be  call'd  purgers,  not  murderers. 
And  for  Mark  Antony,  think  not  of  him ; 
For  he  can  do  no  more  than  Ciesar^  arm 
When  Cnsar^s  head  is  o£ 

Oae,  Tet  I  fear  him : 

For  in  the  ingrafted  love  he  bears  to  Caesar^— 

Bru.  Alas,  good  Cassius!  do  not  think  or  him 
If  he  love  Casar,  all  that  he  can  do 
Is  to  himself, — take  thought,  and  die  for  Caesar: 
And  that  were  much  he  uiould;  for  he  is  given 
To  sports,  to  wildness,  and  much  company. 

Treb.  There  is  no  fear  in  him  ^  let  him  not  die; 
For  he  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter. 

[Clock$trike$ 

Bru,  Peace  I  count  the  dock. 

Cob.  The  clock  hath  stricken  three 

Treb.  Tis  time  to  part. 

Cos.  But  it  is  doubtful  yet 

Whether  Caesar  will  come  forth  to-day,  or  no: 
For  he  is  superstitious  ^own  of  late ; 
Quite  from  the  main  opinion  he  held  onoe 
Of  fantasy,  of  dreams,  and  ceremonies ; 
It  may  be,  these  apparent  prodigies. 
The  unaccustomed  terror  or  this  ni^^ht. 
And  the  persuasion  of  his  augurers. 
May  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to^aay. 

Dec  Never  fear  that :  If  he  be  so  resdT'O 
I  can  o*ersway  him:  for  he  loves  to  hear 
That  unicorns  may  be  betrayed  with  trees, 
And  bears  with  glasses,  elei  hants  with  holes, 
Lions  with  toils,  and  men  with  flatterers : 
But  when  I  tell  him  he  hates  flatterers. 
He  says  he  does ;  being  then  most  flattered. 
Let  me  work : 

For  1  can  give  his  humour  the  true  bent ; 
And  I  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

Cos,  N«y,  we  will  all  of  os  be  there  to  fetct 
him. 

Bru,  By  the  eighth  hour :  Is  that  the  uttermost ' 

Cifu  Be  that  the  uttermost,  and  fail  not  then. 

Met.  Cains  Ligarius  doth  bear  Caesar  hard, 
Who  rated  him  for  speaking  well  of  Pompey ; 
I  wonder  none  of  vou  have  thought  of  him. 

Br%k  Now,  good  Metellus,  go  along  b^  him : 
He  loves  me   well,  and   I   have  given   him 

reasons; 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  111  fashion  him. 

Cos,  The  morning  comet  upon  as :  l^ell  leave 
you,  Brutus:— 
And,  friends,  disperse  yourselves ;  but  all  remem- 
ber 
What  yoa  have  said,  and  show  yourselves  true 
Romans. 
Bru,  Good  gentlemen,  look  fresh  and  merrily  i 
Let  not  our  looks  put  on  our  purposes; 
But  bear  it  as  our  Koman  actors  do. 
With  untir'd  spirits  and  formal  constancy  t 
And  so,  good  morrow  to  yoa  every  one. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Brutus 
Bo^I  Lucius  !~Fast  asleep!  It  is  no  matter- 
Enjoy  the  honey-heavy  dew  of  slumber : 
Thou  haat  no  figures,  nor  no  fantasies. 
Which  bosy  care  draws  In  the  brains  of  mea 
Therefore  thou  ileep%t  so  sound,    r  ^  ^  ^^T^ 
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Bnkr  Pobtia. 

For,  Brotiis,  my  lordl 

Bru.  Portia,  what  mean  70a  f    Wherefore  rise 
YOU  now? 
It  is  not  for  jour  health  thus  to  commit 
Your  weak  condition  to  the  raw-cold  morning. 

Por,  Nor  for  yours  neither.  Yoo  have  ungentlj, 
Brutos, 
Stole  from  my  bed :  And  yesternight,  at  supper, 
Toa  suddenly  arose,  and  walk*d  about, 
Musing  and  sighing,  with  your  arms  across: 
And  when  I  ask'd  you  what  the  matter  was, 
Too  8tar*d  upon  me  with  ungentle  looks: 
I  urg'd  you  further ;  then  you  scratched  your  head, 
And  too  impatiently  stamped  with  your  foot: 
Yet  I  insisted,  yet  yon  answer 'd  not; 
But,  with  an  angry  wafture  of  your  hand, 
Qave  sign  for  me  to  leave  you:  So  I  did ; 
Fearing  to  strengthen  that  impatience 
Which  seem*d  too  much  enkindled ;  and,  withal, 
Hoping  it  was  but  an  effect  of  humour. 
Which  sometime  hath  bis  hour  with  every  man. 
It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  sleep ; 
And,  could  it  work  so  much  upon  your  shape, 
kB  it  hath  much  prevaiKd  on  your  condition, 
I  should  not  know  youj  Brutus.     Dear  my  lord. 
Make  me  acquainted  with  your  cause  of  ^ief. 

Bru,  1  am  not  well  in  health,  and  that  is  all. 

P&r,  Brutus  is  wise,  and  were  he  not  in  health 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 

Bru,  Why,  so  1  do: — Good  Portia,  ^o  to  bed. 

Por,  Is  Brutus  sick?  and  is  it  physical 
To  walk  unbraced,  and  suck  up  the  humours 
Of  the  dank  morning?    What,  is  Brutus  sick? 
And  will  lie  steal  out  of  his  wholesome  bed, 
To  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  nieht, 
And  tempt  the  rheumy  and  unpurged  air 
To  add  unto  his  sickness  ?    No,  my  Brutus : 
You  have  some  sick  offence  within  your  mind, 
Which,  by  the  right  and  virtue  of  my  place, 
I  ought  to  know  of:  And,  upon  my  knees, 
I  diarm  you,  by  my  once  commended  beauty. 
By  all  your  vows  of  love,  and  tliat  great  vow 
Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one, 
That  you  unfold  to  me,  yourself,  your  half, 
Why  you  are  heavy ;  and  what  men  to-night 
Have  nad  resort  to  yon :  for  here  have  been 
Some  six  or  seven,  who  did  hide  their  faces 
Even  from  darkness. 

Brvu  Kneel  not,  gentle  Portia. 

Por,  I  should  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle 
Brutus. 
VlTithin  the  bond  of  marriage,  tell  me,  Brutus, 
Is  it  ezceptfd  1  should  know  no  secrets 
'niat  appertain  to  you?    Am  I  yourself 
But,  as  It  were,  in  sort  or  limitation ; 
Ta  keep  with  you  at  meals,  comfort  your  bed, 
And  talk  to  you  sometimes?     Dwell  1  but  in  the 

suburbs 
Of  your  good  pleasure?    If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutus*  harlot,  not  his  wife. 

Bra.  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife; 
As  dear  to  me  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
That  visit  my  sad  heart. 

Pur.  If  this  were  true,  then  should  I  know  this 
secret. 
I  grant  I  am  a  woman ;  but,  withal, 
A  woman  that  I^rd  Brutus  took  to  wife : 
I  grant  1  am  a  woman  ;  but,  withal, 
A  woman  well-reputed, — Cato's  daughter. 
Think  you  I  am  no  stronger  than  my  sex. 
Being  so  fathered  and  so  husbanded? 
T«U  me  your  oonnsels,  1  will  not  disclose  them: 


CiESAR. 

I  have  made  strong  proof  of  my  ooostaney. 
Giving  myself  a  voluntary  wound 
Here,  in  the  thigh :  Can  I  bear  that  with  ] 
And  not  my  husband's  secrets? 

Bru,  O  ye  gods. 

Render  me  worthy  of  this  noble  wifel 

[Knocking  wiOm^ 
Hark,  hark  I  one  knocks :  Portia,  go  m  awhile: 
And  by  and  by  thy  bosom  shall  putake 
The  secrets  ot  my  heart. 
All  my  engagements  I  will  constme  to  thee 
All  the  charactery  of  my  sad  brows: 
Leave  me  with  haste.  [Exit  Posni. 

EnUr  LuciUB  and  Ligariub.  ^ 

Lucius,  who*s  that  kno^  ? 
Imc  Here  is  a  sick  man  that  would  speak  with 

drou. 
nius  Ligarius,  that  Metellns  spake  of.— > 
Boy^  stand  aside.  — Caius  Ligarius  1  how  ? 

L%g,  Vouchsafe  good  morrow  ^m  a  feeble 
tongue. 

Bru  0,  what  a  time  hare  yon  chose  oot,  bnya 
Caios. 
To  wear  a  kerchief  I  *Would  yon  were  not  sick  I 

Lig,  I  am  not  sick,  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 
Any  exploit  worthy  the  name  of  honour. 

Bru,  8uch  an  exploit  have  I  in  liaud,  Ugarias, 
Had  you  a  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  it. 

Lig,  By  all  the  gods  that  Romans  bow  before, 
I  here  discard  my  sickness!  Soul  of  Home! 
Brave  son,  deriv  d  from  honourable  loins  I 
Thou,  like  an  ex4>rcist,  has  conjur'd  up 
My  mortified  sphit.    Now  bid  me  run, 
And  I  will  strive  with  things  impossible; 
Yea,  get  the  better  of  them.    Wliat^  to  do? 

Biru,  A  piece  of  work  that  will  make  sick  men 
wnole. 

Lig,  But  are  not  some  whole  that  we  must  make 
sick? 

Bru,  That  must  be  also.    What  it  is,  my  Caina. 
I  shall  unfold  to  thee,  as  we  are  going, 
To  whom  it  must  be  done. 

Lig,  Set  on  your  foot  { 

And,  with  a  heart  new  firM,  1  follow  you. 
To  do  I  know  not  what:  but  it  sufficeth 
That  Brutus  leads  me  on. 

Bru.  Follow  me  then.    [JEbmmI. 

SCENE  XL— T%«safne.  ARoominCKatiT^Paiact, 

Thunder  and  Ughtning.    Enter  CfiBAB,  m  kiamglU 
gown, 

OcBB,  Nor  heaven,  nor  earth,  have  been  at  peaoe 
to-iiiglit : 
Thrice  hath  Calphumia  in  her  sleep  cried  out, 
**  Help,  ho  I  theymurtherCsesarr  Who*swithinf 

Enter  a  Servant 

8trv,  My  lord? 

Caa.  Go  bid  the  priests  do  present  sacrifice, 
And  bring  me  their  opinions  of  success. 
Serv,  1  will,  my  lord.     *  [JUC 

Enter  Calphurnia. 

CaL  What  mean  you,  Caesar?    Think  you  to 
walk  forth  ? 
You  shall  not  stir  out  of  your  house  to-day. 
Coe$.  dp^uu*    shall    forth:     The    things   that 
threatened  me 
Ne'er  look'd  but  on  my  back ;  when  they  shalJ  see 
The  face  of  Cassar,  they  are  vanished. 
CaL  Casar,  1  never  stood  on  oafaihonieey^  I  /> 
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JUT.IUS 
y  et  now  they  fright  me.    There  is  one  witnin, 
Besides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  seen, 
Reconnts  most  horrid  sights  seen  by  the  watch. 
A  lionetss  hath  whelped  in  the  streets; 
And  graves  hare  yawn'd  and  yielded  np  their 

dead: 
Fierce  fiery  warriors  fight  apon  the  eloads, 
In  ranks  and  sqaadrons,  and  right  form  of  war, 
Which  dn/zled  blood  upon  the  Capitol: 
The  noise  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air, 
Horses  do  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan; 
And  ghosts  did  shriek  and  squeal  about  the  streets. 

0  Caintr !  these  things  are  beyond  ail  use, 
And  I  do  fear  them. 

Cca.  What  can  he  avoided 

Whose  end  is  purposed  by  the  mighty  gods? 
Yet  Ciesar  shall  go  forth :  for  these  predictions 
Are  to  the  world  in  general ,  as  to  Caesar. 

CaL  W  hen  beggars  die,  there  are  no  comets  seen; 
The  heavens  themselves  blaze  forth  the  death  of 
princes. 

Ctn,    Cowards  die  many  times  befoire  their 
deaths; 
The  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once. 
Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  beards 
It  seems  to  me  roost  strange  that  men  should  fear ; 
Seeing  that  death,  a  necessary  end. 
Will  come  when  it  will  come. 

Me^MUr  a  Servant. 

What  say  the  augurers  ? 

Sen*  Ther  would  not  have  yoa  to  stir  forth 
to-day. 
Plucking  the  entrails  of  an  offering  forth, 
Thev  could  not  find  a  heart  within  the  beast. 

(jcu.  The  gods  do  this  in  nliame  of  cowardice: 
Csesar  should  be  a  beast  witiiout  a  heart, 
If  he  should  stay  at  home  to-day  for  fear. 
Mo,  Coisar  shall  not:  Danger  knows  full  well 
That  Cssar  is  more  dangerous  than  he. 
We  were  two  liona  litter  d  in  one  day, 
And  1  the  elder  and  more  terrible; 
And  Cssar  shall  go  forth. 

CaL  Alas,  ni^  lord. 

Your  wisdom  u  consumed  in  confidence. 
Do  not  go  forth  to  day :  call  it  my  fear 
That  keeps  vou  in  the  house,  and  not  your  own. 
Well  send  Mark  Antony  to  the  senate-house ; 
And  he  shal?  say  you  are  not  well  to-day : 
Let  me,  upon  my  knee,  prevail  in  this. 

Ctn,  Mark  Antony  shall  say  I  am  not  well; 
And,  for  thy  humour,  I  will  stay  at  home. 

Enter  l>BcmB, 

Here^  Decius  Brutus,  he  shall  tell  them  so. 
Dee.  Cet«r,  all  hail  I   Good  morrow,  worthy 
Cft*8ar: 

1  oome  to  fetch  you  to  the  senate-house. 

CcB$,  And  yon  are  come  in  very  huppy  time, 
To  bear  my  greeting  t  >  the  senators, 
And  tell  them  that  T  will  not  come  to-day: 
Cannot,  is  fal^e ;  and  that  1  dare  not,  fiilser ; 
I  will  not  come  to-day :  Tell  them  so,  Deciua. 

CaL  iSay  he  is  sick. 

CoB^  Shan  Cesar  send  a  lie  ? 

Have  1  in  conquest  stretched  mine  hand  so  far, 
To  be  afeard  to  tell  greybeards  the  truth  ? 
Decius,  go  tell  them  Ccesar  will  nut  come. 

Dec  Most  mighty  Cssar,  let  me  know  fome 
cause, 
Lest  I  be  laugh'd  at  when  I  tell  them  so. 

Cce».  The  cause  is  in  my  will,  1  will  not  oome ; 
That  iff  enough  to  satisfy  the  senate. 


C^ESAK.  ^7 

But,  for  your  private  satisfaction, 
Because  I  love  you,  I  will  let  you  know ; 
Calphurnia,  here,  my  wife,  stays  me  at  home. 
She  dreamt  to-nisrht  she  saw  my  sfatuc, 
Which,  like  a  fountain  with  a  hundred  sponte, 
Did  run  pure  blood ;  and  many  lustv  Romans 
Came  smiling,  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it. 
And    these    does  she  apply  for  warnings, 

portents. 
And  evils  imminent;  and  on  her  knee 
Hath  befffir'd  that  l  will  stay  at  home  to-day. 
Dec  This  dream  is  all  amiss  interpreted ; 
ft  was  a  vision  fair  and  fortunate : 
Yonr  statue  spoutinfir  blood  in  many  pipes. 
In  which  so  many  smiliner  Bomans  bath'o, 
Si<rnifies  that  from  vou  ^ear  Rome  shall  snck 
Reviving  blood ;  and  that  great  men  shall  press 
For  tinctures,  stains,  relics,  and  cofrnizance. 
This  by  Calnhumia's  dream  is  sijrnified. 
C<B$,  And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it 
Dec,  I  have  when  you  have  heard  what  I  can 

say: 
And  know  it  now ;  the  senate  have  concluded 
To  give,  this  day,  a  crown  to  migbhr  Caesar. 
If  you  shall  send  them  word  you  will  not  come, 
Their  minds  may  change.  Besides,  it  were  a  mock 
Apt  to  be  render'd,  for  some  one  to  say, 
'*  Break  up  the  senate  till  another  time, 
When  Caesar's  wife  shall  meet  with  better 

dreams." 
If  Csesar  hide  himself,  shall  they  not  whisper, 
**  Lo,  Caesar  is  afraid  ?" 
Pardon  me,  Caesar :  for  my  dear,  dear  love 
To  vour  proceeding  bids  me  teU  you  this; 
Ajid  reason  to  my  love  is  liable. 
Cat.  How  foolish  do  your  fears  seem  now, 

Calphurnia ! 
I  am  ashamed  I  did  yield  to  them.  — 
Give  me  my  robe,  for  I  will  go : — 

EnUr  PUBLIUS,  Bbutus.  Lioabius,  Mbtbllu8« 

Casca,  Trebonids,  and  Cinna. 
And  look  where  Publins  is  come  to  fetch  me. 

Pub.  Grood  morrow,  Caesar. 

Cats,  Welcome,  Publias.— 

What,  Brutus,  are  yon  stirr'd  so  early  too  ? 
Good  morrow.  Casca.— Caius  Ligarius, 
Caesar  was  ne  er  so  much  vour  enemy 
As  that  same  ague  which  hath  made  yon  lean.— 
What  is*t  o'clock  ? 

Bru.  Caesar,  *tis  stmcken  eight 

Ccu,  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  courtesy. 

Enter  Antont. 
See !  Antony,  that  revels  lonff  o'nights, 
Is  notwithstanding  up :  Gooa  morrow,  Antony. 
Ant.  So  to  most  noble- Caesar. 
C(E9.  Bid  them  prepare  within :  — 
I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. — 
Now,Cinna :— Now,  Metellus :— Wbat,Trebonin8, 
I  have  an  hour's  talk  in  store  for  you ; 
Remember  that  you  call  on  me  to  day : 
Be  near  me,  that  I  mav  remember  yon. 
I      Trd>.  Cssar,  I  will ;— and  so  near  will  I  be, 
'  [Aeide 

That  your  best  friends  shall  wish  I  haa  been 
further. 
Ccu.  Good  friends,  go  in,  and  taste  some  wine 
with  me ; 
And  we,  like  friends,  will  straightway  go  together. 
Bru.  That  every  like  is  not  the  same,  O  Caesar, 
The  heart  of  Brutus  yearns  to  think  upon  1 

[Extuni 
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d68  JULIUS 

SCENE  UL-^TM  tame,    A  Utre^  near  ihe 

CapitoL 

EniUr  Artemidokus,  reading  a  ]paper. 

Art.  "Onsar.  beware  of  Brntus:  take  heed  of  Canlns; 
eome  not  near  Cusca ;  have  aa  eve  to  Ciutia ;  trust  not 
Trehonius;  mark  well  Metellus  Ciinber;  Deciiui  Brutua 
lores  thee  not ;  thou  hast  wronged  Caius  Ligariiia.  There 
is  but  one  mind  in  aU  these  men.  and  it  is  beul  aRainst 
Oa^aar.  If  thou  beest  not  immortal,  look  about  you. 
Security  gires  way  to  conspiracy.  The  mighty  gods 
defend  the*  1    Thy  lover.  "AaTKMiDoaua.- 

Here  will  I  stand  till  Cssar  pass  along, 

And  as  a  suitor  will  I  give  him  tliis. 

My  heart  laments  that  virtue  cannot  live 

Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation. 

If  thou  read  this,  0  Caesar,  thou  mayst  live: 

If  not,  the  Fates  with  traitors  do  contrive.     [ExiL 

SCENE  Vf,-— The  tame.  AnotJier  part  of  the  same 
Street,  b^ore  the  ffoute  of  Brutus. 
Enter  Portia  and  Lucius. 
Bor,  I  prithee,  boy,  mn  to  the  senate-house ; 
^tay  not  to  answer  me,  but  get  thee  gone : 
Why  dost  thou  stay? 
Luc^  To  kno  w^  my  errand,  madam  • 

For.  I  would  have  had  thee  there,  and  here  again. 
Ere  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  shou  dst  du  there. — 

0  constancy,  be  strong  upon  my  side! 

Set  a  huge  mountain  'tween  my  heart  and  tongue ! 

1  have  a  man's  mind,  but  a  woman's  might 
How  hard  it  is  for  women  to  keep  council  I — 
A.rt  thou  here  yet? 

Lttc  Madam,  what  should  I  do? 

Run  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  else  ? 
And  so  return  to  yoo,  and  nothing  else? 

i\r.  Yes,  bring  me  word,  boy,  if  thy  lord  look 
well. 
For  he  went  sickly  forth:  And  take  good  note 
What  CflBsar  doth,  what  suitors  press  to  him. 
llarkfboy!  what  noise  is  that? 


C^SAR. 

Lm,  I  hear  none,  martaiiu 
iW.  Prithee,  listen  well. 

I  heard  a  bustling  rumour,  like  a  (nj^ 
And  the  wind  brings  it  from  the  Capital. 
Luc  Sooth,  madam,  I  hear  nothing. 

Enter  Soothsayer. 

Ihr,  Come  hither,  fellow 

Which  way  hast  thou  been? 

Sootli.  At  mine  own  house,  good  lady. 

For.  What  is't  o'clock  ? 

Sooth.  About  the  ninth  hour,  lady. 

For.  Is  Csesar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol  ? 

&)oth.  Madam,  not  yet ;  I  go  to  take  my  stand. 
To  see  him  pass  on  to  the  Capitol. 

For.  Thou  hast  some  suit  to  Caesar,  hast  thou 
not? 

SooOu  That  I  have,  lady:  if  it  will  plesM 
Caesar 
To  be  so  good  to  Caesar  as  to  hear  me, 
I  shall  beseech  him  to  befriend  himself. 

For.  Why,  knov'st  thou  any  harm's  intended 
towards  him  ? 

Sooth.  None  that  I  know  will  be,  much  that  I 
fear  may  chance. 
Good  morrow  to  vou.    Here  the  street  is  narrow: 
The  throng  that  h)1Iows  Caesar  at  the  heela. 
Of  senators,  of  praetors,  common  suitors. 
Will  crowd  a  feeble  man  almost  to  death: 
ril  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there 
Speak  to  great  Caesar  as  he  comes  along.       [EbaL 

For.  I  must  go  in. — Ah  me !  how  weak  a  thing 
The  heart  of  woman  isl  O  Brutus  I 
The  heavens  speed  thee  in  thine  enterprise! 
Sure,  the  boy  heard  me: — Brutus  hath  a  salt 
That  Caesar  will  not  grant— 0, 1  grow  faint: — 
Run,  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  lord; 
Say  1  am  merry :  come  to  me  again. 
And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  say  to  thee. 

[ExetmL 


ACT  HL 


SCENE  I.— T%0  eame.    The  Capitol ;  the  Senate 
sitting, 

A  crowd  of  people  m  the  street  leading  to  the 
Capitol ;  among  them  Artemidobus  and  the 
Soothsayer.  Flourish.  Enter  Cassar,  Brutus, 
Cassius,    Casoa,   Deoius,   Mbtbllus,  Trb- 

B0N1U8,  CiNNA,  AnTOMT,  LePIDUS,  PoFIUDB, 

PUBLius,  and  others. 

Cces.  The  ides  of  March  are  come. 

Sooth.  Ay,  Caesar;  but  not  gone. 

Art.  Hail,  Caesar!  Read  this  schedule. 

Dec  Trehonius  doth  desire  you  to  o'er-read, 
A.t  your  best  leisure,  this  his  humble  suit. 

Art.  0,  Caesar,  read  mine  first :  for  mine's  a  suit 
That  touches  Cssar  nearer :  Read  it,  great  Ciesar. 

Coes.  What  touches  us  onrself  shall  be  last 
serv'd. 

ArL  Delay  not,  Caesar ;  read  it  instantly. 

Cos.  What,  is  the  fellow  mad  ? 

Fub.  Sirrah,  give  place. 

Cos.  What,  urge  you  3ronr  petitions  m  the  street? 
Come  to  the  Capitol. 

C  ABAB  enters  the  Capitol,  the  rest  following.    AU 

the  Senators  rise. 

Pop,  I  wish  your  enterprise  to-day  may  thrive* 

Cos.  What  enterprise,  Popilius  ? 

Pop  Fare  you  well. 

[Adoanoes  to  Cjbbab. 


Bru,  What  said  Popilius  Lena? 
Cos.  He  wish'd,  to-day  our  enterprise   might 
thrive. 
I  fear  our  purpose  is  discovered. 
£ru,  Looic,  now  he  makes  to  Caesar :  Mark  him. 
Cos.  Casca,  be  sudden,  for  we  fear  prevention. — 
Brutus,  w  hat  shall  be  done  ?    If  this  be  known, 
Cassius  or  Caesar  never  shall  turn  back. 
For  1  will  slay  myself. 

Bru.  Cassius,  be  constant: 

Popilius  Lena  speaks  not  of  our  purposes ; 
For,  look,  he  smiles,  and  Caesar  aoth  not  change. 
Cos,  Trehonius  knows  his  time ;  for,  look  yoo, 
Brutus, 
He  draws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

[Exeunt  Antony  and  Trebonius.    CjaaAR 
and  the  Senators  taJx  their  seats. 
Dec  Where  is  Metellus  Cimber?  Let  him  go. 
And  presently  prefer  his  suit  to  Caesar. 
Bru,  He  is  address'd:  press  near,  and  second 

him. 
Oin,  Casca,  you  are  the  first  that  rears  your 

hand. 
Cces.  Are  we  all  ready?  what  is  now  amiss, 
That  Caesar,  and  his  senate,  must  redress  ? 
Met.  Most  high,  most  mighty,  and  most  puissant 
Cflpsar, 
Metellus  Cimber  throws  before  thy  seat 
An  humble  heart :~  [KneiMng 
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Om. 


I  mtif  t  peTent  thee,  Gimber. 
low' 


These  conohiogs,  and  these  Wly  oonrtesieB, 

Might  fire  the  blood  of  ordinary  men ; 

And  turn  pre-ordinance,  and  first  decree, 

Into  the  law  of  children.    Be  not  fond, 

To  think  that  CsBsar  bears  snch  rebel  blood, 

That  will  be  diaw'd  from  the  tme  quality 

With  that  which  melteth  fools;  1  mean  sweet 

words, 
^iow  crooked  curtsies,  and  base  spaniel  Owning. 
Thy  brother  by  decree  is  banished : 
If  thon  dost  heady  and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him, 
I  spurn  thee,  like  a  cor,  oat  of  my  way. 
Know,  Cssar  doth  not  wrong:  nor  without  cause 
Will  he  be  satisfied. 

Met,  U  there  no  Toioe  more  worthy  than  my 
own, 
To  sonnd  more  sweetly  in  great  G»8ar*s  ear. 
For  the  repealing  of  my  banish*d  brother? 

Bru.  I  kiss  thy  hand,  bat  not  in  flattery,  Giesar ; 
Oesirbig  thee  that  Publios  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal. 

Cast.  What,Brotas! 

Com,  Pardon,  Gssar :  Cssar,  pardon : 

As  low  as  to  thy  foot  doth  Cassias  fall, 
To  beg  enfranchisement  for  Publios  Cimber. 

CoB$,  I  ooald  be  well  moY*d  if  I  were  as  yon ; 
If  I  coald  pray  to  more,  prayers  woald  more 

me: 
Bnt  I  am  constant  as  the  northern  star 
Of  whose  troe-fixed  and  resting  quality 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament. 
The  skies  are  painted  with  unnumbered  sparks, 
They  are  all  fire,  and  everr  one  doth  shine ; 
But  there's  but  one  In  all  doth  hold  his  place: 
So,  in  the  world:  Tis  fumish'd  well  with  men, 
And  men  are  flesh  and  blood,  and  apprehenslTe; 
Yet,  in  the  nomber,  I  do  know  but  one 
That  unanailable  holds  on  his  rank, 
Unshak'd  of  motion ;  and,  that  I  am  he 
Let  me  a  little  show  it.— even  in  this, 
That  I  was  constant  Cimber  should  be  banish'd. 
And  constant  do  remain  to  keep  him  so. 

Om.  0  C»sar,— 

Ooi.  Hence  t  wilt  thou  Ufk  op  Olympus? 

Dee,  Great  Cnsar,— 

Om,  Doth  not  Brutus  bootless  kneel  ? 

OatocL  Speak,  hands,  for  me. 
[CA0OA  stabe  C^b^^ar  «i  the  nedk,     Cmsjlh 
eatchee  hold  of  his  arm.    He  %$  then  ttabbetl 
hy  eecertd  other  Conspirator$j  and  at  last  bp 
Mabcus  Brutus. 

Otu,  Jit  f«,  BnUe  f — Then  ikll,  Cesar. 

[Dies.    The  etnaton  md  people 
fttireiH  coH^uiotu 

Olm.  Liberty t  Freedom !  Tyranny  is  deadt— 
Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  streets. 

Cos,  Some  to  the  common  pulpits,  and  cry  out, 
**  Liberty,  freedom,  and  enfranchisement ! " 

Bm,  People  and  senators  I  be  not  affrighted ; 
Fly  not ;  stand  still :— ambition^  debt  is  paid. 

Oatoa,  Qo  to  the  pulpit,  Brutus. 

Dec  And  Cassius  too. 

Bru,  Where'^Pnblius? 

Oin.  H<*re.  quite  confounded  with  this  mutiny. 

Met  Stand  fast  together,  lest  some  friend  of 
Cnsar^s 
Should  chance— 

Bru,  Talk  not  of  standing :— Publius,  good  oheer ; 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  roar  person. 
Nor  to  no  Roman  else :  so  tell  tlicm,  Publiuf. 

Ca$,  And  leave  us,  Pnblius;  lest  that  the  people. 
Bushing  on  as,  should  do  your  age  some  mischief. 
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Bru,  Do  so  {—and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed 
But  we  the  doers. 


Be-enter  Trebohius. 

Cos.  Where  is  Antony  7 

7\re,  Fled  to  his  house  amaz'd : 
Men,  wives,  and  children  stare,  cry  out,  and  run, 
As  it  were  doomsday. 

Bru,  Fates !  we  will  know  jom  pleasures  :— 
That  we  shall  die  we  know;  'tis  but  the  time. 
And  drawingMays  out,  that  men  stand  upon. 

Caeca,  Why  he  that  cuts  o£f  twenty  years  of  lifs 
Cuts  off  so  many  years  of  fearing  death. 

Bru.  Grant  that,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit: 
So  are  we  Cssar^  friends,  that  have  abridged 
His  time  of  fearing  death.— Stoop,  Romans,  stoop, 
And  let  us  bathe  our  hands  in  Csesar's  blood 
Up  to  the  elbows,  and  besmear  our  swords: 
Then  walk  we  forth,  even  to  the  market-place; 
And,  waving  our  red  weapons  o*er  our  heads, 
Lefb  all  cry,  Peace,  Freedom,  and  Liberty ! 

Oae,  Stoop  then,  and  wash.    How  many  age* 
hence 
Shall  this  our  lofty  scene  be  acted  over, 
In  states  unborn,  and  accents  yet  unknown  1 

Bru.  How  many  times  shall  Cesar  bleed  in  sport. 
That  now  on  Pompey's  basis  lies  along. 
No  worthier  than  the  dust ! 

Cae,  So  oft  as  that  shaU  be. 

So  often  shall  the  knot  of  us  be  call'd 
The  men  that  gave  their  country  liberty. 

Dee,  What,  shall  we  forth  ? 

Cae,  Ay,  every  man  away 

Brutus  shall  lead ;  and  we  will  grace  his  heels 
With  the  most  boldest  and  best  hearts  of  Rome. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Bhk   Soft,  who  comes  here?     A  friend  of 
Antony's. 

Serv,  Thus,  Brutus,  did  my  master  bid  me  kneel 
Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down ; 
And,  being  prostrate,  thus  he  bade  me  say: 
Brutus  is  noble,  wise,  valiant,  and  honest; 
Cssar  was  mighty,  bold,  royal,  and  loving ; 
Say,  I  lov*d  Brutus,  and  I  honour  him ; 
Say,  I  fear'd  Cesar,  honour'd  him,  and  lov'd  him 
If  Brutus  will  vouchsafe  that  Antony 
Biay  safely  come  to  him,  and  be  resolv'd 
How  Cenr  hath  deserv'd  to  lie  in  death, 
Mark  Antony  shall  not  love  Cesar  dead 
So  well  as  Brutus  living;  but  will  follow 
The  fortunes  and  affiurs  of  noble  Brutus, 
Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  state. 
With  all  true  &ith.     So  says  my  master  Antony. 

Bru,  Thy  master  is  a  wise  ana  valiant  Roman; 
I  never  thought  him  worse. 
Tell  him,  so  please  him  come  unto  this  place, 
He  shall  be  satisfied ;  and,  by  my  honour, 
Depart  untouch 'd. 

JSerVk    111  fetch  him  presently.     [Eadt  Servant. 

Bru,  I  know  that  we  shall  have  him  well  to 
friend. 

Cae,  I  wish  we  may :  but  yet  have  I  a  mind 
That  fears  him  much ;  and  my  misgiving  still 
Falls  shrewdly  to  the  purpose. 

Be^nter  AxTOvr, 

Bru.  But  here  comes  Antony.— Welcome,  Marh 
Antony. 

AaO,  O  mighty  Cetarl  dost  thou  Ue  so  low? 
Are  all  thy  conquests,  glories,  triumphs,  spoils, 
Shrunk  to  this  httle  measure?«Fare  thee  welL— 
I  kaow  not,  g.utl.men.  wh^,^Uy«^§lfeogle 
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Wbo  else  must  be  let  blood,  who  elee  b  nak : 

If  I  myself,  there  is  do  hoar  so  fit 

As  Caesar^  death's  hour ;  nor  no  instniment 

Of  half  that  worth  as  those  yonr  swords,  mado  rich 

With  tho  most  noble  blood  of  all  this  world. 

I  do'beseeeli  yon,  if  you  boar  me  hard, 

Kow,  whilst  yonr  purpled  hands  do  reek  and  smoke, 

Fulfil  your  pleasure.    Live  a  thousand  years, 

[  shall  not  nnd  myself  so  apt  to  die : 

No  place  will  please  me  so,  no  mean  of  death, 

As  here  by  Cassar,  and  by  jou  cut  off, 

The  choice  and  master  spirits  of  this  age. 

Bru.  0  Antony  1  beg  not  your  death  of  us. 
Though  now  we  must  appear  bloody  and  cruel. 
As,  by  our  hands  and  this  our  present  act, 
Yon  see  we  do,  yet  see  you  but  our  hands, 
And  this  the  bleeding  business  thepr  have  done : 
Our  hearts  you  see  not,  they  are  pitiful ; 
And  pity  to  the  general  wrong  of  Rome 
(As  fire  drives  out  fire,  so  pity,  pity) 
Uath  done  this  deed  on  Cnsar.    For  your  part, 
To  you  our  swords  have  leaden  points,  Mark 

Antony: 
Our  arms,  in  strength  of  malice,  and  our  hearts, 
Of  brothers*  temper,  do  receive  you  in 
With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence. 

Cm,  Your  voice  shall  be  as  strong  as  any  man's 
In  the  disposing  of  new  dignities. 

Bru,  Only  be  patient,  till  we  have  appeas'd 
The  multitude,  beside  themselves  with  fear ; 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  cause, 
Why  I,  that  did  love  CsBsar  when  1  struck  him. 
Have  thus  proceeded. 

JnU  I  doubt  not  of  your  wisdom* 

Let  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand : 
First,  Marcus  Brutus,  will  I  shake  with  Von ; 
Kext,  Caius  Cassius,  do  I  take  your  hand ; 
Now,  Decius  Brutus,  yours;— no  wyours,  Metellus; 
Yours,  Cinna ;— and,  m^r  valiant  Casoa,  yours  ;— 
Thon^  last,  not  least  in  love,  yours,  good  Tre- 

bonius. 
Gentlemen  all,— alas  I  what  shall  I  say? 
My  credit  now  stnnds  on  such  slippery  ground. 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  must  conceit  me, 
Bither  a  coward  or  a  flatterer. — 
That  I  did  love  thee,  Caesar,  0,  'tis  true : 
If  then  thy  spirit  look  upon  us  now. 
Shall  it  not  grieve  thee,  dearer  than  thy  death, 
To  see  thy  Antonv  making  his  peace. 
Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  of  thv  foes. 
Most  noble !  in  the  presence  of  thy  corse  ? 
Had  I  as  many  eyes  as  thou  hast  wounds, 
Weeping  as  fast  as  they  stream  forth  thy  blood, 
It  would  become  me  better  than  to  close 
In  terms  of  friendship  vrith  thine  enemies. 
Pardon  me,  Julius  I— Here  wast  thou  bay'd,  brave 

hart; 
Here  didst  thou  fiill;  and  here  thy  hunters  stand, 
Sign'd  in  thy  spoil,  and  orimson'd  in  thy  lethe. 
0  world  I  thou  wast  the  forest  to  this  hart; 
And  this,  indeed,  O  world,  the  heart  of  thee. — 
How  like  a  deer,  stricken  by  many  princes. 
Dost  thou  here  Iiel 

Cos,  Blark  Antony,— 

AnL  Pardon  me,  Cains  Cassius; 

The  enemies  of  Cssar  shall  say  this ; 
Then  in  a  friend  it  is  cold  modesty. 

Oas,  I  blame  you  not  for  praising  Caesar  so; 
But  what  compact  mean  you  to  have  with  us? 
Will  you  be  priok*d  in  number  of  our  friends ; 
Or  sfaiall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you? 

AnL  Therefore  I  took  your  hands;  but  was 
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bway*d  from  the  point,  br  looking  down  on  Onw. 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  love  yon  all ; 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  shall  give  me  reaaone 
Why  and  wherein  Caesar  was  dangerous. 

Bru.  Or  else  were  this  a  savage  spectacle. 
Our  reasons  are  so  full  of  good  regard. 
That  were  you,  Antony,  the  son  of  Cassar, 
You  should  be  satisfied. 

AnL  That's  all  I  seek: 

And  am,  moreover,  suitor  that  I  may 
Produce  his  bod^  to  the  market-place ; 
And  in  the  pulpit,  as  becomes  a  mend, 
Speak  in  the  order  of  his  funeral. 

Bru.  You  shall,  Mark  Antony. 

Com,  Brutus,  a  word  with  yoo. — 

[Ande, 
Ton  know  not  what  you  do :  Do  not  eonsent 
That  Antony  speak  in  his  funeral : 
Know  you  how  much  the  people  may  be  niov*d 
By  that  which  he  will  utter? 

Bru.  By  your  pardon ; — 

I  will  myself  into  the  pulpit  first, 
And  show  the  reason  of  our  Caesar's  death: 
What  Antony  shall  speak,  I  will  protest 
He  speaks  by  leave  and  by  permission; 
And  that  we  are  contented  that  Cassar  shall 
Have  all  true  rites  and  lawful  ceremonies. 
It  shall  advantage  more  than  do  us  wrong. 

Cos.  I  know  not  what  may  fall :  I  like  it  not. 

Bru.  Mark  Antony,  here,  take  you  Ceesar'b  body. 
You  shall  not,  in  your  funeral  speech  blame  us. 
But  speak  all  good  you  can  devise  of  Caesar ; 
And  say  vou  do't  by  our  permission ; 
Else  shall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  funeral :  And  you  shall  speak 
In  tlie  same  pulpit  whereto  I  am  gomg, 
After  my  speech  b  ended. 

Ant  Be  it  so ; 

I  do  desire  no  more. 

Bru.  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  ua. 

[Eseeunt  all  but  Airroirr. 

Ant.  O,  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  piece  of  earth. 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  these  butchers  1 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  noblest  man 
That  ever  lived  in  tlie  tide  of  times. 
Woe  to  the  hand  that  shed  this  costly  blood  t 
Over  thy  wounds  now  do  I  prophesy, — 
Which,  like  dumb  mouths,  do  ope  fJieir  ruby  lips. 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue, — 
A  curse  shall  light  ap<»u  the  limbs  of  men : 
Domestic  fury,  and  nerce  civil  strife, 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italy : 
Blood  and  destruction  shall  be  so  in  use. 
And  dreadful  objects  so  familiar. 
That  mothers  shall  but  smile  when  they  behold 
Their  infimts  quarter'd  with  the  hands  of  war* 
All  pity  chok'd  with  custom  of  fell  deeds: 
And  Caesar's  spirit,  ranging  for  revenge. 
With  At4  by  his  side,  come  hot  from  hell. 
Shall  in  these  confines,  with  a  monarch's  voioe, 
Cry  "  Havock,"  and  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war ; 
That  this  foul  deed  shall  smell  above  the  earth 
With  carrion  men  groaning  for  buriaL 

Enter  a  ^errwot. 

Yoa serve  Octavius  Caesar,  do  yon  not? 

ikrv.  I  do,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  Caesar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  Rome. 

Serv.  He  did  reoeive  his  letters,  and  is  coming: 
And  bid  me  say  to  you  by  word  of  mouth,— 
O  Caesar  I—  [Seeing  the  tfidp, 

AtU.  Thy  heart  is  big;  get  thee  apart  and  weep 
Passion,  I  see,  is  catching :  for  mina  eyei|     i 
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Beeliigthoia  beads  of  sorrow  stand  in  thine, 
Befui  to  water.    Is  thy  master  coming  ? 

Sen,  He  lies  to-night  within  seven  leagues  of 
Rome. 

AnL  Post  back  with  speed,  and  tell  him  what 
hath  chano*d : 
Here  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome, 
No  Rome  of  safety  for  Octavios  jet; 
Hie  henoe,  and  tell  him  so.    Yet  stay  awhile; 
Thoa  Shalt  not  back  till  I  have  borne  this  come 
Into  the  market-place :  there  shall  I  try. 
In  my  oration,  how  the  people  take 
The  croel  issue  of  these  bl<H>dy  men ; 
Aooording  to  the  which  thou  shalt  disconrse 
To  young  Ootavins  of  the  slate  of  things. 
Lend  me  your  hand.    [Exewd  with  CiBSAs'b  body. 


SCENE  IL^The 


2^  Forum. 


Enter  Brutus  and  Cassius,  and  a  t/trong  qf 
Citizens. 

a<.  We  will  be  satisfied ;  let  us  be  satisfied. 

Bru,  Then  follow  me,  and  give  me  audience, 
friends. — 
Cassius,  go  you  into  the  other  street, 
And  part  the  numbers.— 

Those  that  will  hear  me  speak,  let  them  stay  here ; 
Those  that  will  follow  Cassius,  go  with  him ; 
And  public  reasons  shall  be  rendered 
Of  CaBsar%  death. 

ICfU  I  will  hear  Brutus  speak. 

2  CfU.  I  will  hear  Cassius ;  and  compare  their 
reasons. 
When  lererally  we  hear  them  rendered. 

[Exit  Cassius,  toith  $ome  of  the  Citizens. 
Brutus  goa  into  the  Roetnmu 

8  CiL  The  noble  Brutus  is  ascended:  Silence  I 

Bru,  Be  patient  till  the  last. 
Romans,  countrymen,  and  loyers  I  hear  me  for  my 
cause;  and  be  silent,  that  vou  may  hear:  believe 
me  for  mine  honour;  and  hare  respect  to  mine 
honour,  that  you  may  believe :  censure  me  in  your 
wisdom ;  and  awake  your  senses,  that  yon  may 
the  better  judge.  If  there  be  any  in  this  assembly, 
any  dear  friend  of  Ca»ar*s,  to  him  I  sa^,  that* 
Brutus*  love  to  CaBsar  was  no  less  than  ms.  If 
then  that  friend  demand  why  Brutus  rose  acatinst 
Onsar,  this  is  my  answer,— Not  that  I  loved  Csesar 
less,  but  that  I  loved  Rome  more.  Had  you 
rather  Cnsar  were  living,  and  die  all  slaves;  than 
that  Cesar  were  dead,  to  live  ail  free  men?  As 
Ciesar  loved  me,  I  weep  for  him ;  as  he  was  for- 
tunate, 1  rejoice  at  it ;  as  he  was  valiant,  I  honour 
him :  but,  as  he  was  ambitious,  I  slew  him:  There 
Is  tears,  for  his  love;  joy,  for  his  fortune ;  honour, 
for  his  valour ;  and  death,  for  his  ambition.  Who 
b  here  so  base  that  would  be  a  bcmdman  ?  If  any, 
speak ;  for  him  have  I  offended.  Who  is  here  so 
rude  that  would  not  be  a  Roman  ?  If  any,  speak; 
for  him  have  I  offended.  Who  is  here  so  vile 
that  will  not  love  his  country?  If  any,  speak; 
Cor  him  have  I  offended.    I  pause  for  a  reply. 

(XL  None,  Brutus,  none. 

\8tcerQl  tnedking  at  onoe, 

Bru,  Then  none  have  I  offended.  I  have  done 
oo  more  to  Cssar  than  you  shall  do  to  Brutus. 
Ilie  question  of  his  death  is  enrolled  in  the  Capitol; 
his  glory  not  extenuated,  wUerein  he  was  worthy: 
«or  his  oflBsnoes  enforced,  for  which  he  sufiiBred 


JSWter  AvTOifT  and  othert,  viih  CjESAB'b  lody. 
Here  comes  his  body,  mourned  by  Mark  Anton  j : 
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wno^  though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  death,  shall 
receive  the  benefit  of  his  dying,  a  place  m  tibe 
commonwealth:  As  which  of  you  shall  not? 
With  this  I  depart :  That,  as  I  slew  my  best  lover 
for  the  good  of  Rome,  I  have  the  same  dagger  for 
myself,  when  it  shall  please  my  country  to  need 
my  death. 

Cit,  Live,  Brutus,  live!  live! 

1  Oii,  Bring  him  with  triumph  home  mrto  his 

house. 

2  (M»  Give  him  a  statue  with  his  ancestors. 

3  Oit.  Let  him  be  Csesar. 

4  CU.  Cnsar^s  better  parts 
Shall  be  crown*d  in  Brutus. 

1  OiU  We'll  bring  him  to  his  house  with  shouts 
and  clamours. 

Bru,  TAj  countrymen, — 

V  Cit,  Peace ;  silence !  Brutus  speaks. 

1  Cit.  Peace,  ho! 

Bni.  Good  countrymen,  let  me  depart  alone, 
And,  for  my  sake,  stay  here  with  Antony: 
Do  grace  to  Csesar's  corpse,  and  grace  his  speedi 
Tending  to  Cesar's  glories;  which  Mark  Antony, 
By  our  permission,  is  allow'd  to  make. 
I  do  entreat  you  not  a  man  depart, 
Save  I  alone,  till  Antony  have  spoke.        '  [Exit. 

1  Oit,  Stay,  ho!  and  let  us  hear  Mark  Antony 

3  at.  Let  him  go  up  into  the  public  chair; 
Well  hear  him :  Noble  Antony,  ^o  up. 

AnL  For  Brutus' sake,  I  am  beholding  to  you. 

4  Cit.  What  does  he  say  of  Brutus  ? 

3  Cit.  Ue  says  for  Brutus*  sake^ 
He  finds  himself  beholding  to  us  all. 

4  Cit.  'Twere  best  he  speak  no  harm  of  Brutus 

here. 

1  Cit,  This  CflBsar  was  a  tyrant 

3  CiL  Nay,  that%  certain : 

We  are  bless'd  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 

2  Cit.  Peace ;  let  us  hear  what  Antony  can  say. 
AnL  Ton  gentle  Romans, — 

CiL  Peace,  ho  I  let  us  hear  him. 

AnL  Friends,  Romans,  countrymen,  lend  me 
your  ears ; 
I  come  to  bury  Cnear,  not  to  praise  him. 
The  evil  that  men  do  lives  after  them ; 
The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones; 
So  let  it  be  with  Caesar.    The  noble  Brutus 
Hath  told  you  Cesar  was  ambitious : 
If  it  were  so,  it  was  a  grievous  fault ; 
And  grievously  hath  Caesar  answer'd  it. 
Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus,  and  the  rest 
(For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man ; 
go  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men), 
Come  I  to  speskk  in  Caesar's  funeral. 
He  was  my  friend,  fiuthful  and  just  to  me : 
But  Brutus  says,  he  was  ambitious ; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
He  hath  brought  many  captives  home  to  Rome, 
Whose  ransoms  did  the  general  coffers  fiU 
Did  this  in  Caesar  seem  ambitious? 
When  that  the  poor  have  cried,  Caesar  hath  wept; 
Ambition  should  be  made  of  sterner  stuff: 
y«t  Brutus  says,  he  was  ambitious; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
Yon  all  did  see  that  on  the  Lupercal 
I  thrice  presented  him  a  kingly  orown. 
Which  he  did  thrice  refuse.     Wns  this  ambition  "* 
Yet  Brutus  sa^  he  was  ambitious ; 
And,  sure,  he  is  an  honourable  man. 
I  speak  not  to  disprove  what  Brutus  spoke, 
But  here  I  am  to  speak  what  I  do  know. 
You  all  did  love  him  once,  not  without  cause ; 
What  cause  withholds  you  then  to  mo«m  for  hifl{^> 
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0  judgment,  th<m  art  fled  to  brutish  beasts, 

And  men  have  lost  their  reason  I— Bear  with  me ; 
M7  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  Csesar, 
And  I  most  pause  till  it  come  back  to  me. 

1  OiL  Methinks  there  b  much  reason  in  his 

sayings. 

2  Oit,  If  thou  consider  rightiy  of  the  matter, 
CflESBar  has  had  great  wrong. 

8  OU,  Has  he,  masters? 

1  fear  there  will  a  worse  come  in  his  place. 

4.  OiL  Mark'd  ye  his  words?     He  would  not 
take  the  crown ; 
Therefore,  'tis  certain  he  was  not  ambitious. 

1  OiL  If  it  be  found  so,  some  will  dear  abide  it 

2  OiL  Poor  sonlt  his  eyes  are  red  as  fire  with 

weeping. 
8  Oit,  There's  not  a  nobler  man  in  Rome  than 

Antony, 
4  Oit,  Now  mark  him,  he  begins  again  to  speak. 
Ant,  But  yesterday,  the  word  of  U«sar  might 
Have  stood  against  the  world :  now  lies  he  there, 
And  none  so  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  masters!  if  I  were  disposed  to  stir 
Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 

1  should  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Cassias  wrong, 
Who,  you  all  know,  are  honourable  men : 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong ;  I  rather  choose 
To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  myself,  and  you. 
Than  I  will  wrong  such  honourable  men. 
But  here's  a  parchment,  with  the  seal  of  Caesar, 
I  fonnd  it  in  his  closet,  *tis  his  will : 
Let  but  the  commons  hear  this  testament 
(Which,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  read), 
And  they  would  go  and  kiss  dead  Cicsar's  wounds, 
And  dip  their  napkins  in  his  sacred  blood ; 
Yea,  b^  a  hair  of  him  for  memory. 
And,  dymg,  mention  it  within  their  wrills, 
Bequeathinp^  it,  as  a  rich  legacy, 
Unto  their  issue. 

4  OU    We'll  bear  the  wUl:    Head  it,   Mark 
Antony. 

Oit,  The  will,  the  willl  we  wiU  hear  Caesar^ 
will. 

AnL  Have  patience,  gentle  friends,  I  must  not 
read  it; 
It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Caesar  lov'd  yon. 
Yon  are  not  wood,  you  are  not  stones,  but  men ; 
And,  being  men,  hearing  the  will  of  Csesar, 
It  will  infhune  you,  H  will  make  you  mad : 
*Tis  good  you  uiow  not  that  you  are  bis  heirs ; 
Por  lijoxL  should,  O,  what  would  come  of  it  I 

4  Ovt,  Read  the  will ;  well  hear  it,  Antony ; 
You  shall  read  us  the  will ;  Caisar's  will. 

Ant,  Will  you  be  patient?  Will  you  stay  a  while? 
I  have  o'ershotmytielf  to  tell  you  of  it. 
I  fear  I  wrong  the  honourable  men 
Whose  <)<^ger8  have  stabb'd  Caesar:  I  do  fear  it. 

4  Oit,  Tliey  were  traitors:  Honourable  men  I 

Oit,  The  will!  the  testament! 

2  Oit,  They  were  villains,  murderers:  The  willl 
read  the  vrill! 

Ant,  Yon  will  compel  me  then  to  read  the  will  ? 
Then  make  a  ring  about  the  corpse  of  Caesar, 
And  let  me  show  you  him  that  made  the  will. 
Shall  I  descend?  And  will  you  give  me  leave? 

Oit,  Comedown. 

2  Oit,  Descend.    [HeamteadovmfromiheTpvlj^ 

8  OiL  You  shall  have  leave. 

4  Oit,  A  ring :  stand  round. 

1  Oit,  Stand  tirom  the  hearse,  stand  from  the 

body. 

2  OiL  Room  for  Antony  ;^mott  noble  Antony. 
AnL  Nay,  prws  not  so  apoo  me;  stand  &r  ofL 


O^Afi. 

OU.  Stand  baokl  loomt  bear  back! 

Ant.  Ifyon  have  tears,  prepare  to  shed  iheraiMnv 
You  all  do  know  this  mantle :  I  remember 
The  first  time  ever  Caesar  put  it  on; 
Twas  on  a  summer's  evening,  in  his  tent; 
That  da^y  he  overcame  the  Nervii:^ 
Look!  m  this  place  ran Cassius'  dagger  throngli : 
See,  what  a  rent  the  envious  Casca  made : 
Through  this,  the  well-belov'd  Brutus  stabb*d| 
And,  as  he  pluck  d  his  cursed  steel  away, 
Mark  how  the  blood  of  Caesar  foUowVi  it. 
As  rushing  out  of  doors,  to  be  resolv'd 
If  Brutus  so  unkindly  knock'd,  or  no; 
For  Brutus,  as  you  know,  was  Caesar's  angel : 
Judge,  0  you  gods,  how  dearly  Cssar  lov'd  himt 
This  was  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all : 
For  when  the  noble  Caesar  saw  him  stab, 
In^atitude,  more  strong  than  traitors'  arms. 
Quite  van(]uLsh'd  him :  then  burst  his  mighty  heart; 
And,  in  his  mantle  muiTUng  up  his  &ce, 
Even  at  the  base  of  Pompey's  statue. 
Which  all  the  while  ran  blood,  great  Caesar  feU. 
O,  what  a  fall  was  there,  ni^  countrymen  I 
Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down, 
Whilst  bloody  treason  flourish'd  over  us. 
O,  now,  you  weep :  and,  I  peroeive,  yon  feel, 
The  dint  of  pity:  these  are  gracious  drops. 
Kind  souls,  what,  weep  you,  when  you  but  behold 
Our  Caesars  vesture  wounded?    Look  you  here, 
Here  is  himself,  marr'd,  as  you  see,  with  traitofs. 

1  Oit,  0  piteous  spectacle! 

S  OiL  0  noble  Cassar! 

8  Oit,  Owofulday! 

^Cit.O  traitors,  villains! 

1  Oit,  O  most  bloody  sight! 

2  Oit.  We  will  be  revenged :  revenge;  about, — 
seek,—  bum,— fire,— kill,— slay  I— let  not  a  traitor 
live. 

Ant,  Stay,  countrymen. 

1  Oit.  Peace  there:— Hear  the  noble  Antony. 

2  Oit,  Well  hear  him,  well  follow  him,  well 
die  with  him. 

Ant,  Good  friends,  sweet  friends,  let  me  not 

stir  you  up 
To  such  a  sudden  flood  of  mutiny. 
They  that  have  done  this  deed  are  honourable; 
What  private  griefs  they  have,  alas !  I  know  not, 
That  made  them  do  it ;  they  are  wise  and  honoui^ 

able. 
And  will,  no  doubt,  with  reasons  answer  you. 
1  come  not,  friends,  to  steal  away  your  hearts 
I  am  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is: 
But  as  yon  know  me  all,  a  plain  blunt  maii, 
That  love  my  friend  ;  and  that  they  know  full  we4 
That  gave  me  public  leave  to  speak  of  bim. 
For  1  have  neither  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth, 
Action,  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  speech, 
To  stir  men's  blood :  I  only  speak  right  on ; 
I  tell  you  that  which  you  yourselves  do  know ; 
Show  you  sweet  Caesar's  wounds,  poor,  poor  dumb 

mouths. 
And  bid  them  speak  for  me :  But  were  I  Bnttua, 
And  Brutus  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 
Would  ruffle  up  your  spirits,  and  put  a  tongue 
In  every  wound  of  Caesar,  that  should  move 
The  stones  of  Rome  to  rise  and  mutiny. 
Oit.  Well  mutiny! 
1  Oit.  Well  bum  the  house  of  BratusI 

3  Oit,  Away  then ;  come,  seek  the  oonspiratoni 
Ant,  Yet  hear  me,  coun^ymen;  yet  boar  mp 

speak 
CU.   Peace    hoi    Hear   Antony,   moat  noble 
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Ant.  Whi ,  friends,  you  go  to  do  yon  know  not 
what: 
Wlierein  hath  Cesar  thus  deserved  your  loves? 
Alas,  you  know  not— 1  most  tell  you  then : — 
Yon  baye  forgot  the  will  1  told  yon  of. 

CO.  Most  trae;  the  wUl^-let^  stay,  and  hear 
the  will. 

Ant.  Here  is  the  will,  and  under  CsBsar^  seaL 
To  erery  Boman  citizen  he  gives, 
To  every  aereral  man,  seventy-five  drachnuui. 

8  UiL  Most  noble  Cesar  I  well  revenge  his  death* 

ZCit.  0  royal  Caesar  I 

Ant,  Hear  me  with  patience. 

Oit.  Peace,  hoi 

Ant.  Moreover,  he  hath  left  von  all  his  walks, 
His  private  arboors,  and  new-planted  orchards. 
On  this  side  Tiber:  he  hath  left  them  yon. 
And  toyonr  heirs  for  ever ;  common  pleaaures. 
To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  yourselves. 
Here  was  a  Cesar  I  When  comes  snch  another  ? 

1  CiL  Never,  never  I  Come,  away,  away  I 
Well  bum  his  body  in  the  holy  place. 

And  with  the  brands  fire  the  traitors'  houses. 
Take  np  the  body. 

2  tit.  Go,  fetch  fire. 

3  OU.  Pluck  down  benches. 

4  OU.  Pluck  down  forms,  windows,  anything. 

[ExewU  Citizens,  with  Hie  body. 
AnL  Nowletitworkl  Mischief,  thou  art  afoot. 
Take  tbou  what  course  thou  wilt  I— How  now, 
fellow? 

^niar  a  Servant. 

Serv»  Sir,  Octavius  is  already  come  to  £ome. 

Ani.  Where  is  he? 

8er9.  He  and  Lepidus  are  at  Cesar's  house. 

AnL  And  thither  will  I  straight  to  visit  him : 
He  comes  upon  a  wish.    Fortune  is  merry. 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  anything. 

Serv.  I  heard  him  say,  Brutus  and  Cassius 
Are  rid  like  madmen  through  the  gates  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Belike  they  had  some  notice  of  the  people. 
How  I  had  mov*d  them.    Bring  me  to  Octavius. 

[JBxeunt. 


SCENE  lU.'^The 
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A  Stnet* 


Enter  Cdtha,  the  PoeL 

dn,  1  dreamt  to-night  that  I  did  feast  with  Cesar 
And  things  unluckily  charge  my  £u)tasy : 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  doors, 
Yet  something  leads  me  forth. 

Enter  Citizens. 

1  OiL  What  is  your  name? 

2  Cit,  Whither  are  yoti  going  f 
8  Cit.  Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

4  Cit.  Are  you  a  married  man  or  a  bachelor  ? 

2  Cit,  Answer  every  man  directly. 

1  CU,  Ay,  and  briefiy. 
4  Cit.  Ay,  and  wisely. 

3  Cit,  Ay,  and  truly,  yoo  were  best 

Cm.  What  is  mv  name?  Whither  am  I  going? 
Where  do  I  dwell  ?  Am  I  a  married  man  or  a 
bachelor?  Then,  to  answer  every  man  directly, 
and  briefly,  wisely,  and  truly ;  wisely  1  say,  I  am  a 
bachelors 

2  CiL  That^  as  much  as  to  say  they  are  fools 
that  marry :  Youll  bear  me  a  bang  for  that,  I  fear. 
Proceed ;  directly. 

Cin.  Directly,  I  am  going  to  Cesar's  funeraL 

1  Cit.  As  a  triend,  or  an  enemy  ? 
Cin.  As  a  friend. 

2  CiL  That  matter  is  answered  directly. 

4  CiL  For  your  dwelling,— briefly. 
Cin.  Briefly,  1  dwell  by  the  CapitoL 
8  Cit.  Your  name,  sir,  trulj. 

Cm.  Truly,  my  name  is  Cmna. 
1  CiL  Tear  him  to  pieces,  he's  a  conspirator 
Cin.  I  am  Cinna  the  poet,  1  am  Cinna  the  poeu 
4  CiL  Tear  him  for  hia  bad  verses,  tear  him  for 

his  bad  verses. 

Cin.  1  am  not  Cinna  the  oonspirator. 

1  Cit.  It  is  no  matter,  his  name's  Cinna ;  plnck 

but  his  name  out  of  his  heart,  and  turn  him  going. 

3  CiL  Tear  him,  tear  him  1  Come,  brands,  ho  I 
firebrands.  To  Brutus',  to  Cassius';  burn  all. 
Some  to  Decius*  house,  and  some  to  Casca's:  some 
to  ligarius' :  away ;  go  I  [MmmL 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L— il  Earn  m  Antonyls  ^otiss. 
AjraoMT,  OOTAYIUS,  and  Lbpidto,  teatedata  tabU. 

AnL  Theae*  numv  then  shall  die ;  their  names 
are  pricked. 

Oct*  Your  brother  too  must  die;  Consent  you, 
Lepidus? 

Ltp,  I  do  consent — 

OU,  Prick  him  down,  Antony. 

Lep,  Upon  condition  Publius  shall  not  live. 
Who  is  vour  sister^  son,  Mark  Antony. 

AnL  He  shall  not  live :  look,  with  aspot  I  damn 
him. 
But,  Lepidus,  go  you  to  Cesar^  boose ; 
Fetch  the  will  nitner,  and  we  shall  determine 
How  to  cut  off  some  charge  in  legacies. 

Lep.  What,  shall  I  find  yon  here? 

Oct.  Or  here,  or  at  the  Capitol.         [Esat  Let, 

Ant.  This  is  a  slight  onraeritable  man, 
Meet  to  be  sent  on  errands:  Is  it  fit, 
'fhe  three-fold  world  divided,  he  should  stand 
One  of  tiie  three  to  share  it? 

OcL  So  70U  thought  him; 

And  took  his  voice  who  should  be  prick'd  to  die, 
(a  our  black  sentence  and  proscription. 

Ant.  Octavius,  I  have  seen  more  days  than  yoa : 


I  And  though  we  lay  these  honours  oo  this  man, 
I  To  ease  ourselves  of  divers  slanderous  loads. 
He  shall  but  bear  them  as  the  ass  bears  gold. 
To  groan  and  sweat  under  the  business. 
Either  led  or  driven,  as  we  point  the  way; 
And  having  brought  our  treasure  where  we  will, 
Then  take  we  down  his  load,  and  turn  him  off. 
Like  to  the  empty  ass,  to  shake  his  ears. 
And  graze  in  commons. 

Cct.  Yon  ma^  do  your  will ; 

But  he's  a  tried  and  valiant  soldier. 

AnL  So  is  my  horse,  Octavius ;  and,  for  that, 
I  do  appoint  him  store  of  provender. 
It  is  a  creature  that  I  teach  to  fight. 
To  wind,  to  stop,  to  run  directly  on ; 
His  corporal  motion  govem'd  bv  my  spirit 
And,  in  some  taste,  b  Lepidus  but  so ; 
He  must  be  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  forth : 
A  barren-spirited  fellow;  one  that  feeds 
On  objects,  arts,  and  imitations. 
Which,  out  of  use,  and  stal'd  by  other  men. 
Begin  his  fashion :  Do  not  talk  of  him. 
But  as  a  property.    And  now,  Octavius 
Listen  great  things.— Brutus  and  Cansius 
Are  levying  powers:  we  must  straight  make  head. 
I  Therefore.let  our  •lli^e^gfelffiy^^^SOOgle 
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Oar  best  friends  madef  onr  means  stretch^; 
And  let  us  presentlj  go  ait  in  connoil, 
How  oovert  matters  may  be  best  disclos'd, 
And  open  perils  surest  answer'd« 

Oct,  Let  OS  do  so:  for  we  are  at  the  stake, 
And  bay'd  about  with  man^  enemies ; 
And  some  that  smile  bare  m  their  hearts,  I  fear, 
Millions  of  mischief.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  Il^Btfore Bnitiis' TnU^mAe Campnear 
Sardis. 

Dntm,    Enter  Brutus,  Luoiuus,  Lucius,  and 
Soldiers:  Titinius  ana  Pindabus  mee^  Mon. 

Bru,  Stand,  hoi 

Luc  Give  the  word,  ho  I  and  stand. 

Bru,  What  now,  LacilinsI  is  Ca-^sios  near? 

Lmc  He  is  at  hand;  and  Pindarus  is  oome 
To  do  70U  salutation  from  liis  master. 

[P1MDARU8  giioe$  a  Utter  to  Bhutus. 

Bru.  He  greets  me  well — Your  master,  Pin- 
darus, ' 
In  his  own  change,  or  by  ill  officers, 
Hath  given  me  some  worth^r  cause  to  wish 
Thines  done,  midone :  but  if  he  be  at  hand 
I  shall  be  satisfied. 

Pin.  I  do  not  doubt 
But  that  VDj  noble  master  will  appear 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  regard  and  honour. 

Bru,  He  is  not  doubted. — A  word,  Lucilius ; 
How  he  received  you,  let  me  be  resolv'd. 

Luc  With  oourteny,  and  witli  respect  enough ; 
But  not  with  such  familiar  instances. 
Nor  with  such  free  and  friendly  oonfereooe, 
As  be  hath  used  of  old. 

Bru,  Thou  hast  described 

A  hot  friend  cooling:  Ever  note,  Lucilius, 
When  love  begins  to  sicken  and  decay, 
It  useth  an  enforced  ceremony. 
There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  simple  fiedth: 
But  hollow  men,  like  horses  hot  at  hand. 
Make  gallant  show  and  promise  of  their  mettle: 
But  when  they  should  endure  the  bloody  spur. 
They  &I1  their  crests,  and,  like  deceitful  jades, 
Sink  in  the  trial.    Comes  his  army  on? 

Luc  They  mean  tuis  night   in  Sardis  to  be 
quartered. 
The  greater  part,  the  horse  In  general, 
Are  come  with  Cassias.  [March  within. 

Bru,  Hark,  he  is  arriv'd  ^— 

March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

Enter  Cassius  and  Soldiers. 

Cfoi,  Stand, ho: 

Bru,  Stand,  hoi  Speak  the  word  along. 

Within.  Stand. 

Within.  Stand. 

Within,  Stand. 

Oa$.  Most  noble  brother,  you  have  done  me 
wrong, 

Bru,  Judge  me,  you  gods  I     Wrong  I  mine 
enemies? 
4nd,  if  not  so,  how  should  I  wrong  a  brother? 

Ooi,  Brutus,  this  sober  form  <»   yours  hides 
wrongs; 
And  when  you  dp  them— 

Bru,  Cassius,  be  content ; 

Speak  your  griefs  softly,— I  do  know  you  well:— 
Before  tlie  eyes  of  both  our  armies  here. 
Which  should  perceive  nothing  but  love  from  us, 
Let  us  not  wrangle :  Bid  them  move  away ; 
Then  in  my  tent,  Cassius,  enlarge  your  grie£i, 
/Lnd  I  wUl  give  you  audience. 


GiESAR. 

Oa$,  Pindarut 

Bid  our  commanders  lead  their  charges  off 
A  little  from  this  ground . 

Bru,  Lucilius,  do  you  the  like;  and  let  no  n-aa 
Come  to  our  tent,  till  we  have  done  onr  oonfereoM. 
Let  Looius  and  Titinius  guard  our  door. 

lEsetmU 

SCENE  llh-^Withm  ike  tent  0/  Brutus. 

Laoius  and  Titinius  at  tome  distanee  from  ft 

Enter  Brutus  cmd  Cassius. 

Ca$,  That  you  have  wrong*d  me  doth  appear  in 
this: 
Ton  have  condemned  and  noted  Lncius  Pella 
For  taking  bribes  here  of  the  Sardiins ; 
Wherein  my  letters,  praying  on  his  side, 
Because  I  Imew  the  man,  were  slighted  ofL 

Bru,  You  wronged  yourself  to  vrrite  in  suob  9 
case. 

Com,  In  such  a  time  as  this  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nice  offence  should  bear  his  comQient. 

Bru,  Let  me  tell  you,  Ca<)sius,  you  yourself 
Are  much  condemn^  to  have  an  itching  palm} 
To  sell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold 
To  undeeervers. 

Cat,  I  an  itching  palm  ? 

You  know  that  you  are  Brutus  that  speak  thia. 
Or,  by  the  gods,  this  speech  were  else  your  last. 

j3ru.  The  name  of  Gsssius  honours  this  cormp 
tion. 
And  cliastisement  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 

Cos,  Chastisement  I 

Bra,  Kemember  March,   the   ides  of  March 
remember  I 
Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  justice*  sake? 
What  villain  touched  his  body,  that  did  stab. 
And  not  for  justice  ?    What,  shall  one  of  us. 
That  struck  the  foremost  man  of  all  this  worid 
But  for  supporting  robbers,  shall  we  now 
Contaminate  our  fingers  with  base  bribes. 
And  sell  the  mighty  space  of  our  large  honours 
For  so  much  trash  as  may  be  grasped  thus  ? — 
I  had  rather  be  a  dog,  aad  bay.the  moon, 
Than  such  a  fioman. 

Cos.  Brutus,  bait  not  me ; 

111  not  endure  it:  you  forget  yourself^ 
To  hedge  me  in ;  I  am  a  soldier,  I, 
Older  in  practice,  abler  than  yourself 
To  make  conditions.  • 

Bru,  Goto;  yoa  are  not,  OmsIim 

Cat.  lam. 

Briu  I  say  yon  are  not. 

Cos,  Urge  me  no  more.  I  shall  forget  mys^; 
Have  mind  upon  ^our  health,  tempt  me  no  further 

Bru,  Away,  slight  man  I 

Cos.  Is*t  possible? 

Bru,  Hear  me,  for  I  will  speak. 

Must  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  rash  choler  ? 
Shall  I  be  frighted  when  n  madman  stares? 

Cos.  O  ye  godsl  ye  godsl    Must  I  eodnreal} 
this? 

Bru,  All  this?  ay,  more:  Fret,  till  your  proud 
heart  break; 
Go,  show  your  slaves  how  oholerio  you  are. 
And  make  your  bondmen  tremble.  Must  I  budget 
Must  1  observe  you  ?    Must  I  stand  and  oroooh 
Under  your  testy  humour  ?    By  the  gods. 
You  shall  digest  the  venom  of  your  spleen. 
Though  it  do  split  you!  for,  from  this  day  forth, 
1*11  use  you  for  my  mirth,  yea,  for  my  iaugfater. 
When  yon  are  waspish.  ^  ^  . 
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Gni.  biteometothis? 

j^^  Ton  laj,  70a  are  a  better  soldier : 
Let  it  appear  so ;  make  your  vaunting  tmei 
And  it  bhall  please  me  well:  For  mine  own  put, 
I  pball  be  glad  to  learn  of  noble  men. 
Cat,  Ton  wrong  me  every  way;  yon  vrrong 
me,  Brutus ; 
I  said  an  elder  soldier,  not  a  better: 
Did  I  say  better? 
^m.  If  you  did,  I  care  not 

Ca$,  When  Cesar  liv'd  he  durst  not  thus  have 

moT'd  me. 
Bru.  Peace,   peace  I  joh  durst  not  to  have 

tempted  iiim. 
Com,  I  durst  not? 
Bru,  No. 

Ca»,  What?  durst  not  tempt  hfan? 
,  Bru,  For  your  life  you  durst  not 

Oaa,  Do  not  presume  too  much  upon  my  love* 
1  inay  do  that  I  sbidl  be  sorry  for. 

Bru.  Yon  have  done  that  ^ou  should  be  sorry  for. 
There  is  no  terror,  Cauius,  m  your  threats; 
For  I  am  arm'd  so  strong  in  hones^, 
That  they  pass  by  me  as  the  idle  wind, 
Which  I  respect  not.    I  did  send  to  you 
For  certain  sums  of  gold,  which  you  denied  me  ^— 
For  I  can  raise  no  money  b^  vile  means: 
By  heaven,  I  had  rather  com  my  heart, 
And  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas,  than  to  wring 
From  the  hud  hands  of  peasants  their  vile  traui 
By  any  indirection !     I  aid  send 
So  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions, 
W  bich  you  denied  me :  Was  that  done  like  Cassiai? 
Should  I  have  answer'd  Caius  Cabins  so? 
When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  so  covetous, 
To  lock  such  rascal  counters  from  his  (Viends, 
Be  ready,  gods,  with  all  your  thuuderbolts. 
Dash  him  to  pieoet  1 
C%is.  I  denied  you  not. 

Bm.  You  did. 

Com,  I  did  not :— he  was  but  a  fool 

That  brought  my  answer  back.~Brutns  hatli  riv*d 

my  heart: 
A  friend  should  bear  his  friend^  infirmities. 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 
Bra,  I  do  not,  till  you  practise  them  on  me. 
Cat,  Yon  love  me  not 

Bru,  I  do  not  like  your  faults. 

Ca$,  A  friendly  eye  could  never  see  such  faults. 
Bru,  A  flsttarer*s  would  not,  though  they  do 
appear 
At  huge  as  high  Olympus. 

Ca$,  Come,  Antony,  and  young  Oetaving,  oomO| 
Revenge  yourselves  alone  on  Cabins, 
For  Cassius  b  a-weary  of  the  world: 
Hated  by  one  he  loves ;  brav'd  by  his  brother ; 
Check'd  like  a  bondman ;  all  his  faults  ol»erv^ 
Bet  in  a  note-book,  learned  and  conii*d  by  rote, 
To  cast  into  my  teeth.    O,  I  could  weep 
My  spirit  from  mine  eyes!— There  is  my  daggefi 
And  here  my  naked  breast;  within,  a  heart 
Dearer  than  Plutus*  mine,  richer  than  gold: 
If  that  thou  beest  a  Roman,  take  it  forth ; 
I,  that  denied  thee  gold,  will  give  my  heart: 
Strike,  as  thou  didst  at  CsBsar;  for,  1  know. 
When  thou  didbt  hate  him  worst  thou  lov'dst  him 

bettor 
Than  ever  thou  lov^dst  Caseins. 

Bru,  Sheath  your  dagger ; 

Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  shall  have  scope ; 
Do  \^  hat  you  wul,  dishonour  shall  be  humour. 
O  Cassius,  you  are  yoked  with  a  lamb 
That  carries  anger  as  the  flint  bears  fire; 
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Who,  much  enforced,  showi  a  basty  spark, 
And  straight  is  cold  agam. 

Cat,  Hath  Cassius  liv'd 

To  be  but  mirth  acd  laughter  to  his  Brutus. 
When  grief,  and  blood  ih-temper'd,  vexeth  him? 

Bru,  When  I  spoke  that  I  was  ill-temper'd  too 

Cat,  Do  you  confess  so  much?  Give  me  yooi 
band. 

Bru,  And  my  heart  too. 

Cat,  0  Brutus  t— 

.^ti.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Cat,  Have  you  not  love  enough  to  bear  with  me 
When  that  rash  humour  which  my  mother  gavemt 
Makes  me  fora^etful. 

Bru,  1  es,  Cassius ;  and.  from  henceforth 

When  yon  are  over  earnest  with  your  Brutus, 
Hell  think  your  mother  chides,  and  leave  you  so 

[NoitevnOvm, 

BDtt.  [WWmi,'\  Let  me  go  in  to  see  the  general^ 
There  is  some  grudge  between  them,  'tis  not  meet 
They  be  alone. 

Luc.  [Within.'l  You  shall  not  come  to  them. 

Bott,  \W%thin.\  Nothing  but  death  shall  stay  me. 

.ButtfrPoet 

Oat,  How  now?  what's  the  matter? 

Tott.  "For  shame,  you  generals  ?    What  do  you 
mean? 
Love,  and  be  friends,  as  two  such  men  should  be ; 
For  I  have  seen  more  years,  I  am  sure,  than  ye. 

Cat*  Ha !  ha !  how  vilely  doth  this  cynic  rhyme  I 

Bru.  Get  you  bonce,  sirrah;  saucy  fellow,  hence! 

vat*  Bear  with  him,  Brutus;  tis  his  fiashion. 

.^ti.  Ill  know  his  humour,  when  he  knows  hia 
time: 
What  should  the  wars  do  Mith  these  Jigging  fools? 
Companion,  hence! 

Cat.        Away,  away,  be  gone  I       [BkU  Poet 

Enter  LudLius  and  TrmnuB. 
Bru.  Lucilius  and  Titinius,  bid  the  commanders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  companies  to-night. 
Cat,  And  come  yourselves,  and  bring  Messala 
with  you, 
Lnmediately  to  us. 

[Exeunt  Lucilius  and  Tmsius. 
Bru,  Lucius,  a  bowl  of  wine. 

Cat.  I  did  not  think  you  oould  have  been  so 

angry. 
Bru,  O  Cassius,  T  am  sick  of  many  griefii. 
Cat.  Of  your  philosophy  you  make  no  nsOi 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  evils. 
iru.  No  man  bears  sorrow  better.— Portia  is 

dead. 
Cat.  Hal  Portia? 
Bru,  She  is  dead. 

Cat.  How  'bcap'd  I  killing  when  I  oroas^  yoa 
so?— 
O  insupportable  and  touching  loss! 
Upon  wuat  sickness  ? 

Bru  Impatient  of  my  absence ; 

And  grief  that  young  Octavius  with  Hark  Antony 
Have  made  themselves  so  strong;— for  with  her 

death 
That  tidings  came :— With  this  she  fell  distract. 
And,  her  attendants  absent,  swallow'd  fire. 
Cat.  And  died  so? 
Bru,  Even  sa 
Cat,  0  ye  immortal  gods  I 

Enter  Lucius,  vnth  wuie  and  t€^ert» 
Bru,  Speak  no  more  of  her. — Give  me  a  bowl 
of  wine :—  ^  ^ 

In  this  I  bury  all  nnkindnes%^jC^y([uf(^    IDriukt 
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Com,  M j  hesurt  is  thfritj  for  that  noble  pledge : 
FQI,  Lociiis,  till  the  wine  o^erswell  the  cap ; 
I  oumol  drink  too  much  of  Brutus'  love.  [Drinka, 

Reenter  TiTiinus,  with  MsaaAUi. 
Am.  Come  in,  Titinius:— Welcome,  good  Mee- 

Now  sit  we  close  about  this  taper  here, 
And  call  in  question  onr  necessities. 

Cof.  Portia,  art  thou  gone  ? 

Bnu  No  more,  I  pray  yoo*— 

Messala,  I  haye  here  received  letters, 
That  jonng  Octavius  and  Mark  Antony 
Come  down  upon  us  with  a  mighty  power, 
Bending  their  expedition  toward  Pbiiippi. 

Mu,  livself  have  letters  of  the  self-same  tenor. 

BrtL  With  what  addition  ? 

MeM,  That  by  proscription,  and  bflls  of  outlawry* 
Oetavius,  Antony,  and  Lepidus, 
Have  put  to  death  an  hundred  senators. 

Bru.  Therein  our  letters  do  not  well  agree; 
Mine  speak  of  seventy  senators  that  died 
By  theirproscriptioDs,  Cicero  being  one. 

Cat.  Cicero  one? 

MeM.  Cicero  is  dead. 

And  by  that  order  of  proscription.— 
Had  you  your  letters  from  your  wife,  my  lord? 

Bru,  No,  Messala. 

Mat,  Nor  nothing  in  vour  letters  writ  of  her? 

Am.  Nothing,  Messala. 

Mes,  That,  methinks,  is  strange. 

Bru,  Why  ask  yon  ?    Hear  yuu  aught  of  her  in 
yours? 

Me»,  No,  my  lord. 

Bru,  Now,  as  you  are  a  Roman,  tell  me  true. 

MtM,  Then  like  a  Roman  bear  the  truth  1  tell: 
For  certain  sUe  is  dead,  and  by  strange  manner. 

Bru,  Why,  iareweU,  Portia.— We  must   die, 
Messala: 
With  meditating  that  she  most  die  onc«, 
I  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Ma^  Lven  so  great  men  great  losses  should 
endure. 

Cat,  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  art  as  you, 
But  yet  my  nature  could  not  bear  it  so. 

Bru,  Well,  to  our  work  alive.    What  do  you 
thiiik 
Of  marching  to  Philippi  presently? 

Cos.  1  do  not  think  it  good. 

Bru,  Your  reason? 

Cos.  This  it  is; 

Tis  better  that  the  enemy  seek  as : 
Bo  shall  he  waste  his  means,  weary  his  soldiers, 
Domg  himself  offence ;  whilst  we,  lying  still, 
Ire  toll  of  rest,  defence,  and  nimbleness. 

Bru,  Good  reasons  must,  of  force,  give  place  to 
better. 
The  people,  twixt  Philippi  and  this  groonil, 
Do  stana  but  in  a  forc'd  affection ; 
For  they  have  grudg  d  us  contribution: 
The  enemy,  marching  along  by  them, 
hj  them  shall  make  a  fuller  number  up. 
Come  on  refreshed,  new-added,  and  encounu^'d; 
From  which  advantage  shall  we  cut  him  off. 
If  at  Philippi  we  do  tace  him  there, 
These  people  at  oar  back. 

Cos.  Hear  me,  good  brother. 

Bru,  Under  your  pardon.  — You  most  note 
beside. 
That  we  have  tried  the  ntmoet  of  oar  friends, 
Our  legions  are  brim-full,  our  cause  is  ripe: 
The  enemy  increaseth  every  day, 
We,  at  the  height,  are  read/  to  deoline. 
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There  is  a  tide  in  the  affiurs  of  men, 

Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune: 

Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life 

Is  bound  in  shallows  and  in  miseries. 

On  such  a  full  sea  are  we  now  afloat ; 

And  we  must  take  the  current  when  it  serves, 

Or  lose  our  ventures. 

Cat,  Then,  withyoor  %ril],  go  oo : 

Well  along  ourselves,  and  meet  them  at  Philippi 

Bru,  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  oar  talk, 
A.nd  nature  must  obey  necessity; 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  rest. 
There  is  no  more  to  say? 

Cos,  No  more.    Goodnight; 

Early  to-morrow  will  we  rise,  and  hence. 

^rii.  Lucius,  my  gown.    [JEadtlAiCOiB.']   Fare 
well,  good  Messala ; — 
Good  night,  Titinius :— Noble,  noble  Cassias,       , 
Good  night,  and  good  repose. 

Com.  Q  mv  dear  brother  Y 

This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  night : 
Never  come  sucli  division  tween  our  souls  I 
Let  it  not,  Bratus. 

Bru,  Everything  is  welL 

Cat,  Good  night,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Good  night«  good  brother. 

Tir.,  Ma.  Good  night,  lord  Bruius. 

Bru  Farewell,  every  one. 

[EaeeutU  Cab.,  Tit.,  mtd  Meb. 

Be-aUer  Lucius,  with  the  gown. 

GHve  me  the  go>m.    Where  is  thy  instrument? 

Luc  Here  in  the  tent 

Bru,  What,  thou  speak*8t  drowsily  ? 

Poor  knave,  I  blame  thee  not;  thou  art  o'erwatoh'dL 
Call  Claudius,  and  some  other  of  my  men: 
lU  have  them  sleep  on  cudhions  in  my  tent. 

Luc  Yarro  and  Claudius! 

Enier  Yarro  and  Claudius. 

Far.  Calls  my  lord? 

Bru.  I  pray  you,  sirs,  lie  in  my  tent  and  sleep; 
It  may  be,  I  tihall  rais^j  you  by  and  by 
On  business  to  my  brother  Cassius. 

Var.  So  please  you,  we  will  stand,  and  watcb 
your  pleasure. 

Bru.  I  will  not  have  it  so :  lie  down,  good  sirs; 
It  may  be,  I  shall  other%irise  bethihk  me. 
Look,  Lucius,  here*s  the  book  i  sought  for  so: 
I  pat  it  in  the  pocket  of  my  gown. 

(^Servants  He  dowm. 

Luc  I  was  sure  your  lordship  did  not  give  it 
me. 

Bru,  Bear  with  me,  good  boy,  I  am  maob 
forgetful. 
Canst  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  e^es  awhile. 
And  touch  thy  instrument  a  strain  or  two  ? 

Luc.  Ay,  my  lord,  an  it  please  you. 

Bru.  It  does,  my  boy  . 

I  trouble  thee  too  much,  but  thoa  art  willmg. 

Luc  It  is  my  duty,  sir. 

Bru,  I  should  not  urge  thy  dut^  past  thy  might: 
I  know  yoang  bloods  look  for  a  time  of  rest. 

Luc  I  have  slept,  my  lord,  already. 

Brvt,  It  was  well  done;  and  thoa  shalt  sleep 

I  will  nothold  thee  long:  if  I  do  live, 
I  will  be  good  to  thee.  [Mude  and  a  Mong, 

This  is  a  sleepy  tune  :— O  murdVous  slumberl 
Lay'st  thou  thy  leaden  mace  upon  my  boy, 
That  plays  thee   masio?— Gentle   knave,  good 

night; 
T  will  not  do  thee  so  much  wrong^to  wake  iheOi 

le 
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If  thou  doflt  nod,  thon  break  st  ihy  instniment ; 
111  take  it  fh)in  thee:  and,  good  boy,  good  uight. 
Let  me  see,  let  me  see  >-Is  not  the  leaf  tum'd 

down 
Where  1  left  readug?  Here  it  is,  I  think. 

[HesUtdoum, 

Enter  the  Qhoet  o/Cjbbar. 

Mow  ill  this  taper  burns  I— 'Ha !  who  oomes  here  ? 
( think  it  is  the  weakness  of  mine  e^es 
rhat  shapes  this  monstrous  apparition. 
It  oomes  apon  me : — Art  thoa  anything? 
Art  thou  some  god,  some  angel,  or  some  devil, 
That  mak'st  my  blood  cold,  and  my  hair  to  stare? 
Bpeak  to  me  what  thoa  art. 

Ohoit,  Thy  evil  spirit,  Brutus. 

Bru,  Why  eom*st  thou  ? 

•   OhoeL  To  tell  thee,  thoa  shalt  see  me  at  Phllippi. 

Am.  Well:  Then  I  shall  see  thee  again? 

GhciL  Ay,  at  Philippi. 

[Ghost  vanmee, 

Bnu  Why,  I  will  see  thee  at  Philippi  then.— 
Now  I  have  taken  heart  thoa  vanishest : 
ni  spirit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee. — 
Boy  I  Ludosl— Varrol  Claadios!   Sirs,  awakel— 
Claodiust 
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Luc  The  stings,  my  lord,  are  fiitse. 

Bru»  He  thinks  he  still  is  at  his  instrument- 
Lucius,  awake. 

Luc  My  lord. 

Bru,  Didst  thou  dream,  Lucius,  that  thou  so 
criedst  out  ? 

Lue,  My  lord,  I  do  not  know  that  I  did  ery. 

Bru,  Yes,  that  thou  didst :  didst  thou  see  any 
thing  ? 

Luc  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Bleep  again,  Lucius.— Sirrah,  ClaudiosI 
Fellow  thou!  awake  I 

Var.  Mv  lord. 

Clou.  My  lord. 

Bru,  Why  did  you  so  cry  out,  sirs?  in  yooi 
sleep? 

Var.f  CUm.y  Did  we,  my  lord  ? 

Bnu  Ay ;  saw  yon  anything  ? 

Var,  No,  my  lord,  I  saw  nothing. 

CUau  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Bru,   Go,  and  commend   me  to  my  brother 
Cassius ; 
Bid  him  set  on  his  powers  betimes  before, 
And  we  will  follow. 

Var,,  Clou,  It  shall  be  done,  my  lord. 

[EaeeunL 
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SCENE  l^The  Ptaba  qt  PhHippL 


MmUr  OcTAvnra,  Amtovt,  and  their  Army. 

Oct,  Now,  Antony,  our  hopes  are  answered. 
Toa  said  the  enemy  would  not  come  down, 
But  keep  the  hills  and  upper  regions ; 
It  proves  not  so :  their  battles  are  at  hand; 
They  mean  to  warn  ns  at  Philippi  here. 
Answering  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

AmL  Tut,  1  am  in  their  bosoms,  and  I  know 
Wherefore  they  do  it :  they  could  be  content 
To  visit  other  places ;  ana  come  down 
With  fearfal  bravery,  thinking,  by  this  face. 
To  &sten  in  oar  thoughta  that  they  have  courage; 
Bat  *tis  not  ao. 

JWsr  a  Messenger. 

i/cM.  Prepare  you,  generab: 

The  enemy  eomes  on  in  gallant  show ; 
Their  bloodjjr  sign  of  battle  is  hnn^  out. 
And  something  to  be  done  immediately. 

Ani.  Octovius,  lead  your  battle  softly  on, 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  the  even  field. 

OcL  Upon  the  right  hand  I,  keep  thou  the  left. 

AnL  Why  do  yoa  cross  me  in  this  exigent  ? 

OtU  I  do  not  cross  yoa ;  bat  I  will  do  so. 

[Martk, 

Dntm.    JbUer  Bbutus,  Cassiub,  and  their  Army; 
Luoiuue,  Trrunus,  Messala,  andothen, 

Bru,  Th^  stand,  and  would  have  parley. 
Oae,  Stand  fast,  Titmius:  We  must  oat  and 

talk. 
OeL  Mark   Antooj,  shall  we  give    sign  of 

battle? 
AmL  No,  Ciesar,  we  will  answer  on  their  charge. 
Make  forth ;  the  generals  would  have  some  words. 
Oct.  Stir  not  until  the  signal. 
Bru,  Words  before  blows :  Is  it  so,  countrymen  ? 
Oct  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  do. 
Bru,  Good  words  are  better  than  bad  strokes, 

Octaviuf. 
AM,  In  your  bad  strokes,  Bnttoai  yoa  give  good 

wofde: 


Witness  the  hole  you  made  in  Caesar^  heart, 
Crying,  **  Long  live  I  hail,  Caesar  I** 
Cat.  Antony, 

The  poetare  of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown ; 
But  tor  your  words,  they  rob  the  Hybla  bees, 
And  leave  them  honeyless. 
Ant,  Not  stingless  too. 

Bru,  0,  yes,  and  soundless  too. 
For  you  have  stolen  their  buzzing,  Antony, 
And,  very  wisely,  threat  before  you  sting. 
AnL  villains,  you  did  not  so,  when  your  vile 
dagKers 
Uaok'd  one  another  in  the  sides  of  Cssar: 
You  show'd  your  teeth  like  apes,  and  &wn*d  like 

hounds. 
And  bow*d  like  bondmen,  kissing  CaBsar*s  feet; 
Whilst  damned  Casca,  like  a  cur,  behind, 
Struck  Caesar  on  the  neck.    O  you  flatterers ! 
Cos,  Flatterers  I— Now,  Brutus,  thank  your 
self: 
This  tongue  had  not  offended  so  to-day. 
If  Cassius  might  have  rul'd. 
Oct,  Come,  come,  the  cause:  If  arguing  make 
us  sweat, 
The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops. 
Look,  1  draw  ft  sword  against  conspirators; 
When   think    you    that    the    sword    goes   op 

again?— 
Never,  tilT  Caesar's  three-and-thhrty  wounds 
Be  well  aveng'd ;  or  till  another  Cesar 
Have  added  slaughter  to  the  sword  of  traitors. 
Bru,  Caesar,  thoa  canst  not  die  by  traitors* 
hands. 
Unless  thoa  bring*st  them  with  thee. 

Oct,  So  I  hope; 

I  was  not  bom  to  die  on  Brutus*  sword. 

Bru,  0,  if  thou  wert  the  noblest  of  thy  strain, 
Young  man,  then  couldst  not  die  more  honourable. 
Cae.  A  peevish  schoolboy,  worthless  of  such 
honour. 
Joined  with  a  masker  and  a  reveller. 
AnL  Old  Cassias  still! 
Oct,  Come,  Antony;  aw^>>« 
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If  you  dare  fight  to-day,  oome  to  the  field ; 
If  not,  when  you  have  stomachs. 

[Exeunt  0CTAVIU8,  Antony,  and  their  Army, 

Cat.  Why,  now,  blow,  wmd ;  swell,  billow ;  and 
swim,  bark  I 
The  storm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard. 

£ru.  Ho !  Ludlius ;  hark,  a  word  with  you. 

Luc.  My  lord. 

[Brutus  and  Luoilius  converse  apart. 

Oat.  Messala,^ 

Met.  What  says  my  general  ? 

Gat.  Messala  ? 

This  is  my  birthday ;  as  this  veiy  day 
Was  Cassius  bom.    Give  me  thy  hand,  Messala 
Be  thou  my  witness  that,  against  my  will, 
As  Pompey  was,  am  I  compelled  to  set 
Upon  one  battle  all  our  liberties. 
You  know  that  I  held  Epicurus  strong:. 
And  his  opinion :  now  I  change  my  mind, 
And  partly  credit  things  that  do  pi-esage. 
Coming  from  Sardis,  on  our  foimer  ensign 
Two  mighty  eagles  fell ;  and  there  they  perch'd. 
Gorging  and  feeding  from  our  soldiers'  nands, 
Who  to  Philippi  hero  consorted  us ; 
This  morning  aro  they  fled  away,  and  gone ; 
And  in  their  steads  do  ravens,  crows,  and  kites, 
Fly  o'er  our  heads,  and  downward  look  on  us. 
As  we  wero  sickly  prey ;  their  shadows  seem 
A  canopy  most  fatal,  under  which 
Our  army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  ghost. 

Met.  Believe  not  so. 

Ccu.  I  but  believe  it  partly ; 

For  I  am  fresh  of  spirit,  and  resolv'd 
To  meet  all  perils  vcij  constantly. 

£ru.  Even  so,  Lucilius. 

G(U.  Now,  most  noble  Brutus, 

The  gods  to-day  stand  fncndlv ;  that  we  may. 
Lovers  in  peace,  lead  on  our  days  to  age ! 
But.  since  the  affairs  of  men  rest  still  incei'tain, 
Let  s  reason  with  the  worst  that  may  befall. 
If  we  do  lose  this  battle,  then  is  this 
The  very  last  time  we  shall  speak  together : 
What  are  you  then  determined  to  do  ? 

£ru.  Even  by  the  rule  of  that  philosophy 
By  which  I  did  blame  Cato  for  the  death 
Which  he  did  ^ve  himself  :--I  know  not  how, 
But  I  do  find  it  cowardly  and  vile. 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  so  to  prevent 
The  time  of  life : — arming  myself  with  patience, 
To  stay  the  providence  of  some  high  powers. 
That  govern  ub  below. 

Cat.  Then,  if  we  lose  this  battle. 

You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Through  the  streets  of  Rome  ? 

£ru.  No,  Cassius,  no :  think  not,  then  noble 
Boman, 
That  ever  Brutus  will  ^o  bound  to  Rome ; 
He  brars  too  great  a  mmd.    But  this  same  day 
Must  end  that  work  the  ides  of  March  begun ; ; 
And  whether  we  shall  meet  again  I  know  not. 
Therefore  our  everlasting  farewell  take  :— 
For  ever  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Cassius ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why^  we  shall  smile ; 
If  not,  why  then  this  partmg  was  well  made. 

Ccu.  For  ever  and  tor  ever,  farewell,  Brutus ! 
If  we  do  meet  a^n,  we'll  smile,  indeed ; 
If  not,  'tis  true  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Bru.  Why  then,  lead  on, — O,  that  a  man  might 
know 
The  end  of  this  day's  business  ere  it  come ! 
But  it  sufficeth  that  the  day  will  end. 
And  then  the  end  is  known.— Come,  oh  1  away  I 


SCENE  n.  — T^MffM.    The  Field  of  BatiU. 
Alarum.  j?n/tfr  Brutus  an^  Mbsbaua. 


Bru.  Ride,  ride,  Messala,  ride  and  give 
bills 
Unto  the  legions  on  the  other  side : 

[Loud  alarwn. 
Let  them  set  on  at  once ;  for  I  perceive 
But  cold  demeanour  in  Octavius'  wing. 
And  sudden  push  gives  them  the  overthrow. 
Ride,  ride,  Messala :  let  them  all  come  down. 

[Exeuni. 

SCENE  m.— The  tame.    Another  FHH  of  the 
Field. 

Alarum.    Enter  Cassius  and  Titinius. 

Cat.  O,  look,  Titinius,  look,  the  villains  fly! 
M^rself  have  to  mine  own  turn'd  enemy ; 
This  ensign  here  of  mine  was  turning  hack ; 
I  slew  the  coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him. 

TU.  O  Cassius,  Brutut  gave  the  woixl  too  early ; 
Who,  having  some  advantage  on  Octavius, 
Took  it  too  eagerly :  his  soldiers  fell  to  spoil 
Whilst  we  by  Antony  are  all  enclosed. 

Enter  Pindabus. 

Pin.  Fly  Airther  off,  my  lord,  fly  fUrtber  off; 
Mark  Antony  is  in  your  tents,  my  lord ! 
Fly,  therefore,  noble  Cassius,  fly  far  off. 

Cat.  This   hill   is   far  enough.  Look,  look, 
Titinius : 
Are  those  my  tents  where  I  perceive  the  fire  ? 

Tit.  They  are,  my  lord. 

Cat.  Titinius,  if  thou  lov'st  me. 

Mount  thou  my  horse,  and  hide  thy  spurs  in  him. 
Till  he  have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  troops. 
And  here  again ;  that  I  ma^  rest  assur'd 
Whether  yond'  troops  are  friend  or  enemv. 

Tit.  I  will  be  here  again,  even  with  a  thought. 

\Esat. 

Cat.  Gro,  Pindarus,  get  higher  on  that  hul ; 
My  sight  was  ever  thick ;  regard  Titinius, 
And  tell  me  what  thou  not'st  about  the  field. — 

[Exit  Pindarus. 
This  day  I  breathed  first :  time  is  come  round. 
And  where  I  did  begin  there  shall  I  end ; 
My  life  is  run  his  compass. — Sirrah,  what  news  ? 

jPin.  [Above.]  O  my  lord! 

Cat.  What  news  ? 

Pin.  Titinius  is  enclosed  round  about 
With  horsemen  that  make  to  him  on  the  spur, 
Yet  he  spurs  on. — Now  they  are  almost  on  him : 
Now,  Titinius !— Now  some  light :  — O,  he  lights 

too;  — 
He's  ta'en ;— and  hark !  they  shout  for  joy. 

[8ho^. 

Cat.  Come  down,  behold  no  more. — 
O,  coward  that  I  am,  to  live  so  long. 
To  see  my  best  friend  ta'en  before  my  fiu»! 

Enter  Pindabus. 

Come  hither,  sirrah : 

In  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  prisoner; 

And  then  I  swore  thee,  saving  of  thy  life. 

That  whatsoever  I  did  bid  thee  do 

Thou  shouldst  attempt  it.    Come  now,  keep  thine 

oath! 
Now,  be  a  freeman ;  and,  with  this  good  sword. 
That  ran  through  Caesar's  boweu,  search  this 

bosom. 
Stand  not  to  answer :  Here,  take  thou  the  hUts ; 
And,  when  my  fkce  ii  cover'd,  m  'tiaiiow.  i 
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QxAiB  tbon  the  sword-^GsBsar,  thoo  trt  reyeng'd, 
Even  with  the  aword  that  kiird  thee.  Tinisf. 

Fin,  80,  I  am  free;  yet  weald  not  so  have  been, 
Durst  I  have  done  mj  will.    0  Cassius  1 
Far  firom  this  oouutrj  Pindams  shall  ron, 
Where  never  Roman  shall  take  note  of  him. 

[Esat. 

B&ttnter  Tirnmrs,  w&h  Mkssala. 

Jfef.  It  is  but  change,  Titinius ;  for  Ootavios 
Is  overthrown  by  noble  Brutus'  power, 
As  Cassias'  legions  are  bv  Antony. 

TiU  These  tidings  will  well  comfort  Cassius. 

Jtfes.  Where  did  yon  leave  him? 

Tit,  All  disconsolate, 

With  Pindanis  his  bondman,  on  this  hill. 

ifet.  Is  not  that  he  that  lies  upon  the  ground? 

Tik  He  lies  not  like  the  living.    0  my  heart  1 

Mes,  Is  not  that  he? 

Tit,  No,  this  was  he,  MeasaU, 

But  Cassius  is  no  more. — 0  setting  sun  I 
As  in  thy  red  rays  thou  dost  sink  to-night, 
So  in  his  red  blood  Cassius'  day  is  set ; 
The  sun  of  Rome  is  set  I  Our  oay  b  gone; 
Clouds,  dews,  and  dangers  come;  our  deeds  are 

done! 
Mistrust  of  my  success  hath  done  this  deed. 

ifef.  Mistrust  of  good  success  hath  done  this 
deed. 
0  hateful  error,  melancholy's  child  I 
Why  dost  thou  show  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 
The  things  that  are  not  ?  O  error,  soonoonoeiv'd, 
Thou  never  com'st  unto  a  happy  birth. 
But  kill'st  the  mother  that  engender'd  thee. 

Tit.   What,     Pindarusl      Where    art     thou, 
Pindams? 

MeM,  Seek  him,  Titinius:  whilst  I  go  to  meet 
The  noble  Brutus,  thrusting  this  report 
Into  his  ears  :  I  may  say,  thrusting  it ; 
For  piercing  steel,  and  darts  envenomed. 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus 
As  tidings  of  this  sight. 

Tit,  Hie  you,  Messala, 

And  I  will  seek  for  Pindanis  the  while. 

[Exit  Messaul. 
Why  didst  thoo  send  me  forth,  brave  Cassius  ? 
Did  I  not  meet  thy  friends  ?  and  did  not  they 
Put  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  victory. 
And  bid  me  give't  thee?  Didst  thou  not  hear  their 
shouts? 


Alas,  thou  hast  misconstrued  < 

But  hole 

Thy  Eiri 

Will  do  his  bidding. — Brutus,  come  apace. 


old  thee,  take  this  garland  on  thyl 
Thy  Eirutus  bid  me  give  it  thee,  and  i 


CLSSAR.  dAg 

Should  breed  tiliy  ftllow.— Frlencb,  I  owe  more 

tears 
To  this  dead  man  than  yon  shall  see  me  pay.  — 
I  shall  find  time,  Cassius,  I  shall  find  time- 
Come,  therefore,  and  to  Thassos  send  his  body ; 
His  funerals  shall  not  be  in  our  camp, 
Lest  it  discomfort  us.— Lucilius,  come; — 
And  come,  youn^  Cato ;  let  us  to  the  field.— 
Labeo  and  Flavius,  set  our  battles  on : — 
•Tis  three  o'clock ;  and,  Romans,  yet  ere  night 
We  shall  try  fartune  in  a  second  fight     [Exeunt, 

SCENE  \y,— Another  Piatrt  of  the  Field. 

Alarum.    Enter,  fighting.  Soldiers  of  loth  Armiet; 
Uien  Brutus,  Cato,  Luciuua,  and  others, 

Bru.  Yet,  countrymen,  O  yet  hold  up  your 

heads  I 
Cato,  What  bastard  doth  not?  Who  will  go 
with  me? 
I  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  field : — 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho ! 
A  foe  to  tyrants,  and  my  country^  friend ; 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho  I 

[Chargea  the  enemff. 
Bru.  And  I  am  Bmtna,  Marcus  Brutus,  I ; 
Brutus,    my   country's    friend;    know   me   for 
Brutus. 

[Exit,  charging  the  enemy,    Cato  m 
overpowered,  and falle, 
Luc  0   young    and   noble   Cato,   art     thou 
down? 
Whv,  now  thou  diest  as  bravely  as  Titinius : 
Ana  mayst  be  honoured,  being  Cato's  son. 
1  Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  diest. 
Luc  Oti\y  I  yield  to  die : 

There  is  so  much  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  straight ; 
[Offering  money. 
Kill  Brutus,  and  be  hononr*d  in  his  death. 

1  Sold,  We  must  not — A  noble  prisoner  I 

2  Sold.  Room,  hoi  Tell  Antony,  Brutus  is  U'to. 
1  Sold.  Ill  tell  the  news.— Here  oomes   the 

general:— 

Enter  AirroHT. 

Brutus  is  ta'en,  Brutus  is  ta'en,  my  lord. 

Ant,  Where  is  he? 

Luc  Safe,  Antony ;  Brutus  is  safe  enough; 
I  dare  assure  thee  that  no  enemy 
Shall  ever  take  alive  the  noble  Brutus: 
The  gods  defend  him  from  so  great  a  shame  1 
When  you  do  find  him,  or  alive,  or  dead. 
He  will  be  found  like  Brutus,  like  himself. 
I      Ant.  This  is  not  Brutus,  friend ;  but,  I 
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[t  is  t  deed  in  Ihshum.    Hark  thee,  Clltrr!*.— 

[WJdaperinq. 

CIL  What,  I,  my  lord?  No,  not  for  all  the  world. 

Bru,  Peace,  then,  no  words. 

CV.  n\  rather  UU  myself. 

Bnu  Hark  thee,  Dardanius.—    [  Wfuspera  JUm, 

Dor.  Shall  I  do  auch  a  deed  ? 

CIL  O,  Dardaninsl 

Dar,  0,  Clitos  I 

(M,  What  ill  request  did  Bmtos  make  to  thee? 

Dar,  To  kill  him,  Clitus.    Look,  he  meditates. 

Ca  Now  is  that  noble  vessel  full  of  grief^ 
That  it  runs  over  even  at  hi^t  eyes. 

Bru.  Come  hither,  good  Volumnius :  list  a  word* 

V6L  What  says  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  Why,  this,  Volumnius: 

The  ghost  of  Casar  hath  appeared  to  me 
Two  several  times  by  night:  at  Sard  is  once; 
And,  thl«  last  night,  here  in  Philippi  fields. 
I  know  my  hour  is  come. 

V6U  Not  so,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Nay,  I  am  sure  it  is,  Volumnius. 
Thou  seest  the  world,  Volumnius,  how  it  goet; 
Our  enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  pit : 
It  is  more  worthy  to  leap  in  ourselves. 
Than  tarry  till  they  pusn  us.    Good  Volumnius, 
Thou  know*st  that  we  two  went  to  school  together ; 
Even  for  that  our  love  of  old,  I  prithee. 
Hold  thou  my  sword-hilts,  wbibt  I  run  on  it. 

VoL  That's  not  an  office  for  a  friend,  my  lord. 
[Alcanim  »tiiL 

OIL  Fly, fly,  my  lord;  there  is  no  tarrying  here. 

Bnu   Farewell  to  you— and   you;— and   you 
Volumnius. — 
Strato,  thou  hast  been  all  this  while  asleep ; 
Farewell  to  thee  too,  Strato.— Countrymen, 
My  heart  doth  joy  that  yet,  in  all  my  life, 
I  found  no  man  but  he  was  true  to  me. 
I  shall  have  glory  by  this  losing  day, 
More  than  Octavius  and  Mark  Antony 
By  this  vile  oonauest  shall  attain  unto. 
So,  fare  yon  well  at  once;  for  Brutus'  tongue 
Hath  almost  ended  his  life's  history : 
Night  hangs  upon  mine  eyes ;  my  bones  would 

rest, 
That  hare  but  labour'd  to  attain  this  hour. 

[Alarum,     Cry  within  ;  Fly,  fly,  fly  1 

OH  Fly,  my  lord,  fly! 

SHb  Hence;  I  will  follow. 

lEoDemU  Cu.,  Dab^  and  Vol. 


CJESAB. 

I  prithee,  Stnto,  stay  thoa  by  thy  lord 
Thou  art  a  fellow  of^a  good  respect; 
Thy  life  hath  had  some  smatcb  of  honour  in  it : 
Hold  then  my  sword,  and  turn  away  thy  face. 
While  I  do  run  upon  it.    Wilt  thou,  Strato? 
Stra,  Give  me  your  hand  first :  Fare  you  well, 

my  lord. 
Am.  Farewell,  good  Strato.— Cnsar,  now  be 
still : 
I  kiU'd  not  thee  with  half  so  good  a  will. 

[Ee  rune  an  his  moord,  and  dia. 

Alarum,    Betrtat.    Enter  Ootavius,  Ahtovt, 
Messala,  LuciLius,  and  their  army, 

Oct,  Whatmanistliat? 

Met,  My  master's  man.— Strato,  where  is  thy 
master? 

Strcu  Free  from   the    bondage    you   are   in, 
Messala; 
The  conquerors  can  but  make  a  fire  of  him; 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  himself. 
And  no  man  else  hath  honour  by  his  death. 

Luc.  So  Brutus  should  be  found.— I  thank  thee 
Brutus, 
That  thou  ha»t  provVl  Ludlius'  sajring  true. 

Oct,  All  that  served  Brutus,  I  wUl  entertain 
them. 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  bestow  thy  time  with  me? 

Stra,  Ay,  if  Messala  will  prefer  me  to  you. 

Oct,  Do  so,  good  Messala. 

A/ies.  How  died  my  master,  Strato  ? 

Stm,  I  held  the  sword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 

Mea.  Octavius,  then  take  him  to  follow  thee, 
That  did  the  latest  service  to  my  master. 

Ant,  This  was   the  noblest  Roman  of  then 
all: 
All  the  conspirators,  save  only  he, 
Did  that  they  did  in  envy  of  great  Cesar; 
He  only,  in  a  general  honest  Uiought, 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
His  life  was  gentle ;  and  the  elements 
So  mix'd  in  him  that  Nature  might  stand  up, 
And  say  to  all  the  world,  **  This  was  a  roan  I ' 

Oct.  According  to  his  virtue  let  us  use  him, 
With  all  respect  and  rites  of  burial. 
Within  my  tent  his  bones  to-night  t-hall  lie, 
Most  like  a  soldier,  order'd  honourably. — 
So  call  the  field  to  rest :  and  let's  away, 
To  part  the  glories  of  this  happy  day. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


VL  AMTONT. »  MwnTtr.     00TA7IUS  0A8AR,*  trtumTlr. 

K.  JBBOL.  LEPIOUa.*  triumvir.       BEXTUS  P0MPEZU3. 

DOADTniS  ENOBARBUS,  ft  frt«nd  of  Antonv. 

?EH1IDnr8, »  Mrad  of  Aatonj.     EK08,  a  frland  of  Antoay* 

8CARU8.  a  triend  of  Antony. 

DESCSTA3,  a  flioni  of  Antonr. 

OEMKTIUUB.  a  fHond  of  Antony.    PHILO.  a  Mend  of  Anton  y. 

ffp^jHiAR  ft  friend  of  Caoaar.    AQR^PPA,  a  trland  of  Caejar. 

DOLABELLA.  a  frimd  of  Ca«aar. 

PROCULEIUS.  a  tHond  of  Caosar. 

THTXBUB. »  friend  of  Caeuu*      QALLUS.  a  firloid  of  Oaoiar. 

MENAB.  a  fHand  of  Pomsoy. 

HBKECRATBB.  a  frtend  of  Pompoy. 

VASJUU8,  %  Mond  of  Pompoy. 

BCBHB— XNaponad ;  in  nvtral 


TAUBVB,  lltiiUiuuit-Keiieral  to  Caewtf. 
0ANIDIU8.  Uentonantjseneral  to  Antony. 

Snins,  an  ■  fflcer  In  Ventidiu'a  army. 

EUFHSOMIirS,  an  ambataador  from  Antony  to  Cmmut. 

ALEZA8.  an  attendant  on  aoopatra. 

HARDIAN.  an  attendant  on  Qoopatra. 

BELEUCUa,  an  attendant  on  Cleopatra. 

mOMEOEB,  an  attendant  on  Cleopatra. 

A  Boothaaver.       A  Clown. 

CLEOPATRA.  Qneen  of  Egypt. 

OOTA YIA.  elster  of  Caeour,  and  wOe  to  Antony. 

CHARMIAN.  an  attendant  on  Cleopatra. 

IRA8,  an  attendant  on  Cleopatra. 

Ollloort,  Boldlera,  Meaaenffi -»--.-—  ---- 

parti  of  the  Soman  Bmplra. 


ACT   I. 


SCENE  L— Alexandria.    A  Boom  «i  Cleopatra'^ 

Palace. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Puiix). 

Phi  Naj,  but  this  dotage  of  our  general^ 
0*erfl9ws  the  ineadare:  those  his  goodly  eyes, 
That  o'er  the  files  and  musters  of  the  war 
Have  glow'd  like  plated  Mars,  now  bend,  now  turn, 
The  offioe  and  devotion  of  their  view 
Upon  a  tawny  front :  his  captain's  heart. 
Which  in  the  scuffles  of  great  fights  hath  burst 
The  buckles  on  his  breast,  reneagues  all  temper ; 
And  is  become  the  bellows,  and  the  fan, 
To  oool  a  gipsy's  lust    Loiok,  where  they  come  1 

Flounth,    Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  toUh 
their  trains;  Eunuchsyonntn^  ^. 

Take  but  good  note,  and  you  shall  see  m  him 
The  triple  pillar  of  the  world  transform'd 
Into  a  strumpet's  fool :  behold  and  set-. 
Cleo.  it  it  be  lore  indeed,  tell  me  how  much. 
Ant»  There's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be 

reckon'd. 
01m,  111  set  a  bourne  how  far  to  be  belov'd. 
Ami,  Then  must  thou  needs  find  out  new  heaven, 
new  earth. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Att,  News,  my  ^ood  lord,  from  Rome — 
Ant,  Grates  me:-*The  sum. 

Cleo,  Nay,  hear  them,  Antony : 
Fnlvia,  perchance,  is  angry ;  or,  wbo  knows 
h  the  scarce-bearded  Cwsar  have  not  sent 
His  powerful  mandate  to  yon,  ^  Do  this,  or  this ; 
Take  in  that  kingdom,  and  enfranchise  that; 
Perform't,  or  else  we  damn  thee." 
AnL  How,  my  love  I 

Cleo,  Perobanoe,— nay,  and  most  like. 
You  must  not  stay  here  longer,  your  dismission 


Is  oome  from  Cnsar ;  therefore  hear  it,  Antony.- 
Where's  Fulvia^  process?  C»sar's,  I  would  say.— 

Both.— 
Call  in  the  messengers. — As  1  am  Egypt's  queen 
Thou  blushest,  Antony;  and  that  blood  of  thine 
Is  GsBsar's  homager :  dso  so  thy  cheek  pays  siminc 
When  shrill-tongued  Fulvia  scolds.  — The  mes- 
sengers. 

Ant,  Let  Rome  in  Tiber  meltl  and  tb«  wide  arcb 
Of  the  rang'd  empire  fall  I  Here  is  my  space. 
Kingdoms  are  clay:  our  dungy  earth  alike 
Feeds  beast  as  man :  the  nobleness  of  life 
Is,  to  do  thus ;  when  such  a  mutual  pair. 
And  such  a  twain  can  dot,  in  which  I  bind« 
On  pain  of  punishment,  the  world  to  weet 
We  stand  up  peerless. 

Cleo,  Excellent  falsehood  1 

Why  did  he  marry  Fulvia,  and  not  love  her  ?— 
Ill  seem  the  fool  I  am  not;  Antony 
Will  be  himself— 

Ant,  But  stirr'd  by  Cleopatra.^ 

Now,  for  the  love  of  Love,  and  her  soft  hours, 
Let's  not  confound  the  time  vrith  conference  harsh : 
There's  not  a  minute  of  our  lives  should  stretch 
Without  some  pleasure  now :  What  sport  to-night  IP 

Cleo,  Hear  the  ambassadors. 

Ant,  Fie,  wrangling  queeni 

Whom  everything  becomes,  to  chide,  to  laugh, 
To  weep;  whose  every  passion  fully  strives 
To  make  itself,  in  thee,  tair  and  admir'd  I 
No  messenger;  but  thine  and  all  alone, 
To-night  well  wander  through  the  streets,  and  note 
The  qualities  of  people.    Come,  my  queen ; 
Last  night  you  did  desire  it: — Speak  not  to  us. 
[Exeunt  Ant.  and  CuBor.,  with  their  Train, 

Dem.  Is  Cssar  with  Antomus  pru'd  so  slight  ? 

PkL  Sir,  sometimes,  when  he  is  not  Antony 
He  coiners  too  short  of  that  great  prop^y 

Which  Miu  diouid  go  wijfrg^g^<\,oog  le 
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Dem.  ^  Vm  full  sorr^ 

That  he  appruTet  tbe  common  liar,  who 
Hius  tpoiiks  of  him  at  Borne:  But  I  will  hope 
Of  better  deeds  to>morrow.    Best  you  happy ! 

SCENE  VL—Tke9ame.    Another  Boom, 

EnterCaLRMiAMf  Iras,  Alkx  ib,  and  a  Soothsayer. 

Char,  Lord  Alaxas,  sweet  Alexas,  most  anything 
Alexas,  almost  most  absolute  Alexas,  where's  tbe 
s<>'>thsayer  that  you  praised  so  to  the  queen?  0, 
that  I  knew  this  husband,  which,  yoa  say,  mttst 
change  his  horns  with  garlands  \ 

AUx,  Soothsayer. 

Sooth,  Your  will? 

Ohar,  Is  this  the  man?— I8*t  yen,  sir,  that 
know  things  ? 

Sooth,  in  nature's  infinite  book  of  secrecy 
A  little  I  can  read. 

Alet,  Show  him  your  hand. 

Enter  Ekobabbus. 

3*0.  Bringin  the  banquet  quickly;  wine  enough 
Cleopatra's  health  to  drink. 

Char,  Qoud  sir,  give  me  good  fortune. 

Sooth,  I  make  not,  but  foresee. 

Char.  Pray  then,  foresee  me  one. 

%oth.  You  shall  be*  yet  far  fairer  than  you  are. 

Char,  He  means  in  flesh. 

Iroi,  No,  you  shall  paint  when  yoa  are  old. 

Char,  Wrinkles  forhidl 

Alex,  Vex  not  his  prescience;  he  attentive. 

Char.  Hush  I 

Sooth,  You  shall  be  more  bcloving  than  belov'd. 

Char.  I  had  rather  heat  my  liver  with  drinking. 

Alex,  Nay,  hear  him. 

Char,  Qood  now,  some  excellent  fortune  I  Let 
me  be  married  to  three  kings  in  a  forenoon,  and 
widow  them  all:  let  me  have  a  child  at  fifty,  to 
whom  Herod  of  Jewry  may  do  homage :  find  me 
to  marry  me  with  Octavius  Caesar,  and  companion 
me  with  my  mbtress. 

Sooth,  You  shall  outlive  fhe  lady  whom  you 
serve. 

Char.  O  exoelleot!  I  love  lone  life  better  ^an 
figs. 

SootJL  You  have  seen  and  prov  J  a  fnhrer  former 
fortune 
Tban  that  which  is  to  approach. 

Char,  Then,  belike  my  children  shall  have  no 


CLEOPATRA. 

Sooth,  1  have  s^id. 

Irat.  Am  I  not  an  inch  of  fortune  better  thanshe? 

Char.  Well,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  fortune 
better  than  I,  where  would  vou  choose  it  P 

Ira»,  Not  in  my  husband's  nose. 

Char,  Our  worser  thoughts  heaven  mend! 
Alexas, — oume,  his  fortune,  iJs  fortune! — O,  lei 
him  marry  a  woman  that  cannot  go,  sweet  Isis,  I 
beseech  theo !  And  let  her  die  too,  and  ^ve  him 
a  worse  I  and  let  worse  follow  worse,  till  the  worst 
of  all  follow  him  laughing  to  his  grave,  fifty-fold  a 
cuckold  1  Good  Isis,  hear  me  this  i)rayer,  though 
thou  deny  me  a  matter  of  more  weight ;  good  lais, 
I  beseech  thee  I 

Ira*,  Amen.  Dear  goddess,  hear  that  prayer  of 
the  people  1  for,  as  it  is  heart-breaking  to  see  a 
handsome  man  loose-wived,  so  it  is  a  deadly  sorrow 
to  behold  a  foul  knave  uncuckolded :  Therefore 
dear  Isis,  keep  decorum,  and  fortune  him  aocor 
dingly ! 

Char,  Amen. 

AUx,  Lo,  now  I  if  it  lay  in  their  hands  to  make 
me  a  cuckold,  they  would  make  themselves  whores 
but  they'd  do't. 

JCno.  Hush  1  here  comes  Antony. 
Char,  Not  he;  the  queen 

Xnter  Cleopatra 

Cleo,  Saw  you  my  lord  ? 

Eno,  No,  lady. 

CUo.  Was  he  not  here? 

Char,  No,  madam. 

Cloo,  He  was  disposed  to  mirth;  but  on  the 

suddon 
A  Boman  thought  hath  struck  him.— Enobarbns, — 
£no.  Madam. 
CUo,  Seek  him,  and  bring  him  hither.  Wbereli 

Alexas? 
Alex,  Here,  at  your  service.  My  lord  approaches. 

Enter  Anton r,  with  a  Messenger  ani  Attendants. 
Cleo.  We  wfll  not  look  upon  him :  Go  with  us 
[Exetmt  Cleopatra,    Emobarbus,  Albxabi 
Ibas,  Charmian,  Soothsayer,  on^  Attendants. 
Mess,  Fulvia  thy  wife  first  came  into  the  field 
Aftt.  Against  my  brother  Lucius? 
Mcu.  Ay: 
But  i>oon  that  war  had  end,  and  the  time's  state 
Made  friends  of  them,  jointing  their  foroe  'gainst 

Cffi&ar; 
Whoso  better  issue  hi  the  war,  from  Italy, 
Upon  the  first  encounter,  drave  them 
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When  our  <|iiiok  wiuds  lie  still;  and  our  ills 

told   08, 

b  as  our  earing.    Fare  thee  well  a  while. 

Me$$.  At  jour  noble  pleasure.  [ExU. 

AnL  From  Sioyon  how  the  news  ?  Speak  there. 

1 JU.  The  man  from  Bio7on.~Is  there  suoh  an 
one? 

S  AtL  Ue  stays  upon  your  will. 

AnL  Let  him  appear.— 

These  strong  Egyptian  fetters  I  must  break, 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

Or  lose  myself  in  dotage.— What  are  you  ? 

2  Mess.  Folria  thy  wife  is  dead. 

AnL  Where  died  she? 

2  Mess.  In  Sicyon : 
Her  length  of  sickness,  with  what  else  more  serious 
Import^  thee  to  know,  this  bears.   [Oivesa  letter. 

AnL  Forbear  me.— 

[Exit  Messenger. 
Tbere^  a  great  spirit  sone  1    Thus  did  I  desire  it : 
What  our  contempts  do  often  hurl  from  us, 
We  wish  it  ours  again;  the  present  pleasure, 
Br  revolution  lowering,  does  become 
The  opposite  of  itself:  she^s  good,  being  gone; 
The  hand  could  pluck  her  back  that  shov'd  her  on. 
1  roust  from  this  enchanting  queen  break  off; 
Ten  thousand  harms,  more  than  the  ills  I  know, 
My  idleness  doth  hatch.— How  now  I  Enobarbus! 

Enter  Enobabbus. 

Eno.  What*^  jpm  pleasure,  sir? 
Ant.  I  roust  with  haste  from  hence. 
Eno.  Why,  then,  we  kill  all  our  women:  We 
see  how  mortal  an  unkindness  is  to  them;  if  they 
suffer  our  departure,  deaths  the  word. 
AnL  I  must  be  gone. 

Eno.  Under  a  compelling  occasion,  let  women 
die :  It  were  pity  to  cast  them  away  for  nothing ; 
though,  between  them  and  a  great  caiise,  they 
should  be  esteemed  nothing.    Cleopatra,  catching 
but  the  least  noise  of  this,  dies  instantly;  I  have 
seen  her  die  twenty  times  upon  far  poorer  moment : 
I  do  think  there  is  mettle  in  death,  which  commits 
some  lovhig  act  upon  her,  she  hath  sooh  a  celerity 
in  dying. 
AnL  She  is  cunning  past  man's  thought. 
Eno.  Alack,  sir,  no ;  her  passions  are  made  of 
nothing  but  the  finest  part  of  pure  love :  We 
oannot  call  her  winds  ana  waters,  sighs  and  tears ; 
they  are  greater  storms  and  tempests  than  alma- 
nacs can  report :  this  cannot  be  cunning  in  her ;  if 
it  be,  she  inakes  a  shower  of  rain  as  well  as  Jove. 
AnL  'Would  I  had  neVer  seen  her ! 
Eno.  O,  sir,  you  had  then  left  unseen  a  wonder- 
fhl  piece  of  work ;  which  not  to  have  been  blessed 
witnal,  would  have  discredited  your  travel. 
AnL  Fulvia  is  dead. 
Eno.  Sir? 
AnL  Fulvia  is  deed. 
Eno.  Fulvia? 
AnL  Dead. 

Eno.  Why.  sir,  give  the  gods  a  thankfrd  sacri- 
fice. When  it  pleaseth  their  deities  to  take  the 
wife  of  a  man  from  him,  it  shows  to  man  the 
tailors  of  the  earth ;  comforting  therein,  that  when 
old  robes  are  worn  out  there  are  membcn  to  make 
new.  If  there  were  no  more  women  but  Fulvia, 
then  had  you  indeed  a  cut,  and  the  case  to  be 
lamented;  this  grief  is  crowned  with  consolation; 
your  old  smock  brings  forth  a  new  petticoat: — 
and,  indeed,  the  tears  live  in  an  onion  that  should 
water  this  sorrow. 


CLEOPATRA.  678 

Ant.  The  business  she  hath  broached  in  the 
state 
Cannot  endure  my  absence. 

Eno.  And  the  business  you  have  broached  here 
cannot  be  without  you ;  especially  that  of  Cleo- 
patra's, which  wholly  depends  on  your  abode. 

AnL  No  more  light  answers.    Let  our  officers 
Have  notice  what  we  purpose.    I  shall  break 
The  cause  of  our  expedience  to  the  queen. 
And  get  her  love  to  part.    For  not  alone 
The  death  of  Fulvia,  with  more  urgent  touches, 
Do  strongly  speak  to  us ;  but  the  letters  too 
Of  many  our  contriving  friends  in  Rome 
Petitk>n  us  at  home:  Sextus  Pompeius 
Hath  given  the  dare  to  Cssar,  and  commands 
The  empire  of  the  sea :  our  slippery  people 
(Whose  love  is  never  link'd  to  the  deserver 
Till  his  deserts  are  past)  begin  to  throw 
Pompey  the  Great,  and  all  his  dignities. 
Upon  his  son ;  who,  high  in  name  and  power. 
Higher  than  both  in  blood  and  life,  stands  up 
For  the  main  soldier :  whose  quality,  going  on. 
The  sides  o'  the  world  may  danger:  Much  is 

breeding. 
Which,  like  the  courser*^  hair^  hath  yet  but  life, 
And  not  a  serpent's  poison.    Say,  our  pleasure, 
To  such  whose  place  is  under  us,  requires 
Our  quick  remove  from  hence. 

Eno,  I  shall  dot.  [Eaeeimt 

SCENE  IIL 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Chabjoav,  Ibab,  oMf  Alsxab 

Oleo.  Where  is  he? 

Char.  1  did  not  see  him  since. 

Cieo.  See  where  he  is,  who's  with  him,  what  he 
does: — 
I  did  not  send  ^ou :— If  you  find  him  sad, 
Say  I  am  dancmg ;  if  in  mirth,  report 
That  I  am  sudden  sick :  Quick,  and  return. 

[ExUAlbl 
Ohar.  Madam,  methinks,  if  yon  did  love  him 
dearly. 
You  do  not  hold  the  method  to  enforce 
The  like  from  him. 

Cleo.  What  should  I  do  I  do  not? 

Char.  In  each  thing  give  him  way,  cross  him  in 

nothing. 
Oleo.  Thou  teachest  like  a  fool:  the  way  to 

lose  him. 
Char.  Tempt  him  not  so  too  £u' :  I  wish,  forbear 
In  time  we  h^  that  which  we  often  fear. 

j?n(er  Antovt. 

But  here  oomea  Antony. 

Cleo.  I  am  sick  and  sullen. 

AnL  I  am  sorry  to  give  breathing  to  my  pur- 
nose. — 

Oleo.  Help  me  away,  dear  Charmian,  I  shall 
fiUl; 
It  cannot  be  thus  long,  the  ddee  of  natoro 
Will  not  sustain  it. 

Ant.  Now,  niy  dearest  queen,^ 

Cleo.  Pray  you,  stand  farther  from  me. 

AnL  What's  the  matter  ? 

Cleo.  I  know,  by  that  same  eye,  there's  some 
good  news. 
What  says  the  married  woman  ? — Tou  may  go , 
'Would  she  had  never  given  you  leave  to  come? 
Let  her  not  say  *tis  I  that  keep  you  here, 
I  have  no  power  upon  you ;  hers  yon  are. 

AnL  The  gods  beit  know,— 

Oleo.  O,  never  was  there  queen 
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Bo  mightily  betra/'dl  Yet,  at  the  first, 
I  saw  the  treasons  planted. 

AnU  Cleopatra, — 

CUo,  Why  should  I  think  you  can  be  mine,  and 
true, 
Though  you  in  swearing  shake  the  throned  gods, 
Who  have  been  false  to  Fulvia?  Riotous  madness. 
To  be  entangled  with  those  mouth-made  vows. 
Which  break  themselves  in  swearing! 

Ant,  Most  sweet  aueen, — 

CUo,  Nay*,  pray  you,  seek  no  colour  tor  your 
going, 
But  bid  farewell,  and  go :  when  tou  sued  staying, 
Then  was  the  time  for  words:  No  going  then;  — 
Eternity  was  in  our  lips  and  eyes ; 
Bliss  in  our  brows'  bent;  none  our  parts  so  poor, 
But  was  a  race  of  heaven :  They  are  so  still. 
Or  thou,  the  greatest  soldier  of  the  world, 
Art  tum'd  the  greatest  liar. 

Ant.  How  now,  lady  I 

Oleo.  I  would  I  had  thy  inches;  thou  shonld'st 
know 
Tliere  were  a  heart  in  Egypt 

Ant,  ^  Hear  me,  queen: 

The  strong  necessity  of  time  commands 
Our  services  awhile  ;  but  my  full  heart 
Remains  in  use  with  you.    Our  Italy 
Shines  o'er  with  civil  swords :  Sextus  Pompeius 
Makes  his  approaches  to  the  port  of  Rome : 
Equality  of  two  domestic  powers 
Breeds  scrupulous  faction :  The  hated,  grown  to 

strength. 
Are  newly  grown  to  love :  the  condemned  Pompey, 
Rich  in  his  fatlier's  honour,  creeps  apace 
Into  the  hearts  of  such  as  have  not  thriv'd 
Upon  the  present  state,  whose  numbers  threaten; 
And  quietness,  grown  sick  of  rest,  would  purge 
By  any  desperate  change :  My  more  particular. 
And  that  which  most  with  you  should  safe  my 

going, 
Is  Fulvia's  death. 

Oleo,  Though  age  from  folly  could  not  give  me 
freedom. 
It  does  from  cliildishness :— Can  Fulvia  die  ? 

AnL  She's  dead,  my  queen : 
Look  here,  and  at  thy  sovereign  leisure  read 
The  garboils  she  awak'd;  at  the  last,  best; 
See  when  and  where  she  died. 

Cleo,  0  most  false  love ! 

Where  be  the  secret  vials  thou  shouldst  fill 
With  sorrowful  water?  Now  I  see,  I  see. 
In  Fulvia^B  death  how  mine  reoeiv'd  shall  be. 

Ant,  Quarrel  no  more,  but  be  prepared  to  know 
The  purposes  I  bear;  which  are,  or  ceate. 
As  you  shall  give  the  advice :  By  the  fire 
That  quickens  Nilus'  slime,  I  go  from  hence. 
Thy  soldier,  servant ;  making  peace  or  war 
As  thou  affeot'st. 

Cleo,  Cut  my  laoe,  Charmian,  come; — 

But  let  it  be.— I  am  quickly  ill,  and  well. 
So  Antony  loves. 

Ant,  M^  precious  queen,  forbear ; 

And  give  true  evidence  to  his  love,  which  stands 
An  honourable  trial. 

Cleo,  So  Fulvia  told  me. 

I  prithee,  turn  aside,  and  weep  for  her ; 
Then  bid  adieu  to  me,  and  say  the  tears 
Belong  to  Egypt :  Good  now,  play  one  scene 
Of  excellent  dissembling;  and  let  it  look 
Like  perfect  honour. 

Ant,  Youll  heat  mv  blood:  no  more. 

OZ0O.  You  oan  do  better  yet;  bat  this  ia  meetly. 

AM,  Now,  by  my  sword, — 
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Oleo,  And  target,— Still  he  mends ; 

But  this  is  not  the  best :  Look,  prithee,  Charmiao, 
How  this  Herculean  Roman  does  become 
The  carriage  of  his  chafe. 

Ant,  111  leave  yon,  Utdj* 

Cleo,  Courteous  lord,  one  word. 
Sir,  yon  and  I  must  part,— but  that's  not  it : 
Sir,  you  and  I  have  lov'd, — but  there^  not  it ; 
That  yon  know  well :  Something  it  is  I  would,— 
O,  my  oblivion  is  a  very  Antony, 
And  I  am  all  forgotten. 

Ant,  But  that  your  royalty 

Holds  idleness  your  subject,  I  should  take  yoa 
For  idleness  itselt 

Cleo,  *Tia  sweating  labour 

To  bear  such  idleness  so  near  the  heart 
As  Cleopatra  this.    But,  sir,  forgive  me , 
Since  my  becomings  kill  me,  when  they  do  not 
Eye  well  to  yoa :  Your  honour  calls  you  hence  * 
Therefore  be  deaf  to  my  unpitied  folly. 
And  all  the  gods  go  with  you !    Upon  yoor  sword 
Sit  laurel  victory,  and  smooth  snocess 
Be  strew'd  before  your  feet  I 

Ant.  Let  as  go.    Come: 

Our  separation  so  abides,  and  flies. 
That  thou,  residing  here,  go'st  yet  with  me. 
And  I,  henoe  fleeting,  here  remain  with  thee. 
Away!  [SaoetmL 

SCENE  IT.— Rome.    An  Apartment  in  Ccsar^ 
Eouae, 

Enter  Octayiub  Cjesab,  Lepcdus,  and  Attaidants 

CcBs,  You  may  see,  Lepidus,  and  henceforth 

know, 
It  is  not  Cssar's  natural  vice  to  hate 
One  ^eat  competitor :  from  Alexandria 
This  IS  the  news :  He  fishes,  drinks,  and  wastes 
The  lamps  of  night  in  revel :  is  not  more  manlike 
Than  Cleopatra ;  nor  the  queen  of  Ptolemy 
More  womanly  than  he:  tuirdly  gave  audience. 
Or  Youchsaf 'd  to  think  he  had  partners :  Yoa  ahall 

find  there 
A  man  who  is  the  abstract  of  all  faolts 
That  all  men  follow. 

Lep,  I  must  not  think  there  are 

Evils  enow  to  darken  all  bin  goodness : 
His  faults,  in  him,  seem  as  the  spots  of  heaven. 
More  fiery  by  night's  blackness;  hereditary. 
Rather  tKan  purchased;  what  he  cannot  change, 
Than  what  he  chooses. 
Cos.  You  are  too  indulgent:  Let%  grant  it 

is  not 
Amiss  to  tumble  on  the  bed  of  Ptolemy; 
To  give  a  kingdom  for  a  mirth ;  to  sit 
And  keep  the  turn  of  tippling  with  a  slave ; 
To  reel  tne  streets  at  noon,  and  stand  the  baSet 
With  knaves  that  smell  of  sweat ;  say,  this  beoomea 

him 
(As  his  composure  must  be  rare  indeed 
Whom  these  things  cannot  blemish),  yet  moat 

Antony 
No  way  excuse  his  soils,  when  we  do  bear 
80  great  weight  in  his  lightness.    If  he  fillVl 
His  vacancy  with  his  voluptnoosness. 
Full  surfeits,  and  the  dryness  of  his  bones. 
Call  on  him  for't :  but  to  confound  such  time 
That  drums  him  from  his  sport,  and  speaks  as 

loud 
As  his  own  state,  and  oars, — \is  to  be  chid 
As  we  rate  boys ;  who,  being  mature  in  knowledge, 
Pawn  their  experience  to  their  present  pleasnre, 
Andsorebeltoju4gment.        /""^^^I^ 
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Enter  a  Messexiger. 

L^  Here's  more  news. 

Meat,  Thj  biddings  have  been  done;  and  every 
boor, 
Host  noble  Ciesar,  shalt  thon  bave  report 
How  *tis  abroed.    Pompej  is  strong  at  sea, 
And  it  appears  he  is  belov'd  of  those 
Tliat  only  have  fear*d  Cssar:  to  the  ports 
The  discontents  repair,  and  men's  reports 
Qive  him  mnch  wrong'd. 

OcB$.  I  should  liave  known  no  less : 

it  bath  been  tanght  us  from  the  primal  state, 
That  he  which  is  was  wish'd,  antil  he  were : 
And  the  ebb'd  man,  ne'er  lov'd  till  ne'er  worth  love, 
Comes  fear'd  hj  being  lack'd.   This  common  body, 
Like  to  a  vagabond  flag  upon  the  stream, 
Qoes  to,  and  back,  lackeymg  the  varying  tide, 
To  rot  itself  with  motion. 

ifesi.  Ciesar,  I  bring  thee  word, 

Meneorates  and  Menas.  famous  pirates, 
Make  the  sea  serve  them;  which  they  ear  and 

wound 
With  keels  of  every  kind :  Many  hot  inroads 
Fhey  make  in  Italy ;  the  borders  maritime 
Lack  blood  to  think  on't,  and  flush  youth  revolt: 
No  vessel  can  peep  forth  but  Ut  as  soon 
faken  as  seen ;  for  Pompey's  name  strikes  more 
Than  oould  his  war  resisted. 

C<n.  Antony, 

Leave  thy  lascivious  vassals.    When  thou  once 
Wast  beaten  from  Modena,  where  thou  slew'st 
Hirtius  and  Pansa,  consub,  at  thy  heel 
Did  famine  follow;  whom  thou  fought'st  against, 
fhough  daintily  brought  up,  with  patience  more 
Than  savages  could  suffer :  Thou  didst  drink 
The  stale  of  horses,  and  the  gilded  puddle 
Which  beasts  would  cough  at :  thy  pahite  then  did 

deign 
The  roughest  berry  on  the  rudest  hedge ; 
Yea,  like  the  stsg,  when  snow  the  pasture  sheets. 
The  barks  of  trees  thou  browsed'^t;  on  the  Alps 
It  is  reported  thou  didst  eat  strange  flesh, 
Wliich  some  did  die  to  look  on :  And  all  this 
fit  wounds  thine  honour  that  I  speak  it  now) 
Was  borne  so  like  a  soldier,  that  tiliy  cheek 
80  muoh  as  lank'd  not. 

Lep,  'TIS  pity  of  him. 

Cm.  Let  his  shames  qoiokly 

Drive  him  to  Rome:  Tis  time  we  twain 
Did  show  oorselvee  i'  the  field ;  and,  to  that  end. 
Assemble  we  immediate  council:  Pompey 
Thrives  in  our  idleness. 

Lqx  To-morrow,  Cesar, 

I  shall  be  fomish'd  to  inform  you  rightly 
Both  what  by  sea  and  land  I  can  be  able, 
To  front  this  present  time. 

(7<8S.  Till  which  encounter. 

It  is  my  business  too.    Farewell. 

X9.  Farewell,  my  lord :  What  you  shall  know 
meantime 
Of  stirs  abroad,  I  shall  beseech  you,  sir, 
To  let  me  be  partaker. 

Cks.  Doubt  not,  sir ; 

I  knew  it  for  my  bond.  [  ExevmL 

SCENE  y.~Alexandria.    A  Boom  m  the  Pahce. 
Enter  Clbopatra,  CHAKifiAir,  Ibas,  and 

llAJtOIAN. 

Cleo.  Charmian,— 
Char,  Madam. 
OZ0O.  Ha,  hal^ 
Qive  me  to  drink  mandragora. 
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Char,  Wby,  madam  ? 

OUo  That  I  might  sleep  out  this  great  gap  of 
time 
My  Antony  is  away. 

Char,  Yon  think  of  him  too  much. 

CUo,  0,^treasonl 

Ohar,  Madam,  I  trust  not  so. 

Gho,  Thon  eunuch  I  MardianI 

Mar,  What's  your  highness*  pleasure. 

Oleo,  Not  now  to  hear  thee  sing;  I  take  no 
pleasure 
In  aught  an  eunuch  has :  'TIS  well  for  thee. 
That,  being  nnseminar'd,  thy  freer  thoughts 
May  not  fly  forth  of  Egypt.  Hast  thou  affections  T 

Mar,  Yes,  gracious  madam. 

Cleo,  Indeed? 

Mcar,  Not  in  deed,  madam ;  for  1  can  do  nothing 
But  what  indeed  is  honest  to  be  done: 
Yet  I  have  fierce  affections,  and  think 
What  Venus  did  with  Mars. 

Cleo-  O  Channian, 

Where  think^t  thon  he  is  now?    Stands  he,  01 

sits  he  ? 
Or  does  he  walk  ?  or  is  he  on  his  horse  ? 
O  happy  horse,  to  bear  the  weight  of  Antony  I 
Do  bravely,  horse  I  for  wot^t  thou  whom  thon 

movlst? 
The  demi-Atks  of  this  earth,  the  arm 
And  burgonet  of  men. — He's  speaking  now, 
Or  murmuring,  ^  Where's  my  bcrpent  of  <^d  Nile?** 
For  so  he  calls  me :  Now  I  feed  myself 
With  most  delicions  poison :— Think  on  me. 
That  am  vrith  Phoebos'  amorous  pinches  black, 
And  wrinkled  deep  in  time?  Broad-fronted  CsBsar, 
When  thou  wast  here  above  the  ground,  I  was 
A  morsel  for  a  monarch :  and  great  Pompey 
Would  stand,  and  make  his  eyes  grow  in  my  brow; 
There  woo  Id  he  anchor  his  aspect,  and  die 
With  looking  on  his  life. 

i^nter  Alexab 

Alem,  Sovereign  of  Egypt,  haU  I 

CZoo.  How  much  unlike  art  thou  Mark  Antony  I 
Yet,  coming  from  him.  that  great  medicine  hath 
With  his  tinct  gilded  thee.— 
How  goes  it  with  my  brave  Mark  Antony? 

Alex,  Last  thing  he  did,  dear  oneea, 
He  kiss'd,— the  hist  of  many  doubled  kisses, — 
This  orient  pearl  :'His  speech  sticks  in  my  heart 

Cleo,  Mine  ear  must  pluck  it  thence. 

Alex,  QtwA  friend,  quoth  he, 

Say,  **  The  firm  Roman  to  great  Egypt  sends 
Tms  treasure  of  an  oyster ;  at  whose  foot. 
To  mend  the  petty  present,  I  will  piece 
Her  opulent  tnrone  with  kingdoms :  all  the  east," 
Say  thou,  **  shall  call  her  mistress."  So  he  nodded, 
And  soberl  V  did  mount  an  arm-gaunt  steed. 
Who  neighed  so  high,  that  what  I  would  have  spoke 
Was  beastly  dumb'd  bv  him. 

Cleo,  What,  was  he  sad,  or  merry? 

Alex,  Like  to  the  time  o'  the  year  between  the 
extremes 
Of  hot  and  cold :  he  was  nor  sad  nor  merry. 

Cleo,  O  well-divided  disposition  I — Note  him. 
Note  him,  good  Charmlan,  tis  the  man;  but  note 

him: 
He  was  not  sad ;  for  he  would  shine  on  those 
That  make  their  looks  by  his:  he  was  not  merry 
Which  seem'd  to  tell  them  his  remembrance  lay 
In  Egypt  with  his  joy :  but  between  both : 
O  heavenly  mmgle  I — Beest  thou  sad,  or  merry. 
The  violence  of  either  thee  becomes ; 
So  does  it  no  man  ehieji.r-Mett>Ht  thou  my  poeti^ 
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JUoe,  Ay,  maditm,  twenty  sereral  meraengen 
Why  do  70a  aond  so  thick  ? 

Oleo,  Who's  born  that  daj 

When  I  forget  to  send  to  Antonj, 
Shall  die  a  beggar. — Ink  and  paper,  Charroian.— 
Welcome,  my  good  Alezas.— Did  I,  Channian, 
Bver  love  Caesar  so  ? 

CJuw,  0  that  brave  Ceesar! 

Cleo.  Be  chok'd  with  such  another  emphasis  I 
Saj,  the  brave  Antonj. 

Char,  The  valiant  Caesar  I 
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CUo.  By  isis,  I  will  give  thee  bloody  tee^ 
If  then  with  Cssar  paragon  again 
Mj  man  of  men. 

Char.  By  your  most  graoloni  ptrdoo, 

I  sing  bat  after  yon. 

CUo,  My  salad  days; 

When  I  was  green  in  judgment :— Cold  in  blood, 
To  say  as  I  said  then  i— Bat  eoroe,  away : 
Get  me  ink  and  paper:  he  shall  have  every  day 
A  sevoral  greeting,  or  111  unpeople  £gypt- 

iJExemU 


ACT  IL 


SCENE  L—Messina.    A  Room  in  Pompey^ 
Houae. 

Enter  Pompbt,  Meneobates,  ami  Mbnas. 

Bm,  If  the  great  gods  be  just,  they  shall  assist 
The  deeds  of  justest  men. 

Mate,  Know,  worthy  Pompey, 

That  what  they  do  delay  they  not  deny. 

Pcm.  Whiles  we  are  suitors  to  their  throne, 
decays  * 

The  thing  we  sue  for. 

Mena,  We,  ignorant  of  ourselves, 

Beg  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wise  powers 
Deny  us  for  out  good ;  so  find  we  profit, 
By  losing  of  our  prayers. 

Pom.  I  shall  do  well: 

The  people  love  me,  and  the  sea  is  mine ; 
My  power's  a  orescent,  and  my  auguring  hope 
Says  it  will  come  to  the  full.    Mark  Antony 
In  Egypt  sits  at  dinner,  and  will  make 
No  wars  without  doors:  Ciesar  gets  money  where 
He  loses  hearts :  Lepidus  flatters  both, 
Of  both  is  flatter'd ;  but  he  neither  loves. 
Nor  either  cares  for  him. 

Men,  Caesar  and  Lepidus 

Are  in  the  field;  a  mighty  strength  they  carry. 

Pmu  Where  have  you  this?  His  false. 

Men,  From  Silvins,  sir. 

Bom,  He  dreams;  I  know  they  are  in  Home 
together. 
Looking  for  Antony:  But  all  the  charms  of  love. 
Salt  Cleopatra,  sofran  thy  wan'd  lip! 
Let  witchcraft  join  with  beauty,  lust  with  both ! 
Tie  up  the  libertine  in  a  field  of  feasts ; 
Keep  his  brain  fuming ;  Epicurean  cooks 
Shaq>en  with  cloyless  sauce  his  appetite; 
That  sleep  and  feedmg  may  pror^Tue  his  honour 
Even  till  a  Lethe'd  dulness.— How  now,  Varrius  ? 

JEhter  Tabbiub. 

Var,  This  is  most  certain  that  I  shall  deliver : 
Mark  Antony  is  every  hour  in  Rome 
Expected;  smoe  he  went  from  Egypt,  *tis 
A  space  for  farther  travel. 

Bom,  1  could  have  given  less  matter 

A  better  ear. — Menas,  I  did  not  think 
This  amorous  surfeiter  would   have  donnVl  his 

helm 
For  such  a  petty  war:  his  soldiership 
Is  twioe  the  other  twain:  But  let  us  rear 
The  higher  our  opinion,  that  our  stirring 
Can  from  the  lap  of  Egypt's  widow  pludc 
The  ne'er  lust-wearied  Antony. 

Men,  I  cannot  hope 

CaBsar  and  Antony  shall  well  greet  together : 
His  wife  that's  dead  did  trespasses  to  Ciesar ; 
His  brother  warr'd  upon  him;  although,  I  think, 
Not  mov*d  by  Antony. 


Bom,  I  know  not,  Menas, 

How  lesser  enmities  mav  g^ve  way  to  greater. 
Were't  not  that  we  stand  up  against  them  all, 
'Twere  pregnant  they  should  square  between  them- 
selves; 
For  they  have  entertained  cause  enough 
To  draw  their  swords:  but  bow  the  fear  of  us 
May  cement  their  divisions,  and  bind  up 
The  petty  difference,  we  yet  not  know. 
Be  it  as  our  gods  will  have  it  I    It  only  stands 
Our  lives  upon  to  use  our  strongest  hands. 
Come,  Menas.  .       [ExemnL 

SCENE  IL— Rome.    A  Boom  m  the  Emm  of 
Lepidus. 

Elder  Enobabbub  and  Lepidus. 

Leip,  Good  Enobarbus,  tis  a  worthy  deed. 
And  shall  become  you  well,  to  entreat  your  c^taio 
To  soft  and  gentle  speech. 

Eno,  I  shall  entreat  him 

To  answer  like  himself :  if  Caesar  move  him, 
Let  Antony  look  over  Caesar's  head. 
And  speak  as  loud  as  Mars.    Bv  Jupiter, 
Were  I  the  wearer  of  Antonius  beard, 
I  would  not  shave*t  to-day  I 

Lep,  *Tis  not  a  time 

for  private  stomaching. 

Eno,  Every  time 

Serves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  l)om  in  it. 

Lep,  But  small  to  greater  matters  mnst  give 
way. 

Enc^  Not  if  the  small  oome  first. 

Lep,  Your  speech  is  passion 

But,  pray  you,  stir  no  embers  up.    Here  oomes 
The  noble  Antony. 

EnUr  ANTONr  and  Ybmtidius. 

Em,  And  yonder  Caesar. 

EnUr  C.S8AB,  Meojenab,  and  Aobippa 

Anit,  If  we  compose  well  here,  to  Parthia: 
Hark,  Yentidius. 

C<n  I  do  not  know,  Mecaenas ;  ask  Agrippa. 

Lep,  Noble  friends, 
That  which  oombm'd  us  was  moet  great,  and  let 

not 
A  leaner  action  rend  us.    Wbat%  amiss. 
May  it  be  gently  heard :  When  we  debate 
Our  trivial  difference  loud,  we  do  commit 
Murther  in  healing  wounds:  Then,nobl&pertneri 
rrhe  rather,  for  I  earnestly  beseech), 
Touch  you   the  sourest  points  with  sweetesi 

terms. 
Nor  curstness  grow  to  the  matter. 

ArO,  Tis  spoken  weU. 

Were  we  before  our  armlet,  and  to  fignt, 
Ishoulddothufc  (^c^c^Ci\o 
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(km.  WeloometoBoiiM. 

AnL  Thank  TOO. 

CcB$.  Sit. 

AnL  Sit,  sir. 

Cost.  Naj,  then. 

AwL  I  letrn,  yon  take  things  ill  which  arenot  so; 
Or,  being,  ooncern  you  not. 

C<B$,  I  roost  be  laogh^d  at, 

If,  or  for  nothing,  or  a  little,  1 
Should  saj  myitelf  offended ;  and  with  jon 
Ohieflj  i*  the  world :  more  laugh'd  at,  that  I  should 
Dnoe  name  you  derogately,  when  to  found  your 

name 
It  not  ooncem^d  me. 

AnU  Vij  being  in  Egypt,  Oesar, 

What  wast  to  you? 

Ccts,  No  more  than  my  residing  here  at  Rome 
Mieht  be  to  you  in  E^ypt:  Yet  if  you  there 
Did  practise  on  my  state,  your  being  in  Egypt 
Might  be  my  question. 

Ant,  How  intend  you,  practised  ? 

Ca$,  Yon  may  be  pleas'd  to  catch  at  mine  intent 
By  what  did  here  befal  me.  Your  wife  and  brother 
Hade  wars  upon  me;  and  their  contestation 
Was  theme  for  you,  you  were  the  word  of  war. 

AwL  You  do  mistake  your  business ;  my  brother 
never 
Did  urge  me  in  his  act:  I  did  inquire  it ; 
And  have  my  learning  fVom  some  true  reports. 
That  drew  their  swor(to  with  yon.  Did  he  not  ratner 
Discredit  my  authority  with  ^ours ; 
And  make  the  wars  alike  against  my  stomach, 
Having  alike  your  cause  ?    Of  this,  my  letters 
Before  did  satisfy  you.    If  youll  patch  a  quarrel. 
As  matter  whole  you  have  to  make  it  with, 
It  must  not  be  with  this. 

On,  You  praise  yourself  by  laying  defects  of 
{udgment  to  me ;  but  yon  patchM  up  your  excuses. 

AnL  Not  so,  not  so ; 
I  know  you  could  not  lack,  I  am  certain  ont, 
Very  necessit^f  of  this  thought,  that  I, 
Your  partner  in  the  cause  'gainst  whidi  he  fooght, 
Could  not  with  graceful  eyes  attend  those  wars 
Which  fronted  mine  own  peace.    As  for  my  wife, 
1  would  you  had  her  spirit  in  such  another ; 
The  third  o'  the  world  is  yours ;  which  with  a 

snaffle 
Yon  mar  pace  easy,  but  not  such  a  wife. 

.010.    Would  we  had  all  such  wiyes,  that  the  men 
might  go  to  wars  with  the  women ! 

Ant,  So  much  uncurbable,  her  garboils,  Cesar, 
Made  out  of  her  impatience  (which  not  wanted 
Shrewdness  of  policy  too),  I  erieving  grant 
Did  you  too  much  disquiet:  tor  that  you  must 
But  say  I  ooiild  not  help  it. 

C€B$*  I  wrote  to  you 

When  rioting  in  Alexandria ;  yon 
Did  pocket  up  roy^  letters,  and  with  taunts 
Did  gibe  my  missive  out  of  audience. 

Ant,  Sir, 

He  fell  upon  me,  ere  admitted ;  then 
Three  Icings  I  had  newly  feasted,  and  did  want 
Of  what  I  was  i*  the  morning :  but,  next  day, 
I  told  him  of  myself;  which  was  as  much 
As  to  liave  asko  him  pardon :  Let  this  fellow 
Be  nothing  of  our  strife ;  if  we  contend, 
Out  of  our  question  wipe  him. 

Oat,  Yon  have  broken 

The  article  of  youf oath;  which  yon  shall  never 
Have  tongue  to  charge  me  with. 

Lep.  Soft,C«ar. 

AnL  No,  Lepidos.  let  him  speak; 
The  honour  ie  saorea  which  he  talka  on  now, 
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Suppotiing  that  I  lack'd  it :  Bnt  on,  Casar ; 
The  article  of  my  oath, — 

Ccu,  To  lend  me  arms  and  aid  when  I  required 
them; 
The  which  you  both  denied. 

AnU  Neglected,  rather ; 

And  then,  when  poisoned  hours  had  bound  me  up 
From  mine  own  knowledge.    As  nearly  as  i  may, 
ru  play  the  penitent  to  you :  but  mine  honesty 
Shall  not  make  poor  my  greatness,  nor  my  power 
Work  without  it:  Truth  is,  that  Fulvia, 
To  have  me  out  of  Egypt,  made  wars  here; 
For  which  myself,  the  ignorant  motive,  do 
So  far  ask  pardon  as  bents  mine  honour 
To  stoop  in  such  a  case. 

Lep,  Tis  noble  spoken. 

Mtc  If  it  might  please  you,  to  enforce  no  fhrttief 
The  griefs  between  ye :  to  forget  them  ouite. 
Were  to  remember  that  the  present  neea 
Speaks  to  atone  you. 

Lep,  Worthily  spoken,  Mecsnas. 

Eno,  Or,  if  yon  borrow  one  another's  love  for 
the  instant,  you  may,  when  yon  hear  no  more 
words  of  Pompey,  return  it  again :  you  shall  have 
time  to  wrangle  in  when  you  have  nothing  else  to 
do. 

Ant,  Thon  art  a  soldier  only;  speak  no  more. 

Eno,  That  tmth  should  be  silent,  I  had  almost 
forgot. 

Ant,  You  Wrong  this  presence,  therefore  speal 
no  more. 

Eno,  Qo  to,  then ;  your  considerate  stone. 

Ccu,  I  do  not  much  dislike  the  matter,  bnt 
The  manner  of  his  speech :  for  it  cannot  be 
We  shall  remain  in  friendship,  our  conditions 
So  differing  in  their  acts.    Yet,  if  1  knew 
What  lioop  should  hold  ns  stanch,  from  edge  to 

O*  the  world  I  would  pursue  it. 

Agr,  Give  me  leave,  Caesar,— 

C<t8S.  Speak,  Agrippa. 

Agr,  Thou  bast  a  sister  by  the  mother^  side. 
Admired  Octavia :  great  Mark  Antony 
Is  now  a  widower. 

Casf.  Say  not  so,  Agrippa, 

If  Cleopatra  heard  yon,  your  reproof 
Were  well  deserved  of  rashness. 

AnL  I  am  not  married,  Cesar:  let  me  liear 
Agrippa  further  speak. 

Agr.  To  hold  you  in  perpetual  amity. 
To  make  you  brothers,  and  to  knit  your  hearts 
With  an  unslipping  knot,  take  Antony 
Octavia  to  his  wife ;  whose  beauty  claims 
No  worse  a  husband  than  the  best  of  men ; 
Whose  virtue,  and  whose  general  graces,  speak 
That  which  none  else  can  utter.  By  this  marriage 
All  little  jealousies,  which  now  seem  great. 
And  all  gpreat  fears,  which  now  import   their 
danir 


Would  then  be  nothing:  truths  would  be  tales, 
Where  now  half  tales  be  truths :  her  love  to  both 
Would,  each  to  other,  and  all  loves  to  both. 
Draw  after  her.    Pardon  what  I  have  spoke: 
For  *tis  a  studied,  not  a  present  thought, 
By  duty  ruminated. 

Ant,  Will  Cssar  speak  ? 

Coe$.  Not  till  he  hears  how  Antony  is  touched 
With  what  is  spoke  already. 

Asit.  What  power  ia  in  Agrippai 

If  I  would  say,  •*  Agrippa,  be  it  so," 
To  make  this  good? 

C<B$,  The  power  A^kmi^    , 

And  hU  power  onto  Qfl^v^  ^^  GoOglC 
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AiUn  May  1  never 

To  this  good  porpose,  that  so  fairlj  shows, 
Dream  of  impediment  I  <-Let  me  nave  thy  hand : 
Farther  this  act  of  grace;  and,  from  this  hour, 
The  heart  of  brothers  govern  in  our  loves, 
And  sway  our  great  designs  I 

Ccea,  There's  my  hand. 

A  sister  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  brother 
Did  ever  love  so  dearly :  Let  her  live 
To  join  our  kingdoms,  and  our  hearts ;  and  never 
Fly  ofif  our  loves  again  I 

Lep.  Happily,  amen  I 

Ant.  I  did  not  think  to  draw  my  sword  'gainst 
Pom])ey; 
For  he  hath  laid  strange  courtesies,  and  great, 
Of  late  upon  me :  I  must  thank  him  only, 
Lest  my  remembranoe  suffer  ill  report; 
At  heel  of  that,  defy  him. 

L^.  Time  calls  upon  us: 

Of  us  must  Pompey  presently  be  sought, 
Or  else  he  seeks  out  us. 

AfU.  Where  lies  he? 

Caa,  About  the  Mount  Misenum. 

AnL  What  is  his  strength  by  land  ? 

Coea,  Great  and  increasing: 
But  by  sea  he  is  an  absolute  master. 

Ant.  So  is  the  fame. 
*Woald  we  had  spoke  together  I    Haste  we  for  it : 
Yet,  ere  we  put  ourselves  in  arms,  despatch  we 
The  business  we  have  talk'd  of. 

CcB$,  With  most  gladness ; 

And  do  invite  you  to  my  sister^s  view. 
Whither  straight  111  lead  you. 

Ant.  Let  us,  Lepidus, 

Not  lack  your  company. 

Lep,  Noble  Antony, 

Not  ncknaas  should  detain  me. 

[Flounah,    Exeunt  CjesAR,  Ahtont, 
and  Lepidus. 

Mec  Welcome  from  Egypt,  sir. 

Eno.  Half  the  heart  of  Csesar,  worthy  Meofenas  I 
my  honourable  friend,  Agrippal — 

Agr.  Good  EnobarbusT 

MBC  We  have  cause  to  be  glad  that  matters  are 
so  well  digested.  You  staved  well  by  it  in  Egypt. 

Eno.  Av,  sir;  we  did  sleep  day  out  of  counte- 
nance, and  made  the  night  light  with  drinking. 

Mee»  Eight  vrild  boars  roasted  whole  at  a  break- 
fast, and  but  twelve  persons  there:  Is  this  true? 

Eno.  This  was  but  as  a  fly  by  an  eagle :  we  had 
much  more  monstrous  matter  of  feasts,  which 
worthily  deserved  noting. 

Mee,  She's  a  most  triumphant  lady,  if  report  be 
square  to  her. 

Eno.  When  she  first  met  Mark  Antony,  she 
pursed  up  his  heart,  upon  the  river  of  Cydnus. 

Agr,  There  slie  appeared  indeed ;  or  my  reporter 
devised  well  for  her. 

Eno.  J  will  tell  ^ou : 
The  barge  she  sat  m,  like  a  bumish'd  throne, 
Burnt  on  the  water :  the  poop  was  beaten  gold ; 
Purple  the  sails,  and  so  purfumed  that 
The  winds  were  love-sick  with  them :  the  oars 

were  silver ; 
Which  to  the  tune  of  flutes  kept  stroke,  and  made 
The  water,  which  they  beat,  to  follow  faster, 
At  amorous  of  their  strokes.     For  her  own 

person, 
II  beggarM  all  description :  she  did  lie 
In  her  pavilion  (cloth  of  gold,  of  tissue), 
O'er-picturing  that  Venus,  where  we  see 
The  ranoy  outworK  nature :  on  each  side  her 
Stood  pretty  dimpled  boys,  like  smiling  Cupids, 
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With  divers  oolour'd  fons,  whose  wfaid  did  i 
To  glow  the  delicate  cheeks  which  they  did  cool, 
And  what  they  undid,  did. 

Agr.  0,  rare  for  Antony  1 

Eno.  Her  gentlewomen,  like  the  Nereides, 
So  many  mermaids,  tended  her  i'  the  eyes. 
And  made  their  bends  adomings:  at  the  helm 
A  seeming  mermaid  steers ;  the  silken  tackle 
Swell  with  the  touches  of  those  flower-soft  hands 
That  yarel^^  frame  the  office.    From  the  baige 
A  strange  invisible  perfume  hits  the  sense 
Of  the  adjacent  wharfs.    The  city  oast 
Her  people  out  upon  her ;  and  Antony, 
Enthi'on  d  in  the  marketplace,  did  sit  alone, 
Whistlmg  to  the  air ;  which,  but  for  vacancy, 
Had  gone  to  gaze  on  Cleopatra  too. 
And  made  a  gap  in  nature. 

Agr.  Rare  Egyptian  1 

lino.  Upon  her  landing,  Antony  sent  to  ber. 
Invited  her  to  supper :  she  replied. 
It  should  be  better  he  became  her  guest; 
Which  she  entreated :  Our  courteous  Antony, 
Whom  ne'er  the  word  of  ^  No"  woman  heard 

speak. 
Being  barber'd  ten  times  o'er,  goes  to  the  feast; 
And,  for  his  ordinary,  pays  his  heart. 
For  what  his  eyes  eat  only. 

Agr.  Royal  wench  1 

She  made  great  Cnsar  lay  his  sword  to  bed ; 
He  plough 'd  her,  and  she  oropp'd. 

Eno.  I  saw  her  once 

Hop  for^  paces  through  the  public  street: 
And  having  lost  her  breath,  she  spoke,  and  panted, 
That  she  did  make  defect,  perfection. 
And,  breathless,  power  breathe  forth. 

Mee.  Now  Antony  must  leave  her  utterly. 

Eno.  Never;  he  will  not; 
Age  cannot  wither  her.  nor  custom  stale 
Her  infinite  variety :  Other  women  cloy 
The  appetites  they  feed ;  but  she  makes  hungry 
Where  most  she  satisfies.    For  vilest  things 
Become  themselves  in  her;  that  the  holy  priests 
Bless  her  when  she  is  riggish. 

Mee.  If  beauty,  wisdom,  modesty,  can  settle 
The  heart  of  Antony,  Octevia  is 
A  blessed  lottery  to  him. 

Agr.  Let  us  go.— 

Good  Enobarbus,  make  yourself  my  guest, 
Whilst  yon  abide  here. 

Eno.  Humbly,  sir,  I  thank  yon. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IIL--Tke  aame,    A  Eocm  m  CsBsar's 
House. 

^Uer  CiESAR,  Antont,  Ootatia  hettoeen  Hhem^ 
Attendants,  am  a  Soothsayer. 

Ant.  The  world,  and  my  great  office,  will  soooe 
times 
Divide  me  from  your  bosom. 

Octa.  All  which  time 

Before  the  gods  my  knee  shall  bow  my  prayers 
To  them  for  you. 

Ant.  Qeod  night,  sir. — My  Octavia, 

Read  not  my  blemishes  in  the  world's  report: 
I  have  not  kept  my  square ;  but  that  to  come 
Shall  all  be  done  by  the  rule.    Good  night,  dear 
lady.— 

Octa.  Good  night,  sir 

Oca.  Good  night. 

[Exeunt  Cjbsab  and  OCTJLyiA. 

Ant.  Now,  sirrah  I   yoa  do  wish  yourself  in 

^^^^  Digitized  by  Google 
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Booih.  'Wonld  I  had  neyer  come  from  thenoe, 
nor  yoa  thither ! 

AnL  If  you  can,  jonr  reason  ? 

8oo(h,  I  see  it  in  mj  motion,  have  it  not  in  mj 
tongne :  Bnt  yet  hie  you  to  Egypt  again. 

Atd,  Say  to  me, 
Whose  fortunes  shall  rise  higher,  Csesar^s  or  mine? 

Sooth,  Ceesar's. 
Therefore,  O  Antony,  stay  not  hy  his  side : 
Thy  daemon  (that  thy  spirit  which  keeps  thee)  is 
Noble,  conrageoos,  high,  nnmatchable, 
Where  Cssar's  is  not;  but  near  him  thy  angel 
Becomes  a  Fear,  as  being  o'erpower'd ;  therefore 
Hake  space  enough  between  yon. 

Ant,  Speak  this  no  more. 

SooOu  To  none  bnt  thee ;  no  more,  bnt  when  to 
thee.- 
If  thoa  dost  play  with  him  at  any  game, 
Thon  art  sure  to  lose ;  and,  of  that  natural  luck, 
He  beats  thee  Against  the  odds :  thy  lustre  thickens 
When  he  shines  by :  I  say  again,  thy  spirit 
Is  all  afraid  to  g^ovem  thee  near  him; 
But,  he  away,  tis  noble. 

AnL  Get  thee  gone : 

Say  to  Yentidins  I  would  speak  with  him : — 

[EqcU  Soothsayer. 
He  shall  to  Parthia.-— Be  it  art,  or  hap, 
He  hath  spoken  true :  The  yery  dice  obey  him ; 
And  in  our  sports  my  better  cunning  faints 
Under  his  cbiance :  if  we  draw  lots,  he  speeds : 
His  cocks  do  win  the  battle  still  of  mine, 
When  it  is  all  to  nought ;  and  his  (quails  eyer 
Beat  mine,  inhoop'd,  at  odds.    X  will  to  Egypt : 
And  though  I  make  this  marriage  for  my  peace, 

Enter  YsHTmnis. 

I'  the  east  my  pleasure  lies:— 0,  come,  Yentidins' 
Yon  must  to  Parthia;  your  commission^  ready: 
I  oUow  me,  and  receiye  it.  [EeoemU 

SCENE  I Y.—rAe  soma.    AStreeL 
Enter  Lspidub,  Mboshas,  and  Aobippa. 

Lep,  Trouble  yourselyes  no  farther:  prajyon^ 
liasten 
Tonr  generals  after. 

Agr.  Sir,  Hark  Antony 

Will  e*en  but  kiss  Octayia,  and  well  follow. 

Lep,  Till  I  shall  see  yon  in  your  soldier's  dress, 
Which  will  become  you  both,  Curewell. 

Jiee.  We  shall, 

At  I  conceiye  the  journey,  be  at  the  Hoont 
Before  yon,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  way  is  shorter, 

Hy  purposes  do  draw  me  much  about ; 
TouMl  win  two  days  upon  me. 

Mee^  Agr.  Sir,  gooa  success  I 

Lep,  Farewell.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  Y.— Alexandria.   A  Boom  m  Hie  PeHaee. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmtaw,  Iras,  and 
Alezas. 

CUo,  Giye  me  some  music;  music,  moody  food 
Of  us  that  trade  in  loye. 
Attemi.  The  mosio,  ho  I 

Enter  Hardiah. 

Ob0i  Letit alone;  let ostobflUarda: 
Come,  Charmian. 
Okar,  Mj  arm  is  som,  best  play  with  Hardian. 
Cltth  Am  well  a  woman  with  an  ennneh  play'd 
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As  with  a  woman  ^— Come,  youll  play  with  me, 
sir? 

Mar,  As  well  as  I  can,  madam. 

Cho,  And  when  good  will  is  show'd,  though 't 
come  too  short. 
The  actor  may  plead  pardon.    Ill  none  now : — 
Giye  me  mine  angle, — well  to  the  river :  there. 
My  music  playing  far  off^  I  will  betray 
Tuwny-finn'd  fishes ;  my  bended  hook  shall  pierct 
Their  slimy  jaws;  and,  as  I  draw  them  up, 
I'll  think  them  every  one  an  Antony, 
And  say.  Ah,  ha!  yon*re  caught. 

Char,  'Twas  merry  when 

You  wager*d  on  your  angling;  when  your  diver 
Did  hang  a  salt-nsh  on  his  hook,  which  he 
With  fejvency  drew  up. 

CUo.  That  tune  I— 0  times  I— 

I  laugh 'd  him  out  of  patience ;  and  that  night 
I  laughed  him  into  patience ;  and  next  more, 
Ere  the  ninth  hour,  I  drunk  him  to  his  bed ; 
Then  put  my  tires  and  mantles  on  him,  whilst 
I  wore  his  sword  Phiiippan.    O I  from  Italy ; 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Ram  thoa  thy  fruitftil  tidings  in  mine  ears. 
That  long  time  have  been  barren. 

Jfesa.  Madam,  madam, — 

Cleo.  Antony's  dead? — 
If  thou  say  so,  villain,  thou  kill%t  thy  mistress : 
But  well  and  free, 

If  thou  so  yield  him,  there  is  gold,  and  here 
My  bluest  veins  to  kiss ;  a  hand  that  kings 
Have  lipp'd,  and  trembled  kissing. 

Jfesa.  First,  madam,  he*8  well. 

Cleo,  Why,  there^s  more  gold.     But,  sirrah, 
mark :  we  use 
To  say  the  dead  are  well :  bring  it  t%  that. 
The  gold  I  give  thee  will  I  melt,  and  poor 
Down  thy  ill-uttering  throat. 

Mes8.  Good  madam,  hear  me. 

Cleo.  Well,  go  to,  I  will ; 

But  there's  no  goodness  in  thy  face,  if  Antony 
Be  free  and  healthful:— so  tart  a  favour 
To  trumpet  such  good  tidings !    If  not  well, 
Thou  shouldst  come  like  a  fury  crown'd  with 

snakes, 
Not  like  a  formal  man. 

Mete,  Willt  please  you  hear  me  ? 

Cleo,  I  haye  a  mind  to  strike  thee  ere  thop 
8peak*st: 
Yet,  if  thon  say  Antony  liyee,  is  well. 
Or  friends  with  Caesar,  or  not  captive  to  him, 
111  set  thee  in  a  shower  of  gold,  and  hail 
Rich  pearls  upon  thee. 

Meat,  Madam,  he^  well. 

Cleo.  Well  said. 

l/dss.  And  friends  with  Csssar. 

Cleo.  Thou'rt  an  honest  man. 

Mess.  Caesar  and  he  are  greater  friends  than 
eyer. 

CUo.  Make  thee  a  fortune  firom  me. 

MetM.  But  yet,  madam,— 

CUo,  I  do  not  like  **  bnt  yet,"  it  does  allay 
The  good  precedence ;  fie  upon  **  but  yet : " 
**  But  yet  •*  is  as  A  gaoler  to  bring  forth 
Some  monstrous  malefactor.    Prithee,  friend, 
Pour  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  ear. 
The  good  and  bad  together:  He's  friends  with 

CflBsar  I 
In  state  of  health  thon  say'st;  and  thou  say'M 
free. 

Mm,  Free,  madam  I  no ;  I  made  no  anofa  repov6; 
Hel.  bound »nto OcUv^g.,.^^^  ^^ GOOgle 
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CfM,  For  whmt  good  torn  ? 

Mfm,  For  Ae  best  turn  r  the  bed. 

OUo.  I  am  pale,  Charmian. 

Meta,  Madam,  be*8  married  to  Octavia. 

CUo,  The  most  infectioua  pestilence  upon  thee  I 
[Striku  him  down, 

Me$9.  Good  madam,  patience. 

Cleo,  What  aay  yon  ?— Hence, 

[StrUoeM  him  again. 
Horrible  vilWn!  or  111  spurn  thine  eves 
Like  balls  before  me ;  111  unhair  thy  head ; 

[She  hales  him  t^  and  down. 
Thoa  Shalt  be  whipped  with  wire,  and  stowed  in 

brine. 
Smarting  in  lingVing  pickle. 

Meat,  Gracious  madam, 

I  that  do  bring  the  news  made  not  the  match. 

Cleo.  Say,  tis  not  so,  a  province  I  will  give  thee. 
And  make  thy  fortunes  proud:  the  blow  thou 

hadst 
Shall  make  thy  peace  for  movmg  me  to  rage ; 
And  I  will  boot  thee  with  what  gift  beside 
Thy  modesty  can  beg. 

Mess,  He  s  married,  madam. 

Cleo,  Rogue,  tfaou  hast  liv*d  too  long. 

lf«..  N.y,  then  niron^-     t^'«»»<»*W»- 
What  mean  voo,  madam?  I  have  made  no  fault 

[ExU, 

Char,  Good  madam,  keep  yourself  within  yonr^ 
self; 
The  man  is  innocent. 

Cko,  Some  innocents  tepe  not  the  thunder- 
bolt- 
Melt  Egypt  into  Nile  I  and  kindlv  creatures 
Turn  au  to  serpents!— Call  the  slave  again ; 
Though  I  am  mad,  I  will  not  bite  him:— Call. 

Char,  He  is  afeard  to  come. 

CUo.  I  will  not  hurt  him :— > 

These  hands  do  lack  nobility,  that  thev  strike 
A  meaner  than  mvself ;  since  I  myself 
Have  given  myself  the  cause.— Come  hither,  sir. 

.fia^M<er  Messenger. 

Though  it  be  honest,  it  is  never  good 
To  bnng  bad  news :  Give  to  a  gracious  message 
An  host  of  tongues ;  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Themselves,  when  they  be  felt. 

Meaa,  I  have  done  my  duty. 

Cleo,  Is  he  married? 
I  cannot  hate  thee  worser  than  I  do 
If  thou  again  say,  Yes. 

Ifess.  He  is  married,  madam. 

Cleo,  The  gods  confound  thee!  dost  thou  hold 
there  still? 

Meae.  Should Ilie, madam? 

Cleo,  O,  I  would  thou  didst; 

So  half  my  Egynt  were  submerged,  and  made 
A  cistern  for  scard  snakes!  Go,  get  thee  hence; 
Hadst  thou  Narcissus  in  thy  face,  to  me 
Thou  wouldst  appear  most  ugly.    He  is  married? 

Meaa,  I  crave  your  highness'  pardon. 

CUo,  He  is  married  ? 

Meaa,  Take  no  offence  that  I  would  not  o£Eend 
vou: 
To  punish  me  for  what  you  make  me  do 
Seems  much  unequal :  he  is  married  to  Octavia. 

6(00.  O,  that  his  fault  should  make  a  knave  of 
thee. 
That  an  not  what  thouVt  sure  of  1— Get  thee  henoe: 
The  merchandise  which  thou  hast  brought  from 
Borne 
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Are  aU  too  dear  for  me;  lie  they  upon  thy 

hand. 
And  be  undone  by  *em  I  [ExU  Messenger 

Char,  Good  your  highness,  imtiuiee. 

CZeo.  In  praising  Antony,  I  have  diqirais'd 

Csesar. 
Char,  Many  times,  madam. 
Cleo,  I  am  paid  lot\  now 

Lead  roe  from  hence; 

I  faint ;  O  Iras,  Charmian. — Tis  no  matter:— 
Go  to  the  fellow,  good  Alexas;  bid  him 
lieport  the  feature  of  Octavia,  her  years, 
Her  inclination:  let  him  not  leave  out 
The    colour   of    her    hair: — bring    me    word 
quickly. —  [Eadt  Alkxab. 

Let  him  for  ever  go : — Let  him  not — Channian, 
Though  he  be  painted  one  way  like  a  Gorgon, 
T'other  way  he's  a  Mars :— Bid  you  Aleias 


[To  Makdiah. 
I.— rity  me,  Char- 


Bring  me  word  how  tall  she  is.- 

mian, 
But  do  not  speak  to  me«— Lead  me  to  my  chamber. 

SCENE  VL— JTeor  Misennm. 

Enter  Povpet  and  Menas  at  one  side,  toith  drum 
and  trumvet;  at  another ,  C^sae,  Lepidos, 
Antony,  Enobarbus,  Mbosnas,  wUh  Soldiers 
narchtng. 

Pom,  Your  hostages  I  have,  so  have  yon  mine ; 
And  we  shall  talk  before  we  fight. 

Ccea,  Most  meet 

That  first  we  come  to  words ;  and  therefore  have 

wo 
Our  written  purposes  before  us  sent ; 
Which,  if  thou  hast  consider  d,  let  us  know 
ll  'twill  tie  up  thy  discontented  sword; 
And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  tall  youth. 
That  else  must  perish  here. 

Pom,  To  you  all  three. 

The  senators  alone  of  this  great  world. 
Chief  factors  for  the  gods,— I  do  not  know 
Wherefore  my  father  should  revengers  want| 
Having  a  son  and  friends ;  since  Julius  Cssar, 
Who  at  Philippi  the  good  Brutus  ghosted. 
There  saw  vou  labouring  for  him.     What  was  it 
That  mov'd  pale  Cassius  to  conspire?     And  what 
Made  al1-honour*d,  honest,  Roman  Brutus, 
With  the  arm'd  rest,  courtiers  of  beauteous  free- 
dom, 
To  drench  the  Capitol ;  but  thaf  they  would 
Have  one  man  but  a  man  ?    And  that  is  it 
Hath  made  me  rig  my  navy ;  at  whose  burthen 
The  angcr'd  ocean  foams ;  with  which  I  meant 
To  scourge  the  ingratitudia  that  despiteful  Home 
Cast  on  my  noble  father. 

Ccea,  Take  your  time. 

Ant,  Thou  canst  not  fear  us,  Pompey,  with  thy 
sails. 
Well  speak  with  thee  at  sea:  at  land,  thou 

know'st 
How  much  we  do  o'ercount  thee. 

Pom,  At  land,  indeed 

Thou  dost  o*ercount  me  of  my  father's  house; 
But,  since  the  cuckoo  builds  not  for  himself 
Bemain  int  asthou  mayst. 

Lq),  Be  pleas*d  to  tell  us 

(For  this  is  from  the  present)  how  you  take 
The  oflfors  we  have  sent  yoo. 

CcB8,  There^  the  point 

Ant,  Which  do  not  be  entreated  to^  but  weifi^ 
What  it  is  worth  embraced.        {  ^  r\r\n  I  c> 
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Con,  And  what  nuiy  follow, 

To  tr7  a  larger  fiyrtime. 

Pom,  Ton  have  made  me  offer 

Of  Sicily,  Sardinia ;  and  I  must 
Rid  all  the  sea  of  virates ;  then,  to  send 
Measures  of  wheat  to  Rome :  This  'greed  upon, 
To  part  with  nnhack'd  edges,  and  bear  back 
Tor  targes  andinted. 

(7qs9.,  AnU^  Lep,    That%  our  offisr. 

Pom,  Know  theni 

1  came  before  yon  here,  a  man  prepared 
To  take  thia  offer :  But  Mark  Antony 
Put  me  to  some  impatience : — Though  I  lose 
The  praise  of  it  by  telling,  you  most  know, 
When  Ca»ar  and  your  brother  were  at  blows, 
Your  mother  came  to  Sicily  and  did  find 
Her  welcome  friendly. 

Aid.  I  have  heard  it,  Pompej ; 

And  am  well  studied  for  a  liberal  thanks, 
Which  I  do  owe  yon, 

Pom,  Let  me  have  your  hand : 

I  did  not  think,  sir,  to  have  met  you  here. 

A»L  The  beds  i'  the  east  are  soft;  and  thanks 
to  you, 
That  oaird  me;,  timelier  than  my  purpose,  hither ; 
For  I  have  gain'd  by  it 

Ctn.  Since  I  saw  yon  last. 

There  is  a  change  upon  you. 

Pom,  Well,  I  know  not 

What  counts  harsh  Fortune  casts  upon  my  face; 
But  in  my  boeom  shall  she  never  come, 
To  make  my  heart  her  vassal. 

Leg,  Well  met  here. 

P&m,  I  hope  80,  Lepidus. — Thus  we  are  agreed : 
I  crave  our  composition  may  be  written, 
And  seard  between  oa. 

Voet,  That's  the  next  to  do. 

ibm.  Well  feast  each  other  ere  we  part ;  and 
let  us 
Draw  lots  who  shall  begin. 

AnL  That  will  I,  Pompey. 

Ponu  No,  Antony,  take  the  lot:  but,  first 
Or  last,  your  fine  Egyptian  cookery 
Shall  have  the  fame.    I  have  heiml  that  Julius 

Caesar 
Grew  fat  with  feasting  there. 

Ani,  Ton  have  heard  much. 

Pom,  I  have  fair  meanings,  sir. 

Am,  And  fair  words  to  them. 

Pom,  Then  so  much  have  I  heard  :— 
4nd  I  have  heard,  Apollodorus  carried — 

Emo.  No  more  of  that  ^-Ue  did  so. 

Pom,  What,  I  pray  you  ? 

Eno,  A  certain  queen  to  Ciesar  in  a  mattress. 

Pom,  I    know   tbee   now:    How  far'st  thou, 
soldier? 

Ewi,  Well; 

And  well  am  like  to  do;  for  I  perceive 
Four  feasts  are  toward. 

/  om.  Let  me  shake  thy  hand ; 

I  never  hated  thee :  I  have  seen  thee  fight, 
When  I  have  envied  thy  behaviour. 

Eno,  Sir, 

I  never  lov^  yon  much ;  but  I  have  praisM  you, 
When  you  have  .well  deserv'd  ten  times  as  much 
As  I  have  said  you  did. 

Pom,  Enjoy  thy  plainness, 

It  nothing  ill  becomes  thee. — 
Aboard  my  galley  I  invite  yon  sU: 
WiU  you  lead,  lords? 

CdBi.,  iliit,  Xepw  Show  US  the  way,  sir. 

ibsi*  Come.    [JBagmif  Pox.,  Cjes.,  Akt.,  Lbp., 
Soldiers  oma  Attendants 
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Men,  Thy  father,  Pompey,  would  never  have 
made  this  treaty. — [.<lme.j — Ton  and  I  have 
known,  sir. 

Eno,  At  sea,  I  think. 

Men,  We  have,  sir. 

Eno,  Tou  have  done  well  by  water 

Men,  And  you  by  land. 

Eno.  I  will  praise  any  man  that  will  praise  me , 
though  it  cannot  be  den  led  what  I  have  done  by  land. 

Men,  Nor  what  1  have  done  bv  water. 

E^io,  Yes,  something  you  can  deny  for  your  own 
safety:  you  have  been  a  great  thief  by  sea. 

Men,  And  yon  by  land. 

Eno,  There  I  deny  my  land  service.  But  give 
me  your  hand,  Menas :  If  our  eyes  had  authority, 
here  they  might  take  two  thieves  kissing. 

Men.  All  men's  faces  are  true,  whatsoe'er  thebr 
hands  are. 

Em>,  But  there  is  never  a  fair  woman  has  a  troe 
fiice. 

Men,  No  slander :  they  steal  hearts. 

Eno,  We  came  hither  to  fight  with  yon. 

Men,  For  mv  part,  I  am  sorry  it  is  turned  to 
a  drinking.  Fompey  doth  this  day  laugh  away 
his  fortune. 

Eno,  If  he  do,  sure  he  cannot  weep  it  back 
again. 

Men,  Tou  have  said,  sir.  We  looked  not  for 
Mark  Antony  here.  Pray  you,  is  he  married  to 
Cleopatra? 

Ena,  Cc8ar*s  sister  is  oall'd  Octavia. 

Men,  True,  sir;  she  was  the  wife  of  Caios 
Marcellns. 

Evo.  But  she  is  now  the  wife  of  Marons 
Antonius. 

Men,  Pray  you.  Sir? 

Eno,  Tis  true. 

Men,  Then  is  Caesar  and  he  ever  knit  together. 

Eno,  If  I  were  bound  to  divine  of  this  unity,  I 
would  not  prophesy  so. 

Men,  I  thinic  the  policy  of  that  purpose  made 
more  in  the  marriage  than  the  love  of  the  parties. 

Eno,  I  think  so  too.  But  you  shall  find  the 
band  that  seems  to  tie  their  friendship  together 
will  be  the  very  strangler  of  their  amity :  Octavia 
is  of  a  holy,  cold,  and  still  conversation. 

Men.  Who  would  not  have  his  wife  so? 

Eno,  Not  he,  that  himself  is  not  so;  which  is 
Mark  Antony.  He  will  to  his  Egyptian  dish 
again:  then  snail  the  sighs  of  Octavins  blow  the 
fire  up  in  Cssar ;  and,  as  1  said  before,  that  which 
is  the  strength  of  their  amity  shall  prove  the 
immediate  author  of  their  variance.  Antony  will 
nse  his  affection  where  it  is;  he  married  hot  his 
occasion  here. 

Men,  And  thus  it  may  be.  Come,  sir,  will  you 
aboard?  I  have  a  health  for  you. 

Eno,  I  shall  take  it,  sir:  we  have  used  our 
throats  in  Egjrpt 

Mm,  Come ;  let's  away.  [^seiml. 

SCENE  VIL--(?H  hootrd  Pompey^  QoiSUji,  Jyimg 
near  Misenum. 

Music  Jiiter  too  or  t^ee  Servants,  t0t^  a  ftanjuet. 

1  Sero,  Here  theyll  be,  man :  Some  o*  their 
plants  are  iU-rooted  already,  the  least  wind  i'  the 
worid  will  blow  them  down. 

8  Serv,  Lepidus  is  high-coloured. 

1  8tn,  They  have  made  him  drink  alms-drink. 

2  Sen,  As  they  pmch  one  another  by  the  dis- 
position, he  cries  out  *'  No  more;**  reconciles  thair 
to  his  entreaty,  and  himself  to  the  drink*  ■ 
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1  Sbtv,  Bat  it  nuset  the  greater  war  between 
him  and  his  disoretioo. 

2  Sen,  Why  this  it  is  to  have  a  name  in  great 
menV  fellowship :  I  had  as  lief  have  a  reed  that 
will  do  me  no  service,  as  a  partizaii  I  oonld  not 
heare. 

1  Serv,  To  be  called  into  a  huge  sphere,  and  not 
to  be  seen  to  move  in%  are  the  holes  where  eyes 
should  be,  which  pitifully  disaster  the  cheeks. 

A  $ena  aovnded.  Enter  Cjesar,  Antont,  Pompet, 
Lepidus,  Agrippa,  MEOiEMAS,  Enobabbus, 
Menas,  with  other  ayotains, 

AmL  Thus  do  they,  sir :  [7b  CfiS.]  They  take 
the  flow  0*  the  Nile 
iy  oertain  scales  i'  the  pyramid ;  they  know, 
By  the  height,  the  lowness,  or  the  mean,  if  dearth 
Or  foison  follow :  The  higher  Nilns  swells, 
The  more  it  promises :  as  it  ebbs,  the  seedsman 
Upon  the  slime  and  ooze  scatters  his  grain, 
And  shortly  comes  to  harvest. 

Lep,  You  have  strange  serpento  there. 

AnL  Ay,  Lepidus. 

Lep,  Toor  serpent  of  Egypt  is  bred  now  of  your 
mad  oy  the  operation  of  your  sun :  so  isyoar  cro- 
codile. 

AtU*  They  are  so. 

ibm.  Sit,— and  some  wine. — ^A  health  to  Lepidas. 

Lq>.  I  am  not  so  well  as  I  should  be,  but  111 
ne^er  out. 

Eno.  Not  tOl  yoa  hare  slept;  I  fear  me  yonll 
be  in  till  then. 

Lep,  Nay,  certainly,  I  have  heard  the  Ptolemies* 
pynunises  are  very  goodly  things;  without  con- 
tradiction, I  have  heard  that. 

Aten,  Pompey,  a  word.  [Aade. 

Ponu  Say  in  mine  ear;  what  ist? 

Men,  Forsake  thy  seat,  I  do  beseech  thee, 
captam,  [Aside, 

And  hear  me  speak  a  word. 

Fiom.  Forbear  me  till  anon,— 

This  wine  for  Lepidos. 

Lep,  What  manner  o*  tiling  is  your  crocodile? 

Ant,  It  is  shaped,  sir,  like  itself;  and  it  is  as 
broad  as  it  bath  oreadth :  it  is  just  so  high  as  it  is, 
and  moves  with  its  own  organs :  it  lives  by  that 
which  nourisheth  it :  and  the  elements  once  out  of 
it,  it  transmigrates. 

L^  What  colour  is  it  of  ? 

Ant,  Of  its  own  colour  too. 

Lep,  Tis  a  strange  serpent. 

AnL  Tis  so.    And  the  tears  of  it  are  wet 

Oae$.  Will  this  description  satisfy  him? 

AnL  With  the  health  that  Pompey  gives  hmi ; 
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Men,  But  eotertain  it. 

And  though  then  think  roe  poor,  I  am  the  man 
Will  give  thee  all  the  world. 

Pom.  Hast  thoa  drunk  well  ? 

Men.  No,  Pompey,  I  have  kept  me  from  the  cop. 
Thoo  art,  if  thou  dar'st  be,  the  earthly  Jove : 
Whatever  the  ocean  pales,  or  sky  indips, 
Is  thine,  if  thou  wilt  have*t 

Pom,  Show  me  whidi  way. 

Men,  These  three  world-sharers,  these  compe- 
titors, 
Are  in  thy  vessel :  Let  me  cut  the  cable; 
And,  when  we  are  put  off^  fall  to  their  throats: 
All  there  is  thine. 

Picm,  Ah,  this  thou  shonldst  have  done. 

And  not  have  spoke  ont  I  In  me,  ^  villainy ; 
In  thee,  it  had  been  good  service.    Thou  mast 

know, 
Tis  not  my  profit  that  does  lead  mine  honour ; 
Mine  honour,  it.    Repent,  that  e*er  thy  tongue 
Hath  so  betray'd  tliine  act:  Being  done  unknown, 
I  should  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done; 
But  must  condemn  it  now.    Desist,  and  drink. 

Men.  For  this,  [Aside, 

111  never  follow  thT  paird  fortunes  more.— 
Who  seeks,  and  will  not  take,  when  onee  'tis  offered, 
Shall  never  find  it  more. 

Pom.  This  health  to  Lepidus. 

Ant,  Bear  him  ashore.— Ill  pledge  it  for  hin^ 
Pompey. 

Eno,  Here's  to  thee,  Menas. 

Men,  Enobarbofl,  welcome. 

Pom.  Fill  till  the  cup  be  hid. 

Eno.  There's  a  strong  fellow,  Menaa. 

[Pointing  to  the  Attendant  taho  earrtes  ojf 

Men,  Why?  ^^^^"^ 

Eno.  A  bears  the  third  part  of  the  world,  man  - 
Seestnot?  ^    ,,  . 

Men.  The  thurd  part  then  is  drunk:  'Would  it 
were  all,  that  it  might  go  on  wheels  I 

Eno,  Drink  thou ;  increase  the  reels. 

Men,  Ck)me. 

Pom,  This  is  not  yet  an  Alexandrian  feast 

Ant,  Itrinens  towards  it— Striketheve8sels,hoI 
Here  is  to  Cssar. 

CcB$,  I  oonld  well  forbear  it 

It*8  monstrous  labour  when  I  wash  my  brain 
And  it  grows  fouler. 

Ant,  Be  a  child  o'  the  time. 

CcB8,  Possess  it.  111  make  answer: 
Bat  I  had  rather  fisst  from  all  four  days. 
Than  drink  so  much  in  one. 

Eno,  Ha,mybraveem2eror!      _     AT^A^'-- 
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ANTONY  AND 
(7a».  What  would  von  more?— Pompey,  good 
night.    Good  brother, 
Let  me  request  you  off:  our  graver  business 
Frowns  at  this  levity.— Gentle  lords,  let's  part; 
Ton  see  we  have  burnt  our  cheeks :  strong  Enobarhe 
Is  weaker  than  the  wine ;  and  mine  own  tongue 
Splits  what  it  speaks:  the  wild  disguise  hath  almost 
Antick*d  us  all.    Wliat  needs  more  words  ?   Good 

night- 
Good  Antony,  your  hand. 
Flam.  Ill  try  }t>n  o*  the  shore. 

Ant.  And  shall,  sir;  give's  your  hand. 
Bmu  O,  Antony,  you  have  my  fother-house, — 
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But  what?  we  are  friends :  Ck>me,  down  mto  the 
boat. 
Eno,  Take  heed  you  fidl  not.— Menas,  111  not 
on  shore. 

[ExewU  PoMPET,  CfiSAB,  Aktont, 
€md  ATTBMDAirrs. 
Men,  No,  to  mv  cabin. — 
The<^  drums  .'—these  trumpets,  flutes  I  what  I— 
Let  Neptune  hear  we  bid  a  loud  ftrewell 
To  these  great  fellows :  sound,  and  be  han^d,  soond 
out  1    [A  fhuriah  of  trumpets^  totth  drums, 
Eno.  Ho,  says  a  I — There's  my  cap. 
Men,  Uol— noble  captain  1  Come.         [Exeunt, 


ACT  IIL 


SCENE  1.—A  Flam  in  Syria. 


Enter  VjUTimus,  as  it  were  in  tnunrnhftriASiuvs 
and  other  Romans,  Officers,  omz  Soldiers;  Vie 
dead  h^dy  qfPACOKoa  borne  b^/bre  Mm. 

Vm,  Now,  darting  Parthia,  art  thou  struck 
and  now 
Pleased  fortune  does  of  Marcus  Crassns*  death 
Make  me  revenger. — Bear  the  king's  son's  body 
Before  our  army :  Thy  Paoorus,  Orodes, 
Pays  this  for  Marcus  Crassns. 

m.  Noble  Yentidios, 

Whilst  yet  with  Parthian  blood  thy  sword  is  warm, 
ThefugitiveParthians  follow;  spur  through  Media, 
Mesopotamia,  and  the  shelters  whither 
The  routed  fly :  so  thy  grand  captain  Antony 
Shall  set  thee  on  triumphant  chariots,  and 
Put  garlands  on  thy  head. 

Ven,  O  Silius,  Silius, 

1  have  done  enough :  A  lower  place,  note  well^ 
May  make  too  great  an  act :  For,  learn  this,  Silius, 
Better  to  leave  undone,  than  h'jr  our  deed 
Acquire  too  high  a  £tune,  when  lum  we  serve's  away. 
Caesar  and  Antony,  have  ever  won 
More  in  their  officer  than  person :  Sossius, 
One  of  my  place  in  Syria,  his  lieutenant, 
For  quick  accumulation  of  renown, 
Which  he  aohiev'd  by  the  minute,  lost  his  fovour. 
Who  does  i'  the  wars  more  than  his  captain  can 
Becomes  his  captain's  captain :  and  ambition. 
The  soldier's  virtue,  rather  makes  choice  of  loss, 
Than  gam,  which  darkens  him. 
I  coula  do  more  to  do  Antonius  good. 
But  twould  offend  him ;  and  in  his  ofiSsnee 
Should  my  periormanceperish. 

6iL  Thou  hast,  Yentidins,  that, 

Without  Uie  which  a  soldiei^  and  his  sword, 
Grants  scarce  distmotion.     Thou  wilt  write  to 
Antony? 

Ven^  111  humbly  signify  what  in  his  name. 
That  magical  yrora  of  war,  we  have  efliscted ; 
How,  with  his  banners,  and  his  well-paid  ranks. 
The  ne'er-yet-beaten  horse  of  Parthia 
We  have  jaded  out  o'  the  field. 

8iL  Where  is  he  now  ? 

Vm,  He  pnrpoeeth  to  Athens:  whither  with 
what  haste 
The  weight  we  must  convey  with  ns  will  permit, 
Weshall  appear  before  him. — On,  there;  pass  along. 

[Eseeunt. 

SCENE  XL— Rome.  AnAnte-OhaniberinCtsBur^B 
Eouee, 
Enter  Aqbippa.  and  Ekobabbus,  meeting, 
Apr,  What,  are  the  brothers  parted? 
Ena,  They  have  despatoh'd  with  Pompey,  he  is 
gone; 


The  other  three  are  sealing.    Octavia  weeps 
To  part  from  Rome;  Caesar  is  sad ;  and  Lepidus, 
Since  Pompey's  feast,  as  Menas  says,  is  troubled 
With  the  green  sickness. 
Agr,  Tis  a  noble  Lepidus. 

Eno,  A  very  fine  one :  O,  how  he  loves  Cesar  I 
Agr.  Nay,  but   how  dearly  he   adores  Mark 

Antony  I 
Eno,  Caesar?  Why,  he^  the  Jupiter  of  men. 
Agr,  What's  Antony?  The  eod  of  Jupiter. 
mto.  Spake  yon  of  Caesar  ?  How?  the  nonpareill 
Apr,  0  Antony  I  0  thou  Arabian  bird  I 
Eno,  Would  you  praise  Caesar,  say, — Cssar;— 

go  no  further. 
Agr.  Indeed,  he  plied  them  both  with  excellent 

praises. 
Eno,  But  he  loves  Caesar  best: — Yet  he  loves 
Antony : 
Ho !  hearts,  tongues,  figures,  scribes,  bards,  poets, 

oannot 
Think,  speak,  cast,  write,  sing,  number,  ho,  hif 

love 
To  Antony.    But  as  for  Caesar, 
Kneel  down,  kneel  down,  and  wonder. 
Agr.  Both  he  loves. 

^o.  They  are  his  shards,  and  he  their  beetle. 
So,—  [Tntn^ta. 

This  is  to  horse— Adieu,  noble  A^ppa. 
Agr,  Gh)od  fortune,  worthy  soldier;  and  fitrewell. 

Enter  Obsab,  AifTOKT,  Lbpidub,  and  OcTAyii. 

Ant,  No  further,  sir. 

C<E$.  Ton  take  nrom  me  a  great  part  of  mjrself ; 
Use  me  well  in  it.—  Sister,  prove  such  a  wife 
As  my  thought!  make  thee,  and  as  my  forthest 

Shall  pass  on  thy  approof.  -Most  noble  Antony, 
Let  not  the  piece  or  virtue  which  is  set 
Betwixt  us.  as  the  cement  of  our  love. 
To  keep  it  builded,  be  the  ram  to  batter 
The  fortress  of  it :  for  better  might  we 
Have  loved  without  this  mean,  u  on  both  parts 
This  be  not  cherish'd. 

AnL  Make  me  not  offended 

In  your  distrust. 

Cat,  I  have  said. 

Ant.  Ton  shall  not  find. 

Though  you  be  therein  carious,  the  least  cause 
For  what  you  seem  to  fear :  So,  the  gods  keep  you* 
And  make  the  hearts  of  Romans  serve  yoor  ends^ 
We  will  here  part. 

Qet.  Farewell,  my  dearest  sister,  &re  thee  welL 
The  dements  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
Thy  spirits  all  of  comfort  I  fare  thee  welL 

Octo.  My  noble  brother! — 

Ant,  The  April's  in  her  eyes :  Itislove^spxlng 
And  these  tlie  Ukowers  to  brmg  it  oiv-^AfrcbMrftT 
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Odtk  tSir,  look  well  to  mj  hiub«nd*»  hooM; 
and,— 
0<Bi,  What,  Octaria? 

Orta.  Ill  tell  joo  in  yoar  emr. 

JM.  Her  tongue  will  not  obey  her  heart,  nor  can 
Her  heart  inform  her  tongue :  the  svran's  down 

feather, 
That  stands  upon  the  swell  at  the  fall  of  tide, 
And  neither  way  inclines. 

Duo.  Will  Caesar  weep?        [Aside  to  Aorippa. 

Agr.  He  has  a  cloud  in's  face. 

£no.  He  were  the  worse  for  that,  were  he  a 
horse; 
So  is  he  being  a  num. 

Agr.  Why,  Enobarbns? 

When  Antony  found  Julias  Ciesar  dead. 
He  cried  almost  to  ronring :  and  he  wept, 
When  at  Philippi  he  found  Brutus  slain. 

Eno.  That  year,  indeed,  be  was  troubled  with 
rheum : 
What  willingly  he  did  oonfoimd  he  wail'd: 
Beliey*t,  till  1  weep  too. 

Cce$,  No,  sweet  Octavia, 

Toa  shall  hear  from  me  still;  the  time  shall  not 
Oat-go  my  thinking  oo  yon. 

Ant.  Come,  sir,  come ; 

ni  wrestle  with  yon  in  my  strength  of  love : 
Look,  here  I  have  you ;  thus  I  let  you  go, 
And  give  you  to  the  gods. 

Cos.  Adiea  ;  be  happy  1 

Lm.  Let  all  the  number  of  the  stars  give  light 
To  thy  fair  way  I 

CcBM.       Farewell,  farewell!    [/TtsMs  Octavia. 

Ant.  Farewell  I 

[Trumpett sound.    EioeunL 

SCENE  III.— Alexandria.  A  Boom  in  ihe  Palace, 
JBnter  Cleopatra,  Chaeioan,  Ibab,  oncf  Alexas. 
CUo.  Where  is  the  fellow? 
Alex.  Half  afeard  to  oome* 

Cleo.  Goto,  goto: — Come  hither,  sir. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Alex,  Good  mi^esty, 

Herod  of  Jewry  dare  not  look  upon  you, 
But  when  you  are  well  pleas'd. 

CUo.  That  Herod's  head 

III  have:  But  how?  when  An  ton  v  is  gone 
Through  whom  I  might  command  it. — Come  thou 
near. 

Mesi.  Most  gradous  majesty,— 

CUo.  Didst  thou  behold 

Octavia? 

J/ess.  Ay,  dread  queen. 

CUo.  Where? 

Mess.  Madam,  in  Borne 

I  look'd  her  in  the  &ce ;  and  saw  her  led 
Between  her  brother  and  Mark  Antony.  '- 

CUo,  Is  she  as  tall  as  me? 

Mess.  She  is  not  madam. 

CUo.  Didst  hear    her  speak?   Is  she  shrill- 
tongu*d,  or  low? 

Mess.  Madam  I  heard  her  apeak ;  she  if  bw- 
voio'd. 

CUo,  That's  not  so  good  ^-he  oannot  like  her 
long. 

Ohw,  Like  her?  O  Isis!  'tis  impossible. 

CUo.  I  think  so,  Charmian :  Dull  of  tongue, 
and  dwarfish  1 — 
What  mi^esty  is  in  her  gait?  Remember, 
If  e'er  thou  look'dst  on  majesty. 

MUss.  Sheereeps! 

Her  motioo  andher  statioc  are  as  one : 
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She  shoMTs  a  body  rather  tiian  a  life ; 

A  statue,  than  a  breather. 

CUo.  Is  this  oertam? 

Mess.  Or  I  have  no  observance. 

Char.  Three  in  'Bgfpi 

Cannot  make  better  note. 

CUo.  He^  rery  knowing, 

I  do  perceivt:— There's  nothing  in  her  yet:^ 
The  tellow  has  good  judgment. 

Char.  Excellent 

CUo.  Guess  at  her  years,  I  prithee.^^ 

Mess. 
She  was  a  widow. 

CUo.  Widow?— Charmian,  hark. 

Mess.  And  I  do  think  she's  thirty. 

CUo,  Bear'st  thou  her  £sce  in  mind?  ist  long, 
or  round  ? 

Mess.  Round  even  to  fanltiness. 

CUo.  For  the  most  part  too,  thejaro  foolish 
that  are  so. 
Her  hair,  what  colour? 

Mess.  Brown,  madam:  And  her  forehead 
As  low  as  she  would  wish  it 

CUo.  There's  gold  for  thee. 

Thou  mast  not  take  my  former  sliarpness  ill:— 
I  will  employ  thee  back  again ;  I  find  thee 
Most  fit  for  business:  Go,  make  thee  ready ; 
Our  letters  are  prepar'd.  [Exit  Messenger. 

Char.  A  proper  man. 

CUo.  Indeed,  he  is  so :  I  repent  me  mneh 
That  so  I  harried  him.     Why,  methinks,  by  him. 
This  creature's  no  such  thing. 

Char.  Nothing,  madam. 

CUo.  The  man  hath  seen  some  m^esty,  and 
should  know. 

Char.  Hath  he  seen  miy'esty  ?  Isis  else  defend, 
And  serving  yon  so  longl 

CUo.  I  have  one  thing  more  to  ask  him  jet, 
good  Charmian : 
But  tis  no  matter;  thou  shalt  bring  him  to  ma 
Where  I  will  write:  Ail  may  be  well  enou;;h. 

Char.  I  warrant  you,  madam.  [EaoemU, 

SCENE  IT.— Athens.    A  Boom  m  Antony'^ 
Eouse, 

Enter  Ahtont  aud  Octavia. 

Ani.  Nay,  nay,  Octavia,  not  only  that, — 
That  were  excusable,  that  and  thousands  more 
Of  semblable  import — but  he  hath  wag'd 
New  wars  'gninst  Pompey;  made  his  will,  and 

read  it 
To  public  ear : 

Spoke  scantly  of  me:  when  perforce  he  oould  not 
But  pay  me  terms  of  honour,  cold  and  sickly 
He  vented  them ;  most  narrow  measure  lent  me. 
When  the  best  hint  was  given  him :  be  notlook'd, 
Or  did  it  firom  his  teeth. 

Oct€L  0  my  good  lord. 

Believe  not  all :  or,  if  you  must  believe, 
Stomach  not  all.    A  more  imbappy  lady. 
If  this  division  chance,  ne'er  stood  between, 
Praying  for  both  parts: 
The  g(Md  g^s  will  mock  me  presently. 
When  I  shall  pray,  ^  O,  bless  my  Im  and  hus- 
band P 
Undo  that  prayer,  by  oring  out  as  loud, 
**  O,  bless  mvbrotherl"  Husband  win,  win  brother, 
Prays,  and  destroys  the  praver;  no  midway 
Twixt  these  extremes  at  aU. 

AnL  Gentle  Octavia, 

Let  your  beat  love  draw  to  that  pohit  whidiae 
Beat  to  unserve  il ».  If  I  lose  mine  honoari  p 
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[  loM  myielf :  better  1  were  not  yours, 
Than  yours  so  brmnchless.    But,  as  jon  requested, 
Yourself  shall  go  between  us:  The  mean  time, 

Udy, 
111  raise  the  preparation  of  a  war 
Shall  8tain  your  brother:  Hake yoor soonest  haste: 
Bo  your  desires  are  yours. 

Oeta,  Thanks  to  my  lord. 

The  Jove  of  power  make  me  most  weak,  most 

weak. 
Tour  reconciler  I  Wars  *twixt  you  twain  would  be ; 
As  if  the  world  should  deaye,  and  that  slain  men 
Shoold  solder  up  the  rift. 

Ant.  When  it  appears  to  yon  where  this  begins, 
Turn  your  displeasure  that  way;  for  our  fanlts 
Can  neyer  be  so  equal,  that  your  loye 
Guk  equally  moye  with  them.     Proyide  your 

going; 
Choose  your  own  company, and  command  what  cost 
Four  heart  has  mind  to.  [EaoeutU. 

SCENE  v.— 7^ some.  Another  Boomin  ike 9ame, 
Enter  Ehobabbus  and  Ebob,  meeting, 

Bmo,  How  now,  friend  Eros? 

ErtM.  There's  strange  news  oome,  sb. 

BmK  What,  man? 

Eroe.  Cesar  and  Lepidus  have  made  wars  upon 
Fompey. 

j&io.  This  is  old :  What  is  the  sueoess? 

EroB,  Cassr,  haying  made  use  of  him  in  the  wars 
^nst  Pompey,  presently  denied  him  rivality; 
would  not  let  him  partaice  in  the  glory  of  the 
action :  and  not  resting  here,  accuses  him  of  letters 
he  had  formerly  wrote  to  Pompey;  upon  his  own 
appeal,  seizes  him :  So  the  poor  third  is  up,  till 
death  enlarge  his  confine. 

Bm>,  Then,  world,  thou  hast  a  pair  of  chaps,  no 
more; 
And  throw  between  them  all  the  food  thou  hast, 
The/11  grind  the  one  the  other.   W  here's  Antony  ? 

Eroe,  Ue*8  walking  in  the  garden—thus;  and 
spurns 
The  rush  that  lies  before  him;   cries,  ^Fool, 

Lepidus  V 
And  threats  the  throat  of  that  his  officer, 
That  mnrder'd  Pompey. 

Emk  Out  great  nayy>  ri^^. 

Eroe,  For  Italy  and  Cnssr.    More,  Donutins ; 
My  lord  desires  you  presently:  my  news 
I  might  haye  told  hereafter. 

Eno,  Twill  be  nought: 

But  let  it  be,— Bring  me  to  Antony. 

Eroe,  Come,  sir. 

SCENE  YL— Rome.    A  Boom  m  Cesar's  Houee. 
Enter  Cssab,  Aoeippa,  and  MsoJOf aa 

Com.  Contemning  Rome,  he  has  done  all  thif : 
And  more ; 
In  Alexandria— here's  the  manner  of  it,— 
I*  the  market-place,  on  a  tribunal  silyer'd, 
Cleopatra  and  himself  in  chairs  of  gold 
Were  publicly  enthron'd :  at  the  feet,  sat 
Cesarion,  whom  they  call  my  father's  son; 
And  all  the  unUwtuf  issue,  that  their  lust 
4ince  then  bath  made  between  them.     Unto  her 
He  ffaye  the  'stablishment  of  Egypt ;  made  her 
Of  lower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydia, 
Absolute  queen* 

Mee,  This  in  the  public  eye  ? 

Cae,  V  the  common  show-plaoe,  where  they 
exercise. 
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His  sons  he  there  nroclaim'd,  The  kitigs  of  kings: 

Great  Media,  Parthia,  and  Armenia, 

He  gave  to  Alexander;  to  Ptolemy  he  assign*d 

Syria,  Cilicia,  and  PhoenicU:  She 

In  the  habiliments  of  the  goddess  Isis 

That  day  appear'd;  and  oft  before  gaye  audience, 

As  'tis  reported,  so. 

Mec  Let  Rome  be  thus  informed. 

Ayr,  Who,  oueasy  with  his  insolence  already, 
Will  their  good  thoughts  call  from  him. 

Coee,  The  people  know  it:  and  haye  now  receiy*d 
His  accusations. 

Agr.  Whom  does  he  accuse  ? 

Coee,  Cassar:  and  that,  haying  in  Sicily 
Sextus  Pompeius  spoil'd,  we  had  not  rated  him 
His  part  o*  the  isle:  then  does  he  say,  he  lent  me 
Some  shipping  nnrestor'd:  lastly,  he  frets, 
That  Lepidus  of  the  triumvirate 
Should  be  depos'd ;  and,  being,  that  we  detafa 
All  his  reyenue. 

Agr,  Sir,  this  should  be  answer'd. 

Oau,  *Tis  done  already,  and  the  messenger  gona» 
I  have  told  him,  Lepidus  was  grown  too  cruel ; 
That  he  his  authority  abus'd. 
And  did  deserye  his  change;  for  what  I  have 

conquer'd, 
I  grant  him  part ;  but  then  in  his  Armenia, 
And  other  of  his  conquer'd  kingdoms,  I 
Demand  the  like. 

Mec  Hell  neyer  yield  to  that. 

Ocee,  Nor  mnst  not  then  be  yielded  to  In  thii*. 

Enter  OortATiA^ 

Oeta,  Hail,  Cesar,  and  my  lord!  hail,  most  dear 
Caesar  I 

Cos8,  That  eyer  I  should  call  thee,  cast-away! 

Octti,  You  have  not  call'd  me  so,  nor  have  you 
cause. 

Cae,  Why  haye  yon  stolen  upon  ua  thus  ?  Ton 
come  not 
Like  Cesar's  sister :  The  wife  of  Antony 
Should  have  an  army  for  an  usher,  and 
The  neighs  of  horse  to  tell  of  her  approach. 
Long  ere  she  did  appear ;  the  trees  hy  the  way 
Should  have  borne  men;  and  expectation  fiunted. 
Longings  for  what  it  had  not:  nay,  the  dust 
Should  haye  ascended  to  the  roof  of  heaven 
Rais'd  by  your  populous  troops :  But  you  are  come 
A  market-maid  to  Rome ;  and  haye  prevented 
The  ostentation  of  our  loye,  which,  left  un^hown 
Is  often  left  unlov'd :  we  should  haye  met  yon 
By  sea  and  land ;  supplying  eyery  stage 
With  an  augmented  greeting. 

Oeta,  Good  my  lord. 

To  come  thus  was  I  not  constrained,  but  did  it 
On  mj  free-wilL    My  lord,  Mark  Antony, 
Hearmg  that  you  prepar'd  for  war,  acquainted 
My  griev'd  ear  withal :  whereon,  I  begg'd 
His  pardon  for  return. 

CcB$,  Which  soon  he  granted. 

Being  an  abstract  *tween  his  lust  and  him. 

OUa,  Do  not  say  so,  my  lord. 

Coee,  I  haye  ejrtf  npon  him. 

And  his  affidrs  come  to  me  on  the  wind. 
Where  is  he  now  ? 

Oct4i,  My  lord,  in  Athens. 

Ccu,  No,  my  most  wrong'd  sister ;  Cleopatra 
Hath  nodded  bim  tn  her.  He  hath  given  his  empire 
Up  to  a  whore ;  who  now  are  levying 
The  kings  o'  the  earth  for  war :  He  hath  assembled 
Bocchus,  the  kinff  of  Libya ;  Archelans, 
Of  Cappadocia;  Philadelphos,  king 
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King  Malolios  of  Arabia;  king  of  Pont; 

Herod  of  Jewry;  Mithridates,  king 

Of  Comagene ;  rolemon  and  Amintas, 

The  kings  of  Mede  and  Lvoaoniai 

With  a  more  larger  list  of  sceptres. 

Octcu  Ah  me,  most  wretched, 

That  have  my  heart  parted  betwixt  two  friends, 
That  do  aMct  each  otherl 

Ccu,  Welcome  hither: 

Yoar  letters  did  withhold  oar  breaking  forth ! 
Till  we  perceived,  both  how  yon  were  wrong  led. 
And  we  in  negligent  danger.    Cheer  your  heart : 
Be  yon  not  troubled  with  the  time  which  drives 
O'er  yoor  content  these  strong  necessities; 
Bat  let  determined  things  to  destiny 
Hold  aubewail'd  their  way.    Welcome  to  Borne: 
Nothing  more  dear  to  me.    Too  are  abos'd 
Beyond  the  mark  of  thoaght :  and  the  high  gods. 
To  do  yon  justice,  make  their  ministers 
Of  as,  and  those  that  love  yon.    Best  of  comfort ; 
And  ever  welcome  to  us. 

Agr,  Welcome,  lady. 

Mec  Welcome,  dear  madam. 
Each  heart  in  Rome  does  love  and  pity  you. 
Onljr  the  adulterous  Antony,  most  large 
In  bis  abominations,  turns  yon  off; 
And  gives  his  potent  regiment  to  a  troll, 
That  noises  it  against  us. 

Octa.  Is  it  so.  sir? 

Coo*  Most  certain.    Sister,  welcome :  Pray  you, 
Be  ever  known  to  patience :  My  dearest  sister  I 

[ExetmU 

SCENE  VII.— Antony^  Camp,  near  to  Hib 
Pronumtory  of  Actium. 

Enter  Cleopatra  and  Emobabbub. 

Oleo.  I  will  be  even  with  thee,  doubt  it  not 

Eno.  But,  why,  why,  why  ? 

Cleo,  Thou  hast  forspoke  my  being  in  these  wars ; 
\nd  say^  it  is  not  fit. 

EtuK  Well,  is  it,  is  it? 

(7/100.  If  not  denoono'd  against  as,  why  should 
not  we 
Be  there  in  person  ? 

Eiuk  [Asuk.]  WeU,  I  could  reply:— 
If  we  should  serve  with  horse  and  mares  together, 
The  horse  was  merely  lost ;  the  mares  would  bear 
A  soldier  and  his  horse. 

CUo.  What  is*t  yoa  say? 

Emk  Tonr  presence  needs  must  pozzfe  Antony; 
Take  from  his  heart,  take  from  his  brain,  from  ms 

time. 
What  should  not  then  be  spar'd.    He  is  already 
Tradac*d  for  levity :  and  *tis  said  in  Rome, 
That  Photinus  an  eunaoh,  and  yoor  maids, 
Manage  this  war. 

Cleo.  Sink  Rome ;  and  their  tongues  rot. 

That  speak  against  usl    A  charge  we  bear  i*  the 

war, 
And,  as  the  president  of  my  kingdom,  will 
Appear  there  for  a  man.    Speak  not  against  it ; 
I  \fi\\  not  stay  behind. 

Eno.  Nay,  I  have  done : 

Here  comes  the  emperor. 

Enter  Ahtont  and  Cahidtus. 

Afd,  Is  it  not  strange,  Canidios, 

That  from  Tarentnm  and  Brundusium, 
He  could  so  quickly  cut  the  Ionian  sea, 
And  take  in  Toryne?— You  have  heard  ont,fwe0t? 

Cleo,  Celerity  is  never  moi«  admired 
Than  by  the  negligent. 
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AnU  A  good  rebnke. 

Which  might  have  wefl  becom^d  the  best  of  e 
To  taunt  at  slackness.— Canidius,  we 
Will  fight  with  him  by  sea. 

Cleo.  By  sea!    What  else? 

Can,  Why  will  my  lord  do  so  ? 

AnL  For  that  he  dares  as  toX 

Eno,  So  hath  my  lord  dar*d  him  to  single  fi^^ 

Can  Ay,  and  to  wage  this  battle  at  Pharsalia, 
Where  Cseaar  fought  with  Pompey:  But  these  offers, 
Which  serve  not  for  his  vantage,  he  shakes  off- 
Aud  so  should  you. 

Eno,  Tour  ships  are  not  well  mann*d : 

Tour  mariners  are  muliters,  reapers,  people 
IngrossM  by  swift  impress:  in  Cesars  fleet 
Are  those  that  often  have  'gainst  Pompey  fonght : 
Their  ships  are  yare:  yours,  heavy.    Nodiscpraoe 
Shall  fall  you  for  refusing  him  at  sea, 
Being  prepar'd  for  land. 

Ant,  By  sea,  by  seia. 

Eno,  Most  worthy  sir,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  absolute  soldiership  yoa  have  by  land ; 
Distract  your  army,  which  doth  most  consist 
Of  war-mark*d  footmen ;  leave  unexecuted 
Tour  own  renowned  knowledge ;  quite  forego 
The  way  which  promises  assurance ;  and 
Giye  up  yourself  merely  to  chance  and  hazard, 
From  arm  security. 

Ant,  Vi\  fight  at  sea. 

CUo,  I  have  sixty  sails,  Caesar  none  better. 

Ant,  Our  overplus  of  shipping  will  we  burn; 
And,  with  the  rest  foll-mann'd,  fh>m  the  head  of 

Actium 
Beat  the  approaching  CsBssr.    But  if  we  fail, 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

We  then  can  do^  at  land.— Thy  business  ? 

Mees,  The  news  is  true,  my  lord;  ho  is  descried ; 
Ciesar  has  taken  Toryne. 

Ant,  Can  he  be  there  in  person  ?  'tis  impossible  * 
Strang  that  his  power  should  be.— Canidius, 
Our  nmeteen  legions  thou  shalt  hold  by  land. 
And  our  twelve  Uiousand  horse: — Well  to  our  ship; 

Enter  a  Soldier. 

Away,  my  Thetis. — How  now,  worthy  soldier  ? 

Sola,  0  noble  emperor,  do  not  fight  by  sea; 
Trust  not  to  rotten  planks :  Do  you  misdoubt 
This  sword,  and  these  my  wounds?     Let  the 

Egyptians 
And  the  Phoenicians  go  a  ducking;  we 
Have  used  to  conquer,  standing  on  the  earth. 
And  fighting  foot  to  foot. 

Ant,  Well,  well;  away. 

[Exeunt  Antony,  Cleopatra,  m^ 
Enobarbus. 

Bold.  By  Hercules,  I  think,  I  am  i'  the  right. 

Can,  Soldier,  thoa  art:  but  his  whole  aoUoo 
grows 
Not  in  the  power  ont :  So  our  leader^  led. 
And  we  are  women's  men. 

Scld,  Tou  keep  by  land 

The  legions  and  the  horse  whole,  do  you  not? 

Can,  Marcus  Octavius,  Marcus  Jdsteius, 
Publicola,  and  Cselius,  are  for  sea: 
But  we  keep  whole  by  laud.  This  speed  of  Casar^ 
Carries  beyond  belief. 

Sold,  While  he  was  yet  in  Rome, 

His  power  went  out  in  such  distractions, 
As  beguiled  all  spies. 

Can.  Who's  hb  lieotenant,  hear  yon  V 

Sold,  They  say,  one  Taurus. 

Can,  Well,Iknowtiliema& 
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MbUer  a  Messenger. 

IfeM.  The  emperor  calls  Canidios. 
Cbn.  With  news  the  time»  with  labour:  and 
throes  forth, 
Eaeh  minute,  some.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  yilL—^  Bain  near  Actium. 
Ikter  Cfisar,  Taubub,  Officers,  andothen, 

C(e$,  Taaras, — 

Ikur.  Jiy  lord. 

Ocee.  Sbike  not  by  land ;  keep  whole ; 

Provoke  not  battle,  till  weVe  done  at  sea. 
Do  not  exceed  the  prescript  of  this  scroll : 
Ourfortone  lies  ap<>n  this  jump.  [EaoemU, 

Enter  Ahtont  and  Enobakdcs. 

Ant  Set  we  oar  squadrons  on  yon  side  o'  the  hill, 
In  eye  of  Caesar^s  battle :  from  which  place 
We  may  the  number  of  the  ships  behold, 
And  so  proceed  accordingly.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  GAiriBnrs,  marching  toith  Ida  land  Army  one 
wcttf  over  the  stage;  and  Tauhds,  the  Lieutenant 
of  Cjbsab,  the  other  vxty.  After  their  going  in,  is 
heard  the  noise  qfa  seajfight. 

Alarum,    jSerenter  Enobarbus. 

Eno,  NauRht,  naught,  all  naught!  I  can  behold 
no  longer : 
The  Antoniad,  the  Egyptian  admiral, 
With  all  their  sixty,  fly,  and  turn  the  rudder: 
To  seet,  mine  eyes  are  blasted. 

Enter  ScJLRVB, 

Sear,  Q  ods  and  goddesses. 

All  the  whole  synod  of  them  I 

Jmo.  What's  thy  passion? 

Sear.  The  greater  cantle  of  the  world  is  lost 
With  very  ignorance ;  we  have  kiss'd  away 
Kingdoms  and  provinces. 

Eno.  How  appears  the  fight? 

Soar.  On  our  side  like  the  token 'd  pestilence. 
Where  death   ia  sure.     Yon'  ribald-rid  nag  of 

Egypt, 
Whom  leprosy  overtake !  i*the  midst  of  the  fight,— 
When  vantage  like  a  pair  of  twins  appeared, 
Both  as  the  same,  or  rather  ours  the  elder, 
The  brize  upon  her,  like  a  cow  in  June, 
Hoists  sail:i,  and  flies. 

Eno.  That  I  beheld : 
Mine  eyes  did  sicken  at  the  sight,  and  oould  not 
£ndure  a  further  view. 

Scar,  She  once  being  loof 'd. 

The  noble  ruin  of  her  magic,  Antony, 
Claps  on  liis  sea-wing,  and  like  a  doting  mallard, 
Leaving  the  fight  in  height,  flius  after  her : 
I  never  saw  an  action  of  such  tibaine;    - 
Experience,  manhood,  honour,  ne'er  before 
Did  violate  so  itself. 

EmK  Alack,  alack! 

^iter  Canidics. 

Can.  Our  fortune  on  the  sea  is  ont  of  breath, 
And  tfinks  most  lamentablv.    Had  our  general 
Been  what  he  knew  himself,  it  had  gone  well : 
O,  he  has  given  example  for  our  fli^t, 
Mo^  grossly,  by  his  own. 

Eno,  Ay,  are  you  thereabouts?  Why  then,  good 
night,  indeed.  [Aside. 

Can,  Towards  Peloponnesus  are  they  flecU 

Soar,  Tis  easy  tot; 
And  there  I  will  attend  what  ftirther  oomei. 
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CcoL  To  Caesar  will  I  render 
My  legions  and  my  horse ;  six  kings  already 
Show  me  the  way  of  yielding. 

Eno.  I'll  yet  follow 

The  wounded  chance  of  Antony,  though  mv  reason 
Sits  in  the  wind  against  me.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  IX.— Alexandria.— il  Boom  in  the  Palace 
EnUr  Aktont  and  Attendants. 

AMt  Hark,  the  land  bids  me  tread  no  more 
upont, 
It  is  asham'd  to  bear  me!— Friends,  come  hither, 
I  am  so  lated  in  the  world,  that  I 
Have  lost  my  way  for  ever : — I  have  a  ship 
Laden  with  gold ;  take  that,  divide  it ;  fly. 
And  make  your  peace  with  Cesar, 

Att.  Fly  I  not  we. 

Ant  1  have  fled  myself;  and  have  instructed 
cowards 
To  mo,  and  show  their  shoulders.— Friends,  be- 
gone; 
I  have  myself  resolv'd  upon  a  course, 
Which  has  no  need  of  you ;  begone: 
My  treasure's  in  the  harbour,  take  it. — O 
I  followed  that  I  blush  to  look  upon: 
My  very  hairs  do  mutiny,  for  the  white 
Reprove  the  brown  for  rashness,  and  they  them 
For  fear  and  doting.— Friends  begone ;  you  shall 
Have  letters  from  me  to  some  friends,  that  will 
Sweep  your  way  for  you.    Pray  you,  look  not  sad. 
Nor  make  replies  of  loathness:  take  the  hint 
Which  uiy  despair  proclaims ;  let  that  be  left 
Which  leaves  itself:  to  the  sea-side  straightway: 
I  will  possess  you  of  that  ship  and  treasure. 
Leave  me,  I  pray,  a  little:  pray  you  now : — 
Nay,  do  so:  for,  indeed,  I  have  lost  command. 
Therefore  I  pray  you:— 111  see  you  by  and  by. 

[Sitaaoum. 

Enter  Ebos;  and  Cleopatba,  led  by  Chabmiaii 
and  Ibas. 

Eroe,  Kay,  gentle  madam,  to  him  ^— Comfort 
him. 

Iras.  Do,  most  dear  queen. 

Char,  Do!  why,  what  else? 

C^'o.  Let  me  sit  down.    0  Juno  I 

Ant  No,  no,  HO,  no,  no. 

Eros.  See  you  here,  sir? 

Ant  O  fie,  fie,  fie  I 

Char,  Madam, — 

Iras.  Madam;  0  good  empress  I — 
'Eros.  Sir, sir, — 

Ant,  Yes,  my  lord,  yes:— He,  at  Philippi,  kept 
His  sword  even  like  a  dancer:  while  I  struck 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  Cassius ;  and  'twas  I 
That  the  mad  Brutus  ended :  he  alone 
Dealt  on  4ieutenantry,  and  no  practice  had 
In  the  brave  squares  of  war:   Yet  now—No 
matter. 

Cleo.  Ah,  stand  by. 

Eroe,  The  queen,  my  lord,  the  queen. 

Iras.  Go  to  him,  madam,  speak  to  him, 
He  is  nnqualitied  with  very  shame. 

Cleo.  Well  then,— Sustain  me :— 01 

Eros.  Mostnoblesir,arise ;  the  queen  approaches , 
Her  head*^  declin'd,  and  death  will  seize  her  -,  but 
Your  comfort  makes  the  rescue. 

Ant  I  have  ofiended  reputation ; 
A  most  unnoble  swerving. 

Eros,  Sir,  the  queen. 

Ant.  O,  whither  hast  thou  led  me,  Egypt?  8«e, 
How  I  convey  my  shame  oat  of  thine^es      i 

Digitized  by  VjOOQLC 


688  ANTONY  AND 

By  looking  bade  on  wbit  I  have  left4)ehind 
'Stroy'd  ui  dishonour. 

Cleo,  O  my  lord,  my  lord  I 

Forgive  my  fearful  sails;  1  little  thought 
You  would  hare  follow 'd. 

Ani.  Egypt,  thou  knew*8t  too  well 

Hy  heart  was  to  thy  rudder  tied  by  the  strings, 
And  thou  shouldst  tow  me  after :  OV  my  spirit 
Thy  full  supremacy  thou  knew*st;  and  that 
Thy  beck  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  gods 
Command  me. 

CluK  0,  my  pardon. 

Anit,  Now  I  must 

To  the  young  man  send  humble  treaties,  dodge 
And  palter  in  the  shifts  of  lowness ;  who 
With  half  the  bulk  o'the  world  pUy'd  as  I  pleased, 
Making  and  marring  fortunes.  You  did  know 
How  much  yon  were  my  conqueror  ;  and  that 
My  sword,  made  weak  by  my  affection,  would 
Obey  it  on  all  cause. 

(Jleo,  Pardon,  pardon. 

AiU,  Fall  not  a  tear,  I  sa^ ;  one  of  them  rates 
All  that  is  won  and  lost:  Give  me  a  kiss: 
Even  this  repays  me — We  sent  our  schoolmaster, 
Is  he  come  back?— Love,  1  am  full  of  lead : — 
Some  wine,  within  there,  and  oar  viands:— For* 

tune  knows 
We  soom  her  most  when  most  she  offers  blows. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  X.-<3»8ar's  Camp,  m  Egypt 
Enter  C^ssar,  Dolabella,  Thyreus,  aitd  others. 

Cat.  Let  hi  m  appear  that's  come  firom  Antony.— 
Know  you  him  ? 

DoL  CflBsar,  *tis  his  schoolmaster : 

An  argument  that  he  is  pluck'd,  when  hither 
He  sends  so  poor  a  pinion  of  his  wing. 
Which  liad  superfluous  kings  for  messengers, 
Not  many  moons  gone  by. 

Enter  Euphboniub. 

CSot.  Approach,  and  speak. 

Eup.  Such  as  T  am,  I  come  from  Antony : 
I  was  of  late  as  petty  to  his  ends. 
As  is  the  mom-oew  on  the  myrtle-lea 
To  his  grand  sea. 

CcBB.  Be  it  so :  Declare  thine  office. 

Eup.  Lord  of  his  fortunes  he  salutes  thee,  and 
Requires  to  live  in  Egypt :  which  not  granted, 
He  lessens  his  requests ;  and  to  thee  sues 
To  let  him  breathe  between  the  heavens  and  earth, 
A  private  num  in  Athens :  This  for  him. 
Next,  Cleopatra  does  confess  thy  greatness ; 
Submits  her  to  thy  might;  and  of  thee  cr&ves 
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Make  thine  own  edict  for  thy  pains,  whidi  ve 

Will  answer  as  a  law. 

Thyr.  Caesar,  I  go. 

Coe$   Observe  how  Antony  becomes  his  flaw, 
And  what  thou  think'st  his  very  action  qpeaks 
In  every  power  that  moves. 

Tkyr.  Caesar,  I  shalL 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  XL— Alexandria.    A  Bam  m  the  Palaee, 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Chasmiajt, 
and  Iras. 

Cleo.  What  shall  we  do,  Enobarbus  ? 

Eno,  Think,  and  die. 

CUo.  Is  Antony,  or  we,  in  fault  for  this? 

Eno.  Antony  only,  that  would  make  his  will 
Lord  of  his  reason.     What  although  you  fled 
From  that  great  face  of  war,  whose  several  ranges 
Frighted  each  other?  why  should  he  follow? 
The  itch  of  his  affection  should  not  then 
Hasre  nick'd  his  captainship;  at  such  a  point, 
When  half  to  half  the  world  opposed,  he  being 
The  roered  question:  Twas  a  shame  no  less 
Than  was  his  loss,  to  f^ourse  your  flying  flags, 
And  leave  his  navy  gazmg. 

Cleo,  Prithee,  peaoe 

Enter  AvTOVY^  with  Eupbromidb. 

Ant,  Is  that  his  answer? 

Eup,  Ay,  my  lord. 

AsU.  The  qneen  shall  then  havu  courtesy,  so  she 
wiU  yield 
Us  up. 

Eup.  He  says  so. 

Ant,  Let  her  know  It. —   . 

To  the  boy  C»Rar  send  this  grizzled  head. 
And  he  will  fill  thy  wishes  to  the  brim 
With  principalities. 

Cleo.  That  head,  my  lord  ? 

Ant.  To  him  again :  Tell  him.  he  wears  the  rose 
Of  youth  upon  him ;  from  which  the  world  should 

note 
Something  particular:  his  coins,  ships,  legions, 
May  be  m  coward's ;  whose  ministers  would  prevail 
Under  the  service  of  a  child,  as  soon 
Asi' the  command  of  Csesar:  I  dare  him,  therefore, 
To  lay  his  gay  comparisons  apart. 
And  answer  me  declin'd,  sword  against  sword, 
Ourselves  alone :  111  write  it ;  follow  me. 

[Exennt  A  NT.  and  Eup. 

Eno,  Yes,  like  enough,  high-battled  Caesar  will 
Unstate  his  happiness,  and  be  staged  to  the  show, 
Agamst  a  sworder. — I  see,  men's  judgments  are 
A  parcel  of  their  fortunes ;  and  things  outward 
Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  tliem. 
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Enter  Tbtbeus. 

Cleo  Caesar's  will? 

Thyr,  Hear  H  apart. 

CUo,  None  bat  friends ;  say  boldly. 

Thyr.  So,  haply,  are  they  friends  to  Antony. 

Eno,  He  needs  as  many,  sir,  as  CiEsar  has ; 
Or  needs  not  as     If  Caesar  please,  our  master 
Will  leap  to  be  his  friend :  For  us,  you  know, 
Whose  he  is,  we  are ;  and  that  is  Csesar's. 

Thyr.  So.— 

Thus  then,  thoa  most  renowned :  C^sar  entreats, 
Not  to  consider  in  what  case  thoa  stand'st. 
Further  than  he  is  Caesar. 

Oleo.  Goon;  Right  royal. 

Thyr.  He  knows  that  yoa  embrace  not  Antony 
As  you  did  love«  but  as  yoo  feared  him. 

Cleo.  01 

Thyr.  The  soars  apon  your  honour,  therefore,  he 
Does  pity,  as  constrained  blemishes, 
Not  a.4  deserv'd. 

CUo.  He  is  a  g^,  and  knows 

What  is  most  right :  Mine  honour  was  not  yielded, 
But  conquer'd  merely. 

Eno.  To  be  sure  of  that,    [Aside. 

I  will  ask  Antony. — Sir,  sur,  thou  art  so  leaky, 
That  we  must  leave  thee  to  thy  sinking,  fur 
1  hy  dearest  quit  thee.  [Exit  Eno. 

Thyr.  Shall  1  say  to  Caesar 

What  you  require  of  him  V  for  he  partly  begs 
To  be  desir'd  to  give.   It  much  would  please  him, 
That  of  his  fortunes  you  should  make  a  staff 
To  lean  upon :  but  it  would  warm  his  spirits. 
To  hear  fmm  me  you  had  left  Antony, 
And  put  yourself  under  his  shroud. 
The  universal  landlord. 

CUo.  W  hat's  your  name  ? 

Thyr.  My  name  is  Thyreus. 

CUo.  Most  kind  messenger, 

8a)r  to  ^preat  Caesar  this.  In  disputation 
I  kiss  hiB  conqu'ring  hand:  tell  him,  I  am  prompt 
To  lay  my  crown  at 's  feet,  and  there  to  kneel : 
Tell  him,  from  his  all-obeying  breath  I  hear 
The  doom  of  Egypt. 

Thyr.  "Tis  your  noblest  course. 

Wisdom  and  fortune  combating  together, 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can, 
No  chance  may  shake  it    Give  me  grace  to  lay 
My  duty  on  your  hand. 

CUo.  Tour  Ca»ar's  &ther, 

Oft,  when  he  hath  mus'd  of  taking  kincrdoms  in, 
Bestow'd  his  lips  on  that  anwortby  place, 
A^  it  rain'd  kisses. 

Be-aUer  Ahtovt  <md  Evobabbub. 

Ant.  Favours,  by  Jove  that  thunders ! — 

What  art  tuou,  fellow  ? 

Thyr.  One,  that  but  performs 

The  bidding  of  the  fullest  man,  and  worthiest 
To  have  command  obeyed. 

Eno.  You  will  be  whipp'd. 

Ani.  Approach,  there:— Ay,  you  kite  1— Now 
gods  and  devils  I 
Anth<nity  melts  from  me :  Of  late,  when  I  cried 

»'hol» 
Like  boys  onto  a  muss,  kings  would  start  forth, 
And  cry,  **  Your  will  ?"  Have  you  no  ears  ? 

Jikiter  Attendants. 

I  am  Antony  ^et    Take  henoe  this  Jack,  and 
whip  him. 
Jho.  Tis  better  playing  with  a  lion^  whelp, 
Than  with  an  old  one  dying. 
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Ant.        '  Moon  and  stars! 

Whip  him :— Were't  twenty  of  the  greatest  tri- 
butaries 
That  do  acknowledge  Caesar,  should  I  find  them 
So  saucy  with  the  hand  of  she  here  (What's  her 

name. 
Since  she  was  Cleopatra?)— Whip  him,  fellows. 
Till,  like  a  boy,  vou  see  him  cringe  his  face. 
And  whine  aloud  for  mercy  :  Take  him  hence 
Thyr.  Mark  Antony. — 

Ant.  Tng  him  awav :  being  whipped, 

Bring  him  again:— The  Jack  of  Cffisar's  shall 
Bear  us  an  errand  to  him. 

lEaxunt  Attendants,  with  Thyreus. 
You  were  hair-blasted  ere  I  knew  you: — Hal 
Have  I  my  pillow  left  linpress'd  in  Rome, 
Forborne  the  getting  of  a  lawful  race. 
And  by  a  gem  of  women,  to  be  abus'd 
By  one  that  looks  on  feeders  ? 
CUo,  Good  my  lord,— 

Ant.  You  have  been  a  boggier  ever : — 
But  when  we  in  our  viciousness  grow  hard, 

iO  misery  on't!)  the  wise  gods  seel  our  eyes 
noiirown  filth;  dropour  clear  judgments;  make  us 
Adore  oar  errors ;  laugh  at  us,  while  we  strut 
To  our  confusion. 

CUo.  0,  b  it  come  to  this? 

Ant.  1  found  you  as  a  morsel  cold  upon 
Dead  Caesar%  trencher :  nay,  you  were  a  fragment 
Of  Cneius  Pompey's ;  besides  what  hotter  hours, 
Unregister'd  in  vulgar  fame,  you  have 
Luxuriously  pick'd  out :  For,  I  am  sure, 
Though  you  can  guess  what  temperance  should  be, 
You  know  not  what  it  is. 

CUo.  Wherefore  is  this  ? 

Ant.  To  let  a  fellow  that  will  take  rewards, 
And  say.  "  God  quit  you  I"  be  familiar  with 
My  playfellow,  your  hand ;  this  kingly  seal, 
And  plightea  of  high  hearts  I — O,  that  I  were 
Upon  the  hill  of  Basan,  to  outroar 
The  homed  herd  I  for  I  have  savage  cause* 
And  to  proclaim  it  civilly,  were  like 
A  halter'd  neck,  which  does  the  hangman  thank. 
For  being  yare  about  him.— Is  he  whipped  ? 

Se'tntar  Attendants,  toiih  Thybeub. 

1  Att.  Soundly,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Cried  he  ?  and  begg'd  he  pardon  ? 

1  Att.  He  did  ask  favour. 

Ant.  If  that  thy  father  live,  let  him  repent 
Thou  wast  not  made  his  daughter ;  and  be  thou  sorry 
'J  o  follow  Caesar  in  his  triumph,  since 
Thou  hast  been  whipped  for  following  him :  hence- 
forth 
The  white  hand  of  a  lady  fever  thee. 
Shake  thou  to  look  on't.— Get  thee  back  to  Caesar, 
Tell  him  thy  entertainment :  Look,  thou  say. 
He  makes  me  angry  with  him :  for  he  seems 
Proud  and  disdainful ;  harping  on  what  I  am. 
Not  what  he  knew  I  was:  He  makes  me  angry; 
And  at  this  time  most  easy  tis  to  do't; 
When  my  good  stars,  that  were  my  former  guides. 
Have  empty  left  their  orbs,  and  shot  their  nres 
Into  the  abysm  of  hell.    If  he  mislike 
M^  speech,  and  what  is  done,  tell  him,  he  has 
Hipparchus,  my  enfranchis'd  bondman,  whom 
He  may  at  pleasure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture, 
As  he  shall  like,  to  quit  me:  Urge  it  thou: 
Hence,  with  thy  stripes,  begone.         [Eadt  Thtb. 

Clfo.  Have  you  done  yet? 

Ant.  Alack,  our  terreiiB  moon 

Is  now  eclips'd ;  and  it  portends  alone 
Th«aUofAnU»«r.       ,,„,,,  .^GoOgle 
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CTeo.  I  must  stay  bia  time. 

AnL  To  flatter  Caeur,  would  70a  mingle  eyes 
With  one  tint  ties  his  points? 

Cleo,  Not  know  me  yet  ? 

Ant.  Cold-hearted  toward  me  ? 

CUo.  Ah,  dear,  if  I  be  so, 

From  my  cold  heart  let  heaven  engender  hail, 
And  poison  it  in  the  source ;  and  tne  first  stone 
Drop  in  my  neck :  as  it  determines,  so 
Dissolve  my  life!    The  next  Caesarian  smitel 
Till,  by  degrees,  the  memory  of  my  womb, 
Together  with  my  brave  Egyptians  all, 
By  the  discandenng  of  this  pelleted  storm. 
Lie  graveless ;  till  the  flies  and  gnats  of  NUe 
Have  buried  them  for  prey ! 

AtU,  I  am  satisfied. 

Caesar  sits  down  in  Alexandria ;  where 
I  will  op)>ose  his  fate.    Our  force  by  land 
Hath  nobly  held:  our  severM  navy  too 
Have  Imit  again,  and  fleet,  threatening  most  sua- 

like. 
Where  hast  thou  been,  my  heart  ?>-Dost  thoa 

hear,  lady? 
If  from  the  field  1  shall  return  once  more 
To  kiss  these  lips,  I  will  appear  in  blood  ; 
I  and  my  sword  will  earn  our  chronicle ; 
There's  hope  int  yet. 

Cleo.  That's  mv  brave  lord ! 

AnL  I  will  be  treble-«inew^,  hearted,  breath'd. 
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And  fight  malicioui^ly :  for  when  mine  hours 
Were  nice  and  lucky,  men  did  ransom  lives 
Of  me  for  jests :  but  now,  III  set  my  teeth. 
And  send  to  darkness  all  that  stop  me. — Come, 
Let's  have  one  other  gaudy  night :  call  to  me 
All  my  sad  captains ;  fill  our  bowls  once  more  { 
Let's  mock  the  midnight  bell. 

Cleo.  It  is  my  birthday : 

I  had  thought  to  have  held  it  poor ;  but,  since  my 

lord 
Is  Antony  again,  I  will  be  Cleopatra. 
Ant.  We  will  yet  do  well. 
Cko,  Call  all  his  noble  captains  to  my  lord, 
AnL  Do  so,  well  speak  to  them ;  and  to-night 
111  force 
The  wine  peep  through  their  scars.-— Come  on,  my 

queen ; 
There's  sivp  in't  yet    The  next  time  I  do  fight, 
111  make  Death  love  me;  for  I  will  contend 
Even  with  his  pestilent  scythe. 

[Exeunt  Ant.,  Cleo.,  and  Attendants. 
Eno,  Now  he'll  outstare  the  lightning.    To  be 
furious, 
Is  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear :  and  in  that  mood, 
The  dove  will  peck  the  estridge ;  and  I  see  still, 
A  diminution  in  our  captain *s  brain 
Kestores  his  heart:  When  valour  prevs  on  reason, 
It  eats  the  sword  it  fights  with.    1  will  seek 
Some  way  to  leave  him.  ^£aL 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L— Ccaar^  Oamp  at  Alexandria. 

Unter  Casar,  reading' a  letter;  Aobifpa,  Me- 
OMSABf  and  others, 

OoBt,  He  calls  me  boy;  and  chides,  as  he  had 
power 
To  beat  me  out  of  Egypt :  my  messeAger 
He  hath  whipp'd  with  rods ;  dares  me  to  personal 

combat, 
Caesar  to  Antonv :  Let  the  old  mffian  know, 
I  have  manj  other  ways  to  die ;  mean  time, 
Laugh  at  his  challenge. 

Aiec  Cssar  most  think, 

When  one  so  great  begins  to  rage,  he's  hunted 
Even  to  falling.    Give  him  no  breath,  but  now 
Make  boot  of  his  distraction:  Never  anger 
Ifade  good  guard  for  itself. 

Cces,  Let  our  best  heads 

Know,  that  to-morrow  the  last  of  manv  battles 
We  mean  to  fight : — Within  our  files  there  are 
Of  those  that  served  Mark  Antony  but  late. 
Enough  to  fetch  him  in.    See  it  done ; 
And  teast  the  army :  we  have  store  to  do't. 
And  they  hare  eam'd  the  waste.    Poor  Antony ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL^Alexandria.  A  Boom  in  the  Palace* 

Enter  Aktoht,  Cleopatra,  Emobabbus,  Chab- 
MiAN,  Iras,  Alexas,  and  others. 

Ant.  He  will  not  fight  with  me,  Domitins  ? 

Eno.  No. 

Ant.  Why  should  he  not? 

Eno,  He  thinks,  bemg  twenty  times  of  better 
fortune, 
He  is  twenty  men  to  one. 

AnL  To-morrow,  soldier, 

By  sea  and  land  111  fight :  or  I  will  live. 
Or  bathe  my  dying  honour  in  the  blood 
Shall  make  it  live  again.    Woo't  thou  fight  well? 

Eno,  111  strike ;  and  cry,  "  Take  alL" 


Ant.  Well  said ;  come  on.— 

Call  forth  my  household  servants ;  letls  tonight 

Enter  Servants. 

Be  bounteous  at  our  meal. — Give  me  thy  hand, 
Thoa  hast  been  rightly  honest ;— so  hast  thou ; — 
Thou,— and  thou,    and  thou:— you  have  serr'd 

me  well. 
And  kings  have  been  your  fellows. 

Cleo.  What  means  this? 

Eno.  Tis  one  of  those  odd  tricks  which  sorrow 
shoots  lAsidA. 

Out  of  the  mind. 

Ant,  And  thou  art  honest  too. 

I  wish  I  could  be  made  so  many  men ; 
And  all  of  you  clanp'd  up  together  in 
An  Antony;  that  1  might  do  you  service. 
So  good  as  you  have  done. 

Serv,  The  gods  forbid! 

AnL  Well,  my  good  fellows,  wait  on  me  to- 
night : 
Scant  not  my  cups ;  and  make  aa  much  of  me 
As  when  mine  empire  was  your  fellow  too, 
And  suffered  my  command. 

Cleo.  What  does  he  mean  ? 

Eno.  To  make  his  followers  weep. 

Ant.  Tend  me  to-night ; 

May  be,  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty: 
Haply,  you  shall  not  see  me  more ;  or  if, 
A  mangled  shadow :  perchance,  to-morrow 
You'll  serve  another  master.    I  look  on  yon 
As   one   that   takes    his   leave.     Mine  honest 

friends, 
I  turn  you  not  away ;  but,  like  a  master 
Married  to  your  good  service,  stay  till  death : 
Tend  me  to-night  two  hours,  I  ask  no  more, 
And  the  gods  yield  youfor't  I 

Eno.  What  mean  yon,  sir. 

To  give  them  this  discomfort?  Look,  they  weepi 
And  I,  an  ass,  am  onion-eyed ;  for  shame, 
T.^8form  «  not  to  po^on^  ^^  GOOglC 


ANTONY  AND 
Mil  fio,bo,hol 

Now  the  witeh  tikt  me  if  I  meant  it  thus  I 
Qnoa  grow  where  those  drops  fall!    Mj  hearty^ 

friends, 
loa  take  me  in  too  doloroos  a  sense. 
For  I  spoke  to  70a  for  your  comfort:  did  desire 

you 
To  bum  this  night  vrith  torches :  Know,  my  hearts, 
I  hope  well  of  to-morrow;  and  will  lead  you 
Where  rather  1*11  expect  victorious  life, 
Than  death  and  honour.    Let's  to  supper :  come. 
And  drown  consideration.  [ExewU. 

SCENEni.— T^iMiie.    B^i/brtihe  Palace. 
Enter  two  Soldiers,  to  their  Ouard, 

1  SoltL  Brother,  good  night:  to-morrow  b  the 

day. 
8  JSoieL  It  will  determine  one  way:  fare  yea 

well. 
Heard  yon  of  nothing  strange  about  the  streets? 

1  SoUL  Nothing:  What  news? 

2  8old,  Belike,  His  but  a  rumour : 
Good  nifffat  to  yoo. 

1  SoUL  Well,  sir,  good  night 

Enter  two  other  Soldiers. 

2  Sold.  Soldiers, 
Have  careftil  watch. 

3  SoUL  And  yon:  Good  night,  good  night 

ITheJiret  twojlace  thaneelves  at  their  jiosts. 

4  SouL  Here  we :  [they  take  their  posts]  and  if 

to-morrow 
Our  navy  thrive,  I  have  an  absolute  hope 
Our  lanci  men  will  stand  up. 

3  SoUL  Tis  a  brave  army. 
And  full  of  purpose. 

[Music  0/ hautboys  wider  the  stage, 
A  SoUL  Peace,  what  noise? 

1  SoUL  Li8t,listl 

2  SoUL  HarkI 

1  SoUL  Music  i' the  air. 

8  Sold.  Under  the  earth. 

4  SoUL  It  signs  well^ 
Doestnot? 

3  SoUL  No. 

1  SoUL     Peace,  I  say.  What  should  this  mean? 

2  SoUL  Tis  the  god  Hercules,  whom  Antony 

lov'd. 
Now  leaves  him. 

1  SoUL  Walk;  let^  see  if  other  watchmen 
Do  hear  what  we  do. 

[They  advance  to  another  post. 

2  Sold,  How  now,  masters? 
SoUL  How  now? 
How  now?  do  you  hear  this? 

fSstKral  sveahina  tooether. 
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Enter 'EaoBf  with  mwumr. 

Gome,  good  fellow,  put  thine  iron  on:— 
If  fortune  be  not  ours  to-day,  it  is 
Because  we  brave  her.— Coma. 

Cko,  Nay,  111  help  too 

What's  this  for? 

Ant,  Ah,  let  be,  let  be !  thou  art 

The  armourer  of  my  heart;— False,  false;  this,  this. 

Cleo.  Sooth,  U,  111  help :  Thus  it  must  be. 

AnL  Well,  well* 

We  shall  thrive  now. — Seest  thou,  my  good  fellow  ? 
(jh>,  put  on  thy  defences. 

Eros,  Briefly,  rir. 

Cleo.  U  not  this  buckled  well? 

Ant,  Rarely,  rarely, 

He  that  unbuckles  this,  till  we  do  please 
To  doff*t  for  our  repose,  shall  hear  a  storm.— 
Thou  fumblest,  Eros ;  and  my  queen^  a  squire 
More  tight  at  this  than  thou :  Desnatch.— O  love, 
That  thou  couldst  see  mv  wars  to^y,  and  knew*st 
The  royal  occupation!  tnou  shouldst  see 

Enter  an  Officer,  armed. 

A  workman  in  t— Good  morrow  to  thee;  welcome: 
Thou  look'st  like  him  that  knows  a  warlike  charge : 
To  business  that  we  love  we  rise  betime, 
And  go  tot  with  delight. 

1  Of.  A  thousand,  sir. 
Early  thought  be,  have  on  their  riveted  trim, 
And  at  the  port  expect  you. 

[Shota.    Tnanpete.    FkmiA. 

Enter  oiher  Officers,  aind  Soldiers. 

2  Off,  The  morn  is  fair.— Good  morrow,  generat 
AJL  Good  morrow,  generaL 

Ant,  Tis  well  blown,  lads. 

This  morning,  like  the  spirit  of  a  vouth 
That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes.— 
80,  so ;  come,  give  me  that :  this  way ;  well  said. 
Fare  thee  well,  dame,  whatever  becomes  of  me. 
This  is  a  soldier's  kiss :  rebukable,      [Kisses  kar. 
And  worthy  shameful  check  it  were,  to  stand 
On  more  mechanic  compliment;  111  leave  thee 
Now,  like  a  man  of  steel,— Ton  that  will  fight 
Follow  me  close ;  111  bring  you  tot. — Adieu. 

[Exeunt  AvrosT,  Eros,  Officers,  and 
Soldiers. 

Char.  Please  yon,  retire  to  your  chamber? 

Cleo.  Lead  me. 

He  goes  forth  gaHantly.  That  he  and  Cesar  might 
Determine  this  great  war  in  single  fightl 
Then,  Antony,— But  now,— Well,  on.      [Eacema, 

SCENE  v.— Antony^  0!amp  near  Alexandria. 

JhamaeU sound.    Enter  AirroHT  oiiJ £b08;  a 
Soldier  1       *     '* 
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JBros,  Sir,  his  chests  and  treasore 

He  has  not  with  him. 

Ant,  Is  he  gone? 

Sold,  Most  certain. 

Ant  Gk),  Eros,  send  his  treasure  after ;  do  it; 
Detain  no  jot,  I  charge  thee :  write  to  him 
(I  will  suhscrihe)  gentle  adieas  and  greetings; 
Baj,  that  I  wish  he  never  find  more  cause 
To  change  a  master —  O,  nay  fortunes  have 
Corrupted  honest  men; — Despatch:  Enobarbns! 

[Exeunt 

SCENE  VI.— Caesar'^  Oatnp  be/ore  Alexandria. 

Flowith,    Enter  CiBSAR,  toUli,  Agrippa, 

Enobarbus,  and  others. 

Ccet,  GU>  forth,  Agrippa,  and  begin  the  fight; 
Onr  will  is  Antony  be  took  alive; 
Make  it  so  known. 

Apr.  Caesar,  I  shall.        [Exit  Agbippa. 

Cos.  The  time  of  wiiversal  peace  is  near: 
Prove  this  a  prosperous  day,  the  three-nook'd 

world 
Shall  bear  the  olive  freelj. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

MetB.  Antonj 

b  come  into  tlie  field. 

Ccea.  Go,  charge  Agrippa: 

Plant  those  that  have  revolted  in  the  van, 
That  Antony  may  seem  to  spend  his  fury 
Upon  himself.         [Exeunt  Cesar  and  his  Tram. 

Em,  Alexas  did  revolt;  and  went  to  Jewry, 
On  affairs  of  Antony ;  there  did  persuade 
Great  Uerod  to  incline  hiinself  to  Caesar, 
And  leave  hb  master  Antony :  for  his  pains, 
Caesar  hath  hang'd  him.    Canidius,  and  the  reit, 
That  fell  away,  nave  entertainment,  but 
No  honourable  trust    I  have  done  ill : 
Of  which  I  do  accuse  myself  so  sordy, 
That  I  will  joy  no  more. 

Eidesr  a  Soldier  ^Caesar^g. 

Soid,  Enobarbus,  Antony 

Hath  after  thee  sent  all  thy  treasure,  with 
His  bounty  overplus :  The  messenger 
Came  on  my  guard ;  and  at  thy  tent  is  now 
Unloading  of  his  mules. 

Eno,  I  give  it  you. 

Sold,  Mock  not,  Enobarbus. 

T  tell  you  true :  Best  you  saf  d  the  bringer 
Out  or  the  host ;  I  must  attend  mine  ofBce, 
Or  would  have  don't  myself.    Your  emperor 
Continues  still  a  Jove.  [Exit  Soldier. 

Eno.  I  am  alone  the  villain  of  the  earth, 
And  feel  I  am  so  most.    0  Antony, 
Thou  mine  of  bounty,  how  wouldst  thou  have  paid 
My  better  service,  when  my  turpitude 
Thou  dost  so  orown  with  gold!  This  blows  my 

heart: 
If  swift  thought  break  it  not,  a  swifter  mean 
Shall  outstrike  thought:  but  thought  will  do%  I 

feel. 
I  fight  against  thee! — No:  I  will  go  seek 
Some  ditch  wherein  to  die;  the  foul'st  best  fits 
My  ktter  part  of  life.  [Exit. 

SCENE  y  11,— Ekldqf  battle  hettoeen  (he  Camps. 

^Janmu    Drums  and  trumpets.    Enter  Agbippa 
and  others, 
Agr,  Retire,  we  have  engag'd  ourselves  too  far: 
CsBsar  himself  has  work,  and  our  oppreasion 
Exceeds  what  we  expected.  [EremU, 


ATTTONT  AND  CLEOPATRA. 

Alarum,  Enter  kvsovt^  and  \^kvct,woMsded, 

Scar,  0  my  brave  emperor,  this  is  fought  mdeed  1 
Had  we  done  so  at  first,  we  liad  driven  them  home 
With  clouts  about  their  heads. 

Ant,  Thou  bleed'st  uiace. 

Scar,  I  had  a  wound  here  that  was  like  a  T, 
But  now  'tis  made  an  H. 

Ant.  They  do  retire. 

Scar,  We'll  beat  'em  into  bench-holes;  I  haTt 
yet 
Room  for  six  scotches  more. 

Enter  Ebos. 

Eros,  They  are  beaten,  air ;  and  our  advantage 
serves 
For  a  fair  victory. 

Sccar.  Let  us  score  their  backs. 

And  snatch  'em  up,  as  we  take  hares,  behind; 
'Tis  sport  to  maul  a  runner. 

Ant.  I  will  reward  thee 

Once  for  thy  spritely  comfort,  and  ten-fold 
For  thy  good  valour.    Come  thee  on. 

Scar,  111  halt  after.    [Exemit, 


SCENE  VIII. 
Alarum, 


-Under  the  Walls  q/" Alexandria. 


Enter  Antony,  manMng;  Soabus,  and 
Forces. 

AM,  We  have  beat  him  to  his  camp :  Run  one 
before, 
And  let  thequeen  know  of  our  guests. — To-morrow, 
Before  the  sun  shall  see  us,  we'll  spill  the  blood 
That  has  to-day  escap'd.    I  thank  you  all ; 
For  doughty-handed  are  you ;  and  have  fought 
Not  as  you  serv'd  the  cause,  but  as't  had  been 
Each  man's  like  mine;  you  have  shown  all  Hectors. 
Enter  the  city,  clip  your  wives,  your  friends, 
Tell  them  your  feats ;  whilst  they  with  joyful  tears 
Wash  the  congealment  from  your  wounds,  and  kiss 
The  honoured  gashes  whole.— Give  me  thy  hand ; 

[To  SOARUS. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  atteiukd. 

To  this  great  fairy  ni  commend  thy  acts, 

Make  her  thanks  bless  thee.— 0  thou  day  o'  the 

world, 
Chain  mine  arm'd  neck;  leap  thoa,  attire  and  all. 
Through  proof  of  harness  to  my  heart,  and  there 
Ride  on  the  pants  triumphing. 

Cleo,  Lord  of  lords  1 

O,  infinite  virtue  t  com^t  thou  smiling  from 
The  world's  great  snare  uncaught? 

Ant,  Mj  nightingale. 

We  have  beat  them  to  their  beiids.    What,  girl? 

though  grey 
Do  something  mingle  with  our  younger  orown ; 
Yet  ha'  we  a  brain  that  nourishes  our  nerves. 
And  can  get  goal  for  goal  of  youth.    Behold  this 

man; 
Commend  unto  his  lips  thy  favouring  hand  ;— 
Kiss  it,  my  warrior:— He  nath  fought  to-day 
As  if  a  god,  in  hate  of  mankind,  had 
Destroy'd  in  such  a  shape. 

Cleo.  Ill  give  thee,  friend. 

An  armour  all  of  gold ;  it  was  a  king's. 

Ant,  He  has  deserv'd  it,  were  it  carbuncled 
Like  holy  Phoebus'  car. — Give  me  thy  Imnd :  ' 
Through  Alexandria  make  a  jolly  march; 
Bear  our  hack'd  targets  like  the  men  that  owe 

them: 
Had  our  great  palace  the  capacity 
To  camp  this  host,  we  all  would  sap  together. 
And  drink  carouses  to  the  next  day's  fate,      t 
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Which  promises  royi]  perils— Trampeters, 
With  brazen  din  blast  yon  the  city's  ear ; 
Make  mingle  with  oar  rattling  tabourines; 
That  heaven  and  earth  may  strike  their  sounds 

together, 
Applaading  our  approach.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IX.~CaB8ar*s  Ocmp. 
Senthiels  on  that  pott.    Enter  Enobarbus. 

1  Sold,  If  we  be  not  relief  ^  within  this  boar, 
We  must  return  to  the  court  of  guard :  The  night 
Is  shiny ;  and,  they  say,  we  shall  embattle 

By  the  second  hour  i*  the  uiom. 

2  Sold,  This  last  day  was  a  shrewd  one  to  us, 
Eno.  0,  bear  me  witness,  night, — 

3  Sold,  What  man  is  thU? 

2  Sold,  Stand  close,  and  list  hiro* 
Eno,  Be  witness  to  me,  O  thou  blessed  moon, 

When  men  revolted  shall  upon  record 
Bear  hateful  memory,  poor  Enobwrbus  did 
Before  thy  fi^e  repent  I— 

1  SoUL  Eoobarbnst 

^Sold,  PeMM; 

Hark  further. 

Eno.  0  sovereign  mistress  of  tme  melancholy, 
The  poisonous  damp  of  night  disponge  npon  me ; 
That  life,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will, 
May  hang  no  longer  on  me:  Throw  my  heart 
Against  the  flint  and  hardness  of  my  fault ; 
Which,  being  dried  with  grief,  will  break  to  powder, 
And  finitih  all  foul  thoughts.    0  Antony, 
Nobler  than  my  revolt  Is  infamous, 
Fur^ve  me  in  thine  own  particular ; 
But  let  the  world  rank  me  in  register 
A  master-leaver  and  a  fugitive : 
O  Antony!  O  Antony!  [Die$. 

8  Sold.  Let's  speak  to  him. 

1  Sold.  Let's  hear  him,  for  the  things  he  speaks 
oaay  concern  Ctesar. 

8  Sold  Li  t'8  do  so.    But  he  sleeps. 

1  SoUL  Swoons  rather ;  for  so  l>ad  a  prayer  as 
his  was  never  yet  for  hleep. 

8  Sold.  Gk>  we  to  him. 

3  Sold,  Awaken  sir,  awake;  speak  to  ns. 
^Sold,  Hear  yon,  sir? 

1  StM,  The  hand  of  death  hath  raught  him. 
Hark,  the  drums  {Drums  afar  off. 

Demurely  wake  the  sleepers.  Let  as  bear  him 
To  the  court  of  goard  ^  he  is  of  note :  oar  hoar 
Is  fully  out 

3  Sold,       Come  on,  then : 
He  may  recover  yet.  {Eaoemit  taiik  ike  body. 

SCENE  X.— Between  ike  two  Campe. 
Enter  AwTOTT  and  Bcarvb,  with  Ibroee  marchmff. 

Ant.  Their  preparation  is  to^y  by  sea ; 
We  please  them  not  by  land. 

Sear.  For  both,  my  lord. 

Ant.  I  would  they'd  fight  i'  the  fire,  or  in  the  air ; 
We'd  fight  there  too.    But  this  it  is :  Oar  foot. 
Upon  the  hills  adjoining  to  the  cit^, 
Shall  stay  with  us: — order  for  sea  is  given ; 
They  have  put  forth  the  haven : — 
Where  their  appointment  we  may  best  discover. 
And  look  on  their  endeavour.  [Exeunt 

Enter  Cabab,  andkU  Forces  marddng. 

Cme.  But  being  charg'd.  we  will  be  still  by  land, 
Which,  as  I  taket,  we  shall ;  for  hu  best  force 
Is  forth  to  man  his  galleys.    To  the  Tales, 
And  hohl  oar  best  i^vantage.  [Exeunt, 
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Be^nter  Ahtont  emd  BOAim. 

Ant,  Yet  they  are  not  join'd :  Where  jond'  pine 
does  stand, 
T  shall  discover  all;  111  bring  thee  word 
Straight,  how  tia  like  to  go.  [Exit 

Scar.  Swallows  hmve  oailt 

In  Cleopatrals  sails  their  nests:  the  augurers 
Say,  they  know  not,— they  cannot  tell ;— look 

grimly. 
And  dare  not  speak  their  knowledge.    Antony 
Is  valiant  and  aejected ;  and,  by  starts, 
His  fretted  fortunes  give  him  hope,  and  fear, 
Of  what  he  has,  and  has  not. 

Alartan  afar  off,  as  at  a  mafight, 
Be-enter  Antokt. 
Ant.  All  is  lost; 

This  foul  Egyptian  hmth  betrayed  me : 
My  fleet  hath  yielded  to  the  foe ;  and  yonder 
They  cast  their  caps  up,  and  carcase  together 
Like  friends  long  lost. — Trif^le-tam'd  whore!  His 

thoa 
Hast  sold  me  to  this  novice ;  and  my  heart 
Makes  only  wars  on  thee.— Bid  them  all  fly; 
For  when  I  am  reveng'd  upon  my  charm, 
I  have  done  all  ^~Bid  them  all  fly ;  be  gone* 

[JBt^SOABUB. 

0  son,  thy  aprise  shall  I  see  no  more : 
Fortune  and  Antony  part  here;  even  here 
Do  weshakehands.— AH  come  to  this? — Thehearts 
That  spaniel 'd  me  at  heels,  to  whom  I  gave 
Their  wishes,  do  discandy,  melt  their  sweets 
On  blossoming  Csesar ;  and  this  pine  is  bark'd, 
That  overtopp'd  them  alL    Betray*d  I  am : 
0  this  false  soul  of  Egypt  I  this  grave  charm. 
Whose  eve  beck'd  forth  my  wars,  and  caird  them 

home; 
Whose  bosom  was  my  crownet,  my  chief  ead. 
Like  a  right  gipsy,  hath,  at  fkst  and  loose,     * 
Beguird  me  to  the  very  heart  of  loss. — 
What,  Eros,  Eros  1 

Enter  Cleopatra. 
Ah,  thoa  spell  I  Avaont 
CfUo.  Why  is  my  lord  enrag'd  against  his  love? 
Ant.  Vanish ;  or  I  shall  give  thee  th^  deserving, 
And  blemish  Caesar's  triumph.    Let  him  take  thee, 
And  hoist  thee  ap  to  the  shouting  plebeians. 
Follow  bis  chariot,  like  the  greatest  spot 
Of  all  thy  sex:«most  monster-like,  be  shown 
For  poor'st  diminutives,  for  dolts ;  and  let 
Patient  Octavia  plough  thy  visage  up 
With  her  prepared  nails.   [ExUQhm},]   Tis  well 

tnouVt  gone. 
If  it  be  well  to  live :  But  better  *twere 
Thou  feirst  mto  my  fary,  for  one  death 
Might  have  prevented  many.— Eros,  boat 
The  shirt  of  N casus  is  upon  me :  Teach  me, 
Alcides,  thoa  mine  ancestor,  thy  rage : 
Let  me  lodge  Lichas  on  the  horns  (r  the  moon ; 
And  with  those  hands,  that  grasp'd  the  heaviest 

club. 
Subdue  my  worthiest  self.    The  witch  shall  die ; 
To  the  Roman  boy  she  hath  sold  me,  and  I  fall 
Under  this  plot :  she  dies  fort— Eros,  hoa  1  [ExU. 

SCENE  XI.— Alexandria.    A  BMminihe  Palace, 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmiav,  Iras,  ana 
Marduh. 


Cleo.  Help  me,  my  women  1    0,  he  is  more  mad 
Than  Telamon  for  his  shield ;  the  bo|r  of  T^— '- 

Was  never  •oemboss\[j.g.^.^^^^^f 
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Char.  To  the  monnment; 

There  lock  jonneU^  and  send  him  word  70a  are 

dead. 
The  ioiil  and  body  rive  not  more  in  parting, 
Than  greatness  going  off. 

CUo,  To  the  monument : — 

Mardian,  so  tell  him  I  have  slain  myself; 
Say  that  the  last  I  spoke  was,  Antony, 
And  word  it,  prithee,  piteously:  Hence,  Hardian, 
And  bring  me  how  his  takes  my  death. — 
To  the  monument.  [ExeunU 

SCENE  XII.— T%«  some.    Another  Room, 
Enter  Amtont  and  Eros. 

JsU,  Eros,  thoa  yet  behold'st  me? 

Sro§,  Ay,  noble  lord. 

Ant,  Sometime  we  see  a  olood  that's  dragonish : 
A  yaponr,  sometime,  like  a  bear,  or  lion, 
A  towered  citadel,  a  pendant  rock, 
A  forked  moantain,  or  blue  promontory 
With  trees  apon*t,  that  nod  unto  the  world, 
And  mock  our  eyes  with  air :  thou  hast  seen  these 

siens; 
The^  are  black  vesper'^  pageants. 

Eroi,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ani,  That  which  is  now  a  horse,  even  with  a 
thouj^ht 
The  rack  dislimbs;  and  makes  it  indistinct, 
As  water  is  in  water. 

JEroi,  It  does,  my  lord. 

Ant,  My  good  knave,  Eros,  now  thy  captain  is 
Even  such  a  body ;  here  I  am  Antony ; 
Yet  cannot  hold  this  visible  shape,  my  knave. 
I  made  these  wars  for  Egvpt;  and  the  queen, — 
Whose  heart  I  thought  1  had,  for  she  had  mine ; 
Which,  whilst  it  was  mine,  had  annexed  unto*t 
A  million  more,  now  lost, — she,  Eros,  has 
Pack'd  cards  with  Cassar,  and  false-play'd  my  glory 
Unto  an  enemy's  triumph. — 
Nay,  weep  not,  eentle  Eros;  there  is  left  us 
Ourselves  to  end  ourselves.~0,  thy  vile  lady  I 

Enter  Mardiav. 

She  has  robb*d  me  of  my  sword. 

Mar,  No,  Anttmj ; 

My  mistress  lov*d  thee,  and  her  fortunes  mingled 
With  thme  entirely. 

Ant,  Hence,  saucy  eunuch ;  peace ; 

She  hath  betrayed  me,  and  shall  di^  the  death. 

Hot,  Death  of  one  person  can  be  paid  but  once ; 
And  that  she  has  discharged:  What  thou  wonldst  do 
Is  done  unto  thy  hand ;  the  last  she  spake 
Was,  Antony  I  most  noble  Antony  1 
rhen  in  the  midst  a  tearing  groan  did  break 
rhe  name  of  Antony ;  it  was  divided 
Between  her  heart  and  lips;  she  rendered  life 
Thy  name  so  buried  in  her. 

Ant,  Dead  then? 

Mar,  Dead. 

Ant.  Unarm,  Eros;  the  long  day's  task  is  done, 
And  we  munt  sleep: — That  thou  depart'st  hence 

safe, 
Does  pay  thy  hibour  richly;  Oto* — Off,  pluck  off;— 
[Exit  Maroian. 
rhe  seven-fold  shield  of  Ajax  cannot  keep 
The  battery  from  my  heart    O,  cleave,  my  sides  I 
Heart,  once  be  stronger  than  thy  continent ; 
Crack  thy  frail  case !  -  Apace,  Eros,  apace. — 
No  more  a  soldier  z—Rniised  pieces,  go ; 
Toa  have  been  nobly  borne.— From  me  a  while.^ 

[ExUEBoa, 

Till  overtake  thee,  Cleopatra,  and 


CLEOPATRA. 

Weep  for  my  pardon.    80  it  must  be,  for  now 
All  length  is  torture  :^Sinoe  the  torch  is  out, 
Lie  down  and  stray  no  farther :  Now  all  labour 
Mars  what  it  does:  yea,  very  foroe  entangles 
Itself  with  strength :  Seal  then,  and  all  is  done.— 
E^osl — I  come,  my  queen:— Erost—Stav  foroie: 
Where  souls  do  couch  on  flowers,  well  hand  in 

hand. 
And  with  our  sprightly  port  make  the  ghosts  gaze: 
Dido  and  her  ^neas  shall  want  troops. 
And  all  the  haunt  be  ours.— Come,  Erof.  Eros  I 

Be^nter  Erob, 

Era.  What  would  my  lord? 

AnL  Since  Cleopatra  died, 

I  have  lived  in  such  dishonour,  tliat  the  gods 
Detest  my  baseness.    I.  that  with  my  sword 
Qnarter'd  the  world,  ana  o'er  green  Neptune's  back 
With  ships  made  cities,  condemn  myself,  to  lack 
The  courage  of  a  woman;  leas  noble  mind 
Than  she,  which,  by  her  death,  our  Cassar  tells, 
*^  I  am  oonqueror  of  myself.**    Thou  art  swem, 

Eros, 
That,  when  the  exigent  should  come  (which  now 
Is  come,  indeed)  when  I  should  see  behind  me 
Th'  inevitable  prosecution  of  disgrace 
And  horror,  that,  on  my  command,  thou  then 
Wouldst  kill  me :  dot ;  the  time  is  come : 
Thou  strik'st  not  me,  'tis  Caesar  thou  defeat^t 
Put  colour  in  thy  cheek. 

Erot.  The  eods  wi  thhold  me  1 

Shall  I  do  that  which  all  the  Parthian  darts, 
Though  enemy,  lost  aim,  and  could  not  ? 

Ant.  Eros, 

Would  thou  be  window'd  in  great  Rome,  and  see 
Thy  master  thus  with  pleach u  arms,  bending  down 
His  corrigible  neck,  his  face  subdued 
To  penetrative  shame ;  whibt  the  wheel'd  seat 
Of  fortunate  C»uir,  drawn  before  him,  branded 
His  baseness  that  ensued? 

Eros.  I  would  not  see't 

Ant,  Come,  then;  for  with  a  wound  I  must  be 
cur'd. 
Draw  that  thv  honest  sword,  which  thou  hast  worn 
Most  useful  mr  thy  country. 

Eros,  O,  sir,  pardon  me. 

Ant.  When  I  did  make  thee  free,  swor'st  thou 
not  then 
To  do  this  when  I  bade  thee  ?   Do  it  at  once; 
Or  thy  precedent  services  are  all 
But  accidents  unpurposed.    Draw,  and  come. 

Eros.  Turn  from  me  then  that  noble  cOuntenanoe, 
Wherein  the  worship  of  the  whole  world  lies. 

^n«.  Lothee.  [Turning /ram  hm, 

Eros.  My  sword  is  drawn. 

Ant,  Then  let  it  do  at  onoe 

The  thing  why  thou  hast  drawn  it. 

Eros.  My  dear  master. 

My  captain,  and  my  emperor ;  let  me  say. 
Before  I  strike  this  bloody  stroke,  farewell. 

Ant.  Tis  said,  man ;    and  farewell 

Eros.  Farewell,  great  chief.  Shall  I  strike  now? 

AnL  Now,  Eros. 

Eros,  Why,  there  then:~[^aZZs  on  Ju$ewortL\ 
Thus  I  do  escape  the  sorrow 
Of  Antony's  death.  rZ>iii». 

Ant.  Thrice  nobler  than  myself! 

Thou  teachest  me,  0  valiant  Eros,  what 
I  should,  and  thou  couldst  not.    My  queen  and 

Eros 
Have,  by  their  brave  instruction,  got  npon  me 
A  nobleness  in  record :  But  I  will  be 
A  bridegroom  in  my  death,  and  run  ioto)  ^  I  ^ 
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Aft  to  a  lover^  bed.    Come,  then ;  and,  Eros, 
Tbj  master  dies  tlij  scholar:  to  do  thus 

\  Falling  on  hia  sword, 
I  leam*d  of  thee.    How  I  not  dead  ?  not  dead  ?~ 
The  guard— hoi— O,  despatch  me. 

Enter  Dbboetas  and  Guard. 

1  Ouard,  What's  the  noise  ? 
Ant.  I  have  done  mj  work  ill,  friends :  0,  make 

an  end 
Of  what  I  have  began. 

2  Ouard.  The  star  is  fallen. 
1  OtuatL  And  time  is  at  his  period. 

AU.  Alas,  and  woe4 

AnL  Let  him  that  loves  me  strike  me  dead. 

1  Guard.  Not  I. 

2  Guard.  Nor  I. 

8  Ouard.  Nor  any  one.  f Exeunt  Guard. 

Der.  Th  V  death  and  fortunes  bid  tnj  followers  fly. 
This  sword  but  shown  to  Cssar,  with  this  tidings, 
Bhall  enter  me  with  him. 

Enter  Diombdbs. 

DkK  Where's  Antony? 

Der.  There,  Diomed,  there. 

Dio.  -  Lives  he? 

Wilt  thoa  not  answer,  man?  [Exit  Der. 

AnL  Art  thou  there,  Diomed?  Draw  thy  sword, 
and  give  me 
Saffidng  strokes  for  death. 

Die  Most  absolnte  lord, 

Hy  mistress  Cleopatra  sent  me  to  thee. 

Ant,  When  did  she  send  thee? 

Dio.  Now,  my  lord. 

AnL  Where  is  she? 

Dio,   Look'd  in  her  monument.     She  had  a 


prophesying  fear 
Of  what  hath  corae  to  i 


»  pass:  for  when  she  saw 
(Which  never  shall  be  found)  you  did  suspect 
She  had  disposed  with  CsBsar,  and  that  your  rage 
Would  not  be  purged,  she  sent  yon  word  she  was 

dead; 
But,  feariiiff  since  how  it  might  work,  hath  sent 
Me  to  proclaim  the  truth;  and  I  am  come, 
I  dreaa,  too  late. 
AnL  Too  late,  good  Diomed : — Call  my  guard, 

I  prithee. 
Dio.  What,  hot   the  emperor'^  guard  I    The 
guard,  what,  hot 
Oome,  your  lord  calls. 

Enter  9ome  qfthe  Guard. 

Atd,  Bear  me,  good  friends,  where  Cleopfttra 
bides; 
Tis  the  last  service  I  shall  command  you. 
1  Qmard.  Woe,  woe  are  we,  sir,  you  may  not 
live  to  wear 
AU  vour  tma  foUowen  out 
AU,  Most  heavy  day  t 

Ant.  Nay,  good  my  fellows,  do  not  please  sharp 
fate 
To  ipaoe  it  with  your  sorrows :  bid  that  welcome 
Which  comes  to  punish  us,  and  we  punish  it 
Seemine  to  bear  it  lightly.    Take  me  up : 
I  have  led  you  oft;  carry  me  now,  good  friends. 
And  have  mj  thanks  for  all. 

[Exeuntf  hearing  Aht. 

BGENB  JillL^The  tame.    A  MonumenL 

Enter  dbovt^  Cleopatba,  CHABMiAir,  and  Ibab. 

Cleo.  0  Charmian,  I  will  never  go  from  hence. 
(Thar,  Be  comforted,  dear  madam. 
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Cleo.  No,  I  will  not. 

All  strange  and  terrible  events  are  weUx)me, 
But  comforts  we  despise;  our  size  of  sorrow. 
Proportion 'd  to  our  cause,  must  be  as  great 

Enter  Diomedes. 

As  that  which  makes  it.— How  now  ?  is  he  dead? 

Dio,  His  death's  upon  him,  but  not  dead. 
Look  out  0'  the  other  side  your  monument. 
His  guard  have  brought  him  thither. 

Enter  Antony,  home  by  the  Guard. 

Oleo.  0  sun, 
Burn  the  great  sphere  thou  mov'st  in  t— darkling 

stand 
The  varying  shore  o'  the  world  t— O  Antony  t 
Antony!  Antony t -Help,  Charmian;  help,  Irae, 

help: 
Help,  friends  below;  let's  draw  bun  hither. 

AnL  Peace : 

Not  Caesar'e  valour  hath  o'erthrown  Antony, 
But  Antony's  hath  triumphed  on  itself. 

Cleo.  80  it  should  he,  that  none  but  Antony 
Should  conquer  Antony;  but  woe  'tis  sot 

Ant.  I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying ;  only 
I  here  importune  death  a  while,  until 
Of  many  thousand  kisses  the  poor  last 
I  lay  upon  thy  Ups. — 

Cleo. 


I  dare  not,  dear 
(Dear  my  lord,  pardon],  I  dare  not. 
Lest  1  be  taken :  not  toe  imperious  show 
Of  the  full-fortnn'd  Cssar  ever  shall 
Be  brooch'd  with  me ;  if  knife,  drugs,  serpents,  have 
Edge,  sting,  or  operation,  I  am  safe: 
Your  wife  Octavia,  with  her  modest  eves 
And  still  conclusion,  shall  acquire  no  honour 
Demurring  upon  me.— But  come,  come,  Antony,— 
Help  me,  my  women,— we  must  draw  thee  up ; — 
Assist,  good  friends. 

Ant,  0,  quick,  or  I  am  gone. 

Cleo.  Here's  sport,  indeed  I— How  heavy  weighs 
my  lordt 
Our  strength  is  all  gone  into  heaviness; 
That  makes  the  weight :  Had  I  great  J  uno's  power. 
The  strong-wing'd  Mercury  should  fetch  thee  up. 
And  set  thee  by  Jove's  side.    Yet  come  a  little, — 
Wishers  were  ever  fools; — O,  come,  come,  come: 
[They  draw  Ant.  up. 
And  welcome,  welcome  1  die  where  thou  haet  liv'd : 
Quicken  with  kissing;  had  my  lipe  that  power, 
Thus  would  I  wear  them  out 

AU.  A  heavy  sight  I 

AnL  I  am  dying,  Egjrpt,  dying : 
Give  me  some  wine,  and  let  me  speak  a  little. 

Cleo.  No,  let  me  speak ;  and  let  me  rail  so  high. 
That  the  false  housewife  Fortune  break  her  wheel, 
Provok'd  by  my  offence. 

Ant.  One  word,  sweet  queen  :' 

Of  Csesar  seek  your  honour,  with  your  safety.— 0 ! 

Oleo.  They  do  not  gQ  together. 

JnL  Gentle,  hear  me ; 

None  about  Cesar  trust,  butProcoleius. 

Cleo.  My  resolution,  and  my  hands.  111  trust; 
None  about  Cssar. 

Ant,  The  miserable  change  now  at  my  end. 
Lament  nor  sorrow  at :  but  please  your  thoughts. 
In  feed'mg  them  with  those  my  former  fortunes 
Wherein  I  liv'd,  the  greatest  prince  o*  the  world 
The  noblest :  and  do  now  not  basely  die. 
Nor  cowardly  pot  off  my  helmet  to 
My  countryman,— a  Roman,  by  a  Roman 
Valiantly  vanquish'd.    Now,  my  spirit  is  going 
I  can  no  more.  f  ^  r^r^r  ' 
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CUo,  Noblest  of  men,  woo^t  die? 

Hast  thoQ  no  care  of  me?  shall  1  abide 
In  this  dull  world,  which  in  thj  absence  is 
No  better  than  a  sty  ?— O,  see,  my  women, 
The  crown  o'  the  earth  doth  melt:  -My  lordl — 
O,  withered  is  the  ^rland  of  the  war. 
The  soldier*8  pole  is  fallen;  young  boys  and  girls 
Are  level  now  with  men :  the  odds  is  gone, 
And  there  is  nothing  left  remarkable 
Beneath  the  visiting  moon.  \8he  fainti. 

Char.  0,  qnietness,  lady  I 

Iraa.  She  is  dead,  too,  our  sovereign. 

Char,  Lady, — 

Iras.  Madam,— 

Char,  O  madam,  madam,  madam  I 

Iras,  Royal  Egypt  I 

EnipressI 

Char.  Peace,  peace,  Iras. 

Cleo,  No  more,  bat  e*en  a  woman;  and  com- 
manded 
By  snch  poor  passion  as  the  maid  that  milks. 
And  does  the  meanest  chares. — It  were  for  me 


CLEOPATRA. 

To  throw  my  sceptre  at  the  injnrioiu  gods  % 

To  tell  them  that  this  world  did  equal  theirs. 

Till  they  had  stolen  our  jewel.    AaVa  but  naught* 

Patience  is  sottihh ;  and  immtience  does 

Become  a  dog  that's  mad :  Then  is  it  sin 

To  rush  into  the  secret  house  of  death. 

Ere  death   dare  come    to  us?— How  do  yov, 

women  ? 
What,  what  ?  good  cheer  I   Why,  how  now.  Char 

mian  r 
My  noble  girls !  -  Ah,  women,  women  I  look. 
Our  lamp  is  spent,  it's  out: — Good  sirs,  take 

heart :-  [7b  the  Guard  bdota 

Well  bury  him ;  and  then,  what's  brave,  what^ 

noble. 
Let's  do  it  after  the  high  Roman  fashion. 
And  make  Death  proud  to  take  us.   Come,  away  * 
This  case  of  that  huge  spirit  now  is  cold. 
Ah,  women,  women!  come;  we  have  no  friend 
But  resolution,  and  the  briefest  end. 

[Exeunt;  those  above  bearing  oj 
Ahtomt^  body. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L— CsBsar^s  Camp  before  Alexandria. 

Enter  Cssar,  Agrippa,  Dolabella,  MsoiBNAB, 
Gallds,  Procdleius,  and  oihers. 

Cobs.  Gk>  to  him,  Dolabella,  bid  him  yield; 
Being  so  frustrate,  tell  him,  he  mocks  [us  by] 
The  pauses  that  he  makes. 

DoL  Caesar,  I  shall.  \BxiJt  Dolabella. 

Snter  Derobtas,  voiJ^  the  sword  of  Antokt. 

Cces.  Wherefore  is  that  ?  and  what  art  thou  tha^ 
dar'st 
Appear  thus  to  us  ? 

I>er.  I  am  call'd  Dercetas : 

Mark  Antony  I  serv'd,  who  best  was  worthy 
Best  to  be  serv'd :  whilst  he  stood  up,  and  spoke 
He  was  my  master ;  and  I  wore  my  life 
To  spend  upon  his  haters :  If  thou  please 
To  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  was  to  him 
I'll  be  to  Caesar;  if  thou  pleasest  not| 
I  yield  thee  up  my  life. 

CcBS.  What  is't  thoa  say'tft? 

Der,  I  say.  O  Cesar,  Antony  ia  dead. 

CcBS.  The  breaking  of  so  great  a  thing  sho'ild 
make 
A  greater  crack :  The  round  world 
Should  have  shook  lions  into  civil  streets. 
And  citizens  to  their  dens: -The death  of  Antoiy 
Is  not  a  single  doom :  in  the  name  lay 
A  moiety  of  the  world. 

Der.  He  is  dead,  Caesar ; 

Not  by  a  public  minister  of  justice. 
Nor  by  a  hired  knife ;  but  that  self  hand, 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the  acts  it  did, 
Hath,  with  the  courage  that  the  heart  did  lend  it, 
Splitted  the  heart  -  This  is  his  sword ; 
I  robb'd  his  wound  of  it ;  behold  it  stain'd 
With  his  most  noble  blood. 

CcBS.  Look  you  sad,  friends  ^ 

The  gods  rebuke  mo,  but  it  is  tidings 
To  wash  the  eyes  of  kings. 

J^,  And  strange  it  it 

That  nature  must  compel  us  to  lament 
Our  most  persisted  deeds. 

Mec.  His  taints  and  honours 

Wag'd  equal  with  hun. 

j^^  A  rarer  spirit  never 

Did  steer  humanity:  but  you,  gods,  will  give  us 
Some  fiaolts  to  make  us  men.    Caesar  is  touch'd. 


Mee,  When  such  a  spacious  miiror's  Mt  before 
him. 
He  needs  must  see  himself. 

Cces.  O  Antony! 

I  have  follow 'd  thee  to  this: — But  we  do  lance 
Diseases  in  our  bodies :  I  must  perforce 
Have  shown  to  thee  such  a  dechning  day. 
Or  look  on  thine ;  we  could  not  stall  together 
In  the  whole  world :  but  yet  let  me  lament, 
With  tears  as  sovereign  as  the  blood  of  heairta, 
That  thou,  my  brother,  my  competitor 
In  top  of  all  design,  my  mate  in  empire. 
Friend  and  companion  in  the  front  of  war. 
The  arm  of  mine  own  body,  and  the  heart 
Where  mine  his  thoughts  did  kindle, -that  our 

stars, 
Unreooncilable,  should  divide 
Our  equalneas  to  this.    Hear  me,  good  friends,— 
But  I  will  tell  yon  at  some  meeter  season ; 

jS^iter  a  Messenger. 

The  business  of  this  man  looks  out  of  him. 
Well  hear  him  what  he  says. — Whence  are  yon? 

Mess,  A  poor  Egyptian  yet.      The  queen  mj 
mistress 
Confin'd  in  all  she  has,  her  monument, 
Of  thy  intents  desires  instruction ; 
That  she  preparedly  may  frame  herself 
To  the  way  sne's  forced  to. 

C<ES.  Bid  her  have  good  heart  - 

She  soon  shall  know  of  us,  by  some  of  ours. 
How  honourable  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her :  for  Caesar  cannot  live 
Ts  be  ungentle. 

Mess.  So  the  gods  preserve  thee!    [Exit, 

Cces.  Come  hither,  Proculeius :  Gh>,  and  say 
We  purpose  her  no  shame:  give  her  what oomforta 
The  q^uality  of  her  passion  shall  require ; 
Lest,  m  her  greatness,  by  some  mortal  stroke 
She  do  defeat  us :  for  her  life  in  Rome 
Would  be  eternal  in  our  triumph:  Go, 
And,  with  your  speediest,  brii^f  us  what  die  mya. 
And  how  you  find  of  her. 

iVo.  Caesar,  I  shall 

[.£^  Proculbius. 

Cos.  Gallus,  go  you  along.— Where^  Dolabella, 
To  second  Proculeius  ?  l^^  QAUA^jt. 
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CoB$,  Let  him  alone,  tor  I  remember  now 
How  he's  emploj'd ;  he  shall  in  time  be  ready. 
Go  with  me  to  my  tent :  where  70a  shall  aee 
How  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  war ; 
How  calm  and  gentle  I  proceeded  still 
In  all  my  writings:  Go  with  me, and  see 
What  1  can  show  in  this.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL— Alexandria.     A  Boom  in  the 
Monument, 

Enter  Cleopatka,  Charmiav,  and  Iras. 

Cleo,  My  desolation  does  begin  to  make 
A  better  life:  'Tis  paltry  to  be  Caesar ; 
Not  being  Fortane,  he's  bat  Fortane's  knave, 
A  minister  of  her  will:  And  it  is  great 
To  do  that  thing  that  ends  all  other  deeds ; 
Which  shackles  accidents,  and  bolts  op  change ; 
Which  sleepSf  and  never  palates  more  the  dung, 
The  beggarv  nurse  and  Cesar's. 

Enter^  to  the  gcOes  of  the  Monument,  Proooleius, 
Gallus,  and  Soldiers. 

Pro,  CflBsar  sends  greeting  to  the  qneen  of 
Egypt; 
And  bids  thee  stady  on  what  fair  demandf 
Tboa  mean'st  to  have  him  grant  thee. 

Cleo.  f  Within,]  What's  thy  name  ? 

Bro,  My  name  is  Procnleias. 

Cleo.  [  Within,]  Antony 

Did  tell  me  of  yoo,  bade  me  tmst  you  ;  bat 
I  do  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceiv'd, 
That  have  no  use  for  trusting.     If  your  master 
Would  have  a  queen  his  beggar,  you  must  tell  him 
That  majesty,  to  keep  decorum,  must 
No  less  beg  than  a  kmgdom :  if  he  please 
To  give  mo  conquered  Egypt  for  my  son. 
He  gives  me  so  mach  of  mine  own,  as  I 
WiU  kneel  to  him  with  thanks. 

Pro,  Be  of  good  cheer ; 

Too  are  fallen  into  a  princely  hand;  fear  nothing : 
Make  your  fall  reference  freelv  to  my  lord, 
Who  is  so  full  of  grace  that  it  flows  over 
On  all  that  need :  Let  me  report  to  him 
Your  sweet  dspendenoy :  and  you  shall  find 
A  conqueror  that  will  pray  in  aid  for  kindness, 
Where  he  for  grace  is  kneel'd  to. 

Cleo,  [  Withm,]  Pray  vou,  tell  him 

I  am  his  fortune's  vassal,  and  I  send  him 
The  greatness  he  has  got.    I  hourlv  learn 
A  doctrine  of  obedience;  and  would  gladly 
Look  him  i'  the  face. 

/Vt).  This  111  report,  dear  lad^. 

Have  comfort ;  for  I  know  your  pli^^ht  is  pitied 
(>f  him  thai  caus'd  it 

Q€U,  Vou  see  how  easily  she  may  be  snrpris'd ; 
[Here  Pboculbiub  and  two  of  the  Guard 
atcend  the  Monument  by  a  ladder  placed 
against  a  unnJou),  and,  having  descended, 
come  behind  Cleopatra.  Some  of  the 
Guard  trnfror  mtd  open  the  gates. 
Guard  her  till  Cesar  come. 

[  To  Pro.  and  the  Guard.    Exit  Gallus. 

Iras,  Royal  qut^n  I 

Char.  O  Cleopatra  t  thon  art  taken,  queen  I — 

Oleo.  Quick,  quick,  good  hands. 

[Drawing  a  dagger. 

Dra.  Hold,  worthy  lady,  hold: 

[Seizee  and  disarms  her. 
Do  not  yourself  sudi  wrong,  who  are  in  tliis 
Believ  d,  but  not  betray 'd. 

(7(00.  What,  of  death  too. 
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That  rids  our  dogs  of  langnisb  { 

Pro,  Cleopatra, 

Do  not  abuse  my  master's  bounty  by 
The  undoing  of  yourself :  let  the  world  see 
His  nobleness  well  acted,  which  your  death 
Will  never  let  come  forth 

Cko,  Where  art  thon.  Death  r 

Come  hither,  come !  come,  come,  and  take  a  queen 
Worth  many  babes  and  beggars! 

Pro.  0,  temperance,  lady  I 

Cleo,  Sir,  I  will  eat  no  meat,  111  not  drink,  sir; 
If  idle  talk  will  once  be  necessary, 
111  not  sleep  neither:  This  mortal  house  111  mm, 
Do  Cesar  what  he  can.    Know,  sir,  that  I 
Will  not  wait  pinion'd  at  vour  master's  court; 
Nor  once  be  chastis'd  with  the  sober  eye 
Of  dull  Octavia.    Shall  they  hoist  me  ap. 
And  show  me  to  the  shouting  varletry 
Of  censuring  Rome  ?    Rather  a  ditch  in  Egypt 
Be  gentle  grave  unto  me  I  rather  on  Nilus'  mud 
Lay  me  stark  naked,  and  let  the  water-flies 
Blow  me  into  abhorring  1  rather  make 
My  country's  high  pyramides  my  gibbet, 
And  hang  me  up  in  chains  1 

Pro.  You  do  extend 

These  thoughts  of  horror  further  than  yoa  shall  - 
Find  cause  m  Cesar. 

Enter  Dolabella. 

DoL  Proculeius, 

What  thou  hast  done  thy  master  Cesar  knows, 
And  he  hath  sent  for  thee:  for  the  queen, 
111  take  her  to  my  guaid. 

Pro,  So,  Dolabella, 

It  shall  content  me  best :  be  gentle  to  her. — 
To  Cesar  I  will  speak  what  you  shall  please. 
If  you*U  employ  me  to  him.         [^  Cleopatra. 

Cleo,  Say,  I  would  die. 

[Exeunt  Proculeius  and  Soldiers. 

D6L  Most  noble  empress,  you  have  heard  of  me? 

Cleo.  I  cannot  tell. 

DoL  Assuredly,  you  know  me. 

CZeo.  No  matter,  sir,  what  I  have  heard  or 
known. 
You  laugh,  when  boys  or  women  tell  their  dreams; 
Is't  not  your  trick  ? 

Dol.  I  understand  not,  madam. 

Cleo,  I  dreamt  there  was  an  Emperor  Antony; 
O,  such  another  sleep,  that  I  might  see 
But  such  another  man! 

DoL  If  it  m;ght  please  von,— 

Cleo,  His  face  was  as  the  heavens;  and  therein 
stuck 
A  son  and  moon,  which  kept  their  ooorse,  and 

lighted 
Tlie  little  O,  the  earth. 

D6L  Most  sovereign  oreaiure,— 

Clo.  His  legs  bestrid  the  ocean :  his  rear'd  arm 
Crested  the  world:  his  voice  was  propertied 
As  all  the  tuned  spheres,  and  that  to  friends. 
But  when  he  meant  to  quail  and  shake  the  orb, 
He  was  as  rattling  thunder.     For  bis  bounty. 
There  was  no  winter  in't ;  an  autumn  'twas, 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping:  His  de  ights 
Were  dolphin-like ;  they  show'd  his  back  above 
The  element  they  liv'd  in :  In  his  livery 
Walk'd  crowns  and  crownets;  realms  and  islands 

were 
As  plates  dropped  from  his  pocket 

DoL  Cleopatra,— 

Oleo,  TMnk  yoa  there  was,  or  might  be,  such  a 
man  ^  ^  . 

As  this  I  dreamt  of?       ^-.^^^^^  ^y  CjOOglC 
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D6L  Gende  madam,  do. 

Cleo»  Yon  lie,  up  to  the  hearing  of  the  goda. 
But,  if  there  be,  or  ever  were,  one  such, 
IVb  past  the  size  of  dreaming:  Nature  wants 

stuff 
To  yie  strange  forms  with  fanoj;  )ret,  to  imagine 
An  Antony,  were  nature's  piece  'gainst  fancj, 
Condemning  shadows  quite. 

DoL  Hear  me, g^ood  madam: 

Tour  loss  is  as  jourself,  great;  and  jou  bear  it 
As  answering  to  the  weight:  'Would  I  might 

never 
Overtake  pursued  success,  but  I  do  feel, 
Bj  the  reoound  of  yours,  a  grief  that  shoots 
Bij  very  heart  at  root. 

Oleo.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Enow  you  what  CsBsar  means  to  do  with  me? 

DoL  I  am  loth  to  tell  you  what  I  would  you 
knew. 

Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you,  sir, — 

DoL  Though  he  be  honourable, — 

OUo,  Hell  lead  me  then  iA  triumph  ? 

DoL  Madam,  he  will ; 

I  know  it. 

Withvu  Make  way  there,— Ocsarl 

Enter  Cssar,  Gallus,  PROCor.Eins,  Meomhab, 
Seleucus,  and  Attendants. 

Ooe$,  Which  is  the  Queen  of  Egypt? 

DoL  Tis  the  emperor,  madam. 

[Cleopatba  imeeU. 

0<B$.  Arise,  you  shall  not  kneel :~ 
I  pray  you,  rise ;  rise,  Egypt. 

Oleo,  Sir,  the  gods 

Will  have  it  thus;  my  master  and  my  lord 
I  must  obey. 

Ccu.         Take  to  ^on  no  hard  thoughts : 
The  record  of  what  injuries  you  did  us, 
Though  written  in  our  flesh,  we  shall  remember 
As  things  but  done  by  obanoe. 

Cteo.  Sole  sir  o'  the  world, 

I  cannot  ^oject  mine  own  cause  so  well 
To  make  it  clear;  but  do  confisss,  I  have 
Been  laden  with  like  frailties,  which  befor« 
Have  often  sham'd  our  sex. 

CcBt.  Cleopatra,  know. 

We  will  eztenuatn  rather  than  enforce : 
Ifvou  apply  yourself  to  our  intents 
(Which  towards  yon  are  most  gentle),  you  shall 

find 
A  benefit  in  this  change:  but  if  you  seek 
To  lay  on  me  a  cruelty,  by  taking 
Antony's  course,  you  shall  bereave  yourself 
Of  my  good  purposes,  and  put  your  children 
To  that  destruction  which  111  guard  them  from. 
If  thereon  you  rely.    Ill  take  my  leave. 

Oleo,  And   may,  through  all  the  world:  tis 
yours;  and  we 
Your  'scutcheons,  and  your  signs  of  conquest, 

shall 
Hang  in  what  place  you  please.    Here,  my  good 
lord. 

Oeet,  You  shall  advise  me  in  all  for  Cleopatra. 

Oko,  This  is  the  brief  of  money,  plate,  and 
jewels, 
1  am  poss&ss'd  of:  'tis  exactly  valued ; 
Not  petw  things  admitted. — Where's  Seleneus? 

Su,  Here,  madam. 

Oleo,  This  is  my  treasurer;  let  bim  speak,  my 
lord, 
Upon  his  peril,  that  I  have  reserv'd 
To  myself  nothing.   Speak  the  tmth,  Seleneiia. 

iSsJ.  Madami 
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I  had  rather  seal  my  lips,  than,  to  my  peril, 
Speak  that  which  is  not 

Oleo,  What  have  1  kept  back  7 

SeL  Enough  to  purcbaie  what  you  have  mmde 
known. 

Ocee.  Nay,  blush  not,  Cleopatra ;  I  approve 
Your  wisdom  in  the  deed. 

Cleo.  See,  Caesar  I  O,  behold. 

How  pomp  is  foUow'dl  mine  will  now  be  yours : 
And  snould  we  shift  estates  yours  would  be  mine. 
The  ingratitude  of  this  Seleucus  does 
Even  make  me  wild :  O  slave,  of  no  more  trust 
Than  love  that's  hired  I— What,  goest  thou  back  ? 

thoushalt 
Go  back,  I  warrant  thee ;  but  111  catch  thine  eyea. 
Though  they  had  wings :  Slave,  soulless  viUaln, 
dog  I 

0  rarely  base ! 

OcBS.  Gtood  queen,  let  us  entreat  you. 

Cleo.  O  Cssar,  what  a  wounding  shame  is  this; 
That  thou,  vouchsafing  here  to  visit  me, 
Doing  the  honour  oi  tn^  lordliness 
To  one  so  meek,  that  mine  own  servant  should 
Parcel  the  sum  of  my  disgraces  by 
Addition  of  his  env]r  1  Say,  good  Caesar, 
That  I  some  lady  trifles  have  reserved, 
Immoment  toys,  things  of  such  dignity 
As  we  greet  modern  ^ends  withal ;  and  say. 
Some  nobler  token  1  have  kept  apajt 
For  Li  via  and  Octavia,  to  induce 
Their  mediation ;  must  1  be  unfolded 
With  one  that  I  have  bred?   The  godsl  it  imites 

me 
Beneath  the  fall  I  have.    Prithee,  go  hence ; 

[To  Seleucdb. 
Or  I  shall  show  the  cinders  of  my  spirits 
Through  the  ashes  of  my  chance: — Wert  thou  a 

man, 
Thou  wouldst  have  mercy  on  me. 

Oat.  Forbear,  Seleucus. 

[Exit  Seleucus. 
deo.  Be  it  known  that  we,  the  greatest,  are 
misthought 
For  things  that  others  do ;  and,  when  we  fall, 
We  answer  others'  merits  in  our  name, 
Are  therefore  to  be  pitied. 

Oces.  Cleopatra, 

Not  what  you  have  reaerv'd,  nor  whatacknow- 

ledg'd. 
Put  we  i'  the  roll  of  conquest :  still  be  it  yours, 
Bestow  it  at  your  pleasure ;  and  believe 
Caesar's  no  merchant,  to  make  prize  with  yon 
Of  things  that  merchants  sold.     Therefore  be 

cheer'd. 
Make  not  your  thoughts  your  prisons:  no,  dear 

queen; 
For  we  intend  so  to  dispose  you,  as 
Yourself  shall  ^ve  us  counsel.     Feed  and  sleep : 
Our  care  and  pity  is  so  much  upon  you. 
That  we  remam  your  friend :  And  so,  adieu. 
Cleo.  My  master  and  my  lord ! 
Coo.  Not  so:  Adieu. 

[Exeunt  Cmsar  and  hie  Drain. 
Cleo,  He  words  me,  girls,  he  words  me,  that  1 
should  not 
Be  noble  to  myself:  but  hark  thee,  Charmian. 

r  IV/dspen  Charmiaw. 
Iras.  Finish,  good  lady;  the  bright  day  ia  done, 
And  we  are  for  the  dark. 

Cleo.  Hie  thee  again : 

1  have  spoke  already,  and  it  is  provided* 
G0|put  It  to  the  haste. 

<^-  Di|!i^y*^9feOgle 
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fio-Mter  DOLABISLLA. 

DoL  Where  is  the  queen  ? 

Cktw.  Behold,  sir.   rffaat  Charmuh. 

Cleo,  Dolmbella? 

DoL  Madam,  as  thereto  awom  bj  yoar  oom- 
mand. 
Which  mj  love  makes  religion  to  obey, 
I  tell  Yoa  this:  Cssar  through  Syria 
Intends  his  jonmer ;  and,  within  three  days, 
Ton  with  your  children  will  he  send  before : 
Make  your  best  ose  of  this  :  I  have  performed 
Tonr  pleasure  and  my  promise. 

ClecK  DoUibella, 

I  shall  remain  your  debtor. 

DoL  I  your  senrant 

Adieu,  good  queen ;  I  must  attend  on  Cnsar. 

CUo.  Farewell,  and  thanks.  [Eadt  DoL.]  Now, 
Iras,  what  think'gt  thou? 
Thou,  an  Egyptian  pnppet,  shalt  be  shown 
In  Rome,  as  well  as  I :  mechanic  slaves 
With  greasy  aprons,  rules,  and  hammers,  sliall 
Uplift  us  to  the  view ;  in  their  thick  breaths. 
Bank  of  gross  diet,  shall  we  be  endouded, 
And  foro  d  to  drink  their  vapour. 

Ins,  The  gods  forbid  t 

CUo.  Nay,  *tis  most  certain,  Iras :  Saucy  lictors 
Will  catch  at  us  like  strumpets ;  and  scald  rhymers 
Ballad  us  out  o*  tune :  the  quick  comedians 
Extemporally  will  stage  us,  and  present 
Our  Alexandrian  revels :  Antony 
Shall  be  brought  drunken  forth,  and  I  shall  see 
Some  squeaking  Cleopatra  boy  my  greatness 
I*  the  posture  <^  a  whore. 

IroB.  0  the  good  godsl 

Cleo,  Nay,  that  is  certahi. 

/rof.  I'll  never  see  it;  for,  I  am  sore,  my  nails 
Are  stronger  than  mine  eyes. 

CUo,  Why,  that's  the  way 

To  fool  their  preparation,  and  to  conquer 
Th^  most  absurd  intents. — Now,  Charmian,— - 

Enter  Chabmiaw. 

Show  me,  my  women,  like  a  queen; — Qo  fetoh 
My  best  attires;—!  am  again  tor  Cydnus, 
To  meet  Mark  Antony :  -Sirrah,  Iras,  go.— 
Now, noble  Cbarmian,  well  despatch  indeed: 
And,  when  thou  hast  done  this  chare,  I'll  give 

thee  leave 
To  play  till  doomsday.    Bring  our  erown  and  all. 
Wherefore*s  this  noise? 

[ExUIbaa*  Anoimwitkm. 

EhUroneqfIhe  Guard. 
Quard,  Here  is  a  rural  fellow 
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CUo^  Remember*M  thou  any  that  have  died 
on't? 

Clown,  Yery  many,  men  and  women  too,  I 
heard  of  one  of  them  no  longer  than  yesterday:  a 
very  honest  woman,  but  something  given  to  lie ; 
as  a  woman  should  not  do,  but  m  the  way  oi 
honesty:  how  she  died  of  the  biting  of  it,  what 
pain  she  felt,— Truly,  she  makes  a  very  good 
report  o*tbe  worm:  But  he  that  will  believe  all 
tliat  they  say,  shall  never  be  saved  by  half  that 
they  do:  But  this  is  most  fidlible,  the  wormls  an 
odd  worm. 

CUo,  Get  thee  hence:  farewelL 

Clown,  I  wish  you  all  joy  of  the  worm. 

(72eo.  Farewell.      [Qioym  kU  down  HhehatkeL 

Clown,  Tou  must  think  this,  look  yon,  that  the 
worm  will  do  his  kind. 

Cleo,  Ay, ay;  farewell. 

Clown,  Look  you,  the  worm  is  not  to  be  trusted, 
but  in  the  keeping  of  wise  people:  for.  Indeed, 
there  to  no  goodness  in  the  worm. 

Cleo.  Take  thou  no  care;  it  shall  be  heeded. 

Clown,  Yery  good  :  give  it  nothing,  1  pray  you 
for  it  to  not  worth  the  feeding. 

Cleo.  Will  it  eat  me? 

Clown.  You  must  not  think  I  am  so  simple,  but 
I  know  the  devil  himself  yrill  not  eat  a  woman : 
I  know  that  a  woman  to  a  dish  for  the  gods,  if  the 
devil  dress  her  not  But,  truly,  these  same 
whoreson  devito  do  the  gods  great  harm  in  their 
women ;  for  in  every  ten  that  they  make  the  devils 
mar  five. 

Cteo,  Well,  get  thee  gone ;  farewell. 

Clown,  Tes,  forsooth;  I  wish  you  Joy  of  tht 
worm.  [Exit, 

Bd^nUr  Irao,  with  a  robs,  erown,  Ac, 

Oleo,  Give  me  my  robe,  put  on  my  erown;  I 
have 
Immortal  longings  In  me:  Now  no  more 
The  juice  of  Egypt's  grape  shall  moUt  thto  Hp:- 
Tare,  yare,  go^  Iras ;  quick.—  Methinks  I  hear 
Antony  call ;  I  see  him  rouse  himself 
To  praise  my  noble  act;  I  hear  him  mock 
The  luck  of  Csesar,  which  the  gods  give  men 
To  excuse  their  after  wrath  :  Husband,  I  come: 
Now  to  that  name  my  courage  prove  my  title  I 
I  am  fire  and  air;  my  other  elements 
I  give  to  baser  life.— So,— have  yon  done? 
Come,  then,  and  take  the  last  warmth  of  my  lips^ 
Farewcdl,  kind  Charmian ;— Iras,  long  fiuewelL 

[KisoeB  them,    Iras  /oOs  and  dM, 
Have  I  the  aspic  in  my  lips?    Dost  fall? 
If  thou  and  nature  can  so  gently  part, 
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Dost  thoa  not  see  my  baby  at  mj  breast, 
That  sucks  the  nurse  asleep  ? 

Char.  O,  break!  O,  break! 

CUo.  As  sweet   as  balm,  as  soft  as  air,  as 
gentle,— 
0  Antony !— Nay,  I  will  take  tbee  too :  — 

[Applying  cmother  asp  to  her  arm. 
What  should  I  stay—        [Falls  on  a  bed  and  dies* 

Char,  In    this  wild   world?— So,    fare    thee 
well. — 
Now  boast  thee,  Death  I  in  thy  possession  lies 
A  lass  unparallerd.     Downy  windows,  close; 
And  golden  Phcebos  never  be  beheld 
Of  eyes  again  so  royal  I  Your  crown's  awry; 
111  mend  it,  and  then  play. 

Enter  the  Guard,  rushing  in, 

1  Qwvrd,  Where  is  the  queen  ? 
Char.  Speak  softly,  wake  her  not. 

1  Ouard.  CflBsar  hath  sent— 
Char,  Too  slow  a  messenger. 

[Ap^its  Oie  asp, 
O,  come ;  apace,  desptch :  I  partly  feel  thee. 

1  Quard.  Approucli,  ho !  Airs  not  well :  CsBsar's 

begnil  d. 

2  Quard  There's  Dolabella  sent  from  Csesar:— 

call  him. 

1  Quard  What  work  is  here?-Charmian,  is 

this  well  done? 
Char.  It    is   well    done,   and    fitting    for  a 
princess 
Descended  of  so  many  royal  kings. 
Ah,  soldier!  [Dies, 

Enter  Dolabella. 
D6L  How  goes  it  here? 

2  Guard  All  dead. 

DcL  Caesar,  thy  thoughts 

Touch  their  effects  in  this:  Thyself  art  coming 
To  see  performed  the  dreaded  act  which  thou 
8o  sought*8t  to  hinder. 

WiMn,  A  way  there,  a  way  for  Osar! 


DoL  0,  sir,  yon  are  too  sure  as  angorer; 
That  yon  did  fear  is  done. 

Cais.  Bravest  at  the  last: 

She  leveird  at  our  purposes,  and,  being  royal, 
Took  her  own  way.— The  manner  of  their  deaths 
I  do  not  see  them  bleed. 

DoL  Who  was  last  with  them  > 

1  Quard  A  simple  countryman  that  brought 
her  figs. 
This  was  his  basket 

Cais.  Poison'd  then. 

1  Guard  O  Casar, 

This  Charmian  liv'd  but  now ;  she  stood,and  spake. 
I  found  her  trimming  up  the  diadem 
On  her  dead  mistress ;  trembiiugly  she  stood. 
And  on  the  sudden  dropp'd. 

Goes,  0  noble  weakness!— 

Tf  they  had  swallowed  poison  t  would  appear 
By  external  swelling :  but  she  looks  like  sleep, 
As  she  would  catch  another  Antony 
In  her  strong  toil  of  grace. 

DoL  Here,  on  her  breast. 

There  is  a  vent  of  blood,  and  something  blown : 
The  like  is  on  her  arm. 

1  Qturd,  This  is  an  aspic's  trail :  and  these  fig 
leaves 
Hare  slime  upon  them,  such  as  the  aspic  leayes 
Upon  the  caves  of  Nile. 

Cces.  Most  probable, 

That  so  she  died ;  for  her  physician  tells  me 
She  hath  pursued  conclusions  infinite 
Of  easy  ways  to  die.— Take  up  her  bed ; 
And  bear  her  women  from  the  monument : — 
She  shall  be  buried  by  her  Antony: 
No  grave  upon  the  earth  shall  clip  in  it 
A  pair  so  famous.    High  events  as  these 
Strike  those  that  make  them ;  and  their  story  b 
No  less  in  pity  than  his  glory,  which 
Brought  them  to  be  lamented.    Our  army  shall, 
In  solemn  show,  attend  this  funeral ; 
And  then  to  Rome.— Come,  Dolabella  se 
High  order  in  this  great  solemnity.  [i^xnoii 
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■ometimealn  Bobm. 


ACT  L 


SCENE   L— Britain,    The    Qarden    hehmd 
CTmbeline^B  Palace* 

Enter  two  (Gentlemen. 

1  Gmd.  Ton  do  not  meet  a  man  bat  frowns :  our 

bloods 
No  more  obey  the  heavens,  than  oar  coartien 
Still  seem  as  does  the  king. 

2  OenL  Bat  wbat*^  the  matter? 

1  QonJL  His  daaghter,  and  the  heir  of  his  king- 

dom, whom 
He  pnrpos'd  to  his  wife*8  sole  son  (a  widow, 
That  late  he  married),  hath  referred  herself 
Unto  a  poor  but  worthy  gentleman :  She's  wedded; 
Her  husband  banished ;  she  imprisoned :  all 
Is  outward  sorrow  :  though,  I  think,  the  king 
Be  touch 'd  at  rery  heart. 

2  Qent,  None  but  the  king  ? 

1  GaU,  He  that  hath  lost  her,  too:  so  is  the 

queec, 
That  most  desired  the  match :  But  not  a  courtier. 
Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 
Of  the  king's  looks,  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 
Glad  at  the  thing  they  soowl  at. 

2  Oait.  And  why  so? 

1  OenL  He  that  hath  miss'd  the  princess  is  a 

thing 
Too  bad  for  bad  report :  and  he  that  hath  her 
(I  mean,  that  married  her,  -  alack,  good  man  \  - 
And  therefore  banish *d)  is  a  creature  such 
kM  to  seek  through  the  regions  of  the  earth 
Por  one  his  like,  there  would  be  something  failing 
In  him  that  should  compare.    I  do  not  think 
So  fair  an  outward,  and  such  staff  within, 
Endows  a  man  bat  he. 

2  Qent.  Too  s^eak  him  far. 

1  OenL  I  do  extend  him,  sir,  within  himself; 
Crash  him  together,  rather  than  unfold 

His  measure  duly. 

2  GenL  What's  his  name  and  birth  ? 

1  Oeni,  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root :   His 
father 
Was  called  Sicilius,  who  did  join  his  honoar 
Against  the  Romans,  with  Cassibelan ; 
Bat  had  his  titles  by  Tanantios,  whom 


He  served  with  glory  and  admired  saocess : 

8o  gain'd  the  sur-addition,  Leonatus: 

And  had,  besides  this  ^ntleman  in  question, 

Two  other  sons,  who,  m  the  wars  o'  the  time. 

Died  ¥rith  their  swords  in  hand ;  for  which,  their 

father 
rrhen  old  and  fond  of  issae)  took  such  sorrow 
That  he  (}uit  being ;  and  his  gentle  lady, 
Big  of  this  gentleman,  oar  theme,  deceased 
As  he  was  born.    The  king,  he  takes  the  babe 
To  his  protection;  calls  him  Post  humus  Leonatus; 
Breeds  nim,  and  makes  him  of  hb  bed-chamber : 
Puts  to  him  all  the  learnings  that  his  time 
Could  make  him  the  receiver  of;  which  he  took, 
As  we  do  air,  fast  as  \was  ministered, 
And   in*8   spring  became  a  harvest;    liT'd  in 

court 
(Which  rare  it  is  to  do),  most  praised,  most  lov*dI 
A  sample  to  the  youngest ;  to  th'  more  mature 
A  glass  that  feated  them ;  and  to  the  graver, 
A  child  that  guided  dotards:  to  his  mistress^ 
For  whom  he  now  is  banished, — her  own  price 
Proclaims  how  she  esteemed  him  and  his  virtoe; 
By  her  election  may  be  truly  read 
What  kind  of  man  he  is. 

2  Oetit  I  honoar  him 

Even  out  of  your  renort  But,  *pray  yoa,  tell  me. 
Is  she  sole  child  to  tne  kmg? 

1  Oent.  His  only  child. 

He  had  two  sons  (if  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 
Mark  it),  the  eldest  of  them  at  three  years  old, 
I'  the  swathing  clothes  the  other,   from  their 

nursery 
Were  stolen ;  and  to  this  hoar  no  guess  in  know- 
ledge 
Which  way  they  went 

2  Qent,  How  long  is  this  ago  ? 

1  QmL  Some  twenty  years. 

2  QaU.  That  a  king's  children  should  be  so 

convey'dl 
So  slackly  guarded !  and  the  search  so  slow, 
That  rould  not  trace  them  t 

1  Otnt,  Howsoever  tis  strange, 

Or  that  the  negligence  may  well  be  laugh'd  at, 
Tet  is  it  true,  sir.  f  ^  \ 
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2  Gmt  1  do  well  beUeve  you. 

1  OenL  We  must  forbear:   Here  oomes  the 
gentleman, 
The  queen,  and  nrincess.  [EaceiML 

SCENE  ll.'-Theaame, 
Enter  the  Queen,  Pobtuumus,  and  Imooeh. 

Queen.  No,  be  assured,  yoa  shall  not  find  me, 
daughter, 
Aiter  the  slander  of  most  step-mothers, 
Evil-ey*d  unto  you :  you  are  my  prboner,  but 
Your  gaoler  shall  deliver  you  the  keys 
That  lock  up  your  restraint.  For  you,  Posthumns, 
So  soon  as  I  can  wm  the  offended  king, 
1  will  be  known  your  advocate:  marry,  yet 
The  fire  of  rage  is  in  him ;  and  ^were  good. 
You  lean'd  onto  Iiis  sentence,  with  what  patience 
Your  wisdom  may  inform  you. 

Post,  Please  your  highness, 

I  will  from  hence  to-day. 

Queen,  You  know  the  peril : — 

111  fetch  a  turn  about  the  garden,  pitying 
The  pangs  of  barr'd  affections ;  though  the  king 
Hath  charged  you  should  not  speak  together. 

\jbait  QuEEH. 

Ima,  O  dissembling  courtesy.    Uow  fine  this 
tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  aha  wounds  I— My  dearest  hut- 
band, 
I  something  fear  my  father's  wrath :  but  nothing 
(jilways  reserv'd  my  holy  duty),  what 
His  rage  can  do  on  tne :  You  must  be  gone ; 
And  I  shall  here  abide  the  hourly  shot 
Of  angry  eyes;  not  comforted  to  live, 
But  that  there  is  this  jewel  in  the  world, 
That  I  may  see  again. 

Fbst,  My  queen!  my  mistress! 

O,  lady,  weep  no  more;  lest  I  give  cause 
To  be  suspected  of  more  tenderness 
Than  doth  become  a  man  I  I  will  remain 
The  lo^al*st  husband  that  did  e'er  plight  troth. 
My  residence  in  Rome,  at  one  Philario's ; 
Who  to  my  &ther  was  a  friend,  to  me 
Known  but  by  letter :  thither  vrrite,  my  queen. 
And  with  mine  eyes  111  drink  the  words  you  send, 
Though  ink  be  made  of  galL 

B&entfir  Quxbv. 

Queen,  Be  brief,  I  pray  you : 

If  the  kmg  oome,  I  shall  incur  I  know  not 
Uow  much  of  his  displeasure:  Yet  I'll  move  him 

[Aside. 
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I  stiU  win  of  you :  For  my  sake  wear  this; 
It  is  a  manacle  of  loye :  111  place  it 
Upon  this  fairest  prisoner. 

[Futimga  bracelet  on  her  arm. 
Into,  0,  the  gods! 

When  shall  we  see  again  ? 

Enter  Cthbelihb  and  Lord<k 

Post.  Alack,  the  king  I 

Oynu  Thou  basest  thmg,  avoid!  hence,  fK>m  my 
sight! 
If  after  this  command  thou  firaught  the  court 
With  thy  un worthiness,  thou  diest:  Awi^I 
Thou  art  poison  to  my  blood. 

Fioet.  The  gods  protect  yon  I 

And  bless  the  good  remainders  of  the  court! 
I  am  gone.  [BxiL 

Imo.      There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 
More  sharp  than  this  is. 

Cym.  0  disloyal  thing, 

That  shouldst  repair  my  youth ;  thou  heapest 
A  year^  age  on  me! 

imo.  I  beseech  you,  sir, 

Harm  not  yourself  with  your  vexation ;  I 
Am  senseless  of  your  wrath ;  a  touch  more  rare 
Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears. 

Oym,  Past  ^ce?  obedience  V* 

Imo.  Past  hope,  and  in  despair;  that  way,  past 
grace. 

Oym,  That  mightst  have  had  the  sole  son  of  my 
queen! 

Imo.  0  bless'd,  that  1  might  noti  I  ehoae  an 
eagle. 
And  did  avoid  a  puttock. 

Oym,  Thou  took'st  a  beggar;   wouldst  hare 
made  my  throne 
A  seat  for  baseness. 

Imo,  No ;  I  rather  added 

A  lustre  to  it. 

Oym.  O  thou  vile  one  I 

Imo.  Sir, 

It  is  your  fkult  that  I  have  1ov*d  Posthumns: 
You  bred  him  as  my  playfellow ;  and  he  ia 
A  man  worth  any  woman ;  overbuys  me 
Almost  the  sum  he  pays. 

Oym,  What!  art  thou  mad? 

Imo,  Almost,  sir:  Heaven  restore  me  I — 'Would 
I  were 
A  neat-herd's  daughter!  and  mv  Leonatna 
Our  neighbour  shepherd^  son! 

i2»«iter  QuEBV. 

Oym,  Thou  foolish  thing  I-  - 
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iS».  There  might  hare  beeii« 

Bat  that  mj  master  rather  plaj^d  than  fought, 
And  had  no  help  of  anger :  thej  were  parted 
Bj  gentlemen  at  hand. 

Queeiu  I  am  very  gUd  on*t. 

mo.  Your  sonls  my  father *8  friend;  he  takes 
his  part, 
To  draw  upon  an  exile  1—0  hrave  sir ' 
I  would  the}[  were  in  Afric  both  together; 
Myself  by  with  a  needle,  that  I  might  pricJi 
The  goer  back. — Why   came  yoa  from   your 
master? 

Pi$.  On  his  commsnd;  He  woold  not  suffer 
me 
To  bring  him  to  the  haven :  left  these  notes 
Of  what  commands  I  should  be  subject  to, 
When  *t  pleas'd  you  to  employ  me. 

Queen  This  hath  been 

Your  faithful  servant :  I  dare  lay  mine  honour, 
He  will  remain  so. 

Pia,  I  humbly  thank  your  highness. 

Queoi.  Pray,  walk  a  while. 

Inuh  About  some  half  hour  henoe, 

I  pray  yon,  speak  with  me :  you  shall  at  least, 
Qo  see  my  lord  aboard :  for  this  time,  leave  me* 

[ExetmL 

SCENE  IIL— il  ptiUto  ploM. 
Enter  Clotem  and  Two  Lords. 

1  Lord,  Sir,  I  would  advise  you  to  shift  a  shirt; 
the  violence  of  action  hath  made  you  reek  as  a 
sacrifice :  Where  air  comes  out,  air  comes  in : 
there*s  none  abroad  so  wholesome  as  that  yoa 
Tent 

Clo,  If  my  shirt  were  bloody,  then  to  shift  it. 
Have  I  hurt  him? 

2  Lord,  No,  faith ;  not  so  much  as  his  patience. 

[Andc 

1  Lord  Hurt  him  ?  his  body's  a  passable  carcass 
if  he  be  not  hurt :  it  is  a  thoroughfare  for  steel  if  it 
be  not  hurt 

2  Lord,  His  steel  was  in  debt:  it  went  o*the 
back  side  the  town.  [Asidt. 

Cla.  The  villain  would  not  stand  me. 
2  Ijord.  No;  but  he  fled  forward  still,  toward 
your  fuoe.  [Atide, 

1  Lord,  Stand  yon  I  yoa  have  land  enough  of 
year  own :  but  he  added  to  yoor  having ;  gave 
you  some  ground. 

2  Lord,  As  many  inches  as  yoa  have  oceans : 
Poppies  t  [Aside, 

CXo,  I  would  thev  had  not  come  between  us. 

2  Lord,  So  would  I  till  you  had  measored  how 
long  a  fool  vou  were  apoo  the  ground.        [Atide, 

Clo,  And  that  she  shonld  love  this  fioUow,  and 
reftiaeme! 

2  Lord  If  it  be  a  sin  to  make  a  trae  election, 
she  Is  damned.  f  Aside, 

1  Lord  Sir,  as  I  told  jon  always,  her  beauty 
and  her  brain  go  not  together :  She's  a  good  sign, 
bat  I  have  seen  small  reflection  of  her  wit 

2  Lord.  She  shines  not  apon  fools,  lest  the 
reflection  should  hurt  her.  [Aside, 

Clo.  Come,  111  to  my  chamber:  'Woala  there 
had  been  some  hart  done ! 

2  Lord,  I  wish  not  so;  unless  it  had  been  the 
(all  of  an  ass,  which  is  no  great  hurt  [Aside, 

Olo,  Youllgo  with  us? 

1  Lord,  111  attend  your  lordship. 
Olo,  Nay,  come,  let's  go  together. 

2  Lord.  WeU  my  lor£  IXwemt 


SCENE  lY.^^  Boom  tn  Cymbeline's  Ptilaoe. 
Enter  Imoobn  and  Pisahio. 

Lno,  I  would  thou  grew'st  anto  the  shores  o 
the  haven, 
And  question'dst  every  sail :  if  he  should  write» 
And  I  not  have  it,  Hwero  a  paper  lost. 
As  offer'd  mercy  is.    What  was  the  last 
That  he  spake  to  thee? 

Pit,  It  was,  "  His  queen,  his  qaoen ! 

Into,  Then  wav'd  his  handkerchiet  ? 

Pit,  And  Idss'd  it,  madanw 

Imo,  Senseless  linen  I  happier  therein  than  1 1 
And  that  was  all? 

Pit.  No,  madam;  for  so  long 

As  he  conld  make  me  with  his  eye  or  ear 
Distinguish  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  deck,  with  glove  or  hat  or  handkeronief 
Still  waving,  as  the  fits  and  stirs  of  his  mind 
Could  best  express  how  slow  his  soul  sail'd  on, 
How  swift  his  ship. 

Imo,  Thou  shouldst  have  made  him 

As  little  as  a  crow,  or  less,  ere  left 
To  after-eye  him. 

Pit.  Madam,  so  I  did. 

Bno.  I  would  have  broke  mine  eye-strings; 
crack'd  them,  but 
To  look  upon  him  ;  till  the  diminution 
Of  space  had  pointed  him  sharp  as  my  needle: 
Nay,  folio w'd  him,  till  he  had  melted  from 
The  smallness  of  a  gnat  to  air ;  and  then 
Have  turn'd  mme  eye,  and  wept— But,  good 

Pisanio, 
When  shall  we  hear  from  hun? 

Pit,  Be  assor'd,  madam. 

With  his  next  vantage. 

Into,  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
Most  pretty  things  to  say :  ere  I  could  tell  him 
How  I  would  think  on  him,  at  certain  hours. 
Such  thoughts,  and  such ;  or  I  could  make  him 

swear 
The  shes  of  Italv  should  not  betray 
Mine  interest  and  his  honour ;  or  have  oharg'd  him. 
At  the  sixth  hour  of  mom,  at  noon,  at  miiiigbt. 
To  encounter  me  with  orisons,  for  then 
I  am  in  heaven  for  him ;  or  ero  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kiss,  which  I  had  set 
Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  &ther 
And,  like  the  tyrannous  breatliing  of  the  north, 
Shakes  all  oar  buds  from  growing. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Latfy,  The  queen,  madam. 

Desires  year  highness*  company. 

Imo,   Those  things  I  bid  yoa  do,  get  them 
despatched.— 
I  will  attend  the  queen. 

Pit,  Madam,  I  shalL    [ExemL 

SCENE  y.^&ome.    An  Apartment  w  Philario's 
Houte, 

Enter  Philuuo,  Iachimo,  and  a  Frenohman. 

lack.  Believe  it,  sir :  I  have  seen  him  in  Britain : 
he  was  then  of  a  orescent  note;  expected  to  prove 
so  worthy  as  since  he  hath  been  allowed  the  nama 
of:  but  I  could  then  have  looked  on  him  without 
the  help  of  admiration ;  thougfh  the  catalogue  of 
his  endowments  had  been  tabled  by  his  side,  and 
I  to  peruse  him  by  items. 

Phi,  You  speak  of  him  when  he  was  less  far- 
Dished  than  now  he  is,  with  that  which  ^iakes  him 
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FrmA.  I  have  seen  bim  in  Fnmee:  we  had 
very  many  there  could  behold  the  sun  with  as  firm 
eyes  as  he. 

lack.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  king's 
daughter  (wherein  he  must  be  weighed  rather 
by  her  valoe  than  his  own),  words  bim,  i  douot 
not,  a  great  deal  from  the  matter. 

French.  And  then  his  banishment — 

lack.  Ay,  and  the  approbation  of  those  that 
weep  this  lamentable  divorce,  under  her  colours, 
are  wonderfully  to  extend  him ;  be  it  but  to  fortify 
her  judgment,  which  else  an  easy  battery  might 
lay  flat,  for  taking  a  beggar  without  less  quality. 
But  how  comes  it  he  is  to  sojourn  with  yon  ? 
How  creeps  acquaintance  ? 

Phi,  Uis  father  and  I  were  soldiers  together ; 
to  whom  1  have  been  often  bound  for  no  less  than 
my  life: — 

Enter  Posthumus. 

Here  comes  the  Briton:  Let  him  be  so  entertained 
amoiip^  you,  as  suits,  with  gentlemen  of  your 
knowing,  to  a  stranger  of  his  quality. — I  beseech 
you  all,  be  better  known  to  this  gentleman,  whom 
1  commend  to  yon  as  a  noble  friend  of  mine: 
How  worthy  he  is  I  will  leave  to  appear  hereafter, 
rather  than  story  him  in  his  own  hearing. 

French,  Sir,  we  have  known  together  in  Orleans, 

Post,  Since  when  I  have  been  debtor  to  you 
for  courtesies,  which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay,  and 
yet  nay  still. 

/>«mcA.  Sir,  yon  oV-rate  ray  poor  kindness:  I 
was  glad  1  did  atone  my  countryman  and  you  ;  it 
had  been  pity  you  should  have  been  put  together 
with  so  mortal  a  purpose  as  then  each  bore,  upon 
importance  of  so  slight  and  trivial  a  nature. 

Pott.  By  your  pardon,  sir,  I  was  then  a  yotmg 
traveller:  rather  shunned  to  go  even  with  what  I 
heard,  than  in  my  every  action  to  be  guided  by 
others*  experiences:  but,  upon  my  mended  judg- 
ment M  I  offend  not  to  say  U  Is  mended),  my 
quarrel  was  not  altogether  sl^Sht. 

French.  Taith,  yes,  to  be  put  to  the  arbitrement 
of  swords ;  and  by  such  two  that  would,  by  all 
likelihood,  have  confotmded  one  the  other,  or  have 
&Ilenboth. 

lach.  Can  we,  with  manners,  ask  what  was  the 
difference? 

French,  Safely,  I  think:  *twas  a  contention  in 
public,  which  may,  without  contradiction,  suffer 
the  report.  It  was  much  like  an  argument  that 
fell  out  last  night,  where  each  of  us  fell  in  praise 
of  our  country  mistresses :  This  gentleman  at  that 
time  vouching  (and  upon  warrant  of  bloody  affirma- 
tion) his  to  be  more  £ur,  virtuous,  wise,  chaste, 
constant-qualified,  and  less  attemptible,  than  any 
the  rarest  of  our  ladies  in  France. 

lach.  That  lady  is  not  now  living ;  or  this  gentle- 
man's opinion,  by  this,  worn  out. 

PoaL  She  holds  her  virtue  still,  and  I  my 
mind. 

laeh.  You  most  not  so  tax  prefer  her  Yore  ours 
of  Italy. 

Post.  Being  so  fiir  provoked  as  I  was  in  France, 
I  would  abate  her  nothing;  though  I  profess 
myself  her  adorer,  not  her  friend. 

lach.  As  fair,  and  /is  good  (a  kind  of  hand-in-hand 
comparison),  had  been  something  too  fitir,  and  too 
good,  for  any  lady  in  Britany.  If  sb**  went  before 
others  I  have  seen,  as  that  diamond  of  yours  outp 
lustres  manv  I  have  beheld,  I  could  not  but  believe 
she  exoeUed  many :  but  I  have  not  seen  the  most 
Iirecioaa  oiamond  that  is,  nor  you  the  lady. 


Pott,  I  praised  her  •■  I  sated  her :  so  dot  my 

stone. 

lach.  What  do  you  esteem  it  at  ? 

PotL  More  than  the  world  enjoys. 

lach.  Either  your  unparagoned  mistress  b  dead 
or  sue  8  outprized  by  a  trifle. 

Post.  You  are  mistaken:  the  one  may  be  sold, 
or  given,  if  there  were  wealth  enough  for  the 
purchase,  or  merit  for  the  gift :  the  other  is  not  a 
thing  for  sale,  and  only  the  gift  of  the  gods. 

lach.  Which  the  gods  have  given  von  ? 
Post.  Which,  by  tlieir  graces,  I  will  keep. 

/cicA.  You  may  wear  her  In  title  yours ;  but  you 
know  strange  fowl  light  upon  neighbouring  ponds. 
Your  ring  may  be  stolen  too:  so,  your  oraee  of 
unprizeable  estimations,  the  one  is  but  frail,  and  the 
other  casual ;  a  cunning  thief,  or  a  that-wa^-«ccom- 
plished  courtier,  would  hazard  the  winnmg  both 
of  first  and  hut. 

Post,  Your  Ital^  contains  none  so  accomplished 
a  courtier  to  convince  the  honour  of  my  mistress ; 
if,  in  the  holding  or  the  loss  of  that,  you  term  iier 
frail.  1  do  nothing  doubt  you  have  store  of  thieves; 
notwithstanding  T  fear  not  my  ring. 

PH.  Let  us  leave  here,  gentlemen. 

Post.  Sir,  with  all  my  heart  This  wortiiy 
signior,  I  thank  him,  makes  no  stranger  of  me ;  we 
are  familiar  at  first. 

lach.  With  five  times  so  much  oonversation  I 
should  get  ground  of  your  foir  mistress :  make  her 
go  back,  even  to  the  yielding ;  had  I  admittanee 
and  opportunity  to  friend. 

Post.  No,  no. 

lach.  I  dare,  thereopon,  pawn  the  moiety  o£ 
my  estate  to  your  ring;  which,  in  my  opinion, 
overvalues  it  something:  But  I  make  my  wager 
rather  against  your  confidence  than  her  reputation, 
and,  to  bar  yonr  offence  herein  too,  I  durst  attempt 
it  against  any  lady  in  the  world. 

Post.  You  are  a  great  deal  abused  in  too  bold  a 
persuasion;  and  I  doubt  not  you  sustain  what 
yonVe  worthy  of  by  your  attempt. 

lach.  What's  that? 

Post.  A  repulse :  though  your  attempt,  as  yoo 
call  it,  deserve  more,— a  punishment  too. 

PhL  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this:  it  came  in  too 
suddenly ;  let  it  die  as  it  was  bom,  and,  I  pray  yoo, 
be  better  acquainted. 

lach.  *Would  I  had  put  my  estate,  and  my 
neighbour's,  on  the  approbation  of  what  I  have 
spoke. 

Post.  What  lady  would  yon  choose  to  aasail  ? 

lach.  Yours;  whom  in  constancy  yon  think 
stands  so  safe.  I  will  lay  you  ten  thousand  docats 
to  your  rin^,  that,  commend  me  to  the  court  where 
your  lad^  is,  with  no  more  advantage  than  the 
opportunity  of  a  second  conference,  and  1  will  bring 
from  thence  that  honour  of  hers  which  yoo  imagine 
so  reserved. 

Post,  I  will  wage  against  your  gold,  gold  to  it : 
my  ring  I  hold  as  dear  as  my  finger;  *tis  pert 
of  it. 

laeh.  You  are  a  friend,  and  therein  the  wiser. 
If  yoo  buy  ladies'  flesh  at  a  million  a  dram,  yoo 
cannot  preserve  it  from  tainting:  But  I  see  yoa 
have  some  religion  in  you,  that  you  fear. 

Post.  This  is  but  a  custom  in  your  tongue;  yoo 
bear  a  graver  purpose,  1  hope. 

lach.  1  am  the  master  of  my  speeehes;  and 
would  undergo  what's  spoken,  I  swear. 

Post.  Will  you?— I  shall  but  lend  my  diamond 
till  your  return :  -  Let  there  be  covenants  drawn 
between  us :  My  i^t^jeM^^ceeds  in  goodness  ths 
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hngeiiMiof  yoar  tmwortbjr  thinking :  I  dare  70a 
to  tbif  match :  here's  my  ring. 

PkL  I  will  have  it  no  laj. 

Jttch,  By  the  gods  it  is  one:-  If  I  bring  yon  no 
safficient  testimony  that  I  have  enjoyed  the  dearest 
bodily  part  of  your  mistress,  my  ten  thousand 
dacatfl  are  yoors;  so  is  yonr  diamond  too.  If  I 
come  off,  and  leave  her  in  such  hononr  as  yon 
have  trust  in,  she  your  jewel,  this  your  jewel, 
and  my  gold  are  yours : — provided  I  have  your 
commendation  for  mv  more  free  entertainment 

J\)9t,  1  embrace  these  conditions ;  let  as  have 
articles  betMrixt  as: — only,  thos  far  yoa  shall 
answer.    If  you  make  your  voyage  upon  her,  and 

fve  me  directly  to  understand  you  have  prevailed, 
am  no  further  vonr  enemy :  she  is  not  worth 
our  debate.  If  she  remun  unsednced  (yoa  not 
making  it  appear  otherwise),  for  your  ill  opinion, 
and  the  assault  yon  have  made  to  her  clutttity, 
you  shall  answer  me  with  your  sword. 

lack.  Your  hand ;  a  covenant :  We  will  have 
these  things  set  down  by  lawful  counsel,  and 
straight  away  for  Britain ;  lest  the  bargain  should 
eatoh  cold,  and  starve.  I  will  fetch  my  gold,  and 
have  our  two  wagers  recorded. 

FlotU  Agreed.  [Exeunt  Pc0T.  €md  lixm, 

F^enek.  Will  this  hold,  think  you? 

Pku  Siguier  lachimo  will  not  from  it.  Pray, 
et  OS  follow 'em. 


SCENE  YL— Britain.    A  Sam  m  Cymbeline'^ 
Faiace. 

3Uer  Queen,  Ladies,  and  Coritelxub. 

QueoL  Whiles  yet  the  dew's  on  ground,  gather 
those  flowers; 
Make  haste:  Who  has  the  note  of  them? 

1  Latfy.  I,  madam. 

Queen,  Despatch.  [Exeunt  Ladies. 

Now,  master  doctor,  haveyou brought  those  drug3? 

Cor,  Pleaseth  your  Ugliness,  ay :  4iere  tliey  are, 
madam :  [Pretentmg  a  tmaU  box. 

But  I  beseech  your  grace  (without  offence — 
My  conscience  bids  me  ask),  wherefore  you  have 
Commanded  of  roe  these  most  poisonous  compounds. 
Which  are  the  movers  of  a  languishing  death; 
But,  though  slow,  deadly? 

Qtaeen*  I  wonder,  doctor. 

Thou  ask'bt  me  such  a  question :  Have  I  not  been 
Thy  pupil  long?    Hast  thou  not  leam'd  me  how 
To  make  perfumes?  distil?  preserve?  yea,  so, 
That  our  great  king  himself  doth  woo  me  oft 
For  my  confections?    Having  thus  far  proceeded 
JiJnless  thou  think'st  me  devuish),  is't  not  meet 
That  I  did  amplify  my  judgment  in 
Other  conclusions  ?    I  will  try  the  forces 
Of  these  thy  compounds  on  such  creatures  as 
We  count  not  worth  the  hanging  (but  nonehaman). 


To  try  the  vigour  of  them,  and  apply 
AlUmnents  to  their  act ;  and  by  them 
Their  sevenl  vhrtoea  and  effects. 


gather 


Cor.  Tour  highness 

Shall  from  this  practice  but  make  hard  your  heart : 
Besides,  the  seeing  these  eflects  will  be 
Both  noisooie  and  infectious. 

Queen,  O,  content  thee* 

Enter  Psbamio. 

Here  comes  a  flattering  rascal ;  upon  him    [Aside, 
Will  I  first  work  ;  he*s  for  his  master. 
And  enemy  to  my  son.—  How  now,  Fisanio  ? 
Doctor,  your  service  for  this  time  is  ended ; 
TUe  yoor  own  wmj. 


Cor,  I  do  suspect  you,  madam  j 

But  yoa  shall  do  no  harm.  ^lAeuk, 

Chieen.  Hark  thee,  a  word.^    [  To  Pis. 

Cor,  [Aeide,]  I  do  not  like' her.    She  doth  think 
she  has 
Strange  lingering  poisons :  I  do  know  her  spirit, 
And  will  not  trust  one  of  her  malice  with 
A  drug  of  such  damned  nature :  Those  she  has 
Will  stupify  and  dull  the  sense  awhile: 
Which  first,  perchance,  shell  prove  on  cats  and 

dogs; 
Then  afterward  up  higher ;  but  there  Is 
No  danger  in  what  show  of  death  it  makes. 
More  than  the  locking  up  the  spirits  for  a  time. 
To  be  more  fresh,  reviving.    She  U  fooPd 
With  a  most  false  effect ;  and  I  the  truer 
So  to  be  fSdse  with  her. 

Queen,  No  further  service,  doctor, 

Until  1  send  for  thee. 

Cor,  I  humbly  take  my  leave.    [Exit 

Queen,  Weeps  she  still,  say^st  thoa  ?  Dost  thou 
think  m  time 
She  will  not  quench ;  and  let  instructions  enter 
Where  folly  now  possesses?  Do  thou  work : 
When  thou  shalt  bring  me  word  she  loves  my  son, 
111  tell  thee,  on  the  instant,  thou  art  then 
As  great  as  is  thv  master :  greater;  for 
His  fortunes  all  lie  speechless,  and  his  name 
Is  at  last  gasp :  Return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is:  to  shift  his  being 
Is  to  exchange  one  misery  with  another; 
And  every  day  that  comes,  comes  to  decay 
A  day's  work  in  bira :  What  shalt  thou  expect. 
To  be  depender  on  a  thing  that  leans, — 
Who  cannot  be  new  built,  nor  has  no  friends^ 

[The  Queen  drcpe  a  box :  P18.  takes  tt  up. 
So  much  as  but  to  prop  him  ?— Thou  tak'st  up 
Thou  kno  w'bt  not  what ;  but  take  it  for  thy  labour* 
It  is  a  thing  I  made,  which  hath  the  king 
Five  tiroes  redeemed  from  death :  I  do  not  know 
What  is  more  cordial :— Nay,  I  prithee,  take  it ; 
It  is  an  earnest  of  a  further  good 
That  I  mean  to  thee.    Tell  thy  mistress  how 
The  case  stands  with  her ;  do*t,  as  from  thyself 
Think  what  a  chance  thou  changest  on ;  but  thmk 
Thou  hast  thy  mistress  still,— to  boot,  my  son, 
Who  shall  take  notice  of  thee :  111  move  the  king 
To  any  shape  of  thy  preferment,  such 
As  thoult  desire ;  and  then  myself,  I  chiefly, 
That  set  thee  on  to  this  desert,  am  bound 
To  load  thy  merit  richly.    Call  my  women  s 
Think  on  my  words.   [Exit  Pn.]— A  sly  and 

constant  knave: 
Not  to  be  shak'd :  the  agent  for  his  master; 
And  the  remembrancer  of  her,  to  hold 
The  hand  fast  to  her  lord.— I  have  given  him  that, 
Which,  if  he  take,  shall  quite  unpeople  her 
Of  liegers  for  her  sweet ;  and  which  she,  after, 
Ezoe^she  bend  her  humour,  shall  be  assur'd 

Me-enter  Pjeaeio  and  Ladles. 
To  taste  of  too.— So,  so ;— well  done,  well  done : 
The  violets,  cowslips,  and  the  primroses, 
Bear  to  my  closet:— Fare  thee  well,  Pisanio; 
Think  on  my  words.    [Exeunt  Qoebh  and  Ladies. 

Fie,  And  shall  do : 

But  when  to  my  good  lord  I  prove  untrue, 
111  choke  myself:  there*s  all  111  do  for  you.  [Edt, 

SCENE  YTL—Another  Boom  m  the  Faktee, 
Enter  Imogbe.  . 

MiK  A  fiUher  cruel,  and  a  step-dame  false;  IC 
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A  foolish  soitor  to  a  wedded  lady, 
That  hath  her  husband  banishM;— O,  that  hus- 
band 1 
M7  supreme  crown  of  grief!  and  those  repeated 
Vexations  of  itt    Had  I  been  thief-stolen^ 
ka  my  two  brothers,  happy  I  bat  most  miserable 
Is  the  desire  that*s  glorious:  Blessed  be  those, 
How  mean  soe'er,  that  iiave  their  honest  wi.ls, 
Which  seasons  comfort  — Who  may  this  be? 
Fyel 

SrUer  PisANio  end  Llohiuo. 

Pu.  Madam,  a  noble  gentleman  of  Rome, 
Comed  from  my  lord  with  letters. 

lack.  Change  yon,  madam? 

The  worthy  Leonatas  is  hi  safety, 
And  greets  your  highness  dearly. 

[Presents  a  letter. 

Imo,  Thanks,  good  sir : 

You  are  kindly  welcome. 

lach.  All  of  her  that  is  out  of  door  most  rich  I 

[Aside 
If  she  be  fumish'd  with  a  mhid  so  rare, 
She  is  alone  the  Arabian  bird ;  and  I 
Have  lost  the  wager.    Boldness  be  my  firiendl 
Arm  me,  audacity,  from  head  to  footl 
Or,  like  the  Parthian,  I  shall  flying  fight ; 
fiather,  directly  fly. 

Imo.  [Beads,]  He  is  one  of  the  nobleRt  note,  to  whose 
kindnemes  I  am  moet  infinitely  tied.  Beflect  upon  him 
aooordingly,  as  yon  ralue  your  trust 

LVOMjtTUB. 

So  Seut  I  read  aloud : 

But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  heart 

Is  warm*d  by  the  rest,  and  takes  it  thankfully. 

You  are  as  welcome,  worthy  sir,  as  I 

Have  words  to  bid  you ;  and  shall  find  it  so 

In  all  that  I  can  do. 

lach.  Thanks,  fairest  lady.— 

What  I  are  men  mad?    Hath  nature  given  them 

To  see  tliis  vaulted  arch,  and  the  rich  crop 
Of  sea  and  land,  which  can  distinguish  Hwixt 
I'he  fiery  orbs  above,  and  the  twinn'd  stones 
Upon  the  numbered  beach  ?  and  can  we  not 
Partition  make  with  spectacles  so  precious 
Twixt  £ur  and  foul  ? 

Jmo,  What  makes  your  admiration  ? 

Jadu  It  cannot  be  i'  the  eye;   for  apes  and 
monkeys, 
Twixt  two  such  shes,  would  chatter  this  way  and 
Contemn  with  mows  the  other :   Nor  i*  the  judg- 
ment; 
For  idiots,  in  this  case  of  favour,  would 
Be  wisely  definite :  Nor  i*  the  appetite : 
Sluttery,  to  such  neat  excellence  oppos  d, 
Should  make  desire  vomit  emptiness, 
Not  St)  allur'd  to  feed. 

Jmo,  What  is  the  matter,  trow  ? 

laeh.  The  cloyed  will 

?'hat  satiate  yet  unsatisfied  desure, 
liat  tub  both  fiird  and  running),  ravening  first 
The  Iamb,  longs  after  for  the  garbage. 

Imo,  What,  dear  sir. 

Thus  raps  you  ?    Are  you  well  ? 
lack.  Thanks,  madam;    well; — 'Beseech  you, 
sir,  desire  [To  Pisahio. 

My  man's  abode  where  I  did  leave  him :  ho 
Is  strange  and  peevish. 

Pis,  I  was  going,  sh-, 

To  give  hhn  welcome.  [Exit  PisAino. 

MO,  Continues  well  my  lord?     His  health, 
'beseech  jou  ? 


laeh.  Well,  madam. 

Imo,  Is  he  dispos'd  to  mirth  ?   I  hope  he  la. 
lack.  Exceeding  pleasant ;  none  a  stranger  therr 
So  meri*y  and  so  gamesome :  he  is  called 
The  Briton  reveller. 

Imo.  When  lie  was  here 

He  did  incline  to  sadness ;  and  oft-times 
Not  knowing  why. 

lack  I  never  saw  him  sad. 

There  is  a  Frenchman,  his  companion,  one 
An  eminent  monsieur,  that,  it  seems,  much  loves 
A  Gallian  girl  at  home:  he  furnaces 
The  thick  sighs  from  him ;  whiles  the  jolly  Briton 
(Your  lord,  I  mean)  laughs  from^  free  longs, 

cries,  "  0 1 
Can  my  sides  hold,  to  think  that  man. — who  knows, 
By  history,  report,  or  his  own  proof, 
What  woman  is,  yea,  what  she  cannot  choose 
But  must  be, — will  his  free  hours  languish  for 
Assured  bondage?" 
Imo.  Will  my  lord  sslj  so  ? 

laeh.  Ay,  madam ;  with  his  eyes  in  flood  with 
laughter. 
It  is  a  recreation  to  be  by. 
And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman :  Bat,  heayens 

know. 
Some  men  are  much  to  blame. 
Imo.  Not  he,  I  hope. 

lack.  Not  he:  Bat  yet  heaven^  bounty  towards 
him  might 
Be  ns*d  more  thankfully.    In  himself;  *tis  much ; 
In  you, — which  I  account  his,  beyond  all  talents, — 
Whilst  I  am  bound  to  wonder,  I  am  bound 
To  pity  too. 
Imo.  What  do  you  pity,  sir? 

lach.  Two  creatures,  heartiry. 
Itiio,  Am  I  one,  fdr? 

You  look  on  me.    What  wreck  discern  you  mme 
Deserves  your  pity  ? 

lach.  Lamentable  I    What  I 

To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  sun,  and  solace 
I'  the  dungeon  by  a  snuff? 

Imo.  I  pray  you,  sir. 

Deliver  with  more  openness  your  answers 
To  my  demands.     Why  do  you  pity  me  ? 
lacL  That  others  do, 

I  was  about  to  say,  enjoy  your But 

It  is  an  office  of  the  gods  to  venge  it, 
Not  mine  to  speak  on^t. 

Imo.  You  do  seem  to  know 

Something  of  roe,  or  what  concerns  me.  Tray  yo« 
fSince  doubting  things  go  ill  often  hurts  more 
Than  to  be  sure  they  do :  For  certainties 
Either  are  past  remedies  :  or,  timely  knowing. 
The  remedy  then  bom),  discover  to  me 
What  both  you  spur  and  stop. 

lach.  Had  I  this  cheek 

To  bathe  my  lips  upon;  this  hand,  whose  touch. 
Whose  every  touch,  would  force  the  feeler's  soul 
To  the  oath  of  loyalty ;  this  object,  which 
Takes  prisoner  the  wild  motion  of  mine  eye. 
Fixing  it  only  here:  should  I  (damn'd  thmj 
Slaver  with  lips  as  common  as  the  stairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol :  ioin  gripes  with  hands 
Made  hard  with  hourly  falsehood  (falsehood,  as 
With  labour) ;  then,  by-peeping  in  an  eye, 
Base  and  unlustrous  as  the  smoky  light 
That's  fed  with  stinking  tallow ;  it  were  fitj 
That  all  the  plagues  of  hell  should  at  one  timt 
Encounter  such  revolt. 

Imo.  My  lord,  I  fear, 

Has  forgot  Britain. 
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IneUii'd  to  thb  inteHigenoe,  pronounce 
The  beccgtrj  of  hU  change;  but  ^  your  graces 
That,  fh>m  mj  mutest  oouBcience,  to  my  tongue, 
Charms  this  report  oat. 

/fno.  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

JadL  O  dearest  soul  I  your  cause  doth  strike 
my  heart 
WitD  pity,  that  doth  make  me  sick.    A  lady 
So  fiur,  and  fastened  to  an  empery, 
Would  make  the  greatest  king  doublet   To  be 

partnered 
With  tomboys,  hir*d  with  that  self-exhibition 
Which  your  own  coffers  yield!  with  diseased 

ventures, 
That  pUy  with  all  infirmities  for  gold 
Whicn  rottenness  can  lend  nature!  such  boird 

stuff, 
As  well  might  poison  poison !    Be  reveng'd : 
Or  she  that  bore  you  was  no  queen,  and  yon 
Recoil  from  your  great  stock 

Itno.  Reveng'dl 

How  should  I  be  reveng'd  ?    If  this  be  true, 
(As  I  have  such  a  heart  that  both  mine  ears 
Must  not  in  haste  abuse),  if  it  be  true, 
How  shall  I  be  reveng'd  ? 

ItK^  Should  he  make  me 

Live  like  Diana^  priest,  betwixt  cold  sheets, 
Whiles  he  is  vaulting  variable  ramp6|^ 
In  your  despite,  upon  your  purse  ?    Revenge  it. 
I  dedicate  myself  to  your  sweet  pleasure ; 
More  noble  than  that  runagate  to  your  bed ; 
Aiid  will  continue  fast  to  your  affection. 
Still  dose,  as  sure. 

Into,  What,  ho!  Pisanio! 

lack.  Let  me  my  service  tender  on  your  lips. 

Ima,  Away!— I  do  condemn  mine  ears  that 

have 

So  long  attended  thee. — If  thou  wert  honourable, 

rhou  wouldst  have  told  this  tale  for  virtue,  not 

For   such   an   end  tboa  seek'st;    as   base,   as 

strange. 
Thou  wrongest  a  gentleman,  who  is  as  fiir 
From  thy  report,  as  thou  from  honour;  and 
Solieit^t  here  a  lady,  that  disdains 
Thee  and  the  devil  alike.— What,  ho!  Pisanio! 
The  king  my  father  shall  be  made  acquainted 
Of  thy  assault ;  if  he  shall  think  it  fit, 
A  saucy  stranger,  in  his  court,  to  mart 
As  in  a  Romish  stew,  and  to  expound 
His  beastly  mind  to  us ;  he  hath  a  court 
He  little  cares  for,  and  a  daughter  whom 
He  not  respects  at  all.— What,  ho !  Pisanio! 

Jack,  O  nappy  LeonatnsI  I  may  say : 
The  credit  that  thy  Udy  hath  of  thee 
Deserves    thy    trust;    and    thy  most    perfect 

goodness 
Her  assar*d  credit  I— Blessed  live  you  long ! 
A  huly  to  the  woi  thiest  sir,  that  ever 
Country  call'd  hisl  and  vou  his  mistress,  only 
For  the  most  worthiest  fit !  Give  meyour  pardon. 
I  hsvespoks  this,  to  know  if  your  sffiuioo 
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Were  deeply  rooted ;  and  shall  make  your  lord 
That  which  he  is,  new  o'er :  And  he  is  one 
The  truest  mannered  ^  such  a  hol^r  witch, 
That  he  enchants  societies  unto  him: 
Half  all  men's  hearts  are  his. 
Into,  You  make  amends 

lack.  He  sits  Amongst  *  men,  like  a  descended 
god: 
He  hath  a  kind  of  honour  sets  him  ofl^ 
More  than  a  mortal  seeming.  Be  not  angry, 
Most  mighty  princess,  that  I  have  adventur'd 
To  try  your  taking,  a  false  report  which  hath 
Honour'd  with  confirmation  your  great  judgment 
In  the  election  of  a  sir  so  rare. 
Which  you  know  cannot  err :  The  love  I  bear  him 
Made  me  to  fan   you  thus;  but  the  gods  made 

YOU, 

Unlike  all  others,  chaffleas.    Pray,  your  pardon. 

Imo,  All's  well,  sir:  Take  my  power  i*  the  coon 
for  Yours. 

lac^  My  humble  thanks.    I  had  almost  forgot 
To  entreat  your  grace  but  m  a  small  request. 
And  yet  of  moment  too,  for  it  concerns 
Your  lord ;  myself,  and  other  noble  friends, 
Are  partners  in  the  business- 

Imo,  ^^7*  ^^  '^*^^ 

lack.  Some  dozen  Romsns  of'^ns,  and  your  lord 
(The  best  feather  of  our  Mring),  have  mmgled 

sums. 
To  buy  a  present  for  the  Emperor; 
Which  I,  the  factor  for  the  rest,  have  done 
In   France:   *Tis  plate,  of  rare  device;    and 

jewels. 
Of  rich  and  exquisite  form;  their  values  great ; 
And  I  am  something  curious,  being  strange, 
To  have  theni  in  safe  stowage.    May  it  please 

you 
To  take  them  in  proteotion  ? 

Imo,  Willingly; 

And  pawn  mine  honour  for  their  safety:  since 
My  lord  hath  interest  in  them,  I  will  keep  them 
In  my  bed-chamber. 

/odL  They  are  in  a  trunk, 

Attended  by  my  men :  I  will  make  bold 
To  send  them  to  you,  only  for  this  night 
I  must  aboard  to-morrow. 

Imo,  0,  no,  no. 

lack.  Yes,  I  beseech ;  or  I  shall  short  my  word, 
By  lengthening  my  return.    From  Gallia 
I  cross'd  the  seas  on  purpose,  and  on  promise 
To  see  your  grace. 

Imo.  I  thank  yon  for  your  pains ; 

But  not  away  to-morrow  I 

lack,  0, 1  must,  madam. 

Therefore,  I  shall  beseech  you,  if  you  please 
To  greet  your  lord  with  writing,  do't  to-night 
I  have  outstood  my  time;  which  u  material 
To  the  tender  of  our  present 

Imo,  I  will  write. 

Send  your  trunk  to  me ;  it  shall  safe  be  kept. 
And  trul  V  yielded  yon :  You  are  very  welcome. 
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ACT  IL 


SCENE  l.-^Oouti  hefcre  Cjrabeline's  Palace, 

Enter  Cloten  and  hoo  Lords. 
Clo,  Was  there  ever  inan  had  soch  luck !  when 
I  kissed  the  iackf  upon  an  up-cast  to  be  hit  away  I 
I  had  a  hundred  pound  ont :  And  then  a  whoreson 
iacKanapes  must  take  me  up  for  swearing ;  as  if  I 
borrowed  mine  oaths  of  him,  and  might  not  spend 
them  at  my  pleasure. 

1  LortL  What  got  he  by  that  ?  Yon  have  broke 
his  pate  with  your  bowl. 

2  Lord.  If  bis  wit  had  been  like  Iiim  that  broke 
it,  it  would  have  ran  all  out.  [Aside. 

Clo,  When  a  gentleman  is  disposed  to  swear,  it 
Is  not  for  any  standers-by  to  curtail  his  oaths : 
Ha? 

2  Lord,  No,  my  lord;  nor  [Aside.]  crop  the 
ears  of  them. 

Clo.  Whoreson  dog  I— I  gire  him  satisfaction? 
*  Would  he  had  been  one  of  my  rank! 

2  Lord,  To  have  smelt  like  a  fool.  [Aside, 

Clo,  I  am  not  vexed  more  at  anything  m  the 
earth,— A  pox  on^tl  I  had  rather  not  be  so  noble 
•8  1  am.  They  dare  not  fight  with  me,  because 
of  the  queen  my  molher :  every  jack-slave  hath 
his  belly  full  of  fighting,  and  I  must  go  up  and 
down  lixe  a  cock  that  nobody  can  match. 

2  Lord,  Yon  are  cock  and  capon  too ;  and  jon 
crow,  cock,  with  your  comb  on.  [Aside. 

Clo.  Sayestthou? 

1  Lord.  It  is  not  fit  your  lordship  should  under- 
take every  companion  that  you  give  offence  to. 

Clo,  No,  I  know  that :  but  it  is  fit  I  should 
oommit  offence  to  my  inferiors. 

2  LoreL  Ay,  it  is  fit  for  your  lordship  only. 
Clo.  Why,  so  I  say? 

1  Lord,  Did  you  hear  of  a  stranger  that^  oome 
to  court  to-night? 

Clo,  A  stranger !  and  I  not  know  on'tl 

2  Lord,  He's  a  strange  fellow  himself,  and  knows 
it  not.  [Aside, 

1  Lord,  There*s  an  Italian  come;  and,  tis 
tfaonght,  one  of  Leonatus*  friends. 

clo,  Leonatnst  a  banished  rascal;  and  he^s 
another,  whatsoever  he  be.  Who  told  yon  of  this 
stranger? 

1  Lord,  One  of  yonr  lordship^s  pages. 

Clo.  Is  it  fit  I  went  to  look  upon  him  ?  Is  there 
no  derogation  in*t? 

1  LonL  You  cannot  derogate,  my  lord. 
Clo.  Not  easily,  I  think. 

2  Lord,  Yon  are  a  fool  granted;  therefore  your 
issnes,  being  foolish,  do  not  derogate.  [Aside. 

Clo.  Come,  111  go  see  this  Italian:  What  I 
have  loet  to-day  at  bowls  111  win  to-night  of  him. 
Come,  go. 

2LonL  111  attend  your  lordship. 

[Exeunt  Cloten  and  first  Lord. 
That  such  a  crafty  devil  as  is  hid  mother 
Shonid  yield  the  world  this  ass  I  a  woman,  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain ;  and  this  her  son 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart. 
And  leave  eighteen.    Alas,  poor  princess. 
Thon  divme  Imogen,  what  toon  endur'st  I 
Betwixt  a  father  by  thy  step-dame  governed ; 
A  mother  hourly  coining  plots ;  a  wooer. 
If  ore  hateful  than  the  foul  expulsion  is 
Of  thy  dear  husband.    From  that  horrid  act 
Of  the  divorce  he'd  make,  the  Ueavens  hold  firm 
The  walls  <^  thy  dear  hononr ;  keep  anshak*d 


That  temple,  thy  &hr  mhid;  that  thon  vmfai 

stand. 
To  enjoy  thy  banished  lord,  and  this  great  land  I 

[EixiL 

SCENE  IL— ^  Bedchamber;  in  one  jpart  qf  U 
a  Trunk. 

IifOOEN  reading  in  her  bed;  a  Lady  attending 

Imo.  Who's  there?  my  woman  Helen? 
La^.  Please  yon,  madam. 

Into,  Wbathonrisit? 

Lady.  Almost  midnight,  madam. 

Imo.  I  have  read  three  hours  then :  mine  eyes 

are  weak: 
Fold  down  the  leaf  where  I  have  left :  To  bed : 
Take  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  bumin? ; 
And  if  thou  canst  awake  by  four  o*  the  dock. 
I  prithee,  call  me.    Sleep  hath  seix'd  me  wholly. 

[EdtLsAr. 
To  your  protection  I  commend  me,  gods! 
From  fairies,  and  the  tempters  of  the  night, 
Guard  me,  beseech  yel 

[Sleeps.    J ACB.^  from  the  trunk, 
Jadi,  The  crickets  sing,  and  man%  o'er-Iabonr*d 

sense 
Repairs  itself  by  rest:  Onr  Taronin  thus 
Did  softly  press  the  rushes,  ere  ne  wakenVl 
The  chastity  he  wounded.  >  Cytherea, 
How  bravely  thou  becom*st  thy  bed!  fresh  IDy  t 
And  whiter  than  the  sheets  I    That  I  might  tooch  I 
But  kiss;  one  kiss! — Rubies  unparagond. 
How  dearly  they  do^ — Tis  her  breathing  that 
Perfumes  the  chamber  thus:  The  flame  o*  the 

taper 
Bows  toward  her;  and  would  nnder-pNeep  her  lids. 
To  see  the  enclosed  lights,  now  canopied 
Under  these  windoyrs,  white  and  azure,  lae<d 
With  blue  of  heaven's  own  tinct— But  my  design. 
To  note  the  chamber,  1  will  vnite  all  down : 
Such  and  such  pictures: — There  the  window: 

Such 
The  adornment  of  her  bed  :~The  arras,  figures. 
Why,  such  and  snch : — And  the  contents  o*  tlis 

story. 
Ah,  but  some  natural  notes  about  her  body 
Above  ten  thousand  meaner  moveables 
Would  testify,  to  enrich  mine  inventory. 
0  sleep,  thou  ape  of  death,  lie  dull  upon  her  I 
And  be  her  sense  but  as  a  monument, 
Thus  in  a  chapel  lying  I — Come  ofl^  come  off; 

[Taking  off  her  bratdeU 
Ap  sli]>pery,  as  the  Gordian  knot  was  hard  I 
Tis  mine;  and  this  will  witness  outwardly, 
As  strongly  as  the  conscience  does  within. 
To  the  madding  of  her  lord.    On  her  left  breast 
A  mole  cinque-spotted,  like  the  crimson  drops 
I*  the  bottom  of  a  cowslip     Here's  a  youoher, 
Stronger  than  ever  law  could  make :  this  secret 
Will  force  him  think  I  have  pick*d  the  lock^  and 

ta'en 
The  treasure   of  her  hononr.    No  more. -To 

what  end  ? 
Why  shonld  I  write  this  down,  that's  riyeted, 
Sorew'd  to  my  memory?  She  hatli  been  reaiding 

late 
The  tale  of  Terens ;  here  the  leaf^  tnm'd  down 
Where  Philomel  gave  up ;— I  have  enough: 
To  the  trunk  again,  and  shut  the  spring  of  |l|^ 
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BwUt  fwift.  yondragoniofthe  nif^lit,  that  dawning 
May  bare  the  raveni  eye  1    I  lodge  in  fear ; 
Though  thus  a  heavenly  angel,  hell  is  here. 
Ona,  two,  three—Time,  timel         [CU>ckstrike$. 
[Qoes  into  the  trunk,    The  9oeM  doses. 

SCENE  IIL—  Without  the  Ptilace^  under  Imogen^ 
JLpartment, 

Enter  Clotem  and  Lorda. 

1  Lord.  Tour  lordship  is  the  moat  patient  man 
in  loss,  the  most  coldest  that  ever  turned  up  ace. 

Clo,  It  would  make  any  man  cold  to  lose. 

1  Lord.  But  not  every  man  oatient  after  the 
noble  temper  of  your  lordship.  Yon  are  most  hot 
and  furious  when  you  win. 

Clo.  Winning  will  put  any  man  into  oomrage. 
If  I  could  get  this  foolish  Imogen,  I  should  have 
gold  enough.    It's  almost  morning,  is't  not? 

1  Lord.  Day,  m^  lord. 

Clo.  i  would  tlus  music  would  come :  I  am  ad- 
vised to  give  her  music  o*  mornings;  they  say  it 
will  penetrate. 

Ekter  Mudciana. 

Come  on;  tune.  If  yon  can  penetrate  her  with 
your  fingering,  so ;  well  try  with  tongue  too :  if 
none  will  do,  let  her  remain;  but  111  never  ^ve 
o*er.  First,  a  very  excellent  good-conoeited  thmg ; 
after,  a  wonderful  sweet  air,  with  admirable  rich 
wordis  to  it,— and  then  let  her  oonsider. 

80Na 

Haik  I  haric  I  the  lark  a*  benm^  fMs  lii^. 

And  Pboibas  'gins  arise, 
His  sieedi  to  water  at  those  siirincB 

On  cballord  flowen  that  Um  ; 
And  wiuktaf  Maiy-budi  begin  to  ope  their  coldfln 

With  evenrthioff  tba*  pi«t^  la-Mj  lady  sweet, 
ariM:  AiiM.aiiMk 

So,  get  yon  gone.  If  this  penetrate,  I  will  con- 
sider jouT  music  the  better:  if  it  do  not,  it  is  a 
Yoiee  in  her  ears,  which  horse- hairs  and  calves'- 
gnts,  nor  the  voice  of  tmpaved  eunuch  to  boot, 
can  never  amend.  [Exeunt  Musicians. 

Enter  Ctmbeuhs  and  Qubev. 

2  Lord.  Here  comes  the  kins. 

Clo.  I  am  glad  I  was  np  so  late;  for  that^  the 
reason  I  was  up  so  early.  He  cannot  choose  but 
take  this  servioe  1  hinre  done,  fatherly.  Good 
morrow  to  yonr  miges^,  and  to  my  gracious 
mother. 

CVm*  Attend  yoa  here  the  door  of  onr  stem 
daughter? 
Will  she  not  forth? 

Clo.  1  have  asHsiled  her  with  mofioa,  hnt  she 
voochsafes  no  notice. 

CViii.  The  exile  ofher  minion  is  too  new; 
She  hath  not  yet  forgot  him :  some  more  time 
Must  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  oat, 
And  then  ahe's  yours. 

Queen.  Ton  are  most  boond  to  the  king. 

Who  lets  go  br  no  raittages  that  may 
Prefer  you  to  his  daughter.    Frame  yomrself 
To  orderly  solicits;  and,  befriended 
With  aptness  of  the  season,  make  denials 
Increase  your  services:  so  seem,  as  if 
Ton  were  inspir'd  tu  do  those  duties  which 
Ton  tender  to  her,  that  yon  in  all  obey  her, 
Save  when  conmiand  to  your  dismission  tenda, 
And  therein  joa  are  aenseless. 

Oh.  Senaeleia?  notflo. 
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JSfo^sr  a  Messenger. 

Ifees.  So  like  you,  sir,  ambassadors  from  Some; 
The  one  is  Caius  Lucius. 

Cyrn.  A  worthy  fellow, 

Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpose  now; 
But  that's  no  fault  of  his:  We  must  receire  him 
According  to  the  honoiv  of  his  sender ; 
And  towards  himself,  his  goodness  forespent  on  na, 
We  must  extend  our  notice.    Our  dear  son, 
When  you  have  given  good  morning  to  your 

mistress, 
Attend  the  queen  and  us ;  we  shall  have  need 
To  employ  you  towards  this  Roman. — Come,  onr 

queen. 
[Exeunt  die.,  QuEEir,  Lords,  and  Mess. 
Clo.  If  she  be  no,  III  speak  with  her ;  if  not. 
Let  her  lie  still  and  dream.— By  your  leave,  ho!— 

[Knocks 
I  know  her  women  are  about  her.    What 
If  I  do  line  one  of  their  hands?  Tis  gold 
Which  buys  admittance ;  oft  it  dom ;  yea,  and 

makes 
Diana's  rangers  false  themselves,  yi^d  im 
Their  deer  to  the  stand  o*  the  stealer ;  ana  ^  gold 
Which  makes  the  true  man  kill'd,  and  saves  the 

thief; 
Nay,  sometime,  hangs  both  thief  and  true  man: 

Wliat 
Can  it  not  do,  and  undo  ?    I  will  make 
One  of  her  women  lawyer  to  me ;  for 
I  yet  not  understand  the  case  myself. 
By  your  leave.  [Enocks. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.  Who^  there  that  knocks? 

Ch.  A  gentleman. 

Ijody.  No  more  ? 

Clo.  Tea,  and  a  gentlewoman*s  son. 

Lady.  That's  more 

Than  some,  whose  tailors  are  as  dear  as  yours. 
Can  justly   boast  of:    Whatls  yonr  lordship^ 
pleasure? 

Clo.  Your  lady's  person:  la  she  ready? 

Lady.  Ay, 

To  keep  her  chamber. 

Clo.  There  is  gold  for  yon;  sell  me  jonr  good 
report. 

Lady.  How!   my  good  name?   or  to  report 
of  yon 
What  I  shall  tUnk  is  good?— The  princess— 

Enter  Imooeii. 

Cbw  Ck)od-morrow,  fairest :  sister,  yoor  aweet 
hand. 

Imo.  Good-morrow,  sir:  Ton  lay  ont  too  much 
pains 
For  purchasing  but  trouble :  the  thanka  I  give 
Is  telling  you  that  I  am  poor  of  thanks, 
And  scarce  can  spare  them. 

Clo.  Still,  I  swear  I  love  yon. 

Imo.  If  you  but  said  so  'twere  as  deep  with  me : 
If  you  swear  still,  yonr  reoompeiise  is  still 
That  I  regard  it  not 

CU).  This  is  no  answer. 

Imo.  But  that  yon  shall  not  say  I  yield,  being 
silent, 
I  would  not  ^peak.  I  pray  you,  spare  me:  i'fidth, 
I  shall  unfold  equal  discourtesy 
To  your  best  kindness;  one  of  yonr  great  knowing 
Should  learn,  being  taught,  forbearance. 

Oh.  To  leave  yon  in  yoor  madnesa,  ^kwere  my 
•in*  .  ^  , 

I  will  not        p.g.^.^^^  ^y  Google 
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Imo,  FooU  are  not  mad  folks. 

Clo,  Do  joa  oall  me  fool  ? 

/mo.  As  I  am  mad,  I  do : 
If  jool)  be  patient,  III  no  more  be  mad; 
Tliat  cores  as  both.    I  am  mach  sony,  sir, 
Yoa  pat  me  to  forget  a  lady's  manners, 
By  being  so  yerbai:  and  learn  now,  for  all, 
That  IfWhich  know  mj  heart,  do  here  prononnce, 
By  the  very  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for  you ; 
And  am  so  near  the  lack  of  charity 
To  accuse  myself),  I  hate  you;  which  I  had 

rather 
Ton  felt,  than  make't  my  boast. 

CUk  Ton  sin  against 

Obedieoce,  which  yon  owe  ;^ur  fatlier.    Fur 
The  contract  you  pretend  with  that  base  wretch 
(One  bred  of  alms,  and  foster'd  with  cold  di.<)hes, 
With  scraps  o*  the  court),  it  is  no  contract,  none: 
And  though  it  be  allow'd  in  meaner  jiarties 
HTet  who  than  he  more  mean  ?)  to  knit  their  souls 
[On  whom  there  is  no  more  dependency 
Bat  brats  and  besgary)  in  self-figur*d  knot, 
Yet  yoa  are  cnrbM  from  that  enlargement  by 
The  coiiseqaence  o*  the  crown ;  and  must  not  soil 
The  precious  note  of  it  with  a  base  slave, 
A  hilding  for  a  livery,  a  squire's  cloth, 
A  pantler,  not  so  emment. 

ImcK  Profane  fellow  I 

Wert  thoa  the  son  of  Japiter,  and  no  more 
Bat  what  thoa  art  besides,  thou  wert  too  base 
To  be  hU  groom :  thou  wert  dignified  enough, 
Even  to  the  point  of  envy,  if  *twere  made 
Comparative  for  your  virtues,  to  be  sty  I'd 
The  under-bangman  of  his  kingdom;  and  hated 
For  being  preferred  so  well. 

Clo,  The  soath-fog  rot  him  I 

bno.  He  never  can  meet  more  mischance  than 


To  be  hot  nam*d  of  thee.    His  meanest  garment. 
That  ever  hath  but  cliup'd  his  body,  is  dearer, 
In  my  respect,  than  all  the  hairs  above  thee, 
Were   they  all   made   such   men. — How  now, 
Fisanio? 

EfiUr  PiBANio. 

Oiow  His  garment?    Now,  the  devil— 

Imo,   To  Dorothy  my  woman  hie  thee  pre- 
sently :— 

Clo.  His  garment? 

bno.  I  am  sprighted  with  a  fool ; 

Frighted,  and  anger *d  worse :-  Go,  bid  my  woman 
Sesirch  for  a  jewel,  that  too  casually 
Hath  left  mine  arm ;  it  was  thy  master's:  shrew 

m% 
It  I  would  lose  it  for  a  revenue 
Of  any  king's  in  Europe.    I  do  think 
I  sawt  this  morning:  confident  I  am 
Last  night  twas  on  mine  arm ;  1  kiss'd  it : 
I  hope  It  be  not  gone,  to  tell  my  lord 
That  I  kiss  aught  but  he. 

Fit,  TwiU  not  be  lost 

Imo,  I  hope  so :  go  and  search.  [Exit  Pis. 

Ch,  You  have  abus'd  me:  - 

His  meanest  garment? 

Imo.  A^ ;  I  said  so,  sir. 

If  yoa  will  make't  an  action  call  witness  tot 

Olo.  I  will  inform  your  £sther. 

Imo.  Your  mother  too : 

Bbe's  my  good  lady;  and  will  conceive,  I  hope. 
But  the  worst  of  me.    80  1  leave  yoa,  sir, 
To  the  worst  of  discontent  [JEeeit. 

Clo.  Ill  be  revenged  :— 

His  meanest  garment?— Well.  [ExU. 


SCENE  lY.— Rome.    AnApartmaitmVidMo)i 
Houae, 

EnUr  PoanrHUMus  and  Pinuuao. 

Post.  Fear  it  not,  sir;  I  would  I  were  so  sorr 
To  win  the  king,  as  I  am  bold  her  honour 
Will  remain  hers. 

PhL  What  means  do  yoa  make  to  him 

Post.  Not  any ;  but  abide  the  change  of  time ; 
Quake  in  the  present  winter's  state,  and  wish 
Tliat  warmer  days  would  come :  In  these  learVi 

hopes, 
I  barely  gratify  your  love ;  they  railing, 
I  must  die  much  your  debtor. 

PhL  Your  very  goodness,  and  your  oompan> 
O'erpays  all  I  can  do.    By  this,  your  king 
Hath  heard  of  great  Augustas :  Caius  Lucius 
Will  do  his  commission  throughly :  And,  I  think, 
Hell  grant  the  tribute,  send  the  arrearages. 
Or  look  upon  our  Romans,  whose  remembrance 
Is  yet  fresh  in  their  grief. 

Pott.  I  do  believo 

[Statist  though  I  am  none,  nor  like  to  be], 
That  this  will  prove  a  war ;  and  you  shall  hear 
The  legions,  now  in  Gallia,  sooner  landed 
In  our  not-fearing  Britain,  than  have  tidings 
Of  any  penny  tribute  paid.    Oar  countrymen 
Are  men  more  order *d,  than  when  Julius  Cesar 
Smil'd  at  their  lack  of  skill,  but  found  their  couragt 
Worthy  his  frowning  at :  Their  discipline 
(Now  mingled  with  their  courages)   wiU  make 

known 
To  their  approvers,  they  are  people  sadi 
That  mend  apon  the  world. 

Enter  Iachimo. 

PJd,  Seel    Iachimo' 

Post.  The  swiftest  harts  have  posted  yon  by 
land: 
And  winds  of  all  the  comers  kiss'd  your  sails, 
To  make  year  vessel  nimble. 

Pki  Welcome,  sir. 

PosL  I  hope  the  briefness  of  your  answer  medc 
The  speediness  of  your  return. 

lack.  Yoor  lady 

Is  one  of  the  fidrest  thmt  I  have  look'd  apon. 

Post,  And  therewithal  the  best:   or  lot  hei 
beauty 
Look  through  a  casement  to  allore  fidse  hearts, 
And  be  fiUse  with  them. 

lath.  Here  are  letters  for  yoa. 

Post,  Their  tenoar  good,  I  trust 

lack.  Tis  very  like. 

PhL  Was  Caius  Ladas  in  die  Britain  coort, 
When  yoa  were  there? 

lack.  He  was  expected  then, 

Bat  not  approach 'd. 

Post.  All  is  well  yet 

Sparkles  this  stone  as  it  was  wont?  or  is^not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing? 

lack.  If  I  have  lost  it 

I  should  have  lost  the  worth  of  it  in  g^old. 
Ill  make  apoumey  twice  as  far,  to  enjoy 
A  second  night  of  such  sweet  shortness,  which 
Was  mine  in  Britain ;  for  the  ring  is  won. 

Post.  The  stone's  too  hard  to  come  by. 

lack.  Not  a  whit 

Your  lady  being  so  easy. 

Post.  Make  not,  sir, 

Your  loss  yoor  sport :  I  hope  yoa  know  that  we 
Must  not  continue  friends. 

lath.  Good  shr,  we  moat, 


The  knowledge  of  jour  mistrefs  home,  I  grant 
We  were  to  aaestion  further :  bat  I  now 
Pn>fe8e  mjself  the  winner  of  her  honour, 
Together  with  jonr  ring ;  and  not  the  wronger 
Of  her,  or  you,  having  proceeded  but 
Br  both  your  wills. 

PotL  If  you  can  make*t  apparent 

That  jrou  hare  tasted  her  in  bed,  my  hand, 
And  ring,  is  yours:  If  not,  the  foul  opinion 
Ton  had  of  her  pure  honour  gains,  or  loses, 
Tour  sword  or  mine ;  or  masterless  leaves  both 
To  who  shall  find  them. 

lack.  Sir,  my  circomstances 

Being  so  near  the  truth  as  I  will  make  them, 
Mu8t  firat  induce  you  to  believe:  whose  strength 
I  will  confirm  with  oath ;  which,  I  doubt  not, 
Toull  give  me  leave  to  spare,  when  you  shall  find 
Toa  need  it  not. 

JUt,  Proceed. 

lacJu  First,  her  bed-chamber 

f Where,  I  confess,  I  slept  not;  but  profess. 
Had  that  vras  well  worth  watching),  it  was  hang'd 
With  tatiestry  of  silk  and  silver:  tne  story. 
Proud  Cleopatra,  when  she  met  her  Roman, 
And  Cydnus  sweird  above  the  bankn,  or  for 
The  press  of  boats,  or  pride :  A  piece  of  work 
So  bravely  done,  so  rich,  that  it  did  strive 
In  workmanship  and  value ;  which  I  wonder*d, 
Could  be  so  rarely  and  exactly  wrought, 
Since  the  true  life  on*t  was — 

Fiott.  This  is  true; 

And  this  yon  might  hare  heard  of  here,  by  me, 
Or  by  some  other. 

laeh.  More  particulars  • 

Must  jostUy  my  knowledge. 

fbK.  So  they  mutt, 

Or  do  your  honour  injury. 

lach.  The  chimney 

Is  south  the  chamber ;  and  the  chimney-piece, 
Chaste  Dian,  bathine:  never  saw  I  figures 
So  likely  to  report  themselves:  the  cutter 
Was  as  another  nature,  dumb;  outwent  her, 
Motion  and  breath  left  out. 

lUt,  This  in  a  thing 

Wh*eh  you  might  from  relation  likewise  reap; 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  spoke  of. 

JaJL  The  roof  o*  the  chamber 

With  golden  cherubins  is  fretted :  Her  andirons 

ghad  forgot  them)  were  two  vrinking  Cupids 
f  silver,  eaoh  on  one  foot  standing,  nicely 
Depending  on  their  brands. 

hei.  This  is  her  honour  I— 

*j&t  it  be  granted  you  have  seen  all  this  (aiid  praise 
Be  given  to  your  remembranoe),  the  description 
Of  what  is  in  her  chamber  nothing  saves 
The  wager  you  have  laid. 

la^  Then,  if  you  can    [PuUmg  out  the  bracelet. 
Be  pale,  I  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  jewel :  See  I— 
And  now  tis  up  again:  It  must  be  married 
To  that  your  diamond;  111  keep  them. 

FdtL  Jovel 

Once  more  let  me  behold  it :  la  it  that 
Which  I  left  with  her? 

lof*.  Sir  (I  thank  her),  that: 

Sb»  stripped  it  from  her  arm ;  I  see  her  yet; 
Her  pretty  action  did  outsell  her  gift. 
And  yet  enrieh'd  it  too :  She  gave  it  me  and  said 
She  prii'd  it  oooe* 

I\)$L  May  be  she  i>luck*d  it  off. 

To  send  it  ma. 

Jack,  Shewritaesotoyoa?  dothshe? 

Po§L  O,  no^  DO,  no;  V»  trae.    Here,  take  this 
too;  [Gwa  the  ring. 
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It  is  a  basilisk  unto  mine  eye, 

Kills  me  to  look  ont:~Let  there  be  no  honour 

Where  there  is  beauty;  truth,  where  semblance; 

love. 
Where  there*s  another  man :  The  vows  of  women 
Of  no  more  bondage  be  to  where  the^  are  made. 
Than  they  are  to  their  virtues;  which  is  nothing  *-^ 
O,  above  measure  false  I 

Phi,  Have  patience,  sir, 

And  take  your  ring  again ;  'tis  not  yet  won : 
It  may  be  probable  she  lost  it;  or. 
Who  knows  if  one  of  her  women,  being  corrupted, 
Hath  stolen  it  from  her  ? 

Fbat,  Very  true; 

And  80  I  hope  he  came  by*t :— Back  my  ring:— 
Render  to  me  some  corporal  sign  about  her. 
More  evident  than  this ;  for  this  was  stolen. 

lack.  By  Jupiter,  I  had  it  from  her  arm. 

Post,  Hark  yon,   he  swears;   by  Jupiter  he 
swears. 
*Tis  true :— nay.  keep  the  ring-— *tis  true,  I  am  sure 
She  would  not  lose  it:  her  attendants  are 
All  sworn  and  honourable: — They  induced  to  steal 

itl 
And  by  a  stranger  I— No,  he  hath  en  joy 'd  her : 
The  oognizance  of  her  incontinency 
Is  this, — she  hath  bought  the  name  of  whore  ihva 

dearly. 
There,  take  th  v  hire ;  and  all  the  fiends  of  hell 
Divide  themselves  between  you  I 

Pku  Sir,  be  patient  I 

This  is  not  strong  enough  to  be  behev'd 
Of  one  persuaded  well  of— 

Pbst,  Never  talk  ont; 

She  hath  been  oolted  by  him. 

lack.  If  yon  seek 

For  satisfying,  under  her  breast 

S Worthy  the  pressing)  lies  a  mole,  right  proud 
f  that  most  delicate  lodging :  By  my  life, 
I  kiss'd  it ;  and  it  gave  me  present  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  full.    You  do  remember 
This  stain  upon  her? 

Poet,  Ay.  and  it  doth  confirm 

Another  stain,  as  big  as  hell  can  hold, 
Were  there  no  more  but  it. 

laeh.  Will  you  hear  more? 

Pott.  Spare  your  arithmetic :  never  coimt  thi 
turns: 
Once,  and  a  million  I 

IcuX  111  be  iwom, — 

Post  No  swearing. 

If  you  will  swear  you  have  not  dont,  you  lie ; 
And  I  will  kill  thee,  if  thon  dost  deny 
Thou  hast  made  me  cuckold. 

lack.  111  deny  nothing. 

Pbtt,  0,  that  I  had  har  here,  to  tear  her  limb- 
meal  I 
I  will  go  there  and  do*t :  i'  the  court ;  before 
Her  &ther :— 111  do  something—  [JSxit. 

Phi,  Quite  besides 

The  government  of  patience  I — You  have  won : 
Let's  follow  him,  and  pervert  the  present  wrath 
He  hath  against  himself. 

lack.  With  all  my  heart       [ExeunL 

SCENB  v.— rA«Mm&  Another  Boom  in  the  tame. 

Enter  FosrEimuB, 

Pott.  Is  there  no  way  for  men  to  be,  but  women 
Must  be  half-workers  ?   We  are  all  bastards ; 
And  that  most  venerable  man,  which  I 
Did  call  my  father,  was  I  know  not  where 
Whoi  I  was  stamped;  some  coineiTwitiiJiia  todla> 
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Made  me  a  eonnterfeit;  Yet  my  mother  seem'd 

The  Dian  of  that  time:  so  doth  mj  wife 

The  nonpareil  of  tliis. — O  vengeance,  Tengeance  I 

Me  of  my  lawful  pleasure  she  restrain'd, 

And  praj'd  me,  oft,  forbearance:  did  it  vrith 

A  prudencY  so  rosy,  the  sweet  view  on*t 

Might  well    hf.ve  warm'd  old    iSatum;   that  I 

thoagUt  her 
Aj chaste  as  nnjunn'd  snow :— O,  all  the  devils!— 
This  yellow  ladiimOf  in  an  hour, — was*t  not? — 
Or  less, — at  firdt:  Perchance  he  spoke  not;  but, 
Like  a  full-acom^d  boar,  a  German  one, 
Cry'd,  oh  I  and  mounted :  found  no  opposition 
But  what  he  look'd  for  should  oppose,  and  she 
Should  from  encounter  guard.    Could  1  find  out 
The  woman's  part  in  met  For  there's  no  motion 
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That  tends  to  rioe  in  man,  bat  I  affirm 
It  is  the  woman's  part;  Be  it  lying,  note  it, 
The  woman's ;  flattering,  hers ;  deceiving,  hen ; 
Lust  and  rank  thoughts,  hers,  here;  rervigeiy 

hers; 
Ambitions,  oovetings,  change  of  prides,  diwlnfH, 
Nice  longings,  sUnders,  mutab  lity. 
All  faults  that  may  be  nam'd,  nay,  that  hell  knows, 
Why,  hers,  in  part  or  all;  but  rather,  all: 
For  ey'n  to  vice 

They  are  not  constant,  but  are  changing  itil 
One  vice  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 
Not  half  so  old  as  that.    I'll  write  aga'nst  thcin. 
Detest  them,  curse  them :— Yet  'tis  greater  skill 
tn  a  true  hate,  to  pray  they  have  tlieir  will : 
The  rery  devils  cannot  plagne  them  better.  [SkU 


ACT  in. 


SCENE  L— Britahi.     A  Boom  < 
Cymbeline's  Palace, 

Bnter  Ctmbeune,  Queeh,  Cloteh,  and  Lords, 
at  one  door;  and  at  another^  Cajus  Luaus  and 
Attendants. 

Oipn,  Now  say,  what  would  Augustus  Cnsar 
with  us? 

Iaic  When  Julius  Csesar  (whose  remembrance 
yet 
LiTes  in  men's  eyes ;  and  will  to  ears  and  tongues 
Be  theme  and  hearing  ever)  was  in  this  Britain, 
And  conquered  it,  Cassibelan,  thine  uncle 
(Famous  m  Csesar's  praises,  no  whit  less 
Than  in  his  feats  deserving  it),  for  him. 
And  hu  succession,  grantea  Rome  a  tribute, 
Yearly  three  thousand  pounds;  which  by  thee 

lately 
Is  left  untender'd. 

Qvten,  And,  to  kill  the  msrrel, 

Shall  be  so  ever. 

do*  There  be  many  Caesars, 

Ere  such  another  J  ulius.   Britain  is 
A  world  by  itself;  and  we  will  nothing  pay 
For  wearing  our  own  noses. 

Queen,  That  opportunity. 

Which  then  they  had  to  take  from  us,  to  resume 
We  have  again.— Remember,  sir,  my  liege, 
The  kings  your  ancestors;  toother  with 
The  natural  bravery  of  your  isle,  which  stands 
As  Neptune^  park,  ribbed  and  imled  in 
With  rocks  nnscaleable,  and  roaring  waters; 
With  sands  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies' boats. 
But  suck  them  up  to  the  top-mast    A  kind  of 

conquest 
Caesar  made  here ;  but  made  not  here  his  brag 
Of  camty  and  9000^  and  ODcrcame:  with  shame 
fThe  first  that  ever  touched  him)  he  was  carried 
From  off  our  coast,  twice  beaten ;  and  his  shipping 
(Poor  ignorant  baublesi)  on  our  terrible  seas. 
Like  egg-shells  mov'd  upon  their  surges,  crack'd 
As  easily  'gainst  our  rocka:  For  joy  whereof, 
The  fam'd  Cassibelan,  who  was  once  at  point 
(O.  giglot  fortune  1)  to  master  Caesar's  sword, 
Made  Lud's  town  with  rejoicing  fires  bright, 
And  Britons  strut  with  courage. 

Clo.  Come,  there's  no  more  tribute  to  be  paid : 
Our  kingdom  is  stronger  than  it  was  at  that  time ; 
and,  as  1  said,  there  is  no  more  such  Caesars :  other 
of  them  may  have  crooked  noses;  but  to  owe 
such  straight  arms,  none. 

Oum,  Son,  let  your  mother  end. 

Olo,  We  have  yet  many  among  us  can  gripe  as 


hard  as  Cassibelan :  I  do  not  say  I  am  one;  but  I 
have  a  hand.— Why  tribute?  why  should  we  {mit 
tribute  ?  If  Caesar  can  hide  the  sun  from  us  with 
a  blanket,  or  put  the  moon  in  his  pocket,  we  will 
nay  him  tribute  for  light ;  else,  sir,  no  more  tri- 
bute, pray  you  now. 

Oym.  You  must  know. 
Till  the  injurious  Romans  did  extort 
This  tribute  from  us,  we  were  free:  Caenr^  ambi- 
tion 
(Which  sweli'd  so  much  that  it  did  almost  stretch 
The  sides  o'  the  world),  against  all  colour,  here 
Did  put  the  yoke  upon  u:i ;  which  to  shake  off 
Becomes  a  warlike  people,  whom  we  reckon 
Ourselves  to  be.    We  do  say  then  to  Cssar, 
Our  ancestor  was  that  Mulmutius,  which 
Ordain 'd  our  laws  (whose  use  tlie  sword  of  Cnsar 
Hath  too  much  mangled ;  whose  repair  and  franchise 
Shall,  by  the  power  we  hold,  be  our  good  deed. 
Though  Rome  be  therefore  angry);  Mol matins 

made  our  laws, 
Who  was  the  first  of  Britain  which  did  pot 
His  brows  withm  a  golden  crown,  and  call'd 
Himself  a  king. 

Luc.  I  am  sorry,  Cymbeline, 

That  I  am  to  pronounce  Augustus  Cesar 
(Caesar  that  hath  more  king:$  his  servants  than 
Thyself  domestic  officers)  thine  enemy: 
Receive  it  from  me,  then: — War  and  oonftision. 
In  Caesar's  name  pronounce  I  'gainst  thee:  look 
For  fury  not  to  be  resisted : — Ihns  defied, 
I  thank  thee  for  myself. 

Oym,  Thou  art  welcome,  Caiua. 

Thy  Cssar  knighted  me;  my  youth  I  spent 
Much  under  him;  of  him  1  ^ther'd  honuor; 
Which  he  to  seek  of  me  again,  perforce. 
Behoves  me  keep^  at  utterance.    I  am  uerfeot 
That  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians,  tor 
Their  liberties,  are  now  in  arms :  a  precedent 
Which  not  to  read  would  show  the  Britons  cold: 
So  Ca*sar  shall  not  find  them. 

Lue,  Let  proof  speak. 

Ch,  His  majesty  bids  you  welcome.  Make 
pastime  with  us  a  day  or  two,  or  longer :  If  you 
seek  us  afterwards  in  other  terms,  vou  shall  find 
us  in  our  salt-water  girdle :  if  you  beat  us  out  of 
it,  it  b  yours ;  if  you  fall  in  the  adventure,  tar 
crows  shall  fare  the  better  for  you;  and  there's  as 
end. 

Luc  So,  sir. 

Ojfm,  I  know  your  master^  ideasore,  and  hs 
mine: 
All  the  remain  is,  welcome. 
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SCENE  TL^Another  Soom  m  the  PaUux, 

EiUer  Pdavio,  rwdmg  a  Utter. 

FiM.  Howl  ofadolteiy?    Whsrefore  write  70a 
not 
What  monster^  her  aeciiser  ?— Leonatosl 
0,  master  I  what  a  strange  infection 
Is  fidlen  into  thy  earl     What  false  Italian 
(As  poisonous  tongued  as  handed)  hath  prevail 'd 
On  thy  too  ready  hearing  ?— Disloyal  ?   No : 
8he*8  panish*d  for  her  truth ;  and  undergoes, 
More  goddess-like  than  wife-like,  snob  assaults 
As  would  take  in  some  virtue. — 0,  my  master  1 
Thy  mind  to  her  is  now  as  low  as  were 
Thy  fortunes.— llow  I  that  I  should  martherher? 
U)K>n  the  love,  and  truth,  and  rows,  which  I 
Have  made  to  thy  command?— I,  her?— her  blood? 
If  it  be  so  to  do  good  service,  never 
liCt  me  be  counted  serviceable.    How  look  I, 
Tliat  I  should  seem  to  lack  humanity 
80  much  as  this  fiact  comes  to  ?— Do*t :  The  letter 
That  1  have  sent  her,  by  her  own  command 
Shall  give  thee  opportunity  :—0  damned  paper  I 
Black  as  the  ink  that's  on  thee  I  Senseless  bauble, 
Art  thou  a  feodary  for  this  act,  and  look'st 
So  virgin-like  without  ?    Lo,  here  she  comes. 

Enter  Imogbh. 

I  am  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 

Imo,  How  now,  Pisanio  ? 

i^iii.  Madam,  here  is  a  letter  from  mj  lord. 

Imo,  Who?  thy  lord  ?  that  is  my  lord?  Leonatns? 
0,  learned  indeed  were  that  astronomer 
That  knew  the  sUrs  as  I  his  characters ; 
He*d  Uy  the  future  open.  -  You  good  gods, 
Let  what  is  here  contained  relish  of  love. 
Of  my  lord  8  health,  of  his  content,— yet  not, 
That  we  two  are  asunder,  let  that  grieve  him, — 
rak>me  griefs  are  medVinab  e ;  that  is  one  of  them, 
For  it  doth  phvsic  love)— ot  his  content. 
All  but  in  that!— Good  wax,  thy  leave:— B1es8*d  be 
You  bees  that  make  these  locks  of  counsel !  Lovers, 
And  men  in  dangerous  bonds,  pray  not  alike ; 
Though  forfeiters  yon  cast  in  prison,  yet 
You  clasp  young  Cupid's  tables.---Good  news, 
go<bI  [Reade, 

Jaatlee.  and  your  fathoms  wrath,  ihoold  he  take  me  In 
his  dominion,  could  not  be  eo  cruel  to  me,  an  you,  O  the 
d««reRt  of^craatures,  would  even  renew  me  with  your  eyes. 
Take  iioUoe  thai  I  am  in  Cambria,  at  Milford-UaTen : 
What  your  own  Ioto  will  out  of  this  adTite  rou.  follow.  8ov 
he  wlthee  you  all  happlueM,  that  remains  loyal  to  his 
TOW,  and  your,.lnoreaiiiig  in  lore. 

LaOirATTO  P09ZHUlfI78> 

O,  for  a  horse  with  wings ! — Hearlst  thou,  Pisanio  ? 
He  is  at  Mil  ford- Haven:  Read,  and  tell  me 
How  far  *tis  thither.    If  one  of  mean  affiurs 
May  plod  it  in  a  week,  why  may  not  I 
Glide  thither  in  a  day?— Then,  true  Pisanio 
nVho  long'st,  like  me,  to  see  thy  lord;  wholong'st, — 
0,  let  roe  'bate,  —but  not  like  me : — yet  long'st,  — 
But  in  a  fainter  kind :— O  not  like  me 
For  mine's  beyond  beyond] ;  say,  and  speak  thick 
fLove^  counsellor  should  nil  the  bores  of  hearing, 
To  the  smothering  of  the  sense),  how  fiu*  it  is 
To  this  same  bles^  Milford:  And,  by  the  way, 
fell  me  how  Wales  was  made  so  happy,  as 
To  inherit  such  a  haven :  But,  first  oif  all. 
How  we  may  steal  fW>m  hence;  and,  for  the  gap 
That  we  slutll  make  in  time,  from  our  hencegoing 
And  our  return,  to  excuse  >-but  fint,  liow  get 

benoe: 
Why  should  excuse  be  bom  or  e*er  begot? 
W«ll  talk  of  that  hereafter.    Prithee,  speaki 


How  many  score  of  miles  may  we  well  ride 
*Twixt  hour  and  hour  ? 

Pis.  One  score  *twixt  sun  and  sun. 

Madam,  ^  enough  for  you;  and  too  much  too. 

/mo.  Why,  one  that  rode  to  his  execution,  man, 
Gould  never  go  so  slow:  I  tiave  heard  of  riding 

wagers, 
Where  horses  iutve  been  nimbler  than  the  sanos 
That  run  i*  the  clock's  behalf :— But  this  is  foolery : 
Go,  bid  my  woman  feign  a  sickness ;  say 
Shell  home  to   her   father:   and   provide   mCf 

presently, 
A  riding  suit;  no  costlier  than  would  fit 
A  franUin's  housewife. 

Pis,  Madam,  youVe  best  consider 

Imo,  I  see  before  me,  man :  nor  here,  nor  here, 
Nor  wliat  ensues,  but  have  a  fog  in  them. 
That  I  cannot  look  through.    Away,  I  prithee ; 
Do  as  1  bid  thee:  There's  no  more  to  say; 
Accessible  is  none  but  Milford  way.        [.fieewit 

SCENE  IIL— Wales.     A  mounUdnoui  Oomlry, 
with  a  Cave, 

Enter  BELABins,  Guideriub,  and  Artiraqus. 
BeL  A  goodly  day  not  to  keep  house,  with  such 
Whose  roofs  as  low  as  ours  I   Stoop,  boys :  This 

gate 
Instructs  you  how  to  adore  the  heavens ;  and  bows 

you 
To  a  morning's  holy  office :  The  gates  of  monarchs 
Are  arch'd  so  hi^li  that  giants  may  jet  through 
And  keep  their  impious  turbands  on,  without 
Good  morrow  to  the  sun. — Hail,  thou  fair  heaven, 
We  house  i'  the  rock,  yet  use  thee  not  so  hardly 
As  prouder  livers  do. 

Uvi,  Hail,  heaven  I 

Arv,  Hail,  heaven  t 

Bd-  Now  for  our  mountain  sport:  Up  to  yon 

hill. 
Tour  legs  are  young ;  111  tread  these  flats.    Con- 
sider, 
When  you  above  perceive' me  like  a  crow. 
That  it  is  place  wnich  lessens  and  sets  off; 
And  you  may  then  revolve  what  tales  I  have  told 

you 
Of  courts,  of  princes,  of  the  tricks  in  war: 
This  service  is  not  service,  so  being  done^ 
But  being  so  allow'd :  To  apprehend  thus. 
Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  tunigs  we  see: 
And  often,  to  our  comfort,  shall  we  find 
The  sharded  beetle  in  a  safer  hold 
Than  is  the  fnll-wing'd  eagle.    0,  this  life 
Is  nobler,  than  attending  for  a  check; 
Bicher,  than  doing  nothmg  for  a  bribe; 
Prouder,  than  rustling  in  unpaid-for  silk: 
Such  gains  the  cap  of  him  that  makes  him  fine, 
Yet  keepe  his  book  uncross'd:  no  life  to  ours. 
QuL  Out  of  your  proof  you  speak :  we,  poor 

unfledg'd, 
Have  never  wing'd  from  view  o*  the  nest;  nor 

know  not 
What  air's  from  home.    Haply,  this  life  is  best, 
If  quiet  life  be  best;  sweeter  to  yon. 
That  have  a  sharper  known ;  well  oorrespooding 
With  your  stiff  age :  but  unto  us  it  is 
A  cell  of  ignorance;  travelling  abed; 
A  prison  for  a  debtor,  that  not  dares 
To  stride  a  limit. 

Aro.  What  should  we  speak  d, 

When  we  are  old  as  you  ?  when  we  shall  hear 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  Deoember,  how,  Tp 
la  this  our  pinching  oare,  shall  we  disooorse    ^^ 
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The  freezing  honn  away  ?  We  have  seen  nothing : 
We  are  beastly ;  subtle  as  the  fox,  for  prey ; 
Like  warlike  as  the  wolf,  for  what  we  eat: 
Oar  valour  is  to  chase  what  flies;  oor  cage 
We  make  a  qnire,  as  doth  the  prison 'd  bird, 
And  sing  our  bondage  freely. 

BeL  How  you  speak  I 

Did  you  but  know  the  city*s  usuries, 
And  felt  them  knowingly:  the  art  o*  the  court, 
As  hard  to  leave,  as  keep ;  whose  top  to  climb 
Is  certain  blling,  or  so  slippery  that 
The  fear*8  as  bad  as  fttUing :  the  toil  of  the  war, 
A  pain  that  only  seems  to  seek  out  danger 
I*  the  name  of  ume  and  honour:  which  dies  i'  the 

search; 
And  hath  as  oft  a  slanderous  epita])h 
As  record  of  bir  act ;  nay,  many  times, 
Doth  ill  deserve  by  doing  well ;  what^s  worse. 
Must  court'sy  at  the  censure: — 0,  boys,  this  story 
The  world  may  read  in  me :  My  body's  roark'd 
With  Roman  swords ;  and  my  report  was  once 
First  with  the  best  of  note :  Cymoeline  lov'd  me ; 
And  when  a  soldier  was  the  theme  my  name 
Was  not  far  off:  Then  was  I  as  a  tree 
Whose  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit:  but,  in  one 

night, 
A  storm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will, 
Shook  down  my  mellow  hangings,  nay,  my  leaTes, 
And  left  me  bare  to  weather. 

Otd.  Uncertain  favour  I 

BeL  My  fonlt  being  nothing  (as  I  have  told  you 

oft) 
But  that  two  villains,  whose  false  oaths  prevailed 
Before  my  perfect  honour,  swore  to  Cymbeline 
I  was  confederate  with  the  Romans :  so, 
Followed  my  banishment;  and,  this  twenty  years. 
This  rock  and  these  demesnes  have  been  my  world : 
Where  1  have  liv'd  at  honest  freedom ;  paid 
More  pious  debts  to  heaven,  than  in  all 
The  fore-end  of  my  time. — But,  up  to  the  monn- 


This  is  not  hunters*  language : — He  that  strikes 

The  venison  first  shall  be  the  lord  o'  the  feast ; 

To  him  the  other  two  shall  minuter; 

And  we  will  fear  no  poison,  whic^  attends 

In  place  of  greater  state.    I'll  meet  you  in  the 

▼alleys. 

[Esoeunt  Gni.  and  Asy. 
How  hard  it  is  to  hide  the  sparks  of  nature  I 
These  boys  know  little  they  are  sons  to  the  king ; 
Nor  Cymbeline  dreams  that  they  are  alive. 
They  think  they  are  mine :  and,  though  train'd  up 

thus  meanly 
I*  the  cave,  wherein  tney  bow,  their  thoughts  do  hit 
The  roo&  of  palaces;  and  nature  prompts  tliem. 
In  simple  ana  low  things,  to  prince  it  much 
Beyono  the  trick  of  others.    This  Polydore — 
The  heir  of  Cymbeline  and  Britain,  whom 
The  king  his  father  caird  Guiderius,— Jovel 
When  on  my  three-foot  stool  I  sir.  and  tell 
The  warlike  feats  I  have  done,  his  spirits  fly  oat 
Into  my  story:  say,—"  Thus  mine  enemy  fell ; 
And  thus  I  set  my  foot  on  his  neck"- even  then 
The  princely  blood  flows  in  his  cheeh,  he  sweats. 
Strains  his  young  nerves,  and  pats  himself  in 

posture 
That  acts  my  words.     The  younger  brother, 

Cadwal. 
K)noe  Arviragu^,  in  as  like  a  figure, 
Strikes  life  mto  my  speech,  and  shows  much  more 
His  own  conceiving.    Hark  I  the  game  is  rous*d !  — 
0  Cymbeline  I  heaven,  and  my  conscience,  knows 
Thou  didst  m^ustly  banish  me :  whereon, 


At  three,  and  two  yean  old,  I  stole  these  babes ; 
Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  succession,  as 
Thou  reft'st  me  of  my  lands.    Euriphile, 
Thou  wast  their  nurse ;  they  took  thee  for  theii 

mother. 
And  every  day  do  honour  to  her  grave : 
Myself,  Belanus,  that  am  Morgan  calPd, 
They  take  for  natural  finther.    The  game  is  no. 

SCENE  IV.-ircarMilford-Haven. 
EnUr  PisAHio  and  Imogkh. 

If¥K  Thou  told'st  me  when  we  came  ttom  horse, 

the  place 
Was  near  at  band :— Ne'er  long'd  my  mother  so 
To  see  me  first,  as  I  have  now :— Pisanio !  Man  I 
Where  is  Posthumus  ?    What  is  in  thy  mind 
That  makes  thee  stare  thus?  Wherefore  breaki 

that  sigh 
From  the  inward  of  thee?  One,  but  painted  thus, 
Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplexed 
Beyond  self-explication :  Put  thyself 
Into  a  liaviour  of  less  fear,  ere  wildneas 
Vanquish  my  staider  senses.    What's  the  matter f 
Why  tender^st  thou  that  paper  to  me,  with 
A  look  untender?  If  it  be  summer  news, 
Smile  tot  before:  if  winterly,  thou  need'st 
But  keep  that  countenance  stilL—My  husband^ 

liandl 
That  drug-damn'd  Italy  hath  ou^erafded  him, 
And  he's  at  some  hard  point — Spcidc,  man ;  thj 

tonffue 
May  take  off  some  extremity,  which  to  read 
Would  be  even  mortal  to  me. 

PU*  Please  yon  read ; 

And  you  shall  find  me^  wretched  man,  a  thing 
The  most  disdain'd  of  fortune. 

Imo,  [Reads.l  Thr  mlstraa,  Pisankk.  balh 
Bfenunpet  in  my  bed :  the  feestimonlee  whereof  I 
in  me.  I  ipeu  not  out  of  weak  sumUies ;  but  from 
as  strong  as  my  grief,  and  as  certain  sa  I  exiei 
rerenge.  That  part  thoo.  Pisanio,  most  act  for  m^  IK 
thv  faith  be  not  tainted  with  the  breadi  of  hera.  Lak 
thme  own  hands  take  away  her  life :  I  shall  give  tbee 
opportuoi^at  Milfcud  Haren :  she  hath  my  letter  fortfas 
purpftae :  where,  if  thou  fear  to  strike,  uid  to  make  ma 
certain  it  is  done,  then  art  the  pander  to  her  disboooar, 
and  equally  to  me  dialoyaL 

PiB.  What  shall  I  need  to  draw  my  sword  ?  the 

paper 
Hath  cut  her  throat  ahready. — No,  *tis  slander,— 
Whose  edge  is  sharper  than  the  sword;  whose 

tongue 
Outvenoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile;  whose  breath 
Rides  on  the  posting  winds,  and  doth  belie 
All  comers  of  the  world,— kings,  queens,  and 

states, 
Maids,  matrons,— nay,  the  secrets  of  the  grave, 
This   viperous    slander    enters.  —  What   ohe«t^ 

madam? 
Imo,  False  to  his  bed  1  What  is  it  to  be  false? 
To  lie  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  him  ? 
To  weep  'twixt  clock  and  dock?  if  sleep  ohaige 

nature. 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  dream  of  him. 
And  cry  myself  awake?  that^  false  to  his  bed? 
Is  it? 
Pit.  Alas,  good  lady ! 

hno,  I  false?  Thy oonsoienoe witness:  laohimo^ 
Thou  didst  accuse  him  of  incontinency ; 
Thou  Uien  locdi'dst  like  a  villain ;  now,  methinks, 
Thy  fiivour's  good  enough.— Some  jay  of  Italy, 
Whose  mother  was  her  painting,  bkh  betray^ 
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Poor  I  am  italei «  gannent  out  of  fiubion ; 
And,  for  I  am  richer  than  to  bang  bj  the  walls, 
I  most  be  ripp'd :— to  pieces  with  met— 0, 
Men*s  vows  are  women^   traitors  1    All   good 

seeming, 
By  thj  revolt,  O  bosband,  shall  be  thoaght 
Pot  on  for  villanj ;  not  bom  where't  grows, 
Bot  worn,  a  bait  for  ladies. 

Pia,  Good  madam,  bear  me. 

'mo.  Tme  honest  men  being  heard,  like  false 

Wer«  in  his  time,  thoaght  fidse :  and  Simon's 

weeping 
Did  scandal  manj  a  bolv  tear;  took  pity 
From  most  troe  wretchedness :  So,  thoo.  Post- 
bo  man, 
Wilt  lay  the  leaven  on  all  proper  men ; 
Goodly  and  gallant,  shall  be  talse  and  peijor'd. 
From  thygreat  fail.— Come,  fellow,  be  thoo  honest: 
Do  thoo  thy  master's  bidding :  When  thoo  see'st 

him 
k  little  witness  my  obedience :  Look  I 
I  draw  the  sword  mynelf:  take  it;  and  hit 
The  innocent  mansion  of  my  love,  my  heart : 
Fear  not;  'tis  emptv  of  all  things  bnt  grief: 
Thy  master  is  not  there;  who  was,  indeed, 
The  riches  of  it:  Do  his  bidding;  strike. 
Thoo  mayst  be  valiant  in  a  bett<ir  caose, 
Bot  now  thoo  seem'st  a  coward. 

PU.  Hence,  vile  instrument  I 

Thoo  shalt  not  danm  my  hand. 

/mo.  Why,  I  most  die ; 

And  if  I  do  not  by  thy  hand,  thoo  art 
No  senrant  of  thy  master's :  Against  self-slaogbter 
There  is  a  prohibition  so  divine 
That  crmvens  my  weak  hand.    Come,  here's  my 

heart; 
Something's  afore't ;— Soft,  soft ;  well  no  defence ; 
Obedient  as  the  scabbard.  -What  is  here? 
The  soriptores  of  the  loyal  Leonatos, 
All  tornM  to  heresy  I  Away,  away, 
Corropters  of  my  faith  I  yoo  shall  no  mor« 
Be  stomachers  to  my  heart  I  Thus  may  poor  fools 
Beliere  false  teadiers.    Though  those  that  arc 

betray'd 
Do  feel  the  treason  sharply,  yet  the  traitor 
Stands  in  worse  case  of  woe. 
And  thoo,  Posthumos,  that  didst  set  op 
My  disobedience  '^inst  the  king  my  father. 
And  make  me  put  into  contempt  the  suits 
Of  princely  fellows,  shalt  hereafter  find 
It  is  no  act  of  common  passage,  bot 
A  strain  of  rareness:  and  1  grieve  myself. 
To  think  when  thoo  shalt  be  disedga  by  ber 
That  now  thou  tir'st  on,  how  thy  memory 
Will  then  be  pang'd  by  me.— Prithee,  despatch: 
The  lamb  entreats  the  butcher:  Where's  thy  knife? 
Thoo  art  too  slow  to  do  thy  master^s  bidding, 
When  I  desire  it  too. 

Pit*  O  gradooi  lady. 

Since  1  receiv'd  command  to  do  this  bosiness, 
I  have  not  slept  one  wink. 

/mo.  Do*t,  and  to  bed  then. 

As.  Ill  wake  mine  eye-balls  blind  first. 

/*••.  Wherefore  then 

Didst  ocdertake  it  ?  Why  hast  thoo  abu»'d 
So  many  miles  with  a  pretence  ?  this  place  ? 
Mine  action,  and  thine  own  ?  oor  horses'  laboor  ? 
Tke  time  inviting  thee?  the pertarb'd  court. 
For  my  being  absent ;  whereonto  I  never 
Porpose  return?  Why  bast  thoo  gone  so  Citf 
Vo  be  nnbent  when  thoo  bast  ta'eo  thy  stand. 
The  elected  deer  before  thee? 
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Pis.  But  to  win  time 

To  lose  so  bad  employment:  in  the  which 
I  have  consider'd  of  a  coarse.  Good  lady, 
Hear  me  with  patience. 

Imo,  Talk  thy  tongoe  weary ;  speak : 

I  have  heard  I  am  a  stnunpet ;  and  mine  ear, 
Therein  false  struck,  can  take  no  greater  wound, 
Nor  tent  to  bottom  that    But  speak. 

Pis.  Then,  madam, 

I  thoaght  you  would  not  back  again. 

/mo.  Most  like , 

Bring^g  me  here  to  kUI  me. 

Pis.  Not  so,  neither: 

Bot  if  I  were  as  wise  as  honest,  then 
My  purpose  would  prove  well.    It  cannot  be 
But  that  m^  master  is  abus'd : 
Some  villain,  ay.  and  singular  in  his  art. 
Hath  done  yoo  both  this  corsed  injory. 
Imo.  Some  Roman  coortezan. 
Pis.  No,  on  my  life. 

Ill  give  bot  notice  yoo  are  dead,  and  send  him 
Some  bloo<1y  sign  of  it;  for  tis  commanded 
I  shoold  do  so :  Too  shall  be  miss'd  at  coort, 
And  that  will  well  confirm  it 

/mo.  Why,  good  fellow, 

WhatsballldothewhUe?  Where  bide?  Uowlive? 
Or  in  my  life  what  comfort,  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  hosband? 
Pis,  If  yooll  back  to  the  coort,— 

Imo.  No  coort,  no  father;  nor  no  more  ado 
With  that  harsh,  noble,  simple,  nothing: 
That  Cloten,  whose  love-soit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearf ol  as  a  siege. 

Pis.  If  not  at  coort, 

llien  not  in  Britain  most  you  bide. 

Imo.  Where  then? 

Hath  Britain  all  the  son  that  shines  ?  Day,  night. 
Are  they  not  bot  in   Britain?  I'  the  worid's 

volome 
Oor  Britain  seems  as  of  it,  bot  not  in  it : 
In  a  great  pool,  a  swan's  nest    Prithee,  think 
There's  livers  oot  of  Britain. 

Pis,  1  am  most  glad 

Too  think  of  other  place.    The  ambassador, 
Locios  the  Roman,  comes  to  Milford-Haven 
To-morrow :  Now,  if  ^oo  could  wear  a  mind 
Dark  as  ^our  fortune  is— and  bot  disgnise 
That  which,  to  appear  itself,  must  not  yet  be. 
But  by  self-danger;— you  should  tread  a  course 
Pretty,  and  foil  of  view :  yea,  haply,  near 
The  residence  of  Postbomus :  so  nigh,  at  least, 
That,  thoogh  his  actions  were  not  visible,  yet 
Report  should  render  tiim  hoarly  to  yoor  ear 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

Imo,  0,  for  soch  means  I 

Though  peril  to  my  modesty,  not  death  ont, 
I  would  adventure. 

Pis.  Well  then,  here's  the  point 

Too  most  forget  to  be  a  woman ;  change 
Command  into  obedience ;  fear  and  niceness 
[The  handmaids  of  all  women,  or,  more  troly 
Woman  its  pretty  self),  to  a  waggish  oouragei 
Ready  in  gibes,  quick-answer'd,  saucy,  and 
As  qoarrelloos  as  the  weasel;  nay,  yoo  must 
Forget  that  rarest  treasure  of  your  cheek. 
Exposing  it  (bat  0,  the  harder  heart  1 
Alack  no  remedy  1)  to  the  greedy  touch 
Of  common-kiasing  Titan :  and  forget 
Tour  laboursome  and  dainty  trims,  wherefa. 
Ton  made  great  Juno  angry. 

Imo.  Nay.  be  brier 

I  see  into  thy  end,  and  am  almost     f  "  r^r^^]r> 
A  man  already  Digitized  by  VjOOVJLc 
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Pii.  Fint,  make  yoon elf  bat  like  one. 

Pore-thinkinff  this,  1  have  already  fit 
rris  in  mj  cla  k-bag),  doublet,  liat,  liose,  all 
Tliat  answer  to  Uiem :  Would  you,  in  iheir  serring, 
And  with  what  imitation  you  can  borrow 
From  youth  of  such  a  season,  'fore  noble  Locios 
PreMiit  yourself,  desire  his  service,  tell  him 
Wherein  you  are  happy  (which  you'll  make  him 

kniiw, 
If  that  his  head  haye  ear  in  music),  doabtlesa 
With  joy  he  will  embrace  you ;  for  he's  honourable, 
And,  doubling  that,  most  holy.  Your  means  abroad, 
You  hare  me,  rich ;  and  I  will  never  fail 
Beginning,  nor  supplymenL 

fmo,  Thoo  art  all  the  oomfbrt 

The  gods  will  diet  me  with.    Prithee,  away : 
There's  more  to  be  oonsider'd ;  but  well  even 
All  that  good  time  will  give  us:  Thia  attempt 
I*m  soldier  to,  and  will  abide  it  with 
A  prince's  courage.    Away,  I  prithee. 

Pail  Well,  madam,  we  must  Ukeashort&rewell; 
Lest,  being  miss'd,  I  be  suspected  of 
Your  carriage  Arom  the  court  My  noble  mistress, 
Here  is  a  box:  I  had  it  from  the  queen ; 
Wliat's  in't  is  precious;  if  von  are  sick  at  sea, 
Or  stomacb-quHlm'd  at  land,  a  dram  of  this 
Will  drive  away  distemper. — To  some  shade, 
And  fit  yon  to  your  manhood:  May  the  gods 
Direct  yon  to  the  best  I 

Ima,  Amen :  I  thank  thee. 


SCENE  y.~^  Boom  in  CymbelineVi  Palaee, 

EnUr  Ctmbelote,  Queen,  Cloteh,  Ldoius,  and 
Lords. 

Oym,  Thus  far ;  and  so  farewell. 

Lmc  Thanks,  royal  air. 

My  emperor  hath  wrote ;  I  must  from  hence; 
And  am  right  sorry  that  I  mast  report  ye 
My  maater's  enemy. 

Cmru  Oar  aabjects,  sir, 

Will  not  endare  hb  yoke ;  and  for  oarself 
To  show  less  sovere^ty  than  they,  must  need 
Appear  ankinglike. 

Luc  So,  air,  I  desire  of  yon 

A  conduct  oyerland,  to  Milford  Haven. — 
Madam,  all  joy  befal  your  grace,  and  you! 

Cym.  My  lords,  yoa  are  appointed   for   that 
office; 
The  dae  of  bonoor  in  no  point  omit 
So,  farewell,  noble  Lacius. 

Luc  Your  hand,  my  lord. 

do.  Receive  it  firiendly:  bat  from  thia  time 
forth 
I  wear  it  as  yonr  enemy. 

Luc  Sir,  the  erent  • 

Is  yet  to  name  the  winner :  Fare  you  welL 

bym.  Leave  not  the  worthy  Lucius,  good  my 
lords. 
Till  he  have  oroas^d  the  Seyem.— Happiness ! 

[Ejeeunt  Lucius  and  Lords. 

Queen,  Hegoeabenoe frowning:  butithonuoraua 
TbMt  we  have  given  him  cause. 

Cflo,  *Tis  all  the  better; 

Tour  valiant  Britons  haye  their  wishes  in  it 

Cfjfm,  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  emperor 
How  it  goes  here.    It  fits  as,  therefore,  ripely, 
Oar  chariots  and  our  horsemen  be  in  r^iness : 
The  powers  that  be  already  hath  in  Gallia 
Will  aeon  be  drawn  to  head,  from  whence  Le 

movea 
Hia  war  for  Britain^ 


Queen,  TIs  not  aleepj  boabesa ; 

But  raui«t  be  look'd  to  speeilily  and  utrongly. 

Cyni.  Our  expectHtion  that  it  would  be  thna 
Hath  made  as  forward.     Bat,  my  gentle  queen, 
Where  is  nur  daughter?  She  hath  not  appeared 
Before  the  Roman,  n«)r  to  us  ^atli  tendered 
The  duty  of  the  day :  She  looks  as  like 
A  tiling  more  made  of  malice  than  of  daty: 
We  liave  noted  it — Call  her  before  us;  for 
We  have  been  too  alight  in  suffemnoe. 

[£xU  an  Attendant 

Queen,  Ro^al  air. 

Since  the  exile  of  Posthumua,  moat  retir'd 
Hath  her  life  been ;  the  cure  whereof,  my  lora, 
Tis  time  must  do.    'Beseech  your  majesty. 
Forbear  sharp  speeches  to  her:  She's  a  Udy 
So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  worda  are  atrokes, 
And  atrokee  death  to  her. 

Be-enter  an  Attendant 

Cym,  Where  is  she,  air?    How 

Can  her  contempt  be  answer'd  ? 

Atten,  Please  yoa,  air, 

Her  chambers  are  all  lock'd ;  and  there's  no  answer 
That  will  be  g^ven  to  the  loud'st  of  noise  we  make. 

Queen,  My  lord,  when  last  1  went  to  visit  her. 
She  pray'd  me  to  excuse  her  keeping  cloee  * 
Whereto  constrain'd  by  her  infirmity, 
She  should  that  duty  leave  unpaid  to  yon,^ 
Which  daily  she  was  bound  to  proffer :  thia 
She  wish'd  me  to  make  knovm ;  but  oar  great  ooart 
Made  me  to  blame  in  memory. 

Cym,  Her  door^  lock'd  ? 

Not  seen  of  late  ?  Qrant,  heavens,  that  which  1  fear 
Prove  h\9dl  [ExiL 

ru      Son,  I  say,  follow  the  king. 
That  man  of  hers,  Pisanio,  her  old  aeryant, 
I  have  not  seen  these  two  daya. 

Queen.  Go,  look  after.— [fxtt  Clo. 

Pisanio,  thon  that  atand'itt  so  for  Posthumus  1 
He  hath  a  drug  of  mine:  I  pray,  his  absence 
Proceed  by  swallowing  that;  fur  he  belieyea 
It  b  a  thing  most  precious.    But  for  her. 
Where  is  she  goner  Haply,  despair  hath  seized  her. 
Or,  wing'd  with  fervour  of  her  love,  she^  flown 
To  her  desu-'d  Posthumaa:  Gone  she  ia 
To  death  or  to  diahonoar;  and  my  end 
Can  make  good  use  of  either :  She  being  down 
I  haye  the  placing  of  the  British  crown. 

Be-enter  Clotem. 

How  now,  my  aon  ? 

Clo.  *Tia  certain  she  ia  fled  : 

Go  in,  and  cheer  the  king ;  he  rages;  none 
Dare  come  about  him. 

Queen.  All  the  better :  May 

This  night  forestall  him  of  the  coming  day  I 

\Eieit  Queen. 

Clo,  I  loye  and  hate  her :  for  she*s  fair  and  royal ; 
And  that  she  hath  all  courtly  parts  more  exqoiaite 
Than  lady,  ladies,  woman ;  from  every  one 
The  best  she  hath,  and  she,  of  all  compounded, 
Outaells  them  all:  I  love  her,  therefore.    Bat, 
Disdaining  me,  and  throwing  favours  on 
The  low  Posthumus,  slanders  so  her  judgment^ 
That  what's  else  rare  is  chok'd ;  and.  m  that  pomt, 
I  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay,  indeed. 
To  be  reyeng'd  upon  her.    For,  when  roolf 

JSkterFoAmiK 
Shan^Who  ia  here?    What!  are  yoa  paddog, 

airrab? 
Come  hither :  Ah,  you  prccioaa  pander  I    YUlain, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Where  If  thy  lady?    In  «  word;  or  el. _ 
Thoo  art  a tnugbtwaj  with  the  fienda. 

•Aa.  Osgood  my knd I 

CUk  Where  is  thy  lady?  or,  by  Jupiter, 
1  will  not  aak  again.     Close  villain, 
111  have  thia  secret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it.    is  she  with  Postliumaa? 
From  whose  so  many  weights  of  baseness  cannot 
A  dram  of  worth  be  drawn. 

Pit'  Alas,  my  lord, 

How  can  she  be  with  him  ?  When  was  she  miss'd? 
Ue  is  in  Itome. 

Olo,  Where  b  she,  sir?    Come  nearer; 

No  further  halting :  satisfy  me  home 
What  is  become  of  her  ? 

Pi$,  0,  my  all-worthy  lord  I 

Cto.  All-worthy  villain  I 

Discover  where  thy  mistress  is,  at  once, 
At  the  next  word,  -  No  more  of  worthy  lord,— 
Siieak,  or  thy  silence  on  the  instant  is 
Tuy  condemnation  and  thy  death. 

Aa.  Then,  sir, 

Thb  paper  is  the  history  of  my  knowledge 
'^caching  her  flight.  []}reseniwg  a  letter. 

Cto,  Let*s  see*t :  - 1  will  pursue  her 

Even  to  Augustus'  throne. 

Pi»*  Or  this,  or  perish. 

She's  far  enough ;  ind  what  he  learns  by  this, 
Ifay  prove  his  travel,  not  her  danger.         \Adde, 

Oh.  Humph  I 

PU,  III  write  to  my  lord  she*8  dead.  0  Imogen, 
Safe  mayst  thou  wander,  safe  return  again !  [Aside, 

Clo,  Sirrah,  is  this  letter  true? 

Pit.  Sir,  as  I  think. 

CUk  It  is  PofthumuM*  hand ;  I  know't.— Sirrah, 
If  thou  wouldMt  not  be  a  villain,  but  do  me  true  ser- 
vice, undergo  those  employments  wherein  1  should 
have  cause  to  use  thee,  with  a  serious  industry, — 
that  ia,  what  villainy  soe'er  I  bid  thee  do,  to  per- 
form it  directiv  and  trulv,— I  would  think  thee  an 
honest  man;  thou  shouldst  neither  want  my  means 
for  thy  relief  nor  my  voioe  for  thy  preferment 

Pi$,  Well,  my  good  lord. 

Clo,  Wilt  thou  serve  me?  For  sinoe  patiently 
and  consuntly  thou  bast  stuck  to  the  bare  fortune 
of  that  beggar  Posthumua,  thou  canst  not  In  the 
coarse  of  ^titude  but  be  %  diligent  follower  of 
mine.    Wilt  thou  serve  me? 

Pii,  Sir,  I  will. 

Clo.  Give  me  thy  hand,  hereli  my  purse.  Hast 
iny  of  thy  late  master*8  garments  in  thy  possession? 

At.  1  have«  my  lord,  at  my  lodging,  the  same 
suit  be  wor|e  when  he  took  leave  of  my  lady  and 
Distress. 

CUk  The  first  service  thou  doet  me,  fetch  thai 
suit  hither ;  let  it  be  thy  first  service :  gow 

Pit.  1  shall,  my  lord.  [ExU. 

Clo,  Meet  thee  at  Milford-Haven  i—l  forgot  to 
ask  him  one  thing;  111  remembert  anon:  ~  Even 
there,  tlrna  villain,  Posthumua,  will  I  kill  thec—I 
would  theite  garments  were  come.  She  said  upon 
a  time  (the  bitterness  of  it  I  now  belch  from  my 
heart),  that  she  held  the  very  garment  of  Posthu- 
mus  in  more  respect  than  my  noble  and  natural 
I|erson,  together  with  the  adornment  of  mj  quali- 
ties. With  that  suit  upon  my  back  will  I  raviiih 
her:  First  kill  him,  and  hi  her  eyes;  there  shall 
she  see  my  valour,  which  will  then  be  a  torment 
to  her  contempt.  He  on  the  ground,  my  speech 
of  Insultment  ended  on  his  dead  body,— and  when 
niT  lust  hath  duied  (which,  as  1  say,  to  vex  her  1 
will  execute  in  the  clothes  that  she  so  praised),  to 
the  court  111  knock  her  baek,  foot  her  home  again. 
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She  bath  despised  me  r^oioingly,  and  111  be  merry 
in  my  revenge 

He-enter  PnANio,  with  (he  dothet. 
Be  those  the  garments  ? 

Pia,  Ay,  mv  noble  lord. 

Clo,  How  lung  is*t  since  sne  went  to  Milfoird* 
Haven? 

Pis,  She  can  scarce  be  there  yet. 

Clo,  Bring  this  apparel  to  my  chamber ;  that  is 
the  sepond  thing  that  i  have  commanded  thee; 
the  third  is,  that  thou  wilt  be  a  very  voluntary 
mute  to  my  design.  Be  but  duteous,  and  true 
preferment  shall  tender  itself  to  thee. — My  revenge 
IS  now  at  Milford:  *  Would  I  had  wugs  to  follow  itl 
Come,  and  be  true*  [Exit, 

Pis.  Thou  bidd^st  me  to  my  loss:  for,  true  to  thee 
Were  to  prove  false,  which  1  will  never  be 
To  him  that  is  most  true.    To  Milford  go. 
And  find  not  her  whom  thou  pnrsu*st.    Flow,  flow 
You  heavenly  blessings,  on  her  I  This  fool's  speed 
Be  cross'd  with  slowness:  labour  be  his  meed  I 

[JSeit. 

SCENE  YL^B^/bnOe  Cave  of  BeUxivu. 

Enter  IifooiH,  m  boy's  dothes, 

lino,  I  see  a  man*s  life  is  a  tedious  one: 
I  have  tir'd  myself;  and  for  two  nights  together 
Have  made  the  ground  my  bed.   I  should  be  side. 
But  that  my  resolution  helps  me. — Milford, 
When  from  the  mountain-top  Pisanio  show'd  thee, 
Thou  wast  within  a  ken :  O  Jove  I  I  think 
Foundations  fly  the  wretched :  such,  I  mean, 
Where  they  should  be  reliev'd.   Two  beggars  told 

me 
I  could  not  miss  my  way :  Will  poor  folks  lie. 
That  have  afflictions  on  them:  knowing  'tie 
A  punishment,  or  trial?     Yes;  no  wonder. 
When  rich  ones  scarce  tell  true:  To  lapse  in  fulness 
Is  sorer  than  to  lie  for  need ;  and  &lsehood 
Is  worse  in  kings  than  beggars.— Mv  dear  lord  I 
Thou  art  one  o'  the  false  ones.  Now  I  think  on  thee 
My  hi\nger*s  gone ;  but  even  before  I  was 
At  point  to  sink  for  food.— But  what  is  this? 
Here  is  a  path  to  it:  *Tis  some  savage  hold: 
I  were  best  not  call ;  1  dare  not  call :  yet  famine^ 
Ere  clean  it  overthrow  nature  makes  it  valiant. 
Plenty  and  peace  breeds  cowards;  hardness  ever 
Of  hardiness  b  mother.— Ho!  who's  here? 
If  any  tiling  that's  civil,  speak ;-  if  savage- 
Take  or  lend.— Ho!— No  answer?  then  ViX  enter 
Best  draw  my  sword ;  and  if  mine  enemy 
But  fear  the  sword  like  me,  he'll  scarcely  look  on*t. 
Such  a  foe,  good  heavens!    [She  goes  into  Ae  cctve. 

Enter  Bsuuuus,  GuiDBRnm,  and  ARYiRAeus. 

BeL  Ton,  Pdydore,  have  prov^  best  woodman, 
and 
Are  master  of  the  feast :  Cadwal  and  I 
Will  play  the  cook  and  servant ;    tis  our  match : 
The  sweat  of  hidustry  would  dry,  and  die. 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to     Come;  our  stomachs 
Will  make  what's  homely  savoury:  Weariness 
Can  snore  upon  the  flint,  when  resty  sloth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  liard.— Now,  peace  be  here. 
Poor  house  thatkeeplit  tbvselfl 

^iit.  I  am  thoroughly  weary. 

Arv.  I  am  weak  with  toil,  yet  strong  in  appetite. 

Old.   Tliere  is  cold   meat  i'the  cave;  well 
browze  on  that 
Whilst  what  we  have  kill'd  be  cook*d. 

AL  Stay ;  eome not  in: 
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Bat  that  Heats  oar  victoals  I  thonld  think 
Here  were  a  Wry. 

Om.  What's  the  matter,  sir? 

BeL  By  Japiter,  an  angel  I  or,  if  not, 
An  earthly  paragon ! — Behold  divinene^s 
No  eider  than  a  007 ! 

Enter  Imoobh. 

Imo,  Qood  masters,  harm  me  not: 
Before  I  entered  here  1  caird ;  and  thought 
To  tiaye  beggd  or  bought  what  I  have  took: 

Qood  troth, 
I  have  stolen  nought;  nor  would  not,  though  I 

had  found 
Gold  stre  w'd  o'tbe  floor.  Here^  money  for  my  meat : 
1  would  have  left  it  on  the  board,  so  soon 
As  1  had  made  my  meal ;  and  parted 
With  prayers  for  the  provider. 

Ota,  Money,  youth  ? 

Arv.  All  gold  and  silver  rather  turn  to  dirt ! 
As  'tis  no  better  reckoned,  but  of  those 
Who  worship  dirty  gods. 

Imo,  I  see  yoa  are  angnr: 

Know,  if  von  kill  me  for  my  fault,  I  should 
Have  died  had  1  not  made  it. 

BeL  Whither  bound? 

Imo,  To  Milford-Uaven. 

BeL  What  is  your  name  ? 

Imo,  Fidele,  sir :  I  have  a  kinsman  who 
b  bound  for  Italy ;  he  embark'd  at  Milford ; 
To  whom  being  ^oin?,  almost  spent  vrith  hunger, 
I  am  fallen  m  this  o&noe. 

Bd.  Prithee,  fair  youth, 

Think  us  no  churls;  nor  measure  our  good  minds 
By  this  rude  place  we  live  in.    Well  encounter *d  I 
Tis  almost  night :  you  shall  have  better  cheer 
Ere  you  depart ;  and  thanks,  to  stay  and  eat  it. 
Boys,  bid  bmi  welcome. 

OuL  Were  you  a  woman,  youth, 

I  should  woo   hard  but  be  your  groom. — In 

honesty, 
I  bid  for  yoa  as  I  do  bay. 

Arv,  111  make^  mv  comfort. 

He  is  a  man ;  111  love  bim  as  my  brother:->- 
And  such  a  welcome  as  Td  give  to  him 
After  long  absence,  such  is  yours : — Most  welcome! 
Be  sprightly,  for  you  fall  'mongst  friends. 

Imo,  *Mongst  fHendsI 

If  brothers?— Would  it  had  been  so,  that  they 
Had  been  my  father's  sons,  then  had  my  prize 
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Been  less :  and  so  more  eqoal  ballastmg 

To  thee,  Posthumus.  [AtOt 

BeL  He  wrings  at  some  distress. 

OuL  'Would  I  ooold  freetl 

Arv.  Or  I ;  whatever  it  be, 

What  pain  it  cost,  ithaX  danger  1  Godsl 

BeL  Hark,  bojs. 

Imo,  Great  men,  t  Whupervig, 

That  had  a  court  no  bigger  than  this  cave. 
That  did  aUend  themselves,  and  had  the  virtue 
Which  their  own  conscience  seal'd  them  (laying  by 
That  nothing  gift  of  differing  multitudes). 
Could  not  o  u  t-peer  these  twain.    Pardon  me,  gods  1 
I'd  change  my  sex  to  be  companion  with  them, 
Since  Leonatus  fiidse. 

BeL  It  shall  be  so. 

Boys,  well  go  dress  our  hunt — Fair  youta,oomeui 
Discourse  is  heavy,  fasting ;  when  we  have  anpp'd. 
We'll  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  story, 
ISo  far  as  thou  wilt  speak  it. 

OuL  Pray,  draw  near. 

Arc,  The  night  to  the  owl,  and  mom  to  the  lark, 
less  welcome. 

Imo*  Thanks,  sir. 

Arv*  I  pray,  draw  near.     [Eaemd, 

SCENE  VIL-Eome. 
Enter  tioo  Senators  and  Tribonea. 

1  Sen,  This  is  the  tenoor  of  the  emperor^s  writ: 
That  since  the  common  men  aie  now  m  action 
'Gainst  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians, 

And  that  the  legions  now  in  Gallia  are 
Full' weak  to  undertake  our  wars  against 
The  fallen-off  Britons,  that  we  do  mcite 
The  gentry  to  thb  business.    He  creates 
Lucius  pro-consul :  and  to  you  the  trib(me8| 
For  this  immediate  levy,  he  commands 
His  absolute  commission.    Long  live  Casart 
TH,  Is  Lucius  general  of  the  forces  ? 

2  Sen,  Ay. 
TrL  Remaining  now  in  Gallia? 

1  Sen,  With  those  legioai 

Which  I  have  spoke  of,  wherennto  your  lev^ 
Must  be  supplyant :  The  words  of  your  comnuisioo 
Will  tie  you  to  the  numbers,  and  the  time 
Of  their  despatch. 

TrL  We  wUl  discharge  oar  daty. 

{Rtewt 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  1,-^The  Forest,  near  the  Caxe, 
Enter  CuyrsK. 

do.  I  am  near  to  the  place  where  they  should 
meet,  if  Pisanio  have  mapped  it  truly.  How  fit 
his  garments  serve  me !  Why  should  uis  mistress, 
who  was  made  by  him  that  made  the  tailor,  not  be 
fit  too?  the  rather  (saving  reverence  of  the  word) 
for  tis  said,  a  woman's  fitness  comes  by  fits. 
Therein  I  must  pUy  the  workman.  I  dare  speak 
it  to  myself  (for  it  is  not  vain-glory  for  a  man  and 
his  ^lass  to  confer  in  his  own  chamber),  I  mean, 
the  lines  of  my  body  are  as  well  drawn  as  his ;  no 
less  yoang,  more  strong,  not  beneath  him  in 
'ortunes,  beyond  him  in  the  advantage  of  the  time, 
above  him  in  birth,  alike  conversant  in  general 
services,  and  more  remarkable  in  single  oppositions : 
yet  this  imperseverant  thing  loves  him  in  my 
despite.  What  mortality  isl  Posthumus,  thy  head, 
whioh  now  is  growing  upon  thy  shoulders,  shall 


within  this  hoar  be  off;  thy  mistress  enforced;  tl^ 
garments  cat  to  pieces  before  thy  face:  and  all  tha 
done,  spurn  her  home  to  her  father:  whomsy, 
haply,  be  a  little  angry  for  my  so  rough  ussge. 
but  my  mother,  having  power  01  bis  testinesStShiJl 
tarn  all  into  my  commendations.  My  horse  is  tied 
op  safe:  Out,  sword,  and  to  a  sore  purpose! 
Fortune,  put  them  into  my  hand  I  This  is  the  veiy 
description  of  their  meeting-place;  and  the  fellow 
dares  not  deceive  me.  [StiL 

SCENE  II,— Bifbre  the  Cave. 

Etdtr,  from  the  Cavey  Belabius,  Gvidbsidb, 
ARViRAauB,  and  Imogeh. 

BeL  You  are  not  well:  [TblMoasa.] 


here  in  the  cave ; 
Well  come  to  you  afler  hunting. 

Arv,  Brother,  sUt  here :    [2b  lacoan 

Are  we  not  brothers ?         f  ^  r^r^r^l^ 
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iaMw  So  man  and  man  should  be ; 

Bat  day  and  clay  differs  in  dignity, 
Whose  dust  is  both  alike.    I  am  very  sick. 

6uL  Go  ^oa  to  hunting:  I'll  abide  with  him. 

Iwio.  80  sick  I  am  not;— yet  I  am  not  well : 
But  not  BO  citizen  a  wanton,  as 
To  seem  to  die,  ere  sick :  So  please  yon,  leave  me : 
Stick  to  your  journal  coarse ;,w  breach  ox 

custom 
Is  Breach  of  all.    I  am  ill ;  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me :  Society  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  sociable :  I  am  not  very  sick. 
Since  I  can  reason  of  it.    Pray  yoa,  trust  me  here: 
ril  r«)b  none  but  myself;  and  let  me  die, 
Stealing  so  poorly. 

OuL  I  love  thee;  I  have  spoke  it: 

How  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much. 
As  I  do  love  my  father. 

BeL  What?  how?  how? 

Arv,  If  it  be  sin  to  say  so,  sir,  I  yoke  me 
In  my  eood  brother^  fault :  I  know  not  why 
I  love  this  youth ;  and  I  have  heard  ^ou  say, 
Love's  reason *8  without  reason ;  the  bier  at  door, 
And  a  demand  who  is't  shall  die,  I'd  say, 
**  My  lather,  not  this  youth." 

BeL  O  noble  strain  I    [Atide, 

0  worthiness  of  nature  I  breed  of  greatness  I 
Cowards  father  cowards, and  base  things  sire  base: 
Nature  hath  meal  and  bran,  contempt  and  grace. 
I'm  not  their  father;  yet  who  thli  should  m 
Doth  miracle  itself,  lov'd  before  me. — 

*Tis  the  ninth  hoar  of  the  morn. 

Jtv,  Brother,  farewell. 

Imo,  I  wish  ye  sport. 

Arc        ^     You  health. — So  please  you,  sir. 

Ima,  [Aside,}  These  are  kind  creatures.    Gods, 
what  lies  I  have  heard ! 
Oar  courtiers  say  all ^  savage,  but  at  court : 
Experience,  O,  thoa  disprov'st  report ! 
The  imperious  seas  breed  monsters ;  for  the  dish. 
Poor  tributarv  rivers  as  sweet  fish. 

1  am  sick  still ;  heart-sick : — Pisanb, 
I'll  now  taste  of  thy  drug. 

Oiti,  I  could  not  stir  him : 

He  said  he  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate; 
Dishonestly  afflicted,  but  yet  honest. 

Art.  Thus  did  he  answer  me:  yet  said,  hereafter 
I  mi^ht  know  more. 

BeL  To  the  field,  to  the  field  >- 

Well  leave  yoa  for  this  time;  go  in  and  rest 

Arv,  Well  not  be  bng  away. 

BeL  l^niyi  be  not  rick. 

For  yoa  most  be  our  housewife. 

Imo,  Well,  or  ill, 

I  am  boond  to  yoa. 

BeL  Andshaltbeever.  [EiitJuo, 

This  youth,  bowe'er  distress'd  he  appeara,  hath  Iiad 
Good  ancestors. 
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And  let  tiie  stinking  elde^*,  grief,  ontwine 
His  perishing  root  with  the  increasing  vine! 
Bd,  It  is  great  morning.  Come ;  away.— Who^ 
there? 

Enter  Cloten. 

OUk  I  cannot  find  those  runagates:  that  villam 
Hath  mock'd  me : — I  am  faint. 

BeL  Those  rnnagatesl 

Means  he  not  as  ?    I  partly  know  him ;  'tis 
Cloteti,  the  son  o'the  queen.   I  fear  some  ambush. 
I  saw  him  not  these  many  years,  and  yet 
I  know  tis  he:— We  are  held  as  outlaws:— 
Hence. 

OuL  He  is  but  one:  You  and  my  brother  search 
What  companies  are  near :  pray  you,  away ; 
Let  me  alone  with  him.     (Exeunt  Bel.  aud  Art. 

Clo,  Soft  I  What  are  you 

That  fly  me  thus?  some  vilkin  mountai.ieers? 
I  have  heard  of  such.— What  akve  art  thou? 

Gui,  A  thing 

More  slavish  did  I  ne'er  than  answering 
**  A  slave"  without  a  knock. 

CZo.  Thou  art  a  robber, 

A  law-breaker,  a  villain:  Yield  thee,  thief. 

QuL  To  who?  to  thee?  What  art  thoa?  Have 
not  I 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine?  a  heart  as  big? 
Thy  words,  I  grant,  are  bigirer :  for  I  wear  not 
Mv  dagger  in  my  m(5uth.    Say,  what  thou  art, 
Why  I  should  yield  to  tbee? 

Clo,  Thoa  Tillab  base, 

Know'st  me  not  by  my  clothes  ? 

Gui,  No,  nor  thy  tailor,  rascal, 

Who  is  thj  grandfather ;  he  made  those  clothes. 
Which,  as  it  seems,  make  thee. 

Clo,  Thou  preobas  varlet. 

My  tailor  made  them  not. 

OuL  Henoe,  then,  and  thank 

The  man  that  gave  them  thee.   'I'hou  art  some  fool ; 
I  am  loth  to  beat  thee. 

Clo,  Thoa  injurious  thief. 

Hear  but  my  name,  and  tremble. 

Out,  What%  thy  name? 

Clo.  Cloten,  thou  villain. 

OuL  Cloten,  thou  double  villain,  be  thy  name, 
I  cannot  tremble  at  it ;  weret  toad,  or  adder,  spider, 
Twould  move  me  sooner. 

do.  To  thy  further  fear, 

Nay,  to  thy  mere  confusion,  thou  shalt  know 
I'm  son  to  the  queen. 

OuL  I'm  sorry  fort ;  not  seeming 

80  worthy  as  thy  birth. 

Clo,  Art  not  afeard? 

OuL  Those  that  I  reverence  thoae  I  tdur ;  the 
wise: 
At  fools  I  laugh,  not  fear  them. 

Clo,  Die  the  death: 


,    T  U^— ^  ^1.!.  «k«<.  »UI.  »t»  . 


Digitized  by 


Google 


7^ 


CTMBEtTNE. 


Arv.  In  this  place  we  left  them : 

I  winh  my  brother  make  good  time  with  him, 
Yon  «ay  be  is  so  fell. 

BeL  Being  scarce  made  op, 

I  mean,  to  man,  he  had  not  apprehension 
Of  roaring  terrors,  for  defect  of  judgment, 
Ai  oft  the  cause  of  fear :  But  see,  thj  brother. 

Se-enier  Guidbrius,  toUh  CuoTEn^heatL 

Ovi,  This  Cloten  was  a  fool ;  an  empty  purse,— 
There  was  no  money  int:  not  Hercules 
Could  Iiave  lcnoclc*d  out  his  brains,  for  he  liad  none: 
Yet  I  not  doing  this,  the  fool  had  borne 
My  bead,  as  1  do  his. 

Bd.  What  hast  thou  done? 

QuL  I  am  perfect,  what :  cutoff  one  Cloten'a  head. 
Son  to  the  queen,  after  hb  own  report ; 
Who  call'd  roe  traitor  rooantaineer :  and  swore. 
With  his  ewn  single  band  he'd  Uke  us  in. 
Displace  our  heads,  where  (thank  the  gods  I)  they 

And  set  £em  on  Lnd's  town. 

BeL  We  are  all  undone. 

Qui.  Why,  worthy  father,  what  have  we  to  lose, 
But,  that  he  swore  to  take,  our  lives?    The  law 
Protects  not  us :  Then  why  should  we  be  tender 
To  let  an  arrogant  piece  of  flesh  threat  us ; 
PUy  judge  and  executioner,  ail  himself, 
For  we  do  fear  the  law  ?    What  oompany 
Discover  you  abroad? 

Bd.  No  single  sonl 

Can  we  set  e3re  on,  but  in  all  safe  reason 
Ue  must   have  some  attendants.     Though  his 

-     humour 
Was  nothing  but  mutation, — ay,  and  that 
From  one  bad  thing  to  worse, — not  frenzy,  not 
Absolute  madnetfs  could  so  far  have  rav'd, 
To  bring  him  here  alone:  although,  perhaps. 
It  mav  be  heard  at  court,  that  such  as  we 
Cave  here,  hunt  here,  are  outlaws,  and  in  time 
May  make  some  stronger  head:  the  which  he 

bearing 
As  it  is  like  him),  mi^ht  break  out,  and  swear 
fle'd  fetch  us  in;  yet  is*t  not  probable 
To  come  alone,  either  he  so  undertaking. 
Or  tiiey  so  suffering :  then  on  good  ground  we  fear, 
If  we  do  fear  this  body  hath  a  tail 
More  perilous  then  the  head. 

Arv,  Let  ordinance 

Come  as  the  gods  forsay  it:  howsoe*er, 
My  brother  hath  done  well. 

Bd,  I  had  no  mind 

To  hunt  this  day:  the  boy  Fidele*s sickness 
Did  make  my  way  long  forth. 

QvL  With  his  own  sword. 

Which  he  did  wave  against  my  throat,  I  have  ta'en 
His  head  from  him:  I'll  throw't  into  the  creek 
Behind  otu'  rock ;  and  let  it  to  the  sea. 
And  tell  the  fishes  he's  the  queen%  son,  Cloten : 
That's  alll  reck.  [ExU. 

Bd,  1  fear,  'twill  be  reyeng'd : 

'Would,  Polydore,  thou  hadst  not  done^  I  though 

valour 
Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

An.  'Would  I  had  done% 

So  the  revenge  alone  pursued  me! — Polydore, 
I  love  tliee  brotherly ;  but  envy  much 
Thou  hast  robbed    me  of  this  deed:    I  would 

revenges, 
That  possible  strength  might  meet,  would  seek  us 

through 
And  pot  OS  to  our  answer. 

D€L  Well,  Yia  done:— 


k* 


Well  hont  no  more  to-day,  nor  seek  for  danger 
Where  there's  no  profit.     I  rtrithee,  to  our  roek; 
You  and  Fidele  play  the  cooks  :  111  stay 
Till  hasty  Polydore  retnm,  and  bring  him 
To  dinner  presently. 

Arv,  Poor  dck  Fidele  1 

111  willingly  to  him :  To  gain  his  colour, 
I'd  let  a  parimpf  such  Clotens  blood, 
And  praise  myself  for  charity.  [So. 

BdL  O  thon  goddess, 

Thou  divine  Nature,  how  thyself  thou  blazon%t: 
In  these  two  princely  boys  I    They  are  as  gentle 
As  zephyrs,  blowing  below  the  violet. 
Not  wagging  his  sweet  head :  and  yet  as  rongh, 
Their  royal  blood  enchaf'd,  as  the  rud'st  wind. 
That  by  the  top  dotli  take  the  mountain  pine 
And  make  him  stoop  to  the  vale.    Tis  wonder 
That  an  invisible  instinct  should  frame  them 
To  rojralty  unlearn 'd ;  honour  untaught* 
Civility  not  seen  from  other :  valour. 
That  wildly  grows  m  them,  but  yields  a  erop 
As  if  it  had  been  sow'd  1  Yet  still  it's  strange 
What  Cloten's  being  here  to  as  portends, 
Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us. 

Be-anUr  GuiDERnn. 

Qui  Where's  my  brother  ? 

I  have  sent  Cloten's  elotpoll  down  the  stream. 
In  embassy  to  his  mother;  his  body's  hi«tage 
For  his  return.  [Sdeammnuk. 

BeL  Mj  ingenious  instrument  I 

Hark,  Polydore,  it  sounds  I  But  what  occasion 
Uath  Cadwal  now  to  give  it  motion?  Uarkl 

(hd,  is  he  at  home  ? 

BeL  He  went  hence  even  now. 

QvL  What  does  he  mean  ?  since  death  of  m  j 
dear'st  mother 
It  did  not  speak  before.    All  solemn  things 
Should  answer  ito^emn  accidents.    The  matter? 
Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  toys. 
Is  jollity  for  apes  and  grief  for  boys. 
Is  Cadwal  mad? 

Be^nttT  AayiBAaiTS,  hearing  Imooev  oi  dead  ^ 
hia  arms, 

BeL  Look,  here  he  comes. 

And  brings  the  dire  occasion  in  his  arms. 
Of  what  we  blame  him  for  1 

Arv,  The  bird  is  dead. 

That  we  have  made  so  much  on.    I  had  rather 
Have  skipp'd  from  sixteen  years  of  age  to  sixty. 
To  liave  tum'd  my  leaping  time  into  a  crutch. 
Than  liave  seen  this. 

Otd,  0  sweetest,  fiurest  lily  I 

My  brother  wears  thee  not  the  one-halt  so  wellt 
As  when  thon  grew^  thyselt 

BeL  O,  melancholy! 

Who  ever  yet  could  sound  thy  bottom  ?  find 
The  ooze,  to  show  what  coa>t  thy  sluggish  orare 
Might  easiliest  harbour  in  ?— Thou  blessed  thing! 
Jove  knows  what  man  thou  mightst  have  made ; 

but  I, 
Thou  diedst,  a  most  rare  boy,  of  melancholy! 
How  found  you  him  ? 

Arp,  Stark,  as  you  see: 

Thus  smiling,  as  some  fly  had  tiekled  slumber. 
Not  as  death  s  dart,  being  langh'dat:  his  right  chedc 
Reposing  on  a  cushion. 

Ohu  Where? 

Arv,  0*  the  floor; 

His  arms  thus  leagued:  I  thought  he  slept;  and  pet 
My  clouted  brogues  from  off  my  CeetywhoMrodeiiiaei 
Answerd  my  steps^^fey^y  GOOglC 


(hd.  Why,  he  bat  sleeps : 

If  he  be  gone,  hell  make  his  grave  a  bed ; 
With  fera<ile  fairies  will  his  tomb  be  haunted, 
And  worms  will  not  come  to  thee. 

Arv.  With  fairest  flowers, 

Whilst  summer  lasts,  and  I  live  here,  Fidele, 
111  sweeten  thy  sad  grave:  Thou  shaltnot  lack 
The  flower that*s  like  thjface,  pale  primrose;  nor 
The  azurM  hare-bell,  like  th/  veins  :  no,  nor 
The  leaf  of  eglantine,  whom  not  to  blander, 
Ontsweeten'd  not  thj  breath :  the  ruddock  would, 
With  charitahle  bill  (0  bill,  sore-shaming 
Those  rich-left  heirs  that  let  their  fathers  lie 
Without  a  monument!)  bring  thee  all  this ; 
Yea,  and  furred  moss  besides,  when  flowers  are  none, 
To  winter-ground  thj  corse. 

Out,  Prithee,  have  done : 

And  do  not  plaj  in  wench-like  words  with  that 
Which  is  so  serious.    Let  us  bur/  him. 
And  not  protract  with  admiration  what 
Is  now  due  debt.— To  the  grave. 

An.  Sav,  where  shalPs  lay  him  ? 

OuL  Bj  good  Euriphile,  our  mother. 

Arv.  Bet  so : 

And  let  us,  Poljdore,  though  now  our  voices 
Have  got  the  mannish  crack,  sing   him  to  the 

ground, 
As  once  our  mother ;  ase  like  note,  and  words, 
Save  that  Euriphile  must  be  Fidole. 

Out.  Cadwal, 
I  cannot  sing :  111  weep,  and  word  it  with  thee: 
For  notes  of  sorrow,  out  of  tune,  are  worse 
llian  priests  and  fimes  that  lie. 

^rv.  Well  speak  it  then. 

BeL  Great  griefs,  I  see,  medicine  thB  less :  for 
Cloten 
Is  ouite  forf^ot.    He  was  a  queen*s  son,  boys : 
Ana,  though  he  oame  oar  enemy,  remember 
He  was  paid  for  that:  Though  mean  and  mighty, 

rotting 
Together,  have  one  dust ;  vet  reverence 

C*hat  angel  of  the  world)  doth  make  distinction 
f  place  tween  high  and  low.     Our  foe  was 
princely ; 
And  thoof  h  you  took  his  life,  as  being  our  foe, 
Yet  bury  him  as  a  prince. 

OuL  Pray  yoo,  fetch  him  hither. 

Thersites'  body  is  as  good  as  Ajaz, 
When  neither  are  alive. 
„,^  If  youll  go  fetch  him, 

Well  say  oar  song  the  whilsL— Brother,  begin. 

[&eit  Bbl. 
OuL  Nay,Cad  w»1,  we  must  lay  his  head  to  the  east : 
Biy  nuher  hath  a  reason  for't. 
4!^:  ^  Tistrue 

Ouu  Come  on,  then,  and  remove  him. 

'^'  80,-begin. 
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(M.  Kosxotdaer  harm  thee  < 
Arv.  Vor  no  witchcraft  charm  thee  1 
QmL  Ohostonlaid  forbear  thae  I 
An.  Nothing  ill  come  noar  tboa  1 
Bolh.  Quiet  oonanmniation  hare ; 
And  renowned  be  thy  grsTO  I 

Reenter  Bblabius,  wUh  tJie  body  qf  Oloteh. 

OuL  We  have  done  our  obsequies :  Come,  lay 

him  down. 
BeL  Here's  a  few  flowers ;  but  about  midnight, 

more: 
The  herbs  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  o*  the  night 
Are   strewings   fittest  for  graves.— Upon  theii 

faces: — 
You  were  as  flowers,  now  wither *d:  even  so 
These  herblets  shall,  which  we  upon  yoa  strow. — 
Come  on,  awav :  apart  upon  our  Icnees. 
The  ground,  that  gave  them  first,  has  them  again  i 
Their  pleasures  here  are  past,  so  is  their  pain. 
[SxeurU  Belarius,  Guiderids,  and  Aryiragus. 
Imo.  [Awaking,]  Yes,  sir,  to  Milford-Haven , 

Which  is  the  way? 
I  thank  you.— By  yon  bush?— Pray,  how  tu 

thither? 
*Ods  pittikins  \—CMn  it  be  six  miles  yet? — 
I  have  gone  all  night  :—Taith,  I'll  He  down  ano 

sleep. 
But,  softl  no  bedfellow : — 0,  gods  and  goddesses  1 
[Seeing  the  btdy 
These  flowers  are  like  the  pleascffes  of  the  world 
This  bloody  man,  the  care  on't.  —I  hope  I  dream* 
For,  so,  I  thought  X  was  a  cave-keeper. 
And  cook  to  honest  creatures :  But  'tis  not  so; 
*Twas  but  a  bolt  of  nothing,  shot  at  nothing. 
Which  the  brain  makes  of  fumes:  Our  very  eyes. 
Are  sometimes  like  our  judgments,  bUud.    Good 

faith. 
I  tremble  still  with  fear:  But  if  there  be 


Yet  left  in  heaven  as  small  a  drop  of  pity 
As  a  wren's  eye,  fear'd  gods,  a  part  or  it  1 
The  dream's  here  still:  even  when  I  wake  it  is 


Without  me,  as  within  me ;  not  imagined,  felt. 
A  headless  man  I  —The  garments  of  PosthumusI 
I  know  the  shape  of  hb  leg:  this  is  his  hand; 
His  foot  Mercurial:  his  Martial  thigh; 
The  brawns  of  Hercules :  but  his  Jovial  free— 
Murther  in  heaven  ?— How  ?—  Tis  gone. — Pisanio 
All  curses  madded  Hecuba  gave  the  Greeks, 
And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  theel  Thou, 
Conspir'd  with  that  irregulous  devil,  Cloten, 
Hast  here  cut  off  mv  lord. — To  write  and  read 
Be  henceforth  treacherous  I -Damn'd  Pisanio 
Hath  with  his  forged  letters,- damn'd  Pisanio — 
From  this  most  bravest  vessel  of  the  world 
Struck  the  main-top  1— 0«  Posthumus  t  alas, 
Wbo^  '^  ^^7  head?  where's  that?  Ah  mel  where*i 

that? 
Pisanio  might  have  kill'd  thee  at  the  heart, 
^^d  left  this  head  on.-Ilow  should  this  be? 
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After  your  will,  haye  oro68*d  the  sea ;  attending 
YoQ  here  at  Mi  If ord- Haven,  with  jonr  ships: 
Thej  are  here  in  readiness. 

Lvc  Bnt  what  fh>m  Rome? 

Cap.  The  senate  hath  stirr'd  op  the  confiners, 
And  gentlemen  of  Italy  j  most  willing  spirits 
That  promise  noble  service :  and  they  come 
Under  the  conduct  of  bold  lachimo, 
Sienna's  brother. 

Luc  When  expect  yon  them  ? 

Cop.  With  the  next  beuent  o'  the  wind. 

Lue.  This  forwardness 

Makes  our  hopes  fair.     Command,  our  present 

numbers 
Be  muster'd ;  bid  the  captains  look  toH. — Now,  sir, 
What  have  you  dream'd,  of  late,  of  this  war^  pur- 
pose? 

Sooth,  Last  night  the  Teiy  gods  showed  me  a 
vision 

il  fast,  and  pra^'d,  for  theur  intelligence] :  Thus  :— 
saw  Joves  bird,  the  Roman  eagle,  vving'd 
From  the  spungy  south  to  this  part  of  the  west, 
There  vanish 'd  in  the  sunbeams:  which  portends 
(Unless  my  sins  abuse  my  divination) 
Success  to  the  Roman  host. 

Zjuc  Dream  often  so. 

And  never  false. — Soft,  ho  t  what  trunk  is  here 
Without  his  top  ?    The  ruin  speaks  that  sometime 
It  was  a  worthy  bnildicg. — How  I  a  page  1 
Or  dead,  or  sleeping  on  him  ?    Bnt  dead,  rather : 
For  nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  bed 
With  the  defunct,  or  sleep  upon  the  dead.^ 
Let's  see  the  boy^  face. 

Cap,  He  b  alive,  my  lord. 

Luc,  Hell  then  instruct  us  of  this  body. — 
Tonng  one. 
Inform  us  of  thy  fortunes ;  for,  it  seems 
They  crave  to  he  demanded:  Who  is  this 
Thou  mak'st  thy  bloody  pillow?   Or  who  was  he, 
That,  otherwise  than  noble  nature  did, 
Hath  alter'd  that  good  picture  ?  What's  thy  interest 
In  this  sad  wreck?    How  came  it?    Who  is  it? 
What  art  thou? 

Jmo,  I  am  nothing:  or  if  not, 

Nothing  to  be  were  better.    This  was  my  master. 
A  very  valiant  Briton,  and  a  good. 
That  here  by  mountaineers  lies  slain :— AlasI 
There  are  no  more  such  masters :  I  ma^  wander 
From  east  to  ooddent,  cry  out  for  service, 
rry  man  V,  all  good,  serve  truly,  never 
Find  such  another  master. 

Lue,  liack,  good  youth  1 

Thou  mov^st  no  less  with  thy  complaining,  than 
Thv  master  in  bleeding;  say  nis  name,  go^  friend. 

Imo,  Richard  du  Champ.    If  I  do  lie,  and  do 
No  harm  by  it,  thoush  the  gods  hear,  1  hope 
rhey  11  pardon  it.    [Aside.]    Say  yon,  sir? 

Iaic  Thy  name  ? 

Imo.  Fideie,  sir. 

Lue.  Thou  dost  approve  thyself  the  very  same. 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  faith ;  thy  faith  thy  name. 
Wut  take  thy  chance  with  me?    I  will  not  say 
Thou  shalt  be  so  well  master'd ;  bnt,  be  sure. 
No  less  belov'd.    The  Roman  emperor's  letters, 
Rent  by  a  consul  to  me,  should  not  sooner 
Than  tnine  own  worth  prefSer  thee.     Go  with  me. 

Inw,  111  follow,  sir.     But  first,  ant  please  the 
gods, 
111  hide  my  master  firom  the  flies,  as  deep 
As  these  poor  pickaxes  can  dig:  and  when 
With  wild  wood-leaves  and  weeds  I  have  strew'd 

his  grave, 
And  on  it  said  a  contunr  of  prayers, 
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Such  as  I  can,  twice  o'er.  111  weep  and  sigh; 
And,  leaving  so  his  service,  follow  yon, 
So  please  you  entertain  me. 

Lue.  Ay,  good  youth; 

And  rather  &ther  thee  than  master  thee. — 
My  friends, 

The  boy  hath  taught  ns  manly  duties :  Let  ub 
Find  out  the  prettiest  daisied  plot  we  can, 
And  make  him  with  our  pikes  and  partisans 
A  grave:  Come;  arm  him. — Boy,  he  is  preferred 
By  thee  to  ns ;  and  he  shall  be  interr'd 
As  soldiers  can.    Be  cheerful ;  wipe  thine  eyeai 
Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arise. 

[SaeeunU 

SC£NE  IIL— ^  Boom  in  Cymheline'^  Hdaee. 
Enter  Cticbeune,  Lords,  and  Pisahio. 

Cym.  Again;  and  bring  me  word  how  tiB  widi 
her. 
A  fever  with  the  absence  of  her  son  ^ 
A  madness,  of  which  her  life's  m  danger: — 

Heavens, 
How  deeply  yon  at  once  do  touch  me  1  Imogen, 
The  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone;  my  queen 
Upon  a  desperate  bed,  and  in  a  time 
When  fearful  wars  point  at  me ;  her  son  gone. 
So  needful  for  this  present :  It  strikes  me,  past 
The  hope  of  comfort — But  for  thee,  felldw. 
Who  needs  must  know  of  her  departure,  and 
Dost  seem  so  ignorant,  we'll  enforce  it  from  thee 
By  a  sharp  torture. 

Pia.  Sir,  my  life  is  yours, 

I  humbly  set  it  at  your  will :  But  for  my  mistress, 
I  nothing  know  where  she  remains,  why  gone, 
Nor  when  she  purposes  return.     Beseech  your 

highness. 
Hold  me  your  loyal  servant 

1  Lord.  Gh)od  my  liege. 

The  day  that  she  was  missing  he  was  here : 
I  dare  be  bound  he's  true,  and  shall  perform 
All  parts  of  his  subjection  loyally. 
For  Cloten,— 

There  wants  no  diligence  hi  seeldng  him, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  oe  found. 

Gym,  The  time  is  troublesome. 

We'll  slip  you  for  a  season ;  but  our  jealousy, 

[»>Pis 
Does  yet  depend. 

1  Lord,  So  please  your  majesty. 

The  Roman  legions,  all  from  Gallia  drawn, 
Are  landed  on  your  coast ;  with  a  supply 
Of  Roman  gentlemen,  by  the  senate  sent 

Cym.  Now  for  the  counsel  of  my  son  and  qaeen» 
I  am  amaz'd  with  matter. 

1  Lord.  Good  my  liege. 

Your  pre|)aration  can  affront  no  less 
That  what  you  hear  of:  come  more,  for  more 

you're  ready ; 
The  want  is,  but  to  put  those  powers  in  motion 
That  long  to  move. 

Cyrti.  I  thank  vou :  Lef^  withdraw; 

And  meet  the  time,  as  it  seeks  us.     We  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us;  but 
We  ^eve  at  chances  here.— Away.         [Eaoaad, 

Pis.  I  heard  no  letter  from  my  master  smoe 
I  wrote  him  Imogen  was  slain  :  Tis  strange. 
Nor  hear  i  from  my  mistress,  who  did  promise 
To  yield  me  often  tidings:  Neither  know  I 
What  is  betid  to  Cloten;  but  remain 
Pe.-plex'd  in  all.    The  heavens  still  must  work: 
Wherein  1  am  false  1  am  honest ;  not  true  to  be  true. 
These  present  wars  shall  find  I  love  my  country, 
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Erin  to  tb%  note  o'  the  king,  or  111  fidl  in  them. 
All  other  doubts  by  time  let  them  be  dear'd : 
FortmM  bringi  in  some  boats  that  are  not  steer'd. 

[JSadL 
SCENE  lY.--B^/bn  the  eaoe. 
Enter  Bblarius,  Guiderius,  and  ABTnuaus. 

CfuL  The  noise  is  round  about  us. 

BeL  Let  us  from  it. 

An.  What  pleasure,  sir,  find  we  in  Ufe,  to  lock  it 
Prom  action  and  adventure  ? 

GuL  Nay,  what  hope 

Save  we  in  hiding  us?  this  way,  the  Romans 
Host  or  for  Britons  slay  us ;  or  receive  us 
Por  barbarous  and  unnatural  revolts 
Daring  their  use,  and  slay  us  after. 

BeL  Sons, 

Well  higher  to  the  mountains;  there  secure  us. 
To  the  king^  P^'V  ^^'^*'  "^  going:  newness 
Of  Cloten's   aeath  (we   being  not  known,  not 

muster'd 
Among  the  bands)  may  drive  us  to  a  render 
Where  we  have  liv'd ;  and  so  extort  from  us  that 
Which  we  have  done,  whose  answer  would  be  death 
Drawn  on  with  torture. 

OuL  This  is,  sir,  a  doubt 

In  such  a  time  nothing  becoming  you, 
Nor  satisfying  us. 

Arv,  It  is  not  likely 

That  when  they  hear  the  Roman  horses  neigh. 
Behold  their  ouarter'd  fires,-  have  both  their  eyes 
And  ears  so  ctoy'd  importantly  as  now. 
That  they  will  waste  tbeir  time  upon  our  note, 
To  know  from  whence  we  are. 

Bel  O,  I  am  known 

Of  many  in  the  army :  many  years, 
Though  Cloten  then  but  young,  you  see,  not  wore 
him 
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From  my  remembrance.  And,  besides  the  Ung 
Hath  not  deserved  my  service  nor  your  loves; 
Who  find  hi  my  exile  the  want  of  breeding. 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  life ;  aye  hopelws 
To  have  the  courtesy  your  cradle  promised, 
But  to  be  still  hot  summer's  tanlings,  and 
The  shrinking  slaves  of  winter. 

Qui  Than  beso, 

Better  to  cease  to  be.    Pray,  sir,  to  the  army : 
I  and  my  brother  are  not  known;  yourself 
So  out  of  thought,  and  thereto  so  o'ergrown. 
Cannot  be  question*d. 

Arv.  By  this  sun  that  shines, 

ini  thither :  What  thing  is  it,  that  I  never 
Did  see  man  die?  scarce  ever  look'd  on  blood, 
But  that  of  coward  hares,  hot  goats,  and  venison  t 
Never  bestrid  a  horse,  save  one,  that  had 
A  rider  like  myself,  who  ne'er  wore  rowel 
Nor  iron  on  his  heel?  I  am  asham'd 
To  look  upon  the  holy  sun,  to  have 
The  benent  of  his  bless'd  beams,  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

OuL  By  heavens.  111  go : 

If  you  will  bless  me,  sir,  and  |pve  me  leave, 
111  take  the  better  care ;  hut  if  you  will  not 
The  hazard  therefore  due  &11  on  me,  by 
The  hands  of  Romans! 

Arv.  So  sav  I ;  Amen. 

BeL  No  reason  I,  since  or  your  lives  you  set 
So  slight  a  valuation,  should  reserve 
My  crack'd  one  to  more  care.    Have  with  yon, 

boys: 
If  in  your  country  wars  you  chance  to  die, 
That  IS  ray  bed  too,  lads,  and  there  111  lie: 
Lead,  lead.— The  time  seems  long:  their  blood 
thinks  scorn,  f  Aside, 

Till  it  fly  oat  and  show  them  princes  bom. 

[EiDemL 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L— ^  Field  between  the  British  and 
Roman  Campt, 

Enter  Posthumus,  with  a  bloody  handken^urf. 

JPotL  Yea,  bloody  cloth,  I'll  keep  thee;  for  I 

wish'd 
Thou  shouldst  be  colour'd  thus.     You  married 

ones, 
If  each  of  you  should  take  this  course,  how  many 
Must  murther  wives  much  better  than  themselves. 
For  wrying  but  a  little  1—0,  Pisanio! 
Every  good  servant  does  not  all  commands ; 
No  bond,  but  to  do  just  ones.    Gods !  if  you 
Should  have  U'en  vengeance  on  my  faults,  1  neyer 
Had  hv  d  to  put  on  this :  so  had  you  saved 
The  noble  Imogen  to  repent;  and  struck 
Me,  wretch,  more  worth  your  vengeance:  Bat, 

alack, 
You  snatch  some  heooe  for  little  faults ;  that^ 

love,  ' 


Of  these  Italian  weeds,  and  suit  myself 
As  dons  a  Briton  peasant :  so  111  nght 
Against  the  nart  I  come  with ;  so  III  die 
For  thee,  O  Imogen,  even  for  whom  my  life 
Is,  every  breath,  a  death :  and  thus,  unknown. 
Pitied  nor  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 
Myself  111  dedicate.    Let  me  make  men  know 
More  valour  in  me,  than  my  habits  show. 
Gods,  put  the  strength  o*  the  I.*eonati  in  met 
To  shame  the  guise  o'  the  world,  I  will  begin 
The  £uhioQ  less  without,  and  more  within.  [Sodt 

SCENE  IL—Themane. 

Enter  at  one  door  Ldcius,  Iachimo,  and  the  Boman 
army;  and  the  British  army  at  another^  Lbo- 
MATUS  PosTHUMUS  foUowing^  like  a  poor  eoldier. 
Tuey  march  over^  attd  yo  out.  T^en  enter  again 
in  skirmiih^  Iachimo  and  Posthum us  .*  he  vanr 
jtasheth  and  diearmeth  Iachimo,  and  then  leasee 
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The  batUe  coniiimei  ;  the  Britons  fy;  CniBBLniB 
u  taken;  then  enter,  to  hia  retcuA,  Bbijlbius, 
GuiDBRiUB,  and  AnYiBAGua. 

BeL  Stand,  stand ;  We  have  the  advantage  of 
the  ground ; 
The  lane  is  guarded ;  nothuig  ronts  us  bat 
The  villany  of  our  fears. 

OuL,  Arv,  Stand,  stand,  and  fight  I 

£^tt«r  P06THUMU8,  and  tecondi  the  Bniomi  They 
retcue  Ctmbeline,  and  exeunt.  Then,  enter 
LuoiDB,  lACHDfo,  and  Imogen. 

Luc  Away,  boj,  from  the  troops,  and  save 
thyself: 
For  friends  kill  friends,  and  the  disorder^  such 
As  war  were  hood-wink*d. 

ladu  Tis  their  fresh  supplies. 

Luc  It  is  a  day  turned  strangely :  Or  betimes 
Let's  re-enforoe,  or  fly.  {BxeunL 

SCENE  IIL" Another  part  i^lhtfidd. 
Enter  Posthukus  anda  British  Lord. 

Lord,  Cam*8t  thoa  from  where  they  made  the 
stand? 

Pbet,  I  did ; 

Though  you,  it  seems,  come  from  the  fliers. 

Lord.  I  did. 

PoeL  No  blame  be  to  yon,  sir ;  for  all  was  lost^ 
But  that  the  heavens  fought :  The  king  himself 
Of  his  wings  destitute,  the  army  broken, 
And  but  the  backs  of  Britons  seen,  all  flying 
Through  a  strait  lane ;  the  enemy  full-hearted, 
Lolling  the  tongue  with  slaughtering,  having  work 
More  plentiful  than  tools  to  dot, struck  down 
Some  mortally,  some  slightly  touched,  some  falling 
Merely  through  fear;  that  the  strait  pass  was 

damm*d 
With  dead  men,  hurt  behind,  and  oowards  living 
To  die  with  lengthened  shame. 

Lord,  Where  was  this  lane  ? 

"^mt.  Close  by  the  battle,  ditch'd,  and  wall'd  with 
turf; 
Which  gave  advantage  to  an  ancient  soldier,— 
An  honest  one,  I  warrant ;  who  deserved 
So  long  a  breeding  as  his  white  beard  came  to. 
In  doing  this  for  his  countrv ;— athwart  the  lane, 
He,  witn  two  striplings  (laos  more  like  to  run 
The  country  base,  than  to  commit  such  slaughter ; 
With  &ces  fit  for  masks,  or  rather  fairer 
Than  those  for  preservation  cas*d,  or  shame), 
Made  good  the  passage;  cried  to  tliose  that  fled, 
**  Our  Britain's  harts  die  flying,  not  our  men : 
To  darkness  fleet,  souls  that  fly  backwards  I  Stand ; 
Or  we  are  Romans,  and  will  give  you  that 
Like  beasts,  which  you  shun  beastly ;  and  may  save. 
But  to  look  back  in  frown :  stand,  stand.**— These 

three. 
Three  thousand  confident,  in  act  as  many 
fFor  three  performers  are  the  file  when  all 
Thereat  do  nothing),  with  this  word,  ** stand,  stand,** 
Accommodated  by  the  place,  more  charming 
With  their  own  nobleness  (which  could  have  tum*d 
A  distaff  to  a  lance),  gilded  pale  looks. 
Part  shame,  part  spirit  renew'd ;  that  some,  torn'd 

coward 
But  by  example  (O,  a  sin  in  war, 
Damn'd  in  the  firat  beginners')  'gan  to  look 
The  way  that  thev  did,  and  to  gi  in  like  lions 
Upon  the  pikes  0  the  hunters.    Then  began 
A  scop  i*  the  chaser,  a  retire ;  anon. 
A  root,  confusion  thick :  Forthwitn,  they  fly 
^hickens  the  way  which  they  stoop'd  eagles;  slavea 


The  strides  they  victors  made:   And  now  ooi 
cowards 

?iike  fragments  in  hard  voyages)  became 
he  lifeo^theneedfhaving  found  the  back  door  open 
Of  the  unguarded  hearts:   Heavens,  how  they 

wound! 
Some  slain  before;  some  dying;  some  their  friends 
O'erbome  i*  the  former  wave;  ten,  ohas*d  by  one, 
Are  now  each  one  the  slaughter-man  of  twenty : 
Those  that  would  die  or  ere  resist  are  grown 
The  mortal  bugs  o*  the  field. 

Lord,  This  was  strange  chance : 

A  narrow  lane  I  an  old  man,  and  two  boysl 

Poei,  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it :  Ton  are  made 
Rather  to  wonder  at  the  ttungs  von  hear, 
Than  to  work  any.     Will  you  rhyme  upon*t, 
And  vent  it  for  a  mockery?    Here  is  one: 
**  Two  boys,  an  old  man  twice  a  boy,  a  lane, 
Preserved  the  Britons,  was  the  Romans*  bane." 

Lord,  Nay,  be  not  angry,  sir. 

Ft)et,  'Lack,  to  what  end! 

Who  dares  not  stand  his  foe.  111  be  hit  friend: 
For  if  hell  do,  as  he  b  made  to  do, 
I  know  hell  quickly  fly  my  friendship  too. 
You  have  pat  me  into  rhyme. 

Lord,  Farewell;  yonareangr^ 

PosL  Still  gomg?— This  is  a  lord!     O  noble 

miser  V I 
To  be  i*  the  field,  and  ask  what  news  of  me  1 
To-day,  how  many  would  have  given  their  honoars 
To  liave  sav  d  their  carcasses  ?  took  hcwl  to  do*t. 
And  vet  died  too?     I,  in  mine  own  woe  charmM, 
Could  not  find  death  where  I  did  hear  him  groan; 
Nor  feel  him  where  he  struck:  Being  an  o^y 

monster, 
*Tis  strange  he  hides  him  in  firesh  oopa.  soft  beds. 
Sweet  words;  or  hath  more  ministers  than  we 
That  draw  his  knives  i*  the  war.— Well,  I  wiU 

find  him : 
For  being  now  a  favonrer  to  the  Britoo, 
No  more  a  Briton,  I  have  resumed  again 
The  part  I  came  in :  Fi^ht  I  will  no  more. 
But  yield  me  to  the  veriest  hind  that  shall 
Once  touch  my  shoulder.     Great  the  slaughter  is 
Here  made  by  the  Roman ;  great  the  answer  be 
Britons  must  take;  For  me,  my  ransom's  death ; 
On  either  side  I  come  to  spend  my  breath  ; 
Which  neither  here  111  keep,  nor  bear  again, 
But  end  it  by  some  means  for  Imogen. 

Enter  two  Captains,  and  Soldiers. 

1  Cap,  Great  Japiter  be  prais*dt   Lnoiiis  is 

taken: 
lis  thought  the  old  man  and  his  sons  were  angels. 

2  Cap,  There  was  a  fourth  man,  in  a  silly  habit, 
That  gave  the  affiront  with  them. 

1  Cap,  So  *ti8  reported: 
But  none  of  them  can  be  found.- Stand !  who  is 

there? 
Poet,  A  Roman ; 
Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  seconds 
Had  answer*d  him. 

2  Cap,  Lay  hands  on  him;  a  dog  I 
A  leg  of  Rome  shall  not  return  to  tell 

What  crovrs  have  peck'd  them  here :  He  brags  his 

service 
As  if  he  were  of  note:  bring  him  to  the  king . 

Enter  Ctmbslinb,  Belarius,  Guidbrius,  Atvp 
RAOUS,  P18AN10,  and  Roman  Captives  TU 
Captains  present  Posthumus  to  Ctmbbuhb, 
toAo  ddk&re  Am  ooer  to  a  Gaoler,  1 
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SCENE  TV. —A  Priatm, 
3Kter  PoflTHUMUs,  cmd  two  Gaolers. 


1  QaoL  Yon  shall  not  now  be  stolen,  70a  haye 

locks  upon  you ; 
So  graze,  as  70a  find  pasture. 
9  QaoL  Ay.  or  a  storaacli. 

{Exeunt  Gaolers. 
Post.  Most  welcome,  bondage!  for  thon  art  a 

way, 
I  think,  to  liberty :  Yet  am  I  better 
Than  one  that  s  sick  0*  the  gout:  since  he  had 

rather 
Groan  so  in  perpetuity,  than  be  cnr*d 
By  the  snre  physician,  death,  who  is  the  key 
Ix»  nnbar  these  locks.    My  conscience!  tlioa  art 

fetter'd 
More  than  my  shanks  and  wrists :  You  good  gods, 

give  me 
The  penitent  instrament,  to  pick  that  bolt. 
Then  fr%6  for  ever  1  Ist  enough  I  am  sorry  ? 
80  children  temporal  fathers  do  appease ; 
God:»  are  more  Mill  of  mercy.    Must  I  repent? 
1  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  gyves, 
Desir'd,  more  than  constrained:  to  satisfy, 
If  of  my  freedom  *tis  the  main  part,  take 
No  stricter  render  of  me,  than  my  all. 
I  know  yon  are  more  clement  than  vile  men, 
Who  of  their  broken  debtors  take  a  third, 
A  sixth,  a  tenth,  lettin?  them  thrive  again 
On  their  abatement:  that's  not  my  desire: 
For  Imogen's  dear  life  take  mine;  and  though 
"Tis  not  so  dear,  yet  'tis  a  life ;  yon  ooin'd  it: 
*rween  man  and  man,  they  weigh  not  every  stamp ; 
Thongh  light,  take  pieces  for  the  figure's  sake : 
You  rather  mine,  bemg  yours:   And  so,  great 

powers. 
If  yon  will  uke  this  audit,  take  this  life, 
And  oaneel  these  cold  bonds.    O  Imogen! 
Ill  speak  to  thee  in  sUenoe.  {He  deeps. 

Solemn  Mutk,  EiUer^  as  man  apparitionj  SidLiua 
Leonatus,  father  to  Posthdmus,  an  old  man 
attired  Wee  a  toarrior'  leading  in  his  hand  an 
ancient  matron^  his  wi/ej  and  mother  to  Posthu- 
MUSj  with  music  before  them.  Then,  after  other 
wuMC,  follow  the  Two  young  Leonati,  bn^hers  to 
PoeTHUMUS,  with  wounds,  as  they  died  in  the 
wars.  They  circle  PoerHUHUs  round,  as  he  lies 
sUqping. 

9kL  Ko  more,  tboo  thondar-master,  ahofw 

Thy  ^te  oo  mortal  flies ; 
With  Mara  tail  out.  with  Juno  obide, 

That  thy  adulterlet 
Rat«s  and  rarenffet. 
Hath  my  poor  boy  done  aanhi  bnt  well 

Whose  face  I  nerer  saw  ! 
I  died,  whilstin  the  womb  he  stay'd 

Attending  Nature  s  law. 
Whose  father  tbeu  tas  men  report, 

Thou  oipbans'  father  art) , 
Ibon  shooldst  have  been,  and  shielded  him 
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Math,  WUhmsntegewheraforewasheiMMk'd 

To  be  exil'd,  and  thrown 

Frcmi  LeunatI'  seat,  and  oast 

From  her  his  dearest  anOb 

Sweet  Imogent 

aid.  Why  did  yon  sofTer  ladifano. 

Slight  thing  ot  Italy. 
To  taint  his  noblor  heart  and  bnln 

With  needless  Jealousy ; 
And  to  become  Uie  geek  and  soon 

O*  the  other's  TillaiiyY 
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MoiK  Loolna  lent  no*  me  her  aid. 

But  took  me  in  my  throes; 
Ibat  from  me  w«s  Porithumus  ripp'd. 
Game  crying  'mongst  his  foes, 
A  thing  of  pity  I 

JM.  Gnss  nasnre.  like  his  anoestry, 
^f  nuMed  the  nfenff  so  fair. 
Ttaat  she  dflsenrM  the  praise  o*  Um  world. 
As  gnat  aioiUasr  heir. 

t  Brs,  When  once  he  was  mature  for  man 

In  Britain  where  was  he 
That  ooukl  stand  u<>  his  parallel : 

Or  fruitful  object  be 
In  eye  of  Imogen,  that  best 

Ooald  deem  his  dignl^r 


9  Bro.  Vor  this,  from  stOler  seats  we  eamsb 
Our  parents  and  OS  twain. 
That,  striking  in  our  ooantrr'B  MoaSk 

Fen  bravely,  and  were  slain ; 
Oor  fealty,  and  Tenantins'  rig^t. 
With  honour  to  maintain. 

1  Bro.  like  hardlment  Posthnmus  hailh 

To  Cymbellne  pevform'd : 
Then  Jupiter,  thou  king  of  gods, 

Why  bast  thou  thus  adjuum'd 
The  graces  for  his  merits  due ; 

Being  all  to  doloure  tumedt 

SieL  Thy  crystal  window  ope;  look  ooft; 
No  longer  exercise. 
Upon  a  Taliant  race,  thy  hanb 
And  potent  injuries. 

MctK  Since,  Jupiter,  our  son  is  good, 
Take  off  his  miseries. 

Sid.  Peep  through  thy  marble  mansion ;  help  t 
Or  we  poorgbosts  will  cry 
To  the  shining  synod  of  the  restt 
Against  thy  deity. 
9  Bro.  Help.  Jupiter :  or  we  appeal. 
And  txcm  thy  Justice  fly. 

Jupiter  deseende  m  thunder  and  Ughtnmg,  sitting 
tiponanea^lehethrowsathunderbolL  TheCfhosts 
fall  on  thev  knees. 

Jtip.  No  more,  yon  petty  spirits  of  radon  low. 

Offend  our  hearing :  hush  I— How  dare  yon,  tfiosta. 

Accuse  the  thunderar.  whose  bolt  you  know. 
Sky-planted,  batters  aU  rebelUng  coastst 

Po(Mr  siiadows  of  Elysium,  hence ;  and  rest 
Upon  your  ncTerwithering  banks  of  flowsn : 

Be  not  wiUi  mortal  accidents  opprest ; 


No  care  of  yours  it  is ;  yon  know,  'tis  oars. 

JHuHn  best  I  lore  I  cross:  to  make  my  gift, 

The  more  delay'd,  delighted.    Be  content ; 


Your  low-laid  son  ourgodhead  will  u  lift: 

His  comforts  thxlr^  his  trials  weUare  spent 
Our  JoTua  star  reign  d  at  his  birth,  and  in 

Our  temple  was  he  married.— Rise,  and  fade  I— 
He  shall  be  lord  of  Uidy  Imogen, 

And  happier  much  ^  bis  aflUction  made. 
This  tablet  lay  upon  his  breast;  wherein 

Our  pleasure  bis  full  fertonedoth  confine ; 
And  so,  away :  no  farther  with  your  din 
Kxpress  impatience,  lest  yon  stir  up  mine- 
Mount,  eagle,  to  my  palMO  orystaUiiie.    Msesmtii 
SM.  He  came  hi  thunder ;  his  oelsBtial  breaih 
Was  su^ihurous  to  smeU :  tiie  holy  eagle 
St'iop'd,  as  to  foot  us:  his  ascension  is 
More  sweet  than  our  bless'd  fields ;  his  royal  bird 
Prunes  the  immoital  wiotf,  and  cloys  Us  bfNik, 
As  when  his  god  is  pleas'd. 
AH  Thanks.  Jupiter  t 

Sid,  The  marhle  parement  doses,  he  is  unter'd 
His  radiant  roof :- Away  I  and.  tobeblest» 
Lei  us  with  care  perfonn  his  great  behest. 

lOhotU 


FosL  [  Wakmg,]  Sleep,  thon  bast  been  a  grand 
sire,  and  begot 
A  father  to  me:  and  thou  hast  created 
A  mother  and  two  brothers ;  But— 0  scorn  I— 
Gk>na  I  tliey  went  hence  so  soon  as-they  were  bom. 
And  so  I  am  awake.    Poor  wretches  that  depend 
On  greatness*  tavour  dream  as  I  have  done ; 
Wake,  and  find  nothing.    But,  alas,  I  swerre: 
Many  dream  not  to  find,  neither  deserve. 
And  jet  are  steeped  in  favours;  so  am  I, 
That  have  this  golden  chance,  and  know  not  why. 
What  fairies  haunt  this  ground?  A  book?  O  rare 

Be  not,  as  is  onpfiuigl^g^^I^^fe|B^g[e 
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Nobler  ttaim  that  it  ooren:  let  thj  effeets 
So  follow,  to  be  most  unlike  onr  oonrtien, 
As  good  IS  promise. 

IRmi*.]  Wban  as  ft  Uon'i  wbdp  aluIL  to  himself  mi- 
fcnown.  withoat  seeking,  find,  and  be  embraoed  bj  i^  pi«oo 
of  tender  air  ;  and  when  ftom  a  stately  oedar  shall  be 
lopped  brandhes,  which,  being  dead  many  years,  shall 
after  revlTe,  be  Jointed  to  the  oldstook.  and  freshly  grow ; 
then  shall  Fosthumns  end  his  miseries,  Britain  be  lortu- 
Date,  and  flourish  in  peace  and  plenty. 
Tis  still  a  dream ;  or  else  sach  stuff  as  madmen 
Tongue,  and  brain  not:  either  both,  or  nothing : 
Or  senseless  speaking,  or  a  speaking^  snch 
As  sense  cannot  untie.    Be  what  it  is. 
The  action  of  my  life  is  like  it,  which 
111  keep,  if  bat  for  sympathy. 

Enter  QMolier, 

QaoL  Come,  sir,  are  you  ready  for  death? 

Post,  Over-roasted  rather :  ready  long  ago. 

0€ioL  Hanging  is  the  word,  sir;  if  yoa  be 
ready  for  that  yon  are  well  cooked. 

Post.  So,  if  I  prove  a  good  repast  to  the 
spectators  the  dish  pays  the  shot. 

OaoL  A  heavy  reckoning  for  yon,  sir:  Bat  thn 
eomfort  is,  yoa  shall  be  called  to  no  more  pay- 
ments,  fear  no  more  tavern  bills;  which  are  often 
the  sadness  of  parting,  as  the  procuring  of  mirth ; 
you  come  in  fiunt  for  want  of  meat,  depart  reeling 
with  too  much  drink ;  sorry  that  you  have  paid  too 
much,  and  sorry  that  you  are  paid  too  much;  pur/te 
and  brain  both  empty :  the  brain  the  heavier  for 
being  too  light,  the  parse  too  light,  being  drawn 
of  heaviness :  0 1  of^  this  contradiction  you  shall 
now  be  quit.— O,  the  charity  of  a  penny  cord  I  it 
sums  up  thousands  in  a  trice :  you  have  no  true 
debitor  and  creditor  but  it ;  of  what's  past,  is,  and 
to  come,  the  disdiarge:— Your  neck,  sir,  b  pen, 
book,  and  cbunters;  so  the  acquittance  follows. 

Past,  I  am  merrier  to  die  than  thou  art  to  live. 

ChwL  Indeed,  sir,  he  that  sleeps  feels  not  the 
toothache :  But  a  man  that  were  to  sleep  your  sleep, 
and  a  hangman  to  help  him  to  bed,  I  think  he 
would  change  places  with  his  officer;  for  look  you, 
sir,  you  know  not  which  way  you  shall  go. 

n§t.  Yes,  indeed,  do  I,  fellow. 

Oaol,  Your  death  has  eyes  in*s  head  then;  I 
have  not  seen  him  so  pictured :  you  must  either  be 
directed  by  some  that  take  upon  them  to  know ; 
or  take  upon  yourself  that  which  I  am  sure  you 
do  not  know;  for,  jump  the  after-inquiry  on  your 
swn  peril,  and  how  you  shall  speed  in  your  journey's 
end,  I  think  yooll  never  return  to  tell  one. 

PosL  1  tell  thee,  fellow,  there  are  none  want  eyes 
to  direct  them  the  way  I  am  going,  but  such  as 
wink,  and  will  not  use  them. 

^002.  What  an  infinite  mock  is  this,  that  a  man 
should  have  the  best  use  of  eyes  to  see  the  way  of 
blindness  1  1  am  sure  hanging's  the  way  of 
winking. 

JEnter  a  Messenger. 

J/esi.  Knock  off  his  manacles;  bring  your 
prisoner  to  the  king. 

Po$t,  Thou  bring'st  good  news ; — I  am  called  to 
be  made  free. 

ChoL  1*11  be  hanged  then. 

Pott.  Thou  shalt  be  then  freer  than  a  gaoler;  no 
bolts  for  the  dead.  {Exeunt  Post,  and  Mess. 

OacL  Unless  a  man  would  marry  a  gallows,  and 
beget  young  gibbets,  1  never  saw  one  so  prone. 
Yet,  on  my  conscience,  there  are  verier  knaves 
desire  to  live,  for  all  ho  be  a  Roman :  and  there  be 
:K»ine  of  them  too  that  die  against  their  wills:  so 
•hoald  J ,  it  I  were  one.    I  would  we  were  all  of 
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one  rauid,  and  one  mind  good;  O,  tiiere  wm 
desolation  of  gaolers  and  gsllowsesi  I  speak 
against  my  present  profit;  but  my  wish  hath  a 
preferment  int  [JSxtuHL 

SCENE  y.— Cymbeline'k  Tent, 

Enter  CrMBELnnB,  Belarius,  GnrDBiuiis,  Ajtvi* 
RAaus,  PiSAHio,  Lords,  Officers,  onJ  Attendants. 

Oym,  Stand  by  my  aide,  yoa  whom  the  gods 
have  made 
Preservers  of  my  throne.    Woe  ii  my  heart. 
That  the  poor  soldier  that  so  richly  fought. 
Whose  rags  sham'd  gilded  arms,  whose  naked 

breast 
Stepp'd  before  targes  of  proof,  cannot  be  foond : 
He  snail  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 
Our  grace  can  make  him  so. 

Bd.  I  never  saw 

Such  noble  fury  in  so  poor  a  thing; 
Such  precious  deeds  in  one  that  promised  nongiht 
But  beggary  and  poor  looks. 

Cunu  No  tidings  of  him  ? 

Pu,  He  hath  been  searoh'd  among  the  dead  and 
living, 
But  no  trace  of  him. 

Cym,  To  my  grief,  I  am 

The  heir  of  his  reward  ;  which  I  will  add 
To  you  the  liver,  heart,  and  brain  of  Britain, 

[To  Belarius,  GuiDBRiU8,ami  Arviraovs. 
By  whom  I  grant  she  lives : — Tis  now  th  e  time 
To  ask  of  whence  yoa  are :— -reoort  it 

Bel  Sir, 

In  Cambria  are  we  bom,  and  gentlemen : 
Further  to  boast  were  neither  true  nor  modest, 
Unless  I  add  we  are  honest. 

Ct/nu  Bow  voar  knees: 

Arise,  my  knights  o'  the  battle;  1  create  yoa 
Companions  to  our  person,  and  will  fit  yoa 
With  dignities  becoming  your  estates. 

Enter  Cornbltus  and  Ladies. 

There's  business  in  these  faces :— Why  so  sadly 
Greet  you  our  victory?  you  look  like  Romans, 
And  not  o'  the  court  of  Britain. 

Cor,  Hail,  great  Ungl 

To  sour  your  happiness  I  must  report 
The  queen  is  dead. 

Ctfm,  Whom  worse  than  a  physician 

Would  this  report  become?  But  I  oonsiaer, 
By  medicine  life  may  be  prolong'd,  yet  death 
Will  seize  the  doctor  too.    How  ended  she? 

C7or.  With  horror,  madly  dying,  like  her  life. 
Which,  being  cruel  to  the  world,  coni-luded 
Most  cruel  to  herself.     What  ohe  confessed 
I  will  report,  so  please  you :  These  her  women 
Can  trip  me,  if  I  err ;  who,  with  wet  cheeks. 
Were  present  when  she  finish'd. 

^m.  Prithee,  sar. 

Cor.  First,  she  confessed  she  never  lov'd  yoo; 
only 
Affected  greatness  got  by  you,  not  yoa : 
Married  your  royalty,  was  wife  to  your  place ; 
Abhorr'd  your  person. 

Ci/m,  She  alone  knew  this : 

And,  but  she  spoke  it  dying,  I  would  not 
Believe  her  li))s  in  opening  it.    Proceed. 

Cor,  Your  daughter,  whom  she  bore  in  hand  tA 
love 
With  such  intep^ty,  she  did  confess 
Was  as  a  scorpion  to  her  sight;  whose  life, 
But  that  her  flip^ht  prevented  U,.fhe  had 
Ta'enoffby  pouont^igi^i^^^  byGOOglC 


(^m.  O  mo6t  delicate  fiend  I 

Who  ist  can  read  a  woman?— Is  there  more? 

Cor.  More,  sir,  and  worse.    She  did  confess  she 
luul 
For  70Q  a  mortal  mineral;  which,  bein^  took, 
Should  by  the  minute  feed  on  life,  and  lingVing, 
By  inches  waste  you :  In  which  time  she  purposed, 
Br  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  kissing,  to 

0  ercome  yon  with  her  show :  yes,  and  in  time. 
When  she  had  fitted  you  with  her  craft,  to  work 
Her  son  into  the  adoption  of  the  crown : 

But,  failing  of  her  end  by  his  strange  absence, 
Grew  shameless-desperate ;  open'd,  in  despite 
Of  heaven  and  men,  her  purposes  ;  repented 
The  evils  she  hatched  were  not  effected:  so, 
Dopairing,  died. 

CV»i*  Heard  yon  all  this,  her  women? 

Laily*  We  did,  so  please  your  highness. 

Cym,  Mine  eyes 

Were  not  in  fault,  for  she  was  beautiful ; 
Mine  ears,  that  heard  her  flattery ;  nor  my  heart, 
That  thought  her  like  her  seeming:  it  had  been 

Ticioua 
To  have  mistrusted  her:  yet,  O  my  daughter! 
That  it  was  folly  in  me,  thon  mayst  say. 
And  prove  it  in  thy  feeling.    Heaven  mend  all  1 

Snter  Lucius,  Iachimo,  iht  Soothsayer,  andoHter 
Knman  primmen^  guarded;  PoeruuMUS  behind, 
and  Imoobh. 

Thou  cornet  not,  Cains,  now  for  tribute ;  that 
The  Britons  have  raz'd  out,  though  with  the  loss 
Of  many  a  bold  one ;  whose  kinsmen  have  made 

snit 
That  their  good   souls   may  be  appeased  with 

slaugiiter 
Of  you  their  captives,  which  oorself  have  granted: 
80,  think  of  your  estate. 

Lua.  Consider,  sir,  the  chance  of  war:  the  day 
Was  youra  by  accident;  had  it  gone  with  us. 
We  should  not,  when  the  blo<^  was  cool,  have 

threatened 
Our  prisoners  v.  ith  the  sword.    But  since  the  gods 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 
Mav  be  caird  ransom,  let  it  come:  sufficeth 
A  Koman  with  a  Roman's  heart  can  suffer: 
Augustus  lives  to  think  ont:  and  so  much 
For  ray  peculiar  care.    This  one  thing  only 

1  will  entreat:  my  boy,  a  Briton  bom. 
Let  him  be  ransomed :  never  master  bad 
A  page  so  kind,  so  duteous,  diligent, 

80  tender  over  bis  occasions,  true, 

80  feat,  so  nurse-like :  let  his  virtue  join 

With  my  requcjit,  whidi.  111  make  bold,  your 

bighnesa 
Cannot  deny ;  he  bath  done  no  Briton  harm. 
Though  he  have  8erv*d  a  Roman :  save  him,  air, 
And  spare  no  blood  beside. 

Cifm,  I  have  sorely  leen  him: 

Els  favour  is  familiar  to  me. 
Boy,  thon  hast  looked  thyself  hito  my  grace. 
And  ait  mine  own.— I  luiow  not  why,  nor  where- 
fore,   , 
To  say  live,  boy :  ne'er  tliank  thy  master ;  live : 
And  ask  of  Cymbeline  what  boon  thou  wilt, 
Fitting  my  bounty  and  thy  sUte,  111  give  it ; 
Yea,  though  thm  do  demand  a  prisoner, 
The  noblest  ta'en. 

Imo,  I  humbly  thank  Tonr  highneifl. 

Lue.  I  do  not  bid  thee  beg  my  life,  good  lad; 
And  yet  I  know  thoa  wilt. 

Imo,  No,  no:  alack, 

There^  other  work  in  band;  I  see  a  thing 
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Bitter  to  me  as  death ;  jonr  life,  good  master, 
Uust  shuffle  for  itself. 

Lhc  The  boy  disdains  me. 

He  leaves  me,  sooms  me :  Briefly  die  their  joys, 
That  place  them  on  the  truth  of  girls  and  boys. 
Whv  stands  be  so  perplez'd? 

Oym,  What  wouldst  thou,  boy? 

I  love  thee  more  and  more ;  think  more  and  more 
What^  best  to  ask.     Know^t  him  thon  look'st 

on?  speak. 
Wilt  have  him  live?    Is  he  thy  kin,  thy  friend? 

Imo,  He  is  a  Roman;  no  more  kin  to  me 
Than  I  to  your  highness ;  who,  being  bom  your 

vassal. 
Am  something  nearer 

Cytn.  Wherefore  ey^t  him  so  ? 

Imo,  111  tell  yon,  sir,  in  private,  if  yon  please 
To  give  me  hearing. 

Cym,  Ay,  with  all  my  heart. 

And  lend  my  best  attention.   What^s  thy  name? 

Imo,  Fidele,  sir. 

Cum,  Thon  art  my  good  youth,  my  page ; 

111  be  thy  master:  Walk  with  me;  speak  freely. 
[Cyiidblinb  and  Imogen  converse  apart, 

BeL  la  not  this  boy  reviv'd  from  death  ? 

Arv,  One  sand  another 

Not  more  resembles  that  sweet  rosy  Ud 
Who  died,  and  was  Fidele :— What  thhik  yon  ? 

Qui,  The  same  dead  thing  alive. 

Bd,  Peace,  peacel  see  further ;  he  eyes  ns  not; 
forbear; 
Creatures  may  be  alike :  weret  he,  I  am  sore 
He  would  have  spoke  to  ns. 

Qui,  But  we  saw  him  dead. 

Bel.  Be  silent;  let's  see  further. 

Pis.  It  b  my  mistress.  [Aside, 

Since  she  is  living,  let  the  time  run  on 
To  good  or  bad.         [Cym.  and  I  mo.  come  forward, 

Cym.  Come,  stand  thou  by  our  side ; 

Make  thy  demand  aloud.— Sir,  [to  Iacb.]  step  you 

forth; 
Give  answer  to  this  boy,  and  do  it  f^ely ; 
Or,  bv  our  greatness,  and  the  grace  of  it. 
Which  is  our  honour,  bitter  torture  shall 
Winnow  the  truth  from  falsehood.— On,  speak  to 
him. 

Imo,  My  boon  is,  that  this  gentleman  may  render 
Of  whom  ne  had  this  ring. 

Fbst.  Whaf^  that  to  him  ?  [Aside, 

Cym,  That  diamond  upon  your  finger,  say 
How  eame  it  yours  ? 

lack,  Thoult  torture  me  to  leave  unspoken  that 
Which,  to  be  spoke,  would  torture  thee. 

Cym.  Howl  me? 

laA,  I  am  glad  to  be  oonstrain'd  to  utter  that 
Which  torments  me  to  conceal.    By  villainy 
1  got  this  ring;  'twas  Leonatus' jewel : 
Whom  thon  didst  banish ;  and  (which  more  may 

grieve  thee 
As  it  doth  me)  a  nobler  sir  ne'er  liv'd 
Twixt  sky  and  ground.    Wilt  thou  hear  more, 
my  lord? 

Cym,  All  that  belongs  to  this. 

lack.  That  paragon,  thy  daughter,— 

For  whom  my  heart  drops  blood,  and  my  fiUse 

spirits 
QuaH  to  remember,— Give  me  leave ;  I  faint 

Cym,  My  daughter  1  what  of  her  ?    Renew  thy 
strength : 
I  had  rather  thou  shouldst  live  while  nature  will. 
Than  die  ere  I  hear  more:  strive,  man,  andapeak. 

2ach,  Upon  a  time  (unhappy  was  the  clock 
That  struck  the  hour  I)  it  was  in^Bome  (aocars^d 
Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


728 


CYMBELINB. 


The  mansion  wherel)  *twas  at  a  feast  (O  Vould 
Oar  viands  had  been  poison 'd  I  or,  at  least, 
Those  which  I  heaved  to  head  I)  the  good  Post- 

hurous 
(What  shoald  I  say?  he  was  too  good,  to  be 
Where  ill  men  were;  and  was  the  best  of  all 
Amongst  the  rar'st  of  good  ones),  sitting  sadly, 
Hearing  ns  praise  our  loves  of  Italy 
For  beanty  that  made  barren  the  swelFd  boast 
Of  him  that  best  could  speak ;  for  feature,  laming 
The  shrine  of  Venus,  or  straight-pight  Minerva, 
Postures  beyond  brief  nature ;  for  condition, 
A  shop  of  all  the  qualities  that  man 
Loves  woman  for;  besides,  that  hook  of  wiving, 
Fairness,  which  strikes  the  eye  :— 

Cynu  I  stand  on  fire : 

Come  to  the  matter. 

lack.  All  too  soon  I  shall, 

(Jnless  thoa  wouldst  grieve  quickly. — This  Post- 
humus 
(Most  like  a  noble  lord  in  love,  and  one 
That  had  a  royal  lover)  took  this  hint ; 
And,  not  dispraising  whom  we  prais'd  (therein 
Ho  was  as  calm  as  virtue),  he  began 
His  mistress*  picture ;  which  by  nis  tongue  being 

made. 
And  then  a  mind  put  !n*t,  either  our  brags 
Were  orack'd  of  kitchen  trulls,  or  his  description 
Prov*d  OS  mispeaking  sots. 

Cym,  Nay,  nay,  to  the  purpose. 

lack.  Your  danghter*s  chastity — there  it  begins. 
He  spake  of  her,  as  Dian  had  hot  dreams, 
And  she  alone  were  cold ;  Whereat,  1,  wretch  I 
Made  scruple  of  his  praise ;  and  wager*d  with  him 
Pieces  of  gold,  'gainst  this  which  then  he  wore 
Upon  his  honoured  finger,  to  attain 
In  suit  the  place  of  his  bed,  and  win  this  ring 
By  hers  ana  mine  adultery :  he,  true  knight. 
No  tenser  of  her  honour  confident 
Than  I  did  truly  find  her,  stakes  this  ring; 
And  would  so,  had  it  been  a  carbuncle 
Of  Phoebus'  wheel,  and  might  so  safely,  had  it 
Been  all  the  worth  of  his  car.    Away  to  Britain 
Post  I  in  this  design :  Well  may  yoa,  sir, 
Remember  ine  at  court,  where  I  was  taught 
Of  year  chaste  daughter  the  wide  difference 
Twixt    amorous    and   villainous.     Being   thus 

quenched 
Of  hope,  not  longing,  mine  Italian  brain 
Uan  in  your  duller  Britain  operate 
Most  vilely ;  for  my  vantage,  excellent: 
And,  to  be  brief^  my  practice  so  prevail  d 
That  I  retunrd  with  simnlar  proof  enough 
To  make  the  noble  Leonatus  mad, 
Bv  wounding  his  belief  in  her  renown 
With  tokens  thus,  and  thus;  averring  notes 
Of  chamber-hanging,  pictures,  this  her  bracelet, 
(O,  cunning,  how  I  got  it  I)  nay,  some  marks 
Of  secret  on  her  person,  that  he  could  not 
But  think  her  bond  of  chastity  quite  craok'd, 
I  having  ta'en  tlie  forfeit.    Whereupon, — 
Methinks,  I  see  him  now, — 

Post.  Ay,  so  thou  dost,    \C<mmgfonDoard» 

Italian  fiend  t— Ah  me.  most  credulous  u>o], 
Egregious  murderer,  tnief,  anything 
That's  duo  to  all  the  villains  past,  in  being. 
To  come! — O,  give  me  cord,  or  knife,  or  poison, 
Some  upright  jnsticer  I  Thou,  king,  send  out 
For  torturers  mgenioos:  it  is  I 
That  all  the  abhorred  things  o*  the  earth  amend, 
By  being  worse  than  they.    I  am  Posthumus, 
That  kiird  thy  daughter:— villain-like,  I  lie ; 
That  caus'd  a  lesser  villain  than  myself, 


A  sacrilegious  thief,  to  do*t:— the  temple 
Of  virtue  was  she;  yea,  and  she  herself. 
Spit  and  throw  stones,  cast  mire  upon  me,  set 
The  dogs  o'  the  streets  to  bay  me :  every  villain 
Be  call'd  Posthumus  Leonatus;  and 
Be  villainy  less  than  twasi — O  Imogenl 
My  queen,  my  life,  my  wife!  O  Imogen, 
Imogen,  Imogen! 
Imo.  Peace,  my  lord ;  hear,  hear ! — 

PobU  Shairs  have  a  play  of  this  ?  Thou  scomfal 

There  lie  thy  part.  [Striking  her:  ihefalU, 

Pia,  O,  gentlemen,  help 

Mine,  and  your  mistress :— O,  my  lord  Postlmmos  1 
You  ne'er  kill'd  Imogen  till  now : — Help,  help ! — 
Mine  honour 'd  lady! 

Cym,  Does  the  world  go  round? 

Post,  How  oome  these  staggers  on  me? 

Pis.  Wake,  my  mistress  1 

Cym,  If  this  be  so,  the  gods  do  mean  to  strike  me 
To  death  with  mortal  joy. 

Pis,  How  fares  my  mistress  ? 

Imo,  O,  get  thee  {h>m  my  sight ; 
Thou  gftv'st  me  poison :  dangerous  fellow,  henoel 
Breathe  not  where  princes  are ! 

Cym,  The  time  of  Imogen  I 

Fi»,  Lady, 
The  gods  throw  stones  of  sulphur  on  me,  if 
That  box  I  (rave  you  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  precious  thing ;  1  had  it  from  the  queen. 

Cym,  New  matter  still  ? 

Imo,  It  poisoned  me. 

Cor,  Ogodsl— 

I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  queen  confess'd, 
Wliich  must  approve  thee  honest :  if  Pisanio 
Have,  said  she.  given  bis  mistress  that  confection 
Which  I  gave  him  for  cordial,  she  is  serv'd 
As  I  would  serve  a  rat. 

Cym,  What's  this,  Comeliof  ? 

Cor.  The  queen,  sir,  very  oft  importnn'd  me 
To  temper  poisons  for  her ;  still  pretending 
The  satisfaction  of  her  knowledge  only 
In  killing  creatures  vile,  as  cats  and  dogs 
Of  no  esteem :  I,  dreading  that  her  purpose 
Was  of  more  danger,  did  compound  for  her 
A  certain  stuff,  which,  being  ta'en,  would  cease 
The  present  power  of  life;  but,  in  short  time, 
All  offices  of  nature  should  again 
Do  their  due  functions. — Have  you  ta'en  of  it? 

Imo,  Most  like  I  did,  for  I  was  dead. 

Bd,  My  boys, 

There  was  our  error. 

QuL  This  is  sure,  Fidele. 

Imo,  Why  did  yoa  throw  yocu'  wedded  lady  from 
you? 
Thbk  that  yoa  are  upon  a  rock,  and  now 
Throw  me  again.  [  Rmbraang  hun. 

PmU  Hang  there  like  fruit,  my  sool, 

Till  the  tree  die! 

Cym.  How  now,  my  flesh,  my  child> 

What,  mak*8t  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  act? 
Wilt  thou  not  speak  to  me  ? 

Imo,  Your  blessing,  sir.    [Knodmg, 

Bd,  Though  yon  did  love  this  youth,  I  blame 
ye  not ; 
You  had  a  motive  for  it  [7b  Qui.  and  Axv 

Cym,  My  tears,  that  &I1, 

Prove  holy  water  on  thee  I    Imogen, 
Thy  mother*s  dead. 

Imo,  Vm  sorry  for*t,  my  lord. 

Cym,  O,  she  was  naught ;  and  long  of  her  it  was 
That  we  meet  here  so  strangely :  But  her  son 
Is  gone,  we  know  not  how,  nor  whm,  . 
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Pi$.  My  lord, 

Now  f«ar  is  from  me,  FU  speak  troth.  Lord  Cloten, 
Upon  mj  lady's  missing,  came  to  me 
With  his  sword  drawn ;  foam'd  at  the  month,  and 

swore 
If  I  disoover'd  not  which  way  she  was  gone, 
It  was  my  instant  death:  By  accident, 
I  bad  a  feigned  letter  of  my  mnster's 
Then  in  my  pocket ;  which  directed  him 
To  seek  her  on  the  mountains  near  to  Milford ; 
Where,  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  master's  garments, 
Which  he  enforo*a  from  me,  away  he  posts 
With  nnchaste  parpofie,  and  with  oath  to  violate 
Mr  lady*8  honour :  what  became  of  him, 
I  further  know  not 

GfiL  Let  me  end  the  story : 

(  slew  him  there. 

CywL  Many,  the  gods  forfendl 

I  wouid  not  thy  good  dseds  should  from  my  lips 
Pluck  a  hard  sentence :  prithee,  valiant  youth, 
Deny\  again. 

GhtL  I  have  spoken  it,  and  I  did  it. 

Cum,  He  was  a  prince. 

Om,  A  most  incivil  one :  Thewronf^hedidme 
Were  nothing  prince-like,  for  he  did  provoke  me 
With  Unguage  that  would  make  me  spurn  the  sea. 
If  It  could  so  roar  to  me :  I  cut  oflTs  head ; 
And  am  right  glad  he  is  not  standing  here 
To  tell  thb  tale  of  mine. 

Cifm,  I  am  sorry  for  thee. 

By  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  condemned,  and  most 
Endure  our  law :  Thou  art  dead. 

Imo,  That  headless  man 

I  thought  bad  been  my  lord. 

Ci/m,  Bind  the  offender, 

And  take  him  from  our  presence. 

Bd.  Stay, sir  king: 

This  man  is  better  than  the  man  he  slew, 
As  well  descended  as  thyself;  and  hath 
More  of  thee  meriterl  than  a  band  of  Olotens 
Had  ever  scar  fur.— Let  his  arms  alone; 

[Tothaguard. 
They  were  not  bom  for  bondage. 

Cfym,  Why,  old  soldier. 

Wilt  thon  undo  the  worth  thou  art  nn|  aid  for, 
By  tasting  of  our  wrath?    How  of  descent 
Aj  good  as  we? 

Arv,  In  that  he  spake  too  fiff. 

Oifnu  And  thon  shalt  die  ror*t. 

BeL  We  will  die  all  three : 

Bnt  F  will  prove,  that  two  of  us  are  as  good 
As  I  have  given  out  him.— Mv  sons,  I  must. 
For  mine  own  part,  unfold  a  dangerous  speech. 
Though,  haply,  well  for  you. 

Jrv,  Your  danger^  ours. 

Oui,  And  our  good  his. 

BeL  Have  at  it  then.— 

By  leave ;— Thou  hadst,  great  king,  a  subject  who 
was  oall'd  Belarioi. 

Olfm.  What  of  him?  he  is 

A  banished  traitor. 

BeL  He  it  is  that  hath 

As8Qm*d  this  age :  indeed,  a  banished  man ; 
I  know  not  how  a  traitor. 

(y.n.  Take  him  hence ; 

The  whole  world  shall  not  save  him. 

Bel.  Not  too  hot: 

Pint  pa^  me  for  the  nnndng  of  thy  sons: 
And  lot  It  be  confiscate  all,  so  soon 
As  I  have  received  it. 

Olfm.  Nnrsing  of  my  sons  ? 

BeL  I  am  too  blont  and  saucy:  Here^  my  knee; 
Ere  I  arise  I  will  prefer  my  sons 
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Then,  spare  not  tiie  old  frtther.    Mighty  sir, 
Tliase  two  young  gentlemen,  that  call  me  lather. 
And  think  they  are  my  sons,  are  none  of  mine; 
They  are  the  issue  of  your  loins,  my  liege. 
And  blood  of  your  begetting. 

Oynu  How!  mvissne? 

£iL  So  sure  as  yon  your  father's.  I,  old  Morgan, 
Am  that  Belarius  whom  you  sometime  banished : 
Your  pleasure  was  my  mere  offence,  my  punishment 
Itself,  and  all  my  trea-^on:  that  I  suffer  d 
Was  all  the  harm  1  did.    These  gentle  princes 
(For  such  and  so  thev  are)  these  twenty  years 
Have  I  train'd  up :  those  arts  they  have,  as  I 
Could  put  into  them ;  my  breeding  was,  sir,  as 
Your  highness  knows.    Their  nurse,  Euriphile, 
Whom  for  the  theft  I  wedded,  stole  these  onildrsn 
Upon  my  banishment:  I  mov'd  her  tot; 
Having  receiv'd  the  punishment  before. 
For  that  which  I  did  then  :  Beaten  for  loyalty. 
Excited  me  to  treason :  Their  dear  loss. 
The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  shaped 
Unto  my  end  of  stealing  them.    But,  gracious  sir, 
Here  are  your  sons  again,  and  I  must  lose 
Two  of  the  sweetest  companions  in  the  world : 
The  benediction  of  these  covering  heavens 
Fall  on  their  heads  like  dew  I  for  they  are  worthy 
To  inUy  heaven  with  stars. 

Cym  Thon  weep^st,  and  speak'st 

Tlie  service,  that  you  three  have  done,  is  more 
Unlike  than  this  thou  telPst:   I  lost  my  children ; 
If  these  be  thev.  1  know  not  how  to  wish 
A  pair  of  worthier  sons. 

BeL  Be  pleas'd  awhile. — 

This  gentleman,  whom  1  call  Polydore, 
Most  worthy  prince,  a<«  yours,  is  trtie  Uniderius 
This  gent'eman,  my  (jadwal,  ArvinCgns, 
Your  younger  princely  son ;  he,  sir,  was  lappVI 
In  a  mo5;t  curious  mantle,  wrought  by  the  hand 
Of  his  queen  mother,  which,  for  more  probation 
I  can  with  ease  produce. 

Cym,  Guiderius  bad 

Upon  his  neck  a  mole,  a  sanguine  star; 
It  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 

BeL  This  is  he; 

Who  hath  upon  him  still  that  natural  stamp : 
It  wMH  wise  Nature^  end  in  the  donation, 
To  be  his  evidence  now. 

Cym,  O,  what  am  I 

A  mother  to  the  birth  of  i  hree  ?    Ne'er  mother 
Rejoic'd  deliverance  more:  — Bless'd  may  you  be. 
That,  after  this  strange  starting  from  your  orbs. 
You  may  reign  in  them  now !    O  Imogen, 
Thou  hast  lost  by  this  a  kingdom. 

Imo.  No,  my  lord ; 

I  have  got  two  worlds  by  t  O  my  gentle  brothers. 
Have  we  thos  met?    O  never  say  hereafter 
Bnt  I  am  truest  speaker :  you  ealrd  me  brother. 
When  I  was  but  your  sister ;  I  you  brothers, 
When  you  were  so  indeed. 

Cym,  Did  yoa  e*er  meet  ? 

Arv.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

OuL  And  at  first  meeting  lov'd , 

Continned  so,  until  we  thought  he  died. 

C7or.  By  the  queen's  dram  she  swallow'd. 

Cym.  O  rare  instinct! 

When  shall  I  hear  all  throogfa?  This  fierce  abridg- 
ment 
Hath  **i  it  circumstantial  branches,  which 
distinction  should  be  rich  in. — Where,  how  liv'd 

you. 
And  when  came  yon  to  serve  our  Roman  captive? 
How  parted  with  your  brothers?  how  first  met 
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Why  fledroa  from  the  oonrt?  and  whither? 

These, 
And  joor  three  motives  to  the  hattle,  with 
I  know  not  how  much  more,  should  be  demanded ; 
And  all  the  other  bj-dependencies, 
From  chance  to  chance;  but  nor  the  time,  nor 

place, 
Will  serve  our  long  intergatories.    Bee, 
Postliumns  anchors  upon  Im<^en ; 
And  she,  like  harmless  lightning,  throws  her  eye 
Oa  him,  her  brothers,  me,  her  master,  hitting 
Each  object  with  a  joy ;  the  oounterchange 
Is  severally  in  all.    Let's  anit  this  ground, 
And  smoke  the  temple  witn  our  sacoHfices. 
Thoa  art  my  brother :  i5o  well  hold  thee  ever. 

[7V>Bbl. 

Imo.  You  are  my  &ther  too ;  and  did  relieve  me 
To  see  this  gracious  season. 

Oym,  All  o'wjoVd, 

Save  these  in  bonds ;  let  them  be  joyiul  too, 
For  they  shall  taste  our  comfort. 

Imo,  My  good  master, 

I  w.Jl  yet  do  yon  service. 

Lue.  Happy  be  yon  1 

Cym,  The  forlorn  soldier  that  so  nobly  fought, 
He  would  have  well   becom*d  this  place,  and 

grac'd 
The  thankings  of  a  king. 

iVs<.  I  am,  sir. 

The  soldier  that  did  company  these  three 
In  poor  beseeming;  *twas  a  fitment  for 
The  purpose  I  then  followed:— That  I  was  he, 
Speak,  lachimo ;  I  had  you  down,  and  might 
Have  made  yon  finish. 

la^  I  am  down  a^n :     [Kneeling, 

But  now  my  heavy  conscience  smks  mv  knee, 
As  then  your  force  did.    Take  that  li^,  'beseech 

you. 
Which  I  so  often  owe :  hot,  your  rin^  first ; 
And  here  the  bracelet  of  the  truest  pnnoess 
That  ever  swore  her  faith. 

Poet,  Kneel  not  to  me; 

The  power  that  I  have  on  you  is  to  spare Jrou ; 
The  malice  towards  you  to  forgive  you :  Live, 
And  deal  with  others  better. 

(hpn.  Nobly  doom*d; 

We  il  learn  our  freeness  of  a  son-in-Iaw ; 
Pardon's  the  word  to  all. 

An,  You  holp  us,  sir. 

As  yon  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  brother; 
Joy'd  are  we  that  you  are. 

Pott,  Your  servant,  princes.— Good  my  lord  of 
Rome, 
Call  fbrth  your  soothsayer :  As  I  slept,  methooght, 
Great  Jupiter,  upon  his  eagle  back, 
App^'d  to  me,  with  other  spritely  shows 
Or  mine  own  kindred :  when  I  wak'd,  I  foond 
Tliis  label  on  my  IxMsom ;  whose  containmg 
la  so  from  sense  in  hardness,  that  I  can 


CYMBELINB. 


Make  no  collection  of  it;  let  him  show 
His  skill  in  the  oonstmotbn. 

Luc  Philarmoiius  I 

Sooth.  Here,  my  good  lord. 

Luc  Read,  and  declare  the  meaning. 

Sooth,  [Reads,] 

When  as  a  lion's  wfado  shall,  to  hfanself  mdcnown. 
wtthoot  seeking  find,  and  be  embraoed  bj  a  pieoe  oi 
tender  air :  and  whtm  from  a  stately  oedar  Rhall  bo  lopned 
braochee,  wbich,  being  dend  many  years,  shall  after  reTire, 
be  Jointed  to  the  old  stock,  and  freshly  grow ;  then  ihal] 
Posthumm  end  his  miaoriea,  Britain  be  fortunate^  and 
flourish  in  peaoe  and  plentj. 

Thou,  Leonatus,  art  the  lion*s  whelp ; 
The  fit  and  apt  construction  of  thy  name. 
Being  Leo-natns,  doth  import  so  much : 
The  pieoe  of  tender  air,  thy  virtuous  daughter, 

r  7b  Ctmbbuhb. 
Which  we  call  sncOU  aer:  and  mUUs  aer 
We  term  it  muUer:  which  muUer  I  divine 
Is  this  most  constant  wife;  who,  even  now, 
Answering  the  letter  of  the  oracle. 
Unknown  to  you,  unsought,  were  dipped  about 
With  this  most  tender  air. 

Gynu  This  hath  some  seeming. 

Sooth,  The  lofty  oedar,  royal  Cymbel'me, 
Personates  thee :  and  thy  lopp'd  branches  point 
Thy  two  sons  forth :  who,  by  Belartus  stolen. 
For  many  years  thought  dead,  are  now  reviv^ 
To  the  majestic  cedar  joined;  whose  issue 
Promises  Britain  peaoe  and  plenty. 

Oym,  Well, 

My  peace  we  will  begin :— And,  Gains  Lnciiis, 
Although  the  victor,  we  submit  to  Cesar, 
And  to  the  Roman  empire ;  nromi.sing 
To  pay  our  wonted  tribute,  trom  the  which 


We  were  dissuaded  by  our  wicked  oneen : 
Whom  Heavens,  in  justice  (both  on  her,  i 
Have  laid  most  heavy  hand. 


Sooth,  The  fingers  of  the  powers  above  do  tone 
The  harmony  of  this  peace.    The  vision 
Which  I  msde  known  to  Lucius,  ere  the  stroke 
Of  this  yet  scarce-cold  battle,  at  this  instant 
Is  full  accomplished:  For  the  Roman  eagle. 
From  south  to  west  on  wing  soaring  aloft. 
Lessened  herself,  and  in  the  beams  o*  the  sun 
So  vanbh'd :  which  foreshowed  our  princely  eagle 
The  imperial  Ciesar,  should  again  unite 
His  fiivour  with  the  radiant  Cymbeline. 
Which  shines  here  in  the  west. 

Olfm,  Laud  we  the  gods. 

And  let  our  crooked  smokes  dimb  to  their  nostriv 
From  our  bless'd  altars  I  Publish  we  this  peaoe 
To  all  our  subjects.    Set  we  torward :  I^ 
A  Roman  and  a  BriUsh  ensign  wave 
Friendly  together:  so  through  Lud'stownmaroh: 
And  in  the  temple  of  great  Jupiter 
Our  peaoe  well  ratify;  seal  it  with  feasts. 
Set  on  there :— Never  was  a  war  did  cease. 
Ere  bloody  hands  were  wash'd,  with  such  a j 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONM. 


aATUKlfmVBiMn  to  th*  lato  Smp«ror  of  BosMk 

BAS8IAlnJ8.  brother  to  BatamlnuL 

Ti.  J8  AMDftOm  ;U8.  a  noble  Romaa. 

MARCUS  ANDR0NI0U8,  toother  to  Tltu. 

LUCIUS,  MB  to  ntu  Aadroalcvi. 

QUnrruS,  eoa  to  ntM  ▲•dronleua. 

llARTIUS,  eon  to  Tltu  Andronlcni. 

MUTEUS^MB  to  Tltu  Aadronicu. 

Toanff  LUCnfS. «  boy,  eon  to  Ladw. 

fUBLIUS^eon  to  M&reoi  the  tribOML 


[US, eon  to! 
Blf2LIUS,» 


ALARBUS,  eon  to  Tmbota. 
~*~~ BtoT 


SEllHTJUUS.  Mm  to  TMnonk 

AARON, «  Moor. 

ACkntaln. 

ATrfimno. 

A  M—«iger.      AGBovb. 

llothi. 


TAMORA.  Quen  of  tho  OothiL 

UIVINIA,  (U«ghter  to  Tltu 

A  Num. 

ABUokCa^d. 

□uBiMi  of  Tltu,  Benaton,  Tlrib«nei, 

BoldUn  wd  AttoadMitc 


■GBMB.— BoaM  aad  tko  Oovntry  neur  it. 


ACTL 


SCENE  L— Borne. 


WkimvK  Snter  the  Tribunes (wwf  Senators,  alo/t; 
and  tJnen  enter  Satu RMN us  omifAu  Followers  at 
one  dooTy^  oiu/ Bassiahus  and  Ma  Followers  at  the 
ctfter^  vnth  drum  and  odour e, 

8aL  Noble  patricinns,  fMtrons  of  my  right, 
Defend  the  jastice  of  my  cause  with  arms; 
And,  countrymen,  my  loving  followers, 
Plead  my  sucoesaive  title  with  your  swords: 
I  am  his  first-born  son,  that  was  the  last 
That  wore  the  imperial  diadem  of  Rome: 
Then  let  my  &ther*s  honours  live  in  me, 
Nor  wrong  mine  ac^e  witli  this  indignity. 

Basa.  Bomans,  friends,  followers,  fitvourers  of 
my  right. 
If  BTer  Bassianos,  Caesar^  son, 
Were  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  royal  Rome, 
Keep,  then,  this  passage  to  the  Capitol; 
And  suffer  not  dishonour  to  approach 
Th'  imperial  seat ;  to  virtue  consecrate. 
To  justice,  continence,  and  nobility: 
But  let  desert  in  pure  election  shine ; 
And,  Romans,  fight  for  freedom  in  your  choice. 

JEnier  Marcus  Avdrohicub,  alo/t,  with  the  crown. 

Mate,   Princes,  that  strive   by   Actions   and 

by  friends 
Ambitiously  for  rule  and  empery. 
Know  that  the  people  of  Rome,  for  whom  we 

stand 
A  special  party,  have  by  common  voice, 
In  election  for  the  Roman  empery. 
Chosen  Andronicus,  sumamea  Pius, 
For  many  good  and  great  deserts  to  Rome: 
A  nobler  man,  a  braver  warrior, 
Liyes  not  this  day  within  the  city  walls. 
He  by  the  senate  is  accited  home, 
Prom  weary  wars  against  the  barbarooB  Ootha, 
That  with  his  sons,  a  terror  to  our  foes, 
Hath  yok*d  a  nation  strong,  trained  up  in  arms. 
Ten  years  are  spent,  since  first  he  undertook 
Thif  OMse  of  Rome,  and  ohastised  with  arms 


Our  enemies  pride:  five  times  he  hath  returned 
Bleeding  to  Rome,  bearing  his  valiant  sons 
In  coffins  from  the  field  ; 
And  now  at  last,  laden  with  honour*s  spoils, 
Returns  the  i^ood  Andronicus  to  Rome, 
Renowned  Titus,  flourishing  in  arms. 
Let  us  entreat, — by  honour  of  his  name. 
Whom  worthily  you  would  have  now  succeed, 
And  in  the  Capitol  and  senators  right. 
Whom  yon  pretend  to  honour  and  adore, — 
That  you  withdraw  you,  and  abate  your  strength; 
Dismiss  your  followers,  and,  as  suitors  should, 
Plead  your  deserts  in  peace  and  humbleness. 

Sat,  How  fair  the  tribune  speaks  to  calm  my 
thoughts  I 

Bate.  Marcus  Andronicus,  so  I  do  afi^ 
In  thy  uprightness  and  integrity. 
And  so  I  love  and  honour  thee  and  thine, 
Thy  noble  brother  Titus  and  his  sons, 
And  her  to  whom  niy  thoughts  are  humbled  all. 
Gracious  Lavinia,  Rome's  rich  ornament, 
That  I  will  here  dismiss  my  loving  friends ; 
And  to  my  fortunes  and  the  people's  favour 
Commit  my  cause  in  balance  to  be  weighed. 

[Exeunt  Followers  of  BASSiAHua. 

Sat,  Friends,  that  have  been  thus  forward  in  my 
right, 
I  thank  you  all,  and  here  dismiss  yon  all ; 
And  to  the  love  and  fiivonr  of  my  country 
Commit  myself,  my  person,  and  my  cause. 

[Exeunt  Followers  of  Saturnihub. 
Rome,  be  as  just  and  gracious  unto  me, 
As  I  am  confident  and  kind  to  thee. 
Open  the  gates  and  let  me  in. 

Basa.  Tribunes,  and  me,  a  poor  competitor. 
[Fhwriah,     They  go  up  into  the  Senatehotm 

SCENE  II.— TAs  aame. 

Enter  a  Captain  and  othera. 

Cap,  Romans,  make  way:  the  good  AndnmiooB 
pRtron  of  virtue,  Rome's  best  champion,  . 

Boeoeasful  in  the  battles  that  he  fights,    QQLC 


no  a 


With  oononr  and  with  fortane  is  retam*d 
From  where  he  circumscribed  with  his  sword, 
And  broaght  to  yoke,  the  enemies  of  Home. 

[Sound  drumi  and  trttmpets,  and  tVn  enter  two  qf 
Titus'  Sons.  After  them  two  Men  hearing  a 
coffin  covered  with  black :  then  two  other  Sons. 
J/Ur  them  Titus  Aniironicus;  and  then 
Tamora,  the  Queen  o/"  Goths,  am/  her  two  Sons, 
Chiron  and  Demetrius,  with  Aaron  itie  Moor, 
andothers^asmanyascanbe.  They  tet  down  the 
coffin,  and  Tn'us  speaks. 

Til.  Hail,  Rome,  Tictorions  in  thy  monming 

weeds  I 
Lo,  as  the  bark  that  hath  discharged  her  franght, 
Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  bay 
From  whence  at  first  she  weigh'd  her  anchorage, 
Cometh  Andronicus,  bound  with  laural  boughs, 
To  re-ea1nte  his  country  with  his  tears. 
Tears  of  true  joy  for  his  return  to  Rome. 
Tliou  great  defender  of  this  Capitol, 
Stand  gracious  to  the  rites  thnt  we  intend  I 
Romans,  of  five-and-twenty  valiant  sons, 
Half  of  the  number  that  king  Priam  had, 
Behold  the  poor  remains,  alive  and  dead  I 
These  that  snrvive,  let  Rome  reward  with  lov«: 
These  that  I  bring  unto  their  latest  home, 
With  burial  amongst  their  ancestors. 
Here  Qoths  have  given  me  leave  to  sheath  my 

sword. 
Titos,  unkind;  and  careless  of  thine  own, 
Why  sufTer'st  thou  thv  sons,  unburied  yet, 
To  hover  on  the  dreadful  shore  of  Styx? 
Make  way  to  lay  them  by  their  brethren, 


TITUS  ANDRONICTT8. 


\They  open  the  tomb. 


There  greet  in  silence,  as  the  dead  are  wont. 

And  sleep  in  peace,  slain  in  your  couutiy's  wars : 

O  sacred  receptacle  of  my  jojs. 

Sweet  cell  of  virtue  and  nobility, 

How  many  sons  of  mine  hast  thou  in  store, 

That  thoo  wilt  never  render  to  me  more ! 

Luc  Give  us  the  proudest  prisoner  of  the 
Goths, 
That  we  may  hew  his  limbs,  and  on  a  pUe, 
Ad  manes ^ratrum,  sacrifice  his  flesh. 
Before  this  earthy  prison  of  their  bones ; 
That  so  the  shadows  be  not  unappeas'd 
Nor  we  disturbed  with  prodigies  on  earth. 

Tii,  I  give  him  yon,  the  noblest  that  sorviTOS, 
The  eldest  son  of  this  distressed  queen. 

Thm.  Stay,  Roman  brethren,  gracious  oonqueror, 
Victorius  Titu«,  rue  the  tears  I  shed, 
A  mother's  tears  in  passion  for  her  son: 
And  if  thy  sons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
O  think  my  son  to  be  as  dear  to  me. 
Suffieeth  not,  that  we  are  brought  to  Rome 
To  beautify  thy  triumphs,  and  return 
Captive  to  thee,  and  to  thy  Roman  yoke; 
Bat  must  my  sons  be  slaughte r'd  in  the  streets, 
For  valiant  doings  in  their  country^  cause? 
O,  if  to  fight  for  Icing  and  commonweal 
Were  piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  these. 
Andronicus,  stain  not  thy  tomb  with  blood. 
Wilt  thoo  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  gods? 
Draw  near  them,  then,  in  being  merciful : 
Sweet  mercy  is  nobility's  true  badge. 
Thrice-noble  Titus,  spare  my  6rst-bom  son. 

Tit.  Patient  yourself,  madam,  and  pardon  me. 
The  le  are  the  brethren,  whom  you  Goths  beheld 
Alive  and  dead,  and  for  their  brethren  slain 
Religioosly  they  ask  a  sacrifiee: 
To  this  your  son  h  mark'd,  and  die  ne  most, 
T*  appease  their  groaning  shadows  that  are  gone. 


Luc,  Away  with  him,  and  make  a  fire  straight ; 
And  with  our  swords,  npon  a  pile  of  wood. 
Let's  hew  his  limbs,  till  they  be  clean  oonsum'd. 
[Exeunt  Titus'  Sons  with  Alabbus. 

Tarn.  O  cruel,  irreligious  piety! 

Chi.  Was  ever  Scythia  half  so  barbarous? 
.  DemeL  Oppose  not  Scytliia  to  ambitions  Rome. 
Alarbos  goes  to  rest,  and  we  sorvive 
To  tremble  under  Titns'  threatening  look. 
Then,  madam,  stand resolv'd ;  bat  hope  withal, 
The  self-same  gods  that  arm'd  the  queen  of  Troy 
With  opportunity  of  sharp  revenge 
Upon  the  Thracian  tyrant  in  his  tent, 
May  favour  Tamora,  the  queen  of  Qoths 
jWhen  Goths  were  Goths,  and  Tainora  wasqoeen;, 
To  quit  the  bloody  wrongs  upon  her  foes. 

Unter  the  Sons  q/*  Andronicus  agatH. 

Ltie,   See,   lord   and   father,   how   we   have 
perform 'd 
Our  Roman  rites :  Alarbos*  limbs  are  lopp*d, 
And  entrsils  feed  the  sacrificing  fire, 
Whose  smoke,  like  incense,  doth  perfbmethesky. 
Remaineth  nought,  but  to  inter  our  brethren. 
And  with  loud  larnms  welcome  them  to  Rome. 

Tit.  Let  it  be  so,  and  let  Andronicos 
Make  this  his  latest  farewell  to  their  souls. 

[Flourish.    Sound  trumpets^  and  they  lag  ihe 
coffin  in  the  tomb. 
InjpeRce  and  honour  rest  you  here,  my  sons; 
Rome's  readiest  champions,  repose  you  here  in  reft, 
Secure  from  worldly  chances  and  mishaps : 
Here  lurks  no  tresson,  here  no  envy  swells, 
Here  grow  no  damned  grudges;   here  are  ne 

storms. 
No  noise,  but  silence  and  eternal  sleep. 
In  peace  and  honour  rest  yoo  here,  my  eons. 
JSnter  Latinia. 

Lao,  In  peace  and  honour  live  lord  Titos  long; 
3fy  noble  lord  and  father,  live  in  fame  I 
L.K  at  this  tomb  my  tributary  tears 
1  render  for  my  brethren's  obsequies : 
And  at  thy  feet  I  kneel,  with  tears  of  joy 
Shed  on  the  earth  for  thy  return  to  Rome. 
0  bless  me  here  with  thy  victorious  hand. 
Whose  fortunes  Rome's  best  citizens  applaod. 

Tit.  K  ind  Rome, thou  hast  thus  lovingly  reserv'd 
The  cordial  of  mine  age  to  glad  my  heart! 
Lavinia,  live  I  outlive  thy  father's  days. 
And  fame's  eternal  date,  for  virtue's  praise* 

Enter  Marcus  Andronicus,  SATusHDrin, 

Bassianus,  and  others. 
Mare,  Long  live  lord  Titus,  my  beloved  brother 
Gracious  triumpher  in  the  eyes  of  Rome  1 

2U.   Thanks,   gentle   tribune,  noble   brother 

Marcus. 
Mare,  And  welcome,  nephews,  fh>m  soeoessfal 
wars. 
Too  that  survive,  and  yoo  that  sleep  in  fame: 
Fair  lords,  your  fortunes  are  alike  in  all. 
That  in  your  country's  service  drew  your  swords. 
But  safer  triumph  is  this  funeral  pomp, 
That  hath  aspir  d-to  Solon's  happme^s, 
And  triumphs  over  chance  in  honour's  bed. 
Titus  Andronicus.  the  people  of  Rome, 
Whose  friend  in  justice  thou  ha^it  ever  bees. 
Send  thee  by  me,  their  tribute  and  tlieir  trust, 
This  palliament  of  white  and  spotless  hue. 
And  name  thee  in  election  for  the  empire, 
With  these  our  late  deceased  emperor s  sons. 
Be  candidatui  then,  and  put  it  on. 
And  help  to  set  a  head  on  headless-fiome-     t 
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Tk,  A  better  head  her  glorioos  bodjJUs, 
iban  his  that  shakes  from  age  and  feebleness 
What  I  should  I  don  this  robe,  and  trouble  yon? 
Be  chosen  with  proclamations  to-dajr, 
To-morrow  yield  up  rule,  resi^  my  life, 
And  set  abroad  new  business  tor  jon  all  ? 
Rome,  1  have  been  thj  soldier  fort/  years,      , 
And  led  my  oountry^s  strength  succe'>srull7. 
And  buried  one-and-twenty  valiant  sons, 
Knighted  in  field,  slain  manfully  in  arras, 
in  right  and  service  of  their  noble  country ; 
Give  me  a  staff  of  honour  for  mine  age, 
But  not  a  sceptre  to  control  the  world  I 
Upright  he  held  it,  lords,  that  held  it  last 

Mara  Titus,  thou  shait  obtain  and  ask  tiie 
empery. 

SaL  Proud  and  ambitious  tribune,  canst  thou 
tell? 

TtL  Patience,  prince  Batuminua. 

SaL  Romans,  do  me  right. 

Patricians,  draw  your  swords,  and  sheath  them  not 
Till  8atuminus  m  Uome*s  emperor : 
Andronious,  would  thou  wert  fthipp'd  to  belly 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  people's  hearts. 

LmG.  ft^ud  Saturnine,  interrupter  of  the  good 
That  noble-minded  Titus  means  to  thee! 

lit.  Content  thee,  prince,  1  will  restore  to  thee 
The  people  s  hearts,  and  wean  them  Irom  them- 
selves. 

Boss.  Andronioos,  I  do  not  flatter  thee, 
But  honour  thee,  and  will  do  till  I  die: 
My  faction,  if  th«iu  strengthen  with  thy  friends, 
I  will  most  thankful  bf,  and  thanks  to  men 
Of  noble  miiidp  is  honourable  meed. 

2U,  People  of  Rome,  and  people's  tribunes  here, 
I  ask  your  voices  and  your  suflrages; 
Will  you  bestow  them  friendly  on  Andronicus? 

DrtbuneM,  To  ^ratity  the  good  Andronicus, 
And  gratulate  his  t>afe  return  to  Rome, 
The  people  will  accept  whom  he  admits. 

TU.  Tribunes,  1  thank  you:  and  this  suit  I  make, 
That  you  create  your  emperor's  eldest  son, 
Lord  Saturnine,  whose  virtues  will,  I  hope, 
Redect  on  Rome  as  Titan  s  rays  on  earth, 
And  ripen  justice  in  this  commonweal: 
Then,  if  you  will  elect  by  my  advice. 
Crown  him,  and  say,  **  Long  live  our  emperor  T* 

Marc  With  voices  and  applause  of  every  sort, 
Patricians  and  plebeians,  we  create 
Lord  ISaturninus  Rome's  great  emperor; 
And  say,  •♦  Long  live  our  einpenr,  Saturnine  1" 

[A  long/hurisk,  till  they  come  down, 

SaL  Htus  Andronicus,  for  thy  fiivours  done 
To  ua  in  our  election  this  day, 
I  give  thee  thanks  in  part  of  tbj  deserts. 
And  will  with  deed^  requite  thy  gentleness: 
And  for  an  onset,  Titus,  to  advance 
Thy  name  and  honourable  familv. 
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Rome  shall  record ;  and  when  I  do  forget 
The  least  of  these  ansneakable  deserts, 
Romans,  forget  your  tealty  to  me. 

TU,  Now,  madam,  are  you  prisoner  to  an 
emperor ;  [  To  Tam  ob  a« 

To  him  that^  for  your  honour  and  your  state, 
Will  use  yon  nobly,  and  your  followers. 

SaL  A  goodly  lady,  trust  me,  of  the  hue 
That  I  would  choose,  were  1  to  chooee  anew  \ 
Clear  up,  fair  queen,  that  cloudy  countenance: 
Though  chance  of  war  hath  wrought  thb  change 

of  cheer. 
Thou  oom's:  not  to  be  made  a  scorn  in  Rome : 
Princely  shall  be  thy  usage  every  way. 
Rest  on  my  word,  and  let  not  discontent 
Daunt  all  your  hopes:  madam,  he  comforts  you 
Can  make  you  greater  than  the  Queen  of  Qoths : 
Lavinia,  tou  are  not  displeas'd  with  tliis? 

Lmo,  Not  I  my  lord,  sith  true  nobility 
Warrants  these  words  in  princely  courtesy. 

SaL  Thanks,  sweet  Lavinia.  Romans,  let  at  go: 
Ransomless  here  we  set  our  prisoners  free. 
Proclaim  our  honours,  lords,  with  trump  and  drum. 

Baas.  Lord  Titus,  by  your  leave,  this  maid  is 
mine.  [Seizing  Lavinia. 

TiL  How,  sir  ?  are  you  in  earnest  then,  my  lord  ** 

Baas,  Ay,  noble  Titus,  and  resolv'd  withal 
To  do  myself  this  reason  and  this  ri^t. 

Marc  Sutttn  ctatpu  is  our  Roman  justice ; 
This  prince  in  justice  seixeth  but  hii«  own. 

Luc  And  that  be  will  and  shall,  if  Lucius  live. 

Tit,  Traitors,  avauntt  where  is  the  emperor^ 
guard  I 
Treason,  my  lord!  Lavinia  is  snrprisU 

SaL  Burpris'dlby  whom? 

Baaa.  By  him  that  justly  may 

Bear  hit  betrothed  from  all  the  woi  Id  away. 

[Exeunt  Marcus  and  Bassianus,  with 

LATinA. 

MvL  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  hence  away. 
And  with  my  sword  111  keep  this  door  safe. 

[Exeunt  Lucios,  Quintus,  and  Martius. 
TiL  Follow,  my  lord,  and  I'll  soon  bring  her  back, 
MuL  My  lord,  you  pass  not  here. 
TiL  What !  villain  boy,  barr*st  me  my  way  fai 

Rome? 
MuL  Help,  Lucius,  help  t         [Tmm  kOa  him. 

B&enterLvcnsB, 

Lue.  My  lord,  you  are  unjust,  and  more  than  so ; 
In  wrongnil  quarrel  you  have  slain  your  son, 

7ft.  Nor  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  sons  of  mine ; 
My  sons  would  never  so  dishonour  me. 
Traitor,  restore  Lavinia  to  the  emperor. 

Luc  Dead,  if  you  will,  but  not  to  be  bis  wire*. 

That  is  another's  lawful  promised  love.  [&aL 

EaUralofi  the  Emfbrob,  irftA  Tamoba  owd  her 
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A  valiant  son-iihlaw  thoa  shalt  enjoy ; 
One  fit  to  bandj  with  thy  lawless  sons, 
To  raffle  in  the  commonwealth  of  Home. 

Jht.  These  word-s  are  razors  to  my  wounded  heart 

i&U,  And  iherefore,  lovely  Tamora,  queen  of 
Goths, 
That,  like  the  stately  Phoebe  *mongst  her  nymphs, 
Dost  overshine  the  gallant'st  dames  of  Rome, 
If  thou  l>e  pleasM  with  this  my  sudden  choice, 
Behold  1  choose  thee,  Tamora.  for  my  bride, 
And  will  create  thee  Empress  of  Rome. 
Speak,  Queen  of  Goths;  doet  tboa  applaud  my 

choice  ? 
And  here  1  swear  by  all  the  Roman  gods, — 
Sith  priest  and  holy  water  are  so  near, 
And  tapers  bum  ho  bright,  and  everyUiing 
In  readiness  for  Hymenens  stand,  - 
1  will  not  re-salute  the  streets  of  Rome, 
Or  climb  my  palace,  till  from  forth  this  place 
I  lead  espoiis'd  my  bride  along  with  me. 

ram.  And  here,  in  bight  of  heaven,  to  Rome  I 
swear, 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  Queen  of  Goths, 
She  will  a  handmaid  be  to  his  desires, 
A  loving  nurse,  a  mother  to  his  youth. 

Sak   Ascend,    fair  queen.  Pantheon:  Lords, 
accompany 
Your  noblf  emiieror  and  his  lovely  bride, 
Sent  by  the  lieavenH  for  prince  Saturnine, 
Who:<e  wisdom  hath  her  lortune  conquered: 
There  bhall  we  consummate  our  spousal  rites. 
[JiaewU  Sat  and  ki»  Followers;  Tamoua  aand 
her  Sons ;  Aaron  cuui  Goths. 

Tit,  I  am  not  bid  to  wait  upon  this  bride; — 
Titus,  when  wert  thou  wont  to  walk  alone. 
Dishonoured  thus,  and  challenged  of  wrongs? 

Rfi-entar  Marcus,  Lucius,  Quintus,  and  Martios. 

Alarc  O,  Titus,  see  I  O  see  what  thou  hast  donel 
In  a  bad  quaiTel  slain  a  virtuous  son. 

Th'L  No,  foolish  tribune,  no:  no  son  of  mine, — 
Nor  thou,  nor  these,  confederates  in  the  deed 
Tliat  hath  dishonoured  all  our  family; 
Unworthy  brother,  and  unw.rthy  sonsl 

Luc  But  let  us  give  him  burial  as  becomes: 
Give  Mutius  burial  with  our  brethren. 

Tit,  Traitors,  away !  he  rents  not  in  this  tomb: 
This  monument  five  hundred  years  hath  stood, 
Which  1  have  sumptuously  ro^dified : 
Here  none  but  soldiers,  and  Rome's  servitors, 
Repose  in  fame :  none  basely  slain  in  brawls ; 
Bury  him  where  you  can  ;  he  comes  not  here. 

Marc  My  lord,  this  is  impiety  in  you: 
My  nephew  Mutius*  deeds  do  plead  tor  him: 
He  must  be  buried  with  his  brethren. 

QuuU,y  Mart,  And  shall,  or  him  we  will  aooom- 
pany. 

lU.  And  shall  I    What  villain  was  it  spake  that 
word? 

Quimt,  He  that  would  vouch  it  in  any  plAoe  hut 
here. 

TiL  What!  would  youbury  him  in  my  despite? 

Marc  No,  noble  Titus ;  but  entreat  of  thee 
To  pardon  Mutius,  and  to  bury  him. 

Tit,  Marcus,  even  thou  hast  struck  upon  my 
orest. 
And  with  these  boys  mine  bonour  thou  hast 

wounded : 
My  foes  do  I  repute  you  V7tTj  one. 
So  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone. 

Mart,    He  is  not  with  himself;  let  us  withdraw. 

QidwL  Not  I,  till  Mutius'  bones  be  buried. 

[The  Brother  ortd  the  Sons  hneeL 
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Marc  Brother,  for  in  that  iuom  doth  nature 

plead. 
QuinL  Father,  and  in  that  name  doth  nature 

speak. 
TiL  Speak  thou  no  more  if  all  the  rest  will  speed. 
Marc  Renowi  ed  Titus,  more  than  half  my  soul  1 
^  Luc.  Dear  father,  soul  and  substance  of  us  all  I 
'  Marc  Suffer  thy  brother  Marcus  to  inter 
His  noble  neuhew  here  in  virtue's  nest. 
That  died  in  lionour  and  Lavinia'a  cause. 
Thou  art  a  Roman,  be  not  barbarous : 
The  Greeks,  upon  advice,  did  bury  Ajax, 
That  slew  himself:  and  wise  Laertes*  son 
Did  graciously  plead  for  his  funerais : 
Let  not  young  Murius  then,  that  was  thy  joy, 
Be  barr^  his  entrance  here. 

Tit.  Rise,  Blarcus,  rise ! 

The  dismall'st  day  is  this  that  ere  I  saw. 
To  be  dishonoured  bv  my  sons  in  Rome: 
Well,  bury  him,  and  bury  me  the  next 

[They put  Mutius mt^fomA. 

Zuc.  There  lie  thy  bones,  sweet  Mutius,  witl 

thy  friends, 

Till  we  with  trophies  do  adorn  thy  tomb. 


\Th^  aU  kned  tmd  aajf^ 
•ble  " 


No  man  shed  tears  for  noble  Mutius; 

He  lives  in  £ame  that  died  in  virtue's  cause. 

[Eaxunt  aU  but  Marcus  atid  Titus. 

Marc  My  lord,— to  step  out  of  these  dreary 
dumps, — 
How  comes  it  that  the  subtle  Queen  of  Goths 
Is  of  a  sudden  thusadvauc'd  in  Rome? 

Tit.  I  know  not,  Marcus:  but  1  know  it  is; 
Whether  by  device,  or  no,  the  heavens  can  tell ; 
Is  she  not  then  beholding  to  the  man 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  so  fiff  ? 
Yes;  and  will  nobly  him  remunerate. 

Enter  the  Emperor,  Tamora,  and  her  two  Sons, 
with  the  Moor,  at  one  side ;  enter^  at  the  othet  tide, 
Bassianus  and  Lavinia,  with  otftert. 

Sat,  So,  Bassianus,  you  have  play 'd  voor  pize  I 
God  give  you  joy,  sir,  of  your  gallant  bride! 

Bas8.  And  vou  of  yours,  my  lord.  I  say  no  more. 
Nor  wish  no  less ;  and  so  I  take  my  leave. 

SaL  Traitor,  if  Rome  have  law,  or  we  have 
power. 
Thou  and  thy  faction  shall  repent  this  rape. 

Bass.  Rape  call  you  it,  my  lord,  to  seize  my  own. 
My  true  betrotlipd  love,  and  now  my  wife? 
But  let  the  laws  of  liome  determine  all ; 
Meanwhile  I  am  possessed  of  that  is  mine. 

Sat.  TU  good,  sir ;  you  are  very  short  with  ns 
But,  if  we  live,  well  be  as  sliarp  with  vou. 

Bass,  My  lord,  what  I  have  done,  as  best  I  may 
Answer  I  must,  and  shall  do  with  my  life. 
Only  thus  much  I  give  your  grace  to  know : 
By  a'l  the  duties  that  I  owe  to  Rome, 
This  noble  gentleman,  lord  Titus  here, 
Is  in  opinion  and  in  honour  wrong'd. 
That,  in  the  rescue  of  Lavinia, 
With  his  own  hand  did  slay  his  youngest  son, 
In  zeal  to  you.  and  highly  mov'd  to  wrath. 
To  be  control rd  in  that  he  frankly  gave. 
Receive  him,  then,  to  favour.  Saturnine, 
That  hath  expressed  himself,  in  all  his  deeds, 
A  fnther  and  a  friend  to  thee  and  Rome. 

Tit.  Prince  Bassianus,  leave  to  plead  mv  deeds 
*Tis  thou,  and  those,  tliat  have  dislionour'd  me. 
Rome,  and  the  righteous  heavens,  be  my  judge, 
How  I  have  lov'd  and  honoor*d  Saturnine. 

Tarn.  My  worthy  lord,  if  ever  Tauiora 
Were  gncioo.  in  t^i^ceyjpf (O^^^ 


TITUS 
Then  li«tf  me  speak,  indifFerenUy  for  all : 
And  at  my  Hoit;  sweetf  pardon  Wltat  is  past. 

Sat,  What,  madam !  be  dishonoir'd  openlj. 
And  basely  put  it  up  without  revenge? 

Tarn.  Not  so,  my  lord ;  the  gods  of  Rome  forfend 
I  should  be  author  to  dishonour  you. 
But  on  mine  honour,  dare  I  undertake 
For  good  lord  Titos*  innocence  in  all : 
Who«(e  fury  not  dissembled  speaks  his  griefii : 
Then,  at  my  suit,  look  graciou^l^  on  him; 
Lose  not  so  noble  a  friend  on  vam  suppose ; 
Nor  with  sour  looks  afflict  his  gentle  heart. 
Mpr  lord,  be  rurd  by  me,  be  won  af  last ; 
Dissemble  all  your  griefs  and  discontents: 
Tou  are  but  newly  planted  in  youi  throne; 
Lest  then  the  people,  and  patricians  too, 
Upon  a  just  survey  take  Titus  part, 
And  so  supplant  us  for  ingratitude, 
Which  Rome  reputes  to  be  a  heinous  ain. 
Yield  at  entreats,  and  then  let  me  alone : 
111  find  a  day  to  massacre  them  all ; 
And  raze  theii  faction  and  thei:  family, 
The  cruel  father,  and  his  traitorom  sons, 
To  whom  I  sued  for  my  deal  sons  life; 
And  make  them  know,  what  'ti£  to  let  •  qaeen 
Kneel  in  the  streets,  and  beg  for  grace  in  yain. 

[The  preoedmg  fourteen  knet  an  spoken  aaiek. 
Come,  come,  sweet  emperor :  come,  Andronicos ; 
Take  ao  this  good  old  man.  and  cheer  the  heart 
That  dies  in  tempest  of  thy  angry  frown. 

King.  Rise,  Titos,  rise ,-  my  emprett  hath  pre- 
vaild. 

Tit.  I  thank  year  majesty,  and  her,  my  lord. 
These  words,  these  looks,  infuse  new  life  in  me. 

Tanu  Titus,  I  am  incorporate  m  Rome, 
A  Roman  now  adopted  happily. 
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And  must  advise  the  emperor  for  Tits  good. 
Tliis  day  all  quarrels  die,  Andronicus ; 
And  let  it  be  mine  htmour,  good  my  lord, 
That  1  have  reconcil  d  your  friends  and  yon. 
For  you,  prince  Ba-ssianus,  I  have  pass'd 
My  word  and  promt<>e  to  the  emperor. 
That  yon  will  be  more  mild  and  tractable: 
And  feai  not,  lords:  and  you,  Layinia, 
By  my  advice,  all  humbled  oit  your  knees* 
You  shall  ask  pardon  of  his  majesty. 
Luc.  We  do;  and  vow  to  heaven,  and  to  hij 
highness, 
That  what  we  did  was  mildly,  as  we  might, 
Tend  Ting  our  sisters  honour  arid  our  own. 
Marc  That  on  mine  honour  here  I  do  protest 
6at.  Away,  and  talk  not;  troobie  us  no  more- 
Tom.  Nay,  nay,  sweet  emperor,  we  must  all  be 
friends: 
The  tribune  and  his  nephews  kneel  for  gpuce; 
1  will  not  be  denied,    oweet  heart,  look  back. 
Sai,  Marcus,  for  thy  sake,  and  thy  brother's 
here. 
And  at  my  lovely  Tamora's  entreats, 
I  do  remit  these  young  men*s  heinous  fiinlts. 
Stand  up.    Layinia,  though  you  left  me  like  • 

churl, 
I  found  a  friend :  and  sure  as  death  I  sware, 
I  would  not  part  a  bachelor  from  the  priest. 
Come,  if  the  emperor's  court  can  feast  two  brides, 
You  are  my  guest,  Lavinia,  and  your  friends: 


This  day  shaU  be  a  loye-dayt  Tamora. 

Tit.  To-morrow,  an  it  please  your  mi^esty, 
To  hunt  the  panther  and  die  hart  with  me. 
With  horn  and  hound,  we'll  give  your  grace  hon- 


SaL  Be  it  80,  Titoa,  and  gramercy  too. 


ACT  IL 


SCENE  L— Rome.    B^brdhe  PaXaoe. 

Enter  Aabon. 

Aanm^  Now  olimbeth  Taraort  Olympus*  top, 
Hafe  out  of  Fortune's  shot ,-  and  sits  aloft. 
Secure  of  thonderiB  crack  or  lightning  flash, 
Advano'd  above  pale  envy's  threat  ning  reach : 
As  when  the  golden  sun  salutes  the  mom. 
And*  havuig  gilt  the  ocean  with  his  beams, 
GKUIops  th«  sttdiac  in  hU  gli-tering  coach, 
And  oTerlooks  the  highest  peering  hills; 
So  Tamora. 

Upon  her  wit  doth  earthly  honour  wait. 
And  virtue  stoops  and  trembles  at  her  trown. 
Then,  Aaron,  arm  thy  heart,  and  fit  thy  thoughts, 
To  mount  aloft  with  thy  imperial  mistreat. 
And  mount  her  pitch,  whom  thou  in  triumph  long 
Uast  prisoner  held,  fetter'd  in  amorous  chains. 
And  raater  bound  to  Aaron's  charming  %yeB 
Than  is  Prometheus  tied  to  Caucasus. 
Away  with  slavish  weeds  and  servile  thoughts! 
I  wiO  be  bright,  and  shine  in  pearl  and  goU, 
To  wait  upon  this  new>made  empress. 
To  wait,  said  1  ?  to  wanton  with  this  queen. 
This  goddess,  this  Semiramis,  this  nymph, 
Thi^  nyren.  that  will  charm  Rome's  Saturnine, 
And  ite  his  shipwraok,  and  his  oommonweal's. 
Hollo  1  what  storm  is  this  ? 

JEaiter  Chiroh  and  DKicmaua,  hraoinif, 

Jkmd.  Chiron,  thy  yeara  want  wit,  thy  wit 
wants  edge. 
And  manners,  to  intrude  where  1  am  grae'd ; 
And  mi^,  for  aught  thou  know'kt,  affected  be. 


CkL  Demetrius,  thou  dost  overween  in  all ; 
And  so  in  this,  to  bear  me  down  with  braves. 
Tis  not  the  difleience  of  a  year  or  two 
Makes  me  less  gracious,  or  thee  more  fortunate : 
I  am  aa  able,  and  as  fit,  as  thou. 
To  serve,  and  to  deserve  my  mistress'  graee; 
And  that  my  sword  upon  thee  shall  approve. 
And  plead  ray  passions  for  Lavinia's  love. 

Aaron.  Clubs,  dubs!  these  lovers  will  not  keep 
the  peace. 

Demet.  Why.  boy,  although  our  mother,  nn- 
advis'a. 
Gave  yon  a  dancing  rapier  by  your  aide. 
Are  you  so  desperate   grown  to  threat   jour 

friends? 
Go  to ;  have  your  lath  glued  within  your  sheath. 
Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

Oku  Meanwhile,  sir,  with  the  little  skill  I  have- 
Full  wall  Shalt  thou  perceive  how  muck  I  dare. 

DemcL  Ay,  boy,  grow  ye  so  brave  ? 

[T?ieydraK. 

Aaron,  Why,  how  now,  lords  ? 

So  near  the  emperor^  palaee  dare  you  draw. 
And  maintain  such  a  quarrel  openly? 
I  ull  well  i  w'>t  the  ground  of  all  this  grudge; 
i  would  not  for  a  million  of  gold 
The  caase  were  known  to  them  it  most  oonoems. 
Nor  would  yonr  noble  mother,  for  much  more. 
Be  so  dlshonourM  in  the  court  of  Rome 
For  shame,  put  up. 

DemtL  Not  I,  till  I  have  sheath'd 

My  rapier  in  his  bosom,  and,  withal. 
Thrust  those  reproachful  speeches  down  his  throat, 
That  h^  hath  breath'd  in  my  dishonour  he]^Q[^ 
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CkL  For  that  I  am  prepar*d,and  fidl  resolT^d, 
Fool  spoken  oowaid,  that  thandVeet  with  thy 

tongue, 
And  with  tlij  weapon  nothing  dar*8t  perform. 

Aann,  AvrKy^  1  aayl 
Now,  by  the  god.<<  that  warlike  Ooths  adore, 
This  petty  brabble  will  undo  us  all! 
Why,  lords,— and  tbink  you  not  how  dangerous 
It  is  to  jet  upon  a  prince's  right  ? 
What,  is  Lavinia  then  become  so  loose  ? 
Or  Bassianus  so  degenerate. 
That  for  her  love  such  quarrels  may  be  broach'd 
Without  controlment,  justice,  or  revenge? 
Young  lords,  beware;  and  should  the  empress 

know 
This  discord's  ground,  the  music  would  not  please. 

OkL  I  care  not,  I,  knew  she.  and  all  the  world, 
I  love  Lavinia  more  than  all  the  world. 

DemeL  Youngling,  learn  thou  to  make  some 
meaner  choice : 
LAvinia  is  thine  elder  brother's  hope. 

Aaron,  Why,  are  ye  mad?  or  know  ye  not,  in 
Borne, 
How  ftirious  and  impatient  they  be, 
And  cannot  brook  competitors  in  love  ? 
1  tell  yon,  lords,  yon  do  but  plot  your  deaths 
By  this  device. 

OhL  Aaron,  a  thousand  deaths  would  I  propose, 
To  achieve  her  whom  I  do  love. 

Aaron,  To  achieve  her,  how  ? 

Demet,  Why  mak'st  then  it  so  strange? 
She  ia  a  woman,  therefore  may' be  woo*d; 
She  b  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won ; 
She  is  Lavinia,  therefore  must  be  lov'd. 
What,  man  I  more  water  glideth  by  the  mill 
Than  wots  the  miller  of;  and  easy  it  is 
Of  a  cut  loaf  to  steal  a  shive,  we  know : 
Though  Bassianus  be  the  emperor*^  brother, 
Better  than  he  have  worn  Vulcan's  badge. 

Aaron,  Av,  and  as  good  as  Satuminus  may. 

DemeL  Then  whyahonld  he  despair  that  knows 
to  court  it. 
With  words,  fair  looks,  and  liberality? 
What,  hast  not  thou  full  often  struck  a  doe, 
And  borne  her  cleanly  by  the  keeper's  nose? 

Aamm,  Why,  then,  it  seems,  some  oertain  snatch 
or  so 
Would  serve  your  turns. 

CkL  Ay,  so  the  turn  were  serv'd. 

DemeL  Aaron,  then  hast  hit  it 

Aaron,  Would  you  had  hit  it  too, 

Then  should  not  we  be  tir'd  witn  this  ado. 
Why,  hark  ye,  hark  ye,  and  are  you  such  fools 
To  square  for  this?  would  it  offend  you  then 
That  both  should  speed? 

CJd,  Faith,  not  me. 

DemeL  Nor  me,  so  I  were  one. 

Aaron,  For  shame,  be  friends,  and  join  fjpt  that 
you  jar. 
Tib  policy  and  stratagem  must  do 
That  you  affect,  and  so  must  you  resolve 
That  what  yon  cannot  as  you  would  achieve, 
You  must  perforce  accomplish  as  you  may : 
Take  this  of  me,  Lucreee  was  not  more  chaste 
Than  this  Lavinia,  Bassianus'  love. 
A  speedier  course  than  lingering  langnishment 
Must  we  pursue,  and  I  have  found  the  path. 
My  lords,  a  solemn  hunting  is  in  hand; 
There  will  the  lovely  Roman  ladies  troop: 
The  forest  walks  are  wide  and  spacious, 
And  many  unfrequented  plots  there  are, 
Fitted  by  kind  for  rape  and  villany : 
Single  you  thither  then  this  dainty  doe, 
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And  strike  her  home  by  force,  if  not  by  words . 
This  way.  or  not  at  all,  stand  you  in  hope. 
Come,  come,  our  empress,  with  her  sacred  wit. 
To  villany  and  vengeance  consecrate, 
WUl  we  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend; 
And  she  shall  file  our  engines  with  advice. 
That  will  not  suffer  you  to  square  yourselves, 
But  to  your  wishes'  height  advance  you  both. 
The  emperor's  court  is  like  the  house  of  lame, 
The  palace  full  of  tongues,  of  eyes,  of  ears: 
The  woods  are  ruthless,  dreadful,  deaf,  and  dull : 
There  speak,  and  strike,  brave  boys,  and  take 

.     your  turns ; 
There  serve  your  lust,  shadow'd  from  heaven^  eye. 
And  revel  in  Lavinia's  treasury. 

Chi.  Thy  counsel,  lad,  smelis  of  no  cowardice. 

Dem^,  ait/as  out  ntfaa^  till  I  find  the  stream 
To  cool  this  beat,  a  charm  to  calm  these  fits. 
Per  StygUf  per  manes  vehor,  [EaoeimL 

SCENE  IL—^  i^urest. 

Enter  Tmre  Andbonicus,  hig  three  Sons,  ana 
Marcus,  making  a  noiae  toUh  hounds  and  horns. 

Tit,  The  hunt  is  up,  the  mom  b  bright  «nd 
grey, 
The  fields  are  fragrant,  and  the  woods  are  green ; 
Uncouple  here,  and  let  us  make  a  bay. 
And  wake  the  emperor  and  his  lovely  bride. 
And  rouse  the  prince,  and  ring  a  hunter's  peal. 
That  all  the  court  may  echo  with  the  noise. 
Sons,  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours. 
To  attend  the  emperor's  person  carefully. 
I  have  been  troubled  in  my  sleep  this  night, 
But  dawning  day  new  comfort  hath  inspir'd. 

Here  a  cry  of  hounds^  and  wind  horns  in  apeal:  then 
enter  Saturhinus,  Tamora,  Bassianus,  Lavi- 
HiA,  CuiBOH,  Dbmetrius,  and  their  Attendants 

Tit,  Many  good  morrows  to  your  nu^lesty ; 
Madam,  to  you  as  many  and  as  good. 
I  promised  your  grace  a  hunter's  peal. 

Sat,  And  you  have  rung  it  lustily,  my  lotdsl 
Somewhat  too  early  for  new-married  ladies 

Bass,  Lavinia,  how  say  you? 

Lav,  I  say  no: 

I  have  been  broad  awake  two  hours  and  more. 

&aL  Come  on,  then ;  horse  and  chariots  let  Ub 
have. 
And  to  our  sport :  madam,  now  shall  ye  see 
Our  Roman  hunting. 

Marc  I  have  dogs,  my  lord. 

Will  rouse  the  proudest  panther  in  the  chase, 
And  climb  the  nighest  promontory  top. 

Tit,  And  I  have  horse  will  follow  where  the  game 
Makes  way,  and  run  like  swallows  o'er  the  plain. 

Demet,  Chiron,  we  hunt  not,  we,  with  horse 
nor  hound ; 
But  hope  to  pluck  a  damty  doe  to  ground.  [JSteunt, 

SCENE  lU,—TheForesL 
Enter  Aaron. 

Aaron,  He  that  had  wit  would  th'mk  that  I  had 
none. 
To  bury  so  much  gold  under  a  tree, 
And  never  after  to  inherit  it. 
Let  him  that  thinks  of  me  so  abjectly 
Know  that  this  gold  must  coin  a  stratagem, 
Which,  cunningly  effected,  will  beget 
A  very  excellent  piece  of  villany ; 
And  so  repose,  sweet  gold,  for  their  unrest 
That  h.y«  their  ^^^^^^i^^^^^^f^^ 
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Tarn,  Mj  lorelj  Aaron,  wherefore  look^st  thon 

sad 
Wbeo  everything  doth  make  a  gleeful  boast  ? 
The  birds  chant  melodj  on  every  bush ; 
The  snake  lies  rolled  in  the  cheerful  sun; 
The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind, 
And  make  a  checkered  shadow  on  the  ground : 
Under  their  sweet  shade,  Aaron,  let  us  sit. 
And,  whilst  the  babbling  echo  mocks  the  hoands, 
Replying  shrilly  to  the  well-tun'd  horns, 
As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  once. 
Let  us  sit  down  and  mark  their  yelping  noise ; 
And,  after  conflict  such  as  was  supposed 
The  wandVing  prince  and  Dido  once  enjoy'd, 
When  with  a  happy  storm  they  were  surprised. 
And  curtain'd  with  a  counsel-keeping  cave. 
We  may,  each  wreathed  in  the  other's  arms, 
Oor  pastimes  done,  possess  a  golden  slumber, 
While  hounds,  and  horns,  and  sweet  melodbus 

birds, 
Be  unto  us  as  is  a  nurse*8  song 
Of  lullaby,  to  bring  her  babe  asleep. 
Aaron.   Madam,  though   Venus  govern  yoor 

desires, 
Satnm  is  dominator  over  mine : 
What  signifies  my  deadly  standing  eye, 
My  silence  and  mv  cloudy  melancholy. 
My  6eeoii  of  woolly  hair,  that  now  uncurla 
Even  as  an  adder  when  she  doth  unroll 
To  do  some  fatal  execution? 
No,  madam,  these  are  no  venereal  signs ; 
Vengeance  is  in  my  heart,  death  in  my  hand, 
Blo^  and  revenge  are  hammering  in  my  head. 
Uark,  Tamora,  the  empress  of  mv  soul. 
Which  never  hopes  more  heaven  than  rests  in  thee. 
This  Is  the  day  of  doom  for  Bassianus : 
His  Philomel  must  lose  her  tongue  to-day ; 
Thy  sons  make  pillage  of  her  ct^tity, 
And  wash  their  hands  in  Bassianus*  blood. 
Seest  thou  this  letter  ?  take  it  up,  I  pray  thee, 
And  give  the  kuig  this  fatal-plotted  scroll. 
Now  question  me  no  more;  we  are  espied ; 
Here  comes  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  booty, 
Which  dreads  not  yet  theii  lives'  destruction. 

Enter  Bassiahus  and  Layimia. 
Torn.  Ah,  my  sweet  Moor,  sweeter  to  me  than 

life! 
Aaron.  No  more,  great  Empress,   Bassianus 
comes. 
Be  croes  with  him ;  and  111  go  fetch  thy  sons 
To  bM^  thy  quarrels,  whatsoe'er  they  be. 
Bau.  Who   have   we   here?     Rome's 


empress, 
Unftimlsh'd  of  our  well-beseeming  troop? 
Or  is  it  Dian,  habited  like  her, 
Who  hath  abandoned  her  ho'y  ^proves. 
To  see  the  general  hunting  in  tliis  forest? 

Tarn,  Haucy  control  I  e<*  of  our  private  steps, 
Had  I  the  power  that  some  sav  Dian  had, 
Thy  temples  should  be  planted  presently 
With  honis  as  was  Actnon's,  and  the  hounds 
Bhouid  drive  upon  thy  new-transformed  limbs, 
Unmannerly  intruder  as  thou  art  I 

Lao.  Under  your  patience,  gentle  empress, 
TIs  thought  you  have  a  goodly  gift  in  horning. 
And  to  be  doubted  that  your  Moor  and  yon 
Are  singled  forth  to  try  experiments : 
Jove  shield  your  husband  from  his  honnds  to^y ; 
TIs  pity  ther  shonld  take  him  for  a  stag. 
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Doth  make  your  honour  of  his  body*^  hue 
Spotted,  detested,  and  abominable. 
W  by  are  you  sequestered  from  all  your  train  ? 
Dismounted  from  your  snow-white  goodly  steed, 
And  wander 'd  hither  to  an  obscure  plot, 
Accompanied  but  mth  a  barbarous  Moor, 
If  foul  desire  had  not  conducted  you  ? 

La»  And,  being  intercepted  in  your  sport, 
Great  reason  that  my  noble  lord  be  rated 
For  sauciness ;  1  pray  you,  let  us  hence, 
And  let  her  loy  her  raven-colonr'd  love; 
This  valley  nts  the  purpose  passing  well. 

Baa$.  The  king,  my  brother,  shall  have  notice 
of  this. 

Lao.  Af,  for  these  slips  have  made  him  noted 
long; 
(Jood  king,  to  be  so  mightily  abused ! 

Tom.  why  have  1  patience  to  endure  all  this? 

Enter  Chibon  and  Demetrius. 

Demet.  How  now,  dear  sorereign,  and  our  gra- 
cious mother. 
Why  doth  your  highness  look  so  pale  and  wan  ? 

Tarn.  Have  I  not  reason,  think  you,  to  look 
pale? 
These  two  have  tio'd  me  hither  to  this  place, 
A  barren  detested  vale,  you  see,  it  is ; 
The  trees,  though  summer,  yet  ferlom  and  lean, 
Overcome  with  moss  and  baleful  mistletoe. 
Here  never  shines  the  sun;  here  nothing  breeds, 
Unless  the  nightlv  owl  or  fatal  raven: 
And  when  they  show'd  me  this  abhorred  pit, 
They  told  me  here,  at  dead  time  of  the  night, 
A  thousand  fiends,  a  thousand  hissing  snakes. 
Ten  thousand  swelling  toads,  as  many  urchins. 
Would  make  such  fearful  and  confused  cries. 
As  any  mortal  body,  hearing  it, 
Bhouid  straight  fall  mad,  or  else  die  suddenly 
No  sooner  had  they  told  this  hellish  tale, 
But  straight  they  told  me  they  would  bind  me  here, 
Unto  the  body  of  a  disnud  yew, 
And  leave  me  to  this  miserable  death. 
And  then  they  call'd  me  foal  adulteress, 
Lascivious  Goth,  and  all  the  bitterest  terms 
That  ever  ear  did  hear  to  such  effect. 
And  had  you  not  by  wondn>us  fortune  oome, 
This  vengeance  on  me  had  they  executed : 
Rnvenge  it,  as  you  love  your  mother's  life, 
Or  be  ye  not  henceforth  call'd  my  children. 

Demet.  This  is  a  witness  that  I  am  thy  son. 

[Stabs  him 

CfkL  And  this  for  me  struck  home  to  show  my 
strength.  [Stabe  Mm  Ukewue. 

Lav.  Ay,  come,  Semiramis,— nay,  barbarous 
Tamora  1 
For  no  name  fits  thy  nature  but  thy  own. 

Tom.  Give  me  thy  poniard;  you  shall  know, 
my  boys, 
Youi;  mother'^  hand  shall  right  your  mother  s 


royal 


wrong. 
Demet,  Stay,  madam ;  here  is  more  belongs  to 
her; 

First  thresh  the  com,  then  after  bum  the  straw : 

This  minion  stood  upon  her  chastity, 

Upon  her  nuptial  vow,  her  loyalty. 

And,  with  that  painted  hope,  braves  your  mighti- 
ness: 

And  shall  she  carry  this  unto  her  grave  ? 

CM.  And  if  she  do,  I  would  I  were  sn  eunuchi 

Drag  henoe  her  husband  to  some  secret  hole. 

Ana  make  his  dead  trunk  pillow  to  our  lust 


AMBelfeve  me,  queen,  your  swirth  Cim-        Tarn.  But  when  ye  have  the  honey  ^u  desire, 
marian  ^  Let  not  this  wasp  outlive  us  both  to  sUng. 
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CM,  I  warnmt  jon,  madam,  we  will  make  that 
sare. 
Come,  mUtress,  now  perforoe  we  wOl  enjoy 
That  nice  preserved  honesty  of  yours. 
Law.  Oh,  Tamora  I  thou  bear'st  a  woman^  face — 
Tanu  1  will  not  hear  her  speak ;  away  with  herl 
Lom.  Sweet  lords,  entreat  her  hear  me  but  a 

word. 
Dema.  Listen,  fair  madam;  let  it  be  your  glory 
To  see  her  tears,  but  be  your  heart  to  them 
As  unrelenting  flint  to  drops  of  rain. 
Lav.  When  did  the  tiger's  young  ones  teach  the 
dam? 
O,  do  not  learn  her  wrath ;  she  taught  it  thee. 
The  milk  thou  suck'st  from  her  did  turn  to  marble ; 
Even  at  thy  teat  thou  hadst  thy  tyranny. 
Yet  every  mother  breeds  not  sons  alike ; 
Do  thou  entreat  her  show  a  woman  pity.    [  To  Cm. 
ChL  What  I  wouldst  thou  have  me  prove  myself 

a  bastard? 
Xoo.  'Tis  true ;  tlie  raTen  doth  not  hatch  a  lark : 
Yet  have  I  heard,— oh  could  I  find  it  nowl^ 
The  lion,  mov*d  with  pity,  did  endure 
To  have  his  princely  paws  par'd  all  away. 
Some  say  that  ravens  foster  forlorn  children, 
The  whilst  tb'^ir  own  birds  famish  in  their  nests: 
Ob,  be  to  me,  though  thy  hard  heart  say  no, 
Nothing  80  kind,  but  something  pitiful  I 
Tarn,  I  know  not  what  it  means;   away  with 

her. 
Lav,  Oh  let  me  teach  theel  For  my  father's 
sake. 
That  gave  thee  live  when  well  he  might  have  slain 

thee, 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  ears. 

Thm,  Hadst  thou  in  person  ne'er  offended  me, 
Eren  for  his  sake  am  1  pitiless. 
Remember,  boys,  I  pour'd  forth  tears  in  vaia, 
To  save  your  brother  from  the  sacrifice; 
But  fierce  Andropicus  would  not  relent : 
Therefore,  away  with  her,  and  use  her  as  you  will; 
The  worse  to  her,  the  better  lov'd  of  me. 

Lcco.  Oh  Tamora,  be  calTd  a  gentle  queen, 
And  with  thine  own  hands  kill  me  in  this  place: 
For  'tis  nt)t  life  that  1  have  begg'd  so  long; 
Poor  I  was  slain  when  Bassianus  died. 
Tom.  What  begg'st  thou  then  ?  fond  woman,  let 

me  go, 
ZjCko,  Tis  present  death  I  beg ;  and  one  thing 
more. 
That  womanhood  denies  my  tongue  to  tell : 
Ob,  keep  me  from  their  worse  than  killing  lust. 
And  tumble  me  into  some  loathsome  pit, 
Where  n^ver  man's  eye  may  behold  my  body; — 
Do  this  and  be  a  charitable  murderer. 
Tanu  So  should  I  rob  my  sweet  sons  of  their 
fee. 
Ko,  let  them  satisfy  their  lust  on  thee. 
DaneL  Away,  for  thou  hast  stay'd  us  here  too 

long. 
Xoo.  No  grace  I  no  womanhood  I  Ah,  beastly 
creature, 
The  blot  and  enemy  to  our  general  name! 
Confusion  fall — 
CkL  Nay,  then  ni  stop  your  mouth ;  bring  thou 
her  husband :        [Dranying  off  Lavinia.. 
This  b  the  hole  where  Aaron  bid  us  hide  him. 
Tarn,  Farewell,  my  sons ;  see  that  you  make 
her  sure: 
Ne'er  let  my  heart  know  merry  cheer  Indeed, 
Till  all  the  Androulci  be  made  away  : 
Now  will  I  hence  to  seek  my  lovely  Moor, 
And  let  my  spleenful  sons  this  trull  defloor.  [Exit. 
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SCENE  IV.-r»a  FbretL 
Enter  Aaboh ,  tmth  QunrruB  and  ikiRTins. 

Aaron.  Come  on,  my  lords,  the  better  foot  before 
Straight  will  1  bring  you  to  the  loathsome  pit, 
Where  I  espied  the  panther  fast  asleep. 

QtwU.  My  sight  is  very  dull,  what'er  it  bodes. 

Mart.  And  mine,  I  promise  yon ;  were't  not  for 
shame, 
Well  could  I  leave  our  sport  to  sleep  awhile. 

[Mart.  faUs  into  the  p& 

QidnL  What,  art  thou  fallen?     What  snbtle 
hole  is  tins. 
Whose  mouth  is  cover'd  with  rude  growing  briers, 
Upon  whose  leaves  are  drops  of  new-shed  bhtod. 
As  fresh  as  morning's  dew  distill'd  on  flowera? 
A  very  fatal  place  it  seems  to  me: 
Speak,  brother,  hast  thou  hurt  thee  with  the  fall  ? 

Mart,  0  brother,  with  the  dbmairst  object  hurt. 
That  ever  eye  with  sight  made  heart  lament. 

Aaron,  [Aside,]  Now  will  I  fetch  the  king  to 
find  them  here. 
That  he  thereby  may  have  a  likely  gness, 
How  these  were  they  that  made  away  hb  brother 

[ExU. 

Mart,  Why  dost  not  comfort  me  and  help  me  oat 
From  this  unhallow'd  and  bloud-stained  hole? 

Quint,  I  am  surprised  with  an  uncouth  fear; 
A  chilling  sweat  o  erruns  my  trembling  joints; 
My  heart  suspects  more  than  mine  eye  can  see. 

Mart,  To  prove  thou  hast  a  true-divining  heart, 
Aaron  and  thou  look  down  into  this  den, 
And  see  a  fearful  sight  of  blood  and  death. 

Quint,  Aaron  is  gone,  and  my  compasaioDate 
heart 
Will  not  permit  mine  eyes  once  to  behold 
The  thing  whereat  it  trembles  by  surmise: 
O,  tell  me  how  it  is,  for  ne'er  till  now 
Was  I  a  child,  to  fear  1  know  not  what. 

Mart,  iford  Bassianus  lies  embrued  here, 
All  on  a  heap,  like  to  a  slaughter  d  lamb. 
In  this  detested,  dark,  blood-drinking  pit 

Quint,  If  it  be  dark,  how  dost  thou  know ^ be? 

Mart.  Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doih  wear 
A  precious  ring,  that  lightens  all  the  hole: 
Which,  like  a  taper  in  some  monument, 
Doth  shine  upon  the  dead  man^  earthly  cheeks. 
And  shows  the  ragged  entrails  of  thb  pit : 
So  pale  did  shine  the  moon  on  Pyramns, 
When  he  by  niglit  lay  bath'd  in  nuiiden  blood. 
0,  brother,  help  me  with  thy  fainting  hand,— 
If  fear  hath  made  thee  faint,  as  me  it  hatb,^ 
Out  of  this  fell-devouring  receptacle. 
As  hateful  as  Cocytus'  misty  mouth. 

Quint.  Keach  me  thy  hand,  that  I  may  help 
thee  out ; 
Or,  wanting  strength  to  do  thee  so  much  g^nod, 
1  may  be  pluck  d  into  the  swallowing  womb 
Of  this  deep  pit,  poor  Bassianus'  grave. 
I  have  no  strength  to  pluck  thee  to  the  brink. 

Mart  Nor  I  no  strength  to  climb  without  thy 
help. 

Quint.  Thy  hand  once  more ;   I  will  not  loose 
agam. 
Till  thou  art  here  aloft,  or  I  below : 
Thou  canst  not  come  to  me,  I  come  to  thee. 

[FaOem, 
Enter  Saturhinus  and  Aarok. 

Sat,  Along  with  me :— I'll  see  what  hole  is  hena, 
And  what  he  is  that  now  is  leup'd  into  it. 
Say,  who  art  thou  that  latelv  dids  descend 
Into  this  gaping  hollow  of  the  earth? 
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Mart,  The  nnhapivj  sod  of  old  AndronicoB, 
Broughtliither  in  a  most  unluckj  hour, 
To  find  thy  brother  Bassiauiu  dead. 

^S^.  M^  brother  dead  ?     I  knuw  thou  dost  bat 
jest: 
He  and  hU  lady  both  are  at  the  lodge. 
Upon  the  north  side  of  this  pleasant  chase; 
*Tis  not  an  hour  since  I  left  nini  tliere. 

Aiart,  We   know  not  where  yoa  left  him  all 
alive, 
But  ont,  alaal  here  have  we  foand  him  dead. 

JSnter  TamorX,  AirDRONicus,  and  Lucius. 

Tarn,  Where  Is  my  lord  the  king  ? 

Sat*  Here,  Tamora,  though  griev'd  with  killing 

Jbm,  Where  is  thy  brother  Bassianns? 
Sat»  Now  to  the  bottom  dost  thou  search  my 
wound  I 
Poor  Basfiianus  nere  lies  marthered. 

Tarn,  Then  all  too  late  1  bring  this  fatal  writ, 
The  complot  of  this  timeless  tr^edy; 
And  wondei^greatly  tliat  man's  face  can  fold 
In  pleasing  smiles  such  murderous  tyranny. 

[She  ffives  Satubnimb  a  letter, 

Saturhinus  reads  (he  Utter, 

Ao  If  we  mla  lo  meet  him  haudsomely,^ 

Sweet  hunUman.  Basaiauus  tis  we  mean,— 

Do  rhou  M>  much  a^  dig  th«  grave  for  him ; 

Thou  know'st  our  meaning :  Look  for  thy  reward 

Among  the  net  ties  at  the  elder- tree. 

Which  overshadw  the  mouth  of  that  same  pit* 

Where  we  decreed  to  bury  Baaaianua. 

Do  this,  and  purchase  us  thy  lasting  friends. 

Sat,  Oh,  Tamora,  was  ever  heard  the  like? 
This  is  the  pit,  and  this  the  elder-tree. 
Look,  sirs,  if  you  can  find  the  huntsman  out, 
That  sliould  have  murther'd  Bangjanus  here. 

Aaron.  My  gracious  lord,  here  is  the  bag  of 
gold. 

Salt,  Two  of  thy  whelps,  [to  Trrus]  fell  curs  of 
bloody  kind, 
Have  here  bereft  my  brother  of  his  life: 
Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  pit  unto  the  prison ; 
There  let  them  bide  until  we  have  devi8*d 
Some  never-heard-of  torturing  pain  for  them. 

Tam,  What,  are  they  in  this  pit?  oh  wondrous 
thing  I 
How  easily  murther  is  discovered  I 

Tit,  High  emperor,  upon  my  feeble  knee, 
I  beg  this  boon,  with  tears  nj>t  lightly  shed, 
That  thb  fell  fault  of  my  accursed  sons. 
Accursed,  if  the  fault  be  prov'd  in  them^ 

Sat,  If  it  be  prov'd  I  you  see  it  is  app-irent. 
Who  found  this  letter,  Tamora,  was  it  you? 

Tam,  Andronicus  himself  did  take  it  up. 

J\t,  I  did,  iny  lord;  yet  let  me  be  their  bail: 
For  by  inv  father's  reverent  tomb  I  vow 
They  shall  be  ready  at  your  highness'  will. 
To  answer  their  suspicion  with  their  lives. 

S<U,  Thou  shalt  not  bail  them,  see  thou  follow 
ine. 
Some  oring  the  murther*d  body,  some  the  mur- 

therers : 
Let  them  not  speak  a  word,  the  guilt  is  plain ; 
For,   by  my  soul,  were  there  worse  end  than 

death. 
That  end  upon  them  should  be  executed. 

Torn.  Andronicus,  1  will  entreat  the  king: 
Fear  not  thy  sonsj  they  shall  do  well  enough. 

TU.  Cooie,  Lucius,  eome  *  stay  not  to  talk  with 
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Enter  Demetrius  and  Chiron,  tpith  Layhtu,  her 
hands  cut  off^  and  her  tongue  cut  out, 

DemeL  So  now  go  tell,  an  if  thy  tongue  can 

speak, 
Whot  was  that  out  thy  tongue  and  ravish  VI  thee. 
CJd,  Write  down  tiiy  mind,  bewray  thy  meaning 

so. 
An  if  thy  stumps  will  let  thee  play  the  scribe. 
Demet.  See,  how  with  signs  and  tokens  she  can 

scrowl, 
Chi,  Qo  home,  call  for  sweet  water,  wash  thy 

hands. 
Demet,  She  hath  no  tongue  to  call,  nor  hands 

to  wash ; 
And  so,  let's  leave  her  to  her  silent  walks. 

Chi,  An*t  were  my  cause,   I  should  go  hang 

myself. 
DemeL  If  thou  hadst  hands  to  help  thee  knit  the 

cord.  [Exeunt  Demet.  and  Chl 

JEnter  Maucvb^  from  hunting. 

Marc  Who  is  this?  my  niece,  that £ies away 
so  fast? 
Cousin,  a  word ;  where  is  your  husband  ? 
If  I  do  dream,  would  all  my  wealth  would  wakemel 
If  I  do  wake,  some  planet  strike  me  down, 
That  I  may  slumber  in  eternal  sleep  I 
Speak,  gentle  niece;  what  stem  ungentle  hands 
Have  lopp'd,  and  hew*d,  and  made  thy  body  bare 
Of  her  two  branches,  those  sweet  ornaments 
Whose  circling  shadows  kings  have  sought  tt 

sleep  m. 
And  might  not  gain  so  great  a  happiness 
As  half  thy  love  ?  why  dost  not  speak  to  me  ? 
Alas,  a  crimson  river  of  warm  blood, 
Like  to  a  bubbling  fountain  stirr'd  with  wind, 
Duth  rise  and  fall  between  thy  rosed  lips, 
Coming  and  going  with  thv  honey  breath* 
But  sure  some  Tereus  hath  defloured  thee, 
And,  lest  thou  shouldst  detect  him,  cut  thy  tongue. 
Ah,  now  thou  tum'Ht  away  thy  face  for  shame  1 
And,  notwithstanding  all  this  loss  of  blood, 
As  from  a  conduit  with  their  issuing  spouts, 
Yet  do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titan  s  face, 
Biushing  to  be  encountered  with  a  cloud. 
Shall  I  speak  for  thee?  shall  I  say,  'tis  so? 
Oh  that  I  knew  thy  heart,  and  knew  the  beast. 
That  I  might  rail  at  him  to  ease  my  mind  I 
Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  oven  stopp'd. 
Doth  burn  the  heart  to  cinders  where  it  is. 
Fair  Philomela,  she  but  lost  her  tongue. 
And  in  a  tedious  sampler  sew^d  her  mind. 
But,  lovely  niece,  that  mean  is  cut  from  thee; 
A  craftier  Tereus  hast  thou  met  withaL 
And  he  hath  cut  those  pretty  fingers  off. 
That  could  have  better  sew  d  than  PhilomeL 
Oh  t  had  the  monster  seen  those  lily  hands 
Tremble  like  aspen-leaves  upon  a  lute. 
And  make  the  silken  strings  delight  to  kiss  them, 
He  would  not  then  have  touch 'd  them  for  his  life. 
Or  had  he  heard  the  heavenly  harmony 
Which  that  sweet  tongue  hath  made. 
He  would  have  dropp  d  his  knife,  and  fell  asleep, 
As  Cerberus  at  the  Tbracian  poet's  feet. 
Come,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  father  blind; 
For  such  a  si^ht  will  blind  a  father's  eye : 
One  hour's  storm  will  drown  the  fragrant  meads. 
What  will  whole  months  of  tears  thy  fiatherlseyesr 
Do  not  draw  back,  for  we  will  mourn  with  thee; 
Oh,  ooold  our  mourning  ease  thy  oiiseryl  [JEaoeimt. 
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SCEIfE  L— Rome.    A  BreeL 


Enter  the  Jndges  and  Senators,  with  MARTniB  etnd 
QuiMTDS  boundy  naasing  on  the  stage  to  ttte  place 
<j^ execution;  and  Tnm  going  b^orA,  pleading, 

7^.  Hear  me,  griTe  fatheni  noble  tribmies, 
stay! 
For  pity  of  mine  age,  whose  youth  was  spent 
In  dangerous  wars,  whilst  yon  securely  slept; 
For  all  my  blood  in  Romes  great  quarrel  i>hed ; 
For  all  the  frosty  nights  that  I  have  watch 'd ; 
And  for  these  bitter  tears,  which  now  you  see 
Fillmg  the  aged  wrinkles  in  my  cheeks; 
Be  pitiful  to  my  condemned  sons, 
Whose  souls  are  not  corrupted,  as  'tis  thou^t. 
For  two-and-twent^  sons  I  never  wept, 
Because  they  died  m  honour's  lofty  bed. 

[Ahdbohioub  iiea  doumj  and  the  Judges 
pasibyhim. 
For  these,  tribunes,  in  the  dust  I  write 
My  heart's  deep  languor,  and  my  soul's  sad  tears : 
Let  my  tears  stanch  the  earth's  dry  appetite; 
My  soDs'sweet  blood  will  make  it  shame  and  blush. 
[Exeunt  Senators,  Tribunes,  oiui  Prisoners. 
0  earth,  I  will  befriend  thee  more  with  rain. 
That  shall  distil  from  these  two  ancient  ruins. 
Than  youthful  April  shall  with  all  his  showers. 
In  summer's  drought  I'll  drop  upon  thee  still ; 
In  winter,  with  warm  tears  111  melt  the  snow, 
And  keep  eternal  spring  time  on  thy  &ce. 
So  thou  refuse  to  drink  my  dear  sons'  blood. 

Enter  Lnoixm,  with  Jom  wea^pon  drawn. 

Oh,  reverend  tribunes !  oh,  gentle,  aged  men  I 
Unbind  my  sons,  reverse  the  doom  of  death; 
And  let  me  say,  that  never  wept  before, 
My  tears  are  now  prevailing  orators  I 

Luc,  Oh,  noble  father,  you  lament  in  vain; 
The  tribunes  hear  you  not,  no  man  is  by, 
And  you  recount  your  sorrows  to  a  stone. 

Tit.  Ah,  Lucius,  for  thy  brothers  let  me  plead  : 
Grave  tribunes,  once  more  I  entreat  of  you  I 

Luc  My  gradous  lord,  no  tribune  hears  you 
spe^. 

Tit,  Why,  *tis  no  matter,  man ;  if  the^did  hear 
They  would  not  mark  me :  oh,  if  they  did  hear, 
They  would  not  pity  me : 
Therefore  I  toll  my  sorrows  bootless  to  the  stones. 
Who,  though  thoy  cannot  answer  my  distress, 
Yet  in  some  sort  they're  better  than  the  tribunes, 
For  that  they  will  not  intercept  my  tale : 
When  I  do  weep,  they,  humbly  at  my  feet, 
Keceive  my  tears,  ana  seem  to  weep  with  me; 
Ajid,  were  they  but  attired  in  grave  weeds, 

I>y%M.A  AnliM   «4V\«v1  nA  «iMKnnA    lIlrA  *n.  f'Kaan 


That  Rome  is  but  a  wildemem  of  tfgers? 
Tigers  must  prey ;  and  Rome  affords  no  prey 
But  me  and  mine:  how  happy  art  thou,  then 
From  these  devonrers  to  be  banished  I 
But  who  oomes  with  our  brother  Marous  here? 

EiUer  Mabous  and  Latihia. 

Marc.  Titus,  prepare  thy  noble  eyes  to  we^ 
Or,  if  not  so,  thy  noble  heart  to  break: 
I  bring  consummg  sorrow  to  thine  age. 

Tit,  Will  it  consume  me  ?  Let  me  see  it,  then. 

Marc  This  was  thy  daughter. 

Tit,  Why,  Marcus,  so  she  is. 

Lue,  Ah  me!  this  object  kills  me. 

TiL  Faint-hearted  boy,  arise  and  look  upon 
her: 
Speak,  Laviiiia,  what  accursed  hand 
Hath  made  thee  handless  in  thy  fathesls  sight? 
What  fool  bath  added  water  to  the  sea? 
Or  brought  a  fagot  to  bright-burning  Troy? 
My  g^et  was  at  the  height  before  thou  cam^t, 
And  now,  like  Nilus,  it  disdaineth  bounds : 
Give  me  a  sword,  III  chop  off  my  hands  too ; 
For  they  have  fought  for  Rome,  and  all  in  vain , 
And  they  have  nurs'd  this  woe,  in  feeding  life ; 
In  bootless  prayer  have  they  been  held  up 
And  they  have  serv'd  me  to  effectless  use. 
Now  all  the  service  I  require  of  them 
Is  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other, 
'lis  well,  Lavinia,  that  thou  hast  no  hands; 
For  hands,  to  do  Rome  service,  are  but  vain. 

Luc  Speak,  gentle  sister,  who  hath  martyr^ 
thee? 

Mare,  Oh,  thatdelighful  engine  of  ber  thoughts, 
That  blabb'd  them  with  such  pleasing  eloquenoe 
Is  torn  fh>m  forth  that  pretty  hollow  cage. 
Where,  like  a  sweet  melodious  bird,  it  sung 
Sweet  varied  notes,  enchanting  every  ear. 

Luc  Ob,  say  thou  for  her,  who  hath  done  tbii 
deed? 

Marc  Oh,  thus  I  found  her,  straying  in  the  park, 
Seeking  to  hide  herself,  as  doth  the  deer 
That  hath  receiv'd  some  unreouring  wound. 

Tit.  It  was  my  deer;  and  he  that  wounded  her 
Hath  hurt  me  more  than  had  he  kill'd  me  dead: 
For  now  I  stand  as  one  upon  a  rock, 
Environ'd  with  a  wilderness  of  sea. 
Who  marks  the  waxing  tide  grow  wave  by  wave. 
Expecting  ever  when  some  envious  surge 
Will  in  his  brinish  bowels  swallow  him. 
This  way  to  death  my  wretched  sons  are  gone: 
Here  stands  my  other  son,  a  banish 'd  man; 
And  here  my  brother,  weeping  at  my  woes : 
But  that  which  gives  my  soul  the  greatest  spurn 
Is  dear  Lavinia,  dearer  than  my  soul. 
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TiL  If  ibey  did  kill  thy  husband,  then  be  joyful, 
Beoaniethe  law  hath  ta'en  revenge  on  them. 
No,  no,  they  woald  not  do  so  fool  a  deed  ; 
Witness  the  sorrow  that  their  sister  makes. 
Gentle  Lavinia,  let  me  kiss  thy  lips, 
Or  make  some  sign  how  1  may  do  thee  ease : 
Shall  thy  good  ancle,  and  thy  brother  Lucias^ 
And  thou,  and  I,  sit  round  about  i^ome  fountam, 
Looking  all  downwards  to  behold  oar  cheeks 
How  they  are  stain *d  like  meadows  vet  nut  dry 
With  miry  slime  left  on  them  by  a  fiood? 
And  in  the  fountain  shall  we  gaze  so  long 
Till  the  fresh  taste  be  taken  trom  that  clearness, 
And  made  a  brme-pit  with  our  bitter  tears  ? 
Or  shall  we  cut  away  our  hands,  like  thine  ? 
Or  shall  we  bite  our  tongues,  and  in  dumb  shows 
Pass  the  remainder  of  our  hateful  days? 
What  sluUl  we  do?  let  us  that  have  our  tongues 
Plot  some  device  of  further  misery 
To  make  us  wonder'd  at  in  time  to  come. 

Lue,  Sweet  father,  oease  your  tears;  for  at 
your  grief, 
dee  how  my  wretched  sister  sobs  and  weeps. 

Marc  Patience,  dear  niece;   good  Titus,  dry 
thine  eyes. 

Tit.  Ah,  Marcus,  Marcus  I  brother,  well  I  wote 
rhy  napkin  cannot  drink  a  tear  of  mine. 
For  thou,  poor  man,  hast  drown'd  it  with  thine  own. 

Luc,  An,  my  Lavinia,  I  will  wipe  thy  checks- 

TiU  Mark,  Marcus,  mark  1 1  understand  hersigns. 
Had  she  a  tongue  to  speak,  now  would  she  say 
That  to  her  brother  which  I  said  to  thee, 
His  napkin,  witli  his  true  tears  all  bewet. 
Can  do  no  service  on  her  sorrowful  cheeka. 
Oh,  what  a  sympathy  of  woe  is  this; 
As  far  from  help  as  limbo  is  from  bliss  I 

Enter  Aarok. 

Aaron,  Titos  Andronicus,  my  lord  the  emperor 
Sends  thee  this  word,  that  if  thou  love  thy  sons. 
Let  Marcus,  Lucius,  or  thyself,  old  Titus, 
Or  any  one  of  yon,  chop  off  your  hand, 
And  send  it  to  the  king:  he,  for  the  same. 
Will  send  thee  hither  both  thy  sons  alive. 
And  that  shall  be  the  ransom  for  their  fault 

Tit,  Oh,  gracious  emperor  I  oh,  gentle  Aaron  I 
Did  ever  raven  sing  so  like  a  lark. 
That  gives  sweet  tidings  of  the  sun*s  uprise  ? 
With  all  my  heart.  111  send  the  emperor  my  hand. 
Qood  Aaron,  wilt  thou  help  to  chop  it  off? 

Lue,  Stay,  father ;  for  that  noble  band  of  thine. 
That  hath  thrown  down  so  manv  enemies. 
Shall  not  be  sent:  my  hand  will  serve  tlie  turn : 
My  youth  can  better  spare  my  blood  than  you, 
And  therefore  mine  shall  save  my  brothers*  lives. 

Hare,  Which  of  your  hands  hath  not  defended 
Rome. 
And  reared  aloft  the  bloody  battle-axe, 
Writing  destruction  on  the  enemy's  castle? 
Oh,  none  oc'  both  but  are  of  high  desert: 
My  hand  hath  been  but  idle;  let  it  serve 
To  ransom  my  two  nephews  from  theur  deatli ; 
Then  have  1  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end. 

Aaron,  Nay,  come,  agree  whose  hand  shall  go 
along, 
Por  fear  they  die  before  their  pardon  come. 

Mure,  My  hand  shall  go. 

Lue,  By  heaven,  it  shall  not  go! 

lU,  Sirs,  strive  no  more ;  such  withered  herbs 
as  these 
Are  meet  for  plucxing  np,  and  therefore  mine. 

Lue,  Sweet  father,  if  1  shall  be  thought  thy  son, 
Let  me  redeem  my  brothers  both  from  death. 
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Marc  And  for  our  father's  sake,  and  mother^  care 
Now  let  me  show  a  brother*s  love  to  thee. 

Tit,  Agree  between  you ;  I  will  spare  my  hand. 

Luc  Then  lUl  go  fetch  an  axe. 

Marc  But  I  will  use  the  axe. 

[Exeunt  Lucius  and  Mabgus. 

Tit  Come  hither,  Aaron;  nideceiv^hemboth: 
Lend  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  give  thee  mine. 

Aaron,  If  that  be  call'd  deceit,  I  will  be  honest, 
And  never,  whilst  I  live,  deceive  men  so  * 
But  ni  deceive  you  in  another  sort. 
And  that  youll  say,  ere  half  an  hour  pass.    [Aside, 
[He  cuts  of  Titus's  hand. 

Enter  Lucius  and  Marcus. 

Tit,  Now,  stay  your  strife :  what  shall  be  is 
despatched : 
Good  Aaron,  give  his  miyesty  my  hand, 
Tell  him,  it  was  a  hand  that  warded  him 
From  thousand *dangers:  bid  hiin  bury  it: 
More  hath  it  merited,  that  let  it  have. 
As  for  my  sons,  say  I  account  of  them 
As  jewels  purcnaa  d  at  an  easy  price; 
And  yet  dear  too,  because  I  bought  mine  own. 

Aaron,  I  go,  Andronicus ;  and,  for  thy4iand. 
Look  by-and-by  to  have  thy  sons  with  thee. 
Their  heads  I  mean :  oh,  how  this  villanj|^    [Aside 
Doth  fat  me  with  the  ver^  thoughts  of  it ! 
Let  fools  do  good,  and  fair  men  call  for  grace, 
Aaron  will  have  his  soul  black  like  his  face.  [Exit, 

lit*  Oh,  here  I  lift  thb  one  hand  up  to  heaven. 
And  bow  this  feeble  ruin  to  the  earth : 
If  any  power  pities  wretched  tears. 
To  that  I  call :  What,  wilt  thou  kneel  with  me? 

[Td  Lavinia. 
Do,  then,  dear  heart,  for  heaven  shall  hear  our 

prayers, 
Or  with  our  sighs  well  breathe  the  welkin  dim, 
And  stain  the  sun  with  fog,  as  sometime  clouds. 
When  they  do  hug  him  in  their  melting  bosoms. 

Marc  Oh  brother,  speak  with  possibilities. 
And  do  not  break  into  these  deep  extremes. 

TiL  Is  not  my  sorrow  deep,  having  no  bottom  ? 
Then  be  my  passions  lK>ttomless  with  them. 

ifarc  But  yet,  let  reason  govern  thy  lament. 

Tit,  If  there  were  reason  tor  these  miseries, 
Then  into  limits  could  I  bind  my  woes : 
When  heaven  doth  weep,  doth  not  the  earth  o*er- 

flow? 
If  the  winds  rage,  doth  not  the  sea  wax  mad, 
Threat*ning  the  welkin  with  his  big-swoll'n  face? 
And  wilt  thou  have  a  reason  for  this  coil  ? 
I  am  the  sea.    Hark  how  her  sighs  do  blow . 
She  is  the  weeping  welkin,  I  the  earth : 
Then  must  my  sea  be  moved  with  her  sighs; 
Then  must  my  earth  with  her  continual  tears 
Become  a  deluge,  overflowed  and  drown'd: 
For  why?  my  bowels  cannot  hide  her  woes. 
But  like  a  drunkard  must  I  vomit  them. 
Then  give  me  leave,  for  losers  will  have  leave 
To  ease  their  stomachs  with  their  bitter  tongues. 

Enter  a  Messenger,  wiih  two  heads  and  a  hmd, 

Messen,  Worthy  Andronicus,  ill  art  thou  repaid 
For  that  good  hand  thou  sent'st  the  emperor : 
Here  are  the  heads  of  thy  two  noble  sons. 
And  here's  thy  hand  in  scorn  to  thee  sent  back  • 
Thy  griefs  their  sports :  thy  resolution  mock'd : 
That  woe  is  me  to  think  upon  thv  woes. 
More  than  remembrance  of  my  father's  death 

Marc  Now  let  hot  ^tna  cool  in  Sicily,  ^~^ 
And  lyi  my  heart  an  eyer-boming  hel|QQ[^ 
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Thesv  miseries  are  more  than  may  be  borne. 
To  weep  with  them  that  weep  doth  ease  some  deal; 
Bat  sorrow  flouted  at  is  double  death. 

Luc*  Ah,  that  this  sight  should  make  so  deep  a 
wound, 
And  yet  detested  life  not  shrink  thereat  I 
That  ever  death  should  let  life  bear  his  name, 
Where  life  hath  no  more  interest  but  to  breathe  I 
[Lavinia  Id&seB  Titus, 

Mare,  Alas,  poor  heart,  that  kiss  is  comfortless, 
As  frozen  water  to  a  starved  snake* 

Tit,  When  will  this  fearful  slumber  hayean  end? 

Marc  Now  farewell  flattery:  Die  Andronicus; 
Thou  dost  not  slumber :  see  thy  two  sons'  heads, 
Thy  warlike  hand ;  thy  mangled  daughter  here; 
Thy  other  banished  son  with  this  dear  sight 
Struck  pale  and  bloodless;  and  thy  brother,  I, 
Even  like  a  stony  image,  cold  and  numb. 
Ah,  now  no  more  wi.l  I  control  thy  griefs : 
Rend  oflf  thy  silver  hair,  thy  other  hand 
Gnawing  with  thy  teeth;  and  be  this  dismal  sight 
The  closing  up  of  our  most  wretched  eyes : 
Now  b  a  time  to  storm  ;  why  art  thou  still  ? 

Tii.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Marc  Why  dost  thoa  laugh?  it  fits  not  with 
this  hour. 

TU,  Wh^,  I  have  not  another  tear  to  shed: 
Besides,  this  sorrow  is  an  enemy, 
And  would  usurp  upon  my  watery  eyes, 
And  make  them  blind  with  tributary  tears. 
Then,  which  way  shall  I  find  revenge's  cave? 
For  these  two  heads  do  seem  to  speak  to  me. 
And  threat  me,  I  shall  never  come  to  bliss, 
rill  all  these  mischiefs  be  return  d  again. 
Even  In  their  throats  that  have  committed  them. 
Come,  let  me  see  what  task  I  have  to  do. 
FoQ  heavy  people,  circle  me  about, 
fhat  I  may  turn  me  to  each  one  of  yon, 
And  swear  onto  my  soul  to  right  your  Mrrongs. 
The  vow  is  made.    Come,  brother,  take  a  h^. 
And  in  this  hand  the  other  will  I  bear. 
And,  Lav  in  la,  thou  shalt  be  employed  in  these  things. 
Bear  thou  my  hand,  sweet  wench,  between  thy  teeth: 
As  for  thee,  boy,  go  get  thee  from  my  sight ; 
fhou  art  an  exile,  and  thou  must  not  stay : 
Hie  to  the  Goths,  and  raise  an  army  there ; 
And  if  you  love  me,  as  1  think  you  do. 
Let's  kiss  and  part,  for  we  have  much  to  do. 

\Exewni  TiTUS,  Marcus,  and  Laytkia. 

Imc  Farewell,  Andronicus,  mj  noble  father; 
Phe  wofull'st  man  that  ever  livM  in  Rome: 
Farewell,  proud  Rome,  till  Lucius  come  again: 
He  leaves  his  pledges,  dearer  than  hb  life. 
Farewell,  L«avinia,  my  noble  sister : 
O,  would  thou  wert  as  thou  tofore  hast  been  I 
But  now,  nor  Lucius,  nor  I  ovinia,  lives 
But  In  oblivion  and  hateful  griefs : 
If  Lucius  live,  he  will  requite  your  wrongs, 
And  make  proud  Saturnine  and  his  empress 
Beg  at  the  gates  like  Tarquin  and  hb  queen. 
Now  will  I  to  the  Goths,  and  raise  a  power, 
fo  be  reveng'd  on  Borne  and  Saturnine. 

[£cijf  Lucius. 

SCENE  11^-^  Boom  in  Titns^s  Hinm,  A  banquet 
$etaut. 

Enter  Titub,  Marcus,  Lavih ia,  and  Young 
Lucius,  a  boy. 

TiL  So,  so;  now  sit:  and  look  yon  eat  no  more 
Than  will  preserve  just  so  inuUi  strength  in  us 
As  will  revenue  these  bitter  woes  of  ours. 
Marcus,  unkmt  that  sorrow-wreathen  knot  * 
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Thy  niece  and  I^  poor  creatures,  want  onr  hands, 

And  cannot  passionate  our  tenfold  grief 

With  folded  anns.    Thb  poor  right  hand  of  mine 

Is  left  to  tyrannize  upon  my  breast ; 

And  when  my  heart,  all  mad  with  misery, 

Beats  m  this  hollow  prison  of  my  flesh, 

Then  thus  I  thump  it  down.^ 

Thon  map  of  woe,  that  thus  dost  talk  in  sfgnst 

[To  Layinia. 
When  thy  j^oot  heart  beats   with   ontrageon^ 

beating, 
Thon  canst  not  strike  it  thus  to  make  It  still. 
Wound  it  with  sighing,  girl,  kill  it  with  groans; 
Or  get  some  little  knife  between  thy  teeth. 
And  just  against  thy  heart  make  tlion  a  hole* 
That  all  the  tears  tliat  thy  poor  eyes  let  fall 
May  run  into  that  sink,  and,  soaking  in, 
Drown  the  lamenting  fool  in  sea-salt  tears. 

Mare.  Fie,  brother,  fie  I  teach  her  not  thnt  to 
lay 
Such  violent  hands  upon  her  tender  life. 

Tit,  Uow  now  I  has  sorrow  made  thee  dote 
already? 
Why,  Marcus,  no  man  should  be  mad  bnt  I. 
What  violent  hands  can  she  lay  on  her  life? 
Ah,  wherefore  dost  thou  urge  the  name  of  I 
To  bid  iEneas  tell  the  tale  twice  o*er. 
How  Troy  was  burnt,  and  he  made  miserable? 
O,  handle  not  the  theme,  to  talk  of  hands ; 
Lest  we  remember  still  that  we  have  none* — 
Fiej  fie,  how  franticly  I  square  my  talk  1 
As  if  we  should  forget  we  had  no  hands, 
if  Marcus  did  not  name  the  word  of  hands  I — 
Come,  let's  fall  to;  and,  gentle  girl,  eat  this:  — 
Here  b  no  drink  I    Hark,  Marcus,  what  she  says ; 
I  can  interpret  all  her  martyred  signs; — 
She  says  she  drinks  no  otiier  drink  but  tears, 
Brew'd  with  her  sorrows,  mesh'd  upon  her  cheeks: 
Speechless  complainer,  I  will  learn  thy  thought; 
In  thy  dumb  action  will  I  be  as  perfect 
As  bagging  hermits  in  their  holy  prayers: 
Thou  shalt  not  sigh,  nor  hold  thy  stumps  to 

heaven. 
Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  sign, 
But  I,  of  the^^e,  will  wrest  an  alphabet. 
And,  by  still  practice,  learn  to  know  thy  meaning. 

Boy,  Good  grandsire,  leave  these  bitter  deep 
laments: 
Make  my  aunt  merry  with  some  pleasing  tale. 

Marc.  Alas,  the  tender  boy,  in  passion  moy*d, 
Doth  weep  to  see  hb  grandBire*^  heaviness. 

lit.  Peace,  tender  sapling;  thou  art  made  of  tears, 
And  tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  life  away. — 

[Marcus  ttrikea  the  tUsh  with  a  hnifk. 
What  dost  thou  strike  at,  Marcus,  with  thy  knife? 

Marc  At  that  that  I  have  kill'd,  my  lord ;  a  fly. 

TiL  Out  on  thee,  murthererl   thou  kill%t  my 
heart; 
Mine  eyes  are  doy^  with  view  of  tyranny: 
A  deed  of  death,  done  on  the  Innocent, 
Becomes  not  Titus'  brother:  Get  thee  gone; 
I  see  thou  art  not  for  my  company. 

Marc  Alas,  my  lord,  I  have  but  kill*d  a  fly. 

Tit.  But  how,  if  that  fly  had  a  father  and  mother  ? 
How  would  he  hang  his  slender  gilded  wings. 
And  buzz  lamenting  doings  in  the  air 
Poor  harmless  fly ! 

That,  with  hb  pretty  buzzing  melody, 
Came  here  to  make  us  merry;  and  tnon  hast kill^ 
him. 

Marc  Pardon  me,  sir ;  twas  a  black  Ul-fiyoar^ 

Like  to  the  empress'  Moor ;  tberefora  I  killed  him. 


7».  0,0,0, 

Tlien  pardon  me  for  reprehending  thee, 
For  thou  hast  done  a  charitable  deed. 
Give  me  thy  knife,  I  will  insult  on  him; 
Platrerin?  myself,  as  if  it  were  the  Moor, 
Come  hither  purposely  to  poison  me. — 
There^  for  thyself,  and  that's  for  Tamorm.— 
Ah,  sirrah  I 

Yet  I  think  we  are  not  brought  so  low, 
B'  t  that,  between  us,  we  can  kill  a  fly, 
THat  comes  in  likeness  of  a  ooal-blaok  Moor. 
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ACT 

SCENE  h—Brfifn  Tltos^  Enm. 

Enter  Titus  and  Marcus  ;  Ihm  Toang  Lnoius, 

and  Lavinia,  running  qfter  Aim,  the  boy  flying 

fioM  ker  with  hi$  books  wuier  kii  arm. 

Boy,  Help,  grandsire,  help!  my  aunt  Lavinia 
Follows  me  everywhere.  1  Know  not  why. 
Good  ancle  Marcos,  see  how  swift  she  comes ! 
Alas,  sweet  aunt,  1  know  not  what  you  mean. 

Mare.  Stand  by  me,  Lucius;  do  not  fear  thy  aunt 

TU.  She  loves  thee,  boy,  too  well  to  do  thee 
harm. 

Boy.  A V,  when  my  fiather  was  in  Rome  she  did. 

Marc  what  means  my  niece  Lavmia  by  these 
signs? 

2HL  Fear  her  not,  Lndiia:  somewhat  dolh  she 
mean. 
See,  Lucius,  see,  how  much  she  makes  of  thee: 
Somewhither  would  she  have  thee  go  with  her. 
Ay,  boy,  Cornelia  never  with  more  care 
Read  to  her  son  than  she  hath  read  to  thee. 
Sweet  poetry,  and  Tally's  Orator : 
Canst  thou  not  goess  wherefore  she  plies  thee 
thus? 

Boy.  My  lord,  I  know  not,  I,  nor  can  I  goess, 
Unless  some  fit  or  frenzy  do  possess  her : 
For  I  have  heard  my  grandsire  say  full  oft. 
Extremity  of  griefs  would  make  men  mad: 
And  1  have  read  that  Hecuba  of  Troy 
Ran  mad  through  sorrow :  That  made  me  to  fear; 
Although,  my  lord,  I  know  my  noble  aunt 
Loves  me  as  dear  as  e'er  my  mother  did. 
And  would  not,  but  in  ftiry,  fright  my  youth : 
Which  made  me  down  to  throw  my  books,  and  fly, 
Oause'ess,  perhaps :  but  pardon  me,  sweet  aunt: 
And,  madam,  if  my  uncle  Marcus  go, 
I  will  modt  willingly  attend  year  Iwlyihip. 

Maro.  Lacius,  Iwill. 

[Lavinia  turns  over  the  boots  which 
Lucius  has  let  fiU. 

TU,  How  now,  Lavinia?   Marcus,  what  means 
this: 
Some  book  there  is  that  she  desires  to  see : 
Which  is  it,  girl,  of  these?  open  them,  boy. 
But  thou  art  deeper  read,  and  better  skill'd: 
Come,  and  take  choice  of  all  my  library ; 
And  so  beguile  thv  sorrow,  till  the  heavens 
Reveal  the  damn'd  contriver  of  this  deed. 
What  book? 
Whv  lifts  she  up  her  arms  in  sequence  thus? 

Mare,  I  think  she  means  that  then  was  more 
than  one 
Confederate  in  the  fact ;— ay,  more  there  was: 
Or  else  to  beavdh  she  heaves  them  for  revenge. 

J\L  Lucius,  what  book  is  that  she  tosseth  so? 

Soy,  Grandsire.  *tis  Ovid's  Metamorphoses; 
My  mother  gave  it  me. 

Mare,  For  love  of  her  that*s  gone, 
*erhapa,  she  called  it  from  among  th 


Perhapa,! 


I  among  the  rest 


Marc.  Alas,  poor  man  I  grief  has  so  wrought 
on  him, 
He  takes  false  shadows  for   true   substanoes. 
Tit.  Come,    take   away. -Lavinia,   go   with 
me: 
111  to  thy  closet ;  and  ^  read  with  thee 
Sad  stories,  chanced  m  the  times  of  old. 
Come,   boy,   and   go   with   me;    thy  sight   is 

young. 
And  thou  sludt  read,  when  mine  b^^s  to 
dazzle. 

[ExowU. 

IV. 

TiL  Soft !  How  busily  she  turns  the  leaves  I 
Help  her:  what  would  she  find  ?  Lavinia,  shall  1 

read? 
This  is  the  tragic  tale  of  Philomel, 
And  treats  of  Tereus'  treason  and  his  rape; 
And  rape,  I  fear,  was  root  of  thine  annoy. 

Mare,  See,  brother,  see;  note  how  she  quotes 
the  leaves. 

Tit.  Lavinia,  wertthou  thus  surprised,  sweet  girl, 
Ravish'd  and  wrong*d  as  Philomela  was, 
Foro'd  in  the  ruthless,  vast,  and  gloomy  woods? 
See,  see !  Ay,  such  a  place  there  is  where  we  did 

hunt, 
(0  had  we  never,  never  hunted  there  n 
Pattern *d  by  that  the  poet  here  descrioes. 
By  nature  made  for  murthers  and  for  rapes. 

Mare.  0,  why  should  nature  build  so  tool  a  den. 
Unless  the  gods  delight  in  tragedies  ? 

lit  Give  si^,  sweet  girl,— for  here  are  none 
but  friends, — 
What  Roman  lord  it  was  durst  do  the  deed? 
Or  slunk  not  Saturnine,  as  Tarquin  erst, 
That  left  the  camp  to  sin  in  Lucreoe'  bed. 

Mare,  Sit  down,  sweet  niece;  brother,  sit  down 
by  me. 
Apollo,  Palhis,  Jove,  or  Mercury, 
Inspire  me  that  I  mar  this  treason  find. 
My  lord,  look  here ;  look  here^  Lavinia. 

[He  writes  his  name  with  his  staff,  andgtddesit 
with/eet  and  mouth. 
This  sandy  plot  is  plain;  guide,  if  thoa  canst, 
This,  after  me.    I  have  writ  my  name, 
Without  the  help  of  any  hand  at  all. 
Curs'd  be  that  heart  tliat  forc'd  us  to  this  shift  I 
Write  thou,  good  niece,  and  here  display  at  last. 
What  God  will  have  discovered  for  revenge. 
Heaven  guide  thy  pen  to  print  thy  sorrows  plain, 
That  we  may  know  the  traitors  and  the  truth! 
[She  takes  the  staff  in  her  mouthy  andguidesit 
with  her  stun^,  and  writes, 

TU.  Oh,  do  ve  read,  my  lord,  what  ahe  bath  writ? 
**  Stuprom,  Chiron,  Demetrius.** 

Mare,  What,  what  I  the  lustful  sons  of  Tamora, 
Performers  of  this  heinous  bloody  deed  ? 

Tit.  Magni  DominatorpoUj 
Tam  lentus  audissoderaf  tarn  lentus  vides f 

Mare.  Oh,  calm  thee,  gentle  lord;  although  1 
know 
There  is  enough  written  upon  this  earth 
To  stir  a  mutiny  in  the  mi  dest  thoughts. 
And  arm  the  minds  of  infants  to  exclaims. 
My  lord,  kneel  down  with  me;  Lavinia,  kneel ; 
And  kneel,  sweet  boy,  the  Roman  Hector's  hope; 
And  swear  with  me,- as  with  the  woeful  fere, 
And  father  of  that  chaste  dishonour'd  dame, 
Lord  Junius  Brutus  sware  for  Lucrece'  rape,— 
That  we  will  prosecutft,  by  good  advice, 
Mortal  revenge  upon  these  traitorous  Gotha»  p 
And  see  their  blood,  or  die  with  this  reproaqiLS 
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TU,  'Tis  sure  enoagti,  an  yoa  knew  how; 
But  if  70U  hunt  these  bear-whelps,  then  beware: 
The  dam  will  wake,  and  if  she  wind  70U  onoe, 
She's  with  the  lion  deeply  still  in  lea^e, 
And  lulls  him  whilst  she  playeth  on  her  back, 
And  when  he  sleeps  will  she  do  what  she  list. 
You  are  a  youn|^  huntsman.  Marcus;  let  it  alone ; 
And,  cotne,  I  wUl  go  get  a  leaf  of  brass, 
And  with  a  gad  of  steel  will  write  these  words, 
And  lay  it  by :  the  angry  northern  wind 
Will  blow  these  sands  like  Sibyls'  leaves  abroad, 
And  Where's  your  lesson  then?  Boy,  what  say  you? 

Boy,  I  say,  my  lord,  that  if  I  were  a  man. 
Their  mother's  bedchamber  should  not  be  safe. 
For  these  bad  bondmen  to  the  yoke  of  Rome. 

Marc  Ay,  that's  my  boy;  thy  fether  hath  full  oft 
For  his  ungrateful  country  done  the  like. 

Boy.  And,  uncle,  so  will  I,  an  if  1  live. 

TU,  Come,  go  with  me  into  mine  armoury ; 
Lucius,  111  fit  thee ;  and  withal  my  boy 
Shall  carry  from  me  to  the  empress*  sons 
Presents  that  I  intend  to  send  them  both : 
Gome,  como,  thou'it  do  thy  message,  wilt  thou  not? 

Boy,   Ay,  with  my  (Ugger  in  their  bosoms, 
grandsire. 

TU,  No,  boy,  not  so;   111  teach  thee  another 
course. 
Lavinia,  come;  Marcus,  look  to  my  house; 
Lucius  and  111  go  brave  it  at  the  court: 
Ay,  marry,  will  we,  sir ;  and  well  be  waited  on. 
[Exeunt  Titus,  Lavinia,  and  Boy. 

Mare,  0  heavens!  can  you  hearagood  man  groan, 
And  not  relent,  or  not  compassion  him? 
Mnrcus,  attend  him  in  his  ecstasy, 
That  hath  more  scars  of  sorrow  m  his  heart, 
Than  foeman's  marks  upon  his  batter'd  shield ; 
But  yet  so  just,  that  he  will  not  revenge: 
Revenge  the  heavens  for  old  Andronicus.     [Exit. 

SCENE  IL~^  Room  in  the  Palaoa, 

Eater  Aaron,  Chiron,  and  Dembtrius  o/  one  door; 
at  another  door^  young  Lucius  and  Attendant, 
wUh  a  bundle  of  toeaponSf  and  verses  wrUten  upon 
them, 

ChL  Demetrius,  here*s  the  son  of  Lucius ; 
He  hath  some  message  to  deliver  us. 
Aaron,  Ay,  some  mad  message  from  his  mad 

grandfather. 
Boy,  My  lords,  with  all  the  humbleness  I  may, 
I  greet  your  honours  from  Andronicus ; 
And  pray  theKonum  gods  confound  ^ou  both.  [Aside, 
DemeL  Qramercy,  lovely  Lucius,  what^s  the 

news? 
Boy.  That  you  are  both  decipher 'd,  that's  the  news, 
For  villains  mark'd  with  rape.   [Aside.]    May  it 

please  you. 
My  grano^ire,  well  advia^d,  hath  sent  by  me 
The  goodliest  weapons  of  his  armoury, 
To  gratify  your  honourable  youth. 
The  hope  of  Rome ;  for  so  he  bad  me  say, 
And  so  I  do,  and  with  his  gifls  present 
Your  lordships,  that,  whenever  you  have  need, 
Yon  may  be  armed  and  appointed  well, 
And  80  I  leave  you  both:   [Aside.]  like  bloody 
villains.        [Exeunt  Boy  and  Attendant 
DemeL  What's  here?  a  scroll ;  and  written  round 
about? 
Let's  see : 

**  Integer  vita  soderisque  purus, 
Non  epet  Mauri  jaculusy  nee  arcu,^ 

Oht.  O  'tis  a  verse  in  Horace ;  I  know  it  well : 
I  read  it  in  the  grammar  long  ago. 
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Aaron,  Ay,  just  a  verse  in  Horace ;  right, 
have  it. 
Now,  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  an  ass 
Here's  no  sound  jest!  the  old  man  hath  foond  theii 

guilt. 
And  sends  the  weapons  wrapp'd  about  with  lines, 
That  wound,  beyond  their feelins^,  to  the  quick: 
But  were  our  witty  empress  well  a-foot, 
She  would  applaud  Andronicus'  conceit. 
But  let  her  rest  in  her  unrest  awhile. 

[The  preceding  seven  lines  are  spoken  aside. 
And  now,  young  lords,  was't  not  a  happy  star 
Led  us  to  Rome,  strangers,  and  more  than  so, 
Captives,  to  be  advanced  to  this  height? 
It  did  me  good,  before  the  palace  gate, 
To  brave  the  tribune  in  his  brother's  hearing. 

Demet.  But  me  more  good,  to  see  so  great  a  lord 
Basely  insinuate,  and  send  us  gifts. 

Axuron,  Had  he  not  reason,  lord  Demetnus? 
Did  you  not  use  his  daughter  very  friendly? 

Demet,  I  would  we  had  a  thousand  Roman  dames 
At  such  a  bay  by  turn  to  serve  our  lusL 
CM,  A  charitable  vrish,  and  full  of  love. 
Aaron,  Here  lacks  but  your  mother  for  to  say 

An.en. 
OH,  And  that  would  she  for  twenty  thousand 

more. 

Demet,  Come,  let  as  go,  and  pray  to  all  the  gods. 

For  our  beloved  mother  in  her  pains. 

Aaron,  Pray  to  the  devils ;  the  gods  have  given 

us  over.  [Aside,   Trumpets  sound, 

Demet,  Why  do  the  emperor's  trumpets  flourish 

thus? 
ChL  Belike,  for  joy  the  emperor  hath  a  son. 
Demet,  Soi't ;  who  comes  here. 

Enter  Nurse,  toUh  a  Uackamoor  ddUL 

Nurse,  Good  morrow,  lords ; 
O,  tell  me,  did  you  see  Aaron  the  Moor? 

Aaron.  Well,  more,  or  less,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  all. 
Here  Aaron  is;  and  what  with  Aaron  now? 

Nurse,  O  gentle  Aaron,  we  are  all  undone  I 
Now  help,  or  woe  betide  thee  evermore  I 

Aaron.  Why,  what  a  catterwauling  dost  thoa 


What  dost  thou  rap  and  fumble  in  thine  arms? 

Nurse.  0,  that  which  I  would  hide  from  heaven's 
eye,- 
Our  empress's  shame,  and  stately  Rome's  disgrace; 
She  is  delivered,  lords,  she  is  deliver'd. 

Aaron.  To  whom  ? 

Nurse.  I  mean  she  is  brought  •>bed. 

Aaron.  Well,  God  give  her  good  rest!   What 
hath  he  sent  her? 

Nurse,  A  devil. 

Aaron.  Why,  then,  she  is  the  devils  dam;  a 
joyful  issue. 

Nurse.  A  joyless,  dismal,  black,  and  sprrowful 
issue: 
Here  is  the  babe,  as  loathsome  as  a  toad. 
Amongst  the  fairest  breeders  of  our  c  ime. 
The  empress  sends  it  thee,  thy  stamp,  tliy  seal. 
And  bios  thee  christen  it  with  thy  daggerls  point 

Aaron.  Out,  you  whore  I  is  black  so  base  a  hue? 
Sweet  blowse,  ^on  are  a  beauteous  blossom  sore. 

Demet,  Villain,  what  hast  thou  done? 

Aaron,  That  which  thou  canst  not  undo. 

Chu  Thou  hast  undone  our  mother. 

Aaron,  Villain,  I  have  done  thy  mother. 

Demet.  And  therein,  hellish  dog,  thou  hast  undone. 
Woe  to  her  chance,  and  damn'd  her  loathed  ohoieel 
Accnrs'd  the  ofispring  of  so  fouW-fiend.       1 

ChL  It  shaU  not  Uve.   ed  by  VjOOQ IC 


AanfiL  It  shall  not  die. 

Nwm,  Aaron,  it  most ;  the  mother  wills  it  so. 

JdraM.  WhatI  most  it,  nurse?   Then  let  no  man 
but  I 
Do  execution  on  my  flesh  and  blood. 

DtmeJL  I'll  broach  the tadpoieonmjrapier^ point: 
Norse,  give  it  me;  my  sword  shall  soon  despatch  it. 

AarOH,  Sooner  this  sword  shall  plough  thj  bowels 

up.  [  TakeB  the  Child  from  the  N  nrse. 

Stay,  murtheroos  villains,  will   you  kill  your 

brother? 
Now,  by  the  burning  tapers  of  the  sky, 
That  shone  so  brightly  when  this  bo^  was  got. 
He  dies  upon  m^  scimitar's  sharp  pomt 
That  touches  this  my  first-bom  son  and  heir. 
I  tell  you,  younglings,  not  Enceladns, 
With  aU  his  threatening  band  of  Typhon's  brood. 
Nor  great  Aleides,  nor  the  god  of  war, 
Bbali  seize  this  prey  out  of  bis  father's  hands. 
What,  wliati  ve  sanguine,  shallow-hearted  boys  I 
Ye  white-lim'd  walls !  ye  ale-hou-e  painted  signs! 
Coal-black  is  better  than  another  hue, 
In  that  it  sooma  to  bear  another  hue: 
For  all  the  water  in  the  ocean 
Can  never  turn  the  swan's  b'ack  legs  to  white, 
Although  she  lave  tliem  hourly  in  the  flood ; 
Tell  the  empress  from  me,  I  am  of  age 
To  keep  mine  own,  excuse  it  how  she  can. 

Demet,  Wilt  thou  betray  thy  noble  mistress  thus? 

Aaron  My  mistress  is  my  mistress ;  this,  myself; 
The  vigour,  and  the  picture  of  my  youth : 
This  before  all  the  world  do  I  prefer; 
This,  uuiusre  all  tbe  world,  will  I  keep  safe, 
Or  some  of  you  shall  smoke  for  it  in  Home. 

Jkmet.  By  this  our  mother  is  for  ever  sham'd. 

Chi,  fiome  will  despise  her  for  this  Toul  escape. 

Nwree,  The  emperor,  in  his  rage,  will  doom  her 
death. 

Chi,  I  blush  to  think  upon  this  ignominy. 

Aarom,  Why,  there's  the  privilege  your  beauty 
bears: 
Fie,  treacherous  hue,  that  will  betray  with  blushing 
The  close  enacts  and  counsels  of  the  heart: 
Here*s  a  young  lad  fram'd  of  another  leer. 
Look,  how  the  black  slave  smiles  upon  the  father, 
As  who  should  say,  **  Old  lad,  I  am  thine  own." 
He  is  yuur  brother,  lords,  sensibly  fed 
Of  that  sell-blood  that  first  gave  life  to  you ; 
And  Irom  tliat  womb,  where  you  imprisona  were, 
He  is  enfranchised  and  come  to  light: 
Nay,  he  is  your  brother  by  the  surer  side. 
Although  my  seal  be  stamped  in  his  fnce. 

Nuree,  Aaron,  what  phall  I  say  unto  the  empress? 

Ikntet.  Advise  thee,  Aaron,  what  is  to  be  done. 
And  we  will  all  subscribe  to  thy  advice : 
Save  thou  the  child,  to  we  may  all  be  safe. 

AamL  Then  sit  we  down,  and  let  us  ail  consult, 
My  ton  and  1  will  have  the  wind  of  yon : 
Keep  there;  now  talk  at  pleasure  of  your  safety. 

Ltmet.  How  manr  women  saw  this  child  of  his? 

Aaron,  Why,  so,  brave  lords :  When  we  join  in 
league 
I  am  a  lamb ;  but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
The  chafed  boar,  the  mountain  lioness. 
The  ocean  swells  not  so  as  Aaron  storms: 
But  say  again,  how  man^  saw  the  child? 

Nuree,  Cornelia  the  midwife  and  myself. 
And  no  one  else  but  the  delivered  empress. 

Aaron,  The  empress,  the  midwife,  and  yourself: 
Two  may  keep  counsel  when  the  third's  away : 
lio  to  the  emuresa,  tell  her  this  1  said : 

[Hekaieher. 
Wek  ••  wtk»    ^  viaa  a  pig  pr^Nur'd  to  the  spit 
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Jkmet,  What  meanest  thoo,  Aaron,  wherefore 
didst  thou  this? 

Aaron.  Oh  lord,  sir,  tis  a  deed  of  policy ; 
Shall  she  live  to  betray  this  guilt  of  ours  ? 
A  long-tongued  babbling  gossip  I  No,  lords,  no : 
And  now  be  it  known  to  you  my  full  intent. 
Not  far,  one  Muliteos  lives,  my  countryman ; 
His  wife  but  yesternight  was  brought  to  bed ; 
His  child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  are: 
Go  oack  with  him,  and  give  the  mother  gold, 
And  tell  them  both  the  circumstance  of  all. 
And  how  by  this  their  child  shall  be  advauo'd, 
And  be  received  for  the  emperor's  heir, 
And  substituted  in  the  place  of  mine, 
To  calm  this  tempest  whirling  in  the  court; 
And  let  the  empctf'or  dandle  him  for  his  own. 
Hark  ye,  lords;  ye  see  1  have  given  her  physic, 
[Printing  to  the  Nurse. 
And  YOU  must  needs  bestow  her  funeral ; 
The  fields  are  near,  and  you  are  gallant  grooms : 
This  done,  see  tiiatprou  take  no  longer  dajrsy. 
But  send  the  midwife  presently  to  me. 
The  midwife  and  the  nurse  well  made  away, 
Then  let  the  ladies  tattle  what  they  please. 

Chi,  Aaron,  I  see  thou  wilt  not  trust  the  air 
with  secrets. 

Ikmet  For  this  care  of  Tamora, 
Herself  and  hers  are  highly  bound  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  Demet.  and  Cm.,  becaring  oj^  the 
Nurse. 

Aaron,  Now  to  the  Gtotbs,  as  swift  as  swallow 
flies; 
There  to  dispose  this  treasure  in  mine  arms, 
And  secretly  to  greet  the  empress'  friends: 
Come  on,  you  thick-lipp*d  slave.  I'll  bear  you 

hence; 
For  it  is  you  that  puts  us  to  our  shifts : 
I'll  make  you  feed  on  berries  and  on  roots. 
And  feed  on  curds  and  whey,  and  suck  the  goat. 
And  cabin  in  a  cave,  and  bring  you  up 
To  be  a  warrior,  and  command  a  camp.        [EadL 

SCENE  IIL—A puUic place  in  Rome. 

Enter  Titos,  Marcus,  young  Lucius,  and  othet 
Gentlemen,  with  boujt^  andTiTvabearethearrowe 
toith  Utttra  on  tJiem, 

Tit,  Come,  Marcos;   come,  kinsmen;   this  is 

the  way : 
Sir  boy,  let  me  see  your  archery ; 
Look  ye  draw  home  enough,  and  'tis  there  straight. 
Terras  Aetraaretiquit,  be  you  remember'd,  Marcus. 
She's  gone,  she's  fled.    Sirs,  take  yoo  to  your 

tools; 
You,  cousins,  shall  go  sound  the  oeean, 
And  cast  your  nets.    Happily,  you  may  find  her 

in  the  sea; 
Yet  there's  as  little  justice  as  at  land : 
No ;  Publius  and  Sempronius,  you  must  do  it; 
Tin  you  must  di>c  with  mattock  and  with  spade 
And  pierce  the  inmost  centre  of  the  earth ; 
Then,  when  you  eome  to  Pluto's  region, 
I  pray  yoo,  deliver  him  this  petition; 
Tell  him  it  is  for  justice  and  for  aid. 
And  that  it  comes  from  old  Andronicus, 
Bludten  with  sorrows  in  ungrateful  Rome. 
Ah,  Romel  well,  well,  I  made  thee  miserable 
What  time  I  threw  the  people*8  auflrages 
On  him  that  thus  doth  tyrannize  o'er  me. 
Go,  get  you  gone,  and  pray  be  careful  all. 
And  leave  you  not  a  man-of-war  uiisearch'd: 
Thii«  wicked  emperor  may  havb  ahipp'd  her  hen^ 
And  kinsmen,  then  we  may  go  pipe  for  jostr  [^ 
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Marc  O,  Poblins,  is  oot  this  a  hearj  case, 
To  see  thy  noble  uncle  thus  distract? 

Pub.  Therefore,  my  lord,  it  highlj  us  oonoems, 
By  day  and  night  t'  attend  him  carefully; 
And  feed  his  humour  kindly  as  we  may, 
Till  time  beget  some  careful  remedy. 

Marc  Kinsmen,  his  sorrows  are  pa^t  remedy. 
Joui  with  the  Cioths,  and  with  revenireful  war 
Take  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  ingratitude, 
And  vengeance  on  the  traitor  Saturnine. 

Tit.  Publius,  how  now?  how  now,  my  masters? 
What,  liave  you  met  with  her? 

Fub,  No,  my  good  lord;  bat  Pluto  sends  yoa 
word, 
If  yon  will  have  revenge  from  hell  yon  shall : 
Marry,  for  Justice  she  is  so  employed, 
lie  thinks,  with  Jove  in  lieaven,  or  somewhere  else, 
So  that  perforce  you  must  needs  stay  a  time. 

TU.  He  doth  me  wrong  to  feed  me  with  delays, 
I'll  dive  into  the  burning  lake  below. 
And  pull  her  out  of  Acheron  by  the  heels. 
Marcus,  we  are  but  shrubs;  no  cedars  we, 
No  big-bon'd  men,  fram'd  of  the  Cyclops*  size; 
But  metal,  Marcus,  steel  to  the  very  back, 
Yet  wrimg  with  wrrongs  more  than  oar  backs  can 

l^r: 
And  sith  there  is  no  justice  in  earth  nor  hell, 
We  will  solicit  heaven,  and  move  the  gods, 
To  send  down  justice  for  to  wreak  our  wrongs. 
Come  to  this  gear ;  you  are  a  good  archer,  Marcus. 
[He  ffive*  them  the  arrows. 
Ad  Jooeoiy  that^s  for  you ;  here,  ad  ApoUonem: 
Ad  Mortem,  that's  fur  myself; 
Here,  boy,  to  Pallas;  here,  to  Mercury: 
To  Saturn,  Caius,  not  to  Saturnine, 
You  were  as  good  to  shoot  against  the  wind. 
To  it,  boy:  Marcus,  loose  when  I  bid: 
Of  my  word,  1  have  written  to  effect, 
There's  not  a  god  unsolicited. 

Marc  Kinsmen,  shoot  all  your  shafts  into  the 
court: 
We  will  afflict  the  emperor  in  his  pride. 

TiL  Now,  mastei-s,  draw.  0h,well8aid,LucitisI 

[Tliey  tiiooL 
Good  boy,  in  Virgo's  lap;  give  it  Pallas. 

Marc  My  lord,  I  aim  a  mile  beyond  the  moon; 
Your  letter  is  with  J  upiter  by  this. 

Tit,  Ha,  ha  I  Publius,  Publius,  what  hast  thou 
done? 
See,  see,  thou  hast  shot  off  one  of  Taoros*  horns. 

Marc  This  was  the  sport,  my  lord :  when  Pub- 
lius shot. 
The  Bull,  being  galPd,  gave  Aries  such  a  knock. 
That  down  fell  buth  the  Kam's  horns  in  the  court, 
And  who  should  find  them  but  the  empress'  villain : 
She  laugh 'd, and  told  the  Moor  he  should  not  choose 
But  give  them  to  his  master  for  a  present. 

Tit,  Wh^,  there  it  goes :  God  give  yoor  lord- 
ship joy. 

Wnter  Clown,  with  a  hashetf  and  ttoo  pgeon$  in  iu 

ISt,  News,  news  from  heaven  I    Marcos,  the 
post  is  come, 
dirrah,  what  tidmgs?  have  you  any  letters? 
Shall  I  have  justice?  what  says  Jupiter? 

Clown,  Hoi  the  gibbet-maker?  he  says  that  he 
bath  taken  them  down  again,  for  the  man  must 
not  be  hanged  till  the  next  week. 

Tit.  But  wluit  says  Jupiter,  1  ask  thee? 

Clown.  Alas,  sir,  1  know  not  J  upiter : 
I  never  drank  with  him  in  all  my  life. 

Tit.  Why,  villain,  art  not  thou  the  carrier? 

down,  Ajf  of  my  pigeons,  sir;  nothing  else. 
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J\t.  Why,  didst  tboa  not  come  from  hearen  ? 

Clown.  From  heaven?  alas,  sir,  I  never  came 
there.  God  forbid  I  should  be  so  bold  to  presii  Ut 
lieaven  in  my  young  days!  Why,  I  am  going  with 
my  pigeons  to  the  tribunal  Plebn,  to  take  ap  a 
matter  of  brawl  betwixt  my  ancle  and  one  of  th* 
imperial^  men. 

Marc  Wli^,  sir,  that  is  as  fit  as  can  be  to  serve 
for  your  oration ;  and  let  him  deliver  the  pigeons 
to  the  emperor  from  you. 

7*it.  Tell  me,  can  you  deliver  an  oration  to  the 
emperor  with  a  grace  ? 

Clown.  Nay,  truly,  sir ;  I  eoald  neyer  say  graoQ 
in  all  my  life. 

Tit.  Sirrah,  come  hither ;  make  no  more  ado, 
But  give  your  pigeons  to  the  emperor: 
By  me  thou  shalt  have  juutice  at  hb  hands. 
Hold,  hold;   meanwhile,  here's  money  for  thy 

charges. 
Give  me  pen  and  ink. 
Sirrah,  can  you  with  a  grace  deliyer  a  sopplication  ? 

Clown.  Ay,  sir. 

Tit.  Then  here  is  a  supplication  for  yoa.  And 
when  you  come  to  him,  at  the  first  approach  you 
must  kneel;  then  kiss  his  foot;  then  deliver  op 
your  pigeons ;  and  then  look  for  your  reward.  I'll 
be  at  liand,  sir ;  see  you  do  it  bravely. 

Clown.  1  warrant,  you,  sir,  let  me  alone. 

Tit.  Sirrah,  hast  thou  a  knife?    Come,  let  me 
see  it. 
Here,  Marcus,  fold  it  in  the  oration, 
For  thou  ha<4t  made  it  like  an  humble  snpplian*. 
And  when  thou  hast  given  it  the  emperor. 
Knock  at  my  door,  and  tell  me  what  he  says. 

Clown.  Qod  be  with  yoa,  sir;  I  will.       [^^ 

Tit.  Come,  Marcus,  let  us  go ;  Publius,  follow 
me.  [SxeunL 

SCENE  ly. ^B^i/bre  ike  Rdaea, 

Enter  Satdrninus,  Tamora,  Chiron,  Deue- 
Tiuns,  Lords,  and  others.  The  Emperor  brings 
the  arroioe  in  Itis  hand  that  Titus  tltot  at  hin. 

Sat.  Why,  lords,  what  wrongs  are  these?  was 
ever  seen 
An  emperor  in  Rome  thas  overborne. 
Troubled,  confronted  thus;  and,  for  the  extent 
Of  egal  justice,  used  in  such  contempt? 
My  lords,  yon  know,  as  do  the  mightfol  gods. 
However  these  disturbera  of  our  peace 
Buzz  in  the  people's  eare,  there  nought  hath  pastVl 
B  It  even  with  law,  against  the  wilful  eons 
Of  old  Andronicus.    And  what  an  if 
His  sorrows  have  so  overwhelm'd  his  wits; 
Shall  we  be  thus  afflicted  in  his  wreaks. 
His  fits,  his  frenzy,  and  his  bitterness? 
And  now,  he  writes  to  heaven  for  hb  redress; 
See,  here'ft  to  Jove,  and  thU  to  Mercury, 
This  to  Apollo,  this  to  the  god  of  war: 
Sweet  scrolls  to  fi^  about  the  streets  of  Rome! 
What's  this,  but  libelling  against  the  senate, 
And  blazoning  otir  unjustice  everywhere  ? 
A  goodly  humour,  b  it  not,  my  lords  ? 
As  who  would  say,  in  Rome  no  justice  were* 
But,  if  I  live,  his  feigned  extasies 
Shall  be  no  shelter  to  these  outrages; 
But  he  and  hb  shall  know  that  Justice  lires 
In  Satuminus'  health,  whom,  if  he  sleep. 
He'll  so  awake,  as  he  in  fury  shall 
Cut  off  tlie  proud 'st  conspirator  that  lirei. 

Tom.  My  gracious  lord,  my  lovely  Saturnine, 
Lord  of  my  life,  commander  of  my  thoughts, 
Cahn  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titos*  age. 
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Th'  effects  of  sottow  for  his  valiant  sons, 
Who^  loss  hath  pierc*d  him  deep,  and  scaiT*d  hia 

heart; 
And  rather  cimfort  his  distressed  plight, 
Thnn  pra-tecute  the  meanest  or  the  best 
For  these  contempts:  Whj,  thus  it  shall  beoome 
High-witted  Tamora  to  g'ose  with  all : 
But,  Titus,  I  have  touch  d  thee  to  the  quick, 
Thy  lite-blood  out:  if  Aaron  now  be  wiaet 
Then  is  all  safe,  the  anchor's  in  the  port.     [Aside, 
Enter  Clown, 
ownow.rood  fellow, wouldst  thou  speak  with  as? 
Clown,  Yea,  forsooth,  an  jour  mistership  be 

imperial. 
Thm.  Em))ress  I  am,  but  yonder  sits  the  emperor. 
CUncn,   J  is  he.    God  and  Saint  Stephen  give 
jon  good  den ;  I  have  brought  you  a  letter  and  a 
couple  of  pigeons  here.  [SATURMNUsr«ad!stA«^tter. 
Sat.  Go,  take  liim  away,  and  hang  him  presently. 
Clown.  How  much  money  must  I  have? 
Thtn.  Come,  sirrah,  yon  must  be  hang'd. 
Clown.  Hanged !  bv  >  lady  then  1  have  brought 
up  a  neck  to  a  fair  end.  [Exit,  muausd 

Sat.  Despiteful  and  intolerable  wrongs! 
Shall  I  endure  this  monstrous  villany? 
I  know  from  whence  this  same  device  proceeds: 
Blay  thu  be  borne,  as  if  his  traitorous  sons, 
That  died  by  law  for  murther  of  our  brother. 
Have  by  my  means  been  butchered  wrongfully  ? 
Go,  drag  the  villain  hither  by  the  hair; 
Nor  age,  nor  honour,  shall  shape  privilege: 
For  this  proud  mock  111  be  thy  slaughter-man; 
Sly  frantic  wretch,  that  holpst  to  make  me  great, 
In  hope  thyself  should  govern  Rome  and  oie. 
Enter  ^Emiuxts. 
Sat,  What  news  with  thee,  iEmilius? 
JBndL  Arm,  my  lords;  Rome  never  had  more 
cause  1 
The  Goths  have  gather*d  head,  and  with  a  power 
Of  high-resolved  men,  bent  to  the  spoil, 
Thev  hither  march  amain,  under  conduct 
Of  Lucius,  son  to  old  Andronicus ; 
Who  threats  in  course  of  this  revenge  to  do 
As  much  as  ever  Coriolanns  did. 

Sat,  Is  warlike  Lucius  general  of  the  Goths? 
These  tidings  nip  me;  and  I  hang  the  head 
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ACT 

SCENE  L— PZoms  near  Rome. 

FVmritk,    Enter  Luaus,  vM  tm  army  ^  Goths, 

withdrwn, 

Imc  Approved  warriors,  and  my  faithful  friends, 
I  have  rec-eived  letters  from  great  Rome, 
Which  signify  what  hate  tliey  bear  their  emperor, 
And  bow  desirous  of  our  sight  they  are. 
Therefore,  great  lords,  be,  as  your  titles  witness, 
Imperious  and  impatient  of  your  wmngs ; 
And  wherein  Rome  hath  done  yoa  any  scaith, 
Let  him  make  treble  satisfiMStion. 

Qoth,  Brave  slip,  sprung  firom  the  great  An- 
dronicus, 
Whose  name  was  once  our  terror,  now  oar  comfort ; 
Whose  higli  exploits  and  honourable  deeds, 
Ingrateful  Rome  requites  with  foul  contempt, 
Be  bold  in  us ;  well  follow  where  thou  lead'sti 
Like  stinging  bees  in  hottest  summer^s  day, 
Led  by  their  master  to  the  flower'd  fields, 
And  be  avengd  on  cursed  Tamora: 
And,  as  he  saith,  so  sav  we  all  with  him. 

Luc  I  bumblv  thank  him,  and  I  thank  von  alL 
But  who  oomes  here,  led  by  a  lusty  GU>th '/ 


As  flowers  with  fi*o«t,or  grass  beat  down  with  storms; 
Ay,  now  begin  our  sorrows  to  spproach : 
*Tis  he  the  common  people  love  so  much! 
Myself  hath  often  heard  them  say 
fWhen  I  have  walked  like  a  private  man), 
That  Lucius'  banishment  was  wrongfully. 
And  they  have  wbh'd  that  Lucius  were  their 
emperor. 

Tasnu  Why  should  yon  fear  ?  is  not  your  city 
strong  ? 

Sat  Ay,  but  the  citizens  favour  Lucius 
And  will  revolt  from  me,  to  succour  him. 

Tarn,  King,  be  thy  thoughts  imperious,  like  thy 
name. 
Is  the  sun  dimmed,  that  ^ats  do  fly  in  it? 
The  eai^le  suffers  little  birds  to  sing. 

And  is  not  careful  whA  they  mean  thereby, 
Knowing  that  with  the  shadow  of  his  wing 

He  can  at  pleasure  stint  their  melody. 
Even  so  mayst  thou  the  giddy  men  of  Rome! 
Then  cheer  thy  spirit:  for  know,  thou  emperor 
I  will  enchant  the  old  Andronicus, 
With  words  more  sweet,  and  yet  more  dangerous 
Than  baits  to  fish,  or  honey-stalks  to  sheep ; 
When  as  the  one  is  wounded  wirh  the  bait, 
The  other  rotted  M-ith  delicious  feed. 

Sat,  But  he  will  not  entreat  his  son  for  ns. 

Tarn,  If  Tamora  entreat  him,  then  he  will ; 
For  I  can  smooth  and  fill  his  aged  ear 
With  gulden  promises,  that,  were  his  heart 
Almost  impre^able,  hi!!>  old  ears  deaf. 
Yet  should^  both  ear  and  heart  obey  my  tongue. 
Go  thou  before  to  be  our  embassador ; 

[To  JEmuaxsb, 
Say  that  the  emperor  requests  a  parley 
Of  warlike  Lucius,  and  appoint  the  meeting. 

Sat,  iEmilius,  do  this  message  honourably: 
And  if  he  ittand  on  hostage  f>r  his  safety. 
Bid  him  demand  what  pled;?e  will  please  him  best. 

JEkmL  Your  bidding  shall  I  do  effectually 

[Exit  iCMILIUB. 

Tom,  Now  will  I  to  that  old  Andronicus ; 
And  temper  him,  with  all  the  art  1  have. 
To  pluck  proud  Lucius  from  the  warlike  Goths. 
Ann  now,  sweet  emperor,  be  blithe  again, 
And  burv  all  thy  fear  in  mv  devices. 

Sat,  Then  go  sucoessantfy,  and  plead  to  him. 

[EMUMt, 

V. 


Enter  a  Goth,  leading  Aaron  wUk  hu  Md  in  his 
arms, 

Qoth,  Renowned  Lucius,  from  oar  troops  I  stray  *d. 
To  gaze  upon  a  ruinous  monastery, 
And  as  I  earnestly  did  fix  mine  eye 
Upon  the  wasted  building,  suddenly 
I  heard  a  child  cry  underneath  a  wall : 
I  made  unto  the  noise,  when  soon  I  heard 
The  crying  babe  controH'd  with  this  discourse : 
**  Peace,  tawny  slave,  half  me,  and  half  thy  dam  1. 
Did  not  thy  hue  bewry  whose  brat  thou  art, 
Had  nature  lent  thee  but  thy  mother's  look, 
Villain,  thou  mightst  have  been  an  emperor. 
But  where  the  bull  and  cow  are  both  milk-white, 
They  never  do  beget  a  coal-black  calf: 
Peace,  villain,  peace  I**— even  thus  he  rates  the 

babe,— 
**  For  I  must  bear  thee  to  a  trusty  Goth, 
Who,  when  he  knows  thou  art  the  empress'  babe, 
Will  hold  thee  dearly  for  thy  mother's  sake.*' 
With  this,  my  weapon  drawn,  I  rush'd  upon  him, 
Surprised  him  suddenly,  and  brought  huo  Mther 
To  use  as  yoa  think  needful  of  the  man^OQ  LC 
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Imo,  Oh  worthy  (h>th,  this  u  the  inotmate 
deyU. 
That  robb*d  Andronious  of  his  good  hand : 
This  is  the  pearl  that  pleas'd  joar  empress*  eje ; 
And  here's  the  base  fruit  of  bis  burning  lust, 
idaj,  wall-eyed  slave,  whither  wouldst  tbou  convey 
This  growing  image  of  thy  fiendlike  face? 
Why  dost  not  speak?  what,  deaf?  not  a  word? 
A  halter,  soldiers ;  han^  him  on  this  tree, 
And  by  his  side  his  fruit  of  bastardy. 

Aaron,  Touch  not  the  boy,  he  is  of  royal  blood. 

Luc  Too  like  the  sire  for  ever  being  good, 
First  bang  the  diild,  that  he  may  see  it  sprawl ; 
A  sight  to  vex  the  father's  soul  withal. 

Aaron.  Get  me  a  ladder  I  Lucius,  save  the  chfld, 
And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  empress : 
If  thou  do  this,  I'll  show  thee  wond'roos  things, 
That  highly  may  advantage  thee  to  hear; 
If  thou  wilt  not,  befall  what  may  befall, 
111  speak  no  more,  but  vengeance  rot  you  all. 

Irttc  Bay  on,  and  if  it  please  me  which  thoa 
speak'st, 
Thy  child  shall  live,  and  I  will  see  it  nourished. 

Amon,  And  if  it  please  thee  ?  why,  assure  thee, 
Lucius, 
Twill  vex  thv  soul  to  hear  what  I  shall  speak; 
For  I  must  talk  of  murthers,  rapes,  and  massacres. 
Acts  of  black  night,  abominable  deeds, 
Complots  of  mischief,  treason,  villainies 
Ruthful  to  hear,  yet  piteously  performed; 
And  this  shall  all  be  buried  by  mv  death, 
Unless  thoo  swear  to  me  my  child  shall  live. 

lAtc  Tell  on  thy  mind ;  I  say  thy  child  shall 
live. 

Aaron,  Swear  that  he  shall,  and  then  I  will 
begin. 

Iaic  Who  should  I  swear  by?  thou  believ'st 
no  God ; 
That  granted,  how  canst  thou  believe  an  oath  ? 

Acavn.  What  if  I  do  not.  as  indeed  I  do  not : 
Yet,  for  I  know  thou  art  religions. 
And  hast  a  thing  within  thee  called  conscience, 
With  twenty  popbh  tricks  and  ceremonies, 
Which  I  have  seen  thee  careful  to  observe, 
Therefore  I  urge  thy  oath ;  for  that  I  know 
An  idiot  holds  his  bauble  for  a  God, 
And  keeps  the  oath  which  by  that  God  he  swears  : 
To  that  ril  urge  him :  therefore  thou  shalt  vow 
Br  that  same  God,  what  God  soe'er  it  be. 
That  thou  ador'st,  and  hast  ui  reverence. 
To  save  my  boy,  to  nourish,  and  bring  him  ap ; 
Or  else  I  will  discover  nought  to  thee. 

Luc,  Even  by  my  God  1  swear  to  thee  I  will. 

Aaron,  First  know  thoa,  I  begot  him  on  the 
empress. 

Luc  Oh  most  insatiate,  luxurious  woman ! 

Aaron,    Tut,  Lucius,  this  was  but  a  deed  of 
charity, 
To  that  which  thou  shalt  hear  of  me  anon. 
*Twas  her  two  sons  that  murther'd  Bassianus ; 
They  out  thy  sister's  tongue,  and  ravish 'd  her. 
And  cut  her  hands,  and  trunm'd  her  as  thou  sawest. 

Luc  Oh,  detestable  villain  I   call'st  thoa  that 
trimming? 

Aaron.  Why,  uie   was  wash'd,  and  out,  and 
trimm'd, 
And  Ywas  trim  sport  for  them  that  had  the  doing 
of  it 

Luc  Oh,  barbarous,  beastly  v{11ains,like  thyself  I 

Aaron.  1  ndeed,  I  was  their  tutor  to  instruct  them : 
That  codding  spirit  had  they  from  their  mother, 
As  sure  a  card  as  ever  won  the  set : 
That  Uoody  mind  I  think  they  learnt  of  me, 
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As  true  a  dog  as  ever  fought  at  head : 
Well,  let  my  deeds  be  witness  of  my  worth. 
I  trained  thy  brethren  to  that  guileful  hole, 
Where  the  dead  corpse  of  Bassianus  lay 
I  wrote  the  letter  that  thy  father  found. 
And  hid  the  gold  within  the  letter  mentioned ; 
Confederate  with  the  queen  and  her  two  sona 
And  what  not  done,  that  thoa  hast  cauAe  to  rue. 
Wherein  I  had  no  stroke  of  mischief  in  it? 
I  play*d  the  cheater  for  thy  father's  hand : 
And,  when  I  had  it,  drew  myself  apart, 
And  almost  broke  my  heart  with  extreme  laughter. 
I  pry'd  me  through  the  crevice  of  a  wall. 
When,  for  his  hand,  he  had  his  two  sons' heads; 
Beheld  his  tears,  and  laugh 'd  so  heartily. 
That  both  mine  eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his : 
And  when  I  told  the  empress  of  this  sport. 
She  swounded  almost  at  my  pleasing  tale. 
And  for  my  tidings  gave  me  twenty  kisses. 

Ootk.  What,  canst  thoa  say  idl  this,  and  nerer 
blush 

Aaron.  Ay,  like  a  black  dog,  as  the  saying  is. 

Luc  Art  thoa  not  sorry  for   these   heinoos 
deeds? 

Aaron,  Ay,  that  I  had  not  done  a  thousand  more 
Even  now  I  curse  the  day, — and  yet  I  think 
Few  oome  within  the  compass  of  my  curse. — 
Wherein  I  did  not  some  notoriocLs  ill : 
As  kill  a  man,  or  else  devise  his  death; 
Ravish  a  maid,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it ; 
Accuse  some  innooent,  and  forswear  myself; 
Set  deadly  enmity  between  two  friends  ; 
Make  poor  men's  cattle  break  their  necks: 
Set  fire  on  bams  and  haystacks  in  the  nignt, 
And  bid  the  owners  quench  them  with  their  teara: 
Oft  have  I  digg'd  up  dead  men  from  their  graves. 
And  set  them  upright  at  their  dear  friends' door. 
Even  when  their  sorrows  almost  were  forgot; 
And  on  their  skins,  as  on  the  bark  of  trees. 
Have  with  my  knife  carved  in  Roman  letters, 
**  Let  not  your  sorrow  die,  though  I  am  dead.*' 
Tat,  I  have  done  a  thoutiand  dreadful  things 
As  willingly  as  one  would  kill  a  fly ; 
And  nothing  grieves  me  heartily  indeed. 
But  that  I  cannot  do  ten  thousand  more. 

Zmc  Bring  down  the  devil,  for  he  must  not  die 
So  sweet  a  death  as  hanging  presently. 

Aaron,  If  there  be  devils,  would  I  were  a  devil. 
To  live  and  burn  in  everlasting  fire. 
So  I  might  have  your  company  in  hell, 
But  to  torment  you  with  my  bitter  tongue  I 

Luc  Sirs,  stop  his  mouth,  and  let  him  speak  no 
more. 

IkteraQoih. 

OotJu  My  lord,  there  is  a  messenger  firom  Rome 
Desires  to  be  admitted  to  your  presence. 
Luc  Let  him  come  near. 

£nier  ^lOLius. 

Welcome,  ^milius :  What's  the  news  firom  Rome? 

.^mU,  Lord  Lucius,  and  you  princes  of  the 
Goths, . 
The  Roman  Emperor  greets  yoa  all  by  me; 
And,  for  he  understands  you  are  in  arms. 
He  craves  a  parley  at  your  father's  house. 
Willing  yoa  to  demand  your  hostages, 
And  they  shall  be  immediately  deliver'd. 

Ooth.  What  says  our  general  ? 

Luc  ^milius,  let  the  emperor  give  his  pledges 
Unto  my  father,  and  my  uncle  Marcus, 
And  we  will  oome :  march  away 
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J^«NB  TL^B^fi^  TltnsV  House. 

'^^A^  Chibon,  amf  Dbmetrius,  diigui$ed. 
Thin,  Thos  in  this  strange  tnd  sftd  hftbiUment 
*  will  encounter  with  Andronicns, 
ABrt  say  I  am  Revenge,  sent  from  below, 
Ao  Join  with  him  and  right  his  heinous  wrongs. 
JD^nock  at  hi«  study,  where  thev  say  he  Iceeps, 
Ao  riiQiinate  strai.ga  plots  of  dire  revenge : 
Aeii  turn  Revenge  is  come  to  join  with  him, 
rS"^^  confusion  on  his  enemies. 
W  V^  ^ffoek^  «Mrf  TiTDS  opens  hie  8tudu  door* 
•  •**•  Who  doth  molest  my  contemplation  ? 
TK    ^^*'  *"®'*  ^  make  me  one  the  door, 
k*A  **^  °*y  ""^  decrees  may  ny  away, 
^na  all  my  study  be  to  no  effect? 
£2^J^  deceiv'd,  for  what  I  mean  to  do 
oee  here  in  bloody  lines  I  have  set  down; 
-^^  what  is  written  shall  be  executed. 
-^"^  Titus,  I  am  come  to  talk  with  thee. 
TSt,  Ko,  not  a  word:  how  can  1  grace  my  talk, 
Wanting  a  hand  to  give  it  action  ? 
rhoa  hast  the  odds  of  me ;  therefore  no  more. 
Tarn,  If  thou  didst  know  me,  thou  wouldst  talk 

with  me. 
f^  I  am  not  mad :  I  know  thee  well  enough, 
witness  this  wretched  stump,  witness  these  crim- 
son lines. 
Witness  these  trenches  made  by  grief  and  care, 
Witness  the  tiring  day  and  heavy  night, 
Witness  all  sorrow,  that  1  know  thee  well 
For  our  proud  empress,  mighty  Tamora: 
Is  not  thv  ooming  for  my  other  hand  ? 

Tarn,  know  thou,  sad  man,  I  am  not  Tmora; 
She  is  thy  enemy,  and  I  thv  friend. 
I  am  Revenge,  sent  from  the  infernal  kingdom, 
To  ease  the  gnawing  vulture  of  thy  mind. 
By  working  vrreakful  vengeance  on  thy  foes: 
Come  down,  and  welcome  me  to   wis  world*s 

light; 
Confiar  with  me  of  morther  and  of  death. 
There^  not  a  hollow  cave  or  lurking-phuse, 
Ko  vast  obscurity  or  misty  vale, 
^here  bloody  Murther,  or  detested  Rape, 
Can  oouch  for  fear,  bat  I  will  find  them  out; 
And  in  their  ears  tell  them  my  dreadful  name- 
Revenge — ^which  makes  the  roul  oflfenders  quake. 
Tliit.  Art  thou  Revenge  ?  and  art  thou  sent  to  me 
To  be  a  torment  to  mine  enemies  ? 
Tinm,  I  am;  therefore  come  down, and  welcome 

me. 
lit  Do  me  some  serrioe,  ere  I  eome  to  thee. 
Lo,  by  thy  side  where  Rape  and  Morther  stands ! 
Now  give  some  *snranoe  that  thou  art  Revenge ; 
8tab  them,  or  tear  them  on  thy  chariot-wheels ; 
And  then  ill  come  and  be  thy  wagi^oner. 
And  whirl  along  with  thee  about  the  globes. 
Provide  thee  two  proper  palfreys,  as  black  as  jet, 
Tn  HaIp  fhv  Tnmrarn]  WAfremn  ai^A-  «w>«r 
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TU.  Good  lord,  bow  like  the  empress*  sons  they 
are, 
And  you  the  empress  I  but  we  worldly  men 
Have  miserable,  mad,  mistaking  eyes. 
Oh,  sweet  Revenge,  now  do  [  come  to  thee, 
Aiid.  if  one  arm^  embracement  will  content  thee, 
I  will  embrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by. 

[Titus  doeee  hie  door, 
Thm.  This  closing  with  him  fits  his  lunacy. 
Whate'er  1  forge  to  reed  his  brain-sick  fits. 
Do  you  uphold,  and  maintain  in  your  speeches ; 
For  now  he  firmly  takes  me  for  Revenge, 
And,  being  credulous  in  this  mad  thought, 
1*11  make  him  send  fur  Lucius,  his  son; 
And,  whilst  I  at  a  banquet  hold  him  sure, 
1*1 1  find  some  cunning  practice  out  of  hand 
To  scatter  and  disperse  the  giddy  Goths, 
Or,  at  the  least,  miake  them  his  enemies ; 
Bee,  here  he  comes,  and  I  must  ply  my  theme. 

Enter  TiTVS, 

TU.  Long  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all  for  thee. 
Welcome,  dread  fury,  to  my  woAil  house; 
Rapine  and  Murther,  you  are  welcome  too. 
Uow  like  the  empress  and  her  sons  you  are  I 
Well  are  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor  1 
Could  not  all  hell  aflford  you  such  a  devil  ? 
For  well  I  wot  the  empress  never  wags 
But  in  her  company  there  is  a  Moor; 
And,  would  you  represent  our  oueen  aright, 
It  were  convenient  you  had  sucn  a  devil: 
But  welcome  as  yon  are:  What  shall  we  do? 

Tkon.  What  wouldst  thou  have  as   do,   An- 
dronicus? 

Ikmet,  Show  me  a  murtherer:  111  deal  with 
him. 

Ohi,  Bhow  me  a  villain  that  hath  done  a  rape. 
And  I  am  sent  to  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Tfam.  Show  me  a  thousand,  that  have  done  thee 
wrong. 
And  I  will  be  revenged  on  them  alL 

7U,  Look  round  about  the  wicked  streets  of 
Rome, 
And  when  thou  find*st  a  man  that^  like  thyself. 
Good  Murther,  stab  him  ;  he*s  a  mnrtherer. 
Go  thou  with  him;  and  when  it  is  thy  hap 
To  find  another  that  is  like  to  thee. 
Good  Rapine,  stab  him;  he  Is  a  ravisher. 
Go  thou  with  them ;  and  in  the  emperor^  court 
There  is  a  queen  attended  by  a  Moor ; 
Well  mayst  thou  know  her  by  thy  own  proportion. 
For  up  and  down  she  doth  resemble  thee. 
I  pray  thee  do  on  them  some  violent  death : 
They  have  been  violent  to  me  and  mine. 

T&m.  Well  hast  then  lesson  d  us ;  this  shall  we 
do. 
But  would  it  please  thee,  good  Andronicus, 
To  send  for  Lucius,  thy  thrioe-valinnt  son. 
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Bid  bim  encamp  his  soldiers  where  they  are. 
Tell  him  the  emperor,  and  the  einpreiw  too, 
Feast  at  my  house,  and  he  shall  fea»t  with  them. 
This  do  thou  for  tn}*  love;  and  so  let  him, 
As  he  regards  bis  aged  father's  life. 
Marc  This  will  J  do,  and  soon  return  again. 

Thm.  Now  will  I  hence  about  thy  business, 
And  take  my  ministers  along  with  me. 

2U,  Nay,  nay;  let  iiape  and  Murther  stay  with 
me. 
Or  else  1*11  call  my  brother  back  a^ain, 
And  cleave  to  no  revenge  but  Lucius. 

Tarn,  What  say  you,  boys?  will  youbide.with 
him, 
Whiles  I  go  tell  my  lord  the  emperor, 
How  I  have  governed  our  determined  jest  ? 
Yield  to  his  humour,  smooth  and  spesk  him  fair. 
And  tarrv  with  him  till  I  turn  agam.  [Aside, 

TU,  I  know  them  all,  though  they  suppose  me 
mad. 
And  vHll  o'erreach  them  in  their  own  devices : 
A  pair  of  cnrsed  hell-hounds,  and  their  dam. 

[Aside. 

Demet.  Madam,dppartat  pleasure:  leave  us  here. 

Tarn.  Farewell,  Androuicus;  Revenge  now  goL's 
To  lay  a  oomplot  to  betray  thy  foes.    [Exit  Tam. 

TU,  I  know  thou  dost;  and,  sweet  Kevenge, 
farewell. 

ChL  Tell  us,  old  man,  how  shall  we  b^  employed? 

TiL  Tut  1  I  have  work  enough  for  you  to  do. 
Publios,  come  hither,  Caius,  and  Valentine. 

Enter  Pubuus  and  others. 

Pub,  What  is  your  will  ? 

TCt.  Know  yon  these  two  ? 

jPu6.  The  empress*  sons,  I  take  them,  Cliii'on, 

Demetrius. 
TU,  Fie,  Publius,fie;  thou  art  too  much  deceived: 
The  one  Is  Murther,  lUpe  is  the  otherV  name; 
And  therefore  bind  them,  gentle  Publiu^: 
Caius  and  Valentine,  Uy  hands  on  them. 
Oft  have  you  heard  me  wish  for  such  an  hour. 
And  now  I  find  it ;  therefore  hind  them  sure, 
And  stop  their  mouths  if  they  begin  to  cry. 

[EzU  TiT.     Pub.,  <€c  lay  hold  on  Ceu. 
cmd  Demet. 
ChL  VilUins,  forbear  1  wo  are  the  empress' 8ons. 
AiA.  And  therefore  do  we  what  we  are  com- 
manded. 
Stop  dose  their  mouths;  let  them  not  speak  a 

word; 
Is  he  sure  bound  ?  look  that  you  bind  them  fast. 

Enter  Tmw  Andronicus  with  a  hnife^  and 
Lavinia  with  a  basin, 

TU,  Come,  come,  Lavinia;  look,  thy  foes  are 

bound : 
Sirs,  stop  their  months ;  let  them  not  speak  to  me, 
But  let  them  hear  what  fearful  words  I  utter. 
Oh,  villains,  Chiron  and  Demetrius  I 
Here  sunds  the  spring  whom  you  havestain'd 

with  mud; 
Thb  goodly  summer  with  your  winter  mix'd. 
You  kiird  her  husband ;  and  for  that  vile  fault 
Two  of  her  brothers  were  condemned  to  death, 
My  hand  cut  off,  and  made  a  merry  je>t; 
Both  her  sweet  hands,  her  tongue,  and  that  mora 

dear 
Than  hands  or  tongue,  her  spotless  chastitv. 
Inhuman  traitors,  you  constrain  d  and  forcd. 
What  would  you  say  if  I  should  let  you  speak? 
Villains,  for  shame  yon  could  not  beg  for  grace. 


TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 


Hark,  wretches,  how  I  mean  to  martyr  you. 

This  one  hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  throats, 

Whilst  that  Lavinia  'tween  her  stumps  duth  holU 

The  basin  that  receives  your  guilty  blood. 

You  know  your  mother  means  to  feast  with  me* 

And  calls  herself  Kevenge,  and  thinks  me  road. 

Hark,  villains  1  I  will  giind  vour  bones  to  dust. 

And  with  your  blood  and  it  Til  make  a  paste. 

And  of  the  paitte  a  coffin  I  will  rear. 

And  make  two  pasties  of  your  shameful  beads. 

And  bid  that  strumpet,  your  unliallowM  dam, 

Like  to*  the  earth,  swallow  her  own  increase. 

This  is  the  feast  that  1  have  bid  her  to. 

And  this  the  banquet  she  bhall  surfeit  on : 

For  worse  than  Philomel  you  used  my  daoghtar 

And  worse  than  Progn^  I  will  be  reveng'd. 

And  now  prepare  your  throats:  Lavinia,  come, 

Reoeive  the  blood ;  and  when  that  they  are  dead. 

Let  me  go  grmd  their  bones  to  powder  small, 

And  with  this  hateful  li(^uor  temper  it, 

And  in  that  paste  let  their  vile  heads  be  bak'd. 

Come,  come,  be  everyone  officious 

To  make  this  banquet,  which  I  wish  mav  prove 

More  stem  and  bloody  than  the  centaura  feast. 

Ule  cuts  their  throats. 
So ;  DOW  bring  them  in,  for  I  *11  play  the  cook. 
And  see  them  ready  against  their  mother  c  mea. 

[Examt 

SCENE  IIL— Titus'b  House.    A  iVnaZiM. 

Enter  Lucius,  Marcus,   and  the   Goths,   wUl 
Aaroh. 

Luc  Uncle  Marcus,  since  *tis  my  father*s  mind 
That  I  repair  to  Kome,  I  am  content. 

Chth,  And  ours,  with  thine ;  be£&ll  what  fortune 
will 

Lmc  Good  unde,  take  you  in  this  barbarous 
Moor, 
This  ravenous  tiger,  this  accursed  devil ; 
Let  him  receive  no  sustenance,  fetter  him, 
Till  he  be  brought  unto  the  empress'  face. 
For  testimony  of  her  foul  proceedings: 
And  see  the  ambush  of  our  friends  be  strong: 
I  fear  the  emperor  means  no  good  to  us. 

Aaron,  Some  devil  whisper  curses  in  mine  ear, 
And  prompt  me  that  my  tongue  may  utter  forth 
The  venomous  malice  of  my  swelling  heart! 

Luc  Away,  inhuman  dog,  unhallowed  slave  I 
Sirs,  help  our  uncle  to  convey  him  in. 
The  trumpets  show  the  emperor  is  at  hand. 

[FlourM. 

Sound  trumpets.  .SWier  SATURxnara  orui  Tamora, 
with  Tribunes  and  others. 

Sat,  What,  hath  the  firmament  more  sunt  than 

one? 
Luc  What  boots  it  thee  to  call  thyself  a  sun  ? 
Marc  Rome's  emperor,  and  nephew,  break  the 
parle! 
These  quarrels  must  be  quietly  debated. 
The  feast  is  ready,  which  the  carefnl  Titus 
Hath  ordained  to  an  honourable  end ; 
For  peace,  for  love,  for  league,  and  good  to  Rome : 
Please  you,  therefore,  draw  nigh,  and  take  your 
places. 
Sat,  Marcus,  we  wilL  [HaulAoys, 

Enter  Titus,  Uhe  a  cook,  placing  the  meat  on  the 
table;  Lavinia,  unth  a  veU  over  her  face;  young 
Lucius,  and  others, 

TU.  Welcome,   my  gruloos  lord;  weleome, 
dread  queen; 
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TITUS  ANDRONICUS, 
Welcome,  je  vnrlike  Goths;  welcome,  Lncius; 
And  welcome,  all ;  althongh  the  cheer  be  poor, 
Twill  fill  your  stomachs ;  please  70a  eat  of  it. 
Sat,  Why  art  thou  thus  attir'd,  Andronicns? 
TiL  Because  I  would  be  sure  to  have  ali  well, 
To  entertain  jour  highness,  and  your  empress. 
Tom,  We  are  beholding  to  70a,  gooa  Andro- 
nicns. 
TU,  An  if  yonr  highness  knew  m7  heart,  700 
were! 
My  lord  the  emperor,  resoWe  me  this: 
Was  it  well  done  of  rash  Virginius, 
To  sla7  his  daughter  with  his  own  right  hand, 
Because  she  was  enforced,  stain'd,  and  deflower 'd? 
Sat,  It  was,  Andronicns. 
TU.  Tonr  reason,  mighty  lord  ? 
StU.  Becaose  the  girl  should  not  snrviye  her 
shame. 
And  b7  her  presence  still  renew  his  sorrows. 

Tit.  A  reason  mighty,  strong,  and  effectual ; 
A  pattern,  precedent,  and  livel7  warrant, 
For  me,  ma<<t  wretched,  to  pertorm  the  like. 
Die,  die,  Lavinia,  and  th7  shame  with  thee, 
And  with  th7  shame  th7  father^  sorrow  die. 

[ffekiUther. 
Sat,  What   hast   thon    done,  nnnatural    and 

nnkind? 
TU*  Kiird  her,  for  whom  m7  tears  haye  made 
me  blind, 
lam  as  woful  as  Virginias  was, 
And  have  a  thousand  times  more  caase  than  he 
To  do  this  outras;e ;  and  it  is  now  done. 
SaL  Wliat,  was  she  ravish'd?  tell,  who  did  the 

deed? 
TiL  Willt  please  yon  eat,  willt  please  your 

highness  feed  ? 
Toon,  Why  hast  thou  slain  thine  onl7  daughter  ? 
Til,  Not  f ;  'twas  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 
They  ravish'd  her,  and  out  awa7  hei^  tongue, 
And  they,  ^was  they,  that  did  her  all  this  wrong. 
Sat,  Go  fetch  them  hither  to  us  presently. 
TU,  Why,  there  they  are  both,  baked  in  that 
pie. 
Whereof  their  mother  daintily  hath  fed. 
Eating  the  flesh  that  she  herself  hath  bred, 
"Tis  true,  'tis  true,  witness  my  knife's  sharp  point. 
[He  stabs  Tamora. 
SaL  Die,  frantic  wretch,  for  this  accurs'd  deed  1 
Fife  ifc»as  Titos. 
I^ue.  Can  the  son's  eye  behold  his  father  bleed? 
There's  meed  for  meed ;  death  for  a  deadly  deed. 
[i/«  kills  Saturninus.     The  jxopU  disperse 
in  terror. 
Marc  Ton  sad-&c'd  men,  people  and  sons  of 
Rome, 
By  uproars  sover'd,  like  a  flight  of  fowl 
Scatter'd  by  winds  and  high  tempestuous  mists. 


749 
When  subue  Greeks  surprlsM  King  Priam*8  Troy 
Tell  us  what  8inon  hath  bewitch  a  our  ears. 
Or  who  hath  brought  the  fatal  engine  in 
That  gives  our  Troy,  our  Rome,  the  civil  wound 
My  heart  is  not  compact  of  flint  nor  steel, 
Nor  can  I  utter  all  our  bitter  grief; 
But  floods  of  tears  will  drown  my  oratory. 
And  break  my  very  utterance,  even  in  the  time 
When  it  should  move  you  to  attend  me  most. 
Lending  your  kind  commiseration. 
Here  is  a  captain;  let  him  tell  the  tale ; 
Tour  hearts  will  throb  and  weep  to  hear  him 
speak. 
Lue.  Theujiioble  auditory,  be  it  known  to  you. 
That  cursed  Chiron  and  Demetrius 
Were  they  that  murtbered  our  emperor^  brother, 
And  they  it  was  that  ravished  our  sister: 
For  theur  fell  faults  our  brothers  were  beheaded ; 
Our  father's  tears  despis'd,  and  basely  cozened 
Of  that  true  hand  that  fought  Rome's  quarrel  out, 
And  sent  her  enemies  unto  the  grave : 
Lastly,  myself,  unkindly  banished; 
The  gates  shut  on  me,  and  turn'd  weepmg  out, 
To  beg  relief  amongst  Home^  enemies. 
Who  drown'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  tears. 
And  op'd  their  arms  to  embrace  me  as  a  friend ; 
And  1  am  the  turned  forth,  be  it  known  to  yon, 
That  have  preserv'd  her  welfare  in  my  blood, 
And  from  her  bosom  took  the  enemy's  point, 
Sheathing  the  steel  in  my  adventurous  body. 
Alas,  you  know  I  am  no  vaunter,  I, 
My  scars  can  witness,  dumb  although  they  are. 
That  my  report  is  just  and  full  of  truth. 
But  soft,  methinks  I  do  digress  too  much, 
Citing  my  wortliless  praise.    Oh,  pardon  me. 
For,  when  no  friends  are  by,  men  praise  them- 
selves. 
Mare.  Now  is  my  turn  to  speak:  behold  this 
child ; 
Of  this  was  Tamora  delivered, 
The  issue  of  an  irrelij^ious  Moor, 
Chief  architect  and  plotter  of  these  woes. 
The  villain  is  alive  m  Titus'  house, 
Damn'd  as  he  is,  to  witness  this  is  true. 
Now  judge  what  cause  had  Titus  to  revenge 
These  wrongs,  unspeakable  |)ast  patience. 
Or  more  than  any  living  man  could  bear. 
Now  you  have  heard  the  truth,  what  say  you, 

Romans? 
Have  we  done  aught  amiss  ?  show  us  wherein. 
And,  from  the  place  where  you  behold  us  now, 
The  poor  remainder  of  Andronici 
Will  band  in  hand  all  headlong  cast  us  down, 
And  on  the  ragged  stones  beat  forth  our  brains, 
And  make  a  mutual  closure  of  our  house: 
Speak,  Romans,  speak ;  and  if  you  say  we  shall, 
Lo,  hand  in  hand,  Lucius  and  I  will  hill. 
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TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 


To  shed  obMqnioiis  tears  npon  this  trank. 
Oh,  take  this  warm  kiss  on  thy  pale  aM  lips, 

[Kisaea  Trrus. 
These  sorrowful  drops  upon  thy  blood-stain 'd  face, 
The  last  true  duties  of  thy  noble  son. 

Mare,  Tear  for  tear,  and  loving  kiss  for  kiss, 
Thy  brother  Marcus  tenders  on  thy  lips. 
Oh,  were  the  sum  of  these  that  I  should  pay 
Countless  and  infinite,  yet  would  I  pay  them. 

Luc.  Come  hither,  boy;  come,  come,  and  learn 
of  OS 
To  melt  in  showers.    Thy  grandsire  loT'd  thee 

well; 
Many  a  time  he  danced  thee  on  his  knee, 
8ung  thee  asleep,  his  loving  breast  thy  pillow ; 
Many  a  matter  nath  he  told  to  thee. 
Meet  and  agreeing  with  thine  infancy; 
In  that  respect,  then,  like  a  loving  child. 
Shed  yet  some  small  drops  from  th^  tender  spring. 
Because  kind  nature  doth  require  it  so: 
Friends  should  associate  friends  in  grief  and  woe. 
Bid  him  farewell,  commit  him  to  the  grave, 
Do  him  that  kindness  and  take  leave  of  him. 

Boy.  0,  grandsire,  grandsire,  even  with  all  my 
heart 
Would  I  were  dead,  so  yon  did  live  again  t 
0,  Lord,  I  cannot  speak  to  him  for  weeping; 
My  tears  will  choke  me  if  I  ope  my  mouth. 

Enter  Attendants,  toUh  Aarom. 

Tou  sad  Andronioi,  haTe  done  with 


"Oive  sentence  on  this  execrable  wreteh, 
That  hath  been  breeder  of  these  dire  events. 

Luc  Set  him  breast-deep  in  earth,  and  : 
him: 

There  let  him  stand,  and  rave,  and  cry  for  food: 
If  any  one  relieves  or  pities  him, 
For  the  offence  he  dies ;  this  is  our  doom. 
Some  stay  to  see  him  fastened  in  the  earUu 

Aaron,  Ah  I  why  should  wrath  be  mate,  and 
fury  dumb  ? 
I  am  no  baby,  I,  that  with  base  prayers 
I  should  repent  the  evils  I  have  done: 
Ten  thousand  worse  than  ever  yet  I  did, 
Would  I  perform,  if  I  might  have  my  will : 
If  one  good  deed  in  all  my  life  X  did, 
I  do  repent  it  from  my  very  souL 

Lua,  Some  loving  friends  convey  the  emperor 
hence 
And  give  him  burial  in  his  father's  grave. 
My  tather  and  Lavmia  shall  forthwith 
Be  closed  in  our  household's  monument: 
As  for  that  heinous  tiger,  Tamora, 
No  funVal  rite,  nor  man  in  mournful  weeds. 
No  moumful  bell  shall  ring  her  burial ; 
But  throw  her  forth  to  beasts  and  birds  of  prey : 
Her  life  was  beastly  and  devoid  of  pity. 
And,  being  so,  shall  have  like  want  of  pity. 
See  justice  done  on  Aaron,  that  damn'a  Moor, 
By  whom  onr  heavy  haps  had  their  beginning: 
Then,  afterwards,  to  order  well  the  state, 
That  like  events  may  ne'er  it  ruinate. 
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APudvudhtoWUli. 

BOULT,  wmmt  to  tlM  Pandw. 

GOWER,  M  Ghonu. 

Hm  Danchtor  of  Antiodiu. 

DIONTZA,  wlfo  to  Claon.  ^ 

THAI8A,  dau^itor  to  Slmonidei. 

KASINA,  daarhter  to  PerlclM  and  Thaln. 

LYCHOUDA,  noTM  to  Marina. 

Lordi,  Xnlghta,  Ballon,  Pirates, 


SOEIIB.— Dlipenedly  in  vaclona  OovBtrlM. 


ACT  L 


EnUr  GowBB. 
B^fon  the  Flalace  0/ Antioch. 


To  sing  a  song  of  old  was  sung, 

From  ashes  ancient  GK>wer  is  come ; 

Assuming  man's  infirmities, 

To  gla  I  your  ear,  and  please  your  eyes. 

It  hath  been  sung,  at  festivals, 

On  ember-eves,  and  holy-ales ; 

And  lords  and  ladies,  in  their  lives 

Have  read  it  for  restoratives. 

The  purpose  is  to  make  men  glorious ; 

Et  bommtf  quo  anfiyittus,  eo  meiut*. 

If  you,  bom  in  these  latter  times. 

When  wit's  more  ripe,  accept  my  rhymes, 

And  that  to  hear  an  old  man  sing, 

May  to  your  wishes  plea.sure  briiifj, 

I  life  would  wish,  and  that  I  might 

Waste  it  for  you,  like  taper-light. 

Thii  Antioch  then,  Antioohus  the  Great 

Built  up,  this  city,  for  his  chiefest  seat; 

The  fairest  in  all  Syria 

?tell  you  what  mine  authors  say) : 
his  king  unto  him  took  a  pheere. 
Who  died  and  left  a  female  heir. 
So  buxom,  biythe,  and  full  of  face. 
As  Keaven  had  lent  her  all  his  grace: 
With  whom  the  father  liking  took, 
And  her  to  incest  did  provoke ; 
Bad  child,  worse  father !  to  entice  his  own 
To  evil,  should  be  done  by  none. 


SCENE  I.— The  Ptilace  q/^ Antioch, 


Enter  Ahtiochus,  Pericles,  and  Attendants. 

Ant.  Young  Prince  of  Tyre,  you  have  at  large 
receiv'd 
The  danger  of  the  task  you  undertake : 

Per.  1  have.  Antiochus,  and  with  a  soul 
Embolden 'd  with  the  glory  of  her  praise. 
Think  death  no  hazard,  in  this  enterprise.    [Musw, 

Ant.   Bring  in  our  daughter,  clothed  like  a 
bride, 
For  the  embracements,  eTcn  of  Jove  himself; 
At  whose  conception  (till  Lucina  reign'd) 
Nature  this  dowry  gave,  to  glad  her  presence 
The  senate-house  of  planets  all  did  sit, 
To  knit  in  her  their  best  perfectioas. 

Enter  the  Daughter  0/ Antiochus. 
P^,  See  where  she  oomes,  appareird  like  the 
spring, 
(traces  her  subject,  and  her  thoughts  the  king 
Of  every  virtue  gives  renown  to  men  I 
Her  face  the  book  of  praises,  where  is  read 
Nothing  but  curious  pleasures,  as  from  thence 
Sorrow  were  ever  'ras'd,  and  testy  wrath 
Could  never  be  her  mild  companion. 
Ye  gods  that  made  me  man,  and  sway  in  love, 
That  have  inflam'd  desire  within  my  breast 
To  taste  the  fruit  of  yon  celestial  tree. 
Or  die  in  the  adventure,  be  my  helps, 
As  I  am  son  and  servant  to  your  will. 
To  compass  such  a  boundless  happiness  1 
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Here  they  sund  martTrt,  slain  in  Capldls  wars ; 
And  with  dead  clieeks  advise  tliee  to  desist 
For  going  on  Death^s  net,  whom  none  resist 

Fier,  Antiochus,  I  thank  thee,  who  has  taught 
My  frail  mortality  to  know  itself, 
And  by  those  tearful  objects  to  prepare 
,  Thb  body,  like  to  them,  to  what  I  must : 
For  death  remembered  should  be  like  a  mirror, 
Who  tells  us,  life's  but  breath,  to  trust  it  error. 
Ill  make  my  will  then ;  and,  as  sick  men  do 
Who  know  the  world,  see  heavYi,  but  feeling  woe, 
Gripe  not  at  earthly  joys,  as  erst  thej  did; 
So  1  bequeath  a  happy  peace  to  you 
And  all  good  men,  as  every  prince  should  do ; 
My  riches  to  the  earth  from  whence  they  came ; 
But  my  unspotted  fire  of  love  to  you. 

[To  the  Daughter  of  Antiochns* 
Thus  ready  for  the  way  of  life  or  death, 
I  wait  the  sharpest  blow. 

Ant,  Scorning  advice ;  read  the  conclusion  then; 
Which  read  and  not  expounded,  'tis  decreed, 
As  these  before,  so  thou  thyself  shalt  bleed. 

Dough,  Of  all  ^say'd  yet,  mayst  thou  prove 
prosperous  f 
Of  all  *sa^'d  yet,  I  wish  thee  happiness  I 

JW.  Like  a  bold  champion  T  assume  the  lists, 
Nor  ask  advice  of  any  other  thought, 
But  faithfulness  and  courage. 

THBBIDDLBL 

I  am  no  viper,  yet  I  feed 
On  motbeTB  flesh  which  did  me  breed; 
I  sought  a  husband,  in  which  labour, 
I  found  that  kindness  in  a  father. 
He's  father,  son,  and  husband  mi]^ 
I  mother,  wife,  and  yet  his  child. 
How  they  may  be,  and  yet  Ui  two^ 
As  you  wiU  Uve,  resolve  it  you. 

Sharp  physio  b  the  last :  but  O,  ye  powers  1 
That  give  heaven  countlessejes  to  view  men's  acts, 
Why  cloud  they  not  their  sights  perpetually, 
If  this  be  true,  which  makes  me  pale  to  read  it  F 
Fair  ghus  of  light,  I  lov'd  you,  and  could  still, 

[  TaJces  hold  of  the  hand  of  the  Princess. 
Were  not  this  glorious  casket  storn  with  ill: 
But  I  must  telt  you,—  now,  my  thoughts  revolt; 
For  he's  no  man  on  whom  perfections  wait, 
That,  knowing  sin  within,  will  touch  the  gate. 
Ton  Ve  a  fair  viol,  and  your  sense  the  strings; 
Who.  finger'd  to  make  man  his  lawful  music. 
Would  draw  heav*n  down,  and  all  the  gods  to 

hearken; 
But  being  play'd  upon  before  yonr  time, 
Hell  only  danceth  at  so  harsh  a  chime : 
Gk)od  sooth,  1  care  not  for  you. 

Ant,  Prince  Pericles,  touch  not,  upon  thy  life, 
For  that's  an  article  within  our  law, 
As  dangerous  as  the  rest.    Your  time^  expired; 
Either  expound  now,  or  receive  your  sentence. 

Per,  Great  kiog. 
Few  love  to  hear  the  sins  they  love  to  act; 
Twould  *braid  yourself  too  near  for  me  to  tell  it. 
^ho  hath  a  book  of  all  that  monarchs  do, 
He's  more  secure  to  keep  it  shut,  than  shown : 
For  vice  repeated  is  like  the  wandVing  wind. 
Blows  dust  in  others'  e^es,  to  spread  itself; 
And  vet  the  end  of  all  is  bought  thus  dear, 
The  Breath  lh  gone,  and  the  sore  eyes  see  clear; 
To  stop  the  air  would  hart  them.    The  blind  mole 

casts 
Copp*d  hills  toward  heaven,  to  tell,  the  earth  is 

throng'd 
B7  man's  oppression ;  and  the  poor  worm  doth  die 

fort. 
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Kings  are  earth's  gods :  in  vice  their  law^  their 

will; 
And  if  Jove  stray,  who  dare  say  Jove  doth  ill?     • 
It  is  ennugh  you  know ;  and  it  is  fit, 
What,  being  more  known,  grows  worse,  to  smother 

it- 
All  love  the  womb  that  their  first  being  bred. 
Then  give  my  tongue  like  leave  to  love  my  head. 
Ant.  Heaven  that  I  had  thy  head  I  he  has  found 

the  meaiiingl 
But  I  will  gloze  with    him.    [Asidt,^    Tonng 

Prince  of  Tyre, 
Though  by  the  tenor  of  our  strict  edict. 
Your  exposition  m'sinterpreting. 
We  might  proceed  to  cancel  of  your  days; 
Yet  hope,  succeeding  from  so  fair  a  tree 
As  your  fair  self,  doth  tune  us  otherwise: 
Forty  dajrs  longer  we  do  respite  you. 
If  by  which  time  our  secret  be  undone, 
This  mercy  shows  well  joy  in  such  a  son: 
And,  until  then,  you?  entertain  shall  be, 
As  doth  befit  our  honour,  and  your  worth. 

[Exeunt  Ant.,  hia  Daughter,  and  Attendants. 
/Vr.  How  courtesy  would  s^em  to  fover  sin  I 
When  what  is  done  m  like  an  hyprocite, 
The  which  is  good  in  nothing  but  in  sight. 
If  it  be  true  tliat  I  interpret  false. 
Then  were  it  certain,  you  were  not  so  bad, 
As  with  foul  incest  to  abuse  vour  soul; 
Where  now  you're  both  a  father  and  a  son. 
By  your  untimely  claspings  with  your  child 
(Which  pleasuie  fits  a  husband,  not  a  father) 
And  she  an  eater  of  her  mother's  flesh. 
By  the  defiling  of  her  parent's  bed ; 
And  both  like  serpents  are,  who  though  thej  fee. 
On  sweetest  flowers,  yet  they  poison  breed. 
Antioch,  farewell  1  for  wisdom  sees,  those  men 
Blush  not  in  actions  blacker  than  the  night. 
Will  shun  no  course  to  keep  them  from  theUght 
One  sin.  I  know,  another  doth  provoke ; 
Murders  as  near  to  lust,  as  flame  to  smoke. 
Poison  and  treason  are  the  hands  of  sin, 
Ay,  and  the  targets,  to  put  off  the  shame : 
Then,  lest  my  life  be  cropp'd  to  keep  you  clear, 
By  flight  111  shun  the  danger  which  I  fear.    [ExiL 

Be-mter  Antiochus. 

AMt,  He  hath  found  the  meaning,  for  the  which 
we  mean 
To  have  his  head  : 

He  must  not  live  to  trumpet  forth  my  infamy. 
Nor  tell  the  world  Antiochus  doth  sin 
In  such  a  loathed  manner : 
And  therefore  instantly  this  prince  must  die; 
For  by  his  fall  my  honour  must  keep  high. 
Who  attends  us  there? 

FAiter  Thaliard. 

ThaL  Doth  your  highness  call  ? 

Ant,  Thaliard,  youVe  of  our  chamber,  and  our 
mind 
Partakes  her  private  actions  to  ^our  secresy ; 
And  for  your  faithfulness  we  will  advance  yoo. 
Thaliard,  behold,  here's  poison  and  here's  gold: 
We  hate  the  Prince  of  Tyre,  and  thou  must  kill 

him; 
It  fits  thee  not  to  ask  the  reason  why, 
Because  we  bid  it.    Say,  is  it  done  r 

ThaU  My  lord,  'tU  done.  - 

JEii^er  a  Messenger. 
Ant,  Enough. 

Let  your  breath  cool  voorself,  telling  your  haste. 
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Me$.  Mj  lord,  Prince  Perides  is  fled. 

AnL  Asthon 

Wilt  lire,  flr  after;  and  like  an  arrow,  shot 
Prom  a  well-experieno*d  archer,  bits  the  mark 
His  eye  doth  level  at,  so  do  thou  ne*er  retara, 
Unless  thoa  say'st,  Prince  Pericles  is  dead. 

ThaL  M7  lord,  if  1  can  get  him  within  mj 
pistors  length,  1*11  make  him  sore  enough:  so 
iarewell  to  your  highness.  [ExiL 

AfU,  Thaliard,  adieu  1  till  Pericles  be  dead, 
M7  heart  can  lend  no  snocoor  to  my  head. 

[JEbeeunt. 

SCENE  IL— Tyre. 

BiUar  Pbbiglbs,  Heuoakus,  and  oOier  Lords. 

Per.  Let  none  disturb  ns :  why  should  thb  charge 

of  thoughts,— 
The  sad  ooropanion,  dull-ey*d  melancholy, 
By  me  n>el  so  nsd  a  guest,  as  not  an  hour, 
In  the  oav^s  glorious  walk,  or  peaceful  night 
(The  tomb  where  grief  should  sleep),  can  breed  me 

quiet? 
Here  pleasuren  court  mine  eyes,  and  mine  eyes 

shun  them. 
And  danger  which  I  feared,  is  at  Antioch, 
Whose  arm  seems  far  too  short  to  hit  me  here; 
Tet  neither  pleasure's  art  can  joy  my  spirits, 
Nor  yet  the  other's  distance  comfort  me : 
Then  it  is  thus ;  the  passions  of  the  mind, 
That  have  their  first  oonoeption  by  mis^read. 
Have  after-nourishment  and  life  by  care ; 
And  what  was  first  but  fear  what  might  be  done, 
Qrows  elder  now,  and  cares  it  be  not  done. 
And  so  with  me;~the  great  Antiochus 
TGainst  whom  I  am  too  little  to  contend. 
Since  he's  so  great,  can  make  his  will  his  act) 
Will  think  me  speaking,  though  I  swear  to  silence ; 
Nor  boots  it  me  to  say  1  honour  him. 
If  he  suspect  1  mav  dishonour  him : 
And  what  may  make  him  blush  in  being  knovm, 
Hell  stop  the  course  bv  which  it  might  be  known ; 
With  hostile  forces  hell  o'erForead  the  land, 
And  with  the  stint  of  war  will  look  so  huge. 
Amazement  shall  drive  courage  from  the  state ; 
Our  men  be  vanquish'd,  ere  they  do  resist. 
And  subjects  punish'd  that  ne'er  thought  offence: 
Which  oare  or  them,  not  pity  of  myself 
rWho  am  no  more  but  as  the  tops  of  trees, 
Wbieh  fence  the  roots  they  grow  by,  and  defend 

them). 
Makes  both  my  body  pine,  and  soul  to  languish, 
And  punbh  that  before,  that  he  would  punish. 
1  Lord,  Joy  and  all  comfort  in  your  sacred 

bresst! 
%Lord,  And  keep  your  mind,  till  yon  return  to  US, 
Peaceful  and  comfortable  I 

HeL  Peace,  peace,  and  give  experience  tongue: 
Tliey  do  abuse  the  king  that  Hatter  him. 
For  flattery  is  the  bellows  blows  up  sin ; 
The  thing  the  which  is  flatter'd,  but  a  spark. 
To  which   that  spark  gives  heat  and  stronger 

glowing; 
Whereas  reproof,  obedient  and  in  order. 
Fits  liin^  as  they  are  men,  for  they  may  err. 
When  Signior  Sooth  here  doth  proclaim  a  peace. 
He  flatters  you,  makes  war  upon  vour  life : 
Prince,  pardon  me.  or  strike  me  if  you  please, 
I  cannot  be  much  lower  than  my  knees. 

Per.  All  leave  us  else ;  but  let  your  cares  o'erlook 
What  shipping,  and  what  lading's  in  our  haven, 
And  then  return  to  as.    Helicanus,  thou 
Hast  morad  us*  what  seest  thoa  in  oar  looks? 


i/eZ.  An  angry  brow,  dread  lord. 

Ptr,  If  there  be  such  a  dart  in  prmces*  frowns. 
How  durst  thy  tongue  move  anger  to  our  face? 

HeL  How  dare  the  plants  look  up  to  heaven, 
from  whence 
They  have  their  nourishment. 

Per,  Thou  know^st  I  have  power  to  take  thy  life 
from  thee. 

HeL  I  have  ground  the  axe  myself;  do  but  you 
strike  the  blow. 

Pier.  Rise,  prithee,  rise:  sit  down,  thoa  art  no 
flatterer; 
I  thank  thee  for  it ;  and  heaven  forbid, 
That  kings  shoald  let  their  ears  hear  thehr  fkalts 

liidl 
Fit  counsellor,  and  servant  for  a  prince. 
Who  by  thy  wisdom  mak'st  a  prince  thy  servant. 
What  wouldst  thou  have  me  do  ? 

HeL,  To  bear  with  patience 

Such  griefs  as  you  yourself  do  lay  upon  yourself. 

Per.  Thou  speak'st  like  a  physician,  Helicanus; 
That  minister'st  a  potion  unto  me. 
That  thou  wouldst  tremble  to  receive  thyselt 
Attend  me  then ;  I  went  to  Antioch, 
Whereas,  thou  knowVt,  against  the  face  of  death, 
I  sought  the  purchase  of  a  glorious  beauty. 
From  whence  an  issue  I  mi^ht  propagate; 
Are  arms  to  princes,  and  bnng  joys  to  subjects. 
Her  face  was  to  mine  eye  beyond  all  wonder; 
The  rest  (hark  in  thine  ear)  as  black  as  incest ; 
Which  by  my  knowledge  round,  the  sinful  father 
Seem'd  not  to  strike,  but  smooth :  but  thou  know*st 

this, 
Tis  time  to  fear,  when  tyrants  seem  to  loss. 
Which  fear  so  grew  in  me,  I  hither  fled. 
Under  the  covering  of  a  careful  night. 
Who  seem*d  my  good  protector :  and,  being  here, 
Bethought  me  what  was  past,  what  might  succeed 
I  knew  him  tyrannous,  and  tyrants'  fears 
Decrease  not,  but  grow  faster  than  the  years* 
And  should  he  doubt  it  (as  no  doubt  he  doth), 
That  I  should  open  to  the  Ibtening  air. 
How  many  worthy  princes'  bloods  were  shed. 
To  keep  his  bed  of  bUckness  unlaid  ope, — 
To  lop  tliat  doubt,  he'll  fill  this  land  with  armSj 
And  make  pretence  of  wrong  that  1  have  done  htm* 
When  all,  for  mine,  if  I  may  call't  offence. 
Must  feel  war's  blow,  who  spares  not  innocence : 
Which  love  to  all  (of  which  thyself  art  one. 
Who  now  reprov'st  me  for  it) — 
HaL  Alas,  sir  I 

Per,  Drew  sleep  oat  of  mine  eyes,  blood  from 
my  cheeks^ 
Musings  into  my  mmd,  with  thousand  doubts 
How  I  might  stop  this  tempest  ere  it  came ; 
And  finding  little  comfort  to  relieve  them, 
I  thought  it  princely  charity  to  grieve  them. 
HeL  Well,  my  lord,  since  yoa  have  given  me 
leave  to  speak. 
Freely  will  I  speak.    Antiochus  yon  fear ; 
And  justly  too,  I  think ;  you  fear  the  tyrant. 
Who  either  by  public  war,  or  private  treason, 
Will  uke  away  your  life. 
Therefore,  my  lord,  go  travel  for  a  while, 
Till  that  his  rage  and  anger  be  forgot; 
Or  till  the  Destinies  do  cut  his  thread  of  life: 
Your  rule  direct  to  any ;  if  to  me. 
Day  serves  not  light  more  faithful  than  111  be. 

Per.  I  do  not  doubt  thy  faith ; 
But  should  he  wrong  ray  liberties  In  my  absence— 
HeL  Well  mingle  our  bloods  together  in  the 
earth,  :  /> 

From  whence  we  had  oar  being  and  oar  birtnv 
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Fer,  TyTCf  I  now  look  from  thee  dieo,  and  to 
Tharsos 
Intend  my  travel,  where  111  hear  from  thee; 
And  by  whose  letters  ill  dispose  myself. 
The  care  I  had  and  have  of  subjects'  good, 
On  thee  I  lay,  wliose  wisdom's  strenjfth  can  bear  It. 
I'll  take  thy  word  for  faith,  not  ask  thine  oath; 
Who  shuns  not  to  break  one,  will  sure  crack  both : 
But  in  our  orbs  well  live  so  round  and  safe, 
That  time  of  both  this  truth  shall  ne'er  convince, 
Thoa  show'dst  a  subject's  shine,  I^a  true  prince. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Thaliard. 

TKoL  So  this  is  Tyre,  and  this  the  ooort.  Here 
must  I  kill  King  Pericles ;  and  if  I  do  it  not,  I  am 
snre  to  be  hang^  at  home:  'tis  dangerous. — Well, 
I  perceive  he  was  a  wise  fellow,  and  had  good 
discretion,  that,  being  bid  to  ask  wliat  he  would 
of  the  king,  desired  he  might  know  none  of  his 
secrets.  Now  do  I  see  he  had  some  reason  for  it: 
for  if  a  king  bid  a  man  be  a  villain,  he  is  bonnd  by 
the  indenture  of  his  oath  to  be  one. 
Hash,  here  come  the  lords  of  Tyre. 

Enter  Heucanus,  Escakes,  and  oQia  Lords  of 
Tyre. 

Ud,  You  shall  not  need,  my  fellow-peers  of  Tjrre, 
Further  to  question  me  of  your  king's  departure. 
His  seal'd  commission,  left  in  trust  with  me. 
Doth  speak  sufficiently,  he's  gone  to  travel. 

Tluu,  How  I  the  king  gone  I  [Aside. 

Ud,  If  further  yet  you  will  be  satisfied. 
Why,  as  it  were  unlicensed  of  your  loves 
He  would  depart,  111  give  some  light  unto  yon. 
Being  at  Antioch. 

Thai.  What  from  Antioch?  [Aside, 

HeL  Royal  Antiochus  (on  what  cause  I  know 
not) 
Took  some  aispleasnre  at  him,  at  least  he  jndg'dso : 
And  doubting  lest  he  had  eiT'd  or  sinn'd, 
To  show  his  sorrow  he'd  correct  himself; 
So  puts  himself  nnto  the  shipnian's  toil, 
With  whom  each  minute  threatens  life  or  death. 

Thai.  Well,  I  perceive 
I  shall  not  be  hang'd  now,  although  I  would ; 
But  since  he's  gone,  the  king  sure  must  please 
He  *scap'd  the  land,  to  perish  at  the  sea. — 
111  present  myself.    Peace  to  the  lords  of  Tyre. 

Hd.  Lord  Thaliard  from  Antiochus  is  welcome. 

ThaL  From  him  I  come 
With  message  to  the  princely  Pericles; 
But  since  my  landing  I  have  understood. 
Your  lord  hath  betook  himself  to  unknown  travels; 
My  message  must  return  from  whence  it  came. 

Hd,  We  have  no  reason  to  desire  it. 
Commended  to  our  master,  not  to  us: 
Yet  ere  you  shall  depart,  this  we  desire, 
As  friends  to  Antioch,  we  may  feast  in  Tyre. 

[ExevM, 

SCENE  IV.— Tharsus. 

Enter  Clbon,  DiomrzA,  and  othen, 

Cfle.  My  Dionyza,  shall  we  rest  us  here, 
And,  by  relating  tales  of  others'  griefs, 
See  if  't^vill  teach  us  to  forget  our  own? 

Dio,  That  were  to  blow  at  fire  in  hope  to  quench 

For  wno  digs  hills  because  they  do  aspire. 
Throws  down  one  mountain  to  cast  up  a  higher. 
O  my  distressed  lord,  ev'n  suoh  our  griefii  are ; 
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Here  theyVdbul  felt,  and  seen  with  mischiefs  ey«B, 
But  like  to  groves,  being  topp'd,  they  higher  rise. 

Cle,  0  Dionvza, 
Who  wanteth  food,  and  will  not  say  he  wants  it, 
Or  can  conceal  his  hunger  till  he  famish  ? 
Our  tongues  and  sorrows  do  sound  deep  our  woes 
Into  the  air ;  our  eyes  do  weep,  till  tongues 
Fetch  breath  that  mar  proclaim  them  louder,  that 
If  heaven  slumber,  while  their  creatures  want 
1'hey  may  awake  their  helpers  to  comfort  them, 
ril  then  discourse  our  woes  felt  sevenU  years, 
Andf  wanting  breath  to  speak,  help  me  with  tears* 

Dto,  111  do  my  best,  sir. 

Cle,  This  Tharsus,  oyer  which  I  hare   the 
government, 
A  cit;^  on  whom  plenty  held  full  hand, 
For  riches  strew'd  herself  even  in  the  streets ; 
Whoie  towers  bore  heads  so  high  they  kiss'd  the 

clouds. 
And  strangers  ne'er  beheld,  but  wonder*d  at; 
Whose  men  and  dames  so  jetted  and  adom'd, 
Like  one  another's  glass  to  trim  them  by: 
Their  tables  were  stor'd  full,  to  glad  the  sight 
And  not  so  much  to  feed  on,  as  delight; 
All  poverty  was  scom'd,  and  pride  so  great. 
The  name  of  help  grew  odious  to  repeat. 

IHo,  Oh,  'tis  too  true. 

CU.  But  see  what  heaven  can  do  t    By  this  our 
change. 
These  mouths,  whom  but  of  late  earth,  sea,  and  air, 
Were  all  too  little  to  content  and  please. 
Although  they  gave  their  creatures  in  abnndanoe, 
As  houses  are  defil'd  for  want  of  use. 
They  are  now  starv'd  for  want  of  exercise ; 
Those  palates,  who,  not  U8''l  to  hunger's  savour 
Must  have  inventions  to  delight  the  taste. 
Would  now  be  glad  of  bread,  and  beg  for  it , 
Those  mothers  who,  to  nouzle  up  their  babet, 
I'hought  nought  too  curious,  are  ready  now 
To  eat  those  little  darlings  whom  they  lov'd ; 
So  sharp  are  hunger's  teeth,  that  man  and  wife 
Draw  lots  who  first  shall  die  to  lengthen  life : 
Here  stands  a  lord,  aiid  there  a  lady  weeping ; 
Here  many  sink,  yet  those  which  see  them  fall 
Have  scarce  strength  left  to  give  them  buriaL 
Is  not  this  tme? 

JJio,  Our  cheeks  and  hollow  eves  do  witness  it- 

Cle,  O  let  those  cities  that  of  Plenty's  cup 
And  her  prosperities  so  largely  taste. 
With  their  superfiuous  riots  hear  these  tears  I 
The  misery  of  Tharsus  may  be  theirs. 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord,  Where^  the  lord  governor? 

Cle.  Here. 
Speak  out  thy  sorrows,  which  thou  bringVt,  in 

haste. 
For  comfort  is  too  far  for  us  to  expect. 

Lord,  We  have  descried,  upon  our  neighbouring 
shore, 
A  portly  sail  of  ships  make  bitherward. 

CU,  I  thought  as  much. 
One  sorrow  never  comes  but  brings  an  heir, 
That  may  succeed  as  his  inheritor; 
And  so  in  ours :  some  neighbouring  nation. 
Taking  advantage  of  our  misery. 
Hath  stufiTd  these  hollow  vessels  with  their  nower, 
To  beat  us  down,  the  which  are  down  alreaay; 
And  make  a  conquest  of  unhappy  me. 
Whereas  no  glory's  got  to  overcome. 

IiortL  That's  the  least  fear;  for,  by  the  semblance 
Of  their  white  flags  display'd,  they  bring  us  peace, 
And  come  to  us  as  favourers,  not  u  foes. 


CZe.  Thon  speaks  like  him  ^  imtntor'd  to 
repeat; 
Who  makes  the  fairest  show,  means  most  deceit 
Bat  bring  they  what  thej  will,  and  what  they  can, 
What  need  we  fear? 

The  ground's  the  lowest,  and  we  are  half  way  there: 
Go  tell  their  general,  we  attend  him  here, 
To  know  for  what  he  oomes,and  whence  he  comes, 
And  what  he  craves. 

Lord,  I  go,  mj  lord. 

CZe.  Welcome  \s  peace,  if  he  on  peace  consist ; 
U  wars,  we  are  unable  to  resist. 

EiUer  Pericles,  wUh  Attendants. 

Par,  Lord  governor,  for  so  we  hear  you  are, 
Let  not  our  ships,  and  number  of  our  men. 
Be,  like  a  beacon  fir*d,  to  amaze  your  eyes. 
We  have  heard  your  miseries  as  far  as  Tyre, 
And  seen  the  desolation  of  your  streets : 
Nor  oome  we  to  add  sorrow  to  yoar  tears. 
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But  to  reliere  them  of  their  heary  load ; 

And  these  our  ships  ryon  happily  may  think 

Are,  like  the  Trojan  horse,  war-stnflTd  within. 

With  bloody  views  expecting  overthrow) 

Are  stored  with  com  to  make  your  needy  bread, 

And  give  them  life,  whom  hunger  starved  half  dead. 

Onmu,  The  gods  of  Greece  protect  yon  I 
And  we  will  pray  for  you. 

Per,  Arise,  I  pray  yon,  rise, 

We  do  not  look  for  reverence,  but  for  love. 
And  harbourage  for  ourself,  onr  ships,  and  men. 

CU,  The  which  when  any  shall  not  gratify 
Or  pay  you  with  unthankfulness  in  thought. 
Be  It  our  wives,  our  children,  or  ourselves. 
The  curse  of  heaven  and  men  succeed  their  evils  I 
Till  when  (the  which,  I  hope,  shall  ne'er  be  seen), 
Your  grace  is  welcome  to  our  town  and  us. 

Per,  Which  welcome  we'll  accept;  feast  here  a 
while. 
Until  ^pr  stars,  that  frown,  lend  as  a  smile. 

[Exeunt, 


BtUerOtowau 
phw.  Here  have  you  seen  a  mighty  king 

His  child,  1  wis,  to  incest  bring : 

A  better  prince  and  benign  lord. 

That  will  prove  awful  both  in  deed  and  word. 

Be  quiet  then,  as  men  should  be. 

Till  he  hath  past  necessity. 

Ill  show  you  those  in  troubled  reign 

Losing  a  mite,  a  mountain  gain. 

The  good,  in  conversation 

fTo  whom  I  give  my  benizon} 

Is  still  at  Tharsus,  where  eacn  man 

Thinks  all  is  writ  he  spoken  can : 

And,  to  remember  what  he  does. 

Build  his  statue  to  make  him  glorious: 

But  tidings  to  the  contrary 

Are  brought  to  your  eyes ;  what  need  speak  I  ? 
Dutnbgkow, 
fklo*  at  one  door  Pericles  taDang  with  Cleon  ; 
all  the  Train  with  them.  Enter  at  anothr  door  a 
Gentleman,  with  a  letter  to  Pericles  ;  Pericles 
thofwt  the  Utter  to  Cleon  ;  Pericles  gioe$  the 
Messenger  a  reward,  and  haghts  him, 

[Exit  Pericles  at  one  door,  and  Cleoh 
at  another. 

Good  Hdlicane  hath  atay'd  at  home, 

Not  to  eat  honey,  like  a  drone. 

From  others'  labours ;  for  though  he  strive 

To  killen  bad,  keeps  good  alive ; 

And  to  fulfil  his  prince'  desire. 

Bends  word  of  all  that  haps  in  Tyre : 

How  Thaliard  came  full  bent  with  sin, 

And  hid  intent  to  murder  him ; 

And  that  in  Tharsus  twas  not  best 

Longer  for  him  to  make  his  rest : 

He,  knowing  so,  put  forth  to  seas, 

Where  when  men  bin,  there's  seldom  ease; 

For  now  the  wind  begins  to  blow; 

Thunder  above,  and  deeps  below, 

Make  such  unquiet,  that  the  ship 
^Should  house  him  safe,  is  wrack  d  and  split. 

And  he,  good  prince,  having  all  lost. 

By  waves  from  coa»t  to  coa^t  is  toss'd: 

All  perishen  of  man,  of  pelf, 

Ne  aught  escapen'd  but  nimself: 

Till  foi  tune  tir'd  with  doing  baa. 

Threw  him  ashore  to  give  him  glad: 

And  here  he  comes;  what  shall  be  nezt^ 

PardonoldQower;  this  longs  the  text.  [Sarit, 


SCENE  I.— Pentapolis. 
Enter  Pericles,  toet. 


Per,  Yet  cease  your  ire,  ye  angry  stars  of 
heaven  I 
Wind,  rain,  and  thunder,  remember,  earthly  man 
Is  but  a  substance,  that  must  yield  to  you ; 
And  I,  as  fits  my  nature,  do  obey  yon. 
Alas,  the  sea  hath  cast  me  on  the  rooks, 
Wanh'd  me  from  shore  to  shore,  and  left  me  breath. 
Nothing  to  think  on,  but  ensuing  death : 
Let  it  suffice  tlie  greatness  of  vour  powers. 
To  have  bereft  a  prince  of  all  bis  fortunes ; 
And  having  thrown  him  from  your  wat'ry  grave. 
Here  to  have  death  in  peace,  is  all  hell  crave. 

Enter  three  Fishermen. 

1  Fish,  What,ho,  Pilchel 

2  Fish,  Ha,  come,  and  bring  away  the  nets. 
1  Fish,  What,  Patoh-breech,  I  say  I 

3  Fieh,  What  say  you,  master  ? 

1  Fish,  Look  how  thou  stirrest  now:  eome 
away,  or  111  fetoh  thee  with  a  wannion. 

8  Fish,  Taith,  master,  I  am  thinking  of  the 
poor  men  that  were  cast  awa^  before  us,  even  now. 

1  I'Ssh,  Alas,  poor  souls  1  it  griev'd  my  heart  to 
hear  what  pitiful  cries  they  made  to  us,  to  help 
them,  when,  well-a-day,  we  could  scarce  help  ous 
selves. 

3  Fish,  Nay,  master,  said  not  I  as  much,  when 
I  snw  the  porpus  how  he  bounced  and  tumbled? 
they  say,  tney  are  half  fish,  half  flesh ;  a  plague 
on  them  I  they  ne'er  come  but  I  look  to  be  wasb'd. 
Master,  I  nwrvel  how  the  fishes  live  in  the  sea. 

1  Fi^  Why,  asmendoa-land;  the  great  ones 
eat  up  the  little  ones:  I  can  compare  our  rich 
misers  to  nothing  so  fitly  as  to  a  whale;  'a  plays 
and  tumbles,  driving  the  poor  fry  before  hiuu^and 
at  last  devours  tiiem  all  at  a  mouthful.  Such 
whales  have  I  heard  on  a'  the  land,  who  never 
leave  gaping,  till  they've  swallowed  the  whole 
parbh,  church,  steeple,  bells  and  alL 

Per.  A  pretty  moral. 

3  Fish,  But,  master,  if  I  had  been  the  sexton,  I 
would  have  been  that  day  in  the  belfry. 

2  Fish,  Why,  man? 

3  Fish,  Because  he  should  have  swallowVI  me 
too :  and  when  I  had  been  in  his  belly,  I  would 
have  kept  such  a  iangling  of  the  bells,  that  he 
should  never  have  left,  till  he  cast^bells,  stcuBpler 
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church,  and  parish,  ap  again.    Bat  if  the  good 
king  Simonides  were  of  mj  mind 

Per,  Simonides? 

8  Fiah*  We  would  purge  the  land  of  these 
drones,  that  rob  the  bee  of  her  honej. 

Fer*  How  from  the  finnj  subject  of  the  sea 
These  fishers  tell  the  infirmities  of  men ; 
And  from  their  watery  empire  recollect 
All  that  maj  men  approve,  or  men  detect  I 
Peace  be  at  your  labour,  honest  fishermen. 

2  FWi,  Honest,  good  fellow,  what's  that?  If 
it  be  a  day  fits  you,  scratch  it  out  of  the  calendar, 
and  nobody  will  look  after  it. 

Fct.  You  may  see,  the  sea  hath  cast  me  on  your 
coast. 

2  Fvtk,  What  a  drunken  knave  was  the  sea,  to 
cast  thee  in  our  waj  1 

Per,  A  man  whom  both  the  waters  and  the  Mrind, 
In  that  yast  tennis-court,  hath  made  the  ball 
For  them  to  plaj  upon,  entreats  jou  pity  1^^ 
He  asks  of  you,  that  never  us'd  to  beg. 

1  .FIjA.  mo,  friend,  cannot  you  beg?  here^ 
them  in  our  country  of  Greece  gets  more  with 
begging  than  we  can  do  with  working. 

2  F\ak.  Canst  thou  catch  any  fishes  then? 
Fer,  I  never  practised  it. 

2  /lift.  Nay,  then,  thou  wilt  stanre  sure ;  for 
here*s  nothing  to  be  got  now-a-days,  unless  thou 
canst  fish  for't. 

Ptr,  What  I  have  been.  I  have  forgot  to  know; 
But  what  I  am,  want  teacnes  me  to  think  on; 
A  man  shrunk  up  with  cold ;  my  veins  are  chill, 
And  have  no  more  of  life  than  may  sufiSce 
To  give  my  tongue  that  heat  to  a.sk  your  help : 
Which  if  you  shall  refuse,  when  1  am  dead. 
For  that  I  am  a  man,  pray  see  me  buried. 

1  ¥S^  Die,  qnoth-a?  Now  gods  forbid!  I 
have  a  gown  here;  come,  put  it  on,  keep  thee 
warm.  Now,  afore  me,  a  handsome  fellow  I  Come, 
thou  shalt  go  home,  and  well  have  flesh  for  holi- 
dajrs,  fish  for  fasting-days,  and  moreo'er  puddings 
and  flap-jacks ;  and  thou  shalt  be  welcome. 

Fct,  I  thank  you,  sir. 

2  Fuh,  Hark  yon,  my  friend,  you  said  you 
eoold  not  beg. 

Fer,  I  did  bnt  crave. 

2  Fiak,  But  crave?  then  111  turn  craver  too, 
BO  I  shall  *scape  whipping. 

Ftr,  Why,  are  all  your  beggars  whipp'd  then  ? 

2  Fii^  0,  not  all,  my  friend,  not  all;  for  if  all 
your  beggars  were  whipped,  I  would  wish  no 
better  office  than  to  be  a  beadle.  But,  master.  Til 
ffo  draw  UD  the  net. 
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iV.  Were  my  fortunes  equal  to  my  desires;  I 

could  wish  to  make  one  there. 

1  /uA.  0,sir,thingsmustbeas  theymay;  and 
what  a  man  cannot  get,  he  may  lawfully  deal  for — 
his  wife's  soul. 

Bb^rdiep  iht  tvoo  Fishermen,  dimomg  up  a  net, 

2  Fuh,  Help,  master,  help ;  here's  a  fish  hanga 
in  the  net,  like  a  poor  man's  right  in  the  law ; 
'twill  hardly  come  out.  Ha!  hots  on%  *tis  conoe 
at  last,  and  'tis  turn'd  to  a  rusty  armour. 

Far,  An  armour,  friends  I  I  pray  you,  let  me 
see  it. 
Thanks,  Fortune,  yet,  after  all  m^  crosses. 
Thou  giv'st  me  somewhat  to  repair  myself; 
And,  though  it  was  mine  own,  part  of  mine  heritage 
Wiiich  my  dead  father  did  bequeath  to  me. 
With  this  strict  charge  ^even  as  he  left  his  Hfe), 
"  Keep  it,  my  Pericles,  it  hath  been  a  shield, 
'Twixt  me  and  death  (and  pointed  to  this  brace) ; 
For  that  it  sav'd  me,  keep  it ;  in  like  necessity. 
The  which  the  gods  protect  thee  from  I  t  may 

defend  thee." 
It  kept  where  I  kept,  I  so  dearly  lov'd  it; 
Till  the  rough  seas  that  spare  not  any  man. 
Took  it  in  rage,  though  oalm*d  they  Ve  given  it 

again: 
I  thank  thee  for  it ;  my  shipwrack  now^  no  HI, 
Since  I  have  here  ray  father  s  gift  in  his  will. 

1  FUik,  What  mean  you,  sir? 

Fer,  To  beg  of  you,  kind  friends,  this  coat  of 
worth. 
For  it  was  some  time  target  to  a  king; 
I  know  it  by  this  mark;  he  lov'd  me  dearly, 
And  for  his  sake,  I  wish  the  having  of  it; 
And  that  you'd  guide  me  to  your  sovereign^  court, 
Where  with  it  I  may  appear  a  gentleman; 
And  if  that  ever  my  low  fortune's  better, 
V\\  pay  your  bounties;  till  then,  rest  your  debtor. 

1  lusL  Why,  wilt  thou  tourney  for  the  lady  ? 

Fer,  III  show  the  virtue  I  have  borne  in  arms. 

1  Fish.  Why,  d'ye  take  it,  and  the  gods  give 
thee  goodon'tl 

2  Fish,  Ay,  but  hark  you,  my  friend  ;  twas  we 
that  made  up  this  garment  through  the  rough  seams 
of  the  water:  there  are  certain  cond»lements,  certain 
vails.  I  hope,  sir,  if  you  thrive,  you'll  remember 
from  whence  you  had  it. 

Fer,  Believe  it,  I  will; 
By  your  furtherance  I  am  doth'd  in  steel; 
And  spite  of  all  the  rupture  of  the  sea, 
This  jewel  holds  his  biding  on  my  arm; 
Unto  thy  value  i  will  mount  myself 
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In  honour  of  who^e  birth  these  triamphs  are, 
Bits  here,  like  beauty's  child,  whom  Nature  gat 
For  men  to  see,  and  seeing  wonder  at. 

[Exii  a  Lord. 
ThaL  It  pleaseth  7011,  mj   rojal   father,  to 
express 
M  J  commendations  Rreat,  whose  merit^s  less. 
Sim,  Tis  fit  it  should  be  so ;  for  princes  are 
A  model  which  heaven  makes  like  to  itself: 
As  jewels  l^se  their  glory,  if  neglected, 
80  princes  their  renown,  if  not  respected. 
Tis  now  your  honour,  daughter,  to  explain 
The  labour  of  each  knight,  in  bis  device. 
ThaL  Wiiich,  to  preserve  mme  honour,  111 
perform. 
[Enter  a  Knight ;  he  passes  over  the  stage,  and 
his  Squire  jTresente  nis  sfndd  to  the  Pnncess. 
Sun  Who  is  the  first  that  doth  prefer  himself? 
ThaL  A  knight  of  Sparta,  my  renowned  father; 
And  the  device  he  bears  upon  his  shield 
Is  a  black  iluthiop  reaching  at  the  sun; 
The  word,  Iaiz  tua  vita  imhL 

Sun,  He  loves  you  well,  that  holds  his  life  of 
yon.  [  The  second  Knight  passes. 

Who  is  the  second  that  presents  himself? 

ThaL  A  prince  of  Macedon,  jny  royal  &ther ; 
And  the  device  he  bears  upon  his  shield 
Is  an  arm*d  knight,  that*s  conquered  by  a  Indy  : 
The  motto  thus,  in  Spanbh,  Piu  per  dulcura  que 
per/Herca.         [  The  third  Knight  passes, 
Sbn,  And  what^  the  third? 
ThaL  The  third  of  Antioch;  and  his  device, 
A  wreath  of  chivalry:  the  word,  Mepompaepro- 
vexU  apex.        [  The/out  ih  Knight  passes, 
Sbn.  What  is  the  fourth? 
7'haL   A  burning  torch  that"^  tamed  opnde 
down ;  • 

The  word.  Quod  me  aUt,  me  extmgtdt, 
8m,  Which  shows  that  beauty  hath  his  power 
and  will, 
Which  can  as  well  mflame,  as  it  can  kill. 

[The^hKmght  passes. 
J%n,  The  fifth,  an  hand  environed  with  clouds, 
Holding  out  gold,  that*s  by  the  touchstone  tried : 
The  motto  thoa,  Sic  spedandii  fides, 

[  The  sixth  Knight  passes. 
Sbn,  And  whatis  the  sixth  and  last,  the  which 
the  knight  himself 
With  rach  a  graceful  courtesy  detirerM? 
ThaL  He  seems  to  be  a  stranger;  but  his 
present 
fs  a  wither'd  branch,  that*8  only  green  at  top ; 
rhe  motto,  Jn  hoe  spe  vivo, 

SUn,  A  pretty  moral ; 
Prom  the  d<^JecAed  state  wherein  he  is, 
He  hopes  by  you  his  fortunes  yet  may  flonrish. 

1  Lord,  Ue  had  need  mean  better  than  his  ont- 

wardshow 
Can  any  way  speak  in  his  lost  commend : 
For.  by  his  rusty  outside,  he  appears 
To  have  praotb'd  more  the  whipstook  than  the 

lance. 

2  Lord,  Ue  well  may  be  a  stranger,  for  he  comes 
To  an  honoor'd  triumph,  strangely  fumbhed. 

8  Lord,  And  on  set  purpose  let  his  armoar  rust 
Until  this  da^,  to  scour  it  in  the  dust 

^lun.  Opinion*^  but  a  fool,  that  make*s  us  scan 
TIm  outward  habit  by  the  inward  man. 
But  sUy,  the  knighu  are  coming;  well  withdraw 
lato  the  gallery.  [Exeunt, 

[QmU  shouts,  and  aU  cry,  The  mean  Knight. 


SCENE  IIL— ^  ffaU  of  State,    A  Banquet 
prepared. 

Enter  Simonidbs,   Thaisa,  Lords,  Attendants, 
and  the  Knights /rom  tUtwg, 

Sim,  Knights, 
To  say  you  are  welcome,  were  snperflnons. 
To  place  upon  the  volume  of  your  deeds. 
As  in  a  title-page,  your  worth  in  arms. 
Were  more  tnan  you  expect,  or  more  than^  fit. 
Since  every  worth  in  show  commends  itself. 
Prepare  for  mirth,  for  mirth  becomes  a  feast ; 
Yon  are  princes,  and  my  gnests. 

ThaL  But  you,  my  knight  and  guest; 
To  whom  this  wreath  of  victory  I  give. 
And  crown  yon  king  of  this  day*s  happiness. 

Per,  Tis  more  by  fortune,  lady,  than  by  merit. 

Sim^  Call  it  by  what  you  will,  the  day  is  yours; 
And  here,  1  hope,  is  none  that  envies  it. 
in  fraMHng  an  artist,  art  hath  thus  decreed. 
To  make  some  good,  but  others  to  exceed; 
And  you  Ye  her  labour 'd  scholar.    Come,  qneen  o 
the  feast 

Sor,  daughter,  so  you  are),  here  take  your  placo: 
irshal  the  rest,  as  they  aeserve  their  grace. 
Knights,    We   are   honoured   much   by   gfood 

Simonides. 
Sim,  Tour  presence  glada  onr  days;  honour  we 
love. 
For  who  hates  honour,  hates  the  gods  above. 
Manh,  Sir,  yonder  is  your  place. 
Pet.  Some  other  is  more  fit 

1  Knight,  Contend  not,  sir;  for  we  are  gentle- 
men, 
That  neither  in  our  hearts,  nor  outward  eyes, 
Envy  the  great,  nor  do  the  low  despise. 
Per,  You  are  right  courteous  knighta.  * 

Sim,  Sit,  sir,  sit 

By  Jove,  I  wonder,  that  is  king  df  thoughts, 
These  cates  resbt  me,  be  not  thought  upon. 
7%aL  By  Juno,  that  is  queen  of  marriage, 
All  viands  that  I  eat  do  seem  unsavoury. 
Wishing  him  my  meat :  sure  he*6  a  gallant  gen- 
tleman. 
Sim,  He*s  but  a  country  gentleman ;  has  done 
no  more 
Than  other  knights  have  done;  has  broken  a  staff, 
Or  so ;  so  let  iVotM, 

Then,  To  me  he  seems  like  diamond  to  glass. 
Per,  Yon  kmgis  to  me,  like  to  my  father's  picture, 
Which  telb  me,  in  that  glory  once  be  was; 
Had  princes  sit  like  stars  atx>ut  his  throne. 
And  be  the  sun,  for  them  to  reverence. 
None  that  beheld  him,  but,  like  lesser  lights. 
Did  vail  their  crowns  to  his  suprennacy ; 
Where  now  his  sonis  like  a  glow-worm  in  the 

night, 
The  which  hath  fire  in  darkness,  none  in  light ; 
Whereby  I  see  that  Timers  the  king  of  men, 
For  he*a  their  parent,  and  he  is  their  grave. 
And  gives  them  what  he  will,  not  what  tbey  crave. 
Sim,  What,  are  you  merry,  knights? 
1  Kni^,  Who  can  be  other  in  this  royal  pre- 
sence? 
Sim,  Here,  with  a  cup  that^  stor'd  unto  thebrim 
rAs  you  do  love,  fill  to  your  mistress*  lips), 
We  drink  this  health  to  you. 
Kiiights,  We  thank  your  grace. 

&m.  Yet  pause  a  while;  yon  knight  doth  sit 
too  melancholy. 
As  if  the  entenainment  in  our  court 
Had  not  a  show  might  countenrail  his  worth. 
Note  it  not  you,  Thai«i'  r  -  ^^^T^ 
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Thai  What  u  t  to  me,  my  fkther? 
Sim.  O,  attend,  my  daughter ; 
Princes,  in  this,  should  live  like  gods  aboye, 
Who  freely  give  to  every  one  that  comes 
To  honour  them : 

And  princes,  not  doing  so,  are  like  to  gnats. 
Which  make  a  sound,  but  kill'd  are  wonder'd  at. 
Therefore  to  make  his  entrance  more  sweet, 
Here  say,  we  drink  this  standing  bowl  of  wi2ie  to 
him. 
Thai,  Alas,  my  father,  it  befits  not  me 
Unto  a  stranger  knight  to  be  so  bold ; 
He  may  my  proffer  take  for  an  offence. 
Since  men  take  women's  gifts  for  impudence. 
8m,  How !  do  as  I  bid  you,  or  youll  move  me 

else. 
ThaL  Now,  by  the  gods,  he  conid  not  please  me 
better.  \Agiih. 

Sim,  And  further  tell  him,  we  desire  to  know 
of  him. 
Of  whence  be  is,  his  name  and  parentage. 
ThaL  The  king  my  father,  sir,  hath  dnmk  to 

you. 
Per,  I  thank  him. 

TItaL  Wishing  it  so  much  blood  wito  your  life. 
Per,  I  thank  lK)tb  him  and  yon,  and  pledge  him 

freely. 
ThaL  And  further  he  desires  to  know  of  yon, 
Of  whence  you  are,  yoor  name  and  parentage. 

Per,  A  ^tleman  of  Tyre — (my  name  Pericles; 
My  education  has  been  in  arts  and  arms) ; 
Who,  looking  for  adventures  in  the  world. 
Was  by  the  rough  seas  reft  of  ships  and  men. 
And,  sfter  shipwrack,  driven  upon  this  shore. 
TnaL  He  thanks  your  grace;  names  himself 
Pericles, 
»  A  gentlenuin  of  Tyre,  who  only  by 
Misfortune  of  the  sea  has  been  bereft 
Of  ships  and  men,  and  cast  upon  this  shoro. 

Sim.  Now,  by  the  gods,  I  pity  his  misfortune, 
And  will  awake  him  from  bis  melancholy. 
Come,  gentlemen,  we  sit  too  long  on  trifles, 
And  waste   the   time,   which  looks   for   other 

revels. 
Even  in  your  armonrs,  as  yon  are  address'd^ 
Will  very  well  become  a  soldier's  dance : 
I  will  not  have  excuse,  with  saying,  this 
Loud  music  is  too  harsh  for  ladies*  head-« ; 
Since  they  love  men  in  arms,  as  weU  as  beds. 

[The  Knights  dano$. 
So,  this  was  well  ask*d ;  ^twas  so  well  performed. 
Jome,  sir ;  here  is  a  ladv  that  wants  breathing  too: 
And  I  have  often  heard,  yon  knights  of  Tyre 
Are  excellent  in  making  ladies  trip; 
And  that  their  measures  are  as  excellent. 
Per.  In  those  that  practise  them,  they  are,  my 

lord. 
Sm,  Oh,  that's  as  mach  as  yon  would  be  denied 
[The  Knights  and  Ladies  dance. 
Of  your  fair  courtesy. — Unclasp,  unclasp ; 
Thanks,  gentlemen,  to  all :  all  nave  done  well, 
But  you  the  best.    [To  Pebioles.]    Pages  and 

lights  to  condact 
These  knights  unto  their  several  lodgings:  Tours, 

sir, 
We  have  ^iven  order  to  be  next  our  own. 
Per,  I  am  at  your  grace's  pleasure. 
Sim,  Princes,  it  is  too  late  to  talk  of  love. 
For  that's  the  mark  I  know  you  level  at : 
Therefore  each  one  betake  him  to  his  rest; 
To-morrow  all  for  speeding  do  their  best. 

\Exeimt. 
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SCENE  IV^Tyre, 

JSrJrr  Heuoahub  and  Escxn. 


EeL  No,  Esoanes,  know  this  of  me, 
Antiochus  from  incest  liv'd  not  free; 
For  which,  the  most  high  gods  not  minding  longer 
To  withhold  the  vengeance  that  they  had  m  stme^ 
Due  to  this  heinous  capital  offence; 
Even  in  the  height  and  pride  of  all  his  glory. 
When  he  was  seated  in  a  chariot  of 
An  inestimable  value,  and  his  daughter 
With  him,  a  fire  from  heaven  came  and  shrireD'd 

up 
Those  bodies,  even  to  loathing ;  for  thej  so  stank 
That  all  those  eyes  ador'd  them  ere  their  fall. 
Scorn  now  their  hand  should  give  them  bnriaL 

Esca.  'Twas  very  strange. 

Hel.  And  ;^et  but  justice ;  for  though 

This  king  were  great,  his  greatness  was  no  guard 
To  bar  beav'n's  shaft,  but  sin  had  his  reward. 

Etea,  Tis  Tery  true. 

Enter  three  LordB, 

1  Lord.  See,  not  a  man  in  private  oonfiBrence, 
Or  council,  hath  respect  with  him  but  he. 

2  Lord,  It  shall  no  longer  grieve  withontreproot 
8  Lord,  And  cufs'd  be  he  that  will  not  second  it. 

1  LorcL  Follow  me  then :  Lord  Uelicane,  a  ^ 

word. 
HeL  With  me?  and  welcome:  happy  d^,  my 

lords. 
1  Lord,  Know  that  our  griefs  are  risen  to  the  tap, 
And  now  at  length  they  overflow  their  banks. 
BeL  Tour  griefs,  for   what?  wrong  not  you 

prince  you  love. 

1  Lord,  Wrong  not  yourself  then,  noble  Hell- 

cane; 
But  if  the  prince  do  live,  let  us  salute  him. 
Or  know  what  ground's  made  happy  by  his  breath. 
If  in  the  world  he  live,  well  seek  him  out; 
If  in  his  grave  he  rest,  well  find  him  there ; 
And  be  resolv'd,  he  lives  to  govern  us. 
Or  dead,  gives  cause  to  mourn  his  funeral, 
And  leaves  us  to  our  free  election. 

2  Lord,  Whose  death's,  indeed,  the  strongest  m 

our  censure : 
And  knowing  this  kingdom  is  without  a  head 
(Like  goodly  buildings  left  without  a  roof 
ooon  fall  to  ruin),  your  noble  self, 
That  best  know^st  how  to  rule,  and  how  to  reign, 
We  thus  submit  unto, — our  sovereign. 

Omn,  Live,  noble  Helicane. 

Hd,  Try  honour's  cause;  forbear  your  soflfrages; 
If  that  you  love  Prince  Perides,  forbear. 
Take  I  your  wish,  I  leap  uito  the  seas, 
Where's  hourlv  trouble,  for  a  minute's  ease. 
A  twelvemontn  longer,  let  me  entreat  yoa 
To  forbear  the  absence  of  yoor  king ; 
If  in  which  time  expir'd,  he  not  return, 
I  shall  with  aged  patience  bear  your  yoke. 
But  if  I  cannot  wm  you  to  this  love, 
Oo  search  like  nobles,  like  noble  subjects, 
And  in  jrour  search  spend  ^our  adventurous  worth 
Whom  if  you  find,  and  win  unto  return, 
Ton  shall  like  diamonds  sit  about  his  crown. 

1  Lard.  To  wisdom  he's  a  fool  that  will  not 
yield; 
And  since  Lord  Helicane  enjoineth  us, 
We  with  our  travels  will  endeavour  it. 

Ed,  Then  vou  love  us,  we  you,  and  well  dasp 
hands; 
When  peers  thus  knit,  a  kingdom  erer  stands. 
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EnUr  SiMONiDES  reading  a  letter  j  the  Elnights 
y  meet  him. 

1  EfdakL  Good  morrow  to  the  good  Simonides. 
Sim.  Knights,  from  my  daughter  this  X  let  you 

know. 
That  for  thia  twelvemonth  she  will  not  undertake 
A  married  life : 

Her  reaiioD  to  herself  is  only  known. 
Which  from  herself  by  no  means  can  I  get, 

2  KfdghL  May  we  not  get  access  to  her,  my 

lord? 
Sitn,  Taith,  by  no  means;  she  hath  so  strictly 

tied  her 
To  her  chamber,  that  it  is  impossible. 
One  twelve  moons  more  shell  wear   Dianals 

livery; 
This  by  the  e^e  of  Cynthia  hath  she  vow*d. 
And  on  her  vircin  honour  will  not  break. 

3  Knight,  Loth  to  bid  farewell,  we  take  onr 

leaves.  [EeeuiU. 

Sou  8o, 
TheyVe  well  despateh*d;  now  to  my  daughter^ 

letter: 
She  tells  me  here,  shell  wed  the  stranger  knight, 
Or  never  more  to  view  nor  day  nor  light 
Tis   well,   mistress,   your   choice   agrees  with 

mine; 
I  like  that  well : — nay,  how  absolute  she's  in*t, 
Not  minding  whether  I  dislike  or  no. 
Well,  1  d>)  commend  her  choice, 
And  will  no  longer  have  it  be  delay'd : 
Soft,  here  he  comes ; — I  must  dissemble  it. 

jEhfer  Pekicles. 

Per.  All  fortune  to  the  good  Simonides! 

8im,  To  yon  as  mach  1   Sir,  1  am  beholden  to 
you, 
For  your  sweet  mnsio  thb  last  night :  I  do 
Protest,  my  ears  were  never  better  fed 
With  such  delightful  pleasing  harmony. 

JW.  it  is  yoor  graoe's  pleasure  to  commend; 
Not  my  desert. 

Sim.  Sir,  you  are  mosic^s  master. 

Far,  The  worst  of  all  her  scholars,  my  good 
lord. 

Sim,  Let  me  ask  you  one  thing.    What  do  yon 
think 
Of  my  daughter,  sir? 

Per.  A  mo8t  virtuous  princess. 

Sim,  And  i«he  is  fair,  too,  is  she  not? 

Per.  As  a  fair  day  In  summer ;  wondlrous  fair. 

Sim,  My  daughter,  sir,  thinke  very  well  of 
you; 
Ay,  so  well,  that  yon  must  be  her  master. 
And  she  will  be  your  scholar ;  therefore  look  to  it* 

Per,  I  am  unworthy  for  her  schoolmaster. 

Sim,  blie  thinks  not  los  peruse  this  writing 
else. 

Far.  Whei*8here? 


A  letter,  that  she  loves  the  knight  of  Tyre? 

Tis  the  king's  subtilty  to  have  my  life.       [Atide, 

Oh,  seek  not  to  entrap  me.  gracious  lord, 

A  htranger  and  distressed  gentleman. 

That  never  aim'd  so  high  to  love  yoor  daughter. 

But  bent  all  oflBces  to  honour  her. 

Sim,  Thou  hast  bewitch'd  my  daughter,  and 
thou  art 
A  villain. 

Per.        By  the  gods,  I  have  not ; 
Never  did  thought  of  mine  levy  offence; 
Nor  never  did  m^  actions  yet  commence 
A  deed  might  gam  her  love,  or  your  displeasuKj. 

Sim.  Traitor,  thou  liest. 

Per.  Traitor! 

ifitm.  Ay,  traitor. 

Per.  Even  in  his  throat  (unless  it  be  a  king), 
That  calls  me  traitor,  I  return  the  lie. 

£^m.   Now,  by  the  gods,  I  do  applaud   his 
courage-  [Aside. 

Per.  My  actions  are  as  noble  as  my  thoughts, 
That  never  relished  of  a  base  descent. 
I  came  unto  your  court,  for  honour's  cause, 
And  not  to  be  a  rebel  to  her  sUte ; 
And  he  that  otherwise  accounts  of  me. 
This  sword  shall  prove,  he's  honour's  enemy. 

Sim.  No!— 
Here  comes  my  daughter,  she  can  witness  it* 

JEnter  Thaisa. 

Per.  Then,  as  you  are  as  virtuous  as  fail, 
Resolve  your  angry  father,  if  my  tongue 
Did  e  er  solicit,  or  my  hand  subMS'ibe 
To  any  syllable  that  made  love  to  you? 

ThaL  Why,  sir,  say  if  you  had,  who  takes 
offence 
At  that  would  make  me  glad? 

Sim.  Yea,  mistress,  are  you  so  peremptory? 
t  am  glad  of  it  with  all  my  heart.  [Aside. 

Ill  tame  you;  111  bring  you  in  subjection 
Will  you,  not  having  my  consent,  bestow 
Your  love  and  your  affections  upon  a  stranger? 
fWho,  for  aught  i  know, 
May  be,  nor  can  i  think  the  contrary. 
As  great  in  blood  as  I  myself.)  [Aside. 

Therefore,  hear  you,  mistress ;  either  frame 
Your  will  to  mine— and  you,  sir,  hear  you. 
Either  be  rul'd  by  me,  or  1  will  make  you— 
Man  and  wife ; 

Nay,  come,  vour  hands  and  lips  must  seal  it  too: 
And,  being  join'd,  111  thus  yuur  hopes  destroy;— 
And  for  a  further  grief,— God  give  you  joy  !— 
What,  are  you  both  pleas'd  ? 

ThaL  Yes,  if  you  love  me,  sir. 

Per.  Even  as  my  life,  or  blood  that  fosters  it 

Sim.  What,  are  you  both  agreed  ? 

Both.  Yes,  if  it  ple&se  your  majesty. 

Sim.  It  pleaseth  me  so  well,  that  111  see  you 
wed; 
Then,  with  what  haste  you  can,  get  yon  to  bed. 

[JExeuni^ 
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Enter  QowEiL 
QouK  Now  sleep  yslaked  hmth  the  rout; 
No  din  but  snores,  the  house  about, 
Made  louder  bj  the  o*er-fed  breast 
Of  this  most  pompous  marriage  feast. 
The  cat,  with  eyne  of  burning  coal, 
Now  couches  from  the  mouse's  hole ; 
And  crickets  sing  at  tlie  oven*s  mouth. 
Are  the  blither  for  their  drouth. 
Hymen  hath  brought  the  bride  to  bed, 
Where,  bj  the  loss  of  maidenhead, 
A  babe  is  moulded :— Be  attent, 
And  time  that  is  so  brieflj  spent. 
With  your  fine  fancies  quaintly  echo; 
Wbata  dumb  in  show,  III  plain  with  speech* 
Dumb  shoto. 
Enter  Pericles  <md  Simonides,  at  one  door,  with 
Attendants;  a  Messenger  meets  them^  hneeU^  and 
gwe$  Pericles  a  Utter.     Pericles  thowa  it  to 
SiifOMiDEs;  the  Lords  kneel  to  him,    Then  enter 
TuAiSA  wUh  child,  and  Ltchorida,  a  nurse. 
SnioiiiDES  shows  \fns  daughter]  the  letter;  she 
rejoices:   she  and  Pericles  take  leave  qf  her 
JatherfOnd  depart 

Qow.  By  many  a  deme  and  painfbl  perch, 
Of  Pericles  the  careful  search 
By  the  four  opposing  coigneSj 
Which  the  world  together  joins, 
Is  made,  with  all  due  diligence, 
That  horse  and  sail,  and  high  expense. 
Can  stead  the  quest.    At  last  from  Tjre 
fFame  answering  the  most  strange  inquire] 
To  the  court  of  King  Simonides 
Are  letters  brought;  the  tenor  these: 
Antiochus  and  his  daughter  dead ; 
The  men  of  Tyrus  on  the  head 
Of  Helicanus  would  set  on 
The  crown  of  Tyre,  but  he  will  none; 
The  mutiny  he  there  hastes  t* oppress; 
Bays  to  them,  if  Kin^  Pericles 
Come  not  home  in  twice  six  moons, 
He.  obedient  to  their  dooms. 
Will  take  the  crown.    The  sum  of  this, 
Brought  hither  to  Pentapolis, 
Travished  the  regions  round, 
And  QSQTj  one  with  claps  'gan  sound, 
••  Our  heir  apparent  is  a  king : 
Who  dream  d,  who  thought  of  such  a  thing?" 
Brief  he  must  hence  depart  to  Tyre ; 
His  queen  with  child,  makes  her  desire 
rWhich  who  shall  cross?)  along  to  go 
lOmit  we  all  their  dole  and  woe): 
Lychorida  her  nurse  she  takes. 
And  so  to  sea.    Their  vessel  shakes 
On  Neutune's  billow;  half  the  flood 
Hath  tneir  keel  cut;  but  fortune  mov'd. 
Varies  again :  the  grizzled  north 
Disgorges  such  a  tempest  forth, 
That,  as  a  duck  for  lire  that  dives, 
So  up  and  down  the  poor  ship  drives. 
The  ladv  shrieks,  ana  well-a-near 
Doth  fall  in  travail  with  her  fear: 
And  what  ensues  in  this  fell  storm. 
Shall  for  itself,  itself  perform; 
I  nill  relate ;  action  may 
Conveniently  the  rest  convey : 
Which  might  not  what  by  me  is  told.  - 
In  your  imagination  hold 
This  stage,  th  e  ship,  upon  whose  deck 
The  sea-toas'd  Pericles  appears  to  speak.   [Eoent. 


SCENE  L 


Elder  Pbsiclbb  on  a  «^  ett  tea. 

Per.  Thou  God  of  this  great  vast,  rebuke  these 

•urges, 
Which  wash  both  beayen  and  hell ;  and  thov  that 

bast 
Upon  the  winds  command,  bmd  them  in  brass 
Having  caird  them  from  the  deep  I    O  still 
Thy  deafning  dreadful  thunders ;  gently  quench 
Thy  nimble,  sulphurous  flashes  I-%  how,  Lycho 

rida, 
How  does  my  queen  ?--Thou  storm,  venomously, 
Wilt  thou  spit  all  thjrself  ?~The  seaman's  whistle 
Is  as  a  whisper  in  the  ear  of  death, 
Unheard— Lychorida  I— Lucina,  O 
Divinest  patroness,  and  midwife,  gentle 
To  those  that  crjr  by  night,  convey  tliy  deity 
Aboard  our  dancing  boat ;  make  swift  the  pangs 
Of  my  queens  travails  1 — Now,  Lychorida- 

Enter  Ltcbohida. 

Lye.  Here  is  a  thing  too  young  for  such  a  place, 
Wlio,  if  it  had  conceit,  would  die,  as  I 
Am  like  to  do :  take  in  your  arms  this  piece 
Of  your  dead  queen. 

Jxr.  Howl  bow,  Lychorida t 

Lye  Patience,  good  sir,  do  not  assist  the  storm. 
Here's  all  that  is  left  living  of  your  queeo, 
A  little  daughter ;  for  the  sake  of  it 
Be  manly,  and  take  comfort. 

Per.  Oh  ye  gods  I 

Why  do  you  make  us  loye  your  goodly  gifts, 
Ana  snatch  them  straight  away  ?    We,  oere  below, 
Kecall  not  What  we  give,  and  therein  may 
Use  honour  with  you. 

Lye.  Patience,  good  sir. 

Even  for  this  charge. 

Per.  Now.  mild  may  be  thy  life  I 

For  a  more  blustVous  birth  had  never  babe : 
Quiet  and  gentle  thy  conditions! 
For  thou  art  the  rudeliest  welcomed  to  this  world. 
That  e'er  was  prince's  child.    Happy  what  follows ! 
Thou  hast  as  chiding  a  nativity. 
As  fire,  air,  water,  earth,  and  heaven  can  make, 
To  herald  thee  from  the  womb : 
Even  at  tlie  first,  th^  loss  is  more  than  can 
Thy  portage  quit,  with  all  thou  canst  find  here. — 
Now  the  good  gods  throw  their  best  eyes  upon  It. 

Enter  two  Sailors. 

1  8aiL  What  I  courage,  sur  I    God  saye  you. 

Per.  Courage  enough :   I  do  not  fear  the  flaw  ; 
It  hath  done  to  me  the  worst.     Yet  for  the  love 
Of  this  poor  infant,  this  fresh-new  seafarer, 
I  would  it  would  be  quiet. 

1  Sail  Slack  the  bolins  there;  thou  wih  not, 
wilt  thou?    Blow  and  split  thyself 

2  SaiL  But  sea-room,  an  the  brine  and  cloudy 
billow  kiss  the  moon,  I  care  not. 

1  SaiL  Sir,  your  queen  must  overboard ;  the 
sea  works  high,  the  wind  is  loud,  and  will  not  lie 
till  the  ship  be  clear'd  of  the  dead. 

Per,  That's  your  superstition. 

1  SaiL  Pardon  us,  sir ;  with  us  at  sea  it  bath 
been  still  observed;  and  we  are  strong  in,  astern. 
Therefore  briefly  yield  her;  for  she  must  over- 
board straight. 

Per.  Be  it  as  you  think  meet-^Most  wretched 
queen! 
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Per,  A  terrible  ohildbed  hast  thou  had,  my  dear ; 
No  light,  no  fire:  the  unfriendly  elements 
Forgot  thee  utterly;  nor  have  I  tirae 
To  give  thee  hallo w'd  to  thy  grave,  but  straight 
Host  cast  thee,  soareely  coffin *d,  in  the  ooze ; 
Where,  for  a  monument  upon  thy  bones, 
And  aye-remaining  lamps,  the  belching  whale. 
And  humming  water  must  overwhelm  thy  corpse, 
Lying  with  simple  shells.    O,  Lyohorida, 
Bid  Nestor  bring  me  spices,  ink  and  paper, 
My  casket  and  my  jewels;  and  bid  Nicander 
Bring  me  the  satin  coffin :  lay  the  babe 
Upon  the  pillow ;  hie  thee,  whiles  I  say 
A  priestly  farewell  to  her :  suddenly,  woman. 

2  ^1^  Sir,  we  have  a  chest  beneath  the  hatches, 
eaolk'd  and  bitnmed  ready. 

Psr,  1  thank  thee.    Marmer,  say,  what  coast  is 
this? 

3  SaiL  We  are  near  Tharsns. 
Per,  Thither,  gentle  mariner ; 

Alter  thy  course  for  Tyre.      When  canst  thou 
reach  it? 

2  SaS,  By  break  of  day,  if  the  wind  cease. 

Per,  O  vnMke  for  Tharsus. 
There  will  I  visit  Cleon,  for  the  babe 
Cannot  hold  out  to  Tyrus;  there  ill  leave  it 
At  careful  nursing.    Go  thy  ways,  good  mariner ; 
1*11  bring  the  body  presently.  [ExcurU. 

SCENE  IL — Ephe^ns.    A  Boom  m  Cerimon*s 
Houee, 

Enter  Csbdcon,  a  Servant,  and  oome  pereone  vAo 
have  been  eliipwrecked, 

Oer,  Philemon,  hoi 

Enter  Philemov. 

PhO.  Doth  my  lord  call? 

Cer,  Qet  fire  and  meat  for  these  poor  men ; 
It  hath  been  a  turbulent  and  stormy  night. 

8er,  1  have  been  in  many,  bat  such  a  night  as 
this. 
Till  now,  1  ne*er  endurVL 

Cer,  Your  master  will  be  dead  ere  yon  return; 
There's  nothing  can  be  minister'd  to  nature. 
That  can  recover  him.    Give  this  to  the  'pothecary, 
And  tell  me  how  it  works.  [2b  Philemon. 

Enter  two  Qentleoien. 

1  QenL  Good  morrow. 

2  QenL  Good  morrow  to  your  lordship. 
Cer,  Gentlemen,  whjr  do  you  stir  so  early  ? 

1  Qent,  8ir,  our  lodgings,  standing  bleak  upon 
the  sea. 
Shook  as  the  earth  did  quake ; 


761 


But  immortality  attends  the  former, 
Making  a  man  a  god.    *Tis  known,  I  ever 
Have  studied  physic,  through  which  secret  art 
By  turning  o*er  authorities,  I  have 
(Together  with  my  practice)  made  familiar 
To  me  and  to  my  aid,  the  bless*d  mfusions 
That  dwell  in  vegetives,  in  metals,  stones; 
And  I  can  speak  of  the  disturbances 
That  nature  works,  and  of  her  cores ;  which  gives 

me 
A  more  content  in  course  of  true  delight 
Than  to  be  thirsty  after  tottering  honour. 
Or  tie  my  pleasure  up  in  silken  bags, 
To  please  the  fool  and  death. 
2  Qent,  Your  honour  hath  through  Ephesus 
pour'd  forth 
Tour  charity,  and  hundreds  call  themselves 
Yonr  creatures,  who  bv  you  have  been  restored : 
And  not  your  knowleogo,  your  personal  pain,  but 

even 
Your  purse,  still  open,  hath  built  lord  Cerimon 
Such  strong  renown  as  time  shall  never—— 
Enter  two  Servants  wUh  a  Cheet. 
3er.  So;  lift  there. 
Oer.  What's  that? 
Ser.  Sir, 
Even  now  did  the  sea  toss  up  upon  our  shore 
This  chest :  His  of  some  wrack. 

Cer,  Set  it  down ;  Let's  look  upon  it. 
2  Qent,  *Tis  like  a  coffin,  sir. 
Cer,  Whate'er  it  be, 

'Tis  wondrous  heavy.    Wrench  it  open  straight ; 
If  the  sea's  stomach  be  o*ercharg'd  with  gold. 
It  isa  good  constraint  of  Fortune  it  belches  upon  os. 
2  Qent,  It  is  so,  my  lord. 
Cer.  Uow  close  *tb  caulked  and  bitamM 

Did  the  sea  cast  it  up? 

Ser,  I  never  saw  so  huge  a  billow,  sb, 
As  toss'd  it  upon  shore. 
Cer,  Wrench  it  open ; 
Soft^it  smells  most  sweetly  in  my  sense. 
2  Qent,  A  delicate  odour. 
Cer,  As  ever  hit  my  nostril ;  so, — np  wHh  it. 
Oh  yon  most  potent  godsl  what's  here?  a  corse  1 
1  Qent.  Most  strange  I 

Cer,  Shrouded  in  cloth  of  state  t 

Bslm'd  and  entreasnrM  with  full  bags  of  spices  1 
A  passport  too  1    Apollo,  perfect  me 
In  the  characters  [He  reade  out  efa  ecrtXL, 

Here  I  givetootiderstand 

Of  e'w  thb  oofftn  drive-A-land), 

L  klug  Perlolea,  have  lost 

This  qoeeu,  worth  ail  oar  mundaaa  ooet. 

Who  Ands  her.  gire  her  burying. 

She  WM  the  daughter  of  a  king: 

Beside*  this  treasure  for  a  f«M. 
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Caqm  it  to  sound,  1)686601)  70a. 

The  viol  once  more; — Uow  thou  stirr'st,  thon 

block  I  - 
The  music  there.— I  pra^  vou,  give  heridr; — 
Gentlemen,  this  queen  will  live  : 
Nature  awakes;  a  warmth  breathes  oat  of  her; 
8he  hath  not  been  entranced  above  five  hours. 
See  how  she  'gins  to   blow  into   lile's  flower 
again! 

i  Omt.  I'he  heavens,  through  7011,  increase 
our  wonder, 
And  set  up  ^our  fame  for  ever. 

Cer.  She  is  alive;  behold, 
Her  evelids,  ca-ses  to  those  beavenlj  jewels 
Which  Pericles  hatli  lost, 
Begin  to  part  their  fringes  of  bright  gold; 
The  diamonds  of  a  most  praised  water 
Do  appear,  to  make  the  world  twice  rich.    O  live, 
And  make  us  weep  to  hear  your  fate,  fair  creature, 
Rare  as  you  seem  to  be  1  1 6'Jte  moves. 

Thai,  0  dear  Diana, 

Where  am  T?  Where's  mvlord?  What  world  is 
this? 

2  QtnU  Is  notthis  strange? 

1  QenL  Most  rare. 

Cer,  Hush,  my  gentle  neighbours: 

Lend  me  tout  hands :  to  the  next  chamber  bear 

her. 
Qet  linen ;  now  this  matter  must  be  look'd  to, 
For  her  relapse  is  mortal.    Come,  come. 
And  Esculapius  guide  us  I 

{EaeeiaU^  earrying  her  anoay, 

SCENE   IIL— Tharsus.    A   Boom  in   Cleon*8 
House, 

J^nfer  Pericles,  Cleon,  Dionyza,  Ltchokida, 
and  Maeina. 

Par,  Most  honoured  Cleon,  I  most  needs  be 
gone: 
My  twelve  months  are  expired,  and  Tyrus  stands 
Iti  a  litigious  peace.    You  and  your  lady 
Take  from  my  heart  all  thankfulness!    The  gods 
Make  ud  the  rest  upon  you  I 

Cle,  Your  shafts  of  fortune,  though  they  hurt 
you  mortally, 
Yet  glance  full  wond'tingly  on  us. 

Dum,  O  your  sweet  queen ! 

That  tiie  strict  fates  had  pleas'd  yon  had  brought 

her  hither. 
To  have  bless 'd  mine  eyes  with  her  I 

Per.  We  cannot  but  obey 

The  powers  above  us.    Could  I  rage  and  roar 
As  doth  the  sea  she  lies  in,  yet  the  end 
MuAt  be  as  *ti8.    My  gentle  babe,  Marina 
f Whom,  for  she  was  bom  at  sea,  I  have  nam'd  so). 
Here  I  charge  your  charity  withal, 
Leaving  her  tlie  infjuit  of  your  care,  beseeching 
yon 
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To  give  her  prinoely  training,  that  she  may  be 
Mannered  as  she  is  bom. 

Cle,  Fear  not,  my  lord ;  but  think, 

Your  grace,  that  fed  my  country  with  your  com 
(For  which  the  people's  prayers  stiU  &U  upon 

you). 
Must  in  your  child  be  thought  on.  If  neglection 
Should  therein  make  me  vile,  the  common  body. 
By  yon  relieved,  would  force  me  to  my  duty: 
Btit  if  to  that  my  nature  need  a  spur, 
The  god:i  revenge  it  upon  me  and  mine, 
To  the  end  of  generation  I 

Per,  I  believe  you; 

Your  honour  and  your  goodness  teach  me  to  it. 
Without  your  vows.   Till  she  be  married,  madam. 
By  bright  Diana,  whom  we  honour  all, 
UnscissarM  shall  this  hair  of  mine  renuun. 
Though  I  show  will  in't.    So  I  take  my  leave: 
Good  madam,  make  me  blessed  in  your  care 
In  bringing  up  my  child* 

Dion.  I  have  one  myself^ 

Who  shall  not  be  more  dear  to  my  respeo^ 
Than  yours,  my  lord. 

Per,  Madam,  my  thanks  and  prayers. 

Cle,  Well  bring  your  grace  even  to  toe  edge 
o'  the  shore ; 
Then  give  you  up  to  the  masked  Neptune,  and 
The  gentlest  winds  of  heaven. 

Per,  I  will  embrace 

Your  offer.    Come,  dearest  madam.— O,  no  tears, 
Lychorida,  no  tears : 

Look  to  your  little  mistress,  on  whose  grace 
You  may  depend  hereafter. — Come,  my  lord. 

[EaoewU. 

SCENE  lY.— Ephesna.     A  Boom  m  Cerimon^ 
House, 

Enter  Cerimov  and  Thaisa. 

Cer,  Madam,  this    letter,   and   some  eertdc 
jewels. 
Lay  with  you  in  your  coffer ;  which  are  now 
At  your  command.    Knowyou  the  character? 

maL  It  is  my  lord's.    Tliat  I  was  shippU  at 
sea 
I  well  remember,  even  on  my  yearning  time; 
But  whether  there  delivered  or  no. 
By  the  holy  gods,  I  cannot  rightly  say; 
But  since  king  Pericles,  my  wedded  lord, 
I  ne'er  shall  see  again,  a  vestal  liverv 
Will  I  take  me  to,  and  never  more  have  joy. 

Cer,  Madam,  if  this  you  purpose  as  you  speak 
Diana's  temple  is  not  distant  far, 
Where  you  may  "bide  until  your  date  expire: 
Moreover,  if  you  please,  a  meoe  of  mine 
Shall  there  attend  you. 

TJiai.  My  recompense  is  thanks,  that^  all ; 
Yet  my  good  will  is  great,  though  the  gift  small. 

[MKema, 
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ACT  IV. 


^nterOowER. 
Qow,  Imafcine  Pericles  arriy'd  at  Tyre, 
Welcomed  and  settled  to  his  own  desire. 
His  woeful  qaeen  we  leave  at  Ephesus, 
Unto  Diana  there  a  votaress. 
Mow  to  Marina  bend  your  mind. 
Whom  our  fast-gruwing  scene  most  find 
At  Tharsus,  and  by  Cleon  traiu'd 
In  music,  letters  ;  who  hath  gain'd 
Of  education  all  the  grace, 
Which  makes  her  both  the  heart  and  place 
Of  general  wonder.    But,  alack  1 
That  monster  Envy,  oft  the  wrack 
Of  earned  praise^  Marina  s  life 
Seeks  to  take  off  by  treason's  knife. 
And  in  thb  kind  hath  our  Cleon 
One  daughter,  and  a  wench  full  grown, 
Even  right  for  marriage  fight ;  thii  maid 
Might  Philoten:  and  it  is  said 
For  certain  in  oar  story,  she 
Would  ever  with  Marina  be. 
Be't  when  she  weav*d  tiie  sleided  silk 
With  fingers,  long,  small,  white  as  milk; 
Or  when  she  would  with  sharp  neeld  wound 
The  cambric,  which  she  made  more  sound 
Bv  hurting  it ;  or  when  to  the  late 
She  sung,  and  made  the  night-bird  mute 
That  still  records  with  moan;  or  when 
She  would  with  rich  and  constant  pea 
Vail  to  her  mistress  Dian ;  still 
This  Philoten  contends  in  skill 
With  absolote  Marina:  bo 
Tlie  dove  of  Pai>ho8  might  with  the  erow 
Vie  feathers  white.    Marina  gets 
All  praises,  which  are  paid  as  debts, 
And  not  as  given.    This  so  darks 
In  Philoten  all  graceful  marks. 
That  Cleon's  wife,  with  envy  rare, 
A  present  murderer  does  prepare 
For  good  Marina,  that  her  daughter 
Might  stand  peerless  by  this  slaughter. 
The  sooner  her  vile  thoashts  to  stead, 
Lychorida,  our  nurse,  is  dead. 
And  carsed  Dionyza  hath 
The  pregnant  instrument  of  wrath 
Prett  for  this  blow.    The  unborn  event 
I  do  oommend  to  yoar  content : 
Only  I  cary  winged  time 
Post  on  the  lame  feet  of  my  rhyme ; 
Which  never  could  I  so  convey. 
Unless  yoor  thoughts  went  on  my  way.— 
Dionyza  doth  appear, 
With  Leonine,  a  marderer.  [Eaat, 

SCENE  I.^Tharsas.    Aa  openptoM  neat  the  tea- 
thore. 

Enter  Diovtba  and  Lsoimm. 

Dion.  Thy  oath  remember ;  thoa  hatt  sworn  to 
doit. 
Tie  bat  a  blow,  whidh  never  shall  be  known. 
Thoa  canst  not  do  a  thing  in  the  world  so  soon. 
To  yield  thee  so  much  profit.    Let  not  conscience, 
Which  is  but  cold,  inflaming  love  i'thy  bosom, 
Inflame  too  nicely;  nor  let  pitv,  which 
Even  women  have  cast  off,  melt  thee,  bat  be 
A  soldier  to  thy  purpose. 

Leon,  111  do 't;  but  yet  she  is  a  goodly  creature. 

Dion.  The  fitter  thai  the  gods  above  should 
have  her. 


Here  she  comes  weeping   for   her  old  nursed 

death. 
Thou  art  resolv'd  ? 
Leon,  1  am  resolv'd. 

Enter  Marina,  vith  a  basket  qfjlowers. 

Mar.  No :  I  will  rob  Tellus  of  her  weed. 
To  strew  thy  green  with  flowers;  the  yellows, 

blaes. 
The  purple  violets,  and  marigolds. 
Shall  as  a  carpet  hang  upon  thy  grave. 
While  summer  days  do  last.    Ah  me!  poor  maid. 
Bom  in  a  tempest,  when  my  mother  died, 
This  world  to  me  is  like  a  lasting  storm. 
Whirring  me  from  my  friends. 

Dion,  How  now,  Marina  I   whj  do  yon  keep 
alone? 
How  chance  my  daughter  is  not  with  you  ?  Do  not 
Consume  vour  blood  with  sorrowing;  you  have 
A  nurse  of  me.   Lord  I  how  your  favour 's  changed 
With  this  unprofitable  woe  I 
Come,  give  me  your  flowers,  ere  the  sea  roar  them. 
Walk  with  Leonine;  the  air's  quick  there, 
And  it  pierces  and  sharpens  the  stomach.    Come, 
Leonine,  take  her  by  the  arm,  walk  with  her. 

Mar,  No,  I  pray  you ; 
111  not  bereave  you  of  your  servant 

Dion.  Come, come; 
I  love  the  king  your  father,  and  yourself, 
With  more  than  foreign  heart.    We  every  day 
Expect  him  here:  when  he  shall  come,  and  find 
Our  paragon  to  all  reports  thus  blasted, 
He  will  repent  the  breadth  of  his  great  voyage ; 
Blame  both  my  lord  and  me,  that  we  have  ta  en 
No  care  to  vour  best  courses.    Go,  I  pray  you. 
Walk,  and  be  cheerful  once  again ;  reserve 
That  excellent  complexion  which  did  bteal 
The  eyes  of  young  and  old.    Care  not  for  me  * 
I  can  go  home  alone. 

Mar,  Well,  I  wiU  go; 

But  yet  I  have  no  desire  to  it. 

Dion.  Come,  come,  I  know  tis  good  for  you. 
Walk  half  an  hour,  Leonine,  at  the  least; 
Remember  what  I  have  said. 

Lam,  1  warrant  yoa,  madam. 

Dion,  111  leave  yoa,   my  sweet  lady,  for  a 
while ; 
Pray  walk  softly,  do  not  heat  your  blood : 
What  I  I  must  have  a  care  of  you. 

Mar.  My  thanks,  sweet  madam. 

[Exit  DiOKTZA. 

Ib  this  wind  westerly  that  blows? 

fjeon.  South-west 

Mar,  When  I  was  bom  the  wind  was  north. 

Leon.  Was'tso? 

Mar,  My  father,  as  nurse  said,  did  never  fear, 
But  cried,  **  Good  seamen,"  to  the  sailors,  galling 
His  kingly  hands  with  hauling  of  the  ropes ; 
And,  clasping  to  the  mast,  endur'd  a  sea 
That  almost  barst  the  deck. 

Leon,  When  was  this? 

Mar.  When  I  was  bom. 
Nevtk*  was  waves  nor  wind  more  violent; 
And  from  the  ladder-tackle  washes  off 
A  canvas-climber:  »»  Ha!"  says  one,  "  wilt  out?" 
And  with  a  dropping  industry  the^  skip 
From  stem  to  stem :  the  boatswam  whistles,  and 
The  master  calls,  and  trebles  their  confusion. 

lAon.  Come,  say  your  prayers. 

Mar.  Digitized  b^^Hiat  mean  yoa  ? 
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XttM.  If  joa  reqnire  a  Htfle  itpaoe  tar  prayer, 
I  grant  it ;  praj ;  but  be  not  tedious, 
For  tbe  gods  are  (^uick  of  ear,  and  I  am  sworn 
To  do  my  work  with  haste. 

Mar.  Wbj  will  yon  kill  me? 

Leon,  To  satisfy  my  lady. 

Mar.  Why  would  sne  have  me  kill'd? 
Now,  as  I  can  remember,  by  my  troth, 
I  never  did  her  hurt  in  all  my  life; 
I  never  spake  bad  word,  nor  did  ill  torn, 
To  any  living  creature :  believe  me,  la, 
J  never  killd  a  mouse,  nor  hurt  a  fly: 
I  trod  upon  a  worm  against  my  will, 
But  1  wept  for  it    How  have  I  offended, 
Wherein  my  death  might  yield  her  any  profit, 
Or  my  life  imply  her  any  danger? 

Leon.  My  commission 
Is  not  to  reason  of  the  deed,  but  do  it. 

Mar.  Yon  will  notdo*t  for  all  the  world,  I  hope. 
You  are  well-favour*d,  and  your  looks  foreshow 
Yoo  have  a  gentle  heart.    1  saw  you  lately, 
When  you  caught  hurt  in  parting  two  that  fought: 
GK>od  sooth,  it  show'd  well  in  you ;  do  so  now : 
Your  lady  seeks  my  life ;  -come  yoa  between. 
And  save  poor  me,  the  weaker. 

Leon,  1  am  sworn. 

And  will  despatch. 

JSMer  Pirates,  uik3ti  the  it  ttniggUng. 

1  Hrate.  Hold,  yilkin !  [Leoh.  runt  awoff. 

2  Pirate,  A  prize!  aprizel 

8  PiraU.  Half-part,  mates,  half-part.  Come, 
let%  haye  her  aboard  suddenly. 

[EaociuU  Pirates  wUk  Mab. 

SCENE  IL^The  tame. 

Be-enterhEomsE, 

Leon,  These  roguing  thieves  senre  the  great 
pirate  Valdes ; 
And  they  have  seized  Marina.    Let  her  go ; 
There*s  no  hope  shell  retur  n.  Ill  swear  she*s  dead. 
And  thrown  into  the  sea.— But  111  see  further; 
Perhaps  they  will  bat  please  themselves  upon  her. 
Not  carry  her  aboard.    If  she  remain, 
Whom  they  have  ravish'd  must  by  me  be  slain. 

[ExiL 

SCENE  IIL- MUylene.    A  Soon  in  a  BroOeL 
Enter  Pander,  Bawd,  nnd  Boui/r. 

Fland,  Boult 

BouU.  Sir. 

PofidL  iSearch  the  market  narrowly;  Mitylene 
is  full  of  galUnts.  We  lost  too  much  money  this 
mart  by  being  too  wenchless. 

Baxod,  We  were  never  so  much  out  of  creatures. 
We  have  but  poor  three,  and  they  can  do  no  more 
than  they  can  do ;  and  they  with  continual  action 
are  even  as  good  as  rotten. 

Pond.  Therefore  let's  have  fresh  ones,  whatever 
we  pay  for  them.  If  there  be  not  a  conscience  to 
be  lued  in  every  trade,  we  shall  never  prosi>er. 

Bawd.  Thou  say  St  true:  *tis  not  our  bringing  up 
of  poor  bastards,  as  I  think  I  have  brought  up  some 
eleven — 

BoulL  Ay,  to  deyen,  and  brought  theaMlown 
again.    But  shall  I  ^rch  the  market? 

Bawd,  What  else,  man  ?  The  stuff  we  have,  a 
strong  wind  will  blow  it  to  pieces,  they  are  so 
pitifiuly  sodden. 

Pana.  Thou  say*st  true;  theyVe  too  unwhole- 
some o*  conscience.  The  poor  Transylvanian  is 
dead  that  lay  with  the  little  baggage. 
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BoulL  Ay,  she  quickly  poop'd  him ;  she  made 
him  roast-meat  for  worms  :~but  111  ^  search 
the  market.  [Exit  BoUlt. 

Pond,  Three  or  four  thousand  chequins  were  as 
pretty  a  proportion  to  live  quietly,  and  so  rive  over. 

Batod.  Why,  to  give  over,  I  pray  yon  ?  If  it  a< 
shame  to  get  when  we  are  old? 

Pond,  0,  our  credit  comes  not  in  like  the  com- 
modity; nor  the  commodity  wages  not  with  the 
danger:  therefore,  if  in  our  youths  we  oould  pick 
up  some  pretty  estate,  *twere  not  amiss  to  keep 
our  door  batched.  Besides^  the  sore  terms  we 
stand  upon  with  the  gods,  wiD  be  strong  with  as 
for  giving  over. 

BawcL  Come,  other  sorts  offend  as  well  as  we. 

Band,  As  well  as  we!  ay,  and  better  too;  we 
offend  worse.  Neither  is  our  profession  any  trade ; 
it's  no  calling ;  but  here  comes  Boult. 

Enter  tkt  Pirates  and  Boult,  dragging  in  Mabika. 

BottU,  Come  your  wajrs.    [7b  Mardia.]    My 
masters,  you  say  she*s  a  virgiin  ? 
1  Pirate,  O  sir,  we  doubt  it  not 
Boult.  Master^  I  have  gone  thorough  for  this 

I»iece,  you  see :  if  you  like  her,  so ;  if  not  I  haye 
ost  my  earnest 

Bawd.  Boult,  has  she  any  qualities? 

Boult  8he  has  a  good  face,  speaks  well,  and 
hath  excellent  good  clothes;  there's  no  farther 
necessity  of  qualities  can  make  her  be  refused. 

Bawd,  What's  her  price,  Boult? 

BouU,  I  cannot  be  baited  one  doit  of  a  thousand 
pieces. 

Pand.  Well,  follow  me,  my  masters ;  yon  shall 
have  your  money  presently.  Wife,  take  her  in ; 
instruct  her  what  she  has  to  do,  that  she  may  not 
be  raw  in  her  entertainment 

[Exeunt  Pavdeb  and  Rrates. 

Bcttod,  Boult,  take  you  the  marks  of  her ;  the 
colour  of  her  hair,  complexion,  height,  her  age, 
with  warrant  of  her  virgmity  :  and  cry,  **  He  that 
will  give  most,  shall  have  tier  first.**  Such  a 
maidenhead  were  no  cheap  thing,  if  men  were  as 
they  have  been.  Get  this  done  as  I  command  you. 

BoulL  Performance  shall  follow,    f^^  Boult. 

ifor.  Alack,  that  Leonine  was  so  slack,  so  slow 
(He  should  have  struck,  not  spoke)  1  or  that  these 

pirates. 
Not  enough  barbarous,  had  but  overboard 
Thrown  me,  for  to  seek  my  mothf^r! 

Bawd.  Why  lament  you,  pretty  on©  ? 

Mar.  That  I  am  pretty. 

Bawd.  Come,  the  gods  haye  done  their  part  m 
you. 

Mar,  I  accuse  them  not 

Bawd,  You  are  lit  into  my  hands,  where  yoa 
are  like  to  live. 

Mar,  The  more  my  fitult,  to  Escape  his  hands, 
where  I  was  like  to  die. 

Bawd,  Ay,  and  yon  shall  live  in  pleasure. 

Jfar.  No. 

Bawd  Yes,  indeed  shall  yon,  and  taste  gentle- 
men of  all  fashions.  You  shall  fare  well;  you 
shall  have  the  difference  of  all  complexions. 
What  1  do  you  stop  your  ears  ? 

Mar,  Are  you  a  woman  ? 

Bawd,  What  would  yoa  have  me  be,  an  I  be 
not  a  woman  ? 

Mar.  An  honest  woman,  or  not  a  woman. 

Bated.  Marry,  whip  thee,  gosling :  I  think  I 
shall  have  something  to  do  with  you.  Come, 
you  are  a  young  foolu«h  sapling,  and  most  be 
\K,wed  »  1  would  hgvejjoj^y  GOOglC 
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Mar,  The  gods  defend  me  I 

Bawd.  If  it  please  the  gods  to  defend  yon  hj 
men,  then  men  mast  comfort  yon,  men  most  feed 
yon,  men  must  stir  yon  up.~Boalt*8  returned. 

JEnter  Boult. 

Now,  sir,  hast  thou  cried  her  through  th« 
market? 

BoulL  I  have  cried  her  almost  in  the  number 
of  her  hairs;  I  hare  drawn  her  picture  with  my 
Toice. 

Bawd,  And  I  prithee,  tell  me,  how  dost  thou 
find  the  inclination  of  the  people,  especially  of  the 
younger  sort? 

BouU.  'Fsith,  they  listened  to  me,  as  they  would 
have  heaikened  to  their  father's  testament  There 
was  a  Spaniard*s  mouth  so  watered,  that  he  went 
to  bed  to  her  very  description. 

BawtL  We  shall  have  him  here  to-morrow, 
with  his  best  ruff  on. 

BouU.  To-night,  to-night.  But,  mbtress.  do 
vou  know  the  French  knight  that  oowersi  the 
iiams  ? 

Ba^wd.  Who?  Monsieur  Veroles? 

BouU,  Ay;  he  offered  to  cut  a  caper  at  the 
proclamation;  but  he  made  a  groan  at  it,  and 
swore  he  would  see  her  to-morrow. 

BavkL  Well,  well ;  as  for  him,  he  brought  his 
disease  hither:  here  he  doth  but  repair  it  I 
know  he  will  come  in  our  shadow,  to  scatter  his 
crowns  in  the  sun. 

BouU.  Well,  if  we  hfld  of  every  nation  a  travel- 
ler, we  should  lodge  them  with  this  sign. 

Bawd.  Pray  you,  come  hither  a  while.  You 
have  fortunes  coming  upon  yon.  Mark  me; 
you  must  seem  to  do  that  fearfnllv  which  you 
commit  willingly;  to  despise  profit  where  you 
have  most  gain.  To  weep  that  vou  live  &h  you  do 
makes  pity  in  your  lovers:  Seldom  but  that  pity 
begets  yon  a  good  opinion,  and  that  opinion  a  mere 
profit 

Mar,  I  understand  you  not 

BoulL  O  take  her  home,  mistress,  take  her  home : 
these  blushes  of  hers  must  be  quenched  with  some 
present  practice. 

Baw^.  Thou  8ay*st  true,  i'  faith,  so  they  must; 
for  your  bride  goes  to  that  with  shame,  which  is 
her  way  to  go  with  warrant. 

BouU.  'Faith,  some  do,  and  some  do  not.  But 
mistress,  if  1  have  bargained  for  the  joint, — 

Bawd.  Thou  mayst  out  a  morsel  off  the  spit 

BouU.  I  may  so. 

Bawd.  Who  shall  deny  it?  Come,  voungone,  I 
like  the  manner  of  your  garments  well. 

BouU.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  they  shall  not  beT 
changed  yet. 

BoMxL  Boult,  spend  then  that  tn  the  town: 
report  what  a  sojourner  we  have;  youll  lose 
nothing  by  custom.  When  nature  framed  this 
piece,  she  meant  thee  a  Kood  turn :  therefore  sav 


SCENE  lY.— ul  Boom  m  Cleon^  Ome  ai 
Tharsus. 

Enter  Clsoh  and  Dionyza. 

Dion,  Why,  are  you  foolish?  Can  it  be  undone? 

Cle.  O  Dionyza,  such  a  piece  of  slaughter 
The  sun  and  moon  ne'er  look'd  upon  I 

Diotu  I  think  you'll  turn  a  child  again. 

CU.  Were  I  chief  lord  of  all   this  spaoioo/ 
world, 
I'd  give  it  to  undo  the  deed.    O  lady. 
Much  less  in  blood  than  virtue,  yet  a  prinoeas 
To  equal  any  single  crown  o'  the  earth, 
I*  the  jostice  of  compare !    O  vilhu'n  Leonine, 
Whom  thou  hast  poison 'd  too ! 
If  thou  hadst  drunk  to  him,  it  had  been  a  kindnesfi 
Becoming  well  thy  face :  What  canst  thou  say 
When  noble  Pericles  shall  demand  his  child  ? 

Dion,  That  she  is  dead.     Nurses  are  not  the 
fates, 
To  foeter  it,  nor  ever  to  preserve. 
She  died  at  night ;  I'll  say  so.     Who  can  cross  it  ? 
Unless  you  play  the  impious  innocent, 
And  for  an  honest  attribute,  cry  out, 
"  She  died  by  foul  play." 

Cle.  0,  go  to.    Well,  well. 

Of  all  the  faults  beneath  the  heavens,  the  gods 
Do  like  this  worst 

Dion.  Be  one  of  those  that  think 

The  pretty  wrens  of  Tharsus  will  fly  hence, 
And  open  this  to  Pericles.    I  do  shame 
To  think  of  what  a  noble  strain  you  are. 
And  of  how  ooward  a  spirit 

Cle.  To  such  proceeding 

Who  ever  but  his  approbation  added, 
Though  not  his  pre-consent,  he  did  not  flow 
From  honourable  courses. 

Dion.  Be  it  so  then : 
Yet  none  doth  know,  but  jou.  how  she  came  dead, 
Nor  none  can  know,  Leonine  being  gone. 
She  did  disdain  my  child,  and  stood  between 
Her  and  her  fortunes :  none  would  look  on  her, 
But  cast  their  gazes  on  Marina's  face; 
Whilst  ours  was  blurted  at,  and  held  a  malkin 
Not  worth  the  time  of  day.  It  pierc'd  me  through ; 
And  though  you  call  my  course  unnatural. 
You  not  your  child  well  loving,  yet  I  find, 
It  greets  me,  as  an  enterprise  of  kindness, 
Perform'd  to  your  sole  daughter. 

Cle.  Heavens  forgive  Itl 

Dion.  And  as  for  Pericles, 
What  should  he  say.    We  wept  after  her  heane. 
And  even  vet  we  mourn :  her  monument 
Is  almost  finished,  and  her  epitaphs 
In  glittering  golden  characters  express 
A  general  praise  to  her,  and  care  in  us 
At  whose  expense  tis  done. 

CU.  Thou  art  like  the  barpy, 

Which,  to  betray,  dost,  with  thine  angel's  Cace, 
Haiza  with  thine  easle's  talons. 
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W  here  oar  soenes  seem  to  live.    I  do  beseech  70a, 

To  learn  of  me,  who  stand  i'  the  gaps  to  teach  jrou, 

The  stages  of  oar  storj.     Pericles 

Is  now  again  thwarting  the  wayward  seas, 

(Attended  on  by  many  a  lord  and  knij^rht), 

To  see  his  daughter,  all  his  li'e*8  delight. 

Old  E^scanes,  whom  Uelicanus  late 

Advanced  in  time  to  great  and  high  estate, 

Is  left  to  govern.    Bear  you  it  in  mind, 

Old  Helicanus  goes  along  behind. 

Well-sailing  ships  and   bounteous   winds    have 

brought 
This  king  to  Tharsus  (think  his  pilot  thonght, 
So  with  his  steerage  shall  your  thou<;hts  grow  on). 
To  fetch  his  daighter  homo,  who  first  is  gone. 
Like  motes  and  shadows  see  them  move  a  while; 
Your  ears  onto  jour  eyes  I'll  reconcile. 

Dwmbthow, 


Enter  Pericles  at  one  door^  with  aU  his  train; 
Cleon  ami  Dionyza  at  Vie  other.  Cleon  shoiot 
Periclss  the  tomb  [o/*  Marina]  ;  whereat  Peki- 
0LB8  makes  lamentation,  puts  on  sackcloth,  and  in 
a  mighty  passion  departs, 

Chw,  See  how  b(>lief  may  suffer  by  foul  show  I 
This  borrowed  passion  stands  for  true  old  woe; 
And  Pericles,  in  sorrow  all  devour  d. 
With  sighs  shot  through,  and  biggest  tears  o*er- 

shower 'd, 
Leaves  Tharsus,  and  again  embarks.    He  swears 
Never  to  wash  his  face,  nor  cut  his  hairs; 
He  puts  on  sackcloth,  and  to  sea.    He  bears 
A  tempest,  which  his  mortal  vessel  tears. 
And  yet  he  rides  it  out.    Now  please  70U  wit 
The  epitaph  is  for  Marina  writ, 
By  wicked  Dionyza. 

[Jieads  the  inscription  on  Marina  "^  numtcment. 

Tha  falmt.  sweetest^  best,  lies  here, 

Who  withef  d  In  her  spring  of  year. 

Bbtf  was  of  TyruB.  the  king's  daughter. 

On  whom  foul  death  haib  made  this  slaughter ; 

Manna  waaahe  call'd ;  and  at  her  bhlh. 

Thetis,  being  proud,  swallotr'd  some  lart  o*  the  earth  ; 

Therefore  the  ear  h,  fearing  to  be  overdow'd. 

Hath  Thetis'  birth-child  on  the  heavens  beatow'd : 

Wherefore  she  does,  and  swears  she'll  nerer  stint. 

Make  raging  batteiy  upon  shores  of  flint. 

No  vizor  does  become  black  villainy, 

80  well  as  soft  and  tender  flattery. 

Let  Pericles  believe  his  daughter's  dead, 

And  bear  his  courses  to  be  ordered 

By  lady  Fortune ;  whi'e  our  scenes  display 

His  daughter's  woe  and  heavy  weil-a-day, 

In  her  unholy  service.    Patience  then, 

And  think  you  now  are  all  in  Mitylene.       [Exit, 

SCENE  v.— Mitylene.  A  Street  before  the  Brotliel, 
Enter,  fiom  the  Brothel,  two  Gentlemen. 

1  Oent  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like  ? 

2  Oent,  No,  nor  never  shall  do  in  such  a  place 
as  this,  she  bemg  once  gone. 

1  Gent.  But  to  have  divinity  preached  there! 
did  you  ever  dream  of  such  a  thing? 

2  Oent.  No,  no.     Come,  I  am  for  no  more 
bawdy-houses:  shall  we  go  hear  the  vestals  sing? 

1  Oent.  I'll  do  anything  now  that  is  virtuous, 
but  I  am  out  of  the  road  of  rutting,  for  ever. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  VL— The  same.    A  Boom  in  the  BrUhd, 

Enter  Pander,  Bawd,  and  Boult. 

Pond,  Well.  I  had  rather  than  twice  the  worth 
of  her,  she  had  neV  come  here. 
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Bxojd,  Fie,  fie  upon  her ;  she  is  able  to  freeze 
the  god  Priapus,  and  undo  a  whole  generation. 
We  must  either  get  her  ravish 'd,  or  be  rid  of  her. 
When  she  should  do  for  clients  her  fitment,  and 
do  me  the  kindness  of  our  profession,  she  has  me 
her  quirks,  her  reasons,  her  master-reasons,  hef 
prayers,  ht^r  knees;  that  she  would  makes  puritan 
of  the  devil,  if  he  should  cheapen  a  kiss  of  her. 

BouU.  'Faith  I  must  ravLsh  her,  or  shell  dis- 
furnish  us  of  all  our  cavaliers,  aud  make  all  oar 
swearers  orients. 

Pond,  Now,  the  poz  upon  her  green-sickness  for 
me! 

Bawd,  'Faith,  there^  no  way  to  be  rid  on't,  but  by 
the  way  to  the  pox.  Here  comes  the  lord  Lysi- 
machus,  dis^^uised. 

BohU,  We  should  have  both  lord  and  lown,  if 
the  peevbh  baggage  would  but  giye  way  tc  ona- 
tomers. 

Enter  Ltbihachub. 


Lys,  How  now?    How  a  dozen  of  virginidea . 

nawd.  Now,  the  gods  to-biess  your  honour  I 

BouU,  I  am  glad  to  see  your  honour  in  good 
health. 

Lys.  You  may  so ;  'tis  the  better  for  you  that  your 
resorters  stand  upon  sound  legs.  How  now,  whole- 
some iniquity  ?  Have  you  that  a  man  may  deal 
withal  and  defV  the  surgeon  ? 

Bawd.  We  have  h»^re  one,  sir,  if  she  wocUd — 
but  there  never  came  her  like  in  Mitylene. 

Lys.  If  she'd  do  the  deed  of  darkness,  then 
wouldst  say. 

Bawd.  Your  honour  knows  what  *tb  to  nj^ 
well  enough. 

Lys.  Well;  call  forth,  call  forth. 

Boult.  For  flesh  and  blood,  sir,  white  and  red, 
^u  shall  see  a  rose ;  and  she  were  a  rose  indeed, 
if  she  had  but 

Lys.  What,  prithee? 

Boult.  0,  sir,  1  can*  be  modest 

Lyi.  That  dignifies  the  renown  of  a  bawd,  no 
less  than  it  gives  a  good  report  to  a  number  to  be 
chaste. 

Enter  liABiSA. 

Bawd,  Here  comes  that  which  grows  to  tha 
stalk; — ^never  plucked  yet,  I  can  assure  you.  Is 
she  not  a  fair  creature? 

Lys.  'Faith,  she  would  serve  after  a  long  voyage 
at  sea.    Well,  there's  for  you ; — leave  us. 

Bawd.  1  beseech,  your  honour,  give  me  leave 
a  word,  and  111  have  done  presently. 

Lys.  I  beseech  you,  do. 

Baiod.  First,  L  would  have  you  note,  this  is  aa 
•  honourable  man. 

[7b  Marina,  whom  she  takes  aside. 

Mar,  I  desire  to  find  him  so,  that  I  may  worthily 
note  him. 

Bawd  Next,  he's  the  governor  of  this  oonntry, 
and  a  man  whom  I  am  l^und  to. 

Mar,  If  he  govern  the  country,  you  are  bouxMl 
to  him  indeed ;  but  how  honourable  he  is  in  that, 
I  know  not 

Bawd.  Pray  you,  without  any  more  virginal 
fencing,  will  ^ou  use  him  kindly?  He  will  line 
your  apron  with  gold. 

Mar.  What  he  will  do  graciously  I  wiil  thank- 
fully receive. 

Lya.  Have  you  done? 

Bawd.  My  lord,  she's  not  pac'd  yet ;  you  must 
take  some  pains  to  work  her  to  your  manage. 
Come,  we  will  leave  his  honour  and  her  together. 


Xyt.  Go  thy  ways.— Now.  pretlj  one,  bow  long 
have  jou  been  at  this  trade? 

Mar,  What  trade,  sir? 

Lus,  What  I  cannot  name  bnt  I  shall  offend* 

Mar,  I  cannot  be  offended  with  my  trade.  Please 
yon  to  name  it. 

Lvs.  Uow  long  haTB  yon  been  of  this  proflae- 
siou? 

Mar.  Erer  since  I  can  remember. 

Xys.  Did  yon  go  to  it  so  young?  Were  yon  a 
gamester  at  five,  or  at  seven? 

Mar,  Earlier  too,  sir,  if  now  I  be  one. 

Iiyt.  Why,  the  noose  yon  dwell  in  proclaims 
yoa  to  be  a  creature  of  sale. 

Mar,  Do  yon  know  tliis  house  to  be  a  place  of 
such  resort,  and  will  come  into  it  ?  I  hear  say,  you 
are  of  honourable  parts,  and  are  the  governor  of 
this  place. 

Ly$,  Why,  hath  your  principal  made  known 
onto  you  who  I  am  ? 

Mar.  Who  is  my  principal? 

Jjy$,  Why,  your  herb-woman;  she  that  sets 
seeds  and  roots  of  shame  and  iniquity.  0,  you 
have  heard  something  of  my  power,  and  so  stand 
aloof  for  more  serious  wooing.  But  I  protest  to 
thee,  pretty  one,  my  authority  shall  not  see  thee, 
or  else,  look  friendlv  upon  thee.  Come,  bring  me 
to  some  private  place.    Come,  oome. 

Mar.  Ir  you  were  bom  to  honour,  show  it 
now; 
If  put  upon  you,  make  the  judgment  good 
Tfaiat  thought  you  worthy  of  it 

Xys.  Uow*s  this?  how*s  this?— Some  more}— 
be  sage. 

Mar,  For  me,  that  am  a  maid,  though  most 
ungentle 
Fortune  hath  plao*d  me  in  this  loathsome  sty. 
Where  since  I  came,  diseases  iiave  been  sold 
Dearer  than  physic, — 0  that  the  good  gods 
Would  set  me  free  from  this  unbailow'd  place. 
Though   they  did  change  me  to  the  meanest 

That  flies  i'  the  purer  airl 

Ly$,  I  did  not  think 

Thou  cooldst  have  spoke  so  well;  ne*er  dreamed 

thou  couldst. 
Had  I  brought  hither  a  corrunted  mind. 
Thy  speech  had  alter'd  it.    Hold,  here's  gold  for 

thee; 
Perseyer  in  that  clear  way  thou  goest. 
And  the  gods  strengthen  thee  I 
Mar,  The  good  gods  preserve  youl 
Lys.  For  me,  be  yoa  thoughten 

Thai  I  came  with  no  ill  intent ;  for  to  me 
The  very  doors  and  windows  savour  vilely. 
Fare  thee  well.    Thou  art  a  piece  of  virtue, 
And   1  doubt  net  but  thy  training  hath  been 

noble. 
Hold;  berels  more  gold  for  thee. 
A  curse  upon  hini.  die  he  like  a  thief, 
That  roba  thee  of  thy  goodness!  If  thou  hear^t 

from  me 
It  shall  be  for  thy  good. 

[Am  LTsiMAOHin  U  pMug  up  hU  pttrtt^ 

BouLT^Oert. 

BofiL  I  beeeech  your  booour,  one  piece  for 

roe. 
£fif.  Avannt,  thou  damned  door-keepert 
roar  bouse,  but  for  this  virgin  that  dotb  prop 

Woiddaink 
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.  and  oyerwbelm  yon.    Away. 


[ExiL 


BouU,  How%  this?  We  must  take  another 
course  with  you  If  your  peevish  chastity,  which 
is  not  worth  a  breakfast  in  the  cheapest  country 
under  the  cope,  shall  undo  a  whole  household, 
let  me  be  gelded  like  a  spaniel.  Come  your 
ways. 

Mar,  Whither  would  you  have  me? 

BouU,  I  must  have  your  maidenhead  taken  off, 
or  the  common  hangman  shall  execute  it.  Come 
your  way.  We'll  have  no  more  gentlemen  driven 
away.    Come  your  ways,  I  say. 

B&enter  Bsiwd, 

Bawd.  How  now  I  what's  the  matter? 

BouU.  Worse  and  worse,  mistress ;  she  has  here 
spoken  holy  words  to  the  lord  Lysimachns. 

Bauxt  O  abominable  1 

BouU,  She  makes  our  profession  as  it  were  to 
stink  afore  the  face  of  the  gods. 

Bawd.  Marry,  hang  her  up  for  eyer  I 

BouU.  The  nobleman  would  have  dealt  with  her 
like  a  nobleman,  and  she  sent  him  away  as  oold  as 
a  snow-ball ;  saying  his  prayers  too. 

Batod.  Boult,  take  her  away;  use  her  at  thy 
pleasure:  crack  the  glass  of  her  yirginity,  and 
make  the  rest  malleable. 

Boidi.  An  if  she  were  a  thornier  piece  of  ground 
than  she  is,  she  shall  be  ploughed. 

Mar,  Hark,  hark,  ye  godsl 

Bawd.  She  conjures :  away  with  her.  Would 
she  had  never  come  within  my  doors !  Marry  hang 
you  1  She*s  bom  to  undo  us.  Will  you  not  ^  the 
way  of  womenkind?  Marry  come  up,  my  dish  of 
chastity  with  rosemary  and  bays! 

[EjbU  Bawd. 

BouU.  Come,  mistress;  come  your  way  with 
me. 

Mar,  Whither  would  you  have  me? 

BouU,  To  take  from  you  the  Jewel  yoa  hold  so 
dear. 

Mar.  Prithee,  tell  me  one  thing  first. 

BouU.  Come,  now,  your  one  thing? 

Mar.  What  canst  thou  wish  thine  enemy  to 
be? 

BouU,  Why,  I  oould  wish  him  to  be  my  master, 
or  rather,  my  mistress. 

Mar,  Neither  of  these  are  yet  so  bad  as  thoa 

Since  they  do  better  thee  in  their  command. 
Thoa   hold^  a  pUce,  for  which  the  pained^t 

fiend 
Of  hell  would  not  in  reputation  change: 
Thou  art    the   damn*d    door-keeper   to  eyerj 

ooystVel  * 

That  comes  inquiring  for  his  tib; 
To  the  choleric  fisting  of  every  rogue  thy  ear 
If  liable ;  thy  food  is  such 
As  hath  been  belch'd  on  by  infected  lungs. 

BouU.  What  would  you  have  me  do?  go  to 
the  wars,  would  yoa?  where  a  man  may  serve 
seven  years  for  the  loss  of  a  leg,  and  have  not 
money  enough  in  the  end  to  buy  him  a  wooden 
one? 

Mar,  Do  anything  but  this  thoa  doest.    Empty 
Old  receptacles,  or  oommon  sewers  of  filth ; 
Serve  by  indenture  to  the  common  hangman ; 
Any  of  these  ways  are  better  yet  than  tbi3 ; 
For  what  thou  professest,  a  baboon,  oould  he 

speak, 
Would  own  a  name  too  dear.     Tbat  the  gods 

would  safel;^ 
Deliyer  me  trom  tms  place  I    Here^  bere^  gold 
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If  that  thj  master  would  ^ain  aught  by  me, 
Proclaim   that    I   oasx   smg,   weave,   sew,   and 

dance, 
With    otlier   virtues,    which    III    keep    firom 

boast; 
And  I  will  undertake  all  these  to  teaeh. 
I  doubt  not  but  this  populous  city  will 
Yield  many  scholars. 
Boult.  But  can  you  teach  all  this  yon  apeak 

of? 
Afar.  Prove  that    I  cannot,  take   me   home 

again, 


And  prostitute  me  to  the 'basest  groom 
That  doth  frequent  your  house. 

BoiiU.  Well,  I  will  see  what  I  can  do  for  tbee. 
if  1  can  place  thee,  I  will. 

Mar,  But  amongst  honest  women? 

BouU.  'Faith,  my  acquaintance  lies  little  amongn 
them.  But  since  my  master  and  mbtress  have 
bought  you,  there's  no  going  but  b^  their  consent: 
therefore  I  will  make  Uiem  acquamted  with  your 
purpose,  and  I  doubt  not  but  I  shall  find  them 
tracuble  enough.  Come,  111  do  for  thee  what  I 
can :  come  your  ways. 


ACT  V. 


Enter  Gowsb. 


Oow,  Marina   thus   the   brothel  'scapes,  and 

chances 
Into  an  honest  house,  our  story  says. 
She  sings  like  one  immortal,  and  she  dances 
As  goddess-like  to  her  admired  lays : 
Deep  clerks  she  dumbs;  and  with  her  neeld  com- 
poses 
Nature's   own  shape,  of  bud,  bird,  branch,  or 

berry; 
That  even  her  art  sisters  the  natural  roses; 
Her  inkle,  silk,  twin  with  the  rubied  cherry: 
That  pupils  lacks  she  none  of  noble  race, 
Who  pour  their  bounty  on  her ;  and  her  gain 
She  gives   the   cursed    bawd.     Here   we   her 

place. 
And  to  her  father  turn  our  thoughts  again. 
Where  we  left  him  on  the  sea.    We  there  him 

lost: 
Where  driven  before  the  winds  he  is  arrived 
Here  where   his  daughter  dwells;   and  on  this 

coast 
Suppose  him  now  at  anchor.    The  oitv  striv'd 
Good   Neptune's  annual     feast  to  keep:   from 

whence 
Lysimachus  our  Tyrian  ship  espies. 
His  banners  sable,  trimm'd  with  rich  expense; 
And  to  him  in  his  barge  with  fervour  hies. 
In  your  supposing  once  more  put  your  sight: 
Of  heavy  Pericles  think  this  the  bark : 
Where,  what  is  done  in  action,  more,  if  might, 
Shall  be  discover'd ;  please  you,  sit  and  hark. 

[Exit, 

SCENE  I,— On  board  Pericles'  $k£p  of  Mity- 
lene.  A  dose  Pavilion  on  deck^  with  a  Cm  tain 
b^oreit;  FERiCLEnwithinit^reclmedonacouch, 
A  barge  lining  beside  tiie  Tyrian  vetiteL 

Enter  tux>  Sailors,  one  belongina  to  ike  Tyrian  vessel^ 
the  other  to  the  barge;  to  tnem  Helicanus. 

Tyr.  8aiL  Where  is  the  lord  Helicanus?  He 
can  resolve  you.  [To  the  Sailor  of  Mitylene.]  O, 
here  he  is.  Sir,  there  is  a  barge  put  off  from 
Mitylene,  and  in  it  is  Lysimachus  the  governor, 
who  craves  to  come  aboard.  What  is  your 
will? 

Hd,  That  he  have  his.  Call  up  some  gentlemen. 

Tyr,  SaU,  Ho,  gentlemen !  my  lord  calls. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

1  Oent  Doth  your  lordship  call  ? 
HeL  Gentlemen,  there  is  some  one  of  worth 
would  come  aboard ;  I  pray,  greet  him  fairly. 
[The  Gentlemen  and  the  two  Sailors  deteend, 
and  go  on  board  the  barge. 


Enter  from  thence  Ltsdiaohus,  attended;  the 
Tyrian  Gentlemen,  and  the  two  Sailors. 

7)fr,  8aiL  Sir,  this  is  the  man  that  can,  in  aught 
you  would,  resolve  you. 
Lye.  Hail,  reverend  sirl     The  gods  preserve 

you! 
Bid,  And  you  sir,  to  outlive  the  age  I  am. 
And  die  as  I  would  do. 

Lys,  You  wish  me  welL 
Being  on  shore,  honouring  of  Neptune's  triumphs, 
Seeing  this  guodly  vessel  ride  before  us, 
I  made  to  it,  to  know  of  whence  you  are. 
HeL  First,  what  is  your  place? 
Lya,  I  am  the  governor  of  this  plaoe  you  lie 

before. 
Hd.  Sir,  our  vessel  is  of  Tyre,  in  it  the  king ; 
A  man,  who  for  this  three  months  hath  not 

spoken 
To  any  one,  nor  taken  sustenance. 
But  to  prorogue  his  grief. 
Lya.  Upon  what  ground  is  his  distemperature? 
HeL  Sir,  it  would  be  too  tedious  to  repeat ; 
But  the  main  grief  of  all  spring  from  tne  loss 
Of  a  beloved  daughter  and  a  wife. 
Lv8,  May  we  not  see  him  ? 
HeL  You  may, 
But  bootless  is  your  sight ;  he  will  not  si)eak  to 
any. 
Lya,  Yet  let  me  obtain  my  wish. 
HeL  Behold  him,  sir.      rpERiCLES  dieooveredS] 
This  was  a  goodly  ^person, 
Till  the  disaster  that,  one  mortal  night. 
Drove  him  to  this. 
Ijye,  Sir,  king,  all  hail  I  the  gods  preserve  yon  I 
Hail, 
Roval  sir  1 
JkeL  It  is  in  vain ;  he  will  not  speak  to  yov. 
Lord.  Sir,  we  have  a  maid  in  Mitylene.  1  durst 
wager, 
Would  win  some  words  of  him. 

Lys.  Tis  well  bethought. 

She,  questionless,  with  her  sweet  harmony. 
And  other  chosen  attractions,  would  allure, 
And  make  a  battery  through  his  deafen'd  parts, 
Which  now  are  midway  stopp'd : 
She  is  all  happy  as  the  fairest  of  all. 
And,  with  her  fellow-maids,  is  now  upon 
The  leafy  shelter  that  abuts  against 
The  island's  side. 

[Wftispers  one  of  the  attendant  TLotAs,    Sat 
Lord  tin  the  barge  of  LrsiMACHUS. 
Hd,  Sure,  all's  effectless;   yet  nothing  well 
omit 
That   bears  recovery's  name.    Baft  since  your 

kindness 
We  have  stretch'd  thus  far^  let^TlMneoh  you. 


Th«t  fi>r  our  gold  we  ma^  provision  haTe, 
Wherein  we  are  not  destitnte  for  want, 
But  wearj  for  ttie  stalenees* 

L^  O,  sir,  a  oonrtesy, 

Which  if  we  shonld  deny,  the  most  just  Qod 
For  every  fpnS  woaid  send  a  caterpillar, 
And  so  inflict  oar  province. — Yet  once  more 
Let  me  entreat  to  know  at  large  the  caose 
Of  yoor  kind's  sorrow. 

Ud.  Sit,  sir,  I  will  recoont  it  to  70a. 
Bat  see,  1  am  prevented. 


EnJter^  from  the  hargCf  Lord,  Masiha,  and  a  young 
Lady. 

Lyi.  0  here"^  the  lady  that  I  sent  for.    Wel- 
come, fiur  one ! 
Is*t  not  a  goodl  J  presence  ? 

Hel,  She's  a  gallant  lady. 

Ly$,  She's  such  a  one,  that  were  I  well  assnr'd 
Game  of  a  gentle  kind,  and  noble  stock, 
l*d  wish  no  better  choice,  and  tliink  me  rarely 

wed. 
Fair  one,  all  goodness  that  consbts  in  boanty 
Expect  even  here,  where  is  a  kinglv  patient : 
If  that  thy  prosperoos  and  artiticuu  feat 
Can  draw  him  but  to  answer  thee  in  aaght, 
Thy  sacred  physio  shall  receive  soch  pay 
As  thy  desires  can  wish. 

Mar,  Sir,  I  will  ose 

My  ntmost  skill  in  his  recovery, 
Provided  none  bat  I  and  my  oompanioa 
Be  saffer*d  to  come  near  liim. 

Lm,  Come,  let  us  leave  her. 
Ana  the  gods  make  her  prosperous  I 

[Marika  8mg$, 

Jm  Mark*dheyoiirmasic? 

Mar,  No,  nor  looked  00  us. 

Lffs,  See,  she  will  speak  to  him. 

Mar,  Uail,  sirl  my  lord, 
Lend  ear. 

Bar,  Hum,  hal 

ifor.  I  am  a  maid, 
My  lord,  that  ne'er  before  invited  eyes. 
But  have   been  gaz'd  on  like  a  comet:    ihe 

Mv  lord,  tbatTmay  be,  hath  endured  a  grief 
Might  equal  yours,  if  both  were  iustly  weigh'd. 
Though  wa^ard  fortune  did  malign  my  state, 
Mv  derivation  was  Arom  ancestors 
Who  stood  equivalent  with  mighty  kings : 
But  time  hath  rooted  out  my  parentage 
And  to  the  world  and  awkward  casualties 
Bound  me  in  servitude.— I  will  desist: 
But  there  b  something  glows  upon  mv  cheek, 
And  wliispers  in  mine  ear,  **  Go  not  tul  he  speak.** 

[Aside. 

Per,  My  fortnnes—parentage— good  parentage  — 
To  equal  mine  1  was  it  not  thus?  what  say  you  ? 

Mar.  I   said,  my  lord,  if  yoa  did  know  my 
pwwtisge. 
Tea  would  not  do  me  violence. 

At.  1  do  think  so.    Pray  yoo,  tarn  your  eyes 
vpon  me. 
Toa  are  like  somethUig,  that^What  ooontry- 

woman? 
Here  of  these  chores? 

Mar,  No,  nor  of  any  shores : 

Tet  I  was  mortally  brought  forth,  and  am 
No  other  than  I  appear. 

Bar.  I  am  great  with  woe,  and  shall  deliver 
weeping. 
My  dearest  wife  was  lik«  this  maid,  and  raoh  a 
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My  daaghter  might  have  been:  my  qoeen's  square 

brows; 
Her  stature  to  an  inch:  as  wand-like  straight; 
As  silver- voic'd ;  her  eyes  as  jewel-like, 
And  cas'd  as  riolily:  in  pace  another  Juno; 
Who  starves  the  ears  she  feeds,  and  makes  them 

hungr]r 
The  more  she  gives  them*speech.    Where  do  yon 
live? 

Mar.  Where  I  am  but  a  stranger:  firom  the  deck 
You  may  discern  the  place. 

Per,  Where  were  you  bredf 

And  how  achieved  yon  these  endowments,  whiok 
Yon  make  more  rich  to  owe? 

Mar.  If  I   should   tell   my  history,  it  would 
seem 
Like  lies  disdain'd  in  the  reporting. 

Per,  Prithee,  speak  i 

Falseness  cannot  come  fh>m  thee,  for  thou  look'st 
Modest  as  Justice,  and  thou  seem'st  a  palace 
For  the  crown'd  Trath  to  dwell  m:  111  believe 

thee, 
And  make  my  senses  credit  thy  relation. 
To  points  that  seem  impossible ;  for  thoa  look'st 
Like  one  1  lov'd  indeed.    What  were  thy  friends? 
Didst  thou  not  say,  wlien  I  did  posh  thee  back 
(Which  was  when  I  perceiv'd  thee),  that  thoa 

cam'st 
From  good  descending? 

Mar,  80  indeed  I  did. 

Per,  Report  thy  parentage.    I  think  thou  said^t 
Thou  hadst  been  toss'd  from  wrong  to  injury, 
And  that  thou  thought'st  thy  griefs  might  equal 

mine. 
If  both  were  open'd. 

Mar,  Some  such  thing   I  said,  and  said  no 


But  what   my  thoughts  did   warrant  me  was 
likely. 

Pbt,  Tell  thv  story ; 
If  thine,  consider  d,  prove  the  thousandth  part 
Of  my  endurance,  thou  art  a  man,  and  I 
Have  suffer  d  like  a  girl :  yet  thou  dost  look 
Like   Patience,  gazing  on   kings'  graves,   and 

smiling 
Extremity  out  of  act.    What  were  thy  friends? 
How  lost  thou  them?   Thy  name,  my  most  kind 

virgin  ? 
Seeoant.  I  do  beseech  thee ;  come,  sit  by  me. 

Mar.  My  name  is  Marina. 

Par.  O,  I  am  mock'd. 
And  thoa  by  some  incensed  god  sent  hither 
To  make  the  world  to  laugh  at  me. 

Mar,  Patience,  good  sir.  or  here  111  cease. 

Per,  Nay,  111  be  patient; 
Thoa  little  knowst  how  thoa  dost  startle  me. 
To  call  thyself  Marina. 

Mar,  The  name  was  given  me 

By  one  that  had  some  power;  my  &ther  and  a 
king. 

Par,  Howl   a  king%    danghter,    and    call'd 
Marina? 

Mar.  You  said  yon  would  believe  me; 
But,  not  to  be  a  troubler  of  your  peace, 
I  will  end  here. 

Per,  But  are  you  flesh  and  blood? 

Have  you  a  working  pulse?  and  are  no  (kiry^ 

motion? 
Well;  speak  on.    Where  were  you  bom? 
And  wherefore  call'd  Marina? 

ifor.  CaU*d  Marina, 

For  I  was  bora  at  1 

At. 
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Mar,  Mymotber  was  fbe  daughter  of  a  king; 
Who  died  the  verj  minate  I  was  born, 
An  my  good  nnrse  Ljchorida  hath  oft 
T)eliver^  weeping. 

F»,  OfStop  therealitUe! 
This  is  the  rarest  dream  that  e*er  dnll  sleep 
Did  mock  sad  fools  withal :  this  cannot  be 
Mj  daughter  boned.    {Amdu\     Well;'-where 

were  yon  bred? 
Ill  hear  yon  more,  to  the  bottom  of  your  story, 
And  never  intermpt  yon. 

Mar,  Yooll  scarce  believe  me;  *twere  best  I 
did  give  o*er. 

Ftr,  I  will  believe  you  by  the  syllable 
Of   what   yoa    shall   deliver.     Tet    give  me 

leave — 
How  came  yoa  in  these  parts  ?  wliere  were  yon 
bred? 

Mar,  The  king,   my  iather,   did  in  Tharsos 
leave  me; 
Till  omel  Cleon,  with  his  wicked  wife, 
Did  seek  to  murther  me:  and  having  woo*d 
A  villain  to  attempt  it,  who  havmg  drawn  to 

do*tj 
A  crew  of  pirates  came  and  rescaed  me ; 
Brought     me    to     Mitylene.    But,   good   sir, 

whither 
WUlyon  have  me?  Why  do  yoa  weep?  It  may 

be 
Yoa  think  me  an  impostor;  no,  good  fidthi 
I  am  the  daughter  to  king  Pericles, 
If  good  kingPericIes  be. 

rer.  Ho,  Helicanas! 

Ed,  Calls  my  lord? 

Fer,  Thou  art  a-  grave  and  noble  counsellor. 
Most  wise  in  ^;eneral ;  tell  me,  if  thou  canst. 
What  this  maid  is,  or  what  is  like  to  be, 
That  thus  hath  made  me  weep? 

Ed,  I  know  not;  but 

Here  is  the  regent,  sir,  of  Mitylene 
Speaks  nobly  of  her. 

L^  She  never  would  tell  her  parentage; 
Being  demanded  that,  she  woiud  sit  still  and 
weep. 

Ptr,  O  Uelioanos,  strike  me,  honoured  sir; 
Give  me  a  gash,  put  me  to  present  pain ; 
Lest  this  great  sea  of  joys  rushing  upon  me, 
O'erbear  the  shores  of  my  mortality. 
And  drown  me  with  their  sweetness.    O  oome 

hither, 
Thou  that  begetf^t  him  that  did  thee  beget; 
Thoa  that  wast  bom  at  sea,  buried  at  Tiiarsus, 
And  found  at  sea  again!— O  Helioanus. 
\)own  on  thy  knees,  thank  the   holy  gods  as 

loud 
As  thunder  threatens  us:  This  is  Marina. 
What  was   thy  mother^  name?  tell  me  bat 

that. 
For  trath  can  never  be  confirmed  enoogli. 
Though  doubts  did  ever  sleep. 

Mar,  First,  sir,  I  pray,  what  is  your  title? 

Fer,  I  am  Pericles  of  Tyre;  but  tell  me  now 
My  drown'd  queeu%  name:  as  in  the  rest  yoa 

said, 
Thoa  hast  been  god-like  perfect,  the  heir  of  king- 
doms^ 
And  another  like  to  Pericles  thy  father. 

Mar,  Is  it  no  more  to  be  your  daughter,  than 
To  say,  my  mother's  name  was  Thaisa? 
Thaisa  was  m  v  mother,  who  did  end . 
The  minute  I  began. 

ZVr.  Now,  blessing  on  thee,  rise;  thoa  art  my 


Qive  me  fresh  garments.    Mine  own,  Helioaaos 

she  is; 
Not  dead  at  Tharsas,  as  she  should  have  been. 
By  savage  Cieon :  she  shall  tell  thee  all ; 
When  thou  shalt  kneel,  and  justify  i&  know 

ledge. 
She  is  thy  very  princess. — Who  is  this . 

Ed,  Sir,  *tis  tne  governor  of  Mitylene, 
Who,  hearing  of  your  mohmcholy  state, 
Did  come  to  see  yoa. 

Ftr,  I  embrace  you. 
Give  me  mv  robes ;  I  am  wild  in  my  beholding. 

0  heavens  bless  my  girl  I  But  hark,  what  musio  % 

this? 
Tell  Helicanus,  my  Marina  tell  him 
0*er  point  by  point,  for  yet  he  seems  to  doubt. 
How  sure  ^ou  are  my  daoghter. — Bat  what 
music? 
EA  My  lord,  I  hear  none. 
Fer,  None? 
The  musio  of  the  spheres:  list,  mr  Marine 
£ys.  It  is  not  good  to  cross  nim;  give  him 

way. 
P»,  Barest  sounds  do  ye  not  hear? 
Lyz,  Music?  My  lord,  I  hear — 
Per,  Most  heavenly  music: 

It  nips  me  onto  listening,  and  thick  slumber 
Hangs  on  mine  eyes :  let  me  rest.  \Ea  deep9, 

Ly$,  A  pillow  for  his  head. 
So  leave  him  all.    Well,  my  companion-frtends, 
If  this  but  answer  to  my  just  belief, 
111  well  remember  you. 

[Eaoemi  Ltsimachus,  Hbuoaitus,  Mabima, 
ondaUendcmtLmAj. 

SCENE  IL— The  same. 

PBRIGLB8  on  deck  adeep;  Diaha  c^ppcarmg  to  him 
aiina  vUkm, 

DicL  My  temple  stands  in  Ephesus;  hie  thee 
thither, 
And  do  upon  mine  altar  sacrifice. 
There,  when  my  maiden  priests  are  met  together, 
Before  the  people  all 

Reveal  how  thou  at  sea  didst  lose  thy  wife : 
To   mourn   thy  crosses,   with   thy  daughter's, 

call. 
And  give  them  repetition  to  the  like. 
Perform  my  bidding,  or  thou  liv*st  in  woe : 
Do't,  and  bie  happy :  by  my  silver  bow 
Awake,  and  tell  thy  dream. 

[Diaha  dtsogpsori. 

Far,  Celestial  Dian,  ^dess  argentine 

1  will  obey  thee  1— Helicanus  I 

Enter  Ltbimachub,  Hbuoavos,  and  Mabima. 

My  purpose  was  for  Tbarsus,  there  to  strike 
Th'  mhospitable  Cleon  ;  but  I  am 
For  other  service  first :  toward  Ephesus 
Turn  our  blown  sails:  eftsoons  I'll  tell  thee  why. 

[7V>H£UCAMtJB. 

Shall  we  refresh  us,  sir,  upon  your  shore. 
And  give  you  gold  for  such  provision 
As  our  intents  will  need  ? 

Lyt,  Sir, 
With  all  my  heart;  and  when  yoa  oome  ashore, 
I  have  another  suit. 

Fer,  You  shall  prevaO, 
Were  it  to  woo  my  daughter ;  for  it  seems 
You  have  been  noble  towards  her. 

Lyt,  Sir,  lend  me  year  arm. 

Per.  Cm^  my  M«m^  ^^  ^^  GocgfT' 


Efder  Oowbb,  htfon  OU   tem^  pf  Diaha  ai 
Ephesiu. 

Qcw.  Kow  oar  sands  are  almost  nm; 
More  a  little,  and  then  dumb. 
This,  as  mr  last  boon,  give  me 
jFor  such  kindness  most  relieve  me), 
That  you  aptly  will  suppose 
What  pageantry,  what  feats,  what  shovrs, 
What  mmstreUy,  what  pretty  din, 
The  resent  made  in  Mitylin, 
To  greet  the  king   So  he  has  thrlTM, 
That  he  is  promis'd  to  be  wiv'd 
To  fiiir  Marina ;  bat  in  no  wise, 
Till  he  had  done  his  sacriBce, 
As  Dian  bade :  whereto  being  bonnd, 
The  interim,  prar  you,  all  confound. 
In  feather'd  briemess  sails  are  fiird. 
And  wishes  fall  out  as  they  are  willU 
At  Ephesus,  the  temple  see, 
Our  king,  and  all  hit  company. 
That  he  can  hither  come  so  soon. 
It  by  your  fiuiqy*s  thankful  doom. 

8CENE  m.—TKi  TanpUqf  Diaha  <U  Ephesus ; 
THAiaa  stamUngnear  the  altar,  a»  high  priestess; 
a  number  <^yirgiDB  on  each  side;  Cbrimoh  ami 
other  Inhabitants  ({^  Ephesus  attmding, 

Snier  Pibiclbs  with  his  Train;  Ltsiuachub, 
UELicAifiia,  Mariha,  and  a  Lady. 

Per,  Hail,  Dian  I   to   perform  thy  just  com- 
mand, 
I  here  confess  myself  the  king  of  Tyre, 
Who.  frighted  from  my  country,  did  wed 
The  fisir  Thaisa,  at  Pentapolis. 
At  sea  in  childbed  died  she,  bat  brought  forth 
A  maid-child  called  Marina ;  who,  O  goddess. 
Wean  yet  thy  silver  livery.    She,  at  Tharuus, 
Was  nars'd   with   Cleon;   whom  at    fourteen 

years 
He  sought  to  mnrther ;  but  her  better  stars 
Brought  her  to  Mitylene ;  against  whose  shore 
Biding,  her  fortunes  brought  the  maid  aboard 

Where,  br  her  own  most  clear  remembrance, 

she 
Made  known  herself  my  daughter. 

ThaL  Voice  and  fnvourl — 

Yon  are,  yoa  ire— O  royal  Pericles!— 

[She/cdnU, 
At.  What  means  the  woman?  she  dies  I  help* 

gentlemen! 
Cer,  Noble  sir. 
If  yoo  have  told  Diana's  altar  true. 
This  is  your  wife. 

Per,  Reverend  appearer,  no ; 

I  threw  her  o*erboard  with  the^e  very  arms. 
Cer*  Upon  this  coast,  I  warrant  yoo. 
Per.  Tu  most  certain. 

Cer,  Look  to  the  lady;— O,  she*s   bat  o*er- 
loy'd. 
Early  in  MustVing  mom  thb  lady  was 
Thrown  npon  this  shore.    I  op*d  the  oofBn,  and 
Poond  there  rich  jewels;  reooTer*d  her,  and 

plao*d  her 
Hare  in  Diana%  temple* 
Ptr,  Mar  we  see  them? 

Oat,  Great  sir,  thej  shall  be  brooght  yov  to 
mrhonse, 
Whither  I  InYito  yoo.    Look,  Thaisa  is 
BeooTsted. 
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ThaL  O,  let  me  look  upon  hhn  I 
If  be  be  none  of  mine,  my  sanctity  ^^ 

Will  to  my  sense  bend  no  licentious  ear. 
But  curb  It,  spite  of  seeing.    0,  my  lora. 
Are  you  not  Pericles?  Like  him  yon  speak. 
Like  him  you  are :  Did  yoa  not  name  a  tempest, 
A  birth,  and  death  I 

Per,  The  voice  of  dead  Tbaisa! 

ThaL  That  Thaisa  am  I,  supposed  drown'd 
And  dead. 

Per.  Immortal  Dian  1 

ThaL  Now  1  know  you  better.— 

When  we  with  tears  parted  Pentapolis, 
The  king,  my  father,  gave  yoo  such  a  ring. 

[Shotosaring, 

Par,  This,  this;  no  more,  yon  gods!  year  pre- 
sent kindness 
BCakes  my  past  miseries  sports:  Ton  shall  do 

well. 
That  on  the  touching  of  her  lips  I  may 
Melt,  and  no  more  1^  seen.    O  come  be  boriod 
A  second  time  within  these  arms. 

Mar,  My  heart 

Leaps  to  be  gone  into  my  mother's  bosom. 

[Kneels  to  Thaisa. 

Ptr,  Look,  who  kneels  here!  Flesh  of  thy  flesh, 
Thaisa; 
Thy  burthen  at  the  sea,  and  call'd  Marina, 
For  she  was  yielded  there. 

ThaL  Blessed,  and  mbe  own  I 

BeL  Hail,  madam,  and  my  queen ! 

ThaL  I  know  you  not. 

Par,  Yoo  have  heard  me  say,  when  I  did  fly 
from  Tyre, 
I  left  behind  an  ancient  sobstitute. 
Can  yoo  remember  what  I  caird  the  man  ? 
I  have  nam'd  him  oft. 

ThaL  Twas  Helicanos  then. 

Per.  Still  confirmation : 
Embrace  him,  dear  Thaisa:  this  is  he. 
Now  do  I  long  to  hear  how  yon  were  fotmd : 
How  possibly  preserved;  and  whom  to  thanx, 
Besides  the  gods,  for  this  great  miracle. 

ThaL    Lord    Oerimon,  my   lord;    this   man, 
through  whom 
The  gods  have  shown  their  power;  that  can  f^om 

first 
To  hut  resolve  yon. 

Per,  Reverend  sir,  the  gods 

Can  have  no  mortal  officer  more  like 
A  ^  than  yon.     Will  yoa  deliver  how 
This  dead  queen  re-lives  ? 

Cer,  I  will,  my  lord. 

Beseech  you,  first  go  with  me  to  my  house, 
Where  snail  be  shown  all  that  was  found  with 

her; 
How  she  came  placed  here  within  the  temple : 
No  needful  thing  omitted. 

Per,  Pure  Diana! 

I  bless  thee  for  thy  vision,  and  will  offer 
Night-obUtions  to  thee.    Tliaisa, 
This  prince,  the  fair-betrothed  of  your  daughter 
Shall  marry  her  at  Pentapolis.    And  now. 
This  ornament  that  makes  me  look  so  disuial. 
Will  I,  my  lov*d  Marina,  clip  to  form ; 
And  what  this  fourteen  years  no  razor  touched. 
To  grace  thy  marriafe^y.  III  beautify. 

ThaL    Lord    Ceilmon   bath   letters  of  good 
credit, 
Sir,  that  my  fiuher*s  dead. 

iW.  Heavens  make  a  star  of  himi  Tet  there 
my  queen.  ^  -.  . 
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Well  celebrate  their  naptUls,  and  ourselves 
Will  ic  that  king^dom  spend  our  following  dajs; 
Oar  son  and  daughter  shall  in  Tyrus  reign. 
Lord  Cerimon,  we  do  our  longing  stay, 
To  hear  the  rest  untold.— Sir,  lead  the  way. 

[Exeunt  omnu. 
Snier  Gower. 

^010.  To  Antiochus  and  his  daughter  you 
hare  heard 
Of  monstrous  lust  the  duo  and  just  reward : 
In  Pericles,  his  queen  aiid  daugiiter,  seen 
/Although  assail  d  with  fortune  fierce  and  keen) 
VirtiN  preserved  from  fell  destruction's  blasti 


Led  on  ny  heaTen  and  erown^d  with  jby  at  laal 
In  Uelieanus  may  you  well  descry 
A  figure  of  truth,  of  faith,  of  lovafty : 
In  reverend  Cerimon  there  well  appears 
The  worth  that  learned  charity  aye  wears. 
For  wicked  Cleon  and  his  wife,  when  fame 
Had  spread  their  cursed  deed,  and  honoured 


Of  Pericles,  to  rage  the  citjr  turn ; 

That  him  and  his  they  in  his  palace  bum. 

The  gods  for  miirther  seemed  so  content 

To  punish  them;  although  not  done,  but  meant 

So,  on  your  patience  ever  more  attending. 

New  joy  wait  oo  yoal  Here  our  play  hath  ending. 
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DRAMATIS  FEUSONjE, 


Ktaisof  Britain. 


King  of  PRANCB. 

Soke  of  BUBOmiOT. 

Dnko  of  OORHWALL. 

IHlko  of  ALBAMY. 

Earl  ol  KENT. 

Sari  of  0L08TE&. 

EDGAR,  ton  to  Oloitar. 

BDMUMO.  bMUrd  ion  to  aiott«. 

CU&AM,  ft  coortler. 

QU  ICftn,  TwMt  to  ao«(«r. 


nmdeUa.       Foot 
JT ALD,  Btoward  to  GoneriL 
An  (Mlcer  emploTod  by  Edmund. 
,  attendant  o~  ~--^-"- 


onCordoU^ 

ABwald. 

8«nranti  to  OornwaU. 

OONERIL,  danctiter  to  Laar. 

BEOAM.daagEtar  to  Lmut. 

OO&DELIA,  daotflitar  to  Loar. 

attandlng  on  theUng,  Oficen,  ~ 

Muara,  andAHMulants/ 


SOERB.— Britain. 


ACT  L 


SCENE  L— King  Lear's  Pomace. 
EnUr  Kent,  Qloster,  and  Edmund. 

Kent,  I  thought  the  king  had  more  affected  the 
Dnke  of  Albany  than  Cornwall. 

Glo,  It  did  always  seem  so  to  oa:  but  now,  in 
the  dirision  of  the  kingdom,  it  appears  not  which 
of  the  dukes  he  values  most ;  for  qualities  are  so 
weighed,  that  curiosity  in  neither  can  make  choice 
of  cither's  moiety. 

Kent.  Is  not  this  yonr  son,  my  lord  ? 

Oh,  His  breeding,  sir,  bath  been  at  my  charge: 
I  have  so  often  blushed  to  acknowledge  him,  that 
now  I  am  braz*d  to't. 

Kent.  I  cannot  conceive  yon. 

Glo.  Sir,  thb  young  fellow's  mother  could: 
whereupon  she  grew  round-wombed;  and  had 
indeed,  ^ir,  a  son  for  her  cradle,  ere  she  had  a 
husband  fur  her  bed.    Do  yon  smell  a  fault? 

Kent.  I  cannot  wish  the  fault  undone,  the  issne 
of  it  being  so  proper. 

Olo.  Hut  I  have  a  son,  sir,  by  order  of  law, 
some  year  elder  than  this,  who  yet  is  no  dearer  in 
my  account:  though  this  knave  came  somewhat 
saucily  to  the  world  before  he  was  sent  for,  yet 
was  his  mother  fair ;  there  was  good  sport  at  his 
making,  and  the  whoreson  must  be  acknowledged. 
Do  ^ou  know  this  noble  gentleman,  Edmund? 

Kdm,  No,  my  lord. 

Qlo,  My  lord  of  Kent :  remember  him  hereafter 
IS  my  honourable  friend. 

Earn.  My  services  to  yonr  lordship. 

Kent,  I  must  love  you,  and  sue  to  know  you 
better. 

Edm,  Sir,  I  shall  study  deserving. 

6l2o.  He  liatb  been  out  nine  years,  and  away 
he  ahall  again: — The  king  is  coming. 

[TnanpeU  ioimd  wUkm, 

Enter  Leak,  Cornwall,  Albany,  Goneril, 
Keoan,  Cordeua,  and  Attendants. 

Lear.  Attend  the  lords  of  France  and  Burgnndy, 
Gloster. 

«o.  I  shdl,  mj  liege.  ^Eoceunt  Glo.  iuid  fcoM. 

Lear,  Meantime  we  shall  express  our  darker 
purpose, 
me  the  map  there.'-Know,  that  we  have 
divided, 


in  three,  our  kingdom :  and  *tis  our  fast  intent 
To  shake  all  cares  and  business  from  our  age ; 
Conferring  them  on  younger  strengths,  while  we 
Unburthen'd  crawl  toward  death.— Our  son  ol 

Cornwall, 
And  you,  our  no  less  loving  son  of  Albany, 
We  have  this  hour  a  constant  will  to  publish 
Our  daughters'  several  dowers,  that  future  strife 
May  be  prevented  now.    The  princes,  France  and 

Burgundy, 
Great  rivals  in  our  youngest  daughter's  love. 
Long  in  our  court  have   made   their  amorous 

sojourn. 
And  here  are  to  be  answer'd. —  Tell  me,  my 

daughters, 
(Since  now  we  will  divest  us.  both  of  rule, 
Interest  of  territory,  cares  ot  state), 
Which  of  you,  shall  we  say,  doth  love  us  mos*.? 
That  we  our  largest  bounty  may  extend 
Where  nature  doth  with  merit  challenge. — Goneril, 
Our  eldest  born,  speak  first. 

Qon,  Sir,  I  love  yon  more  than  word  can  wield 

the  matter. 
Dearer  tlian  eye-sight,  space,  and  liberty; 
Beyond  what  can  be  valued,  rich  or  rare ; 
No  less  than  life,  with  grace,  health,   beauty, 

honour: 
As  much  as  child  e'er  lov'd,  or  father  found. 
A  love  that  makes  breath  poor,  and  speech  unablo  * 
Beyond  all  manner  of  so  much  I  love  you. 
C7or.  What  shall  Cordelia  speak?    Love,  and 

be  silent.  [Aside, 

Lear,  Of  all  these  bounds,  eren  from  this  line 

to  this. 
With  shadowy  forests,  and  with  ohampains  rich'd, 
With  plenteous  rivers  and  wide- skirted  meads, 
We  malce  thee  lady :  To  thine  and  AllunyVi  issues 
Be    this    perpetual.— What    says    our    second 

daughter. 
Our  dearest  Regan,  wife  of  Cornwall  ? 

Keg.  I  am  made  of  that  self  metal  as  my  sister 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth.    In  my  tme  heart 
I  fina  she  names  my  very  deed  of  love; 
Only  she  comes  too  short,— that  I  profess 
Myself  an  enemy  to  all  other  joys, 
Which  the  most  precious  square  offense  possesses: 


Aid  find.  I  am  alone  felicity ^y  CjOOQIC 
In  TOOT  dear  highness  love.  O 


774  KING 

Car,  Then  poor  Cordelia  I    [Ande, 

And  yet  not  so;  since,  I  am  sare,  my  love's 
More  ponderous  than  my  tongue. 

Lear,  To  thee,  ai>d  thine,  hereditary  ever, 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  kmgdom ; 
No  less  in  space,  validity,  and  pleasure, 
Than  that  conferr'd  on  (ioneril.— Now,  our  joy, 
Although  our  last  and  least;  to  whose  young  love 
The  vines  of  France  and  milk  of  Burgundy 
Strive  to  be  interess*d ;  what  can  you  say,  to  draw 
A  third  more  opulent  than  your  sisters.    8peak. 

Cor.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Lear.  Nothing? 

Cor,  Nothing. 

Lear.  Nothing  will  oome  of  nothing :  speak 
again. 

Oor,  Unhappy  that  I  am,  I  cannot  heave 
My  heart  into  my  mouth ;  I  love  your  majesty 
According  to  my  bond ;  no  more,  nor  less. 

Lear.  How,  how,  Cordelia?  mend  your  speech 
a  little, 
Lest  yon  may  mar  your  fortunes. 

C7or.  Good  my  lord, 

Yon  have  begot  mo,  hred  me,  lov*d  me :  I 
Return  those  duties  hack  as  are  riifht  fit, 
Obey  you,  love  ^ou,  and  mo»t  honour  yon. 
Why  have  my  sisters  husbands,  if  they  say 
They  love  you,  all  ?    Uaply,  when  1  shall  wed, 
That  lord  whose  hand  must  take  my  plight  shall 

carry 
Half  my  love  with  him,  half  my  care,  and  dnty : 
Sure,  I  bhall  never  marry  like  my  sisters, 
To  love  my  father  all. 

Lear.  But  goes  thy  heart  with  this? 

Cor.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Lear,  So  young,  and  so  nntender  ? 

Cor,  So  young,  my  lord,  and  true. 
<  Lear.  Let  it  be  so:— Thy  truth  then  be  thy 

dower: 
For,  by  the  sacred  radiance  of  the  snn ; 
The  mysteries  of  Hecate  and  the  night; 
By  all  the  operation  of  the  orbs, 
From  whom  we  do  exist,  and  cease  to  be ; 
Here  I  disclaim  all  my  paternal  care. 
Propinquity  and  property  of  blood. 
Ana  as  a  stranger  to  my  heart  and  me 
Hold  thee,  from  this,  for  ever.    The  barbarous 

Scythian, 
Or  he  that  makes  his  g^eration  messes 
To  gorge  his  appetite,  shall  to  my  bosom 
Be  as  well  neighboured,  pitied,  and  relieved. 
As  thou,  my  sometime  daughter. 

Kent,  Good  my  liege,— 

Lear.  Peace,  Rent  I 
Come  not  between  the  dragon  and  his  wrath : 
I  lov  d  her  most,  and  thought  to  set  my  rest 
On  her  kind  nursery.— Hence, and  avoid  my  sight! 

r  7b  COBDEUA. 

So  be  my  grave  my  peace,  as  here  i  give 


LEAR 

Revenue,  execution  of  the  rest. 

Beloved  sons,  be  vours :  which  to  confirm, 

This  coronet  part  between  you.  ^  Qmng  the  t 

Kent,  Royal  Lear 

Whom  I  have  ever  honoured  as  my  king, 
Lov'd  as  my  father,  as  my  master  follow  *d, 
As  my  great  patron  thought  on  in  my  prayers, — 
Lear,  The  bow  is  bent  and  drawn,  make  from 

tlie  shart. 
Kent,  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  invade 
The  region  of  my  heart :  bo  Kent  unmaimerly, 
When  Lear  is  mad.    What  wouldst  thou  do,  old 

man? 
Think*st  thou  that  duty  shall  have  dread  to  speak. 
When  power  to  flattery   bows?    To  plainness 

honour's  bound. 
When  majesty  falls  to  folly.    Reserve  thy  state ; 
And,  in  thy  best  consideiation,  check 
This  hideous  rashness:  answer  my  lifa  my  judg- 
ment. 
Thy  youngest  daughter  does  not  love  thee  least; 
Nor  are  those  empty-hearted,  whose  low  sounds 
Reverb  no  hollowness. 
Lear,  Kent,  on  thy  life,  no  more. 

Kent,  My  life  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  against  thine  enemies;  ne'er  fear  to  lose  it, 
Thy  safety  being  motive. 
Lear,  Out  of  my  sight  I 

Kent.  See  better,  Lear;  and  let  me  stUl  remain 
The  true  blank  of  thine  eye, 
Lear.  Now,  by  Apollo,—- 
Kent,         '   '     "^        Now,byApono.king, 
Thou  swear'iit  thy  gods  in  vain. 
Lear  0,  vassal!  miscreant! 

[Laying  Me  hand  on  hit  meerd. 
Alb,  Com,  Dear  sir,  forbear. 
Kent.  Kill  thy  physician,  and  thy  fee  bestow 
Upon  the  foul  disease.    Revoke  thy  gift ; 
Or,  whilst  I  can  vent  clamour  from  my  throat, 
ni  tell  thee,  thou  dost  evil. 

Lear,  Hear  me,  recresnt  I 

On  thine  allegiance,  hear  me!— 
That  thou  hast  sought  to  make  us  break  our  vow^ 
(Which  we  durst  never  yet),  and,  with  strain d 

pride, 
To  come  oetwixt  our  sentences  and  onr  power 
(Which  nor  our  nature  nor  our  place  can  bear), 
Our  potency  made  good,  take  thy  reward. 
Five  days  we  do  allot  thee  for  provision 
To  shield  thee  from  disasters  of  the  world; 
And,  on  the  sixth,  to  turn  tliy  hated  hack 
Upon  onr  kingdom :  if,  on  the  tenth  day  follow"** 
Thy  banish'd  trunk  be  found  in  our  doininirtn»» 
The  moment  is  thy  death :  Away  I  by  JopiWi 
This  shall  not  be  revok'd.  ^        ,,. 

KenL  Fare  thee  well,  kmg:  sith  thns  thou  wui 
appear. 
Freedom  rives  henee,  and  banishment  is  ^^^^ 
The  gods  to  their  dear  shelter  take  tliee,  in**°(^. 
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KING 
Hath  lirtlVd  (br  onr  dtugliter :  What,  in  the  least, 
Will  70U  require  in  present  dower  with  her, 
Or  cease  yonr  quest  of  love  ? 

Bur.  Most  royal  majesty, 

I  crave  no  more  than  hath  jour  highness  offered. 
Nor  will  70U  tender  less. 

Lear,  Bight  noble  Burgundy, 

When  she  was  dear  to  us,  we  did  hold  her  so; 
But  now  her  price  is  fairn :  Sir^  there  she  stands ; 
If  aught  within  that  little,  seeming  sabstanoe, 
Or  all  of  it«  with  oar  displeasure  piec*d. 
And  nothing  more,  may  fitly  like  your  grace, 
8he*B  there,  and  she  is  yours. 

Bvr,  I  know  no  answer. 

Lear,  Will  you,  with  those  infirmities  she  owes, 
Unfriended,  new-adopted  to  our  hate, 
Dower*d  with  our  cune,  and  stranger*d  with  our 

oath. 
Take  her,  or  leaTe  her  ? 

Bur.  Pardon  me,  royal  sir, 

Election  makes  not  up  in  such  conditions. 

Lear,  Then  leave  her,  sir ;  for  by  the  power  that 
made  me, 
I  td!  you  all  her  wealth.— For  you,  great  king, 

[Tb  France. 
I  would  not  from  your  lore  make  such  a  stray, 
To  match  yon  where  1  hate ;  therefore  beseech  you 
To  avert  your  liking  a  more  worthier  way. 
Than  on  a  wretch  whom  nature  is  asham'd 
Almost  to  acknowledge  hers. 

/Wznce.  This  is  most  strange  I 

That  she,  who  even  but  now  was  your  best  object. 
The  argument  of  your  praise,  balm  of  ;^our  age. 
The  bnt,  the  dearest,  should  in  this  trice  of  time 
Commit  a  thing  so  monstrous,  to  dismantle 
80  many  folds  of  favour  I  Sure,  her  offence 
Must  be  of  such  unnatural  degree. 
That  monsters  it,  or  your  fore- vouched  affection 
Fall  into  taint :  which  to  believe  of  her. 
Must  be  a  fiuth  that  reason  without  miracle 
Should  never  plant  in  me. 

Cor.  I  yet  beseech  your  majesty 

Jlf  for  I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art, 
To  speak  and  purpoae  not;  since  what  I  well 

intend 
111  dot  before  I  speak),  that  you  make  known 
It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murtber,  or  foulness. 
No  unchaste  action  or  dishonoured  step, 
That  hath  deprived  me  of  your  grace  and  favour : 
But  even  for  want  of  that  for  which  I  am  richer, 
A  still-soliciting  ere,  and  such  a  tongue 
That  I  am  glad  1  have  not,  though  not  to  have  it 
Hath  lost  me  in  your  liking. 

Lear,  Better  thou 

Hadst  not  been  bom  than  not  t'  have  pleased  me 
better. 

Framee.  Is  it  but  this?  a  tardiness  in  nature, 
Which  often  leaves  the  history  unspoke 
rhat  it  intends  to  do?—  Mv  lord  of  Burgundy, 
What  say  you  to  the  lady  ?    Love*s  not  love. 
When  it  is  mingled  with  regards  that  stand 
Aloof  from  the  entire  point.    Will  you  have  her  ? 
She  is  herself  a  dowry. 

Bur,  Roval  king. 

Give  but  that  portion  which  yourself  proposed, 
And  here  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  hand, 
Duchess  of  Burgundv. 

Lear,  Nothing :  I  have  sworn ;  I  am  firm. 

Bur.  I  am  sorry,  then,  von  have  so  lost  a  father 
That  you  ointt  ioae  a  husband. 

Cor,  Peace  be  with  Burgundy  t 

Since  that  respeoti  of  fortune  ar«  his  love, 
lahallnotbehiswife. 
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•Fhnioe.  Fahrest  Cordelia,  that  art  most  rich, 
being  poor ; 
Most  choice,  forsaken ;  and  most  lov*d,  desj^^d  I 
Thee  and  thy  virtues  here  I  seize  upon : 
Be  it  lawful.  I  take  up  what's  cast  away. 
Gods,  gods!  tis  strange,  that  from  their  coldest 

neglect 
My  love  should  kingle  to  inflam*d  respect. — 
Thy  dowerless  daughter,   king,  thrown  to  my 

chance. 
Is  queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France : 
Not  all  the  dukes  of  watYish  Burgundv 
Can  buy  this  unpriz'd  precious  maid  of  me. — 
Bid  them  farewell,  Cordelia,  thougli  unkind : 
Thou  losest  here,  a  better  where  to  find. 

j^eor.  Thou  hast  her,  France :  lot  her  be  thbsa, 
for  we 
Have  no  such  daughter,  nor  shall  ever  see 
That  face  of  hers  again : — Therefore  be  gona, 
Without  our  grace,  our  love,  our  benizon. 
Come,  noble  Burgundy. 

[Flouriah,    Exeunt  Leab,  Bub.,  Con, 
Alb.,  Glo.,  and  Attendants. 

France.  Bid  farewell  to  yonr  sisters. 

Cor,  The  jewels  of  our  father,  with  wash'd  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you:  I  know  you  what  you  are; 
And,  like  a  sister,  am  most  loth  to  call 
Your  &ults  as  they  are  nam*d.    Love  well  our 

father: 
To  your  professed  bosoms  I  commit  him : 
But  yet,  alas  1  stood  I  within  his  grace, 
I  would  prefer  him  to  a  better  place. 
So  farewell  to  you  both. 

Reg.  Prescribe  not  us  our  duties. 

Gon,  Let  your  study 

Be,  to  content  your  lord ;  who  hath  received  you 
At  fortune's  alms.    You  have  obedience  scanted. 
And  well  are  worth  the   want  that  you  have 
wanted. 

Cor,  Time  shall  unfold  what  plighted  eunnhag 
hides: 
Who  covers  faults  at  last  with  shame  derides. 
Well  may  you  prosper  I 

France.  Come,  my  fair  Cordelia. 

[Exeunt  France  and  Cobdbua. 

Oon.  Sister,  it  is  not  little  I  have  to  say,  of 
what  most  nearly  appertains  to  us  both.  I  think 
our  father  will  hence  to-night. 

Beg.  That's  most  certain,  and  with  you;  next 
month  with  us. 

Gon,  You  see  how  fbll  of  chanees  his  age  is ; 
the  observation  we  have  made  of  it  hath  been 
little:  he  alwavs  loved  our  sister  most;  and  with 
what  poor  judgment  he  hath  now  caht  her  off 
appears  too  grossly. 

Beg.  Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age :  yet  he  hath 
ever  out  slenderly  known  himself. 

Oon,  The  best  and  soundest  of  his  time  hath 
been  but  rash :  then  mu&t  we  look  f^om  his  ace  to 
receive  not  alone  the  imperfections  of  long> 
engraffed  condition,  hot,  therewithal,  the  unruly 
waywardness  that  infirm  and  choleric  years  bring 
with  them. 

Beg,  Such  unconstant  starts  are  we  like  to  have 
ftom  him,  as  thb  of  Kent^  banishment. 

Oon.  There  Is  further  compliment  of  leave- 
taking  between  France  and  him.  Pray  vou,  let 
us  sit  together :  if  our  Cither  earry  authority  with 
such  dispositions  as  he  bears,  this  last  f  unender 
of  his  will  but  offend  us. 

Beg.  We  shall  further  think  of  it. 

apn.  We  must  do  somethmg,  and4*  th«  h^. 
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SCENE  11.—^  Hda  in  the  Earl  of  Gloster'B 

Ca$tU, 

Enter  Edmund,  with  a  letter. 

Echo,  ThoQf  natare,  art  my  goddess ;  to  thy  law 
^fy  services  are  bound:  Wherefore  should  I 
Stand  in  the  plague  of  custom ;  and  permit 
The  curiosity  of  nations  to  deprive  me. 
For  that  I  am  some  twelve  or  rourteen  moonshines 
Lag  of  a  brother?  Why  bastard?  Wherefore  base? 
When  mv  dimensions  are  as  well  compact, 
My  mind  as  generous,  and  my  sliape  as  true, 
ABhonestmadam'8  issue?    Why  orand  they  us 
With  base ?  with  baseness ?  b&surdy  ?  base,  base? 
Who,  in  the  lusty  stealth  of  nature,  take 
More  composition  and  fierce  quality, 
Than  doth,  within  a  dull,  stale,  tired  bed, 
Uo  to  the  oreatmg  a  whole  tribe  of  fops, 
Got  *tween  asleep  and  wake?—  Well,  then, 
Legitimate  Edgsjr,  I  must  have  your  land : 
Our  father's  love  is  to  the  bastard  Edmund, 
As  to  the  legitimate:  Fine  woi d,— legitimate! 
Well,  mjjT  legitimate,  if  this  letter  speed, 
And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  the  base 
Shall  top  the  legitimate.    I  grow ;  I  proeper: — 
Now,  gods,  stand  up  for  bastards  I 

Enter  GLOfiTBB. 

Olo,  Kont  banished  thus !  and  Frtnoe  in  choler 
parted  1 
And  the  king  gone  to-night  I  prescribed  his  power  I 
Confined  to  exliibition!    All  this  done 

Upon  the  gad! Edmund  1    How  now;  what 

news? 

Edm,  So  please  your  lordship,  none. 

[Putting  up  the  letter. 

Oh,  Why  10  earnestly  seek  you  to  put  up  that 
letter? 

Edm,  1  know  no  news,  my  lord. 

Olo,  What  paper  were  vou  reading  ? 

Edm,  Nothmg,  my  lord. 

Olo.  No  ?  what  needed  then  that  terrible  des- 
patch of  it  into  your  pocket  ?  the  quality  of  nothing 
hath  not  such  need  to  hide  itself.  Let's  see : 
Come,  if  it  be  nothing,  I  shall  not  need  spectacles. 

Edm,  I  beseech  you,  sir,  pardon  me:  it  is  a 
letter  from  my  brother,  that  I  have  not  all  o*er- 
read :  and  for  so  much  as  I  havu  perused,  I  find  it 
not  fit  for  your  overlooking. 

Olo,  Give  me  the  letter,  sir. 

Edm,  1  shall  offend,  either  to  detain  or  give  it. 
The  contents,  as  in  part  I  understand  them,  are  to 
blame. 
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(Jlo.  YonknowtheoharactertobeyonrbrolherVi 

Edm,  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  lord,  1  durst 
swear  it  were  his ;  but,  in  respect  of  that,  I  would 
(ain  think  it  were  not. 

Olo,  It  is  his. 

Edm,  It  is  his  hand,  my  lord ;  but  I  hope  hif 
heart  is  not  in  the  contents. 

Oh,  Has  he  never  heretofore  sounded  you  in 
this  business  ? 

Edm.  Never,  my  lord :  But  I  have  heard  him 
oft  maintain  it  to  tie  fit,  that,  sons  at  perfect  age, 
and  fathers  declined,  the  father  should  be  as  ward 
to  the  son,  and  the  son  manage  bis  revenue. 

Oh,  0  villain,  villain  I— His  very  opinion  in 
the  letter  1— Abhorred  villain  I  Unnatural,  detested, 
brutish  villain  I  worse  than  brutish ! — Go,  sirrah, 
seek  him;  111  apprehend  him: — Abominable  vil- 
lain 1~  Where  is  he  ? 

Edm.  I  do  not  well  know,  my  lord.  If  it  shall 
please  you  to  suspend  your  indignation  against  m^ 
brother,  till  yon  can  derive  from  him  better  testi- 
mony of  his  intent,  you  should  run  a  certain  course; 
where,  if  you  violently  proceed  against  him,  mhi- 
taking  his  purpose,  it  would  make  a  great  gap  in 
your  own  honour,  and  shake  in  pieces  the  heart  ot 
bis  obedience.  I  dare  pawn  down  my  life  for  him, 
that  he  hath  writ  this  to  feel  my  affection  to  your 
honour,  and  to  no  other  pretence  of  danger. 

Oh,  Think  you  so? 

Edm.  If  your  honour  judge  it  meet  I  wHl  plaoe 
you  where  you  shall  hear  us  confer  ot  this,  and  by 
an  auricular  assurance  have  vour  satisfaction ;  aiid 
that  without  any  further  delay  than  this  very 
evening. 

Oh,  He  cannot  be  such  a  monster. 

Edm.  Nor  is  not,  sure. 

Oh.  To  his  father,  that  so  tenderly  and  entirely 
loves  him. — Heaven  and  earth! — Edmund,  seek 
him  out;  wind  me  into  him,  I  pray  yon ;  frame 
the  business  after  your  own  wisdom:  I  would 
unstate  myself  to  be  in  a  due  resolution. 

Edm  I  will  seek  him,  sir,  presently;  oonvej 
the  business  as  I  shall  find  means,  and  acquaint 
you  withal. 

Oh,  These  late  eclipses  in  the  sun  and  moon 
portend  no  good  to  us:  Though  the  wisdom  of 
nature  can  reason  it  thus  and  thus,  yet  nature  finds 
itself  scourged  by  the  sequent  effects :  love  cools, 
friendship  falls  off^  brothers  divide:  in  cities, 
mutinies;  in  countries, discord;  in  palaces, treason; 
and  the  bond  cracked  *twixt  son  and  father.  This 
villain  of  mine  comes  under  the  prediction ;  there^ 
son  against  father:  the  king  nils  firom  bias  ol 
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dragon's  tail;  and  mj  nativity  was  under  htm 
mcgor:  so  that  it  follows,  I  am  rough  and  leohe- 
roufl.— I  should  have  been  that  I  am,  liad  the 
maidenl'est  star  in  the  firroaroent  twinliled  on  my 
htnt4ird««^ng, 

^       Enter  Edoab. 
Fat:  he  comes  like  the  catastrophe  of  the  old 
comedy  I   My  cue  is  villaioous  melancholy,  with 
a  sigh  like  Tom  o*  Bedlam.— O,  these  eclipses  do 
portend  these  divisions  1  fa,  sol,  U,  mi. 

Edg.  How  now,  brother  Edmund?  What  serious 
contemplation  are  you  in? 

Edm.  1  am  thinking,  brother,  of  a  prfidiotion  I 
read  this  other  day,  what  should  follow  these 
•dipses. 
JScb,  Do  you  busy  yourself  with  that  ? 
Him.  I  promise  you  the  eflfects  he  writes  of 
sueeeed  unhappily;  as  of  nnnatnralness  between 
the  child  and  the  parent;  death,  dearth,  dissolu- 
tions of  ancient  amities;  divisions  in  state,  menaces 
and  maledictions  against  king  and  nobles^  needless 
diffidences,  banishment  of  friends,  dissipation  of 
cohorts,  nuptial  breaches,  and  1  know  not  what 

Etltj.  How  long  have  yon  been  a  sectary  astro- 
nomical? 

jEdm,  Come,  come,  when  saw  yon  my  &ther 
last? 
Ech,  The  night  gone  by. 
Earn,  Spake  yon  with  him? 
Ecb,  Ay,  two  hours  together. 
Eom.  Parted  you  in  good  terms?  Found  yon 
no  displeasure  in  him,  by  word,  or  countenance? 
E(h.  None  at  all. 

Juun.  Bethink  vourself  wherein  yon  may  have 
offended  him :  and  at  my  entreaty  forbear  his  pre- 
sence, till  some  little  time  has  qualified  the  heat 
of  his  displeasure;  which  at  this  instant  so  rageth 
in  him,  tnat  with  the  mischief  of  your  person  it 
would  scarcely  allay. 
Eeb.  Some  viilam  hath  done  me  wrong. 
Ecbn.  That's  my  fear.    I  pray  you  have  a  con- 
tinent forbearance,  till  the  speed  of  liis  rage  goes 
slower ;  and,  as  I  say,  retire  with  me  to  my  Indgmg, 
from  whence  I  will  fitly  bring  you  to  hear  my  lord 
sfwak :  Pray  yon,  go ;  there*s  my  key  :~if  you  do 
stir  abroad  go  armed. 
Edg*  Armed,  brother  I 

Eian,  Brother,  I  advise  you  to  the  best  I  am  no 
honest  man  if  there  be  any  good  meaning  toward 
vou :  I  have  told  you  what  I  have  seen  and  heard, 
but  iamtly ;  nothmg  like  the  image  and  horror  of 
It:  Pray  vou,  away. 
Edg.  Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon  ? 
fian.  I  do  serve  you  in  this  business. — 

[ExUEdqasu 
A  erednlons  fkther,  and  a  brother  noble, 
Whose  nature  is  so  far  from  doing  harms 
That  he  suspects  none;  on  whose  foolish  honesty 
My  practices  ride  easy  I— I  see  the  business.— 
Let  me.  if  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  wit: 
All  with  me's  meet  that  I  can  fiuhion  fit     [Exit 

8GENB  ni.-J  Boom  in  the  Duke  of  Albany *s 

Padace, 

Elder  Oomuol  and  Steward. 

Qm,  Did  mr  fifUher  strike  my  gentleman  for 
chiding  of  hii  fool? 

Stem.  Ay,  madam. 

Oph.  By  day  and  night  he  wrongs  me;  averf 
hmra 
He  flashes  into  one  ffroai  crime  or  other, 
That  sets  Of  all  at  odds:  lUootendnrait: 
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His  knights  mw  riotous,  and  hraiself  upbraids  us 
On  every  trifle:— When  he  returns  fr^m  hmiting 
I  will  not  speak  with  him ;  say,  I  am  siok  :— 
If  you  come  slack  of  former  services 
Yon  shall  do  weli;  the  fault  of  it  111  answer. 

Stew.  Ue^  coming,  madam ;  I  hear  him. 

[Horwvjiihm, 

Ooiu  Put  on  what  weary  negligence  you  please. 
Ton  and  your  fellows ;  Td  iiave  it  come  to  question: 
If  he  distaste  it,  let  him  to  my  sister. 
Whose  mind  and  mine,  I  know,  in  that  are  onct 
Not  to  be  over-ruled.    Idle  old  man. 
That  still  would  manage  those  authorities 
That  he  hath  given  away! — Now,  by  my  life, 
Old  fools  are  oabes  again ;  and  must  be  us'd 
With  checks,  as  flatteries, — ^when  they  are  seen 

abns*d. 
Remember  what  I  have  said. 

Stew.  Well,  madam. 

Oon.  And  let  his  knights  have  colder  looks 
among  vou ;  what  grows  of  it  no  matter;  advise 
your  fellows  so :  I  would  breed  from  hence  occa- 
sions, and  1  shall  that  I  may  speak :— 111  write 
straight  to  my  sister,  to  hold  my  course: — Pre- 
pare for  dinner.  [J&etunL 

SCENE  IT.— J  Eaainihe  eame. 

Enter  Kbnt,  diegtueed, 

Kent  If  but  as  well  I  other  accents  borrow. 
That  can  my  speech  diffuse,  my  good  intent 
May  carry  throogh  itself  to  that  full  issue 
For  which  I  raa'd  my  likeness. — Now,  banish'd 

Kent, 
If  thou  canst  serve  where  thou  dost  stand  con- 
demned. 
So  may  it  come  thy  master,  whom  thou  lov'st. 
Shall  find  thee  full  of  Ubours. 

^oms  within.    Enter  Leas,  Knights,  and 
Attendants. 

Lear,  Let  me  not  stay  a  jot  for  dinner;  go,  get 
it  ready.  [Exit  an  Attendant]  How  now,  what 
art  thou? 

Kent.  A  man,  sir. 

Lear.  What  dost  thou  profess?  What  wooldst 
thou  with  us? 

Kent.  I  do  profess  to  be  no  less  than  I  seem ; 
to  serve  him  truly  that  will  put  me  in  trust ;  to 
love  him  that  is  honest ;  to  converse  with  him 
that  is  wise  and  says  little;  to  fear  judgment ;  to 
fight  when  I  cannot  choose;  and  to  eat  no  fish. 

Lear.  What  art  thou? 

Kent.  A  very  honest-hearted  fellow,  and  as  poor 
as  the  king. 

Lear.  If  thou  be^M  as  poor  for  a  subieet  as  he% 
for  a  king,  thoa  art  poor  enough.  What  wouldst 
thou? 

Kent.  Service. 

Lear.  Who  wonldst  thou  serve? 

Kent.  Ton. 

Lear.  Dost  thou  know  me,  fellow  ? 

Kent.  No,  sir;  but  you  have  that  in  your  comite* 
nance  which  I  would  fain  call  master. 

Lear.  What*sthat? 

Kent.  Authority. 

Lear.  What  service  canst  thou  do? 

Kent.  I  can  keep  honest  counsel,  ride,  nm,  mar 
a  eurious  tale  in  telling  it,  and  deliver  a  pUun 
message  bluntly;  that  which  ordinary  men  are 
fit  for  I  am  qualified  in :  and  the  best  of  me  is 
diligence. 

^Swr.  How  old  art  then?  (^n,n,n\o 
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^nt.  Wot  80  Tomipr,  rir,  to  love  a  woman  for 

Binging,  nor  so  old  to  dote  on  her  for  anjthing: 

I  have  years  on  my  back  forty-eight. 
Lear.  Follovr  nie;  thou  shalt  serre  me;  if  I 

like  thee  no  worse  after  dinner,  1  will  not  part 

fW>m  thee  yet— Dinner,  hoa,  dinner.— Where's 

my  knave  ?   my  fool  ?   Go  you,  and  call  my  fool 

hither. 

IBnter  Steward. 

Ton,  yon,  sirrah,  whereas  my  danghter? 

Stew.  8o  please  yoQ, —  \&cU. 

Lear.  What  savs  the  fellow  there?  Can  the 
dotnoll  back.— Whereas  my  fool,  hoa?— I  think  the 
world*sas]eep.— How  now?  where'a  that  mongrel? 

KnigkL  He  says,  my  lord,  your  daughter  is  not 
well. 

Lear.  Whv  came  the  slare  not  back  to  me 
when  I  oaird  him? 

Kmyht.  8ir,  he  answered  me  in  the  roondest 
manner,  he  would  not. 

Lear.  He  would  not  I 

KidylU.  My  lord,  I  know  not  what  the  matter 
is ;  but  to  my  judgment,  your  highness  is  not 
entertained  with  that  ceremonious  affection  as  yon 
were  wont ;  there's  a  great  abatement  of  kindness 
appears,  as  well  in  the  general  dependants,  as  in 
the  duke  himself  also,  and  your  daughter. 

Lear.  Hal  say*st  thou  so? 

Knight.  I  beseech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord,  if 
I  be  mistaken :  fur  my  duty  cannot  be  silent  when 
1  tliink  your  highnes8  wronged. 

LeoTi  Thou  but  remeuiber'st  me  of  mine  own 
oonoeption:  I  have  perceived  a  most  faint  neglect 
of  late;  which  1  have  rather  bLimed  as  mine  own 
jealous  curiosity,  than  as  a  very  pretence  and 

Enrposeof  uukindness:  I  will  look  further  intot. 
lut  Where's  my  fool?   I  have  not  seen  him  this 
two  days. 

Kitiyht.  ^mc^  mv  young  lady^  going  into 
France,  sir,  the  fool  liath  much  pined  away. 

Leaf.  No  more  of  that;  I  have  noted  it 
well.— Go  you,  and  tell  my  daughter  I  would 
speak  with  her,— Go  yon,  call  hither  my  fool. 

Be^eKUr  Steward, 

O,  yon  air,  yon,  come  yon  hither,  sir;  Who  am  I, 
sir? 

Stem.  My  lady'^  father. 

Lear.  MV  hidy's  father!  my  lord'k  knave:  you 
whoreson  dog  I  you  slavel  yon  curl 

SUw.  I  am  none  of  these,  my  lord:  I  beseech 
your  pardon. 

Lear.  Do  yon  bandy  looks  with  me,  yon  rascal? 
[Striking  him. 

Stew.  Ill  not  be  stmcken,  my  lord. 

£eiU.  Nor  tripped  neither;  yon  base  foot-ball 
player.  [Tnjpping  tqt  hit heeie. 

Lear.  I  thank  thee,  fellow;  thon  serv^  me, 
and  111  love  thee. 

ir«i<.  Come,  sir,  arise,  away;    III  teach  yon 
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J^bol.  Shrah,  yon  were  best  take  my  ooxeombii 
J^ear.  Why,  niyboy? 

FooL  Why?  For  taking  one^  part  that's  ont  d 
favour:  Nay,  an  thou  cimst  not  smile  as  the 
wind  sits,  thoult  catch  cold  shortly  r  There,  take 
my  coxcomb :  Why,  this  fellow  has  ^niah*d  two 
of  his  daughters,  and  did  the  third  a  blessing 
against  his  will ;  if  thou  follow  him,  thou  most 
needs  wear  my  coxcomb.— How  now,  noncle? 
'Would  1  had  two  coxcombs,  and  two  daughteral 
Lear.  Why,  my  boy? 

FooL  If  I  gave  them  all  my  living,  I'd  keep  my 
coxcombs  myself:  There's  mine;  beg  another  of 
thy  daughters. 
Lear.  Take  heed,  sirrah  ;  the  whip. 
FooL  Truth's  a  dog  must  to  kennel;  he  mnst  be 
whipp'd  out,  when  the  lady  brach  may  etand  by 
the  fire  and  stink. 
Lear.  A  pestilent  gall  to  me ! 
FooL  Sirrah,  111  teach  thee  a  speedL 
Lear.  Do. 
Fxd.  Mark  it,  nnnde  :— 

Have  more  than  thon  showest, 
Speak  less  than  thou  knowest, 
Lend  less  than  thon  owest, 
Ride  more  than  thon  goest. 
Learn  more  than  thou  trowest, 
Set  less  than  thou  throwest ; 
Leave  thy  drink  and  thy  whorBy 
And  keep  in-adoor. 
And  thou  shalt  have  more 
Than  two  tens  to  a  score. 
Ketd.  This  is  nothing,  fool. 
FooL  Then  'tis  like  the  breath  of  an  nnfeeM 
lawyer;   you  gave  me  notliing  fort:    Can  you 
make  no  use  of  nothing,  n uncle? 

Lear.  Why,  no,  boy;  nothing  can  be  made  out 
of  nothing. 

FooL  Prithee  tell  him,  so  much  the  rent  of  his 
land  comes  to ;  he  will  not  believe  a  fooL 

[7b  Kbit. 

Xear.  A  bitter  fool  I 

FooL  Dost  thou  know  tiie  difference,  my  boy, 
between  a  bitter  fool  and  a  sweet  one? 

Lear.  No,  lad ;  teach  me. 

JfboL  That  lord  that  counsell^  thee  to  give 
awa^  thy  land. 
Come  place  him  here  by  me,  do  thon  for  him  stand : 
The  sweet  and  bitter  fool  will  presently  appear; 
The  one  in  motley  here — the  other  found  ont 
there. 

Lear.  Dost  thon  call  me  fool,  boy? 

FooL  All  thy  other  titles  thon  hast  given  away; 
that  thon  wast  bom  with. 

Kent.  This  is  not  altogether  fool,  my  lord. 

FooL  No,  faith,  lords  and  great  men  will  not  let 
me ;  if  I  had  a  monopoly  out,  they  would  have 
part  ont:  and  ladies  too,  they  will  not  let  me  have 
all  fool  to  myself;  thevll  be  snatching.— N uncle, 
give  me  an  egg,  and  I'll  give  thee  two  crowns.  - 
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Xeor.  When  were  joa  wont  to  be  ao  fall  of 

flongs,  sirrah  ? 
tXtoL  I  have  oaed  it,  noncle,  e*er  ilnoe  thou 

madest  thy  daughters  thy  mothers ;  for  when  then 

gaT*st  them  the  rod,  ena  pattest  down  thine  own 

breeches, 

Then  tbflv  for  ■Qddflolof  did  weopk      \8mgmg. 

And  I  for  lorrow  sanf, 
That  saab  a  king  iboula  plagr  bo-peap, 

And  go  the  fool  among. 

Prithee,  nande,  keep  a  schoolmaster  that  can 
teach  thj  fool  to  lie;  1  woald  soon  learn  to  lie. 

Ltar,  An  yon  Ue,  sirrah,  well  have  70a 
whipped. 

FhoL  I  manrel  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daughters 
are:  theyll  have  roe  whipped  for  speakUig  tme, 
thonlt  have  me  whipped  for  lying ;  and  sometimes 
1  am  whipp'd  for  holding  my  peace.  I  had  rather 
be  any  kind  of  thing  than  a  fool :  and  yet  I  woald 
not  be  thee,  nonde ;  thoo  hast  pared  thv  wit  o'both 
•idee,  and  left  nothing  in  the  middle:  Here  comes 
one  o'  the  parings. 

J^iiter  GovBSiL. 

Lear,  flow  now,  daughter?  what  makes  that 
frontlet  on?  Methinks,  yon  are  too  mach  of  late 
i*  the  frown. 

FboL  Then  wast  a  pretty  fellow  when  then  hadst 
DO  need  to  care  for  her  frowning ;  now  thou  art  an 

0  withont  a  figure :  1  am  better  than  thou  art  now : 

1  am  a  fool,  thou  art  nothing.  -  Yes.  forsooth,  I 
will  hold  my  tongue;  so  ^our  face  [2o  QoN.]  bids 
me,  though  you  say  nothing.    Mum,  mom, 

He  that  keeps  nor  orust  nor  crom, 
Weary  of  all,  shall  want  some. — 
That^  a  sheal*d  peasood.  [Pointing  to  Lbab. 

Am.  Not  only,  sir,  this  your  all-lioens*d  fool. 
But  other  of  your  insolent  retinue 
Do  hourly  carp  and  quarrel ;  breaking  forth 
In  rank  and  not-to-beendnred  riots.    Kir, 
I  had  thought,  by  making  this  well  known  onto 

you. 
To  have  found  a  safe  redress;  but  now  grow  fearful, 
Bt  what  yourself  too  late  have  »poke  and  done. 
That  you  protect  this  course,  and  put  it  on 
Bt  your  allowance ;  which,  if  you  should,  the  fault 
Would  not  *8cape  censure,  nor  the  redresses  sleep; 
Which,  in  the  tender  of  a  wholesome  weal. 
Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  offence, 
Which  else  were  shame,  thiat  then  necessity 
Will  call  discreet  proceeding. 

FooL  For  yon  Imow,  nnnde. 
The  hedge-sparrow  fed  the  cuckoo  so  long. 
That  it  mul  its  head  bit  off  by  its  young. 
Bo,  out  went  tlie  candle,  and  we  were  left  darkling. 

Lear,  Are  you  our  daughter? 

^011.  I  would  yon  would  make  use  of  your  good 
wisdom 
Whereof  1  know  you  are  fraught;  and  put  away 
These  dispositions,  which  of  late  transport  you 
From  what  you  rightly  are. 

FooL  May  not  an  ass  know  when  the  cart  draws 
the  horse?— Whoop,  Jug !  I  love  thee. 

Lear.  Does  any  here  know  me?  This  is  not  Lear. 
Does  Lear  walk  thus?  speak  thus?    Where  are 

hise/ee? 
Either  hb  notion  weakens,  his  diseemings 
Are  leiharfried.    Hal  wakins ?  tis  not  so. 
Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I  am?— 

FooL  Lear *s  shadow.— 

Z^eor.  I  would  learn  that ;  fbr  by  the  marks  of 
sovereignty,  knowledge,  and  reason^  I  iiioald  be 
fklae  persuaded  1  had  daaghtera— » 
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FooL  Which  they  will  make  an  obedient  fkther. 

Lear,  Tour  name,  &ir  g:entle woman? 

Qon,  This  admiration,  sir,  is  mnch  o*  the  savour 
Of  other  your  new  pranks.  I  do  beseech  you 
To  understand  my  purposes  aright: 
As  you  are  old  and  reverend,  should  be  wise : 
Here  do  you  keep  a  hundred  knights  and  squires ; 
Men  so  disordered,  so  debosh'd,  and  bold. 
That  this  our  court,  infected  with  their  manners, 
Shows  like  a  riotous  inn :  epicurism  and  lust 
Make  it  more  like  a  tavern  or  a  brothel. 
Than  a  grao*d  palace.     The  shame  itself  dotli 

speak 
For  instant  remedjr:  Be  then  desir'd 
By  her  that  else  will  take  the  thing  she  begs, 
A  little  to  dis^uantitv  your  train ; 
And  the  remainder,  that  shall  still  depend. 
To  be  such  men  as  may  besort  your  age, 
Which  know  thanselvei  and  yon. 

Lear,  Darkness  and  devilg  t— 

Saddle  my  horses;  call  my  train  together.— 
Degenerate  bastard!  Ill  not  trouble  thee; 
Tet  have  I  left  a  daughter. 

Chm,  Ton  strike  my  people;  and  yoordisorder'd 
rabble 
Make  servants  of  their  betters. 

Enter  AiAunr. 

Ltar,  Woe,  that  too  late  repents,— O,  ab,  are 

you  come? 
Is  it  your  will  ?  [To  Alb.]  Speak,  air.— Flepare 

my  horses. 
Ingratitude  I  then  marble-hearted  fiend^ 
More  hideous,  when  then  show^st  thee  m  a  child, 
Than  the  sea-monster  I 
AW,  Pray,  sir,  be  patient. 

Lear.  Detested  kite !  thou  liest :         [To  Gov. 
My  train  are  men  of  choice  and  rarest  parti. 
That  all  particulars  of  duty  know: 
And  in  the  most  exact  regard  support 
The  worships  of  their  name.— O  most  small  Ciiilt 
How  ugly  oidst  thou  in  Cordelia  showl 
Which,  like  an  engine,  wrenched  my  frame  of 

nature 
From  the  fix*d  plaoe;  drew  from  my  heart  all 

love. 
And  added  to  the  gall.    0  Lear,  Lear,  Lear  I 
Beat  at  this  gate,  that  let  thy  folly  in. 


[Striking  hie  Iteed, 
:! — Go,  go  my  people. 


And  thy  dear  ju^;ment  out!-  .  .,  „ ^  ^..^ 

Alb,  My  lord,  lam  guiltless,  as  I  am  ignorant 
Of  what  hath  mov*d  you. 

Lear,  It  mav  be  so.  my  lord,— 
Hear,  nature,  hear ;  dear  goddess,  hear  1 
Suspend  thy  purpose,  if  thou  didst  intend 
To  make  this  creature  fruitful  I 
Into  her  womb  convey  sterility  1 
Dry  up  in  her  the  organs  of  inerease; 
And  from  her  derognte  body  never  spring 
A  babe  to  honour  her  I    If  she  must  teem. 
Create  her  child  of  i*pleen ;  that  it  may  live. 
And  be  a  thwart  disnatur'd  torment  to  her! 
Let  it  stamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth ; 
With  cedent  tears  flret  channels  in  her  cheeks; 
Turn  all  her  mother's  pains  and  benefits 
To  laughter  and  contempt ;  that  she  may  fidcl 
How  sharper  than  a  serpent's  tooth  it  is 
To  have  a  thankleas  child.  -Away,  away!    [EaeU, 

ABk  Mow,  gods,  that  we  adore,  whereof  comes 
thU? 

Ootu  Never  afflict  yooradf  to  know  more  ef  it  • 
But  let  hb  disposition  have  3lut  soofe 
As  dotage  givea  it.  f  ^  \ 
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Lmr.  Whit,  fifty  of  mj  followers  at  a  oUp ; 
Within  a  fortoight  ? 

Alh,  What's  the  matter,  sir  ? 

Lear.  Ill  tell  thee  ,^Life  and  death  I  I  am 
ashamed 
That  thoa  hast  power  to  shake  mj  manhood  thtis: 

[ToQon, 
That  these  hot  tears,  which  break  firom  me  per- 
force, 
Should  make  thee  worth  them. — Blasts  and  fogs 

upon  thee  1 
The  untonted  woundings  of  a  father*s  curse 
Pierce  every  sense  about  thee !    Old  fond  eyes, 
Beweep  this  cause  again  III  pluck  ye  out : 
And  cast  you,  with  the  waters  that  you  lose, 
To  temper  clay.  -  Ua  I  Let  it  be  so : — 
I  have  another  daughter. 
Who,  I  am  sure,  is  kind  and  oomfortable ; 
When  she  shall  hear  this  of  thee,  with  her  nails 
She'll  flay  thy  woltish  visage.    Thou  shalt  find. 
That  1*11  resume  the  shape  which  thou  dost  think 
1  hitve  cast  off"  for  ever. 

[Exeunt  Leab,  Kbi:t,  ani  Attendants. 

Qcn,  Do  you  mark  that? 

Alb,  I  cannot  be  so  partial,  QonerO, 
To  the  great  love  I  bear  you,— 

Qon.  Pray  you  content— What,  Oswald,  ho  1 
YoUf  sir,  more  knave  than  fool,  after  your  master. 

[To  the  Fool. 

FooL  Nuncle  Lear,  nunde  Lear,  tarry;  take 
the  fool  with  thee. 

A  fox  when  one  has  caught  her, 

And  such  a  daughter. 

Should  sure  to  the  slanghter, 

If  my  cap  would  buy  a  halter  { 

So  the  fool  follows  after.  [EaaJU 

Gkm,  Tbb  man  hath  had  good  ooonsel :— A 
hundred  knights  I 
'Tis  politto  and  safe,  to  let  him  keep 
At  point  a  hundred  knights  ?  Yes,  that  on  every 

dream. 
Each  buz,  each  fancy,  each  complaint,  dislike, 
He  may  enguard  his  dotage  with  their  powers. 
And  hold  our  lives  in  mercy. — Oswald,  I  say  1 

Alb,  Well,  you  may  fear  too  far. 

Ucn.  Safer  than  trust  too  far. 
Let  me  still  take  awav  the  harms  I  fear. 
Not  fear  still  to  be  taken.    I  know  his  heart: 
What  he  hath  utter 'd  I  have  writ  my  sister ; 
If  she  sustain  him  and  his  hundred  knights. 

When  I  have  show'd  the  unfitness Uow  now, 

Oswald? 

EnUr  Steward. 
What,  have  you  writ  thai  letter  to  my  sister  ? 

Stew,  Ay,  madam. 

Qm,  Take  you  some  company,  and  away  to 
horse: 
Inform  her  full  of  my  particular  fear ; 
And  thereto  add  such  reasons  of  your  own. 
As  may  compact  it  more.    Get  you  gone ; 
And  hasten  your  return.    [ExU  Steward.]    No, 

no,  my  lord. 
This  milky  gentleness,  and  course  of  yours. 
Though  I  condemn  it  not,  vet,  under  pardon. 
Yon  are  much  more  attaskM  for  want  of  wisdom, 
Than  praised  Cor  harmful  mildness. 
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Alb,  How  fiur  your  eyes  may  pierce  I  otnnoC 
tell; 
Striving  to  better,  oft  we  mar  what^  weU. 
Qon,  Nay,  then, — 
Alb,  Well,  well;  the  event. 

SCENE  y^CouH  before  the 
BtUet  Lbav,  Keht,  and  Fool. 

Lear,  Go  yon  before  to  Gloster  with  these 
letters:  acquaint  my  daughter  no  further  with 
anything  you  know,  than  comes  from  her  demand 
out  of  the  letter:  Ir  your  diligence  be  not  speedy, 
I  shall  be  there  afore  vou. 

Kent.  I  will  not  sleep,  my  lord,  till  I  have 
delivered  vour  letter.  [EedL 

FooL  If  a  man*8  brains  were  in  his  heels,  wereH 
not  in  danger  of  kibes? 

Lear,  Ay,  boy. 

FooL  Then,  I  prithee,  be  merry ;  thy  wit  shall 
not  go  slip-shod. 

I^ar,  Ua,  ha,  hat 

FooL  Shalt  see  thy  other  daughter  will  use  thee 
kindly :  for  though  she*8  as  like  this  as  a  crab^ 
like  an  aoule,  yet  I  can  tell  what  1  can  tell. 

Lear,  What  canst  tell,  boy  ? 

FooL  She  will  taste  as  like  this  as  a  crab  does 
to  a  crab.  Thou  canst  tell  why  one^  nose  stands 
i*  the  middle  of  one's  face? 

Lear,  No. 

FooL  Why,  to  keep  one*s  eyes  of  either  side 
one*s  nose ;  that  what  a  man  cannot  smell  oat  he 
may  spy  into. 

Lear,  I  did  her  wrong : — 

FooL  Canst  tell  how  an  oyster  makes  his  shell  ? 

Lear.  No. 

FooL  Nor  I  neither;  but  I  can  tell  why  a  snail 
has  a  house. 

Lear  Why? 

FooL  Why,  to  put  his  head  hi;  not  to  give  it 
away  to  his  daughters,  and  leave  his  horns  without 
acase. 

Lear,  I  will  forget  my  nature.— So  kind  a 
father !—  Ik  my  horses  ready  ? 

FooL  Thy  asses  are  gone  about  'em.  The 
reason  why  the  seven  stars  are  no  more  than  seven 
is  a  pretty  reason. 

Lear,  Because  they  are  not  eight? 

FooL  Yes,  indeed :  Thou  wouldst  make  a  good 
fool. 

Lear,  To  take  it  again  perforce  I— Monster 
ingratitude  I 

FooL  If  thou  wert  my  fool,  nuncle,  I'd  have 
thee  beaten  for  beiue  old  before  thy  time. 

Lear.  How's  that  ? 

FooL  Thou  shouldst  not  have  been  old  till  thou 
hadst  been  wise. 

Lear,  0  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  sweet 
hetveni  Keep  me  in  temper;  I  would  not  be 
mad! 

Enter  Gentleman. 
How  nowl  are  the  horses  ready? 

Oent,  Ready,  my  lord. 

Lear,  Come,  boy. 

FooL  She  tliat  s  a  maid  now,  and  laughs  at  mj 
departure, 

Shall  not  be  a  maid  long,  unless  things  be  out 
fhorter.  lEBoemU, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


KING  LEAR. 


781 


ACT  II 


SCENE  I.  -  A  Court  wUhm  the  CasiUqfiheEKtl 

ofGlo6ter. 

EiUer  Edmumd  and  Curah,  meeting. 

Edm.  Save  thee,  Curan. 

Cur.  And  you,  sir.  I  have  been  with  your 
Either ;  and  given  him  notice  that  the  Duke  of 
Cornwall,  and  Regan  hia  duchess,  will  be  here 
with  him  this  night. 

Edni.  Uow  eomes  that? 

Cwr.  Nay,  I  know  not :  Ton  have  heard  of  the 
news  abroad;  I  mean,  the  whispered  ones,  for 
they  are  yet  but  ear-kissing  arguments? 

idm.  >ot  1.    'Pray  you,  what  are  they? 

Cwr.  Have  you  heard  of  no  likely  wars  toward, 
twixt  the  Dukes  of  Cornwall  and  Albany? 

Sibn.  Mot  a  word. 

Cur.  You  may  do  then,  in  time.  Fare  yon  well, 
sir.  [Exit. 

Edm.  The  duke  be  hereto-night!    The  better, 
best! 
Tbb  weaves  itself  perforce  Into  my  business! 
My  father  hath  set  guard  to  take  my  brother ; 
And  1  have  one  thing,  of  a  queazy  question. 
Which   I    must   aot:-Briet*ness    and   Ibrtnne, 

work  1 — 
Brother,  a  word ;— descend:— Brother,  I  say ; 

Enter  Edgar. 
My  father  watches :    O  sir,  fly  this  place; 
Intelligence  is  given  where  you  are  hid ; 
You  have  now  the  good  advantage  of  the  night:— 
Have  you  not  spoken  'gainst  the  Dukeof  Cornwall? 
Ue*s  coming  hither;  now.  i'  the  night,  i*the  haste, 
And  Regan  with  him:  Have  you  nothing  said 
Upon  Uh  party  'gainst  the  Duke  of  Albany? 
Advise  yourself. 

Edg.  1  am  sure  on't,  not  a  word. 

EAn.  I  hear  my  father  coming,— Pardon  me : — 
In  cunning,  1  must  draw  my  sword  uiton  you:— 
Draw :  Seem  to  defend  yourself:  Now  quit  yon 

well. 
Yield:  comebeforeroyCither;— Light,hoa,herel— 
Fly,  brother ;— Torches  I  torches!— 8o,  farewell- — 

[Exit  Edoar. 
Some  blood  drawn  on  me  would  beget  opinion 

[  Wotmas  hie  arm. 
Of  my  more  fierce  endeavour:   I  have  seen 

drunkards 
Do  more  than  this  in  sport— Father  I  father! 
Stop,  stop!    No  help? 

Enter  Gloster,  and  Servants  with  torches. 

Oh.  Now,  Edmund;  where^  the  villain  ? 
Edm.  U  ere  stood  he  in  the  dark,  his  sharp  sword 
out. 
Mumbling  uf  wicked  charms,  conjuring  the  moon 
To  stand  his  auspicious  mistress:  — 
Oio.  But  where  is  he  ? 

Edm.  Look,  sir,  I  bleed. 
Olo.  Where  is  the  villain,  Edmund  ? 

Edm.  Fled  this  way,  sir.    When  by  no  means 

he  could — 
Olo.  Pursue  him,  hoe  I— Go  tdteT.—[ExU  Serv.] 

By  no  means,— what? 
JSitn.  Persuade  roe  to   the   murder  of  your 
lordahip; 
But  that  I  told  him,  the  revenging  gods 
*Gainst  parricideii  did  all  tbo  thunder  bend ; 
Spoke,  with  how  manifold  and  strong  a  bond 
Tlie  child  was  bound  to  the  fiuber-- Sir  in  fine. 


Seeing  how  loathly  opposite  I  stood 
To  his  unnatural  purpose,  in  fell  motion, 
With  his  prepared  sword,  he  charges  home 
My  nnprovided  body,  launch 'd  mine  arm : 
And  when  be  saw  my  best  alarum'd  spirits, 
Bold  in  the  quarrel's  right,  rous'd  to  the  encounter 
Or  whether  ghasted  by  the  noise  1  made, 
Full  suddenly  he  fled. 

Olo.  Let  him  fly  far ; 

Not  in  this  land  shall  he  remain  nncaught : 
And   found— Despatch.— The  noble   duke,   my 

master. 
My  worthy  arch  and  natron,  comes  to-night: 
Bv  his  authority  I  will  proclaim  it. 
That  he  which  finds  him  shall  deserve  our  thanks. 
Bringing  tlie  murderous  coward  to  the  stake; 
Ue  that  ooncea's  him,  death. 

Edm.  When  1  dissuaded  him  from  hia  intent, 
And  found  hiiu  pight  to  do  it,  with  curst  speed 
I  tlireaten'd  to  discover  him:  Ue  replied, 
"  Thou  unpoesessing  bastard  1  dost  thou  think. 
If  1  would  stand  against  thee,  would  the  reposal 
Of  any  tmst,  virtue,  or  worth  in  thee 
Make  thy  words  faith'd?  No:  what  I  should  deny 
fAs  thu*  I  would ;  ay,  though  thou  didst  prodace 
My  very  character),  I'd  turn  il  all 
To  thv  suggestion,  plot,  and  damned  practice: 
And  thou  must  make  a  dullard  of  the  world, 
If  they  not  thought  the  profits  of  my  death 
Were  very  pregnant  ana  potwtial  spurs 
To  make  thee  seek  it** 

Olo,  O  strange  and  fasten'd  villain  I 

Would  he  deny  his  letters,  said  he?- 1  never  got 

him.  [Trumpets  withxn. 

Hark,  the  duke's  trumpets  1    I  know  not  wher'  he 

comes : 
All  ports  I'll  bar;  the  villain  shall  not  *scai>e; 
The  duke  must  grant  me  that :  besides^  his  picture 
I  will  send  far  and  near,  that  all  the  kmgdom 
May  have  due  note  of  him ;  and  of  my  land, 
Loyal  and  natural  boy.  111  work  the  means 
To  make  thee  capable. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Rroan,  and  Attendants. 

Com.  How  now,  my  noble  friend  ?  since  I  came 
hither 
(Which  I  can  call  but  now),  I  have  heard  strange 
news. 
Seg.  If  it  be  tme,  all  vengeance  comes  too  short 
Which  can  pursae  the  offender.    How  dost,  my 
lord? 
Olo.  0,  madam,  my  old  heart  is  craok*d;   it's 

crack 'd! 
Seg.  What,  did  my  fathei  a  godson  seek  your  lifel 
He  whom  mv  fatlier  nam'd?  your  Edgar? 
Olo,  O  lady,  lady,  shame  would  have  it  hid 
Eeg.  Was  he  not  companion  with  the  riotous 
knights 
That  tended  upon  my  father? 

Olo.  I  know  not,  madam:   it  is  too  bad,  too 

bad. — 
E(im»  Yes,  madam,  he  was  of  that  conwrt 
Beg,  No  marvel  then  though  he  were  ill  affected ; 
Tis  they  have  put  him  on  the  old  man's  death. 
To  have  th'  expense  and  waste  of  his  revennes. 
1  have  this  present  evening  from  my  sister 
Been  well  inform 'd  of  them ;  and  with  such  cau- 
tions. 
That  if  thev  oome  to  aqjoorn  at  my  ^ouse 
111  not  be  there.  ^.^.^.^^^  ^^  GOOglC 
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Com,  Nor  I,  assure  tbee,  Regaiu — 

Edmund,  I  bear  that  70a  have  sbovm  your  father 
A  child-like  office. 

Ecbn,  It  was  mj  datj,  sir. 

Olo,  He  did  bewray  his  practice;  and  reoeiy'd 
Tbu  hurt  70a  see,  striving  to  apprehend  him. 

Com,  Is  he  pursued? 

Olo.  A7,  HIT  good  lord. 

Com.  If  he  be  taken,  he  shall  never  more 
Be  fear*d  of  doing  harm :  make  your  own  parpose, 
How  in  my  strength  70a  please.  —  For   70a, 

Eomund, 
Whose  virtue  and  obedience  doth  this  instant 
80  much  commend  itself,  yon  shall  be  ours; 
Natures  of  such  deep  trust  we  shall  mudi  need; 
You  we  first  seize  on. 

£dm,  I  shall  serve  700,  sir, 

Truly,  however  else. 

Oto,  For  him  I  thank  your  grace. 

Com,  You  know  not  wh7  we  came  to  vi«it70u, — 

Beg,  Thus  out  of  season ;  threading  dark-ey*d 
night. 
Occasions,  noble  Qloster,  of  some  poize, 
Wherein  we  muitt  have  use  of  your  advice:— 
Our  father  he  hath  writ,  so  hath  our  sister, 
Of  difierenoes,  which  I  best  thought  it  fit 
To  answer  from  our  home ;  the  several  messengers 
From  henoe  attend  despatch.    Our  good  old  friend, 
Lay  comforts  to  your  oosom ;  and  bestow 
Your  needful  counsel  to  our  businesses. 
Which  Graves  the  instant  use. 

Qlo.  I  serve  yon,  madam : 

Yoor  graces  are  right  welcome.  [Exewa, 

SCENE   IL^Before  Gloster'a  Castle, 
Enter  Kent  and  Steward,  teveraUy, 

Stew,  Good  dawning  to  thee,  friend:  Art  of 
this  house? 

Kmt  Ay. 

JSiew.  Where  may  we  set  our  horses  ? 

Kent,  r  the  mire. 

Stew.  Prithee,  if  then  lov*st  me,  tell  me. 

Kent.  I  love  thee  not. 

Stew.  Why,  then  I  care  not  for  thee. 

Kent  If  1  had  thee  in  Lipsbury  pinfold,  I 
would  make  thee  care  for  me. 

Stew,  Why  dost  thou  use  me  thus?  I  know 
thee  not. 

KenU  Fellow,  I  know  thee. 

Stew,  What  dost  thou  know  me  for?  ^ 

Kent.  A  knave;  a  rascal ;  an  eater  of  broken 
meats;  a  base,  proud,  shallow,  beggarly,  three- 
suited,  hundred -poand,  filthy  worsted-stocking 
knave;  a  lily-liver  d,  action-takmg,  whoreson,  glass- 
gazing,  superserviceable,  finical  rogue ;  one-trunk- 
inheriting  slave ;  one  that  wouldst  be  a  bawd,  in 
way  of  good  service,  and  art  nothing  but  the  com- 
position of  a  knave,  beggar,  coward,  pander,  and 
the  son  and  heir  of  a  mongrel  bitch :  one  whom 
I  will  beat  into  clamorous  whining,  if  thou  deny'st 
the  least  syllable  of  thy  addition. 

Stew,  Why,  what  a  mont^trous  fellow  art  thou, 
thus  to  rail  on  one  that  Is  neither  known  of  thee, 
nor  knows  thee. 

Kent.  What  a  brazen-faced  varlet  art  thou,  to 
deny  thou  know*st  me?  Is  it  two  days  since  I 
•ripp'd  up  thy  heels,  and  beat  thee,  before  the 
aing?  Draw,  you  rogue:  for,  though  it  be  night, 
yet  the  moon  shines;  111  make  a  sop  o'  the 
Aoonshine  of  you,  you  whoreson  cullionly  barber- 
nonger.    Draw.  [Drawing  hi$  moord. 

Stew,  Away ;  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 
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Kent.  Draw,  yon  rascal :  yon  come  with  letters 
against  the  kin^,  and  take  vanity  the  puppel*s  part 
against  the  royalty  of  her  father :  Draw,  yuu  rogue, 
or  111  so  carbonado  your  shanks:— draw,  you 
rascal :  come  your  ways. 

Stew.  Help,  boa  I  murder!  help! 

KenL  Strike,  you  slave;  stand,  rogue;  stand, 
you  neat  slave;  strike.  [Beating  kirn. 

Stew,  Help,  boa!  murder!  murder! 

Enter  Edmuxd,  Corvwall,  Rbqjlv,  QLoexmB, 
aiM?  Servants. 

Ecbn.  How  now  I  What*^  the  matter?  Part. 

Kent.  With  you,  good  man  boy,  if  you  please  * 
eome.  III  flesh  you ;  come  on,  young  master. 

Glo.  Weapons  I  arms !  What%  the  matter  here? 

Com.  Keep  peace,  upon  your  lives ; 
He  dies  that  strikes  again :  What  is  the  matter? 

Beg.  The  messengers  from  our  bister  and  the  king. 

Com.  What  is  youi^  difference  ?  speak. 

Stew,  I  am  scarce  in  breath,  my  lord. 

Kent,  No  marvel,  you  have  so  bestirred  your 
valour. 
You  cowardly  rascal,  nature  disclaims  in  thee;  a 
tailor  made  thee. 

Com,  Thou  art  a  strange  fellow:  a  tailor  make 
a  man? 

Kent.  A  tailor,  sir :  a  stone-cutter  or  a  painter 
could  not  have  made  him  so  ill,  though  they  had 
been  but  two  hours  at  the  trade. 

Com,  Speak  yet,  how  grew  your  quarrel? 

Stew,  Tills  ancient  ruffian,  sir,  whose  life  I  lunre 
spar*d. 
At  suit  of  his  grey  beard,— 

Kent,  Thou  whoreson  zed!  thou  unnecessary 
letter  I'My  lord,  if  you  will  give  me  leave,!  will 
tread  this  unbolted  villain  into  mortar,  and  daub 
the  wall  of  a  jakes  with  liim.— Spare  my  grey 
beard,  you  wagtail? 

Com.  Peace,  sirrah  I 
You  beastly  knave,  know  you  no  reverence  ? 

Kent.  Yes,  sir ;  but  anger  hath  a  privilege. 

Com,  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 

Kent,  Tliat  such  a  slave  as  this  should  wear  a 
sword. 
Who  wears  no  honesty.    Soch  smiling  rogues  as 

these. 
Like  rats,  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  atwain 
Which  are  too  intrinse  t  unloose:  smooth  ewy 

passion 
That  in  the  natures  of  their  lords  rebels; 
Bring  oil  to  fire,  snow  to  their  colder  moods 
Rene>(e,  affirm,  and  turn  their  halcyon  beaks 
With  every  gale  and  vary  of  their  masters. 
Knowing  nought,  like  dogs,  but  following.-^ 
A  plague  upon  your  epileptic  visage! 
Smile  you  my  speeches,  as  I  were  a  fool? 
Goose,  if  I  had  you  upon  Sarum  plaiiv, 
I*d  drive  vf  cackling  home  to  Camelot. 

Com.  What,  art  Uiou  mad,  old  fellow? 

Oh,  How  fell  yon  out? 

Say  that. 

'Kent.  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy. 
Than  I  and  such  a  knave. 

Com,  Why  dost  thou  call  him  knave?    What 
is  hu  fault? 

Kent,  His  countenance  likes  me  not.  ^ 

Com,  No  more,  perchance,  does  mine,  or  hit, 
or  hers. 

Kent.  Sir,  *tis  my  occupation  to  be  plain 
I  have  seen  better  faces  in  my  time, 
Than  sUnds  on  any  shoulder  that  I  see 
Before  me  at  this  instanL  ^  ^  j 
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Oonu  This  is  some  fellow, 

Who,  having  been  praisM  for  blnntness,  doth  affect 
A  saoc^  roughness;  and  constrains  the  garb 
Quite  from  his  natare :  He  cannot  flatter,  he ! — 
An  honest  mind  and  plain,-  he  must  speak  troth : 
An  they  will  take  it,  so;  if  not,  he*s  plain. 
These  kind  of  knaves  I  luiow,  wmch  in  this 

plainness 
Harbonr  more  craft,  and  more  eorrnpter  ends, 
Than  twenty  silly  dacking  observants, 
That  stretch  their  duties  nicely. 

Kent.  Sir,  in  good  faith,  in  sincere  verity. 
Under  the  allowance  of  your  great  aspect, 
Whose  influence,  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  fire 
On  flickering  Phoebus'  front, — 

Conu  What  mean'fet  by  this  ? 

Kcrd.  To  go  out  of  my  dialect,  which  yon  dis- 
commend so  muclu  I  know,  sir,  I  am  no  flatterer : 
he  tiiat  beguiled  yon,  in  a  plain  sccent,  was  a  plain 
knave:  which,  for  my  part,  I  will  not  be,  though 
I  should  win  your  dbpkasure  to  entreat  me  to  it. 

Com,  What  was  the  offence  you  gave  him? 

Stew.  I  never  gave  him  any. 
It  pleased  the  king  his  master,  very  !ate. 
To  strike  at  me,  upon  his  misconstruction; 
When  he,  cominct,  and  flattering  his  displeasure, 
Tripp*d  me  behind :  being  down,  insultea,  railed, 
And  pm  upon  him  such  a  deal  of  man. 
That  wortby'd  him,  got  prabes  of  the  king 
For  him  attempting  who  was  self-subdued; 
And  in  the  fleshment  of  this  dread  exploit, 
Drew  on  me  here  again. 

Kent,  None  of  these  rogaes  and  eowards, 

But  Ajax  is  their  fool. 

Com,  Fetch  forth  the  stocks! 

Tou  stubborn  ancient  knave,  you  reverent  brag- 
gart I 
Well  teach  you— 

Kent,  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  learn : 

Call  not  your  stocks  for  me :  I  serve  the  king ; 
On  whose  employment  I  was  sent  to  you : 
Yoo  shall  do  small  respects,  show  too  bold  malioe 
Against  the  grace  and  person  of  my  master, 
Stocking  his  messenger. 

Com.  Fetch  forth  the  stocks : 

As  I  have  life  and  honoar,  there  shall  he  sit  till 
noon. 

Btg.  Till  noon!  till  night,  my  lord;  and  all  night, 

Kent,  Why,  madam,  if  I  were  your  fitther's  dog, 
Tou  should  not  use  me  so. 
Beg.  Sir,  being  his  knave,  I  will. 

[Stocks  brought  out. 
Com.  This  is  a  fellow  of  the  self-same  colour 
Our  siater  speaks  of  :~Come,  bring  away  the 
stocks. 
Olo,  Let  me  beseech  yonr  grace  not  to  do  so : 
His  fault  is  much,  and  the  iro^  king  his  master 
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Will  not  be  nibbYl,  nor  stopped:  I'll  entreat  for 

thee. 
Kent,  Pray,  do  not,  sir:  I  have  watch*d  and 

traveird  hard ; 
Some  time  I  shall  sleep  out,  the  rest  1*11  whistle. 
A  good  man's  fortune  may  grow  oat  at  heels : 
Give  you  good  morrow  I 
Qlo,  TheduKestoblame  in  this;  'twill  belli 

taken.  \BaaX, 

Kad.  Good  kmg,  that  most  approve  the  oom- 

mon  saw ;  ^ 

Then  out  of  heavenls  benediction  com'st 
To  the  warm  sun! 

Approach,  thou  beacon  to  this  under  globe, 
That  by  thy  comfortable  beams  1  may 
Peruse  this  letter  I — Nothing  almost  sees  miradee 
But  misery: — I  know  *tis  from  Cordelia; 
Who  hath  most  fortunately  been  informed 
Of  my  obscured  courifte ;  and  shall  find  time 
From  this  enormous  state, — seeking  to  give 
Losses   their  remedies:— All    weary   and   o*ei^ 

watch'd. 
Take  vantage,  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  shameful  lodging. 
Fortune,  good  night;  smile  once  more;  turn  th> 

wheel!  \HtAee^ 

SCENB  IIL—^ iNxr^  o/tAs  EeaOi. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  I  heard  myself  proclaim'd; 
And,  bv  the  happy  hollow  of  a  tree, 
Escap'd  the  hunt.    No  port  is  free;  no  place, 
That  guard,  and  most  unusual  vigilanc^ 
Does  not  attend  my  taking.    Whiles  I  may  licape, 
I  will  preserve  myself:  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  basest  and  most  poorest  shape. 
That  ever  penury,  in  contempt  of  man. 
Brought  near  to  beast :  my  face  111  grime  with 

filth; 
Blanket  my  loins ;  elf  all  my  hair  in  knots; 
And  with  presented  nakedness  out-face 
The  winds  and  persecutions  of  the  sky. 
The  country  gives  me  proof  and  precedent 
Of  Bedlam  beggars,  who,  with  roaring  voices. 
Strike  in  their  numb'd  and  mortified  bare  arms 
Pins,  wooden  pricks,  nails,  sprigs  of  rosemary ; 
And  with  this  horrible  object,  from  low  farms. 
Poor  ])elting  villages,  sheep-cotes  and  mills. 
Sometime   with  Icmatio   nans,   sometime   witlm 

prayers. 
Enforce  their  charity.    Poor  Turlygod  1  poor  Tona* 


That's  something  yet;— Edgar  I  nothing  am, 


[Ex»^ 


SCENE  lY. -'Brfore  Qloster's  CatOe 
Enter  Lbas,  Fool,  and  Gentleman. 
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Lear,  What's  he  that  bath  so  much  tbj  place 
mistook 
To  set  thee  here? 

Kaii.  It  is  both  be  and  she, 

Toar  son  and  daughter. 

Lear.  No. 

Kent,  Yes. 

Lear.  No,  1  say. 

Kent,  I  say,  yea. 

Lear,  No,  no ;  they  woold  not* 

Kent.  Yes,  they  have. 

Lear.  By  Japiter,  1  swear,  no. 

Kent.  Bv  Juno,  I  swear,  ay. 

Lear,  They  durst  not  do*t ; 
Tbey  could  not,  would  not  do*t;  *tb  worse  than 

murder, 
To  do  upon  respect  such  violent  outrage: 
Resolve  me,  with  all  modest  haste,  which  way 
Thou  miehtst  deseire,  or  they  impose,  this  usage, 
Coming  from  us. 

Kent.  Viy  lord,  when  at  their  home 

I  did  commend  your  highness*  letters  to  them, 
Ere  I  was  risen  from  the  place  that  showed 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  there  a  reeking  post, 
8tew'd  m  his  haste,  half  breathless,  panting  forth 
From  Uoneril  his  mistre<»,  salutations; 
Delivered  letters,  spite  of  intermission, 
Which  presently  they  read :  on  thode  contents 
They  summoned  up  their  meiny,  straight  took 

horse; 
Commanded  me  to  follow,  and  attend 
The  leisure  of  their  answer;  gave  me  cold  looks: 
And  meeting  here  the  other  messenger. 
Whose  welcome,  I  perceiv'd,  had  poison'd  mine, 
fBeing  the  very  fellow  which  of  late 
tHsplay'd  so  saucily  against  your  highness). 
Having  more  man  than  wit  about  me,  drew; 
He  raised  the  house  with  loud  and  coward  cries : 
Your  son  and  daughter  found  this  trespass  worth 
The  shame  which  here  it  suffers. 

FooL  Winter's  not  gone  yet,  if  the  wild  geese 
fly  that  way. 
Fathers  that  wear  rags  do  make  their  children 

blind ; 
Bat  fathers  that  bear  bags  shall  see  their  children 

kmd. 
Fortone,  that  arrant  whore,  ne'er  turns  the  key  to 

the  poor.— 
But,  for  all  this,  thou  shalt  have  as  many  dolours 
for  thy  daughters,  as  thou  canst  tell  m  a  year. 

Lear   0,  how  this  mother  swells  up  toward  my 
heart  1 
Sfystenca  passio  I—dowif  thou  climbing  sorrow, 
Thy  element's  below !    where  is  this  daughter  ? 

Kent,  With  the  earl,  sir,  here  within. 

Leur,  Follow  me  not ; 

Stay  here.  [KxU, 

wnt.  Made  yon  no  more  offence  bat  what  yon 
speak  of? 

Kent,  None. 
How  chance  the  king  comes  with  so  small  a 
number? 

IbcL  An  thou  hadst  been  set  i'  the  stocks  for 
that  question,  thou  hadst  well  deserved  it. 

Kent.  Why,  fool? 

FxtL  Well  set  thee  to  school  to  an  ant,  to  teach 
thee  there's  no  labouring  in  the  winter.  All  that 
follow  their  noses  are  led  by  their  eyes,  but  blind 
men ;  and  there's  not  a  nose  among  twenty  but 
can  smell  him  that's  stinking.  Let  go  thy  hold, 
when  a  great  wheel  runs  down  a  hill, Test  it  break 
thy  neck  with  following;  but  the  great  one  that 
goes  upward,  let  him  draw  thee  tner.    When  a 
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wrae  man  giTSs  thee  better  eoonael,  ^ve  me  mme 
again :  I  would  have  none  but  knaves  follow  it, 
since  a  fool  gives  it. 

That,  sir,  which  serves  and  seeks  for  gain. 

And  follows  but  for  form. 
Will  pack,  when  it  begins  to  rain. 

And  leave  thee  in  the  storm. 
But  I  will  tarry;  the  fool  will  stay. 

And  let  the  wise  man  fly: 
The  knave  turns  fool  that  runs  away; 
The  fool  no  knave,  perdy. 
Kent.  Where  learn 'd  you  this,  fool? 
JFboL  Not  i'the  stocks,  fool. 

K&enter  Lear,  with  Qloster. 

Lear,  Deny  to  speak  with  me?   They  are  sick  f 
they  are  weary? 
They  have  travell'd  ail  the  night?   Mere  fetches; 
The  images  of  revolt,  and  flying  off! 
Fetch  me  a  better  answer. 

Oh.  My  dear  lord. 

You  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the  duke  ( 
How  unremovable  and  fix  d  he  is 
In  his  own  course. 

Lear,  Vengeance!  plague!  death!  confUsionl— 
Fiery?  what  quality?  why  Gloster,  Gloster, 
I'd  speak  with  the  l3uke  of  Coniwall  and  his  wife. 
Olo.  Well,  my  good  lord,  I  have  iniorm'd  them 

so. 
Lear,  Inform'd  them!    Dost  thou  onderstand 

me,  man? 
Olo.  At,  my  good  lord. 

Lear.  The  iciug  would  speak  with  Cornwall; 
the  dear  father 
Would  with  his  daughter  speak,  commands,  tends, 
service: 

Are  they  inform'd  of  this? My  breath  and 

blood ! — 
Fiery !  the  fiery  duke !— Tell  the  hot  duke,  that— 
No,  but  not  yet:— may  be,  he  is  not  well: 
Infirmity  doth  still  neglect  all  ofiice. 
Whereto  our  health  is  bound;  we  are  not  our- 
selves. 
When  nature,  being  oppress'd,   commands  the 

mind 
To  suffer  with  the  body:  1*11  forbear; 
And  am  fallen  out  %^ith  my  more  headier  will, 
To  take  the  indispos'd  and  sickly  fit 
For  the  sound  man.— Death  on  my  state!  where- 
fore [Looking  on  Kent. 
Should  he  sit  here?    This  act  persuades  me. 
That  this  remotion  of  the  duke  and  her 
Is  practice  only.    Give  me  m^  servant  forth : 
Go,  tell  the  duke  and  his  wife,  I'd  speak  with 

them, 
Now,  presently :  bid  them  come  forth  and  hear  me. 
Or  at  their  chamber  door  I'll  beat  the  dram, 
Till  it  cry  sleep  to  death. 

Olo,  Vd  have  all  well  betwixt  yoa.  [Exit. 

Lear,  0  me,  my  heart,  my  rismg  heart!— bat, 

down. 
FooL  Cry  to  it,  nuncle,  as  the  oockney  did  to 
the  eels,  when  she  put  them  i'  the  paste  alive ;  she 
knapp'd  *em  o'  the  coxcombs  with  a  stick,  and 
cry  d,  "  Down,  wantons,  down :"  Twas  her  brother 
that,  in  pure  kindness  to  his  horse,  butter'd  lila 
hay. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Reoajt,  Qlostbr,  and  SenEanta. 

Lear.  Good  morrow  to  yon  both. 
Com,  Hail  to  your  graee  I 

[Rbiit  is  set  at  Gbert^ 
Keg.  I  am  glad  to  see  yoor  highness.        . 
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£ear.  Bc^an,  I  think  youare;  I  know  what  reason 
1  bare  to  thipk  so ;  if  thoo  shouldst  not  be  glad, 
I  would  divoroe  me  firom  thy  mother's  tomb, 
8qpalohr*ing  an  adDltreas.--0,  are  yon  free  ? 

[To  Kehv. 
Borne  otlier  time  for  that— Beloved  Regan, 
Thy  sister^  naught:  O  Regan,  she  hath  tiea 
Sbarp-tooth'd  unklndnees,  like  a  yoltnVe,  here, — 
[Points  to  hit  heoarU 
I  can  scares  speak  to  thee:  thoalt  not  believe, 
With  how  deprav'd  a  quality— 0  Regan  I 

Beq,  I  pray  you,  sir,  take  patience ;  I  hare  hope 
Yon  less  know  how  to  value  her  desert. 
Than  she  to  scant  her  duty. 

Leaf,  Say,  how  is  that? 

Reg,  I  cannot  think  my  sbter  in  the  least 
Would  fiul  her  obligation :  If,  sir,  perchance, 
She  have  restrained  the  riots  of  your  followers, 
Tis  on  such  ground,  and  to  such  wholesome  end^ 
As  clears  her  from  all  bUme. 

Lear,  My  ourses  on  her.  • 

Beg,  O,  sir,  yon  are  old; 

Nature  in  yon  stands  on  the  very  verge 
Of  ber  oonnne:  you  should  be  rurd  and  led 
By  some  discretion,  that  discerns  your  state 
Better  than  you  yourself:  Therefore,  I  pray  you. 
That  to  our  sister  you  do  make  return: 
Say,  you  have  wrong'd  her. 

Ijear,  Ask  her  forgiveness? 

Do  yon  but  mark  how  this  becomes  the  house? 
**  Dear  daughter,  I  confess  that  I  am  old ; 
Age  is  uimecessary :  on  my  knees  1  beg. 
That  youU  vouchsafe  me  raiment,  bed,  and  food.** 

Beg.  Qood,  sir,  no  more;  these  are  unsightly 
tricks: 
Return  yon  to  my  rister. 

Xeor.  Never,  Regan: 

She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  train ; 
Look'd  blaok  upon  me ;  strook  me  with  her  tongue, 
If  est  serpentlike,  upon  the  very  heart:— 
All  the  stor'd  vengeances  of  heaven  fall 
On  her  ingratef ul  top  I  Strike  her  young  bones, 
Ton  taking  airs,  with  lameness  I 

Oom.  Fye,  sir,  fye! 

Lear.  Yon  nimble  lightnings,  dart  your  blinding 
flamea 
Into  her  soomfbleyeel  Infect  her  beauty. 
You  fen-snck'd  fugs,  drawn  by  the  powerful  sun. 
To  fall  and  blister.  ^        r-  — i 

Beg,  O  the  blest  gods! 

So  will  yon  wish  on  me,  when  the  rash  mood's  on. 

Lear.  No,  Regan,  thou  shalt  never  have  my 
curse: 
Thy  tender  hefted  nature  shall  not  give 
Thee  o*er  to  harshness;  her  eyes  are  fierce,  but  thine 
Do  comfort,  and  nut  bum :  Tis  not  in  thee 
To  grudge  my  pleasures,  to  out  off  my  train, 
To  bandy  hasty  words,  to  scant  my  sizes. 
And,  in  conclusion,  to  oppose  the  bolt 
Against  my  coming  in :  thou  better  know^st 
The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  childhood, 
Effects  of  courtesy,  dues  of  gratitude ; 
Thy  half  o'  the  kingdom  hast  thou  not  forgot, 
Wherein  I  thee  endow^L 

Beg.  Good  sir,  to  the  purpose. 

[Tnmpete  wUkm. 

Lear,  Who  pot  my  man  i*the  stocks? 

Com.  [What  trumpet"^  that? 

Snter  Steward. 

Beg,  I  knowX  mj  sister^:  this  approves  her 
letter. 
That  she  woold  soon  be  here.— la  roar  Iftdy  oome  ? 
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Lear,  This  is  a  slave,  whose  easv-borrow'd  pride 
Dwells  in  the  fickle  grace  of  her  he  follows  :— 
Out  varlet,  firom  my  sight ! 

Com.  What  means  your  grace? 

Lear,  Who  stock'd  my  servant?  Regan,  I  have 
good  hope 
Thou  didst  not  know  on "L — Who  oomes  here?  O, 
heavens. 

Enter  Goneril. 

If  YOU  do  love  old  men,  if  your  sweet  sway 
Allow  obedience,  if  you  yourselves  are  old. 
Make  it  your  cause;  send  down,  and  take  my 

part!—- 
Art  not  asham*d  to  look  upon  this  beard? 

[roOONBBIL. 

0,  Regan,  wilt  thou  take  her  by  the  hand  ? 
Oon.  Why  not  by  the  hand,  sfr?  How  have  I 

offended? 
All^  not  offence  that  indiscretion  finds, 
And  dotage  terms  so. 

Lear.  O,  sides,  yon  are  toatoogh  I 

Will  you  yet  hold?— How  eame  my  man  i'the 
stocks? 

Com.  I  set  him  there,  sir:  but  his  own  disorders 
Deserv'd  much  less  advancement. 

Lear.  Yon  I  did  you? 

B^,  I  pray  you,  father,  being  weak,  seem  so. 
If,  till  the  expiration  of  your  month. 
You  will  return  and  sojourn  with  my  sister, 
Dismissing  half  your  train,  come  then  to  me; 
I  am  now  from  home,  and  out  of  that  provision 
Which  shall  be  needful  for  vour  entertainment. 

Lear,  Return  to  her  and  fifty  men  dismissed  ? 
No,  rather  I  abjure  all  roofii,  and  choose 
To  wage  against  the  enmity  o'  the  air ; 
To  be  a  comrade  with  the  wolf  and  owl. — 
Necessity^  sharp  pinch  I— Return  with  ner? 
Why,  the  hot-blooded  France,  that  dowerless  took 
Our  yonn^t  bom,  I  could  as  well  be  brought 
To  knee  his  throne,  and,  squire-like,  pension  beg 
To  keen  base  life  afoot :— Return  with  her? 
Persoane  me  rather  to  be  slave  and  sumpter 
To  this  detested  groom.  [LooHanq  on  the  Steward. 

Oon.  At  your  choice,  sir. 

Lear,  I  prithee,  daughter,  do  not  make  me  mad ; 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  child ;  farewell : 
Well  no  more  meet,  no  mora  see  one  another:— 
But  yet  thou  art  my  flesh,  my  blood,  my  daughter; 
Or,  rather,  a  disease  that's  in  my  flesh. 
Which  I  must  needs  call  mine ;  thou  art  a  boil, 
A  plague-sore,  or  embossed  carbuncle, 
In  mv  corrupted  blood.    But  111  not  chide  thee; 
Let  shame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it: 
I  do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  shoot. 
Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high-judging  Jove : 
Mend,  when  thou  canst ;  ^  better,  at  thy  leisure : 
I  can  be  patient ;  I  can  stay  with  Regan, 

1,  and  my  hundred  knights. 

Bea.  Not  altogether  so ; 

I  look*d  not  for  yon  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  welcome :  Give  ear,  sir,  to  my  sister ; 
For  those  that  mingle  reason  with  your  pasaion, 
Must  be  content  to  think  vou  old,  and  so — 
But  she  knows  what  she  does. 

Lear,  Is  this  well  spoken? 

Beg,  I  dare  avonch  it,  sir:  l^hat,  fifhr  followere? 
Is  it  not  well  ?  What  should  you  need  of  more? 
Yea,  or  so  many?  sitb  that  both  charge  and  danger 
Speak  \pun:it  so  great  a  number?    Uow,  in  one 

house. 
Should  many  people,  under  two  oommaada, 
Hold  tnUrf    TthMg^fl^yimpoalMfc  ^g 
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Ckm,  Whj  might  not  70a,  mj  lord,  raoeiye 
attendanco 
From  those  that  she  ealU  seryants,  or  from  mine? 

Beg.  Why  not,  my  lord?    If  then  they  chanc'd 
to  slack  you. 
We  ooold  control  them :  If  yon  will  come  to  me 
|For  now  I  spy  a  danger),  I  entreat  you 
To  bring^  bat  nye-nnd-twenty;  to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place,  or  notice. 

Lear.  I  gave  yoaall^ 

Beg,  And  in  good  time  yon  |;aye  it. 

Lear,  Made  yon  my  gaardians,  my  depositaries; 
Bnt  kept  a  reseryation  to  be  follow  d 
With  such  a  number:  What,  most  I  come  to  yon 
With  five^uad-twenty,  Kegan?  said  yon  so? 

Meg.  And  speak't  again,  my  lord;  no  more  with  me. 

Ltar,  Tho^e  wicked  creatures  yet  do  look  well- 
fayoar*d  1 
When  others  are  more  wicked,  not  being  the  worst 
Stands  in  some  rank  of  praise:~I*ll  go  with  thee; 

[TbGOHBBIL. 

Thy  fifty  yet  doth  double  fiye-and-twenty, 
And  thou  art  twice  her  loye. 

Qcn.  Hear  me,  my  lord ; 

What  need  yon  fiy^-and-twenty,  ten,  or  five, 
To  follow  in  a  house,  where  twice  so  many 
Haye  a  command  to  tend  yon  ? 

Beg,  What  need  one? 

Loot,  0,  reason  not  the  need :  our  basest  beggars 
Are  in  the  poorest  thing  superfluous: 
Allow  not  nature  more  than  nature  needs, 
Man's  life  is  cheap  as  beast's :  thou  art  a  lady  | 
If  only  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous, 
Wh^,  nature  needs  not  what  thou  gorgeous  wear^st, 
Whi(Ui  scarcely  keeps  thee  waruL— But,  for  true 

need,— 
TouheayenSfgiveme  that  patience,  patiencelneed! 
Tou  see  me  here,  you  gods,  a  poor  old  man, 
As  full  of  grief  as  age;  wretched  in  both! 
If  it  be  you  that  stir  these  daughters*  hearts 
Against  their  father,  fool  me  not  so  much 
To  bear  it  tamely;  touch  me  with  noble  anger  I 
And  let  not  women's  weapons,  water-drops. 
Stain  my  man's  cheeks !— Mo,  you  unnatural  hags, 

ACT 


SCENB  L-^  HeaSh. 

A  ttorm  ii  heardf  with  thunder  and  Ughimng. 

Enter  Kent  and  a  Gentleman,  meeting. 

Kent,  Who's  there,  besides  foul  weather? 

QetU,  One  minded  like  the  weather,  most  nn- 
quietly. 

Kent  1  know  you.    Where's  the  king? 

Oent,  Contending  with  the  fretful  elements; 
Bids  the  wind  blow  the  earth  into  the  sea, 
Or  swell  the  curled  waters  'hove  the  main. 
That  things   might  chauge,  or  cease:  tears  his 

white  hair ; 
Which  the  impetuous  blasts,  vritb  eyeless  rage. 
Catch  in  their  fury,  and  make  nothing  of: 
Strives  in  his  little  world  of  man  to  out-scorn 
The  to-and-fro  conflicting  wind  and  rain. 
This  night,  wherem  the  cub-drawn  bear  would 

couch, 
The  lion  and  the  belly-pinched  wolf 
Keep  their  fur  dry,  unbonneted  he  runs. 
And  bids  what  will  take  all. 

Kent,  But  who  is  with  him  ? 

QenL  None  hot  the  fool ;  who  labours  to  out-jest 
His  heart^trook  iniuries. 
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I  will  have  audi  reienMS  on  you  both. 
That  all  the  world  shall— I  wUl  do  such  things 
What  they  are  yet  1  know  not;  but  they  shaU  be 
The  terrors  of  the  earth.    Ton  think  111  weep; 
No,  m  not  weep: — 

I  have  full  cause  of  weeping ;  but  this  heart 
Shall  break  into  a  hundred  thousand  flavra. 
Or  e'er  111  weep:— O,  fool,  I  shall  go  mad  I 

[Exeunt  Lear,  Qloster,  Keitt,  and  Fool 

Com,  Let  us  withdraw,  twill  be  a  storm. 

[Storm  heard  at  a  distanee. 

Beg,  This  house  is  little;  the  old  man  and  his 
people 
Cannot  be  well  bestowVU 

Oon,  *Tis  his  own  blame;  hath  pat  himseli 
from  rest, 
And  must  needs  taste  his  folly. 

Beg,  For  his  particular.  111  reoeiye  him  gladly, 
But  not  one  follower. 

Oon.  So  am  I  purposed. 

Where  js  my  lord  of  Gloster? 

Be^nter  Qjjo&iESu 

Com,  Follow'd  the  old  man  forth:— be  is 

retnm'd. 
Olo,  The  king  is  ui  high  rage. 
Com.  Whither  is  he  going ? 

do.  He  calls  to  horse;  but  will  I  know  not 

whither. 
Com.  'TIS  best  to  give  him  way ;  he  leads  hlmaelL 
Oon,  My  lord,  entreat  him  by  no  means  to  stay. 
Olo.  Alack,  the  night  comes  on,  and  the  hi^ 
winds 
Do  sorely  ruffle;  for  many  miles  about 
There's  scarce  a  bush. 

Be^.  0,  sir,  to  wilful  men, 

The  injuries  that  they  themselves  procure 
Must  be  their  schoolmasters :  Shut  up  your  doon; 
He  is  attended  with  a  desperate  train ; 
And  what  they  may  incense  him  to,  being  apt 
To  have  his  ear  abus'd,  wisdom  bids  fear. 
Com,  Shut  up  your  doors,  my  lord;  *tis  a  wild 
night: 
My  Regan  counsels  well  *  oome  out  0*  the  storm. 

[EteewU, 

IIL 

Kent.  Sir,  I  do  know  yon; 

And  dare,  upon  the  warrant  of  my  note, 
Commend  a  dear  thing  to  yon.   There  is  division. 
Although  as  yet  the  race  of  it  be  cover'd 
With  mutual  cunning,'twixt  Albany  and  Cornwall; 
Who  have  (as  who  have  not,  that  their  great  btars 
Thron'd  ana  set  high  ?)  servants,  whq  seem  no  leae; 
Which  are  to  France  the  spies  and  speculations 
Intelligent  of  our  state ;  what  hath  been  seen. 
Either  in  snufis  and  packings  of  the  dukes; 
Or  the  hard  rein  which  both  of  them  have  home 
Against  the  old  kind  king;  or  something  deeper, 
Whereof,  perchance,  these  are  but  fumbhingA; 
But,  true  it  is,  from  France  there  comes  a  power 
Into  Uiis  scattered  kingdom ;  who  already, 
Wise  in  our  negligence,  have  secret  feet 
In  some  of  our  oest  ports,  and  are  at  point 
To  show  their  open  oanner.- Now  to  you: 
If  on  my  credit  you  dare  build  so  fiir 
To  make  your  speed  to  Dover,  you  shall  find 
Some  that  will  thank  you,  making  just  report 
Of  how  unnatural  and  bemadding  sorrow 
The  king  hath  cause  to  plain. 
I  am  a  gentleman  of  blood  and  breeding ; 
And,  from  some  knowledge  and  assuranoe,  offev 
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GmL  IwmtilkftotiMrwItlijim. 

KeHL  No,  do  not. 

For  confinntdon  that  I  am  maeh  more 
Than  mj  out  wall,  open  this  purse,  and  take 
What  it  contains:  It  voa  shall  see  Cordelia, 
(As  fear  not  but  jovl  shall),  show  her  this  ring; 
And  she  will  tell  joa  who  that  fellow  is 
That  yet  joQ  do  not  know.  .Fie  on  this  storm  1 
I  willgo  seek  the  king. 

QatL  Give  me  joor  hand :  Hare  yoa  no  more 
to  say? 

KenL  Few  words,  but  to  effect  more  than  all  yet; 
That,  when  we  hare  found  the  king  (in  which 

your  pain 
That  way :  111  this) :  he  that  first  lights  on  him. 
Holla  the  other.  [Exami  §everaUif. 

SCENE  ll^Anotker  Fart  qfih$  EkaOi. 

atom  contvnie$» 

Enter  Leab,  and  FooL 

Lear,  Blow,  winds,  and  craek  your  eheeks  I  ragel 
blow  I 
Ton  cataracts  and  hnrrioanoes,  spent 
Till  yon  have  drench'd  our  steeples,  drown*d  the 

ooeks! 
Too  snlphuroos  and  thought-executing  fires, 
Yannt  eouriers  ot  oak-deaTing  tlmnder-bolts, 
Binge  my  white  head!    And  thou,  all-shaking 

thunder. 
Strike  flat  the  thick  rotundity  o*  the  worldl 
Crack  nature's  moulds,  all  germens  spill  at  once, 
That  make  ingrateful  man ! 

FboL  O  nunclc^  oourt  holy-water  In  a  dry  house 
is  better  than  this  rain-water  out  o'  door.    Good 
nonde,  in;  ask  thy  daughters'  blessing;  here^  a 
night  pities  neither  wise  men  nor  fools. 
Lear.  Rumble  thy  bellyfulll  Spit,  fire!  spout, 
raiul 
Nor  rain,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  danghten: 
1  taa  not  you,  you  elements,  with  unkindness, 
I  never  gave  you  kingdom,  call'd  yon  children, 
Tou  owe  me  no  subscription;  then  let  fall 
Tour  horrible  pleasure ;  here  I  stand,  your  slave, 
A  poor,  infirm,  weal^  and  despis'd  old  man  :^ 
But  yet  1  call  yon  servile  ministers. 
That  will  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join 
Tour  high  engender*d  battles,  'gainst  a  head 
So  oU  and  white  as  this.    O!  O!  \is  foull 

FooL  He  that  has  a  boose  to  put  hb  head  in, 
has  a  good  head-piece. 

The  0  'd-piece  that  will  house, 

Before  the  head  has  any. 
The  head  and  he  shall  louse ; — 

So  b -ggar:}  marry  many. 
The  man  that  nukes  his  toe 
n¥hat  he  his  heart  should  make, 
Shall  of  a  com  cry  woe. 
And  torn  his  deep  to  wake, 
—for  there  was  never  yet  lair  woman  bot  she 
made  mouths  In  a  glass. 

EnierKxwT. 

Lear,  No,  I  will  be  the  pattern  of  all  patience, 
I  will  say  nothing. 

Kent,  ^¥ho•s  there? 

FboL  Marry,  here's  graoe  and  a  cod-piece:  that*s 
a  wise  man  and  a  fool. 

KenL  Alas,  sir,  are  you  here?  things  that  loye 
night 
Lore  not  such  nights  as  these;  the  wrathftil 
Gallow  the  rery  wanderen  of  the  dark, 
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And  make  them  keep  thdroareB:  iineelwaaman. 
Such  sheets  of  fire,  such  bursts  of  horrid  thunder. 
Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  I  nerer 
Bemember  to  have  heard:  man's  nature  cannot 

carry 
The  affliction,  nor  the  fear. 

Lear,  Let  the  great  gods. 

That  keep  this  dreadful  pndder  o'er  our  hnds. 
Find  out  their  enemies  now.     Tremble,  then 

wretch. 
That  hast  witliin  thee  undivulged  crimes, 
Unwhipp'd  of  justice:   Hide  thee,  thoo  bloody 

hand; 
Thou  perjur'd  and  then  simnlar  of  virtne, 
Thou  art  incestuous :  Caitifi^  to  pieoes  shake. 
That  under  covert  and  conrenient  seeming 
Hast  praotis'd  on  man's  life  1  -  Close  pent-up  guilts, 
Rive  your  concealing  oontinents,  and  cry 
These  dreadful  summoners  grace. — I  am  a  man 
More  sinn'd  against  than  sliming. 

KenL  AUck,  bare-headed  1 

Gracious  my  lord,  hard  by  here  is  a  hovel ; 
Some  friendship  will  it  lend  yon  'gainst  the  tem- 
pest; 
Repose  you  there :  while  I  to  this  hard  house 
^More  harder  than  the  stones  whereof  'tis  rais'd : 
Which  even  but  now,  demanding  after  you. 
Denied  me  to  come  in)  return  and  force 
Their  scanted  courtesy. 

Lear,  My  wits  begin  to  turn. — 

Come  on,  my  boy:  Howdo6t,myboy?  Art  cold? 
I  am  cold  myselt— Where  is   this  straw,  my 

fellow? 
The  art  of  our  necessities  Is  strange, 
And  can  make  vile  things  preoions.     Come,  yoor 

hovel ; 
Poor  tool  and  knave,  I  have  one  part  In  niy  heart 
That's  sorry  yet  for  thee. 

FbeL  [Singing.]  He  that  has  and  a  Uttle  tiny  wit.- 
wHh  beigh.  ho.  the  wind  and  the  rain,— 
Most  make  content  with  hit  f ortones  fit. 
Though  the  rain  it  raineth  ereiy  day. 

Lear,  T^me,boys.  Come,  bring  us  to  this  hovel. 
[Kaoeant  Lbam  and  Kent. 
FooL  This  is  a  brave  mght  to  cool  a  courtesan. — 
111  speak  a  prophecy  ere  1  go. 

When  priests  are  more  in  word  than  matter ; 

When  brewers  mar  their  malt  with  water; 

When  nobles  are  their  tailors*  tutors ; 

No  heretics  bum'd,  but  wenches' suitors; 

When  every  case  in  law  is  right ; 

No  sqnire  in  debt,  nor  no  poor  knight; 

When  slanders  do  not  live  in  tongnes; 

Nor  ootpurses  oome  not  to  throngs ; 

When  usurers  tell  their  oold  i'  the  field ; 

And  bawds  and  whores  do  ohurches  build*— 

Tlien  shall  the  realm  of  Albion 

Come  to  great  confusion. 

Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  see*t, 

That  going  shall  be  us'd  with  feet. 
This  prophecy  Merlin  shall  make :  for  I  live  before 
his  time.  ISaat, 

SCENE  IIL-^  iZooMii  Gloiter^  CfaeiU, 

Enter  GLOflrrsB  and  Edmuvd. 

Oh,  Alack,  alack,  Edmund,  I  like  not  this 
nnnatural  dealing :  When  I  desired  their  leave  that 
I  might  pity  him,  they  took  flrom  me  the  nse  of 
mine  own  honse;  charged  me.  on  pain  of  perpetual 
displeasure,  neither  to  speak  ot  him,  entreatfor  him, 
or  an/  wa  v  sustain  him. 

Most  aavage  and  unnatottli  i 
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Oh.  Qo  to ;  say  yon  notblng:  Then  if  dhrisioD 
between  the  dukes;  and  a  worse  matter  than  that : 
I  have  reoeived  a  letter  thu  night ;— 'tis  danserous 
to  be  spoken;— I  have  look'd  the  letter  In  my 
oloeet:  these  injaries  the  king  now  bears  will  be 
revenged  home;  there  is  part  of  a  power  already 
footed:  we  most  incline  to  the  king.  I  will^  look 
him,  and  privily  relieve  him:  go  yon,  and  maintain 
telk  with  the  doke,  that  my  charitf  be  not  of  him 
perceived :  If  he  ask  for  me,  I  am  ill,  and  gone  to 
Ded.  If  I  die  for  it,  as  no  less  is  threatened  me, 
the  king  mv  old  master  mast  be  relieved.  There 
is  strange  things  toward,  Edmund ;  pray  you,  be 
careful.  [ExiL 

Edn,  Thu  courtesy,  forbid  thee,  shall  the  duke 
Instantly  know ;  and  of  that  letter  too : — 
This  seems  a  fiur  deserving,  and  must  draw  me 
That  which  my  father  loses ;  no  less  than  all: 
The  younger  rises,  when  the  old  doth  fall.    {Exit. 

SCENE  IT.— ^  Part  of  Hu  Heath,  wUh  a  EbveL 
Elder  Leab,  Keht,  and  Fool. 

KmL  Here  is  the  place,  my  lord ;  good  my  lord, 
enter: 
The  tyranny  of  the  open  night's  too  rough 
For  nature  to  endure.  [Storm  ttSL 

Lear,  Let  me  alone. 

KenL  Gk>od  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear,  W ilt  break  my  heart? 

Kent,  I'd  rather  break  mine  own :  Qood  my  lord, 
enter. 

Lear.  Thou  think'st  ^  much,  that  this  con- 
tentious storm 
Invades  ns  to  the  skin :  so  'tis  to  thee ; 
But  where  the  greater  malady  is  fix'd. 
The  lesser  is  scarce  felt    Thou'dst  shun  a  bear, 
But  if  thy  flight  lay  toward  the  roaring  sea, 
Thon'dst  meet  the  bear  i'  the  mouth.    When  the 

mind's  free 
The  body*s  delicate :  the  tempest  in  my  mind 
Doth  from  my  senses  take  all  feeling  else. 
Save  what  beats  there.— Filial  ingratitude  1 
Is  it  not  as  tliis  mouth  should  tear  this  hand. 
For  lifting  food  to*t? — But  I  will  punish  home:— 
Mo,  I  will  weep  no  more. — In  such  a  night 
To  shut  me  outi  >  Pour  on :  I  will  endure : — 
In  such  a  night  as  this!  O  Kegan,  Gonerill — 
Your  old  kind  father,  whose  frank  heart  gave  all, — 
O,  that  way  madness  lies ;  let  me  shun  that; 
No  more  of  that,— 

KenL  GK>od  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Xeor.  Prithee,  go  in  thyself;  seek  thmeown  ease; 
This  tempest  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
On  thmgs  would  hurt  me  more.— But  111  go  in : 
In,  boy ;  go  first. — [  To  the  Fool.]    Tou  houseless 

poverty, — 
Nay,  get  thee  in.    Ill  pray,  and  then  111  sleep.  — 

\¥oo\  goeain. 
Poor  naked  wretches,  wheresoe'er  you  are, 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitiless  storm, 
How  shall  your  houseless  heads,  and  unfed  sides, 
Tour  looped  and  windowed  raggedness,  defend  you 
From  seasons  such  as  these  ?    0,  I  have  ta*en 
Too  little  care  of  this  I    Take  physio,  pomp; 
Expose  thyself  to  feel  what  wretches  feel ; 
That  thou  mayst  shake  the  superflux  to  them, 
And  show  the  heavens  more  just. 

Bdg,   [WUhm,]    Fathom  and  half,  fathom  and 
half!  Poor  Tom!   [The  Fool  runs  out 
JromthehoveL 

FooL  Come  not  in  here,  nimcle,  here's  a  spirit. 
Help  me,  help  ma! 
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KenL  Give  me  thy  hand.— Who'b  there  ? 
J^ooL  A  spirit,  a  spirit ;  he  says  his  name^poor 

Tom. 
Kent,  What  art  then  that  dost  gramble  there 

the  straw? 
Come  forth. 


Enter  Edoav,  diegamdoMa  t 

Edg,  Away  I  the  fjul  fiend  follows  mel— 
Through  the  sharp  hawthorn  blow  the  winds.^ 
Humph!  go  to  thy  bed  and  warm  thee. 

Lear.  Didst  thou  give  all  to  thy  daughters? 
And  art  thou  come  to  this? 

£etg.  Who  gives  anything  to  Poor  Tom  ?  whom 
the  foul  fiend  hath  led  through  fire  and  through 
flame,  through  ford  and  whirlpool,  o'er  bog  and 
quagmire ;  that  hath  laid  knives  under  his  pulowr, 
and  halters  in  his  pew ;  set  ratsbane  by  his  por- 
ridge; made  him  proud  of  heart,  to  ride  on  a  bay 
trotting^horse  over  four-inched  bridges,  to  coarse 
his  own  shadow  for  a  traitor :— Bless  thy  five  wiu ! 
Tom*s  a-cold.— O,  do  de,  do  de,  do  de.— Bless  thee 
from  whirlwinds,  star-blasting,  and  taking!  Do 
poor  Tom  some  charity,  whom  the  fom  fiend 
vexes :  There  could  I  have  him  now, — and  there, 
—and  there  again,  and  there.        [Storm  eontinuet, 

Lear,  Have  his  daughters  brought  him  to  this 
pass?— Couldst  thou  save  nothing?  Wooldst 
thou  give  them  all? 

FooL  Nay,  he  reserved  a  blanket,  else  we  had 
been  all  shamed. 

Lear,  Now,  all  the  plagues  that  in  the  pendnloos 
air 
Hang  fated  o'er  men%  fkults,  lighten  thy  daugfaten  * 

Kent,  He  hath  no  daughters,  sir. 

Jjear,  Death,  traitor !  nothing  could  hare  rab- 
dued  nature 
To  such  a  lowness,  but  his  ankind  danghterk — 
Is  it  the  fashion  that  discarded  fathers 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  flesh? 
Judicious  punishment!  twas  this  flesh  begot 
Those  pelican  daughters. 

Edg,  Pillioock  sat  on  pillioock-hill  ;— 
Halloo,  halloo,  loo,  loo ! 

FooL  Thu  cold  night  wiU  torn  ntall  to  fools 
and  madmen. 

Edg.  Take  heed  o'  the  foul  fiend:  Obey  thy 
parents;  keep  thy  word's  justice;  swesr  not; 
commit  not  with  man's  sworn  spouse;  set  not  thy 
sweet  heart  on  proud  array :  Tom's  a-oold« 

Lear,  What  hast  thou  been? 

Edg.  A  serving  man,  proud  in  heart  and  mind ; 
that  curled  my  hair,  wore  gloves  in  my  oa|i, 
served  the  lust  of  my  mistress's  heart,  and  did  the 
act  of  darkness  with  her ;  swore  as  many  oaths  as 
I  spake  words,  and  broke  them  in  the  sweet  face 
of  heaven :  one,  that  slept  in  the  contAving  of 
lust,  and  waked  to  do  it:  Wine  loved  1  dearly; 
dice  dearly;  and  in  woman  out-paramoured  the 
Turk  :  Falseof  heart,  light  of  ear,  bIoo<ly  of  hand , 
hog  in  sloth,  fox  in  stealth,  wolf  in  greediness, 
dog  in  madness,  lion  in  prey.  Let  not  the  creaking 
of  fthoes,  nor  the  rustling  of  silks,  betray  thy  poor 
heart  to  woman :  Keep  thy  foot  oat  of  brotfiela, 
thy  hand  ont  of  plackets,  thy  pen  from  lendere* 
bo-^ks,  and  defy  the  foul  fiend.— Still  through  the 
hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind :  Says  suam,  man, 
nonny,  dolphin  my  boy,  boy,  Beuey;  let  him 
trot  by.  [Storm  etUl  conttmieM, 

Lear.  Thou  wert  better  in  a  grave,  than  to 

answer  with  thy  uncovered  body  this  extreroitr*  of 

the  skies.— Is  man  no  more  thian  this?  Consider 

him  well :  Thou  owest  the  worm  no  silk,  tlw  beast 
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no  hide,  the  sheep  no  wool,  the  oat  no  perfame  :— 
Ua!  herelB  three  of  us  are  oophistioatedt  -Thoa 
art  the  thing  itself :  nnaccommodated  man  U  no 
more  bat  such  a  poor,  bare,  forked  animal  as  thou 
art. — OSf  off,  70U  lendings: — Come:  unbutton 
here.—  [TBoring  off  ki$  clothes. 

FooL  Prithee,  nnnole,  be  contented;  *tis  a 
oaoffhty  night  to  svrim  in.— Now  a  little  fire  in  a 
wild  field  were  like  an  old  lecher's  heart,— a  small 
spark,  all  the  rest  of  his  body  cold.- Look,  here 
oomes  a  walking  fire. 

Edg,  This  is  the  foul  fiend  Flibbertigibbet :  he 
begins  at  curfew,  and  walks  till  the  first  cock ;  he 
gives  the  web  and  the  pin,  squints  the  eye,  and 
makes  the  hare*1ip;  mildews  the  white  wheat,  and 
hurts  the  poor  creature  of  earth. 
Bwitliold  footed  thrioe  the  old ; 
He  met  the  night-mare,  and  her  nine-fold; 
Bid  her  alight. 
And  her  troth  plight. 
And,  aroint  thee,  witch,  aroint  thee! 
Kenl.  How  fives  your  graoe? 

Enter  Glostbv,  with  a  torch, 

Lear.  What's  he? 

Kent.  Who's  there?  What  is*t  yon  seek? 

Oh,  What  are  you  there?  Your  names? 

Edg.  Poor  Tom;  that  eats  the  swimming  frog, 
the  toad,  the  tadpole,  the  wall-newt,  and  the  water ; 
that  in  the  fury  of  his  heart,  when  the  foul  fiend 
rages,  eats  cow-dung  for  sallets ;  swallows  the  old 
rat,  and  the  ditch-dog ;  drinks  the  green  mantle  of 
the  standing  pool;  who  is  whipped  from  tythins; 
to  tytliing,  and  stocked,  punished,  and  imprisoned ; 
who  hath  had  three  suits  to  his  back,  six  shirts  to 
his  body,  horse  to  ride,  and  weapon  to  wear: 
But  mice,  and  rats,  and  snch  small  deer. 
Have  been  Tom's  rood  for  seven  long  year. 
Beware  my  follower:— Peace,  Smolkin;  peace, 
thou  fiend  1 

Olo,  What,  hatbyourgraceno  better  company? 

Edg,  The  prince  of  darkness  is  a  gentleman ; 
Modo  he's  called,  and  Mahu. 

Olo.  Oar  flesh  and  blood,  my  lord,  is  grown  so 
vile. 
That  it  doth  hate  what  gets  it. 

Edg.  Poor  Tom's  a-co Id. 

Olo,  Go  in  with  me ;  my  duty  cannot  suffer 
To  obev  in  all  your  daughters'  hard  commands; 
Tboogb  their  injunction  be  to  bar  my  doors. 
And  let  thin  tyrannous  night  take  hold  upon  you; 
Yet  have  I  ventur'd  to  come  seek  you  out. 
And  bring  you  where  both  fire  and  food  is  ready. 

Lear.  First  let  me  talk  with  this  philosopher :_ 
What  is  the  cause  of  thunder  ? 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  take  bis  oflfor ; 
GK>  into  tlie  bouse. 

Lear.  I'll  talk  a  word  with  this  same  learned 
Theban : — 
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But  lately,  very  late ;  I  loy'd  him,  fnend,— 
No  father  his  son  dearer:  trae  to  tell  thee, 

[Storm  conimuee. 
The  grief  hath  craz'd  my  wits.  W  hat  a  night's  this  I 
I  do  beseech  your  grace, — 

Lear.  0,  cry  you  mercy,  sir. 

Noble  philosopher,  your  company. 

Edg,  Tom's  a-cold. 

Olo.  In,  fellow,  there,  into  the  hovel :  keep  thee 
warm. 

Lemr.  Come,  lefs  in  alL 

Kent.  This  way,  my  lord. 

Lear.  With  him ; 

I  will  keep  still  with  my  phiIo80[>her. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  soothe  him ;  let  him  take 
the  fellow. 

Olo.  Take  him  you  on. 

Kent.  Sirrah,  come  on ;  go  along  with  ns. 

Lear.  Come,  good  Athenian. 

Olo.  No  words,  no  words : 

Hush. 

Edg.  Childe  Rowland  to  the  dark  tower  came ; 
His  word  was  still, — Fie,  foh,  and  fura, 
I  smell  the  blood  of  a  British  man.    [Eiseura. 

8CENK  y.— ^  Boom  in  Gloster*s  CaeUe. 
Enter  Cobhwall  and  Edmuhd. 

Com.  I  will  have  my  revenge  ere  I  depart  his 
hoase. 

Edm.  How,  my  lord,  I  maybe  censured  that 
nature  thus  gives  way  to  loyalty,  something  fears 
me  to  think  of. 

Com.  1  now  perceive  it  was  not  altogether  your 
brother's  evil  disposition  made  him  seek  his  death ; 
bat  a  provoking  merit,  set  a-work  by  a  reprovable 
badness  in  himself. 

Edm.  How  malicioos  is  my  fortune,  that  I  must 
repent  to  be  jast !  Thu  is  the  letter  which  he  spoke 
of,  which  approves  him  an  intelligent  party  to  the 
advantages  of  France.  0  heavenslthat  this  treason 
were  not,  or  not  I  the  detector  I 

Com.  Go  with  me  to  the  duchess. 

Edm.  If  the  matter  of  this  paper  be  certain,  yon 
have  mighty  business  in  hand. 

Com.  True  or  false,  it  hath  made  thee  Earl  of 
Gloster.  Seek  out  where  thy  father  is,  that  he  may 
be  ready  for  our  apprehension. 

Edm.  [Aside.]  If  I  find  him  comforting  the  king, 
it  will  stuff  his  suspicion  more  fully.— 1  will  perse- 
vere in  my  course  of  loyalty,  though  the  conflict 
be  sore  between  that  and  my  blood. 

Com.  I  will  lay  trust  upon  thee;  and  thou  shalt 
find  a  dearer  father  in  my  love.  [Exeunt^^ 

SCENE  Yh-A  Chamber m  Oist^ndlding acSoimn^ 
the  Cattle. 

Enter  Gloster  and  Ksht. 

Olo.  Here  is  better  than  the  open  air;  take  i^ 
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FooL  No ;  be*8  a  jeoman,  that  has  a  gentleman 
to  his  son ;  for  ke*8  a  mad  yeoman  that  sees  his 
son  a  gentleman  before  him. 

Lecar.  To  have  a  thousand  with  red  burning  spits 
Come  hissing  in  upon  them: — 
Edg,  The  foul  fiend  bites  my  back. 
FooL  Ue*s  mad  that  trusts  in  the  tameness  of  a 
wolf,  a  horse's  health,  a  boj's  love,  or  a  whore's 
oath. 
Lear,  It  shall  be  done,  I  will  arraign  them 
straight  :— 

Come,  sit  thou  here,  most  learned  justicer; 

[To  Edoar. 
Thou  sapient  sir,  sit  here.    [To  (he  FooL] — Now, 
ye  she  foxes ! — 
Edg.  l>ook  where  she  stands  and  glares ! — 
Wantonest  thou  eyes  at  trial,  madam  ? 

Come  o'er  the  bourn,  Bessy,  to  me  :^ 
FooL  Uer  boat  hath  a  leak, 

And  she  must  not  speak 
Why  she  dares  not  come  over  to  thee. 
Edg,  The  foul  fiend  haunts  poor  Tom  in  the 
yoice  of  a  nightingale.    Hopdanoe  cries  in  Tom's 
belly  for  two  white  herrings.    Croak  not,  black 
angel ;  I  have  no  food  for  thee. 

KenJL  How  do  you,  sir?    Stand  you  not  fo 
amaz'dl 
Will  yon  lie  down  and  rest  upon  the  cushions  ? 
Lear.  I'll  see  their  trial  first: — Bring  in  the 
evidence. — 
Thou  robed  oian  of  justice,  take  thy  place:  - 

r  7b  Edoar. 

And  thon,  hfa  j^oke-fellow  of  equity,  [To  the  Fool. 

Bench  by  his  side: — You  are  of  the  oommission, 

Sit  you  too.  [To  Kbnt. 

Edg.  Let  us  deal  justlv. 

Dleepest  or  wakest  tnou,  jolly  shepherd? 

Thy  sheep  be  in  the  com; 
And  for  one  blast  of  thy  minikin  month, 
Thy  sheep  shall  take  no  harm. 
Purl  the  cat  is  grey. 

Lear,  Arraign  her  first;  *tis  Goneril.      I  here 
take  my  oath  before  this  honourable  assembly, 
she  kicked  the  poor  king  her  father. 
FboL  Come  hither,  mistress.     Is  your  name 

Goneril  ? 
Lear.  She  cannot  deny  it. 
FooL  Cry  you  mercy,  I  took  you  for  a  joint- 
stool. 
Lear.  And  here's  another,  whose  warp'd  looks 
proclaim 
What  store  her  heart  is  made  of. — Stop  her  there ! 
Arms,   arms,   sword,    fire! — Corruption    in  the 

place! 
False  justicer,  why  hast  thou  let  her  V»pe? 
Edg,  Bless  thy  five  wits! 
KenJL  0  pity !— Sir.  where  is  the  patience  now. 
That  you  so  oft  have  boasted  to  retam? 

Edq,  M.y  tears  begin  to  take  his  part  so  much. 
They  11  mar  mj  counterfeiting.  [Asiae, 

Lear,  The  little  dogs  and  all, 
Tray,  Blanch,  and  Sweet-heart,  see,  they  bark  at 
me. 
Edg.  Tom  will  throw   his  head  at  them: — 
Avaunt,  you  curs. 
Be  thy  mouth  or  black  or  white, 
Tooth  that  poisons  if  it  bite : 
MastifiE^  greyhound,  mongrel  grim. 
Hound  or  spaniel,  brach  or  l^m; 
Or  bobtail  tike,  or  trundle-tail : 
Tom  will  make  them  weep  and  wail: 
For,  with  throwing  thus  mv  head. 
Dogs  leap  the  hatoh,  and  all  are  fled. 
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Do  de,  de  de.  Sese.  Come,  march  to  wakes  and 
fairs,  and  market-towns: — Poor  Tom,  thy  horn  Is 
dry. 

Lear,  Then  let  them  anatomize  Regan;  see 
what  breeds  a5out  her  heart :  Is  there  any  cause 
in  nature  that  makes  these  hard  hearts?— You, 
sir,  1  entertain  for  one  of  my  hundred ;  only,  I  do 
not  like  the  fashion  of  your  garments:  you  will 
say  they  are  Persian ;  but  let  them  be  changed. 

[7b  Edgar. 

Kent,  Now,  good  my  lord,  lie  here,  and  rest 
awhile. 

Lear,  Make  no  noise,  make  no  noise ;  draw  the 
curtams:  So,  so:  Well  go  to  supper  i' the  morning. 

FooL  And  I'll  go  to  bed  af  noon. 

B6-enter  Glostbr. 

GUk  Come  hither,  friend:  Where  is  the  king 

my  master  ? 
Kent  Here,  sir ;  but  trouble  him  not,  his  wits 

are  gone. 
Qlo,  Good  friend,  I  prithee  take  him  in  thy 

arms; 
I  have  o'erheard  a  plot  of  death  upon  him: 
There  is  a  litter  ready ;  lay  him  in't, 
And  drive  toward  Dover,  friend,  where  thou  shalt 

meet 
Both  welcome  and  protection.  Take  up  thy  master ; 
If  thou  shouldst  dallv  half  an  hour,  his  life. 
With  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  defend  him, 
Stand  in  assured  loss :  Take  up,  take  up ; 
And  follow  me,  that  will  to  some  provision 
Give  thee  quick  conduct. 

Kent,  Oppressed  nature  sleeps: — 
This  rest  might  yet  liave  balm'cl  thy  broken  senses. 
Which,  if  convenience  will  not  allow. 
Stand  in  hard  cure.— Come,  help  to  bear  thy 

master; 
Thou  must  not  stay  behind.  [To  (he  FooL 

CHo.  Come,  come  away. 

[Exeunt  Kemt,  Gloster,  and  the 
Fool,  bearing  off  the  Kino. 
Edg,  When  we  our  betters  see  bearing  our 

woes. 
We  scarcely  think  our  miseries  oar  foes. 
Who  alone  suflers,  suffers  most  i*  the  mind ; 
Leaving  free  things,  and  happy  shows,  behind: 
But  then  the  mind  much  sufferance  doth  o'erskip. 
When  grief  hath  mates,  and  bearing  fellowship. 
How  light  and  portable  my  pain  seems  now, 
When  that,  which  makes  me  bend,  makes  the  kinjg 

bow; 
He  ohilded,  as  I  fathered !— Tom  away : 
Mark  the  high  noises :  and  thjrself  bewray, 
When  false  opinion,  whose  wrong  thoughts  defile 

thee, 
In  thy  just  proof,  repeals  and  reoondles  thee. 
What  will  hap  more  to-night,  safe  scane  the  kin|r  I 
Lurk,  lurk.  [EaL 

SCENE  YIL— ^  Boom  «t  Glostarls  OdaOe. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Rbgait,  Gokbril,  Edwjjsd, 
and  Servants. 
Com.  Post  speedily  to  my  lord  your  husband; 
show  him  this  letter:— the  army  of  France  is 
landed: — Seek  out  the  traitor  Gloster. 

[Exeunt  tome  qf  the  Semnts. 

Beg.  Hang  him  instantly. 

Gon.  Pluck  out  hu  eyes. 

Com,  L^ave  him  to  mydupleasure.— Edmund, 

keep  you  our  sister  company;  the  revenges  wc 

ate  bound  to  take  upon  your  trutoroos  fittber 
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KING 
ir«  not  fit  for  your  beholding.  Advise  the  duke 
where  joa  ere  going,  to  a  most  festinete  prepa- 
ration: we  are  bound  to  the  like.  Our  poets 
shall  be  swift  and  intelligent  betwixt  us.  Fare- 
well, dear  sister;  > farewell,  mj  lord  of  Qloeter. 

ErUer  Steward. 

How  now?  Where's  the  king? 
SUw,  My  lord  of  Qloeter  hath  oonyey'd  him 
hence: 
Some  fire  or  siz-and-thirty  of  his  knights. 
Hot  qofr^trUts  after  him,  met  him  at  gate ; 
Who,  with  some  other  of  the  lord's  dependents. 
Are  gone  with  him  toward  Dover ;  where  they 

boast 
To  have  well-anne  1  Mends. 
Com,  Qet  horses  for  your  mistress. 

^011.  FareweU,  sweet  lord,  and  aister. 

[Exeunt  Qonbbil  and  Edmund. 
Oom.  Edmund,  farewell,— Go,  seek  the  traitor 
Gloster, 
Pinion  him  like  a  thief,  bring  him  before  us: 

[JSaoeunt  other  Servanta. 
Though  well  we  msy  not  paM  upon  his  life 
Without  the  form  of  justice,  yet  our  power 
Shall  do  a  courtesy  to  our  wrath,  wliiih  men 
May  bUme,  but  not  oontroL    Who's  there?   The 
traitor? 

B&enter  Servants,  wUh  QhOBTMtu 

Beg.  Ingratefulfoxl  'tis  he, 

Com.  Bind  fast  his  corky  arms. 

Olo,  What    mean    your    graces?— Qood  my 
friends,  coniiider 
Too  are  m^  euests :  do  me  no  foul  play,  friends. 

Com.  fimd  him,  I  say.         [Ser\  ants  bind  him, 

Bea.  Hard,  hard :— 0  filthy  traitor ! 

OuK  Unmerciful  lady  as  vou  are,  I*m  none. 

Com.  To  this  chair  bind  him: — Villain,  thon 
Shalt  find^         fUBOAN  plucka  hia  beard, 

do.  By  the  kind  gods,  tie  most  ignobly  done 
To  pluck  me  by  the  beard. 

lUg,  So  white,  and  such  a  traitor ! 

Qu>.  Naughty  lady. 

These  hairs,  which  thon  dost  ravish  from  my  chin. 
Will  quicken,  and  aco  ise  thee:  1  am  your  host; 
With  robbers'  hands,  my  hospitable  £svoun 
You  should  not  ruffle  thus.     What  will  you  do? 

Com.  Come,  sir,  what  letters  had  you  late  from 
France? 

Beg.  Be  simple^mswer'd,  for  we  know  the  truth. 

Com,  And  what  eonfederaoy  have  you  with  the 
traitore 
Late  footed  in  the  kingdom  ? 

Big,  To  whose  hands  have  yon  aent  the  lonatio 
king? 
Speak. 

Oh,  I  have  a  letter  gnessingly  set  down. 
Which  came  fh>m  one  that*s  of  a  neutral  heart, 
And  not  from  one  oppos'd. 

Com.  Conning 

Bog,  Andfidse. 

Cam.  Wtmt  hast  thoo  sent  the  king? 

Qlo,  To  Dover. 

Bog.  Wherefore  to  Dover?     Wast  thoo  not 
charged  at  peril— 

(km.  Wherefore  to  Dover?    Let  him  answer 
that. 

Qlx  I  am  tied  to  the  stake,  and  I  most  stand 
theooorwe. 

Bog.  Wherefore  to  Dover? 

CUo,  Beeaoae  1  woold  not  see  thy  oroel  nails 
Plnek  oot  his  poor  old  eyes*  nor  thy  fierce  sister 
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In  his  anointed  fiesh  stick  boarlsh  fimgs. 
The  sea,  with  such  a  storm  as  hb  bare  head 
In  hell-black  night  eodur'd,  would  have  baoy*d  on. 
And  quench*d   the  steiled  fires:  yet,  poor  old 

heart. 
He  holp  the  heavens  to  rain. 
If  wolves  had  at  thy  gate  howFd  that  stem  time, 
Thoo  shooldst  liave  said,  **  Qood  porter,  turn  the 

kev;" 
All  oruels  else  snbscrib'd ;— But  I  shall  see 
The  winged  vengeance  overtake  sodi  children. 
Com.  See*t  shall  thoo  never  :~Fellows,  hold 
the  chair : — 
Upon  these  eyes  of  thine  111  set  my  foot 

Qlo.  He  that  will  think  to  live  till  he  be  old 
Give  me  some  help :  O  cruel !  O  ye  gods  1 
Beg,  One  side  will  mock  another ;  Uie  other  too. 
Com,  If  yoo  see  vengeance,  -> 
Sen,  Hold  voor  hand,  my  lord; 

I  have  serv'd  you  ever  since  1  was  a  child ; 
But  better  service  have  1  never  done  yoo 
Than  now  to  bid  you  hold. 
Beg,  How  now,  you  dog? 

StTo.  If  yoo  did  wear  a  beard  upon  your  chin, 
Yd.  shake  it  on  this  quarrel:  What  do  you  mean  ? 
Com.  My  villain  1  [Drcace  and  runs  at  hinu 

Sero,  Nay,  tlien,  oome  on,  and  take  the  chance 
of  anger. 
[Drome,    They  fight,    Corstwall  ts  lotnif  d!«i 
Beig.  Give  me  thy  sword.  ~[  7b  oiiofAer  Servant.] 
A  peasant  stand  up  thus! 
[Snatches  a  award,  cornea  behind^  and  ataba  him, 
Bav.  0«  I  am  slain  1 — My  lord,  you  have  one 
eye  left 
To  see  some  mischief  on  him :— 01  [Diea. 

Com,  Lest  it  see  more,  prevent  it>— Oot^  vile 
jelly  I 
Where  is  thy  lustre  now  ? 

Qlo,  All  dark  end  comfortless.— Where*s  my 
son  Edmund? 
Edmond,  enkindle  all  the  sparks  of  natore, 
To  quit  this  horrid  act. 

Reg,  Out,  treacherous  villain  1 

Thou  cairst  on  him  that  hates  thee :  it  was  he 
That  made  the  overture  of  thy  treasons  to  os; 
Who  is  too  good  to  pity  thee. 

Glo,  OmyfoUiesI 

Then  Edgar  was  abns*d.— 
Kind  god8,  forgive  me  tliat,  and  prosper  him! 
Beg.  Go,  thrust  him  out  at  gates,  and  let  him 
smell 
His  way  to  Dover.— How^t,  my  lord?  How  look 
you? 
Com.  I  have  reoeiv'd  a  hmrt: — Follow  me, 
lady.- 
Tum  out  that  e>;eles8  villain;-  throw  this  slave 
Upon  the  dunghill.— Regan,  I  bleed  apace: 
Untimely  comes  this  hurt:  Give  me  your  arm. 
[kxU  Cork  WALL,  ledby  Keoan  ;— Servants 
wMnd  Gloster,  and  lead  him  ouL 

1  Serv.  Ill  never  care  what  wiclcednesa  I  do, 
It  this  man  oome  to  good. 

2  JServ,  If  she  live  long. 
And,  in  the  end,  meet  the  old  coarse  of  death, 
Women  will  all  turn  monsters. 

1  Serv.  Let's  folk>w  the  old  earl,  and  get  the 
Bedlam 
To  lesd  him  where  he  woold ;  his  roguish  madness 
Allows  itself  to  anything. 
S  Serv,  Go  thoo ;  I'll  fetch  some  flaa,  and  whites 
of^gs. 
To  i^ply  to  his  bleeding  ihee.    Now,  heaven  hsJp 
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ACT   IV, 


SCENE  l,-~Jn  €pm  eotmiry. 
Enter  EooAB. 
JE3g,  Yet  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  eontemn^dt 
Than  still  contemn'd  and  flattered.    To  be  worst, 
The  lowest  and  most  dejected  thing  of  fortune, 
Stands  still  in  e.sperance,  lives  not  in  tear: 
The  lamentable  change  is  trom  the  best ; 
The  worst  returns  to  laughter.    Welcome,  then, 
Thou  unsubstantial  air  that  I  embrace! 
The  wretch  that  thou  bast  blown  unto  the  worst 
Owes  nothing  to  thy  blasts.— But  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Gloster,  led  by  an  Old  Man. 

My  father,  poorly  led  ?  World,  world,  0  world ! 
Bat  that  thy  strange  mutations  make  us  hate  thee, 
Life  would  not  yidd  to  age. 

Old  Man,  O  my  good  lord,  I  haye  been  your 
tenant,  and  your  father's  tenant,  these  fourscore 
years. 

Ola.  Away,  get  thee  away ;  good  ft-iend,  be  gone ; 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all. 
Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  Man.  lou  cannot  see  your  way. 

Oloi  I  have  no  way,  and  tlierefore  want  no  eyes ; 
I  stumbled  when  I  saw :  Full  oft  'tis  seen 
Oar  means  secure  us;  and  our  mere  defects 
Prove  our  commodities.    0,  dear  son  Edgar, 
The  food  of  thy  abased  father's  wratii  I 
Might  I  but  live  to  see  thee  in  my  toach, 
I'd  say,  I  had  eyes  again  I 

Ola  Man,  Uow  now  ?  Who's  there  ? 

Edg,  [Aside,]  0  godsl  who  ist  can  say, "  I  am 
at  the  worst?** 
I  am  worse  than  e'er  I  was ; 

Old  Man.  'TIS  poor  mad  Tom. 

Edg,  [Aside.]  And  worse  I  may  be  yet :  The 
worst  is  not 
So  long  as  we  can  say, "  This  is  the  worst." 

Old  Man,  Fellow,  where  goest? 

QliK  Is  it  a  beggar-man? 

(M  Man,  Madman  and  beggar  too. 

OUk  He  has  some  reason,  else  he  could  not  beg. 
r  the  last  nights  storm  I  such  a  fellow  saw, 
Which  made  me  think  a  man  a  worm ;  my  son 
Came  them  into  mjr  miud:  and  pret  my  mind 
Was  then  scarce  friends  with  him:  I  have  heard 

more  since : 
As  flies  to  wanton  boys  are  we  to  the  gods; 
rhey  kill  us  tor  their  sport. 

£!dg.  How  should  this  be  ? 

Bad  is  the  trade  that  must  play  fool  to  sorrow, 
Ang'ring  itself  and  others.    (Aside,]~'Blea8  thee, 
master! 

Olo.  Is  that  the  naked  fellow? 

Old  Man.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Olo.  Get  thee  away :  If,  for  my  sake, 
Phou  wUt  o'ertake  us,  hence  a  mile  or  twain, 
I'  the  way  toward  Dover,  do  it  for  ancient  loye ; 
And  bring  some  covering  for  thb  naked  soul. 
Which  I'll  entreat  to  lead  me. 

OUL  Man,  Alack,  sir,  he's  mad. 

Oic  *T\s  the  times'  plague,  when  madmen  lead 
the  blind. 
Do  as  I  bid  thee,  or  rather  do  thy  pleasure ; 
Above  the  rest,  be  gone. 

OldMan.  Ill  bring  him  the  best 'parel  that  I 
have, 
Come  on't  wliat  will.  [EmU 

Oh,  Sirmh,  naked  fellow. 


Edg.   Poor  Tom%  a-iiold.— I  cannot  danb  it 
further.  [Aside. 

Olo.  Come  hither,  fellow. 

Edg.  [Aside.]  And  yet  I  mast.— Bless  thy  sweet 
eyes,  they  bleed. 

Oh.  Know'st  thou  the  way  to  Dover? 

Edg.  Both  stile  and  gate,  horse-way  and  footpaui. 
Poor  Tom  bath  been  scared  out  of  his  good  wits: 
Bless  thee,  good  man's  son,  from  the  foul  fiend! 
Five  fiends  nave  been  in  poor  Tom  at  once ;  of 
lust,as  Obidicut^  J7o66{V/tiri!?nc0,  prince  of  dumbness; 
i/oAu,  of  stealing;  Modo^  of  murder;  FWjberti- 
$ri6^^,  of  mopping  and  mowing;  who  since  possesses 
chamber-maids  and  waiting-women,  bo,  blesa 
thee,  master ! 

Olo.   Here,  take  this  parse,  you  whom  the 
heaven's  plagues 
Have  hambled  to  all  strokes :  that  I  am  wretched, 
Makes  thee  the  happier :— Heavens,  deal  so  stilll 
Let  the  superfluous  and  lust-dieted  man. 
That  slaves  your  ordinance,  that  will  not  see 
Because  he  does  not  feel,  feel  your  power  quickly; 
So  distribution  should  und«)  excess, 
And  each  man  have  enough. — Dost  then  know 
Dover  ? 

Edg.  Ay,  master. 

Oh.  There  is  a  cliff,  whose  high  and  bending  head 
Looks  fearfully  in  the  confined  deep: 
Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  it. 
And  I'll  repair  the  misery  thou  dust  bear 
With  something  rich  about  me:  from  that  place 
I  shall  no  leading  need. 

Ed{/.  Giye  me  thy  arm. 

Poor  Tom  shall  lead  thee.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL— Before  the  Duke  of  Albany's  AiAice. 

Enter  Gomeril  and  Edmund  ;  Steward  vteeting 
them, 
Oon.  Welcome,  my  lord:  1  marvel,  our  mild 
husband 
Not  met  us  on  the  way:  -Now,  where^  your 
master? 
Stew,  Madam,  within;  but  never  man  so  ohangU: 
I  told  him  of  the  army  that  was  landed ; 
He  smil'd  at  it:  I  toid  him  you  were  coming; 
His  answer  was,   "The   worse:**   of    Gluster^ 

treachery. 
And  of  the  loyal  service  of  his  son, 
When  I  inform 'd  him,  then  he  call'd  me  sot; 
And  told  me  I  had  tum'd  the  wrong  side  out: — 
What  most  he  should  dislike  seems  pleasant  tohim; 
What  like,  oflensive. 
Oon.  Then  shall  yon  go  no  fbrther. 

[To  EDicimD. 
It  is  the  oowish  terror  of  his  spirit, 
That  dares  not  undertake :  hell  not  feel  wrongs, 
Which  tie  him  to  an  answer :  Our  wishes,  on  the 

May  prove  effects.   Back,  Edmund,  to  my  brother; 
Hasten  his  musters,  and  conduct  his  powers: 
I  must  change  names  at  home,  and  give  the  distaff 
Into  my  husband's  hands.    This  trusty  servant 
Shall  pass  between  us:  ere  long  yoo  are  like  to  hear. 
If  you  dare  venture  in  your  own  behalf, 
A  mistress's  command.    Wear  this ;  s^re  speech ; 
[Girviy  a /avovr. 
Decline  yonr  head :  this  kiss,  if  it  duntt  speak, 
Would  stretch  thy  spirits  uu  into  the  air; — 
Conceive,  and  fare  thee  welU   T  ^  ^  ^  ^  I  ^ 
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Edm,  Tovn  in  the  ranks  of  deatli. 

Oon,  ^Y  most  dear  Oloster  I       [Eni  Bdmuhik 
0,  the  diflBrenoe  of  man  and  man! 
To  thee  a  woman's  services  are  doe ; 
Uj  fool  usurps  my  body. 

8i€m,  Madam,  here  oomes  my  lord.  [ExU  Stew. 

Enter  Albabt. 

Oon.  I  haye  been  worth  the  whistle. 

Attk  0  Gonerill 

Ton  are  not  worth  the  dost  which  the  mde  wind 
Blows  in  year  faoe. — I  fear  your  disposition : 
That  nature,  which  contemns  its  origin, 
Cannot  be  border 'd  certain  in  itself; 
She  that  her»elf  will  sliver  and  disliranoh 
From  her  material  sap,  perforoe  must  wither, 
And  oome  to  deadly  ude. 

GoH.  No  more;  the  text  is  foolish. 

AUk  Wisdom  and  goodness  to  the  vile  seem  Tile: 
Filths  savour  but  tuemselves.    What  hare  yon 

done? 
Tieers,  not  daughters,  what  have  you  performed  ? 
A  father,  and  a  gracious  aged  man, 
Whose  reverence  even  the  head-lugg'd  bear  would 

lick. 
Most  barbarous,   most   degenerate  I    have   you 

madded. 
Ck>uld  my  good  brother  suffer  you  to  do  it  ? 
A  man,  a  prince,  by  him  so  benefited  ? 
If  that  the  heavens  do  not  tlieir  visible  spirits 
Send  quickly  down  to  tame  these  vile  ofiences, 
Twill  come. 

Humanity  must  perforoe  prey  on  itself. 
Like  monsters  ox  the  deep. 

Oon,  Milk-liver*dmanl 

'Hiat  bear^  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  head  for 

wrong's ; 
Who  hast  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye  discerning 
Thine  honour  from  thy  suffering;  tliat  not  know*st, 
FooU  do  those  vilhiins  pity,  who  are  punish 'd 
Ere  they  have  done  their  mischief.    Wliere's  thy 

drum? 
France  spreads  his  banners  in  our  noiseless  hind : 
With  plumed  helm  th;^  slayer  begins  threats : 
Whilst  ttiou,  a  moral  fool,  sitt'st  still,  and  cry^ 
"  Alack  1  why  does  he  so  ?  >* 

AOk  8eethvself;deTai 

Proper  deformity  seems  not  in  the  fiend 
So  horrid  as  in  woman. 

Oon,  Ovainfooll 

Alb,  Thou  changed  and  self-oover'd  thing,  for 
shame, 
Be-monster  not  thy  feature.    Were  it  my  fitness 
To  let  these  hands  obey  my  blood. 
They  are  apt  enough  to  dislocate  and  tear 
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AJjb,  This  snows  yon  are  above, 

Ton  justtcers,  that  these  our  nether  crimes 
Bo  speedilpr  can  venge  I— but,  0,  poor  Qlostert 
Lost  he  his  other  eye  ? 

Me88,  Both,  both,  my  lonL  — 

This  letter,  madam,  craves  a  speedy  answer; 
*ris  from  your  sister. 

Oon.  [Atide.]  One  way  I  like  thb  well ; 
But  being  widow,  and  my  Gloster  with  her, 
May  all  the  building  in  my  fancy  pluck 
Upon  my  hateful  lite:  Another  way, 
The  news  is  not  so  tart.— Ill  read,  and  answer. 

Alb,  Where  was  his  son,  when  they  did  take 
his  eyes? 

MesB,  Come  with  my  lady  hither. 

Alb.  He  is  not  here. 

Mesa.  No,  my  good  lord ;  I  met  him  back  again* 

AOk  Knows  he  the  wickedness? 

Mess.  Ay,  my  good  lord:    twas  he  mform'd 
against  him; 
And  quit  the  house  on  purpose,  that  their  pnidsli- 

ment 
Might  have  the  freer  coarse. 

Alb.  Gloster,  I  liye 

Tr>  thank  thee  for  the  love  thou  show'dst  the  kins, 
And  to  revenge  thine  eyes. — Come  hither,  friend ; 
Tell  me  what  more  thou  know^st.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  III.— TAs  French  Can^,  near  Doyer. 
Enter  Kent  and  a  Gentleman. 

Kent.  Why  the  king  of  France  is  so  suddenly 
gone  back  know  you  the  reason? 

Getit,  Something  be  left  imperfect  in  the  state, 
which  since  bis  coining  forth  is  thought  of;  which 
imports  to  the  kingdom  so  much  fear  and  danger, 
that  his  personal  return  was  most  required  and 
necessary. 

Keni.  Who  hath  he  left  behind  him  general? 

QenL  The  Mareschal  of  France,  Monsieur  Le 
Far. 

KenL  Did  your  letters  pierce  the  queen  to  any 
demonstration  in  grief? 

Oent.  Ay,  sir,  she  took  them,  read  them  in  my 
presence; 
And  now  and  then  an  ample  tear  triird  down 
Her  delicate  cheek ;  it  seem'd  she  was  a  queen 
Over  her  passion;  who,  most  rebel-like. 
Sought  to  be  king  o'er  her. 

Kent.  O,  then,  it  mov'd  her. 

OenL  Not  to  a  rage;  patience  and  sorrow  strove 
Who  should  express  her  goodliest.  You  have  seen 
Sunshine  and  rain  at  once:  her  smiles  and  tears 
Were  like  a  better  day :  Those  happy  smilets, 
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Kent  It  if  the  Stan, 

The  start  abore  ns  goyern  our  oonditions; 
Else  ODe  self  mate  and  mate  could  not  begei 
Saoh  different  issues.    Yoa  spoke  not  with  her 
since? 

Omt,  No. 

KenL  Was  this  before  the  king  returned? 

Oerit.  No,  since. 

Kent,  Well,  sir:   The  poor  distressed  Lear  is 
i*the  town : 
Who  sometimes,  in  his  better  tune,  remembers 
Wliat  we  are  come  about,  and  bj  no  means 
Will  yield  to  see  his  daughter. 

GmL  Why,  good  sir? 

Kent,  A  soyereign  shame  so  elbows  him:  his 
own  uiikindness, 
That  stripp'd  her  from  his  benediction,  turn VI  her 
To  foreign  casualties,  gave  her  dear  righta 
To    his    dog-hearted    daughters,— these    things 

sting 
His  mind  so  venomously,  that  burning  shame 
Detains  him  from  Cordelia. 

Oent,  Alack,  poor  gentleman ! 

KenL  Of  Albany *s  and  Cornwall's  powers  70a 
heard  not  r 

Cfent.  Tisso;  they  are  afoot 

Kent.  Well,  sir,  1*11  bring  yon  to  our  master, 
Lear, 
And  leave  you  to  attend  him :  some  desr  cause 
Will  in  concealment  wrap  me  up  awhile ; 
When  1  am  known  ari^lit,  you  sliall  not  grieve 
Lending  me  this  acquaintauoe.    I  pray  you,  go 
Along  writh  me.  [ExewnU 

SCENE  IV.—r»<aff»n«.    ATenU 
Enter  Cordelia,  Physician,  cmd  Soldiers. 

Ccr,  Alack,  tis  he;    why  he  was  met  eyen 

now 
As  mad  as  the  vex'd  sea:  singing  aloud ; 
Crown'd  with  rank  furaiter  and  turrow  weeds. 
With  harlocks,  hemlock,  nettles,  cuckoo-flowers, 
Darnel,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 
In  our  sustaining  com.— A  century  send  forth; 
Seardi  t^ksej  acre  in  the  high-grown  field. 
And  bring  him  to  our  eye.    What  can  man^ 

w  iddom  [  ExU  an  Officer. 

In  the  restoring  his  bereaved  sense? 
He  that  helps  him,  take  all  my  outward  worth. 

Phy.  There  is  means,  madam : 
Our  foster  nurse  of  nature  is  repose, 
The  which  he  lacks ;  that  to  provoke  in  him. 
Are  many  simples  ooerative,  whose  power 
Will  close  the  eye  or  anguish. 

Car,  All  bleBs*d  secrets, 

All  jon  unpublished  virtues  of  the  earth, 
Spnng  with  my  tears  1  be  aidant,  and  remediate. 
In   the   good   man's   distress  1— Seek,  seek  for 

him; 
Lest  his  ungovem*d  rage  dissolve  the  life 
That  wants  the  means  to  lead  it. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mite,  News,  madam : 

The  British  powers  are  marching  hitherward. 

Cor,  Tis  known  before ;  our  preparation  stands 
In  expectation  of  them.— O  dear  father, 
It  is  toy  business  that  1  go  about; 
Therefore  ^eaX  France 

My  mouromg,  and  important  tears,  hath  pitied. 
No  blown  ambition  doth  our  arms  incite, 
But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  ag'd  father's  right: 
Soon  may  1  hear  and  see  himl  [^ 
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SCENE  Yd- 
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Enter  Rbqam  and  Steward. 

Beg,  But  are  my  brother^  powers  set  forth? 

Stew,  Ay,  madam 

Heg,  UimseU 

In  person  there? 

ateto.  Madam ,  with  much  ado : 

Your  sister  is  the  better  soldier. 

Beg,  Lord  Edmimd  spake  not  with  your  lord  at 
home? 

Slew.  No,  madam. 

B^,  What  might  import  my  sister^  letter  (0 
him? 

8te¥),  1  know  not,  lady. 

Beg,  Taith,  he  is  posted  hence  on  serious  matter. 
It  was  great  ignorance,  Gloster's  eyes  being  oot, 
To  let  him  live ;  where  he  arrives  he  moves 
All  hearts  a^^ainst  us ;  Edmund,  I  think,  is  gone, 
In  pit^  of  his  misery,  to  despatch 
His  uighted  life ;  moreover,  to  descry 
The  strength  o'  the  enemy. 

Stew,  1  must  needs  after  him,  madam,  with  my 
letter. 

Beg*  Our  troops  set  forth  to-morrow;  stay  with 
us; 
The  ways  are  dangerous. 

Slew.  I  may  not,  madam , 

My  lady  charg'd  my  dnty  in  this  business. 

Beg,  Why  should  she  write  to  Edmund?  Might 
not  you 
Transport  her  purposes  by  words?  Belike, 
Something — I  know  not  what: — ^lU  love  thee 

much. 
Let  me  unseal  the  letter. 

Stew,  Madam,  I  had  rather— 

Beg,  I  know  your  lady  does  not  love  her  hna- 
band; 
I  am  sure  of  that:  and,  at  her  late  being  here. 
She  gave  strange  ooiliads,  and  most  spedcing  looks 
To  noble  Edmuiid :  1  know  you  aroof  her  bosom. 

Stew,  1,  madam? 

Beg,  1  speak  in  understanding;  yon  are,  I  know 
it: 
Therefore,  I  do  advise  you,  take  this  note: 
My  lord  is  dead;  Edmund  and  1  have  talk'd. 
And  more  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand, 
Than  for  your  lady's : — Yon  may  gather  more. 
If  you  do  find  him,  pray  yon,  give  him  this ; 
And  when  your  mistress  hears  dius  much  from  you, 
1  pray,  desire  her  call  her  wisdom  to  her. 
So  fare  you  well. 

h  you  do  chance  to  hear  of  that  blind  traitor, 
Preferment  talis  on  him  that  cuts  him  o£ 

Stew,  *  Would   1  could  meet  him,  madam  I  I 
would  show 
What  party  1  do  follow. 

Beg.  Fare  thee  welL  [EuMmL 

SCENE  TL—The  country  near  Doyer. 
Enter  Glosteb,  and  EIikiar  dreeaed  like  a  peaeanL 

Clio,  W  hen  shall  we  come  to  the  top  of  that  same 

hill? 
Ed^,  You  do  dhnb  ap  it  now:  look  how  we 

labour. 
Cflo,  Methinka  the  groond  is  even. 
Edg,  Horrible  steep: 

Hark,  do  yon  hear  the  sea? 
Glo,  No  truly. 

Edg,  Why,  then,  yomr  other  seniea  grow  imptf^ 

feet 
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0h»  SonuKfftbe,  Indeed: 

H ethinks  thj  Tofoe  is  tlterU;  end  tboo  speaks 
In  better  phrase  and  matter  than  thoa  didat. 

£dg.  Yoa  are  moch  deoeiv'd ;  in  nothing  am  I 
changed. 
But  in  mj  garments. 

Olo,  Methinks,  yon  are  better  spoken. 

Edg.  Come  on,  sir;  here%  the  plaeel    stand 
still.— How  fearful 
And  dizzy  'tis,  to  cast  one's  eyes  so  low  I 
Theorowsand  ehooghs  that  wing  the  midway  air, 
Show  scarce  so  gross  as  beetles :  Half  war  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  samphire ;  dread  tnl  trade ! 
Methinks  he  seems  no  bigger  than  his  head: 
The  fishermen,  that  walk  upon  the  beach. 
Appear  like  mice :  and  yon^  tall  anchoring  bark, 
Diminish'd  to  her  cock ;  her  cock,  a  bnoy 
Almost  too  small  for  sight:  the  mormarmg surge, 
That  on  the  annamber'd  idle  pebbles  chafes, 
Cannot  be  heard  so  high :— I'll  look  no  more; 
Lest  my  brain  torn,  and  the  deficient  sight 
Topple  down  headlong. 

ulo.  Set  me  where  yon  stand. 

Edg.  Qive  me  your  hand:  yoa  are  now  within 
afoot 
Of  the  extreme  verge :  for  all  beneath  the  moon 
Woold  I  not  leap  nprigfau 

Olo.  Let  go  my  hand. 

Here,  fHend,  is  another  parse :  in  it,  a  jewel 
Well  worth  a  poor  man%  takmg:   IiWiea  and 

gods 
Prosper  it  with  thee!  Qo  thoa  ftirther  off; 
Bid  me  farewell,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg»  Now,  fare  yoa  well,  good  sir.   [Seemitogo, 

Gto.  With  an  my  heart. 

Edg.  Why  I  d»  trifle  thoa  with  hb  despair. 
Is  done  to  core  ft. 

Oh.  O  yoa  mighty  gods  I 

This  world  I  do  renounce ;  and.  in  jrour  sights 
Shake  pariently  my  great  affliction  off: 
If  I  could  bear  it  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  opposeless  wills. 
My  snuff,  and  loathed  part  of  nature,  should 
Bom  itself  oat    If  Edgar  live,  0,  bless  hhnl^ 
Now,  fellow,  £tfe  thee  well. 

Edg.  Oone,  sir.    Farewell.— 

[QUMTEB  le^  and/atts  along. 
And  jret  I  know  not  how  conceit  may  rob 
The  treasury  of  life,  when  life  itself 
Yields  to  the  theft :  Had  he  been  where  he  thought, 

§f  this  had  thought  been  past— Alive  or  dead? 
o,  yoa,  sir  I  friend  l— Hear  you,  sir?— speak  1 
Thoa  might  he  pass  indeed:— Yet  he  revivea : 
What  are  yoa,  rir? 
Oh.  Away,  and  let  me  die. 

Edg.  Hadst  thoa  been  aught  but  gossamer, 
feathers,  air. 
Bo  many  (kthom  down  precipitating, 
Thoa  hadfit  shiver'd  like  an  egg:  but  thoa  doat 

breathe; 
0ast heavy  sabstanoe;  Ueed^  not;  speak'st;  art 

sound. 
Ten  masts  at  each  make  not  the  altitude 
Whieh  thoo  hast  perpendicularly  fell ; 
Thy  life%  a  miracle:  Speak  yet  again. 
Oh.  Bvt  have  I  fallen,  or  no? 
Mdg.  From  the  dread  sonmiit  of  this  chalky 
bourn: 
Look  up  a>height;— the  shrill-gorff*d  krk  so  tut 
Cannot  DO  ^een  or  heard:  do  but  look  up. 

Oh.  Alack,  I  have  no  eyes.— 
Is  wretchedness  depriv'd  that  benefit, 
Tb  end  itself  by  death?    *Twas  yet  some  oomfort, 
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W  hen  misery  could  begafle  the  tyrants  rage. 
And  frustrate  his  proud  will. 

Edg.  Ql  ve  me  vour  arm : 

Up:— so;— Howist?    Feel  you  your  legs?  You 
stand. 

Oh.  Too  well,  too  well. 

Edg.  This  is  above  all  strangeness : 

Upon  the  crown  o*  the  cUff,  what  thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you? 

Oh.  '     A  poor  unfortunate  beggar. 

Edg.  Am  I  stood  here  below,  methought  his 
eyes 
Were  two  full  moons ;  he  had  a  thousand  noaes. 
Horns  whelk'd,  and  wav'd  like  the  enridged  sea; 
It  was  some  fiend :  Therefore,  thou  happy  father. 
Think  that  the  clearest  gods,  who  make  them 

honours 
Of  men%  impossibilities,  have  preserv'd  thee. 

Oh.  I  do  remember  now:  henceforth  ill  bear 
Affliction,  till  it  do  cry  out  itself, 
Enough,  enough,  and  die.  That  thing  you  speak  of, 
I  took  it  for  a  man ;  often  ^would  say, 
**  The  fiend,  the  fiend  :**  he  led  me  to  that  place. 

J^.  Bear  free  and  patient  thoughts.— But  who 
comes  here? 

Enter  hRAn,  fantaiticallff  dna$ed  vp  wUh  Jhwen. 

The  safer  sense  will  ne*er  accommodate 
His  master  thus. 

Lear.  No,  the^  cannot  touch  me  for  oobing; 
I  am  the  king  himself. 

Edg.  O  thou  side-piercing  sight! 

Lear.  Nature's  above  art  in  that  respeot— 
There's  your  press-money.  That  fellow  handles 
his  bow  like  a  crow-keeper:  draw  me  a  olothier*s 
yard.— Look,  look,  a  mouse  I  Peace,  peace;— this 
piece  of  toas^  cheese  will  do't. —  There's  my 
gauntlet;  I'll  prove  it  on  a  giant.— Bring  up  the 
brown  bills.  ~0,  well-flown,  birdl-i'the  dout, 
i'the  clout :  hewgh  I  -Give  the  word. 

Edg.  Svreet  mujoram. 

Lear.  Pass. 

Oh,  I  know  that  voice. 

Lear.  Ha!  QoneriU-with  a  white  beard!— 
They  flatter'd  me  like  a  dog ;  and  told  me  I  had 
the  white  hairs  in  my  beard,  ere  the  black  ones 
were  there.  To  say  ay,  and  no,  to  everythmg  I 
said.— Ay  and  no  too  was  no  good  divinity. 
When  the  rain  came  to  wet  me  once,  and  the 
wind  to  make  me  cliatter;  when  the  thunder 
would  not  peace  at  my  bidding;  there  1  found 
them,  there  I  smelt  them  out.  Go  to,  they  are 
not  men  o*  their  words :  they  told  me  I  was 
everything;  tis  a  lie ;  1  am  not  ague  proof. 

Oh.  The  trick  of  that  voice  1  do  well 


her: 
1st  not  the  king? 

Lear.  Ay.  every  hich  a  king: 

When  I  do  stare,  see,  how  the  subject  qoakes. 
I  pardon  that  man'k  life:  What  was  thy  cause ?— 
Adultery?— 

Thou  sludt  not  die :  Die  for  adultery  I    No : 
The  wren  goes  tot,  and  the  amall  gilded  fly 
Does  lecher  hi  my  sight. 
Let  eopiilation  thrive,  for  Gloeter*s  bastard  son 
Was  kinder  to  his  fkther,  than  my  daughten 
Got  tween  the  lawful  sheets. 
To't,  luxury,  pell-mell,  for  I  lack  soldiers.— 
Behold  yon'  simperins  dame, 
Wlio«e  face  between  her  forks  presageth  snow 
That  minces  virtue,  and  does  shake  the  head 
To  hear  of  pleasure's  name ; 
The  fitchew,  nor  the  •o^^.^^^^hgle 
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WHh  a  more  liotons  appebte. 
Down  Arom  the  waist  they  are  centaurs,  though 
women  all  above:  bat  to  the  girdle  do  the  gods 
inherit,  beneath  is  all  the  fiends';  there's  hell, 
there's  darkness,  there  ia  the  sulphnroos  pit,  burn- 
ing, scalding,  stench,  consumption  t^Fye,  fje, 
fye  1  pah ;  jMih  1  Qive  me  an  ounce  of  civet ;  good 
apothecary,  sweeten  my  imagination:  there's 
money  for  thee. 

Oh,  0  let  me  kiss  that  tiand4 

Lear,  Let  me  wipe  it  first;  it  smells  of  mor> 
tality. 

GU).  0  ruin'd  peace  of  nature  I  This  great  world 
Shall  so  wear  out  to  nought. —  Dost  thou  know 
me? 

Lear.  I  remember  thine  eyes  well  enough.  Dost 
thou  sqnioy  at  me ?  No,  do  thy  worst,  blind  Cupid ; 
V\\  not  love. — Read  thou  this  challenge ;  mark  but 
the  penning  of  it 

Olo.  Were  all  thy  letters  suns,  I  could  not  see. 

Edg.  I  would  not  take  this  firom  report;— it  is, 
And  my  heart  breaks  at  it 

Lear,  Read. 

Qlc.  What,  with  the  case  of  eyes? 

Lear,  Oh  ho,  are  you  there  with  me  ?  No  eyes 
in  your  head,  nor  no  money  in  your  purse  ?  Your 
eves  are  in  a  heavy  case,  vour  purse  in  a  light: 
Yet  vou  see  how  this  world  goes. 

(Mo,  I  see  it  feelingly. 

Lear,  What,  art  inad  ?  A  man  may  see  how 
this  world  goes,  with  no  eyes.  Look  \rith  thine 
ears:  see  how  yon' justice  rails  upon  yon'  simple 
thief.  Hark,  in  thine  ear:  Change  places;  and, 
handy-^ndy,  which  is  the  justice,  which  is  the 
thief?  Thou  hast  seen  a  dinner's  dog  bark  at  a 
beggar? 

wto.  Ay,  sir. 

Lear,  And  the  creature  run  from  the  cur  ?  There 
thou  mightst  behold  the  great  image  of  authority: 
a  dog^  obeyed  in  office. — 
Thou  rascal  beadle,  hold  thy  bloody  hand : 
Why  dost  thou  Ush  that  whore  ?   Btrip  thine  own 

back; 
Thou  hotly  lust'st  to  use  her  in  that  kmd 
For  which  thou  whipp'st  her.    The  usurer  hangs 

the  cozener. 
Through  tatter'd  clothes  small  vices  do  appear; 
Robes  and  furr'd  gowns  hide  alL    Plate  sm  with 

gold. 
And  the  strong  lance  of  iustice  hurtless  breaks ; 
Arm  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy^s  straw  doth  pierce  it 
None  does  offend,  none,  I  say,  none ;  1 11  able  'em : 
Take  that  of  me,  mv  friend,  who  have  the  power 
To  seal  the  accuserV)  lips.    Get  thee  glass  eyes ; 
And,  like  the  scurvy  politician,  seem 
To  see  the  things  thou  dost  not — Now,  now,  now, 

now: 
Pull  off  my  boots :— harder,  harder ;  so. 

Edg,  O  matter  and  impertinency  mix'dl 
Reason  in  madness  I 

Lear,  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my 
eyes. 
I  know  thee  well  enough ;  thy  name  is  Gloster ; 
Thou  must  be  patient ;  we  came  crying  hither. 
Thou  know'st,  the  first  time  that  we  smell  the  air, 
We  wawl  and  cry:— I  will  preach  to  thee;  mark. 

Oh,  Alack,  alack  tlie  dayl 

Lear,  When  we  are  born,  we  cry,  that  we  are 
come 

To  this  great   stage  of  fools; This  a  good 

blockl- 
It  were  a  delicate  stratagem,  to  shoe 
A  troop  of  horse  urith  felt :  i'U  pat  it  in  proof  | 
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Ana  when  IVe  stol'n  upon  these  80Qa4n-iair. 
Then,  kill,  kiU,  kiU,  kil^  kill,  kUl. 


Enter  a  Gentleman,  vjUh  Attendants. 

OtsuJU  0,  here  he  is ;  lay  hand  upon  him.— Sir, 
Your  most  dear  danghter — 

Lear,  No  rescue?  What,  a  prisoner?  I  am  even 
The  natural  fool  of  fortune.— use  me  well ; 
You  shall  have  ransom.    Let  me  have  surgeons, 
I  am  cot  to  the  brains. 
OenU  You  shall  have  anything. 

Lear,  Noseoonds?  all  myself? 
Why,  this  would  make  a  man,  a  man  of  salt. 
To  use  his  eves  for  garden  water-pots. 
Ay,  and  for  laying  autumn's  dust 
Gent,  Good  sir,— 

Lear,  I  will  die  bravely,  like  a  smug  bride- 
groom; What? 
I  will  be  jovial ;  come,  come ;  I  am  a  king, 
My  masters,  know  you  that? 

Qeiit,  You  are  a  royal  one,  and  we  obey  yoo. 
Lear,  Then  there's  life  in't    Come,  an  you  get 
it,  you  shall  get  it  hy  running.    Sa,  sa,  sa,  sa. 

[Eanirwmm^;  Attendants /bttoto. 
Qent,  A  sight  most   pitiful  in  the  meanest 
wretch; 
Fast  speaking    of   in  a  kingl— Thou    hast  a 

daughter, 
Who  redeems  nature  from  the  general  corse 
Which  twain  have  brought  her  to. 
Edg,  Hail,  gerntle  sir. 

Qent,  Sir,  speed  you :  What's  vour  will  ? 

Edg,  Do   yon   hear  anglit,  sir,   of  a  battle 

toward? 
QenL,  Most  sure,  and  vulgar:  every  one  hears 
tliat. 
Which  can  distinguish  sound. 

Edg,  But,  by  your  fiivour, 

How  near's  the  other  army  ? 
QenL  Near,  and  on   speedy  foot;   the  main 
descry 
Stands  on  the  hourly  thought 
Edg,  I  thank  you,  sir;  that's  all. 

QwU  Though  that  the  queen  on  special  cause 
is  here. 
Her  army  is  mov'd  on. 
Edg,  I  thank  you,  sir. 

[JEatGent 
Qlo,  You  ever  gentle  gods,  take  my  breath 
from  me; 
Let  not  mv  worser  spirit  tempt  me  again 
To  die  berore  you  please  I 
Edg,  Well  pray  you,  fiUher. 

Qlo.  Now,  good  sir,  what  are  you  ? 
Edg,  A  most  poor  man,  made  tame  to  fortune's 
blows ; 
Who,  by  the  art  of  known  and  feeling  sorrows. 
Am  pregnant  to  good  pity.    Give  me  your  band, 
I'll  lead  you  to  some  biding. 

Qlo,  Hearty  thanks: 

The  bounty  and  the  benizon  of  heaven 
To  boot,  and  boot  I 

EfOer  Steward. 

Stew.  A  prochum'd  prize  I  Most  happy 

That  eyeless  head  of  thine  was  first  fram'd  flesh 
To  raise  my  fortunes.— Thou  old  unhappy  traitor. 
Briefly  thyself  remember: — The  sword  is  out 
That  must  destroy  thee. 

Qlo,  Now  let  thy  friendly  hand 

Put  strength  enongfa  to  it  [Edoab  oppotet, 

Steio,  Wherefor^  bold  peasant^ 

Dw'.t  thon  Mpport  ^ti^-^^^Q^-^t 


KING 
Lest  tlut  infectbn  of  his  fortime  take 
Like  bold  on  thee.    Let  go  his  arm. 

Sdg,  Ch'ill  not  let  go,  zir,  withoat  Turther 
Vsasion. 

Stem,  Let  go,  slave,  or  thou  diest. 

Edg,  Good  gentleman,  go  yoar  gait,  and  let  poor 
volk  pass.  And  ch'ud  ha'  been  swaggered  out  of 
mj  life,  'twould  not  ha'  been  zo  long  as  'tis  by  a 
vortnight.  Naj,  come  not  near  th*  old  man ;  keep 
oat,  die  vor  je,  or  ise  try  whether  jour  costard  or 
my  hallow  be  the  harder:  ChlU  be  plain  with  joo. 

SUM,  Oat,  dunghill! 

Edg,  Ch'ill  pick  jour  teeth,  zir:  Come;  no 
matter  vor  joor  foins. 

[  They  fiylit;  and  Edo.  knocks  hm  doum. 

Stem.  Slave,  thou  hast  sUiin  me:  Villain,  take 
mj  purse ; 
If  ever  thou  wilt  thrive,  bury  mj  body  ; 
And  give  the  letters,  which  thou  find'st  aboat  me, 
To  Edumnd  earl  of  (iioster :  seek  him  out 
Upon  the  English  partj : — 0,  untiuiely  death. 

[Dies, 

Sdg,  I  know  thee  well:  A  serviceable  Yitiam ; 
As  duteous  to  the  vices  of  thy  miatress, 
As  badubss  would  desire. 

aio.  What,  is  he  dead? 

Edg.  Sit  you  down,  fiuher;  rest  you.— 
Lot^  see  these  pockets :  the  letters  that  he  speaks 

of, 
May  be  my  friends.— He  is  dead ;  I  am  only  sorry 
He  had  no  other  death *s-inan. — Let  us  see : — 
Leave,  gentle  wax ;  and,  manners,  blame  us  not : 
To  know  oui  enemies'  minds,  we'd  rip  their  hearts; 
Their  papers,  is  more  lawful. 

Beads,]  Let  our  reciprocal  towi  be  remembered.  You 
hare  mAOj  opportuoites  to  cut  him  off;  if  your  will  want 
not,  time  ami  place  will  be  truitfuily  offeored.  There  is 
Dotbiug  done,  if  he  nfturn  the  oooqueror ;  then  am  I  the 
IviaoDer,  aud  hia  bed  my  gaol ;  from  the  loathed  warmth 
whereof  deliver  me,  aad  supply  the  place  for  your  labour. 
Your  (wife,  so  i  would  say)  affeotionate  servaut, 
QosauL. 

O  andistinguish'd  space  of  woman's  willl— 

A  plot  up«m  her  virtuous  husband's  life; 

And  the  exchange,  my  brother  1 — Here,  in  the 

sands. 
Thee  111  rake  up,  the  post  unsanctified 
Of  murtherous  lechers;  and,  in  the  mattnretime, 
With  this  ungracious  paper  strike  the  sight 
Of  the  death-practis'd  duke :  For  him  'tis  well, 
That  of  thy  death  and  business  I  can  tell. 

[EkU  Edoak,  draggmg  oui  (he  body. 
Olo.  The  king  is  mad :  How  stiff  ii  my  vile 

sense, 
That  I  stand  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  hu((e  sorrows!    Better  I  were  distract: 
So   should   my  thoughts  be  sever'd  from   my 

griefs; 
And  woes,  bv  wrong  imaginations  loee 
The  knowledge  of  themselves. 

Be-enter  Edgab. 

Edg,  Give  me  your  hand : 

Far  off,  methinks,  I  hear  the  beaten  drum. 
Come,  fiuher.  Ill  bestow  you  with  a  friend. 


SCENE  TIL  — ^  TaU  w  ihs  French  Camp, 
Lear  on  a  Bed^  adefp;  Physician,  Ghentlemen, 
and  others^  attending. 

Enter  Corobua  and  Kbit. 

Cor,  O  thou  good  Eleut,  how  shall  I  live  and 
work, 
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To  match  fhy  goodness?    My  life  will  be  toe 

short. 
And  e^ery  measure  fail  me. 

Kent.  To  be  acknowledg'd,  madam,  is  overpaid. 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  modest  truth; 
Nor  more,  nor  clipp'd,  but  so. 

Cor.  Be  better  suited: 

These  weeds  are  memories  of  those  worser  hours; 
I  prithee  put  them  off. 

Kent,  Pardon,  dear  madam: 

Yet  to  be  known  shortens  mv  made  intent: 
M^  boon  I  make  it  tluit  you  know  me  not 
Till  time  and  I  think  meet. 

Cor,  Then  be  it  so,  my  good  lord.    How  does 
the  king  ?  [  3b  (As  Physician. 

Phys.  Madam,  sleeps  still. 
Cor,  0  you  kind  gods, 
Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abased  nature  I 
The  untuned  and  jarring  senses,  0,  wind  up, 
Of  this  child-changed  father! 

Pitys.  So  please  your  majesty. 

That  we  may  wake  the   king?   he  hath  slept 
long. 
Car,  Be   govem'd  by   your  knowledge,  and 
proceed 
I*  the  sway  of  your  own  will.    Is  he  array'd  ? 

Cent,  Ay,  madam ;  in  the  heaviness  of  sleep, 
We  put  fresh  garments  on  him. 
Phys.  Be  by,  good  madam,  when  we  do  awake 
him  ; 
I  doubt  not  of  bis  temperance. 

Cor.  Very  welL 

Phys,  Please  you,  draw  near. — Louder  the  music 

there. 
Cor,  O  my  dear  father!    Restoration  hang 
Thy  medioini  on  my  lips;  and  let  this  kiss 
Repair  those  violent  harms,  that  my  two  sisters 
Have  in  thy  reverence  made  1 

Kent,  Kind  and  dear  princess  I 

Cor.  Had  you  not  been  their  father,  these  white 
flakes 
Had  challeng'd  pity  of  them.    Was  this  a  fkoe 
To  be  oppos^  against  the  jarring  winds? 
To  stand  against  the  deep  dread-bolted  thcmder ; 
In  the  most  terrible  and  nimble  stroke 
Of  quick,  cross-lightning?  to  watch  (poor  perdul) 
Witn  this  thin  helm  ?    Mine  enemy's  dog. 
Though  he  had  bit  me,  should  liave  su>od  that 

night 
Against   my  fire.    And  wast   thou  fain,  poor 

fiuher. 
To  hovel  thee  with  swine,  and  rogues  forlorn. 
In  short  and  musty  straw?    Alack,  alack  1 
'Tis  wonder,  that  thv  life  and  wits  at  once 
Had  not  concluded  alL— He  wakes;  speak  to 
him. 
Phys.  Madam,  do  you;  tis  fittest. 
Cor,  How  does  my  royal  lord?  How  fiures  your 

m^eiity? 
Lear,  You  do  me  wrong,  to  take  me  out  o'  the 
grave  :— 
Thou  art  a  soul  in  bliss ;  but  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  wheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
Do  scald  like  molten  lead.  , 

C'or.  Sir,  do  you  know  me? 

Lear.  You  are  a  spirit,  I  know :  When  did  you 

die? 
Cor.  Still,  still,  far  widel 
Phys.  He's  scarce  awake;  let  him  alone  awhile. 
JLeor.  Where  have  I  been?    WhereamI?  — 
Fair  day-light  ? 
I  am  mightily  abus'd.— I  ihoold  e^en  die  with 
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To  see  toother  thos.— I  know  not  what  to  saj.^ 
I  will  not  swear  these  are  my  hands : — let*s  see; 
I  feel  this  pin  prick.    'Would  I  were  assor'd 
Of  mj  condition* 

Cor,  0,  look  upon  me,  sir, 

And  hold  jour  hand  in  benediction  o*er  me  s — 
No,  sur,  70a  most  not  kneeL 

Ltar,  Pni7*  do  not  mock  me : 

I  am  a  verj  foolish  fond  old  man, 
Foorscore  and  upward ;  not  an  hour  more  nor  less : 
And,  to  deal  plainly, 
I  fear  1  am  not  in  my  perfect  mind. 
Methinks  I  should  know  yon,  and  know  this  man ; 
Yet  I  am  doubtful :  for  I  am  mainly  ignorant 
What  place  this  is :  and  all  the  skill  I  have 
Remembers  not  these  garments ;  nor  I  know  not 
Where  I  did  lodge  last  night:  Do  not  laugh  at  me ; 
For,  as  I  am  a  man,  I  think  this  lady 
To  be  my  child  Cordelia. 

Cor,  And  so  I  am,  1  am. 

htasr.  Be  your  tears  wet?    Tes, 'faith.    I  pray, 
weep  not: 
If  you  haye  poison  for  me  I  will  drink  it 
I  know  you  do  not  loye  me ;  for  your  sisters 
Have,  as  I  do  remember,  done  me  wrong : 
You  have  some  cause,  they  have  not 

Cor.  No  cause,  no  eanse. 

Lear,  Am  I  in  France? 

iCoit  In  your  own  kingdom,  sir. 

ACT 

SCENE  'L'^Tht  Camo  of  (he  British  Foroa, 
near  Dover. 

JShter,  wUh  dnmt  and  eolouray  Edmuitd,  Beoah, 
Officers,  soldiers,  ana  others, 

Edm,  Know  of  the  duke  if  his  Ust  purpose 
hold: 
Or  whether,  since,  he  is  advis'd  by  aught 
To  change  the  course:  He's  full  of  alteration. 
And  seit-reproving : — bring  hb  constant  pleasure. 
[Toon Officer  toho goes  out. 
Our  sister%  man  is  certainly  miscarried. 
*Tis  to  be  doubted,  madam. 
Reg,  Now,  sweet  lord, 

Ton  know  the  goodness  I  intend  upon  you : 
Tell  me,— but  truly,-— but  then  speak  the  truth. 
Do  you  not  love  my  sister? 
Edm,  In  honour'd  love. 

Beg,  But  have  yon  never  found  my  brother's 

way 
To  the  forefended  place  ? 
Edm,  That  thought  abuses  you. 

Reg»  I  am  doubtful  that  you  have  been  conjunct 
And  bosom 'd  with  her,  as  far  as  we  call  hers. 
Edm,  No,  by  mine  honour,  madam. 
Beg,  I  never  shall  endure  her:  Dear  my  lord, 
Be  not  familiar  with  her. 

Edm,                           Fear  me  not  >— 
She,  and  the  duke  her  husband, 

Enter  Albaht,  Goiteril,  amd  Soldiers. 

*  Om,  I  had  rather  -lose  the  battle  than  that 
sister  [Aside, 

Should  loosen  him  and  me. 

AJb.  Our  yery  loving  sister,  well  be  met — 
Sb,  this  I  heard,— The   king    is  come  to  his 

daughter. 
With  others,  whom  the  rigour  of  our  state, 
Foro'd  to  cry  out    Where  I  could  not  be  honest, 
I  never  yet  was  valiant :  for  this  business. 


I^eor.  Do  not  abuse  me. 

Pkyt,  Be  comforted,  good  madam:  the  grea;* 
rage, 
You  see,  is  kill'd  in  him :  and  yet  It  Is  danger 
To  make  him  even  o'er  the  time  he  has  lost 
Desire  him  to  go  in ;  trouble  him  no  more, 
Till  ftirther  settling. 

Cor,  WiU't  please  your  highness  walk  ? 

Lear,  Yon  must  bear  with  me . 

Pray  you  now,  forget  and  forgive :  I  am  old  and 
foolish. 
[Exeunt  Lear,  Cor.,  Phys.,  couf  Attendants. 

Cent,  Holds  it  true,  sir. 
That  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  was  so  slain  ? 

Kent,  Most  certam,  su 

Cent*  Who  is  conductor  of  his  people? 

KenL  Astissaid 

The  bastard  son  of  Gloster. 

Gent,  They  say,  Edgar, 

His  banish'd  son,  is  with  the  Earl  of  Kent 
In  Oermany. 

Kent,  Report  is  changeable. 

*Tis  time  to  look  about ;  the  powers  o'  the  kingdom 
Approach  apace. 

Gent,  The  arbitrement  is  like  to  be  bloody 
Fare  you  well,  sir.  [EkiL 

Kent,  My  point  and  period  will  be  throughly 
wrought. 
Or  well,  or  ill,  as  this  day^  battlers  fought 

V. 

It  toucheth  ns  as  France  invades  our  land. 
Not  holds  the  king ;  with  others,  whom,  I  fear 
Most  just  and  heavy  causes  make  oppose. 

Edm,  Sir,  you  speak  nobly. 

Beg,  Why  is  this  reasoned  ? 

Oon,  Combine  together  'gainst  the  enemy: 
For  these  domestic  and  particular  broils 
Are  not  the  question  here. 

Alb,  Let's  then   determine  with  the  ancient 
of  war 
On  our  proceeding. 

Elm,  1  shall  attend  you  presently  at  your  tent 

Reg,  Sister,  you'll  go  with  us  ? 

Qon,  No. 

Reg.  Tis  most  convenient ;  pray  you  go  with  as. 

Qm.  O,  ho,  1  know  the  riddle:  [AmU,]  I  wiU 
go- 

Am  ihey  are  going  out^  enter  Edgar,  diagmsed. 

Edg,  If  e'er  your  grace  had  speech  with  man  so 
poor. 
Hear  me  one  word« 
AJb,  m  overtake  you.— Speak. 

[Exeunt  Edmuhd,  Reqam  ,  Oovertl,  Offioera, 
Soldiers,  and  Attendants. 
Edg,  Before   yoa  fight   the   battle,   ope  this 
letter. 
If  you  have  victory,  let  the  trumpet  sound 
For   him   that   brought   it:    wretched   though 

I  seem, 
I  can  produce  a  champion,  that  will  prove 
What  is  avouched  there  :  if  you  miscarry. 
Your  business  ol  the  world  hath  so  an  end. 
And  machination  ceases.    Fortune  love  yout 
Alb,  Stay  till  1  have  read  the  letter. 
Edg,  1  was  forbid  it 

When  time  shall  serve,  let  but  the  herald  cry,    ^ 
And  I'll  appear  again.  lExU 

Alb,  Why,  fare  thee  well  j  I  will  o'erlook  thy 
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Sdm,  Tlie  enemj  ^  in  yiew,  drmw  op  joxa 
powers, 
Here  b  tne  guess  of  their  true  strength  and  forces 
By  diligent  disoovery :  -but  jour  h&ste 
It  now  urg*d  on  jou. 
ABk  We  will  greet  the  time.  [EsbU, 

£d»u  To  both  these  sisters  have  I  sworn  my 
love; 
Each  Jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  stung 
Are  of  the  adder.    Which  of  them  shall  I  take? 
Both?  one?  or  neither?  Neither  can  be  enjoj^d, 
If  both  remain  alive:  To  take  the  widow, 
Exasperates,  makes  mad  her  sister  Goneril ; 
And  oardlj  shall  I  carry  out  my  side 
Her  husband  being  alive.    Now  then,  well  use 
His  countenance  for  the  battle;  which  being  done 
Let  her  who  would  be  rid  of  him  devise 
His  speedy  taking  off.    As  for  the  mercy 
Whion  he  intends  to  Lear  and  to  Cordelia, 
The  battle  done,  and  they  within  our  power, 
Shall  never  see  his  pardon :  for  my  state 
Btaiids  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate.         [ExiL 

SCENE  IL— ^  Field  hehoeen  the  two  CangM. 

Alarum  toithitu  Enter^  with  drum  and  eohwn, 
Lear,  CoKDKLikf  and  their  Forces;  and  exeunt. 

Enter  Edoab  and  Qlostbb. 

Edg,  Here,  father,  take  the  shadow  of  this  tree 
For  your  good  host;  pray  that  the  right  may  thrive : 
If  ever  I  return  to  von  again, 
111  bring  yoa  comrort. 

CHo.  Once  go  with  yon,  sir  I 

[ExitEDQ. 

AJarumt;  t^Urwards  a  retreat.    Be-enier  Edoab. 

Edg,  Away,  old  man,  give  me  thy  hand,  away; 
King  Lear  hath  lost,  he  and  his  daughter  ta*en: 
Qive  me  thy  hand,  come  on. 

Oh,  No  further,  sir ;  a  man  may  rot  even  here. 

Edg.  What,  hi  ill  thoughts  again?  Men  most 
endure 
Their  going  hence,  even  as  theb  ooming  hither: 
Ripeness  is  ail :  Come  on. 

Oio,  And  that%  true  too.      [Eaeunt, 

SCENE  lIL^The  British  Camp^  near  Dover. 

Enter,  in  conmiest,  with  drum  and  eohurs,  Edmund  ; 
Lear  and  Cordslia,  a$  ftieonere;  Officers, 
Soldiers,  «k. 

Edm.  Some  officers  take  them  away:  good  guard; 
Until  their  greater  pleasures  first  be  known 
That  are  to  censure  them. 

Cor,  We  are  not  the  first, 

Who,  with  best  meaning,  have  incurred  the  worst. 
For  thee,  oppressed  king,  I  am  cast  down ; 
Myself  could  else  out-frown  £il5e  fortune's  frown.— 
Shall  we  not  see  these  daughters  and  these  sbters? 

Lear,  No,  no,  no,  no  t  Comt',  let's  away  to  prison ; 
We  two  alone  will  sing  like  birds  i'  the  cage : 
When  thou  dost  ask  me  blessing,  111  kneel  down, 
And  ask  of  thee  forgiveness :  So  well  live, 
And  jpray,  and  sing,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  Uugfa 
At  glided  butterflies,  and  hear  poor  rogues 
Talk  of  oourt  news;  and  well  talk  with  them  too, — 
Who  loeea,  and  who  wins :  who's  in,  who's  out, 
And  take  upon  as  the  mystery  of  things, 
As  if  we  were  Qod's  spies :  and  well  wear  out, 
In  a  waird  prison,  packs  and  scott  of  great  ouee, 
That  ebo  and  flow  by  the  moon. 
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Edm,  Take  them  away. 

Lear.  Upon  snoh  sacrifices,  my  Cordelia, 
The  gods  themselves  throw  inoense.     Have  I 

caught  thee  ? 
He  that  parts  us  shall  bring  a  brand  flrom  heaven 
And  fire  us  hence  like  foxes.    Wipe  thine  eyes; 
The  good  vears  shall  devour  them,  fiesb  and  fell. 
Ere  mey  shall  make  us  weep ;  well  see  them  starve 

first 
Come.       [Exeunt  Lbar  and  Cordelia,  guarded, 

Edm,  Come  hither,  captain ;  hark, 
Take  thou  this  note ;  [jgtving  a  paper]  go,  follow 

them  to  prison; 
One  step  I  have  aavancn  thee:  if  thon  dost 
As  this  mstructs  thee,  thon  dost  make  thy  way 
To  noble  fortunes :  Know  thou  this,— that  men 
Are  as  the  time  is :  to  be  tender-minded 
Does  not  beoome  a  sword:— Thy  great  employment 
Will  not  bear  question  ;->either  say  thou  It  do*t. 
Or  thrive  by  other  means. 

Of  111  do^,  my  lord. 

Edm,  About  it;  and  write  happy,  when  thou 
hast  done. 
Mark, — I  say,  instantly ;  and  carry  it  so 
As  I  have  set  it  down. 

O^,  I  cannot  draw  a  cart,  nor  eat  dried  oats ; 
If  it  be  man'k  work,  I  will  do  it.        [Exit  Officer. 

flourish.    Enter  Albavt,  GK>irERTL,  Rsoah, 
Officers,  and  Attendants. 

Alb.  Sir,  ^on  have  shown  to<lay  yonr  TaUnt 
strain, 
And  fortune  led  yoa  well:  Yon  have  the  c^ytives 
Who  were  the  opposites  of  this  day%  strife : 
I  do  require  them  of  you,  so  to  use  themt. 
As  we  shall  find  their  merits  and  oar  safety 
May  equally  determine. 

Edm.  Sir,  I  thought  it  fit 

To  send  the  old  and  miserable  king 
To  some  retention  and  appointed  guard; 
Whose  age  has  charms  in  it,  whose  title  more, 
To  pluck  the  common  bosom  on  his  side. 
Ana  turn  our  impress'd  lances  in  our  eyes 
Which  do  command  them.    With  him  I  sent  th« 

queen; 
My  reason  all  the  same;  and  they  are  ready 
To-morrow,  or  at  further  space,  to  appear 
Where  you  shall  hold  your  session.    At  this  time 
We  sweat  and  bleed:  the  friend  hath  loet  his 

friend; 
And  the  best  quarrels,  in  the  heat,  are  oors^d 
Bv  those  that  feel  their  sharpness : — 
The  question  of  Cordelia  and  her  fether 
Bequires  a  fitter  place. 

Aih.  Sir,  by  your  patienoe, 

I  hold  yon  bat  a  subject  of  this  war. 
Not  as  a  brother. 

jReg,  That%  as  we  list  to  grace  him. 

Methinksonr  pleasure  might  have  been  demanded 
Ere  yon  had  spoke  so  far.    He  led  our  powers; 
Bore  the  commission  of  my  place  and  person ; 
The  which  immediacv  may  well  stand  up. 
And  call  itself  your  broUier. 

Oon.  Not  so  hot: 

In  his  own  grace  he  doth  exalt  himself, 
More  than  in  your  addition. 

Heg.  In  my  rights. 

By  me  invested,  he  compeers  the  best. 

Oon,  That  were  the  most  if  be  should  husband 
you. 

Beg.  Jesters  do  oft  prove  propheti. 

1^  Holla,  hoUa 

That  ^ye  that  told  you  Mlji(o|^J^utapeqaint   ^^ 
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Beg.  I^Tt  I  «m  not  well ;  eUe  I  thoald  anawer 
From  a  full-nowing  stomach. — General, 
Take  thoa  my  soldiers,  prisoners,  patrimony; 
Dispose  of  them,  of  me;  the  walls  are  thine: 
Witness  the  world,  that  I  create  thee  here 
liy  lord  and  master. 

Oon,  Mean  jx>u  to  enjoy  him  ? 

Alb.  The  let-alone  lies  not  in  your  good-will. 

Edm.  Nor  in  thine,  lord. 

Alb.  Half-blooded  fellow,  yes. 

Beg.  Let  the  dram  strike,  and  prove  my  title 
thine.  [7b  Edmund. 

Alb.  Stay  yet;  hear  reason:  Edmund,  i  arrest 
thee 
On  capital  treason ;  and,  in  thy  arrest, 
This  gilded  serpent:  [Poiatiag  to  Qon.] — for  your 

claim,  fair  sister, 
I  bar  it  in  the  interest  of  my  wife  ; 
Tis  she  is  sub-contracted  to  this  lord, 
And  1,  her  husband,  contradict  your  banns. 
If  you  will  marry,  make  your  loves  to  me, 
My  lady  is  bespoke. 

Gon.  An  interlude! 

Alb.  Thoa  art  arm'd,  Gloster :— Let  the  trampet 
sound: 
If  none  appear  to  prove  apon  thy  person. 
Thy  heinous,  manifest,  and  manv  treasons. 
There  is  my  pledge ;  \71irounngaownaglove.]    Ill 

make  it  on  thy  heart. 
Ere  I  taste  bread,  thou  art  in  nothbg  less 
Than  I  have  here  proclaimed  thee. 

Beg.  Sick,  O  sick  I 

Oon.  If  not.  111  ne*er  trust  medicine.      [Aside. 

Edm.  There's  my  exchange:  {Throwing  down  a 
giove.]  what  in  the  world  he  is 
That  names  me  traitor,  villain-like  he  lies; 
Call  by  the  trumpet :  he  that  dares  approach, 
On  him,  on  yon  (who  not  V)  1  will  mamtain 
My  truth  and  honour  firmly. 

Alb.  A  herald,  hoal 

JSdm,  A  herald,  hoa,  a  herald  I 

Alb.  Trust  to  thy  single  virtue ;  for  thy  soldiers, 
All  levied  in  mv  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  discbarge. 

Beg.  My  sickness  grows  upon  me. 

.fih^  a  Herald. 
AB).  She  IB  not  well ;  convey  her  to  my  tent. 
[Exit  Regan,  ted. 
Come  hither,  herald,— Let  the  trampet  sound, — 
And  read  out  this. 
Of.  Sound,  trumpet!  [A  trumpet  founds. 

Sonld  reads. 

If  aaj  man  of  quality  or  dogreo.  within  the  Uste  of  (h« 
amy.  will  maintain  upon  EdmumU  suppoaed  Earl  nf 
GlcMter.  that  he  b  a  maQifold  traitor,  let  him  appear  by 


LEAK. 

Jib.  Which  is  that  adversary  ? 

Edg.  WhaVs  he  that  speaks  for  Edmund  Earl  ol 
Gloster? 

Edm.  Himself; — What  say^st  thoa  to  him? 

Edg.  Draw  thy  sword; 

That,  if  my  speech  offend  a  noble  heart, 
Thv  arm  may  do  thee  justice :  here  is  mine. 
Behold  it  is  my  privilege. 
The  privilege  of  mine  honours. 
My  oath,  and  my  profession ;  I  protest,— 
Mau^e  thy  strength,  place,  youth,  and  emineoee. 
Despite  thy  victor  sword  and  fire-new  fortune, 
Thv  valour,  and  thy  heart,— thou  art  a  tractor : 
False  to  thy  gods, thy  brother,  and  thy  fiither ; 
Conspirant  'gainst  this  high  illusirious  prince ; 
And,  from  the  extremest  upward  of  thy  head, 
To  the  descent  and  dust  below  thy  feet, 
A  most  toad-spotted  traitor.    Say  thoa,  "  No,** 
This  sword,  this  arm,  and  my  best  spirits,  are  ben* 
To  prove  upon  thy  heart,  whereto  I  speak, 
Thou  Uest. 

Edm.       In  wisdom,  I  should  ask  thy  name ; 
But  since  thy  outside  looks  so  fair  and  warlike, 
And  that  thy  tongue  some  sav  of  breeding  breathes 
What  safe  and  nicely  I  might  well  delay. 
By  rule  of  knighthood,  I  disdain  and  spurn: 
Back  do  I  toss  these  treasons  to  thy  head ; 
With  the  hell-hated  lie^*erwhelm  thy  heart; 
Which  (for  they  yet  gUnce  by,   and  scarcely 

bruise). 
This  sword  of  mine  shall  give  them  instant  way. 
Where  they  shall  rest  for  ever. — Trumpet*,  spttik 
[ALmtms.     They  fight.    ED^jmufalU 

JJb.  Save  him,  save  him  I 

Oon.  This  is  practice,  Gloster: 

By  the  law  of  war,  thou  wast  not  bound  to  answer 
An  unknown  opposite ;  thoa  art  not  vanquished, 
But  cozen'd  and  beguird. 

Alb.  Shut  your  mouth,  dame, 

Or  with  this  paper  shall  1  stop  it :— hold,  sir  :— 
Thou  worse  than  any  name,  read  thineown  evil: — 
No  tearing,  lady;  I  perceive  you  know  it. 

[Gives  the  letter  to  Edmund 

^071.  Say,  if  I  do :  tne  laws  are  mine,  not  thine : 
Who  can  arraign  me  for*t?  [Exit  Gonbbil. 

AU).  Most  monstrous! 

Know'st  thoa  this  paper? 

Edm.  Ask  me  not  what  I  know. 

Alb.  Go  after  her :  she's  desperate ;  govern  her. 
[Toon  ()tficer,  to&o  goes  out, 

Edm.  What  yoa  have  oharg'd  me  with,  that 
have  I  done. 
And  more,  much  more :  the  time  will  bring  it  oat ; 
Tis  past,  and  so  am  I:  But  what  art  thou 
That  hast  this  fortune  on  me  ?    If  thou  art  noble 
I  do  forgive  thee. 

Kdn.  r^t*fl  exchanire  charitv. 
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Eig*  Bjniirsiiigfliem,  mj  lord* — List  a  bnef 

Ule:— 
And  when  *tis  told,  O,  that   mj  heart  would 

boratl-- 
The  bloody  proolamation  to  escape 
That  follow^  me  ao  Dear   (0  our  lives*  sweet- 

Deasl— 
That  we  the  nain  of  death  would  hourly  die, 
Rather  than  aieat  once!)  taught  me  to  shift 
Into  a  madinan*8  rags ;  to  assume  a  semblance 
That  very  dogs  disdained :  and  in  this  habit 
Met  I  my  father  with  his  bleeding  rings, 
Their   preooos  stones  new   lost;    became  his 

guide, 
Led  him,  begg  d  for  him,  savVI  him  from  despair ; 
Never  (O  fault  )  reveal'd  myself  onto  him. 
Until  some  half-hour  past,  when  I  was  arm'd; 
Not  sure,  though  hopmg,  of  this  good  success, 
I  ask^d  his  blessing,  and  from  first  to  Ust 
Told  him  our  pilgrimage :  but  his  flaw'd  heart 
(Alack,  too  weak  the  conflict  to  support!) 
Twtxt  two  extremes  of  passion,  joy  and  grief, 
Bunt  smilingly. 

Bcbnii.         Tb\B  speech  of  yours  hath  mov'd  me, 
And  shall,  perchance,  do  good:   but  speak  yon 

on; 
Ton  look  as  yoa  had  something  more  to  saj. 

Alh.  if  there  btf  more,  more  woful,  hold  it  in ; 
For  I  am  almost  ready  to  dissolve, 
Hearing  of  this. 

tUy,  This  would  have  seem*d  a  period 

To  such  as  love  not  sorrow ;  but  another. 
To  amplify  too  mudi,  would  make  much  more. 
And  top  extremitv. 

Whilst  I  was  big  m  olamonr,  came  there  in  a  man, 
Who,  having  seen  me  in  my  worse  e>tate, 
Shnnn'd  my  abhorr'd  society :  but  then,  finding 
Who  *twas  that  so  endur'd,  with  his  strong  arms 
He  fastened  on  my  neck,  and  bellowed  oat 
As  he'd  bnrst  heaven ;  threw  him  on  my  father; 
Tuld  the  most  piteous  tale  of  Lear  and  him. 
That  ever  ear  receiv 'd :  which  in  recounting 
His  grief  grew  puissant,  and  the  strings  of  life 
Began  to  crack:  Twice  then  the  trumpet  sounded. 
And  there  1  left  him  tranoU 
ABk  But  who  was  thb  ? 

Edg,  Kent,  sir,  the  banish'd  Kent;  who  in 

disguise 
Follow*d  bU  enemy  king,  and  did  him  service 
Improper  for  a  slave. 

Enter  a  Qentleooan  hastO^y  wUh  a  hloodg  httft* 

GmU.  UelpI  hdp!  Obelp! 

Sda.  What  kind  of  help? 

Alb.  Speak,  man. 

Edg,  What  means  this  bloody  knife? 

OetU,  'tis  hot,  it  smokes ; 

It  came  even  fh>m  the  heart  of— O  she^  dead. 

Alb,  Who  dead?  speak,  man. 

OtnL  Your  Udy,  sir,  your  lady:  and  her  sister 
By  her  is  poison'd;  she  confesses  iL 

MUm,  I  was  oontraoted  to  them  both ;  all  three 
Now  marry  In  an  instanL 

E^»  Here  comes  Kent 

Alb.  Prodaee  the  bodies,  be  they  alive  or  dead ! 
Thb  judgment  of  the  heavens  that  makes   os 

tremble, 
Tooehet  as  not  with  pity.  [ExU  Qentleraan. 

Eki&r  Kent. 

0,  is  this  he? 
rhe  timn  will  not  allow  the  compliment, 
Whioh  very  manners  urges. 
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EmL  I  am  come 

To  bid  my  king  and  master  aye  good  night ; 
Is  he  not  here? 

AQh  Qreat  thing  of  as  forgot! 

Speak,  Edmund,  where^  the  king;  and  where% 

Cordelia?— 
Seelrt  thoa  this  object,  Kent? 

[The  bodies  of  Qov,  and  Bbgas  are 
*        brought  in, 
Eent.  Alack,  why  thus? 
Edm,  Yet  Edmand  was  belov'd : 

The  one  the  other  poison*d  for  my  sake, 
And  after  slew  herself. 
Alb.  Even  so.— Cover  their  faces. 
Edm.  1  paiit  for  lite:  Some  good  I  mean  to  do 
Despite  of  mine  own  nature.    Quickly  send.— 
Be  brief  in  it,— to  the  castle :  for  m^  writ 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lear,  and  on  Cordelia : — 
Nay.  send  in  time. 
Alb.  Run,  run,  O,  ran — 

Edg.  To  who,  my  lord?— Who  has  the  office? 
send 
Thy  token  of  reprieve. 

Edm.  Well  thought  on;  take  my  sword. 
Give  it  the  captain. 
Alb.  Haste  thee,  for  thy  life. 

{kxit  Edoab. 
Edm.  He  hath  commission  from  thy  wife  and  ma 
To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  prison,  and 
To  lay  the  bUme  upon  her  own  despair, 
That  she  foredid  herself. 
Alb,  The  gods  defend  her  I    Bear  him  hence 
awhile,  [Edmund  it  Aorne  qf 

Enter  Lear,  vfitk  Cordelia  deadin  Am  orsisr 
Edgar,  Officer,  and  othere, 

Lear,  Howl,  howl,  howl  I— 0,  you  a/^  man  of 
stones; 
Had  I  your  tongues  and  eyes  I'd  use  them  so 
That  tieaven's  vault  should  crack:— She's  gone 

for  ever ! — 
I  know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  one  lives; 
She*8  dead  as  earth  : — Lend  me  a  lookin^'-glass ; 
If  that  her  breath  will  mist  or  stain  the  stone, 
Why  then  she  lives. 

Kent,  Is  this  the  promised  end? 

Edg,  Or  image  of  that  horror  r 

Alb.  Fall  and  ceasel 

Lear,  This  feather  stirs;  she  lives;  if  it  be  so. 
It  is  a  chance  which  does  redeem  all  sorrows 
That  ever  I  have  lelt. 

KenL  O  my  good  master!    [Knedmg. 

Lear.  Prithee,  away. 

Edg.  Tis  noUe  Kent,  yoor  fnend. 

Lear.  A  phigue  apon  you,  murderers,  traitors 
alli 
I  might  have  sav'd  her;  now  she^  gone  for  ever  1 
Cordelia,  Cordelia,  stay  a  little.  Ha  I 
What  is*t  thou  say'st?— Her  voice  was  ever  soft, 
Gentle,  and  low ;  an  excellent  thing  in  woman*— 
I  kiird  the  slave  that  was  a  hanging  thoe. 

Off.  *Tis  true,  my  lords,  he  did. 

Lear.  Did  I  not,  fellow? 

I  have  seen  the  day,  with  m^rgood  biting  fiiulohion 
I  would  have  made  them  skip :  I  am  old  now. 
And  these  same  crosses  spoil  me.— Who  are  yoa? 
Mine  eyes  are  not  o*  the  best;— 111  tell  yo« 
straight. 

Kent.  If  fortune  bru  of  two  she  loT^  and  bated, 
One  of  them  we  behold. 

Lear.  This  is  adail  sight.    Are  you  not  Kent? 

Kent,  The  same: 

Toar  servant  Kent :  Where  is  your  ■frrant  (^^Iw^ 
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Ltar,  He's  a  good  feHow,  I  can  tell  7011  that ; 
Hell  strike,  and  quickly  too:   He's  dead  and 
rotten. 

Kffd.  No,  my  f^ood  lord ;  I  am  the  very  man ; — 

JLeor.  Ill  see  that  straight 

Kad,  That,  from  yoor  first  of  difference  and 
decay, 
Have  followed  yonr  sad  steps. 

Lear,  Yon  are  welcome  hither. 

Keni,  Nor  no  roan  else;  all's  cheerless,  dark, 
and  deadly.— 
Yonr  eldest  daughters  have  fore-done  themselves, 
A.nd  desperately  are  dead. 

Lear*  Ay,  so  I  think. 

AJb,  He  knows  not  what  he  says ;  and  vain  it  is 
That  we  present  os  to  him. 

Edg.  Yerj  bootless. 

Enter  an  Officer. 

Qf.  Edmnnd  is  dead,  my  lord. 

AW.  That's  bat  a  trifle  here.— 

Yoa  lords,  and  noble  friends,  know  our  intent. 
What  comfort  to  this  great  decay  may  come 
Stiall  be  applied :  For  us,  we  will  resign, 
During  the  life  of  this  old  majesty. 
To  him  our  absolute  power:— Yoa,  to  your  rights ; 
[  To  Edgar  and  Kent. 
With  boot,  and  such  addition  as  your  honours 
Have  more  tlian  merited. — All  mends  shall  taste 
The  wages  of  their  virtue,  and  all  foes 
The  oup  of  their  deaervings.— O,  see,  leel 


LEAR. 

Lear,  And  my  poor  fool  is  hang*dl    No,  no,  no 

life: 
Why  should  a  dog,  a  horse,  a  rat,  have  life, 
And  thou  no  breath  at  all  ?    Tbon'lt  come  do 

more. 
Never,  never,  never,  never,  never  I — 
Pray  you  undo  this  button :  Thank  you,  sb.-^ 
Do  you  see  this  ?  Look  on  her,— look,— her  lips,— 
Look  there,  look  there !  [He  tSe$, 

Edg,  He  faints  I    My  lord,  my  lord  — 

Kent,  Break,  heart ;  I  prithee,  bresk  I 

Edg.  Look  up,  my  lord. 

Kent,  Vex  not  his  ghost  I     O,  let  him  pass!  he 
hates  him 
That  would  upon  the  rack  of  this  tough  world 
Stretch  him  out  longer. 

Edg,  He  is  gone,  indeed. 

Kent,  The  wonder  is,  he  hath  endur'd  so  long: 
He  but  usurp'd  his  life. 

AVb,  Bear  them  from  hence. — Our  present  busi' 
ness 
Is  general  woe.      Friends  of  my  soul,  you  twain, 
{To  Kent  cmd  Edoar 
Rule  in  this  realm^  and  the  ^r'd  state  sustain. 

Kent,  1  have  a  journey,  sir,  shortly  to  go; 
My  master  calls  me, — 1  must  not  say,  no. 

Alb,  The  weight  of  this  sad  tyne  we  must  obey ; 
Speak  what  we  feel,  not  what  we  ought  to  say. 
The  oldest  hath  borne  most :  we  that  are  young 
Shall  never  see  so  much,  nor  live  so  long. 

[Exeunt  with  a  dead  mareK 
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DRAMATIS  PERSON jE. 


no  ALVB,  PriiiM  of  ▼•rona^ 

FABIS,  a  yoang  Noblenuui.  ktntman  to  th« 

Prlnc*. 

tfOMTAaVB,  hMd  of  »  houM,  at  Tarfauico  wltti  tlio 

hooM  of  Oapolot. 

QAVULBT,  hoad  of  a  hoiiM,  at  varlaaoo  with  Um 

hooM  of  Montague. 

An  Old  Man,  made  to  Capolot. 

^ROMEO,  Ma  to  Montague. 

MERCUnO,  klnnnan  to  the  Prlnca,  and  fdead  to 


BEHTOUO,  nephaw  to  Montafua,  and  fHead  to 

Romeo. 

TTBALT,  aephaw  to  Lady  Capalel 
Trtar  LAURENCE,  a  PrancUcaa. 

Piiar  JOH.f ,  a  FraaclKan. 
BALTHABAR,  eanrant  to  Romao. 

I  tiM  gnatar  part  of  tha  play. 


BAMP80N.  ianraat  to  Oapttlat. 

OREOORT.  Mnraat  to  Oapnlot. 

ARRAM,  MTvaat  to  Montacne. 

An  Apothecary. 

thraelCaelclaaa. 

CShoma. 

Boy. 

fMStoParla. 

PETER. 

AnOflleer. 

X«dy  MOHTAOUE.  wife  to , 

Lady  CAPXTLET.  wlfo  to  Capalel 

JULIET,  daughter  to  Gapalot. 

Mune  to  Juliet. 

CttiMns  «f  Tenma ;  Mreral  Ken  aad  Woumb, 

of   both  houaoa;   Maakare,  Oaarde,  Watehmaa 
Attandanta. 

ia  Tarona;  onoa  (in tha TUth  Aot)  at  MaBtaa. 


I  MiTBtaaiia. 
>Capulei 


PROLOGUE. 

Two  bouaeholds.  both  alike  in  dignity, 

lu  fair  Verona,  where  we  laj  our  Kene* 
From  ancient  grudge  break  to  new  mutiny, 

Where  civil  blo«Kl  makes  ciril  handa  undeaa. 
From  forth  the  fatal  loins  of  these  two  foea 

A  pair  of  star  croas'd  loven  take  their  life ; 
Whose  mifladTentur'd  piteous  overthrows 

Do.  with  their  death,  bury  their  parentaP  strifei 
The  fearful  paiwage  of  their  death  mark'd  love* 

And  the  contiuuanoe  of  their  parents'  rage. 
Which,  but  their  children's  end.  nought  could 

Is  now  the  two  htiun'  trafDo  of  oar  staca ; 
Tlie  which  if  you  with  patient  ean  attend. 
What  here  shall  inia%  our  (oU  shaU  strira  to  maod. 


ACT  L 


SCENE  L— iliwUM;  pZooe. 

Ew^  Bampsov  onJ  Greoort,  amtd  inM  wtatdM 
tmdtmdden. 

Sam,  Greffoiy,  o*my  word,  well  not  carry  ooals. 

Sn,  No,  for  then  we  should  be  colliers. 

Sam,  I  mean,  if  we  be  in  choler,  well  draw. 

Ore,  Ay,  while  you  live,  draw  your  neck  out  of 
the  collar. 

Sam,  I  strike  quickly,  being  moved. 

On,  But  thou  art  not  quickly  moved  to  strike. 

Sam,  A  dog  of  the  house  of  Montague  moves  me. 

On,  To  move  is  to  stir;  and  to  be  valiant,  is  to 
stand ;  therefore,  if  thou  art  moved,  thou  runn*st 
ftwaj. 

Sam,  A  dog  of  that  house  shall  move  me  to 
stand:  I  will  take  the  wall  of  any  man  or  maid  of 
Montague's. 

On,  That  shows  thee  a  weak  slave;  for  the 
weakest  goes  to  the  wa!l. 

Sam,  True :  and  therefore  women,  being  the 
weaker  vessels,  are  ever  thrust  to  the  wall:  — 
therefore  I  will  push  Blontague's  men  from  the 
wall,  and  thrust  hu  maids  to  the  walL 

On,  The  quarrel  is  between  our  masters,  and 
us  their  men. 

Smn,  Tis  all  one,  I  will  show  myself  a  tyrant: 


when  I  have  fought  with  the  men,  I  will  be  dvi] 
with  the  maids,  and  cut  off  their  heads. 

Ore,  The  heads  of  the  maids? 

Sum,  Ay,  the  heads  of  the  maids,  or  their 
oiaiden-heads ;  take  it  in  what  sense  thou  vrilt 

Ore.  They  must  take  it  sense,  that  feel  it. 

Sam,  Me  they  shall  feel,  while  I  am  able  to 
stand:  and  'tis  known  I  am  a  pretty  piece  of  flesh. 

Ore.  Tis  well  thou  art  not  fish ;  if  thou  hadst, 
thou  hadst  been  poor  John.  Draw  thy  tool ;  here 
comes  of  the  house  ox  Montagues. 

Enter  Abram  and  Balthasab. 

Sam,  My  naked  weapon  is  out ;  quarrel,  I  will 
back  thee. 

Ore.  How  ?  turn  thy  back,  and  run  ? 

Snm,  Fear  me  not. 

Ore.  No,  marry :  I  fear  thee  I 

StwL  Let  us  tsiice  the  law  of  our  sides;  let  them 
begin. 

Ore.  I  will  frown,  as  I  pass  by ;  and  let  them 
take  it  as  they  list 

Sam»  Kay,  as  they  dare.  I  will  bite  my  thumb 
at  them ;  which  is  a  disgrace  to  them,  if  they  bear 
it. 

Abr,  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  ns,  sir  ? 

Sam.  1  do  bite  my  thumb,  sir.      r  "  ^ ^^T^ 
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Mir.  Do  70a  bite  toot  thnmb  at  os,  sir? 

6am.  Is  the  law  of  oar  side,  if  I  saj— ^7  ? 

Qrt.  No. 

8am,  No,  sir,  I  do  nut  bite  107  thumb  at  70a, 
sir :  but  I  bite  107  thumb,  sir. 

Qrt.  Do  you  quarrel,  sir  ? 

Abr,  Quarrel,  sir?  no,  sir. 

iSnm.  If  70U  do,  sir,  1  am  for  70V :  I  serve  as 
good  a  man  as  7oii« 

Ahr.  No  better. 

Sam,  Well,  sir. 

Bnier  Bentolio,  at  a  distanoe. 

Ore.  8a7— better ;  here  comes  oneof  m7  master's 
kinsmen. 
&am»  Yes,  better. 
Abr,  You  lie. 

Sam.  Draw,  if  you  be  men. — Gk^gorr,  remem- 
ber th7  swashine  blow.  \They fight. 
Ben.  Fart,  fools ;  put  up  your  swords :  you,  know 
not  what  70U  do.              {Beats  down  their  swords. 
Enter  Tybalt. 
T^,  What,  art  thou  drawn  among  these  heart- 
less hinds? 
Tom  thee,  Benvolio,  look  upon  th7  death. 
Ben,  I  do  but  keep  the  peace;  put  up  thy 
sword. 
Or  manaee  it  to  part  these  men  with  me. 
Tyb.  What,  draw,  and  talk  of  peace  ?  I  hate  the 
word. 
As  I  hate  hell,  all  Montagues,  and  thee : 
Have  at  thee,  coward.                         [They  fight. 

Enter  seeerai  partisans  of  loth  houses,  who  join  Ae 
frasg;  t/t«n  enter  Citizens,  with  dubs, 

1  Cfit,  Clubs,  bills,  and  partisans  I  strike  I  beat 
them  down ! 
Down  with  the  CapuletsI  down  with  the  Mon- 
tagues I 

Enter  Capulbt,  m  hit  gown ;  and  hsdj  Capulrt. 

(7cg».  What  noise  is  this?'-Give  me  m7  long 

sword,  ho  I 
La,  Cap.  A  crutch,  a  crutch  I->Wh7  call  70a 

for  a  sword  ? 
Ccm,  M7  sword,  I  say  t— Old  Montague  is  come. 
And  flouishes  his  blade  in  spite  of  me. 

Enter  Montague  and  Lady  Mpntaque. 

Mon.  Thou  villain  Capulet,— Hold  me  not,  let 

me  go. 
La.  Mem.  Thou  shalt  not  stir  a  foot  to  seek  a  foe. 

Enter  Prince,  with  Attendants. 

Prin.  Rebellious  subjects,  enemies  to  peace, 
Profaners  of  this  neighbour-stained  steel,  — 
Will  they  not  hear? -what  hoi  70U  men,  70U 

beasts,— 
That  quench  the  fire  of  70ur  pernicious  rage 
With  purple  fountains  issuing  A*om  your  veins ! 
On  paiQ  of  torture,  from  those  blood^  hands 
Thiow  7onr  mistemper*d  weapons  to  the  ground, 
And  hear  the  sentence  of  your  moved  prince. 
Three  civil  broils,  bred  of  an  airy  wora. 
By  thee,  old  Capulet,  and  Montsigue, 
mve  thrice  disturbed  the  quiet  of  our  streets; 
And  made  Verona's  ancient  citizens 
Cast  by  their  grave  beseeming  ornaments. 
To  wield  old  partisans,  in  hands  as  old, 
Canker'd  with  peace,  to  prfH  your  canker'd  hate: 
If  ever  you  disturb  our  streets  again. 
Your  lives  shall  pay  the  forfeit  of  the  peace. 
For  this  time  all  the  rest  depart  away: 
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Yon,  Capulet,  shall  go  along  with  me, 
And  Montague,  come  70U  this  afternoon. 
To  know  our  farther  pleasure  in  this  case. 
To  old  Free-town,  our  common  indgmejit-plaoe. 
Once  more,  on  pain  of  death,  all  men  depart 
[Ebeeunt  Prince  and  Attendants ;  Capulet, 
Lady  Capulet,  Ttbalt,  Citizens,  and 
Servants. 

Mon.  Who  set  this  andent  quarrel  new  abroach? 
Speak,  nephew,  were  yon  by,  when  it  befnm  ? 

Ben.  Here  were  the  servants  of  your  adversary. 
And  yours,  close  fighting  ere  I  did  approach: 
I  drew  to  part  them ;  in  the  instant  came 
The  fiery  Tybalt,  with  his  sword  prepared ; 
Which,  as  he  breath'd  defiance  to  my  ears,. 
He  swung  about  his  head,  and  cut  the  winds, 
Who,  nothing  hurt  withal,  hiss*d  him  in  scorn: 
While  we  were  interchanging  thrusts  and  blows, 
Came  more  and  more,  and  fought  on  part  and  part, 
Till  the  prince  came,  who  parted  either  part. 

La.  Mon.  O,  where  is  Bomeo?— saw  70a  him 
to-day? 
Bight  glad  am  1  he  was  not  at  this  fray. 

Ben.  Madam,  an  hour  before  the  worshipp*d  ana 
Peer'd  forth  the  golden  window  of  the  east, 
A  troubled  mind  drave  me  to  walk  abroad , 
Where,  underneath  the  grove  of  sycamore. 
That  westward  rooteth  from  this  city's  side. 
So  early  walking  did  I  see  your  son : 
Towards  him  I  made;  but  he  was  'ware  of  me. 
And  stole  into  the  covert  of  the  wood : 
I,  measuring  his  affections  by  my  own,- 
That  most  are  busied  when  they  are  most  alone, — 
Pursued  my  humour,  not  pursuing  his, 
And  gladly  shunn'd  who  gladly  fled  from  me. 

Mon.  Many  a  morning  hath  he  there  been  seen. 
With  tears  augmenting  the  fresh  momiug's  dew, 
Addinff  to  clouds  more  clouds  with  his  deep  sighs : 
But  all  so  soon  as  the  all-cheering  sun 
Should  in  the  farthest  east  begin  to  draw 
The  shady  curtams  from  Aurora's  bed. 
Away  from  light  steal.s  home  my  heavy  son. 
And  private  in  his  chamber  pens  himself; 
Shuts  up  his  windows,  locks  fair  daylight  out. 
And  makes  himself  an  artificial  night: 
Black  and  portentous  must  this  humour  prove. 
Unless  good  counsel  may  the  cause  remove. 

Ben.  yiy  noble  uncle,  do  you  know  the  cause  V 

Mon.  1  neither  know  it,  nor  can  learn  of  him. 

Ben.  Have  you  importun'd  him  by  any  means? 

Mon.  Both  by  tmrself,  and  many  others,  friends : 
But  he,  his  own  afllections'  counsellor. 
In  to  himself- 1  will  not  say,  how  true — 
But  to  himself  so  secret  and  so  dose. 
So  isx  from  soundinp;  and  discovery. 
As  is  the  bud  bit  with  an  envious  worm. 
Ere  he  can  spread  his  sweet  leaves  to  the  air. 
Or  dedicate  bis  beauty  to  the  sun. 
Could  we  but  learn  from  whence  his  sorrows  grow, 
We  would  as  willingly  give  cure,  as  know. 

Enter  Bomeo  at  a  distance, 

Ben.  See,  where  he  oomes :  80  please  yon,  st^ 
aside ; 
ni  know  his  grievance,  or  be  mudi  denied. 

Mon,  I  would  thou  wert  so  happy  by  thy  stay. 
To  hear  true  shrift.— Come,  madam,  let's  away. 
[Exeunt  Montague  and  Lady. 

Ben.  Good  morrow,  cousin. 

Bom.  Tsthedayao  joung? 

Ben.  But  new  struck  nine. 

Bom.  Ah  met  sad  boors  seem  long. 

Was  that  my  father  that  went  henoe  eo  fast? 


Bmu  It  wa8>— WhiU  sidnesf  lengthens  Roineo% 
hoars? 

12001.  Not  having  that,  which,  having,  makes 
them  sliort. 

Ben.  In  love? 

Banu  Oat~ 

Ben.  or  love? 

Bom,  Out  of  her  fiivonr,  where  I  am  in  love. 

Ben,  Alas,  that  love,  so  gentle  in  lus  view, 
Should  he  so  tyrannous  and  rough  m  proof  I 

Bom.    Alas,  that  love,  whose  view  is  muffled 
stUl, 
Should,  without  eyes,  see jpath ways  to  his  will! 
Where  shall  we  dine?— 0  me  I— What  fray  was 

here? 
Yet  tell  me  not,  for  I  have  heard  it  all. 
Here's  much  to  do  with  hate,  but  more  with  love: 
Why  then,  0  brawling  love!  O  loving  hate  I 
0  anything,  of  nothing  first  created  I 
O  heavy  lightness  I  serious  vanity  I 
Misshapen  chaos  of  well-seeming  forms! 
Feather  of  lead,  bright  smoke,  cold  fire,  sick 

health! 
Still-waking  sleep,  that  is  not  what  it  is  I— 
This  love  feel  I,  that  feel  no  love  in  this. 
Dost  thoa  not  laugh  ? 

Ben,  No,  cos,  I  rather  weep. 

Bom.  Good  heart  at  what? 

Ben.  At  thy  eood  hearth  oppression. 

Bom.  Why,  such  is  love  s  transgression.— 
Grieis  of  mine  own  lie  heavy  in  my  breast ; 
Which  thou  wilt  propagate,  to  have  it  press'd 
With  more  of  thine:  this  love,  that  thou  hast 

shown, 
Doth  add  more  grief  to  too  much  of  mine  own. 
Love  is  a  smoke  made  with  the  fume  of  sighs; 
Being  purged,  a  fire  sparkling  in  lovers*  eyes; 
Being  vex'd.  a  sea  nourished  with  loving  tears: 
What  is  it  else  ?  a  madneta  most  discreet, 
A  choking  gall,  and  a  preserving  sweet. 
Farewell,  my  co*.  [Ocinff. 

Ben.  Soft,  I  will  go  along; 

An  if  you  leave  me  so,  you  do  me  wrong. 

Bom,  Tut,  I  have  lost  myself;  I  am  not  here  ; 
This  b  not  Komeo,  he*s  some  other  where. 

Ben.  Tell  me  in  sadness,  who  is  that  yoa  love. 

Bom,  What,  shall  1  groan,  and  tell  thee? 

Ben.  Qroan?  why,  no; 

Bat  sadly  ten  me,  wiio. 

Bom.  Bid  a  sick  man  in  sadness  make  his  will : 
Ah,  word  ill  urged  to  one  that  is  so  ill  !~ 
In  sadness,  cousin,  1  do  love  a  woman. 

Ben.  I  aim*dV>  near,  when  I  supposed  yoa 
lov'd. 

Bom.  A  right  good  marksman!~And  she*s  fair 
I  love. 

Ben.  A  right  Cdr  mark,  fair  cos,  is  soonest  hit 

Bom.  Well,  in  that  hit  yoa  miss:  shell  not  be 
hit 
With  Cupid*s  arrow,  she  hath  Dhn^  wit; 
And,  in  strong  proof  of  chastity  well  arm*d. 
From  love^  weak  childish  bow  she  lives  unharm^ 
She  will  not  say  the  siege  of  loving  terms, 
Nor  bide  the  eneoonter  of  assailing  eyes. 
Nor  ope  her  lap  to  saint-seducing  gold : 
O,  she  b  rich  in  beauty  I  only  poor 
That,  when  she  dies,  with  b«MUity  dies  her  store. 

Bm.  Then  she  hath  sworn  that  she  will  still 
live  chaste? 

Bom,  She  hath,  and  in  that  sparing  makes  huge 
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For  beanty,  stanr^  with  her  severity. 
Cut!  beai^  off  from  all  posterity. 


She  is  too  &ir,  too  wise,  wisely  too  fiUr, 
To  merit  bliss  by  making  me  despair: 
She  hath  forsworn  to  love ;  and,  in  that  vow. 
Do  I  live  dead,  that  live  to  tell  it  now. 

Ben.  Be  rul'd  by  me,  forget  to  think  of  her. 

Bom.  0  teach  me  how  I  should  forget  to  think 

Ben.  By  giving  liberty  unto  thine  eyes ; 
Examine  other  beauties. 

Bom.  "Tis  the  way 

To  call  hers  exquisite.  In  question  more : 
These  happy  masks,  that  kiss  fair  ladies*  brows. 
Being  black,  put  us  in  mind  they  hidn  the  fair ; 
He  tiiat  is  strucken  blind,  cannot  forget 
The  precious  treasure  of  bis  eyesight  lost: 
Show  me  a  mistress  that  is  passing  fair, 
What  doth  her  beauty  serve,  but  as  a  note 
Where  I  may  read,  who  pass'd  that  passing  fair? 
Farewell :  thoa  canst  not  teach  me  to  forget 

B^  111  pay  that  doctrine,  or  else  die  in  debt 

[Exeunt 

SCENE  II.— J  Street. 
Enter  Capulbt,  Pabis,  and  Servant 

Cap.  And  Montague  is  bound  as  well  as  I, 
In  penalty  alike ;  and  tis  not  hard,  I  think 
For  men  so  old  as  we  to  keep  the  peace. 

Par.  Of  honourable  reckoning  are  yoa  both ; 
And  pity  *tia  voa  liv*d  at  odds  so  long. 
But  now,  my  lord,  what  say  you  to  my  suit  ? 

Cap.  But  saying  o*er  what  I  have  said  before : 
My  child  is  yet  a  stranger  in  the  world, 
She  hath  not  seen  the  change  of  fourteen  years ; 
Let  two  more  summers  wither  in  their  pride, 
Ere  we  may  think  her  rine  to  be  a  bride. 

Par.  Younger  than   sne  are   happy  mothen 
made. 

Cop.  And  too  soon  marr*d  are  those  so  early 
made. 
Earth  hath  swallowed  all  my  hopes  hot  she, 
She  is  the  hopeful  lady  of  my  earth : 
But  woo  her,  gentle  Paris,  get  her  heart, 
My  will  to  her  consent  is  but  a  part ; 
An  she  agree,  within  her  scope  of  choice 
Lies  mv  consent  and  fair  acoordine  voice 
This  night  I  hold  an  old  aocostomid  feast. 
Whereto  I  have  invited  many  a  guest. 
Such  as  I  love ;  and  yoa,  among  the  store 
One  more,  most  welcome,  makes  my  number  more. 
At  my  poor  house,  look  to  behold  this  night 
Earth-treading  stars,  that  make  dark  heaven  light* 
Such  comfort,  as  do  lusty  voung  men  feel 
When  well  appareird  April  on  the  heel 
Of  limping  winter  treads,  even  saoh  delight 
Among  t^h  female  buds  shall  yoa  this  night 
Inherit  at  my  bouse;  hear  all,  all  see, 
And  like  her  most,  whose  merit  most  shall  be : 
Which  on  more  view  of  many,  mine,  being  one, 
May  stand  in  number,  though  in  reckoning  nonb 
Come,  go  with  me  ;~Go,  sirrah,  trudge  about 
Through  fair  Verona ;  find  those  persons  oat. 
Whose  names  are  written  tiere,  [y»i«s  a  jpeg^.] 

and  to  them  say. 
My  hoose  and  welcome  on  their  pleasure  stay. 

[J&oeunt  Capulbt  and  Paris. 

Serv,  Find  them  out.  whose  names  are  written 
here?  It  is  written^tbat  the  shoemaker  should 
meddle  with  his  yard,  and  the  tailor  with  his  last, 
the  fisher  with  his  pencil,  and  the  painter  with  his 
nets;  but  I  am  sent  to  find  those  persons  whose 
names  are  writ,  and  can  never  find  what  names  the 
writing  person  hath  here  writ  I  most  to  the 
leamea>-Ingood  timg.g.^.^^^  by  GoOglC 
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Ben.  Tat,  man  I  one  fire  burns  oat  another^ 
baming, 

One  pain  is  lessened  hj  another^  anguish ; 
Tom  giddj,  and  be  holp  bj  backward  taming ; 

One    desperate    grief    cares    with    another*8 
languish: 
Pake  thoa  some  new  infection  to  the  eje, 
And  the  rank  poison  of  the  old  will  die. 

Rom,  Year  plaintain-Ieaf  is  excellent  for  that 

Ben,  For  what,  I  pray  thee? 

Bom,  For  joor  broken  shin. 

Ben,  Whj,  Romeo,  art  thoa  mad  ? 

80m.  Not  mad,  bat  bound  more  than  a  madman 
is: 
Shut  op  in  prison,  kept  without  my  food, 
Whipp'd  and  tormented,  and — GoodVen,  good 
fellow. 

Sen,  God  gi*  good  e^en. — I  praji  sir,  can  70a 
read? 

Rom.  Ay,  mine  own  fortune  in  my  misery. 

Sen.  Perhaps  yoa   haye    learaVl  it  without 
book: 
But  I  pray,  can  yoo  read  anything  you  see  ? 

Bom.  Ay,  if   I    know   the    letters   and   the 
language. 

Sen.  Te  say  honestly:  Rest  yoa  merry  I 

Bom.  Stay,  fellow :  1  can  read.  [Beade, 

Siffnor  Martiuo,  and  his  wife  and  daughters; 
County  Anselmoj  and  his beatUeotu  sisters;  the  lady 
widow  of  Yitruyio ;  ^gnor  Placentio.  anakis  lovely 
nieces;  Mercutio, oiui  his  brother  Valentine;  Mine 
uncle  Capulet,  ?us  wife  and  dauahters;  My  fair 
niece  Rosaline;  Livia;  Signor  Valentio,  and  his 
cousin  Tybalt;  Locio,  and  the  lively  Ueleoa. 
A  &ir  assembly ;  jaives  back  the  note.]  Whither 
should  they  oomer 

Sen.  Up. 

Bom,  Whither  to  sapper? 

Sen.  Tooorhoose. 

Bom.  Whose  house? 

Sen.  My  master^s. 

Bom,  Indeed,  I  shoold  haye  ask^d  you  that 
before. 

Sen,  Now  111  tell  yoo  without  asking:  My 
master  is  the  great  rich  Capulet ;  and  if  yoo  be 
not  of  the  house  of  Montagues,  I  pray,  come  and 
crush  a  cup  of  wine.    Rest  you  merry.        [Ekit. 

Ben.  At  this  same  ancient  feast  of  Capulet's 
Sups  the  fair  Rosaline,  whom  thou  so  lov'st ; 
With  all  the  admired  beauties  of  Verona: 
G^  thither,  and,  with  unattainted  eye. 
Compare  her  face  with  some  that  I  shall  show, 
And  I  will  make  thee  think  th^  swan  a  crow. 

Bom,  When  the  devout  religion  of  mine  eye 

Maintains  such  falsehood,  then  tarn  tears  to 
fires! 
And  these, —  who,  often  drown*d,  ooald  neyer 
die, — 

Transparent  heretics,  be  burnt  for  liars! 
One  fairer  than  my  love!  the  all -seeing  sun 
Ne^er  saw  her  match,  since  first  the  world  begun. 

Ben,  Tut!  yoa  saw  her  fair,  none  else  being 

Herself  pois*d  with  herself  in  either  eye : 
But  in  that  crystal  scales,  let  there  be  weighed 
Your  lady's  loye  against  some  other  maid 
That  I  will  show  you^  shining  at  this  feast. 
And  she  shall  scant  show  well,  that  now  shows 
best 
Bom,  111  go  along,  no  such  right  to  be  shown, 
It  to  r^oioe  in  splendoor  of  mine  own.    rjgc^mit 


Unter  Lady  Capulbt  and  Nubsb. 

La.  Caj^.  Nurse,  where's  my  daughter?  oall  bar 

forth  to  me. 
Nurse.  Now  by  my  maiden-head,—  at  twelye 
year  old, — 
I  bade  her  come.—  What,  Umb !  what,  lady-bird  !— 
God  forbid!— Where's  this  girl  ?— what,  Juliet! 

Enter  Juliet. 

JuL  How  now,  who  calls? 

Nurse,  Your  mother. 

Jtd.  Madam,  I  am  here. 

What  is  your  will? 

IxL  Cap,  This  is  the  matter:— Norse,  giye 
leave  awhile. 
We  must  tolk  in  secret— Nurse,  come  back  again; 
I  have  remember'd  me,  thou  shalt  bear  our  counsel. 
Thou  know'st,  my  daughter's  of  a  pretty  age. 

Nurse,  'Faith,  I  can  tell  her  age  onto  an  hoar. 

La,  Cap.  She's  not  fourteen. 

Nwrse.  I'll  lay  fourteen  of  my  teeth. 

And  yet  to  my  teen  be  it  spoken,  I  have  but  four  — 
She  is  not  fourteen.— Uow  long  u  it  now 
To  Lammastide? 

La.  Cap.  A  fortnight,  and  odd  days. 

-^ur«c  Even  or  odd,  of  all  days  in  the  year. 
Come  Lammas-eve  at  night,  shall  she  be  fourteen. 
Susan  and  she,— God  rest  all  Christian  souls!— 
Were  of  an  age,— Well,  Susan  is  with  God; 
She  was  too  good  for  me :  But, as  I  said. 
On  Lammas-eve  at  night  shall  she  be  foorteen; 
That  shall  she,  marry ;  I  remember  it  well. 
Tis  since  the  earthquake  now  eleven  years; 
And  she  was  wean  d,— I  never  shall  forget  it,— 
Of  all  the  days  of  the  year,  upon  that  day : 
For  I  had  then  laid  wormwood  to  my  dug. 
Sitting  in  the  sun  under  the  dove-house  wall. 
My  lord  and  you  were  then  at  Mantua :" 
Nay,  I  do  bear  a  brain :— but,  as  I  said, 
When  it  did  taste  the  wormwood  on  the  nipple 
Of  my  dug,  and  felt  it  bitter,  pretty  fool ! 
To  see  it  tetchy,  and  fall  out  with  the  dug. 
Shake,  quoth  the  dove-house:  twas  no  need,  I 

trow. 
To  bid  me  trudge. 

And  smce  that  time  it  is  eleven  years: 
For  then  she  could  stand  alone;  nay,  by  the  rood. 
She  could  have  run  and  waddled  all  about 
For  even  the  day  before,  she  broke  her  brow : 
And  then  my  husband— God  be  with  his  sool! 
*A  was  a  merry  man ! — took  up  the  child : 
Yea,  quoth  he.  dost  thou  fall  upon  thy  face? 
Thou  wilt  fall  backward,  when  thou  hast  more  wit; 
Wilt  thou  not,  Jule?  and,  by  my  holy  dam. 
The  pretty  wretch  left  crying,  and  said— Ay  t 
To  see  now,  how  a  jest  shall  come  about! 
I  warrant,  an  I  should  live  a  thousand  years, 
I  never  should  forget  it;  Wilt  thou  not,  Jole? 

quoth  he : 
And,  pretty  fool,  it  stinted,  and  said— Ay. 

La.  Cap,  Enough  of  this ;  I  pray  thee,  hold  thy 
peace. 

Nune.  Yes,  madam ;  yet  I  caxmot  ohoose  bot 
laugh, 
To  think  it  should  leave  crying,  and  say — Ay: 
And  yet,  I  warrant,  it  had  upon  its  brow 
A  bump  as  big  as  a  young  cockrers  stone  ; 
A  parlous  knock;  and  it  cried  bitterly. 
Yea,  quoth  my  husband,  fall'st  upon  thy  face? 
Thou  wilt  fall  backward,  when  thou  com'sttoage; 
WUt  thoa  not,  Jule?  it  stinted,  %Qd^«i(K-4x*^ 
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JyiL  And  stint  thoa  too,  I  pnj  thee,  nurse,  say  I. 

Nune,  Pence,  I  have  done.    God  mark  thee  to 
his  grace  1 
Thou  wast  the  pretiie«t  babe  that  e'er  J  nxaai'd : 
An  I  might  hve  to  see  thee  married  once, 
I  have  my  wish. 

La,  Cap.  Marry,  that  marry  is  the  very  tneme 
I  came  to  talk  of:  -  Tell  me,  daaghter  J  uliet. 
How  stands  your  disposition  to  be  married? 

JvL  It  is  an  honour  that  I  dream  not  of. 

Nurte.  An  honour  1  were  not  1  thine  only  nurse, 
I'd  say,  thou  hadst  suck'd  wisdom  from  thy  teat. 

La,  Cap.  Well,  think  of  marriage  now ;  younger 
than  you, 
Here  in  Verona,  ladies  of  esteem, 
Are  made  already  motliers:  by  my  count, 
I  was  a  mother  much  upon  these  years 
That  you  are  now  a  maid.    Thus,  then,  in  brief;— 
The  valiant  Paris  seeks  you  for  his  love. 

Nurse.  A  man,  young  lady!  lady,  such  a  man, 
As  all  the  world — Why,  he's  a  man  of  wax. 

La,  Cap.  Verona's  summer   hath   not  such  a 
flower. 

Kurse.  Nay,  he's  a  flower ;  in  faith,  a  very  flower. 

Jjo.  Cap.  what  say  you?  can  you  love   the 
gentleman  ? 
This  night  vou  shall  behold  him  at  our  feast: 
Read  o'er  the  volume  of  young  Paris'  face. 
And  find  delight  writ  there  with  beauty's  pen; 
Examine  every  several  lineament, 
And  see  how  one  another  lends  content; 
And  what  ob>cur*d  in  this  fair  volume  lies, 
Find  written  in  the  margin  of  his  eves. 
This  precious  book  of  love,  this  unbound  lover, 
To  beautify  him,  only  lacks  a  cover : 
The  fish  lives  in  the  sea ;  and  *ti9  much  pride, 
For  fair  without  the  fair  within  to  hide : 
That  book  in  many's  eyes  doth  share  the  glory, 
That  in  gold  clasps  locks  in  the  golden  story; 
So  shall  you  share  all  tliat  he  doth  possess, 
By  having  him,  making  yourself  no  less. 

Nunc  No  less?  nay,  bigger;  women  grow  by 
men. 

La,  Cap.  Soeak  briefly,  can  yon  like  of  Paris' 

JuL  111  look  to  like,  if  looking  liking  move : 
But  no  more  deep  will  I  endart  mine  eye. 
Than  your  consent  gives  strength  to  make  it  fly. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv,  Madam,  the  guests  are  come,  supper 
served  up,  you  called,  my  young  lady  asked  fur, 
the  nurse  cursed  in  the  pantry,  and  everything  in 
extremity.  I  must  hence  to  wtut ;  1  beseech  you, 
follow  straight. 
Xo.  CTiop.  We  follow  thee.— Juliet,  the  county 

stays. 
jSTune,  Go,  giil,  seek  happy   nights  to  happy 
days.  [ExeatU. 

SCENE  IV.-^  Street 
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But,  let  them  measure  us  by  what  they  will. 
Well  measure  them  a  measure,  and  be  gone. 

Horn,  Give  me  a  torch,— I  am  not  for  this 
ambling; 
Being  but  heavy  I  will  bear  the  light 

Mer.  Nay,gentle  Romeo,  we  must  have  you  dance. 

Bom.  Not  I,  believe  me :  yon  have  dancing  shoes. 
With  nimble  soles :  I  have  a  soul  of  lead. 
So  stakes  me  to  the  ground  1  cannot  move. 

Her.  You  are  a  lover ;  borrow  Cupid's  wings. 
And  soar  with  them  above  a  common  bound. 

JRom.  I  am  too  sore  enpierced  with  his  shaft, 
To  soar  with  his  light  feathers ;  and  to  bound  — 
I  cannot  bound  a  pitch  above  dull  woe: 
Under  love's  heavy  burden  do  I  sink. 

Mer.  And,  to  sink  in  it,  should  you  burden  love: 
Too  great  oppression  for  a  tender  thing. 

Bom.  Is  love  a  tender  thing  ?  it  is  too  rougo. 
Too  rude,  too  boist'rous ;  and  it  pricks  like  thorn. 

Ifisr.  If  love  be  rough  with  you,  be  rough  with 
love; 
Prick  love  for  pricking,  and  jou  beat  love  down. — 
Give  me  a  case  to  put  my  visage  in : 

[Putting  on  a  mask. 
A  visor  for  a  visor  I— what  care  I, 
What  curious  eye  doth  quote  deformities? 
Here  are  the  beetle-brows  shall  blush  for  me. 

Ben,  Come,  knock,  and  enter ;  and  no  sooner  in, 
But  every  man  betake  him  to  his  legs. 

Bom.  A  torch  for  me:  let  wantons,  lightof  heart. 
Tickle  the  senseless  rushes  with  their  heels; 
For  I  am  proverb'd  with  a  grandsire  phrase,-- 
111  be  a  candle-holder,  and  look  on, — 
The  game  was  ne  er  so  fair,  and  I  am  done. 

Ifer.  Tut!  dun's  the  mouse,  the  constable*8  own 
word: 
If  thoa  art  dun,  well  draw  thee  from  the  mire 
Of  this,  iir  reverence,  love,  wherein  thou  stick^t 
Up  to  the  ears. — Come,  we  bum  daylight,  ho. 

Bom,  Nay,  that's  not  so. 

Mer,  1  mean,  sir.  in  delav 

We  waste  our  lights  in  vain,  lights,  lights,  by  day. 
Take  our  good  meaning ;  for  our  judgment  sits 
Five  times  in  that,  ere  once  in  our  five  wits. 

Bom,  And  we  mean  well  in  going  to  this  mask 
But  'tis  no  wit  to  go. 

Mer,  Why,  may  one  ask  ? 

Bom,  I  dreamt  a  dream  to-night. 

Mer.  And  80  did  I. 

Bom,  Well,  what  was  yours? 

Mer,  That  dreamers  often  lie 

Bom,  In  bed,  asleep,  while  they  do  dream  things 
true. 

Mer,  O,  then,  I  see,  queen  Mab  hath  been  with 
you. 
She  is  the  fairies*  midwife ;  and  she  oomef 
In  shape  no  bigger  than  an  agate-stone 
On  the  fore-fiuger  of  an  alderman. 
Drawn  with  a  team  of  little  atomies 
Athwart  men's  noses  as  thev  lie  asleep: 
Her  waggon-»pokes  mode  of  long  spinners' l«g8 1 
The  cover,  of  the  wings  of  grasshoppers ; 
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On  oonniers'  knees,  thmt  dream  on  cooitWet 

Btraight: 
0<er  lawjerg*  fingers,  who  straight  dream  on  fees: 
O'er  ladiea*  lips,  who  straight  on  kisses  dream ; 
Which  ot't  the  angry  Mab  with  blisters  plagues, 
Because  their  breaths  with  sweetmeats  tainted  are. 
Sometimes  she  gallops  o*er  a  courtier's  nose, 
And  then  dreams  be  of  smelling  oat  a  suit : 
And  sometimes  comes  she  with  a  tithe-pig's  tail, 
Tickling  a  parson's  nose  as  a'  lies  asleep. 
Then  dreams  he  of  another  benefice : 
Sometimes  she  driveth  o'er  a  soldier's  neck. 
And  then  dreams  he  of  catting  foreign  throats. 
Of  breaches,  ambuscadoes,  Spanish  blades, 
Of  healths,  five  fathom  doep :  and  then  anon 
Drams  in  his  ear;  at  which  be  starts,  and  wakes ; 
And,  being  thus  frighted,  swears  a  prayer  or  two, 
And  sleeps  again.    This  is  that  very  Mab 
That  pUts  the  manes  of  horses  in  the  night; 
And  bakes  the  elf-locks  in  foul  slattish  hairs, 
Which,  once  ontangled,  much  misfortune  bodes. 
This  is  the  hag,  when  maids  lie  on  their  backs. 
That  presses  them,  and  leanis  them  first  to  bear, 
Making  them  women  of  good  carriage. 
This  is  she — 

Bom,  Peace,  peace,  Mercatio,  peace, 

Thoa  talk^t  of  nothing. 

Afar,  Trae,  I  talk  of  dreams. 

Which  are  the  children  of  an  idle  brain, 
Begot  of  nothing  but  vain  fantasy ; 
Which  is  as  thin  of  substance  as  the  air; 
And  more  inconstant  than  the  wind  who  woos 
Even  now  the  frozen  bosom  of  the  north. 
And,  bein^  anger'd,  pnfis  away  from  thence. 
Turning  his  face  to  tne  dew-dropping  south. 

Ben,  This  wind,  you  talk  of,  blows  as  from  onr- 
aelves; 
Sapper  is  done,  and  we  shall  come  too  late. 

Bom.  I  fear,  too  early;  for  m;|r  mind  misgives 
Some  consequence,  yet  hanging  in  the  stars. 
Shall  bitter  l^r  begin  his  fearful  dat;e 
With  this  night's  revels ;  and  expire  the  term 
Of  a  despised  life,  dus'd  in  my  breast. 
By  some  vile  forfeit  of  untimely  death : 
Bat  He,  that  hath  the  steerage  of  my  coarse. 
Direct  my  sail  I— On,  lusty  gentlemen. 

I^  Strike,  drum.  [ExeunL 

SCENE  y.'^  HaUin  Capulet's  Hauae, 
MusicUma  vxtUing,    Enter  Servants. 

1  Sarv.  Where's  Potpan,  that  he  helps  not  to 
cake  away?  he  shift  a  trencher!  he  scrape  a 
trencher  I 

2  Serv.  When  good  manners  shall  lie  all  in  one 
or  two  men^  hands,  and  they  unwashed  too,  tis  a 
foul  thing. 

1  Sarv.  Away  with  the  joint-stools,  remove  the 
court-cupboard,  look  to  the  plate: — good  thou, 
save  me  a  piece  of  marchpane ;  and,  as  thou  lovest 
me.  let  the  porter  let  in  Susan  Qrindstone  and 
NelL— Antony  I  and  PotpanI 

2  Sen,  Ay,  boy:  ready. 

1  Serv.  You  are  looked  for,  and  called  for,  asked 
for,  and  sought  for,  in  the  great  chamber. 

2  Serv,  We  cannot  be  here  and  there  too. 
Cheerly,  bovs;  be  brisk  a  while,  and  the  longer 
liver  take  alL  [  They  retire  bdtuuL 

EnUr  CAFVtSTf  <£e.,  wUh  the  Quests,  and  the 
Ma^ikers. 

Cop.  Welcome,  gentlemen  1  ladies,  that  hare 
their  toes 
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(Jnplagued  with  ooms,wiIl  have  a  boat  with  yoa:- 

Ah  ha.  my  mistresses !    which  of  you  ail 

W  ill  now  deny  to  dance?  she  that  niakes  dainty,  she 

III  swear,  hath  corns;  Am  I  come  near  ye  now? 

Welcome,  gentlemen !  1  have  seen  the  day, 

That  1  have  worn  a  visor;  and  could  tell 

A  whispering  tale  in  a  fan*  lad^^  ear. 

Such  as  would  please;  tis  gone,  'tis  gone,  ^a  gone: 

You  are  welcome,  gentlemen ! — Come,  musicians, 

play. 
A  hall !  a  hall  I  give  room,  and  foot  it  girls. 

[Music  playa  and  they  donee. 
More  light,  ye  knaves ;  and  turn  the  tables  np, 
A  nd  quench  the  fire,  the  room  is  grown  too  hoL — 
Ah,  sirrah,  this  unlooked-for  sport  comes  weU. 
Nay,  sit,  nay,  sit,  good  cousin  Capnlet; 
For  you  and  I  are  pa»t  our  dancing  days: 
How  long  ist  now,  since  last  yourself  and  1 
Were  ma  mask? 
2  Cap,  By*r  Udj,  thirty  years. 

1  Cap.  What,  man !  *tis  not  so  much,  \ia  not  m 

much: 
Tis  since  the  nuptial  of  Lucentio, 
Come  pentecost  as  quickly  as  it  will. 
Some  nve-and-twenty  years ;  and  then  we  mask'd. 

2  Ccp.  *Tis  more,  tis  more:  his  son  is  elder, sir: 
His  sou  is  thirty. 

1  Cap.  WiU  you  tell  me  that? 

His  son  was  but  a  ward  two  years  ago. 

Horn,  What  lady  ^  that,  which  doth  enrich  the  hand 
Of  vender  knight? 

oerv.  I  know  not,  sir. 

Bam,  O,  she  doth  teach  the  torches  to  bum  bright  I 
Her  beauty  har.^  upon  the  cheek  of  night 
As  a  rich  jewel  in  an  Ethiop's  ear: 
Beauty  too  rich  for  use,  for  earth  too  dear  I 
So  shows  a  snowy  dove  trooping  with  crows, 
As  yonder  lady  o'er  her  fellow  shows. 
The  measure  done,  III  watch  her  place  of  stand, 
And  touching  hers,  make  blessed  my  rude  hand. 
Did  my  heart  love  till  now  ?  forswear  it,  sight! 
For  1  ne'er  saw  true  beauiy  till  this  night. 

7^.  This,  by  his  voice,  should  be  a  Montague:— 
Fetch  me  my  rapier,  bo^: — What?  dares  the  slave 
Come  hither,  oover'd  with  an  antic  face. 
To  fleer  and  scorn  at  our  solemnity  ? 
Now  by  the  stock  and  honour  of  m^  kin, 
To  strike  him  dead  I  hold  it  not  a  sin. 

1  Cap,  Why,  how  now,  kinsman?  wherefore 
storm  you  so  ? 

7^  Uncle,  this  is  a  Montaj^e,  our  foe ; 
A  villain  that  is  hither  come  in  spite, 
To  scorn  at  our  solemnity  this  night. 

1  Cap,  Young  Eomeo  ist? 

7y>.  'Tis  he,  that  villain  Romea 

1  Cap,  Content  thee,  gentle  cox,  let  himalone. 
He  bears  him  like  a  portly  gentleman ; 
And,  to  say  truth,  Verona  brags  of  him. 
To  be  a  virtuous  and  well-govern *d  youth : 
I  would  not  for  the  wealtli  of  all  thb  town, 
Here  in  my  bouse,  do  him  disparagement: 
Therefore  be  patient,  take  no  note  of  htm. 
It  is  my  will ;  the  which  if  thou  respect, 
Show  a  fair  presence,  and  put  off  these  frowns. 
An  ill-beseeming  semblance  for  a  feast. 

Jyb,  It  fits,  when  such  a  villaiu  k»  a  guest ; 
111  not  endure  him. 

1  Cap.  He  shall  be  endur'd. 

What,  goodman  boy! — I  say,  be  shall ;— Go  to;- 
Am  1  the  ma:>ter  here,  or  you  ?  go  to. 
Youll  not  endure  him ! — Ood  shall  mend  my  aool^ 
Youll  make  a  mutiny  among  my  guests  I 
Yoa  will  set  cock-aphoon  1  .Tpu'U  be  the  muU 
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ayb.  Why,  unole,  *tis  t  Bliame. 
1  Cap,  Qo  to,  go  to. 

Too  are  t  iiancj  hoj :  Is^  so  indeed  ? 
This  trick  may  ctuuice  to  scath  you;— I  know  what 
You  must  c  mtrary  met — marry,  tis  time — 
Well  said,  my  hearts! — You  are  a  princox ;  go : — 
Be   quiet.   or^More  light,    more    light. — For 

sitamel— 
m  make  you  quiet ;  What  I— Cheerl^,  my  hearts. 
7)fb.  Patience    perforce  with   wilful    choler 
meeting, 
Makes  my  Besh  tremble  in  their  different  greeting. 
I  will  withdraw :  but  this  intrusion  shall. 
Now  seeming  sweet,  convert  to  bitter  gall.    [ExiL 
Bom,  If  I  profane  with  my  on  worthiest  hand 

[TbJuusT. 
This  holy  shrine,  the  gentle  sin  is  this,—- 
My  Ups,  two  blushing  pilgrims,  ready  stand 

Tosmooth  that  rough  touch  with  a  tender  kiss. 
JuL  Good  pilgrim,  you  do  wrcng  your  hand  too 
much. 
Which  mannerly  derotlon  shows  in  this ; 
For  taints  have  hands  that  pilgrims*  hands  do  touch, 
And  palm  to  palm  is  holy  pi^mers'  kiss. 
Jiom.  Have  not  saints  lips,  and  holy  palmers  too? 
JmL  Ay,  pilgrim,  lips  that  they  must  use  in 

prayer. 
Bern,  O  then,  dear  saint,  let  lips  do  what  hands  do ; 
They  pray,  grant  thou,  lest  faith  torn  to  despair. 
JiL   ISaints  do  not  move,  though  grant  for 

prayers*  sake. 
Bom,  Then  move  not,  while  my  prayers*  effect 
luke. 
Thos  from  my  lipt,  by  thine  my  sin  is  pni'^*^* 

[Kisting  her, 
/tt2.  Then  have  my  lips  the  sin  that  they  have  took. 
Bom,  Hinfrom  my  lips?  0  trespass  sweetly  org'd  I 
Qive  me  my  sin  again. 
JuL  Yon  kiss  by  the  book. 

Nune,  Madam,  your  mother  craves  a  word 

with  you. 
Bom,  What  is  her  mother? 
Hurte,  Marry,  bachelor, 

Her  mother  b  the  lady  of  the  house. 
And  a  good  lady,  and  a  wise  and  virtuous : 
I  nnrs*a  her  daughter,  that  you  talk*d  withal ; 
I  tell  von,— he,  that  can  lay  hold  of  her, 
Shall  nave  the  chinks. 


Bom,  Is  she  a  Capnlet? 

0  deir  aooonnt!  my  life  b  my  foe^  debt. 
Ben.  Away,  begone ;  the  sport  b  at  the  best. 
Bom,  Ay,  so  i  fear;  the  more  b  my  unrest. 

1  Coff,  Nay,  gentlemen,  prepare  not  to  be  gone. 
We  have  a  trifling  foolish  banquet  towards. 
Is  it  e'en  so?  Why,  then  I  thank  you  all; 

1  thank  you,  honest  gentlemen ;  good  night: — 
More  torches  here  I— Come  on,  then  let's  to  bed. 
Ah,  sirrah,  [7b  2  C€^.]  by  my  fay,  it  waxes  late 
111  to  my  rest 

[Exevnt  all  but  Juust  and  Nnrse. 

JuL  Come  hither,  nurse:  Whatb  yon  gentle- 
man? 

Nurse,  The  son  and  heir  of  old  Tiberio. 

JuL  What's  he,  that  now  b  going  ont  of  door  ? 

Nuree,  Marry,  that,  I  think,  be  young  Petruchio. 

JvL  What's  he,  that  foUows  there,  that  would 
not  dance? 

Nurm,  I  know  not. 

JuL  Go,  ask  hb  name : — if  he  be  married, 
My  grave  is  like  to  be  my  wedding  bed. 

Nwne.  Ub  name  b  Komeo,  and  a  Montague ; 
The  only  son  of  your  great  enemy. 

JuL  My  only  love  sprung  from  my  only  hate  I 
Too  early  seen  unknown,  and  known  too  late  I 
Prodigious  birth  of  love  it  is  to  me, 
That  I  must  love  a  loathed  enemy. 

Nuru,  What's  thb?  What's  thb? 

JuL  A  rhyme  1  leam'd  even  now 

Of  one  I  danc'd  withaL    [  One  calis  wWdn,  Julubt. 

Nune,  Anon,  anon : — 

Come,  let's  away ;  the  strangers  all  are  gone. 

Kowdddesirodothhi  hla  death-bad  Ue. 

And  yooDg  affection  g»vtm  to  be^it  heir ; 
That  fair,  for  which  love  groan'd  for.  and  would  db^ 

With  tender  Juliet  matcb'd,  li  now  not  fair. 
Now  Romeo  is  beloT*d.  and  loves  anin. 

Alike  bewitohed  by  the  charm  oflooks ; 
fiat  to  his  foe  ■uppis'd  he  must  complain. 

And  she  eeeal  iuve's  sweet  bttit  from  fearful  hooks ; 
Being  held  afoe,  he  may  not  have  nooeaB 

To  breathe  such  tows  as  lovers  use  to  swear ; 
And  she  as  much  in  love,  her  mean«  mudi  leas 

To  meet  her  new-beloved  anywhere : 
But  passioD  lends  Uiem  power,  time  means  to 
"       I  idth  extreme  sweet 


Temp'riiig  extremltiea  « 
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SCENE  L— ifji  open  Place  a^ohdng  Capnlet's 
Oarden, 

Enter  Roumo, 

Bom,  Qui  I  ffo  forward,  when  my  heart  b  here? 
Turn  back,  dull  earth,  and  find  thy  centre  out. 
^     [He  dimbe  the  tooQ,  <tnd  leapt  down  within  iL 

Enter  Bevtouo  and  Mkbcutio. 

Ben.  Romeo!  my  ooosin  Romeo ! 

Mer.  He  b  wise; 

And,  on  my  life,  hath  stolen  him  home  to  bed. 

Ben,  He  ran  thb  way,  and  leapt  thb  orchard  wall: 
Call,  good  Mfrootio. 

Mer,  Nay,  ni  oon^'nre  too. 

Romeo  I  humours  I  madman  I  pSMionl  lorerl 
Appear  thou  in  the  likeness  of  a  sigh. 
Bpeak  bat  one  rliyme,  and  I  am  satbfied. 
Cry  but— Ah  me  I  pronounce  but  love  and  dove; 
Bpeak  to  my  gossip  Venus  one  fair  word. 
One  nickname  for  her  purblind  son  and  heir, 
Toong  Abraham  Copid,  he  that  shot  so  trim, 


When  King  Cophetoa  Ioy*d  the  beggar-maid. — 
He  heareth  not,  he  stirreth  not,  he  moveth  not; 
The  ape  b  dead,  and  I  must  conjure  him. — 
I  conjure  thee  by  RocuUine's  bright  eyes, 
By  her  high  forehead,  and  her  scarlet  lip, 
hy  her  fine  foot,  straight  leg,  and  quivering  thigh 
And  the  demesnes  that  there  adjacent  lie. 
That  in  thy  likeness  thou  appear  to  us. 

Ben,  An  if  he  hear  thee,  tnou  wilt  anger  him. 

Mer,  Thb  cannot  anger  him :  Vvould  anger  him 
To  raise  a  spirit  in  his  mistress*  circle 
Of  some  strange  nature,  letting  it  there  stand 
Till  she  had  laid  it,  and  conjur'd  it  down; 
That  were  some  spite :  my  mvocation 
Is  fair  and  honest,  and,  in  hb  mistress*  name. 
I  conjure  only  but  to  raise  up  him. 

Ben,  Come,  he  hath  hid  himself  among  these 
trees, 
To  be  contorted  with  the  humorous  night : 
Blind  b  hb  love,  and  best  befits  the  dark. 

Mer,  If  love  be  blind,  love  cannot  hit  the  mark. 

Now  will  he  sit  uider  a  medbr  trper  ^ ^^  I  ^ 
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And  wish  bis  mistress  were  that  Idnd  of  fruit, 
As  maids  call  medlars,  when  they  laugh  alone. — 
Romeo,  good  night:— 111  to  my  truckle-bed; 
This  field-bed  U  too  cold  for  me  to  sleep: 
Come,  shall  we  go  ? 

Ben.  Go,  then ;  for  *tis  in  vain 

"^0  seek  him  here,  that  means  not  to  be  found : 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  Il.-Capulet's  Garden, 

Enter  Romeo. 

Bom.  He  jests  at  scars,  that  never  felt  a  wound. — 

[J  UUET  appears  ahove^  at  a  wimhw. 

But,  soft!  what  light  through  yonder  window 

breaks  I 
It  is  the  east,  and  Jnltet  is  the  sunt — 
Arise,  fair  sun,  and  kill  the  envious  moon. 
Who  is  already  sick  and  pa'e  with  ^rief. 
That  thou  her  maid  art  far  more  fair  than  she: 
Be  not  her  maid,  since  she  is  envious ; 
Her  vestal  livery  is  but  sick  and  green, 
And  none  but  fools  do  wear  it;  cast  it  oC— 
It  is  my  lady :  O,  it  is  my  love : 
O,  that  she  knew  she  were  I 
She  speaks,  yet  she  says  nothing;  What  of  that? 
Her  eye  discourses,  I  will  answer  it. — 
I  am  too  bold,  'tis  not  to  me  she  speaks: 
Two  of  the  fairest  stars  in  all  tlie  heaven, 
Having  some  businesM,  do  entreat  her  eyes 
To  twinkle  in  their  spheres  till  the^  return. 
What  if  her  eyes  were  there,  they  m  her  head? 
The  brightness  of  her  cheek  would  shame  those 

stars. 
As  daylight  doth  a  lamp ;  her  eye  in  heaven 
Would  through  the  airy  region  stream  so  bright. 
That  birds  would  sing  and  tliink  it  were  not  night 
See,  how  she  leans  her  cheek  upon  her  hand  I 
O,  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand. 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek  I 

JuL  Ah  me  1 

Ranu  She  speaks : — 

0,  speak  again,  bright  angel !  for  thou  art 
As  glorious  to  this  night,  being  o*er  my  head, 
As  IS  a  winged  messenger  of  heaven 
Unto  the  white-upturned  wondering  eyes 
Of  mortals,  that  fall  bao  <  to  gaze  on  him, 
When  he  bestrides  the  lazy-jpacing  clouds, 
And  sails  upon  the  bosom  ot  the  air. 

JuL  0  Komeo,  Romeo  I   wherefore  art  thoa 
Romeo? 
Deny  thy  father,  and  refuse  thy  name; 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  not,  be  but  sworn  my  love. 
And  ni  no  longer  be  a  Capulet. 

Bonu  Shall  I  hear  more,  or  shall  I  speak  at  this  ? 

[Aside. 

JvL  'Tis  but  thy  name  that  is  my  enemy  ;— 
Thou  art  thyself  though,  not  a  Montague. 
What*s  Montague?  it  is  nor  hand  nor  foot, 
Nor  arm,  nor  face,  nor  any  other  part 
Belonging  to  a  man.    O,  be  some  other  name! 
What's  in  a  name  ?  that  which  we  call  a  rose. 
By  any  other  name  would  smell  as  sweet ; 
So  Romeo  would,  were  he  not  Komeo  call'd. 
Retain  that  dear  perfection  which  he  owes, 
Without  that  title:— Romeo,  doff  thy  name; 
And  for  thy  name,  which  is  no  part  of  thee, 
Take  all  myself. 

Bern.  I  take  thee  at  thy  word : 

Call  me  but  love,  and  FlI  be  new  baptiz'd; 
Henceforth  I  never  will  be  iiomeo. 

JvL  What  man  art  thou,  that  thus  bascreen^d 
in  night. 
So  Btomblest  on  my  couDset? 


JULIET. 

Bom.  By  a  name 

I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am ; 
My  name,  dear  8aint,  is  hateful  to  myselCi 
Because  it  is  an  enemy  to  thee ; 
Had  1  it  written  I  would  tear  the  word. 

Jid.  My  ears  have  yet  not  drunk  a  htmdred 
words 
Of  thy  tongue's  uttering,  yet  I  know  the  sound* 
Art  thou  not  Romeo,  and  a  Montague? 

Bom.  Neither,  fair  maid,  if  either  thee  dislike. 

Jtd.  How  cam'st  thou  hither,  tell  me?    and 
wherefore? 
The  orchard  walls  are  high  and  hard  to  climb; 
And  the  place  death,  considering  who  thou  art. 
If  any  of  my  kinsmen  find  thee  here. 

Bom,  With  love's  light  wings  did  I  o'er-perob 
these  walls; 
For  stony  limits  cannot  hold  love  out: 
And  what  love  can  do,  that  dares  love. attempt 
Therefore  thy  kinsmen  are  no  stop  to  me. 

Jtd.  If  they  do  see  thee,  they  will  murder  thee. 

Bam.  Alacic !  there  lies  more  peril  in  thine  eye, 
Tlian  twenty  of  their  swords ;  look  thou  but  sweety 
And  I  am  proof  against  tlieir  enmity. 

JvL  I  would  not  for  the  world  they  saw  thee  here 

Bom.  I  have  night's  cloak  to  hide  me  from  their 
eyes; 
And,  but  thou  love  me,  let  them  find  me  here: 
My  life  were  better  ended  by  their  hate. 
Than  death  prorogued,  wanting  of  thy  love. 

JuL  By  whose  direction  found'st  thou  out  this 
place? 

Bom.  By  love,  that  first  did  prompt  me  to 
inquire; 
He  lent  me  counsel,  and  I  lent  him  eyes. 
I  am  no  pilot ;  yet,  wert  thou  as  far 
As  that  vast  8h«>re  wash'd  with  the  fiirthest  sea, 
I  would  adventure  for  such  merchandise. 

JuL  Thou  know'st  the  mask  of  night  is  on  my 
face; 
Else  would  a  maiden  blush  bepaint  my  cheek. 
For  that  which  thou  hast  heard  me  speak  to-night. 
Fain  would  I  dwell  on  form,  fain,  fain  deny 
What  I  have  spoke.     But  farewell  compliment  I 
Dost  thou  love  me?  I  know  thou  wilt  say — Ay ; 
And  I  will  take  thy  word:  yet,  if  thou  swear'st, 
Thou  may'st  prove  false;  at  lovers'  perjuries 
They  say  Jove  laughs.    0,  gentle  Komeo, 
If  thou  dost  love,  pronounce  it  faithfully: 
Or  if  thou  tliink'st  I  am  too  quickly  won, 
111  frown,  and  be  perverse,  and  say  thee  nay. 
So  thou  wilt  woo ;  but,  else,  not  for  the  world. 
In  truth,  fair  Montague,  I  am  too  fond; 
And  therefore  thou  may'st  think  my  behaviour 

light: 
But  trust  me,  gentleman,  I'll  prove  more  true 
Than  those  that  have  more  cunning  to  be  strange. 
I  should  have  been  more  strange,  i  must  confess. 
But  tliat  thou  overheard'st,  ere  I  was  ware, 
My  true  love's  passion :  therefore  pardon  me; 
And  not  impute  this  yielding  to  light  love, 
Which  the  dark  night  harh  so  discovered. 

Bom.  Lady,  by  yonder  blessed  moon  I  swear, 
That  tips  with  silver  all  these  fruit-tree  tope, — 

JuL  O,  swear  not  by  the  moon,  the  inconstant 
moon. 
That  monthly  changes  in  her  circled  orb, 
Lest  that  thy  love  prove  likewise  variable. 

Bom.  What  shall  I  swear  by  ? 

JuL  Do  not  swear  at  aU; 

Or,  if  thou  wilt,  swear  by  thy  gracious  self, 
Which  is  the  god  of  my  idolatry, 
And  ill  believe  thee.  ^  ^  t 
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Horn.  If  my  hearth  dear  love— 

JuL  Well,  do  not  swear:  although  Ijojinthee, 
I  hare  no  joy  of  this  contract  to-ni^lit : 
It  b  too  rash,  too  unadviH'df  too  sudden; 
Too  like  the  lightning,  which  doth  cease  to  be 
Ere  one  can  say — It  lightens  I    Sweet,  good  night! 
This  bud  of  love,  bj  sammer's  ripening  breath, 
May  prt>ve  a  beaateous  flower  when  next  we  meet 
Good  night,  good  night!  as  sweet  repose  and  rest 
Come  to  thy  heart,  as  that  within  my  breast  1 

£om.  O,  wilt  thoQ  leave  me  so  ansatisfied  ? 

JuL  What  satisfaction  canst  thou  have  to-night? 

Bon,  The  exchange  of  thj  love's  faithfol  vow 
for  mine. 

JuL  1 0ive  thee  mine  before  thou  didst  reqaest  it, 
And  jet  I  would  it  were  to  give  again. 

Bom,  Wouldst  thoa  withdraw  it?   for  what 
purpose,  love? 

JvL  Bat  to  be  frank,  and  give  it  thee  again. 
And  jet  I  wish  but  for  the  thing  I  have: 
My  bounty  is  as  boundless  as  the  sea. 
My  love  as  deep ;  the  more  I  give  to  thee, 
The  more  I  have,  for  both  are  infinite. 

[Nurse  calls  intJdn. 
I  hear  some  noise  within:  Dear  love,  adieu  I 
Anon,  good  nurse! — Sweet  Montague,  be  true. 
Star  but  a  little,  I  will  come  again.  [J'jat. 

Jiom,  0  blessed  blessed  night!  I  am  afeard. 
Being  in  night,  all  this  is  but  a  dream, 
Too  flattering  sweet  to  be  substantiaL 
B&^tUer  JuuBT,  above, 

JmL  Three  words,  dear  Romeo,  and  good  night, 
indeed. 
If  that  thy  bent  of  love  be  honourable. 
Thy  purpose  marriage,  send  me  word  to-morrow, 
Bt  one  that  Til  procure  to  come  to  thee, 
Where,  and  what  time,  thou  wilt  perform  the  rite; 
And  all  my  fortunes  at  thy  foot  111  lay. 
And  follow  thee  my  lord  throughout  the  world. 

Nurae,  [  WWwu]  Madam. 

JuL  I  oome,  anon:  -  But  if  thou  meanest  not  well, 
t  do  beseech  thee— 

Nunc  [yyUktH.]  Madam. 

JuL  By  and  by,  I  oome  :— 

9o  oease  thy  strife  and  leave  me  to  my  grief: 
To-morrow  will  I  send. 

Bom,  So  thrive  my  soul, — 

JuL  A  thousand  times  good  night  I  [Exit, 

Bom,  A  thousand  times  the  worse  to  want  thy 
light- 
Love  goes  toward  love,  as  ichoolboys  from  their 

books; 
Bat  loTe  from  love,  toward  school  with  heavy 
looks.  [Retiring  dowly, 

Bo^nUr  Juubt,  oftooe. 

•Till.  Hist!  Romeo,histt-  0,  for  a  falconer's  Toioet 
To  lure  this  tas.«el -gentle  back  a^inl 
Bondage  is  hoarse,  and  may  not  speak  aloud; 
Else  would  I  tear  the  cave  where  echo  lies. 
And  make  her  aiir  ton^u  more  hoarse  than  mine 
With  repetition  oi  mv  liomeo. 

Bom,  It  is  my  soul,  that  calb  upon  my  name: 
How  silver-sweet  sound  lovers'  tongues  by  night, 
Like  softest  musio  to  attending  ears! 

JnL  Romeo. 

Bom.  Uj-^ 

Num,  [WUkin,]  Madam. 

JuL  What  o'dook  to-morrow 

Shall  I  send  to  thM? 

Bom,  By  the  hour  of  nine. 

JuL  I  will  not  fkil :  tis  twenty  vears  till  Hien. 
t  have  forgot  why  I  aid  call  thee  Mok. 
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Bom,  Let  me  stand  here  till  thou  remember  it, 

JuL  I  shall  forget,  to  have  thee  still  stand  there 
RemembVing  how  I  love  thy  company. 

Bom.  And  Til  still  stay,  to  have  thee  still  forget. 
Forgetting  any  other  home  but  this. 

JuL  Tis  almost  morning,  I  would  havetheegone: 
And  yet  no  further  than  a  wanton's  bird ; 
Who  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  her  hand. 
Like  a  poor  i)risoner  in  his  twisted  gy veSj 
And  with  a  silk  thread  plucks  it  back  again. 
So  loving-jealous  of  his  liberty. 

Bom,  I  would  I  were  thy  bird. 

JuL  Sweet,  so  would  I: 

Tet  I  should  kill  thee  with  much  cherishing. 
Qood  night,  good  night!  parting  is  such  sweet 

sorrow. 
That  I  shall  say  good  night,  till  it  be  morrow. 

{JSxU, 

Bom,  Sleep  dwelLupon  thine  eyes,  peace  fn  thy 
breast!— 
*  Would  I  were  sleep  and  peace,  so  sweet  to  rest! 
Hence  will  I  to  my  ghostly  friar's  close  cell ; 
His  help  to  crave,  and  my  dear  hap  to  tell.    [^dt. 

SCENE  III.— Friar  Laurence's  OdL 
Enter  Friar  Laurence,  with  a  basket, 

Fri  The  grey-ey*d  mom  smiles  on  the  Irowning 
night. 
Checkering  the  eastern  clouds  with  streaks  of  light; 
And  fleckwl  darkness  like  a  drunkard  reels 
From  forth  day's  path,  and  Titan's  fiery  wheels : 
Now  ere  the  Kun  advance  his  burning  eye, 
The  day  to  cheer,  and  night's  dank  dew  to  dry, 
I  must  up-fill  this  osier  cage  of  ours. 
With  baleful  weeds,  and  precious-juiced  flowers. 
The  earth,  that's  nature's  mother,  is  her  tomb  ; 
What  is  her  burying  grave,  that  is  her  womb: 
And  from  her  womb  children  of  divers  kind 
We  sucking  on  her  natural  bosom  find: 
Many  for  many  virtues  excellent. 
None  but  for  some,  and  yet  all  different. 
0,  mickle  is  the  powerful  grace,  that  lies 
In  herbs,  plants,  atones,  and  their  true  qualitiea: 
For  nought  so  vile  that  on  the  earth  doth  live. 
But  to  the  earth  some  special  good  doth  give ; 
Nor  aught  so  good,  but,  strain'd  from  that  fair  use, 
Revolts  from  true  birth,  stumbling  on  abuse: 
Virtue  itself  turns  vice,  being  misapplied; 
And  vice  sometime 's  by  action  dignified. 
Within  the  infant  rind  of  tliis  weak  flower 
Poison  hath  residence,  and  med'cine  power: 
For  this,  being  smelt,  with  that  part  cheers  each 

part; 
Bemg  tasted,  slays  all  senses  with  the  heart. 
Two  such  opposed  kings  encamp  them  still 
In  man  as  well  as  herbs,— grace  and  rude  will ; 
And,  where  the  worser  is  predominant. 
Full  soon  the  canker  death  eats  up  that  plant 
Enter  Romeo. 

Bom,  (}ood  morrow,  father ! 

IhrL  Benedidtel 

What  early  tongue  so  sweet  saluteth  me?— 
Young  son,  it  argues  a  distempered  head. 
So  soon  to  bid  good  morrow  to  thy  bed : 
Care  keeps  his  watch  in  every  old  man's  eye. 
And  where  care  lodges,  sleep  will  never  he ; 
But  where  unbruised  youth  with  unstuff*d  brain 
Doth  couch  his  limbs,  there  golden  sleep  doth  rsign; 
Therefore  thy  earliness  doth  me  assure. 
Thou  art  up  rous'd  by  some  distempYature, 
Or  if  not  so,  then  here  I  hit  it  right— 

Our  itoBiM*  hMh  M  ^^,^(3i^g\e 
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Bom,  That  last  b  true,  the  sweeter  rest  was  mine. 

Fri,  God  pardon  sin!  wast  thou  with  Rosaline? 

Bom,  With  Uosaline,  my  ghostly  father?  no; 
I  have  forgot  that  name,  and  that  name^  woo. 

Fri,  That's  my  good  son:  But  where  hast  thoa 
been  then  ? 

Bom,  111  tell  thee,  ere  thoa  ask  it  me  again. 
I  have  been  feasting  with  mine  enemy ; 
Where,  on  a  sudden,  one  huth  wounded  mOi 
Tliat's  by  me  wounded ;  both  our  remedies 
Within  thv  help  and  holy  physic  lies ; 
I  bear  no  hatred,  blessed  man  ;  for,  lo. 
My  intercession  likewise  steads  my  foe. 

FrL  Be  plain,  good  son.  and  homely  in  thy  drift ; 
Riddling  confession  finds  but  riddling  shrift. 

Bom,  Then  plainly  know,  my  hearths  dear  love 
is  set 
On  the  foir  daughter  of  rich  Capulet ; 
As  mine  on  hers,  so  hers  is  set  on  mine; 
And  all  combined,  save  what  thoa  must  combine 
By  holy  marrlige :  When,  and  where,  and  how, 
We  met,  we  woo*d,  and  made  exchange  of  vow, 
III  tell  thee  as  we  pass;  but  this  I  pray, 
That  thou  consent  to  marry  as  to-dav. 

FrL  Holy  Saint  Francis !  what  a  change  is  here! 
Is  Rosaline,  that  thou  didi»t  love  so  dear, 
So  soon  forsaken  ?  young  men*s  love  then  lies 
Not  truly  in  their  hearts,  but  in  tlieir  eyes. 
Jew  Maria  I  what  a  deal  of  brine 
U-ith  washed  thy  sallow  cheeks  for  Rosaline! 
How  much  salt  water  thrown  away  in  waste. 
To  season  love,  that  of  it  doth  not  taste  I 
The  sun  not  yet  thy  sighs  from  heaven  clears, 
rhy  old  groans  ring  yet  in  my  ancient  ears; 
Lo,  here  upon  thy  cheek  the  stain  doth  sit 
Of  an  old  tear  that  is  not  wash'd  off  yet : 
If  e*er  thou  wast  thyself,  and  these  woes  thine, 
Thou  and  these  woes  were  all  for  Rosaline. 
And  art  tliou  chang*d?  pronounce  this  sentence 

then- 
Women  may  fall,  when  thereis  no  strength  in  men. 

Bom,  Thou  chidd'iit  nie  olt  cor  loving  Rosaline. 

FrL  For  doting,  not  fur  loving,  pupil  mine. 

Bom,  And  bad'st  me  bury  love. 

FrL  Not  in  a  grave 

To  lay  one  in,  another  out  to  have. 

Bom,  I  pray  thee,  chide  not:  she,  whom  I  love 
now. 
Doth  grace  for  grace,  and  love  for  love  allow; 
The  other  did  not  so. 

FrL  O,  she  knew  well. 

Thy  love  did  read  by  rote,  and  could  not  spelL 
But  come,  young  waverer,  come  go  with  me. 
In  one  respect  Til  thy  assistant  be ; 
For  thb  alliance  may  so  happy  prove, 
To  turn  your  households'  rancour  to  pure  love. 

Rom,  O,  let  us  hence ;  I  stand  on  sudden  haste. 

Fn,  Wisely  and  slow;  They  stumble  that  ran 
&st.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV^^  StreeL 
Efder  Bentouo  and  Mercutio. 

Mer,  Where  the  devil  should  this  Borneo  be? — 
Came  he  not  home  to-night? 

Ben,  Not  to  his  father  s ;  I  spoke  with  his  man. 

Mer,  Why,  that  same  pale  hard-hearted  weuoh, 
that  Rosaline, 
Torments  him  so,  tliat  he  will  sure  run  mad. 

Ben,  Tybalt,  the  kinsman  of  old  Capalet, 
Hath  sent  a  letter  to  his  father's  house. 

Mar,  A  challenge,  on  my  life. 

Ben,  Romou  wiU  answer  it. 
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Mer,  Any  man,  that  can  write,  may  answer  a 
letter. 

Ben,  Nay,  he  will  answer  the  letter's  master, 
how  he  dares,  being  dared. 

Mer,  Alas,  poor  Romeo,  he  is  already  dead  I 
stabbed  with  a  white  wench's  black  eye;  shot 
thorough  the  ear  with  a  love-song;  the  very  pin 
of  his  heart  cleft  with  the  blind  bo «%- -boy's  butt* 
shaft;  And  is  he  a  man  to  encounter  Tybalt? 

Ben,  Why,  what  is  Tybalt? 

Mer,  More  than  prince  ofcats,  I  can  tell  yoa.  0, 
he  is  the  courageous  captain  of  compliments.  He 
fights  as  you  sing  priek-son^,  kee^is  time,  distance, 
and  pro|K>rtion ;  rcbts  me  his  minim  rest,  one,  two. 
and  the  third  in  your  b>*som:  the  very  butcher  of 
a  silk  button,  a  duellist,  a  duellist;  a  gentleman 
of  the  very  first  house,— of  the  first  and  bcoond 
cause :  An,  the  immortal  passado  1  the  puncto 
reverse  I  the  hay  I 

Ben,  The  what? 

Mer,  The  pox  of  such  antic,  lisping,  affecting 
fantasticoes;  these  new  toners  of  accents  I— By 
Jesu,  a  very  good  blade  !~a  very  tall  manl- a  very 
good  whore! — Why,  is  not  this  a  lamentable  thing, 
graiidsire,  that  we  should  be  thus  affitcted  with 
these  strange  flies,  these  fashionmongers,  these 
pardonrmes^  who  stand  so  much  on  the  new  furm, 
that  they  c  nnot  sit  at  ease  on  the  old  bench  ?  O, 
their  bont,  their ^ors/ 

JSnter  Rombo. 

Ben,  Here  comes  Romeo,  here  oomes  Romeo. 

Mer,  Without  his  roe,  like  a  dried  herring: — O, 
flesh,  flesh,  how  art  thou  fishified  I  Now  ts  he  for 
the  numbers  that  Petrarch  flowed  in :  Laura,  to  his 
hidy,  was  but  a  kitchen  wench  ^  -  marry,  she  had  a 
better  love  to  berhyme  her :  Dido,  a  dowdy;  Cleo- 

Ktra,  a  ji|»y;  Helen  and  Hero,  hildings  and 
riots ;  Thisbe,  a  grey  eye  or  so,  but  not  to  the 
purpose.— Signior  Romeo,  bon  jour  I  there^  a 
French  salutation  to  your  French  slop.  Yoa 
gave  us  the  counterfeit  fairly  last  night. 

Bom,  Good  morrow  to  yoa  both.  What  oeon- 
terfeit  did  I  give  you  ? 

Mer.  The  slip,  sir,  the  slip;  can  yoa  not  coneeive? 

Bon,  Pardon,  good  Mercntio,  my  business  was 
great ;  and,  in  such  a  case  as  mine,  a  man  may 
strain  courtesy. 

Mer,  That's  as  maoh  as  to  say— such  a  case  as 
yours  oonstrains  a  man  to  bow  in  the  hams. 

Bom,  Meaning  ~  to  courtVy. 

Mer,  Thou  hast  most  kindly  hit  it 

Bom,  A  most  courteous  exposition. 

Mer,  Nay,  I  am  the  very  pmk  of  ooortesy. 

Bom,  Pink  for  flower. 

Mer,  Right. 

Bom,  Why,  then  is  my  pomp  well  flowered. 

Mer,  Sure  wit.  Follow  me  this  jest  now,  till 
thou  hast  worn  out  thy  pump;  tliat,  when  the 
single  sole  of  it  is  worn,  the  jest  may  remain,  after 
the  wearing,  solely  singular. 

Bom,  Osingle-soledje8t,soleIy8ingalar  for  the 
singleness  I 

Mer,  Come  between  Of,  good  Benrolio;  my  witi 

un. 

Bom,  Switch  and  spars,  switch  and  spars ;  or 
111  cry  a  match. 

Mer,  Nay,  if  our  wits  ran  the  wild-goose  chase, 
I  have  done;  for  thoa  hast  more  of  the  wild-goose 
in  one  of  thy  wits,  than,  I  am  sure,  I  have  in  mr 
whole  five:  Was  I  with  you  there  for  the  goose 7 

Bom,  Thou  wast  never  with  me  for  anythingv 
when  thoa  wast  not  there  for  the^ooM.        i 
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Mer.  I  will  bite  t}ie6  by  tbe  oar  for  that  jest 

Rem*  Nay,  ^ood  goose,  bite  not. 

Mer,  Thy  wit  is  a  very  bitter  sweeting;  it  is  a 
most  sharp  saace. 

Bom,  Andisitnotwellservedintoasweetgoose? 

Mn.  O,  here's  a  wit  of  cheverel,  that  stretches 
firom  an  inch  narrow  to  an  ell  broad  I 

i2om.  I  stretch  it  oat  for  that  word — broad; 
which  added  to  the  goose,  proTcs  thee  far  and  wide 
a  broad  goose. 

Uer.  Why,  is  not  this  better  now  than  groaning 
for  love?  now  art  thoa  sociable,  now  art  thou 
Romeo ;  now  art  thoa  what  thoa  art,  by  art  as 
well  as  by  natore :  for  this  driTelling  love  is  like 
a  great  natural,  that  runs  lolling  np  and  down  to 
hide  his  baable  in  a  hole. 

Bem,  Stop  there,  stop  there. 

Met,  Thoa  desirest  me  to  stop  in  my  tale  against 
the  hair. 

Bm.  Thoa  woaldst  else  have  made  thy  tale  large. 

Met,  0,  thoa  art  deceived,  I  would  have  made  it 
short:  for  I  was  come  to  the  whole  depth  of  my 
tale:  and  meant,  indeed,  to  occupy  the  argument 
no  longer. 

Ron,  Here's  goodly  geerl 

Bikier  Norse  <md  Pins. 

Met,  A  sail,  a  sail,  a  sail  1 

Btn.  Two,  two;  a  shirt  and  a  smock. 

Nwru,  Teterl 

Ptter,  Anun? 

Jiwm,  My  fan,  Peter. 

Jfer.  Good  Peter,  to  hide  her  fkce;  for  her 
fim's  the  fairer  &ce. 

Nurm,  God  ye  good  morrow,  gentlemen. 

Met,  God  j%  g(^  den,  fair  gentlewoman. 

Nune,  Is  It  good  den? 

Uer,  Tis  no  less,  I  tell  you ;  for  the  bawdy 
hand  of  the  dial  is  now  upon  the  prick  of  noon. 

^wrse.  Out  upon  you  I  what  a  man  are  you  ? 

Bom,  One,  gentlewoman,  that  God  hath  made 
himnetf  to  mar. 

Nwte,  By  my  troth,  it  is  wpII  said ;— For  him- 
self to  nutf,  Quoth  'a? -Gentlemen,  can  any  of 
yoa  tell  roe  wnere  I  may  find  the  young  Romeo? 

Bom,  1  can  tell  you ;  but  young  Romeo  will  be 
older  when  yoa  nave  foand  him,  than  he  was 
when  yoa  sought  him:  I  am  the  youngest  of  that 
name,  for  *fault  of  a  worse. 

Nune,  Yon  sav  well. 

Mer,  Yea,  u  the  worst  well  ?  rery  well  took, 
i* faith;  wiselyi  wisely. 

Hwrte,  If  yoa  be  he,  sir,  I  desire  some  confi- 
dence with  you. 

Ben,  She  will  indite  him  to  some  sapper. 

Mer,  A  bawd,  a  bawd,  a  bawdl    So  hoi 

Bom,  What  hast  thou  found? 

Mer,  No  hare,  sir ;  unless  a  hare,  sir,  in  a  lenten 
pie,  that  is  something  sule  and  hoar  ere  it  be  spent. 

▲n  old  hare  boar. 
And  »n  old  tuife  hoar. 
Is  r*^  go  d  int^i  In  lent : 
Bat  a  hare  that  li  hoar, 
Is  too  tnoeh  (or  a  score, 
When  it  boan  ere  It  be  epeot^ 
Borneo,  will  yoa  come  to  year  father^?  well  to 
dmner  thither. 
Bom,  I  will  follow  you. 
Mer,  Farewell,  ancient  lady;  fhrewell,  lady, 
ladr,  hidy.      [Hiiseunt  Mbrcutio  and  Benvouo. 
Ifwrte,  Many,  farewell !— I  pray  yoo.  sir,  what 
fancy  merchant  was  this,  that  was  so  fiill  of  his 
ropwy? 
Bern,  A  gentleman,  norie,  that  lores  to  hear 


bimself  talk;  and  will  speak  more  m  it  mmate, 
than  he  will  stand  to  in  a  month. 

Nurae,  An  ^a  speak  anything  against  me,  IH 
take  him  down  an  a*  were  lustier  than  he  is,  and 
twenty  such  Jacks;  and  if  I  cannot;  111  find  those 
that  shall.  Scurvy  knave  1  I  am  none  of  his 
flirt-gills ;  I  am  none  of  his  skains-mates  ^— And 
thoa  must  stand  by  too,  and  suffer  every  knare  to 
nse  me  at  his  pleasure? 

Bet,  1  saw  no  man  ose  yoa  at  his  pleasure:  if  I 
had,  my  weapon  should  quickly  have  beiin  oat,  I 
warrant  you :  1  dare  draw  as  soon  as  another  man, 
if  I  see  occasion  in  a  good  quarrel,  and  the  law  on 
my  side. 

Nur$e,  Now,  afore  Gk>d,  I  am  so  rexed,  that 
every  part  about  me  ouivers.  Scurvr-knave ! — 
Pray  you,  sir,  a  word:  and  as  I  told  yoa,  my 
▼oung  huly  bade  me  inquire  you  oat;  what  she 
bade  me  sajr,  1  will  keep  to  myself:  bat  first  let 
me  tell  ye,  if  ye  shoold  lead  her  into  a  fool^  para- 
dise, as  they  say,  it  were  a  very  gross  kind  of 
behavioor,  as  they  say :  for  the  gentlewoman  is 
younff ;  and,  therefore,  if  you  should  deal  double 
with  her.  troly  it  were  an  ill  thing  to  be  offered  to 
any  gentlewoman,  and  very  weak  dealing. 

Bom,  Nurse,  commend  me  to  thy  lady  and 
mistress.    I  protest  unto  thee,— 

Nuree,  Good  heartl  and,  i*  fiuth,  I  will  tell  her 
as  much:  Lord,  lord,  she  will  be  a  joyful  woman. 

Bom,  What  wilt  thou  tell  her,  nurse?  thoa  dost 
not  mark  me. 

^urte.  1  will  tell  her,  sir,— that  ^oa  do  protest ; 
whicii,  as  I  take  it,  b  a  gentlemanlike  offer. 

Bom,  Bid  her  derisesome  means  to  come  to  shrift 
This  afternoon ; 

And  there  she  shall  at  Friar  Laurence*  cell 
Be  shriv*d  and  married.    Here  b  for  thy  pains. 

Ifuree,  No,  truly,  sir;  not  a  penny. 

Bom,  Go  to;  I  say  you  shall. 

^tine.  ThU  afternoon,  sir?  well,  she  shall  be 
there. 

Bom.  And  stay,  good  nurse,  behind  the  abbey 
wall: 
Within  this  hour  mv  man  shall  be  with  thee; 
And  bring  thee  cords  made  like  a  tackled  stair* 
Which  to  the  high  top^llant  of  my  joy 
Must  be  my  convoy  in  the  secret  night. 
Farewdll — Be  trusty,  and  111  quite  thy  pains. 
Farewell  I — Commend  me  to  thy  mistress. 

^iiras.  Now  God  in  heaven  bless  thee  I— Hark 
you,  sir. 

Bom,  what  say*st  thou,  my  dear  nurse? 

Nwm,  Is  your  man  secret?    Did  you  ne*ei 
hearsay 
Two  may  keep  counsel,  putting  one  away  ? 

Bom,  I  warrant  thee;  my  man's  astrueas  steeL 

iftine.  Well,  sir ;  my  mistreds  u  the  sweetest 
lady — Lord,  lordl— wlien  'twas  a  little  prating 
thing. — O.  there's  a  nobleman  in  town,  one  Paris, 
that  would  fain  Uy  knife  aboard ;  but  she,  good 
soul,  had  as  lieve  see  a  toad,  a  rery  toad,  as  see 
him.  I  anger  her  sometimes,  and  tell  her  that 
Paris  b  the  properer  man :  but  111  warrant  yoa, 
wlMsn  I  say  so,  she  looks  as  pale  as  any  olout  in 
the  varsal  world.  Doth  not  rosemary  and  Romeo 
begin  both  with  aletter? 

Bom,  Ay,  nurse:  What  of  that  ?  both  with  an  R. 

Nurte,  Ah,  mocker  1  that's  the  dog's  name.  R 
is  for  the  dog.  No ;  I  know  it  begins  with  some 
other  letter :  and  she  hath  the  prettiest  sententioos 
of  it,  of  you  and  rosemary,  that  it  would  do  yoa 
good  to  bear  it 


Bom.  CkMnmend  me  to  thy  lady  .i^  "  r\r^ 
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Nurm.  Ay,  a  tfaonstnd  times.— Peter  I 

Pet,  Anon? 

Nw9e.  Before,  and  apaoe.  [ExeunL 

SCENE  v.— Capulet^  OwviM. 
Enter  Juuet. 

JuL  The  clock  strack  nine,  when  I  did  send  the 
nurse; 
in  half  an  hour  she  promised  to  return. 
Perchance,  she  cannot  meet  him : — that^s  notsow — 
0,  she's  lame !  love's  heralds  should  be  thoughts, 
Which  ten  times  faster  glide  than  the  sun's  beams, 
Driving  back  shadows  over  lowring  hills : 
Therefore  do  nimble-pinion 'd  doves  draw  lore. 
And  therefore  hath  the  wind-swift  Cupid  wings. 
Now  is  the  sun  upon  the  highmost  hill 
Of  this  day's  journey ;  and  from  nine  till  twelve 
Is  three  lung  hours, — yet  she  is  not'come. 
Had  she  affections,  and  warm  youthful  blood, 
She'd  be  as  swift  in  motion  as  a  ball ; 
Uj  words  would  bandy  her  to  my  sweet  lore. 
And  his  to  me : 

But  old  folks,  many  feign  as  they  were  dead ; 
UuMrieldy,  slow,  heavy  and  pale  as  lead. 

Enter  Nurse  and  Petes. 

O  GK)d,  she  comes  I— -0  honey  nurse,  what  news  ? 
Hast  thou  met  with  him  ?    Send  thy  man  away. 

Jfurte,  Peter,  stay  at  the  gate.       [Exit  Peteb. 

JuL  Now.  good  sweet  nurse,— O  lord!    why 
look'st  then  sad  ? 
Though  news  be  sad,  yet  tell  them  merrily; 
If  good,  thou  sham'st  tne  music  of  sweet  news 
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laying  it  to  me  with  so  sour  a  face. 


Vurse.  1  am  a-weary,  give  me  leave  a  while ; 
Fi&  how  my  bones  ache  I  What  a  jaunt  have  I  had  I 
JuL  I  would  thou  hadst  my  bones,  and  I  thy 
news: 
Nay,  come,  I  pray  thee,  speak;  good,  good  nurse, 
speak. 
Nurte,  «lesa,  what  haste?  can  yon  not  stay 
a  while? 
Do  yoa  not  see  that  I  am  out  of  breath  ? 
JuL  Uow  art  thou  out  of  breath,  when  thoa 
hast  breath 
To  say  to  me— that  thou  art  out  of  breath? 
The  excuse  that  thou  dost  make  in  this  delay 
Is  longer  than  the  tale  thou  dost  excuse. 
Is  thy  news  good  or  bad  ?  answer  to  that ; 
&iy  either,  and  I'll  stay  the  circumstance : 
Let  me  be  satisfied,  Is't  good  or  bad  ? 

Nitrae.  Well,  you  have  made  a  simple  choice ; 
you  know  not  how  to  choose  a  man :  Romeo  I  no, 
not  he;  though  his  face  be  better  than  any  man's, 
yet  his  leg  excels  all  men's ;  and  for  a  hand,  and  a 
foot,  and  a  body,— though  they  be  not  to  be  talked 
on,  yet  they  are  past  compare:  Ue  is  not  the 
flower  of  courtesy,— but,  I'll  warrant  him,  as 

Stntle  as  a  lamb. — Oo  thy  ways,  wench;  serve 
od. — What,  have  you  dined  at  home  ? 
JuL  No,  no :  but  all  this  did  I  know  before ; 
What  sajrs  he  of  our  marriage  ?  what  of  that ! 
Nurm.  Lord,  how  my  head  aches  I  what  a  head 
have  I? 
It  beats  as  it  would  fall  in  twenty  pieces. 
My  back  o*  t'other  side, — O,  my  back,  my  back ! 
Beshrew  your  heart,  for  sending  me  about. 
To  catch  m^  death  with  jaunting  up  and  down! 

•Tilt  I'  fiuth,  I  am  sorry  that  thou  are  not  well: 
Sweet,  sweet,  sweet  nurse,  tell  me,  what  says  my 
lore? 
Nunu  Tour  lore  says  like  an  honest  gentleman. 


And  a  courteous,  and  a  kind,«nd  a  handsome. 
And,  I  warrant,  a  rlrtnous: — Where  is  yoor 
mother? 

«7if2.  Where  is  my  mother  ?— why,  she  is  withfai; 
Where  should  she  be?  Uow  oddly  thou  lepliest; 
Your  love  soya  like  an  honest  genlUeman^ — 
W  here  i$  your  moihtrf 

Nwrae.  O,  God*^  lady  dear ! 

Are  yon  so  hot  ?   Marry,  come  up,  I  trow| 
Is  this  the  poultice  for  my  aching  bones? 
Henceforward  do  your  messages  yourself. 

Jtd,   Here's  such  a  coil,— Come,   what  says 
Bomeo? 

Nurae.  Have  you  got  leave  to  go  to  shrift  to-day? 

JuL  I  have. 

Nurae,  Then  hie  yon  hence  to  Friar  Laurence* 
cell. 
There  stays  a  husband  to  make  you  a  wife : 
Now  comes  the  wanton  blood  up  in  your  cheeks, 
Theyll  be  in  scarlet  straight  at  any  news. 
Hie  you  to  church ;  I  must  another  way. 
To  fetch  a  ladder,  by  the  which  your  love 
Must  climb  a  bird's  nest  soon,  when  it  is  dark: 
I  am  the  drudge,  and  toil  in  your  delight ; 
But  YOU  shall  bear  the  burdei;!  soon  at  night. 
Qo,  111  to  dinner:  hie  you  to  the  cell. 

JuL  Hie  to  Wh  fortune  1— honest  nnrse,  fiue- 
well.  [Esceamt, 

SCENE  YL— Friar  Lanrence*^  COL 
Enter  Friar  Laurbncb  and  Romeo. 

FrL  So  smile  the  heavens  upon  this  holy  aet. 
That  after-hours  with  sorrow  chide  us  not! 

Bom,  Amen,  amen  1  but  come  what  sorrow  ean« 
It  cannot  countervail  the  exchan^  of  joy 
That  one  short  minute  gives  me  m  her  sight : 
Do  thou  but  dose  our  hands  with  holy  words, 
Then  love-devonring  death  do  what  he  dare. 
It  is  enough  I  may  but  call  her  mine. 

Fru  These  violent  delights  have  violent  ends. 
And  in  their  triumph  die ;  like  fire  and  powder. 
Which,  as  they  kiss,  consume:   The  sweetest 

honey 
Is  loathsome  in  his  own  delicionsness. 
And  in  the  taste  confounds  the  appetite: 
Therefore,  love  moderately;  long  love  doth  so: 
Too  swift  arrives  as  tardy  as  too  slow. 

Jiitsr  Juliet. 
Here  comes  the  lady ;— O,  so  li^ht  a  foot 
Will  ne'er  wear  out  the  everlasting  flint  * 
A  lover  may  bestride  the  gossamers 
That  idle  in  the  wanton  summer  air. 
And  yet  not  £&11;  so  light  is  vanity. 

JuL  Good  even  to  my  ghostly  confessor 

JPVi  Romeo  shall  thank  thee,  daughter,  for  urn 
both. 

Jul.  Asmuchtohim,elsearehisthankstoomiich. 

Bonu  Ah,  Juliet,  if  the  measure  of  thy  joy 
Be  heap'd  like  mine,  and  that  thy  skill  be  more 
To  blazon  it,  then  sweeten  with  thy  breath 
This  neighbour  air,  and  let  rich  music^  tongue 
Unfold  the  imagin'd  happiness  that  both 
Receive  in  either  by  this  dear  encounter. 

•AiZ.  Conceit,  more  rich  in  matter  than  in  WQrd&, 
Brags  of  his  substance,  not  of  ornament : 
They  are  but  beggars  that  can  count  their  worth ; 
But  my  true  love  is  grown  to  such  excess, 
1  cannot  sum  up  half  my  sum  of  wealth. 

FrL  Come,  come,  with  me,  and  we  will  make 
short  work ; 
For,  by  your  leaves,  yoa  shall  not  stay  alone. 
Till  holy  chureh  inooroorate  two  in  one.  [F 
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ACT  in. 


8CBKE  L— ^  jmbUe  Place, 


EtOer  Mebcotio,  BEiryouo,  Page,  and  SerTants. 

Ben.  I  pray  thee,  good  Meroutio,  let*8  retire; 
The  Any  u  hot,  tlie  Capolets  abroad, 
And.  if  we  meet,  we  shall  not  'scape  a  brawl ; 
For  now,  these  hot  dnys,  is  the  mad  blood  stirring. 

Mer,  Thoa  art  like  one  of  those  fellows,  that, 
when  he  enters  the  confines  of  a  tavern,  claps  me 
his  sword  upon  the  Uble,  and  sa^  Qod  send  me 
no  need  of  thee  I  and,  bv  the  operation  of  the  second 
cap,  draws  it  on  the  drawer,  when,  indeed,  there 
is  no  needl 

Ben,  Am  I  like  such  a  fellow? 

Mer,  Comcj  come,  thoa  art  as  hot  ft  Jack  in  thy 
mood  as  any  m  Italy ;  and  as  soon  moved  to  be 
moody,  and  as  soon  moody  to  be  moved. 

Ben,  And  what  to? 

Mer.  Nay,  an  there  were  two  sach,  we  should 
have  none  shortly,  fur  one  woald  kill  the  other. 
Thoa !  why  thou  wilt  quarrel  with  ft  man  that 
hath  a  hair  more,  or  a  hair  less,  in  his  beard,  than 
thou  hast.  Thou  Mrilt  qoarrel  witli  a  man  for  crack- 
ing nats,  having  no  otner  reason  bat  because  thou 
hast  hazel  eyes.  What  eye,  but  such  an  eye,  would 
spy  oot  such  a  qoarrel  ?  Thy  head  is  as  full  of 
quarrels,  as  an  egg  is  fhll  of  meat;  and  yet  thy 
bead  hath  been  Witen  as  addle  as  an  egg,  for 
quarrelling.  Thou  hast  quarrelled  with  a  man  for 
coughing  m  the  street,  because  he  bath  wakened 
thy  dog  that  hath  lain  asleep  in  the  sun.  Didst 
thou  not  fall  out  with  a  tailor  for  wearing  his  new 
doublet  before  Easter?  with  another,  for  tying 
his  new  shoes  with  old  riband?  and  yet  thoa  wilt 
tutor  me  from  quarrelling! 

Ben.  An  I  were  so  apt  to  quarrel  as  thoa  art, 
any  man  should  buy  the  fee-simple  of  my  life  for 
an  hour  and  a  quarter. 

Uer,  The  fee-simple?  O  simple  I 

Enter  Tn^AUt  and  oihert, 

Ben,  By  my  head,  here  come  the  Cftpulets. 

Mcr,  By  my  hoel,  I  care  not 

Tyb,  Follow  me  close,  for  1  will  speak  to  them. 
Gentlemen,  good  den :  a  word  with  one  of  you. 

Mer.  And  but  one  word  with  one  of  us?  Couple 
it  with  something ;  make  it  a  word  and  a  blow. 

Tyb,  You  shall  find  me  apt  enough  to  that,  sir, 
ftD  voa  will  gire  me  occasion. 

Mer.  Could  you  not  take  some  occasion  without 
givmg  ? 

2'(/6.  Mercatio,thoa  oonsortest  with  Romeo, — 

Mer,     Consort!    what,  dost   thou    make    as 
minstrels! 
ftn  thou  make  minstrelf  of  us,  look  to  hear  nothing 
but  disoords:  here's  my  fiddlestick;  here's  that 
shall  make  you  dance.    *Zound.>^,  consort  I 

Ben,  We  talk  here  in  the  public  haunt  of  men: 
Either  withdraw  unto  some  private  place. 
Or  rea.H0ii  coldly  of  your  grievnnces, 
Or  el«e  depart ;  here  all  eyes  gaze  on  us.  ! 

Mer,  Men's  eyes  were  nuule  to  look,  and  let 
them  gaze ; 
I  will  not  budge  for  no  man's  pleasure,  I. 

Enter  Koumc^ 

lyb.  Well,  peace  be  with  yoo,  sir!  here  comet 

my  man. 
Mer,  But  111  be  hang'd,  sir,  if  he  wear  your 

livery: 


Marry,  go  before  to  field,  hell  be  yoor  foUowei ; 
Tour  worship  in  that  sense,  may  coll  him — man. 

Tyb.  Komeo,  the  love  I  bear  thee  can  afford 
No  better  term  than  this  —Thou  art  a  villain. 

Rom,  Tvbalt,  the  reason  that  I  have  to  love  thee 
Doth  mucn  excuse  the  appertaining  rage 
To  such  ft  greeting: — Yiliain  am  I  none; 
Therefore,  tarewell ;  I  see  thou  know'st  me  not 

Tt^,  Bov,  this  shall  not  excuse  the  ii^uriet 
That  thou  hast  done  me ;  therefore  tarn  and  draw. 

Rom,  I  do  protest,  I  never  injured  thee ; 
But  love  thee  better  than  thou  canst  devise, 
Till  thoa  shalt  know  the  reason  of  my  love: 
And  so,  good  Capulet, — which  name  I  tender 
As  dearly  as  mine  own, — be  satisfied. 

Mer.  O  calm,  dishonourable,  vile  sabmission ! 
AUa  stoccata  carries  it  away.  [Draws, 

Tybalt,  vou  rat-catcher,  will  yon  walk? 

2)^,  What  wouldst  thoa  have  with  me? 

Mer,  Qood  king  of  cats,  nothing,  but  one  of  your 
nine  lives;  that  I  mean  to  make  bold  withal,  and, 
as  you  shall  use  me  hereafter,  dry-beat  the  rest  of 
the  eight.  Will  you  pluck  your  sword  out  of  his 
pilcher  by  the  ears?  make  haste,  lest  mine  be  about 
your  ears  ere  it  be  out. 

7\fb,  I  am  for  you.  [Drawing, 

Rom,  Gentle  Mercutio,  put  thy  rapier  up. 

Mer,  Come,  sir,  your  passado.  [  TheyfighL 

Rom,  Draw,  Benvolio.  Beat  down  their  weapons. 
Gentlemen,  for  shame,  forbear  this  outrage ; 
Tybalt,  Mercutio,  the  prince  expressly  hath 
Forbidden  bandying  in  Verona  streets. 
Hold  Tybalt— ffood  Mercutio— 

[Exeunt  Tybalt  and  kU  Partisans. 

Mer,  I  am  hart. — 
A  plague  o'  both  the  houses ! — I  am  sped : 
Is  ne  gone,  and  hath  nothing? 

Ben,  What,  art  thou  hart  ? 

Mer,  Ay,  ay,  a  scratch,  a  scratch ;  marry,  'tis 
enough. — 
Where  is  my  page?— go,  viUam,  fetch  a  surgeon. 

[-Eo^Page. 

Rom,  Courage,  man ;  the  hart  cannot  be  much. 

Mer,  No,  *tis  not  so  deep  as  a  well,  nor  so  wide 
as  a  eharch  door;  but  'tis  enough,  'twill  serve: 
askior  me  to-morrow,  and  you  shall  find  me  a  grave 
num.  I  am  peppered,  I  warrant,  for  this  world.— 
A  pUgue  o'  Doth  your  houses!— What,  a  dog,  a 
rat,  a  mouse,  a  cat,  to  scratch  a  man  to  death!  a 
bragffart,  a  rogue,  a  villain,  that  fights  by  the  book 
of  arithmetiol — Why,  the  devil,  came  you  between 
OS?  I  was  hurt  under  your  arm. 

Rom,  I  thought  all  for  the  best. 

Mer,  Help  me  into  some  house,  Benvolio, 
Or  I  shall  faint. — A  phigue  o*  both  your  houses. 
They  have  made  worms' meat  of  me: 
I  have  it,  and  soundly  too : — Your  houses. 

[Exeunt  Mebcutio  and  Benvolio. 

Rom,  This  gentleman,  the  prince's  near  ally 
My  verv  friend,  hath  got  his  mortal  hurt 
In  my  behalf;  my  reputation  staiu'd 
With  Tybalt's  sUnder,  Tvbalt,  that  an  boor 
Hath  been  my  ooosin.— 0  sweet  Juliet, 
Thy  beauty  hath  made  me  effeminate, 
And  in  my  temper  soften 'd  valour's  steel. 

Re-enter  BEinrouo. 
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Botiu  Tbisdaj'i  bUck  fiiteon  more  days  doth 
depend : 
TUb  but  begins  the  woe,  others  most  end. 

Bb-aOer  Ttbalt. 

Bean,  Here  oomes  the  farions  Tybalt  back  again. 

.fiom.  Alive  I  in  triampbl  and  Hercutio  slain! 
Away  to  heaven,  respective  lenity, 
And  fire^yed  fury  be  mj  conduct  now  I— 
Now,  Tybalt,  take  the  xnUain  back  again. 
That  late  thoa  gav*st  me;  for  Meroaiio's  soul 
Is  but  a  little  way  above  oor  heads, 
Staving  for  thine  to  keep  him  company ; 
Either  thou,  or  I,  or  both,  most  go  with  him. 

T^,  Thoo,  wretched  boy,  that  didst  consort 
him  here, 
Shalt  with  him  hence. 

Bmi,  This  shall  determine  that 

[They fight:  TYBALx/ifls. 

Bm.  Romeo,  away,  be  gone* 
The  citizens  are  np,  and  Tybalt  slain :  • 
Stand  not  amaz'd:— the  prince  will  doom  theedeath. 
If  thoo  art  taken :— hence  I— be  gone  I— away  I 

Bom,  Oh  I  1  am  fortune'^  fool  I 

BeiL  Why  dost  thou  stay  ? 

[Exit  KOMBO. 
Enter  Citizens,  &o. 

1  at.  Which  way  ran  he,  that  kiirdMercutio? 
Tybalt,  that  murderer,  which  way  ran  he  ? 

Ben,  There  lies  that  Tybalt. 

1  OU.  Up,  sir,  go  with  me; 

I  charge  thee  in  the  prince's  name,  obey. 

Enter  Pbince  attended;  Momtaoub,  Capulet, 
their  Wives,  and  others, 

Prin,  Where  are  the  vile  beginners  of  this  fray? 
Ben.  0  nuble  prince,  I  can  discover  all 
The  unluckv  manage  of  this  fatal  brawl : 
There  lies  the  man  slain  by  young  Romeo, 
That  slew  thy  kinsman,  brave  Mercutio. 
La,  Cap.  Tybalt,  my  eousini  O  my  brother^ 

child  I 
0  prince,— 0  cousin,— husband, — the  blood  if 

spiird 
Of  my  dear  kinsman !  —  Prince,  as  thou  art  true. 
For  blood  of  ours,  shed  blood  of  Montague.  - 
O  cousin,  cousin  I 
Prin,  Benvolio,  who  began  this  tnj? 
Ben,  Tybalt,  here  slain,  whom  Romeo's  hand 

did  slav; 
Romeo  that  spoke  him  &ir,  bade  him  bethink 
How  nice  the  quarrel  was,  and  urg'd  witlial 
Your  high  displeasure:— All  this— uttered 
With  gentle  breath,  calm  look,  knees  humbly 

bow'd,— 
Could  not  take  truce  with  the  unruly  spleen 
Of  Tybalt,  deaf  to  peace,  but  that  he  tilts 
With  piercing  steel  at  bold  Mercutio's  breast; 
Who,  all  as  hot,  turns  deadly  point  to  point, 
And,  with  a  martial  scorn,  with  one  hand  beats 
(/old  death  aside,  and  with  the  other  sends 
It  back  to  Tybalt,  'whose  dexterity 
Retorts  it :  Romeo  he  cries  aloud. 
Hold  friends  I  friends,  parti  and  swifter  than  his 

tongue, 
His  agile  arm  beats  down  their  fatal  points. 
And  twixt  them  rushes;  underneath  whose  arm 
An  envious  thrust  from  Tybalt  hit  the  life 
Of  stout  Mercutio,  and  tlien  Tvbalt  fled: 
But  by  and  by  comes  hnok  to  Romeo, 
Who  had  but  newly  entertainM  revenge, 
And  to*t  they  go  like  lightning;  for,  ere  I 
Oould  draw  to  oart  them,  was  stout  Tybalt  slain ; 


And  aa  he  fell,  did  Romeo  torn  and  fly  t 
This  is  the  truth,  or  let  Benvolio  die. 

La.  Cap,  He  is  a  kinsman  to  the  Montague, 
Affection  makes  him  false,  he  speaks  not  true  * 
Some  twenty  of  them  fought  in  this  black  strife. 
And  all  those  twenty  could  but  kill  one  life:^ 
I  beg  for  justice,  which  thou,  prince,  must  give ; 
Romeo  slew  Tybalt,  liomeo  must  not  live. 

Prin,  Romeo  slew  him,  he  slew  Mercutio ; 
Who  now  the  price  of  his  dear  blood  doth  owe? 

Man,  Not  Romeo,  prince,  he  was  Mercutio^ 
friend; 
His  &ult  concludes  but,  what  the  law  should  end. 
The  life  of  Tybalt. 

Prin,  And  for  that  offencCi 

Immediately  we  do  exile  him  hence: 
I  have  an  interest  in  your  haters  proceeding. 
My  blood  for  your  rude  brawls  doth  Ilea  bleeding, 
But  111  amerce  vou  with  so  strong  a  fine, 
That  you  shall  all  rei  ent  the  loss  of  mine: 
I  will  be  deaf  to  pleading  and  excuses ; 
Nor  tears,  nor  prayers,  shall  purdiase  out  abuses, 
Therefore  use  none :  let  Romeo  hence  in  haste, 
Else,  when  he*s  found,  that  hour  is  his  last. 
Bear  hence  his  body,  and  attend  our  will : 
Mercy  but  murders,  pardonmg  those  that  kill. 

[EaoamL 

SCENE  IL— ^  Bam  m  Capnlet^  Souse 
Enter  JvhiErr. 
JuU  Gallop  apace,  you  fiery-footed  steeds, 
Towards  Phoebus'  lodging ;  such  a  waggonei 
As  Phaeton  would  whip  yon  to  the  west, 
And  bring  in  cloudy  night  immediately. — 
Spread  thy  close  curtain,  love-perfurming  night! 
That,  unawares,  eyes  may  wink;  and  Romeo 
Leap  to  these  arms,  untalk^d  of  and  unseen!- 
Lovers  can  see  to  do  their  amorous  rites 
By  their  own  beauties :  or,  if  love  be  blind, 
It  best  agrees  with  night.— Come,  civil  night, 
Thou  sober-suited  matron,  all  in  black. 
And  learn  me  how  to  lose  a  winning  match, 
Play'd  for  a  pair  of  stainless  maideimoods : 
Hood  my  unmannM  blood  bating  in  my  cheeks, 
With  thy  black  mantle;  till  strange  love,  grown 

bold. 
Think  true  love  acted,  simple  modesty. 
Come,  night  I— Come,  Romeo  I  come,  thou  day  in 

night  I 
For  thou  wilt  lie  upon  the  wings  of  night 
Whiter  than  new  snow  upon  a  raven  s  back.— 
Come,  gentle  night ;  come,  lovinij^,  black-browM 

night, 
Giye  me  my  Romeo :  and,  when  he  shall  die, 
Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  stars, 
And  he  will  make  the  face  of  henven  so  fine, 
That  all  the  world  will  be  in  love  with  night, 
And  pay  no  worship  to  the  garish  sun. 
O,  I  have  bought  the  mansion  of  a  love. 
But  not  possess 'd  it;  and,  though  I  am  sold^ 
Not  yet  enjov'd  :  so  tedious  is  this  day. 
As  is  the  night  before  some  festival 
To  an  impatient  child,  that  hath  new  robes 
And  may  not  wear  them.   0,  here  comes  my  nurse, 
Enter  Nurse,  vnth  cord*. 

And  she  brings  news ;  and  every  tongue,  that  speaks 
But  Romeo's  name,  speaks  heavenly  eloquence.— 
Now,  nurse,  what  news?    What  hast  thou  there? 

the  cords, 
That  Romeo  bade  thee  fetch  ? 
Nurse,  Ay,  ay,  the  cords. 

Digitized  byf^***"****"**^ 


ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 


817 


/«(.  Ah  me!  what  Dews!  why  dost  thou  wring 
thy  bands? 
KfStf.  Ah  well-srdvf  I  he'b  dead,  he^  dead,  he% 
dead! 
We  are  niidone,  lady,  we  are  undone  I — 
Alack  the  day  I  -he^  gone,  he's  kiird,  he*8  dead ! — 

JuL  Can  hearen  be  so  envious  ? 

Nurte.  Romeo  can, 

Though  heaven  cannot:- O  Romeo,  Romeo  I— 
Whoever  would  have  thonght  it?-  Romeo  I 

JuL  What  devil  art  thou,  that  dost  torment  me 
thus? 
This  torture  should  be  roar*d  in  dismal  hell. 
Hath  Romeo  slain  himself?  say  thou  but  i. 
And  that  bare  vowel  /  shall  poison  more 
Than  the  death-darting  eye  of  cockatrice : 
I  am  not  I,  if  there  be  such  an  /; 
Or  those  eyes  shut,  that  make  thee  answer,  /. 
If  he  be  slain,  say—/;  or  if  not,  no: 
Brief  sounds  determine  of  my  weal  or  woe. 

Nvne,  I  saw  the  woond,  I  saw  it  with  mine 
eyes,— 
God  save  the  mark!  -  here  on  his  manly  breast : 
A  piteous  corse,  a  bloody  piteous  corse; 
Pale,  pale  as  ashes,  all  bedanb'd  in  blood, 
All  in  gore  blood ;— I  swoonded  at  the  sight. 

JwL  0  break,  my  heart!— poor  bankrout,  break 
at  once! 
To  prison,  eyes !  ne*er  look  on  liberty ! 
Vile  earth,  to  earth  resign ;  end  motion  here ; 
And  thou  and  Romeo  press  one  heavy  bier! 

yw$e.  O  Tybalt,  Tvbal^  the  best  friend  I  had! 
Oooorteoos  Tybalt!  honest  gentleman  I 
That  ever  I  should  live  to  see  thee  dead ! 

JuL  What  storm  is  this,  that  blows  so  contrary  V 
Is  Romeo  slaughtered ;  and  is  Tybalt  dead  ? 
My  dearest  cousin,  and  my  dearer  lord  ? 
Then,  dreadful  trumpet,  sound  the  gi-neral  doom  I 
For  who  id  living;,  it  those  two  are  gone? 

Nurm,  Tybalt  is  ^ne.  and  Romeo  banished ; 
Borneo,  that  kill'd  him,  he  is  banishU 

JuL  O  Uod !  -  did  Romeo's  hand  shed  Tybalfs 
blood? 

JTune.  It  did,  it  did ;  alas  the  day!  it  did. 

JuL  O  serpent  heart,  hid  with  a  flowVing  face! 
Did  ever  dragon  keep  so  fiUr  a  cave? 
Beautiful  tyrant!  fiend  angelical! 
Dove-feather'd  raven!  wo! vish-ravening  Iambi 
Despised  substance  of  divinest  show ! 
Just  opposite  to  what  thou  justly  seem*st, 
A  damned  saint,  an  honourable  villain  I— 
O,  nature  I  what  had^t  thou  to  do  in  hell, 
When  thou  didst  bower  the  spirit  of  a  fiend 
In  mortal  paradise  of  sudi  sweet  flesh?— 
Was  ever  book  containing  such  vile  matter 
80  fairly  bound?  O,  that  deceit  should  dwell 
In  such  a  gorgeous  palace! 

A'lcTK.  There's  no  trust. 

No  fiuth,  no  honesty  in  men ;  all  perjur'd. 
All  forsworn,  all  nought^  all  dissemblers.- 
Ah,  whera'b  mv  man  ?  give  me  some  aqua  vUcb: 
Thase  griefs,  these  woes,  these  sorrows  make  me 

old. 
Shame  come  to  Borneo  I 

JuL  BIister*d  be  thy  tongue, 

For  such  a  wish  I  he  was  not  bom  to  shame: 
Upon  his  brow  shame  is  asham'd  to  sit ; 
For  *tis  a  throne  where  honour  may  be  crowned 
Bole  monarch  of  the  aniveml  earth. 
O,  what  a  t>east  was  I  to  chide  at  him! 

Jiwr$u  Will  yon  speak  well  of  him  that  kill'd 
TOUT  cousin? 

JwL  SbtUX  apeak  Ulofhhn  that  U  my  htubtnd? 


Ah,  poor  my  lord,  what  tongue  shall  imooth  thv 

name 
When  I,  thy  three-hours*  wife,  haye  mangled  it? 
But,  wherefore,  villain,  didst  thou  kill  my  cousin? 
That  vilUiin  cousin  would  have  kill'd  my  husband: 
Back,  foi^lish  tears,  back  to  your  native  sprint; 
Your  tributary  drops  belong  to  woe, 
Which  you,  mistaking,  offer  up  to  joy. 
My  husband  lives,  that  Tybalt  would  have  silaln ; 
And  Tybalt  dead,  that  would  have  slain  my  hus 

band: 
All  this  is  comfort :  Wherefore  weep  I  then  ? 
Some  word  there  was,  worser  Uian  Tybalt's  deatl 
That  murder'd  me:  I  would  forget  It  £uu; 
But,  O I  it  presses  to  my  memory, 
Like  damned  guilty  deeds  to  sinners'  minds. 
TtfbaU  is  dead,  and  Borneo — banished; 
Thtit — banished,  that  one  word— ^omsftedL 
Hath  slain  ten  thousand  Tybalts.    Tybalt'^  dlutii 
Was  woe  enough,  if  it  had  ended  there : 
Or, — if  sour  woe  delights  in  fellowship, 
And  neediy  will  be  rauk'd  with  other  gT/e&, — 
Why  follow'd  not,  when  she  said — Tybalt's  dead. 
Thy  father,  or  thy  mother,  nay,  or  both, 
Which  modem  lamentation  might  have  mov^? 
3ut  with  a  rear-ward  following  Tybalt^  dttth, 
Borneo  is  banished^— to  speak  that  word. 
Is  father,  mother,  Tybsit,  Romeo,  Juliet, 
All  slain,  all  dead:— Borneo  is  banished, — 
There  is  no  end,  no  limit,  measure,  bound, 
In  that  word's  death;  no  words  can  that  woe 

sonnd. — 
Where  Is  my  father  an^my  mother,  nurse? 

Nurse,  Weeping  and  waihng  over  "Tybalt's  corse: 
Will  yon  go  to  them?  I  will  brin^  you  thither. 
JuL  Wash  they  his  wounds  with  tears?  mine 

shall  be  spent. 
When  theirs  are  dry,  for  Romeo^  banishment. 
Take  upthose  cords :— Poor  rop'tf,  you  are  b^uird. 
Both  you  and  I;  for  Romeo  is  exil'd: 
He  made  you  for  a  highway  to  my  bed ; 
But  I,  a  maid,  die  maiden-widowed. 
Come,  cord;  oome  nurse:  111  to  my  weddine bed 
And  death,  not  Romeo,  take  my  maidenhead ! 

Nurse,  Uie  to  your  cliaraber:  I'll  find  Romeo 
To  comfort  you:  —I  wot  well  where  he  ii 
Hark  ye,  your  Romeo  will  be  here  at  night ; 
I'll  to  him ;  he  is  hid  at  Laurence*  cell. 
JuL  O  find  him!  give  this  ring  to  my  true 

knight, 
And  bid  him  oome  to  take  his  last  ikrewell.  [Exeunt 

8CENE  IIL— Friar  Laurence^  OdL 
Enter  Friar  Laueencb  and  Romeo. 

Fri,  Romeo,  come  forth ;  come  forth,  thoa  fear- 
ful man ; 
Affliction  b  enamour^  of  thy  parts. 
And  thou  art  wedded  to  calamity. 

Bom,  Father,  what  news?  what  is  the  prinoe% 
doom? 
What  sorrow  craves  acquaintance  at  my  band, 
That  I  yet  know  not? 

FrL  Too  familiar 

Is  my  dear  son  with  such  sour  company : 
I  bring  thee  tiduigs  of  the  prince's  aoom. 

Bom,  What  less  than  dooms-day  is  the  prince^ 
doom? 

FrL  A  gentler  juds:ment  vanished  firom  his  lips. 
Not  body's  death,  but  body's  banishment 

Rom,  Ha!  bani:»hment?  bemerdfnl,  say— death. 


For  exile  hath  more  terror  in  hb  look. 
Much  more  than  death:  do  not  say— .Mnishm< 
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^H.  Here  from  Yerona  art  tboo  baniah'd ; 
Be  patient,  for  the  world  is  broad  and  wide. 

Mm,  There  is  no  world  without  Verona's  walls, 
But  par^atorj,  torture^  hell  itself. 
Hence-banish*d  is  baubh*d  from  the  world. 
And  world's  exile  is  death:— then  banished 
Is  death  mis-term'd.    Calling  death  banishment, 
Thoa  cutt'st  my  head  off  with  a  gulden  axe. 
And  smir.st  upon  the  stroke  that  mariiers  roe. 

jFH.  0  deadly  sin!  O  rude  unthankfulnessl 
Thy  fault  our  Uw  calls  death ;  but  the  kind  prince, 
Taking  thy  part,  hath  rush'd  aside  the  law, 
And  turned  that  black  word  death  to  banishment 
This  is  dear  mercy,  and  bou  seest  it  not. 

Bom.  Tis  torture,  and  not  mercy:  heaven  is  here, 
Where  Juliet  lives ;  and  every  cat,  and  dog. 
And  little  mouse,  every  unworthy  thing, 
Live  here  in  heaven,  and  may  look  on  her, 
But  Romeo  may  not.  —More  validity. 
More  honourable  state,  more  courtship  lives 
In  carrion  flies,  than  Kumeo :  they  may  seize 
On  the  white  wonder  of  dear  Juliet's  hand. 
And  steal  immortal  blessing  from  her  lips; 
Who,  even  in  pure  and  vestal  niodesty, 
8till  blush,  as  thinking  their  own  kisses  sin  ; 
This  may  flies  do,  when  I  from  this  must  fly — 
(And  say'st  thou  yet,  that  exile  is  not  death} — 
But  Romeo  may  not,  he  is  banished. 
Hadst  thou  no  poison  raix'd,  no  sharp-^jound  knife, 
No  sudden  mean  of  death,  though  ne'er  so  mean. 
But — banished^to  kill  me ;  banished  ? 
O  friar,  the  damned  use  that  word  in  hell ; 
Howlings  attend  it :  Uovp  hast  thou  the  heart. 
Being  a  divine,  a  ghostly  con  essor, 
A  sin-absolver,  and  my  friend  profess'd. 
To  maiigie  me  with  that  word— banished? 

Dri,  Thou  fond  mad  man,  hear  me  a  little  speak. 

Bom.  0,  thou  wilt  speak  again  of  banishment 

FrL  ril  give  thee  armour  to  keep  off  that  word; 
Adversity's  sweet  milk,  philosophy, 
To  comfort  thee,  though  thou  art  banii^hed. 

Bom,  Yet  banished?-  Bang  up  philosophy  I 
Unless  philosophy  can  make  a  Juliet, 
Dlsplant  a  town,  reverse  a  prince's  doom ; 
It  helps  not,  it  prevails  not,  talk  no  more. 

jpri  0,  then  I  see  that  madmen  have  no  ears. 

Bom,  How  should  they,  when  that  wise  men 
have  no  eyes? 

FVL  Let  me  dispute  with  thee  of  thy  estate. 

Bom,  Thou  canst  not  speak  of  what  thoa  dost  not 
feel: 
Wert  thou  as  young  as  I,  Juliet  thy  love, 
An  hour  bat  marricMl,  Tybalt  murdered, 
Doting  like  me,  and  like  me  banished. 
Then  might'st  thou  speak,  then  might*st  thoa  tear 

thy  hair. 
And  fall  upon  the  ground,  as  I  do  now, 
Taking  the  measure  of  an  unmade  grave. 

FH,  Arise;  one  knocks ;  good  Romeo  hide  thy- 
self. [Knocking  witJiin, 

Bom,  Not  I ;  unless  the  breath  of  heartsick 
groans. 
Mist-like,  enfold  me  from  the  search  of  eyes, 


Fri,  Hark,  how  they  knockl— Who's  there?— 
Komeo,  arise ; 
Thou  wilt  be  taken :— Stay  a  while ;— stand  up ; 

[Knocking, 
Run  to  my  study :— By  and  by :—  God's  will  1 
What  simpleness  b  this?— I  oome,  I  come. 

[Knocking, 
Who  knocks  so  hard  ?  whence  come  yoa  ?  what's 
year  will  ? 


NunclWithm,]  Let  me  come  in,«nd  you  ahall 
know  my  errand ; 
I  come  from  Lady  Juliet. 
FrL  Welcome  than. 

Enter  Nurse. 

Nwrsfi.  O  holy  friar,  0,  tell  me,  holy  friar. 
Where  is  my  lady's  lord,  where's  Romeo  ? 

Fri,  There  on  the  ground,  with  his  own  tetn 
made  drunk. 

Nurse,  O  he  is  even  in  my  mistress*  case, 
Just  in  her  case  I 

Fri,  0  woful  sympathy  1 

Piteous  predicament  1 

Nurse,  Even  so  lies  she, 

Blubbering  and  weeping,  weeping  and  blabber 

ing:— 
Stand  up,  stand  up ;  stand,  an  yon  be  a  man : 
For  Juliet's  sake,  for  her  sake,  rise  and  stand ; 
Why  should  you  fall  into  so  deep  an  0  ? 

Bom,  Nurse! 

Nurae.  Ah  sir!  ah  sir  I— Well  deaths  the  end 
of  all. 

Bom,  Spak'st  thoa  of  Juliet?  how  is  it  with  her? 
Doth  not  she  think  me  an  old  murderer. 
Now  I  have  stain'd  the  childhood  of  our  joy  . 
With  blood  remov'd  but  little  from  her  own? 
Where  b  she  V  and  bow  doth  she  ?  and  what  says 
My  conceal 'd  lady  to  oar  cancell'd  love? 

Nurae,  0,  she  says  nothing,  sir,  but  weeps  and 
weeps: 
And  now  falls  on  her  bed ;  and  then  starts  up 
And  Tybalt  calls ;  and  then  on  Romeo  cries, 
And  then  doivn  falls  again. 

Bom,  As  if  that  name, 

Shot  from  the  deadly  level  of  a  gun. 
Did  murder  her ;  as  that  name's  cursed  hand 
Murder 'd  her  kinsman. — 0  toll  me,  friar,  tell  me, 
In  what  vile  part  of  this  anatomy 
Doth  my  name  lodge?  tell  me,  that  I  ma^  sack 
The  hateful  mansion.  [Drawi  kia  swont, 

FrL  Hold  thy  desperate  hand : 

Art  thoa  a  man?  thy  form  cries  out  thoa  art; 
Thy  tears  are  womanish :  thy  wild  acts  denote 
The  unreasonable  fury  or  a  beast : 
Unseemly  woman,  in  a  seeming  man  I 
And  ill-beseeming  beast,  in  seeming  both  1 
Thou  bast  araaz'd  me :  by  my  holy  order, 
I  thought  thy  disposition  better  tempered. 
Hast  thou  sUiin  Tybalt?  wilt  thou  slay  thyself? 
And  slay  thy  lady  that  in  thy  life  lives. 
By  doing  damned  hate  up<m  thyself? 
Why  rail'st  thoa  on  thy  birth,  the  heaveii,  ano 

earth? 
Since  birth,  and  heaven,  and  earth,  all  three  do 

meet 
In  thee  at  once ;  which  thoa  at  once  wooldst  lose 
Fie,  fie!  thou  sbara'st  thy  shape,  thy  love,  thy  wit; 
Which,  like  an  usurer,  abound'st  in  all, 
And  usest  none  in  thut  true  use  indeed 
Which  would  bedeck  thy  shape,  thy  love,  thy  wit 
Thy  noble  shape  is  but  a  form  of  wax, 
Disjessing  from  the  valour  of  a  man : 
Thy  dear  love  sworn,  but  hollow  perjury, 
Killing  that  love  which  thou  hast  vow'd  to  cherish 
Thy  wit,  that  ornament  to  shaue  and  love, 
Mis-shapen  in  the  conduct  of  them  both. 
Like  powder  in  a  skil-less  soldier^s  flask. 
Is  set  on  fire  by  thine  own  ignorance. 
And  thou  dismember 'd  with  thine  own  defence. 
What,  rouse  the«,  man!  thy  Juliet  is  alive. 
For  whose  de  ir  sake  thou  wast  but  lately  dead; 
There  art  thou  happv :  Tybalt  would  kill  thm^ 
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Bat  thoa  dew^t  TjlMlt ;  there  trt  thou  happy : 
The   Uw.   thftt  threaten'd  death,   became  thj 

friend, 
And  turned  it  to  exile;  there  art  thou  happy: 
A  pack  of  blessing  lights  upon  thy  back; 
Happiness  courts  thee  in  her  best  array; 
But,  like  a  misbehaved  and  sullen  wench, 
Thou  puttCHt  up  thy  fortune  and  thy  love: 
Take  heed,  take  heed,  for  such  die  miserable, 
Go,  get  thee  to  thy  love ;  as  was  decreed. 
Ascend  her  chamber,  hence  and  comfort  her; 
But,  look  thou  stay  not  till  the  watch  be  sot, 
For  then  thou  canst  not  pass  to  Mantua ; 
Where  thou  shalt  live,  till  we  can  find  a  time 
To  blaze  your  marriage,  reconcile  your  friends, 
Beg  pardon  of  thy  prince,  and  call  thee  back 
With  twenty  hundred  thousand  times  more  joy 
Than  thou  went'st  forth  in  lamentation. 
Oo,  before,  nurse :  commend  me  to  thy  lady ; 
And  bid  her  liasten  all  the  house  to  bed. 
Which  heavy  sorrow  makes  them  apt  unto: 
Romeo  is  coming. 

Nwnc  0  Lord,  I  could  have  staid  here  all  the 
night, 
To  hear  good  counsel :  0,  what  learning  isl— 
My  lord,  i  11  tell  my  lady  yon  will  come. 

Emn.  Do  so,  and  bid  my  sweet  prepare  to  chide. 

Nune,  Here,  sir,  a  ring  she  bid  me  give  you, 
sir: 
Hie  you,  make  haste,  for  it  grows  very  late. 

[Exit  Nurse. 

Bom,  How  well  my  comfort  is  reviv'd  by  this! 

FH,  Go  hence :  Good  night ;  and  here  stands 
all  your  state ; 
Either  begone  before  the  watch  be  set, 
Or  by  the  break  of  day  dis^uis*d  from  hence; 
Sojourn  in  Mantua :  1*11  tind  out  your  man. 
And  he  shall  sii^ntfy  from  time  to  time 
Every  good  hap  to  vou,  that  chances  here : 
Give  me  thy  hand ;  tis  late :  fiirewell ;  good  night. 

Mom.  But  tliat  a  joy  past  joy  calls  out  on  me. 
It  were  a  grief  so  bnef  to  part  with  thee : 
Farewell.  [Eteunt, 

SCENE  IV.— ^  Boom  in  Capulet^  Eouae, 
Enter  Capulbt,  Lady  Capulet,  and  Pabis. 

Cap,  Things  have  &llen  out,  sir,  so  unluckily. 
That  we  have  had  no  time  to  move  our  daughter : 
Look  yon,  she  lov'd  her  kinsman  Tybalt  dearly, 
And  so  d  d  I ;— Well;  we  were  born  to  die. — 
Tis  very  late,  shell  not  come  down  to-night: 
I  promise  you,  but  for  your  company, 
I  would  have  been  a-bed  an  hour  ago. 

Jhtr,  These  times  of  woe  afford  no  time  to  woo ; 
Madam,   good   night:    commend   me    to  your 
£iughter 

La,  Cap,  I  will,  and  know  her  mind  early  to- 
morrow. 
To-night  sbe*s  mew'd  up  to  her  heaviness. 

Cap.  Sir  Paris,  I  will  make  a  desperate  tender 
Of  my  chiUrs  love:  I  think  she  will  ha  rul'd 
In  all  respects  by  me;  nay  more,  I  doubt  it  not. 
Wife,  ^  you  to  her  ere  yon  go  to  bed ; 
Acoiiaint  her  here  of  my  son  Paris*  love; 
Ana  bid  her,  mark  you  me,  on  Wednesday  next— 
But,  soft;  What  day  is  this? 

JPiar,  Monday,  my  lord. 

Cap,  Monday?   ha  I  ha  I  Well,  WecUiesday  is 
too  soon, 
0*  Thursday  let  it  be ;— O*  Thursday,  tell  her, 
She  shall  be  married  to  this  noble  earl:— 
Will  yon  bo  ready?  do  yon  like  this  haste? 
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Well  keep  no  great  ado;— a  friend  or  two  4 — 
For,  hark  you,  Tybalt  being  slain  so  late. 
It  may  be  thought  we  held  him  carelessly, 
Being  our  kinsman,  if  we  revel  much : 
Therefore  well  have  some  half  a  dozen  friends. 
And  there  an  end.   But  what  say  you  to  Thursday  ? 

iVir.  My  lord,  I  would  that  Thursday  were 
to-morrow. 

Ct^  Well,  get  yougone:— O'Thorsdajbe  it 
then : —  * 

Go  yon  to  Juliet  ere  ^ou  go  to  bed. 
Prepare  her,  wife,  against  this  wedding-day. — 
Farewell,  mjr  lord.— Light  to  my  chamber,  ho! 
Afore  me,  it  is  so  very  Ute,  that  we 
May  call  it  early  by  and  by :— Good  night  [Exeimi 

SCENE  v.— Xo^^  to  Jnliet^  Ckambar, 
Enter  Romeo  and  Jvurt, 

JuL  Wilt  thoo  be  gone?  it  is  not  yet  near  day: 
It  wss  the  nightingale,  and  not  the  hirk. 
That  pierc'd  the  fearful  hollow  of  thine  ear; 
Nightly  she  sings  on  yon  pomegranate-tree: 
Believe  me,  love,  it  was  the  nightingale. 

Bam,  It  was  the  lark,  the  herald  of  the  mom. 
No  nightingale:  look,  love,  what  envious  streaks 
Do  lace  the  severing  clouds  in  yonder  east: 
Night>  candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day 
Stands  tiptoe  on  the  misty  mountains'  tops ; 
I  must  be  gone  and  live,  or  stay  and  die. 

JuL  Yon  light  is  not  day-light,  I  know  it,  I : 
It  is  some  meteor  that  the  sun  exhales, 
To  be  to  thee  this  night  a  torch-bearer, 
And  light  thee  on  thv  way  to  Mantua: 
There^re  stay  yet,  thou  need^st  not  to  be  gone. 

Bom,  Let  me  be  ta'en,  let  me  be  put  to  oeath ; 
I  am  content,  so  thou  wilt  have  it  so. 
ril  say,  yon  grey  is  not  the  moming*s  eye, 
*Tis  but  the  pale  reflex  of  Cynthia's  brow ; 
Nor  that  is  not  the  lark,  whoee  notes  do  beat 
The  vaulty  heaven  so  high  above  our  heads : 
I  have  more  care  to  stay  than  will  to  ^;— 
Come,  death,  and  welcome  1 — Juliet  wills  itso.— • 
How  IVt,  my  seul  ?  let's  talk,  it  is  not  day. 

Jul.  It  is,  it  is,  hie  hence,  be  gone,  away; 
It  is  the  lark  that  sings  so  out  01  tune. 
Straining  harsh  discords,  and  unpleasing  sharps. 
Some  8av,  the  lark  makes  sweet  division ; 
This  doth  not  so,  for  she  divideth  ua: 
Some  sav,  the  lark  and  loathed  toad  change  eyes* 
0,  now  I  would  they  had  chang*d  voices  tool 
Since  arm  from  arm  that  voice  doth  ns  afKvy, 
Hunting  thee  hence  with  hunts-up  to  the  day. 
0,  now  oe  gone ;  more  light  and  light  it  grows. 

Bom,  More  light  and  light? — more  anrk  and 
dark  our  woes. 

iSrtter  Nnrseu 

Nurte,  Madam  I 
Jul,  Nurse? 

Nurte.  Your  lady  mother^  coming   to  your 
chamber: 
The  day  is  broke;  be  wary,  look  about. 

r£xti(  Nurse. 
JuL  Then,  window,  let  dav  in,  and  let  life  out 
Bom,   Farewell,  farewell  I   one  kiss,  and  111 
descend.  flioM.  descends. 

JuL  Art  thou  gone  so?  love!  lordl  ay— husband, 
friend  1 
I  most  hear  from  thee  every  day  i'  the  hour, 
For  in  a  minute  there  are  many  days: 
O I  bv  this  count  I  shall  be  much  in  years, 
Kr.  f  «c*in  behold  mj.  Rpme^^  GOOgk 
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Bom,  Farewell!  I  will  omit  no  opportnnitj 
That  may  oonyey  mj  greetings,  love,  to  thee. 

JvL  0,  think*8t  thou  we  shall  ever  meet  again? 

Bom,  I  doubt  it  not ;  and  ail  these  woes  shall 
serve 
For  sweet  discourses  in  our  time  to  come. 

JvL  0  God  1  I  have  an  ill-divining  soul ; 
If ethinks,  I  see  thee,  now  thou  art  so  low, 
As  one  dead  in  the  bottom  of  a  tomb: 
Bither  my^yesight  fails,  or  thou  look^st  pale. 

Bom,  And  trust  me,  love,  in  my  eja  so  do  7011 : 
^Tj  sorrow  drinks  our  blood.    Adieu  I  adieu! 

[Exit  RoMBO. 

JvL  O  fortune,  fortune  I  all  men  call  thee  fickle: 
If  thou  art  fickle,  what  dost  thou  with  him 
That  is  renowned  for  faith?  Be  fickle,  fortune ; 
For  then,  I  hope,  thou  wilt  not  keep  him  long, 
But  send  him  back. 

La,  Gov.  [  WHhxn,'\  Ho,  daughter!  are  70U  up? 

JvL  who  is*t  that  calls?  is  it  mj  ladj  mother? 
Is  she  not  down  so  late,  or  up  so  early? 
What  nnaocustomil  cause  procures  hei  hither  ? 

Enter  Lady  Cafulkt. 

Let,  Cap.  Why,  how  now,  Juliet  ? 
JvL  Madam,  I  am  not  well. 

La,  Cap,  Evermore  weeping  for  your  ooasin^s 
death? 
What,  wilt  thou  wash  him  firom  his  grave  with 

tears? 
An  if  thou  oouldst,  thon  oouldst  not  make  him 

Uve: 
Therefore,  have  done:  Mme  grief  shows  much  of 

love ; 
But  much  of  grief  shows  still  some  want  of  wit. 
JvL  Yet  let  me  weep  for  such  a  feeling  loss. 
La,  Cap,  So  shall  you  feel  the  loss,  but  not  the 
friend 
Which  you  weep  for. 

JvL  Feeling  so  the  loss, 

[  cannot  choose  but  ever  weep  the  friend. 
La,  C(m,  Well,  girl,  thou  weep'st  not  so  much 
for  his  death, 
As  that  the  villain  lives  which  slaughtered  him. 
JvL  What  villain, madam? 
La,  Cap,  That  same  villain,  Romeo. 
JvL  ^f  illain  and  he  be  many  miles  asunder. 
Qod  pardon  him !  I  do,  with  all  my  heart; 
And  yet  no  man,  like  he,  doth  grieve  my  heart. 
La,  Cap,  That  is,  because  the  traitor  lives. 
•T'ttL  Av,  madam,  from  the  reach  of  these  my 
hands. 
•Would,  none  but  I  might  vengemycousin^sdeathl 
La,  Cap,  We  will  have  vengeance  for  it,  fear 
thou  not: 
Then  weep  no  more.    Fll  send  to  one  in  Mantua, — 
Where  that  same  banished  runagate  doth  live. — 
Shall  give  him  such  an  unacc'istom^d  dram. 
That  he  shall  soon  keep  Tybalt  company : 
.  And  then  I  hope  thou  wilt  be  satisfied. 
JvL  Indeed,  I  never  shall  be  satisfied 
With  Romeo,  till  I  behold  him.    Dead^ 
Is  my  poor  heart,  so  for  a  kinsman  vex*d: 
Madam,  if  you  could  find  out  but  a  man 
To  bear  a  poison,  I  would  temjper  it; 
That  Romeo  should,  uoon  receipt  thereof. 
Soon  sleep  in  quiet.    0,  how  my  heart  abhors 
To  hear  him  nam 'd,— and  cannot  come  to  him, — 
To  wreak  the  love  i  bore  my  oonsin 
Upon  his  body  that  hath  slaughtered  him ! 
La,  Ct^.  Find  thou  the  means,  and  111  find  such 
a  num. 
But  now  111  tell  thee  joyful  tidings,  girL 


JvL  And  joy  oomes  well  in  such  a  needy  time 
Wliat  are  they,  I  beseech  your  ladyship  ? 

La,  Cap.  Well,  well,  thoa  hast  a  careftil  fktber 
child; 
One,  who,  to  put  thee  fW)m  thy  heaviness. 
Hath  sorted  out  a  sndden  day  of  joy. 
That  thou  expect'st  not,  nor  I  look'd  not  for. 

Jvl,  Madam,  in  happy  time,  what  day  is  that? 

La,  Cap.  Marry,  my  child,  early  next  Thursday 
mom, 
The  gallant,  young,  and  noble  gentlenum, 
The  county  Paris,  at  St.  Peter's  church. 
Shall  happily  make  thee  there  a  joyful  bride. 

JvL  Now,  by  St.  Peter's  church,  and  Peter  too 
He  shall  not  make  me  there  a  joyful  bride. 
I  wonder  at  this  haste ;  that  I  must  wed 
Ere  he,  that  should  be  husband,  comes  to  woo. 
I  pray  ynu  tell  my  lord  and  father,  madam, 
I  will  not  marry  yet;  and,  when  I  do,  I  swear, 
It  shall  be  Romeo,  whom  you  know  I  hate. 
Rather  than  Paris :— These  are  news  indeed  I 

La,  Cap,  Here  comes  yonr  father;  tell  him  so 
yourself, 
And  fee  how  he  will  take  it  at  your  hands. 

Unter  Cafui ST  and  'Kuise. 

Ccm,  When  the  sun  sets,  the  air  doth  drizzle  dew ; 
But  tor  the  sunset  of  my  brother's  son. 
It  rains  downright. — 

How  now?  a  conduit,  girl?  what,  still  in  tears? 
Evermore  showering  ?    In  one  little  body 
Thou  counterfeit'st  a  bark,  a  sea,  a  wind : 
For  still  thy  eyes,  which  I  may  call  the  sea, 
Do  ebb  ana  flow  with  tears ;  the  bark  thy  body  ia, 
Sailing  in  this  salt  flood;  the  wiiids,  thy  sighs; 
Who,    raging  with  thy  tears,  and  they  with  them,— 
Without  a  sudden  calm,  will  overset 
Thy  tempest-tossed  body. — How  now.  wife  ? 
Have  you  deliver'd  to  her  our  decree  r 

La,  Cap,  Ay,  sir;  but  she  will  none,  she  gives 
you  thanks. 
I  would  tne  fool  were  married  to  her  grave  I 

Cap,  Soft,  take  me  with  you,  take  me  with  yoo, 
wife. 
How,  will  she  none  ?  doth  she  not  give  us  thanks? 
Is  she  not  proud  ?  doth  she  not  count  her  blesa'd. 
Unworthy  as  she  is,  that  we  have  wrought 
So  worthy  a  gentlQpian  to  be  her  bridegroom? 

JvL  Not  proud,  you  have;  but  thankft^l,  that 
you  have : 
Proud  can  I  never  be  of  what  I  hate ; 
But  thankful  even  for  hate,  that  is  meant  love. 

Cap,  How  now !  bow  now,  chop-logic!     Wliat 
is  this? 
Proud,— and,  I  thank  you,— and,  I  thank  you 

not;— 
Thank  me  no  thankings,  nor  pond  me  no  prouds. 
But  settle  your  fine  joints  'gainst  Thursday  next, 
To  ffo  with  Paris  to  St.  Peter's  church, 
Or  I  will  drag  thee  on  a  hurdle  thither. 
Out,  you  green-sickness  carrion!  out,  yon  ba^ 

gage! 
Ton  tallow  face  I 

La  Cap,  Fie,  fie !  what,  are  you  mad  ? 

JvL  Good  father,  I  beseech  you  on  my  knees. 
Hear  me  with  patience  but  to  spenk  a  word. 

Cap,  Hang  thee,  young  baggage!  disobedient 
wretch ! 
I  tell  thee  what,— -get  thee  to  church  o'  Thnisday, 
Or  never  after  look  me  in  the  face: 
Speak  not,  reply  not,  do  not  answer  me ; 
My  fingers  itch. — Wife,  we  scarce  thon^t  na 
bless'd. 
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But  n       1***^  lent  us  bnt  thia  only  child; 
And  th^     *®®  ^'***  ^"*  ^  °"®  ^^^^^  much, 
Oiifc  «^*J  ^®  ^a^*e  a  c««'»*o  "»  having  her: 

Jj^W,hUdingI 
YouT**"  God  in  heaven  bless  her  !— 

Can^  *o  blame,  my  lord,  to  rate  her  so. 

^*v>»  And  why,  my  lady  wisdom?  hold  your 
tongue, 
Good  prudeitce;  smatter  with  year  gossips,  go. 

Ifurae,  I  speak  no  treason. 

Cap,  O,  God  ye  good  den  I 

I^uise.  May  not  one  speak? 

Cap.  Peace,  you  mumbling  fool  I 

Utter  your  gravitjr  o*er  a  g088ip*s  bowl, 
For  here  we  need  it  not. 

La  Cap,  Tou  are  too  hot. 

Cap.  God*8  bread  I  it  makes  me  mad. 


Day,  night,  hour,  tide,  time,  work,  play, 
Alone,  in  companv,  still  my  care  hath  been 
To  have  her  matched  ;  and  having  now  provided 
A  gentleman  of  noble  parentage, 
Of  fair  demesnes,  youthful,  and  nobly  trained, 
Stuff  d  (as  they  say)  witli  honourable  part?*, 
Proportion'd  as  one's  heart  could  wUh  a  man, — 
Ana  then  to  have  a  wretched  puling  fool, 
A  whining  mamniet,  in  her  fortune's  tender, 
To  answer— /'tf  not  toed,—!  cannot  love^ 
I  am  tooyoung—Jpray  yo  i^  pardon  me; — 
But,  an  vou  will  not  we4,  111  pardon  you : 
Graze  where  you  will, you  hhall  not  house  with  me: 
Look  tot,  think  on't,  I  do  not  uiie  to  jest. 
Thursdav  is  near ;  lay  hand  on  heart,  advise : 
An  you  be  mine,  111  give  you  to  my  friend ; 
An  you  be  not,  hang,  beg,  starve,  die  i'tlie  streets, 
For,  by  my  soul,  1*0  ne'er  acknowledge  thee, 
Nor  what  u  mine  shall  ne'er  do  thee  good: 
Trust  to't,  bethink  you,  111  not  be  forsworn.  {Eadt, 

JuL  Is  there  no  pity  sitting  in  the  clouds, 
That  sees  into  the  bottom  ofmy  grief? 
0,  swept  my  mother,  cast  me  not  away  I 
Delay  this  marriage  for  a  month,  a  week ; 
Or,  if  you  do  not,  make  the  bridnl  bed 
In  that  dim  mimument  where  'rvbalt  lies. 

La.Cap.  Talk  not  to  me, for  111  nothpeakaword; 
Do  as  thou  wilt,  for  I  have  done  with  thee.  [Exit. 
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JuL  O  GodI— O  nnrsel    how  shall 
prevented  ? 
My  husband  is  on  earth,  my  &ith  fa)  heaven  ; 
How  shall  that  faith  return  again  to  earth, 
Unless  that  husband  send  it  me  from  heaven 
Bv  leaving  earth?— comfort  me,  counsel  me.— 
Alack,  alack,  that  heaven  should  practise  stratar 

gems 
Upon  so  soft  a  subject  as  myself  1 
What  sayst  thou,  hast  thou  not  a  word  of  joy  ? 
Some  comfort,  nurse. 

Nurae,  Taith,  here  His ;  Romeo 

Is  banished ;  and  all  the  world  to  nothing, 
That  he  dares  ne*er  come  back  to  challenge  you ; 
Or,  if  he  do,  it  needs  must  be  by  stealth. 
Then,  since  the  case  so  stands  as  now  it  does, 
I  think  it  best  you  married  with  the  county. 
0,  he's  a  lovely  gentleman  I 
RomeoVi  a  dishclout  to  him ;  an  eagle,  madam, 
Hath  not  so  green,  so  quick,  so  fair  an  eye. 
As  Paris  hath.    Beshrew  my  very  heart 
1  think  you  are  happy  in  this  second  match. 
For  it  excels  your  first :  or  if  it  did  not, 
Your  first  is  dead ;  or  *twere  as  good  he  were, 
As  living  here  and  you  no  use  of  him. 

Jul  Speakest  thou  from  thy  heart? 

Ifurte.  From  my  soul  too: 

Or  else  beshrew  them  both. 

JuL  Amen  I 

Xwne.  What? 

JuL  Well,  thoa  hast  comforted  me  maryelloas 
much. 
Go  in;  and  tell  my  lady  I  am  gone. 
Having  displeas'd  my  fiither,  to  Laurence*  cell, 
To  make  confession,  and  to  be  absolved. 

Nurtc  Marry,  i  will;  and  this  is  wrisely  done. 

[Exii. 

JuL  Ancient  damnationi  O  most  wicked  fiend! 
Is  it  more  sin — to  wish  me  thus  foresworn. 
Or  to  dispraise  my  lord  with  that  same  tongue. 
Which  sne  hath  prais'd  him  with  above  compare 
Bo  many  thousand  times?  Go,  counsellor; 
Thou  and  my  bosom  henceforth  shall  be  twain. — 
111  to  the  fhar,  to  know  his  remedy: 
If  all  else  fail,  myself  have  power  to  die. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I.- Friar  Uurenoe*8  CdL 

Enter  Friar  Laurence  and  Paris. 

Fh,  On  Thursday,  sir?  the  time  is  very  short 
Far.  My  father  Capulet  will  have  it  so: 

And  I  am  nothing  slow  to  slack  his  haste. 

^.^WL  You  say  you  du  not  know  the  lady's  mind; 


Par.  That  may  be,  mnat  be,  lore,  on  Tbur8da> 

next. 
Jul  What  must  be  shall  be. 
IH,  That%  a  certain  text 

Far.  Come  yon  to  make  confession  to  this  fkther  ? 
Jul.  To ansv^er  that,  I  should  confess  to  you. 
Far,  Do  not  deny  to  him  that  you  love  me. 
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Par,  God  shield  T  shnnld  disturb  devotion  !■ 
Juliet,  on  Thursday,  early  will  I  rouse  you: 
Till  then,  adieu !  and  keep  this  holy  kiss. 

[Exit  Paris. 

JvL  0,  shut  the  door !  and  when  thou  hast  done  so, 
Come  weep  with  me :  Past  hope,  past  care,  past 
help! 

Fru  0  Juliet,  I  already  know  thy  grief; 
It  strains  me  past  the  compass  of  my  wits: 
1  hear  thou  must,  and  nothing  may  prorogue  it, 
On  Thursday  next  be  married  to  this  county. 

JuL  Tell  me  not,  friar,  that  thou  hear'st  of  this. 
Unless  thou  tell  me  how  I  may  prevent  it: 
If,  in  thy  wisdom,  thou  canst  give  no  help, 
Do  thou  but  call  my  resolution  wise. 
And  with  this  knife  111  help  it  presently. 
God  join'd  my  heart  and  Romeo's,  thou  our  hands; 
And  ere  this  hand,  by  thee  to  Romeo  seal*d, 
Shall  be  the  label  to  another  deed, 
Or  my  true  heart  with  treacherous  revolt 
Turn  to  another,  this  shall  slay  them  both ; 
Therefore,  out  of  thy  long  experienc'd  time. 
Give  me  some  present  counsel ;  or  behold, 
Twixt  my  extremes  and  me  this  bloody  knife 
Shall  play  the  umpire;  arbitrating  that 
Which  the  commission  of  thy  years  and  art 
Could  to  no  issue  of  true  honour  bring. 
Be  not  80  long  to  speak;  I  long  to  die. 
If  what  thou  speak'st  speak  not  of  remedy. 
^K.  Hold,  daughter ;  I  do  spy  a  kind  of  hope, 
Which  craves  as  desperate  an  execution 
As  that  is  desperate  which  we  would  prevent. 
If,  rather  than  to  marry  county  Paris, 
Thou  hast  the  strength  of  will  to  slay  thyself, 
Then  is  it  likely  thou  wilt  undertake 
A  thing  like  death  to  chide  away  this  shame. 
That  cop'st  with  death  himself  to  'scape  from  it : 
And,  if  thou  dar'st,  I'll  give  thee  remedy. 

Jvl  0,  bid  me  leap,  rather  than  marry  Paris, 
From  off  the  battlements  of  yonder  tower; 
Or  walk  m  thievish  ways ;  or  bW  me  lurk 
Where  serpents  are;  chain  me  with  roaring  bears; 
Or  hide  me  nightly  in  a  charnel-house, 
aer-coveT'd  ouite  with  dead  men's  rattlhg  bones. 
With  reeky  shanks,  and  yellow  chapless  skulls; 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  grave, 
And  hide  me  with  a  dead  man  in  his  shroud ; 
Things  that,  to  hear  them  told,  have  made  me 

tremble ; 
And  I  will  do  it  without  fear  or  doubt. 
To  live  an  unstained  wife  to  my  sweet  love. 

Fri,  Hold,  then ;  go  home,  be  merry,  give  consent 
To  marry  Paris:  Wednesday  is  to-morrow; 
To-morrow  night  look  that  thou  lie  alone. 
Let  not  thy  nurse  lie  with  thee  in  thy  chamber : 
Take  thou  this  phial,  being  then  in  bed. 
And  this  distilled  liquor  drink  thou  off: 
When,  presently,  through  all  thy  veins  shall  nm 
A  cold  and  drowsy  humour ;  for  no  pulse 
Shall  keep  his  native  progress,  but  surcease. 
No  warmth,  no  breath,  shall  testify  thou  liv'st ; 
The  roses  in  thy  lips  and  cheeks  shall  fade 
To  paly  ashes;  thv  eyes'  windows  fall, 
Like  death,  when  he  shuts  up  the  day  of  life ; 
Each  part,  depriv'd  of  supple  government, 
Sliall  stiff,  and  stark,  and  cold,  appear  like  death ; 
And  in  this  borrow'd  likeness  of  shrunk  death 
Thou  shalt  continue  two-and-forty  hours, 
And  then  awake  as  from  a  pleasant  sleep. 
Now  when  the  bridegroom  in  the  morning  comes 
To  rouse  thee  from  thy  bed,  there  art  thou  dead : 
Then  (as  the  manner  of  our  country  is). 
To  thy  best  robes  iiDoover'd  on  the  bier, 
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Be  borne  to  burial  In  thy  kindred*s  grave, 
Thou  shalt  be  borne  to  that  same  ancient  vault. 
Where  all  the  kindred  of  the  Capniets  lie. 
In  the  mean  time,  against  tliou  shalt  awake, 
Shall  Romeo  bv  my  letters  know  our  drift; 
And  hither  shall  he  come;  and  he  and  I 
Will  watch  thy  waking,  and  that  very  night 
Shall  Romeo  bear  thee  hence  to  Mantua. 
And  this  shall  free  thee  from  this  present  shame 
If  no  inconstant  toy,  nor  womanish  fear. 
Abate  thy  valour  in  the  acting  it. 

JuL  Give  me,  give  me  I  O  tell  not  me  of  fear. 

Fri,  Hold ;  get  you  gone,  be  strong  and  proe 
perous 
In  this  resolve:  111  send  a  friar  with  speed 
To  Mantua,  with  my  letters  to  thy  lord. 

JvL  Love,  give  me  strength  I  and  strength  shaL 
help  afford. 
Farewell,  dear  father !  [EoDewni 

SCENE  IL—A  Room  in  Capnlet'a  Boum, 

Enter  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  Norse,  tmd 

Servants. 

Ce^,  So  many  guests  invite  aa  here  are  writ. 
[JScie  Servant. 
Sirrah,  go  hire  me  twenty  cunning  cooks. 

2  Sen.  Tou  shall  have  none  ill,  sir,  for  111  try 
if  they  can  lick  their  fingers. 

Cap.  How  canst  thou  try  them  so? 

2  Serv,  Marry,  sir,  'tis  an  ill  cook  that  cannot 
lick  his  own  fingers:  therefore  he  that  cannot  lick 
his  fingers,  goes  not  with  me. 

Cop.  Go,  begone. —  [ExU  Servant. 

We  snail  be  much  unfumish'd  for  this  time. — 
What,  is  my  daughter  gone  to  Friar  Laurence? 

Nuru,  Av,  forsooth. 

Cop.  Well,  he  may  chance  to  do  some  goed  on 
her: 
A  peevish  sdf-wiU'd  harlotry  it  is. 
Enter  Juliet. 

Nunt,  See,  where  she  comes  from  shrift  wHb 
merry  look- 

Cc^,  How  now,  my  headstrong?  where  hare 
you  been  gadding? 

JuL  Where  I  have  leam'd  me  to  repent  the  sin 
Of  disobedient  opposition 
To  vou  and  your  behests ;  and  am  enjohi*d 
By  holy  Laurence  to  fall  prostrate  here, 
To  beg  your  pardon:— Pardon,  I  beseech  yon  I 
Henceforward  I  am  ever  rol'd  by  you. 

Caip.  Send  for  the  county;  go  tell  him  of  thia ; 
111  have  this  knot  knit  up  to-morrow  momuig. 

JuL  I  met  the  youthftil  lord  at  Laurence'  cell ; 
And  gave  him  what  becomed  lore  I  might, 
Not  stepping  o'er  the  bounds  of  modesty. 

Cap,  Why,I  amgladont;  thisiswell,~6tandiip: 
This  IS  as't  should  be.— Let  me  see  the  county; 
Ay,  marry,  go,  I  say,  and  fetch  him  hither.— 
Now,  afore  God,  this  reverend  holy  friar. 
All  our  whole  city  is  much  bound  to  him. 

JuL  Nurse,  will  you  go  with  me  into  my  closet, 
To  help  me  sort  such  needful  ornaments 
As  you  think  fit  to  furnish  me  to-morrow  ? 

La,  Cap,  No,  not  till  Thursday;  there  la  time 
enough. 

Ca^  Go,  nurse,  go  with  her  ^— well  to  chordi 
to-morrow.     [Exeunt  Juuet  and  Nurse. 

La,  Cap,  We  shall  be  short  in  our  provision; 
Tis  now  near  night 

Cap,  Tush  I  I  will  stir  about, 

And  all  things  shall  be  well,  I  warrant  thee,  wifb: 
Go  thou  to  Jnliet,  help  to  deck  np  bef  QQIC 


ROMEO 
in  not  to  bed  to-night:— let  me  alone; 
in  play  the  houaewife  for  this  once.— What,— hoi 
They  are  all  forth :  Well,  I  will  walk  myself 
To  county  Paris,  to  prepare  him  np 
Against  to-morrow:  my  heart  is  wond'rons  light, 
Since  this  same  wayward  girl  is  so  reclaiiifd. 

{ExetmL 
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I  As  with  a  elab,  dash  oat  my  desperate  brains  ? 
0,  look  I  methinks,  I  see  my  cousin's  ghost 
Seeking  ont  Homeo,  that  did  spit  hi.s  body 
Upon  a  rapier's  point : — Stay,  Tybalt,  stay  I— 
Borneo,  Uomeo,  Homeo,— here  s  drink  -  I  drink 
to  thee.       [She  throws  JuTid/mt'ie  bed. 


SCENE  IIL— Jnliet*s  Chamber. 

Enter  Juubt  and  Nurse. 

JuL  Ay,  those  attires  are  best:— Bui,  gentle 
nurse, 
I  pray  thee,  leave  me  to  myself  to-night; 
For  I  have  need  of  many  orisons 
To  move  the  heavens  to  smile  upon  my  state, 
Which,  well  thou  know'st,  is  cross  and  full  of  sin. 

Enter  Lady  Gapulbt.  . 

La,  Cap.  What,  are  you  busy,  ho?   Need  you 
my  help? 

Jul  No,  madam ;  we  hare  cnlPd  such  necessaries 
As  are  behovefnl  for  our  state  to-morrow: 
So  nlease  you,  let  me  now  be  left  alone. 
And  let  the  nurse  this  night  sit  up  with  yon; 
For,  I  am  sure,  you  have  your  hands  full  all. 
In  this  so  sudden  business. 

La,  Cap.  Good  nightl 

Get  tbee  to  bed,  and  rest ;  for  thou  liast  need. 

J  Exeunt  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurse. 
11 — God  kows,  when  we  siiallmeet 
•gain. 
I  have  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  veins, 
That  almost  freezes  up  the  heat  of  life: 
111  call  them  back  again  to  comfort  me;— 
Mnrsel    What  should  she  do  here? 
My  dismal  scene  1  needs  must  act  alone. — 
Come,  phial.  - 

What  if  this  mixture  do  not  work  at  all? 
Shall  I  be  married  then  to-morrow  morning? 
No,  DO ;— this  shall  forbid  it:— lie  thou  there. — 

[Laying  down  a  dagger. 
What  if  it  be  A  poison,  which  the  friar 
Subtly  hath  ministered  to  have  me  dead ; 
Lest  in  this  marriage  he  should  be  dishonour'd, 
Because  he  married  me  before  to  Romeo? 
I  fear  it  is :  and  yet,  methinks,  it  should  not, 
For  he  hath  still  been  tried  a  holy  man* 
How  if,  when  I  am  laid  into  the  tomb, 
I  wake  before  the  time  that  liomeo 
Come  to  redeem  me?  there's  a  fearful  point! 

?hall  I  not  then  be  stifled  in  the  vault, 
0    whose    foul     mouth     no    healthsome  air 
breathes  in. 
And  there  die  strangled  ere  my  Romeo  oomes? 
Or,  if  1  live,  is  it  not  very  like, 
The  horrible  conceit  of  death  and  night. 
Together  with  the  terror  of  the  place,— 
As  m  a  vault,  an  ancient  receptacle, 
Where  for  these  many  bund;  ed  years,  the  bones 
Of  all  my  buried  ancestors  are  pack'd; 
Where  bloody  Tybalt,  yet  but  green  in  earth, 
Lies  festering  in  his  shroud ;  where,  as  they  say, 
At  some  houre  in  the  night  spirits  resort; — 
Alack,  alack  I  it  is  not  like,  that  I, 
So  early  waking, — what  with  loathsome  smells ; 
And  shrieks  like  mandrakes'  torn  ont  of  the  earth. 
That  living  mortals,  hearing  them,  run  noad ; — 
O I  if  I  wake,  sliall  I  not  be  distraught. 
Environed  with  all  these  hideous  fears? 
And  madly  play  with  my  forefathers' joints? 
And  pluck  tne  mangled  Tybalt  from  his  shroud? 
And,  in  this  rage,  with  some  great  kinsman^  bone, 


SCENE  IV.— Capulefs  Hall 
Enter  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurse. 

La  Cap.  Hold,  take  these  keys,  and  fetch  more 

spices,  nurse, 
Nurte.  They  call  for  dates  and  quinces  in  the 
pastry. 

J^ter  Capolbt. 
Cctp.  Come,  stir,  stir,  stir  I  the  second  cock  hath 
crow'd. 
The  curfeu  bell  hath  rung,  tts  three  o'clock: — 
Look  to  the  bak'd  meats,  good  Angelica : 
Spare  not  for  cost. 

Nurse,  Go,  you  cot-quean,  go, 

Get  you  to  bed;  *faith,  youll  be  sick  to-morrow 
For  this  night  s  watching. 

Cap.  No,  not  a  whit;  What  I  I  have  watch*d 
ere  now 
All  night  for  lesser  cause,  and  ne'er  been  sick. 
La.  Cap,  Ay,  you  have  been  a  mouse-hunt  in 
your  time ; 
But  I  will  watch  you  from  such  watching  now. 

[Exetmt  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurse. 
Cd^  A  jealous-hood,  a  jealous-hood  I  —  Now, 
fellow. 
What's  there? 

Enter  Servants,  with  spUs^  Icgs^  and  baskets. 

1  8eno.  Things  for  the  cook,  sir;  but  I  know 

not  whaL 
Ctip.  Make  ha^te,  make  haste.    [Bhatl  8erv,'\— 
Hirrah,  fetch  drier  logs; 
Call  Peter,  he  will  show  thee  where  they  are. 

2  Serv,  I  have  a  head,  sir,  that  will  find  out  logs, 
And  never  trouble  Teter  for  the  matter.       [Exit. 

Cap,  'Mass,  and  well  said ;  A  merry  whoreson! 
ha. 
Thou  shalt  be  logger-head. — Good  father,  Yis  day : 
The  county  will  be  here  with  music  {Straight, 

[Music  mihiii. 
For  so  lie  said  he  would.    I  hear  him  near: — 
Nurse! — Wife!— what  ho!— what,  nurse,  I  say! 

Enter  Nurse. 
Gk>,  waken  Juliet,  go,  and  trim  her  up; 
111  go  and  chat  with  Paris : — Hie,  make  haste, 
Make  haste!  the  bridegroom  he  is  oome  alreaidy : 
Make  haste,  I  say.  {Exeunt, 

SCENE  y«— Juliet's  Chamber;  Juubt  on  the 

Bed. 

JCnfer  Nurse. 

Nwrse^  Mistress!— what,  mistress  I— Juliet!— 

fast,  I  warrant  her,  she : — 

Why,  lamb!— Whv,  Udy I— fie,  you  slug^a-bed!— 

Why,  love,  I  say! — madam!  sweetheart! — why, 

bride ! — 
What,  not  a  word  ?— you  take  your  pennyworths 

now; 
Sleep  for  a  week ;  for  the  next  night,  I  warrant. 
The  county  Paris  hath  set  up  his  rest. 
That  yon  shall  rest  but  little.— God  forgive  me 
(Marry,  and  amen  I)  how  sound  is  she  asluep ! 
I    must    needs  wake    her;— Madam,   madamr 
madami  ^  -<'  ■ 
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Ay,  let  the  oouaty  take  yon  inyour  bed ; 
H  ell  fright  Yoa  ap,  i*  &ith.— will  it  not  be> 
What.  dressMI   and  in  yoar  clothes!  and  down 

again  I 
I  most  needs  wake  70a:  Ladyt  ladyt  lady  t 
Alas !  Alas  I— Help  I  help !  my  lady's  dead  I— 
0,  well  a-day»  that  ever  I  was  born  1 
Some  aqoa-vitas,  bo !— my  lord  I  my  lady  I 

Enter  Lady  Capulbt. 

La,  Cc^  What  noise  is  here? 

Nune,  O  lamentable  day ! 

La.  Cap,  What  is  the  matter? 

Nune.  Look,  look!  O  heavy  day! 

La.  Gap.  0  me,  O  mel — my  child,  my  only 
life, 
Reviye,  look  np,  or  I  will  die  with  thee  I— 
Help,  help!— call  help. 

Enter  Capdlbt. 

dap.  For  shame,  bring  Juliet  forth;  her  lord 

is  come. 
NvTM,  She's  dead,  deceased,  she^  dead ;  alack 

the  day  I 
La.  Cap.   Alack  the  day!   she'a  dead,  she*8 

dead,  she's  dead. 
Cap.  Ha!  let  me  see  her :— Out,  alas!  she's  cold ; 
Her  blood  \&  settled,  and  her  ioints  are  stitf ; 
Life  and  these  lips  have  long  been  separated: 
Death  lies  on  her,  like  an  untimely  frost 
Upon  the  sweetest  flower  of  all  the  field. 
Nwnt.  0  lamentable  day! 
La  Cap.  O  woful  time  1 

Cc^  Death,  that  hath  ta'en  her  hence  to  make 
me  wail, 
lies  up  my  tongue,  and  will  not  let  me  speak. 

Enter  Friar  Laurbnob  and  Paris,  vnih  Musicians, 

IH,  Come,  is  the  bride  ready  to  go  to  church? 

(7<9>.  Heady  to  go,  but  never  to  return : 
0  son,  the  night  before  thy  wedding-day 
Hath  death  lain  with  thy  wife:— There  she  lies, 
Flower  as  she  was,  deflowered  by  him. 
Death  is  my  son-in-law,  death  is  my  heir ; 
My  daughter  he  hath  wedded !  I  will  die. 
And  leave  him  all ;  life  leaving,  all  is  death*s. 

Par,  Have  1  thought  long  to  see  this  morning's 
face, 
And  dotli  it  give  me  such  a  sight  as  this  ? 

La.  Cav.  Accursed,  unhappy,  wretched,  hatefU 

Most  miserable  hour,  that  e*er  time  saw 

In  U^ting  labour  of  his  pilgrimage! 

But  one,  poor  one,  one  poor  and  loving  child 

But  one  thing  to  rejoice  and  solace  in, 

And  cruel  death  hath  catch'd  it  from  my  sight 

Nurse.  O  woe !  0  woful,  woful,  woful  day! 
Most  lamentable  day!  most  woful  day. 
That  ever,  ever,  I  did  yet  behold! 
0  day  I  0  day!  O  day  !  O  hateful  day! 
Never  was  seen  so  black  a  day  as  this: 
O  woful  day,  O  woful  day ! 

Par.  Beguil'd,  divorced,  wronged,  spited,  slaini 
Most  detesUbie  death,  by  thee  beguil'd, 
By  cruel  cruel  thee  quite  overthrown ! — 
0  love !  O  lite  I  not  life,  but  love  in  death  I 

Cap,    Despised,   distressed,   hated,   martyr'd, 
kill'd!- 
Unoomfortable  time!  why  earnest  thoa  now 
To  murder,  murder,  our  solemnity  ?— 
0  child !  0  child  I— my  soul,  and  not  my  child! — 
Dead  art  tbon !  -alack !  my  child  is  dead  I 
And,  with  my  child,  my  joys  are  burled ! 


AND  JULIET. 

FrL  Peace,  ho,  for  shame!   oonfaaion%  core 
lives  not 
In  these  confusions.    Heaven  and  yourself 
Had  part  in  this  fair  maid ;  now  heaven  hath  all. 
And  all  the  better  is  it  for  the  maid: 
Tour  part  in  her  you  could  not  keep  from  death ; 
But  heaven  keeps  his  part  in  eternal  life. 
The  most  yon  sought  was  her  promotion; 
For  'tMras  your  heaven  she  shonld  be  advanoM. 
And  weep  ye  now,  seeing  she  is  advanced. 
Above  the  clouds,  as  high  as  heaven  itself? 
0.  in  this  love,  yon  love  your  child  so  ill, 
That  yon  run  inad,  seeing  that  she  is  well : 
She*s  not  well  married  that  lives  married  long; 
But  she^  best  married  that  dies  married  young. 
Dry  up  yoor  tears,  and  stick  your  rosemary 
On  this  fair  corse;  and,  as  the  custom  is. 
In  all  her  best  array  bear  her  to  church: 
For  though  some  nature  bids  us  all  lament, 
Yet  nature's  tears  are  reason's  merriment. 

Cap,  All  things  that  we  ordained  festival. 
Tarn  from  their  office  to  black  funeral : 
Oar  instruments  to  melaficholy  bells ; 
Oar  wedding  cheer  to  a  sad  burial  feast; 
Our  solemn  nymns  to  sullen  dirges  change; 
Our  bridal  flowers  serve  for  a  buried  corse. 
And  all  things  ehange  them  to  the  contrary. 

Fru   Sir,  go  you  in, — and  madam,  go  with 
him; — 
And  go,  sir  Paris;— every  one  prepare 
To  follow  this  fair  corse  unto  her  grave. 
The  heavens  do  lowV  upon  you,  for  some  ill ; 
Move  them  no  more,  by  crossing  their  high  will. 
[Exeunt  Cap.,  L.  Cap.,  Paris,  and  Friar. 

1  Mua.  Taith,  we  may  put  op  our  pipes,  and  be 
gone. 

Nurse.  Honest  good  fellows,  ah,  put  up,  pat  up. 
For,  well  you  know,  this  is  a  pitiful  case. 

[i^Xtie  NURSB. 

1  Mus.  Ay,  by  my  troth,  the  case  may  be 
amended. 

Enter  Peter, 

pBt.  Musicians,  O,  musicians,  HearVt  ease, 
heart't  ease;  0,  an  yoa  will  have  me  live,  pUy 
heart'i  ease, 

1  Mus,  Why  hearfe  ease  t 
PeL   0,   musicians,   because   my  heart  itself 

n]sy8^  My  heart  isfuU:  O  play  ma  some  merry 
dump,  to  comfort  me. 

2  Mus.  Not  a  dump  we ;  'tis  no  time  to  play  now 
Pet.  You  will  not  then? 
Mus.  No. 

Pet,  I  will  then  give  it  you  soandly. 
1  Mus.  What  will  you  give  ns  ? 
Ptt.  No  money,  on  my  faith ;  but  the  gleek :  1 

will  give  yoa  the  minstrel. 

1  Mus.  Then  will  I  give  yoa  the  servings 
creature. 

Pet.  Then  will  I  lay  the  serving-creature's 
digger  on  your  pate.  1  will  carry  no  crotchets : 
I'll  r«  you,  r\\/a  you ;  Do  you  note  me  ? 

1  Mus.  An  you  re  us,  and/a  us,  vou  note  as. 

2  Mus.  Pray  yoa,  put  ap  yoar  aagger,  and  pat 
out  your  wit. 

Pet,  Then  have  at  you  with  my  wit;  I  will 
dry -beat  you  with  an  iron  wit,  and  put  ap  my  iron 
dagger:— Answer  me  like  men  : 

When  griping  griefs  the  heart  doth  wound. 
And  doleful  aumi«  the  miud  oppreaa, 
Then  musio.  with  her  silver  sound ; 

Why,  silver-sound?  why  music  with  her  sflver 
•oand?  What  say  yon,  Simon  Catling? 
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1  Mu$,  Marrjt  tb,  becaiue  sUtot  bath  asweel 
sound. 

Pei.  Pretty!  what  nj  yon.  Hugh  Rebeck? 

S  Afna-  1  say— silver  sound,  becaose  masiciam 
sound  for  silver. 

Pst,  Pretty  too !  What  say  yon,  James  Soond- 
post? 

8  Mua.  Talth,  I  know  not  what  to  say. 

PeL  O,  I  cry  yoa  mercy  I  yoa  are  the  singer: 


I  will  say  for  yotu  II  u — ^mnsio  with  her  silvei 
sound,  because  such  fellows  as  yoa  have  seldov 
gold  for  sounding  : — 

hen  muBio  with  hersilTerKmnd. 
With  speedy  help  doth  lend  redraa. 

[ExUfimging 

1  Mas,  What  a  pestilent  knave  is  this  samel 

2  Mtu,  Hang  him,  Jack  I    Come,  well  in  here : 
tarry  for  the  mourners,  and  stay  dinner.    [ExmaU 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I.— Mantua.    A  StneL 
Enter  Rombo. 


£om.  If  I  may  trust  the  flattering  truth  of 

sleep. 
My  dreams  pre»ige  some  loyfhl  news  at  hand: 
My  bosom's  lord  sits  lightly  in  his  throne  ; 
And,  all  this  day,  an  unaccutftom'd  spirit 
Lifts    me    above    the    ground    with   cheerful 

thoughts. 
[  dreamt  my  lad  v  came  and  found  me  dead 
'Strange  dream!  that  gives  a  dead  man  leave  to 

think); 
And  breath 'd  such  life  with  kisses  in  my  lips, 
That  I  reviv'd,  and  was  an  emperor. 
Ah  me!  how  sweet  is  love  itself  possessed. 
When  but  love's  shadows  are  so  rich  in  joy ! 

Enter  Balthasab. 
News  ftrom  Veronal— Jlow  now,  Balthasar? 
Dosi  thou  not  bring  me  letters  from  the  friar? 
How  doth  my  lady?  I.h  my  father  well? 
How  doth  my  lady  Juliet?  That  I  ask  again; 
For  nothing  can  be  ill,  it' she  be  well. 

BaL  Then  she  is  well,  and  nothhig  can  be  ilt 
Her  hotly  sleeps  in  CapelH*  monument. 
And  her  immortal  part  with  angels  lives. 
I  saw  her  laid  low  in  her  kindred's  vault, 
And  presently  took  post  to  tell  it  vou : 
0  pardon  me  for  bringing  the^^e  ill  news. 
Since  you  did  leave  it  fur  my  office,  sir. 

Horn,  is  it  even  so?  then  I  defy  ^ou,  stars  I — 
Thou  know'st  my  lodging :  a^et  me  mk  and  paper, 
And  hire  post-horses ;  1  will  hence  to-night. 

BaL  I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  have  patience. 
Tour  looks  are  pale  and  wild,  and  do  import 
Some  misadventure. 

Bam,  Tush,  thou  art  deceived. 

Leave  me,  and  do  the  thing  I  bid  thee  do : 
Hast  thou  no  letters  to  me  from  the  friar? 

BaL  No,  my  good  lord. 

Bom,  No  matter:  get  thee  gone 

And  hire  those  horses;  I'll  be  with  thee  stra  ght. 
[Exit  Ualtbasar. 
Well,  Juliet,  I  will  lie  with  thee  t<vnight. 
Let's  see  for  means;— 0,  mischief  I  thou  art  swift 
To  enter  in  the  thoughts  of  desneratA  men  I 


Whose  sale  is  present  death  in  Bfantua, 
Here  lives  a  caitiff  wretch  would  sell  it  him. 
0,  this  Hsme  thought  did  but  forerun  my  need , 
And  this  same  needy  man  must  sell  it  me. 
As  1  remember,  this  should  be  the  house : 
Being  holiday,  the  beggar's  shop  is  shut — 
What,  ho  I  apothecary  f  ^ 

Enter  Apotheoart. 

Jp.  Who  calls  st>  loud? 

Bom.  Come  hither,  man. -I  see  that  thoa  art 
poor; 
Hold,  there  is  forty  ducats ;  let  me  have 
A  dram  of  poison;  such  soon-speeding  geer 
As  will  disperse  itself  through  all  the  veins, 
Tliat  the  Itfe-weary  taker  ma^  fall  dead; 
And  that  the  trunk  may  be  discharg'd  of  breath 
As  violently  as  liasty  powder  fir'd 
Doth  hurry  from  the  fatal  cannon's  womb. 

Ap,  Such  mortal  drugs  X  have;  but  Hantaan 
law 
Is  death  to  any  he  that  utters  them. 

Horn,  Art  ^lou  so  bare,  and  full  of  wretchedness 
And  feafbt  to  die?  famine  is  in  tliy  cheeks. 
Need  and  oppression  starveth  in  thine  eyes. 
Contempt  and  beggary  hang  upon  thy  back. 
The  world  is  not  thy  friend,  nor  the  world  s  law ; 
The  world  affords  no  law  to  make  thee  rich ; 
Then  be  not  poor,  but  break  it,  and  take  this. 

Ap.  Mv  poverty,  but  not  my  will  consents. 

Bum.  I  prapr  thy  poverty,  and  not  thy  will. 

Ap.  Put  this  in  anv  liquid  tiling  you  will. 
And  drink  it  off;  and,  if  you  had  the  strength 
Of  twenty  men,  it  would  despatch  you  straight. 

Bom.  There  ia  thy  gold ;  worse  poison  to  men^ 
souls, 
Doing  more  murther  in  this  loathsome  world. 
Than  these  poor  compounds  that  thou  may'st  not 

sell: 
I  sell  thee  poison,  thou  hast  sold  me  none. 
Farewell :  buy  food,  and  get  thyself  in  flesh. — 
Come,  cordial,  and  not  poison;  go  with  me 
To  J  ttUot's  grave,  for  there  most  I  use  thee. 

[Exemt, 

8C£KE  11.— Friar  Laurencels  OdL 
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Sealed  np  the  doon,  and  would  not  let  us  forth; 
80  that  mv  speed  to  Mantua  there  was  Btay'd. 

Ltm,  Who  bare  my  letter  then  to  Romeo? 

John,  1  could  not  send  it, — here  it  is  again, 
Nor  get  a  messenger  to  bring  it  thee ; 
80  fearful  were  thej  of  infection. 

Lau,  Unhappy  fortune  1  by  my  brotherhood, 
The  letter  was  not  nice,  but  full  of  charge 
Of  dear  import :  and  the  neglecting  it 
May  do  mu(  h  danger:  Friar  John,  go  hence; 
Get  me  an  iron  crow,  and  bring  it  straight 
Unto  my  cell. 

Johiu  Brother,  III  go  and  bring  it  thee      [EadU 

Lau.  Now  must  I  to  the  monument  alone; 
Within  this  three  hours  will  fair  Juliet  wake. 
She  wil!  beshrew  me  much,  that  Romeo 
Hitth  had  no  notice  of  these  accidents ; 
But  1  will  write  again  to  Mantua, 
And  keep  her  at  my  cell  till  iiomeo  come. 
Poor  living  corse,  olos'd  in  a  dead  man*s  tomb  I 

[Exit. 

SCENE  III.— J  Chwreh-yccrd;  inU^a  MomtmoU 
Idoiiffing  to  Ute  Capulets. 

EnUr  Pabis,  and  hU  Page,  bearing  fiowen  and  a 
tordu 

Par.  Give  me  thy  torch,  boy :  Hence,  and  stand 
aloof;— 
7et  put  it  out,  for  I  would  not  be  seen. 
Under  yon  ^ew-trees  lay  thee  all  along, 
Holding  thme  ear  close  to  the  hollow  gronnd; 
80  shall  no  foot  upon  the  church-yard  tread 
(Bt^ing  loose,  unfirm,  with  digging  up  of  graves), 
But  thou  hhalt  hear  it:  whistle  then  to  me, 
As  signal  that  thou  hear'st  something  approach. 
Give  me  those  flowers.     Do  as  1  bid  thee,  go. 

Page,  I  am  almo.Nt  afraid  to  stand  alone 
Here  in  the  church-yard;  yet  1  will  adventure. 

[lii'tireM, 

Par,  Swpet  flower,  with  flowers  thy  bridal-bed 
1  strew: 
O  woe,  thy  canopy  is  dust  and  stones. 
Which  with  sweet  water  nightly  1  will  dew. 
Or  wantingthat,  with  tears  distil  I'd  by  moans; 
Tlie  obsequies  that  1  for  thee  will  keep. 
Nightly  shall  be,  to  strew  thy  grave  and  weep. 

[The  Boy  irhistlea. 
The  boy  gives  warning,  somethmg  doih  approach. 
Wliat  cursed  foot  wanders  this  way  to-night, 
To  cross  my  obsequies,  and  true-love's  rite? 
What,  with  a  torch  1 — muffle  me,  night,  awhile. 

[Hetirea. 

EnUr  BonEO  ana  Balthasar  with  a  torekj 
mattock^  dc 

Bam,  Give  me  that  mattock,  and  the  wrendiing 
iron. 
Hold,  take  this  letter;  early  in  the  morning 
See  thou  deliver  it  to  my  lord  and  father. 
Giro  me  the  light;  Upon  thy  life  1  charge  thee, 
Whatever  thou  hear*st  or  seest,  stand  all  aloof, 
And  do  not  interrupt  me  in  my  course. 
Why  I  descend  into  this  bed  of  death. 
Is,  partly,  to  behold  my  lady's  face: 
But,  chiefly,  to  take  thence  from  her  dead  finger 
A  precious  ring;  a  ring  that  I  must  use 
In  dear  employment:  therefore  hence,  be  gone: — 
But  if  thou,  jealous,  dost  return  to  pry 
In  what  I  further  shall  intend  to  do, 
By  heaven  I  will  tear  thee  joint  by  joint, 
And  strew  this  hungry  church-yard  with  thy  limba : 
The  time  and  my  intonta  are  sayage-wild  ; 
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More  fierce,  and  more  inexorable  far. 
Than  empty  tigers  or  the  roaring  sea. 

Bal,  I  will  be  gone,  sir,  and  not  trouble  yon. 

Bom,  So  shall  thou  show  me  friendship. — TUe 
thou  tliat: 
Live  and  be  prosperous ;  and  farewell,  good  fellow 

DaL  For  all  this  same,  I'll  hidu  me  hereabout; 
His  looks  I  fear,  and  his  intents  I  doubt.  [Hetiret, 

Rom.  Thou  detestable  maw,  thou  womb  of  death 
Gorg'd  with  the  dearest  morbcl  of  the  earth, 
Thua  1  enforce  thy  rotten  jaws  to  open, 

[Breaking  open  the  door  0/  tktmomtmenL 
And,  in  despite,  111  cram  thee  with  more  food  I 

Par,  This  is  that  banish  d  haughty  Montague, 
That  murdered  my  love*8  cousin;— with  whiob 

grief 
It  is  supposed  the  fair  ereatnre  died,— 
And  here  is  come  to  do  some  villanous  shame 
To  the  dead  bodies :  I  will  apprehend  him.- 

Stop  thy  unhallow'd  toil,  vile  Montague. 
Can  vengeance  be  pursued  further  than  death? 
Condemned  villain,  I  do  apprehend  thee: 
Obey,  and  go  with  me;  for  thou  must  die. 

liom,  I  must  indeed;   and  therefore  oame  1 
hither. 
Good  gentle  youth,  tempt  not  a  desperate  man. 
Fly  hence  and  leave  me ;— tliink  upon  these  gone ; 
Let  them  afl^right  thee. — I  beseech  thee,  youth, 
Put  not  another  sin  upm  my  head, 
By  urging  me  to  fury :— CL  be  gone  I 
By  heaven,  I  love  thee  better  than  myself; 
For  I  come  hither  ann'd  against  myself: 
Stay  not,  be  gone; — live,  and  herealter  saj  - 
A  madman's  murcy  bade  thee  run  away. 

Put,  i  do  defy  thy  commiseration. 
And  apprehend  thee  for  a  felon  here. 

Bom,   Wilt  thou  provoke  me?  then  have  at 
thee,  boy.  [Theyjigkt. 

Page,  0  lord !  they  fight:  I  will  go  call  the 
watch.  [Exit  Page. 

Par,  0,  1  am  slain  I   [FaUs.y-U  thou  be  mer> 
ciful. 
Open  the  tomb,  lay  me  with  Juliet.  [Din, 

Bom,  In  faith,  I  will:  -Let  me  pemae  thia 
face; 
Mercutio's  kinsman,  noble oonnty  Paris:- 
What  said  my  man,  when  my  betossed  sool 
Did  not  attend  him  as  we  rode  ?    1  think, 
He  told  me  Paris  should  have  married  Juliet : 
Said  he  not  so  ?  or  did  I  dream  it  so  ? 
Or  am  I  mad,  hearing  him  talk  of  Juliet, 
To  think  it  was  so  ?— 0,  give  me  thy  hand. 
One  writ  with  me  in  sour  mistortune*8  bookl 
111  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  grave.— 
A  grave?  O,  no;  a  lantern,  slaughtered  yonth, 
For  here  lies  Juliet,  and  her  beauty  makes 
This  vault  a  feasting  presence  full  of  light 
Death,  lie  thou  there,  by  a  dead  man  interred. 

[Laying  Paris  in  the  monwment. 
How  oft  when  men  are  at  the  point  of  death. 
Have  they  been  merry?  which  their  keepers  call 
A  lightning  before  death  :  0,  how  may  I 
Call  this  a  lightning?— O,  my  level  my  wifel 
Death,  that  hath  sucked  the  honey  of  thy  breath. 
Hath  liad  no  power  yet  upon  thy  beauty : 
Thou  art  not  conquer  d;  beauty  s  ensign  yet 
Is  crimson  in  thy  li|  s  and  in  thy  cheeks. 
And  death's  pale  flag  is  not  advanced  there.— 
Tybalt,  liest  thou  there  in  thy  bloody  sheet 
O,  what  more  favour  can  I  do  to  thee. 

Than  with  that  hand  that  out/thlr^^jatlK  I  /> 
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To  smider  his  thtt  wu  thine  enemy  ? 

Forgive  me^  coasin  t    Ah,  dear  J  uHet. 

Why  art  thoa  yet  so  fair?    Shall  I  belieTe 

That  unsabstantial  death  is  amorous ; 

And  that  the  lean  abhorred  monster  keeps 

Thee  here  in  darlc  to  be  his  paramour? 

For  fear  of  that  I  still  will  stay  with  thee ;  , 

And  never  from  this  palace  of  dim  niji^ht 

Defiart  again ;  here,  here  will  I  remain 

With  worms  that  are  thy  chamber-m&idf ;  O,  here 

Will  I  set  op  my  everlasting  rest; 

And  shake  the  yoke  of  inauspicioos  stars 

From  this  world-wearied  flesh. —Eyes,  look  your 

last  I 
Armt»  take  yonr  Uut  embrace !  and  lips,  O  ^ou 
The  doors  of  breath,  seal  with  a  righteous  kiss 
A  dateless  bargain  to  engrossing  death ! — 
Come,  bitter  conduct,  come,  unsavoury  guide ! 
Thou  desperate  pilot,  now  at  once  run  on 
The  d  ishmg  rocKs  thy  sea-siek  weary  bark ! 
Here's  to  my  love  I  ^[Drinka.]  0,  true  apothecary ; 
Thy  drugs  are  quick.— Thus  with  a  kiss  I  die. 

[Dies. 

EnUr^  at  the  other  md  of  tne  chureh-yard,  Friar 
Laurence,  with  a  lanUem^  erowt  and  ipade. 

Fru  Saint  Francis  be  my  speed  I  how  oft  to- 
night 
HsTe  my  old  feet  stnmhled  at  graves  I— Who's 
there? 

BaL  Here's  one,  a  friend,  and  one  that  knows 
you  well. 

FrL  Blitis  be  upon  yoQl  Tell  me,  good  my  friend, 
What  torch  is  yond',  that  vainly  lends  hi^  light 
To  grubs  and  eyeless  skulls;  as  I  discern, 
It  bumeth  in  the  Capels'  monument. 

BaL  It  doth  so,  holy  sir ;  and  there's  my  master, 
One  that  yoa  love. 

I)ru  Who  is  it? 

BaL  Romeo, 

FH,  How  long  hath  he  been  there? 

BaL  Full  half  an  hoor. 

FH,  Qo  with  me  to  the  vault 

BaL  I  dare  not,  sir; 

My  master  knows  not  bnt  I  am  gone  hence ; 
And  fearfully  did  menace  me  with  death. 
If  1  did  stay  to  look  on  his  intents. 

FrL  Stay  then,  111  go  alone :— Fear  oomes  npon 
me: 
O,  much  I  fear  some  ill  unlucky  thing, 

BaL  As  1  did  sleep  under  this  yew-tree  here, 
I  dreamt  my  master  and  another  fought. 
And  that  my  master  slew  hi  n. 

Fri,  Romeol—[Advanee$. 

Alack,  alack,  what  blood  is  this,  which  stains 
The  stony  entrance  of  this  sepulchre? — 
What  mean  these  masterless  and  gory  swords 
To  be  discoloured  by  this  place  ofpeace  ? 

[  Enters  the  monument, 
.fioroeol  O.  pale  I— Who  else?  what,  Paris  too? 
And  steeped  m  blood?— Ah,  what  an  unkind  hour 
Is  guilty  of  this  lamentable  chance  I— 
The  \my  stirs.  [J  ulibt  uxxkes  and  ttirs, 

JmL  O,  comfortable  friar  I  where  is  my  lord? 
I  do  remember  well  where  I  should  be. 
And  there  I  am  ^«  wliere  is  my  Komeo  ? 

[Noim  within, 

Fru  I  hear  some  noise.— Lady,  come  from  that 
nest 
Of  death,  contagion,  and  unnatural  sleep ; 
A  greater  power  than  we  oan  contradict 
Hath  thwarted  our  intents;  come,  come,  away: 
Thy  husband  in  thy  bosom  there  lies  dead; 
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And  Paris  too;  oome,  I'll  dispose  of  thee 
Among  a  sisterhood  of  holy  nuns : 
Stay  not  to  question,  for  the  watch  is  commg ; 
Come,  go,  good  Juliet,— [iVotw  again,]    I  dm  no  . 
longer  stay.  [Exit. 

JuL  Go,  get  thee  hence,  for  I  will  not  away. — 
What's  here?  a  cup,  dos'd  in  my  true  love's  hand? 
Poison,  1  see,  hath  been  his  timelBSs  end : 
O  churl  1  dnnk  all ;  and  left  no  frit^ndiy  drop, 
To  help  me  after?—!  will  kiss  thy  lips; 
Haply,  some  poison  yet  doth  hang  on  theni, 
To  make  me  oie  v\  ith  a  restorative.     {Kisses  Mm, 
Thy  lips  are  warm  I 
1  Watch,  [WWiin.]  Lead,  boy:— Which  way? 
JvL  Yea,  noise? — then  HI  be  brief.    0  happy 
dagger  I  [Snatching  Komeo's  dagger 

This  is  thy  sheath ;  [Stabs  heradf,]  there  rust,  and 
let  me  die. 

[FaUs  on  Romeo's  5oefy,  and  dies. 

Enter  Watch,  wUh  the  Page  q/"  Paris. 

Page.  This  is  the  pUce ;  there,  where  the  tordi 
doth  bum. 

1  WaJtch,  The  ground  is  bloody;  search  about 

the  church-yard: 
Qo,  some  of  you,  whoe'er  you  find  attach. 

[Ex,  some. 
Pitiful  sight  I  here  lies  the  county  slain  ;— 
And  Juliet  bleeding ;  warm,  and  newly  dead, 
Who  here  hath  lain  these  two  days  buried. 
Go,  tell  the  prince, — run  to  the  Capulets, — 
Raise  up  the  Montagues, — some  others  search  ;— 
[Exeunt  other  Watchmen 
We  iee  the  ground  whereon  these  woes  do  lie ; 
But  the  true  ground  of  all  these  piteous  woes, 
We  cannot  without  circumstance  descry. 

Enter  some  qfthe  Watch,  with  Balthazajl 

2  WaUA,  Here%  Romeo's  man,  we  found  him 

in  the  church-yard. 
1  Watch,  Hold  him  in  safety  till  the  prince 
come  hither. 
Enter  another  Watchman,  with  Friar  Laubevob.  * 

3  Watch.  Here  is  a  friar,  that  trembles,  sighs, 

and  weeps : 
We  took  this  mattock  and  this  spade  from  him. 
As  he  was  coming  from  this  church-yard  side. 
1  Watch,  A  great  suspicion ;  stay  the  friar  too. 

Enter  the  Psihob  and  Attendants. 

Prince.  What  misadventure  is  so  early  up, 
That  calls  our  person  from  our  morning's  rest? 

Enter  Capulbt,  Lady  Cipulbt,  and  others. 

Cap*  What  should  it  be,  that  they  so  shriek 

abroad? 
La.  Cap,  The  people  in  the  streets  cry— Romeo, 
Some— Juliet,  and  some— Paris;  and  all  run. 
With  open  outcry,  toward  our  monument 
Prince.  What  fear  is  this,  which  startles  in  your 

ears? 
1  Waieh.  Sovereign,  here  lies  the  county  Paris 
sUin; 
And  Romeo  dead;  and  Juliet,  dead  before, 
Warm  and  new  kill'd. 
Prvwe.  Search,  seek,  and  know  how  this  foul 

murder  comes. 
1  WaJtch,  Here  is  a  friar,  and  slaughter'd  Romeo's  . 
man; 
With  instruments  upon  them,  fit  to  open 
These  dead  men's  tombs. 
Cap.  O,  heaven  I— O,  wife!   look    how   oar 
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This  dagger  hath  misto'en,— for,  lol  his  house 
Is  empty  on  the  back  of  Montague, — 
And  is  mis-sheathed  in  my  daughter's  bosom. 
*     La,  Cap,  0  me,  this  sight  of  death  is  as  a  bell, 
rhat  warns  mj  old  age  to  a  sepulchre. 

Enter  Hontaoub  and  others. 

Prince.  Come,  Montague ;  for  thou  art  earlj  np, 
To  see  thy  son  and  heir  now  earl;^  down. 

Man,  Alas,  my  liege,  my  wife  is  dead  to-night ; 
Grief  of  my  sou's  exile  hath  stopp'd  her  breath : 
What  further  woe  conspires  against  my  age? 

Brinoe,  Look,  and  thou  shalt  see. 

Man.  O  thou  untaught!  what  manners  ie  in  this, 
To  press  before  thy  father  to  a  grave? 

JPrince,  Seal  np  the  month  of  outrage  for  a 
while, 
Till  we  can  clear  these  ambiguities. 
And  know  their  spring,  their  head,  their  tme 

descent; 
And  then  will  I  be  general  of  your  woes, 
And  lead  ^ou  even  to  death :  Meantime  forbear. 
And  let  mischance  be  slave  to  patience. — 
Brinj^  forth  the  parties  of  suspicion. 

FH,  I  am  the  greatest,  able  to  do  least, 
Yet  moat  suspected,  aa  the  time  and  place 
Doth  make  against  me,  of  this  direful  murder ; 
And  here  I  sund,  both  to  impeach  and  purge 
Myself  condemned  and  myself  excus'd. 

Prince.  Then  say  at  once  what  thou  dost  know 
in  this. 

Ih,  I  will  be  brief,  for  my  short  date  of  breath 
Is  not  so  long  as  is  a  tedious  tale. 
Romeo,  there  dead,  was  husband  to  that  Juliet, 
And  she,  there  dead,  that  Romeo's  foithful  wife: 
I  married  them ;  and  their  stolen  marriage-day 
Was  Tvbalt's  doomsday,  whose  untimely  death 
BanishUthe  new-made  bridegroom  from  this  city; 
For  whom,  and  not  for  Tjbalt,  Juliet  pm'd. 
You,  to  remove  that  siege  of  grief  from  her, 
Betroth'd  and  would  have  married  her  perforce 
To  county  Paris:— Then  comes  she  to  me; 
And,  with  wild  looks,  bid  me  devise  some  means 
To  rid  her  from  this  second  marriage. 
Or,  in  my  oell  there  would  she  kill  herself. 
Then  gave  I  her,  to  tntor'd  by  my  art, 
A  sleeping  potion;  which  so  took  eflfect 
As  I  intended,  for  it  wrought  on  her 
The  form  of  death:  meantime  I  writ  to  Romeo, 
That  he  should  hither  come  as  this  dire  night, 
To  help  to  take  her  from  her  borrow VI  grave. 
Being  the  time  the  potion*8  force  should  cease. 
But  he  which  bore  my  letter,  Friar  John, 
Was  stav'd  by  accident ;  and  yesternight 
Retum'd  my  letter  back :  Then  all  alone. 
At  the  prefixed  hour  of  her  waking. 
Came  I  to  take  her  from  her  kindred*^  vault; 
Meaning  to  keep  her  closely  at  my  cell. 
Till  I  conveniently  could  send  to  Romeo: 


But  when  I  came  (some  minute  ere  the  time 
Of  her  awaking),  here  untimely  lay 
The  noble  Paris  and  true  Komeo,  dead* 
Bhe  wakes ;  and  I  entreated  her  come  forth, 
And  bear  this  work  of  Heaven  with  patience: 
But  then  a  noise  did  scare  me  from  the  tomb ; 
And  Ihe,  too  desperate,  would  not  go  with  me, 
But  fas  it  seems)  did  violence  on  herself. 
All  this  I  know:  and  to  the  marria^ 
Her  nurse  is  privy :  And,  if  aught  m  this 
Miscarried  by  my  fault,  let  my  old  life 
Be  sacrific'd,  some  hour  before  the  time, 
Unto  the  rij^our  of  severest  law. 

Prinee.  We  still  have  known  thee  for  a  holy 
man. - 
Where's  Romeo's  man?  what  can  he  say  to  tliis? 

BaL  I  brought  my  master  news  of  Juliet's  death; 
And  then  in  post  he  came  from  Mantua, 
To  this  same  place,  to  this  same  monument. 
This  letter  he  early  bid  me  give  his  father ; 
And  threaten 'd  me  with  death,  going  in  the  vault. 
If  I  departed  not,  and  left  him  there. 

Prince,  Give  me  the  letter,  I  will  look  on  it.— 
Where  is  the  county's  page,  that  rais'd  the  watch? — 
Sirrah,  what  made  your  master  in  this  place  ? 

Page,  He  came  with  flowers  to  strew  his  lady^ 
grave; 
And  bid  me  stand  aloof,  and  so  I  did : 
Anon,  comes  one  with  light  to  ope  the  tomb ; 
And,  by  and  by,  my  master  drew  on  him ; 
And  then  I  ran  away  to  call  the  watch. 

Prince.  This  letter  doth  make  good  thefriar^ 
words. 
Their  course  oi  love,  the  tidings  of  her  death ; 
And  here  he  writes— that  he  did  buy  a  poison 
Of  a  poor  'pothecary,  and  therewithal 
Came  to  this  vault  to  die,  and  lie  with  Juliet. 
Where  be  these  enemies  r  Capulet !  Montagnel — 
See  what  a  scourge  is  Laid  upon  your  hate. 
That  Heaven  finds  means  to  kill  your  j  ojb  with  lovo! 
And  I,  for  winking  at  vour  discords  too. 
Have  lost  a  brace  of  kinsmen:— all  are  punish'd. 

Co^.  O,  brother  Montague,  give  me  thy  hand. 
This  IS  my  daughter's  jointure,  for  no  more 
Can  I  demand. 

Mon.  But  I  can  give  thee  more : 

For  I  will  raise  her  statue  in  pure  gold ; 
That  whiles  Verona  by  that  name  is  known, 
There  shall  no  figure  at  that  rate  be  set, 
As  that  of  true  and  faithful  Juliet. 

Cap^A.%  rich  shall  llomeo  by  his  lady  lie  ; 
Poor  sacrifices  of  our  enmity ! 

Priiux,  A  glooming  peace  this  morning  with  H 
brings; 
The  sun  for  sorrow  will  not  show  his  head : 
Go  hence  to  have  more  talk  ot  these  sad  things ; 
Some  shall  be  pardon 'd,  and  some  puniahed : 
For  never  was  a  story  of  more  woe 
Than  this  of  Juliet  and  her  Romeo.  [i 
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PKIAlC,KlaffofTroy. 

HBCTOK,  wm  to  Priam. 

R0ILU8,  ton  to  PrUa. 

PARIS^oB  to  Priam. 

SSrPHOfltJB,  Mm  to  Priam. 

BELBNUS,  aoa  to  Priam. 

iBR£A8.  a  Trojaa  eommaa4ar. 

AMTElf  OR,  a  Trqjaa  commander. 

0AL0BA8,  a  Tnjaa  PriMt.  taking  part  with  tilt 

PAHIITABVS,  oneU  to  OrMilda. 
KAROAJIELON.  a  bactard  ma  to  Priam. 
AGAMEMNOir,  Um  OrMian  general. 
MElf  ELAUS,  lirother  to  i 
ACBILX.B8.aCr — 


BCQBlfS.— nroy.  aad  the  Orodaa  Oamp  bafaratl 


PROLOGUE. 


In  Tro^  there  lies  the  scene.  From  isles  oi  G reeoe 
The  pnnces  orgulooSf  their  high  blood  chafd. 
Have  to  the  port  of  Athens  sent  their  ships, 
Fraught  with  the  ministers  and  instruments 
Of  cruel  war :  Sixty  and  nine  that  wore 
Their  crownets  renal,  from  the  Athenian  bay 
Pat  forth  toward  Phrygia:  and  their  yow  is 

made 
To  ransack  Troy,  within  whose  strong  immures 
The  ravish'd  He  en,  Menelaus' queen, 
With  wanton  Paris  sleeps,— and  that's  the  quarrel. 
To  Tenedos  they  come; 
And  the  deep-drawing  barks  do  there  disgorge 
Their  warlike  fraughtage :  Now  on  Dardan  plains 
The  fredli  and  yet  un bruised  U reeks  do  pitch 
Their  braye  pavilions :  Priam's  six-gatea  city, 


Daroim,  and  Tymbria,  Ilias,  Chetas,  Trojan, 

And  Antenorides,  with  massy  staples, 

And  corresponsive  and  fulfilling  bolts 

Sperr  up  the  sons  of  Troy. 

Now  expectation,  tickling  skittish  spirits, 

On  one  and  other  side,  Trojan  and  Greek, 

Sets  all  on  hazard :— And  hither  am  I  come 

A-prologue  arm 'd,— but  not  in  confidence 

Of  author's  pen  or  actor's  voice ;  but  suited 

In  like  conditions  as  our  argument, — 

To  tell  you,  fair  beholders,  that  our  play 

Leaps  o'er  the  vaunt  and  firstlings  ot  those  broils, 

Beginning  hi  the  middle;  starting  thence  away 

To  what  may  be  digested  in  a  play. 

Like,  or  find  fault;  do  as  your  pleasures  are; 

Now  good  or  bad,  tis  but  the  chance  of  war. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  L  —Troy.    Btfart  Priam's  Polacu 
Enter  Tboilus,  armed^  and  Pardarus. 

Trck  Call  here  my  yarlet,  I'll  unarm  sgain : 
Why  should  I  war  without  the  walls  of  Troy, 
That  find  such  cruel  battle  here  within  ? 
Each  Trojan  that  is  master  of  his  heart, 
Let  him  to  field;  Troilus,  alasl  hath  none. 

Patu  Will  this  geer  ne'er  be  mended? 

Tro,  The  Greeks  are  strong,  and  skilful  to  their 
strength, 
I'leroe  to  their  skill,  and  to  their  fierceness  yaliant ; 
But  i  am  weaker  than  a  woman's  tear, 
Tamer  than  sleep,  fonder  tlian  ignorance, 
Less  valiant  than  the  virgin  in  Sie  night, 
And  skill-lfriS  as  unpractis'd  infancy. 

Pan,  Weil,  I  have  told  you  enough  of  this:  for 
my  part  1*11  not  meddle  nor  make  no  farther.  He 
that  » ill  have  a  cake  out  of  the  wheat  must  needs 
tarry  the  grinding. 

Tro,  Have  I  not  tarried? 

Pan,  Ay,  the  grinding:  bat  yoa  must  tarry  tlio 
bolting. 

Tro,  HavelnottRrriedy 


Pan,  Ay,  the  bolting:  bat  yoa  mast  tarry  the 
leavening. 

7)ro.  Still  have  I  tarried. 

Pan.  Ay,  to  the  leavening:  but  here*s  jot  fn 
the  word  hereafter,  the  kneading,  the  making  ol 
the  cake,  the  heating  of  the  oven,  and  the  baking 
nay,  yoa  must  stay  the  cooling  too,  or  yoa  may 
chance  tQ  bum  your  lips. 

7Vo.  Patience  herself,  what  goddess  e'er  she  be. 
Doth  lesser  blench  at  sufferance  tlian  I  do. 
At  Priam's  royal  table  do  I  sit ; 
And  when  fair  Cressid  comes  into  m^  thoughts, — 
So,  traitor  I  when  she  comes  I — When  is  she  thence? 

Pan,  Well,  she  looked  yesternight  fairer  than 
eyer  I  saw  her  look,  or  any  woman  else. 

TVv.  I  was  about  to  tell  thee,— When  my  heart, 
As  wedged  with  a  sigh  would  rive  in  twain ; 
Lest  HfMjtor  or  my  father  should  perceive  me, 
I  have  (as  when  the  sun  doth  light  a  storm) 
Buried  tiiis  sigh  in  wrinkle  of  a  smile: 
But  sorrow  that  is  couch 'd  in  seeming  gladness 
Is  like  that  mirth  fate  tarns  to  sudden  sadness. 

Pan,  An  her  hair  were  not  somewhat  darker 
than  Helen's  (well,  go  to),  there  were  no  more 
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oumpariBon  between  the  women,  fiat,  for  mj 
part,  she  is  my  kinswoman ;  I  would  not,  as  they 
term  it,  praise  her, — Bat  I  would  somebodv  had 
heard  her  talk  yesterday,  as  I  did.  I  will  not 
dispraise  your  sister  Cas8andra*8  wit ;  but — 

IVo.  O  Pandarus  I  I  tell  thee,  Pandarus,— 
When  I  do  tell  thee,  there  my  hopes  lie  drown'd, 
Reply  not  iu  how  many  iathoms  deep 
They  lie  indrench^d.     I  tell  thee,  I  am  mad 
In  Cressid*s  love :  Thou  answerest,  she  is  £ur ; 
Pour*st  in  the  open  ulcer  of  mr  heart 
Her  eyea^  her  liair,  her  cheek,  her  fi^ait,  her  voice; 
Uandfest  in  thy  discourse,  O,  that  her  hand, 
In  whose  comparison  all  whites  are  ink. 
Writing  their   own    reproach;    to  whose   soft 

seizure 
The  cygnet's  down  is  harsh,  and  spirit  of  sense 
Hard  as  the  palm  of  ploughman ;— this  thou  tell  st 

me. 
As  true  thou  telPst  me,  when  I  say  I  love  her; 
But,  saying  thus,  instead  of  oil  and  balm. 
Thou  lay  St  in  every  gash  that  love  hath  given  me 
The  knife  that  made  it. 

/Vm.  I  speak  no  more  than  truth. 

Tro,  Thou  dost  not  speak  so  much. 

Pan.  'Faith,  111  not  meddle  in't.  Let  her  be  as 
■he  is:  if  she  be  fair  *tis  the  better  for  her;  an  she 
be  not  she  has  tlie  mends  in  her  own  hands. 

Tro.  Good  Pandarus  I    How  now,  Pandarus  ? 

Pan,  1  have  had  my  labour  for  my  travel ;  ill- 
thought  on  of  her,  and  ill-thought  on  of  you: 
gone  between  and  between,  but  small  thaiika  for 
my  labour. 

TVo.  What,  art  thou  angry,  Pandarus?  what, 
with  me? 

Pcau  Because  she  is  kin  to  me,  therefore  she's 
not  so  fair  as  Helen :  an  she  were  not  kin  to  me, 
she  would  be  as  fair  on  Friday  as  Helen  is  on 
Sunday.  But  what  care  I?  I  care  not  an  she 
were  a  black-a-moor;  'tis  all  one  to  me. 

2Vo,  Say  1  she  is  not  fair? 

Pan,  1  do  not  care  whether  you  do  or  no.  She's 
a  fool  to  stay  behind  her  father ;  let  her  to  the 
Greeks ;  and  so  I'll  tell  her  the  next  time  I  see 
her :  for  my  part,  111  meddle  nor  make  no  more  in 
the  matter. 

Tro,  Pandamsi — 

Pan.  Not  I. 

Tro.  Sweet  Pandarus,— 

Pan.  Pray  you,  sp^4ik  no  more  to  me ;  I  will 
leave  all  as  I  found  it,  and  there  an  end. 

[Exit  Pandarus.    An  alarum, 

Tro,  Peace,  you  ungracious  clamours!  peace, 
rude  sounds  t 
Fools  on  both  sides !    Helen  mast  needs  be  fair, 
When  with  your  blood  you  daily  paint  her  thus. 
I  cannot  fight  upon  this  argument; 
It  is  too  starv'd  a  subject  for  my  sword. 
But  Pandarus— 0  gods,  how  do  you  plague  met 
I  cannot  come  to  Creasid  but  by  Pandar ; 
And  he's  as  tetchy  to  be  woo'd  to  woo. 
As  she  is  stubborn,  chaste,  against  all  suit. 
Tell  me,  Apollo,  for  thy  Daphne's  love. 
What  Cressid  is,  what  Pandar,  and  what  we? 
Her  bed  is  India ;  there  she  lies,  a  pearl : 
Between  our  Ilium  and  where  she  resides, 
I/et  it  be  oall'd  the  wild  and  wandering  flood; 
Ourself,  the  merchant;  and  this  sailing  Pandar, 
Oar  doubtful  hope,  our  convoy,  and  our  bark. 

Alarum,    MUer  JEhkas, 

Mu,  How  now,  Prince  Troilua  ?  wherefore  not 
afield? 
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7\ro.  Because  not  there:  This  wonuui^  mfwei 
sorts, 
For  womanish  it  is  to  be  from  thence. 
What  news,  Juneas,  from  the  field  to-day? 
jEne.  That  Paris  is  returned  home,  and  hart. 
Tro.  By  whom,  Jilneas  ? 
^^^  Troilus,  by  Menelana. 

Tro,  Let  Paris  bleed :  tis  but  a  scar  to  scorn ; 
Paris  is  gor'd  with  Menelaus'  horn.  {AUmtm, 

Mne,  Hark !  what  good  sport  is  out  of  town 

to-day  I 
Tro.  Better  at  home,  if  *<  would  I  might**  were 
"may."- 
But  to  the  spor  t  abroad : — Are  yon  bound  thither? 
jEnt.  In  all  swift  haste. 
Tro,  Come,  go  we  then  tofretber. 

[^Eaciud,. 

SCENE  TL—Th^  tame.     A  Street. 
Miter  Cbbbsida  and  Alexajidbb. 

Oret,  Who  were  those  went  by  ? 

AleaB.  Queen  Hecuba  and  Helen. 

Cres.  And  whither  go  they  ? 

Alex,  Up  to  the  eastern  tower, 

Whose  height  commands  as  subject  all  the  vale. 
To  see  the  battle.    Hector,  whose  patience 
Is  as  a  virtue  fix'd,  to-day  was  mov'd : 
He  chid  Andromache,  and  struck  his  armoorer ; 
And,  like  as  thtre  were  husbandry  in  war, 
Before  the  sun  rose  he  was  harnessed  light, 
And  to  the  field  goes  he;  where  every  flower 
Did,  as  a  prophet,  weep  what  it  foresaw 
In  Hector's  wrath. 

Cre$.  What  was  his  cause  of  anger? 

Alex.  The  noise  goes,  this:  There  is  among  the 
Greeks 
A  lord  of  Trojan  blood,  nephew  to  Hector ; 
They  call  him  Ajax. 

Cfre*.  Good;  and  what  of  him 

AUx,  They  say  he  is  a  very  man  per  ee^ 
And  stands  alone. 

Cres.  So  do  all  men ;  unless  they  are  drunk, 
sick,  or  have  no  legs. 

Alex,  This  man,  Uidy,  hath  robbed  many  beasts 
of  their  particular  additions;  he  is  as  valiant  as 
the  lion,  churlish  as  the  bear,  slow  as  the  elephant: 
a  man  into  whom  nature  hath  so  crowded  humours, 
that  his  valour  is  crushed  into  fully,  his  folly  sauced 
with  discretion :  there  is  no  man  hath  a  virtue  that 
he  hath  not  a  glimpse  of;  nor  any  man  an  attaint 
but  he  carries  some  stain  of  it :  he  is  melancholy 
without  cause,  and  merry  against  the  hair:  Ue 
hath  the  joints  of  everything ;  but  everything  so 
out  of  joint,  that  he  is  a  gouty  Briareus,  many 
hands  and  no  use;  or  purblind  Argus,  all  eyes 
and  no  sight. 

Cres.  But  how  should  this  man,  that  makes  me 
smile,  make  Hector  angry  ? 

Alex,  They  say  he  yesterday  ooped  Hector  in 
the  battle,  and  struck  him  down ;  the  disdain  and 
shame  whereof  hath  ever  since  kept  Hector  lasting 
and  waking. 

£nter  Pandarob. 

Ores,  Who  comes  here? 

Alex,  Madam,  your  uncle  Pandarus. 

Crea,  Hector's  a  gallant  man. 

Alex,  As  may  be  in  the  world,  lady. 

Pan,  What's  that?  what's  that? 

Ores,  Good  morrow,  uncle  Panderua. 

Pan.  Good  morrow,  cousin  Cressid :  Wliat  do 
you  talk  of?— Good  morrow,  Alexander. — How 
do  you,  ooasin  V  When  were  voo^  ilium  ? 
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Crti.  This  morning,  ancle. 

Pan,  Wliat  were  you  talking  of  when  I  came? 
Was  Hector  armed,  and  gone,  ere  je  came  to 

Ilium? 
Helen  was  not  up,  was  she? 

Crea,  Hector  was  ffone;  bat  Helen  was  not  np.  i 
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Ores.  Indeed,  a  tapster*d  arithmetio  maj  soon 

bring  his  particulars  therein  to  a  totai. 
Jan.  Why,  he  is  very  young:  and  yet  will  he, 

within  three  pound,  lift  as  mueh  as  his  brothei 

Hector. 

Ores,  Is  he  so  young  a  man,  and  so  old  a 


/ton.  E'en  so ;  Hector  was  stirring  earl^.  .  lifter? 

Cres,  That  were  we  talking  of,  andof  his  anger.  I     Fan,  But  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen  loves  him ; 
Pan,  Was  he  angry?  '  she  came,  and  puts  me  her  white  hand  to  his 

"*       "    *  cloven  chin  j — 

CrtM,  J  uno  have  mercy  t— How  came  it  cloven  ? 

Pan.  Why,  you  know,  *tis  dimpled :  I  think  his 

smiling  becomes  him  better  than  any  man  in  all 

Phryjja. 

Cres.  0,  he  smiles  valiantlj. 

Pan.  Does  he  not? 

Orti.  O  yes,  an  'twere  a  cloud  in  autumn. 

-'^w'*  Whv,  go  to  then.— But  to  prove  to  you 
that  Helen  loves  Troilus,— 

Ores,  Troilus  will  stand  to  the  proof,  if  youll 
prove  it  so. 

Pan.  Troilus?  whv,  he  esteems  her  no  more 
than  I  esteem  an  addle  egg. 

Ores.  If  you  love  an  a^le  egg  as  well  as  you 
love  an  idle  head,  you  would  eat  chickens  1  the 
shell. 

Pan,  I  cannot  choose  but  langh,  to  think  how 
she  tickled  his  chin ! — Indeed  she  has  a  marvellous 
white  hand,  I  must  needs  confess. 

Ores,  Without  the  rack. 

Pan,  And  she  takes  upon  her  to  spy  a  white 
hair  on  his  chin. 

Cres,  Alas,  poor  chin!  many  a  wart  is  richer. 

Pan,  But  there  was  such  laughing;  —  Queen 
Hecuba  laughed  that  her  eyes  ran  o*er. 

Cres,  With  millstones. 

Pan,  And  Cassandra  laughed. 

Ores.  But  there  was  more  temperate  fire  under 
the  pot  of  her  eyes: — Did  her  eyes  run  o*er  too  ? 

Pan.  And  Hector  laughed. 

Ores,  At  what  was  all  this  laughing? 

Pan,  Marrv,  at  the  white  hahr  that  Helen  spied 
on  Troilus*  chin. 

Ores.  An*t  had  been  a  green  hair,  I  should  have 
laughed  too. 

Pm,  They  laughed  not  so  much  at  the  hair,  as 
at  his  prettv  answer. 

Ores.  What  was  his  answer? 

Pan.  Quoth  she, "  Here's  but  two  and  fifty  hairs 
on  your  chin,  and  one  of  them  is  white." 

Ores,  This  is  her  question. 

Pan,  That's  true,  make  no  question  of  that. 
**  Two  and  fiftv  hairs," quoth  he,  '*  and  one  white: 
That  white  hair  is  my  father,  and  all  the  rest  are 
hiiisonfl ^'^JnnitArl**  nnoih  she.  **  which  of  these 


Ores,  So  he  says  here. 

Pan,  True,  he  was  so ;  I  know  the  cause  too ; 
hell  lay  about  him  to^y,  I  can  tell  them  that: 
and  there's  Troilus  will  not  oome  far  behind  him ; 
let  them  take  heed  of  Troilus ;  I  can  tell  them  that 
too. 

Ores,  What,  is  he  angrv  too? 

Pan,  Who,  Troilus  ?  Troilus  is  the  better  man 
of  the  two- 

Ores,  O.Jupiter!  there's  no  comparison. 

Pan,  What,  not  between  Troilus  and  Hector  ? 
Do  you  know  a  man  if  you  see  him? 

Ores,  Ay ;  if  I  ever  saw  him  before,  and  knew 
him. 

Pan,  Well,  I  say  Troilus  is  Troilus. 

Ores,  Then  you  say  as  I  say ;  for  I  am  sure  he 
is  not  Hector. 

Pan,  No,  nor  Hector  is  not  Troilus,  in  some 
degrees. 

Ores,  Tis  just  to  each  of  them ;  he  is  himself. 

Pan,  Himself?  Alas,  poor  Troilus!  I  would  he 
were. 

Orss,  So  he  is. 

Pan,  *Condition,I  had  gone  barefoot  to  India. 

Ores,  He  is  not  Hector. 

Pan,  Himself?  no,  he's  not  himself. —*Would a* 
were  himself!  Weil,  the  gods  are  above.  Time 
must  firiend,  or  end:  Well,  Troilus,  well,— I  would 
my  heart  were  in  her  body!— No,  Hector  is  not 
a  better  man  than  Troilus. 

Ores,  Excuse  me. 

Pan.  He  is  elder. 

Ores,  Pardon  me,  pardon  me. 

Pan,  The  other's  not  come  to*t;  you  shall  tell 
me  another  tale  when  the  others  come  to'L 
Heetor  shall  not  have  his  wit  this  year. 

Ores,  He  shall  imt  need  it,  if  be  have  his  own. 

Pm,  Nor  his  qualities. 

Ores.  No  matter. 

Pan,  Nor  hia  beauty. 

Ores.  Twould  not  become  him,  his  own's  better. 

Pa$t,  Ton  have  no  judgment^  niece:  Helen  her- 
self swore  the  other  day,  that  Troilus,  for  a  brown 
favour  (for  so  *tis,  I  must  confess),— Not  brown 
neither. 

OnoL  No.  bnt  bmwn. 
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Ores,  At  your  pleasure. 

Pan,  Here,  here,  here's  an  excellent  pUoe ;  here 
we  ma^  see  most  bravely :  1*11  tell  you  them  ail 
bv  their  names,  as  they  pass  by;  but  mark  Troilus 
above  the  rest. 

iEirBA8|xua8s  over  ike  Stage, 

Ores,  Speak  not  so  lond. 

Fan.  Tliat's  iEneas :  Is  not  that  a  brave  man  ? 
he%  one  of  the  flowers  of  Troy,  I  can  tell  you. 
Bat  mark  Troilus ;  you  shall  see  anon. 

Crei,  Who's  that? 

AMTEHOB|xufe«  over. 

Pan.  That's  Antenor;  he  has  a  shrewd  wit,  I 
can  tell  you;  and  he's  a  man  good  enough ;  he's 
one  o'  the  soundest  judgment  in  Troy,  who&oever, 
and  a  proper  man  of  person :— When  comes  Troi- 
lus?—ril  show  you  Troilus  anon;  if  he  see  me, 
you  shall  see  him  nod  at  me. 

Ores,  Will  he  give  you  the  nod  ? 

Pan.  You  shall  see. 

Orei.  If  he  do,  the  rich  shall  have  more. 

Heotob  paseea  over. 

Pan,  That's  Hector,  that,  that,  look  you.  that: 
there's  a  fellow ;— Go  thy  way,  Hector  f—There's 
a  brave  man,  niece.— O  brave  Hector  I— Look, 
how  he  looks!  there's  a  countenance!  Is*t  not  a 
brave  man? 

Ores,  O,  a  brave  man  1 

Pan.  Is  'a  not?  It  does  a  man's  heart  good— 
Look  you  what  hacks  are  on  his  helmet !  look  you 
ponder,  do  you  see  ?  look  you  there  I  there's  no 
]esting:  there's  laying  on;  take't  off  who  will,  as 
they  say:  there  be  hacks! 

Oret.  Be  those  with  swords? 

Fjoob  passes  over. 

Pan.  Swords?  anything,  he  cares  not :  an  the 
devil  come  to  him,  it's  all  one:  By  god's  lid,  it 
does  one's  heart  good:  —  Yonder  comes  Paris, 
yonder  comes  Paris :  look  ye  yonder,  niece.  Is't 
not  a  gallant  man  too,  is't  not?— Why,  this  is 
brave  now. — Who  said  he  came  hurt  home  to-day? 
he's  not  hurt:  why,  this  will  do  Helen's  heart  good 
now.  Ha !  'would  I  could  see  Troiiua  now! — ^you 
shall  see  Troilus  anon. 

Ores.  Who's  that? 

Helemub  passes  over. 

Pan,  That's  Helenus, — I  marvel  where  Troilus 
4s:— That's  Helenus;— I  think  he  went  not  forth 
to-day: — That's  Helenus. 

Crts.  Can  Helenus  fight,  uncle  ? 

J^an.  Helenus?  no; — yes,  hell  fight  indifferent 
well :— I  marvel  where  Troilus  is !— Hark ;  do  you 
not  hear  the  people  cry,  Troilus  ?— Helenus  is  a 
priest 

Ores.  What  sneaking  fellow  comes  yonder? 

TB0iLUS|xua8s  over. 

Pan.  Where?  yonder?  That's Deiuhobus :  Tis 
Troilus!  there's  a  man,  niece!  —  Hem! — Brave 
Troilus!  the  prince  of  chivalry. 

Ores.  Peace,  for  shame,  peace! 

Pan.  Mark  him ;  note  him ;  O  brave  Troilus!  Look 
well  upon  him,  niece ;  look  you,  how  his  sword  is 
bloodied,  and  his  helm  more  hacked  than  Hector's: 
And  how  he  looks,  and  how  he  goes !  O  admirable 
youth!  he  ne'er  saw  three-and-twenty.  Go  thy 
way,  Troilus,  go  thy  way;  had  I  a  sister  were  a 
grace,  or  a  daughter  a  goddess,  he  should  take  his 
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choice.  0  admirable  man!  Paris?— Paris  is  dirt 
to  him ;  and,  I  warrant,  Helen,  to  change,  would 
give  money  to  boot. 

Forces  pass  over  (he  stage. 

Ores.  Here  come  more. 

Pan.  Asses,  fools,  dolts!  chaff  and  bran,  diaff 
and  bran!  porridge  after  meat!  I  could  live  and 
die  i'  the  eyes  of  Troilus.  Ne'er  look,  ne'er  look ; 
the  eagles  are  gone;  crows  and  daws,  crows  and 
daws!  I  had  rather  be  such  a  man  as  Troilus, 
than  Agamemnon  and  all  Greece. 

Ores.  There  is  among  the  Greeks,  Achilles ;  a 
better  man  than  Troilus. 

Pom.  Achilles?  a  drayman,  a  porter,  a  very 
camel. 

Ores.  Well,  well. 

Pan.  Well,  well?— Why,  liave  you  any  discre- 
tion? have  you  any  eves?  Do  you  know  what  a 
man  is?  Is  not  birth,  beauty,  good  shape,  dis- 
course, manhood,  learning,  gentleness,  virtue, 
youth,  liberality,  and  so  forth,  the  spice  and  salt 
that  season  a  man  ? 

Ores,  Ay,  a  minced  man :  and  then  to  be  baked 
with  no  date  in  the  pie, — for  then  the  man's  date's 
out. 

Pan,  You  are  such  another  woman !  one  knows 
not  at  what  ward  you  lie. 

Ores.  Upon  my  back,  to  defend  my  belly;  upon 
my  wit,  to  defend  my  wiles;  upon  mv  secrecy, 
to  defend  mine  honesty:  my  mask,  to  defend  mv 
beauty;  and  you,  to  defend  all  these:  and  at  all 
these  wards  I  lie,  at  a  thousand  watches. 

Pan.  Say  one  of  your  watches. 

Ores.  Nay,  111  watch  you  for  that ;  and  that's 
one  of  the  chiefest  of  them  too;  if  I  cannot  ward 
what  I  would  not  have  hit,  I  can  watch  you  for 
telling  how  I  took  the  blow ;  unless  it  swell  past 
hiding,  and  then  it's  past  watching. 

Pan.  Yon  are  such  another! 

Enter  Tboilus'  Boy. 

Boy,  Sir,  my  lord  would  instantly  speak  with 

you. 
Fan.  Where? 

Boy.  At  your  own  house;  there  he  unarms 
him.    '  [EzUBoj. 

Pan.  Good  boy,  tell  him  I  come: 
I  doubt  he  be  hurt— Fare  ye  well,  good  niece. 
Ores.  Adieu,  uncle. 

Pam,  111  be  with  you,  niece,  by  and  by. 
Ores,  To  bring,  uncle, — 
Pam,  Ay,  a  token  firom  Troilus. 
Ores,  Bj  the  same  token— you  are  a  bawd. 
[Exit  Pandarus. 
Words,   vows,    gifts,    tears,    and     love^    full 

sacrifice. 
He  offers  in  another^  enterprise: 
But  more  in  Troilus  thousand-fold  I  see 
Than  in  the  glass  of  Pandar's  praise  may  be; 
Yet  hold  I  off.     Women  are  angels,  wooing: 
Things  won  are  done,  joy%   soul   lies   m  the 

doing ; 
That  she  belov'd  knows  nought  that  knows  not 

this,— 
Men  prize  the  thing  ungain'd  more  than  It  is: 
That  she  was  never  yet  that  ever  knew 
Love  got  so  sweet,  as  when  desire  did  sue: 
Therefore  this  maxim  out  of  love  I  teach,— 
Achievement  is  command;  un^n'd,  beseech: 
Then  though  my  heart's  content  firm  love  doA 

bear. 
Nothing  of  tluitshaU^^^^^^yes  appear.  [Aat 


8C£NE  UL—The  Grecian  Oan^    Brfon  Aga- 
memnon'B  TenJL 

Ssnet.    Enter  Aoamemvon,  Nestob,  Ulybsbs, 
Menblaub,  andothan, 

JgauL  Princes, 
What  grief  hatli  set  the  ianndioe  on  your  cheeks? 
The  ample  proposition  that  hope  makes 
In  all  designs  begun  on  earth  below, 
Fails  in  the  promis'd  largeness:  checks  and  dis- 
asters 
Grow  in  the  veins  of  actions  highest  reared ; 
Aa  knots,  bj  the  conflux  of  meeting  sap, 
Infect  the  sound  pine,  and  divert  his  grain 
Tortive  and  errant  from  his  course  of  growth. 
Nor,  princes,  is  it  matter  new  to  us, 
That  we  come  short  of  our  suppose  so  fiir. 
That,  after  seven  years*  siege,  yet  Troy  walls 

stand: 
Sith  every  action  that  hath  gone  before. 
Whereof  we  have  record,  trial  did  draw 
Bias  and  thwart,  not  answering  the  aim. 
And  that  unbodied  figure  of  the  thought 
That  gavet  surmisd  shape.     Why  then,  you 

imnoes, 
Do  Tou  with  cheeks  ahash*d  behold  our  works; 
Ana  think  them  shames,  which  are,  indeed,  nought 

else 
But  the  protractive  trials  of  great  Jove, 
To  find  persistive  constancy  m  men  ? 
The  fineness  of  which  metal  is  not  found 
In  fortune's  love :  for  then,  the  bold  and  coward. 
The  wise  and  fool,  the  artist  and  unread. 
The  hard  and  soft,  seem  all  affin'd  and  kin : 
But,  in  the  Mrind  and  tempest  of  her  frown, 
Distinction,  with  a  broad  and  powerful  fim, 
Pufl!ng  at  all,  winnows  the  lignt  away; 
And  what  hath  mass,  or  matter,  by  itself 
Ldes,  rich  in  virtue,  and  unmingled. 

Jfe$L  With  due  observance  of  thy  godlike  seat, 
Great  Agamemnon,  Nestor  shall  apply 
Thy  latest  words.    In  the  reproof  of  chance 
Lies  the  true  proof  of  men :  the  sea  being  smooth, 
How  many  shallow  bauble  boaU  dare  sail 
Upon  her  petient  breast,  noaking  their  wi^ 
With  those  of  nobler  bulk  I 
But  let  the  rufiian  Boreas  once  enrase 
The  gentle  Thesis,  and,  anon,  behold 
The  strong^ribb*d  liark  through  liquid  mountains 

cut. 
Bounding  between  the  two  moist  elements, 
like  Perseus'  horse:   Wliere%  then  the  sancy 

boat, 
Whose  weak  untimber*d  sides  but  even  now 
Co-rivaird  greatness  ?  either  to  harbour  fled, 
Or  made  a  toast  for  Neptune.    Even  so 
Doth  valour's  show,  and  valour's  worth,  divide. 
In  storms  of  fortune :  For,  in  her  ray  and  bright- 
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The  herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  brize 
Than  by  the  tiger ;  bat  when  the  splitting  wind 
Makes  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  oaks, 
And  flies  fled  under  shade,  why,  then,  the  thing 

of  courage. 
As  Tous'd  with  rage,  with  rage  doth  sympathize. 
And,  with  an  accent  tunVl  in  self-eame  key, 
Hetums  to  chiding  fortune. 

Ulyn,  Agamemnon, — 

Thou  great  commander,  nerve  and  bone  of  Greece 
Heart  of  our  nnmbent,  soul  and  only  spirit. 
In  whom  the  tempers  and  the  min(»  of  all 
Should  be  shut  ap,— hear  what  Ulysses  speaka. 
Besides  the  applause  and  approbation 


The  which, — most  mighty  for   thy  place  ana 

sway,—  [To  Aoamemvoh. 

And  thou  most  reverend  for  thy  stretch 'd-out 

life, —  [7b  Nbstob. 

I  give  to  both  your  speeches, — ^which  were  such 
As  Agamemnon  and  the  hand  of  Greece 
Should  hold  up  high  in  brass ;  and  such  again 
As  venerable  Nestor,  hatchM  in  silver. 
Should  with  a  bond  of  air,  strong  as  the  axletree 
On  which  the  heavens  ride,  knit  all  Greeks*  ears 
To  his  experienc'd  toQgae,— >yet  let  it  please 

both,— 
Thou  great,— and  wise, — to  hear  Ulysses  speak. 
Agmu  Speak,  prince  of  Ithaca;  and  be*t  of  less 

expect 
That  matter  needless,  of  importless  burden. 
Divide  thy  lips,  than  we  are  confident. 
When  rank  Thersites  opes  his  mastick  jaws, 
We  shall  hear  music,  vrit,  and  oracle. 

Ulysa.  Troy,  yet  upon  his  basb,  had  been  down. 
And  the  great  Hector's  sword  had  lack'd  a  master. 
But  for  these  instances. 
The  specialty  of  rule  hath  been  neglected : 
And,  look,  how  many  Grecian  tents  do  stand 
Hollow  upon  this  plain,  so  many  hollow  fiu^ns. 
When  that  the  general  is  not  like  the  hive. 
To  whom  the  foragers  shall  all  repair. 
What  honey  is  expected?  Degree  being  vizarded. 
The  unworthiest  shows  as  fairly  in  the  mask. 
The  heavens  themselves,  the  planets,  and  this 

centre, 
Observe  degree,  priority,  and  place, 
Insisture,  course,  proportion,  season,  form, 
Ofilce,  and  custom,  in  all  line  of  order : 
And  therefore  b  the  glorious  planet,  Sol, 
In  noble  eminence  enthron'd  and  spher'd 
Amidst  the  other;  whose  med'cinable  eye 
Corrects  the  ill  aspects  of  planets  evil. 
And  posts,  Uke  the  commandment  ot  a  king. 
Sans  check,  to  good  and  bad:  fiat  when  the  planets. 
In  evil  mixture,  to  disorder  wander. 
What  phizes,  and  what  portents  1  what  mutiny  I 
What  ragine  of  the  sea  I  shaking  of  earth  I 
Commotion  m  the  wmds  I  frights,  changes,  horrors, 
Divert  and  crack,  rend  and  deracinate 
The  unity  and  married  calm  of  states 
Quite  from  their  fixtarel    0,  when  degree  is 

shak'd. 
Which  is  the  ladder  to  all  high  designs. 
The  enterprise  is  sick!  How  could  communities, 
Degrees  in  schools,  and  brotherhoods  in  otiea, 
Peaceful  commerce  from  dividable  shores. 
The  primogenitive  and  due  of  birth, 
Prerogative  of  age,  crowns,  sceptres,  laurela, 
But  by  desree,  stand  in  authentic  place  ? 
Take  but  degree  away,  untune  that  string. 
And,  hark,  what  discord  follows  1  each  thing  meets 
In  mere  oppugnancy :  The  bounded  waters 
Should  lift  their  bosoms  higher  than  the  shores. 
And  make  a  sop  of  all  this  solid  ^lobe: 
Strength  should  be  lord  of  imbecility. 
And  the  rude  son  should  strike  his  mther  dead : 
Force  should  be  right ;  or,  rather,  right  and  wrong 
(Between  whose  endless  jar  justice  resides) 
Should  lose  their  names,  and  so  should  justioe  too. 
Then  everything  includes  itself  in  power. 
Power  into  wUl,  will  into  appetite* 
And  appetite  an  universal  wolf. 
So  doubly  seconded  with  will  and  power, 
Must  make,  perforce,  an  universal  prey, 
And,  last,  eat  up  himself.    Great  Agamenuinfl, 
This  chaos,  when  degree  is  suffocate, 
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And  this  neglectioD  of  degree  is  it, 

That  by  a  pace  goes  baokward,  in  a  purpose 

It  hatb  to  climb.    The  general*B  disdain 'd 

By  bim  one  step  below;  he,  by  the  next; 

Tnat  next,  by  him  beneath :  so  every  step, 

Exampled  b^  the  first  pace  that  is  sick 

Of  his  superior,  grows  to  an  euyioos  fever 

Of  pale  and  bloodless  emulation : 

And  'tis  this  fever  that  keeps  Troy  on  foot, 

Not  her  own  sinews.    To  end  a  tale  of  length, 

Troy  in  our  weakness  stands,  not  in  her  strength. 

Ifest,  Most  wisely  hath  Ulysses  here  discover'd 
The  fever  whereof  all  our  i>ower  is  sick. 

Again.  The  nature  of  the  sickness  found,  Ulysses, 
What  is  the  remedy  ? 

Ui^  The  great  Achilles,  whom  opinion  crowns 
The  sinew  and  the  forehand  of  our  host, 
Having  his  ear  full  of  his  airy  fame, 
Grows  dainty  of  his  worth,  and  in  his  tent 
Lies  mocking  our  designs :  With  him,  Patroclus, 
Upon  a  lazy  bed,  the  livelong  day 
Breaks  scurril  jests ; 

And  with  ridiculous  and  awkward  action 
(\S'hich,  slanderer,  he  imitation  callb) 
He  pageants  us.    Sometime,  great  Agamemnon, 
Thy  topless  deputation  he  puts  on: 
And  like  a  strutting  player,  whose  conceit 
Lies  in  his  hamstring,  and  doth  think  it  rich 
To  hear  the  wooden  dialogue  and  sound 
Twixt  his  stretch'd  footing  and  the  scaffoldage, 
Such  to-be-pitied  and  o'er-wrested  seeming 
He  acts  thy  greatness  in :  and  when  he  speaks, 
Tis  like  a  chime  a  mending ;  with  terms  uusquar'd, 
Which  from  the  tongue  of  roaring  Typhon  dropp'd 
Would  seem  h^r boles.    At  this  fusty  stuff, 
The  large  Achilles,  on  his  pressed  bed  lolling. 
From  his  deep  chest  laughs  out  a  loud  applause; 
Cries-"  Excellent! — 'Tis  Agamemnon  just — 
Now  play  me  Nestor;— hem,  and  stroke  thy  beard, 
As  he,  being  'dress'd  to  some  oration." 
That's  done ;— as  near  as  the  extremest  ends 
Of  parallels.— as  like  as  Vulcan  and  his  wife : 
Yet  god  Achilles  still  cries,  "  Excellent; 
•Tis  Nestor  right!  Now  play  him  me,  Patroclus, 
Arming  to  answer  in  a  night  alarm." 
And  then,  forsooth,  the  faint  defects  of  age 
Most  be  the  scene  of  mirth ;  to  cough,  and  spit. 
And  with  a  palsy,  fumbling  on  bis  gorget. 
Shake  in  and  out  the  rivet ;  and  at  this  sport. 
Sir  Valour  dies;  cries,  **  O  I— enough,  Patroclus ; 
Or  give  me  riba  of  steell  I  shall  split  all 
In  pleasure  of  my  spleen."  And  in  this  fashion. 
All  oar  abilities,  girt^,  natures,  shapes, 
Severals  and  generals  of  grace  exa^ 
Achievements,  plots,  orders,  preventions, 
Excitements  to  the  field,  or  speech  for  trace, 
Sacoess,  or  loss,  what  is,  or  is  not,  serves 
As  stuff  for  these  two  to  make  paradoxes. 

Neii.  And  in  the  imitation  of  these  twain 
Whom,  as  Ulysses  says,  opinion  crowns 
(With  an  imperial  voice),  many  are  infect. 
Ajax  Is  grown  self-wiird ;  and  bears  his  head 
In  sach  a  rein^  in  full  as  proud  a  place 
As  broad  Achilles;  keeps  his  tent  like  him  ; 
Hakes  Actions  feasts;  rails  on  our  state  of  war 
Bold  as  an  oracle ;  and  sets  Thersites 
|A  sUve  whose  gall  coins  slanders  like  a  mint) 
Te  match  us  in  comparisons  with  dirt; 
To  weaken  and  discredit  our  exposure, 
^ow  rank  soever  rounded  in  with  danger. 

Vlyaa.  They  tax  our  policy,  and  call  it  cowardice; 
Count  wisdom aa  no  member  of  the  war; 
Forestall  prescienoe,  and  esteem  no  act 


CRESSIDA. 
But  that  of  hand :  the  still  and  mental  narts,— 
That  do  contrive  how  many  hands  shaA  strike. 
When   fitness  calls  them   on;    and   kpow,  by 

measure 
Of  their  observant  toil,  the  enemies*  weight, — 
Why,  tills  hath  not  a  finger's  dignity: 
They  call  this  bed-work,  mappery,  closet-war: 
So  that  the  ram  that  batters  down  the  wall. 
For  the  great  swing  and  rudeness  of  his  poise. 
They  place  betore  his  hand  that  made  the  engine ; 
Or  those  that  with  the  fineness  of  their  souls 
By  reason  guide  his  execution. 

Ifest,  Let  this  be  granted,  and  Achilles'  horse 
Makes  many  Thetis'  sons.  [  Tucket  touruU, 

Agam,  What  trumpet?  look,  Menelaus. 

Enter  MvEAB, 

Men.  From  Troy. 

Aaam.  What  would  you  fore  our  tent  ? 

Mie.  lathis 

Qreat  Agamemnon^  tent,  I  pray  yon  ? 

Agam.  Even  thia. 

jEne.  May  one  that  is  a  herald,  and  a  prince, 
Do  a  fair  message  to  his  kingly  ears  ? 

Agam.  With  surety  stronger  tlian  Achilles' arm 
'Fore  all  the  Oreelush  beads,  which  with  one 

voice 
Call  Agamemnon  head  and  general. 

jEne.  Fair  leave,  and  large  security.    How  may 
A  stranger  to  those  most  imperial  looks 
Know  them  from  eyes  of  other  mortals  ? 

Agam.  How  ? 

jEne.  Ay; 
I  ask,  that  I  might  waken  reverence. 
And  bid  the  cheek  be  ready  with  a  blush 
Modest  as  morning  when  she  coldly  eyes 
The  youthful  Pbcebus: 
Which  is  that  god  in  oflSce,  guiding  men  ? 
Which  is  the  high  and  mighty  Agamemnon  } 

Agam.  This  Trojan  sooms  as ;  or  the  mo 
Trojr 
Are  ceremonious  conrtiers. 

.^hie.  Courtiers  as  free,  as  debonair^  unarm'd. 
As  bending  angels ;  that's  their  fame  in  peace : 
But  when  they  would  seem  soldiers,  they  liave 

galls, 
Good  arms,  strong  joints,  troe  swords ;  and,  Jove> 

accord. 
Nothing  80  full  of  heart    But  peace,  ^neaa 
Peace,  Trojan ;  lay  thjr  finger  on  thy  lipsl 
The  worthiness  of  praise  di:itains  his  worth. 
If  that  the  prais'd  himself  bring  the  praise  rorth : 
But  what  the  repining  enemy  commends. 
That  breath  fame  blows;  that  praise,  sole  pare, 
transcends. 

Agam.    Sir,  yoa  of  Troy,  call  you  yoorseH 
iEneas? 

jEne.  Ay,  Greek,  tliat  is  my  name. 

Again.  What's  your  afiair,  I  pray  you  ? 

jEne.  Sir,  pardon ;  His  for  A^memnon's  eara. 

Agtan.  He  hears  nought  pnvately  that  comes 
from  Troy. 

.^kte.  Nor  I  from  Troy  come  not  to  whisper  him : 
I  bring  a  trumpet  to  awake  his  ear 
To  set  his  sense  on  the  attentive  bent 
And  then  to  speak. 

Agam.  Speak  frankly  as  the  wind ; 

It  is  not  Agamemnon's  sleeping  hour; 
That  thou  shalt  know,  Trojan,  be  is  awake. 
He  tells  thee  so  himself. 

yEne.  Trumpet,  blow  loud. 

Send  thy  brass  voice  through  all  these  lazy  Usom; 
And  every  Greek  of  m,ttK^l^^.,to^^gJ^ 


of 


^*^^^  Troy  means  fairly  shalT be  spoke  aloud. 

[Ihmtffet  aoimda. 
We  have,  great  Agamemnon,  here  in  Troy 
A  prinoe  oall*d  Hector  (Priam  b  his  father), 
Who  in  this  dull  and  long-continued  truce 
In  mety  grown ;  be  bade  me  take  a  trumpet, 
And  to  this  pu^iose  speak.    Kings,  princes,  lords, 
If  there  be  one,  amongst  the  fkir'st  of  Qreeoe, 
That  holds  his  honour  higher  than  his  ease ; 
That  seeks  his  praise  more  than  be  fears  his  peril ; 
That  knows  his  valour,  and  knows  not  his  fear, 
That  loves  his  mistress  more  than  in  confession 
(With  truant  vows  to  her  own  lips  he  loves). 
And  dare  avow  her  beauty  and  her  worth, 
In  other  arms  than  hers— to  him  this  challenge. 
Hector,  in  view  of  Trojans  and  of  Qreoks, 
Shall  make  it  good,  or  do  his  best  to  do  it, 
Ue  bath  a  lady,  wiser,  fairer,  truer, 
Than  ever  Greek  did  compass  in  his  arms; 
And  will  to-morrow  with  his  trumpet  call, 
Mid-way  between  your  tents  and  walls  of  Troy, 
To  rouse  a  Grecian  that  is  true  in  love : 
If  any  come,  Hector  shall  honour  him ; 
If  none,  he'll  say  in  Troy  when  he  retiree, 
The  Grecian  dames  are  sunburnt,  and  not  worth 
The  splinter  of  a  lance.    Even  so  much. 

Agam,  This  shall  be  told  our  lovers,  lord  .£nea8; 
If  none  of  them  have  soul  in  such  a  kind, 
We  left  them  all  at  home:  But  we  are  soldiers; 
And  may  tliat  soldier  a  mere  recreant  prove, 
That  meant  not,  bath  not,  or  is  not  in  love  I 
If  then  one  is,  or  hath,  or  means  to  be. 
That  one  meets  Hector;  if  none  else.  111  be  he. 

NeaL  Tell  him  of  Nestor,  one  that  was  a  man 
When  Hector's  grandsire  suck*d :  he  is  old  now ; 
But,  if  there  be  not  in  our  Grecian  mould 
One  noble  man,  that  hath  one  spark  of  fire 
To  answer  for  his  love,  tell  him  from  me, — 
111  hide  my  silver  beard  in  a  gold  beaver. 
And  in  my  vantbrace  put  this  withered  brawn ; 
And  meetme  him,  will  tell  him,  that  my  lady 
Was  fairer  than  his  grandame,  and  as  chaste 
As  may  be  in  the  world;  his  youth  in  flood, 
111  paMm  this  truth  with  my  three  drops  of  blood. 

mne.  Now    heavens   forbid   such   scarcity  of 
youth  I 

UlifMs*  Amen. 

Ajfaan,  Fair  lord  .£nea8,  let  me  touch  your 
hand; 
To  oor  pavilion  shall  I  lead  you  first 
Achilles  shall  have  word  of  this  intent; 
So  shall  each  lord  of  Greece,  from  tent  to  tent : 
Yourself  shall  feast  with  us  before  you  go, 
And  find  the  welcome  of  a  noble  foe. 

[Exeunt  all  hut  Ulybses  and  Nestor. 

Ulya$,  Nestor. 

Nett,  What  says  Ulysses? 

Ulyss,  I  have  a  young  conception  in  my  brain, 
Beyou  my  time  to  bring  it  to  some  shape. 
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I  Whose  grossness  little  characters  sum  up: 
And,  in  the  publication,  make  no  strain. 
But  that  Achilles,  were  his  brain  as  barren 
As  banks  of  Libya,— though,  Apollo  knows. 
Tis  dry  enough, — will,  with  great  speed  of  judg- 
ment. 
Ay;,  with  celerity,  find  Hector^  purpose 
Pointing  on  him. 

UlyM.  And  wake  him  to  the  answer,  think  yon? 

Nt»U  Yes, 

It  is  most  meet;  Whom  may  you  else  suppose, 
That  can  from  Hector  bring  his  honour  otif. 
If  not  Achilles?  Though  't  be  a  sportful  combat. 
Yet  in  this  trial  much  opinion  dwells ; 
For  here  the  Trojuns  taste  our  dear'st  repute 
With  their  fin'st  palate :  And  trust  to  me,  Ulysses, 
Our  imputation  shall  be  oddly  pois'd 
In  this  wild  action:  for  the  success. 
Although  particular,  shall  give  a  scantling 
Of  good  or  bad  unto  the  general ; 
And  in  such  indexes,  although  small  pricks 
To  their  subsequent  vohimes,  there  is  seen 
The  baby  figure  of  the  giant  mass 
Of  things  to  come  at  large.     It  is  supposed. 
He  that  meets  Hector  issues  from  our  choice: 
And  choice,  being  mutual  act  of  all  our  souls, 
Makes  merit  her  election ;  and  doth  boil. 
As  'twere  from  forth  as  all,  a  man  distilFd 
Out  of  our  virtues  ;  who,  miscarrying, 
What  heart  from  hence  receives  the  conquering 

part. 
To  steel  a  strong  opinion  to  themselves? 
Which  entertain'd,  limbs  are  his  instruments. 
In  r  o  less  working,  than  are  swords  and  bows 
Directive  by  the  limbs. 

Uly$$,  Give  pardon  to  my  speech;— 
Therefore  *tis  meet,  Achilles  meet  not  Hector. 
Let  us  like  merchants  show  our  foulest  wares. 
And  think,  perchance,  theyll  sell ;  if  not, 
The  lustre  of  the  better  yet  to  show 
Sliall  show  the  better.    Do  not  consent 
That  ever  Hector  and  Achilles  meet; 
For  both  our  honour  and  our  shame,  in  this, 
Are  dogg*d  with  two  strange  followers. 

Neat,  1  see  them  not  with  my  old  eyes;  what 
are  they? 

Ulyti*  What  glory  our  Achilles  shares  from 
Hector, 
Were  he  not  proud,  we  all  should  wear  with  him: 
But  he  already  is  too  insolent ; 
And  we  were  better  parch  in  Afirio  snn. 
Than  in  the  pride  aoa  salt  scorn  of  his  eyes. 
Should  he  *scape  Hector  fair:  If  he  were  foil'd. 
Why,  then  we  did  our  main  opinion  crush 
In  taint  of  our  best  man.    No,  make  a  lottery  * 
And,  by  device,  let  blockish  Ajax  draw 
The  sort  to  fight  with  Hector :  Among  ourselvea 
Give  him  allowance  as  the  worthier  man. 
For  that  will  phys  c  the  great  Myrmidon, 
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SCENE  h—Jnoiherpart  of  ike  Grecian  Camp, 
Enter  Ajaz  and  Thebsites. 

Afo*  Thersites, — 

liter,  Agamemnon— how  if  he  had  boOs?  full, 
all  oyer,  generally? 

JL^tn.  Thersites, — 

Ther,  And  those  bofls  did  mn  ?~8a7  so, — did 
not  the  general  run ?  were  not  that  a  botchj  core? 

Aiax,  Dog,— 

2her.  Then  would  oome  some  matter  from  him; 
I  see  none  now. 

4^is*  Thou  bitch-wolfs  aon,  eanst  thou  not 
hear?  Feel  then.  iStrOeeekim, 

Ther*  The  plague  of  Qreece  upon  thee,  thou 
mon^el  beef-wittod  lord  I 

4^>^.  Speak  then,  thou  rinew^dest  leaven, 
speak :  I  will  beat  thee  into  handsomeness. 

I%er,  I  shall  sooner  rail  thee  into  wit  and 
holiness:  but  I  think  thj  horse  will  sooner  con 
an  oration,  than  thou  learn  a  prajer  without  book. 
Thou  canst  strike,  canst  thou?  a  red  murrain  o' 
thj  jade^  tricks ! 

^^iax,  Toad:itool,  learn  me  the  proclamation. 

Ther.  Dost  thou  thmk  I  have  no  sense,  thou 
•trik'stmethus? 

'4JOX.  The  proclamation — 

Ther,  Thou  art  proclaimed  a  fool,  I  think. 

4jaaB,  Do  not,  porcupine,  do  not;  mj  fingers 
itoh. 

Ther.  I  would  thou  didst  itch  from  head  to  foot, 
and  I  had  the  scratching  of  thee :  I  would  make 
thee  the  loathsomest  scab  in  Greece.  When  thou 
art  forth  in  the  incursions,  thou  strikest  as  slow 
as  another. 

Jicue.  I  say,  the  proclamation,— 

Ther.  Thou  grnmblest  and  railest  eyery  hour 
on  Achilles;  and  thou  arc  as  full  of  envy  at  his 
greatness,  as  Cerberus  is  at  Proserpina^  beauty, 
ay,  that  thou  bark^st  at  him. 

JL^iix.  Mistress  Thersites ' 

Ther,  Thou  shouldst  strike  him. 

Amob.  Ck>bloafI 

Ther.  He  would  pun  thee  into  shiyers  with  his 
fist,  as  a  sailor  breaks  a  biscuit. 

Aiax.  You  whoreson  curl  [Beating  him. 

Ther.  Do,  do. 

Ajax,  Thou  stool  for  a  witch  I 

Ther,  Ay,  do,  do:  thou  sodden-witted  lord! 
thou  hast  no  more  brain  than  I  have  hi  mine 
elbows;  an  assinego  may  tutor  thee :  Thou  scurvy 
ydiant  ass !  thou  art  here  but  to  thrash  Trojans ; 
and  thou  art  bought  and  sold  among  those  of  any 
wit,  like  a  Barbarian  slave.  If  thou  use  to  beat 
me,  I  will  begin  at  thy  heel,  and  tell  what  thou 
art  hj  inches,  thou  thing  of  no  bowels,  thou ! 

4^»'  You  dog ! 

Ther.  You  scurvy  lord  I 

4Ais>  You  curl  [Beating  him. 

Iher.  Mars  his  idiot  I  do,  rudeness ;  do,  camel ; 
do,  do. 

Enter  Achilles  and  Patboclus. 

AM.  Why,  how  now,  Ajax?  wherefore  do 
yon  thb? 
How  now,  Thersites?  what%  the  matter,  man? 
Ther.  Yon  see  him  there,  do  you? 
AthiL  Ay;  what^  the  matter? 
7'her.  Nay.  look  upon  him. 
AehaL  So  I  do;  what's  the  matter? 


Ther.  Nay,  but  regard  him  welL 

AchiL  Well,  why  I  do  so. 

Ther.  But  yet  you  look  not  well  upon  him:  for 
whomsoever  you  take  him  to  be,  he  is  Ajax. 

AcML  1  know  that,  fool. 

Ther.  A  v,  but  that  fool  knows  not  himseUL 

Ajax.  Therefore  1  beat  thee. 

Ther.  Lo,  lo,  lo,  lo,  what  modicums  of  wit  ha 
utters !  his  evasions  have  ears  thus  long.  I  have 
bobbed  his  brain  more  than  he  has  beat  my  bones: 
I  will  buy  nine  sparrows  for  a  penny,  and  hispid 
mater  is  not  worth  the  ninth  part  of  a  sparrow. 
This  lord,  Achilles,  Ajax,— who  wears  his  wit  in 
his  belly,  and  his  guts  in  bis  bead,— 111  tell  you 
what  i  say  of  him. 

AchiL  What? 

Ther,  I  say,  this  Ajax— 

Nay,  good  Ajax. 

[Ajax  ojers  to  strike  ftm,  Aghilles 
interpoeei. 

Ther.  Has  not  so  much  wit — 

AchU.  Nay,  I  must  hold  you. 

Ther,  As  will  stop  the  eye  of  Helen%  needle, 
for  whom  he  comes  to  fight. 

AchiL  Peace,  fool  I 

Ther,  I  would  have  peace  and  ouietness,  but  the 
fool  will  not :  he  there ;  that  he ;  look  you  there. 

A^ax,  O  thou  damned  curl  I  shall — 

Achil,  Will  vou  set  your  wit  to  a  fool's? 

Ther.  No,  I  warrant  yon;  for  a  fool%  wiQ 
shame  it. 

Patr,  Good  words,  Thersites. 

AtJdL  What's  the  Quarrel? 

Aiax.  I  bade  the  vile  owl  go  leara  me  the  teoor 
of  the  proclamation,  and  he  rails  upon  ma. 

Ther,  I  serve  thee  not. 

A^ax.  Well,  go  to,  go  to. 

Ther,  I  serve  here  voluntary. 

AcinL  Your  last  service  was  saffbranoe,  ^was 
not  voluntary;  no  man  is  beaten  voluntary;  Ajax 
was  here  the  voluntary,  and  you  as  unaer  an 
impress. 

Ther,  E'en  so ;— a  great  deal  of  your  wit  too 
lies  in  your  sinews,  or  else  there  be  liars.  Hector 
shall  have  a  great  catch  if  he  knock  out  either 
of  your  brains;  'a  were  as  good  crack  a  fus^  nut 
with  no  kernel. 

AchiL  What,  with  me  too,  Thersites? 

Ther,  There's  Ulysses  and  old  Nestor, — ^wlioee 
wit  was  mouldy  ere  your  grandsires  had  nails  on 
their  toes,— yoke  you  like  draught  oxen,  and 
make  you  plough  up  the  war. 

AchU,  What,  what? 

Ther.  Yes,  good  sooth.  To  Achilles !  to  Ajax  I 
to! 

Ajax.  I  shall  cut  out  your  tongue. 

Ther,  Tis  no  matter;  I  shall  speak  as  much  aa 
thou,  afterwards. 

PaJtr,  No  more  words,  Thersites;  peace. 

Ther,  I  will  hold  my  peace  when  Achilles* bradi 
bids  me,  shall  I  ? 

AchiL  There's  for  yon,  Patrodus. 

Ther.  I  will  see  you  hanged,  like  dotpolea.  era 
I  come  an^  more  to  your  tents ;  £  will  keep  where 
there  is  wit  stirring,  and  leave  the  faction  of  fools. 

Patr.  A  good  riddance. 

AjM.  Marry,  this,  sir,  is  prooIalm*d  tiiroogli 
all  our  host: 
That  Hector,  by  the  fifUi  hour  of  tiiegBiini        . 
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Will,  wtth  a  trumpet,  ^ixt  our  tents  and  Troy, 
To-morrow  morning  call  some  knight  to  arras, 
That  hath  a  stomach  ;  and  sach  a  one  that  dare 
liaintain— I  know  not  what ;  'tis  trash :  Farewell. 

Ajax,  Farewell.    Who  shall  answer  him  ? 

AchU.  I  know  not,  it  is  put  to  lottery;  otherwise, 
He  knew  his  man. 

Ajax.  0,  meaning  jom^IU  go  learn  more  of  it. 

[JExeunL 

SCENE  IL— Troy.    A  Room  in  Priam's  Pdtaee, 

Enter  Pezam,  Hector,  Tboilub,  Paris,  and 
Helbmus. 

Pru  After  so  many  hoars,  lires,  speeches  spent, 
Thns  once  again  says  Nestor  from  the  Greeks : 
**  Delirer  Helen,  and  all  damage  else— 
As  honoar,  loss  of  time,  travel,  expense. 
Wounds,  friends,  and  what  else  dear  that  Is  oon- 

snm'd 
In  hot  digestion  of  this  cormorant  war, — 
Shall  be  struck  off:"— Hector,  what  say  you  to'«? 
HecU  Though  no  man  lesser  fears  toe  Greeks 

than  I, 
As  fiff  as  toucheth  my  particular,  yet,  dread  Priam, 
Tliere  is  no  lady  of  more  softer  l>owels, 
More  spongy  to  suck  in  the  sense  of  fear, 
More  ready  to  cryoat—"Whoknows  what  follows?" 
Than  Hector  is :  The  wound  of  peace  is  surety. 
Surety  secure ;  but  modest  doubt  is  caird 
The  beacon  of  the  vrise,  the  tent  that  searches 
To  the  bottom  of  the  worst.    Let  Helen  go : 
Since  thefirst  sword  was  dravm  about  this  question, 
Every  tithe  soul,  *mongst  many  thousand  dismes, 
Hath  been  as  dear  as  Helen ;  I  mean  of  ours. 
If  we  hare  lost  so  many  tenths  of  ours. 
To  guard  a  thing  not  ours ;  nor  worth  to  us. 
Had  it  our  name,  the  value  of  one  ten ; 
What  merit 's  in  that  reason  which  denies 
The  yielding  of  her  up? 

Tro.  Fie,  fie,  my  brother! 

Weigh  yon  the  worth  and  honoar  of  a  king 
So  great  as  our  dread  father,  in  a  scale 
Of  oummon  ounces?  will  you  with  counters  sum 
The  past-proportion  of  his  infinite? 
And  Duckle-m  a  waist  most  fathomless 
With  spans  and  inches  so  diminutive 
As  fears  and  reasons  ?  fie,  for  godly  shame : 
HeL  No  marvel,  though  you  bite  so  sharp  at 

reasons. 
Ton  are  so  empty  of  them.   Should  not  our  father 
Bear  the  great  sway  of  his  affairs  with  reasons. 
Because  vour  speech  hath  none,  that  tells  him  so? 
Tro,  You  are  for  dreams  and  slumbers,  brother 

priest, 
Ton  ftir  your  gloves  with  reason.    Here  are  your 

reasons : 
Too  know  an  enemy  intends  tou  harm; 
Tou  know  a  sword  employ^  is  nerilous, 
And  rea*ion  flies  the  object  of  all  harm : 
Who  marvels  then,  when  Heleniis  beholds 
A  Grecian  and  his  sword,  if  ho  do  set 
The  very  wings  of  reason  to  his  heels ; 
And  fly  like  chidden  Mercury  from  Jove, 
Or  like  a  star  dis-orb*d?— Nav,  if  we  talk  of  reason, 
Let^  shut  our  gates,  and  sleep:   Manhood  and 

honour 
Should  have  hare  hearts,  would  th^  but  hi  thtir 

thoughts 
With  this  cramm*d  reason ;  reason  and  respect 
Make  livers  pale,  and  lostihood  deject. 

Bed.  Brother,  she  is  not  worth  what  she  doth  cost 
The  holding 
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Tro.  What's  anght  but  as  *tis  valued  r 

HecU  But  valne  dwells  not  in  particular  will; 
It  holds  his  estimate  and  dignity 
As  well  wherein  ^is  precious  of  itself 
As  in  the  prizer ;  *tis  mad  idolatry 
To  make  the  service  greater  than  the  god ; 
And  the  will  dotes  that  is  inclinable 
To  what  infectiously  itself  affects, 
Without  some  image  of  the  affected  merit. 

Tro,  I  take  to-day  a  wife,  and  my  election 
Is  led  on  in  the  conduct  of  my  will ; 
My  will  enkindled  by  mine  eves  and  ears. 
Two  traded  pilots  *twix.t  the  oangerous  shores 
Of  will  and  judgment:  How  ma^  I  avoid, 
Although  my  will  distaste  what  it  elected, 
The  w  fe  I  cnose?  there  can  be  no  evasion 
To  blench  from  this,  and  to  stand  firm  by  honoar: 
We  turn  not  back  the  silks  upon  the  merchant. 
When  we  have  spoil'd  them:  nor  the  remainder 

viands 
We  do  not  throw  in  unrespective  same. 
Because  we  now  are  full.    It  was  thought  meet, 
Paris  should  do  some  vengeance  on  the  Greeks : 
Your  breath  of  full  consent  bellied  his  sails ; 
The  seas  and  winds  (old  wranglers)  took  a  truce. 
And  did  him  service:  he  touched  the  ports  desir'd ; 
And,  for  an  old  aunt,  whom  the  Greeks  held  capi  ive. 
He  brought  a  Grecian  queen,  whose  youth  and 

freshness 
Wrinkles  Apollo's,  and  makes  stale  the  morning. 
Why  keep  we  her?  the  Grecians  keep  our  aunt: 
Is  she  wortn  keeping?  why,  she  is  a  pearl. 
Whose  price  hath  launched  above  a  thousand  ships. 
And  tum'd  crown 'd  kings  to  merchants. 
If  youll  avouch  'twas  wisdom  Paris  went 
(As  yon  must  needs,  for  you  all  cried— "Go,  go*^. 
If  you'll  confess  he  brought  home  noble  prize 
(As  you  must  needs,  for  you  all  clapp'd  your  hands, 
And  cried—"  Inestimable!*),  why  do  you  now 
The  issue  of  your  proper  wisdoms  rate; 
And  do  a  deed  that  fortune  never  did. 
Beggar  the  estimation  which  vou  prized 
Kicher  than  sea  and  land  ?    O  thett  most  base, 
That  we  have  stolen  what  we  do  fear  to  keep  I 
But  thieves,  unworthy  of  a  thing  so  stolen, 
That  in  thdr  country  did  them  that  disgrace. 
We  fear  to  warrant  m  our  native  place! 

Cos.  [  Wi(Jwu\  Cry,  Trojans,  cry  I 

Pri,  What  noise?  what  shriek  Is  this *> 

Tro,  Tis  our  mad  sister,  I  do  know  her  voice. 

Ca$,  [WWdn.]  Crv,  IVojans ! 

HecUXi  is  Cassandra. 

Ikter  Cassardra,  rwomg. 
Cob.  Cry,  Trojans,  cry  I  lend  me  ten  thousand 

And  I  will  fill  them  with  prophetic  tears. 

Hect,  Peace,  sister,  peace. 

Cos.  Virgins  and  boys,  mid  age,  and  wrinkled 
old. 
Soft  infancy,  that  nothing  canst  but  cry, 
Add  to  my  clamours  I  let  us  pay  betimes 
A  moiety  of  that  mass  of  moan  to  come. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry  I  practise  your  eyes  with  tears: 
Troy  must  not  be,  nor  goodly  llion  stand ; 
Our  firebrand  brother,  Paris,  bums  us  alL 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry  I  a  Helen,  and  a  woe. 
Cry,  cry  I  Troy  bums  or  else  let  Helen  go.  [EoeU, 

HecL  Now,  youthful  Troilus,  do  not  these  high 
strains 
Of  divination  in  our  sister  work 
Some  touches  of  remorse  ?  or  is  your  blood 
80  nudly  hot.  Uut  no  ^^•(>*HbQle 


Nor  fear  of  bad  success  in  a  bad  caiise, 
Can  qualifj  the  same? 

Tro.  Why,  brother  Hector, 

We  may  not  think  the  justness  of  each  act 
Such  and  no  other  than  event  doth  form  it ; 
Nor  once  deject  the  courage  of  our  minds 
Because  Cassandra's  mad ;  her  brain-sick  rapturea 
Cannot  distaste  the  goodness  of  a  ouarrel 
Which  hath  our  several  honours  all  engaged 
To  make  it  gracious.    For  my  private  part, 
[  am  no  more  touched  than  all  Priam*8  sons: 
A^nd  Jove  forbid  there  should  be  done  amongst  us 
Such  things  as  might  offend  the  weakest  spleen 
To  fight  for  and  maintain  I 

Par,  Else  might  the  world  convince  of  levity 
As  well  my  undertakings  as  your  counsels: 
But  I  attest  the  gods,  jour  full  conf  ent 
Gave  wings  to  my  propension,  and  cut  off 
All  fears  attending  on  so  dire  a  project. 
For  what,  alas,  can  these  my  single  arms? 
What  propugnation  is  in  one  man*s  valour, 
To  stand  the  push  and  enmity  of  those 
This  quarrel  would  excite  V    Yet,  I  protest, 
Were  I  alone  to  pass  the  difficulties, 
And  had  as  ample  power  as  I  have  will, 
Paris  should  ne'er  retract  what  he  hath  done, 
Nor  faint  in  the  pursuit. 

iV».  Paris,  you  speak 

Like  one  besotted  on  your  sweet  delights : 
Ifou  have  the  honey  still,  but  these  the  gall; 
So  to  be  valiant  is  no  praise  at  all. 

Par,  Sir,  1  propose  not  merely  to  myself 
The  pleasures  such  a  beauty  brings  with  it ; 
But  I  would  have  the  soil  of  her  fair  rape 
Wip'd  off,  in  honourable  keeping  her. 
What  treason  were  it  to  the  ransacked  queen, 
Disgrace  to  your  great  worths,  and  shame  to  me, 
Now  to  deliver  her  po&session  up, 
On  terms  of  base  compulsion !  Can  it  be 
That  so  degenerate  a  strain  as  this 
Should  once  set  footing  in  your  generous  bosoms? 
There's  not  the  meanest  spirit  on  our  party, 
Without  a  heart  to  dare,  or  sword  to  draw, 
When  Helen  is  defended ;  nor  none  so  noble, 
Whose  life  were  ill  bestow'd,  or  death  unfam'd. 
Where  Helen  is  the  subject :  then,  I  say, 
Well  may  we  fight  for  her,  whom,  we  know  well, 
The  world's  large  spaces  cannot  parallel. 

HecL  Paris  and  TroiIns,you  have  both  said  well; 
And  on  the  cause  and  question  now  in  hand 
Have  gloz'd,  -  but  superficially ;  not  much 
Unlike  young  men,  whom  Aristotle  thougjht 
Unfit  to  hear  moral  philosophy: 
The  reasons  you  allege  do  more  conduce 
To  th^hot  nassion  of  distemper'd  blood, 
Than  to  make  up  a  free  determination 
Twixt  right  and  wrong;  for  pleasure  and  revenge 
Have  ears  more  deaf  than  adders  to  the  voice 
Of  any  true  decision.     Nature  craves 
All  dues  be  rendered  to  their  owners:  Now 
What  nearer  debt  in  ail  humanity 
Than  wife  is  to  the  husband?  if  this  law 
Of  nature  be  corrupted  through  affection. 
And  that  great  minds,  of  partial  indulgence 
To  their  benumbed  wills,  resist  the  same. 
There  is  a  law  in  each  well-order'd  nation, 
To  curb  those  raging  appetites  that  are 
Most  disobedient  and  refractory. 
If  Helen  then  be  wife  to  Sparta's  king, — 
As  it  is  known  she  is,    these  moral  laws 
Of  nature,  and  of  nations,  speak  aloud 
To  have  her  back  retum'd :  Thus  to  persist 
In  doini?  wrong  extenuates  not  wrong, 
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But  makes  it  much  more  heavy.   Hector^  opinion 

Is  this,  in  way  of  truth :  yet,  nevertheless, 

My  spritely  brethren,  I  propeiid  to  you 

In  resolution  to  keep  Helen  still ; 

For  'tis  a  cause  that  hath  no  mean  dependence 

Upon  our  joint  and  several  dignities. 

Tro,  Why,  there  you  touch'd  thelifeof  ourdesign: 
Were  it  not  glory  that  we  more  affected 
Than  the  performance  of  our  heaving  spleens, 
I  would  not  wish  a  drop  of  Trojan  blood 
Spent  more  in  her  defence.    But,  worthy  Hector, 
She  is  a  theme  of  honour  and  renown ; 
A  spur  to  valiant  and  magnanimous  deeds ; 
Whose  present  courage  may  beat  down  our  foes. 
And  fame,  in  time  to  come,  canonize  us : 
For,  I  presume,  brave  Hector  would  not  lose 
So  rich  advantage  of  a  promised  glory. 
As  smiles  upon  the  foreoead  of  tbis  action, 
For  the  wide  world's  revenue. 

Sect,  I  am  yours, 

You  valiant  offspring  of  great  Priamus. 
I  have  a  rolsting  challenge  sent  amongst 
The  dull  and  factious  nobles  of  the  Greeks, 
Will  strike  amazement  to  their  drowsy  spirits 
I  was  advertis'd  their  great  general  slept. 
Whilst  emulation  in  the  army  crept; 
This,  I  presume,  will  wake  him. 


SCENE  III.— The  Grecian   Can^    Brfore 
Achilles'  Tent. 

Enttr  Thersitbs; 

Tlier.  How  now,  Thersites?  what,loet  in  the 
labyrinth  of  thy  fury?  Shall  the  elephant  Ajax 
carry  it  thus  ?  he  beats  me,  and  I  rail  at  him :  O 
worthy  satisfaction  I  would  it  were  otherwise:  that 
I  could  beat  him,  whilst  he  rail 'd  at  me:  'Sfoot, 
111  learn  to  conjure  and  raise  devils,  but  111  see 
some  issue  of  my  spiteful  execrations.  Then 
there's  Achilles, — a  rare  engineer.  If  Troy  be 
not  taken  until  these  two  unoerroine  it,  the  walls 
will  stand  till  they  fall  of  themselves.  O  thou 
great  thunder-darter  of  Olympus,  forget  that  thou 
art  Jove  the  king  of  gods ;  and,  Mercury,  lose  all 
the  serpentine  craft  of  thy  Caduceus ;  if  ye  take 
not  that  little  little  less-than-little  wit  from  them 
that  they  have  I  which  short-armed  ignorance  itself 
knows  is  so  abundant  scarce,  it  will  not  in  circnm- 
vention  deliver  a  fly  from  a  spider,  without  drawing 
the  massy  irons,  and  cutting  the  web.  After  this, 
the  vengeance  on  the  whole  camp!  or  rather,  the 
bone-ache  I  for  that,  methinks  is  the  curse  depen- 
dant  upon  those  that  war  for  a  p'acket.  I  have 
said  my  prayers;  and  devil  envy  say  Amen. 
What,  ho  I  my  lord  Achilles  I 

Enter  Patroclus. 

Pair.  Who'i  there?  Thersites?  good  Thersites, 
oome  in  and  rail. 

Ther,  If  I  could  have  remembered  a  gilt  coun- 
terfeit, thou  wouldst  not  have  slipt  out  of  my 
contemplation  :  but  'tis  no  matter:  Thyself  upon 
thyself  I  The  common  curse  of  mankind,  folly  and 
iKiiorance,  be  thine  in  great  revenuel  heaven  bless 
thee  from  a  tutor,  and  discipline  come  not  near 
thee  I  Let  thy  blood  be  thy  direction  till  thy 
death  I  then  if  she  that  lays  thee  out  says  thou  art 
a  fiiir  corse,  I'll  be  sworn  and  swoin  upf>n*t,  she 
never  shrouded  any  but  lazars.  Amen.  Where's 
Achilleb? 

Potr.  What,  art  thou  devout?  wast  thou  in  a 
prayer? 

Ther,  Ay:  the  heavens  hear 
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Knter  AcBXLLEB, 

JefttZ.  WhoV  there? 

iW.  Theruites,  my  lord. 

AchiL  Where,  where?'Art  thou  come?  Why. 
my  cheese,  my  digestion,  why  hast  thoa not  served 
thyself  in  to  my  table  so  many  meala  ?— Come; 
wbat*8  Anmemnon  ? 

Tker,  Thy  commander,  Achilles :— Then  tell 
me  Patroclus,  what's  Achilles? 

Fair,  Thy  lord,  Tlieriiites:  Then  tell  me,  I  pray 
thee,  what's  th^lf  ? 

Tker,  Thy  knower,  Patroclos:  Then  tell  me, 
Patroclos,  what  art  thoa  ? 

J)air,  Thou  mayst  tell  that  knowest 

^le/iiZ.O,  tell,  tell. 

Ther,  111  decline  the  whole  qaestion.     Agn- 
~  memnon  commands  Achilles;  Achilles  is  my  lord ; 
I  am  Patroclus*  knower ;  and  Patroclus  is  m  ibol. 

Pdir.  You  rascal  1 

Ther.  Peace,  fool ;  I  have  not  done. 

AML  Ue  is  m  privileged  man.— Proceed,  Ther- 
sites. 

Ther,  Agamemnon  is  a  fool ;  Achilles  is  a  fool ; 
Theridtes  is  m  fool ;  and,  as  aforesaid,  Patroclus  is 
a  foot 

AchU  Derive  this;  oome. 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool  to  oflfer  to  command 
Achilles;  Achilles  is  a  fool  to  be  commanded  of 
Agamemnon;  Thersites  is  a  fool  to  serve  such  a 
fool ;  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool  positive. 

Patr,  Why  am  I  a  fool  ? 

Ther.  Make  that  demand  of  the  prover.— It 
ioifioes  me  thoa  art   Look  you,  who  comes  here? 
Ekter  Aoambmxon,   Ulysses,   Nbstob, 
DiosucDBS,  and  Ajax. 

AMI  PatrodML  ni  speak  with  nobody:-- 
Come  in  with  me,  Thersites.  [Exit. 

Ther.  Here  is  such  patchery,  such  juggling  and 
mch  knavery  1  all  the  argument  is,  a  cuckold  and 
m  whore:  A  good  quarrel,  to  draw  emulous  fac- 
tions, and  bleed  to  death  upon.  Now  the  dry 
wrpigo  on  the  subject  I  and  war  and  lechery  con- 
found all  I  [Exit. 

Agam.  Where  is  Achilles? 

FaLr.  Within  his  tent;  but  ill-disposed,  my  lord. 

Aganu  Liet  it  be  known  to  him  that  we  are  here. — 
He  shent  our  messengers,  and  we  lay  by 
Our  appert  liiiments,  visiting  of  him : 
Let  him  be  told  so ;  lest,  perchance,  he  think 
We  dare  not  move  the  question  of  our  place. 
Or  know  not  what  we  are. 

Phtr.  I  shall  so  say  to  him.    [ExiL 

UUfm.  We  saw  him  at  the  opening  of  his  tent ; 
He  is  not  sick. 

Ajoa.  Yes,  lion-sick,  sick  of  proud  heart:  you 
may  call  it  melancholy,  if  yoo  will  favour  the 
man:  but,  by  my  head,  it  is  pride:  But  why, 
why?  let  him  show  os  the  cause.— A  word,  my 
lord.  r  Tahea  Aoam.  atide. 

Nett.  What  moves  Ajax  tlih^  to  bay  at  him? 

Uk^te.  Achillei  hath  inveigled  his  fool  from  him. 

Nut   Who?  Thersites? 

Ulym,  He. 

Nett.  Then  will  Ajax  lack  matter,  if  he  have 
lost  his  arguHftent. 

Ult/ee.  No;  you  see,  he  is  his  argument  that  has 
his  argument, — Achilles. 

NeeL  All  the  better;  their  firaotioQ  is  more  our 
wish  than  their  faction :  But  it  was  m  strong 
eounsel  a  fool  could  disunite. 

Ulym.  The  amity  that  wisdom  knits  not,  folfy 
may  sadly  untie.    Here  comes  Patroclus. 


i2»>«n<sr  Patboglub. 

NetL  No  AchUles  with  him. 

Ulifee.  The  elephant  hath  joints,  but  none  for 
courtesy: 
His  legs  are  legs  for  necessity,  not  for  flexure. 

Patr.  Achilles  bids  me  say—he  is  much  sorry 
If  anything  more  than  your  sport  and  pleasure 
Did  move  your  greatness,  and  this  noble  state, 
To  call  upon  him ;  he  hopes  it  is  no  other. 
But  for  your  health  and  your  digestion  sake, 
An  after-dhmer"^  breath. 

Aganu  Hear  you,  Patrodus;- 

We  are  too  well  acquainted  with  these  answers : 
But  his  evasion,  wing'd  thus  swift  with  scorn. 
Cannot  outfly  our  apprehensions. 
Much  attribute  he  hath ;  and  much  the  reason 
Why  we  ascribe  it  to  him:  yet  all  his  virtues, 
Not  virtuously  of  his  own  part  beheld. 
Do,  in  our  eyes,  be^in  to  lose  their  gloss; 
Yea,  like  fiiur  fruit  m  an  unwholesome  dish, 
Are  like  to  rot  untasted.    Go  and  tell  him 
We  oome  to  speak  with  him :  And  yoa  shall  not  sin, 
If  yon  do  say — we  think  him  over-proud. 
And  under-honest;  in  self-assumption  greater 
Than  in  the  note  of  judgment ;  and  worthier  than 

himself 
Here  tend  the  savage  strangeness  he  puts  on ; 
Disguise  the  holjf  strength  of  their  command. 
And  underwrite  in  an  observing  kind 
His  humorous  predominance;  yea,  watch 
His  pettish  lines,  his  ebbs,  hu  flows,  as  if 
The  passage  and  whole  carriage  of  this  action 
Bode  on  bis  tide.    Qo,  tell  him  this ;  and  add. 
That,  if  he  overbold  his  price  so  much. 
Well  none  of  him;  but  let  him,  like  an  engine 
Not  portable,  lie  under  this  report  - 
Bring  action  hither,  this  cannot  go  to  war : 
A  stirring  dwarf  we  do  allowance  give 
Before  a  sleeping  giant :— Tell  him  so. 

Patr.  I  shall;  and  bring  his  answer  presently. 

[Exit. 

Agam.  In  seeond  voioe  well  not  be  satisfied. 
We  oome  to  speak  with  him.— Ulysses,  enter  yon. 

[ExU\}\srm. 

Afait.  What  is  he  more  than  another  ? 

Anam.  No  more  than  what  he  thinks  he  is. 

4}Vtc.  Is  he  so  much?  Do  you  not  think  he 
thinks  himself  a  better  man  than  I  am? 

Agam,  No  question. 

Ajax.  'Will you  subscribe  his  thought,  and  say 
he  is? 

Agam.  No,  noble  Ajax ;  you  are  as  strong,  as 
valiant,  as  wise,  no  less  noble,  much  more  gentle, 
and  altogether  more  tractable. 

Ajax.  Why  should  a  man  be  proud  ?  How  doth 
pride  grew  ?    1  know  not  what  pride  is. 

Agam.  Your  mind*s  the  clearer,  Ajax,  and  rour 
virtues  the  fairer.  He  that  is  proud  eaU  up  him- 
self: pride  is  hb  own  kIa^s,  his  own  trumpet,  his 
own  chronicle ;  and  whatever  praises  itseli  but  in 
the  deed,  devours  the  deed  in  the  praise. 

Ajax.  I  do  hate  a  proud  man,  as  I  hate  the 
engendering  of  toads. 

Nut.  Yet  he  bves  himself:  1st  not  strange? 

[Aaide. 
J8^€n(er  ULT88B8. 

Uly$$.  Achilles  will  not  to  the  field  to-morrow. 

Agam.  What's  his  excuse  ? 

Ul^a,  He  doth  rely  on  none 

But  carries  on  the  stream  of  his  dispose, 
Without  observanoe  or  respect  of  any, 
In  will  peculiar  and  \n  selMidmission. 
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_,_j.  Why,  will  he  not,  npon  our  fiiir  reqaeft, 
Untent  his  person,  and  share  the  air  with  nsr 

CTi^  Things  small  as  nothing,  for  requests 
sake  only, 
He  makes  important:  Possessed  he  Is  with  great- 
ness; 
And  speaks  not  to  himself^  bat  with  a  pride, 
That  quarrels  at  self-breath :  imas:in'd  worth 
Holds  in  his  blood  snch  swoln  and  hot  discoorse, 
That,  "twixt  his  mental  and  his  actiTe  parts, 
Kingdom^d  Achilles  in  commotion  rages, 
And  batters  Against  itself.    What  should  I  say  ? 
He  is  so  plaguy  proud,  that  the  death-tokens  of  it 
Cry—"  No  recovery." 

Agon,  Let  Alax  ^  to  him.-- 

Dear  lord,  go  yon  and  greet  him  m  his  tent: 
Tis  said,  he  holds  yon  well ;  and  will  be  led, 
At  your  request,  a  little  fh>m  himself. 

ulyt$,  0  Agamemnon,  let  it  not  be  sol 
Well  consecrate  the  steps  that  Aiax  makes 
When  they  go  from  Achilles:  bhall  the  prond 

lord. 
That  bastes  his  arrogance  with  his  own  seam. 
And  never  saffers  matter  of  the  world 
Enter  his  thouffhts,~saTe  such  as  do  revolre 
And  rnminate  himself,— shall  he  be  worshipped 
Of  that  we  hold  an  idol  more  than  he? 
No,  this  thrice  worthy  and  right  valiant  lord 
Most  not  so  stale  his  palm,  nobly  acquired ; 
Nor,  by  mj  will,  assubjugate  his  merit. 
As  amply  titled  as  Achilles  is, 
By  going  to  Achilles; 
That  were  to  enUrd  his  fiU-alreadr  pride; 
And  add  more  coals  to  Cancer,  when  he  boms 
With  entertaining  great  Hyperion. 
This  lord  go  to  him  I  Jupiter  forbid; 
And  say  in  thnnder — **Acnilles  go  to  him.** 

Negt,  O,  this  is  well;  he  rubs  the  vein  of  hinu 

[Aside. 

Dio,  And  how   his   silence   drinks   no   this 
applause  t  (Aside. 

Ajax,  If  I  go  to  him,  with  my  ann*d  fist  I'll 
pash  him 
Over  the  face. 

Aqam.  O,  no,  you  shall  not  go. 

Ajax,  An  a  be  proud  with  me,  111  pheese  his 
pride : 
Let  me  go  to  him. 

Ulyst,  Not  for  the  worth  that  hangs  opon  our 
quarrel. 

Ajca,  A  paltry  insolent  fellow. 

Nest,  How  he  describes  himself.  [Aside. 

Ajax.  Can  he  not  be  sociable? 

Ulyss,  The  raven  chides  blackness.  [Aside. 

Amx,  111  let  hu  hnmourflLblood. 

Agam,  He  will  be  the  physician  that  should  be 
the  ^tient  [Aside. 

4jox.  An  all  men  were  o*  my  mind  t 


eat 


Ulyss.  Wit  would  be  ont  of  fashhrn.        [A 

Ajax.  A  should  not  bear  it  so,  a  shoold 
■words  first;  Shall  pride  carry  it? 

Seel.  An  'twould,  you*d  carry  half.         lA 

Ulyss.  He  would  liave  ten  shares.  [Aside. 

Aiax.  I  will  knead  him.  111  make  him  snpple. 

NesL  He's  not  yet  through  warm;  force  him 
with  praises:  Poor  in,  pour  in;  his  ambition  is 
dry.  [Aside. 

Vlyss.  My  lord,  you  feed  too  mocfa  on  this  dislike. 

[IbAOAM. 

Nest.  Oar  noble  general,  do  not  do  so. 

Iho.  Tou  must  prepare  to  fi^ht  without  Achilles. 

Ulyss.  Why,  tis  this  nammg  of  him  does  him 
harm. 
Here  is  a  man— But  tis  before  his  face; 
I  will  be  silent 

Nest.  Wherefore  shoold  yon  so  ? 

He  is  not  emnlous,  as  Achilles  is. 

Ulyss.  Know  the  whole  world,  he  is  as  valiant 

Ajax.  A  whoreson  dog,  that  shall  palter  thos 
with  OS  t    Would  be  were  a  Trojan ! 

Nest.  What  a  vice  were  it  in  Ajax  now— 

Ulyss.  If  he  were  proud— 

IHo.  Or  coretoiis  of  praise— 

Ulyss.  Ay,  or  snrly  borne — 

Dio.  Or  strance,  or  self-affected. 

Vlyss.  Thank  the  heavens,  lord,  thou  art  of 
sweet  composore; 
Praise  him  that  got  thee,  she  tiiat  gave  thee  luok: 
Fam'd  be  thv  tutor,  and  thy  parts  of  natore 
Thrice-famn,  beyond  all  emoition: 
But  he  that  disciplined  thy  arms  to  fight. 
Let  Mars  divide  eternity  m  twain, 
And  give  him  half:  and,  for  thy  vigoor, 
Ball-bearing  Milo  his  addition  yield 
To  sinewT  Ajax.    I  will  not  praise  thy  wisdom, 
Which,  like  a  bonm,  a  pale,  a  shore,  confines 
Thy  spacioos  and  dilated  parts:  Here^  Nestor, — 
Instracted  bjr  the  antiquarr  times, 
He  must,  he  is,  he  cannot  but  be  wise; — 
Bat  pardon,  father  Nestor,  were  your  days 
As  green  as  Ajax,  and  year  brain  so  tempered, 
Tou  shoold  not  have  tlie  eminence  of  him, 
Bat  be  as  Ajax. 

Aiax.  Shall  I  call  yoo  fiidier? 

Ulyss.  Ay,  my  good  son. 

Dio.  Be  rul'd  by  him,  lord  Ajax. 

UlysB.  Thereisnotarr]ringhere;thehartAcdiiUes 
Keeps  thicket    Please  it  oar  eeneral 
To  Oftll  together  all  his  state  of  war ; 
Fresh  kings  are  come  to  Troy:  to-morrow. 
We  must  with  all  oor  main  of  power  stand  fiut : 
And  here's  a  lord,— come  knights  from  east  to  west, 
And  cull  their  flower,  Ajax  shall  cope  the  beftt. 

Agam.  Go  we  to  council.   Let  Achilles  sleep : 
Light  boats  may  sail  swift,  though  greater  balks 
draw  doep.  \Sm 
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AOT  lit 


JSWter  Paitdabus  and  a  Servant. 

Fan.  Friend  I  700 1  pray  yon,  a  word:  Do  not 
7011  follow  the  joong  lord  Paris? 

8er9,  Ay,  sir,  when  he  goes  before  me. 

Faiu  Tou  depend  upon  him,  I  mean. 

Serv,  Sir,  I  do  depend  upon  the  lord. 

Fan,  You  depend  upon  m  noble  gentleman ;  I 
mntt  needs  praise  him. 

Serv.  The  lord  be  praised  t 

Flan.  You  know  me,  do  yon  not? 

Serv,  Taith,  sir,  superficially. 

Am.  Friend,  know  me  better;  I  am  the  lord 
Pandams. 

Serv,  I  hope  I  shall  know  your  honour  better. 

Ban.  I  do  desire  it. 

Serv,  Yon  are  in  a  state  of  grace.  [Munewithm. 

Fan,  Grace  1  not  so,  friend;  honour  and  lordship 
are  my  titles: — What  music  is  this? 

Serv,  I  do  but  partly  know,  sir;  it  is 
parts. 

Pan,  Know  you  the  muaidansf 

Serv,  Wholly,  sir. 

Fan.  Who  play  they  to? 

Serv,  To  the  hearers,  sir. 

Fan,  At  whose  pleasure,  friend  ? 

Serv,  At  mine,  sir,  and  theirs  that  lore 

Pan,  Command,  I  mean,  friend. 

Serv.  Who  shall  I  command,  sir? 

Fan.  Friend,  we  understand  not  one  another;  I 
am  too  courtly,  and  thou  art  too  cunning:  At 
whose  raqQOBt  do  these  men  play? 

Serv,  That's  tot,  indeed,  sir:  Marry,  sir,  at  the 
request  of  Paris  my  lord,  who*s  there  in  person : 
with  him,  the  mortal  Venus,  the  beart-blood  of 
beauty,  love's  invisible  soul,  - 

Pan.  Who,  my  cousfai  Cressida? 

Serv.  No,  sir,  Helen ;  oould  yon  not  find  out 
that  by  her  attributes? 

Fan,  It  should  seem,  fellow,  that  thou  hast  not 
seen  the  lady  Cressida.  1  oometo  speak  with  Paris 
from  the  prince  Troilus:  I  will  makeacompli- 
mental  assault  upon  him,  for  my  business  seeths. 

Serv.  Sodden  business  I  there's  a  stewed  phrase, 
indaedl 

3aerPAma  and  Hkt^ks,  attended. 
Fan.  Fair  be  to  yon,  my  lord,  and  toall  this  fair 
oomoanvl  Cur  desires,  in   all  Bur  measure,  fairly 

Slide  them/  espeo.i^Uy  to   you,  fair  queen  1  fair 
0D^ht6  be  yoor  iajr  piUo^%m ! 


Bden.  My  lord  Pandams ;  honey-sweet  lord,— 

Fan.  Go  to,  sweet  qneen ;  go  to ;— eommends 
himself  most  ajffectionately  to  you. 

Uelai.  You  shall  not  bob  us  out  of  our  melody : 
If  you  do,  our  melancholy  upon  your  head. 

Fan.  Sweet  queen,  sweet  queen ;  thaf^asweet 
qneen,  i*  fidth. 

Bden.  And  to  make  a  sweet  lady  sad  is  a  soar 
offenoe. 

Pan.  Nay,  that  shall  not  serve  your  turn;  that 
shall  it  not,  in  truth,  ku  Nay,  I  care  not  for  such 
words:  no,  no. — And,  my  lord,  he  desires  you,  that 
if  the  king  call  fbr  him  at  supper  you  will  make 
his  excuse. 

Eden.  Mj  lord  Pandams, — 

Fan.  What  says  my  sweet  queen,  my  Tflffy  very 
sweet  queen  ? 

Par.  What  exploit's  in  hand?  where  sops  he 
tonight? 

Heien.  Nay,  but  my  lord,— 

Pm.  What  says  my  sweet  queen  ?— My  oonsin 
will  fall  out  with  yon.  You  must  not  know  where 
he  sups. 

Par.  Ill  lay  my  life,  with  my  disposer  Cressida. 

Pan.  No,  no,  no  such  matter,  yon  are  wide; 
eome,  your  d  sposer  is  sick. 

Par.  Well,  111  make  exonse. 

Pan.  Ay,  good  my  lord.  Why  should  yon  say 
Cressida  ?  no,  your  poor  disposer^  sick. 

Par.  I  spy. 

Fm.  You  spyl  what  do  you  spy  ?— Come,  give 
me  an  instrument — Now,  sweet  queen. 

Beien.  Why,  this  is  kindly  done. 

Fan.  My  mece  is  horribly  in  love  with  a  thing 
yon  have,  sweet  queen. 

Belen.  She  shall  have  it,  my  lord,  if  it  he  not 
my  lord  Paris. 

Pan.  Hel  no,  shell  none  of  him ;  they  two  are 
twain. 

Helen.  Falling  In,  after  fiUling  out,  may  make 
them  three. 

Bm.  Come,  eome.  Ill  hear  no  more  of  this;  111 
sing  you  a  song  now. 

Belen.  Ay,  ay,  prithee  now.  By  my  troth,  sweet 
lord,  thou  hast  a  fine  forehead. 

Fan.  Ay,  yon  may,  yc*i  may. 

Belen.  Let  thy  song  be  love:  this  lore  wUl  undo 
nsaU.    O,  Cupid,  Cupid,  Cupid! 

Fm,  Love!  ay,  that  it  shall,  i*  faith. 

Par.  Ay,  good  now,  love,  love,  nothing  but  love. 

Fan.  In  good  troth,  it  begins  so: 
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men :  u  love  m  generation  of  Tipera  ?  Sweet  lord, 
wnoVi  afield  to-daj. 

Far,  Hector,  Deiphobtn,  Helenas,  Antenor, 
and  all  the  gallantry  of  Troj:  I  would  fun  have 
irm'd  to^lay,  but  my  Nell  would  not  have  it  so. 
How  chance  my  brother  Troilus  went  not? 

^elai.  He  hangs  the  lip  at  something;  yon 
mow  all,  lord  Pandanis. 

Fan,  Not  1,  honey-sweet  queen.— I  long  to  hear 
bow  they  sped  Unlay.— Youll  remember  your 
brother's  excuse? 

Ftr,  To  a  hair. 

Fan,  Farewell,  sweet  queen. 

Hden,  Commend  me  to  yoor  nleoe. 

Pan,  I  will,  sweet  queen.  [Exit, 

iA  retrttU  sounded. 
:  letustoPriam*8 
hafl. 
To  greet  the  warriors.  Sweet  Helen,  I  must  woo 

you 
To  help  unarm  oor  Hector:  his  stubborn  buckles, 
With  tnese  your  white  enchanting  fingers  touched, 
Shall  more  obey  than  to  the  edge  of  steel, 
Or  force  of  Qreekish  sinews ;  you  sluUI  do  more 
Than  all  the  island  kings,  disarm  great  Hector. 
Hekn  T  will  make  us  proud  to  be  his  servant, 
Paris: 
Yea,  what  he  shall  receive  of  us  in  duty 
Gives  us  more  palm  in  beauty  than  we  have; 
Yea,  overshines  ourself. 
Fir.  Sweet,  above  thought  Hove  thee.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.— Troy.    Pandarus*  Orchard, 

Enter  Pandards  and  a  Servant,  meeting. 

Fan,  How  now?  where*s  thy  master?  at  my 
oousin  Cressida's? 
Serv,  No,  sir;  he  stays  for  you  to  conduct  him 
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thither. 


Enter  Troilub. 


Fam,  0,  here  he  comes — How  now,  how  now? 

Tro.  Sirrah,  walk  off.  [Exit  Servant. 

Fm.  Have  yon  seen  my  cousin  ? 

Dro.  No,  Panrlarus :  I  stalk  about  her  door, 
Like  a  strange  soul  upon  the  Stygian  banks 
Staying  for  wafti^    0,  be  thou  my  Charon, 
And  give  me  swift  transportance  to  those  fields 
Where  I  may  wallow  in  the  lily  beds 
Proposed  for  the  deserver  I   O  gentle  Pandarus, 
From  Cupid*s  shoulder  pluck  his  painted  wings. 
And  fly  with  me  to  Cressid ! 

Fan.  WMlk  here  i'the  orchard,  HI  bring  her 
straight  [Exit  Pandarus. 

TVo.  I  am  giddy :  expectation  whirls  me  round. 
The  imaginary  relish  is  so  sweet 
That  it  enchants  mv  sense.    What  will  it  be, 
,  When  that  the  wal  ry  palate  tastes  indeed 


2^  Even  such  m  passion  doth  embrmoe  mj 
boKom: 

My  heart  beats  thicker  than  a  feverooa  poise; 
And  all  my  powers  do  their  bestowring  lose, 
Like  vassalage  at  unawares  encountYuig 
The  eye  of  migesty. 

Enter  Pahdabub  and  Cressida. 

Fan.  Come,  come,  what  need  you  blush?  ahame^ 
m  baby.— Here  she  is  now :  swear  the  oaths  now 
to  her  that  you  have  sworn  to  me.  -  What,  are 
you  gone  again?  you  must  be  watch Vi  ere  yoa  be 
made  tame,  must  you  ?  Come  your  ways,  oome 
your  wave ;  an  yoo  draw  backward,  well  put  yoa 
1*  the  fills. — Why  do  you  not  speak  to  her? 
Come,  draw   this    curtain,  and  let's   see   yoai 

Sictore.  Alas  the  day,  how  loth  you  are  to  offend 
aylightl  ant  were  dark  you*d  cloee  sooner. 
So,  so ;  rub  on,  and  kiss  the  mistress.  How  now, 
a  kiss  in  fee-form t  build  there,  carpenter;  the  air 
is  sweet.  Nay,  you  shall  fight  vour  hearts  out 
ere  I  part  ^ou.  The  falcon  as  the  tercel,  for  all 
the  ducks  i  the  river:  go  to,  go  to. 

Tro.  You  have  bereft  me  of  all  words,  lady. 

Fan.  Words  pay  no  debts,  give  her  deeds :  but 
she'll  bereave  you  of  the  deeds  too,  if  she  call 
your  activity  in  question.  What,  billing  atpin  ? 
Here's—*'  In  witness  whereof  the  parties  mter- 
changeably*'— Come  in,  come  in;  I'll  go  get  m 
fire.  [i^PAJi. 

Cre$,  Will  yon  walk  in,  my  lord? 

2Vio.  0  Cressida,  how  often  have  I  wish'd  me 
thn?! 

Crea.  Wished,  my  lord?— The  gods  grant  I— 
0  my  lord  t 

Tio.  What  should  they  grant?  what  makes  this 
pretty  abruption?  What  too  curious  dreg  espies 
my  sweet  lady  in  the  fountain  of  our  love  ? 

Ores,  More  dregs  then  water,  if  my  fears  have 
eyes. 

Tro.  Fears  make  devils  chembins;  they  never 
see  trnly 

Ores.  Blind  fear,  that  seeing  reason  leads,  finds 
safer  footing  tlian  blind  reason  stumbling  wichont 
fear:  To  fear  the  worst  oft  cures  the  worse. 

Tro,  O,  let  my  lady  apprehend  no  fear :  in  all 
Cupid*s  pageant  there  is  presented  no  monster. 

Ores.  Nor  nothing  monstrous  neither  ? 

Tro.  Nothing,  but  our  undertakings ;  when  we 
TOW  to  weep  seas,  live  in  fire,  eat  rocks,  tame 
tigers;  thinking  it  harder  for  our  mistress  to 
devise  imposition  enough,  than  for  us  to  undergo 
any  difficulty  imposed.  This  is  the  monstrosity 
in  love,  lady, — that  the  will  is  infinite,  and  the 
execution  confined ;  that  the  desire  is  boundless, 
and  the  acta  slave  to  limit. 

Orei.  They  say,  all  lovers  swear  more  perform- 
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Bs-enUt  Pahdarus.  That  my  integrity  and  truth  to  you 

Might  be  aflrunted  with  the  match  and  weight 
Ot'aucb  a  winnowed  purity  in  love; 
How  were  I  then  oplifted  I  bat  alaa, 


,     Pan,  Whit,  blushing  still?  have  yon  not  done 
calking  yet? 

Orts,  Well,  ande,  what  folly  I  commit  I  dedi- 
cate to  yotL 

Pan.  I  than'<  ^u  for  that ;  if  my  lord  get  a  boy 
3f  yoo,  youll  give  him  me :  Be  true  to  my  lord : 
if  be  flinch,  chide  me  for  it. 

7Vt>.  You  know  now  your  hostages;  your 
UDclelB  word  and  my  firm  &iih. 

Pan,  Nay,  HI  give  rov  word  for  her  too;  our 
kindred,  though  thev  be  long  ere  they  are  wooed, 
they  are  constant,  being  won :  they  are  burs,  I 
can  tell  you ;  tbeyll  stick  where  they  are  thrown. 

OrtM.  BoldnoM  comes  to  me  now,  and  brings 
me  heart: 
Prince  Troilus,  I  have  lovld  you  night  and  day, 
For  many  weary  months. 

Tro,  Why  wasmyCres^iidthensohardto  win? 

Crta,  Uu^  to  seem  won ;   but  I  was  won,  my 
lord. 
With  the  first  gUnoe  that  ever— Pardon  me;— 
If  I  eonfess  much,  you  will  play  the  tyrant. 
1  love  you  now ;  but  not,  till  now,  so  much 
But  1  might  master  it:— in  faith,  I  lie  ; 
My  thoughts  were  like  unbridled  children,  grown 
Too  headstrong  for  their  mother:  See,  we  fools t 
Why  have  I  blabb'd  ?  who  shall  be  true  to  us, 
When  we  are  so  unseoret  to  ountelves? 
BuL  though  I  lov'd  you  well,  1  woo'd  you  not; 
And  yet,  good  &ith,  I  wish'd  m;^8elf  a  man ; 
Or  that  we  women  had  men's  privilege 
Of  speaking  first    8weet,  bid  me  hold  my  tongue ; 
For,  in  this  rapture,  I  shall  surely  speak 
The  thing  I  shall  repent.    See,  see,  your  silence 
Cunning  in  dumbness,  from  my  weakness  draws 
My  soul  of  counsel  from  me:  Stop  my  mouth. 

Tro.  And  shall,    albeit    sweet   music    issues 
thence. 

Pan.  Pretty,  iYaith. 

Ores.  My  lord,  I  do  beseech  you,  pardon  me: 
Twas  not  my  purpose  thus  to  beg  a  kiss : 
I  am  asham*d ; — O  heavens !  what  have  I  done  ? — 
For  this  time  will  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

Tro,  Your  leave,  sweet  Cressid  ? 

Pan.  Leavel  an  yon  take  leave  till  to-morrow 
morning, — 

Crcf.  Pray  you,  content  yon. 

Tro.  WliatofRBnds  yon,  lady? 

Cft$.  Sir,  mine  ovm  company. 

Tro.  Ton  cannot  shun 

Yourseir. 

Crt$.  Let  me  go  and  try : 
I  have  a  kind  of  self  resides  with  you: 
But  an  unkind  self,  that  itself  will  leave. 
To  be  anotherli  fool.    Where  is  my  wit? 
I  would  be  gone:— I  speak  I  know  not  what 

Tro,  Well  know  they  what  they  speak  that 
speak  so  wisely. 

Off.  Perchance,  my  lord,  I  show  more  craft 
than  love : 


1  am  as  true  as  truth's  simplicity, 
And  simpler  than  the  infancy  of  truth. 

Cres,  In  that  ill  war  with  you. 

Tro,  O  virtuous  fight. 

When  right  with  right  wars  who  shall  be  most 

right  I 
True  swains  in  love  shall,  in  the  world  to  come, 
Approve  their  truths  by  Troilus;    when  theii 

rhymes 
Full  of  protest,  of  oath,  and  big  compere. 
Want  similes,  truth  tir*d  with  iteration,— 
As  true  as  steel,  as  plantage  to  the  moon, 
As  sun  to  dav,  as  turtle  to  her  mate. 
As  iron  to  adamant,  as  earth  to  the  centre,— 
Yet,  after  all  comparisons  of  truth. 
As  truth's  authentic  author  to  be  cited. 
As  true  as  Troilus  shall  crown  up  the  verse, 
And  sanctify  the  numbers. 

Ores,  Prophet  mav  you  be  I 

If  I  be  false,  or  swerve  a  hair  from  truth, 
When  time  is  old  and  hath  forgot  itself. 
When  waterdrops  have  worn  Uie  stones  of  Troy, 
And  blind  oblivion  swallowed  cities  up. 
And  mighty  states  characterless  are  grated 
To  dusty  nothing ;  yet  let  memory 
From  fdse  to  false,  among  false  maids  in  love. 
Upbraid  mv  falsehood  1  when  they  have  said,  as 

As  air,  as  water,  as  wind,  as  sandy  earth, 

As  fox  to  lamb,  as  wolf  to  heifer'W  calf; 

Pard  to  the  hind,  or  stepdame  to  her  son: 

Yea,  let  them  say,  to  stick  the  heart  of  fiidsehood. 

As  false  as  Cressid. 

Pan,  Go  to,  a  bargain  made:  seal  it, seal  it;  111 
be  the  witness. — Here  i  hold  your  hand :  here,  ray 
cousin's.  If  ever  you  prove  false  one  to  another, 
since  1  have  taken  such  pains  to  bring  you  together, 
let  all  pitiful  goers-between  be  called  to  the  world's 
end  afEer  my  name,  call  them  all— Panders;  let  all 
constant  men  be  Troil  uses,  all  &lse  women  Cretaids, 
and  all  brokers-between  Panders  I  say,  amen. 

Tro,  Amen. 

Crt$,  Amen. 

Pan,  Amen.  Whereupon  I  will  show  you  a 
chamber,  which  bed,  because  it  shall  not  apeak  of 
your  preUy  encounters,  press  it  to  death:  away. 

And  Cupid  grant  all  tongue-tied  maidens  here. 

Bed,  chamber,  and  Pandar  to  provide  this  geerl 

8CENE  Ul^^The  Qreoian  Otu^ 

Enter  Aoambw  non,  Ulysses,  Diomedbs,  NEflTOR, 
Ajax,  Menblaus,  and  Calchas. 

CaL  Now,  princes,  for  the  service  I  have  done 
you, 

Thn  ftdvAfitAOM  nf  thA  dmA  nmiinnf«  mA  alntiil 
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Out  of  thoM  mftnj  registered  in  promise, 
YThich  70a  say  live  to  come  in  my  behalf. 

Agam,  Whatwouldst  thou  of  ns,  Trojan?  make 
demand. 

CdU  You  have  a  Trojan  prisoner,  caird  Antenor, 
Yesterday  took :  Troy  holds  him  very  dear. 
Oft  have  yon  (often  have  you  thanks  therefore) 
De8ir*d  my  Cressid  in  right  great  exchange, 
Whom  Troy  hath  still  denied :  But  this  Antenor, 
I  know,  is  such  a  wreet  in  their  affairs, 
That  their  negotiations  all  must  slack. 
Wanting  his  manage ;  and  they  will  almoet 
Qive  us  a  prince  of  blood,  a  son  of  Priam, 
In  change  of  him:  let  him  be  sent,  great  princes, 
And  he  shall  boy  my  daughter;  and  her  presence 
Shall  quite  strike  off  all  service  I  have  done. 
In  most  accepted  pain. 

Agam*  Let  Diomedes  bear  him. 

And  bring  us  Cressid  hither ;  Calchas  shall  hare 
What  he  requests  of  us.~Good  Diomed, 
]  uriiish  you  fdrly  for  this  interchange: 
Withal,  brin^  word.  If  Hector  will  to-morow 
Be  answer'd  in  his  challenge :  Ajax  b  ready. 

Dio,  This  shall  I  undertake;  and  tis  a  burthen 
Which  I  am  proud  to  bear. 

\Ewewnt  DiOM.  and  Cal. 

Bider  AomLLBi  and  Patboolob,  h^bn  their  Tent, 

Uiyt^  Achilles  stands  i'  the  entrance  of  his  tent: 
Please  it  our  general  to  pass  strangely  by  hiin, 
As  if  he  were  forgot ;  and,  princes  all, 
Lay  negligent  and  loose  regard  upon  him: 
I  will  come  last :  *Tb  like,  ne'll  Question  me, 
Why  such  unplausiye  eyes  are  oent,  why  tvarM 

on  bim : 
It  so,  I  have  derision  medldnable, 
To  use  between  your  strangeness  and  his  pride, 
Which  his  own  will  shall  have  desire  to  drink; 
It  may  do  good :  pride  hath  no  other  glass 
To  show  itself,  but  pride ;  for  supnle  knees 
Feed  arrogance,  ana  are  the  proua  man's  fees. 

Aganu  Well  execute  your  purpose,  and  put  on 
A  form  of  strangeness  as  we  pass  along ; — 
So  do  each  lord;  and  either  greet  him  not, 
Or  else  disdainfully,  which  shall  shake  him 
Than  if  not  look'd  on.    I  will  lead  the  way. 

AjchiL  What,  comes  the  general  to  speak  with 
me? 
You  know  my  mind,  111  fight  no  more  *gainst  Troy. 

Agon.  WliatsaysAchilles?  would  he  aught  with 
us? 

NeiL  Would  you,  mj  lord,  aught  with  the 
general? 

AchiLlio. 

Neat,  Nothing,  my  lord. 

.i^om.  The  better.     rjEa»tin<  AoAM.  cmJ  Nk8T. 

AchxL  Good  day,  good  day. 

Men.  How  do  you  do?  how  do  yon?  [ExUJ&xs. 

AckiL  What,  does  the  cuckold  soom  me  ? 

Ajax,  How  now,  Patrodus? 

A<M,  Good  morrow,  Ajax. 

A^  Ha? 

AiddL  Good  morrow. 

Ajax,  Av,  and  good  next  day  too.    [Exit  Ajax. 

ArJdL  what  mean  these  fellows ?    Know  they 
not  Achilles? 

FiUr.  They  pass  by  strangely:  they  were  Qs*d 
to  bend. 
To  send  their  smiles  before  them  to  Achilles ; 
To  oome  as  humbly  as  they  us'd  to  creep 
To  bol  T  altars. 

AM,  What,  am  I  poor  of  hite? 

Tis  oertaiu,  greatness  once  fallen  ont  with  fortone, 
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Must  fall  out  with  men  too :  What  the  declin*d  is, 

He  shall  as  soon  read  in  the  dyes  of  others. 

As  feel  in  his  own  fall :  for  men,  like  butterfliea, 

Show  not  their  mealy  wings  but  to  the  summer; 

And  not  a  man,  for  being  simphr  man. 

Hath  any  honour :  but  honour  (or  those  hononrs 

That  are  without  him,  as  pUce,  riches,  and  fiavoor. 

Prizes  of  accident  as  oft  as  merit : 

Which,  when  they  fall,  as  being  slippery  standers, 

The  love  that  lean'd  on  them  as  slippery  too, 

Do  one  pi  nek  down  another,  and  together 

Die  in  the  fiUl.    But  'tis  not  so  with  me: 

Fortune  and  I  are  friends :  I  do  enjoy 

At  ample  point  all  that  i  did  possess. 

Save  these  meu%  looks :  who  do,  methinks,  find 

out 
Something  not  worth  in  me  such  rich  beholding 
As  they  have  often  given.    Here  is  Ulysses ; 
I'll  interrupt  his  reading. — 
How  now,  Ulysses  ? 

Uluas,  Now,  great  Thetis*  fon  I 

Aokil,  What  are  you  reading? 

Ulyta.  A  strange  fellow  here 

Writes  me,  that  nian,  how  dearly  ever  parted, 
How  much  in  having,  or  without,  or  in. 
Cannot  make  boast  to  have  that  which  he  hatii. 
Nor  feels  not  what  he  owes  but  by  reflection; 
As  when  his  virtues  shining  upon  others 
Heat  them,  and  they  retort  that  beat  again 
To  the  first  giver. 

AdtO,  This  is  not  strange,  Ulysses. 

The  beauty  that  is  borne  here  in  the  face 
The  bearer  knows  not,  but  commends  itself 
To  others*  eyes :  nor  doth  the  eye  itself 
rrbat  most  pure  spirit  of  sense)  behold  itself, 
Not  going  from  itself;  but  eye  to  eye  oppos^ 
Salutes  each  other  with  each  others  form. 
For  speculation  turns  not  to  itself. 
Till  it  hath  travell'd,  and  is  married  there 
Where  it  may  see  itself:  this  is  not  strange  at  alL 

C%M.  I  do  not  strain  at  the  po.sition. 
It  is  familiar ;  but  at  the  author's  drift : 
Who,  in  his  circumstance,  expressly  proTSS, 
That  no  man  is  the  lord  of  anjrthing 

? 'hough  in  and  of  him  there  is  much 
ill  he  communicate  his  parts  to  others : 
Nor  doth  he  of  himself  know  them  for  aught 
Till  he  behold  them  formed  in  the  applause 
Where  they  are  extended ;  which,  like  an  an^ 

reverberates 
The  Toice  a^ain ;  or,  like  a  gate  of  steel 
Fronting  the  sun,  receives  and  renders  baok 
His  figure  and  his  heat    I  was  moofa  rapt  in 

this; 
And  apprehended  here  immediately 
The  unknown  Ajax. 

Heavens,  what  a  man  b  there!  m  verr  horse; 
That  has  he  knows  not  what.     Nature,  what 

things  there  are. 
Most  abject  in  regard,  and  dear  in  use! 
Wliat  things  again  most  dear  in  the  esteem. 
And  poor  in  worth  I  Now  shall  we  see  to-morrow, 
An  act  that  very  chance  doth  throw  upon  him. 
Ajax  renown 'd.    O  heavens,  what  some  men  do. 
While  some  men  leave  to  do  I 
How  some  men  creep  in  skittish  fortuned  hall. 
Whiles  others  play  the  idiots  in  her  eyes! 
How  one  man  eats  into  another's  pride, 
While  pride  is  feastins  in  his  wantonness! 
To  see  these  Grecian  lords  I— why,  even  alrsajj 
They  clap  the  lubber  Ajax  on  the  shoulder; 
As  if  his  foot  were  on  brave  Hector^  briMsc, 
And  great  Troy  shrinking,  r^^^^l^ 
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AehiL  I  do  believe  it:  for  they  pasa'd  by  me 
As  misers  do  by  beggars ;  neither  gave  to  roe 
Qood  word  nor  look ;  What,  are  m v  deeds  forgot  ? 
Ulyas,  Time  hatli,  my  lord«  a  wallet  at  his  back, 
Wherein  he  puts  alms  for  oblivionf 
A  great-sized  monster  of  ingratitudes: 
Those  scraps  are  good  deeds  past :  which  are 

d^vour'd 
As  fiist  as  they  are  made,  forgot  as  soon 
As  done  :  Perseverance,  dear  my  lord, 
Keeps  honour  bright :  To  have  done,  is  to  hang 
Quite  oat  of  fai>hion,  like  a  rusty  mail 
In  monumental  mockery.   Take  the  instant  way ; 
For  hiinour  travels  in  a  strait  so  narrow, 
Where  one  but  goes  abreast :  keep  then  the  path ; 
For  emulation  hath  a  tliousand  sons. 
That  one  by  one  pursue:  If  you  give  way, 
Or  hedge  aside  from  the  direct  forthright. 
Like  to  an  entered  tide,  they  all  rash  by, 
And  leave  you  hindmost ;  — 
Or,  like  a  gallant  horse  fallen  in  first  rank. 
Lie  tliere  tor  pavement  to  the  abject  rear, 
O'erran  and  trampled  on :  Then  what  they  do  in 

uresent, 
Though  less  than  yours  in  post,  must  o*ertop 

yours : 
For  time  is  like  a  fashionable  host. 
That  slightly  shakes  his  parting  guest  by  the 

hand; 
And  with  his  arms  outstretchM,  as  he  would  fly, 
Grasps-in  the  comer :  Welcome  ever  smiles, 
And  fiurewell  goes  out  sighing.    0,  let  not  virtue 

seek 
Remuneration  for  the  thing  it  was! 
For  beauty,  wit, 

High  birth,  vigour  of  bone,  desert  in  seryioOy 
Love,  friendship,  charity,  are  subjects  all 
To  envious  and  oalumnuiting  time. 
One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  .whole  world  kin,— 
That  all,  with  one  consent,  pral^  new-born  gawds. 
Though  they  are  made  and  moulded  of  things  past: 
And  give  to  dust,  that  is  a  little  gilt, 
More  laud  than  gilt  o*er-dusted. 
The  present  eye  praises  the  present  object: 
Then  marvel  not,  thou  great  and  complete  man, 
That  all  the  Greeks  begin  to  worship  Ajax ; 
Since  things  in  motion  sooner  catch  the  eye, 
Than  what  not  stirs.    The  cry  went  once  on  thee, 
And  still  it  might ;  and  yet  it  may  again, 
If  thou  wooldit  not  entomb  thyself  alive, 
And  case  th^  reputation  in  thy  tent; 
Whose  glorii>us  deeds  but  m  these  fields  of  late. 
Made  emulous  missions  ^ongst  the  eods  them- 
selves, * 
And  dnve  great  Mars  to  factioo. 

r  i^*^*..  ^  ^  my  privacy 

I  have  strong  reasons.  ^^  ^*^^  *^ 
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As  perfectly  is  ours,  as  yours,  my  lord ; 
And  better  would  it  fit  Achillea  much. 
To  throw  doMm  Hector,  than  Polyxena: 
But  it  must  grieve  young  Pyrrhus  now  at  home. 
When  fame  shall  in  our  island  sound  her  trump ; 
And  all  the  Greekish  girls  shall  tripping  sing, — 
**  Great  Hector's  sister  did  Achilles  win ; 
But  our  great  Ajax.  bravely  beat  down  him.** 
Farewell,  my  lord :  I  as  your  lover  speak ; 
The  fool  slides  o*er  the  ice  that  you  should  break. 

[ExiL 

Fa^,  To  this  effect,  Achilles,  have  I  moT*ayou: 
A  woman  impudent  and  mannish  grown 
Is  not  more  loath'd  than  an  effeminate  man 
In  time  of  action.    I  stand  condemned  for  this^ 
They  think  my  little  stomach  to  the  war, 
And  your  great  lave  to  me,  restrains  you  thus  : 
Bweet,  rouse  yourself:   and  the  weak  wanton 

Cupid 
Shall  from  your  neck  unloose  his  amorous  fold. 
And  like  a  dew-drop  from  the  lion's  mane. 
Be  shook  to  airy  air. 

AchiL  Shall  Ajax  fight  with  Hector  y 

Fair,  Ay;  and  perhaps,  receive  much  honour 
by  him. 

AckiL  I  see  my  reputation  is  at  stake; 
My  fame  is  slurewdly  gor'd. 

Fiatr.  O,  then  beware : 

Those  wounds  heal  Ul  that  men  do  give  them 

selves: 
Omission  to  do  what  is  necessary 
Seals  a  commission  to  a  blank  of  danger; 
And  danger,  like  an  ague,  subtly  taints 
Even  then  when  we  fit  idly  in  the  sun. 

AchtL  Go  call  Thersites  hither,  sweet  Patrociu». 
Ill  send  the  fool  to  Ajax,  and  desire  him 
To  invite  the  Trojan  lords  after  the  combat. 
To  see  us  here  unarmed :  1  liave  a  woman's  longing, 
An  appetite  that  1  am  sick  withal. 
To  see  great  Hector  in  his  weeds  of  peace: 
To  talk  with  him,  and  to  behold  his  visage, 
Even  to  my  full  of  view.    A  labour  sav^  t 

£nter  Tuebsitbs. 

Ther,  A  wonder  1 

AchiL  What? 

Tlier.  Ajax  goes  up  and  down  the  field,  asking 
for  himselu 

AchiL  How  so? 

Ther,  He  must  fight  singly  to-morrow  with 
Hector;  and  is  so  prophetical.yprondof  an  heroi- 
cal  cudgelling,  that  he  raves  in  saying  nothing. 

AchiL  How  can  that  be? 

Ther.  Why,  he  stalks  up  and  down  like  a  pea 
cock,  a  stride,  and  a  stand :  ruminates,  like  an 
hostess  that  hath  no  arithmetic  but  her  brain  to 
RPt  down  her  reckonins :  bites  his  lip  with  a  politio 
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he  wears  his  tong:ne  in  his  arms.  I  will  pat  on  his 
presence ;  let  Patrodus  make  his  demands  to  me, 
you  shall  see  the  psgeant  of  Aiax. 

AchiL  To  him,  Patroclus :  Tell  him,  I  humbly 
desire  the  valiant  Ajax  to  invite  most  valorous 
Hector  to  come  unarmed  to  my  tent ;  and  to  pro- 
oare  safe  conduct  for  his  person,  of  the  magna- 
nimous, and  most  illustrious,  six-or-seven-times 
honoured  captain-general  of  the  Qredan  army, 
Agamemnon,  &c    Do  this. 

Fatr.  Jove  bless  great  Ajaz* 

Titer,  Humph! 

Fatr.  I  come  from  the  worthy  Achilles,— 

Ther.  Hal 

Fuir.  Who  most  humbly  desires  you  to  invite 
Hector  to  his  tent, — 

Tker,  Humph  I 

Fatr,  And  to  procure  safe-OODduot  from  Aga- 
memnon* 

7'her.  Agamemnon? 

Fatr,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ther,  Hal 

Fatr.  What  say  jou  tot? 

Ther,  Ghid  be  wi'  you,  with  all  my  heart. 
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Patr,  Tour  answer,  sir. 

T?ier,  If  to-morrow  be  m  fiiir  day,  by  eleren 
o'clock  it  will  go  one  wav  or  other;  howsoever,  he 
shall  pay  for  me  ere  he  has  me. 

Pair.  Your  answer,  sir. 

Ther,  Fare  you  well,  with  all  my  heart. 

AchiL  Why,  but  he  is  not  in  this  tune,  is  he? 

Ther,  No,  but  he's  out  o'tune  thus.  What 
music  will  be  in  him  when  Hector  has  knocked 
out  bis  brains,  I  know  not:  But,  I  am  sure,  none: 
unless  the  fidler  Apollo  gets  his  sinews  to  make 
catlings  on. 

AcIiiHa,  Come,  thou  shalt  bear  m  letter  to  him 
stniight. 

Ther.  Let  me  carry  another  to  his  horse;  for 
that's  the  more  capable  creature. 

AchU,   My  mind  is  troubled,  like  m  fomitain 
stirr'd ; 
And  I  myself  see  not  the  bottom  of  it. 

\ Exeunt  Achilles  and  Patroglub. 

Ther,  *Wouid  the  fountain  of  your  mind  were 
ctear  again,  that  I  might  water  an  ass  at  it  1  I  had 
rather  be  a  tick  in  m  sheep,  than  such  m  valiant 
ignorance.  [EopU, 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I.— Troy.    AStreeL 


Enter ^  at  one  side,  ^neas,  and  Servant  unth  a  larch  ; 
at  the  other.  Paris,  Deiphobus,  Ahtevob,  Dio- 
MEDB8,  ana  others^  with  torches. 

Par,  See,  ho  1  who's  that  there? 

DeL  Tis  the  lord  J£neas. 

jEne,  Is  the  prince  there  in  person  ? 
Had  I  so  good  occasion  to  lie  long, 
As  you,  prince  Paris,  nothing  but  heavenly  business 
Should  rob  my  bed-mate  of  my  company. 

Dio.  ThatH  my  mind  too. — Good  morrow,  lord 
iEneas. 

Far,  A  vaiiant  Greek,  ^oeas ;  take  his  hand : 
Witness  the  process  of  your  speech,  wherein 
You  told  how  Diomed,  in  a  whole  week  by  days. 
Did  haunt  yon  in  the  field. 

JCne,  Health  to  you,  valiant  sir. 

During  all  question  of  the  gentle  truce : 
But  wbenl  meet  you  arm'd,  as  black  defiance. 
As  heart  can  think  or  courage  execute. 

IHo-  The  one  and  other  Diomed  embraces. 
Our  bloods  are  now  in  calm ;  and,  so  long,  health: 
But,  when  contention  and  occasion  meet, 
By  Jove,  I'll  play  the  hunter  for  th^  life. 
With  all  my  ^rce,  pursuit,  and  policy. 

jEne,  And  thou  shalt  hunt  a  lion,  that  will  fly 
With  his  face  backward. — In  humane  gentleness. 
Welcome  to  Troy  I  now,  by  Anehises'Tife, 
Welcome,  indeed !  By  Venus'  hand  I  swear, 
No  man  alive  can  love,  in  such  a  sort. 
The  thing  he  means  to  lull,  more  excellently. 

IHo,  Wo  sympathise:  —Jove,  let  iEneas  live. 
If  to  my  Bword  nis  fate  be  not  the  glory, 
A  thousand  complete  courses  of  the  sun  I 
But,  in  my  emulous  honour,  let  him  die, 
With  everv  joint  a  wound ;  and  that  to-morrow  I 

^ne.  We  know  each  other  welL 

Dio,  We  do ;  and  long  to  know  each  other  worse. 

Par,  This   is   the   most  despitefulPst   gentle 
greeting. 
The  noblest  hateful  love,  that  e*er  I  heard  ot — 
What  business,  lord,  so  early  ? 

JSnc  I  was  sent  for  to  the  king ;  but  why  I 
know  nou 


Par,  His  purpose  meets  yon:  Twas  to  bring 
this  Greek 
To  Calchas'  house;  and  there  to  render  him, 
For  the  enfreed  Autenor,  the  fair  Oressid : 
Let's  have  your  company ;  or,  if  you  please, 
Haste  there  be'bre  us :  I  constantly  do  think 
(Or,  rather  call  my  thought  a  certain  knowledge). 
My  brother  Troilus  lodges  there  to-night ; 
Rouse  him,  and  give  him  note  of  our  approach, 
With  the  whole  ouality  whereof;  I  fear, 
We  shall  be  much  imwelcome. 

^/Ene.  That  I  assure  you ; 

Troilus  had  rather  Troy  were  borne  to  Greece, 
Than  Cressid  borne  from  Troy. 

Par,  'rhere  is  no  help ; 

The  bitter  disposition  of  the  time 
Will  have  it  so.    On  lord ;  we'll  follow  yon. 

jEne.  Good  morrow,  all.  [Ebdt. 

Foot,  And  tell  me,  good  Dimmed ;  fiuth,  teill  me 
true. 
Even  in  the  soul  of  sound  good-fellowship,  — 
Who,  in  your  thoughts,  merits  fair  Helen  most, 
Myself  or  Menelaus  V 

Dio,  Bothalike: 

He  merits  wc/1  to  have  her  that  doth  seek  her 


f  Not  making  any  seruplb  of  her  soilure) 
With  such  a  hell  of  paui,  and  world  of  charge ; 
And  you  as  well  to  keep  her,  that-defend  her 


f  Not  palating  the  taste  of  her  dishonour) 
With  such  a  costly  loss  of  wealth  and  friends : 
He,  like  a  puling  cuckold,  would  drink  up 
The  lees  and  dregs  of  a  flat  tamed  piece; 
You,  like  a  lecher,  out  ot  whorish  loins 
Are  pleas'd  to  breed  out  your  inheritors; 
Both  merits  poisM,  each  weighs  no  less  nor  more ; 
But  he  as  he;  which  heavier  for  a  whore? 

Par,  You  are  too  bitter  to  your  countrywoman. 

Dio.  She's  bitter  to  her  country:  Hear  me, 
Pars.— . 
For  every  false  drop  in  her  bawdy  veins 
A  Grecian's  life  hatn  sunk ;  for  every  scmide 
Of  her  contaminated  carrion  weight, 
A  Trojan  hath  been  slain ;  since  she  ooold  speak, 
She  hath  not  given  so  man^  good  words  breath, 
Af  £or  her  Greeks  and  Trojans  sufier'd  death. 
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P^.  Tut  Diomed.  joa  do  as  ebapmen  do, 
Ditprabe  the  thins  that  70a  desire  to  \mji. 
But  we  in  silence  hold  this  yirtoe  well,— 
Well  not  commend  what  we  intend  to  sell. 
Here  lies  our  waj.  [ExamL 

SCENE  IL—T%«  some.   Court  h^fanlheEoimqf 
Pandarus. 

Enter  Troilus  and  CassBiDA 

Tro,  Dear,  troahle  not  yourself;  the  mom  is 
cold. 

Crt$,  Then,  sweet  mj  lord,  lU  call  mine  uncle 
down; 
He  shall  onbolt  the  gates. 

7Vo.  Trouble  him  not; 

To  bed,  to  bed :  Sleep  kill  those  pretty  eyes, 
And  give  as  soft  attachment  to  thy  senses, 
As  infants'  empty  of  all  thought ! 

CrtM,  Good  morrow,  then. 

Tro,  Prithee  now,  to  bed. 

Cret,  Are  yon  aweary  of  me? 

Tro,  O  Cressida,  but  that  the  busy  day, 
Wak*d  by  the  lark,  hath  rous'd  the  ribald  crows, 
And  dreaming  night  will  hide  our  joys  no  longer, 
I  would  not  from  thee. 

Oru,  Night  hath  been  too  brief. 

Tro.  Beshrew  the  witch :  with  yenomous  wights 
she  stays, 
As  tediously  as  hell ;  but  flies  the  grasps  of  love, 
With  wings  more  momentary-swift  than  thought. 
You  will  catch  cold,  and  curse  me. 

C^TBf.    Prithee,  tarry  ;^you  men   will   neyer 
tarry.— 

0  foolish  Cressid  I— I  might  haye  still  held  off, 
And  then  you  would  have  tarried.   Hark  I  there's 

one  up. 
Am.  [  Wiikui.]  What,  are  all  the  doors  opeo 

here? 
Tro*  It  is  your  uncle. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Oru,  A  pestilence  on  himi  now  will  he  be 
mocking: 

1  shall  have  such  a  life,— 

Pan,  How  now?  how  now?  how  ^maidenheads? 
Here,  you  maid,  where's  my  oousm  Cressid? 

Crm,  Go  hang  yourself,  you  naughty  mocking 
uncle  I 
Ton  bring  me  to  do,  and  then  yon  flout  me  too. 

Pcuu  To  do  what?  to  do  what?>let  her  say 
what :  what  have  1  brought  yon  to  do? 

Oree.  Come,  onme:  beshrew  your  heart :  yonll 
neVr  be  good, 
Nor  sutler  others. 

Pan  Ha,  ha!  Alas,  poor  wretehl  m  poor 
capooohia!  hast  not  slept  toHiight?  would  he  not. 
a  naughty  man,  let  it  sleep  ?  a  bugbear  take  him  I 

J  Knocking. 
he  were 
knock  *d  o*the  hdid ! — 
Wholi  that  at  door?  good  unde,  go  and  see. — 
If  y  lord,  eome  you  again  unto  my  chamber : 
You  smile,  and  mock  me,  as  if  I  meant  naughtily • 
Tro.  Ha,  hat 

Ore».  Come,  you  are  deoeiT*d,  I  think  of  no 
such  thing. —  [Knoddng, 

How  earnestly  they  knock  I  pray  you,  oome  in ; 
I  would  not  for  half  Troy  have  yon  f:een  here. 

[EoBemU  TnotLUS  and  Crbssida. 
Pan.  [Going  to  ik$  door.\  Who%  there?  what's 
Ihe  matter?  wiU  you  beat  down  the  door?    How 
now?  what%  the  matter? 
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JEne.  Good  morrow,  lord,  good  morrow. 

Pan.  Who's  there?  my  lord  iBneas?  By  my 
troth, 
I  knew  you  not:  what  news  with  you  so  early? 

Mne^  Is  not  prince  Troilus  here? 

Pan.  Here  I  what  should  he  do  here? 

^}ne.  Come,  he  is  here,  my  lord,  do  not  deny 
him; 
It  doth  import  him  much  to  speak  with  me. 

Pan.  Is  he  here,  say  you?  'tis  more  than  I 
know,  ni  be  sworn:— For  my  own  part,  I  came  in 
late:    What  should  he  do  here? 

jEnt.  Who  I— nay,  then: — Come,  come,  youll 
do  him  wrong  ere  y'  are  'ware :  Youll  be  so  true 
to  him,  to  be  false  to  him:  Do  not  you  know  of  him, 
but  yet  go  fetch  him  hither ;  go. 

As  Pandarus  is  going  out,  enter  Troilus. 

7Vy>.  How  now?  what's  the  matter? 

Jihte.  My  lord,  I  scaroe  have  leisure  to  salute 
you. 
My  matter  is  so  rash :  There  is  at  hand 
Paris  your  brother,  and  Deiphobus, 
The  Grecian  Diomed.  and  our  Antenor 
Deliver'd  to  us ;  and  tor  him  forthwith, 
Ere  the  first  sacrifice,  wkhin  this  hour. 
We  must  give  up  to  Diomedes'  hand 
The  lady  Cressida. 

Tro.  Is  it  concluded  so? 

^hie.  By  Priam,  and  the  general  state  of  Troy: 
They  are  at  hand,  and  ready  to  effect  it. 

Tyo.  How  my  achievements  mock  me  t 
I  will  go  meet  them:  and,  my  lord  iEneas. 
We  met  by  chance ;  you  did  not  find  me  here. 

jEne,  Good,  good,  my  lord;   the   secrets  ot 
nature 
Haye  not  more  gift  in  tadtumity. 

[EBBetmt  Troilus  and  ^reas. 

Pan.  1st  possible?  no  sooner  got  but  lost? 
The  devil  take  Antenor  1  the  young  prince  will 
go  mad.  A  plague  upon  Antenor  1  I  would  they 
had  broke's  neck. 

Enter  Cresbioa. 

Qm,  How  now?  what's  the  matter?    Who 
was  here? 

Am.  Ah,ahl 

Ore$.  Why  sigh  you  so  profoundly?  where's 
my  lora  gone  ? 
Tell  me.  sweet  uncle,  what's  the  matter? 

Pan.  n^ould  I  were  as  deep  under  the  earth  as 
I  am  above  I 

CVef.  O  the  gods !— wfaat*^  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Prithee,  get  thee  in.  'Would  th-ju  hadst 
ne'er  been  bomf  I  knew  then  wouldst  be  his 
death}— O  poor  gentleman! — A  plague  upon  An- 
tenorl 

Crti.  Good  nnole,  I  beseech  yon  on  my  knees, 
I  beseech  you  what's  the  matter? 

Pan.  Thou  must  be  gone,  wench,  thou  must  be 
gone;  thou  art  changed  for  Antenor:  thou  must 
to  thy  father,  and  begone  from  Troilus;  twill  be 
his  death ;  twill  he  hLi  bane ;  he  cannot  bear  it. 

One.  O  you  unmortal  gods  1— I  will  not  go 

Pan.  Thou  must. 

Cm.  I  will  not,  uncle:   I  have  forgot  my 
father: 
I  know  no  touch  of  consanguinity ; 
No  kin,  no  love,  no  blood,  no  soul  so  near  me. 
As  the  sweet  Troilus.— O  you  gods  divine  1     Tp. 
Hake  Cressid's  name  the  very  crown  of  falseh&o- 
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If  ever  she  leave  Troilns  I  Time,  force,  and  death, 
Do  to  this  body  what  extremity  you  can ; 
But  the  strong  base  and  building  of  my  love 
Is  as  the  very  centre  of  the  earth, 
Drawing  all  things  to  it—I  will  go  in,  and  weep; 
Pati.  Do,  do. 

Ores,  Tear  my  bright  hair,  and  scratch  my 
praised  cheeks; 
Crack  mv  clear  voice  with  sobs,  and  break  my 

heart 
With  sounding  Troilos.    I  will  not  go  from  Troy. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  lU.-^Tke  same.  Before  Pandarus' ^ouse. 

HUer  Pabis,  Troilds,  ^keab,  Deiphobus, 
Ahtbnor,  and  Diohedes. 

Par,  It  is  great  morning;  and  the  hoar  prefixed 
Of  her  delivery  to  this  valiant  Greek 
Comes  fast  upon :— Good  m^  brother  Troilus, 
Tell  vou  the  lady  what  she  is  to  do, 
And  haste  her  to  the  purpose. 

7h>.  Walk  in  to  her  house  { 

111  bring  her  to  tlie  Grecian  presently: 
And  to  his  hand  when  I  deliver  her. 
Think  it  an  altar;  and  thy  brother  Troilus 
A  priest,  there  offering  to  it  his  own  heart.  [EaaL 

Par,  I  know  what  *ti8  to  love ; 
And  'would,  as  I  shall  pity,  I  could  help  !— 
Please  you  walk  in,  my  lords. 


TROILUS  AND  CRE8SIDA. 


SCENE  lY ^r^The  same,    A  Room  in  Pandarus' 

Hoitae, 

Enter  Pandarus  cmd  Cressida. 

Fcm*  Be  moderate,  be  moderate. 

Ore$,  Why  tell  you  me  of  moderation? 
The  grief  is  fine,  full,  perfect,  that  I  taste, 
And  no  less  in  a  sense  as  strong  as  that 
Which  causeth  it:  How  can  I  moderate  it? 
If  I  could  temporise  with  mv  affection, 
Or  brew  it  to  a  weak  and  colder  palate, 
The  like  allayment  could  I  give  my  grief: 
My  love  admits  no  qualifving  cross: 
No  more  my  grief,  in  such  a  precious  loss. 

Enter  Tboilub. 

Pan,  Here,  here,  here  he  comes,  m  sweet  duck  I 
Crei.  O  Troilus !  Troilus  1 
Pan,  What  a  pair  of  spectacles  is  here!  Let  me 
embrace  too:  Oneart^^aa  the  goodly  saying  is,— 

O  heart,  heavy  hearty 
Why  slgh'st  thou  without  breaking? 

where  he  answers  again, 

Beoaose  thoa  oanst  not  ease  tiiy  imait, 
By  frieadflhip,  nor  by  spealdug, 

There  was  never  a  truer  rhyme.  Let  us  cast  away 
nothing,  for  we  may  live  to  have  need  of  such  a 
Terse:  we  see  it,  we  see  it.— How  now,  lambs? 

Tro,  Cressid,  I  love  thee  in  so  strained  a  purity. 
That  the  blest  gods — as  angry  with  my  fancy, 
More  bright  in  zeal  than  the  devotion  which 
Cold  lips  blow  to  their  deities — take  thee  from  me* 

Cre$,  Have  the  gods  envy  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  a^,  ay,  ay;  *tis  too  plain  a  case. 

Cres,  And  is  it  true  that  I  must  go  from  Troy  ? 

TVo.  A  hateful  truth. 

Ores.  What,  and  from  Troilus  too? 

TnK  Prom  Troy  and  Troilus. 

Crei.  Is't  possible? 

7h>.  And  suddenly ;  where  injury  of  chance 
Pats  back  leave-taking,  justles  roughly  by 
All  time  of  pause,  rudely  beguiles  oar  lips 


Of  all  rejoindure,  forcibly  prevents 

Our  lock'd  embrasures,  strangles  our  dear  vows 

Even  in  the  birth  of  our  own  labouring  breath : 

We  two,  that  with  so  many  thousand  sighs 

Did  buv  each  other,  must  poor)  v  sell  ouraelves 

With  the  rude  brevity  and  discharge  of  one. 

Injurions  time  now,  with  a  robber's  haste, 

Crams  his  rich  thievery  up,  he  knows  not  how : 

As  many  farewells  as  be  stars  in  heaven, 

With  distinct  breath  and  consigned  kisses  to  them. 

He  fumbles  up  into  a  loose  adieu ; 

And  scants  us  with  a  single  famished  kiss. 

Distasting  with  the  salt  of  broken  tears. 

J^.  [Within,]  My  lordl  is  the  lady  ready? 

Tra  Hark  I   you  are  called:    Some  say,    the 
Genius  so 
Cries,  "  ComeP  to  him  that  instantly  roust  die.~ 
Bid  them  have  patience:  she  shall  oome  anon. 

Pan,  Where  are  my  tears?  rain,  to  lay  thk 
wind,  or  my  heart  will  be  blown  up  by  the  root. 
[&it  Pasdabds 

Ore8,  I  must  then  to  the  Grecians  ? 

TVo,  No  remed  J. 

Ores,  A  woeful  Cressid   Vnongst  the   merry 
Greeks  I 
When  shall  we  see  again  ? 

Tro,  Hear  me,  my  love :  Be  then  but  trnt  ci 
heart, — 

Ores,  I  truel  how  now?  what  wicked  deem  ia 
this? 

lira.  Nay,  we  must  use  expostulation  kindly, 
For  it  is  parting  from  us : 
I  speak  not,  *'  be  thou  true,**  as  fearing  thee ; 
For  I  will  throw  my  glove  to  Death  himself, 
That  there's  no  maculation  in  thv  heart : 
But "  be  thou  true,"  say  I,  to  fashion  in 
My  sequent  protestation ;  be  thou  true, 
And  I  will  see  thee. 

Ores.  O,  you  shall  be  exposed,  mylord,todanger0 
As  infinite  as  imminent  I  but,  1*11  be  true. 

Tro.  And  III  grow  friend  with  danger.    Wear 
this  sleeve. 

Ores.  And  you  this  glove.    When  shall  I  see 
you? 

Tro.  I  will  corrupt  the  Grecian  sentuiels, 
To  give  thee  nightly  visitation. 
But  yet,  be  true. 

Ores.   _  Oheavensl- be  true, again? 

TVo,  Hear  why  I  speak  it,  love ; 
The  Grecian  youths  are  full  of  quality; 
Their  loving  well  composed  with  gift  of  nature, 
Flowing  and  swelling  o'er  with  arts  and  exercise  ; 
How  novelties  mav  move,  and  parts  with  person, 
Alas,  a  kind  of  godly  jealousy 
(Which,  I  beseech  you,  call  a  virtuous  sin) 
Makes  me  afraid. 

Ores,  O  heavens!  you  love  me  not. 

TVo.  Die  I  a  villain  then  I 
In  this  I  do  not  call  your  faith  in  question, 
So  mainly  as  my  merit :  I  cannot  sing. 
Nor  heel  the  high  lavolt,  nor  sweeten  talk, 
Nor  play  at  subtle  games ;  fair  virtues  all, 
To  which  the  Grecians  are  most  prompt  and  preg 

nant: 
But  I  can  tell,  that  in  each  grace  of  these 
There  lurks  a  still  and  dumb-discoursive  devil. 
That  tempts  most  cunning!  v:  but  be  not  tempted. 

Ores.  Do  you  think  I  will  ? 

Tro.  No. 
But  something  may  be  done  that  we  will  not : 
And  sometimes  we  are  devils  to  ourselves, 
When  we  will  tempt  the  frailty  of  our  powe^ 
Presuming  on  their  changef^  poteoQy.       iC 


TEOILUB  AND  CRESSTDA. 
Mne.  [  WUhm.]  Nay,  good  my  lord.—  |  Thoa  dreadfbl  Ajax ;  that  the  appalled  air 

7^.  uome,  kiss,  and  let  oi  part. )  May  pierce  the  head  of  the  great  combatant, 

Af.  [WiOwiL]  Brother  IVoilusI  ''*  ^''^  ^'-'  '-'^'^  - 

JVo,  Good  brother,  come  yon  hither ; 

Vnd  bring  iEceas  and  the  Grecian  with  70a. 
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Cret*  My  lord,  will  ^on  be  true  ? 

JVo,  Who,  I?  alas,  it  is  mv  vice,  my  fault; 
While  others  fish  with  craft  for  great  opinion, 
1  with  great  truth  catch  mere  simnlicity; 


Whilst  some  with  cunning    gila   their  copper  | 

crowns. 
With  truth  and  plainness  I  do  wear  mine  bare. 
Fear  not  my  truth;  the  moral  of  my  wit 
Is— plain  and  true,— there's  all  the  reach  of  it 

Enter  jEneas,  Pabis,  Antbnob,  Deipuobus.  and 

DlOMKDBS. 

Welcome,  sir  Diomed  I  here  is  the  lady, 
Which  for  Antenor  we  deliver  you: 
At  the  port,  lord,  HI  give  her  to  thy  hand; 
And,  by  the  way,  possess  thee  what  she  is. 
Entreat  her  fair  ;  and,  by  my  soul,  fair  Greek, 
If  e*er  thou  stand  at  mercy  of  my  sword. 
Name  Cressid,  and  thy  life  shall  be  as  sttfe 
As  Priam  is  in  Ilion. 

Du>.  Fair  Udy  Cressid, 

80  please  you,  save  the  thanks  this  prince  expeoti: 
The  lustre  in  your  eye,  heaven  in  your  cheek, 
Plead:^  your  nir  usage:  and  to  Diomed 
Ton  shall  be  mistress,  and  command  him  wholly. 

Tro,  Grecian,  thou  dost  not  use  me  courteously, 
To  shame  the  xeal  of  my  petition  to  thee. 
In  pral-ang  her:  I  tell  thee,  lord  of  Greece, 
She  is  as  far,  high-soaring  o'er  thy  praises, 
As  thoa  onworthy  to  be  calFd  her  servant. 
I  dnrge  thee«  use  her  well,  even  for  my  charge; 
For,  bv  the  dreadful  Pinto,  if  thou  dost  not. 
Though  the  great  bulk  Achilles  be  thy  guard, 
111  cut  thy  throat. 

Dio.  O,  be  not  mov*d,  prince  Troilua : 

Let  me  be  privileged  by  my  place  and  message, 
To  be  a  sp^ker  free ;  when  1  am  hence, 
111  answer  to  my  lust:  And  know  you,  lord. 
Ill  nothing  do  on  charge:  To  her  own  worth 
8he  shall  be  prized ;  but  that  you  say— be't  so, 
111  Jipeak  it  in  my  spirit  and  honour,— no. 

7hK  Come,  to  the  port  —I'll  tell  thee,  Diomed, 
This  brave  shall  oft  make  thee  to  hide  thy  head. 
Lady,  give  me  your  hand ;  and,  as  we  walk. 
To  oor  own  selves  bend  we  our  needful  talk. 

[EacemU  Tboilus,  Cressida,  and  Diomed. 
[Thmpet  heard. 

Par,  Hark!  Hector^  tmmpet. 

^ne.  How  have  we  spent  this  morning ! 

The  prince  mast  think  me  tardy  and  remiss, 
-That  swore  to  ride  before  him  m  the  field. 

Par,  Tis  Troilus*  fault;  come,  come,  to  field 
with  him. 

DeL  Let  us  make  ready  straight. 

JSne,  Yea,  with  a  bride^oom's  fresh  alacrity, 
Let  us  address  to  tend  on  Hector's  heels: 
The  glory  of  our  Troy  doth  this  day  lie 
On  his  fidr  worth  and  single  chivalry.      [Excwnt, 

BCENBV.— T%e  Grecian  Camp,    lAtU  aet  <mU 

Enter  Ajaz,   armed;   Aoamemnoh,  Achilles, 

Pateocujs,  Mevelaus,  Ulysseb,  Ne&tou,  cmd 

otkert, 

Affom.  Here  art  thoa  in  appointment  firesh  and 
fair. 
Anticipating  time.    With  starting  courage, 
Give  « ith  thy  trumpet  a  loud  note  to  Troy, 


And  hale  him  hither. 

AjajB,  Thoa,  trumpet,  there*s  my  purse 

Now  crack  thy  lungs,  and  split  thy  brazen  pipe : 
Dluw,  villain,  till  thy  sphered  bias  cheek 
Out-swell  the  colic  of  pufiTd  Aquilon :  ^ 

Come,  stretch  thy  chest,  and  let  thy  eyes  spent 
{  blood ; 

Thou  blow'st  for  Hector.         [Trumj^  wunda 

Ulus3.  No  trumpet  answers. 

AehU,  *Tia  but  early  days. 

Again,  Is    not    yon  Diomed,    with  Calclias 
daughter? 

UlyeB,  Tis  he,  I  ken  the  manner  of  his  gait ; 
He  rises  on  the  toe  ;  that  spirit  of  his 
In  aspiration  lifts  him  from  the  earth. 

Enter  Diomed,  %oUh  Cressida. 

Agam,  Is  this  the  lady  Cressid  ? 

vio.  Even  she. 

Agcmu  Most  dearly  welcome  to  the  Greeks, 
sweet  lady. 

NeeL  Our  general  doth  salute  yon  with  a  kiss. 

Uly$$,  Yet  is  the  kindness  but  particular; 
*Twere  better  she  were  kissed  in  general. 

NmU  And  very  courtly  counsel :  111  begm.— 
80  much  for  Nestor. 

AckiL  III  take  that  winter  from  your  lips,  fair 
lady. 
Achilles  bids  yoa  welcome. 

Men.  I  had  good  argument  for  kissing  once. 

Patr.  But  that's  no  argument  for  kissing  now: 
For  thus  popp'd  Paris  in  bis  hardiment; 
And  parted  thus  you  and  your  argument* 

Uly$8,  0  deadly  gall,  and  theme  of  all  our 
scorns  I 
For  which  we  lose  our  heads,  to  ^Id  his  horns. 

PcUr.  The  first  was  Menelaus'  kiss; — This,  mine* 
Patroclus  kisses  you. 

Men,  O,  this  is  trim! 

Patr,    Paris  and  I  kiss  evermore  for  him. 

Men,  111  have  my  kiss,  sir:- Lady,  by  your 
leave. 

Crei,  In  kissing,  do  you  render  or  receive  ? 

Pbtr,  Both  take  and  give. 

Cre»,  111  make  my  nutoh  to  live. 

The  kiss  yon  take  is  better  than  you  give; 
Therefore  no  kiss. 

Men,  111  give  yoa  boot,  111  give  you  throe  foi 
one. 

Orm,  You're  an  odd  man ;  give  even,  or  give 
none. 

Men,  An  odd  man,  lady?  e^wj  man  is  odd. 

Cree.  No,  Paris  is  not ;  for  you  know  "tb  true 
That  you  are  odd,  and  he  is  even  with  you. 

Men,  You  fillip  me  o'  the  head. 

Crte,  No,  111  be  sworn. 

Uly8$,  It  were  no  match,  your  nail  against  his 
horn. — 
May  I,  sweet  lady,  beg  a  kiss  of  yoi 

Ores,  You  may. 

Uly»$,  I  do  desire  it 

Crea.  Why;,  beg  then. 

Ulyes.  Wh)rthen,foryenus*sake,ffivemeakis8, 
When  Helen  is  a  maid  again,  and  his. 

Cree,  I  am  your  debtor,  claim  it  when  *tis  due. 

Ulyae,  Never's  my  day,  and  then  a  kiss  of  yon. 

^Dio,  Ladv,  a  word; — 111  bring  yoa  to  year 
father.         T  Diomed  Uadk  out  Cbesbida. 

Neet,  A  woman  of  quick  sense. 

Ulyet,  Fie,  fie  upcn  bAp. 

There's  a  language  in  her  eye,  her  cheek,  her  iij^^ 
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Najt  lior  foot  speaks ;  tier  wanton  spirits  look  out 
At  every  joint  and  motive  of  her  bod/. 
0,  these  encoantercns,  so  glib  of  tongue, 
That  give  a  coasting  welcome  ere  it  comes. 
And  wide  onolasp  (£e  tables  of  their  thoognts 
To  every  tickling  reader!  set  them  down 
For  sluttish  spoiU  of  opportunity, 
And  daughters  of  the  game.         [TVun^  toUkm, 

AIL  The  Trojans*  trunipet. 

Agam,  Yonder  comes  the  troop. 

JBiUer  Heotoe,  armed;  JEvExa,  Troilub,  and 
other  Trojans,  with  Attendants. 

JBie.  Hail,  all  yon  state  of  Qreeoe !  what  shall 
be  done 
To  him  that  victory  commands?  Or  do  Ton  purpose, 
A  victor  shall  be  known?  will  you,  the  knights 
Hhall  to  the  edge  of  all  extremity 
Pursue  each  other,  or  shall  be  divided 
By  any  voice  or  order  of  the  field  ? 
Hector  bade  ask. 

Aaam,  Which  way  would  Hector  have  it? 

JEne,  He  cares  not,  hell  obey  conditions. 

AckiL  Tis  done  like  Hector:  but  securely  done, 
A  little  proudly,  and  great  deal  disprizing 
The  knight  opposed. 

jEne,  If  not  Achilles,  sir, 

What  is  your  name  ? 

AckU.  If  not  Achilles,  nothing. 

Mte,  Therefore  Achilles :  But,  whate'er,  know 
this;- 
In  the  extremity  of  great  and  little. 
Valour  and  pride  excel  themselves  in  Hector ; 
The  one  almost  as  infinite  as  all. 
The  other  blank  as  nothing.    Weigh  him  well, 
And  that  which  looks  like  pride  is  courtesy. 
This  Ajax  is  half  made  of  Hector's  blood : 
In  love  whereof  half  Hector  stays  at  home; 
Half  heart,  half  hand,  half  Hector  comes  to  seek 
This  blended  knight,  half  Trojan  and  half  Greek. 

AehiL  A  maiden  battle  then  ?— O,  I  perceive  you. 

£&€nter  Diomedbs. 

Aganu  Here  is  sur  Diomed : — Go,  gentle  knight. 
Stand  by  our  Ajax :  as  you  and  lord  .£neas 
Consent  Upon  the  order  of  their  fight, 
So  be  it;  either  to  the  uttermost. 
Or  else  a  breath :  the  combatants  being  kin, 
Half  stints  their  strife  before  their  strokes  begin. 
[Ajax  and  Hector  enter  the  lists, 
Ulyss.  They  are  opposed  already. 
A^am,  What  Trojan  is  that  same  that  looks  so 

heavy? 
Ulyss.  The  youngest  son  of  Priam;    m  true 

knight ; 
Not  vet  mature,  yet  matchless :  firm  of  word ; 
Speaking  in  deeds,  and  deediess  in  his  tongue ; 
Not  soon  provok*d,  nor,  being  provokd,  soon 

oaim*d  t 
His  heart  and  hand  both  open,  and  both  f^ ; 
For  what  he  has  he  gives ;  whAt  thinks  he  shows ; 
Yet  gives  he  not  till  judgment  guides  his  bounty, 
Nor  dignifies  an  impair  thought  with  breath : 
Manly  as  Hector,  but  more  dangerous ; 
For  Hector,  in  his  blaze  of  wrath,  subscribes 
To  tender  objects ;  but  he,  in  heat  of  action. 
Is  more  vindicative  than  jealous  love : 
They  call  him  Troilus;  and  on  him  erect 
A  second  hope,  as  fiiirly  built  as  Hector. 
Thus  says  ^neas ;  one  that  knows  the  youth 
Even  to  his  inches,  and,  with  private  soul. 
Did  in  great  Ilion  thus  translate  him  to  me. 

[Alarum,    Hrotor  and  Ajax  /ighL 
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Agam,  They  are  in  action. 

IfesL  Now,  Ajax,  hold  thine  own  I 

Tro,  Hector,  thon  sImp^  ; 

Awake  thee  t 

Agam,  H is blowsare  well  disposM:  -  there,  AjaxI 

Dio,  You  must  no  more.  [Ihwmets  cease, 

JSne,  Princes,  enough,  so  please  yon. 

Ajax,  I  am  not  warm  yet,  let  ns  fight  again. 

Vio.  As  Hector  pleases. 

HecL  Why,  then,  will  I  no  more :^ 

Thou  art,  great  lord,  my  father's  sister^  son, 
A  oousin-german  to  great  Priam's  seed; 
The  obligation  of  our  blood  forbids 
A  gory  emulation  *twixt  us  twain : 
Were  thy  commixtion  Greek  and  Trojan  so 
That  thou  couldst  say—**  This  hand  is  Grecian  all. 
And  this  is  Trojan ;  the  sinews  of  this  leg 
All  Greek,  and  this  all  Troy ;  mv  mother's  blood 
Runs  on  the  dexter  cheek,  and  this  sinister 
Bounds4n  my  fathers ;"  by  Jove  multipoteot. 
Thou  shouldst  not  bear  from  me  a  Greekish  member 
Wherein  my  sword  had  not  impressure  made 
Of  our  rank  feud :  But  the  ju«"  gods  gainsay. 
That  any  drop  thou  borrow*dst  from  Uiy  motbert 
My  sacred  aunt,  should  by  my  mortal  sword 
Be  drain 'd :  Let  ma  embrace  thee,  Ajax: 
hj  him  tliat  thunders,  thou  hast  lustjr  arms; 
Hector  would  have  them  fall  upon  him  thus  i 
Cousin,  all  honour  to  thee ! 

Ajax,  I  thank  thee,  Heetor: 

Thou  art  too  gentle,  and  too  free  a  man : 
I  came  to  kill  thee,  cousin,  and  bear  henoe 
A  great  addi  ion  earned  in  thy  death 

Hect,  Not  Neoptolemtis  so  mirable 
fOn  whose  bright  crest  Fame  with  herlondVt  Oyw 
Cries,  **  This  is  he,'*)  could  promise  to  himself 
A  thought  of  added  honour  torn  from  Hector. 

jEne,  There  is  expectance  here  from  both  the  aidee 
What  further  you  will  do. 

HecL  Well  answer  it; 

The  i^ue  is  embracement:~Ajax,  &rewell. 

Ajax,  If  I  might  in  entreaties  find  success 
(As  seld*  I  have  the  chance),  I  would  desire 
My  famous  cousin  to  our  Grecian  tent. 

Dio,  Tis  Agamemnon's  wish,  and  great  AohUles 
Doth  long  to  see  unarm'd  the  valiant  Hector. 

Hect.  iEneas,  call  my  brother  Troilos  to  dm: 
And  signify  this  loving  interview 
To  the  expecters  of  our  Trojan  part; 
Desire  them  home. — Give  me  thy  hand,  my  cousin ; 
I  will  go  eat  with  thee,  and  see  your  knights. 

Ajax,  Great  Agamemnon  comes  to  meet  us  here. 

Heck  The  worthiest  of  them  tell  me  name  by 
name; 
But  for  Achilles,  mine  own  searohinff  eyes 
Shall  find  him  by  his  large  and  portly  sise. 

Agam,  Worthy  of  arms!  as  welcome  as  to  one 
That  would  be  rid  of  such  an  enemv; 
But  that's  no  welcome:  Understand  more  dear 
What's  past  and  what^  to  oome  is  strew'd  with 

husks 
And  formless  ruin  of  oblivion ; 
But  in  this  extant  moment,  faith  and  troth, 
Strain'd  purelv  from  all  hollow  bias-drawing, 
Bids  thee,  with  most  divine  integrity. 
From  heart  of  very  heart,  great  Hector,  weloome. 

Hect.  I  thank  thee,  most  imperious  Agamemnoix. 

Agam,  My  well-fain'd  lord  of  Troy,  no  less  to 
vou.  [7V>  Troilos. 

Ifsn.  Let  me  confirm  my  prineely  bcotlMr^ 
greeting;- 
You  brace  of  warlike  brothers,  welcome  hither. 

-  -  Q^^ 


Hed,  Whom  must  we  answer? 


TROILUS 
jEm»  The  noble  MenelMS. 

HeeL  0  jon,  mj  lord?  bj  Mara  his  gaontiet, 
tmitikfll 
Hook  not,  that  I  affect  the  nntraded  oath ; 
four  quondam  wife  sweara  still  by  Venns*  glove : 
Bhe^  wellf  bat  bade  me  not  commend  her  to  yon. 
ifok  Name  her  not  now,  sir:  she^  m  deadly 

theme. 
Bad*  O.  pardon ;  I  offend. 
Nett.  I  have,  then  gallant  Trojan,  seen  thee  oft, 
Labouring  for  destiny,  make  cruel  way 
Through  ranks  of  Greekish  youth :  and  I  have 

seen  thee. 
As  hot  as  Perseus,  spur  thy  Phrygian  steed, 
And  seen  thee  oooming  forfeits  and  subduements, 
When  cboo  hast  hung  thy  advanced  sword  i*the  ab. 
Not  letting  it  decline  on  the  declined; 
That  i  have  said  onto  my  standers-by, 
**  Lio,  Jupiter  14  yonder,  dealing  lifer 
And  I  have  seen  thee  pause,  and  take  thy  breath, 
When  that  a  ring  of  Greeks  have  hemm'd  thee  in. 
Like  an  Olympian  wrestling:  This  have  I  seen; 
Bnt  this  thy  oonntenanoe,  still  locked  in  steel, 
I  never  saw  till  now.    I  knew  thy  grandsire, 
And  oiioe  fought  with  him :  he  was  a  soldier  good ; 
But,  by  great  ICars,  the  captain  of  ns  all, 
Never  like  thee:  Let  an  old  man  embrace  thee ; 
And,  worthy  warrior,  welcome  to  oar  tents. 
JEm,  Tis  the  old  Nestor. 
Bvt,  Let  me  embrace  thee,  good  old  chronicle, 
That  hastso  long  walk'dhand  in  band  with  time:— 
Most  reverend  Nestor,  I  am  glad  to  clasp  thee. 
NetU  I  would  myarmsoouid  match  thee  in  con- 
tention. 
As  they  contend  with  thee  in  oonrtaiy. 
HecL  I  woold  thej  could. 
NcMt.  Ual 
Bt  tnis  white  beard,  Fd  fight  with  thee  to-morrow. 
Well,  welcome,  welcome  fl  have  seen  the  time. 
fJlym.  i  wonder  now  how  yonder  city  stands. 
When  we  have  here  her  base  and  pillar  by  us. 

Meet,  I  know  your  fiivour,  lord  Ulysses.  welL 
Ah,  sir,  there*s  many  a  Greek  and  Trojan  dead, 
Since  first  I  saw  yourself  and  Diomed 
In  I  lion,  on  your  Greekish  embassy. 
Ulyu,  Sir,  I  foretold  you  then  whet  would 
ensue: 
My  prophecy  is  bnt  half  his  journey  yet; 
For  yonder  walls,  that  pertly  front  your  town. 
Ton  towers,  whose  wanton  tops  do  buss  the  clouds. 
Most  kiss  thehr  own  fiset. 

HecU  I  must  not  believe  you : 

There  they  stand  yet ;  and  modestljr  T  think. 
The  &11  of  every  Phrygian  stone  will  cost 
A  drop  of  Grecian  bloc^ :  The  end  crowns  all ; 
And  that  old  common  arbitrator,  time, 
Will  one  day  end  it 

Uill$9,  80  to  him  we  leave  it 

Most  gentle  and  meet  valiant  Hector,  welcome : 
After  the  funeral,  I  beseech  you  next 
To  feast  with  me,  and  see  me  at  mv  tent 

AchU  I  shall  forestall  thee,  lord  L  lyases,  thou  I— 
Now,  Hector,  I  have  fed  mine  eves  on  thee: 
I  have  with  exact  view  perns'd  thee.  Hector. 
And  quoted  joint  by  joint 
BkL  U  this  AchUles? 

Aeki  I  am  Achillea. 

Bed,  Stand  fair,  I  pray  thee;  let  me  look  on  thee. 
AckH  Behold  thy  fill. 
MteU  N^t  I  b*^o  done  tlrea4y. 
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AddL  Thoo  art  too  brief;  I  wiU  the  seoond 
time. 
As  I  would  buy  thee,  view  thee  limb  by  Umb. 
HecL  O,  like  m  book  of  sport  thoult  read 
me  o*er; 
But  there^  more  in  me  than  thou  imderftandVt 
Why  dost  thou  so  oppress  me  with  thine  eye  ? 
AddL  Tell  me,  yon  heavens,  in  which  part  of 
his  body 
Shall  I  destroy  him?  whether  there,  or  there,  01 

there? 
That  I  may  ^ve  the  local  wound  m  name; 
And  make  distinct  the  very  breach  whereout 
Hector's  great  spirit  flew:  Answer  me,  heavens 
Hect.  It  would  discredit  the  blessed  g^ods,  proud 


To  answer  such  m  question :  Stand  again: 
Think*st  thou  to  catch  my  life  so  pleasantly. 
As  to  prenominate  in  nice  coniecture 
Where  thou  wilt  hit  me  dead  ? 

AcfuL  I  ten  thee,  yea. 

HecL  Wert  thou  the  oracle  to  tell  me  so, 
I*d  not  believe  thee.   Henceforth  guard  thee  well ; 
For  111  not  kill  thee  there,  nor  there,  nor  there; 
But,  by  the  forge  that  stithied  Mara  his  helm, 
I'll  kill  thee  everywhere,  yea,  o'er  and  o'er- — 
You  wisest  Grecians,  pardon  me  this  brag, 
Hb  insolence  draws  folly  from  my  lips ; 
But  111  endeavour  deeds  to  match  thiBse  words, 
Or  may  I  never — 

Aiax.  Do  not  chafe  thee,  cousin;— 

And  you,  Achilles,  let  these  threats  alone. 
Till  accident,  or  purpose,  bring  you  tot: 
Yon  may  have  every  day  enough  of  Hector, 
If  yon  faiave  stomach ;  the  general  state,  I  fear. 
Can  scarce  entreat  you  to  be  odd  with  him. 

Hect,  I  pray  you,  let  us  see  you  in  the  field; 
We  have  had  pelting  wan  since  you  refus'd 
The  Grecians'  cause. 

AckSU  Dost  thou  entreat  me.  Hector  ? 

To-morrow  do  I  meet  thee,  fell  as  death ; 
To-night,  all  friends. 

Hect,  Thy  hand  upon  that  match. 

A^foan,  First,  all  you  peen  of^Greece,  go  to  my 
tent: 
There  in  the  rail  convive  you :  afterwards. 
As  Hector's  leisure  and  your  bounties  shall 
Concur  together,  severally  entreat  him. 
Beat  loud  the  tambourines,  let  the  trumpets  blow, 
That  this  great  soldier  may  his  welcome  know. 

[ExewU  all  but  Troilus  and  Ultssbs. 

TVo,  My  lord  Ulysses,  tell  me.  I  beseech  you. 
In  what  place  of  the  field  doth  Calchas  keep? 

Ufysa,  At  MeneUus'tent,  most  princelj  Troilus 
There  Diomed  doth  feast  with  him  to-ntght 
Who  neither  looks  on  heaven,  nor  on  earth. 
But  gives  all  gaze  and  bent  of  amorous  view 
On  tneCair  Cressid. 

TVo.  Shall  1,  sweet  lord,  be  bound  to  thee  so 
much. 
After  we  part  from  Agamemnon^  tent. 
To  bring  me  thither? 

Ulyti,  You  shall  command  ma,  shr 

As  gentle  tell  me,  of  what  hononr  was 
Thb  Cressida  in  Troy  ?    Had  she  no  lover  there. 
That  wails  her  absence? 

Tro,  O,  sir,  to  such  as  boasting  show  their  sears, 
A  mock  is  due.    Will  you  walk  on,  my  lord? 
She  watf  belov'd,  she  lov'd;  she  is,  and  doth : 
Bat  atilL  sweet  love  ia  food  for  dc^tone's  tooth. 

[EoBemL 
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TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L— T7^  Oredan  Camp, 
Achilles'  TenU 


Before 


Enter  Achilles  and  Patboclus. 

AAU*  111  heat  his  blood  with  Greekiih  wine 
to-night, 
Which  with  my  scimitar  111  cool  to-morrow. — 
Pttrodas,  let  as  feast  bim  to  the  height. 

Patr,  Here  comes  Thersites. 

Enter  Thebsites. 

AM.  How  now,  thou  core  of  envy  ? 

Thoo  cmsty  batch  of  nature,  what's  the  news  ? 

Thar,  Whj,  thon  pictare  of  what  thon  seemest, 
and  idol  of  idiot-worshippers,  here^  a  letter  for 
thee. 

AckSL  From  whence,  fragment? 

Ther,  Why,  thou  full  dish  of  fool,  from  Troy. 

Patr,  Who  keeps  the  tent  now? 

Ther.  The  surgeon's  box,  or  the  patients 
wound. 

Potr.  Well  said,  Adyersityl  and  what  need 
these  tricks? 

Ther.  Prithee,  be  sOent,  boy;  I  profit  not  by 
thy  talk :  thou  art  thought  to  be  Achilles'  male 
varlet 

Patr,  Male  varlet,  you  rogue!  what's  that? 

Ther.  Why,  his  masculine  whore.  Now  the 
rotten  diseases  of  the  south,  guts-gripingt  ruptures, 
catarrhs,  loads  o*  gravel  i'  the  back,  lethargies, 
cold  palsies,  raw  eves,  dirt-rotten  livers,  wheezing 
lungs,  bladders  full  of  imposthuroe,  sciaticas,  lime- 
kilns  i*  the  palm,  incurable  bonenich,  and  the 
rivelled  fee-simple  of  the  tetter,  take  and  take 
iigain  suG^  preposterous  discoveries! 

Pair.  Why,  thou  damnable  box  of  envy,  thou, 
what  meanest  thou  to  curse  thus? 

Iher,  Do  1  curse  thee? 

Patr.  Why,  no,  you  ruinous  butt;  yon  whore- 
son indistinguishable  our,  no. 

Ther.  No  ?  why  art  thou  then  exasperste,  thou 
idle,  immaterial  skein  of  sley'd  silk,  thou  green 
sarcenet  flap  for  a  sore  eye,  thou  tassel  of  a  pro- 
digal's purse,  thou  ?  Ah,  how  the  poor  world  is 
pesterea  with  soch  water-flies;  dmiinutives  of 
nature  1 

Patr.  Out,  gall ! 

Ther.  Finch  egg! 

AehiL  lAj  sweet  Patmclns,  I  am  thwarted  quite 
From  my  great  purpose  in  to-morrow^  battle. 
Here  is  a  letter  n'om  Queen  Hecuba ; 
A  token  from  her  daughter,  my  fair  love ; 
Both  taxing  me.  and  gaging  me  to  keep 
An  oath  that  1  nave  sworn.    I  will  not  break  it:  { 
Fall,  Greeks :   fail,   fame ;    honour,  or   go,  or  I 

stay: 
My  migor  vow  lies  here,  this  111  obey. 
Come,  come,  Thersites,  help  to  trim  my  tent ; 
This  night  in  banqueting  must  all  be  spent. 
Away,  Patrodus. 

[Exeunt  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

Ther,  With  too  much  blood  and  too  little  brain, 
these  two  may  run  mad ;  but  if  with  too  much 
brain  and  too  little  blood  they  do,  I'll  be  a  curer 
of  madmen.  Here's  Agamemnon, — an  honest 
fellow  enough,  and  one  that  loves  quails;  but  he 
has  not  so  much  brain  as  ear-wax :  And  the  goodly 
transformation  of  Jupiter  there,  his  brother,  the 
bull,— the  primitive  statae  and  oblique  memorial 


of  cuckolds;  a  thrifty  shoeing-hom  in  a  chain, 
hanging  at  his  brother's  leg,— to  what  iDrm,  but 
that  he  is,  should  wit  larded  with  malice,  and 
malice  forced  with  wit,  turn  him  to  ?  To  an  ass 
were  nothing ;  he  is  both  ass  and  ox :  to  an  ox 
were  nothing ;  he  is  both  ox  and  ass.  To  be  a 
dog,  a  mule,  a  cat,  a  fitchew,  a  toad,  a  lizard,  an 
owl,  a  puttock,  or  a  herring  without  a  roe,  I  would 
not  care :  but  to  be  Menelaus,  I  would  conspire 
against  destiny.  Ask  me  not  what  I  would  be  if 
I  were  not  Thersites;  for  I  care  not  to  be  the 
louse  of  a  lazar,  so  I  were  not  Menelaus.— Hey- 
day 1  spirits  and  fires! 

Enter  Hector,  Troiluis  Ajax,  Aoamemkoit, 
Ultsse^,  Nestor,  Menelaus,  and  Diomed, 
with  lights. 

Agam.  We  go  wrong,  we  go  wroig. 
Ajax.  No,  yonder  tia; 

There,  where  we  see  the  lights. 
He<f,  I  trouble  you. 

A^ax,  No,  not  a  whit. 
ulytB.  Here  comes  himself  to  guide  yon 

Enter  XCBXLLB&. 

AM,  Welcome,  brave  Hector ;  welcome  prinoea 

all. 
Agam.  So  now,  fiur  prince  of  Troy,  I  bid  good 
night; 
Ajax  commands  the  guard  to  tend  on  yo«. 
Hect.  Thanks,  and  good  night,  to  the  Qroeka* 

general. 
Men.  Good  night,  my  lord. 
Bed.  Good  ni<:ht,  sweet  lord  Menelaus. 

Ther.  Sweet  draught:   Sweet,  quoth  a!  sweet 
sink,  sweet  sewer. 
AM^  Good  night,  and  welcome,  both  at  once, 
to  those 
That  go,  or  tarry. 
Agam.  Good  night. 

[Exeunt  Aqamemkon  and  Menelaus. 
AiSaL  Old  Nestor  tarries;  and  you  too,  Diomed, 
Keep  Hector  company  an  hour  or  two. 

Dw.  I  cannot,  lord ;  I  have  important  business, 
The  tide  whereof  is   now. — Good  night,  great 
Hector. 
HecL  Give  me  your  band. 
Uly88.  Follow  his  torch,  he  goes 

To  Calcbas'  tent;  111  keep  you  company. 

[Asilie  to  Troilub. 
Tro.  Sweet  sir,  you  honour  me. 
Hed.  And  so,  good  night. 

[Exit  Diomed  ;  Ulysses  and  Troxlus 
foUowing. 
AcML  Come,  come,  enter  my  tent. 

[Exeunt  Achil.,  Hectob,  Ajax, 

and  Nest. 

Ther.  That  same  Diomed's  a  fiUse-hearted  rogue, 

a  most  unjust  knave;  I  will  no  more  trust  him 

when  he  leers,  than  I  will  a  serpent  when  he 

hisses:  He  will  spend  his  mouth,  and  promise, 

like  Brabler  the  hound;  but  when  he  performs, 

astronomers  foretell  it  that  it  is  prodigious,  there 

will  come  some  change ;  the  sun  borrows  of  the 

moon  when  Diomed  keeps  his  word.      I  will 

rather  leave  to  see  Hector  than  not  to  dog  him: 

thev  say  he  keeps  a  Trojan  drab,  and  uses  the 

traitor  Calchas'  tent:    111  at'ter.— Nothing  hot 

lechenrl  all  incontinent  varletst  r  ^  .^r^l&si^ 
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BC£NB  IL-^The  tame,    B^on  Calooas'  Tent, 

EnUr  DiOMEDBS. 

Djb.  What,  are  TOQ  up  here,  ho?  speak. 
Cal  \WWnn.]  Who  calls? 
DUk  DIomed.— Calchas,  I  think.— Where's  jonr 
datehter? 

CaL  [  Witidn,]  She  oomes  to  700. 

Alter  Tboilus  and  Ultssbs,  at  a  distance  ;  (^ler 
them  Thersites. 

(T^w.  Stand  where  the  torch  may  not  discover 

OS. 

Enter  Thersitbs. 

TVo.  Gienid  oomes  forth  to  him. 

DuK  How  now,  my  charge  ? 

Ora,  Now,  my  sweet  goardiaD  I  —  Hark  I   a 
word  with  yon.  [  Whispers, 

Tro,  Tea,  so  familiar  t 

Vtyss.  She  will  sing  any  man  at  first  sight 

Titer,  And  any  man  may  sing  her,  if  he  can 
lake  her  cliff;  she's  noted. 

Dio.  Will  yoa  remember? 

CVet.  Remember?  yes. 

Dto.  Nay,  but  do  then ; 

And  let  your  mind  be  coupled  with  your  words. 

TViK  What  should  she  remember  V 

Utyst.  Lbtl 

Ores.  Sweet  honey  Qreek,  tempt  me  no  more 
to  folly. 

Ther.  Roguery  I 

Dio.  Nay,  then, — 

Ores.  Ill  tell  ron  what: 

Dio.  Phol  pho!  come,  tell  a  pin:  Yon  are  m 
foresworn— 

Ores.  In  faith,  I  cannot:  What  wonld  yon  have 
me  do? 
her.  A  juggling  trick,  to  be  secretly  open. 

Dio.  What  did  you  swear  yon  woulcl  bestow  on 
me? 

Ores.  I  prithee,  do  not  hold  me  to  mine  oath ; 
Bid  me  do  anything  but  that,  sweet  Greek. 

Dio.  Goodnight. 

TVo.  Hold,  patience  I 

Ulyss.  How  now,  Trojan  ? 

Ores.  Diomed,— 

Dio.  No,  no,  good  night :  FIl  be  your  fool  no 
more. 

TVo.  Thy  better  mnst. 

Ores.  Hark!  one  word  in  yoor  ear. 

Dro.  O  plague  and  madness  I 

Ulyss.  You  are  mov'd,  prince;  let  us  depart,  I 
pray  you. 
Lest  your  displeasure  should  enUrge  itself 
To  wrathftil  terms ;  this  place  is  dangerous ; 
The  time  right  deadly ;  I  beseech  yon,  go. 

TVo.  Behold,  I  pray  yon ! 

Ulyss.  Najr,  good  my  lord,  go  off : 

Tou  flow  to  great  destruction;  come,  my  lord. 

TVo,  I  pray  thee,  stay. 

Ulyss.  Yuu  have  not  patience ;  oome. 

Tro.  I  pray  Ton  stay;  by  hell  and  hell  torments, 
C  will  not  speak  a  word. 

Dio.  And  so,  good  night. 

Ores.  Nay,  but  yon  part  in  anger. 

TVo  Doth  that  grieye  thee? 

0  withered  truth  I 

Ubfss.  Why,  how  now,  lord  ? 

Tro.  ByJoTe. 

1  wUI  be  patient 

Ores.  GnardianI— why,  Greek! 

Dio.  Pbo,  pbol  adien;  yon  palter. 
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Ores.  In  faith,  t  do  not;  come  hither  once  agam 

Ulyss.  Tou  shake,  my  lord,  at  something;  will 
you  go? 
Yon  will  break  out 

2h>.  She  strokes  bis  cheek  1 

Ulyss.  Come,  come. 

TVv.  Nay,  stay;  by  Joye,  I  will  not  speak  a 
word: 
There  is  between  my  will  and  all  offences 
A  guard  of  patience : —stay  a  little  while. 

Ther,  How  the  devil  luxury,  with  his  fat  rump, 
and  potato  finger,  tickles  these  together!  Fry, 
lechery,  fry ! 

Dio.  But  will  yon  then? 

Ores.  In  faith,  I  will,  la:  never  trust  me  else. 

Dio,  Give  me  some  token  for  the  surety  of  it. 

Ores.  Ill  fetch  you  one.  [Exit. 

Ulyss,  Yon  have  sworn  patience. 

Tro,  Fear  me  not,  sweet  lord ; 

I  will  not  be  myself,  nor  have  cognition 
Of  what  I  feel ;  I  am  all  patience. 

B&enter  Cbbssida. 

T%er.  Now  the  pledge;  now,  now,  now  I 

Ores.  Here,  Diomed,  keep  this  sleeve. 

Tro.  0  beauty,  where*s  thy  faith? 

Ulyss  My  lord,— 

Tro.  I  will  be  natient;  outwardly  I  will. 

Ores.  You  look  upon  that  sleeve:    Behold  it 
weU.— 
He  lov*d  me~0  fklse  wench  I— Give  *t  me  again. 

Dio.  Whose  was  t? 

Ores.  No  matter,now  I  have  t  again 

I  will  not  meet  with  jon  to-morrow  night: 
I  prithee,  Diomed,  visit  me  no  more. 

Ther.  Now  she  sharpens:— Well  said,  whetstone. 

Dio.  I  shall  have  it 

Ores.  Whatfthis? 

Dio.  Ay,  that 

Ores.  O,  all  yon  gods  I  -0  pretty  pretty  pledge! 
Thy  master  now  lies  thinking  in  his  bed 
Of  thee  and  me;  and  sighs,  and  takes  my  glove, 
And  gives  memorial  dainty  kisses  to  it. 
As  I  kiss  thee. — Nay,  do  not  snatch  it  from  me  * 
He  that  takes  that  doth  take  my  heart  withal. 

Dio.  I  had  your  heart  before,  this  follows  it. 

Tro.  I  did  swear  patience. 

Ores,  You  shall  not  have  it,  Diomed;  %dth, 
you  shall  not; 
III  give  you  something  else. 

Dio.  I  will  have  this :  whoee  was  it  ? 

Ores.  Tis  no  matter. 

Dio.  Come,  tell  me  whose  it  was. 

Or^.  *Twas  one*s  that  loved  me  better  than  yon 
wUl; 
But,  now  you  have  it,  take  it 

Dio.  Whose  was  it? 

Ores,  By  all  Diana's  waiting-women,  yond. 
And  by  herself,  I  will  not  tell  you  whose. 

Dio.  To-morrow  will  I  wear  it  on  my  helm; 
And  grieve  his  spirit  that  dares  not  challenge  it 

TVo,  Wert  thou  the  devil,  and  wor%t  it  on  thy 
horn. 
It  should  be  challenged. 

Ores.  Well,  well, ^  done,  'tis  past:— And  yet 
it  is  not ; 
I  will  not  keep  my  word. 

Dio.  Why  then,  fivewell ; 

Thou  never  shalt  mock  Diomed  again. 

Ores.  Yon  shall  not  go :— One  cannot  speak  • 
word, 
Bnt  it  straight  starts  von. 

Dio.  I  do  not  like  this  fboUng.  r  "  ^^^T^ 
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Thar,  Nor  I,  by  Plato:  but  that  that  likes  not 
yea  pleases  me  best 

Dto.  What,  shall  I  come?  the  hoar? 

Ores,  Ay,  come :— 0  Jore  t 

Do  come :—  I  shall  be  plagued. 

Dio. 

Ores,  Goodnight. 
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Ulysa,  May  worthy  Troilns  be  half  attaeh^a 
With  that  which  here  his  passion  doth  express? 
Tro.  Ay,  Greek;  and  that  slull  tte  oiTalged 
well 
In  characters  as  red  as  Mars  his  heart 
Farewell  till  then,  i  Inflam*d  with  Venus :  never  did  young  man  fancy 
I  prithee,  come.  —  With  so  eternal  and  so  fix'd  a  soul. 

[Exit  DiOMEDBS.    Hark,  Greek :  As  much  as  1  do  Cressida  love. 
So  much  by  weight  hate  I  her  Diome^: 
That  sleeve  is  mine  that  hell  bear  in  his  helm; 
Were  it  a  casque  composed  by  Vulcan's  skill, 
My  sword  should  bite  it :  not  the  dreadful  spont 
Which  shipmen  do  the  hurricane  call, 
Constring'd  in  mass  by  the  almighty  son, 
Shall  dizzy  with  more  clamour  Neptunei  ear 
In  his  descent,  than  shall  my  prompted  sword 
Falling  on  Diomed. 
Thtr.  He'll  tickle  it  for  his  ooncnpy. 
Tro,  O  CressidI  0  false  Gressid,  false,  false, 
fiilset 
Let  all  untruths  stand  by  thy  stain'd  name. 
And  theyll  seem  glorious. 

Vlyss.  O,  contain  yourself; 

Your  passion  draws  ears  hither. 


Proilns,  farewell!  one  eye  yet  looks  on  thee; 
But  with  my  heart  the  other  eye  doth  see. 
Ah!  poor  our  sexl  this  fault  in  us  1  find. 
The  error  of  our  eye  directs  our  mind : 
What  error  leads  must  err :  0  then  condnde, 
Minds  sway'd  by  eyes  are  full  of  turpitude. 

[Bkit  Cressida. 

Ther,  A  proof  of  strength  she  oould  not  publish 
more, 
Unless  she  say,  my  mind  is  now  tom'd  whore. 

Ulyss,  All's  done,  my  lord. 

2Vo.  It  is. 

Ulyss.  Why  stay  we  then. 

Tro,  To  make  a  recordation  to  my  soul 
Of  every  syllable  that  here  was  spoke. 
But,  if  I  tell  how  these  two  did  co-act, 
Shall  I  not  lie  in  publishing  a  truth? 
Sith  yet  there  is  a  credence  in  my  heart, 
An  esperanoe  so  obstinately  strong, 
That  doth  invert  the  attest  of  eyes  and  ears, 
As  if  those  organs  had  deceptions  functions, 
Created  only  to  calumniate. 
Was  Gressid  here? 

Ulysi,  I  cannot  conjure,  Trojan. 

7Vo,  She  was  not,  sure. 

Uiyss.  Most  sure  she  was. 

Tro,  Why,  my  negation  hath  no  taste  of  mad- 
ness. 

Ulyss,  Nor  mine,  my  lord:  Gressid  was  here 
but  now. 

Tro,  Let  it  not  be  believ'd  for  womanhoodi 
Think,  we  had  mothers ;  do  not  give  advantage 
To  stubborn  critics,  apt,  without  a  theme. 
For  depravation,  to  square  the  general  sex 
By  Gressid's  rule:  rather  think  this  not  Gressid. 

Ulyss,  What  hath  she  done,  prinoe,  that  can 
soil  our  mothers? 

Tro.  Nothine  at  all,  unless  that  this  were  she. 

Ther.  Will  he  swagger  himself  out  on!s  own 
eyes? 

Tro.  This  she?  no,  this  is  Diomed^  Cressida: 
If  beauty  have  a  soul,  this  is  not  she ; 
If  souls  guide  vows,  if  vows  be  sanctimony, 
If  sanctimony  be  the  plods'  delight. 
If  there  be  rule  in  umty  itself, 
This  is  not  she.    0  madness  of  discourse, 
That  cause  sets  up  with  and  against  thyself: 
Bi-fold  authorial  where  reason  can  revolt 
Without  perdition,  and  loss  assume  all  reason 
Without  revolt;  this  is,  and  is  nst,  Gressid  1 
Within  my  soul  there  doth  conduce  a  fight 
Of  this  strange  nature,  that  a  thing  inseparate 
Divides  more  wider  than  the  sky  and  earth ; 
And  yet  the  sjMicious  breadth  of  this  division 
Admits  no  orifice  for  a  point,  as  subtle 
As  Ariachne's  broken  woof,  to  enter. 
Instance,  O  instance!  strong  as  Pluto^  gates ; 
Gressid  is  mine,  tied  with  the  bonds  of  heaven. 
Instance,  O  instance!  strong  as  heaven  itself; 
The  bonds  of  heaven  are  slippU,  dissolv'd,  and 

loos'd; 
And  with  another  knot,  five-finger  tied, 
The  fractions  of  her  faith,  orts  of  her  love, 
The  fragments,  scraps,  the  bits  and  greasy  reliqnes 
Of  her  o'ereaten  faith,  are  bound  to  Diomed. 


IkUrMn^AB. 

I  have  been  seeking  you  this  hour,  my 
lord: 
Hector,  by  this,  is  arming  him  in  Troy ; 
Ajax,  your  guard,  stays  to  conduct  vou  1 

Tro,  Have  with  you,  prince: — My  courteous 
lord,  adieu: — 
Farewell,  revolted  fair! — and  Diomed, 
Stand  fast,  and  wear  a  castle  on  thy  head! 
Ulyss.  Ill  bring  you  to  the  gates. 
2h>.  Accept  distracted  thanks. 

{Exeunt  Tboilus,  ^Ekbab.  and  Ultsbbb 
Ther.  'Would  I  could  meet  that  rogue  Diomed  1 
T  would  croak  like  a  raven ;  I  would  bode,  I  would 
bode.  Patrodus  will  give  me  anything  for  the 
intelligence  of  this  whore :  the  narrot  will  not  do 
more  for  an  almond  than  he  tor  a  commodious 
drab.  Lechery,  lechery ;  still,  warn  and  leoherv ; 
nothing  else  holds  £ishion :  A  burning  devil  take 
them!  l&eiu 

SCENE  IIL— Troy.  B^ore  Priam^  Pdaoe. 

EnJter  Hectob  and  Andromachb. 

And,  When  was  my  lord  so  much  ongently 
tempered, 
To  stop  his  ears  against  admoniahment? 
Unarm,  unarm,  and  do  not  fight  to-day. 

Hect.  You  train  me  to  offend  you ;  get  you  gone  : 
By  the  everlasting  gods.  111  go. 
And,  Mj  dreams  will,  sure,  prore  ominous  to 

the  day. 
Heet,  No  more,  I  say. 

Enter  Gasbavdea. 

Cos.  Where  is  my  brother  Hector? 

And.  Here,  sister :  arm'd.  and  bloody  in  intent. 
Consort  with  me  in  loud  and  dear  petition. 
Pursue  we  him  on  knees;  for  I  have  dreamt 
Of  bloody  turbulence,  and  this  whole  night 
Hath  nothing  been   but  shapes   and  forms  ol 
slaughter. 
Cos.  O,  it  IS  true. 

Hect.  Ho!  bid  my  trumpet  sound! 

Cos.  No  notes  of  sally,  for  the  heavens,  sweet 

brother. 
Bsct,  Begone,  I  say  •  the  gods  have  heard  me 
swear. 
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Cob,  Tht  eods  ara  deaf  to  hot  and  peevish  Yowf{ 
They  are  polluted  ofieringa,  more  abhorr'd 
Than  spotted  livers  in  the  sacrifice. 

AtuL  O !  be  penoaded :  Do  not  count  it  holj 
To  hurt  by  being  just :  it  is  as  lawful^ 
For  we  woald  give  mach,  to  count  violent  thefts, 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  of  charity. 

Cos.  It  is  the  purpose  that  makes  strong  the 
vow, 
But  TOWS  to  every  purpose  must  not  hold : 
,  Unarm,  sweet  Hector. 

Bed,  Hold  you  still,  I  say ; 

Mine  honour  keeps  the  weather  of  my  tate : 
Life  every  man  holds  dear ;  but  the  dear  man 
Holds  honour  far  more  precious  dear  than  life.— 

Enter  Tboilub. 

How  now,  young  man?  meanirt  thou  to  fight 
to-clay? 

And.  Cassandra,  call  my  father  to  persuade. 

\EkU  Cassandra.. 

Beet.  No,  faith,  yoimg  Troilus;  doff  thy  har- 
ness, youth, 
I  am  to-day  i*  the  vein  of  chivalry : 
Let  grow  thy  sinews  till  tlieir  knots  be  strong, 
And  tempt  not  yet  the  brushes  of  the  war. 
Unarm  thee,  go;  and  doubt  thou  not,  brave  boy, 
111  stand  to-day,  for  thee,  and  me,  and  Tro^. 

7Vo.  Brother,  you  have  a  vice  of  mercy  m  you, 
Which  better  fits  a  lion  than  a  man. 

Beet.  What  vice  is  that,  good  Troilus?  chide 
me  for  it. 

TVo.  When  many  times  the  captive  Ghredans 
fiUl, 
Eren  in  the  fan  and  wind  of  your  fair  sword, 
You  bid  them  rise  and  live. 

Beet.  O,  'tis  fair  play. 

Tro.  Fool's  play,  by  heaven.  Hector  t 

Beet,  How  now  ?  how  now  ? 

T\ro.        ^  For  the  love  of  all  the  gods, 

Let's  leave  the  hermit  pity  with  our  mothers ; 
And  when  we  have  our  armours  buckled  on, 
The  venom'd  vengeance  ride  upon  our  swords; 
Spur  them  to  rutht'ul  work,  rem  them  from  ruth. 

Beet.  Fie,  savage,  fie  I 

Tro,  Hector,  then  *tis  wars. 

BeeL  Troilus,  I  would  not  have  you  fight  to-day. 

Tro.  Who  should  withhold  me? 
Not  fiite,  obedience,  nor  the  hand  of  Mars 
Beckoning  with  fiery  truncheon  my  retire; 
Not  Priamus,  and  Hecuba  on  knees. 
Their  eye^  o  ergalled  with  recourse  of  tears. 
Nor  you,  mv  brother,  with  your  true  sword  drawn, 
Opposed  to  hinder  me,  should  stop  my  way, 
But  by  my  ruin. 

Jfe-enter  Cassahdba,  with  Fbllu. 
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Beet.  I  must  not  break  my  fiuth. 
Tou  know  me  dutiful ;  therefore,  dear  sir, 
Let  me  not  shame  resi)ect ;  but  give  me  leave 
To  take  that  course  by  your  consent  and  voice, 
Which  you  do  here  forbid  me,  royal  Friam. 

Cos.  O  Priam,  yield  not  to  bim. 

And.  Do  not,  dear  (kther. 

Hect.  Andromache,  I  am  offended  with  you: 
Upon  the  love  you  bear  me,  get  you  in. 

[Exit.  Ahdro. 

TVo.  This  foolish,  dreaming,  superstitions  girl. 
Makes  all  these  bodements. 

Cos.  O  farewell,  dear  Hector. 

Look,  how  thou  diesti  look,  how  thy  eye  turns 

pale! 
Look,  how  thy  wounds  do  bleed  at  man^  yents ! 
Hark,  how  Troy  roars  I  how  Hecuba  cries  out! 
How  poor  Andromache  shrills  her  dolour  forth  I 
Beliold  destruction,  frenzy,  and  amazement. 
Like  witless  antics,  one  another  meet, 
And  all  cry— Hector  I  Hector^  dead!  0  Hector  I 

Tro.  Awayl— Awayl 

Caa.  Farewell.— Yet,  soft— Heetor,  I  take  my 
leave: 
Thou  dost  thyself  sad  all  our  Troy  deceive. 

[Exit. 

BeeL  You  are  amaz'd,  my  liege,  at  her  exclaim : 
Go  in,  and  cheer  the  town;  weMl  forth  and  fight; 
Do  deeds  worth  praise,  and  tell  yon  them  at  night. 

FrL  Farewell :  the  gods  with  safety  stand  about 
theel 
[Exeunt  eeeeraUy  Pri.  and  Hect.    Alanum. 

Tro.  They  are  at  it;  hark!    Proud  Diomed, 
believe, 
I  come  to  lose  my  arm,  or  win  my  sleeve. 

Am  Tboilus  ts  going  out,  enter,  from  iht  other  awfe, 
Pamdabus. 

Pan.  Do  you  hear,  my  lord  ?  do  you  hear? 

Tro.  What  now? 

Pan.  Here's  a  letter  from  yon  poor  girL 

Tro,  Let  me  read. 

Pan.  A  whoreson  tisick,  a  whoreson  rascally 
tisick  so  troubles  me,  and  the  foolish  fortune  of 
this  girl;  and  what  one  thinjr,  what  another,  that 
I  shall  leave  you  one  o'  these  days :  And  1  have 
a  rhenm  in  mine  eyes  too ;  and  such  an  ache  in 
my  bones  that,  unless  a  man  were  cursed,  I 
cannot  tell  what  to  think  ont,— What  says  she 
there? 

Tro.  Words,  words,  mere  words,   no  matter 
from  the  heart;  [ Tearing  tAe  UnUr. 

The  effect  doth  operate  another  way. — 
Go,  wind,  to  wind,  tliere  turn  and  change  together. 
My  love  with  words  and  errors  still  she  fecMis', 
But  edifies  another  with  her  deeds. 

Am     AVhtr!   hnt  hpAr  VOU. 
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drao,  of  a  BleereXem  errand.  O'  the  other  ride, 
the  policy  of  those  crafty  swearing  raaoals,— that 
stale  old  mouse-eaten  dry  cheese,  Nestor,  and  that 
same  dogfox,  Ulysses, — is  not  proved  worth  a 
blackberry: — They  set  me  up,  in  policy,  that 
mongrel  our,  Ajax,  against  that  dog  of  as  bad  a 
kind,  Achilles :  and  now  is  the  cur  Ajax  prouder 
than  the  cur  Achilles,  and  will  not  arm  to-day ; 
whereupon  the  Grecians  begin  to  proclaim  bar- 
barism, and  policy  grows  into  an  ill  opinion.  Soft  I 
here  comes  sleeve  and  t'other. 

Enter  Diomedbs,  TnoiLxn foOowmg. 

TVo.  Fhr  not ;  for,  shonldst  thou  take  the  river 
otvx, 
I  would  swmi  after. 

Dio,  Thou  dost  miscall  retire : 

I  do  not  fly ;  but  advantageous  care 
Withdrew  me  from  the  odds  of  multitude: 
Have  at  thee  I 
Ther.  Hold  thy  whore,  QrecianI — now  for  thy 
whore, 
Trojan  I— now  the  sleeve,  now  the  sleeve  I 

[EoxufU  Tboilus  and  DiouEDESjJighting, 

Enter  Hectob, 

Beet,  What  art   thou,   Greek,   art  thou   for 
Hector's  match  ? 
Art  thou  of  blood  and  honour? 

Ther.  No,  no :— I  am  a  rascal ;  a  scurvy  railing 
knave ;  a  very  filthy  rogue. 

Beet,  I  do  believe  thee ;— live.  [ExiL 

Ther,  God-a-mercy  that  thou  wilt  believe  me; 
But  a  plague  break  thy  neck  for  frighting  me  I 
What's  oeoume  of  the  wenching  rogues  ?  I  think 
dioy  have  swallowed  one  another:  I  would  laugh 
at  that  miracle.  Yet,  in  a  sort,  leohery  eats  itself, 
ini  seek  them.  [Exit. 

SCENE  Y,-'The  tame, 

EMer  Diomedes  and  a  Servant 

JXo.  Qo,  go,  my  servant,  take  thoa  TroOos* 
horstt! 
Present  the  fair  steed  to  m^  lady  Cressid : 
Fellow,  commend  my  service  to  her  beauty; 
Tell  her  I  have  chastis'd  the  amorous  Trojan, 
And  am  her  knight  by  proof. 
Serv,  I  go,  my  lord. 

[ito  Servant 

Enter  Aoamemnov. 

Aaam,  Renew,  renew!    The  fierce  Polvdamus 
Hath  bcAt  down  Menon :  bastard  Margarelon 
Hath  Doreus  prisoner; 
And  stands  colossus- wise,  waving  his  beam, 
Upon  the  pashed  corses  of  the  kings 
Epistrophufl  and  Cedius :  Polixenes  is  slain ; 
Amphiinacus  and  Thoas  deadly  hurt; 
Patroclus  ta'en,  or  slain ;  and  Palamedes 
Sore  hurt  and  bruis'd :  the  dreadful  Sagittary 
Appals  our  numbers ;  haste  we,  Diomed, 
To  reinforcement,  or  we  perish  all. 

Enter  Nestob. 

Kest,  Qo^  bear  Patroclus'  body  to  Achilles; 
And  bid  the  snail-pac'd  Ajax  arm  for  shame. 
There  is  a  thousand  Hectors  in  the  field : 
Now  here  he  fights  on  Galathe  his  horse. 
And  there  lacks  work ;  anon,  he's  there  afoot. 
And  there  they  fly,  or  die,  like  scaled  skulls 
Before  the  belching  whale;  then  is  he  yonder. 
And  there  the  strawy  (Greeks,  ripe  for  his  eoge, 
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Fall  down  before  him  like  the  mewerV  swath: 
Here,  there,  and   everywhere,    he   leaves  and 

takes; 
Dexterity  so  obeying  appetite 
That  what  he  will  he  does;  and  does  so  maoh 
That  proof  is  call'd  impossibility. 

Enter  Ultsses. 

Ufyss,  O   courage,  courage,  princes  I    great 

Achilles 
Is  arming,  weeping,  cursing,  vowing  rengeanoe ; 
Patroclus*  wounds  have  rous'd  his  drowsy  blood, 
Together  with  his  mangled  Mvrmidons, 
That  noseless,  handless,  hackM  and  eliipp*d,  oome 

to  him, 
Crying  on  Hector.    Ajax  hath  lost  a  friend. 
And  foams  at  mouth,  and  he  is  arm'd,  and  at  it, 
Roaring  for  Troilus ;  who  hath  done  to-day, 
Mad  and  &ntastic  execution ; 
Engaging  and  redeeming  of  himself. 
With  such  a  careless  force,  and  forceless  owe, 
As  if  tliat  luck,  in  very  spite  of  cunning, 
Bade  him  win  all. 

Enter  Ajax. 

Ajax,  Troilus,  thou  coward  Troilus !         [EoL 
Dio,  Ay,  there,  there. 

Nat,  So,  so;  we  draw  together. 

Enter  Achilles. 

AduL  Where  is  this  Heetor  ? 

Come,  come,  thou  boy-queller,  show  thy  face ; 
Know  what  it  is  to  meet  Achilles  angry. 
Hector!  whereas  Hector?  I  will  none  but  Hector, 

[ExemL 

SCENE  YL^Another  part  qftke  Field, 

Enter  Ajax* 

Ajax,  Troilus,  thoo  coward  TroUos;  show  thy 
headi 

Enter  Diomedes. 

Dio,  Troilos,  I  say  I  where's  Troilus? 

Ajax,  What  wouldst  thou  ? 

Dio,  1  would  correct  him. 

Ajax,  Were  I  the  general,  thoa  shouldst  have 

my  office 
Ere   tliat   correction:— Troilus,   I   say  I    what, 

Troilus  I 

Enter  TwyvLTSB, 

Tro,  O  traitor  Diomedl— turn  thy  fidse  fiMe, 

thou  traitor, 
And  pay  thy  life  thou  ow'st  me  for  my  horse  I 
Dio.  Hal  art  thou  there? 
Ajax,  111    fight    with    him    alone:    standi 

Diomed. 
Dio,  He  is  my  prize.    I  will  not  look  upon. 
Tro,  Come  both,  you  oogghig  Greeks;  have  at 

yon  both.  [Exeunt  fighting. 

Enter  Hector. 

Bed,  Yea,  Troilus?  0  well  fought, my  youngest 
brother I 

Enter  Achilles. 
AOnL  Nowdol  see  thee:— Ha  I- Have  at  thee, 

Hector. 
Beat,  Pause,  if  thou  wilt 
AckU,  I  do  disdain  thy  courtesy,  proud  Trojaik 
Be  happy  that  my  arms  are  out  of  use : 
My  rest  and  negligence  befriei^  thee  now 
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But  thoa  anon  shalt  hear  of  me  agam ; 
nil  when,  go  seek  thj  fortooe  [Eadt, 

Beet.  Pare  thee  well  :— 

I  would  have  been  much  more  a  fresher  man 
Had  1  expected  thee. — How  now,  my  brother? 


Enter  Troilus. 

Tro,  Ajax  hath  ta'en  ^neas:  Shall  it  be? 
No,  bj  the  flame  of  yonder  glorious  heaven, 
He  shall  not  carry  him ;  III  be  ta*en  too. 
Or  bring  him  off :— Fate,  hear  me  what  I  say  I 
I  reck  not  though  I  end  my  life  to-day.        [Exit, 

Enter  one  in  sumphume  armour. 

EecL  8t8nd,  stand,  thou  Greek;  thoa  art  « 
goodly  mark  :— 
No?  wilt  thou  not?— I  like  thy  armour  well ; 
111  frush  it,  and  unlock  the  rivets  all. 
But  111  be  master  of  it :— Wilt  thou  not,  beast, 

abide? 
Why  then,  fly  on.  111  hunt  thee  for  thy  hide. 

[ExeunU 

SCENE  VII.— T»«  eame. 

Enter  Achilles,  with  Myrmidons. 

^cUL  Come  here  about  me,  you  my  Myrmidons; 
Mark  what  I  say.— Attend  me  where  1  wheel : 
Strike  not  a  stroke,  but  keep  yourselves  in  breath ; 
And  when  I  have  the  bloody  Hector  found, 
Empale  him  with  your  weapons  round  about; 
In  reilest  manner  execute  your  arms. 
Follow  me,  sirs,  and  my  proceedings  eye:— 
It  is  decreed  Hector  the  great  must  die.  [ExemiL 

SCENE  VIIL— 7^«afii«. 
Enter  Memblads  and  Paris,  fitting:    then 

TOERBITES. 

Ther,  The  cuckold  and  tlie  cuckold  maker  are 
at  it:  Now,  bull  I  now,  dog!  'Loo,  Paris,  'loot 
DOW  my  double-henncd  sparrow!  loo,  Paris,  loo! 
Tne  bull  has  the  game: — Svare  horns,  ho! 

[Kx,  Par.  and  Mbx. 

Enter  Maboarelov. 

Mar.  Turn,  slave,  and  fight 

Thrr,  What  art  thou? 

Mar,  A  bastard  son  of  Priam's, 

7%er.  I  am  a  batitard  too  ^  I  love  bastards :  I  am 
a  bastard  be^^ot,  bastard  mstruoted,  bastard  in 
mind,  bastard  in  valour,  in  everything  illegitimate. 
One  bear  will  not  bite  another,  and  wherefore 
should  one  bastard?  Take  heed^  the  quarrel's 
most  ominous  to  us :  if  the  son  or  a  whore  fi^'it 
for  a  whore,  he  tempts  Judgment:  Farewell, 
bastard. 

Mar,  The  devil  take  thee,  coward  t       [Exeunt, 

SCENE  lX.^Another  Part  of  the  Field. 
Enter  Hector. 

Eect.  Most  pntrified  core,  so  fair  without. 
Thy  goodly  armour  thus  hath  cost  thv  life. 
Now  is   my  day's  work  done:   I'll   take  good 

breath: 
Best,  sword ;  thou  hast  thy  fill  of  blood  and  death  1 
[Puts  qf  hie  helmet^  and  hange  hie  Meld 
behind  him. 
Enter  Achillbs  tmd  Myrmidons. 

AML  Look,  Hector,  how  the  snn  begins  to  set; 
How  ugly  night  comes  breathing  at  his  heels: 


AND  CRESSIDA.  857 

Even  with  the  vafl  and  dtrking  of  the  snn 
To  close  the  day  up,  Hector's  life  is  done. 
Meet.  I  am  unarm'd ;  forego  this  vantage,  Qreek. 
AchU,  Strike,  fellows,  strike;  this  is  the  man  I 
seek.  [Hector/oZ^s. 

So,  nion,  fell  thon ;  now,  Troy,  sink  down ; 
Here  lies  thy  heart,  thy  sinews,  and  thy  bone. — 
On  Mjrmidons ;  and  crv  you  all  amain, 
**  Achilles  hath  the  mighty  Hector  slain." 

[A  retreat  sounded. 
Hark !  a  retreat  upon  onr  Grecian  part. 
Myr,  The  Trojan  trumpets  sound  the  like,  my 

lord. 
AchiL  The  dragon  wing  of  night  o'erspreads 
the  earth, 
And.  stickler-like,  the  armies  separate. 
My  nalf-supp'd  sword  that  frankly  would  have 


Pleas'd  with  this  dainty  bit,  thus  goes  to  bed. — 

[i^ieaths  his  sword. 
Come,  tie  his  body  to  my  horses  tail ; 
Along  the  field  I  will  the  Trojan  trail.     [Exeunt, 

SCENE  X.—T^  same. 

^ter  AoAifEMNOir,  Ajax,  Menelaus,  Nestor, 
DionEDEBfOndotherSjnuirching,  Shouts  within, 

Agam,  Hark !  hark  I  what  shout  is  that? 

liest.  Peace,  drums. 

nVithin,]  Achillea, 

Achilles  I    Hector's  slain  1    Achilles  I 

Dio.  The    bruit    is    Hector^  slain,  and    by 
Achilles. 

AJax,  If  it  be  so,  yet  bragless  let  it  be ; 
Great  Hector  was  a  man  as  good  as  he. 

Agam.  March  patiently  along:— Let  one  be  sent 
To  pray  Acbil  !es  see  us  at  our  tent. 
If  in  his  death  the  gods  have  us  befriended, 
Great  Troy  is  ours,  and  our  sharp  wars  are  ended, 
l£aeunt  marehing\ 

SCENE  JiL^Another  part  of  the  Held, 

Enter  ^keas  and  Trojans. 

jEne,  Stand,  ho !  yet  are  we  masters  of  the  field : 
Never  go  home;  here  starve  we  out  the  night. 

Enter  Tboilus. 

TVo,  Heotor  is  slain. 

AIL  Hector  ?— The  gods  forbid  I 

Tro,  He's  dead;  and  at  the  murtherer's  horsed 
taU, 
In  beastlv  sort,  dragg'd  through  the  shameful 

field. — 
Frown  on,  yon  heavens,  effect  your  rag9  with 

speed  I 
Sit,  gods,  upon  your  thrones,  and  smile  at  Troyt 
I  sav,  at  once,  let  your  brief  places  be  mercy, 
And  linger  not  our  sore  destructions  on  I 
jEne,  My  lord,  you  do  discomfort  ail  the  host 
TVo,  You  understand  me  not  that  tell  me  so : 
I  do  not  speak  of  flight,  of  fear,  of  death ; 
But  dare  all  imminence  that  gods  and  men 
Address  their  dangers  in.    Hector  is  gone  I 
Who  shall  tell  Priam  so,  or  Hecuba? 
Let  him  that  will  a  screechowl  aye  be  call'd 
Go  in  to  Troy,  and  say  there— Hector's  dead: 
There  is  a  word  will  Priam  turn  to  stone ; 
Make  wells  and  Niobes  of  the  maids  and  wives, 
Cold  statues  of  the  youth ;  and,  in  a  word, 
Scare  Troy  out  of  itself.    But,  march,  away; 
Hector  is  dead ;  there  is  no  more  to  say. 
Sti^  yet  :*-Toa  vile  abominable  tents-'^  t 
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Thus  proudly  pigDt  upon  onr  PhiygUn  plains, 

Let  TiUn  rise  as  early  as  be  dare, 

111  through  and  through  you  I— And  thou,  great- 

siz'd  coward  I 
No  space  of  earth  shall  sunder  our  two  hates; 
III  haunt  thee  like  a  wicked  conscience  still, 
That  mouldeth  goblins  swift  as  frenzy  thoughts. 
Strike  a  free  march  to  Troy  I— with  comfort  go: 
Hope  of  revenge  shall  bide  our  inward  woe. 

[Exeunt  JEvjulb  and  Trojans. 

Am  Tboilds  isffomgout,  enter,  Jnm  ihe  other  ndcj 
Pajidarus. 
Pan.  But  hear  you,  hear  you  I 
7W).  Hence,   broker    lackey  I   ignominy  and 
shame 
Pursue  thy  life,  and  live  aye  with  thy  name. 

[Exit  Troilus. 
Pan,  A  goodly  medicine  for  mine  aching  bones  I 
0  world  1  world !  world  I  thus  is  the  poor  agent 
despised  I    O  traitors  and  bawds,  how  eamoitly  are 


you  set  a' work,  and  how  ill  requited !  Why  shouU 
our  endeavour  be  so  desired,  and  the  performance 
BO  loathed  ?  what  verse  for  it  ?  what  instance  foi 
it? — Let  roe  see  :— 

Full  merrily  the  humble-bee  doth  sing. 
Till  he  hath  lost  his  honevand  his  sting: 
And  being  once  subdued  m  armed  tail. 
Sweet  honey  and  sweet  notes  together  fall* — 
Qood  traders  in  the  flesh,  set  this  in  your  painted 
cloths. 
As  many  as  be  here  of  pander*s  hall. 
Tour  eyes,  half  out,  weep  out  at  Fandarls  fall : 
Or,  if  you  cannot  weep,  vet  give  some  groans, 
Though  not  for  me,  yet  tor  your  aching  bones. 
Brethren  and  sisters,  of  the  huld-door  trade, 
Some  two  months  hence  my  will  shall  here  b€ 

made: 
It  should  be  now,  but  that  my  fear  is  this, — 
Some  galled  goose  of  Winchester  would  hiss: 
Till  then  TU  sweat,  and  .seek  about  for  eases; 
And,  at  that  time,  bequeath  you  my  diseases. 

[SxU, 
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ACT  L 


BCENE  L—Elrinore.  APIa^/brmhe/oreiheCastie. 
Fbavciboo  on  ki$  Pott.    Enter  to  htm  Behhardo. 

Bar,  Who's  there? 

F^nm.  Na/,  answer  me:  stand,  and  onfbld 
ToorselC 

Ber,  Long  live  the  king! 

Fran.  Benuurdo? 

Ber.  He. 

Iran.  Ton  oome  most  careftillj  npon  yoar  hoar. 

Bar.  *Tis  now  strook  twelve ;  get  thee  to  bed, 
Francisoo. 

I^ran.  For  this  relief^  maoh  thanks:  lis  bitter 
cold. 
And  I  am  sick  at  heart 

Ber.  Have  70a  had  qaiet  gnard? 

Fhm.  Not  a  moose  stirring. 

Bar.  Well,  good  night. 
If  70a  do  meet  Horatio  and  Maroellos, 
The  rivals  of  m7  watch,  bid  them  make  haste. 

Sntar  Horatio  and  Marcrllub. 

.^VoM.  I  think  I  hear  them.~Stand!  who  is 
there? 

Bor,  Friends  to  this  groand. 

Jiar.  And  liegemen  to  the  Dane. 

Fran.  Give  70a  good  night 

Jiar.  O,  farewell,  honest  soldier : 

Who  hath  relieved  70a? 

fhpi.  Bernardo  hath  m^  place. 

Give  70a  good  night.  [Exit  Frav. 

Mar.  Hollat  Bernardo! 

Bar.  Bnj. 

What,  is  Horatio  there? 

Hot*  a  pieoe  of  hloL 

Ber,  Welcome,  Horatio;  welcome,  good  ICar- 
oellos. 

Mar.  What,  has   this    thing    appear'd  again 
to«ight? 

Bar.  I  have  seen  nothing. 

Mar.  Horatio  savs,  tis  bat  our  fantas7 ; 
And  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him, 
Tooching  this  dreaded  sight  twice  seen  of  n§i 
Therefore  I  have  entreated  him  along 
With  OS  to  watoh  the  minutes  of  this  night* 


That  if  AgAin  this  apparition  come, 

He  ma7  approve  our  0768,  and  speak  to  it 

Bar.  Tusnt  tosh  I  *twLll  not  appear. 

Ber.  Sit  down  awhile, 

And  let  as  once  again  assail  7oar  ears, 
That  are  so  fortified  against  oar  8tor7, 
Wliat  we  two  nights  have  seen. 

Her.  Well,  sit  we  down. 

And  let  as  hear  Bernardo  speak  of  this. 

Bar.  Last  night  of  all, 
When  7on  same  star,  that's  westward  from  the  pole, 
Had  inade  bis  course  to  illamine  that  part  ol 

heaven 
Where  now  it  bums,  Marcellas  and  m78el2^ 
The  bell  then  beating  one, — 

Mar.  Peace,  break  thee  off;   look,  where  It 
comes  again  I 

Enter  Ghost 
Ber.  In  the  same  figure,  like  the  king  that's  dead. 
Mar.  Thoo  art  a  scholar,  speak  to  it,  Horatio. 
Ber.  Looks   it  not  like  the  king?  mark  it, 

Horatio. 
Bar*  Most  like :— it  harrows  me  with  fear  and 

wonder. 
Ber.  It  would  be  spoke  to. 
Mar.  Question  it,  Horatio. 

Hor*  What  art  thoo,  that  asarp'st  this  time  of 
ni^ht. 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  form 
In  which  the  majest7  of  buried  Denmark 
Did  sometimes  march  ?  b7  heaven  I  charge  thee 
speak. 
Mar,  It  is  offended. 

Ber.  See  I  it  stalks  awa7. 

Bar.  Sta7;  speak:  speak  I  charge  thee,  speak. 

[ExUQhogt. 
Mar.  Tis  gone,  and  will  not  answec. 
Ber.  How  now,    Horatio?   70U  tremUe.  and 
look  pale: 
Is  not  this  something  more  than  fkntas7? 
What  think  you  on't  ? 

Hot.  Before  mv  God,  I  might  not  this  believe 
Without  the  sen&ible  and  true  avoach 
Of  mine  owr  eyes. 
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Mar.  iB  it  not  like  tlie  king  ? 

ffor.  As  thoa  art  to  thjself: 
Saoh  was  the  very  armour  be  had  on. 
When  he  the  ambitiotw  Norway  combated ; 
80  frown >J  he  once,  when,  in  an  anj^'y  parle, 
He  smote  the  sledded  Polacks  on  the  ice. 
Tis  stranee. 

Afar,  Thus,  twice  before,  and  just  at  this  dead 
hour. 
With  martial  stalk  bath  he  gone  by  onr  watch. 

Hor,  In  what  particular  thought  to  work,  I 
know  not; 
Bat,  in  the  gross  and  scope  of  my  opinion, 
This  bodes  some  strange  eruption  to  our  state. 

Mar.  Good  now,  sit  down,  and  tell  me,  he  that 
knows. 
Why  this  same  strict  and  most  obsenrant  watch 
So  nifhtly  toils  the  subject  of  the  land  ? 
And  why  such  dail  v  cast  of  brazen  cannon, 
Artd  foreign  mart  for  implements  of  war : 
Why  such  impress  of  shipwrights,  whose  sore 

task 
Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week : 
What  might  be  toward  that  this  sweaty  haste 
Doth  make  the  night  jomt-labourer  with  the  day ; 
Who  is't  that  can  inform  me? 

Hor.  That  can  I; 

At  least,  the  whisper  goes  so.    Onr  last  king, 
Whose  image  even  but  now  appeared  to  us, 
Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbras  of  Norway, 
Thereto  prick'd  on  by  a  most  emulate  pride, 
Dar'd  to  the  combat ;  in  which  our  valiant  Hamlet 
(For  so  this  side  of  our  known  world  esteem'd  him) 
I>id  slay  this  Fortinbras;  who,  by  a  seal'd  compact, 
Well  ratified  by  law  and  heraldry. 
Did  forfeit,  with  hb  life,  all  those  his  lands, 
Which  he  stood  seiz'd  on,  to  the  conqueror: 
Aeainst  the  which,  a  moiety  competent 
was  gaged  by  our  king ;  which  had  retum'd 
To  the  TnheriUnce  of  Fortinbras, 
Had  he  been  vanauisher ;  as  by  the  same  cov'nant 
And  carriage  of  the  article  design*d. 
His  fell  to  Hamlet :  Now,  sup,  young  Fortinbras, 
Of  unimproved  mettle  hot  and  full, 
Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway,  here  and  there, 
Shark 'd  up  a  list  of  landless  resolutes. 
For  food  and  diet,  to  some  enterprizo 
That  hath  a  stomach  in*t :  which  is  no  other 
(And  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  state), 
But  to  recover  of  us,  by  strong  hand, 
And  terms  compulsative,  those  Toresaid  lands 
So  by  his  fatlier  lost:  And  this,  I  take  it, 
Is  the  main  motive  of  our  preparations  ; 
The  source  of  this  our  watch ;  and  the  chief  head 
Of  this  post-haste  and  romage  in  the  land, 

Bar.  I  think  it  be  no  other,  but  even  so: 
Well  may  it  sort,  that  this  portentous  figure  ' 

Comes  armed  through  our  watch :  so  like  the  king  ' 


OF  DENMAJRK. 

.Se-enter  Ghoeu 
But,  soft ;  behold  I  lo,  where  it  oomes  agmiB  ! 
Ill  cross  it,  though  it  bUst  me.— Stay,  Uluaionl 
If  thou  liast  any  sound,  or  use  of  voice, 
Speak  to  me : 

Ir  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done. 
That  may  to  thee  do  ease,  and  grace  to  me. 
Speak  to  me : 

If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  country's  fate. 
Which,  happily,  foreknowing  may  avoid, 
O,  speak! 

Or,  if  thou  hast  uphoarded  in  thy  life 
Extorted  treasure  in  tlie  womb  of  earth, 
For  which,  they  say,  you  spirits  oft  walk  hi  death, 

[Cockcnno$. 
Speak  of  It :  —stay,  and  speak.— Stop  it,  Marcelloa. 

Mar.  Shall  I  strike  at  it  with  my  partizan? 

Hor.  Do,  if  it  vrill  not  stand. 

Ber.  Tis  here! 

Hor.  Tis  nere: 

Mar.  Tis  gonel  [Eadt  Ghost 

We  do  it  wrong,  being  so  migestical, 
To  offer  It  the  show  or  violence ; 
For  it  is,  as  the  air,  invulnerable. 
And  our  vain  blows  malicious  mookery. 

Ber.  It  was  about  to  speak,  when  the  cock  crew 

Hor.  And  then  it  started  like  a  guilty  thing 
Upon  a  fearful  summons.    I  have  heard 
The  cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  to  the  mom, 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  shrill-sounding  throat 
Awake  the  god  of  day ;  and,  at  his  warning. 
Whether  in  sea  or  fire,  in  earth  or  air. 
The  extravagant  and  erring  spirit  hies 
1*0  his  confine  :  and  of  the  truth  herein 
This  present  object  made  probation. 

Mar.  It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  cock. 
Some  say,  that  ever  *gainst  that  season  comes 
Wherein  our  Saviour  s  birth  is  celebrated, 
The  bird  of  dawning  singeth  all  night  long : 
And  then,  they  say,  no  spirit  can  walk  abroad  ; 
The  nights  are  wholesome ;  then  no  planets  strike 
No  fairy  takes,  nor  witch  bath  power  to  charm. 
So  hallowed  and  so  gracious  Is  the  time. 

Hor.  So  have  1  heard,  and  do  in  part  beliero  it 
But,  look,  the  mom,  in  russet  mantle  clad, 
Wallcs  o'er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hill : 
Break  we  our  watch  up ;  and,  by  my  advice, 
Let  us  impart  what  we  have  seen  to-niglit 
Unto  young  Hamlet:  for,  upon  my  life. 
This  spirit,  dumb  to  us.  will  speak  to  him: 
Do  you  consent  we  shall  acquaint  him  with  it. 
As  needful  in  our  loves,  fitting  our  dntj? 

Mar.  Let's  dot,  I  pray:  and  I  this  morning 
know 
Where  we  shall  find  him  most  oooTenientN 

SCESElh- The $ame.    ABoomqfStaUm 
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HAMLET, 
Rave  we,  m  ^were,  with  a  defeated  joj, 
With  one  aaspicious  and  one  dropping  eje ; 
With  mirth  in  funeral,  and  with  diree  in  marriage 
in  equal  scale,  weighing  delight  and  dole, 
Taken  to  wife :  nor  have  we  herein  barr*d 
Your  better  wisdoms,  which  have  freely  gone 
With  this  afiaur  along: — For  all,  our  thanks. 

Now  follows,  that  70U  know,  young  Fortinbras, 
Holding  a  weak  supposal  of  our  worUi ; 
Or  thinking,  by  our  late  dear  brother^s  death, 
Our  state  to  be  disjoint  and  out  of  frame, 
Colleagued  with  the  dream  of  his  advantage. 
He  hath  not  fail'd  to  pester  us  with  message. 
Importing  the  surrender  of  those  lands 
Lost  by  his  father,  with  all  bonds  of  law. 
To  our  most  valiant  brother.— 2:k)  much  for  him. 
Now  for  ourself,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting. 
Thus  much  the  business  it :  We  have  here  writ 
To  Norway,  uncle  of  young  Fortinbras, 
Who,  impotent  and  bed-rid,  scarcely  bean 
Of  this  his  nephew's  purpose,  to  suppress 
Uis  ftirther  gait  herein ;  m  that  the  levies. 
The  lists,  and  full  proportions,  are  all  maae 
Out  of  his  subject:  and  we  here  despatch 
You,  good  Cornelius,  and  you,  Voltimand, 
For  bearing  of  this  greeting  to  old  Norvfay ; 
Giving  to  you  no  further  personal  power 
To  business  with  the  king,  more  than  the  aoope 
Of  these  dilated  articles  allow. 
Farewell:  and  let  your  haste  commend  your  duty. 
Cor^  VcL  In  that,  and  all  things,  will  we  show 

our  duty. 
King.  We  doubt  it  nothing;  heartily  farewell. 
\k3Dtwn%  Vol.  cmd  Cor. 
And  now,  Laertes,  what*s  the  news  with  you  ? 
Ton  told  us  of  some  suit  ?    W  hat  ist,  Laertes  ? 
Too  cannot  speak  of  reason  to  the  Dane, 
And  lose  your  voice:  What  wouldst  tliou  beg, 

IJaertes, 
That  shall  not  be  my  offer,  not  thy  asking  ? 
The  head  is  not  more  native  to  the  heart, 
The  hand  more  instrumental  to  the  mouth, 
Than  is  the  throne  of  Denmark  to  thy  father. 
What  wouldst  thou  have,  Laertes? 

Laer.  Dread  my  lord, 

Your  leave  and  favour  to  return  to  France; 
From  whence  though  willingly  I  came  to  Den- 
mark, 
To  show  my  duty  in  your  coronation ; 
Yet  now,  I  must  confess,  that  duty  done, 
My   thoughts  and  wishes   bend  again  towards 

France, 
And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leave  and  pardons. 
King.  Have  you  your  fother't  leave?    What 

says  Polonius  ? 
F(L  He  hath,  my  lord,  wrong  from  me  my 
slow  leave. 
By  laboorHome  petition ;  and,  at  last, 
Upon  his  will  I  seaPd  my  hard  consent: 
1  do  beseech  you,  give  him  leave  to  so. 
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Thoa  know'st,  tis  common ;  all  that  lives  miut 

die, 
Pessing  through  nature  to  eternity. 
Ham,  Ay,  madam,  it  is  common. 
Queen.  If  it  be, 

Whv  seems  it  so  particular  with  thee? 
JEram.  Seems,  madam!  nay,  it  is;  i  know  not 

seems. 
*Ti8  not  alone  my  inky  cloak,  good  mother, 
Nor  customary  suits  of  solemn  black. 
Nor  windy  suApu^tion  of  forced  breath. 
No,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye, 
Nor  the  dejected  haviour  of  the  visage, 
Together  with  all  forms,  moods,  shows  of  grief. 
That  can  denote  me  truly :  These,  indeed,  seem, 
For  they  are  actions  ihat  a  man  might  play : 
But  I  have  that  withm  which  passeth  show ; 
These,  but  the  trappings  and  the  suits  of  woe. 
King*  Tis   sweet   and   commendable  in  your 

nature,  Hamlet, 
To  give  these  mourning  duties  to  your  father : 
But,  you  must  know,  j;our  father  lost  a  father ; 
That  father  lost,  lost  his;  and  the  survivor  bound 
In  filial  obligation  for  some  term 
To  do  obsequious  sorrow :  But  to  persever 
In  obstinate  condolement,  is  a  course 
Of  impious  stubbornness;  'tis  unmanly  gnef: 
It  shows  a  will  most  incorrect  to  heaven ; 
A  heart  unfortified,  a  mind  impatient. 
An  understanding  simple  and  unschoord: 
For  what,  we  know,  must  be,  and  b  as  common 
As  any  the  most  vulgar  thin^  to  sense. 
Why  should  we,  in  our  peevish  opposition. 
Take  it  to  heart?  Fyel  'tis  a  &ult  to  heaven, 
A  fault  against  the  dead,  a  fault  to  nature. 
To  reason  most  absurd ;  whose  common  theme 
Is  death  of  &thers,  and  who  still  hath  cried, 
From  the  first  corse,  till  he  that  died  to-day, 
"This  must  be  so."    We  pray   you,   throw  to 

earth 
This  unprevailing  woe;  and  thmk  of  us 
As  of  a  father :  for  let  the  world  take  note. 
You  are  the  most  immediate  to  our  throne. 
And,  with  no  less  nobility  of  love. 
Than  that  which  dearest  father  bears  his  son. 
Do  I  impart  towards  you.    For  your  intent 
In  going  back  to  school  in  Wittenberg, 
It  is  most  retrograde  to  our  desire: 
And,  we  beseech  you,  bend  you  U  remain 
Here,  in  the  cheer  and  comfort  of  our  eye. 
Our  chiefest  courtier,  cousin,  and  our  son. 
Qnien.  Let  not  thy  mother  lose  her  prayers, 

Hamlet; 
I  pray  thee,  stoy  with  na  ;  go  not  to  Wittenberg. 
Earn,  I  shall  in  all  my  best  obey  you,  madam. 
King.  Why,  *tis  a  loving  and  (air  reply; 
Be  as  ourselr  in  Denmark.^ Madam,  come; 
This  gentle  and  unforced  accord  of  UanUet 
Sits  smUing  to  my  heart :  in  grace  whereof. 
No  jocund  health  that  Denmark  drinks  to-day. 
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That  grows  to  seed;  things  rank,  and  gross  in 

nature. 
Possess  it  merely.    That  it  shoald  oome  to  thist 
Bat  two  months  dead  I— naj,  not  so  much,  not  two; 
So  excellent  a  king;  that  was,  to  this, 
Hyperion  to  a  satyr :  so  loving  to  my  mother, 
That  he  might  not  beteem  the  whids  of  heaven 
Visit  her^&ce  too  roughly.    Heaven  and  earthl 
Must  ]  remember  ?  why,  she  would  hang  on  him, 
As  if  increase  of  appetite  had  grown 
By  what  it  fed  on :  And  yet,  witliin  a  month,— 
Let  me  not  think  on*t;— Frailty,  thy  name  is 

woman  I 
i  little  month ;  or  ere  those  shoes  were  old. 
With  which  she  follow'd  my  poor  father's  body, 
like  Niobe,  all  tears,  why  she,  even  she,— 

0  heaven  1  a  beast,  that  wants  discourse  of  reason. 
Would  have  monm*d  longer, — married  with  mine 

uncle, 
My  &ther's  brother;  but  no  more  like  my  &ther, 
Than  1  to  Hercules :  Within  a  month ; 
Ere  yet  the  salt  of  most  unrighteous  tears 
Had  left  the  flushing  of  her  galled  eyes. 
She  married: — O  most  wicked  speed,  to  post 
With  such  dexterity  to  incestuous  sheets ; 
It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  oome  to,  good ; 
But  break,  my  heart,  for  I  must  hold  my  tongue  I 

J^esr  Horatio,  Bbbhabdo,  and  Mabcellus. 

Hot,  Hail  to  your  lordship  I 
BatiL  I  am  glad  to  see  you  well : 

Horatio, — or  I  do  forget  myselt 
Ear.  The  same,  my  lord,  and  your  poor  servant 

ever. 
Ham,  Sir,  my  good  friend;   I'll  change  that 
name  with  you. 
And  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg,  Horatio  ? — 
Marcellus? 
Mar.         My  good  lord,- 
Ham,  I  am  very  glad  to  see  yoa;  good  even, 
sir,— 
But  what,  in  faith,  make  you  from  Wittenberg  ? 
Hor,  A  truant  disposition,  good  my  lord. 
Bean.  I  would  not  have  your  enemy  say  so; 
Nor  shall  ^ou  do  mine  ear  that  violence, 
To  make  it  truster  of  your  own  report 
Against  yourself:  I  know  you  are  no  truant. 
But  what  is  your  affair  in  Elsinore? 
Well  teach  you  to  drink  deep,  ere  yon  depart. 
Hor.  My  lord,  I  came  to  see   your  father^ 

funeral. 
Ham.  1  pray  thee,  do  not  mock  me,  fellow- 
student  ; 

1  think  it  was  to  see  my  mother's  wedding. 
J9or.  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  fuUow'd  hard  upon. 
Ham,  Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio!  the  funenU  bak'd 

meats 
Did  coldly  furnish  forth  the  marriage  table. 
'Would  1  had  met  my  dearest  foe  in  heaven 
Ere  I  had  ever  seen  that  day,  Horatio  I — 
My  father,— Methinks,  I  see  my  father. 

Hor.  O,  where. 

My  lord? 

Ham.  In  my  mind's  eye,  Horatio. 

Hor.  I  saw  him  once,  he  was  a  goodlv  kine. 

Ham.  He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 
I  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again 

Hor.  My  lord,  i  think  I  saw  liim  Yesternight. 

Ham.  Saw  I  who? 

Hor.  My  lord,  the  king  yoor  fkther. 

Ham.  The  king  my  fiither. 

Hor.  Season  your  admiration  for  a  while 
With  an  attent  ear;  till  I  may  deliver, 
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Upon  the  witness  of  these  gentlemen 
This  marvel  to  you. 

Ham.  For  heaven^  love,  let  me  hear 

Hor.  Two  nights  together  had  these  gentlemen, 
Marcellus  and  Bernardo,  on  their  watc^ 
In  the  dead  wa»te  and  middle  of  the  night, 
Been  thus  encounter'd.   A  figure  like  your  father 
Arm'd  at  all  points,  exactly,  cap-d-p^ 
Appears  before  them,  and,  with  solemn  march. 
Goes  slow  and  stately  bpr  them :  thrice  he  wallc^ 
By  their  oppressed  and  fear-surprised  eyes. 
Within  his  truncheon  s  length ;  whilst  they,  beotill^ 
Almost  to  jelly  with  the  act  of  fear. 
Stand  dumb,  and  speak  not  to  him.    This  to  me 
In  dreadful  secrecy  impart  they  did ; 
And  I  with  them  the  third  night  kept  the  watch  : 
Where,  as  they  had  delivered,  both  in  time, 
Form  of  the  thing,  each  word  made  trueand  good. 
The  apparition  comes:  I  knew  your  father; 
These  hands  are  not  more  like. 

Ham,  But  where  was  this  ? 

Mar,  My  lord,  upon  the  olatform  where  we 
watch'd. 

Ham.  Did  you  not  speak  to  it  ? 

Hor.  My  lord.  I  did 

But  answer  made  it  none :  yet  once,  methougbt. 
It  lifted 'up  its  head,  and  dia  address 
Itself  to  motion,  like  as  it  would  speak: 
But,  even  then,  the  morning  cock  crew  load; 
And  at  the  sound  it  shrunk  m  haste  away. 
And  vanished  from  our  sight. 

Ham.  rns  very  strange. 

Hor.  As  I  do  live,  my  honoured  lord,  Hia  tme, 
And  we  did  think  it  wnt  down  in  our  duty. 
To  let  you  know  of  it. 

Hctm,  Indeed,  indeed,  sirs,  but  this  troubles  om. 
Hold  you  the  watch  to-night? 

AIL  We  do,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Arm'd,  say  you? 

AU.  Arm'd,  my  lord. 

Ham.  From  top  to  toe? 

AU.  My  lord,  from  head  to  fooL 

Ham.  Then  saw  yoa  not, 

His  face? 

Hor.  O,  ves,  my  lord ;  he  wore  his  beaver  up^ 

Ham.  What,  look'd  he  frowningly  ? 

Hor.  A  countenance  moiii 

In  sorrow  than  in  anger. 

Ham.  Pale  or  red? 

Hor,  Nay,  very  pale. 

Ham.  •         And  fix'd  his  eyes  open  yoa? 

Hor.  Most  constantly. 

Ham.  I  would  I  had  been  there. 

Hor.  It  would  have  much  amaz'd  yin. 

Ham.  Very  like^ 

Very  like :  stay'd  it  long? 

Hor,  While  one  with  moderate  haste  might  tell 
a  hundred. 

Mar.,,  Ber,  Longer,  longer. 

Hor.  Not  when  I  saw  it. 

Ham.  His  beard  was  grisly?  na 

Hor.  It  was  as  Iliave  seen  it  in  his  life, 
A  sable  silver'd. 

Ham,  I  will  watch  to-night; 

Perchance,  'twill  walk  again. 

Hor.  1  warrant  it  will. 

Ham.  Tfitassumemy  noble  father's  person, 
I'll  speak  to  it,  though  hell  itself  should  gapey 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.    I  pray  you  all. 
If  you  have  hitheito  concealed  this  sight, 
Let  it  be  treble  in  vour  silenot*  still ; 
And  whatsoever  else  shall  hap  to-night, 
Qive  it  an  understanding,  but  no  ^ngue; 
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I  will  requite  your  lores.    80  fare  ye  well 
Upon  the  platform,  *twixt  eleven  and  twelve, 
111  viuit  70U. 
AIL  Out  duty  to  your  honour. 

Earn,  Tour  love,  aa  mine  to  jou :  Farewell. 

[Exeunt  lioR.,  Mar.,  and  Beiu 
Mj  father's  spirit  in  arms  I  all  is  not  well ; 
I  doubt  some  foul  play:  Vould  the  night  were 

comel 
nil  then  sit  still,  my  soul.     Foul  deeds  will 

rise, 
Though  all  the  earth  o'erwhelm  them,  to  men's 
eyes.  [£xit. 

SCENE  IIL— ^  Boom  m  Polonius'  Eduic 

Enter  Laertes  and  Ophelia.  ^ 
Laet.  My  necessaries  are  embark'd ;  fiiirewell; 
And,  sister,  as  the  winds  give  benefit. 
And  convoy  is  assistant,  do  not  sleep, 
Bat  let  me  hear  from  yon. 
Oflh.  Do  you  doubt  that  ? 

IxitT,  For  Hamlet,  and  the  trilling  of  his  fayours. 
Hold  it  a  fashion,  and  a  toy  in  blowl ; 
A  violet  in  the  youth  of  primy  nature, 
Forward,  not  permanent,  sweet,  not  lasting:, 
The  perfume  and  suppliance  of  a  minute ; 
No  more. 
Opk.       No  more  but  so? 
Laer,  Think  it  no  more . 

For  nature,  crescent^  does  not  grow  alone 
In  thews  and  bulk ;  but,  as  this  templ^  waxes. 
The  inward  service  of  the  mind  ana  soul 
Grows  wide  withal.    Perhaps,  he  loves  you  now; 
And  now  no  soil,  nor  cautel,  doth  besmirch 
The  yirtue  of  his  will :  but,  ^ou  must  fear. 
His  greatness  weighed,  his  will  is  not  his  own; 
For  be  himself  is  subiect  to  his  birth: 
He  may  not,  as  unvalued  persons  do. 
Carve  for  himself;  for  on  bis  choice  depends 
The  sanctity  and  health  of  the  whole  state; 
And  therefore  must  his  choice  be  circumscribed 
Unto  the  voice  and  yielding  of  that  body. 
Whereof  he  is  the  head :  Then  if  he  says,  he  loves 

you. 
It  fits  your  wisdom  so  far  to  believe  it, 
As  he  in  his  peculiar  sect  and  force 
Miy  give  his  saying  deed ;  which  is  no  further, 
Than  the  main  voice  of  Denmark  goes  withal. 
Then  weigh  what  loss  your  honour  may  sustain, 
If  with  too  credent  ear  you  list  his  songs; 
Or  lose  your  heart ;  or  your  chaste  treasure  open 
To  his  unmaster'd  importunity. 
Fear  it,  Ophelia,  fear  it,  my  dear  sister; 
And  keep  within  the  rear  of  your  affection. 
Out  of  the  shot  and  danger  of  desire. 
T'he  chariest  maid  is  prodigal  enough. 
If  she  unmask  her  beaaty^  to  the  moon : 
Tirtue  itself  scapes  not  calumnious  strokes ; 
The  canker  galls  the  infants  of  the  spring. 
Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  disclosed; 
And  in  the  mom  and  liquid  dew  of  youth 
Conta^'ous  biastments  are  mnnt  imminAnt. 
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Jintcr  PoLONloaL 
A  double  blessing  is  a  double  grace; 
Occasion  smiles  upon  a  second  leave. 

P6L  Yet  here,  Laertes!   aboard,  aboard,  fot 
shame ; 
The  wind  sits  in  the  shoulder  of  your  sail, 
And  you  are  staid  for.    There,  my  blessing  with 
you!     [LaymgUthandonhAWATE^head, 
And  these  few  precepts  in  thy  memory 
See  thou  character.    Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue, 
Nor  any  unproportion'd  thought  his  act. 
Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vulgar. 
The  friends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  tried, 
Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hoops  of  steel ; 
But  oo  not  dull  thv  palm  with  enteitainment 
Of  each  new-hatch  d,  unfledged  comrade.    Beware 
Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel :  but,  beuig  in, 
Bear  't  that  the  opposed  may  beware  of  thee. 
Give  every  man  thine  ear,  but  few  thy  voice: 
Take  each  man^  censure,  but  reserve  thy  j  udgmeut 
Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy. 
But  not  expressed  in  fancy;  rich,  cot  gaudy : 
For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man  ; 
And  they  in  France  of  the  best  rank  and  station 
Are  of  a  most  select  and  generous  chief  in  that. 
Neither  a  borrower,  nor  a  lender  be : 
For  loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  friend ; 
And  borrowmg  dulls  the  edge  of  husbandry. 
This  above  all, — To  thine  ownself  be  true ; 
And  it  must  follow,  as  the  night  the  day, 
Thou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  any  man. 
Farewell ;  my  blessing  season  this  in  thee  I 

Ixier,  Most  humbly  do  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

P6L  The  time  inyites  you;  go,  your  servants 
tend. 

Laer.  Farewell,  Ophelia;  and  remember  well 
What  I  have  said  to  you. 

Oph.  *Tis  in  my  memory  Iook*d 

And  you  yourself  shall  keep  the  key  of  it. 

Laer,  Farewell.  [.£^  Laertes. 

Pdi,  What  is*t  Ophelia,  he  hath  said  to  you? 

0^  So  please  you,  something  touching  the 
lord  Uamfet. 

P6L  Marry,  well  bethought : 
Tis  told  me,  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Given  private  time  to  you:  and  you  yourself 
Have  of  your  audience  been  most  free  and  boun 

teous: 
If  it  be  so  (as  so  tb  put  on  me, 
And  that  in  way  of  caution),  I  must  tell  yon, 
You  do  not  understand  yourself  so  clearly. 
As  it  behoves  my  daughter,  and  your  honour: 
What  is  between  you?  give  me  up  the  truth. 

Ojpk.  He  hath,  my  lord,  of  late,  made  many 
tenders 
Of  his  affection  to  me. 

PoL  Affection?  pub!  you  speak  like  a  grees 
girl. 
Unsifted  m  such  perilous  circumstance. 
Do  you  believe  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them? 

O^  I  do  not  know,  my  lord,  what  I  should 

think. 
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Oph*  And  bath  given  ooonteoanoe  to  hia  speech, 
my  lord, 
Witii  all  the  vows  of  heaven. 

BoL  Av,  springes  to  catch  woodcocks.    I  do 
kuoWf 
When  the  blood  barns,  how  prodigal  the  soul 
Uives  the  tongue  vows :  these  blazes,  daughter, 
Giving  more  light  than  heat,— extinct  in  both. 
Even  in  their  promise,  as  it  is  a  making, — 
You  must  not  take  for  fire.     From  this  time, 

daughter. 
Be  somewhat  scanter  of  your  maiden  presence ; 
Set  your  entreatm<»nts  at  a  higher  rate, 
Than  a  command  to  parlev.    For  lord  Hamlet, 
Believe  so  much  in  him,  that  he  is  young; 
And  with  a  larger  tether  may  he  walk, 
Than  may  be  given  you:  In  few,  Ophelia, 
Do  not  believe  his  vows ;  for  they  are  brokers; — 
Not  of  the  eye  which  their  investments  show, 
But  mere  implorators  of  unholy  suits, 
Breathing  like  sanctified  and  pious  bonds, 
The  better  to  beguile.    This  is  for  all, — 
I  would  not,  in  plain  terms,  from  this  time  forth, 
Have  you  so  slander  any  moment*s  leisure. 
As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  lord  Hamlet 
rx>ok  tot,  I  charge  you ;  come  your  ways. 

Oph,  I  shall  obey,  my  lord.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  lY.-The  Platform. 
Ekder  Hamlet,  Horatio,  and  Marcellus. 

Ham»  The  air  bites  shrewdly.    Is  it  veiy  cold  ? 

/7or.  It  is  a  nipping  and  an  eager  air. 

Uam,  What  hour  now? 

Har,  I  think,  it  lacks  of  twelve* 

Mar,  No,  it  is  struck. 

Uor,  Indeed?    I  heard  it  not;  then  it  dravrs 
near  the  season, 
Wherein  the  spirit  held  his  wont  to  walk. 

\A  flovaruh  oftrumjtets^  and  ordnance  shot 
q/f,  wWiin, 
What  does  this  mean,  my  lord  ? 

Ham,  The  king  doth  wake  to-night,  and  takes 
his  rouse, 
Keeps  wassels,  and  the  swaggering  up-spring  reels ; 
And,  as  he  drains  his  draughts  of  Rhcnbh  down, 
The  kettle-drum  and  trumpet  thus  bray  out 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 

Hor.  Isitaonstom? 

Ham,  Ay,  marry,  is*t: 
And  to  my  mind,  though  I  am  native  here. 
And  to  the  manner  bom,  it  is  a  custom 
More  honoured  in  the  breach  than  the  obaervanoe. 
This  heavy-headed  revel,  east  and  west. 
Makes  us  traduc'd,  and  tax'd  of  other  nations : 
They  clepe  us  drunkards,  and  with  swinish  phrase 
8oil  our  addition  ;  and,  indeed,  it  takes 
From  our  achievements,   though   performed  at 

height. 
The  pith  and  marrow  of  our  attribute, 
do,  oft  it  chances  in  particular  men, 
That  for  some  vicious  mole  of  nature  in  them, 
As  in  their  birth  (wherein  they  are  not  guilty. 
Since  nature  cannot  choose  his  origin), 
,By  their  o'ergrowth  of  some  complexion, 
Oft  breaking  down  the  psdes  and  torts  of  reason ; 
Or  by  some  habit  that  too  much  o er-lavens 
The  form  of  plaiisive  manners:  that  these  men, 
Carrying,  I  say,  the  stamp  of  one  defect ; 
Being  natures  livery,  or  fortune's  star, 
Th^ir  virtues  else  (tie  they  as  pure  as  grace, 
As  hifinite  as  man  may  undergo), 
Shall  in  the  general  oensoTe  ^e  corruptLon 
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From  that  particular  fault :  The  dram  ot  HI 
Doth  all  the  noble  substance  often  dout, 
To  his  own  scandal. 


Enter  Ghost 

Hor,  Look,  my  lord,  it  c 

Hanu  Angels  and  ministers  of  grace  defeod 
usl 
Be  thou  a  spirit  of  health,  or  goblin  damn*d, 
Bring  with  thee  airs  from  heaven,  or  blasts  ih>m 

hell, 
Be  thy  intents  wicked,  or  charitable 
Thou  com'st  in  such  a  questionable  shape, 
That  1  will  speak  to  thee;  111  call  thee,  Hamlak, 
King,  fither,  royal  Dane :  O,  answer  me: 
Let  me4iot  burst  in  ignorance  I  but  tell. 
Why  thy  canoniz'd  bones,  hearsed  in  death. 
Have  burst  their  cerements!  why  the  sepulchre, 
Wherein  we  saw  thee  quietlv  in-um'd. 
Hath  op'd  his  ponderous  and  marble  jawa, 
To  cast  thee  up  again !    What  may  this  mean. 
That  thou,  dead  corse,  again,  in  complete  steel, 
Kcvisit'st  thus  the  glimpses  of  the  moon, 
Making  night  hideous ;  and  we  fools  of  nature, 
So  horridly  to  shake  our  disposition, 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  readies  of  our  souls? 
Say,  why  is  this?  wherefore?  what  should  we  do  ? 

ilor.  It  beckons  you  to  go  awa^  with  it, 
As  if  it  some  impartment  did  desire 
To  you  alone. 

Mar,  Look,  with  what  courteous  action 

It  wafts  you  to  a  more  removed  ground : 
But  do  not  go  with  it. 

Hor,  No,  bv  no  means. 

Ham,  It  will  not  speak ;  then  will  I  follow  it 

Hor,  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Why,  what  should  be  the  fear? 

I  do  not  set  my  life  at  a  pin*s  fee ; 
And,  for  ray  soul,  what  can  it  do  to  that. 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  itself? 
It  waves  me  forth  again ; — 111  follow  it 

Hor,  What,  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  flood, 
my  lord, 
Or  to  the  dreadful  summit  of  the  cli£^ 
That  beetles  o'er  his  base  into  the  sea? 
And  there  assume  some  other  horrible  form. 
Which  might  deprive  your  sovereigntv  of  reason, 
And  draw  you  into  madness?  think  of  it: 
The  very  place  puts  toys  of  desperation, 
Without  more  motive,  into  everv  brain. 
That  looks  so  many  fathoms  to  the  sea. 
And  hears  it  roar  beneath- 

Ham.  It  wafts  me  still  :^ 

Go  on,  III  follow  thee. 

Jitar,  You  shall  not  go,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Hold  ofi  your  hand. 

Hor.  Be  ml*d,  you  shall  not  go. 

Ham.  oij  fete  cries  out. 

And  makes  each  petty  artery  in  this  body 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  lion's  nerve. — 

[Qhoflt  bechooi 
Still  am  I  caird;— unhand  me,  gentlemen; 

[Breaking from  (hem. 
By  heaven.  111  make  a  ghost  of  him  that  lets  me: 
I  say,  away: — Go  on,  rll  follow  thee. 

[Exeunt  Ghost  and  Hamlet 

Hor,  He  waxes  desperate  with  imagination. 

Mar,  Let's  follow;  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 

Hor,  Have  after: — To  what  i^ue  will  this  come  f 

Mar»  Somethmg  is  rotten  in  the  state  of  Den 
mark. 

Hot.  Heaven  will  direct  it 

Mar,  Ni^.let1ifoUoifhIm.^rJkaMit 
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8CEME  Y,^A  more  remote  Part  of  the  PUi^/imn, 
Se^nier  Ghost  and  Uamust. 

Ham.  Where  wilt  thou  lead  me?  speak,  Illgo 
no  farther. 

Ohoit.  Mark  me. 

Ham.  1  wilL 

Ghost.  My  hour  is  almost  oome, 

Whtm  I  to  sulphurous  and  tormenting  flames 
Must  render  up  myself. 

Ham.  Alau,  |>oor  ghost  I 

Qhost.  Pity  me  iiot,  but  lend  thy  serious  hearing 
To  what  I  shall  unfold, 

Horn,  Speak,  I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Qhost.  So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou  shalt 
hear. 

Ham.  What? 

GhcsL  I  atn  thy  Citherns  spirit: 
Doomed  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night; 
And,  for  the  day,  confined  to  fast  in  fires, 
Till  the  foul  crimes,  done  in  my  days  of  nature. 
Are  burnt  and  purg'd  away,     liut  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  secrets  of  my  prison-house, 
I  could  a  tale  unfold,  whose  lightest  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  soul ;  freeze  thy  young  blood ; 
Make  thy  two  eyes,  like  stars,  start  from  their 

spheres ; 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part, 
And  each  particular  hair  to  stand  on  end, 
Like  quills  upon  the  fret/ul  porcupine ; 
But  this  eternal  blazon  must  not  be 
To  ears  of  flesh  and  blood :— List,  Hamlet,  O  list  I — 
If  thou  didst  ever  thy  dear  father  love, — 

Ham.  O  heaven! 

QhosL  Revenge  his  fool  and  most  tmnatural 
murther.    . 

Ham.  Murther? 

OhosL  Murther  most  foul,  as  in  the  best  it  is; 
But  this  must  foul,  strange,  and  nnnatural. 

Ham.  Haste  me  to  know  it ;  that  I,  with  wmgs 
as  swift 
As  meditation,  or  the  thoughts  of  love. 
May  sweep  to  my  revenge. 

GhosL  1  find  thee  apt; 

And  duller  shouldst  thou  be  than  the  fat  weed 
That  rots  itself  in  ease  on  Lethe  wharf, 
Wouldst  thou  not  stir  in  thi*.    Now  Hamlet,  hear : 
*Tis  given  out,  tliat  sleeping  in  mine  orchard, 
A  serpent  stung  me ;  so  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark 
Is  bv  a  forged  process  of  my  death 
Rankly  abus'd :  but  know,  thou  noble  youth. 
The  serpent  that  did  sting  thy  father's  life, 
Now  wears  his  crown. 

Ham.  O  my  projihetic  soul  I  mine  uncle  I 

QhosU  Ay,  that  mcestuous,that  adulterate  beast. 
With  witchcraft  of  his  wit,  with  traitorous  gifts, 
K)  wicked  wit,  and  gitts,  that  have  tlie  power 
no  to  seduce  I)  won  to  his  shameful  lust 
The  will  of  my  most  seeming  virtuous  queen: 
0,  Hamlet,  what  a  fallingHjtf  was  there  I 
From  me,  whose  love  was  of  that  dignity, 
lliat  it  went  hand  in  hand  even  with  the  vow 
I  made  to  her  in  marriage;  and  to  decline 
Upon  a  wretch,  whose  natural  gifts  were  poor 
To  those  of  mine  I 

But  virtue,  as  it  never  will  be  mov*d, 
Though  lewdness  court  it  in  a  shape  of  heaven ; 
8o  lust,  though  to  a  radiant  angf  1  linked, 
Will  sate  itself  in  a  celestial  bed, 
And  prey  on  garbage. 

But  softl  methinks  I  scent  the  morning's  air ; 
Brief  let  me  be:— Bleeping  within  mine  orcluurd. 
My  oostom  always  in  the  afternoon, 


Upon  m^  secure  hour  thy  uncle  stole. 
With  jnice  of  cursed  hebenon  in  a  vial. 
And  in  the  porches  of  mine  ears  did  pour 
The  leperous  distilment ;  whose  efi^ect 
Holds  such  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man. 
That,  swift  as  quicksilver,  it  courses  through 
The  natural  gates  and  alleys  of  the  body ; 
And,  with  a  sudden  vigour,  it  doth  posset 
And  curd,  like  aigre  droppings  into  milk, 
The  thin  and  wholesome  bloo^ :  so  did  it  mine ; 
And  a  most  instant  tetter  bak'd  about, 
^lost  lazar-like,  with  vile  and  loathsome  crust. 
All  my  smooth  body. 
Thus  was  I,  sleeping,  by  a  brother^  hand, 
Of  life,  of  crown,  and  queen,  at  once  despatch^ 
Cut  on  even  in  the  blossoms  of  my  sin, 
Unhouserd,  disappointed,  unanerd; 
No  reckoning  maae,  but  sent  to  my  account 
With  all  my  imperfections  on  my  head : 
0,  horrible  I  O,  horrible  I  most  horriblel 
If  thou  hast  nature  in  thee,  bear  it  not ; 
Lot  not  the  royal  bed  of  Denmark  be 
A  couch  for  luxury  asd  damned  incest 
But,  howsoever  thou  pnrsu'st  this  act. 
Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  let  thy  soul  contrive 
Against  thy  mother  aught ;  leave  her  to  heaven, 
And  to  those  thorns  that  in  her  bosom  lodge. 
To  prick  and  sting  her.   Fare  thee  well  at  once  I 
The  glow  worm  shows  the  matin  to  be  near. 
And  'gins  to  pale  his  uneffectual  fire : 
Adieu,  adieu,  Hamlet  I  remember  me.  [Exit. 

Ham.  O  all  you  host  of  heaven  I  0  earth  t  What 
else? 
And  shall  I  couple  hell?— 0  fyel — Hold,  my  heart 
And  you,  my  smews,  grow  not  instant  old. 
But  bear  me  stiffly  up!— Remember  thee? 
Ay,  thou  poor  ghost,  while  memory  holds  a  seat 
In  this  distracted  globe.    Rememlier  thee ? 
Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  memory 
ni  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  records. 
All  saws  of  books,  all  forms*  all  pressures  past, 
That  youth  and  observation  copied  there ; 
And  thy  commandment  all  alone  shall  live 
Within  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain, 
Unmix'd  with  baser  matter:  yes,  yes,  by  heaven 
O  most  pernicious  woman  I 

0  villain,  villain,  smiling,  damned  villain ! 

My  tables,  my  tables, — meet  it  is  I  set  it  down. 
That  one  may  smile,  and  smile,  and  be  a  villain ; 
At  least  I'm  sure  it  may  be  so  in  Denmark: 

[Wrimp 
So^  ancle,  there  you  are.    Now  to  my  word ; 
It  IS,  *^  Adieu,  adieu!  remember  me.''^ 

1  have  sworn *t. 
Hot.  [  Within  1  My  lord,  my  lord, — 

nWdfU  Lord  Hamlet,— 
I  \ VMin. J  Heaven  secure  him  1 

WithM  So  be  it 

^  IVitJdn.']  Illo,  ho,  ho,  my  lord  I 
lZ(tim.'Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy!  come,  bird,  oome. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellub. 

Mar.  How  iat,  my  noble  lord  ? 

J7or.  What  news,  my  lord  i 

Ham.  O,  wonderful! 

Hor.  Qood  my  lord,  tell  it. 

Ham.  No; 

You  11  reveal  it 

Hot.  Not  I,  my  lord,  by  heaven. 

Mar,  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Ham.  How  say  yoa  then;  would  heart  of  man 
once  think  it? 
But  yoall  be 
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Bar.  Mar,  A/,  by  heaven,  my  lord. 

Bamu  There's  ne*er  a  TilUin,  dwelling  in  all 
Denmark, 
But  he*s  an  arrant  knare. 

Hot,  There  needs  no   ghost,  1117  lord,  oome 
from  the  grave, 
To  tell  08  this. 

Ham,  Why,  right ;  yon  are  in  the  right; 

And  sOj  without  more  circamstance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  fit  that  we  shake  hands,  and  part ; 
Yon,  as  your  basiness  and  desire  shall  point  yon— > 
For  every  man  has  business  and  desire, 
8acb  as  it  is,— and  for  mine  own  poor  part. 
Look  you,  1*11  go  pray. 

Hot,  These  are  bat  wild  and  hurling  words,  my 
lord. 

Ham,  Tm  sorry  th^  offend  yon,  heartUy; 
res, 'faith,  heartuy. 

nor.  There's  no  offence,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Yes,  by  St.  Patrick,  but  there  is,  my  lord. 
And  much  offence  too,  touching  this  vision  here. 
It  is  an  honest  ghost,  that  let  me  tell  you; 
For  your  desire  to  know  what  is  between  as, 
O'ermaster  it  as  you  may.    And  now,  good  friends. 
As  yoo  are  friends,  scholars,  and  soldiers. 
Give  me  one  poor  request. 

Hot,  What  iat,  my  lord  ? 

We  wiD. 

Ham,  Never  make  known  what  yoa  have  seen 
to-ni^ht. 

J9or.,  Mar,  My  lord,  we  will  not. 

Ham,  Nay,  but  sweart 

Hot,  In  £aitb, 

Hy  lord,  not  I. 

Mar,  Nor  I,  my  lord,  in  £dth. 

Ham,  Upon  my  sword. 

Mar,  We  have  sworn,  my  lord,  already. 

Ham,  Indeed,  upon  my  sword,  indeed. 

Qho§L  \Beneaih,]  Bwear. 

Bam,  Ha,  ha,  boy  I  say*st  thoa  so?  art  thoa 
there,  truepenny? 
Come  on,— you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  cellarage, — 
Consent  to  swear. 

Ear*  Propose  the  oath,  my  lord. 
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Ham,  Never  t(>  speak  of  this  that  yoa  hay« 
Swear  by  my  sword. 

Qhoat,  [Beneath,]  Swear. 

Ham.  Hk  et  uhume  t  then  well  shift  our  groond : 
Come  hither,  gentlemen, 
And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  sword: 
Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have  heard, 
Swear  by  my  swonl. 

Ohoet,  [Esneaih,]  Swear. 

Ham.  Well  said,  nld  molel  can'st  work  i'  the 
ground  so  fast? 
A  worthy  pioneer  I— Once  more  remoye,  good 
friends. 

Ear,  0  day  and  night,  bat  this  is  wondrons 
strange  I 

Ham.  And  therefore  as  a  stranger  give  it  welcome. 
There  are  more  thin^  m  heaven  and  earth,  Horatio, 
Than  are  dreamt  of  m  oar  philosophy. 
Bat  come ;— • 

Here,  as  before,  never,  so  help  yoa  meroyt 
How  strange  or  odd  soever  I  bear  mvself, 
As  I,  perdianoe,  hereafter  shall  think  meet 
To  put  an  antic  dbposition  on — 
That  you,  at  such  tunes  seeing  me,  never  shall 
With  arms  encumbered  thus,  or  thus  head  shake. 
Or  by  pronouncing  of  some  doubtful  phrase. 
As, "  Well,  we  know ;"— or,  **  We  could,  an  if  we 

would  ;"— 
Or,  ^  If  we  list  to  speak;'*-or,  **  There  be,  an  if 

there  might  i" — 
Or  such  ambiguous  giving  out,  to  note 
That  you  know  aught  of  me:  —This  not  to  do, 
So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  most  need  help  you. 
Swear. 

Ghost,  [Beneath,]  Swear. 

Ham,  Rest,  rest,  perturbed  spirit  I  So,  gentlemen. 
With  all  my  love  I  do  commend  me  to  yoa  - 
And  what  so  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do,  to  express  his  love  and  friending  to  von, 
Qod  willing,  shall  not  lack.  Let  us  go  in  togemer; 
And  still  ^our  fingers  on  your  lips,  I  pray. 
The  time  is  out  uf  joint ;    O  cursed  spitel 
That  ever  I  was  born  to  set  it  right  I 
Nay,  come,  let%  go  together.  lEseiuU, 


AOTIL 


SCENE  h—A  Boom  m  Polonius*  Sottas. 
Enter  Polonius  and  Reynaldo. 

PoL  Give  him  his  money,  and  these  notes, 
Reynaldo. 

Bey,  I  will,  mv  lord. 

FoL   Ton  shall  do  marveUoas  wisely,  good 
Reynaldo, 
Before  you  visit  hnn,  to  make  inquiry 
Of  hin  behaviour. 

Beu,  My  lord,  I  did  intend  it. 

Pol  Marry,  well  said:  very  well  said.    Look 
you,  sir, 
Inqoire  me  fijrst  what  Danskers  are  in  Paris ; 
And  how,  and  who,  what  means,  and  where  they 

keep. 
What  company,  at  what  expense;  and  finding, 
Bv  this  encompassment  and  driffc  of  question. 
That  they  do  know  my  son,  come  you  more  nearer 
Than  your  particular  demands  will  touch  it : 
Take  you,  as  *twere,  some  distant  knowledge  of  him: 
As  thus, — **  I  know  his  father,  and  his  friends, 
And,  in  part,  him ;" — Do  you  mark  this,  Reynaldo  ? 


Beu,  Ay,  very  well,  my  lord. 
PoL  "« And,  m  part,  him|— bat," 


*  not  well: 


yoa  may  say, 


But,  ift  be  be  I  mean,  he's  very  wild  ; 
Addicted  so  and  so;*— and  there  pat  on  him 
What  forgeries  you  please:  marry,  none  so  rank 
As  nuty  dishonour  him;  take  heed  of  that ; 
But,  sur,  such  wanton,  wild,  and  usual  slips 
As  are  companions  noted  and  most  known 
To  youth  and  liberty. 

Beu,  As  gaming,  my  lord. 

PoL  Ay,  or  drinking,  fencing,  swearing,  qoar- 
relling, 
Drabbinff :—  You  may  go  so  far. 

Beu.  My  lord,  that  would  dishonoor  him. 

FoL  Taith,  no;  as  yoa  may  season  it  in  the 
charge. 
Yoa  mast  not  put  another  scandal  on  him, 
That  he  is  open  to  incontinency; 
That*s  not  m^  meaning:  but  breathe  his  faults  sc 

quaintly. 
That  they  may  seem  the  taints  of  liberty - 
The  flash  and  out-break  of  a  fiery  mind ; 
A  savageness  in  unreclaimed  blood. 
Of  general  assault 

Beu,  But,  my  good  lord,— 

Pol.  Wherefore  should  yoa  do  this? 

Bep,  Ay,  mj  lord 

I  would  know  that 
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Pol.  Marry,  sir,  here's  my  dntt; 

And,  I  befiere,  it  ii  a  (eich  of  warrant. 
Tou  laying  these  slight  suiiies  on  my  ^on, 
As  twero  a  thing  a  little  soiled  i'  the  working, 
Mark  jou, 

Your  party  in  oonverse,  him  yon  wonid  eonnd, 
Having  ever  seen,  in  the  prenominate  crimes, 
The  youth  you  breath  of,  guilty,  be  assux'd, 
He  closes  with  you  in  this  consequence; 
»*  Good  sir,"  or  so ;  or,  "  friend,  or  gentleman,"— 
According  to  the  phrase  and  the  addition, 
Of  man,  and  country. 

Mat.  Very  good,  mv  lord. 

ftl  And  then,  sir,  does  he  tliis,— He  does— 
What  was  I  about  to  say  ? 
I  was  about  to  say  something:  -Where  did  I 
leave? 

iSey.  At  "  closes  in  the  conseqnenoe.** 
At  **  friend,  or  so,  and  gentleman." 

PoL  At,  closes  in  the  consequence,— Ay,  marry ; 
He  closes  with  yon  thus:—**  I  know  the  gentle- 
man; 
I  saw  him  yesterday,  or  t*otVier  day, 
Or  then,  or  then ;  with  sach,  and  such ;  and,  as 

yon  say. 
There  was  he  gaming ;  there  overtook  in  his  rouse ; 
There  falling  out  at  tennis;  or,  perchance, 
I  saw  him  enter  such  a  house  of  sale 
(Videlicet,  a  brothel),  or  so  forth."— 
See  you  now; 

Toar  bait  of  fidsehood  takes  this  carp  of  troth : 
And  thus  do  we  of  wisdom  and  of  reach. 
With  windlaces,  and  with  assays  of  bias. 
By  indirectiuns  find  directions  outi 
80,  by  my  former  lecture  and  advice, 
Shall  you  my  son:  You  have  me,  haye  yoanot? 

Beu.  My  lord,  I  have. 

PoL  God  be  wi*  yon ;  fare  70a  well. 

Bey,  Good  my  lord,  - 

PoL  Observe  his  inclination  fai  yourself. 

Bev,  1  shall,  my  lord. 

PoL  Aod  lot  him  ply  his  mosic 

Be^  Well,  my  lord.        [SxiL 

Enter  Opoelu. 

P6L  Farewell !— How   now,  Ophelia?  what*8 
the  matter? 

ML  Alas,  my.  lord,  I  naye  been  so  affrighted  1 

IvL  With  wiiat,  in  the  name  of  heaven  ? 

C^  My  lord,  as  I  was  sewing  in  my  chamber, 
Lord  Hamlet.—  witli  his  doublet  all  unbrac'd ; 
No  hat  upon  his  head;  his  stockings  fourd, 
Ungarter*d,  and  down-gyyed  to  his  ancle; 
Pale  as  his  shirt ;  his  knees  knocking  each  other ; 
And  with  a  look  so  piteous  in  purport. 
As  if  he  had  been  loosed  out  or  hell. 
To  speak  ot  horrors,-  he  comes  before  me. 

PoL  Blad  for  thy  love? 

Opk,  My  lord,  I  do  not  know ; 

Bat,  truly,  I  do  fear  it. 

PoL  What  said  he? 

Opk,  He  took  me  by  the  wrist,  and  held  me  hard ; 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  arm ; 
And.  with  his  other  hand  thus,  o*er  his  brow 
He  alls  to  such  perusal  of  my  face. 
As  he  would  draw  it.    Long  stay'd  he  so  ; 
At  last, -a  little  shaking  of  mine  arm. 
And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  op  and  down,— 
He  rais'd  a  sigh  so  piteous  and  profound 
That  it  did  seem  to  shatter  aU  his  balk. 
And  end  his  bebg :  That  done,  he  lets  me  go: 
And,  with  his  head  over  his  shoulder  tum'd. 
Ha  soam'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes, 
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For  out  o*  doors  he  went  without  their  help^ 
And,  to  the  last,  bended  their  light  on  mo. 

PoL  Go  with  me;  I  will  go  seek  the  king. 
This  is  the  very  ecstasy  of  love ; 
Whose  violent  property  foredoes  itself^ 
And  leads  the  will  to  desperate  undertakings, 
As  oft  as  any  passion  under  heaven, 
That  does  afflict  our  natures.    I  am  sorry,— 
What,  have  you  given  him  any  hard  words  of  lat^? 

Opk,  No,  my  good  lord;  bat,  as  yoa  did  com- 
mand, 
I  did  repel  his  letters,  and  denied 
Ilis  acoess  to  me. 

PoL  That  hath  made  him  mad. 

1  am  sorry  that  with  better  heed  and  judgment, 
I  had  not  quoted  him :  1  fear'd,  he  did  but  trifle, 
And  meant  to  wreck  thee;  but,  beshrew  my 

jealousy  1 
It  seems  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
To  cast  beyond  ourselves  in  our  opinions, 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  sort 
To  lack  discretion.    Come,  go  we  to  the  king> 
This  must  be  known;   which,  being  kept  close, 

might  move 
More  grief  to  hide  than  hate  to  atter  love.  tExgunt 

SCENE  II.— A  Boom  m  the  Cattle, 

Xnter  Knici,  Quebn,  Rosencrartz,  Guilden- 
STERN,  and  Attendants. 

Kbfig.  Welcome,  dear  Bosencrantz,  and  Guil 

denstern  I 
Moreover  that  we  much  did  long  to  see  you. 
The  need  we  have  to  use  you  did  provoke 
Our  hasty  sending.    Something  have  ^ou  heard 
Of  Hamlet  s  transformation ;  so  I  call  it. 
Since  not  the  exterior  nor  the  inward  man 
Resembles  that  it  was  :  What  it  should  be. 
More  than  his  father's  death,  that  thus  hath  not  him 
So  much  from  the  understanding  of  himself^ 
I  cannot  deem  of:  I  entreat  you  both, 
That,  being  of  so  young  days  brought  up  with 

him. 
And,  since,  so  neighboured  to  his  youth  and 

humour. 
That  you  vouchsafe  your  rest  here  in  our  oourt 
Some  little  time :  so  by  your  companies 
To  draw  him  on  to  pleasures ;  and  to  gather, 
80  much  as  from  occasions  you  may  glean. 
Whether  anght,  to  us  unknown,  afHicts  him  thus, 
That,  open'd,  lies  within  our  remedy. 

Queen,  Good  gentlemen,  he  hath  much  talked  of 

you; 
And,  sure  I  am,  two  men  there  are  not  living 
To  whom  he  more  adheres.    If  it  will  please  yoa 
To  show  us  so  much  gentry  and  good  will, 
As  to  expend  your  time  with  us  a  while. 
For  the  supply  and  profit  of  our  hope. 
Your  visitation  shall  receive  such  thanks 
As  fits  a  king^s  remembrance. 

Bob,  Both  your  majesties 

Might  by  the  sovereign  power  you  have  of  us. 
Put  your  dread  pleasures  more  into  oommand 
Than  to  entreaty. 

OuiL  Wo  both  obey; 

And  here  give  up  ourselves,  in  the  full  bent, 
To  lay  our  services  freely  at  your  feet, 
To  be  commanded. 
J[mg,  Thanks,  Rosencrants,  and  gentle  Guilden 

stem. 
QnaiM.  Thanks,    Guildenstem,    and   gentle 

Rosencrants: 
^  I  b«..d.  you  i-^^^to  rt^QQgJg 
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My  too  much  ehanered  son.    Go,  somo  of  7011, 
And  bring  the  g^entlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

OmL  Heavens  make  oor   presence,  and   oar 
practices. 
Pleasant  and  helpful  to  him  I 

Quern.  Amen  I 

[Exeunt  ROSENCRANTZ,  QUILDENSTERN, 

tmdaome  Attendants. 
IkUer  P0LONIU8. 

Pal  The  ambassadors  &om  Norway,  my  good 
lord, 
Are  ^yfully  retnm'd. 

King.  Thou  still  hast  been  the  father  of  good 
news. 

FoL  Have  I,  my  lord  ?  Assure  you,  my  good 
liege, 
i  hold  my  duty,  as  I  hold  my  soul, 
Both  to  my  God,  one  to  my  gracious  king : 
And  I  do  think  (or  else  this  brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  trail  of  policy  so  sure 
As  I  have  U8*d  to  do)  that  I  have  found 
The  very  cause  of  Hamlet's  lunacy. 

King.  O,  speak  of  that ;  that  I  do  long  to  hear. 

PoL  Give  first  admittance  to  the  ambassadors*, 
My  news  shall  be  the  fruit  to  that  great  feast 

King.  Tbjrselt  do  grace  to  them, and  bring  them 

in.  [Exit  PoLUNius. 

He  tells  me,  my  sweet  queen,  that  be  hath  found 

The  head  and  source  of^  all  your  son's  distemper. 

Queen,  I  doubt,  it  is  no  other  but  the  main ; 
His  father^  death,  and  our  o'erhasty  marriage. 

B&enier  Poloniub,  with  Voltimand  and 

COENBUU9. 

King.  Well,  we  shall  sift  him. — Welcome,  good 
friends! 
Say,  Voltimand,  what  firom  our  brother  Norway? 

V6U.  Most  fair  return  of  greetings  and  desires. 
Upon  our  first,  he  sent  out  to  suppress 
His  nephew's  levies,  which  to  him  appeared 
To  be  a  preparation  'gainst  the  Polack; 
But,  better  look'd  into,  he  truly  found 
It  was  against  your  highness:  Whereat  grieVd, — 
That  so  his  sickness,  age,  and  impotence. 
Was  falsely  borne  in  hand, — sends  out  arrests 
On  Fortuibras,  which  he,  in  brief,  obeys ; 
Receives  rebuke  from  Norway ;  and,  in  fine, 
Makes  vow  before  his  uncle,  never  more 
To  give  the  assay  of  arms  against  your  majesty. 
Whereon  old  Norway,  overcome  with  joy. 
Gives  him  three  thousand  crowns  in  annual  fee ; 
Ajid  his  commission,  to  employ  those  soldiers, 
Bo  levied  as  before,  against  the  Polack; 
With  an  entreaty,  herein  farther  shown, 

[Oivesapa^, 
That  it  might  please  ^ou  to  give  quiet  pass 
Through  your  dominions  for  his  enterprize ; 
On  such  regards  of  safety,  and  allowance. 
As  therein  are  set  down. 

King.  It  likes  us  well ; 

And,  at  our  more  oonsider'd  time,  well  read. 
Answer,  and  think  upon  this  business. 
Meantime,  we  thank  you  for  your  well-took  labour : 
Go  to  your  rest ;  at  night  we'll  feast  together : 
Most  welcome  home  I 

[Exeunt  Voltimand  and  Coknelius. 

PoL  This  business  is  very  well  ended. 

My  Hege,  and  madam,  to  expostulate 
What  majesty  should  be,  what  dutjr  is. 
Why  day  is  day,  night,  night,  and  time  is  time, 
Were  nothing  but  to  waste  night,  dav,  and  time. 
Therefore,  since  brevity  ia  the  soul  <i  wit^ 


And  tediousness  the  limbs  and  outward  fiourishesy 
I  will  be  brief:  Your  noble  son  is  mad: 
Mad  call  I  it:  for,  to  define  true  madness, 
What  is't,  but  to  be  nothing  else  but  mad : 
But  let  that  go. 

Queen.  More  matter,  with  less  art. 

FoL  Madam,  I  swear,  I  use  no  art  at  all. 
That  he  is  mad,  'tis  true:  'tis  true,  tis  pity; 
And  nity  'tis,  'tis  true :  a  foolish  figure; 
But  farewell  it,  for  I  will  use  no  arL 
Mad  let  us  grant  him  then :  and  now  remains. 
That  we  find  out  the  cause  of  this  effect 
Or,  rather  say,  the  cause  of  this  defect; 
For  this  effect,  defective,  comes  by  cause : 
Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus. 
Perpend. 

I  have  a  daughter;  have,  whilst  she  is  mine; 
Who,  in  her  duty  and  obedience,  mark. 
Hath  given  me  this :  Now  gather,  and  surmise. 

-To  the  celestial,  and  soul's  idol,  the  most  beautified 
Ophelia 

That^  an  ill  phrase,  a  vile  phrase;  beautified  is  a 
vile  phrase;  but  you  shall  near. 

Theoe.    In  her  excellent  white  bosom,  these. 
Queen.  Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her? 

PoL  Good  madam, sUy awhile;  I  will  befalihfal 


Doubt  thou,  the  stanare  fire ; 

Doubts  that  the  sun  doth  more ; 
Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar ; 

But  never  doubt,  1  lore. 


(iiaiMia. 


O  dear  Ophelia.  I  am  ill  at  them  nnmbers  •  I  have  not 
art  to  reckon  my  groana;  but  that  I  love  tboe  best,  Omoel 
best,  believe  it    Adieu 

Thine  orermore,  most  dear  lady,  whUit  this  marJiina 
is  to  him,  Hamlkt. 

This,  in  obedience,  hath  my  daughter  showed  me: 
And  more  above,  hath  his  solicitings. 
As  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  place. 
All  ^ven  to  mine  ear. 

Kvig.  But  how  hath  she 

Receiv'd  his  love? 

PoL  What  do  vou  think  of  me  ? 

King.  As  of  a  man  faithful  and  honourable. 

PoL  I  would  fain  prove  so.    But  what  might 
you  think. 
When  I  had  seen  this  hot  love  on  the  wing 
(As  I  perceiv'd  it,  I  must  tell  you  that. 
Before  my  daughter  told  me),what  might  you. 
Or  my  dear  majesty  your  queen  here,  think. 
If  I  had  play'd  the  desk,  or  table-book ; 
Or  given  my  heart  a  winking,  mute  and  dumb; 
Or  look'd  ui)on  this  love  with  idle  sight ; 
What  might  you  think?  no,  I  went  round   to 

work, 
And  my  young  mistress  thus  I  did  bespeak ; 
**  Liord  Hamlet  is  a  prince  out  of  thy  star; 
This  must  not  be :"  and  then  I  precepts  gave  her 
That  she  should  lock  herself  from  his  resort, 
Admit  no  messengers,  receive  no  tokens. 
Which  done,  she  took  the  fruits  of  my  advice ; 
And  he,  repulsed  (a  short  tale  to  make). 
Fell  into  a  sadness;  then  into  a  fast ; 
Thence  to  a  watch ;   thence  into  a  weakness; 
Thence  to  a  lightness;  and,  by  this  declension. 
Into  the  madness  whereon  now  he  raves 
And  all  we  wail  for. 

King.  Do  you  think  tis  this? 

Queen.  It  may  bo,  very  likely. 

PoL  Hath  there  been  such  a  time  (I'dfiunVcow 
that). 
That  I  have  positively  said,  **  Tia  so," 
When  it  prov'd  otherwise? 

King.  Not  tha 
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Fol,  Ttke  this  from  this,  if  this  be  otherwise: 

[Pcintmg  to  his  fiead  and  shoulder, 
f r  circnmstances  lead  me.  I  will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre. 
King.  How  may  we  try  it  further  ? 

FoL  Ton  know,  sometimeti  he  walks  four  hoars 
together, 
Here  in  the  lobby. 
Queen,  So  be  has,  indeed. 
FoL  At  such  a  time  I'll  loose  mj  daughter  to 
him: 
Be  joQ  and  I  behind  an  arras  then ; 
Mark  the  encounter :  if  he  love  her  not, 
And  be  not  from  hii«  reason  fallen  thereon, 
Let  me  be  no  assistant  for  a  i)tate. 
And  keep  a  farm  and  carters. 
King.  We  will  try  it. 


3»Uer  Hamlet  reading. 

Queen.  But,  look,  where  sadly  the  poor  wretch 
comes  reading. 

Pol.  Away,  1  do  beseech  yon,  both  away; 
ni  boord  him  presently  :—0,  give  me  leave.— 

[Exeunt  Kino,  Queen, one?  Attendants. 
How  does  my  good  lord  Hamlet  ? 

Ham,  Well,  god-'a-mercy. 

PoL  Do  you  know  me,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Excellent  well;  you  are  a  fishmonger. 

PoL  Not  I,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  I  would  yon  were  so  honest  a  man. 

iU  Honest,  my  lord? 

Ham,  Ay,  bir ;  to  be  honest,  as  this  world  goes, 
is  to  be  one  man  picked  out  of  two  thousand. 

PbL  That's  very  true,  my  lord. 

Ham.  For  if  the' sun  breed  maggots  in  a  dead 
dog,  being  a  good  kissing  carrion,'-Have  you  a 
daughter? 

PU,  I  have,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Let  her  not  walk  i*  the  sun ;  conception 
is  a  blessiuff;  but  not  as  your  daughter  may 
•onceive.— friend  look  to't. 

PoL  How  say  yoa  by  that?  [Aside.]  Still 
harping  on  my  daughter ;  yet  he  knew  me  not  at 
first;  he  said  I  was  a  fishmonger :  He  is  far  gone, 
far  gone:  and  truly  in  my  youth  I  suffered  much 
extremity  for  love;  very  near  this.  I'll  speak  to 
him  again. — What  do  yon  read,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Words,  words,  wordsl 

PoL  Whatisthematter,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Between  who? 

PoL  I  mean  the  matter  that  yon  read,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Slanders,  sir ;  for  the  satirical  slave  says 
here,  that  old  men  have  grey  beards ;  that  their 
fiuses  are  wrinkled;  their  eyes  porging  thick 
amber,  or  plom-tree  gum ;  and  that  they  have  a 
plentiful  lack  of  wit,  together  with  weak  hams : 
All  of  which,  sir,  though  I  most  powerfully  and 
potently  believe,  yet  I  hold  it  not  honesty  to  have 
n  thos  set  down ;  for  you  yourself,  sir,  should  be 
iid  as  1  am,  if,  like  a  crab,  you  could  go  backward- 

PoL  Though  this  be  madness,  yet  there  is  method 
In  It  [Amde.]  WUl  you  walk  ont  of  the  air,  my 
lord? 

Ham.  Into  my  grave? 

PoL  Indeed,  tliat  Is  out  o'  the  air.  Ifow 
pregnant  sometimes  his  replies  are  I  a  happiness 
that  of  tun  madiiess  hits  on,  which  reason  and 
sanity  could  not  so  prosperously  be  delivered  of. 
I  will  leave  him,  and  sudideoly  contrive  the  means 
of  meeting  between  him  and  my  daughter. — My 
honourable  lord,  I  will  humbly  take  my  leave  of 
yon. 


Ham.  You  cannot,  sir,  take  from  me  any  thing 
that  I  will  more  willingly  part  withal;  except  my 
life,  my  life. 

Pol.  Fare  yon  well,  my  lord. 

Ham.  These  tedious  old  fools ! 

Enter  Rosekcrantz  and  GuTLDEirBTERir. 

Pol.  You  go  to  seek  m^  lord  Hamlet;  thnre  he  Is. 
Eos.  Qod  save  you,  sir  I  JZoPoLONiua, 

[Exit  POLONIDS. 

OuU.  Mine  honour'd  lord  I — 

Bos.  My  most  dear  lord  I 

Ham.  My  excellent  good  friends  1  How  dost 
thou,  Quildenstern?  Ah,Rosencrantzl  Good  lads, 
how  do  ye  both? 

Hos.  As  the  indifferent  children  of  the  earth. 

OuU.  Happy,  in  that  we  are  not  over  happy ; 
On  fortune's  cap  we  are  not  the  very  button. 

Ham.  Nor  the  poles  of  her  shoe? 

Bos.  Neither,  my  lord. 

Hanu  Then  you  live  about  her  waist,  or  in  the 
middle  of  her  favour. 

OuiL  *Faith,  her  privates  we. 

Ham,  In  the  secret  parts  of  fortune?  O,  most 
true :  she  is  a  strumpet.    What's  the  news  ? 

Bos.  None,  my  lord;  bnt  that  the  worlds 
grown  honest. 

Ham,  Then  is doom*9-day  near:  Bnt  yonr news 
is  not  true.  Let  me  question  more  in  particular: 
What  have  yon,  my  good  friends,  deserved  at  the 
hands  of  fortune,  that  she  sends  yoo  to  prison 
hither? 

OinL  Prison,  my  lord  I 

Ham.  Denmark 's  a  prison. 

Bos.  Then  is  the  world  one. 

Ham.  A  goodly  one ;  in  which  there  are  many 
confin&s  wards,  and  dungeons;    Denmark  being 
I  oneofthe  worsL 

Bos,  We  think  not  so,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Why,  then  *tis  none  to  yon:  for  there  is 
nothing  either  good  or  bad  but  thinking  makes  it 
so :  to  me  it  is  a  prison. 

Bos.  Why,  then  your  ambition  makes  it  one: 
*tis  too  narrow  for  your  mind. 

Ham.  O  Qod  I  I  could  be  bounded  In  a  nut- 
shell, and  count  myself  a  king  of  infinite  space: 
were  it  not  that  I  have  bad  dreams. 

GmL  Which  dreams,  indeed,  are  ambition ;  for 
the  very  substance  of  the  ambitious  is  merely  the 
shadow  of  a  dream. 

Ham.  A  dream  itself  is  bnt  a  shadow. 

Bos.  Truly,  and  I  hold  ambition  of  so  aiir  and 
light  a  quality,  that  it  b  but  a  shadow's  shadow. 

Ham.  Then  are  our  beggars,  bodies ;  and  onr 
monarchs  and  outstretch  d  heroes  the  beggars^ 
shadows:  Shall  we  to  the  court?  for,  by  my  fiiy, 
[  cannot  reason. 

Bos.,  OuiL  Well  wait  upon  you. 

Ham,  No  such  nutter:  I  will  not  sort  yon  with 
the  rest  of  my  servants;  for  to  speak  to  you  like 
an  honest  man,  I  am  most  dreadfully  attended. 
But  in  the  beaten  way  of  friendship,  what  make 
jouat  Elsinore? 

Bos.  To  visit  yon,  my  lord;  no  other  occasion 

Ham,  Beggar  that  I  am,  I  am  even  poor  in 
thanks ;  but  I  thank  you ;  and  sure,  dear  friends, 
my  thanks  are  too  dear,  a  half-penny.  Were  you 
not  sent  for  ?  Is  it  your  own  mcUning  ?  Is  it  a 
free  visitation?  Come;  deal  justly  with  me: 
oome,  come;  nay,  speak. 

Guil.  What  should  we  say,  my  lordF 

Ham.  Why  anything.    But  to  the  purpoM 
You  were  snet  for;  and  there  is  a  kind  of  oon^aC 
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Bion  in  jour  looks,  which  your  modesties  have 
iiOt  arait  ennagh  to  colour :  1  know  the  good  king 
tod  queen  have  sent  for  yon. 

Jtti8.  To  what  end,  my  lord? 

Bern,  That  you  most  teach  me.  But  let  me 
oonjore  you,  by  the  rights  of  our  fellowship,  by 
the  conaonancy  of  our  youth,  by  the  obligation  of 
our  ever-preserved  love,  and  by  what  more  dear  a 
better  proposer  could  charge  you  withal,  be  even 
and  direct  with  me,  whether  yoo  were  sent  for,  or 

DO? 

Hot,  What  Bay  yon?  [7b  Guild. 

Ham,  Nay,  then  I  have  an  eye  of  you;  [AsideJl 
if  jou  love  me,  hold  not  off. 

OuiL  My  lord,  we  weie  sent  for. 

Ham.  I  will  teJl  you  wiiy ;  so  shall  my  antici- 
pation prevent  your  discovery  of  your  secrecy  to 
the  king  and  queen.  Moult  no  feather.  I  have  of 
late  (but  wherefore,  I  know  not)  lost  all  my  mirth, 
forgone  all  custom  of  exercises:  and,  indeed,  it 
ffoes  so  heavily  with  my  disposition,  that  thisgoodly 
frame,  the  earth,  seems  to  me  a  steril  promontory; 
this  most  excellent  canopy,  the  air,  look  you, — this 
brave  overhanging — this  mi^estical  roof  fretted 
with  golden  fire,  why,  it  appears  no  other  thing  to 
me  than  a  foal  and  pestilent  congregation  of 
vapoors.  What  a  piece  of  work  is  a  man  I  How 
noble  in  reason!  how  infinite  in  faculty  I  In  form 
and  moving,  how  express  and  admirablel  inaction, 
how  liki)  an  angel  I  in  apprehension,  how  like  a 
god  t  the  beauty  of  the  world  I  the  paragon  of 
animabtl  And  yet,  to  me,  what  is  this  qaint- 
essence  of  dust?  man  delights  not  me,  no,  nor 
woman  neither;  though,  by  your  smiling,  yon 
•eem  to  say  so. 

Bos,  My  lord,  there  was  no  fach  stuff  in  my 
thoughts. 

Bam,  Why  did  yoa  laugh  then,  when  I  said, 
**Man  deliglits  not  me?" 

i2os.  To  think,  my  lord,  if  yon  delight  not  in 
man,  what  lenten  entertainment  the  players  shall 
receive  from  you:  we  coted  them  on  the  way ; 
and  hither  are  they  coming;,  to  offer  you  service. 

Bam.  He  that  pUys  the  king  shall  be  welcome ; 
nis  majesty  shall  have  tribute  of  me;  the  adven- 
turous knight  shall  use  his  foil  and  target:  the  lover 
shall  not  si^h  gratis ;  the  humdurous  man  shall 
end  his  part  m  peace:  the  clown  shall  make  those 
laugh  whose  lungb  are  tickled  o'  the  sere ;  and  the 
lady  shall  say  her  mind  freely,  or  the  blank  verse 
shall  halt  for't— What  players  are  they? 

Bot.  Even  those  you  were  wont  to  take  delight 
in,  the  tragedians  or  the  city. 

Bam,  How  chances  it  they  travel  ?  their  resi- 
dence, both  in  reputotion  and  profit,  was  better 
both  wajTS. 

Jioa,  1  think,  their  inhibition  comes  by  the  means 
of  the  late  innovation. 

Bam.  Do  they  hold  the  same  estimation  they 
did  when  I  was  in  the  city  ?  Are  they  so  followed ? 

JioB,  No,  indeed,  they  are  not 

Bam.  How  comes  it?   Do  they  grow  rusty? 

Boa.  Nay,  their  endeavour  keeps  in  the  wonted 
pace :  But  there  Is,  sir,  an  aiery  of  children,  little 
eyases,  that  cry  out  on  the  top  of  question,  and  are 
most  tyrannically  clapp'd  for*t :  these  are  now  the 
bshion ;  and  so  he-rattle  the  common  stages  (so 
they  call  them),  that  many,  wearing  rapiers,*  are 
afraid  of  goose  quills,  and  dare  scarce  come 
thither. 

Bam,  What  are  they  children  ?  who  maintains 
them  ?  how  are  they  escoted  ?  Will  they  pursue 
Che  quality  no  longer  than  they  can  sing  ?  will  they 


not  say  afterwards,  if  they  ahonld  grow  themMJyae 
to  common  players  (as  it  is  like  most  if  theb 
mean^  are  no  better),  their  writers  do  them  wrong, 
to  make  them  exclaim  agamst  their  OMm  sao> 
cession? 

Hot,  Taitb,  there  has  been  mnch  to  do  on  both 
sides;  and  the  nation  holds  it  no  sin,  to  tarre  them 
to  controversy :  there  was,  for  a  while,  no  money 
bid  for  argument,  unless  the  poet  and  the  player 
went  to  cuffis  in  the  question. 

Bam.  Wi  possible? 

GiuL  O,  there  has  been  mneh  throwing  about 
of  brains. 

Bam.  Do  the  boys  carry  it  away  ? 

Roa.  Ay,  that  they  do,  my  lord ;  Hereoles  and 
his  load  too. 

Bam.  It  is  not  strange ;  for  mine  ancle  is  king 
of  Denmark ;  and  those  that  would  make  mowes 
at  him  while  my  father  lived,  give  twenty,  forty, 
an  hundred  ducats  a-piece,  for  his  picture  in  little. 
There  is  something  m  this  more  than  nataraL  ii 
philosophy  oould  find  it  out 

[Fhuriah  of  Thimpeta  MfUhin 

OmL  There  are  tlie  players. 

Bam^  Gentlemen,  yon  are  welcome  to  Elsinore. 
Tour  hands.  Come:  the  appurtenance  of  welcome 
is  (kshion  and  ceremony:  let  me  comply  with  ^on 
in  the  garb ;  lest  my  extent  to  the  players,  which^ 
I  tell  you,  must  show  fairly  outward,  should  more 
appear  like  entertainment  than  yours.  Voo  are 
welcome :  bot  my  uncle-£ather,  and  aant-mother, 
are  deceived. 

GioL  In  what,  my  dear  lord? 

Bam.  I  am  but  mad  north-north-west:  when 
the  wind  is  soutlierly,  1  know  a  hawk  from  a 
handsaw. 

Enter  PoLONiua. 

PdL  Well  be  with  yon,  gentlemen  1 

Bam,  Hark  yoa,  Guildenstem, — and  yoa  too; 
at  each  ear  a  hearer ;  that  great  baby  yoa  see 
there  is  not  jet  out  of  his  swathing  cloats. 

Boa,  Happily,  he's  the  second  time  oome  to 
them ;  for,  they  say,  an  old  man  is  twice  a  child. 

Bapn.  1  will  prophesy.  He  comes  to  tell  me 
of  the  players  ;  mark  it. — You  say  right,  sir:  o' 
Monday  morning ;  *twas  so,  indet-a. 

PoL  My  lord,  I  have  new.><  to  tell  you. 

Bam-  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you.  When 
Roscius  was  an  actor  in  Rome, — 

Pol.  The  actors  are  come  hither,  my  lord. 

Bam.  Buz,  buz ! 

PoL  Upon  mine  honour, — 

Bam.  Then  came  each  actor  on  his  ass, — 

PoL  The  best  actors  in  the  world,  either  for 
tragedy,  comedjr,  history,  pastoral,  pastoHeal- 
comical,  historical-pastorid  tragical-histoni^ 
Trairical-comical-historical-pastoral,  scene  in- 
dividable,  or  poem  unlimited:  Seneca  caimot  be 
too  heavy,  nor  Plautus  too  light  For  the  law  d 
writ  ftnd  the  liberty,  these  are  the  only  men. 

Bam.  O  Jephthah,  judge  of  Israel, — what  a 
treasure  hadst  thou ! 

Pol.  What  a  treasure  had  he,  my  lord? 

Bam.  Why- 
One  fair  daughter,  and  no  xaat% 
The  which  he  loved  paaBinf  weU. 

PoL  Still  on  my  daughter.  \And^ 

Bam.  Am  I  not  i'  the  right  old  Jephthah? 
PoL  If  you  call  me  Jephthah,  my  lord,  I  have  a 
daughter,  that  I  love  passing  well. 
Bam.  Nay,  that  follows  nut. 


Ham,  Why, 

A8bflol.Ck>d 

uid  then  70a  know, 

liowDO  to  paBB,  As  most  like  it  wm. 
The  finit  row  of  the  pious  chanson  will  show  yoTi 
more :  for  look,  where  my  abridgments  come. 

^Enier  few  or  fnt  Players. 

You  are  welcome,  masters;  welcome,  all :— I  am 

?;lAd  to  see  thee  well  -.—welcome,  good  friends.— 
>,  mv  old  friend  I  Thy  face  w  val  ant  since  I  saw 
thee  last ;  Com'st  thou  to  beard  me  in  Denmark  ?— 
WhatI  my  young  lady  and  mistress  I  By-'r-lady, 
your  ladyship  is  nearer  heaven,  than  when  I  saw 
you  last,  by  the  altitude  of  a  chopine.  Pray  God, 
your  voice,  like  a  piece  of  uncurrent  gold,  be  not 
cracked  within  the  ring.— Masters,  you  are  all 
welcome.  Well  e'en  to't  like  French  falconers, 
fly  at  any  thing  we  see:  We'll  have  a  speech 
straight:  Come,  give  us  a  taste  of  your  quality; 
oome,  a  passionate  speech. 
1  Play.  What  speech,  my  lord? 
Ham.  I  heard  thee  speak  me  a  speech  once,— 
but  it  was  never  acted;  or,  if  it  was,  not  above 
once ;  for  the  play,  I  remember,  pleased  not  the 
million ;  *twas  caviarie  to  the  general :  but  it  was 
(as  I  received  it,  and  others,  Mrhose  judgments,  in 
such  matters,  cried  in  the  top  of  mme)  an  excel- 
lent pUy;  well  digested  in  the  8cem»B;  set  down 
with  as  much  mode.sty  as  cunning.  I  remember, 
one  said,  there  were  no  sal  lets  in  the  lines,  to  make 
the  matter  savoury :  nor  no  matter  in  the  phrase 
that  might  indite  the  author  of  affectation ;  but 
called  it,  an  honest  method,  as  wholesome  as 
sweet,  and  by  very  much  more  handsome  than 
fine.  One  chief  speech  in  it  1  cliiefly  loved: 
twas  Eneas'  tale  to  Dido;  and  thereabout  of  it 
especially,  where  he  speaks  of  Priam's  slaughter 
If  it  live-in  your  memory,  begin  at  this  line;  *' 
016  see,  let  me  see ; — 

Tha  ragged  PrrrhvB.  like  the  HTTcanian  beasW 
It  is  not  so ;  it  begins  with  Pyrrhns. 
The  nigged  PTrrhua,— he,  whoM  sable  arms. 
Black  an  his  {mrpofle,  did  the  night  rosemble 
When  be  lay  couched  in  the  ommous  horse. 
Hath  now  this  dread  and  black  complaxioa  ■mear'd 
With  heraldnr  more  dismat ;  head  to  foot 
Now  is  be  tobU  gulex ;  horridly  triek'd 
With  blood  o!  fathers,  mothera.  daughters,  sous ; 
Bak  d  aiid  impasted  with  the  parch lug  streeta, 
That  lend  a  tyrannous  and  damned  light 
To  their  vile  murthen:  Roasted  in  wrath  and  are, 
And  thus  o'ersizeil  with  coagulate  gure, 
With  eyes  bke  oarbundes.  the  hellish  Pyniias 
Old  graiidsire  Priam  seeks. 

Fd,  Tore  God,  my  lord,  well  spoken;  with 
good  accent,  and  good  discretion. 

1  /%xy.  Anon  he  finds  him 
Striking  too  Abort  at  Qrveks :  hla  antiaoe  sword 

Bebel 
Repu 
Pyrrb 
But  w 
The  u 
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^^  •  On  Mar8*s  amiouia,  for^d  fc 

, .  With  less  remorse  than  Pyrrl 

^  ^^  Now  falls  on  Priam.— 
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let 


ie; 

I 

iium, 


Stoop  , 

Take*  >^ 

Wuic 
Of  re< 
80.  ai 
An4l 

Did  nothing. 

But.  at  we  often  see,  against  aome  storm, 
A  silence  lu  thH  heavens,  the  rack  stand  sail; 
The  bold  wiud4  speechless,  ami  the  orb  below 
As  huHh  AM  death  :  aiiou  the  dnMilf  ul  thunder 
Doth  rend  the  rugion :  So.  after  Pynbos'  paiM^ 
A  roused  rsngeauoe  sets  him  new  a  work ; 
ir  did  tiM  Qyotov^  bamiMn  iaU 


for  proof  etenie, 
rhua*  bleeding  sword 
Now  falls  on  Priam.—  ,*„»«„„«^. 

Out,  out.  thou  strampet,  Foitune  I  AU  you  gods. 
In  general  synod,  take  away  her  power : 
Break  all  the  spokes  and  fellies  from  her  wheel. 
And  bowl  the  round  uare  down  the  hill  of  heaven. 
As  low  as  to  the  flends. 
iW.  This  is  too  long. 

Ham.  It  shall  to  the  barber's,  with  your  beard. 

Prithee,  say  on: -He's  for  a  jig,  or  a Jale  ol 

bawdry;  or  he  sleeps:— say  on :  come  to  Hecuba. 

1  P%.  But  who,  O  who.  had  seen  the  mobled 

queen, 

Ham,  The  mobled  queen  ? 
Poi.  That's  good :  mobled  queen  is  good. 
1  PUiy.  Run  barefoot  up  and  down,  threatening  thi 
flame. 
With  blsson  rheum ;  a  clout  about  that  heai 
Where  late  the  diadom  stood  ;  and,^  for  a  robe, 


'ank  and  all  o'er-teemed  loins, 

in  the  alarum  of  fear  caught  up ; 

id  seen,  with  tongue  in  venom  steeprd. 

iiue*b  state  would  treason  have  pronouoe  a. 

oda  themselves  did  see  her  then, 

aw  Pyrrhua  make  malicious  sport 

with  his  sword  her  huatjaud's  limbs. 


burst  of  clamour  that  she  made 
igs  mortal  move  them  not  at  all). 
)  made  milch  the  burning  eyes  of  heaven. 
1  in  the  gods. 

Pd,  Look,  whether  he  has  not  tum'd  his  colont, 
and  has  tears  in's  eyes. — Pray  yoa,  no  more. 

Ham,  Tis  well;  I'll  have  thee  speak  out  the 
rest  soon.— Good  my  lord,  will  you  see  the  players 
well  bestowed?  Do  you  hear,  let  them  be  well 
used ;  for  they  are  the  abstracts,  and  brief  chro- 
nicles, of  the  time;  After  your  death  you  were 
better  have  a  bad  epitaph,  than  their  ill  report 
while  you  lived.  „  ,   . 

Pd,  My  lord,  I  will  use  them  according  to  their 
desert. 

Ham,  Odd's  bodikin  man,  better:  Use  every 
man  after  bis  desert,  and  who  should  'scape  whip- 

Singl      Use  them  after  your  own  honoj-r  and 
ignity :  the  less  they  deserve,  the  more  merit  is 
in  your  bounty.    Take  them  in. 

P6L  Come,  sirs.  ^  ,    «, 

lEaat  PoLoNitJS,  iriWi  tomt  oftht  Players. 

Ham,  Follow  him,  friends :  we'll  hear  a  play 
to-morrow.  -  Dost  thou  hear  me,  old  friend ;  can 
you  play  tlie  murther  of  Gonzago? 

1  Piaof,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham,  We'll  liave't  to-morrow  night.  You 
oonld,  for  a  need,  study  a  speech  of  some  dozen 
or  sixteen  lines,  which  I  would  set  dowm,  and 
insert  int?  could  you  not? 

1.  PUty,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Very  we'll.— Follow  that  lord;  and  look 
you  mock  him  not.  [Eont  Play.]  My  good  friends, 
[7b KoBENCRANTZ  ami GoiLDENSTEUN.]  Til  leave 
you  till  night :  you  are  welcome  to  Elsniore 

Rm,  Good  my  lordl  

\Eaoeuxd  KoeENCBANTZOnrfQUTLDEKSTERH. 

Ham,  Ay,  so, God  be  wi' you:  Nowlamalon^ 
O,  what  a  rogue  and  peasant  slave  am  11 
Is  it  not  monstrous,  that  this  olayer  here, 
But  in  a  fiction,  in  a  dream  of  passion. 
Could  force  iiis  soul  so  to  his  whole  conceit. 
That  from  her  working,  all  his  visage  warmM; 
Tears  in  his  eyes,  distraction  ins  a-pect, 
A  broken  voice,  and  his  whole  function  suiting 
With  forms  to  his  conceit  ?    And  all  for  nothing  I 
For  Hecuba  I 

What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba, 
That  he  should  weep  for  her  ?  What  would  he  do, 
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That  I  have?    He  would  drown  the  stage  with 

tears, 
And  cleave  the  general  ear  with  horrid  speech ; 
Make  mad  the  guilty,  and  appal  the  free, 
Conioand  the  ignorant ;  and  amaze,  indeed, 
The  verv  fiicuUies  of  eyes  and  ears. 
YetL 

A  dull  and  muddy-mettled  rascal,  peak, 
Like  John-a-dreams,  unpregnant  of  my  cause, 
And  can  say  nothing ;  no,  not  for  a  king, 
Upon  whose  property,  and  most  dear  life, 
A  damn'd  defeat  was  made.    Am  I  a  coward? 
Who  calls  me  villain?  breaks  mjpate  across? 
Plucks  off  my  beard,  and  blows  it  m  my  face  ? 
Tweaks  me  by  the  noee  ?  gives  me  the  lie  i*  the 

throat, 
As  deep  as  to  the  Inngs ?    Who  does  me  this? 
Ha? 

Why,  I  should  take  it :  for  it  cannot  be. 
But  I  am  pigeon-liver'd,  and  lack  gall 
To  make  oppression  bitter ;  or,  ere  this, 
I  should  have  fatted  all  tlie  region  kites 
With  this  slave's  offal:  Bloody,  bawdy  villain  1 
Remorseless,    treacherous,    lecherous,    kindless 

villain  1 
O  Tengeance. 


What  an  ass  am  1 1  ay,  sure,  this  is  most  brave ; 

That  1,  the  son  of  the  dear  murthered, 

Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heaven  and  hell. 

Must,  like  a  whore,  unpack  my  heart  with  words, 

And  fall  a  cursing,  like  a  very  drab, 

A  scullion! 

Fveupon't!  fohl  About,  my  brains!  I  have  heard, 

That  guiltv  creatures,  sitting  at  a  play, 

Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  scene 

Been  struck  so  to  the  soul,  that  presently 

They  have  proclaimed  their  malefactions; 

For  murther,  though  it  have  no  tongue,  will  speak 

With  most  miraculous  organ.     Ill  have  these 

players 
Pla^  something  like  the  murther  of  my  father, 
Before  mine  uncle:  111  observe  his  looks; 
111  tent  him  to  tlie  quick ;  if  he  but  blench, 
I  know  my  course.    The  spirit  tlmt  1  have  seen 
May  be  the  devil :  and  the  devil  hath  power 
To  assume  a  pleasing  shape;  yea,  and,  perhaps. 
Out  of  ray  weakness  and  my  melancholy 
(As  he  is  very  potent  with  such  spirits), 
Abuses  me  to  damn  me:  111  have  grounds 
More  relative  than  this:  The  play*s  the  thing. 
Wherein  111  oatch  the  conscienoe  of  the  king. 

u 


ACT  in. 


SCENE  l^^A  Boom  m  ike  OastU. 
Enter  Knio,  Queen,  Polonius,   Ophelia, 

ROBENCRANTZ,  COtd  GUILDENSTERN. 

King.  And  can  you,  by  no  drift  of  circumstance, 
Get  from  him,  why  he  puts  on  this  confusion; 
Grating  so  harshly  all  his  days  of  quiet 
With  turbulent  and  dangerous  lunacy? 

Bo8*  He  does  confess  he  feels  himself  distracted; 
But  from  what  cause  he  will  by  no  means  speak. 

QuiL  Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  sounded ; 
But,  with  a  crafty  madness,  keeps  aloo^ 
When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  some  confession 
Of  his  true  state. 

Queg/L  Did  he  receive  you  well? 

Ro8.  Most  like  a  gentleman. 

QttiL  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  disposition. 

Ro$.  Niggard  of  question;  but,  of  our  demands. 
Most  free  in  his  reply* 

Queen,  Did  you  assay  him 

To  any  pastime  ? 

Boa*  Madam,  it  so  fell  out,  that'certain  plavers. 
We  o'er-raught  on  the  way :    of  these  we  told  him ; 
And  there  did  seem  in  him  a  kind  of  joy 
To  hear  of  it :  They  are  about  the  court; 
And,  as  I  think,  they  have  already  order 
This  night  to  play  before  him. 

PcL  Tis  most  true : 

And  he  beseech'd  me  to  entreat  your  majesties, 
To  hear  and  see  the  matter. 

King,  With  all  my  heart;    and  it  doth  much 
content  me 
To  hear  him  so  inciin'd. 
Good  gentlemen,  give  him  a  further  edge. 
And  drive  his  purpose  on  to  these  delights. 

Bob.  We  shall,  my  lord.  [ExeuntKoA.andQtxwu 

King,  Sweet  Gertrude,  leave  us  too : 

For  we  have  closely  sent  for  Hamlet  hither; 
That  he,  ast  were  by  accident,  may  here 
Affiront  Ophelia. 

Her  father,  and  myself  (lawful  espials), 
Will  so  bestow  ourselves,  that,  seeing,  niL>eeii, 
We  may  of  their  encounter  frankly  judge; 
And  gather  by  him,  as  he  is  behav'd. 


irt  be  the  affliction  of  his  love  or  no, 
That  thus  he  suffers  for. 

Queen,  I  shall  obey  yon: 

And  for  your  part,  Ophelia,  I  do  wish. 
That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  cause 
Of  Hamlet's  wildness;  so  shall  I  hope  your  virtues 
Will  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again, 
To  both  your  honours. 
Opk,  Madam,  I  wish  it  may. 

[Eaat  QUBBH. 
iW,  Ophelia,  walk  you  here:— Gracious,  so 
please  you. 
We  will  bestow  ourselves :— Read  on  this  book ; 

[TbOPHEUA. 

That  show  of  such  an  exercise  may  colour 
Your  loneliness.    We  are  oft  to  blame  in  this, — 
'TLs  too  much  prov'd,that,  with  devotion^svinge, 
And  pious  action,  we  do  sugar  o*er 
The  devil  hiraselt 

King,  O,  ^is  too  tmel 

How  smart  a  lash  that  speech  doth  give  my  con- 
science! 
The  harlot's  cheek,  beautied  with  plastVing  art, 
Is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it. 
Than  is  my  deed  to  my  most  painted  word: 
O  heavy  burden !  [Aside, 

PoL  I  hear  hun  coming ;  let's  withdraw, my  lord. 
[Exeunt  Kmo  and  Polonius. 
Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham,  To  be ,  or  not  to  be,  that  is  tne  question : 
Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind,  to  suffer 
The  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortime. 
Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles. 
And  by  opposing  end  them  ?— To  die,— to  sleep,^ 
No  more;  and,  by  a  sleep,  to  say  we  end 
The  h'eart-ach.  and  the  thousand  natural  shocks 
That  flesh  is  heir  to,— 'tis  a  consummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wish'd.    To  die,— to  sleep ; — 
To  sleep !  perchance  to  dream ;— ay,  there'to  the 

rub: 
For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come^ 
When  we  have  shuiBed  off  this  mortal  coil,      ■ 
lA  ust  give  OS  pause :  there's  the  respect^?  O  Q IC 
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That  inalces  calamff  7  of  so  long  life : 

For  who  woald  U^r  the  whips  and  scorns  of  time, 

The  oppressor's  wrone,  the  proud  man ^  contumely. 

The  pangs  of  dispriz'd  love,  the  law's  delay, 

The  insolence  or  oflBce,  and  the  spurns 

That  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes. 

When  he  himself  might  his  quietus  make 

With  a  bare  bodkin?  who  would  these  fardels  bear, 

To  grunt  and  sweat  under  a  weary  life ; 

But  that  the  dread  of  something  after  death. 

The  undiscover'd  country,  from  whose  bourn 

No  traveller  returns,  puzzles  the  will ; 

And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have, 

Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of? 

Thus  conscience  does  make  cowards  of  ns  all ; 

And  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 

la  aioklied  o'er  witli  the  pale  cast  of  thought; 

And  enterprizes  of  great  pith  and  moment, 

With  this  regard,  their  currents  turn  away, 

And  lose  the  name  of  action.— Soft  yon,  new  I 

The  fair  Ophelia:  -Nymph,  in  thy  orisons 

Be  all  my  sins  remembered. 

Oph.  Good  my  lord, 

How  does  your  honour  for  this  many  a  day? 

Ham,  \  humbly  thank  you  ;  well,  well.  well. 

Oph,  My  lord,  I  have  remembrances  of  yours, 
Ttoat  I  have  longed  long  to  re^leliver ; 
Ipray  you,  now  receive  them. 

Hizm,  No,  no.    I  never  nve  yoa  aught. 

Oph.  My  honoured  lord,  1  know  right  well  yoa 
did; 
And,  with  them,  words  of  so  sweet  breath  composed 
As  made  the  things  more  rich :  their  perfume  lost, 
Take  these,  again ;  for  to  the  noble  mind, 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor,  when  givers  prove  nnkind. 
There,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Ua,  ha  I  are  yx)0  honest  ? 

Oph,  My  lord? 

JAxm,    Are  yon  fab? 

Oph.  What  means  your  lordship? 

JSram.  That  if  you  be  honest,  and  Mr,  your 
honesty  should  admit  no  discourse  to  your  beauty. 

C^  Could  beauty,  my  lord,  have  better  com- 
merce than  with  honesty  ? 

Ham,  Ay,  truly ;  for  the  power  of  beauty  will 
looner  transform  honesty  f^om  what  it  is  to  a  bawd, 
than  the  force  of  honesty  can  translate  beauty  into 
his  likeness:  this  was  some  time  a  paradox,  but 
now  the  time  gives  it  proof.    I  did  love  you  once. 

Oph,  Indeed,  my  lord,  you  made  me  believe  so. 

Ham.  You  should  not  have  believed  me:  for 
yirtne  cannot  so  inoculate  our  old  stock,  but  we 
shall  relish  of  it:  I  lov*d  you  not. 

Oph,  I  was  the  more  deceived. 


tliee  to  a  nunnery,  go ;  farewell :  Or,  if  thoa  wflt 
needs  n^rry,  marry  a  (bol ;  for  wise  men  know 
well  enough  what  monsters  you  make  of  them. 
To  a  nunnery,  go  j  and  quickly  too.    Farewell. 

Oph.  O  heavenly  powers,  restore  him  I 

Ham,  I  have  heard  of  your  paintings  too,  well 
enough.  God  hath  given  you  one  face,  and  yon 
make  yourselves  another ;  you  jig,  you  amble,  and 
you  lisp,  and  nickname  Ood*s  creaturea,  and  make 
your  wantonness  your  ignorance :  Go  to.  111  no 
more  on*t;  it  hath  made  me  mad.  I  say,  we  will 
have  no  more  marriages:  those  that  are  married 
already,  all  but  one,  shall  live ;  the  rest  shall  keep 
as  they  are.    To  a  nunnery,  go. 

[Exit  Hamlet 

Oph,  O,  what  a  noble  mind  is  here  overthrown  * 
The  courtier's,  soldier's,  scholar^  eye,  tongue 

sword: 
The  expectancy  and  rose  of  the  fair  state. 
The  glass  of  fashion,  and  the  mould  of  form. 
The  observed  of  all  observersi  quite,  quite  down 
And  1,  of  ladies  most  deject  and  wretcned, 
That  suck*d  the  honey  of  his  music  vows. 
Now  see  that  noble  and  most  sovereign  reason 
Like  sweet  bells  jangled,  out  of  tune  and  harsh ; 
That  unmatched  form  and  feature  of  blown  youth 
Blasted  with  ecstacy:  0,  woe  is  me  I 
To  have  seen  what  I  have  seen,  see  what  I  see 
£&€nUr  Kmo  and  PoLOinus. 

King.  Love  I  Ids  affections  do  not  that  way  tend , 
Nor  what  he  spake,  though  it  lack'd  form  a  little. 
Was  not  like  madness.    There^  something  in  hii 

soul, 
0*er  which  his  melancholy  sits  on  brood ; 
And,  I  do  doubt  the  hatch,  and  the  disclose, 
Will  be  some  danger:  Which  to  prevent, 
T  have,  in  quick  determination, 
Thus  set  it  down :  He  shall  with  speed  to  England 
For  the  demand  of  our  neglected  tribute* 
Haply,  the  seas,  and  countries  different, 
With  variable  objects,  shall  expel 
This  something-settled  matter  in  his  heart; 
Whereon  his  brains  still  beating,  puts  him  thus 
From  fashion  of  himself.     What  think  yon  on't? 

PoL  It  shall  do  well ;  but  yet  do  I  believe. 
The  origin  and  commencement  of  this  grief 
Sprung  from  neglected  love.— How  now,  Ophelia 
You  need  not  tell  us  what  lord  Hamlet  aaid  ;   1 
We  heard  it  all  —  My  lord,  do  as  yoa  please; 
But,  if  you  hold  it  fit,  after  the  play, 
Let  his  queen  mother  all  alone  entreat  htm 
To  show  his  griefs ;  let  her  be  round  with  b\m  ; 
And  ni  be  placed,  so  please  you,  in  the  ear 
Of  all  their  oonfp.renoA  •   If  aho  find  him  not. 
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passion  to  tatters,  to  very  rags,  to  split  the  tars  of 
the  fn*ound lings;  who,  for  the  must  (^art,  are 
capable  of  notliins  but  inexphcable  dumb  nhows 
and  noise:  I  could  have  such  a  teliow  whipiied 
for  o*er-doiog  Termagant ;  it  oat-herods  Uerod : 
pray  jou,  avoid  it 

1  Play.  I  warrant  your  honour. 

Ham,  Be  not  too  tame  neither,  bnt  let  yonr  own 
discretion  be  your  tutor:  suit  the  action  to  the 
word,  the  word  to  the  action ;  with  this  special 
observance,  that  you  o'er-step  not  the  mo^iesty  of 
nature :  for  anything  so  overdone  is  from  the  pur- 
pose of  playing,  wliot>e  end,  both  at  the  first,  and 
now,  was,  and  is,  to  hold,  as  *twere,  the  mirror  up 
to  nature;  to  show  virtue  her  own  feature,  scorn 
her  own  image,  and  the  very  age  and  body  of  the 
time,  his  form  and  pressure.  Now  this,  overdone, 
or  come  tardy  off,  though  it  make  the  uuhkilful 
laugh,  cannot  but  make  the  judicious  grieve;  the 
censure  of  the  which  one,  must,  in  your  allowance, 
o*er-weigh  a  whole  theatre  of  others.  O,  there  be 
players,  that  I  have  seen  play,  and  heard  others 
praise,  and  that  highly,  not  to  s|)eak  it  profanely, 
khat,  neither  having  tlie  accent  of  christians,  nor 
^e  gait  of  christian,  pagan,  nor  man .  have  so 
strutted,  and  bellowed,  that  I  have  thought  some 
of  nature's  journeymen  had  made  men,  and  not 
made  them  well,  they  imitated  humanity  so  abom- 
inably. 

1  tiay.  I  hope,  we  have  reformed  that  indif- 
ferently with  us,  sir. 

Uam,  O,  reform  it  altogether.  And  let  those 
that  play  your  clowns,  speak  no  more  than  is  set 
down  for  them:  for  there  be  of  them,  that  will 
themselves  laugh,  to  set  on  some  quantity  of  barren 
spectators  to  laugh  too ;  though,  m  the  mean  time, 
some  necessary  question  of  the  play  be  then  to  be 
considered :  that  a  villainous ;  and  shows  a  most 
pitiful  ambition  in  the  fool  that  uses  it.  Go,  make 
you  ready.  [Exeunt  Players. 

Enier  PoLonns,  Rosbncrants,  and  Quildeh- 

STIiRK. 

How  now,  my  lord?  will  the  king  hear  thb  piece 
of  work  ? 

Pd,  And  the  queen  too,  and  tbnt  presently. 

Ham,  Bid  the  players  m^e  haste. 

[Exit  POLONIUS. 

Will  yon  too  help  to  hasten  them  ? 
Both.  We  will,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  KOSENCKANTZOII^GUILDBHSTERN. 

Ham,  What, ho;  Horatio? 

Enter  Horatio. 

Hot,  Here,  sweet  lord,  at  yonr  service. 

Ham,  Horatio,  thou  art  e'en  as  just  a  man 
As  e'er  my  conversation  cop'd  withal. 

Hot,  O,  my  dear  lord, — 

Ham,  Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter: 

For  what  advancement  may  I  may  hope  from  thee, 
That  no  revenue  hast  but  thy  good  spirits, 
To  feed  and  clothe  thee?    Why  should  the  poor 

beflatter'd? 
No,  let  the  candied  tongue  lick  absurd  pomp; 
And  crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee. 
Where  thrift  may  follow  fawning.  Dost  thou  hear? 
Since  my  dear  soul  was  mistress  of  my  choice, 
And  could  of  men  dij<tinguish.  her  election 
Hath  seil'd  thee  for  herself:  tor  thou  hast  been 
As  one,  in  suffering  all,  that  suffers  nothing; 
A  man,  that  fortune's  buffets  and  rewards 
Has  ta'en  with  equal  thanks:  and  bless'd  are  thoee, 
Whose  blood  and  iadgnientfttejK>  welloomiugleu. 


That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortuned  finger 

To  sound  wliat  stop  she  please:  Give  me  that 

man 
That  is  not  pa.Hsion*s  slave,  and  I  will  wear  him 
In  my  heart's  core,  ay,  in  my  heart  of  hrart. 
As  1  do  thee.— Something  too  much  of  this. — 
There  is  a  play  to-night  bisfore  the  king ; 
One  scene  of  it  co  •  es  near  the  circumstance 
Which  1  have  told  thee  of  my  father's  death. 
I  prithee,  when  thdu  seest  that  act  a  foot. 
Even  with  tlie  very  comment  of  thy  soul 
Observe  mine  uncle:  tf  his  occulted  guilt 
Do  not  itself  unkennel  in  one  s|>eech, 
It  is  a  damned  ghost  that  we  have  seen 
And  mv  imaginations  are  as  foul 
As  Vulcan's  atithe.     Give  him  beedfhl  note: 
For  1  mine  eyes  will  rivet  to  his  face; 
And,  after,  we  will  both  our  judgments  join 
To  censure  of  his  seeming. 

Hot.  Well,  my  lord : 

If  he  steal  aught,  the  whilst  this  play  is  playing. 
And  'acape  detecting,  I  will  pav  tJie  theft. 

Ham.  They  are  coming  to  the  play ;  I  must  be 
i-lle: 
Get  yon  a  place. 

Enter  Kiho,  Queen,  PoLomns,  Opheua,  Robbi- 
CRANTZ,  G  UiLDBNSTERN,  and  oUtcT  Lords  atteit' 
dant^  tffilh  his  Guard,  carrying  torchee,  DamA 
March,    Sound  a  fioiuish. 

King,  How  fares  our  cousin  Hamlet? 

Ham,  Excellent,  i' faith ;  ofthecamelion'sdiah: 
I  eat  the  air,  prumise-craomied :  You  cannot  feed 
cap<ms  so. 

King,  I  have  nothing  with  this  answer,  Hamlet- 
these  words  are  not  mme. 

Ham,  No,  nor  mine.  Now,  my  lord,— yon 
played  once  in  the  university,  you  say?   [7b  Pou 

PoL  That  I  did,  my  lord ;  and  was  accounted  a 
good  actor. 

Ham,  And  what  did  you  enact? 

PoL  1  did  enact  Julius,  Cssar:  I  was  lolled 
i'the  Capitol :  Brutus  killed  me. 

Ham,  It  was  a  brute  part  of  him,  to  kill  so 
capital  a  calf  there.  — Be  the  players  ready? 

Mo8.  Ay,  my  lord;  they  stay  upon  your  ^ience. 

Queen.  Come  hither,  my  good  Hamlet,  sit  by  me. 

Hanu  No,  good  mother,  here's  metal  more 
attractive. 

Pol.  O,  ho  I   do  YOU  mark  that ?    [To  the  Knro. 

Ham,  Lady,  shall  I  lie  in  your  lap? 

[Lying  down  at  OPBXUX^fBttt, 

Ovh,  No,  my  lord. 

Ham,  I  mean  my  head  upon  your  lap? 

Ovh,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Do  you  tliink  I  meant  country  matters? 

Ouh.  1  think  nothing,  my  lord. 

Ham,  That's  a  fair  thought  to  lie  between  maids* 
legs. 

Oph,  What  is,  my  lord? 

Ham,  Nothing. 

Oph,  You  are  merry,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Who,  I? 

Oph,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  O  God  I  your  only  jig-maker.  What 
should  a  man  do,  but  be  merry  ?  for,  look  yon, 
how  cheerfully  my  mother  looks,  and  my  father 
died  within  these  two  hours. 

Chh,  Nay,  'tis  twice  two  months,  my  lord. 

Ham,  8o  long?  Nay,  then  let  the  devil  weer 

black,  for  I'll  have  a  suit  of  sables.    O  heavens! 

die  two  months  ago,  and  not  forgotten  yet?  Then 

there's  hope  a  great  man's  memory  uuty  ootliTf 
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his  life  balf  a  year:  Bat,  byVlady,  he  mnst  build 
charches  then :  or  else  »hall  he  sufTer  not  thinking 
on,  with  the  hobby-horse ;  whose  epitaph  is,  For, 
0,  for,  O,  the  hobby-horse  is  forgot. 

EietiUboy§  jilay.    The  dumb  Aow  eaten. 

EiOar  a  King  and  a  Qneen.  rery  Uningh:  (A«Queen 
mbraeing  kim.  She  kneeU.  and  makt§  thow  of  proUlation 
Mmto  Mm.  He  take*  htr  up.  and  dteUnea  hi$  kead  npon  her 
meek ;  laya  kim  dotpn  upon  a  bank  o/  Jtowen:  skc,  nedng 
kim  aeUep.  Uavea  him.  Avon  oomee  in  a  feWnc,  takua  off 
\U  crown,  kisMa  it,  and  poura  poieon  in  the  King  s  cart, 
mnd  exit  The  Queen  return*:  jinne  the  King  dead,  and 
vtakee  poKaioHote  action.  The  po'mner,  tcith  sonie  two  or 
(kru  mutee,  oomee  in  again,  aeeming  to  lament  %oiU»  her. 
The  dead  body  it  carried  Oicay.  The  poieoner  vcooa  the 
Queen  tcitk  mjte ;  eke  eeema  kiatk  and  tunoilUng  awhile, 
bid,  m  the  end,  aceepU  hie  Unm.  [EaewU. 

Oph,  What  means  this,  my  lord  ? 

BattL  Marry,  this  is  miching  mal  lecho ;  it  means 
mischief. 

Opfu  Belike  this  show  imports  the  argument  of 
the  play. 

Enter  Prologue. 

Bam,  We  shall  know  by  this  fellow :  the  players 
oannot  keep  counsel;  theyll  tell  all. 

CJ/iA.  Will  he  tell  us  what  this  show  meant? 

Ham,  Ay,  or  any  show  that  youll  show  him: 
Be  not  you  ashamed  to  show,  hell  not  shame  to 
tell  you  what  it  means. 

C^A,  You  are  naught,yoQ  are  naught;  111  mark 
the  play. 

Pro.  For  m,  and  for  oar  tragedy. 

Here  stooping  to  your  olemenof  , 
We  beg  your  beariDg  paUently. 

Bam,  Is  this  a  prologue,  or  the  poesy  of  a  ring? 
Ojjh,  *Tis  brief,  my  lord. 
Ham,,  At  woman's  love. 

Ikter  King  and  hu  Queen. 

P.Kkkq.  FuD  thirty  times  hath  PboBbus'cart  gone  round 
Neptune  B  salt  waab.  and  Tellus*  nrbed  ground ; 
And  thirty  doaeu  moons  vrith  borrowM  shm;n. 
About  the  world  have  times  twelve  thirties  bcon; 
Since  love  our  beartn,  and  Hymen  did  our  hands, 
Unite  oommutual  in  most  sacred  bands. 

P.  Qfueen.  80  many  joumies  may  the  sun  and  moon 
Make  us  again  count  o'er,  ere  l^ve  be  done  I 
Bui.  woe  is  me.  you  are  so  sick  of  late. 
80  far  from  cheer,  and  from  your  former  state, 
That  I  distrust  you.    Yet.  though  I  distrust. 
Discomfort  yuu.  my  lord,  it  nothing  must : 
For  women's  fear  and  love  holds  quantity ; 
Id  neither  aught,  or  m  extremity. 
Now.  what  my  love  is,  proof  hath  made  yon  know ; 
And  as  my  love  is  siz'd.  my  fear  is  so. 
Where  love  is  great,  the  littlest  doubts  are  fear ; 
Wbere  little  fears  now  great,  great  love  grows  there. 

P.  King.  'Faith,  I  must  leave  thee,  love,  and  shortly  too ; 
My  operant  powers  my  functions  leave  to  do : 
And  thou  Shalt  Uve  in  this  fair  world  behind, 
Boootti^d,  beloVd ;  and  haply,  one  as  kind 
For  husband  abali  thou 

P.  queen.  Q,  confound  theresfe  I 
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Where  Joy  most  revels,  grief  doth  most  lameol, 

Gnef  loys,  Joy  grieves,  un  slender  acddeut 

Tlib  world  is  not  fur  aye ;  nor  'tis  not  stnuoge 

That  even  our  loves  should  with  our  fortunes  ph^ngiff  • 

For  'tis  a  tiuustion  left  us  yet  to  prove. 

Whether  lov«  lead  f ortime,  or  else  fortune  lore. 

The  great  man  down,  you  mark,  his  favourite  flies; 

The  poor  advanc  d  mutes  friemto  of  enemies. 

And  hitherto  doth  Icve  on  fortune  tend  : 

For  who  not  needs  ohall  never  lack  a  friend; 

And  who  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  tiy 

Directly  seasons  him  his  enemy. 

But,  orderly  to  end  wbere  I  begim.— 

Our  wills  and  fates  do  so  contrary  run. 

That  our  devices  still  are  overthrown  ; 

Our  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  our  ovn ; 

80  think  thou  wilt  no  second  husband  wed , 

fiut  die  thy  thoughts  when  thy  first  lord  Is  dead. 

P.  Queen.  Nor  earth  to  give  me  food,  nor  heaven  li|^t  I 
Sport  and  repose  lock  from  me,  day  and  night  I 
To  desperation  turn  my  trust  and  hope ! 
An  anchor's  cheer  in  prison  be  my  scope  I 
Kach  opposite,  that  blanks  the  face  of  Joy, 
Meut  what  1  would  have  well,  and  it  dustroy  1 
Botl)  here  and  hence,  puniue  me,  lasting  strlfs^ 
If,  once  a  widow,  ever  I  be  wife  1 

Ham,  If  she  shoqld  break  it  now—     [7b  Oph. 

P.  King.  Tis  deeply  sworn.  Sweet,  leare  me  hero  awhile ; 
My  spirits  grow  dull,  and  fain  1  would  beguile 
The  te<iious  day  with  sleep.  [Sleepe. 

P.  Queen.  Sleep  rock  thy  brain. 

And  never  come  mjsohance  between  us  twain  1       [Exit, 

Ham,  Madam,  how  like  you  tliis  play? 

Queen,  The  lady  protests  too  mucn,  methinks. 

Ham,  O,  but  shell  keep  her  word. 

King,  Have  yoo  heard  the  argument?  Is  there 
no  offence  in*t? 

Ham.  No,  no,  they  do  bat  jest,  poison  in  jest; 
no  offence  i'  tlie  world. 

King.  What  do  you  call  the  play  ? 

//ai7i.  The  mouse-trap.  Marry,  how?  Tropically. 
Thb  play  b  the  image  of  a  murtlter  done  in  Vienna: 
Gonzago  is  the  duke's  name ;  his  wife,  Bapii&ta: 
you  shall  see  anon ;  'tis  a  knavish  piece  of  work : 
But  what  of  that  ?  your  m^estv,  and  we  that  have 
free  sou  Is,  it  touches  us  not :  Let  the  galled  jade 
winoe,  oar  withers  are  unwrnng. 

Enter  LvciAWxn. 
This  is  one  Ladanus,  ne[)hew  to  the  king. 

Oph,  You  are  a  good  chorus,  my  lord. 

Jzom,  I  could  interpret  between  you  and  your 
love,  if  I  could  se«3  the  puppets  dallying. 

Ovh,  You  are  keen,  my  lord,  yon  are  keen. 

liam.  It  would  cost  you  a  groaning,  to  take  ofl 
my  edge. 

Oph,  Still  better,  and  worse. 

Ham,  So  you  must  take  husbands. — Begin, 
muriherer;  leave  thy  daumable  faces,  and  begin. 

Come ; 

The  croaking  raven 

Doth  bellow  for  revenge. 

Luc  Thoughts  black,  hands  apt»  dmgs  flt,  and  ttmo 
agreeing; 
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n€an.  Why  let  the  strnoken  deer  go  weep, 

The  hart  angalled  plaj : 
For  some  must  watch,  while  some  most  sleep; 
So  runs  the  world  away, — 
Would  not  this,  sir,  and  a  forest  of  feathers  (if  the 
rest  of  my  fortunes  turn  Turk  with  me),  with  two 
Provincial  roses  on  my  razed  shoes,  get  me  a 
Gallowship  in  a  cry  of  players,  air  ? 
Hot.  Half  a  share. 
Ham,  A  whole  one,  ay. 

For  thou  dost  know,  0  Damon  dear, 

This  realm  dismantled  was 
Of  Jove  himself;  and  now  reigns  here 
A  very,  very  Faiocke. 
Hot,  You  mi^ht  have  rhymed. 
Ham,  O  good  Horatio,  Ml  Uke  the  ghost's  word 
for  a  thousand  pound.    Didst  perceive? 
Hot.  Very  well,  mv  lord. 
Ham,  Upon  the  talk  of  the  poisoning, — 
Hor,  I  did  Visry  well  note  him. 
Ham,  Ah,  ha  I — Come,  some  music ;  come,  the 
recorder! — 

For  if  the  king  like  not  the  comedy, 
Why,  then,  belike,  he  likes  it  not,  perdy. 

Enter  Rosbncrantz  and  Quildemstern. 
Come,  some  music 

QuiL  Good  my  lord,  Youchsafe  me  a  word  with 
you. 

Ham,  Sir,  a  whole  history. 

OuO,  The  king,  sir,— 

Ham,  Ay,  sir,  what  of  him  ? 

GuiL  Is,  in  his  retirement,  marvellous  dis- 
tempered. 

Ham.  With  drink,  sir? 

OidL  No,  my  lord,  rather  with  choTer. 

Ham,  Your  wisdom  should  show  itself  more 
richer,  to  signify  this  to  his  doctor ;  for,  for  me  to 

Eut  him  to  nis  purgation,  would,  perhaps,  plunge 
im  into  far  more  oholer. 

GuU.  Good  my  lord,  put  ^our  discourse  into 
some  frame,  and  start  not  so  wildly  from  myaffiiir. 

I^im,  I  am  tame,  sir;  pronounce. 

GtdL  The  queen,  your  mother,  in  most  great 
affliction  of  spirit,'  hath  sent  me  to  yoa. 

Ham,  Yon  are  welcome. 

OuU.  Nay,  good  mj  lord,  this  courtesy  is  not  of 
the  right  breed.  If  it  shall  please  yon  to  make 
me  a  wholesome  answer,  I  will  do  your  mother^s 
commandment:  if  not,  your  pardon,  and  my  return, 
ihall  be  the  end  of  my  business. 

Ham,  Sir,  I  cannot. 

QuiL  What,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Make  you  a  wholesome  answer ;  my  wit's 
diseased :  But,  sir,  such  answers  as  I  can  make  yon 
shall  command ;  or,  rather,  you  say,  my  mother : 
therefore,  no  more,  but  to  the  matter;  My  mother, 
you  say,^ 

Hoa.  Then  thus  she  says:  Your  behaviour  liath 
struck  her  into  amazement  and  admiration. 

Ham,  O  wonderful  son,  that  can  so  astonish  a 
mother ! — But  is  there  no  sequel  at  the  heels  of 
this  mother's  admiration  ? 

£08,  She  desires  to  speak  with  yon  in  her  closet, 
ere  you  gDo  to  bed. 

Mam,  We  shall  obey,  were  she  ten  times  our 
mother.    Haveyouany  further  trade  with  us? 

Bos,  My  lord,  you  once  did  love  me. 

Ham,  So  I  do  still,  by  these  pickers  and  stealers. 

Boe,  Good  my  lord,  what  is  your  cause  of  dis- 
temper? you  do  freely  bar  the  door  of  your  own 
liberty,  if  you  deny  your  griefe  to  your  uriend. 

^oin  ^.  I  lack  advanoemenU 
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jRoa,  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  voioe 
of  the  king  himself  foryonrsuccession  in  Denmark? 

Ham,  Ay,  but  **  While  the  grass  grows,"— the 
proverb  is  something  musty. 

Enter  one  with  a  recorder, 

O,  the  recorder :  let  me  see.—  To  withdraw  with 
you : — Why  do  you  go  about  to  recover  the  vrind 
of  me,  as  if  you  would  drive  me  into  a  toil  ? 

Gml,  O,  my  lord,  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my 
love  is  too  unmannerly. 

Ham,  1  do  not  well  understand  that     Will  you 


play  upon  this  pipe? 


it.  My  lord,  I  cannot. 

Ham,  1  pray  you. 

OuiL  Believe  me,  I  cannot. 

Ham,  I  do  beseech  you. 

OitiL  I  know  no  touch  of  it,  my  lord. 

Ham,  'Tis  as  easy  a.s  lying:  govern  these 
ventages  with  your  fingers  and  thumb,  give  it 
breath  with  your  mouth,  and  it  will  discourse  must 
excellent  music.    Look  you,  these  are  the  stops. 

OuU,  But  these  cannot  I  command  to  any 
utterance  of  harmony;  I  liave  not  the  skill. 

Ham,  Why,  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a 
thing  you  make  of  me.  You  would  play  upon  me; 
you  would  seem  to  know  my  stops;  yon  would 
pluck  out  the  heart  of  my  mystery;  yoa  wocdd 
sound  me  from  my  lowest  note  to  the  top  of  my 
compass:  and  there  is  much  music,  excellent 
voice,  in  this  little  orjgan ;  yet  cannot  you  make 
it  Why,  do  you  think  that  I  am  easier  to  be 
played  on  than  a  pipe?  Call  me  what  instrument 
you  will,  though  you  can  fret  me,  you  cannot  play 
upon  me 

Enter  PoLOisnus. 

God  bless  you,  sir  I 

PoL  My  lord,  the  queen  would  speak  with  yoa, 
and  presently. 

I^m,  Do  you  see  that  cloud,  that%  almost  in 
shape  like  a  camel  ? 

Ai,  By  the  mass,  and  'tis  like  a  camel,  indeed. 

Ham.  Methinks,  it  is  like  a  weasel. 

PoL  It  is  backed  like  a  weaseL 

Ham,  Or,  like  a  whale  ? 

FoL  Very  like  a  whale. 

Ham,  Then  will  I  come  to  my  mother  by  and 
by.— They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent — I  wUI 
come  by  and  by. 

PoL  I  will  say  so.  [ExU  FoL. 

Ham.  By  and  by  is  easily  said. — ^Leave  me, 
friends,    [ixeunt  KoB.,  GuiL.,  UoR.,<£e; 
'Tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night ; 
When  churchyards  yawn,  and  hell  itself  breathes 

oat 
Contagion  to  this  world :  Now  ooald  I  drink  hoi 

bloodj 
And  do  such  bitter  business  as  the  day 
Would  quake  to  look  on.  Soft;  now  to  my  mother. — 
O,  heart,  lose  not  thy  nature;  let  not  ever 
The  soul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  bosom: 
Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural : 
I  will  speak  daggers  to  her,  but  use  none, 
My  tongue  and  soul  in  this  be  hypocrites; 
How  in  my  words  soever  she  be  shent, 
To  give  them  seals  never,  my  soul,consent!    [£eil. 

SCENE  III — A  Boom  in  the  eame. 
Enter  Enra,  Rosbncrants,  and  GuiU)B2fSTEBS. 
Kin{f,  I  like  him  not;  nor  stands  it  safe  with  as, 
To  let  his  madness  ranee.  Thorefore,  prepare  yoa^ 
I  your  commission  will  forthwith  do^MUeh, 
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And  he  to  England  shall  along  with  70a: 
The  teroLD  of  oar  estate  may  not  endure 
Hazard  so  dangerous,  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Cot  of  his  lunacies. 

OuQ,  We  will  ourselves  provide* 

Most  holy  and  religious  fear  it  is, 
To  keep  those  many  many  bodies  safe, 
That  live  and  feed  upon  your  majesty. 

Boa   The  single  and  peculiar  lite  is  bound. 
With  all  the  strength  and  armour  of  the  mind, 
To  keep  itself  from  'noyance;  but  much  more 
That  spirit,  upon  whose  spirit  de{>end  and  rest 
rhe  lives  of  many.    The  cease  of  majesty 
Dies  not  alone;  but,  like  a  gulf,  doth  draw 
What's  near  it  with  it :  it  is  a  massy  wheel. 
Fix  d  on  the  summit  of  the  highest  mount. 
To  whose  huge  spokes  ten  thoujiand  lesser  things 
Are  mortis'd  and  adjoin'd ;  which,  when  it  falls, 
Each  small  annexment,  petty  consequence, 
A.ttend8  the  boistVous  ruin.    Never  alone 
Did  the  king  sigh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 

King,  Arm  you,  I  pray  you  to  this  speedy 
voyage; 
For  we  wi  1  fetters  put  upon  this  fear, 
Which  now  goes  too  free-footed. 

&«.,  GviL  We  will  haste  us.  [Ex,KoB,dGi3iL, 

EtUer  PoLONiua. 

iW.  My  lord,  he*s  going  to  his  mother*s  closet; 
Behind  the  arras  I'll  convey  mjrself. 
To  hear  the  process;  I'll  warrant,  shell  tax  him 

home, 
And,  as  you  said,  and  wisely  was  it  said, 
Tis  meet,  that  some  more  audience  than  a  mother, 
Binoe  nature  makes  them  partial,  should  o'erhear 
The  si}eech  of  vanta^.    Fare  you  well,  my  liege : 
111  call  upon  you  ere  you  go  to  bed, 
And  tell  you  what  1  know. 

King,  Thanks,  dear  my  lord.     [Exit  PcfL, 

0,  my  offence  is  rank,  it  smells  to  heaven ; 
It  hath  the  primal  eldest  cunie  upon't, 
A  brother's  murth*»r!— Pray  can  I  not. 
Though  inclination  be  as  sharp  as  will; 
My  stronger  guilt  defeats  my  strong  intent; 
And,  like  a  man  to  double  business  bound, 
[  stand  in  pause  where  I  shall  first  begin. 
And  both  ne;;lect.     What  if  this  cursed  hand 
Were  thicker  than  it.^elf  with  brother's  blood  ? 
Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  sweet  heavens. 
To  wash  it  white  as  snow  ?  Whereto  serves  mercy, 
But  to  confront  tlie  visage  of  otfence? 
And  what's  in  prayer,  but  this  two-fold  fbrce,— 
To  be  forestallwl,  ere  we  come  to  fall, 
Or  pardon  \l,  being  down?  Then  I'll  lookup; 
My  fault  u  past.     But,  0,  what  form  of  nrayer 
Can  serve  my  tturn  ?  Forgive  me  my  foul  mur- 

therl— 
That  cannot  be ;  since  I  am  still  possessed 
Of  tho^  effects  for  which  I  did  the  murther, 
My  crown,  mine  own  ambition,  and  my  queen. 
May  one  be  pardon'd,  an«l  retain  the  offence**' 
In  the  corrupted  currents  of  thb  world, 
Offence's  gilded  hand  may  sh')vi'  by  justice; 
And  oft  'tis  seen,  the  wicked  prize  itself 
Buys  out  the  law :  But  'tis  not  so  above : 
There  is  no  shuffling,  there  the  action  lies 
In  his  true  nature ;  and  we  oursf  Ivej*  compelPd, 
Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  fitilis, 
To  give  in  evidence.    When  then?  what  rests? 
Try  what  repentance  can :  What  can  it  not  ? 
Yet  what  can  it,  when  one  can  not  rejient? 
0  wretched  state !    O  bosom,  black  a-i  death  I 
0  Umed  loul,  thftt  struggling  to  be  free, 


Art  more  engag'd !   Help,  angels,  make  assay  I 
Bow,  stubborn  knees  I  and,  heart,  with  strings  ol 

steel. 
Be  soft  as  sinews  of  the  new-born  babe : 
All  may  be  well  I  [JUtirea  cmd  hneeU 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham,  Now  might  I  do  it,  pat,  now  he  is  praying 
And  now  111  dot:— and  so  he  goes  to  heaven: 
And  so  am  1  reveng'd  ?    That  would  be  scann'd 
A  villain  kills  my  father ;  and,  for  that 
I,  his  sole  son,  do  this  same  villain  send 
To  heaven. 

O,  this  is  hire  and  salary,  not  revenge. 
He  took  my  father  grossly,  full  of  bread; 
With  all  his  crimes  broad  blown,  as  fresh  as  May, 
And,  how  his  audit  stands,  who   knows,  save 

heaven? 
But,  in  our  circumstance  and  course  of  thought, 
Tis  heavj^  with  him :  And  am  I  then  reveng'd. 
To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  soul. 
When  he  b  fit  and  season 'd  for  his  passage? 
No. 

Ifp,  sword ;  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  hent* 
when  he  is  drunk,  asleep,  or  in  his  rage; 
Or  in  the  incestuous  pleasure  of  his  bed ; 
At  gaming,  swearing;  or  about  some  act 
That  has  no  relish  of  salvation  in't: 
Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  heaven ; 
And  that  his  soul  may  be  as  damn'd,  and  black, 
As  hell,  whereto  it  goes.     My  mother  stays: 
This  physic  but  prolongs  thy  sickly  days.    [ExU. 

Tht  KiNQ  rises  and  advanoea. 

King,  My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain 
below: 
Words,  without  thoughts,  never  to  heaven  go. 

[ExU 

SCENE  lY,— Another  Room  in  the  1 


Enter  Queen  and  Polonius. 

FdL  He  will  come  straight     Look,  yon  lay 
home  to  him : 
Tell  him  his  pranks  have  heesi  too  broad  to  bear 

vrith: 
And  that   your  grace  hath  screen'd  and  stood 

between 
Much  heat  and  him.    Ill  silence  me  e^  here 
L'ray  you,  be  round  with  him. 
nam,  [Within,]  Mother  I  mother!  mother! 
Queen,  111  warrant  you, 

Fear  me  not : — withdraw,  I  hear  him  coming. 

.  [Polonius  hidea  hmae^. 
Enter  Hahlbt. 

Ham,  Now,  mother,  what 's the  matter? 
Queen,  Hamlet,  thou   hast   thy  &ther  much 

offended. 
Ham,  Mother,   you    have   my   fiUher   mudi 

offended. 
Queen,  Come,  come,  you  answer  with  an  idle 

tongue. 
Ham,  Go,  go,  you  question  with  an  idle  tongue. 
Queen,  Why,  how  now,  Hamlet  ? 
Hum,  What's  the  matter  now  ? 

Queen,  Have  you  forget  me  ? 
Ham,  No,  by  the  rood,  not  so ; 

You  are  the  queen,  your  husband's  brother's  wife; 
But  would  you  were  not  so!  You  are  my  mother. 
Queen,  Nay,  then  I'll  set  those  to  you  that  cao 

speak. 
Maau  Come,  come,  and  sit  70a  down;   yon 


shall  not  bu( 
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T  on  go  not,  till  I  set  you  up  a  glaKs 
Where  you  may  see  the  inmost  part  of  you. 
Queen.  What  wilt   thou  do'/  thou  wilt   not 
murther  me? 
Help,  help,  ho! 
PoL  [Behind,]  What,  ho  I  help  I  help  I  help  I 
Ham,  How  now  I  a  rat?        [Dream, 

Dead,  for  a  ducat,  dead. 

[Hamlet  makes  a  pass  throttgh  the  arras. 
PoL  [BeJiind]  0  1  am  slain.         [FallSf  and  dies. 
Queen.  0  me,  what  hast  thou  done? 
Jaam,  Nay,  1  know  not: 

U  it  the  king? 

[Lifts  up  the  arms,  and  drags  forth  Polonius. 
Qiieen.  0,  what  a  rash  and  bloody  deed  is  this  I 
Ham.   A  bloody  deed  I — almost  aa  bad,  good 
motlier, 
&9  kill  a  king,  and  marry  with  his  brother. 
Queen.  As  kill  a  king  I 

Ham.  Ay,  lady,  twas  my  word. — 

Thou  wretched,  rash,  intruding  fool,  farewell  I 

[7b  Pol. 
I  took  thee  for  thy  betters;  take  thy  fortune: 
Thou  find'ttt,  to  be  too  busy  is  some  danger. — 
Leave  wringing  of  your  hands:  Peace,  sit  you  down, 
And  let  me  wring  your  heart :  for  so  I  shall, 
If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  stuff; 
If  damned  curttom  have  not  brazM  it  so, 
That  it  is  proof  and  bulwark  against  sense* 
Queen.  What  have  I  done  that  thou  dar'st  wag 
thy  tongue 
In  noise  so  rude  against  me  ? 

Ham,  Such  an  act, 

That  blurs  the  grace  and  blush  of  modesty; 
Calls  virtue,  hypocrite;  takes  off  the  rose 
From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love, 
And  sets  a  blister  there ;  makes  marriage  vows 
As  false  as  dicers'  oaths:  O,  such  a  deed 
As  from  the  body  of  contraction  plucks 
The  very  soul ;  and  sweet  religion  makes 
A  rhapsody  of  words :  Heaven's  faoe  doth  glow ; 
Yea,  this  solidity  and  compound  mass, 
With  tristful  vi.sage,  as  against  the  doom, 
Is  thought-sick  at  the  act. 

Queen,  Ah  me,  what  act. 

That  roars  so  loud,  and  thunders  in  the  index? 

Ham.  Look  here,  upon  this  picture,  and  on  this ; 
The  counterfeit  pre<«entment  of  two  brothers. 
See  wiiat  a  grace  was  seated  on  his  brow : 
Hyperion's  curls ;  the  front  of  Jove  himself; 
An  eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  or  command ; 
A  station  like  the  herald  Mercury, 
New-lighted  on  a  heaven-kissing  hill  ■ 
A  combination  and  a  form,  indeed, 
Where  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal. 
To  give  the  wurld  assurance  of  a  man : 
This  was  your  husband,— look  you  now,  what 

foIloMTs: 
Here  is  your  husband ;  like  a  mildew 'd  ear. 
Blasting  his  wholesome  brother.   Have  you  eyes  ? 
Gould  you  on  this  fair  mountain  leave  to  feed, 
And  batten  on  this  moor?    Ha !  have  you  eyes? 
You  cannot  call  it  love:  for,  at  your  age, 
The  hey-day  in  the  blood  is  tame,  it's  humble, 
And  waits  upon  the  judgment:  And  what  judgment 
Would  step  trom  this  to  this  ?  Sense,  sure,  you  have. 
Else,  could  you  not  have  motion :  But  sure,  that 

sense 
Isapoplex'd  :  for  madness  would  not  err; 
Nor  sense  to  ecstasy  was  ne*er  so  thnilKd, 
But  it  reserved  some  quantity  of  choice, 
To  serve  in  such  a  difference.    What  devil  wast. 
That  thus  hath  oozeu*d  you  at  hoodmau-blind? 
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Eyes  without  feeling,  feeling  without  sight, 

Ears  without  hands  or  ^ye&y  smelling  sans  ail. 

Or  but  a  sickly  part  of  one  true  sense 

Could  not  so  mope. 

O  shame  I  where  is  ihj  blush  ?    Rebelliouf  hall. 

If  thou  canst  mutine  m  a  matron^s  bones, 

To  flaming  youth  let  virtue  be  as  wax, 

And  melt  m  her  own  fire ;  proclaim  no  shame, 

When  the  compulsive  ardour  gives  the  charge, 

Since  frost  itself  as  actively  doth  bum, 

And  reason  panders  will. 

Queen,  0  Hamlet,  speak  no  more 

Thou  tum*st  mine  eyes  into  mv  very  soul ; 
And  there  I  see  such  black  and  grained  spots. 
As  will  not  leave  their  tinct. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  to  live 

In  the  rank  sweat  of  an  enseamed  bed; 
Stew'd  in  corruption ;  honeying,  and  making  love 
Over  the  nasty  stye; — 

Qiteen.  0,  speak  to  me  no  more ; 

These  words,  like  daggers,  enter  in  mine  ears  ; 
No  more,  sweet  Hamlet. 

Ham,  A  murtherer,  and  a  villain : 

A  slave,  that  is  not  twentieth  part  the  tythe 
Of  your  precedent  lord :— a  vice  of  kings : 
A  cutpurse  of  the  empire  and  the  rule; 
That  from  a  shelf  the  precious  diadem  stole, 
And  put  it  in  his  pocket  I 
.Queen.  No  more. 

„  Enter  Ghost      .  . . 

Ham,  A  kmg 

Of  shreds  and  patches : — 
Save  me,  and  hover  o'er  me  with  your  wings, 
You  heavenly  guards  I — What  would  you,  gracione 
figure? 

Queen,  Alas!  he's  mad. 

Ham,  Do  ^ou  not  come  your  tardy  son  to  chide, 
Thatj  laps'd  m  time  and  passion,  lets  go  by 
The  important  acting  of  your  dread  command  ? 
0,8ay. 

Qhost.  Do  not  forget :  this  visitation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  almost  blunted  purpose. 
But,  look  I  amazement  on  thy  mother  sits: 
O,  step  between  her  and  her  fighting  soul ; 
Conceit  in  weakest  bodies  strongest  works 
Speak  to  her,  Hamlet. 

Hanu  How  is  it  with  you,  lady  ? 

Queen.  Alas,  how  is't  with  you  ? 
That  you  do  bend  your  ey^e  on  vacancpr, 
And  with  the  incorporal  air  do  hold  discourse? 
Forth  at  your  eyes  your  spirits  wildly  peep ; 
And  as  the  sleeping  soldiers  in  the  alarm. 
Your  bedded  hsur,  li^e  life  in  excrements, 
Starts  up,  and  stands  on  end.    0  gentle  son, 
Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  distemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience.     Whereon  do  you  look? 

Ham.  On  him  I  on  him  I — Look  you,  how  pale 
he  glares  1 
His  form  and  cause  conioin*d,  preaching  to  stones, 
Would  make  them  capaole. — Do  not  look  upon  me; 
Lest,  with  this  piteous  action,  you  convert 
My  stern  effects :  then  what  I  have  to  do 
Will  want  true  colour;  tears,  pereliance,  for  blood. 

Quetn,  To  whom  do  you  speak  this? 

Ham.  1)0  you  see  nothing  there  f 

Queen,  Nothing  at  all ;  ^et  all  that  is  I  see. 

Hetm.  Nor  did  yoo  nothmg  hear  ? 

Queen.  No,  nothing,  but  ourselves. 

Ham.  Why,  look  yon  there  I  look,  how  it  steals 
away  1 
My  father,  in  his  habit  as  he  lived  I 
Look,  where  he  goes,  even  now,  out  at  the  portal  I 
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(fuedH.  Tliia  is  tbo  vety  ooiuage  oi  your  brain 
TliiB  bodiless  creation  ecstasy 
Is  very  ciuining  in. 

Ham.  Ecstasy! 
My  pulse,  as  yours,  dotb  temperarely  keep  time, 
And  makes  as  healthful  music :  It  is  not  madness 
That  I  have  utter 'd :  bring  me  to  the  test, 
And  I  the  matter  will  re- word;  which  madness 
Would  gambol  from.    Mother,  for  love  of  grace, 
Lay  nut  that  flattering  unction  to  your  soul, 
That  not  your  trespass,  but  my  madness,  speaks: 
It  will  bat  skin  and  tilm  the  ulcerous  place; 
Whiles  rank  corruption,  mining  all  within, 
Infects  unseen.    Confess  yourself  to  heaven ; 
Uepent  what's  past:  avoid  what  is  to  come; 
And  do  not  spread  the  compost  o'er  the  weeds, 
To  make  ihem  rank.   Forgive  me  this  my  virtue: 
For  in  the  fatness  of  these  pursy  times, 
Virtue  itself  of  vice  must  pardon  be^; 
Tea,  curb  and  woo  fur  leave  to  do  him  good. 

Queen.  O  Hamlet  I  thou  liast  cleft  my  heart  io 
twain. 

Ham.  O  throw  away  the  worser  part  of  it, 
And  live  the  purer  with  the  other  half. 
Good  night :  but  ^o  not  to  mine  uncle's  bed ; 
Assume  a  virtue,  if  you  have  it  not. 
Thai  monster,  custom,  who  all  sense  doth  eat— 
Of  habits  devil, — is  angel  yet  in  this, — 
That  to  the  use  of  actions  fair  and  good 
He  likewise  gives  a  fVock,  or  livery, 
That  aptly  is  put  on :  Refrain  to-night : 
And  tliat  shall  lend  a  kind  of  easiness 
To  the  next  abstinence:  the  next  more  easy; 
For  use  almost  can  change  the  stamp  of  nature, 
And  master  the  devil,  or  throw  him  out 
With  wondrous  potency.   Once  more,  good  night: 
Ajid  when  you  are  desirous  to  be  bless'd, 

U  blessing  beg  of  yoiL^For  this  same  lord, 

[Pointaig  to  POLOMlUS. 
I  do  repent    But  heaven  hath  pleas'd  it  so, — 
To  panish  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me. 
That  1  most  be  their  scourge  and  minister. 
I  will  bestow  him,  ai>d  will  answer  well 
The  death  I  gave  him.    So  a^in,  good  night! 
I  most  be  oraei,  only  to  be  lund: 
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Thus  bad  begins,  and  worse  remains  behind*- 
One  word  more,  good  lady. 

Queen.  Wliatshall  I  do? 

Ham.  Not  this,  by  no  means,  that  I  bid  yoa  do 
Let  the  bloat  king  tempt  you  again  to  bed ; 
Pinch  wanton  on  your  cheek ;  call  ^on  his  mouse' 
And  let  him,  for  a  pair  ot  reechy  kisses, 
Or  paddling  in  your  neck  with  his  damn'd  fingers. 
Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out. 
That  I  essentially  am  not  in  madness, 
But  mad  in  craft.   Twere  good  you  let  him  know: 
Fur  who,  that's  but  a  queen,  fair,  sober,  wise. 
Would  from  a  paddock,  from  a  bat,  a  gib, 
Such  dear  concernings  hide  ?  who  would  do  so? 
No,  in  despite  of  sense,  and  secrecy, 
Unpeg  the  basket  on  the  house's  top, 
Let  the  birds  fly ;  and,  like  the  famous  ape. 
To  try  conclusions,  in  the  basket  creep. 
And  oreak  your  own  neck  down. 

Queen.  13e  thou  assur'd,  if  words  be  made  ol 
breath, 
And  breath  of  life,  I  have  no  life  to  breathe 
What  thou  hast  said  to  me. 

Ham.  I  must  to  England,  you  know  that? 

Queen.  Alaok, 

I  had  forgot;  'tis. x»  ooncluded  on. 

Ham.  There's  letters  seal'd:  and  my  two  school* 
fellows, — 
Whom  I  will  trust,  as  I  will  adders  fang'd,— 
They  bear  the  mandate ;  they  must  sweep  my  way, 
And  marshal  me  to  knavery :  Let  it  work. 
For  'tis  the  sport,  to  have  the  engineer 
Hoist  with  his  own  petar :  and  \  shall  go  hard, 
But  I  will  delve  one  yard  below  their  mines, 
And  blow  them  at  the  moon :  O,  'tis  most  sweet 
When  in  one  line  two  crafts  directly  meet 
This  man  sliall  set  me  packing. 
Ill  lug  the  guts  into  the  neighbour  room  :— 
Mother,  good  night— Indeed,  this  counsellor      < 
Is  now  most  still,  most  secret,  and  most  grave, 
Who  was  in  life  a  foolish  prating  knave. 
Come,  sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you: 
Qood  night  mother. 

[JSxeunt  teoeraUy;  Hahlst  dragging  m 
ike  body  qf  Polodqus. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  h^The 


Enter  KiRO  and  Qobbk. 

Kinff.  There's  matter  in  these  sighs ;  these  pro- 
found heaves; 
You  must  translate :  'tis  fit  Mre  understand  them : 
Where  is  your  son  ? 

Queen,  Ah,  my  good  lord,  what  have  I  seen 
to-night  I 

JTuv*  What  Gertrude?    How  does  Hamlet  ? 

Quoen.  Mad  as  the  seas  and  wind,  when  both 
contend 
Which  is  the  mightier :  In  his  lawless  fit. 
Behind  the  arras  hearing  something  stir. 
He  whips  his  rapier  out  ^"d  cries,  ^*  A  rati  a  rat  1** 
And,  in  his  bramish  apprehension,  kills 
The  unseen  good  old  man. 

King.  '  O  heavy  deed  I 

It  had  been  so  with  us,  had  we  been  there: 
His  liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all ; 
To  you  yourself,  to  us,  to  every  one. 
Alas!  how  shall  this  bloody  deed  be  answer *d? 
It  will  be  laid  to  us,  whose  providence 
Should  have  kept  short  restrain'd,  and  out  of  haunt. 
This  mad  young  man  •  but  so  mnoh  was  our  love 


We  would  not  onderstand  what  was  most  fit; 
But,  like  the  owner  of  a  foul  disease. 
To  keep  it  from  divulging,  let  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  life.     Where  is  he  gone? 

Queen.  To  draw  apart  the  body  he  hatli  kill'd; 
O'er  whom  his  very  madness,  like  some  ore, 
Among  a  mineral  of  metals  base, 
Shows  itself  pure;  he  weeps  for  what  is  done* 

King.  O,  Gertrude,  oome  away ! 
The  sun  no  sooner  shall  the  mountain  touch. 
But  we  will  ship  him  hence:  and  this  vile  deed 
We  must,  with  all  our  majesty  and  skill. 
Both  countenance  and  excuse.— Hoi  Guildenstemi 

Knter  Rosbkokastz  and  Guildbmstern. 

Friends  both,  go  join  you  with  some  further  aid : 
Hamlet  in  madness  hath  Polonius  slain, 
And  from  his  mother's  closet  hath  he  drage'd  him : 
Go,  seek  him  out;  speak  fair,  and  bring  the  body 
Into  the  chapel.    I  pray  you,  haste  in  this. 

[Exeunt  Roe.  andQuiL. 
Come,  Gertrude,  we'll  call  up  our  wisest  friends  i 
And  let  them  know,  both  what  we  mean  to  do, 
And  what's  untimely  done:  so,  haply,  slander, . 
Whose  whisper  o'er  the  world's  diametarOQiC 
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As4evel  as  the  oannon  to  his  blank, 

Transports  his  poisoned  shot,  may  miss  our  name, 

And  hit  the  woundless  air.    0  come  away ! 

My  soul  is  fall  of  discord  and  dismay.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE  Ih^AnotherBoomm  the 


Jhter  Hamlet. 

Earn. Safely  stowed,  — 

i2o5.  <£e.  vHtfutL  Hamlet!  lord  Hamlet t 
Ham,  What  noise?  who  calls  on  Hamlet?  O, 
here  they  come. 

EtUar  ROSEHCBAMTS  and  GmLDBMSTEKN. 

Boe,  TMiat  have  yoa  done,  my  lord,  with  the 
dead  body? 

Mam,  Compounded  it  with  dost,  whereto  *tis  kin. 

Bo$,  Tell  OS  where  *tis ;  that  we  may  take  it 
thence. 
And  bear  it  to  the  chapel. 

Ham.  Do  not  believe  it. 

Boa,  Belieye  what  ? 

Ham.  That  I  can  keep  yonr  oonnae),  and  not 
mme  own.  Besides,  to  be  demanded  of  a  sponge ! — 
what  replication  should  be  made  by  the  son  of  a 
king? 

JUo$,  Take  y;oa  me  for  a  sponge,  my  lord  ? 

Ham,  Ajj  sir;  that  soaks  up  the  king's  conn* 
tenance,  his  rewards,  his  authorities.  But  such 
officers  do  the  king  best  service  in  the  end :  He 
keeps  them,  like  an  ape,  in  the  corner  of  his  jaw ; 
first  mouthed,  to  be  last  swallowed:  When  he 
needs  what  yon  have  gleaned,  it  is  but  squeezing 
yoo,  and,  sponge,  yoa  shall  be  dry  again. 

Jios.  I  understand  yoa  not,  my  lord. 

Ham,  I  am  glad  of  it :  A  knavish  speech  sleeps 
in  a  foolish  ear. 

Bot,  My  lord,  yoa  most  tell  as  where  the  body 
is,  and  go  with  us  to  the  king. 

Ham,  The  body  is  with  the  king,  but  the  king 
is  not  with  tlie  body.    The  king  is  a  thing— 

OuU,  A  thing,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Of  nothing :  bring  me  to  him.  Hide  fox, 
and  all  after.  [Ikeeunt, 

SCENE  UL—Aiwther  Boom  m  ike  mme. 
Enter  Kino,  attended, 

Emg,  I  have  sent  to  seek  him,  and  to  find  the 
body. 
How  dangerous  is  it  that  this  man  goes  loose; 
Tet  must  not  we  put  the  strong  law  on  him: 
He*s  lov'd  of  the  distracted  multitude. 
Who  like  not  in  their  judgment,  but  their  eyes; 
And,  where  *tis  so,  theofiender's  scourge  is  weighed, 
But  never  the  offence.  To  bear  all  smoothaud  even, 
This  sudden  sending  him  away  must  seem 
Deliberate  pause :  Diseases,  desperate  grovm. 
By  desperate  appliance  are  relieved, 

Enter  Bosekobamtz. 

Or  not  at  all.— How  now?   what  hath  be&llen  ? 

Boe,  Where  the  dead  body  is  bestow 'd,  my  lord. 
We  cannot  get  from  him. 

Eing,  Bat  where  is  he  ? 

Bos,  Without,  my  lord ;  guarded,  to  know  yoar 
pleasure. 

Eing.  Bring  him  before  us. 

Boe,  Ho,  Goildensteml  bring  in  my  lord. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Guildensterv. 

Emg.  Now,  Hamlet,  where^  Polonius. 
Hmm,  At  supper. 


Emg.  At  supper?   Where? 

Ham.  Not  where  be  eats,  but  where  be  Is  eaten* 
a  certain  convocation  of  politic  worms  are  e*en  al 
him.  Your  worm  is  your  only  emperor  for  diet: 
we  fat  all  creatures  else,  to  fat  us ;  and  we  fat  our- 
selves for  ma^ots :  Your  fat  king,  and  ^our  lean 
beggar,  is  but  variable  service;  two  dishes,  but 
to  one  table ;  that's  tlie  end. 

Eiiig.  Alas,  alas ! 

Ham.  A  man  may  fish  with  the  worm  that  hath 
eat  of  a  king ;  and  eat  of  the  fish  that  hath  fed  of 
that  worm. 

Kiiig.  What  dost  thou  mean  by  this  ? 

Ham,  Nothing,  but  to  show  you  how  a  king 
mav  go  a  progress  through  the  guts  of  a  beggar. 

King.  Where  is  Polonius? 

Ham.  In  heaven,  send  thither  to  see:  if  your 
messenger  find  him  not  there,  seek  him  i*  the  other 
place  yourself.  But,  indeed,  if  you  find  him  not 
this  mouth,  you  shall  nose  him  as  you  go  up  the 
stairs  into  the  lobby. 

Eing.  Go  seek  him  there.    [  7b som^  Attendants. 

Ham,  He  will  stay  till  you  come. 

[Ex,  Attendants. 

King,  Hamlet,  this  deed  of  thine,  for  thine 
especial  safety. 
Which  we  do  tt-nder,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
Fortliat  which  thou  hast  done,  must  send  theehenoe 
Witli  fiery  quickness :  Therefore,  prejjare  thyselt* 
The  bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  at  help, 
The  associates  tend,  and  everything  is  bent 
For  Enghuid  ? 

Ham,  For  England? 

Emg.  Ay,  Hamlet 

Harn,  Good. 

Eing.  So  is  it,  if  thoa  knew^st  oar  purposes. 

Ham,  I  see  a  cherub,  that  sees  him — But,  come, 
for  England!— Farewell,  dear  mother. 

Kitig.  ITiy  loving  father,  Hamlet. 

Ham,  My  motlier :  Father  and  mother  is  man 
and  wife;  man  and  wife  is  one  flesh ;  and  so,  my 
mother.    Come,  for  England.  [Ejcit, 

Eing,  Follow  him  at  foot;   tempt  liim  with 
speed  aboard; 
Deiay  it  not,  Til  have  him  hence  to-night: 
Away ;  for  everything  is  seaPd  and  done 
That  else  leans  on  the  affair:  l*ray  you  make  haste. 
[Exeunt  UoB.  and Gviu, 
And,  England,  if  my  love  thou  boldest  at  aught, 
(As  my  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  sense ; 
Since  yet  thy  cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 
After  the  Danish  sword,  and  thy  free  awe 
Pays  homage  to  us),  thou  may'st  not  coldly  set 
Our  sovereign  process ;  which  imports  at  full, 
By  letters  conjuring  to  that  effect. 
The  present  death  of  Hamlet.    Do  it,  England* 
For  like  the  hectic  in  my  blood  he  rages. 
And  thou  must  cure  me :  Till  I  know  His  done, 
Howe'er  my  haps,  my  joys  were  ne'er  begun. 

[ExiU 

SCENE  IV.— ^  Ham  m  Denmark. 

Enter  Fobtinbbab  and  Forces,  marddng. 

For,  Go,  captain,  from  me  greet  the  Danish  king; 
Tell  him,  that  by  his  licence,  Fortinbras 
Claims  the  conveyance  of  a  promis'd  march 
Over  his  kingdom.    You  know  the  rendezvona. 
If  that  his  majesty  would  aught  with  us, 
We  shall  express  our  duty  in  his  eye, 
And  let  him  know  so. 

Cap,  I  will  do%  my  lord. 
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Afcr  HaMLBT,    BoeSHORAKra,  QuiLDBHSTEftH, 

Bam,  Gk>od  tdr,  whose  powers  tre  these  V 

C<g>.  They  are  of  Norway,  sir. 

Ham,  How  proposed,  sir, 

I  pray  you? 

Cajh        Against  some  part  of  Poland. 

Eam.  Who 

Uommands  them,  sir  ? 

Oc^  The  nephew  to  old  Norwaj^  Fortinhras. 

Ham,  Qoes  it  against  the  main  of  Poland,  sir, 
Or  for  some  frontier? 

Cap.  Tmly  to  speak,  and  with  no  addition. 
We  go  to  ffam  a  little  patch  of  ground, 
That  hath  m  it  no  profit  but  the  name. 
To  pajr  five  ducats,  five,  I  would  not  farm  it ; 
Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway,  or  the  Pole, 
A  ranker  rate,  sboald  it  be  sold  in  fee. 

Hatn.  Why,  then  the  Polack  never  will  defend  it. 

Cop.  Yes,  *tiB  already  garrison'd. 

Ham,  Two  thousand  souls,  and  twenty  thousand 
ducats, 
Wm  not  debate  the  question  of  this  straw : 
This  is  the  imposthnme  of  much  wealth  and  peace ; 
That  inward  breaks,  and  shows  no  cause  without 
Why  the  man  dies.— I  humbly  thank  you,  sir. 

Cap,  Qod  be  wiVyou,  sir.  [J2ai(  Captain. 

So$,  Will  *t  please  you  go,  my  lord  ? 

Ham,  I  will  be  with  yon  straight.    Go  a  liule 
before.  [Exeunt  Hoe.  and  GuiL. 

How  an  occasions  do  inform  aninst  me. 
And  spur  my  dull  revenge!    What  is  a  i 
If  his  chief  good,  and  market  of  his  time, 
Be  but  to  sleep  and  feed  ?  a  beast,  no  more. 
Sore,  he,  that  made  us  with  such  Urge  discourse, 
Looking  before,  and  after,  gave  us  not 
That  capability  and  godlike  reason 
To  fust  in  us  unns*d     Now,  whether  it  be 
Bestial  oblivion,  or  some  craven  scruple 
Of  thinking  too  precisely  on  the  event,— 
A  thooghtj  which  quartered,  hath  but  one  part 

wisdom. 
And  ever,  three  parts  coward, — I  do  not  know 
Why  vet  1  live  to  say,  **  This  thing's  to  dd;** 
Bith  I  have  cause,  and  will,  and  strength,  and 

means, 
Tbdot.    Examples,  gross  as  earth,  exhort  me: 
Witness,  this  army  oi  such  mass  and  oharge, 
Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  prince ; 
Whose  spirit,  with  divine  ambition  puflTd, 
Makes  mouths  at  the  invisible  event. 
Exposing  what  is  mortal,  and  unsure, 
To  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger,  dare, 
Even  for  an  egg-shell.    Rightly  to  be  great, 
Is,  not  to  stir  without  great  argument. 
Hot  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  straw. 
When  honour^  at  the  stake.     How  stand  I,  then, 
That  liave  a  finther  kiird,  a  mother  stainM, 
Excitements  of  my  reason,  and  my  blood. 
And  let  all  sleep  ?  while,  to  my  shame,  I  see 
The  imminent  aeath  of  twenty  thousand  men, 
That,  for  a  fiuitasy  and  trick  of  fitme, 
Oo  to  their  graves  like  beds ;  fight  for  a  plot 
Whereon  tiM  numbers  cannot  try  the  cause. 
Which  is  not  tomb  enough,  and  continent. 
To  bide  the  slain  ?— O,  m>m  this  time  forth, 
lly  thoughts  be  bk>ody,  or  be  nothing  worth  * 

[ExiL 

SCENE  y.~ElsiDore.    A  Boom  m  1^  CaUU, 
Enter  Qmuoi  and  Uobatio. 
Qtucn.  1  will  not  ^eak  wit  *i  her. 


Hot,  She  is  importunate^  Indeed,  distract ; 
Her  mood  will  needs  be  pitied. 

Queen,  What  would  she  have? 

Hior,  She  speaks  much  of  her  &ther ;  says,  she 
hears, 
There^  tricks  i*the  world;  and  hems,  and  beats 

her  heart; 
Spurns  enviously  at  straws ;  speaks  things  in  doubt, 
That  carry  but  half  sense:  her  speech  is  nothing, 
Tet  the  unshaped  use  of  it  doth  move 
The  hearers  to  collection;  they  aim  at  it. 
And  botch  the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  thoughts; 
Which,  as  her  winks,  and  nods,  and  gestures  yield 

thenii. 
Indeed  would  make  one  thmk  there  would  be 

thought. 
Though  nothing  sure,  yet  much  unhappily. 

Qiteen,  *Twere  good  she  were  spoken  with ;  fc 
she  may  strew 
Dangerous  oonjectures  in  ill-breeding  minds; 
Let  her  come  in.  [&dt  Horatio 

To  my  sick  soul,  as  sin^  true  nature  is. 
Each  toy  seems  prologue  to  some  great  amiss: 
So  full  of  artless  jealousy  Is  guilt. 
It  spills  itself^  in  fearing  to  be  spilt 

B&enter  Horatio  with  Ophelia. 

Opk,    Where  is   the   beauteoos    majesty   of 

Denmark? 
Queen,  How  now,  Ophelia? 

Ofkidno^  How  aboold  I  yonr  true  lof  know 
From  aaotber  one  ? 
3|r  his  cockle  hat  and  dalt 


Ouee$L  A  las,  sweet  lady,  what  imports  this  song? 
Opk,  Say  you  ?  nay,  pray  you,  mark. 

He  is  dead  and  aooe,  kdy. 

He  is  dead  and  gone ; 
At  his  liead  a  sr—greeo  tn^ 

At  his  heels  a  stone. 

Queen*  Nay,  but  Ophelia, — 
Vph,  Pray  you,  mark. 

White  his  ihroiid  as  the  mountain  mow. 
Enter  King. 
Queen,  Alas,  look  here,  my  lord. 

Larded  with  sweet  flowen  : 
Which  bewept  to  the  grave  did  not  so^ 
With  troe-ioTe  dM>wen. 
Kmg,  How  do  you,  pretty  lady? 
Oph,  Well,  God  'ield  yout    They  say,  the  owi 
was  a  baker*s  daughter.    Lord,  we  know  what  we 
are,  but  know  not  what  we  may  be.    God  bo  at 
your  ublel 
King.  Conceit  upon  her  fitUher. 
Oph.  Pray  yon,  let  us  have  no  words  of  this ; 
but  when  they  ask  you  what  it  means,  say  yon  tlUs* 
To-morrow  is  Saint  Valentine^  day 

All  in  the  morning  betimes 
And  I  a  maid  at  your  window, 

To  be  your  Valentine: 
Then  un  he  rose,  and  donn*d  his  oloihsi, 

And  dapp'd  the  chamber-door  ; 
Let  in  the  maid .  that  out  a  maid 
Never  departed  more. 

King.  Pretty  Ophelia  I  * 

Oph.  Indeed,  la,  without  an  oath,  Til  make  ao 
endon*t: 

3y  Ois.  and  by  Saint  Charitjr. 
Alack,  and  fVe  tor  shame  I 
Toong  men  will  do*t,  if  ibey  come  to  \i 

By  cock,  they  are  to  blame. 
Quoth  she.  before  you  tumbled  nm. 

You  promis'd  me  to  wed : 
So  would  I  ha'  done,  by  yonder  sua. 
An  thou  hadst  not  come  to  my  bed.  j 

lOy.  How  long  has  she  been  thus?    OQLC 
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Oph,  I  hope,  all  will  be  well.  Wo  must  be 
patient:  bat  1  cannot  choose  but  weep,  to  think 
the/  Bbonld  laj  him  i*  the  cold  gronnd :  My 
brother  shall  know  of  it,  and  so  I  thank  you  for 
your  good  counsel.  Cooie,  my  eoach !  Good 
night,  Udies;  good  night,  sweet  ladies:  good 
Qifi>hfi  S<>^^  night.  [Exit, 

King,  Follow  her  close:  give  her  good  watch, 
I  pray  you.  lEoat  Horatio. 

0 !  thb  is  the  poison  of  deep  grief;  it  springs 
All  ttom  her  father's  death:  0  Gertmde, Gertrude, 
When  sorrows  come,  they  come  not  single  spies, 
Bat  in  battalions  I    First,  her  father  slam ; 
Next,  your  son  gone ;  and  he  most  violent  author 
Of  his  own  jost  remove :  The  people  muddied, 
Thick  and  unwholesome  in  their  thoughts  and 

whispers, 
For  good  Polonius'  death;  and  we  have  done  bat 

greenly, 
Tn  hngger-mugger  to  inter  him :  Poor  Ophelia, 
Divided  from  herself,  and  her  fair  judgment ; 
Without  the  which  we  are  pictures,  or  mere  beasts. 
Last,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  these, 
Her  brother  is  in  secret  come  from  France: 
Feeds  on  his  wonder,  keeps  himself  in  clouds, 
And  wants  not  buzzers  to  infect  his  ear 
With  pestilent  speeches  of  his  father's  death; 
Whfvoin  necessitv,  of  matter  beggared. 
Will  nothing  stick  our  persons  to  arraign 
In  ear  and  ear.    0  mj  dear  Gertrude,  this. 
Like  to  a  murdering-piece,  in  many  places 
Gives  uu>  superfluous  death.  [A  noise  mthin. 

QinetH,  [Alack !  what  noise  is  this  ? 
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Enter  a  Gentleman. 


King, 


ilord; 


Where  are  my  Switzers?     Let  them 

guard  the  door: 
What  is  the  matter? 

Qent,  Save  vonrself,  my  lord ; 

The  ocean,  overpeering  of  his  list, 
Eats  not  the  flats  with  more  impitious  haste, 
Thau  young  Laertes,  in  a  riotous  head, 
O'erbearb  your  officers.   The  rabble  call  h 
And  as  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin, 
Antiquitv  forgot,  custom  not  known, 
The  ratiners  and  props  of  every  word, 
They  ery,  **  Choose  we ;   Laertes  shall  be  king! " 
Caps,  hands,  and  tongues,  applaud  it  to  the  clouds, 
*  Laertes  shall  be  king,  Laertes  kingP* 
Queen,  How  cheerfully  on  the  false  trail  they 

cry  I 
0,  this  is  counter,  you  false  Danish  dogs. 
Eing,  The  doors  are  broke.  [Moiae  vnthm. 

Enter  hkEBTES,  armed;  Danes  Jbllowing. 

Loer.  Where  is  thb  king? — Sirs,  stand  yon  all 

without. 
Dan,  No,  letls  come  in. 

Laer,  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave. 

Ikm^  We  will,  we  will. 

[They  retire  without  the  door, 
La/etm  I  thank  you  :~keep  the  door. — O  thou 
vile  king, 
iive  me  myt&ther. 
Qu&en,  Calmly,  good  Laertes. 

Laer,  That  drop  of  blood  that's  calm,  proclaims 
me  bastard ; 
Cries,  cuckold,  to  my  father ;  brands  the  harlot 
Even  here,  between  the  chaste  unsmirched  orow 
Of  my  true  mother. 

King.  What  is  the  cauM,  La^es, 
That  thy  rebellion  looks  so  giant -like? 
Lai  him  go,  Qertf  ude;  do  not  fear  our  person : 


There's  such  divinity  doth  hed^  a  king, 
That  treason  can  bnt  peep  to  wunt  it  would, 
Acts  little  of  his  wiJL    Tell  me,  Laertes, 
Why  thou  art  thus  inoens'd: — Let  him  go,  Qeiv 

trade  ;— 
Speak,  man. 

Lder,  Where  is  my  lather  ? 

King,  Dead. 

QuiKin,  But  not  bj  him. 

King,  Let  him  demand  his  fill. 

Ijaer,  How  came  he  dead?  Ill  not  be  juggled 
with: 
To  hell,  allegiance!  vows,  to  the  blackest  devil  I 
Conscience,  and  graof,  to  the  profoundest  pit! 
I  dare  damnation:  To  this  point  I  stand, — 
That  both  the  worlds  I  give  to  negligence. 
Let  come  what  comes;  only  111  be  revenged 
Most  throughly  for  my  father. 

King,  Who  shall  stay  you  ? 

Laer,  My  will,  not  all  the  world: 
And,  for  my  means.  111  husband  tliem  so  well. 
They  shall  go  hx  with  little. 

King.  Good  Laertes, 

If  yoa  desire  to  know  the  certainty 
Of  your  dear  father's  death,  is 't  writ  m  jrour  revenge, 
That,  sweepstake,  you  will  draw  both  Mend  and  foe, 
Winner  and  loser  ? 

Laer,  None  but  his  enemies. 

King,  Will  you  know  them  then? 

Laer,  To  his  good  friends  thus  wide  111  ope  my 
arms; 
And,  like  the  kind  life-rend'ring  pelican, 
l^epast  them  with  my  blood. 

King,  Why,  now  you  speak 

Like  a  good  child,  and  a  true  gentleman. 
That  I  am  guiltless  of  ^our  father's  death, 
And  am  most  sunsibly  m  grief  for  it. 
It  shall  as  level  to  your  judgment  pieroe. 
As  day  does  to  your  eye. 

Danes.  { Within,]  I^t  her  oome  in. 

Laer.  How  now!  what  noise  is  that? 

Enter  OposuJl,  fantastically  dressed  toith  ttrams 
and/Unoen, 

O  heat, 'dry  up  my  brains  I  tears,  seven  times  salt, 
Burn  out  the  sense  and  virtue  of  mine  eye ! — 
By  heaven,  thy  madness  shall  be  paid  by  weight. 
Till  our  scale  turns  the  beam.    O  rose  of  May ! 
Dear  maid,  kind  sister,  sweet  Ophelia ! — 
0  heavens!  is't  possible,  a  young  maid's  wits 
Should  be  as  mortal  as  an  old  man's  life  ? 
Nature  is  fine  in  love :  and,  where  'tis  fine. 
It  sends  some  precious  instance  of  itself 
After  the  thing  it  loves. 

Op*.  They  bore  him  barefao'd  on  the  Uer; 
Hey  aou  nonny.  noany,  bey  nonny ; 
And  on  his  graTo  rains  many  a  tear  ;— 

Fare  you  well,  my  dove! 

Laer,  Hadst  thou  thy  wits,  and  didst  persuade 
revenge. 
It  could  not  move  thus. 

Oph,  You  must  sing,  Down  ordoum,  an  yon  call 
him  a-doton-a,  O,  how  the  wheel  becomes  it  1  It 
is  the  false  steward,  thatstole  his  master's  daughter. 

Laer.  This  nothing's  more  than  matter. 

Oph.  There's  rosemary,  that's  for  remembranoe ; 
pray  love,  remember :  and  there  is  pansies,  that's 
tor  tlioughts. 

Laer,  A  document  in  madness;  thoughts  and 
remembrance  fitted. 

Oph.  There's  fennel  for  vou,  and  columbines : — 

there's  rue  for  you;  and  here's  some  for  me: — 

we  may  call  it,  herb*grace  o'  Suudajrsi— ofc^  ypa 
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mast  wew  your  rne  with  a  difference. — There's  a 
daiaj:_l  would  give  you  some  violets;  but  they 
withered  all*  when  my  father  died  .•—They  say,  lie 

made  a  good  end, 

For  bonny  sweet  Bobhi  is  all  my  ]oy.— 
hacr.  Thought  and  affliction,  passion,  bell  itself. 
She  tarns  to  favour,  and  to  prettiness. 
OyA.  And  will  he  not  oome  again? 
And  will  he  not  comu  ftgain? 
No.  no,  be  is  dead. 
Goto  thy  death  )>ed; 
He  never  will  come  again. 
His  beiird  as  white  as  snow. 
All  flaxen  was  hiti  poll : 
Ue  is  gone,  he  is  gone. 
And  we  cast  away  moan ; 
Gramercy  on  his  soul  I 
And  of  all  christian  souls  I   I  pray  God«    God  be 
wi'  you  1  \EaaiX  Ophelia. 

Laer.  Do  yon  see  this,  O  God  ? 
King,  Laertes,  I  mast  common  with  your  grief, 
Or  you  deny  me  right.    Go  but  apart, 
Make  choice  of  whom  your  wisest  friends  yoa  will, 
And  they  shall  hear  and  judge  'twixt  you  and  me: 
If  by  direct  or  by  collateral  nand 
They  find  us  toueh'd,  we  will  our  kingdom  give, 
Our  crown,  our  life,  and  all  that  we  call  ours, 
To  you  in  satisfaction ;  but,  if  not. 
Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  as. 
And  we  shall  jointly  labour  witli  your  soal 
To  give  it  due  content. 

Laer.  Let  this  be  so : 

His  means  of  death,  his  obscure  burial -- 
No  tropiiy,  sword,  nor  hatchment,  o'er  his  bones, 
No  noble  rite,  nor  formal  ostentation, — 
Cry  to  be  beard,  as  *twere  from  heaven  to  earth, 
That  I  mast  call*t  in  question. 

A'rn^.  So  yon  shall ; 

And,  where  the  offence  is,  let  the  great  axe  fall. 
I  pray  you,  go  with  me.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  yi.^Anoiher  Boom  m  the  same. 
Enter  Hobatio,  and  a  Servant. 

Eor,  What  are  they  that  would  speak  with  me? 

Serv,  Sailors,  sfar ; 

They  say,  they  have  letters  for  you. 

Hot.  Let  them  come  in. — 

[Exit  Servant 
I  do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  world 
I  shoald  be  greeted,  if  not  from  lord  Hamlet. 

JS^tter  Sailors. 

1  8a%L  Gk>d  bless  yon,  sir. 

Eor,  Let  him  bless  thee  too. 

1  SaiL.  He  shall,  sir,  an*t  please  him.  There's 
a  letter  for  you,  sir;  it  comes  from  the  ambas- 
iadors  that  was  bonnd  for  England;  if  year  name 
oe  Horatio,  as  1  am  let  to  know  it  is. 

Eor.  iJteads.]  HoraHo,  when  tboa  sbalt  hare  orerlooked 
this.  fiTe  Iheee^  fellowa  some  means  to  th«  Hna  •  f h^ 


And  do*t  the  speedier,  that  yon  may  direct  me 
To  hin\,from  whom  yoa  brought  them.    [Eaoami 

SCENE  Wll^-^AnoOterBoominihemme. 
Enter  Knra  and  Laertes. 

ISng.  Now  must  your  conscience  my  acquittance 
seal, 
And  yon  mast  pat  me  in  year  heart  for  friend ; 
Sith  yoo  have  heard,  and  with  a  knowing  ear, 
Tliat  he,  which  hath  yoor  noble  father  slain. 
Pursued  my  life. 

iMear.  It  well  appears: — But  tell  me. 

Why  you  proceeded  not  against  these  feats. 
So  crimeful  and  so  capital  in  nature, 
As  by  your  safety,  wisdom,  all  things  else, 
You  mainly  were  stirred  up. 

King,  O,  for  two  special  reasons; 

Which  may  to  you,  perhaps,  seem  much  unsinew^df 
And  yet  to  me  they  are  strong.    The  queen,  hii 

mother. 
Lives  almost  by  his  looks ;  and  for  myself 
(My  virtue,  or  my  plague,  be  it  either  which), 
blie*^  so  conjunctive  to  my  life  and  sool. 
That,  as  the  star  moves  not  but  in  his  sphere 
I  could  not  but  by  her.    The  other  motive. 
Why  to  a  public  count  I  might  not  go, 
Is  the  great  love  the  general  gender  bear  him 
Who,  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  affection. 
Would,  like  the  spring  that  tumeth  wood  to  ston 
Convert  his  gyves  to  graces ;  so  that  mv  arrows, 
Too  slightly  timbered  for  so  loud  a  wino, 
Would  have  reverted  to  my  bow  again. 
And  not  where  I  had  aimu  them. 

Latr,  And  so  have  I  a  noble  father  loet; 
A  sister  driven  into  desperate  terms; 
Whose  worth,  if  praises  may  go  back  again, 
Stood  challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  age 
For  her  perfections : — But  my  revenge  wiU  come. 

King,  Break  not  your  sleeps  for  that :  you  must 
not  think 
That  we  are  made  of  stuff  so  flat  and  dull. 
That  we  can  let  our  beard  be  shook  with  danger, 
And  think  it  pastime.     You  shortly  shall  hear 

more: 
I  loved  your  Scither,  and  we  love  yourself; 
And  that,  I  hope,  will  teach  yiu  to  imagine,— 
How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess,  Letters,  my  lord,  from  Hamlet : 

This  to  Vo^  majesty ;  this  to  the  queen. 
King,  From  Uaraletl     Who  brought  them? 
Mess,  8ai\or8,my  lord,  they  say:  I  taw  them  not. 
TheT  'were  given  to  me  by  Claudio,  he  received 
them. 
E^^ui.  Laertes,  you  shall  hear  them:— Leave  US. 
Ktt»9'  *-«•«»  J  ^g^  Messenger. 

rff«eub  1  High  and  m!«b<^.  yon  shall  kuow,  I  am  eet 
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That  I  shall  live  and  tell  him  to  hu  teeth, 
Thus  diddest  thou.  » 

King,  If  it  be  so,  Laertes, 

As  how  should  it  be  so  ?  how  otherwise  ? 
Will  yon  be  rul'd  by  me? 

iMier,  If  so  Toall  not  o*er-mIe  me  to  a  peace. 

King,  To  thine  own  peace.     If  he  be  now 
Tetum'dj — 
As  ehecking  at  tus  Toyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it,— I  will  work  him 
To  an  exploit,  now  ripe  in  my  device. 
Under  the  which  he  snail  not  choose  bnt  fall ; 
And  for  liis  death  no  wind  of  blame  shall  breatlie ; 
Bat  even  liis  mother  shall  uncharge  the  practice, 
And  call  it  accident. 

Laer.  My  lord,  I  will  be  nil*d : 

The  rather,  if  too  ooold  devise  it  so, 
That  I  might  be  the  organ. 

Eing,  It  &lls  right 

Yoo  have  been  ta]k*d  of  since  your  travel  much. 
And  that  in  Uamlet%  hearing,  for  a  quality 
Wherehi,  thev  say.  you  shine :  your  sum  of  parts 
Did  not  together  pluck  such  envy  from  him. 
As  did  that  one ;  and  that,  in  my  regard. 
Of  the  unworthiest  sie^e. 

Laer,  What  part  is  that,  my  lord  ^ 

King.  A  very  riband  in  the  cap  of  youth, 
Yet  needftil  too ;  for  youth  no  less  becomes 
The  light  and  careless  livery  that  it  wears, 
Than  settled  age  his  sables,  and  nis  weeds. 
Importing   h^th   and   graveness. —  Some   two 

months  hence. 
Here  was  a  gentleman  of  Normandy,— 
I  have  seen  myself,  and  serv'd  against  the  French, 
And  they  ran  well  on  horseback :  but  this  gallant 
Had  witchcraft  in't ;  he  grew  into  his  seat ; 
And  to  such  wondrous  doing  brought  his  horse. 
As  he  had  been  inoorps*d  and  demi-natur*d 
With  the  brave  heaat :  so  tur  hepass'd  my  thought, 
That  I,  hi  forfferr  of  shapes  and  tricks, 
Come  short  of  what  he  did. 

Laer,  A  Norman,  wast? 

King,  A  Norman. 

Laer,  Upon  my  life,  Lamonnd. 

King,  The  verv  same. 

Laer,  I  know  him  well:  he  is  the  brooch,  indeed, 
And  gem  of  all  the  nation. 

King.  He  made  confession  of  yoo ; 
And  gave  yoo  such  a  masterly  report. 
For  art  and  exercise  in  your  defence. 
And  for  your  rapier  most  especiallv, 
That  he  cried  out,  *twould  be  a  sight  indeed, 
If  oneoould  match  you:  thescrimers  of  their  nation, 
He  swore,  had  neither  motion,  guard,  nor  eye, 
If  yon  oppos'd  them:  Sir,  this  report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  so  envenom  with  his  envy. 
That  he  could  notliing  do,  but  wish  and  beg 
Your  sadden  coming  o'er,  to  play  with  him. 
Now,  out  of  this, 

Laer.  Why  out  of  this,  my  lord  ? 

King,  Laertes,  was  your  father  dear  to  you? 
Or  are  you  like  the  painting  of  a  sorrow, 
A  face  without  a  heart  ? 

Laer.  Why  ask  you  this  ? 

King,  Not  ^that  I  think  yoa  did  not  love  yoor 
fither; 
But  that  I  know  love  is  begun  by  time ; 
And  that  I  see,  in  passages  of  proof. 
Time  Qualifies  the  spark  and  fire  of  it 
There  lives  within  tne  very  flame  of  love 
^  A  kind  of  wick,  or  snuff,  that  will  abate  it  \ 
And  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodness  still ; 
For  ffoodness,  growing  to  a  plorisy, 


Dies  m  his  own  too-ranch :  lliat  we  wmild  do. 
We  should  do  when  we  would;  for  this  wootUd 

changes. 
And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  manj 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents; 
And  then  this  ehould  is  like  a  spendthrift  sigt^ 
That  hurts  by  easing.  But,  to  the  quick  o*  the  ulcer: 
Hamlet  comes  back :  what  woula  yQU  undertake. 
To  show  jTourself  vour  lather's  son  in  deed 
More  than  in  words? 

Jjotr,  To  out  his  tliroat  V  the  church. 

King.  No  ^lace,  indeed,  should  murther  sano 
tuarize; 
Revengeshouldhaveno bounds.  Bot,good  Laertes, 
Will  vou  do  this,  keep  close  within  year  chamber? 
Hamlet,  ret  m'd,  shall  know  you  are  come  home  * 
Well  put  on  those  shall  praise  your  excellence. 
And  set  a  double  varnish  on  the  fame 
The  Frenchman  gave  yoa;   bring  yon,  in  fine, 

together, 
And  wager  on  your  heads:  he,  being  remiss. 
Most  generous,  and  free  fVom  all  contriving, 
Will  not  peruse  the  foils;  so  that,  with  ease, 
Or  with  a  little  shuffling,  yoo  may  choose 
A  sword  unbated,  and,  in  a  pass  of  practice, 
Requite  him  for  your  father. 

Laer.  Iwil1do*t: 

And,  for  that  purpose.  111  anoint  my  sword. 
I  bought  an  unction  of  a  mountebank. 
So  mortal,  that  but  dip  a  knife  in  it. 
Where  it  draws  blood,  no  cataplasm  so  rare. 
Collected  from  all  simples  that  have  virtue 
Under  the  moon,  can  save  the  thing  from  death. 
That  is  but  scratched  withal :  I*il  touch  m^  point 
With  this  contagion;  that,  if  I  gall  him  slightly. 
It  may  be  death. 

King.  Let 's  further  think  of  this ; 

Weigh,  what  convenience,  both  of  time  and  means, 
May  fit  us  to  our  shape,  if  this  should  fail, 
And  that  our  drift  look  through  oar  bad  perform- 
ance, 
Twere  better  not  assayed ;  therefore  this  projeet 
Should  have  a  back,  or  second,  that  might  hold. 
If  this  should   bUst   in  proof!     Soft;— let  me 

see:^ 
Well  make  a  solemn  wager  on  yoor  oomminga, 
I  hat 

When  in  yoor  motion  yoa  are  hot  and  dr> 
(As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  that  end). 
And  that  he  calls  for  drink,  1*11  have  prepar'd  him 
A  chalioe  for  the  nonce ;  whereon  bnt  sipping, 
If  he  by  chance  escape  vour  venom'd  stuck. 
Our  purpose  may  hold  tnere. 

Enter  Qubb*. 

How  now,  sweet  queen  ? 

Queen.  One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another^  heel. 
So  &st   they   follow: — Your  sister  !s  drown *dj 
Laertes. 

Laer.  Drown'dl— 0,  where? 

Queen.  There  is  a  willow  ^ws  aslant  a  brook, 
That  shows  his  hoar  leaves  m  the  glassy  stream ; 
There,  with  fantastic  garlands  did  she  come. 
Of  crow-flowers,  nettles,  daisies,  and  long  purples. 
That  liberal  shepherds  give  a  grosser  name. 
But  our  cold  maids  do  dead  men's  fingers  call  them: 
There,  on  the  pendant  boughs  her  coronet  weeds 
Clambering  to  hang,  an  envious  sliver  broke ; 
When  down  the  weedy  trophies,  and  heiseU^ 
Fell  m  the  weeping  brook.    Her  clothes  aprend 

wide; 
And,  mermaid-like,  a  while  th^  bore  her  op. 
Which  time,  she  chanted  i 
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HAMLET, 
As  one  incapable  of  her  own  distress^ 
Or  like  a  creature  native  and  indued 
Unto  that  element :  but  long  it  could  not  be, 
Till  that  her  gamientg,  heavy  with  their  drink, 
Pnird  the  poor  wretch  from  her  melodiooa  lay 
To  muddy  death. 

LatT.  Alas,  then,  if  she  drowned  ? 

Qineau  Drown'd,  drown*d. 

roer.  Too  much   of  water  hast  thou,   poor 
Ophelia, 
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I  And  therefore  I  forbid  mj  tears :  Bet  yet 
i  It  is  our  irick;  nature  lier  custom  holds, 
Let  shame  say  what  it  will :  when  these  ai?  ^ne 
The  woman  will  be  out. — Adieu,  my  lord  I 
I  have  a  speech  of  fire  that  fiun  would  blaze. 
But  that  this  folly  douts  it.  \Exii, 

R ing»  Let's  follow,  Gertrude ; 

How  much  I  had  to  do  to  calm  his  rage! 
Now  fear  I  thb  will  give  it  start  again ; 
Therefore  let  %  follow.  [msemU. 


ACT  V. 


8CEN7  L'-A  Ohunh-TanL 


Muter  two  Clowns,  with  tpadetf  Se. 

1  Clo.  Is  she  to  be  buried  in  christian  burial, 
that  wilfully  seeks  her  own  salvation? 

2  do,  I  tell  thee,  she  is ;  and  therefore  make 
her  mveatiaight:  the  crowner  hath  sate  on  her, 
and  findr  it  a  christian  burial. 

1  £7o  How  can  that  be,  unless  she  drowned 
herself  in  her  own  defence  ? 

2  Jh,  Why, 'tis  found  so. 

1  Clo.  It  must  be  te  offendendo;  it  cannot  be 
elae.  For  here  lies  the  point :  If  1  drown  myself 
wittingly,  it  argues  an  act:  and  an  act  hath  three 
branches ;  it  is,  to  act,  to  do,  and  to  perform :  argal , 
she  drowned  herself  wittingly. 

2  Clo,  Nay,  but  hear  you,  goodman  delver. 

1  Cio,  Give  me  leave.  Here  lies  the  water ; 
good :  here  stands  the  man ;  good :  If  the  man  go 
to  this  water,  and  drown  himself,  it  is,  will  he,  nili 
he,  he  goes;  mark  yon  that?  but  if  the  water 
oome  to  him,  and  drown  him,  he  drowns  not  him- 
self :  argal,  he  that  is  not  guilty  of  his  own  death, 
shortens  not  his  own  life.  / 

2  Clo,  But  is  this  Uw  ? 

1  Clo,  kj^  marry  is'i ;  crownerVquest  law. 

2  Clo,  Will  you  ha'  the  truth  on't  ?  If  this  had 
not  been  a  gentlewoman,  she  should  have  been 
buried  out  of  christian  burial. 

1  Clo,  Why,  there  thou  sav'st :  And  the  more 
pity,  that  great  folk  shotfid  have  countenance  in 
this  world  to  drown  or  hang  themselves,  more  than 
their  even  christian.  Come,  my  spade.  There  is 
00  ancient  gentlemen,  but  gardeners,  ditchers,  and 
grave-makers;   they  hold  up  Adam's  profession. 

2  Clo,  Wart  he  a  gentleman? 

1  Clo.  He  was  the  first  that  ever  bore  anna. 

3  Clo,  Why,  he  had  none. 

1  Clo,  What,  art  a  heathen?  How  dost  then 
understand  the  scripture?  The  scripture  savs, 
Adam  digged :  Could  he  dig  without  arms?  111 


put  another  question  to  thee:  if  thou  answerest 
me  not  to  the  purpoae,  confess  tliyself" 
2  OZo.  Go  to. 

1  Clo,  What  is  he,  that  builds  stronger  than 
either  the  mason,  the  shipwright,  or  the  carpenter  ? 

2  Clo,  The  gallows-maker ;  for  that  frame  out- 
lives a  thousand  tenants.  / 

1  Clo,  \  like  thy  wit  well,  in  good  (kith :  the 
gallows  does  well:  But  how  does  it  well  ?  it  does 
well  to  those  that  do  ill:  now  thou  dost  ill  to 
say,  the  gallows  is  built  stronger  than  the  church  ; 
argal,  the  gallowi  may  do  well  to  thee.    To^ 

>in :  oume. 

2  Clo,  Who  builds  stronger  than  a  mMon,a 


shipwright,  or  a  carpenter? 

1  Clo,  Ay,  tell  me  that,  i 

2  Clo,  Marry,  now  I  can  tell. 


Clo,  Ay,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. 


1  Clo,  Tot. 

2  00.  Maoe,  I  eannot  tell. 


Enter  Hawlet  and  Horatio  ai  a  diitmee, 

1  Clo.  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it ;  for 
your  dull  ass  will  not  mend  his  pace  with  beating: 
and  whoti  yon  are  asked  this  question  next,  say 
a  grave-maker;  the  houses  that  he  makes  last 
till  doomsday.  Go,  get  thee  to  Taughan;  fetch 
me  a  stoup  of  liquor.  [loot  2  Clown. 

1  Clown  digs,  and  sings. 

In  vooth,  when  I  did  lore,  did  Iots^ 

Hethought.  it  was  Tery  sweet. 
To  oontraot,  O.  the  time,  for.  ah,  myb^iovBb 

O,  metbought.  there  was  nothing  meet 

Ham,  Hath  thb  fellow  no  feeling  of  his  buainesfli 
that  he  sings  at  grave-making? 

Hot,  Custom  hath  made  it  in  him  a  property  ol 
easiness. 

Hctnu  *Ti8  e*en  so :  the  hand  of  little  employ 
ment  hath  the  daintier  sense. 

1  Clo.  But  age,  with  his  stealing  steps. 
Hath  caught  me  in  his  dutch. 
And  hath  shipped  me  inun  the  land. 
As  if  I  had  neTer  been  such.  [Tkrow$iipa8e¥lU. 

ffam.  That  scoli  had  a  tongue  in  it,  and  could 
sing  once:  How  the  knave  jowls  it  to  the  ground, 
as  if  it  were  Cain's  iaw-bone,  that  did  the  first 
murtherl  It  might  be  the  pate  of  a  politician, 
which  this  ass  o'er-oflSces;  one  that  could  circum- 
vent God,  might  it  not? 

JBor,  It  might,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Or  of  a  courtier ;  which  oonld  say,  **  Gkx>d- 
morrow,  sweet  lord !  How  dost  thou,  sood  lord?" 
This  might  be  my  lord  Such-aK>ne,  that  praised 
my  lord  Such-a-6ne's  horse,  when  he  meant  to  beg 
it;  might  it  not? 

Hot,  Av,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  e'en  so:  and  now  my  lady  Worm's : 
chapless,  and  knocked  about  the  mazzard  with  a 
sexton's  spade:  Here's  fine  revolution,  if  we  had 
the  trick  to  sect  Did  these  bones  cost  no  more 
the  breeding,  but  to  pUy  at  loggats  with  them  ? 
mine  ache  to  thmk  ont. 

1  do.  A  pickaxe,  and  a  spade,  a  spade. 
For— and  a  shrouding  sheet : 
O^  pit  of  daj  for  to  be  made 
rot  such  a  guest  is  meet.       [ThrowtnpaSouU. 

Earn,  There*s  another!  Why  might  not  that 
be  the  scull  of  a  lawyer?  Where  be  his  quiddits 
now,  his  quillets,  his  cases,  his  tenures,  and  his 
tricks?  Why  does  he  suffer  this  rude  knave 
now  to  knock  him  about  the  sconce  with  a  dirty 
shovel,  and  will  not  tell  him  of  his  action  of 
battery?  Humph  I  This  fellow  might  be  in's 
time  a  great  buver  of  bind,  with  his  statutes,  his 
recognisances,  ois  fines,  his  double  vouchers, 
his  recoveries:  Is  this  the  fine  of  his  fines, 
and  the  recovery  of  his  recoveries,  to  have  his 
fine  pate  full  of  fine  dirt?  will  his  vouchers  vouch 
him  no  more  of  his  purchases,  and  double  ones 
too,  than  the  length  and  breadth  of  a  pair  of 
indentures  ?  The  very .  oonveyancee  of  his  lands 
UigitizeaDy 
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will  hardljlie  in  this  box;  and  must  he  inhe- 
ritor himself  hav6  no  more?  ha  I 

Hot,  Not  a  jot  more,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Is  nut  parchment  made  of  sheep-skins? 

Jlor,  Ay,  my  lord,  and  of  calves'-skhis  too. 

Ham,  They  are  sheep,  and  calves,  that  seek  oat 
tssurance  in  that  I  will  speak  to  this  fellow:— 
Whose  grave's  this,  sir  ? 

1  Clo.  Mine,  sir. — 

O,  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
For  such  a  guest  is  meet. 

Ham,  I  think  it  be  thine,  indeed;  for  thoa 
liest  in*t 

1  Cio,  Yon  lie  oat  ont,  sir,  and  therefore  it  is 
not  jours :  for  my  part,  I  do  not  lie  in*t,  and  yet 
It  is  mine. 

Ham,  Thoa  dost  lie  in*t,  to  be  in%  and  say 
it  is  thine:  'tis  for  the  dead,  not  for  the  quick ; 
therefore  thou  liest. 

1  Clo,  *Tis  a  quick  lie,  sir;  'twill  away  again, 
from  me  to  yon. 

Ham,  What  man  dost  thoa  dig  it  for? 

1  Clo.  For  no  man,  sir. 

Ham,  What  woman  then? 

1  CUh  For  none  neither. 

Ham,  Who  is  to  be  buried  in^? 

1  Clo,  One  that  was  a  woman,  sir ;  bat,  rest  her 
sonl.  she*s  dead. 

nam.  How  absolute  the  knave  is!  we  most 
speak  by  the  card,  or  eouivocation  will  undo  us. 
By  the  lord,  Horatio,  these  three  years  I  have 
taken  note  of  it;  the  age  is  grown  so  picked,  tliat 
the  toe  of  the  peasant  comes  so  near  the  heel  of 
the  courtier,  he  galls  his  kibe« — Uow  long  hast 
thoa  been  a  grave-maker? 

1  CU).  Of  all  the  days  i*  the  year,  I  came  to*t 
that  day  that  our  la»t  king  liamiet  overcame 
Fortinbras. 

Ham,  How  long  is  that  since  ? 

1  Clo,  Cannot  you  tell  that?  every  fool  can  tell 
that:  It  was  the  very  day  that  young  Hamlet  was 
born:  he  that  was  mad,  and  sent  into  England. 

Ham,  Ay,  marry,  why  was  he  sent  to  England  ? 

1  Clo,  Why,  because  be  was  mad:  he  shall 
recover  his  wits  there ;  or,  if  he  do  not,  it's  no 
great  matter  there. 

Ham,  Why? 

1  Clo,  'Twill  not  be  seen  in  him ;  there  the  men 
are  as  mad  as  he. 

Ham,  How  came  he  mad? 

1  Clo.  Very  strangely,  they  say. 

Ham*  How  strangely  ? 

1  CU),  'Faith,  e'en  with  losing  his  wits. 

Ham,  Upon  what  ground  ? 

1  Clo,  Why,  here  in  Denmark.  I  have  been 
sextun  here,  man  and  boy,  thirty  years. 

Ham,  How  long  will  a  man  lie  i'  the  earth  ere 
be  rot? 

1  Clo,  Taith,  if  he  be  not  rotten  before  he  die 
^as  we  have  many  pocky  corses  now-a-day5!,  that 
m\\  scarce  hold  the  laying  in),  he  will  last  you 
some  eight  year,  or  nine  year:  a  tanner  will  last 
you  nine  year. 

Ham,  W  by  he  more  than  another  ? 

1  Clo.  Why,  sir,  his  hide  is  so  tanned  with  his 
trade,  that  he  will  keep  out  water  a  great  while : 
and  yoar  water  is  a  sore  decayer  of  your  whoreson 
dead  body.  Here^  a  scull  now :  this  scull  has 
lain  in  the  earth  three-and-twenty  years. 

Ham,  Whose  was  it  ? 

1  Clo,  A  whoreson  mad  fellow's  it  \ras;  Wboee 
do  you  think  it  was? 

Ham,  Nay,  I  know  not 
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1  Clo,  A  pestilence  on  him  for  a  mad  rogue  t  a 
poured  a  flagon  of  Rhenish  on  my  head  onoe. 
This  same  scull,  sir;  this  same  tcuU,  sir,  was 
Yorick'tf  skull,  the  king's  Jester. 

Ham,  This? 

1  Clo,  E'en  that 

Ham,  Let  me  see.  Alas  poor  Torickt— I  knew 
him,  Horatio;  a  fellow  of  infinite  jest,  of  most 
excellent  fancy ;  he  hath  borne  me  on  his  back  a 
thousand  times ;  and  now  how  abhorred  my  ima- 
gination is  I  my  gorge  rises  at  it.  Here  hung  those 
lips  that  I  have  kissed  I  know  not  how  oft.  Where 
be  your  gibes  now?  your  gambols?  your  songs? 
your  flashes  of  merriment,  that  were  wont  to  set 
the  table  on  a  roar  ?  Not  one  now  to  mock  yoor 
own  jeering?  quite  chap-fallen?  Now  get  yon  to 
my  lady's  diamber,  and  tell  her,  let  her  paint  an 
inch  thick,  to  this  favour  she  must  come;  maki 
her  laugh  at  that — Prithee,  Horatio,  tell  me  one 
thing. 

Hot,  What's  that,  my  lord  ? 

Ham,  Dost  thou  thii^  Alexander  looked  o*  this 
Cub  ion  i*  the  earth? 

J^or.  E'en  so.. 

Ham.  And  smelt  so?  pnh  I  [TlaxnMdoumtheteMtL 

Hot,  E'en  so,  my  lord. 

Ham,  To  what  b&se  uses  we  may  return,  Hcratiol 
Why  may  not  imagination  trace  the  noble  dust  of 
Alexander,  till  be  Bud  it  stopping  a  bung-hole? 

Hot,  'Twere  to  consider  too  curiously,  to  ooo> 
si«ler  so. 

Ham^  No,  faith,  not  a  jot ;  but  to  follow  him 
thither  with  modesty  enough,  and  likelihood  to 
lead  it  As  thus :  Alexander  died,  Alexander  %raa 
buried,  Alexander  retumeth  into  dust ;  the  dust 
is  earth ;  of  earth  we  make  loam :  And  why  ol 
that  loam,  whereto  he  was  oonverted,  might  tbqf 
not  stop  a  beer-barrel  ? 

Imperial  Caesar,  dead,  and  tam*d  to  clay, 
Might  stop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away: 
O,  that  that  earth,  which  kept  the  world  m  awe, 
Should  patch  a  wall  to  expel  the  winter*^  flaw: 
But  soft  I  but  soft!  aside :— Here  comes  the  king, 

Enier  Priests,  <£e.  mjWYJcesnitMi ;  iht  corpse  o/Ophb- 
UA,  Labrtbs  and  Moumen  foUomng ;  Euro, 
Queen,  their  Thwis,  dbc 

The  queen,  the  courtiers:  Who  is  that  they  fellow? 
And  with  such  maimed  ritesi  This  doth  betoken, 
The  corse  they  follow  did  with  desperate  hand 
Fordo  its  own  life.    Twas  of  some  estate : 
Couch  we  awhile,  and  mark. 

[Retiring  wiih  Hoeatio. 

Jjoer,  What  ceremony  else? 

Ham,  This  is  Uiertes, 

A  very  noble  youth :  Mark. 

Jjoer.  What  ceremony  else? 

1  Priest,  Herobsequies  have  been  as  fiir  enlarge 
As  we  have  warranties :  Her  death  was  doubtful ; 
And,  but  that  great  command  o'erswaysthe  order, 
She  should  in  ground  unsanctified  have  lodg'd 
Till  the  last  trumpet :  for  charitable  prayers. 
Shards,  flints,  ana  pebbles,  should  be  thrown  oo 

her. 
Yet  here  she  is  allowed  her  virgin  rites. 
Her  maiden  strewments,  and  the  bringing  hooM 
Of  bell  and  buriaL 

Laer.  Must  there  no  more  be  done? 

1  Priut,  No  more  be  dooo) 

We  should  profane  the  service  of  the  dead. 
To  sing  sage  requiem,  and  such  rest  to  her, 
Aa  to  peaoe-partod  aouls. 

Laer,  Lay  her^i'^the  eartlu 
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And  from  her  fair  and  anpolluted  flesh 
Ma7  vii»le.te  spring!  I  tell  thee,  churlish  priest, 
A  ininistYinf^  an>(el  shall  my  siater  be, 
When  thou  liest  howling. 

Ham,  What,  the  fair  Ophelia! 

QtuoL  Sweets  to  the  sweet :  Farewell  I 

[^Scatteriim  flowen, 
I  bop*d  thoo  shonldst  have  been  my  Hamlet's  wife; 
I  thought  thy  bride-bed  to  have  deck'd,  sweet  maid. 
And  nut  tliaTe  strewed  thy  grave. 

Laer.  O,  treble  woe 

Fall  ten  times  treble  on  that  cursed  head, 
Whose  wicked  deed  thy  most  ingenious  sense 
DeBrived  thee  of  I     Hold  off  the  earth  a  while, 
Till  1  have  caught  her  once  more  in  mine  arms: 

[Leapt  into  the 
Now  pile  your  dust  upon  the  quick  and  dea 
Till  of  this  flat  a  mountain  you  have  made. 
To  o*er-top  old  Pelion,  or  the  skyi>h  head 
Of  blue  Olympus. 

Jtianu  [Auvandng.]  What  is  he.  whose  grief 
Bears  such  an  empliasis?  whose  phrase  of  sorrow 
Conjures  the  wandering  stars,  and  makes  them 

stand 
Like  wonder-wounded  hearers?  this  is  I, 
Hamlet  the  IHme.  [Leaps  into  the  grase. 

Laer,  The  devil  take  tliy  soul  I 

[OrappUng  vith  hwu 

Ham  Thou  pray^t  not  well. 
I  prithee,  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat; 
Sir,  though  1  am  not  splenetive  and  rash, 
Yet  have  1  something  m  me  dangerous, 
Which  let  thy  wiseness  fear ;  Away  thy  hand 

King,  Pluck  them  asunder. 

Queen,  Hamlet,  Hamlet  I 

(kntlemen.  Good  my  lord,  be  ouiet. 

[The  Attendants  part  thenu,  and  they 
come  out  of  the  grave. 

Ham.  Why,  I  will  fight  with  him  upon  this  theme 
Until  my  eyelids  will  no  lon^rer  wag. 

Queen.  O  my  son  I  what  theme  ? 

Ham,  1  I^v*d  Ophelia;  forty  thonsand  brothers 
Could  not,  with  all  tlieir  quantity  of  love. 
Make  up  my  sum.— What  wilt  thou  do  for  her? 

King,  O,  he  is  mad,  Laertes. 

Quin.  For  love  of  Ood,  forbear  him. 

nam.  Come,  show  me  what  thoult  do : 
Woiil*t  weep?  woult  fight?  wonlt  &st?  woal*t 

tear  thyself? 
Woa]*t  drink  up  E^il  ?  eat  a  crocodile? 
Ill  dot— Dost  thou  come  here  to  whine? 
To  outface  me  with  leaping  in  her  grave? 
Be  buried  quick  with  her,  and  so  will  I ; 
And,  if  thou  prate  of  mountains,  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  acres  on  us ;  till  our  ground, 
Smgeing  his  pate  against  the  bun.ing  zone. 
Make  Ossa  like  a  warti  Nay,  an  thoult  mouth, 
111  rant  as  well  thou. 

Queen,  This  is  mere  madness : 

And  thus  a  while  the  fit  will  work  on  him ; 
Anon,  as  patient  as  the  female  dove. 
When  thai  her  golden  couplets  are  disolos^ 
His  silence  will  sit  drooping. 

Ham,  Hear  you,  sir ; 

What  is  the  reason  that  you  use  me  thus? 
I  lov*d  yon  ever :  But  it  is  no  matter ; 
Let  Hercules  himself  do  what  he  mapr. 
The  cat  will  mew,and  dog  will  have  his  day.  [EeiL 

King,  I  pray  you,  ^)od  Horatio,  wait  upon 

him.—  [Kaat  Horatio. 

dtreogthen  your  patiepce  in  our  last  night's  speech : 

[TbLauiTBi. 
W«ll  pot  th«  nattar  to  the  present  posh.— 
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Good  Gertrude,  set  some  watch  orer  your  son.^ 
This  grave  shall  have  a  living  monument: 
An  hour  of  quiet  shortly  shall  we  see ; 
Till  then,  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  11.—^  HaUinthe  Castk, 
Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham,  So  much  for  this,  sir:  now  let  me  seethe 
other ; 
Ton  do  remember  all  the  circumstance? 

Hor.  Uemeinber  it,  mylord? 

Ham.  Sir,  in  my  heart  there  was  a  kind  of 
fighting, 
That  would  not  let  me  sleep:  methooght,  I  lav 
Worse  than  the  mutinesin  the  bilboes.     Kashly, 
And  praise  be  rashness  for  it, — Let  us  know, 
Our  indiscretion  sometimes  serves  us  well. 
When  our  dear  plots  do  pall :  and  that  should 

teach  us, 
There's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends. 
Bough-hew  them  bow  we  will. 

IJor,  Tliat  is  most  certain. 

Ham,  Up  ft'om  my  cabin, 
My  sea-gown  scarfd  about  me,  in  the  dark 
Grop'd  I  to  find  out  them:  had  my  desire; 
Finger'd  their  packet;  and,  in  fine,  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  again :  making  so  bold, 
My  fears  forgetting  manners,  to  unseal 
Their  grand  commission ;  where  1  found,  Horatio, 

0  royal  knavery,  an  exact  command. 
Larded  witli  many  several  sorts  of  reason. 
Importing  Denmark's  health,  and  England^  too, 
With,  ho!  such  bugs  and  goblins  in  my  life. 
That,  on  the  supervise,  no  leisure  bated. 

No,  not  to  stay  the  grinding  of  the  axe. 
My  head  should  be  struck  off. 

Hor,  Ts't  possible? 

Ham,  Here*s  the  oommission ;  read  it  at  more 
leUure. 
But  wOt  tliou  hear  me  how  I  did  proceed  ? 

Hor,  Ay,  'beseech  you. 

Ham,  Being  thus  benetted  round  with  yillaina, 
Ere  I  could  make  a  prol  gue  to  my  brains. 
They  had  begun  the  play:  1  sat  me  down; 
DevLi'd  a  new  c^nmission;  wrote  it  fair: 

1  once  did  hold  i  ,  as  our  statists  do, 

A  baseness  to  write  fair,  and  laboured  much 
How  to  forget  that  learning ;  but,  sir,  now 
It  did  me  yeoman's  service :  Wilt  thou  know 
The  effects  of  what  I  wrote? 

Hor,  Ay,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.  An  earnest  conjuration  from  the  kiag,-^ 
As  England  was  his  faithful  tributary; 
As  love  between  them  as  the  palm  should  flourish; 
As  peace  should  still  her  wheaten  garland  wear. 
And  stand  a  comma  'tween  their  amities : 
And  many  such  like  as's  of  great  charge, — 
That  on  the  view  and  know  of  these  contents, 
Without  debatement  further,  more  or  less. 
He  should  the  bearers  put  to  sadden  death. 
Not  sluiving-time  allow 'd. 

Hor,  How  was  this  seai'd  ? 

Ham,  Why,  even  in  that  was  heaven  ordinate ; 
I  had  my  Cither's  signet  in  my  purse, 
Which  was  the  model  of  that  Danish  teal: 
Folded  the  writ  up  in  form  of  the  other; 
Subscribed  it ;  gave  t  the  impression ;   plaoVl  it 

safely. 
The  changeling  never  known :  Now,  the  next  day 
Was  our  sea-fight:  and  what  to  this  was  sequent 
Thou  know'st  already. 

Hor,  Bo  Guildeasttm  and  Rosenorants  go  tolC 
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Earn.  Why,  man,  they  did  make  lore  to  fhis 
empIoTment ; 
They  are  not  near  mj  oonscienoe ;  thdr  deHaat 
0068  by  their  own  insinuation  grow : 
*Ti8  dangerous,  when  the  baser  natare  oomes 
Between  the  pass  and  fell  inoensed  points 
Of  mighty  oppoeites. 

Ear,  Why,  what  a  king  is  this  I 

Earn.  Does  itnot, think thee,8tandmenownpon? 
Hetliat  hath  killed  my  king,andwbor*d  mymother; 
Popp'd  in  between  the  election  and  my  hopes; 
Thrown  out  his  angle  for  my  proper  life. 
And  with  such  oozenagje;  is*tnot  perfect  conscience, 
To  quit  him  with  this  arm?  and  is*t  not  to  be 

damned, 
To  let  this  canker  of  onr  nature  come 
In  further  eyil? 

Ear.  It  must  be  shortly  known  to  him  from 
England, 
What  is  the  issue  of  the  business  there. 

Earn.  It  will  be  short:  the  interim  is  mine; 
And  a  man*s  life^  no  more  than  to  say,  one. 
But  I  am  very  sorry,  good  Horatio, 
That  to  Laertes  I  forgot  myself; 
For  by  the  image  of  my  cause,  I  see 
The  portraiture  of  bis:  Til  count  his  fayoon: 
But,  sure,  the  bravery  of  his  grief  did  put  me 
Into  a  towering  passion. 

Ear,  Peace;  who  oomes  here? 

JSnUr  OsBia 

Osr,  Tour  lordship  is  right  welcome  back  to 
Denmarlc 

Ecm,  I  humbly  thank  yon,  air.— Dost  know 
this  water-fly? 

Ear,  No,  my  good  lord. 

Earn.  Thy  state  is  the  more  gradoui ;  for  *tis  a 
vice  to  know  him :  He  hath  mnoh  land,  and  fertil  e ; 
let  a  beast  be  lord  of  beasts,  and  his  orib  shall  stand 
at  the  king's  mess:  Tis  a  chough;  but,  as  I  say, 
spacious  in  the  possession  of  dirt. 

Omr.  Sweet  lord,  if  your  lordship  were  at 
leisure,  I  should  impart  a  thhig  to  yon  from  his 
muesty. 

Nem,  I  will  receive  it  with  all  diligence  of 
spurit :  Pat  your  bonnet  to  bis  right  use ;  *tb  for 
the  head. 

Oar.  1  thank  your  lordship,  tis  yery  hot. 

Eanu  No,  beUeve  me,  tis  veiy  cold;  the  wind 
is  northerly. 

Osr.  It  b  hidifferent  oold,  my  lord,  Indeed. 

Earn,  Methinks  it  is  very  sultry  and  hot,  for 
my  complexion. 

Otr.  Exceedingly,  my  lord ;  it  is  very  sultry.— 
M  ^wATA. — I  cannot  tell  bow.— But,  my  lord,  hb 


and  rareness,  as,  to  make  tmedictioii  of  hfan,  Ms 
semblable  is  his  mirror;  and,  who  else  would 
trace  him,  his  umbrage,  nothing  more. 

Otr.  Your  lordship  speaks  most  inftllibly  of  him. 

Earn.  The  ooncemancy,  sir?  why  do  we  imp 
the  gentleman  in  our  more  rawer  breath? 

Otr.  Sir? 

Ear,  1st  not  possible  to  understand  in  another 
tongue  ?  You  will  dot,  sir,  really. 

man.  What  imports  the  nomination  )f  this 
pientleman? 

Otr,  Cf  Uertes? 

Eor,  His  purse  is  empty  already ;  all  his  golden 
words  are  spent 

Earn,  Of  him,  sir. 

Otr,  I  know,  you  are  not  ignorant— 

Earn.  I  would,  you  did,  sir ;  yet,  in  &ith,  if  yon 
did,  it  would  not  much^pprove  me. — Well,  sir. 

Otr.  You  are  not  ignorant  of  what  excellence 
Laertes  is  at  his  weapon. 

Earn.  I  dare  not  conftess  that,  lest  I  should 
compare  with  him  in  excellence ;  but,  to  know  a 
man  wdl,  were  to  know  himself. 

Otr,  I  mean,  sir,  for  this  weapon;  but  in  the 
imputation  laid  on  him  by  them,  m  his  meed  he^ 
nnfellowed. 

Earn.  What^  his  weapon? 

Otr,  Rapier  and  dagger. 

Earn,  That's  two  of  his  weapons :  but,  welL 

Otr,  The  king,  sir,  hath  waged  with  him  six 
Barbery  horses :  against  the  which  be  has  imponed, 
as  I  take  it,  six  French  rapiers  and  poinards,  with 
their  assigns,  as  girdle,  hangers,  or  so:  Three  ot 
the  carriages,  in  faith,  are  very  dear  to  fancy,  very 
responsive  to  the  hilts,  most  delicate  carriages, 
anil  of  very  liberal  conceit. 

Earn,  What  call  you  the  carriages? 

Ear,  I  knew  you  must  be  ediAed  by  the  margent, 
ere  you  had  done. 

Otr,  The  carriages,  sb,  are  the  hangera. 

Ecan.  The  phrase  would  be  more  german  to  the 
matter,  if  we  could  carry  cannon  by  our  sides:  I 
would  it  might  be  lian^^ers  till  then.  But,  on: 
Six  Barbery  horses  against  six  French  swords, 
their  assigns,  and  three  liberal  conceited  carriages; 
that's  the  French  be,  against  the  Danish:  Why  is 
this  imponed,  as  yon  call  it? 

Otr,  The  king,  sir,  hath  laid,  that  in  a  dono 
passes  between  you  and  him,  he  shall  not  exceed 
you  three  hits ;  be  hath  laid  on  twelve  for  nine ; 
and  that  would  come  to  immediate  trial,  if  your 
lordship  would  vouchsafe  the  answer. 

Earn.  How,  if  1  answer  no? 

Otr,  1  mean,  my  lord,  the  opposHioD  of  your 
nerson  in  trial. 
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of  encoimter;  a  kind  of  yestj  coUf^on,  which 
carries  them  throagb  and  tbroagh  the  moet  fond 
and  winnowed  opinions ;  and  do  bat  blow  them 
to  their  trials,  the  babbles  are  oat. 

3ntera  Lord. 

Lord,  My  lord,  his  majesty  oommended  him  to 
70a  bj  joan^i;  Osric,  who  bnngs  back  to  him,  that 
70a  attend  him  in  the  hall :  He  sends  to  know,  if 
joor  pleasure  hold  to  plaj  with  Laertes,  or  that 
700  will  take  longer  time. 

Sam.  I  am  constant  to  m7 purposes,  the7  foUow 
the  Ring's  pleasure :  if  his  fitness  speaks,  mine  is 
read7 ;  now,  or  whensoever,  provided  I  be  so  able 
as  DOW. 

Lord,  Hie  king,  and  qaeen,  and  all  are  ooming 
down. 

Hanu  In  happ7  time. 

LortL  The  queen  desires  70a  to  use  some  gentle 
entertainment  to  Laertes,  before  70a  go  to  pla7. 

Ba$n,  She  well  instructs  me.  [ExU  Lord. 

Sor,  Yoa  will  lose  this  wager,  m7  lord. 

Sam,  I  do  not  think  so ;  since  he  went  into 
France,  I  have  been  in  continual  practice :  I  shall 
win  at  the  odds.  But  thoa  wouldst  not  think  how 
Ul  all's  here  about  m7  heart:  but  it  is  no  matter. 

Hot,    Na7,  good  m7  lord,— 

Earn,  It  is  but  fooler7;  but  it  is  such  a  kind  of 
gain^ving,  as  would,  perhaps,  trouble  a  woman. 

^r,  If70urmind  dislike  anything,  obey:  I  will 
forestall  their  repair  hither,  and  say,  you  are  not  fit. 

Earn.  Not  a  wlii^  we  defy  augury ;  there's  a 
special  providence  in  the  fall  of  a  sparrow.  If  it 
tie  now,  't  is  not  to  come ;  if  it  be  not  to  come,  it 
will  be  now;  if  it  be  not  now,  yet  it  will  come: 
the  readiness  is  all :  Since  no  man  has  aught  of 
what  he  leaves,  what  is  *t  to  leave  betimes  ? 

Bkier  Kino,  Queen,  Labbtes,  Lords,  Osbio, 
and  Attendants  vjith/oiU,  &e. 

Kmg.  Come,  Hamlet,  come,  and  take  this  hand 

from  me.     [The  Kino  puts  the  handoi 

Laertes  into  that  of  Hamlet 

Earn,  Give  me  your  pardon,  sir:  I  have  done 

you  wrong ; 

But  pardon 't,  as  you  are  a  gentleman. 

This  presence  knows,  and  you  must  needs  have 

heard. 
How  I  am  punish'd  with  a  tore  distraction. 
What  I  have  done. 

That  might  your  nature,  honour,  and  exception, 
Roughly  awake,  I  here  procUim  was  madness. 
Wast  Uaralet  wrong'd  Laertes?   Never,  Hamlet: 
if  Hamlet  from  bim^^elf  be  ta'en  away. 
And,  when  he's  not  himself,  doth  wrong  Laertes, 
Then  Hamlet  does  it  not,  Hamlet  denies  it. 

nriiA  HrkAo  1*  than  9      H  in  miuiiiAAA:    If^hAim. 
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Earn.  I  embrace  it  freely; 

And  will  tbto  brother*s  wager  frankly  pUy, 
Qive  us  the  foils ;  oomeon. 

iMor.  Come,  <me  for  me. 

Earn,  IllbevoarfdljLaertesi  in  mine  ignorance 
Tour  skill  shall,  like  a  star  i'the  darkest  night. 
Stick  fiery  off  indeed. 

Laer,  Toa  mock  me,  sir. 

Earn,  No,  by  this  hand. 

Kbig.  Give  them  the  toils,  young  Osne.   Coosin 
Hamlet, 
Tou  know  the  wager? 

Earn,  Very  well,  my  lord ; 

Tour  grace  hath  laid  the  odds  on  the  weaker  side.   . 

King.  I  do  not  fear  it:  I  have  seen  you  both. 
But  since  he's  better'd.  we  have  there/ore  odds. 

Laer,  This  is  too  heavy,  let  me  see  another. 

Earn*  This  tfkes  me  well :  These  foils  have  all 
a  length?  [They  prtpare  to  play, 

Osr,  i^,  my  good  lord. 

King,  Set  me  the  stoups  of  wine  afxm  that  table 
If  Uaralet  give  the  first  or  second  hit. 
Or  quit  in  answer  of  the  third  exchange, 
I<et  all  the  battlements  their  ordnance  fire; 
The  king  shall  drink  to  Hamlet's  better  breath ; 
And  in  the  cup  an  union  shall  he  throw. 
Richer  than  that  which  four  successive  kings 
In  Denmark^  crown  have  worn.  Give  me  the  cups; 
And  let  the  kettle  to  the  trumpet  speak. 
The  trumpet  to  the  cannoneer  without. 
The  cannons  to  the  heavens,  the  heaven  to  earth. 
Now  the  king  drinks  to  Hamlet — Come,  begin  ;— 
And  you,  the  judges,  bear  a  wary  e7e. 

Earn.  Come  on,  sir. 

Laer*  Come  on,  sir.  [Thojfplajf 

Earn,  One. 

Laer.  No. 

Earn,  Judgment. 

Oer,  A  hit,  a  V6r7  palpable  hit. 

Laer  Well,— again. 

King.  Sta7,  give  me  drink:  Hamlet,  this  pearl 
is  thine; 
Here^  to  thy  health.    Give  him  the  cap. 

[  Trumpets  sound;  and  cannon  shot  offtaHhm, 

Earn,  III  play  this  bout  first,  set  it  by  awhile. 
Come.— Another  hit;  What  say  you? 

\Theflpla91. 

Laer.  A  toach,  a  touch,  I  do  oonfesa. 

King,  Our  son  shall  win. 

Queen,  He's  fat,  and  scant  of  breath. 

Here,  Hamlet,  take  my  napkin,  rub  thy  browa* 
The  queen  carouses  to  thy  fortune,  Hamlet. 

Earn.  Good  madam. 

King,  Gertrude,  do  not  drink. 

Queen,  I  will,  my  lord ;— I  pra^  j;on,  pardon  me. 

King,  It  is  the  poisoned  cup :  it  is  too  late.    . , 
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HAMT.ET.  PRINCE  OF  DENMARlt. 


Kv^  Pwrt  them,  tiiey  are  incens'd. 
Uam,  Nay,  come  a«ain.  [  The  Quern /lUt.  I 

Otr.  Look  to  the  queen  there,  ho! 

Hot,    Tlier  bleed  on  both  eidea:— How  b  it, 

my  lord? 
(kr,  HtMv  ijit,  Laertes? 
Laor,  Why.  as  a  woodcock  to  mine  own  springe, 

Osrio; 
am  justly  kill'd  with  mine  own  treachery. 
Ham.  llow  does  the  queen? 
King,  She  swoons  to  see  them  bleed. 

Queen.  No,  no,  the  drink,  the  drink,— O  my 
dear  Hamlet  1 — 
The  drink,  the  drink;— I  am  poison'dl  [Diet. 

Ham.  O   villainy  I  — How?    Let  the  door  be 
look'd: 
rreachery  I  seek  it  out  JLAERTEs/afls. 

Laer,  It  is  here,  Hamlet:  Hamlet,  thou  art  slain: 
No  medicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good, 
In  thne  there  is  not  half  an  hour  of  life ! 
The  treacherous  instrument  is  in  thy  hand, 
Unbated,  and  envenomed:  the  foul  'M*actice 
Hath  tum*d  itself  on  me ;  lo,  here     lie. 
Never  to  rise  again:  Thy  mother's  poison 'd; 
I  can  no  more;  the  king,  the  king's  to  blame. 

Ham.  The  point 
Cnvenom'd  too  .'—Then,  venom,  to  thy  work. 

[Stabs  the  Kiiro. 
Osr,  d  Lords,  Treason  I  treason ! 
King,  O,  yet  defend  me,  friends,  I  am  bat  hurt 
Hatn.  Here,  thou  incestuous,  murd Vous,  damned 
Dane, 
Drink  off  this  potion :— la  thy  union  here  ? 
Follow  my  mother.  [Kino  dies, 

Loer,  He  is  justly  served ; 

It  ia  a  poison  tempered  by  himself. 
Exchange  forgiveness  with  me,  noble  Hamlet: 
Mine  and  my  fiither'a  death  come  not  upon  thee, 
Nor  thine  on  me  1  i^^^ 

Ham,  Heaven  make  thee  free  of  it!    I  follow 
thee. 
I  am  dead,  Horatio:— Wretched  qnecn,  adieu  I 
You  that  look  pale,  and  tremble  at  this  chance, 
That  are  but  mutes  or  audience  to  this  act, 
Had  1  but  time  (as  this  fell  sergeant,  death. 
Is  strict  in  his  arrest),  O,  I  could  tell  you,— 
But  let  it  be : — Horatio,  1  am  dead ; 
Thou  liv'st;  report  me  and  my  cause  aright 
To  the  nnaatistied. 

Hot,  Never  believe  it, 

I  am  more  an  antique  lioman  than  a  Dane, 
Uere*8  yet  some  liquor  left. 

Ham.  As  thou  art  a  man, 

Giv«  roe  the  onp ;  let  go;  by  heaven  I'll  have  it. 
0,  ^ood  Horatio,  what  a  wounded  name, 
Thmgs  staniling  thus  unknown,  shall  live  behind 

met 
If  thou  didst  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart, 
Absent  thee  from  felicity  awhile. 
And  in  this  harsh  world  draw  thy  breath  in  pain, 
To  tell  my  story.    [Afarck  afar  of,  and  shot  within. 
What  warlike  noi:*e  is  this? 
Ott*  Young  Fortinbras,  with  conquest  come 
from  Poland, 
To  the  ambassadors  of  England  gives 
This  warlike  Toiley. 


Ham,  O,  I  die,  Horatio; 

Tlie  potent  poison  quite  o'er-crows  my  spirit; 
I  cannot  live  to  hear  the  nt?ws  from  England, 
But  I  do  prophesy  the  election  lights 
On  Fortinbras;  he  has  my  dying  voice; 
So  tell  him,  with  the  oocurrents.  more  and  less 
Which  have  solicited.  —The  rest  is  silence.   [Die9» 

Hor,  Now  cracks  a  noble  heart    Good  night, 
su  eet  prince ; 
And  flights  of  an<^l8  sing  thee  to  thy  rest  I 
Why  does  the  drum  come  hither  I    \Maj<ii « 

Elder  Fortinbras,  iU  English  Ambassadors  <dmI 
oihtTS, 

Fort.  Where  ia  this  sight  ? 

Hor,  What  is  it  ye  wonld  see? 

If  aught  of  woe,  or  wonder,  cease  your  search. 

fort.  This  quarry  cries  on  havoc— 0  prood 
death  I 
What  feast  is  toward  in  thine  eternal  cell, 
That  thou  so  many  princes  at  a  shoot. 
So  bloodily  hast  struck  I 

1  Amh,  The  sight  is  dismal ; 

And  our  affairs  from  England  come  too  late: 
The  ears  are  senseless  that  should  give  us  hearing, 
To  tell  him,  his  commandment  is  fnlHlI'd, 
That  itosencrantz  and  (iuildenstern  are  dead : 
Where  should  we  have  our  thanks? 

Hor.  Not  from  his  month. 

Had  it  the  ability  of  life  to  thank  you; 
He  never  gave  commandment  for  their  death. 
But  since,  so  jump  upon  this  bloody  question. 
You  from  the  Polack  wars,  and  you  fmm  England, 
Are  here  arriv'd,  give  order,  that  these  bodies 
High  on  a  .•-tage  be  placed  to  the  view ; 
And  lot  me  speak,  to  the  yet  unknowing  world. 
How  these  thini^^  came  about :  so  shall  you  bear 
Of  carnal,  bloody,  and  unnatural  acts; 
Of  accMental  judgments,  casual  slaughters; 
Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning,  and  forc'd  caose  - 
And,  in  this  upshot,  purposes  mistook 
Fall'n  on  the  inventors' heads:  all  this  can  J 
Truly  deliver. 

Fort,  Let  us  haste  to  bear  it. 
And  call  the  noblest  to  the  audience. 
For  me,  with  sorrow  I  embrace  my  fortime , 
I  have  some  rights  of  memory  in  this  kingdom. 
Which  now  to  claim  my  vantage  doth  invite  me, 

Hor.  Of  that  I  shall  have  alwa^  cause  to  speak* 
And  from  his  mouth  whose  voice  will  draw  on 

more: 
But  let  this  same  be  presently  perform'd. 
E'en  while  men*s  minds  are  wild;  lest  more  mis- 
chance, 
On  plots,  and  errors,  happen. 

Jiort,  Let  four  captains 

Bear  Hamlet,  like  a  soldier,  to  the  stage ; 
For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  put  on. 
To  haveprov*d  most  royally :  and,  for  his  passage, 
The  soldier's  music,  and  the  rights  of  war. 
Speak  loudly  for  him. 
Take  up  the  body:— Such  a  sight  as  this 
Becomes  the  tieM.  but  here  shows  much  amiss. 
Qo,  bid  ^he  soldiers  slioot  [A  ilead  ifarck, 

[Exeunt^  marching ;  afier  which  a  peal  ^ 
ordnance  6  shot  off., 
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DRAMATIS  J-ER^^ON^. 


Dote  of  VEBIOB. 

BRABAVXIO  ji  Mnmtor :  UXbM  to 

Two  other  8eii»tort. 

ORATIAHO.  brother  to 

LODOVICO.  klHAiULn  to  Bnthaatto. 

OTHELLO,  the  Moor. 

0A88I0,  Ueatonant  to  OtheOo. 

lAOO.  aadent  to  OtheLo 


KCDEBIQO,*  

MONTAMO.  Othello's  predecenor  la  the 

of  Cypnu. 

QowB,  lervant  to  Othello. 

Herald. 

DE8DEM0NA,  wife  to  Othdla 

EMILIA,  wife  to  lago. 

BIAMCA,  a  courtez&a. 


■GEHE.-.ror  tho  Vtrrt  Aot,  ta  VtBloe :  darlBff  the  rert  of  tho  riaj,  a  a  Beft-port  ta  OTpni^ 


ACTL 


SCENE  L—Yenioe.  ABimelL 
EnUr  BoDERioo  cand  Iago. 


Bod,  Never  tell  me,  I  take  it  mnch  unkindly 
That  thou,  la^o,  who  hast  had  mj  parse 
As  if  the  strings  were  thine,  shouldst  know  of  this. 
logo.  But  700*11  not  hear  me.    If  ever  I  did 

dream 
Of  such  a  matter,  ahhor  me. 
BodL  Thou  told*st  me,  thou  didst  hold  him  in 

thy  hate. 
laqo,  De8i)iseme,if  IdonoL   Three  great  ones 

of  the  citj, 
Inpersonal  suit  to  make  me  his  Itentenant, 
Oflhcapp'd  to  him:  and,  by  the  faith  of  man, 
1  know  my  price,  I  am  worth  no  worse  a  place: 
But  he,  as  loving  his  own  pnde  and  purposes. 
Evades  them;  with  a  bombast  circnmsiauce, 
Horribly  stnfiTd  with  epitliets  of  war, 
Nonsuits  my  mediators.    For,  certes,  says  he, 
I  Iiave  already  chose  my  officer. 
And  what  was  hr  ^ 
Forsooth,  a  great  arithmetictan, 
One  Michael  Cassio,  a  Florentine, 
A  fellow  almost  damn*d  in  a  foir  wife. 
That  never  set  a  saaadron  in  the  field, 
Nor  the  division  of  a  battle  knows 
More  than  a  spinster ;  unless  the  bookish  theorick, 
Wherein  the  tongned  consuls  can  propose 
As    masterly   as    he:     mere    prattle,   without 

practice, 
Ia  9l\   hia  soldiership.     Bat   he,  sir,  had  the 

election, 


/oo.  O  sir,  content  you; 
I  follow  him  to  serve  my  turn  upon  him 
We  cannot  ail  be  masters,  nor  all  masters 
Cannot  be  truly  follow*d.     Yon  shall  marii 
Many  a  duteous  and  knee-crooking  knave, 
That,  doting  on  his  own  obsequious  bondage, 
Wears  out  his  time  much  like  his  master's  ass, 
For  naught  but  provender;  and  when  bo'sold, 

cashier'd ; 
Whip  me  such  honest  knaves:  Others  there  are 
W^ho,  triinm*d  in  forms  and  visages  of  duty. 
Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  themsclvee; 
And,  throvung  but  shows  of  service  on  their  lords. 
Mo  well  thrive  by  them,  and,  when  they  have 

lin'd  their  coats. 
Do  themselves  homage :  these  fellows  have  sonid 

soul; 
And  such  a  one  do  I  profess  myself.    For,  sir. 
It  is  as  sure  as  you  are  Hoderigo, 
Were  I  the  Moor  1  would  not  be  Iago. 
In  following  him  i  follow  but  myself; 
Heaven  is  niy  judge,  not  I  for  love  and  daty. 
But  seeming  so,  for  my  peculiar  end : 
For  when  my  outward  action  doth  demonstrate 
The  native  act  and  figure  of  my  heart 
In  complement  extern,  *tis  not  long  after 
But  1  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  sleeve 
For  daws  to  peck  at :  I  am  not  what  I  am. 
Bod  What  a  fall  Fortune  does  the  Ttibk4lps 

owe. 
If  he  can  carry  \  thosl 

logo.    Call  up  her  &ther, 
Kon.se  him  :  make  after  him,  poison  hIa  deHsHt* 
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filUIULIfTlO,  thwt, 

Jka,  What  is  the  reason  of  this  terrible  sum- 


OTHELLO. 


What  ia  the  matter  there? 
Jiod,    Signior,  is  all  your  HmBty  within  ? 
logo.  Are  your  doors  lock'd? 
Bra,  Why,  wherefore  ask  you  this  ? 

logo.  Sir,  you  are  robb*d ;  for  sliame  put  on 
your  gown ; 
Tour  heart  is  buKt,  yon  have  lost  half  your  soul; 
Even  now,  now,  yerj  now,  an  old  blaok  ram 
la  tupping  your  white  ewe.    Arise,  arise ; 
Awake  the  snorting  citizens  with  the  bell. 
Or  else  the  devil  will  make  a  grandsire  of  you: 
Arise,  I  say. 
Bra,  What,  have  you  lost  your  wits? 
Bod,  Most  reverend  signior,  do  yon  know  my 

voice? 
Bra.  Not  1 ;  what  are  you? 
Bod.  My  name  is  Hoderigo. 
Bra,  The  wor5er  welcome : 
I  have  charff'd  thee  not  to  haunt  about  my  doors: 
la  honest  plainness  thou  hast  heard  me  say 
My  daughter  is  not  for  thee;  and  now,  in  madness 
(Being  full  of  supper  and  distempering  draughts), 
Upon  malicious  knavery,  dost  thou  come 
To  start  my  t^uiet 
2iod,  Sir,  sir,  sir, — 
Bra.  But  thou  must  needs  be  sure, 
My  spirit  and  my  place  have  m  thcdr  power 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 
Bod,  Patience,  good  sir. 

Bra,  What  tell'st  thou  me  of  robbhig?  this  ia 
Venice; 
My  house  is  not  a  grange. 

Bod,  Most  grave  Brabantio, 

In  simple  and  pure  soul  I  come  to  you. 

logo.  Sir«  you  are  one  of  those  that  will  not 
serve  God,  if  the  devil  bid  you.    Because  we  come 
to  do  von  service,  and  you  think  we  are  ruffians, 
voull  have  your  daughter  covered  with  a  Barbery 
none:  youll  have  your  nephews  neigh  to  you: 
youll  have  coursers  for  cousms,  and  gennets  for 
gennans. 
Bra,  What  profane  wretch  art  thou? 
laqo,  I  am  one,  sir,  that  comes  to  tell  yon  your 
daughter  and  the  Moor  are  making  the  beast  with 
two  backs. 
Bra,  Thou  art  a  villain. 
logo.  Yon  are  a  senator. 

Bra,  This  thou  shalt  answer.    I  know  thee, 

Koderigo. 
Bod.  ttir,  1  will  answer  any  thing.  Bat  I  beseech 
you. 
If  *t  be  your  pleasure  and  most  wise  consent 
(As  partly  I  nnd  it  is),  that  your  fiur  dauirhter. 


If  she  be  in  her  chamber,  or  tout  house 
Let  loose  on  me  the  justice  of  the  state 
For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra,  Strike  on  the  tinder,  hoa  1 

Give  me  a  taper;  call  an  all  my  people: 
This  accident  is  not  unlike  my  oream ; 
Belief  of  it  oppressea  me  already : 
Llght,Isayf  liffhtl  [ExUfiom  above, 

logo.  Farewell ;  for  I  must  leave  you: 
It  seems  not  meet,  nor  wholesome  to  my  place, 
To  be  produced  (as,  if  I  sUy,  I  shall) 
Against  the  Moor ;  For,  I  do  know,  the  state 
(However  this  may  gall  him  with  some  check) 
Cannot  with  safety  cast  him.    For  he's  embark*d 
With  such  loud  reason  to  the  Cyprus'  wars, 
(Which  even  now  stand  in  act),  that  for  their  souls. 
Another  of  hb  fathom  they  nave  none 
To  lead  their  business:  in  which  r«^gard, 
Thouffh  1  do  hate  him  as  I  do  hell  pains, 
Yet,  for  necessity  of  present  life, 
I  mast  show  out  a  Ai^  aiMi  sign  of  love. 
Which  is  indeed  but  sign.    That  you  shall  surely 

find  him. 
Lead  to  the  Sagittary  the  raised  search : 
And  there  wiUl  be  with  him.  So,(kreweU.  [Eaek. 

BntoTy  hdowt  Brabantio,  and  Servants  with 
torches. 

Bra,  It  ia  too  true  an  evil :  gone  she  is. 
And  what's  to  come  of  my  despised  time 
Is  nought  but  bitterness.    Now,  Roderigo. 
Where  didst  thou  see  her?— 0,  unhappy  girl  I— 
With  the  Moor,  say'st  thou  ?>  Who  woiud  be  a 

father?— 
How  didst  thou  know  ^as  she  ?— O,  she  daceivaa 

me 
Past  thought!—  What  said  she  to  you?— Gel 

more  tapers; 
Raise  all  my  kindred.— Are  th^  married,  dilak 
yon? 
Bod,  Truly,  I  thmk  they  are. 
Bra,  O  heaven  I    How  got  she  out  ?—0  treason 
of  the  blood  1— 
Fathers,  from  hence  trust  not  your  daughters* 

minds 
By  what  you  see  them  act— Are  there  not  ehamv 
By  which  the  property  of  youth  and  maidhood 
Maybeabus'd?   Have  you  not  read,  Roderigo, 
Of  some  such  thing  ? 
Bod,  Yes,  sir;  I  have  indeed. 

Bra,  Call  up  my  brother^— O,  would  yon  had 
had  herl- 
Some  one  way,  some  another.— Do  you  know 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her  and  the  Moor? 

Rod.  1  thUik  I  can  discover  him,  if  you  please 
To  get  good  guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 
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0th,  *T  it  better  as  it  U. 

JoffCK  Naj,  but  he  prated, 

And  spoke  sach  8earv7  and  provoking  terms 
Against  your  honour, 
That,  with  the  little  godliness  I  have, 
Z  did  foil  hard  forbear  him.    But,  1  pra^yon,  sir, 
Are  you  fast  married?    Be  assured  of  tms, 
That  the  magnifico  is  much  beloved, 
And  liath,  in  his  eflfect,  a  voice  potential, 
As  double  as  the  dukels:  he  will  divorce  70Q ; 
Or  put  upon  you  what  restraint  and  grievance 
The  law  (with  all  his  might  to  enforce  it  on) 
Will  give  liim  cable. 

0th,  Let  him  do  his  spite : 

My  services,  which  I  have  done  the  signiory. 
Shall  out-tongue  his  complaints.  Tis  yet  to  know 
rWhich,  when  1  know  that  boasting  is  an  honour, 
I  shall  promulgate],  I  fetch  my  life  and  being 
From  men  of  royal  siege ;  and  my  demerits 
May  speak,  onbonneted,  to  as  proud  a  fortune 
As  this  that  I  have  reacii'd :  For  know,  Isgo, 
but  tliat  I  love  the  gentle  Desdemona, 
I  would  not  my  unhouhod  free  condition 
Put  into  circumscription  and  confine 
For  the  8ea*s  worth.   But,  look  I  what  lights  come 
yond? 

Enter  Cassio,  atadistaneey  andoertam  Officers  wUh 
tcrchesm 

logo.  Those  are  the  raised  father  and  his  friends 
You  were  best  go  in. 

0th.  Not  I :  I  must  be  found; 

My  parts,  my  title,  and  my  perfect  soul, 
Shall  manifest  me  rightly.    Is  it  they? 

lago.  By  Janus,  1  think  no. 

0th.  The  servants  of  the  duke  $  and  my  lieu- 
tenant. 
The  goodness  of  the  night  upon  you,  friends  I 
What  is  the  news? 

Caa,  The  duke  does  greet  you,  general; 

And  he  requires  your  haste-post-haste  appearance, 
EveA  on  the  instant. 

0th,  What  is  the  matter,  think  you  ? 

Caa.  Something  from  Cyprus,  as  I  may  divine: 
It  is  a  business  ofsome  heat    The  galleys 
Have  sent  a  dozen  sequent  messengers 
This  very  night,  at  one  another's  heels; 
And  many  of  the  consuls,  raisM  and  met. 
Are  at  the  duke's  already:  you  have  been  hotly 

call'd  for ; 
When,  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  be  found. 
The  senate  hath  sent  about  three  several  quests, 
To  search  you  out. 

0th,  Tis  well  I  am  found  by  you. 

I  will  but  spend  a  word  here  in  the  house. 
And  eo  with  vou.  I  Exit, 


OTHELLO. 

0th, 


Uola!  stand  there  1 

Bod,  Signior,  it  is  the  Moor. 

Bm,  Down  with  htm,  thief  1 

[They  draw  on  both  tides, 

logo.  Ton,  Roderigo  I   Come,  sir,  I  am  for  you. 

0th,  Keep  up  your  bright  swords,  for  the  dew 
will  rust  them. 
Good  si^ior,  you  shall  more  command  with  years 
Than  with  your  weapons. 

Br<u  0  thou  foul  thief,  where  hast  thoa  stow'd 
my  daughter  ? 
Damn'd  as  thou  art,  thou  hast  enchanted  her: 
For  111  refer  me  to  all  things  of  sense 
(If  she  in  diains  of  magio  were  not  bound), 
Whether  a  maid  so  tender,  fair, and  happy, 
So  opposite  to  marriage,  tliat  she  shunn'd 
The  wealthy  curled  dearling  of  our  nation. 
Would  ever  have,  to  incur  a  general  mock. 
Run  from  her  guardage  to  the  sooty  bosom 
Of  such  a  thing  as  thou,— to  fear,  not  to  delight. 
Judge  me  the  world,  if  *tis  not  gross  in  su iie^ 
That  thou  hast  practised  on  her  with  foul  charms 
Abus'd  her  delicate  youth  with  drugs,  or  minerals. 
That  weaken  motion : — I'U^ve  it  dbputed  on ; 
*Tbi  probable,  and  palpable  to  thinking. 
I  therefore  apprehend  and  do  attach  thee, 
For  an  abuser  of  the  world,  a  practiser 
Of  arts  inhibited  and  out  of  warrant: 
Lay  hold  upon  him ;  if  he  do  resist. 
Subdue  him  at  his  peril. 

0th,  Uol d  your  hands. 

Both  you  of  my  inolining,  and  the  rest : 
Were  it  my  cue  to  fight,  I  should  have  knovru  it 
Without  a  prompter.— Where  will  yon  that  I  ^; 
To  answer  this  your  charge? 

Bra,  To  prison :  till  fit  time 

Of  law,  and  course  of  direct  session. 
Call  thee  to  answer. 

0th,  What  if  I  do  obey  ? 

How  may  the  duke  be  therewith  satisfied; 
Whose  messengers  are  hereabout  my  side 
Upon  some  present  business  of  the  state, 
To  bring  me  to  him  ? 

Off.  Tis  true,  most  worthy  ngnior 

The  duke*s  in  conncil ;  and  your  noble  self, 
I  am  sure  is  sent  for. 

Bra,  Howl  the  duke  in  coundl ? 

In  this  time  of  the  night  ? — Bring  him  awa^: 
Mine's  not  an  idle  cause :  the  duke  himself. 
Or  any  of  my  brothers  of  the  stote. 
Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong  as  'twere  their  own: 
For  if  such  actions  may  have  passage  fk-ee. 
Bond-slaves  and  pagans  shall  our  atatesmenbe.  \EaL 
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OTHELLO. 


JCnttr  Sailor. 


Of.  A  messenger  from  the  gallejs. 

Duke,  Now  ?  the  basinMs  ? 

&xiL  The    Turkish     preparation    makes    for 
KhodeA ; 
80  was  I  bid  report  here  to  the  state, 
By  flignior  Aiiijelo. 

Duke.  Uow  say  70a  by  this  changer 

I  Sen,  This  cannot  be, 

By  no  assay  of  reason ;  'tis  a  pageant, 
To  keep  us  in  fiilse  gaze:  When  we  consider 
The  importancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Turk ; 
And  let  ourselves  again  but  understand 
That,  as  it  more  concerns  the  Turk  than  Rhodes, 
So  may  he  with  mure  facile  question  bear  it. 
For  that  it  stands  not  in  such  warlike  brace. 
But  altogether  lacks  the  abilities' 
That  KhodeA  is  dress *d  in :  if  we  make  thought 

of  this, 
We  must  not  think  the  Turk  is  so  unskilful, 
To  leave  that  latest  which  concerns  him  first. 
Neglecting  an  attempt  of  ease  and  gain, 
To  wake  and  wage  a  danger  profitless. 

Duke,  Nay,   in  all .  ooufidenoe,   he*s  not  for 
Rhodes. 

Of.  Here  is  more  news. 

EnUr  a  Messenger. 

Afeu.  The  Ottomites,  reverend  and  gracious, 
Steering   with   due  course   toward   Uie  ble  of 

Rhodes, 
Have  there  injointed  them  with  no  after  fleet. 
1  Sen,  Ay,  so  1  thought: — How  many,  as  you 

guess? 
Hess,  Of  thirty  sail :  and  now  the^  do  re-stem 
Their  backward  course,  bearing  with  frank  ap- 
pearance 
Their  purposes  towards  Cypms.  Signior  Montano, 
Your  trusty  and  most  valiant  servitor, 
With  his  free  duty,  recommends  you  thus. 
And  prays  ^ou  to  believe  him. 

Dtike,  'Tis  certain  then  for  Cyprus. 
Marcos  Lucotoos,  is  not  he  in  town  ? 
1  Sen,  He's  now  in  Florence. 
Duke,  Write  (torn  us  to  him,  post-poet-haste, 

despatch. 
1  Sen,  Here  comes  Brabantio,  and  the  valiant 
Moor. 

Bkter  Brabantio,  Othello,  Iago,  RoDBRiao, 
€md  Officers. 
Duke.  Valiant  Othello,  we  most  straight  employ 
you 
Against  the  general  enemy  Ottoman. 
[  did  not  see  you;   welcome,   gentle   signior. 

[7b  Bra. 
We  lacked  yonr  counsel  and  your  help  to-night 
Bra.  So  did  I  yours :  Good  your  grace,  pardon 
me; 
Neither  m  v  place,  nor  aught  I  heard  of  business. 
Hath  rais'd  me  from  my  bed;  nor  doth  the  general 

care 
Take  hold  on  me ;  for  my  partioolar  grief 
Is  of  so  floodgate  and  overbearing  nature, 
Tliat  it  engluts  and  swallows  other  sorrows, 
And  it  is  still  itself. 
Duke.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

Bra,  My  daoghter*  0,  my  daughter  I 
Sen.  Dead? 

Bra,  Ay,  to  me; 

She  is  abused,  stolen  from  me,  and  corrupted 
By  spells  and  medicines  bought  of  motmtebanksr 
For  nature  to  preposterously  to  err, 


Being  not  deficient,  blind,  er  lame  of  80086) 

Sans  witchcraft  could  not— 

Duke.  Whoe'er  he  be,  that  in  this  fool  pro- 
ceeding 
Hath  thus  beguil'd  yonr  daughter  of  herself, 
And  you  of  her,  the  bloody  book  of  law 
You  shall  yourself  read  in  the  bitter  letter. 
After  your  own  sense ;  yea,  though  oar  proper  soo 
Stood  iu  your  action. 

Bra.  Humbly  I  thank  your  g^race. 

Here  is  the  man,  this  Moor;  whom  now,  it  seems. 
Your  special  mandate,  for  the  state  affiura, 
Hath  hitlier  brought 

AIL  We  are  yerj  sorry  for  t 

Duke.  Wlutt,  in  your  own  part,  can  yon  say  to 

Bra.  Nothing,  but  this  is  so.        [^Otdello. 
Oth.  Most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  signiors. 
My  very  noble  and  approved  ff«»od  masters, — 
That  1  have  ta'en  away  this  old  man's  daughter, 
It  is  most  true;  true,  I  have  married  her; 
The  very  head  and  front  of  my  ofifendmg 
Hath  this  extent,  no  more.    Rude  am  J  in  my 

speech. 
And  little  bless'd  with  the  soft  phrase  of  peace; 
Forsince  these  arms  of  mine  liaa  seven  years'  pith, 
Till  now  some  nine  moons  wasted,  they  have  oa'd 
Their  dearest  action  in  the  tented  field; 
And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  speak. 
More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  brols  and  battle; 
And  therefore  little  shall  I  grace  my  cause, 
In  speaking  for  myself:    xet  by  your  gracioos 

patience, 
I  will  a  round  un varnish 'd  tale  deliver 
Of  my  whole  course  of  love:  what  drags,  what 

clKirms, 
What  conjuration,  and  what  mighty  magic 

iFor  such  proceeding  I  am  charged  withal), 
won  his  daughter. 

Bra,  A  maiden  never  bold ; 

Of  spirit  so  still  and  quiet,  that  her  motion 
Blush 'd  at  herself:  And  she,  in  spite  of  nature. 
Of  years,  of  country,  credit,  every  thing, 
To  fall  in  love  with  wliat  she  fear'd  to  look  on? 
It  is  a  judgment  maim'd,  and  most  imperfect, 
That  will  confess,  perfection  so  could  err 
Against  all  rules  of  nature;  and  must  be  driven 
To  find  out  practices  of  cunning  hell, 
Why  this  should  be.    I  therefore  vouch  again. 
That  with  some  mixtures  powerful  o'er  the  blood. 
Or  with  some  dram  conjur  d  to  this  effect. 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Duke,  To  vouch  this  is  no  proof 

■Without  more  wider  and  more  overt  test, 
Than  these  thin  habits,  and  poor  likelihoods 
Of  modem  seeming,  do  prefer  a^^ainst  him. 

1  Sen.  But,  Othello,  speak : 
Did  you  by  indirect  and  forced  courses 
Subdue  and  poison  this  young  maid's  affections  ? 
Or  came  it  by  request,  and  sach  fair  question 
As  soul  to  soul  anbrdeth  ? 

OtJu  I  do  beseech  you, 

Send  for  the  lady  to  the  Sagittary, 
And  let  her  speak  of  me  before  hur  father: 
If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report. 
The  trust,  the  office,  I  do  hold  of  you,  * 
Not  only  take  away,  but  let  your  sentenoe 
£ven  fall  upon  my  life. 

Duke.  Fetch  Desdemona  hither. 

Oth,  Ancient,  conduct  them :   you  best  know 
the  place>  [Eaoeuui  lAOOamf  Attendants. 
And,  till  she  come,  as  truly  as  to  heaven 
I  do  oonfess  the  vices  of  my  blood, 
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So  justly  to  roar  ^ve  ears  111  present 
How  I  did  thrive  in  ibis  fair  Udj's  loTe, 
And  she  in  mine. 

I>uke.  Say  it.  Othello. 
Oth.  Her  fiither  lov*d  me;  oft  invited  me; 
Still  question 'd  me  the  story  of  mpr  life, 
From  year  to  year ;  the  battles,  sieges,  fortune, 
That  1  have  pass'd. 

I  lan  it  through,  even  from  my  boyish  dajrs. 
To  the  very  moment  that  he  bade  me  tell  it 
'Wherein  1  spoke  of  most  disastrous  chances; 
Of  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  field; 
Of  hair-breadth  ^scapes  i*  the  imminent  deadly 

breach; 
Of  being  taken  by  the  insolent  foe 
And  sold  to  slavery ;  of  my  redemption  thenoe, 
And  porunce.    In  my  traveller's  history, 
(Wherein  of  antres  vast  and  desarts  idle, 
Rough  quarries,  rocks,  and  hills  whose  heads  touch 

heaven. 
It  was  my  hint  to  speak),  each  was  my  process; — 
And  of  the  CannibsJs  that  each  other  eat, 
The  Anthropophagi,  and  men  whose  heads 
Do  grow  beneath  their  shoulders.    These  thuigf 

to  hear 
Would  Desdemona  seriously  incline ; 
But  still  the  house  afl^airs  would  draw  her  thenoe; 
Which  ever  as  8he  could  with  haste  despatcb| 
BheM  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 
Devour  up  my  discourse:  Which  I  observing, 
To«ik  once  a  pliant  hour;  and  found  good  means 
To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earnest  heart, 
That  i  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate, 
Whereof  by  parcels  stie  had  something  heard, 
But  not  intentively :  I  did  consent; 
And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  tears. 
When  1  did  speak  of  some  distressful  stroke 
That  my  youth  suffered.    My  story  being  done, 
8he  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  sighs : 
8he  swore,— In  faith,  'twas  strange,  'twas  passing 

strange ; 
Twas  pitiful,  'twas  wondrons  pitifhl : 
Bhe  wish'd  she  had  not  heard  it;  yet  she  wished 
That   heaven  had  made  her  such  a  man:   she 

thank 'd  me; 
And  bade  me,  if  1  had  a  fKend  that  lov*d  her, 
I  should  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  story, 
And  that  would  woo  her.  Upon  this  hint  1  spake: 
She  lov'd  me  for  the  dangers  f  had  pass'd ; 
And  I  lov'd  her  that  she  did  pity  them. 
This  only  is  the  witchcraft  I  nave  us'd; 
Here  comes  the  lady,  let  her  witness  it. 

Enter  Dksdbmona,  Iaoo,  and  Attendants. 
Duke.  Ithiukthifltalewoold  win  my  daughter 

too. 
Good  Brabantio, 

Take  op  this  mangled  matter  at  the  best: 
Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  use, 
Than  their  bare  hands. 

Dra.  I  rnpftv  von.  hojur  hp.r  jniAsk-  • 


OTHELLO.  8^ 

To  yon,  preferring  yon  before  her  flither. 
So  much  i  challenge  that  1  may  profess 
Due  to  the  Moor,  my  lord. 

Brtu  God  be  with  yon  I— I  have  dones- 

Please  it  your  grace,  on  to  the  state  affairs ; 
I  had  rather  to  adopt  a  child  than  get  iL 
Come  hither.  Moor: 

1  here  do  give  thee  that  with  all  my  heart 
Which,  but  thou  hast  already,  with  all  my  heart 
I  would  keep  from  thee.— For  your  sake,  jewel, 
I  am  glad  at  soul  I  have  no  other  child ; 
For  thy  escape  would  teach  me  tyranny. 
To  hang  clogs  on  them.— I  have  done,  my  lord. 

J)ukt,  Let  me  speak  like  yoorself ;  and  lay  a 
sentence, 
Which,  as  a  i^ise,  or  step,  may  help  these  lovers. 
When  remedietfiire  past,  the  griefs  are  ended, 
By  seeingthe  worst,  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 
To  mourn  a  mischief  that  is  past  and  gone 
Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mischief  on. 
Whst  cannot  lie  preservM  when  fortune  takes. 
Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 
The  robb'd  that  smiles  steaU  something  from  the 

thief; 
He  robs  himself  that  spends  a  bootless  grief. 

£r€u  So  let  the  Turk  of  Cyprus  us  beguile ; 
We  lose  it  not  so  long  as  we  can  smile. 
He  bears  the  sentence  well  that  nothing  bears 
But  the  free  comfort  which  from  thence  he  hears  * 
But  he  bears  both  the  sentence  and  the  sorrow 
That,  to  pay  grief,  must  of  poor  patience  borrow 
These  sentences,  to  sugar,  or  to  gall. 
Being  strong  on  both  sides,  are  equivocal : 
But  words  are  words ;  I  never  yet  did  hear 
That  the  bruis'd  heart  was  pierced  through  the  ear. 
1  humbly '  beseech  yon,  proceed  to  the  affiurs  of 
state. 

Dvke,  The  Turk  with  a  most  mighty  prepara- 
tion makes  for  Cyprus ; — Othello,  the  fortitude  oi 
the  place  is  best  known  to  you :  And  though  we 
have  there  a  substitute  of  most  allowed  sufficiency, 
yet  opinion,  a  more  sovereign  mistress  of  effects, 
throws  a  more  safer  voice  on  you:  you  must  ther& 
fore  be  content  to  slubber  the  gloss  of  your  new 
fortunes  with  this  more  stubborn  and  l)oisterouf 
expedition. 

Oth,  The  tyrant  custom,  most  graTe  senators. 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  steel  couch  of  war 
My  thrice-dnven  bed  of  down :  I  do  agnize 
A  natural  and  prompt  alacrity 
I  find  in  hardness ;  and  do  undertake 
These  present  wars  against  the  Ottomites. 
Most  humbly  therefore  bending  to  your  state, 
I  crave  fit  deposition  for  my  wife; 
Due  re  erence  of  place,  and  exhibition ; 
With  such  accommodation,  and  besort. 
As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Duke,  Why}  atheriather% 

Bra,  I  will  not  have  it  so. 

nth.  Nor  I. 
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Did  I  my  soul  and  fortoncs  oonsecrate. 

80  that,  dear  lords,  if  I  be  left  behind, 

A  moth  of  peace,  and  he  go  to  the  war, 

The  rights  for  whj  I  love  him  are  beiw  me, 

And  I  a  heavj  interim  shall  support 

By  his  dear  absence:  Let  me  go  with  him* 

OtK  Let  her  have  your  voice. 
Vonoh  with  me,  heaven,  I  therefore  beg  it  not, 
To  please  the  palate  of  my  appetite; 
Nor  to  comply  with  heat  the  young  affects. 
In  my  defunct  and  proper  satisfaction ; 
But  to  be  free  and  bounteous  to  her  mind : 
And  heaven  defend  your  good  souls  that  you  think 
I  will  your  serious  and  ereat  business  scant, 
When  she  is  with  me :  No,  when  light-wing'd  toys 
Of  feathcr'd  Cupid  seel  with  wraton  dulness 
My  speculative  and  offio*d  instrHmient, 
That  my  dis^rts  corrupt  and  taint  my  business, 
Let  housewites  make  a  skillet  of  my  helm. 
And  all  iiidign  and  base  adversities 
Make  head  against  my  estimation. 

Duke,  Be  it  as  you  shall  privately  determine, 
Either  for  her  stay  or  going ;  the  i^ir  cries  haste, 
And  speed  must  answer  it. 

Sen,  You  must  away  to-night. 

0th.  With  all  my  heart 

Duke.  At  nine  i*  the  morning  hero  well  meet 
again. 
Othello,  leave  some  officer  behind, 
And  be  shall  our  commission  bring  to  you; 
And  such  ttungs  else  of  quality  and  respeot 
As  doth  import  yoo. 

0th,  So  please  your  grace,  my  aiKaent ; 

A  man  he  is  of  honesty  and  trust : 
To  his  conveyance  i  assign  my  wife, 
With  what  else  needful  your  good  grace  shall  think 
To  be  sent  after  me. 

Duke.  Let  it  be  so. 

Gh>od  night  to  every  one. — And,  noble  signior. 

If  virtue  no  delighted  beauty  lack,  P<*  ^^• 

Your  son-in-law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 
ISen.  Adieu,  brave  Moor!  use  Desdemona  weU. 
Bra.  Look  to  her,  Moor,  if  thou  hast  eyes  to  see; 
She  has  deceived  her  father,  and  may  thee. 

{Exeunt  Duke,  Senators,  Officers,  &o. 
0th,  My  life  upon  her  faith  I  Honest  lago, 
My  Desdemona  must  I  leave  to  thee; 
I  prithee  let  thy  wife  attend  on  her: 
And  bring  them  after  in  the  best  advantage. 
Comoi  Desdemona,  I  have  but  an  hour 
Of  love,  of  worldly  matter  and  direction, 
To  spend  with  thee :  we  must  obey  the  time. 
Bod.  laeo   C^^^^'^i'"^  (^^™£''i^<>'>^  ^bsdbmona. 
logo.  What  say'st  thou,  noble  heart? 
Sod.  What  will  I  do,  tMiik*st  thou? 
lagok  Why,  go  to  bed  and  sleep. 
Bod.  I  will  incontinently  drown  myselC 
logo.  If  thou  dost  I  shall  never  love  thee  after. 
Why,  thou  silly  gentleman* 

&mL  It  is  silliness  to  live  when  to  live  is  tor- 
ment :  and  then  have  we  a  prescription  to  die  when 
death  is  our  physician. 

I<Mgo.  O  villainous  I  I  have  looked  npon  the 
world  for  four  times  seven  years;  and  since  I  could 
distinguish  betwixt  a  benefit  and  an  injury,  I 
never  found  man  that  knew  how  to  love  himiself. 
Ere  I  would  say  I  would  drown  myself  for  the 
loveofa  Quinea-hen,  I  would  change  my  humanity 
with  a  baboon. 

Bod.  What  should  I  do?  I  confess  it  ia  my 
shame  to  be  so  fond;  but  it  is  not  in  my  virtue  to 
amend  it. 


OTHELLO. 


logo.  yirtne?afigt  tis  in  ourselves  that  we  en 
thus,  or  thus.  Our  bodies  are  our  gardens ;  to  the 
which  our  wills  are  gardeners :  so  that  if  we  wUl 
plant  nettles,  or  sow  lettuce ;  set  hyssop,  and  woed 
up  th3rme ;  supply  it  with  one  gender  of  herbs,  or 
distract  it  with  many;  bHher  to  haveitsterll  with 
idleness,  or  manured  with  industry;  why,  the 
power  and  corrigible  authority  of  tnis  lies  in  our 
wills.  If  the  balance  of  our  lives  had  not  on« 
scale  of  reason  to  poise  another  of  sensuality,  the 
blood  and  baseness  of  our  natures  would  conduct 
us  to  most  preposterous  conclusions :  But  we  have 
reason  to  cool  our  raging  motions,  our  carnal  stings, 
our  unbitted  lusts;  whereof  I  take  this,  that  yoc 
call  love,  to  be  a  sect  or  scion. 

Bod.  It  cannot  be. 

logo.  It  is  merely  a  lust  of  the  blood,  and  m 
permission  of  the  wul.  Come,  be  a  man :  Drown 
th3nself?  drown  cats  and  blind  puppies.  I  have 
professed  me  th^  friend,  and  I  confess  me  knit  to 
thy  deserving  with  cables  of  perdurable  toughness. 
I  could  never  better  stead  thee  than  now.  Put 
money  in  thy  purse ;  follow  thon  the  wars ;  defeat 
thy  favour  witn  an  usurped  beard;  I  say,  put  money 
in  thy  purse.  It  cannot  be  long  that  Desdemona 
should  continue  her  love  to  the  Moor, — put  money 
in  thy  purse ;— nor  he  his  to  her ;  it  was  a  violent 
commencement  in  her,  and  thou  shalt  see  an 
answerable  sequestration ;  put  but  money  in  thy 
purse. — These  Moors  are  changeable  in  their 
wills; — ^fill  thj  purse  with  money:  the  food  that 
to  him  now  is  as  luscious  as  locusts,  shall  be  to 
him  shortly  as  bitter  as  coloquintida.  She  must 
change  for  youth :  when  she  is  sated  with  his  body 
she  will  find  the  errors  of  her  choice.  Therefore 
put  money  in  thy  purse. — If  thou  wilt  needs  damn 
thyself,  do  it  a  more  delicate  way  than  drowning. 
Make  all  the  money  thou  canst :  If  sanctimony  and 
a  frail  vow,  betwixt  an  erring  barbarian  and  super- 
subtile  Venetian,  be  not  too  bard  for  my  wits  and 
all  the  tribe  of  hell,  thou  shalt  enjoy  her ;  therefore 
make  money.  A  pox  of  drowning  thyself!  it  is 
clean  out  of  the  way :  seek  thon  rather  to  be  hang- 
ed in  compassing  thy  joy,  than  to  be  drownedand 
go  without  her. 

Bod.  Wilt  thon  be  fiut  to  my  hopes,  if  I  depend 
on  the  issue  ? 

logo.  Thou  art  sure  of  me ;— GK>,  make  money: 
I  have  told  thee  often,  and  I  re-tell  thee  again 
and  again,  I  hate  the  Moor :  My  cause  is  hearted; 
thine  nath  no  less  reason :  Let  us  be  conjunctive 
in  our  revenge  against  him :  if  thou  canst  cuckold 
him,  thou  dost  thyself  a  pleasure,  me  a  sport 
There  are  many  events  m  the  womb  of  time 
which  will  be  delivered.  Traverse ;  go ;  provide 
thy  money.  We  will  have  more  of  this  to-morrow. 
Adieu. 

Bod.  Where  shall  we  meet  i*  the  morning  ? 

logo.  At  my  lodging. 

Bod.  Ill  be  with  thee  betimes. 

logo.  Goto;  farewell.  Doyoahear,Boderigo? 

Bod.  What  say  you? 

logo.  No  more  of  drowning,  do  you  hear. 

Bod.  I  am  changed.    Ill  sell  all  my  land. 

I(xgo,  Go  to;  farewell  I  put  monejr  enough  !■ 
your  purse.  [ExUUoDXMiao.  ; 

Thus  do  I  ever  make  my  fool  my  purse : 
For  I  mine  own  gain*d  knowledge  should  profiue 
If  I  would  time  expend  with  such  a  snipe. 
But  for  my  sport  and  profit.    I  hate  the  Moor ; 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  twixt  my  sheets 
He  has  done  my  office :  I  know  not  if  *t  be  tme; 
But  I,  for  mere  sospiciofk  in  thai -kind.       1 
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Wfl]  d^  as  if  for  surety.    He  holds  me  well ; 
The  belter  shall  my  purpose  work  on  him. 
Cassio's  a  proper  man :  Let  me  see  now; 
To  get  his  place,  and  to  plame  ap  my  wUl ; 
In  doable  knavery,— How ?  how? — Let's  see:— 
After  some  time,  to  abuse  Olhel1o*s  ear 
That  he  is  too  &miliar  with  his  wife : 
He  bath  a  person,  and  a  smooth  dispose, 
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To  be  snspected :  tram*d  to  make  women  folse 
The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  nature, 
Tliat  thinks  men  honest  that  but  seem  to  be  so; 
And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  the  nose, 
As  asses  are. 

I  have  't ;— it  is  engendered :— Hell  and  night 
Mast  bruig  this  monstrooa  buth  to  the  wor1d\ 
light  [ExU, 


ACT  IL 


SCENE  I.— ^  Seorport  Toum  m  Cyprus. 

JBiUer  HoirrANO  and  two  Gentlemen. 

M<M,  What  from  the  cape  can  joa  discern  at 
sea? 

1  Qmt.  Nothing  at  all:  it  14  a  high-wrought 

flood; 
I  cannot  'twixt  the  heaven  and  the  main. 
Descry  a  sail. 
Mon,  Methinks,  the  wind  hath  spoke  aloud  at 

land, 
A  faller  bhist  ne'er  shook  oar  battlements: 
If  it  hath  ruffian 'd  so  upon  the  sea, 
What  ribs  of  oak,  when  mountsihis  melt  on  them. 
Can  hold  the  mortise?  what  shall  we  hear  of 

this? 

2  QaU,  A  segregation  of  the  Turkish  fleet: 
For  do  but  stand  upon  the  foaming  shore, 
The  chidden  billow  seems  to  pelt  the  clouds; 
The  wind-sliak'd  surge,  with  high  and  monstrous 

mane. 
Seems  to  cast  water  on  the  burning  bear. 
And  quench  the  guards  of  the  ever-fixed  pole: 
I  never  did  like  molestation  view 
On  th'  enchafed  flood. 

Moiu  If  that  the  Turkish  fleet 

Be  not  enshelter'd  and  embay 'd,  they  are  drown'd ; 
It  is  impossible  to  bear  it  out. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

8  OmU  News,  lads  1  our  wars  are  done: 
The  dciiperate  tempest  hath  so  baug*d  the  Turks. 
That  their  designment  bUts:   A  noble  ship  of 

Venice 
Hath  seen  a  grievous  wrack  and  sufferance 
On  most  pan  of  their  fleet. 

Iton,  Howl  is  this  true? 

3  Genu  The  ship  is  here  put  in, 
A  Veronessa:  Miohael  Cassio, 

Lieutenant  to  the  warlike  Moor,  Othello, 
Ia  come  on  shore :  the  Moor  himselfs  at  sea, 
And  is  in  full  commission  here  for  Cyprus. 

Mon,  1  am  glad  ou't;  tis  a  worthy  governor. 

8  Qtnt,   But    this  same    Cassio,— though  he 
speak  of  comfort. 
Touching  die  Turkish  loss,— yet  he  looks  sadly. 
And  prays  the  Moor  be  safe;  for  they  were  parted 
With  toul  and  violent  tempest. 

Mon,  Tray  heaven  be  be : 

For  1  have  servVl  him,  and  the  man  commands 
Like  a  full  soldier.    Let's  to  Uie  seaside,— boa  I 
As  well  to  see  the  vessel  that's  come  in 
As  to  throw  out  our  eyes  for  brave  Otiiello; 
Even  till  we  make  the  main,  and  the  aerial  blue, 
An  indistinet  regard. 

3  OaU,  Come,  let's  do  so. 

For  every  minute  is  expectancy 
Of  more  arrivancy. 

JEhter  Cassio. 

Cat,  Thanks,  you  the  valiant  of  the  wai  like  isle, 
That  so  approve  the  Moorl  O,  let  the  heavens 


Give  him  defence  against  the  elements. 
For  I  have  lost  him  on  a  dangerous  seal 

Mon,  Is  he  well  shipped  ? 

Cos,  His  bark  is  stoutly  timbered,  and  his  pilot 
Of  very  expert  and  approv'd  allowance : 
Therefore  my  hopes,  not  surfeited  to  death. 
Stand  in  bold  cure. 

[Within,]         A  sail,  a  sail,  a  sail  I 

Enter  another  Gentleman. 

Cos.  What  noise? 

4  QeiU,  The  town  is  empty ;  on  the  brow  o'thc 
sea 
Stand  ranks  of  people,  and  they  cry    a  saQ. 

Cos.  My  hopes  do  shape  him  for  the  governor. 

2  Cent,  They  do  discharge  their  shot  of  courtesy : 
[Chau  heard. 
Our  friends,  at  least 

Cas,  I  pray  you,  sir,  go  forth. 

And  give  us  truth  who  tis  that  is  arriv'd. 

2  Gent,  I  shall.  [EcU, 

Mon.  But  good  lieutenant, is  your  general  wiv'd? 

Caa.  Most  fortunately:  hehaih  aehiev'damaid 
That  paragons  description  and  wild  lame; 
One  that  excels  the  quirks  of  blazoning  pens, 
And  in  the  essential  vesture  of  creation 
Does  tire  the  ingener.—How  no  w  ?  who  has  put  In  ? 

Be-enter  second  GeniiBman. 

2  Oent,  Tis  one  lago,  ancient  to  the  general. 

Cat,  He  has  had  most  favourable  and  happy 
speed: 
Tempests  themselves,  high  seas,  and  howlhig 

winds. 
The  gutter'd  rocks,  and  congregated  sands, 
Traitors  ensteep'd  to  enclog  the  gnilUess  keel. 
As  having  sense  of  beauty,  do  omit 
Their  mortal  natures,  letting  go  safely  by 
The  divine  Desdemona. 

Mon.  What  is  she? 

Cat.  She  that  I  spake  of,  our  great  captain^ 
captain, 
L«ft  in  the  conduct  of  the  bold  lago; 
Whose  footing  here  anticipates  our  thoughts, 
A  se'nnight's  speed.— Great  Jove,  Othello  guard, 
And  swell  his  sail  with  thine  own  powerful  breath; 
That  he  may  bless  this  bay  with  his  tall  chip. 
Make  love's  quick  pants  m  Desdemona's  arms. 
Give  renewea  fire  to  our  extincted  spirits. 
And  bring  all  Cyprus  oomforti— O,  behold. 

Enter  Dbsdemona,  Emilia,  Iaqo,  Eodbbioo, 
and  Attendants. 

The  riches  of  the  ship  is  come  on  shore ! 
You  men  of  Cyprus,  let  her  have  your  knees : 
Hail  to  thee,  lady !  and  the  grace  of  heaven. 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand, 
Enwheel  thee  round ! 

Det,  I  thank  you,  valiant  GtMsia 

What  tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  lord? 

Cat,  He  Is  not  yet  arriv'd ;  nor  know  I  ao^ht 
But  that  he's  well,  and  will  be  shortljE^here.         t 
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De$,  O,  but  I  fear— How  lost  rou  eompany  ? 
Cos,  The  great  contention  of  the  sea  and  skies 
Parted  our  fellowship :  But  hark  t  a  sail. 

[Cry  mthin—A  sail  I  a  sail !  Then  guns  heard, 
2  Ufnt,  Thej  give  their  greeting  to  the  citadel ; 
This  likewise  is  a  friend. 
Cos,  Bee  for  the  news — 

[Exit  Gentleman. 
Good  ancient,  yon  are  welcome ;— Welcome,  mis- 
tress:— [7b  Emilia. 
Let  it  not  gall  your  patience,  good  lago, 
That  I  extend  my  manners;  'tis  my  breedmg 
rbat  gives  me  this  bold  show  of  coartesj. 

[hiaaing  her. 
logo.  Sir,  would  she  give  yon  so  much  of  her 
lips 
As  of  her  tongue  she  oft  bestows  on  me 
rou*d  have  enough. 
Det,  Alas,  she  has  no  speeeh. 

logo.  In  faith,  too  much ; 
I  find  it  still  when  I  have  list  to  sleep: 
Marry,  before  your  ladyship,  I  grant 
She  pnts  her  tongue  a  little  in  her  heart, 
And  cliides  with  thinking. 
SmU,  If ou  have  little  caase  to  say  so. 

logo.  Come  on,  oome  on:  you  are  pictures  out 
of  door; 
Bells  in   ^onr   parlours ;    wild  cats    in  your 

kitchens ; 
Saints  in  your  injuries;  devils  being  offended; 
Players  in  your  husurifery;  and  husMrives  in  your 
beds. 
Des,  0,  fye  upon  thee,  slanderer! 
/ago.  Nay,  it  is  true,  or  else  I  am  a  Turk; 
You  rise  to  play,  and  go  to  bed  to  work. 
EmiL  You  bokll  not  write  my  praise. 
logo.  No,  let  me  not. 

D€$.  What  wouldst  write  of  me  if  thou  shouldst 

praise  me? 
logo.  O  gentle  lady,  do  not  put  me  to*t; 
For  1  am  nothing  if  not  critical. 
Des,  Comeon,  assay:— There%  one  gone  to  the 

harbour? 
logo.  Ay,  madam. 

J)e$.  I  am  not  merry;  but  I  do  beguile 
The  thing  I  am,  by  seeming  otherwise. 
Come,  how  wouldst  thou  praise  me  ? 

Jtigo.  I  am  about  it ;  but,  indeed,  my  inrention 
Comes   from  my  pate  as  birdlime  does  from 

firize, — 
It  plucks  out  brains  and  all:   But  my   mose 

labours, 
And  thus  slie  is  delivered. 
If  she  be  fair  and  wise,— fairness  and  wit, 
The  one's  for  use,  the  other  useth  it 
Dea,  Well  prais'dl  How  if  she  be  black  and 

witty? 
logo.  If  she  be  black  and  thereto  have  a  wit. 
Shell  find  a  white  that  shall  her  blackness  fit 
Des,  Worse  and  worse. 
EndL  Uow,  if  fair  and  foolish  ? 
logo.  She  never  yet  was  foolish  that  was  fiiir : 
For  even  her  folly  h«lp'd  her  to  an  heir. 

Dea.  These  are  old  fond  paradoxe8,to  make  foola 
laugh  V  the  alehouse.  What  miserable  praise  h:i!it 
thou  for  her  that's  foul  and  foolish  ? 

lago.  There's  none  so  foul,  and  foolish  thereunto, 
But  does  foul  pranks  which  fair  and  wise  ones  do. 
Dea.  O  heavy  ignorance!— thou  pral^est  the 
worst  best  But  what  praise  coulost  thou  be> 
Btow  on  a  deserving  woman  indeed  ?  one,  that,  in 
the  authority  of  her  merit,  did  justly  put  on  the 
vouch  of  very  malice  itself? 
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logo.  She  that  was  ever  fkir,  and  never  proud 
Had  tongue  at  will,  and  yet  was  never  loud ; 
Never  lack'd  gold,  and  yet  went  never  gay; 
Fled  from  her  wish,  and  yet  said,~now  I  may; 
She  that,  being  anger'd,  her  revenge  being  nigh^ 
Bade  her  wrong  stay  and  her  displeasure  fly  * 
She  that  in  wisdom  never  was  so  frail. 
To  change  the  cod's  head  for  the  salmon's  tail : 
She  that  could  think,  and  ne'er  diachtse  her  nund. 
See  suitors  following,  and  not  look  behind ; 
She  was  a  wight,  if  ever  such  wights  were. 

Dea.  To  do  what? 

logo.  To  suckle  fools,  and  chroniole  small  beer. 

Dea.  O  most  lame  and  impotent  oonclusiunl— > 
Do  not  learn  of  him,  Emilia,  though  ho  be  thy 
husband.— How  say  you,  Cassio?  is  he  not  a  moat 
profane  and  liberal  oounsellor? 

^  Cos.  He  speaks  home,  madam ;  you  may  relish 
him  more  in  the  soldier  than  in  the  scholar. 

logo.  [Aside.]  He  takea  her  by  the  palm :  A^, 
well  said,  whisper:  with  as  little  a  web  as  this 
will  I  ensnare  as  f^reat  a  fly  as  Cassio.  Ay,  smile 
npon  her,  do ;  I  will  gyve  thee  in  thine  own  court* 
ship.  You  say  true ;  *tis  so,  indeed  :  if  such 
tricks  as  these  strip  you  out  of  your  lieutenantry, 
it  had  been  better  you  had  not  kissed  your  three 
fingers  so  oft,  which  now  again  you  are  most  apt 
to  play  the  sir  in.'  Very  good!  well  kissed,  and 
excellent  courtesy !  *tis  so,  indeed.  Yet  again 
your  fillers  to  your  lips?  would,  they  were 
clyster -pipes  for  your  sake! — [Trun^eL]  The 
Moor,  I  know  his  trumpet 
<.Caa.  'Tis  truly  so. 

Dea.  Let's  meet  him,  and  reoeiye  him. 

Caa.  Lo,  where  he  comes  I 

Enter  Othello,  oiui  Attendants. 

Oih.  O  my fiur  warrior! 

Dea.  Uj  dear  Othdlol 

0th.  It  gives  me  wonder  great  as  my  content, 
To  see  you  here  before  me.    O  my  soul's  joy  I 
If  after  every  tempest  come  such  calms, 
May  the  winds  blow  till  they  have  waken'd  death  I 
And  let  the  labouring  bark  climb  hills  of  aeaa, 
Olympus-high ;  and  duck  agam  as  low 
As  hell's  from  heaven  1  If  it  were  now  to  die, 
T  were  now  to  be  most  happy;  for,  I  fear 
My  soul  hath  her  content  so  absolute. 
That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  fate. 

Dea.  The  heavens  forbid 

But  that  our  loves  and  comforts  should  increase, 
Even  as  our  days  do  grow ! 

0th.  Amen  to  that  sweet  powen  ^ — 

I  cannot  speak  enough  of  tliis  content, 
It  8t<«p8  me  here;  it  is  too  much  of  joy ; 
And  this,  and  this,  the  greatest  diacords  be 


[KiaatHghafm 
That  e'er  our  hearts  shall  make  I 

lago.  O,  you  are  well  tnn'd  now  I 

But  1 11  set  down  the  pegs  that  make  this  mnsic, 

As  honest  as  I  am.  [Aa*dem 

0th,  Come;  let  us  to  the  castle.  • 

News,  friends;  our  wars  are  done,  the  Turks  are 

drown'd. 
How  does  my  old  acquaintance  of  this  isle? 
Honey,  you  shall  be  well  desir'd  in  Cyprus, 
I  have  found  great  love  amongst  them.    O  my 

sweet, 
I  prattle  out  of  fiishion,  and  T  dote 
In  mine  own  comforts.— 1  prithee,  good  lago. 
Go  to  the  bay,  and  disembark  my  coffers: 
i  Bring  thontaemasier  to  the  oitiidel:        i 
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He  b  a  good  one,  and  hia  worthinesa 

Does  challenge  much  respect  —Come,  Doedemona, 

Onoe  more  well  met  at  Oypua. 

[Exeunt  Oth.,  Dm.,  one/ Attend. 

logo.  Do  thon  meet  me  presently  at  the  harboar. 
Come  thither.  If  thou  fcHs'st  valiant  (as  *hey  ra^, 
base  men  being  in  love  have  then  a  nobility  m 
their  natures  more  than  is  native  to  them),  list  me. 
The  lieutenant  to-night  watches  on  the  oonrt  of 
Kuard:— Pintt,  I  must  tell  thee  this— Desdemona 
Is  directly  in  love  with  him. 

£o(L  With  him  1  why,  *tia  not  possible. 

Jayo.  Lay  thy  finger— thus,  and  let  thy  sonl  be 
instructed.  Mark  me  with  wliat  violence  she 
first  loved  the  Moor,  bat  for  bragging  and  telling 
her  fanUstical  lies:  To  love  him  still  for  prating, 
let  not  thy  discreet  heart  think  it  Her  eye  must 
be  fed;  and  what  delight  shall  she  have  to  look 
on  the  devil?  When  the  blood  is  made  dull  wiih 
the  act  of  sport,  th  re  should  be,  again  to  inflame 
it  and  to  give  satiety  a  fresh  appetite,  loveliness 
in  favour;  sympathy  in  years,  manners,  and 
beauties ;  all  of  which  the  Moor  is  defective  in : 
Kow,  for  want  of  these  required  conveniences, 
her  deli&ite  tenderness  will  find  itself  abused, 
begin  to  heave  the  gorp^e,  disrelish  and  abhor  the 
Moor;  very  nature  will  instruct  her  in  it,  and 
eompel  her  to  some  second  chojce.  Now,  sir,  this 
granted  (as  it  is  a  mo>t  pregnant  and  unforced 
position),  who  stands  so  eminent  in  the  degree 
of  this  fortune  as  Cassio  does:- a  knave  very 
voluble;  no  farther  conscionable  than  in  patting 
on  the  mere  form  of  civil  and  humane  seeming, 
for  the  better  compassing  of  his  salt  and  most 
hidden  loose  afiection?  why, none;  why, none:  A 
flipper  and  subtle  knave;  a  finder  of  occasions;  that 
has  an  eye  can  stamf)  and  counterfeit  advantages, 
though  tme  advantage  never  pr«»sent  itself:  A 
deviiibh  knave!  besides,  the  knive  is  hand>ome, 
young;  and  hath  all  those  requisites  in  him  that 
folly  and  green  minds  look  after:  A  pestilent 
complete  knave ;  and  the  woman  hath  foand  Him 
ftlreadr. 

£o(L  I  eannot  believe  that  In  her ;  she  la  full  of 
BOnt  bless'd  condition. 

logo,  Bless'd  fig's  end  I  the  wine  she  drinks  is 
made  of  grapes:  if  she  had  been  bless'd,  she 
would  never  have  loved  the  Moor:  Bless'd 
pudding  I  Didst  thou  not  see  her  paddle  with 
the  palm  of  his  hand  ?  didst  not  mark  that  ? 

Rod.  Tes,  that  I  did-  bat  that  was  but 
•ourtesy. 

logo.  Lechery,  by  thb  hand;  an  index  and 
obscure  prologue  to  the  history  of  lost  and  foal 
thoughta.  They  met  so  near  with  their  lips  that 
their  breaths  embraced  together.  Villainous 
thoughts,  Koderigol  When  these  mutualities  so 
oiarshal  the  way,  hard  at  hand  comes  the  master 
and  main  exeroise,  the  inoorporate  oondusion: 
Pish  ! — But,  air,  be  you  ruled  by  me :  1  have 
brouffht  you  firom  Venice.  Watch  you  to-night; 
for  the  command.  111  lay  \  upon  you :  Cassio 
knows  Tou  not;— ril  not  be  far  from  you:  Do 
jou  find  some  occasion  to  anger  Caaslo,  either  by 
speaking  too  Ion  I.  or  tainting  his  discipline,  or 
from  what  other  course  you  please,  wnich  the 
time  ahail  more  fiivourahly  minister. 

Bod.  Well. 

laoiK  Sir,  he*s  rub,  and  Tery  sadden  in  chder ; 
and,  bqdy,  may  strike  at  tou  :  Provoke  him  that 
be  may:  for  even  out  of  that  will  I  cause  these 
of  Cyprus  to  mutiuy;  whose  qualification  shall 
•08M  into  no  true  taate  again,  but  by  the  die- 
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planting  of  Cassio.  So  shall  yon  hare  a  shorter 
journey  to  your  desires,  by  the  means  I  shall 
then  have  to  prefer  them;  and  the  impediment 
most  profitably  removed,  without  the  which  there 
were  no  expectation  of  our  prosperity. 

Bod,  I  will  do  this,  if  you  can  bring  itto  any 
opportunity. 

lugo,  I  warrant  thee.  Meet  me  by  and  by  at 
the  citadel.  I  most  fetch  his  neoessariea  ashore. 
FarewelL 

Bod,  Adien.  [ExiU 

logo.  That  Cassio  loves  her,  I  do  well  believe  it; 
That  she  loves  him,  *tis  apt,  and  of  great  credit: 
The  Moor— howbeit  that  I  endure  him  not, — 
Is  of  a  constant,  levine,  noble  nature: 
And  I  dare  think,  hell  prove  to  Desdemona 
A  most  dear  husband.    Now  I  do  love  her  too ; 
Not  out  of  absolute  lust  (though,  peradventure, 
I  stand  accountant  for  as  great  a  sin). 
But  partly  led  to  diet  my  revenge. 
For  that  I  do  suspect  the  lusty  Moor 
Hath  leap'd  int*  my  seat:  the  thought  whereof 
Doth,  like  a  poisonous  mineral,  gnaw  my  inwards: 
And  nothin.;  can  or  shall  content  my  soul. 
Till  I  am  evened  with  him,  wife  for  wife; 
Or,  failing  so,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor 
At  least  into  a  jealousy  so  strong 
That  judgment  cannot  cure.  Which  thinic  to  do^ — 
If  this  poor  trash  of  Venice,  whom  I  trace 
For  his  quick  hunting,  stand  the  patting  on, 
111  have  our  Michael  Cassio  on  the  hip; 
Abuse  him  to  the  Moor  in  the  right  garb, — 
For  I  fear  Cassio  with  my  night-cap  too ; 
Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me, and  reward  me, 
For  making  him  egr^ioosly  an  ass. 
And  practising  upon  his  peace  and  quiet 
Even  to  madness.    Tis  here,  but  yet  confas*d; 
Knavery*s  plain  faoe  is  never  seen  till  us'd.   [Exit. 

SCENE  IL-^  StrteU 

Enter  a  Herald,  with  a  prodamatiom;  FtopU 
folhujing. 

Her.  It  is  Othello's  pleaaure,  our  noble  and 
valiant  ^neral,  that,  upon  certain  tidings  now 
arrived,  miporting  the  mere  perdition  of  the  Turk- 
ish fieet,  ^verj  man  put  himself  into  triumph : 
some  to  dance,  some  to  make  bonfires,  each  man  to 
what  sport  and  revels  his  addiction  leads  him ;  for, 
besides  these  beneficial  news,  it  ia  the  celebration 
of  his  nuptial :  So  much  was  his  pleasure  should 
be  proclaimed.  All  offices  are  open ;  and  there  iff 
full  liberty  of  feasting,  from  this  present  hour  ol 
five  till  the  bell  have  told  eleven.  Bless  the  isle 
of  Cyprus,  and  our  noble  general,  Othello ! 

[Exeimt, 

SCENE  III.— ^  Haamiha  Cattle. 

Enter  Othblla,  Desdemona,  Cassio,  and 
Attendants. 

OtJL  Good  Michael,  look  you  to  the  guard  to- 
night; 
Let^a  teach  ourselvea  that  honourable  stop. 
Not  to  out-sport  discretion. 

Cat,  Isffo  hath  direction  what  to  do; 
But,  notwithstanding,  with  my  personal  eye 
Will  1  look  to^t. 

0th.  lago  is  most  honest 
Michael,  good  night:    To-morrow,  with  yom 

earliest. 
Lot  me  have  apeech  with  joo.— Come,  my  dear 
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The  porcbaae  nuide,  tho  frnits  are  to  ensnei 

[ToDes. 
Thftt  profit*8  jet  to  eome  tween  me  and  you. — 
Qood  night        [Exeunt  0th.,  Des.,  and  Attend. 

^ter  Taoo. 

Com,  Welcoroef  lago:  We  miut  to  the  watch. 

logo.  Not  thia  hour,  lieatenant;  *tia  not  jet 
ten  o'  th*  clock :  Our  general  cast  m  thus  earl  j 
for  the  love  of  hia  Desdemona,  whom  let  us  not 
therefore  bUme:  he  hath  not  jet  made  wanton 
the  night  with  her ;  and  ahe  ia  sport  (or  Jore. 

Cos,  She's  a  most  exquUite  ladj. 

logo.  And  ril  warrant  her,  full  of  game. 

Cat,  Indeed,  she  ia  a  moat  fresh  and  delicate 
creature. 

loffo.  What  an  eje  she  has  I  methinks  it  sounds 
aparlej  to  provocation. 

Com,  An  inviting  eje;  and  jet  methinks  right 
modest 

logo.  And  when  she  speaks  is  it  not  an  alamm 
lolove? 

Cos.  She  is,  indeed,  perfection. 

/d^Well,  happiness  to  their  sheetsl  Come, 
lieutenant,  I  have  a  stoop  of  wine:  and  here 
without  are  a  brace  of  Cjproa  gallants, that  would 
fain  have  a  measure  to  the  health  of  black  Othello. 

Cos.  Not  to-night,  good  lago;  I  have  verj 
poor  and  unhappj  brains  for  drinking :  I  could 
well  wish  oourtesj  would  invent  some  other 
custom  of  entertainment. 

Jago.  0,thej  are  our  friends;  bvtoneoop;  111 
drink  for  von. 

Ca$,  I  have  drunk  but  one  cup  to-night,  and 
that  was  craftiij  qualified  too, — and,  behold,  what 
innovation  it  makes  here:  I  am  unfortunate  in 
the  infirmitj,  and  dare  not  task  mj  weakness 
with  anj  more. 

Jago,  What,  maul  'tis  anight  of  rerels;  the 
gallants  desire  it 

Oa§,  Where  are  thej? 

logo.  Here  at  the  door;  I  praj  jon  call  them  in. 

Oat,  111  do't;  but  it  dislikes  me.       [Exit  Cab. 

Jago  If  I  can  fasten  but  one  cup  upon  him. 
With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to-night  alreadj. 
He  11  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  offence, 
Asmjjoung  mistress' dog.    Now,  mj  sick  fool, 

Roderigo, 
Whom  love  has  tum'd  almost  the  wrong  side  out, 
To  Desdemona  hath  to-night  caroused 
Potations  pottle  deep;  and  he's  to  watch: 
Phree  else  of  Cjprus,— noble  swelling  spirits, 
That  hold  their  honours  in  a  warj  distance. 
The  'T&j  elements  of  this  warlike  isle, — 
Have  1  to-night  fluster'd  with  flowing  cups. 
And  thej  watch  too.    Now,  'mougst  this  flock  of 

drunkards. 
Am  I  to  put  our  Cassio  In  some  action 
That  maj  offend  the  isle:— But  here  thej  come: 
If  consequence  do  but  approve  mj  dream, 
Mj  boat  saiU  freelj,  both  with  wind  and  stream. 

B&mttr  CA88IO,  with  Mm  Momtaho,  and 

Gentlemen. 
Cat*  Tore  heaven,  thej  have  given  me  a  rouse 
alreadj. 

Mon.  Good  faith,  a  little  one;  not  past  a  pint, 
as  I  am  a  soldier. 
lago^  Some  wine,  hoa  I 

AndlatmetheoanaUnoIiok.  oiink,         (Sngs. 
And  l«i  me  the  oanakin  clink : 

A.  loldier^  a  man :  O  m«n*i  Ufa^t  but  a  span ; 
Why  then  le«  a  ■ddler  drink. 
8omewioe,bojst  IWme  bnmghi  in. 
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Cat,  Tore  heaven,  aa  excellent  ioiig. 

lago.  I  learned  it  in  England,  where  fndeod 
thej  are  most  potent  in  potting:  jour  Dane,  jour 
German,  and  jour  swag-bellied  Hollander, — 
Drink,  hoa  I — are  nothing  to  jour  English. 

Cat.  Is  jour  Englishman  so  exquisite  in  hia 
drinking? 

lago.  Whj,  he  drinks  jon,  with  facDitj,  jonr 
Dane  dead  drunk;  he  sweats  not  to  overthrow 
jour  Almatn ;  he  gives  jour  Hollander  a  Tomit, 
ere  the  next  pottle  can  be  filled. 

Cat.  To  the  health  of  our  generaL 

Mon.  I  am  for  it*  lieutenant;  and  111  do  joa 
justice. 

Jago.  0  sweet  England  I 


KtDf  Stephen  was  a  worthy  peer, 
Hu  breeiOkee  ooet  him  but  a  crown ; 

He  heia  them  uxpenoe  all  too  desr, 
With  that  be  caUed  the  tailor  lown. 

He  was  a  wight  of  high  renown. 
And  thou  art  but  of  low  degree : 

*Ti»  pride  ttiat  pulls  the  oonnoy  down. 
And  take  thy  anld  oloak  aboni  thee. 

Some  wine,  hoa  1 

Cat.  Whj  this  is  a  more  exquisite  aoog  than 
the  other. 

Jago.  Will  jou  hear  it  again? 

Cat.  No;  for  I  hold  him  to  be  nnworthj  of  his 
place  that  does  those  things.— Well,— Heaven's 
above  all ;  and  there  be  souls  must  be  savedj  and 
there  be  souls  must  not  be  saved. 

Jago.  It's  true,  good  lieutenant. 

Cat.  For  mine  own  part, — no  offiBnce  to  ^ 
general,  nor  to  anj  man  of  qualitj, — 1  hope  to  be 
saved. 

Jago.  And  so  do  I  too,  lieutenant 

Cat.  A  J,  but  bj  jour  leave,  not  before  me ;  the 
lieutenant  is  to  be  saved  before  the  ancient.  Let's 
luive  no  more  of  this:  let's  to  our  affairs.— Forgive 
us  our  sins !— Gentlemen,  let's  look  to  our  busi- 
ness. Do  not  think,  gentlemen,  I  am  drunk :  this 
is  mv  ancient;  this  is  mj  right  hand,  and  this  ia 
mj  left :— I  am  not  drunk  now ;  I  can  stand  well 
enough,  and  I  speak  well  enough 

AU.  Excellent  well. 

Cat.  Whj,  verj  well  then :  jou  most  not  thhik 
then  that  I  am  drunk.  [BdL 

Mon.  To  the  platform,  masters;  oome,  let's  set 
the  watch. 

Jago.  You  see  this  fellow  that  is  gone  before  ^- 
He  is  a  soldier  fit  to  stand  bv  Cesar 
And  give  direction :  and  do  out  see  his  vice; 
'TIS  to  his  virtue  a  just  equinox, 
The  one  as  long  as  the  other :  'tis  pitj  of  him. 
I  fear,  the  trust  Othello  puts  him  m, 
On  some  odd  time  of  his  mfirmitj. 
Will  shake  this  island. 

Mon.  But  is  he  often  thus  ? 

Jago.  Tis  evermore  his  prologue  to  his  sleep: 
Helf  watch  the  horologe  a  double  set. 
If  drink  rock  not  his  cradle. 

ifoii.  It  were  well 

Tlie  general  wore  put  in  mind  of  it. 
Perhaps  he  sees  it  not;  or  bis  gi>od  nature 
Prizes  the  virtue  that  appears  in  Cassio, 
And  looks  not  on  his  evils.    Is  not  this  true  ? 

Enter  Bodbbiqo. 

/a^.  How  now.  Roderigo?  [Andt, 

I  praj  JOU,  after  the  lieutenant ;  go.    [Eaat  Roa 

Man.  And  tis  great  pitj  that  the  noble  Moor 
Should  hazard  such  a  plaoe,  as  his  own  second 
With  one  of  an  ingraft  inflrmitj^: 
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It  were  an  honest  action,  to  say  so 
To  the  Moor. 

lago.  Not  I,  for  this  fair  island : 

I  do  love  Cassio  well,  and  would  do  mnch 
To  care  him  of  this  eviL    Bat  hark  I  what  noise? 

Enter  CABSto,  pursuing  Rodbrioo. 

Com,  Tourogae!  yoarascall 

JioH.  What*tt  the  matter,  lieatenant? 

Cat,  A  knavel  -  teach  me  my  duty  t 
111  beat  the  knave  into  a  twiggen  bottle. 

Mod,  Beat  roe  I 

Cat,     Doet  thoa  prate,  rogae?  [StrOAtg  Rod. 

Jion.  Nay,  good  lieutenant; 

I  pray  you,  sir,  hold  your  hand.         [Staying  km. 

Co*.  Let  me  go,  sir, 

Or  111  knock  yoo  o*er  the  roazzard. 

Jion.  Come,  oome,  youVe  drank. 

Cat,  Drank.  [TheyfiglU, 

lago.  Away,  I  say  I  go  oat,  and  cry— a  mutiny. 
[Aside  to  Hon.,  who  goet  out. 
Nay,  food  lieatenant,— alas,  gentlemen,^ 
Uet]p,noa I— Lieatenant,  sir  Montano, — 
Help,  mastersl — Uere^  a  goodly  watch,  indeed  t 

[BtUrinqt. 
Who*8  that  which  rinjn  the  bell?— Diablo,  boa  I 
The  town  will  ri»e :  Fie,  fie,  lieatenant  1  hold  { 
Youll  be  asham'd  for  ever. 

EnUr  Othbllo,  and  Attendants. 

OiK  What  is  the  matter  here  ? 

Mm.  I  bleed  still;  I  am  hart  to  the  death.— He 

dies— 
Oih.  Hold,  for  yonr  lives. 
logo.  Uold.  boa  I  Lieuteoant,-^Hdr  Montano,— 
gentlemen,— 
Have  yoa  forgot  all  sense  of  plaoe  and  duty? 
Uold  I  the  general  speaks  to  yon ;  hold,  for  shame  I 
0th.  Why,  how  now,  hoal  from  whence ariseth 
this? 
Are  we  tam*d  Turks,  and  to  ourselves  do  that 
Which  heaven  hath  forbid  the  Ottomites? 
For  Christian  shame,  pat  by  this  barbarous  brawl: 
He  that  stirs  next  to  carve  for  his  own  rage. 
Holds  his  soul  light;  he  dies  upon  his  motion. 
Silence  that  dreadful  bell,  it  irigbts  the  isle 
From   her   propriety.  —  What    is    the   matter, 

masters?— 
Honest  lago.  that  look*M  dead  with  grieving, 
Speak,  who  began  this?  on  thy  love  I  charge  thee. 
logo*  I  do  not  know: — firiendsall  but  now,  even 
now. 
In  quarter,  and  in  terms  like  bride  and  groom 
Dovestirig  them  for  bed:  and  then,  bat  now, 
|Asif  some  planet  had  anwitted  men), 
Dwords  out,  and  tilting  one  at  other  s  breast 
In  opposition  bloody.    1  cannot  speak 
Any  beginning  to  this  peevish  odds ; 
And  Vuuld  in  action  glurioas  I  had  lost 
Those  le^^  that  brought  me  to  a  uart  of  it ! 
0th.  How  comes  it,  Michael,  yoa  are  tbos 

forgot? 
Com.  I  pray  yoo,  pardon  me,  I  cannot  speak. 
Oih,  Worthy  Montano,  yoa  were  wont  to  be 
civil; 
The  gravity  and  stOlneas  of  your  yoath 
The  world  hath  noted,  and  yoor  name  is  great 
In  months  of  wisest  eensare :  What!s  the  matter 
That  yon  onlaoe  your  reputation  thoa. 
And  spend  yonr  rich  opinion,  for  the  name 
Of  a  night-brawler?  give  roe  answer  to  it. 

Mom.  Worthy  Oth^lo,  I  am  hart  to  danger ; 
Tear  officer,  lago,  oan  inform  yon— 
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WhHe  1  spare  speech,  which  something  now  offends 

me,— 
Of  all  that  I  do  know:  nor  know  I  an^ht 
By  me  that's  said  or  done  amiss  this  night  * 
Imless  s^lf-charity  be  sometimes  a  vice, 
And  to  defend  ourselves  it  be  a  sin 
When  violence  assails  us. 

0th,  Now,  by  heaTon, 

My  blood  begins  my  safer  guides  to  rule ; 
And  passion,  having  my  best  judgment  collied, 
Assays  to  lead  the  way :  If  I  once  stir. 
Or  do  but  lift  this  arm,  the  best  of  you 
Shall  sink  in  my  rebuke.    Give  me  to  know 
How  this  foul  rout  began,  who  set  it  on; 
And  be  that  is  approv'd  in  this  offence. 
Though  he  had  twinned  ¥rith  me,  both  at  a  bhrth. 
Shall  loose  me.— What  I  in  a  town  of  war, 
Yet  wild,  the  peopled  hearts  brimful  of  fear. 
To  manage  private  and  domestic  quarrel, 
In  night,  and  on  the  court  and  guard  of  safely  I 
Tis  monstrous.— lago,  who  began  't? 

Ifon.  If  partially  affin'd,  or  leagued  in  oiL, 
Thou  dost  deliver  more  or  less  than  truth, 
Thou  art  no  soldier. 

logo.  Touch  me  not  so  near : 

I  had  rather  have  this  tongue  cut  from  my  mouth. 
Than  it  should  do  offence  to  Michael  Cassio* 
Tet,  I  persuade  myself,  to  speak  the  truth 
Shall  nothing  wrong  him.— Thia  it  is,  generaL 
Montano  and  myself  being  in  speech. 
There  comes  a  fellow  crying  out  for  help; 
And  Cassio  following  him  with  determin'd  sword 
To  execute  upon  him :  Sir,  thte  gentleman 
Steps  in  to  Cassio,  and  entreats  ms  pause; 
Myself  the  crying  fellow  did  pursue. 
Lest,  by  his  cJamoor  (aa  it  so  fell  out). 
The  town  might  fall  in  fHght:  he,  swift  of  foot. 
Outran  my  purpose ;  and  I  returned  then  rather 
For  that  I  heard  the  dmk  and  fall  of  swords. 
And  Cassio  high  in  oath ;  which,  till  to-night, 
I  ne'er  might  say  before :  When  I  came  back, 
(For  this  was  bnef),  I  found  them  close  together. 
At  blow  and  thrust;  even  as  again  they  were 
When  you  yourMlf  did  part  them. 
More  of  this  matter  cannot  I  report  :— 
But  men  are  men :  tlie  best  sometimes  forget: — 
Though  Cassio  did  some  little  wrong  to  him,— 
Aa  men  in  rage  strike  those  that  wiah  then 

best,— 
Tet  surely  Cassio,  I  bdieve,  reoeiv*d 
From  him  that  fled  some  strange  indignity. 
Which  patience  oould  not  pass. 

OtK  I  know,  lago. 

Thy  honesty  and  loye  doth  mince  this  matter. 
Making  it  light  to  Cassio :— Cassio,  I  love  thee; 
But  never  more  be  officer  of  mine. 

Enter  Dbsdbmoha,  attmdsi. 

Look,  if  my  gentle  love  be  not  raised  op;— 
111  make  thee  an  example. 

Det.  What  is  the  matter,  dear? 

Oih.  Airs  well,  sweeting. 

Come  away  to  bed.    Sir,  for  your  hurts. 
Myself  win  be  yonr  surgeon :  Lead  him  off. 

[7b  MoN.,  wAo  if  2ec7  (2^. 
lago,  look  with  care  about  the  town ; 
And  silence  those  whom  this  vile  brawl  distracted. 
Come,  Desdemona;  *tis  the  soldier's  life 
To  have  their  balmy  slombers  wak'd  with  strife. 
[Boeeuni  dahui  Iaoo  wnd  Cas. 

logo.  What,  are  you  hurt,  lieatenant? 

Cat,  Ay,  past  all  surgerr. 

logo,  llarry,  heaven  fogbi^!^^  ^^  GOOglC 
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OoM.  Reputation,  reputation,  reputation!  0, 1 
have  lost  my  reputation!  1  have  lost  the  im- 
mortal part  of  mjseH,  and  what  remains  ia 
bential. — My  reputation,  lago,  my  reputation. 

logo.  As  I  am  an  honest  man  I  had  thought 
you  had  received  some  bodily  wound;  there  is 
more  sense  in  that  than  in  reputation.  Reputation 
is  an  idle  and  most  f»l  e  impoKition;  oft  got  with- 
out merit,  and  lost  wu»hout  deserving:  You  have 
lost  no  reputation  at  all,  unless  you  rt^pute  your- 
self sach  a  loser.  Wliat,  man!  tliere  are  ways  to 
recover  the  general  again ;  You  are  but  now  cast 
in  his  mood,  a  puni^ihment  more  in  policy 
than  in  malice;  even  so  as  one  would  beat  his 
offenceless  dog  to  affright  an  imperious  lion :  sue 
to  him  agiiii,  and  he  is  yours. 

Cos.  I  will  rather  sue  to  be  despised,  than  to 
deceive  so  good  a  com>iiander  with  so  slight,  so 
drunken,  and  so  indiscreet  an  officer.  Drunk? 
and  speak  parrot?  and  squabble?  swagger? 
swear?  and  discourse  fustian  witk  one^s  own 
shadow?— O  thou  invisible  spirit  of  wine,  if  thou 
hast  no  name  to  be  known  by,  let  oa  call  thee 
devUI 

logo.  What  was  he  that  yon  followed  with  your 
sword  ?    What  had  he  done  to  yoa? 

Cos,  I  know  not 

logo.  Is*t  possible? 

/^  Co*.  I  remember  a  mass  of  things,  but  nothing 
disthiotly;  a  quarrel,  but  nothing  wherefore.^O 
that  men  should  put  an  enemy  in  their  mouths  to 
steal  away  their  brains !  that  we  should,  with  joy, 
pleasance,  revel,  and  applause,  transform  our- 
selves into  beasts!  -^ 

logo.  Why,  but  yon  are  now  well  enoogh: 
How  came  you  thus  recovtred? 

Cat.  It  hath  pleased  the  devil  drunkenness  to 
give  place  to  the  devil  wrath:  one  unperfectness 
shows  me  another,  to  make  me  frankly  despise 
myself. 

logo.  Come,  yon  are  too  severe  a  moraler :  As 
the  time,  the  place,  and  the  condition  of  this 
country  stands,  I  could  heartily  wish  this  had  not 
befallen ;  but,  since  it  is  as  it  is,  mend  it  for  your 
own  good. 

Cat,  I  will  ask  him  for  my  place  again ;  he 
shall  tell  me  I  am  a  drunkard!  Had  I  as  many 
mouths  as  Hydra  such  an  answer  would  stop  them 
all.  To  be  now  a  sensible  man,  by  and  by  a  fool, 
and  presently  a  beast!  O  strange! — Every 
inordmate  oup  is  unblessed,  and  the  ingredient  is 
a  devil. 

logo.  Come,  come,  good  wine  is  a  good  familiar 
creature^  if  it  be  well  used;  exclaim  no  more 
against  it.  And,  good  lieutenant,  I  think  you 
think  I  love  you. 

Ctu,  I  have  well  approved  it,  sir. — I  drank  I 

logo.  You,  or  any  man  living,  may  be  drunk 
at  a  time,  man.  I U  tell  you  what  you  shall  do. 
Our  g^eral^  wife  is  now  the  general : — I  may 
say  so  in  this  respect,  for  that  ne  hath  devoted 
and  g^ven  up  himself  to  the  contemplation, — 
Hiark,— and  devotement  of  her  parts  and  graces : — 
3onfes8  yourself  freely  to  her  ;  importune  her 
help  to  nut  you  ui  your  place  again  :  she  is  of  so 
free,  so  kind,  so  apt,  so  blessed  a  disposition,  she 
holds  it  a  vice  in  her  goodness  not  to  do  more  than 
she  is  requested:  This  broken  joint,  between  yoa  i 
and  her  husband,  entreat  her  to  splinter ;  and,  my 
fortunes  against  any  lay  worth  naming,  this  crack  | 
of  your  love  shall  grow  itronger  than  it  waa  before.  I 


Cos.  Yoa  advise  me  weU. 

logo.  I  protest,  in  the  sincerity  of  love  and 
honest  kindness. 

Cos,  1  think  it  freely;  and,  betimes  in  the 
moniing,  1  will  beseech  the  virtuous  Desdumona 
to  undertike  for  me:  1  ain  desperate  of  my  for- 
tunes if  they  check  me. 

logo.  You  are  in  the  right.     Good  night,  lieu- 
tenant; 
I  must  to  the  watch. 

Cos.  Uood  night,  honest  Tago.      [Ent  Cassio. 

logo.  And  what's  he  then  that  says  I  play  the 
villain? 
When  this  advice  is  free,  I  give,  and  honest, 
Probal  to  tliinking,  and  indeed  Uie  coarse 
To  win  the  Moor  again  ?    For  tis  most  easr 
The  inclining  Desdeiuona  to  subdue 
In  any  honest  suit;  &he*8  fram'd  as  fruitful 
As  the  free  elements.     And  then  for  her 
To  win  the  Moor, — were't  to  renounce  liis  baptism. 
All  seals  and  symbols  of  redeemed  sin, — 
liis  soul  is  so  enfettered  to  her  love, 
That  she  may  make,  unmake,  do  wliat  she  list. 
Even  as  her  api>etite  shall  play  the  g<>d 
With  his  weak  tunctioii.    How  am  I  then  a  villain. 
To  counsel  Caitsio  to  this  parallel  course, 
Directly  to  his  good  ?     Divinity  of  belli 
When  devils  will  the  blackest  sins  put  on, 
They  do  suggest  at  first  with  heavenly  shows. 
As  I  do  now :  For  whiles  this  honest  fool 
Plies  Desdemona  to  repair  his  fortune, 
And  she  for  him  pleads  strongly  to  the  Mooc, 
I'll  pour  this  pestilence  into  his  ear, — 
Thatshe  repeals  him  for  her  body's  lust; 
And  by  how  much  she  strives  to  do  him  good. 
She  shall  undo  her  credit  with  the  Moor. 
So  will  I  turn  her  virtue  into  pitch ; 
And  out  of  her  own  goodness  make  the  net 
That    shall     enmesh     them    all.— How    now, 
Koderigo? 

EnJter  Rodebioo 

Bod,  I  do  follow  here  in  the  chase,  not  like  a 
hound  that  hunts,  but  one  that  fills  up  the  cry. 
My  money  is  almost  spent;  I  have  been  to-night 
exceedingly  well  cudgelled;  and,  1  think,  the 
issue  will  be  I  shall  have  so  much  experience  for 
my  pains:  and  so,  with  no  money  at  all,  and  a 
little  more  wit,  return  to  Venice. 

logo.  How  poor  are  they  that  have  not  patience! 
What  wound  did  ever  heal  but  by  degrees  ? 
Thou  know'st,  we  work  by  wit  and  not  by  witch- 
craft; 
And  wit  depends  on  dilatory  time. 
Does*t  not  go  well  ?    Cassio  hath  beaten  thee. 
And  thou,   by  that  small  hurt,  hast  caahier*d 

Cassio: 
Though  other  things  grow  fair  against  the  son. 
Yet  fruits  that  blossom  first  will  first  be  ripe: 
Content  thyself  a  while. — In  troth,  'tis  murning. 
Pleasure,  and  action,  make  the  hours  seem  abort. 
Retire  thee;  go  where  thou  art  billeted : 
Away,  I  say,  thou  shalt  know  more  hereafter: 
Nay,  get  thee  gone.    {ExUl^D.\    Two  thingf 

are  to  be  done, — 
My  wife  must  move  for  Cassio  to  her  mistreas, 
I'll  set  her  on ; 

Myself,  the  while,  to  draw  the  Moor  apart, 
And  bring  him  jump  when  he  may  Cassio  find 
Soliciting  hia  wife:— Ay,  that's  the  waj|. 
Dull  not  devioe  by  coldness  and  delay.        [Esgbt 
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SCENE  h—B(^  ihe  Cattle, 

Enter  Cassio,  and  $ome  Masicians. 

Ct^,  Masters,  pUjr  here,  I  will  content  joxa 
pains, 
Something  that's  brief;  and  bid,  Qood-morrow, 

«^^-  [Music. 

Enter  Clown. 

Ob,  Why,  masters,  have  3rour  instraments 
been  in  Naules,  that  thejr  speak  i*  the  nose  thus? 

1  i/uff.  How,  sir,  how  ? 

Clo.  Are  these,  I  pray  70a,  wind  instraments  ? 

1  Mtit   Ay,  marry,  are  they,  sir. 

do.  O,  thereby  hangs  a  tail. 

1  Mits,  Whereby  hangs  a  tale,  Air? 

Clo,  Marry,  sir,  by  many  a  wind  instrnment 
that   1   know.     But,  masters,  here's  money  for 

5 on:  and  the  general  so  likes  yoar  mosic  tliat  he 
«isires  you,  for  love%  sake,  to  make  no  more  noise 
with  it. 

1  l/us.  Well,  sir,  we  will  not 

Clo.  If  you  have  any  mii.4o  that  may  not  be 
heard,  to  *t  again:  but  as  they  say,  to  hear  music 
the  general  dues  not  greatly  care. 

1  Afits,  We  have  none  such,  sir. 

Clo.  Then  put  up  your  pipes  in  your  bag,  for 
111  away:  Qo;  vanish  into  air;  away.  [Exeunt 
Musicians. 

Cat,  Dost  then  hear,  my  honest  friend  ? 

Clo,  No,  I  hear  not  your  honest  friend ;  I  hear 


you- 

Prithee,  keep  np  thy  aaUle 
poor  piece  of  gold  for  thee :  ir  die  gentlewoman 


Cat,  Prithee,  keep  np  thy  gajllets.    There*^  a 


that  attends  the  general's  wife  be  stirring,  tell  her 
there's  one  Cassio  entreats  her  a  little  favour  of 
speech:  Wilt  thou  do  this? 

CU>,  8he  is  stirring,  sir;  if  she  will  stir  hither 
I  shall  seem  to  notify  unto  her.  [Exit, 

Enter  Iaoo. 

Cat,  Do,  good  my  friend.  —In  happy  time,  lago. 

JoQO.  You  have  not  been  a-bed  then? 

Cat,  Why,  no;  the  day  had  broke 
Before  we  parted.    I  have  made  bold,  lago. 
To  send  in  to  rour  wife :  My  suit  to  her 
Is,  that  she  will  to  virtuous  Desdemona 
Procure  me  some  access. 

lago  I'll  send  her  to  you  presently ; 

And  111  devise  a  mean  to  draw  the  Moor 
Out  of  the  way,  that  your  converse  and  business 
May  l>e  more  free.  [EjcU, 

Cat,  I  humbly  thank  you  for  *L  I  never  knew 
A  Florentine  more  kind  and  honest. 

Enter  EiOLLa. 

EmSL  Good  morrow,  good  lieutenant:   I  am 
sorry 
For  jour  displeasure ;  but  all  will  sure  be  well. 
The  general  and  his  wife  are  talking  of  it. 
And  she  speaks  for  you  stoutly :  The  Moor  replies. 
That  he  you  hurt  is  of  great  fame  in  Cyprus, 
And  great  affinity;  and  that,  in  wholesome  wisdom, 
Ue  might  not  but  refuse  you :  but  he  protests  he 

loves  yon. 
And  needs  no  other  soitor,  but  his  lOdngs, 
To  take  the  safst  occasion  ol  the  fhmt. 
To  bring  yoQ  in  agahi. 

Cat.  Tet  I  beseech  yoiit^ 

If  yon  thhnk  fit,  or  that  It  may  oe  done,  — 


Give  me  advantage  of  some  brief  discourse 
With  Desdemona  alone. 

EndL  Pray  you,  come  in ; 

I  will  bestow  yon  where  you  shall  have  time 
To  speak  your  bosom  freely. 

Cat.  I  am  much  bound  to  you.    [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.—^  Boom  m  ihe  Cattle. 

Enter  Othello,  Iaoo,  and  Gentlemen. 

Oth,  These  letters  give,  lago,  to  the  pilot ; 
And,  by  him,  do  my  duties  to  the  senate: 
That  done,  I  will  be  walking  on  the  works, — 
Kepair  there  to  me. 
logo.  Well,  my  good  lord,  111  do't. 

Oth,  This  fortification,  gentlemen,   shall    we 

see't? 
GenL  Well  wait  upon  your  lordship. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  llL-^Btifore  ihe  CatOe. 
Enter  Desdbmona,  Cassio,  and  Emilia. 

Det.  Be  thou  assur'd,  good  Cassio,  I  will  do 
All  my  abilities  in  thy  behalf. 

Emd,  Good  madam,  do;   I  warrant  it  grieyes 
my  hutfband, 
As  if  the  cause  were  his. 

Det.  O,  tiiat's  an  honest  fellow. — Do  not  donbt, 
Ca^io, 
But  I  will  have  my  lord  and  you  again 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Cat.  Bounteous  madam. 

Whatever  shall  become  of  Michael  Cassio, 
He's  never  any  thing  but  your  true  servant. 

Ikt,  I  know't,— I  thank  you :  You  do  love  my 
lord: 
Yon  have  known  him  long;  and  be  yon  well 

as.wr'd 
He  shall  in  strangeness  stand  no  farther  off 
Than  in  a  politic  distance. 

Cat.  Ay,  but,  lady. 

That  policy  may  either  last  so  long. 
Or  feed  upon  such  nice  and  waterish  diet, 
Or  breed  itself  so  out  of  circumstance. 
That  I,  being  absent,  and  my  place  supplied, 
My  general  will  forget  my  love  and  service. 

/>«.  Do  not  doubt  that ;  before  Emilia  here, 
I  give  thee  warrant  of  thy  place :  assure  thee, 
If  I  do  vow  a  friendship  rll  perform  it 
To  the  last  article :  my  lord  shall  never  rest ; 
111  watch  him  tame,  and  talk  him  out  of  patience; 
His  bed  shall  seem  a  school,  his  board  a  shrift; 
ril  intermingle  every  thing  he  does 
With  Cassio^  suit :  Therefore  be  meny,  Cassio, 
For  thy  solicitor  shall  rather  die 
Than  give  thy  cause  away. 

Enter  Othello  and  Iaoo  at  a  duUxnce, 

EntSU  Bladam,  here  comes 

My  lord. 

Cat,      Biadam,  111  take  my  leave. 

Dtt,  ^Jittay, 

And  hear  me  speak. 

Oat,  Madam,  not  now ;  I  am  Tery  ill  at  ease. 
Unfit  for  mine  own  purposes. 

Det.  Well;  do  your  discretion.    [EbU  Cassia 

Jdgp.  Hal  Ilike  not  that. 

Oth.  What  dost  thou  say? 

logo,  Notliing,in7lord:orif— Iknownotwlu^ 
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Oth,  Wgs  not  that  Cassio  parted  flrom  my  wife  ? 

logo.  Cassio,  my  lord?    No,  sure,  I  cannot 
think  it, 
That  he  would  steal  away  so  gailty-like, 
Seeing  your  coming. 

Oih,  1  do  believe  \was  he. 

Dei,  How  now,  my  lord  ? 
I  have  been  talking  with  a  suitor  here, 
A  man  tliat  langulshea  in  your  displeasure. 

Oih,  Who  i8*t  you  mean  ? 

DeB,  Why,  your  lieutenant  Cassio.    Good  my 
lord, 
If  I  have  any  grace,  or  power  to  more  yon, 
His  present  reconciliation  take ; 
For,  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  lores  yoa, 
That  errs  in  ignorance  and  not  in  cunning, 
I  have  no  judgment  in  an  honest  face : 
I  prithee  oUl  him  back. 

0th,  Went  he  hence  now  ? 

Dea.  Ay,  sooth ;  so  hnmbled. 
That  he  liath  left  part  of  his  gnef  with  me. 
To  sufifer  with  him.    Good  love,  call  him  back. 

0th,  Not  now,  sweet  DeiKlemon;  some  other 
time. 

DeM,  But  shallt  be  shortly? 

0th,  The  sooner,  sweet,  for  you. 

Dei,  Shall*t  be  to-night  at  supper? 

0th,  No,  not  to-night. 

DeM,  To-morrow  dinner  then  ? 

0th,  I  shall  not  dine  at  home ; 

I  meet  the  captains  at  the  citadel. 

De%,  Why  then,  to-morrow  night;  on  Tuesday 
mom ; 
On  Tuesday  noon,  or  night:  on  Wednesday  mom ; — 
I  prithee  name  the  time ;  but  let  it  not 
Exceed  three  days :  in  faith  he's  penitent; 
And  yet  his  trespass,  in  our  common  reason 
fSave  that^  they  say,  the  wars  most  example 
Out  of  then:  best),  is  not  almost  a  fault 
To  incur  a  nrivate  check:  When  shall  he  come? 
Tell  me,  Otnello.    I  wonder  in  my  soul, 
What  you  would  ask  me  that  I  should  deny, 
Orstandsomammeringon.  What!  Michael  Cassio, 
That  came  a  wooing  with  you;  and  so  manya  time, 
When  I  have  spoke  of  you  dispraisingly. 
Hath  taVn  your  part ;  to  have  so  much  to  do 
To  bring  him  In  I    Trust  me,  I  could  do  much, — 

Oih,  Prithee,  no  more:  let  him  come  when  he 
will; 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

De$,  ^^7>  this  is  not  a  boon ; 

Tis  as  I  should  entreat  you  wear  your  gloves, 
Or  feed  on  nourishmg  dishes,  or  keep  you  warm ; 
Or  sue  to  you  to  do  a  necnliar  profit 
To  your  own  person :  Nay,  when  I  have  a  suit 
Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  love  indeed. 
It  shall  be  full  of  poize  and  difficult  weight, 
And  fearful  to  be  granted. 

Oih,  I  will  deny  thee  nothing: 

Whereon,  I  do  beseech  thee,  grant  me  this, 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  myself. 

Det.  Shall  I  deny  you?  no:  Farewell,  my  lord. 

Oih,  Farewell,  my  Desdemona :  111  come  to  thee 
straight. 

De$,  Emilia,  oome: — Be  as  yoor  ftncies  teach 
you; 
Whatever  yon  be,  I  am  obedient. 

[ExUy  wUh  Emiua. 

Oih,  Excellent  wretch  I  Perdition  catch  my  soul 
Bat  I  do  love  ihee !  and  when  I  love  thee  not 
Chaos  is  oome  again. 

logo,    Mj  noble  locd,— 

0th.  What  dost  thou  say,  lago  ? 
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logo.  Did  Michael  Cassio,  when  yon  woo*d  my 
lady, 
Know  of  your  love  ? 

0th,  He  did,  from  first  to  last :  Why  dcet  thou 
ask? 

logo.  But  for  a  satisfaction  of  my  thought ; 
No  further  harm. 

0th,  Wh V  of  thy  thought,  lago  ? 

logo,  I  did  not  think  he  had  been  acquainted 
with  her. 

Oih,  0,  yes ;  and  went  between  as  very  oft. 

logo.  Indeed? 

0th,   Indeed?   ay,   indeed: — Discemlst    then 
aught  in  that? 
Is  he  not  honest? 

lago.  Honest,  my  lord  ? 

Oth^  Honest?  Ay,  honest 

logo.  My  lord,  for  aught  I  know. 

0th,  What  dost  thou  think? 

logo,  Thmk,  my  lord  ? 

Ow,  Think,  my  lord  ?    AlasI  thou  echoest  me 
As  if  there  were  some  monster  in  thy  thought 
Too   hideous   to    be  shown. — Thoa  dost  mean 

something : 
I  heard  thee  say  even  now, — Thoa  lik^dst  not  that, 
When  Cassio  left  m^wife:  What  didst  not  like? 
And,  when  I  told  thee  he  was  of  my  counsel 
In  my  whole  course  of   wooing,  thou  cry*dst. 

Indeed  ? 
And  didst  contract  and  parse  thy  brow  together, 
As  if  thoa  then  had'st  shut  up  in  thy  brain 
Some  horrible  conceit:  If  thoa  dost  love  me 
Show  me  thy  thought. 

logo.  My  lord,  you  know  I  love  yon. 

Oih,  I  think  thou  dost: 

And,  for  I  know  thoar^  fhll  of  love  and  honesty 
And  weigh^st  th^words  before  thou  giv'st  them 

oreath, 
Therefore  these  stops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more . 
For  such  things  in  a  false  disloyal  knave 
Are  tricks  of  custom ;  but  in  a  man  that's  just. 
They  Ve  close  delations,  working  trom  tlie  heart. 
That  passion  cannot  rale. 

logo.  For  Michael  Cassio, — 

I  dare  be  sworn  I  think  that  he  is  honest. 

0th,  I  think  so  too. 

logo.  Men  should  be  what  they  seem ; 

Or,  those  that  be  not  Vould  they  might  seem  none. 

0th,  Certain  men  should  be  what  they  seem. 

logo.  Why  then,  I  think  Cassio's  an  honest  man. 

Om,  Nay,  yet  there's  more  in  this. 
I  prithee  speak  to  me,  as  to  thy  thinkings. 
As  thou  dost  ruminate ;  and  give  thy  worst  of 

thoughts 
The  worst  of  words. 

lago.  Good  my  lord,  pardon  me  \ 

Though  I  am  bound  to  every  act  of  duty, 
I  am  not  bound  to  that  all  slaves  are  free  to. 
Utter  my  thoughts?  Why,  say,  they  are  vile  ana 

false,— 
As  Where's  that  palace  whereinto  foal  things 
Sometimes  intrude  not?— who  has  a  breast  so 

pure. 
But  some  tmcleanly  apprehensions 
Keep  leets  and  law-days,  and  in  sessions  att 
With  meditations  lawful  ? 

0th,  Thou  dost  conspire  against  thy   fHend, 
lego. 
If  thoa  bat  thmk'st  him  wrong*d,  and  mak^  his 

ear 
A  stranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

logo.  I  do  beseech  yon. 

Though  I,  perofaanee,  am  vicioas  in  my  guess, 
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fAf  I  confess  it  is  mj  natnre^s  plagae 
To  spj  into  abuses,  and  of  my  jealousy 
Shapes  faults  that  are  not),  that  your  wisdom 
From  one  that  so  imperfectly  conceits 
Would  take  no  notice ;  nor  build  yourself  a  tronble 
Out  of  his  scattering  and  unsure  obsenranoe: 
It  were  not  for  your  quiet,  nor  your  good, 
Nor  for  my  manhood,  honesty,  and  wisdom, 
To  let  you  know  my  thoughts. 

0th,  w  hat  dost  thou  mean  ? 

^  logo.  Good  name  in  mau  and  woman,  dear  my 
^  lordy 

Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  souls: 
Who  steals  my  purse  steals  trash ;  tis  sometlilng, 

Doihmg; 
Twas  mine,   'tis  his,  and  has   been   slave  to 

thousands ; 
But  he  that  filches  from  me  m^  good  name, 
Robs  me  of  that  which  not  ennche3,liim, 
And  makes  me  poor  indeed.  -"'^ 

0th,  1*11  know  thy  thoughts. 

logo.  Yon  cannot,  if  my  heart  were  in  your 
liand; 
Nor  shall  not,  whilst  *tis  In  my  custody. 

0th,  Hal 

Ia{fo,  O,  beware,  mj  lord,  of  jealousy; 
It  is  the  green-ey*d  monster,  which  doth  mock 
The  meat  it  feeds  on :  That  cuckold  lives  in  bliss 
Who,  certain  of  hb  fate,  loves  not  his  wronger ; 
But  O,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  o'er. 
Who  dotes,  yet  doubts ;  suspects,  yet  fondly  lovesl 

0th.  O  misery! 

logo.  Poor,  and  content,  is  rich,  and  rich  enough ; 
But  riches,  fineless,  is  as  poor  as  winter, 
To  him  that  ever  fears  he  shall  be  poor: 
Good  heaven,  the  souls  of  all  my  tribe  defend 
From  jealousy  1 

0th,  Why  I  why  is  this? 

Think^t  thou,  I'd  make  a  lil^  of  jealousy. 
To  follow  still  the  changes  of  the  moon 
With  fresh  suspicions?   No :  to  be  once  in  doubt. 
Is  onoe  to  be  resolv'd :  Exchange  me  for  a  goat. 
When  I  shall  turn  the  business  of  my  soul 
To  such  ezsufiSicate  and  biow'd  surmises. 
Matching  thy  inference.    Tis  not  to  make  me 

jealous. 
To  say  my  wife  is  &ir,  feeds  well,  loves  company. 
Is  free  of  speech,  sings,  play^  ana  dances; 
Where  virtue  is,  these  are  more  virtuous : 
Nor  firom  mine  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 
The  smallest  fear  or  doubt  of  her  revolt; 
For  she  had  eyes,  and  chose  me:  No,  lago; 
111  see  before  I  doubt;  when  I  doubt,  prove; 
And,  on  the  proot  there  is  no  more  but  this, — 
Away  at  o  nee  with  love,  or  jealousy. 

logo,  1  am  glad  of  this;  for  now  I  shall  have 
reason 
To  sho'V  tbe  love  and  duty  that  I  bear  you 
With  franker  spirit:  therefore, as  I  am  bound. 
Receive  it  fro  ">  me  :—l  speak  not  yet  of  proof. 
Look  to  your  wife;  observe  her  well  witn  Gassio; 
Wear  rour  eyes  thos,— not  jealotuunor  secure ; 
I  would  not  have  your  tno  and  noble  nature. 
Out  of  selfbo unty,  be abus'd ;  look  to't : 
1  know  our  eoantrr  disposition  well ; 
In  Venice  they  do  let  heaven  see  the  pranks 
Tbcrydare  nci  show  their  husbands;  their  best 

conscience 
Is  not  to  leare  undous,  but  keep  unknown. 

0th,  Dost  thou  say  so? 

logo,  She  did  d^ve  ber  &ther,  marrying  you ; 
And  when  she  seem'd  to  shake  and  fear  your  looks. 
She  lov*d  them  most 


0th,  And  so  she  did. 

logo.  Why,  go  to,  then ; 

She  that  so  young  could  give  out  such  a  seeming, 
To  seel  her  father's  eyes  up,  close  as  oak, 
He  thought  'twas  witchcraft: — But  I  am  much  to 

blame ; 
I  humbly  do  beseech  you  of  your  pardon. 
For  too  much  loving  you. 

0th,  I  am  bound  to  thee  for  ever. 

logo,  I  see,  this   hath  a  little   dash'd   your 
spirits. 

0th,  Notajot,notajot 

logo.  Trust  me,  I  fear  it  has. 

1  hope  you  will  consider  what  is  spoke 
Comes  from  my  love: — But  I  do  see  you  are 

mov'd : — 
I  am  to  prav  you  not  to  strain  my  sneeoh 
To  grosser  l»ues,^or  to  larger  reach 
Thin  to  suspicion. 

0th.  I  will  not 

logo.  Should  you  do  so,  my  lord, 

Mr  speech  should  fail  into  such  vile  success 
Which   my  thoughts  aim'd  not.     Cassio's  my 

worthy  friend: — 
My  lord,  I  see  you  are  movVI. 

0th,  No,  not  much  mov'd  :— 

I  do  not  think  but  Desdemona  's  honest. 

logo.  Long  live  she  sol  and  long  live  yon  to 
think  so! 

0th,  And  yet,  how  nature  erring  firom  itself,— 

logo,  A]r,  there^  the  point:— As,  to  be  bold 
with  you, — 
Not  to  affect  many  proposed  matches 
Of  her  own  clime,  complexion,  and  degree ; 
Whereto,  we  see,  in  all  things  nature  tends; 
Fob  I  one  may  smell  in  such  a  will  most  rank. 
Foul  disproportions,  thoughts  unnatural, — 
But,  pardon  me ;  I  do  not  in  position 
Distinctly  speak  of  her:  though  1  may  fear, 
Her  will,  recoiling  to  her  better  judgment. 
May  fall  to  match  yon  with  her  country  forms, 
And,  happily,  repent. 

0th,  Farewell,  farewell : 

If  more  thou  dost  perceive  let  me  know  more; 
Set  on  thy  wife  to  observe:  Leave  me,  laso. 

logo.  My  lord,  I  take  my  leave.  X^^^' 

0th.  Why  did  I  marry  ?— This  honest  creature, 
doubtless. 
Sees  and  knows  more,  much  more,  than  he  unfolds, 

logo.  My  lord,  I  would  I  mi^t>  entreat  your 
honour 
To  scan  this  thing  no  farther;  leave  it  to  time: 
Although  'tis  fit  that  Cassio  have  hb  place 
f  For,  sure,  he  fills  it  up  with  gp-eat  ability). 
Yet,  if  you  please  to  hold  him  off  awhile. 
You  sliall  by  that  perceive  him  and  his  metns: 
Note,  if  your  lady  strain  his  entertainment 
With  anj  strong  or  vehement  importunity ; 
Much  will  be  seen  In  that.    In  the  mean  time, 
I^et  me  be  thougLt  too  busy  in  my  fears 
(As  worthy  cause  I  have  to  fear  I  am). 
And  hold  her  free,  I  do  beseech  your  honour. 

0th,  Fear  not  my  government. 

logo,  I  once  more  take  my  leave.  [ExiL 

Oih,  This  fellow 's  of  exceeding  honesty. 
And  knows  all  qualities,  with  a  learned  spirit. 
Of  human  dealings :  If  1  do  prove  her  haggar^ 
Though  that  her  jesses  were  my  dear  heart-strings, 
I'd  whistle  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  wind 
To  prey  at  fortune     Haply,  for  I  am  black ; 
Ana  have  not  those  soft  parts  of  conversation 
That  chamborers  have :  Or,  for  I  am  dedin^ 
Into  the  vale  of  yeans-- yet  thatjifiio 
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BbeV  gone;  I  tm  abased ;  and  my  relief 
Must  be  to  loath  her.    O  curse  of  marriage, 
That  we  can  call  these  delicate  creatures  ourSf 
And  not  their  appetites  ;  i  had  rather  be  a  toad, 
And  live  upon  the  vapour  of  a  dungeon, 
Tlian  keep  a  comer  in  the  thing  I  love. 
For  other's  uses.  Yet  *i  is  the  plague  of  great  ones ; 
Prerogativ'd  are  they  less  than  the  l>ase; 
Tis  destiny  unshunnable,  like  death  ; 
Even  then  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  ns, 
When  we  do  quicken.    Look,  where  she  comes. 

Enter  Dbsdemona  and  Emilia. 

If  she  be  false,  O,  then  heaven  mocks  itself! 
ril  not  believe  *t. 

Des,  How  now,  my  dear  Othello? 

Your  dinner,  and  the  generous  islanders 
By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  presenoe* 

0th,  I  am  to  blame. 

Des.  Why  do  you  speak  so  faintly  V 

Are  yon  not  well  ? 

0th.  I  have  a  pain  npon  my  forehead  here. 

Dea*  Why,  that's  with  watching;  twill  away 
again : 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard,  within  this  hoar 
It  will  be  well. 

0th,  Your  napkin  is  too  little ; 

{Ue  puts  tJie  handkerch^f  from  him^  and  it  drops. 
Let  it  alone.    Come,  1*11  go  in  with  you. 

Des,  I  am  very  sorry  that  you  are  not  well. 

[Eaeeunt  0th.  and  Des. 

EmQ.  I  am  glad  I  have  found  this  napkin; 
This  was  her  first  remembrance  from  the  Moor: 
My  wayward  husband  hath  a  hundred  tiroes 
W(>o'd  me  steal  it :  but  she  so  loves  the  token 
(For  he  conjured  her  bhe  should  ever  keep  it), 
That  she  reserves  it  evermore  about  her. 
To  kiss,  and  talk  to.    I'll  have  the  work  ta*euoat, 
And  give  *t  lago;  what  he  will  do  with  it, 
Heaven  knows,  not  I : 
I  nothmg,  but  to  please  his  fiemtasy. 

Enter  Iaqo. 

logo.  How  now !  what  do  you  here  alone  ? 

EmiL  Do  not  you  chide ;  I  have  a  thing  for  you« 

logo.  A  thing  for  me? — it  is  a  common  thing— 

EndL  Hal 

logo.  To  have  a  foolish  wife. 

EmiL  O,  is  that  all?  What  will  you  give  me 

DOW 

For  that  same  handkerchief? 

logo.  What  handkerchief  ? 

Erml.  What  handkerchief? 
Why,  that  the  Moor  first  gave  to  Desdemona ; 
That  which  so  often  you  did  bid  me  steal. 

logo.  Hast  stolen  it  from  her? 

EndL  No ;  but  she  let  it  drop  by  negligence: 
And,  to  the  advantage,  1  being  here,  took  t  up. 
Look,  here  it  is. 

/ago,  A  good  wench;  give  it  me. 

EndL  What  will  you  do  with  *t,  that  you  have 
been  so  earnest 
To  have  me  filch  it? 

logo.  Why,  what*s  that  to  you? 

[Snatching  U, 

EndL  If  it  be  not  for  some  purpose  of  import. 
Give  \  me  again:  Poor  lady  I  shell  run  mad 
When  she  shall  lack  it. 

logo.  Be  notaoknown  oot:  1  have  use  for  it. 
Go,  leave  me.  [Exit  Emiua. 

I  will  in  Cassio*t  lodging  lose  this  napkin, 
And  let  him  find  it:  Trifles,  light  as  air, 
'  re  to  the  Jealous  oonfirmationa  strong 
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As  proofii  of  hnlv  writ.    This  may  do  somethiii^ 
The  Moor  already  changes  with  my  poison  : 
Dangerous  conceits  are,  in  their  natures,  poisons, 
Which,  at  the  first,  are  scarce  found  to  distaste ; 
But,  with  a  little  act  upon  the  blood, 
Burn  like  the  mines  of  sulphur.— I  did  say  ( 
Look,  where  he  corneal    Not  poppy,  nor 

dragora. 

Nor  all  the  drowsy  syrups  of  the  world, 
Slmil  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  sweet  sleep 
Which  thou  ow'dst  yesterday. 

Enter  Othello. 

0th.  Ha!  ha!  false  to  rae? 

logo,  WTiy,  how  now,  general  ?  no  more  of  that. 

0th,  AvauntI  be  gone  1  thou  hast  set  me  on  the 
rack : — 
I  swear,  *tis  better  to  be  much  abused, 
Than  but  to  know*t  a  little. 

Jago,  How  now,  my  lord  ? 

OUl  What  sense  had  I  in  her  stolen  hours  ^f 
lust? 
I  saw*t  not,  thought  it  not,  it  harm'd  not  me : 
I  slept  the  next  night  well,  fed  well,  was  free  and 

merry; 
I  found  not  Cassio's  kisses  on  her  lips : 
He  that  is  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  stolen. 
Let  him  not  know't,  and  he's  not  robb'd  at  alL 

lago.  I  am  sorry  to  hear  this. 

Oih,  1  had  been  happy,  if  the  general  camp, 
Pioneers  and  all,  had  tasted  her  sweet  body, ' 
So  I  had  nothing  known  :  0  now,  for  ever. 
Farewell  the  tranquil  mind  I  farewell  content! 
Farewell  the  plumed  troops,  and  the  big  wars. 
That  make  ambition  virtue  I    O,  farewell  t 
Farewell  the  neighing  steed,  and  the  shrill  trums. 
The  spirit-stirring  drum,  the  ear-piercing  fife. 
The  royal  banner ;  and  all  quality, 
I^ide,  pomp,  and  circumstance  of  glorious  war  I 
And  0,  you  mortal  engines,  whose  rude  throats. 
The  immortal  Jove's  dread  clamours  counterfeit. 
Farewell!  Othello's  occupation's  gone  I 

lofjo.  1st  possible,  my  lord  ? 

0th.  Villain,  besure thou  prove  my  lovea whore; 
Be  sure  of  it ;  give  me  the  ocular  proof; 

[Taking  hln  by  the  ^troat. 
Or,  by  the  worth  of  mine  eternal  soul. 
Thou  hadst  better  have  been  bom  a  dog 
Than  answer  my  wak'd  wrath. 

logo.  1st  come  to  thia  ? 

0th.  Make  me  seet ;  or,  at  the  least,  so  prove  it. 
That  the  probation  bear  no  hinge,  nor  loop. 
To  hang  a  doubt  on:  or  woe  upon  thy  life! 

logo.  My  noble  lord,— 

0th,  If  thou  dost  slander  her,  and  torture  me, 
Never  pray  more :  abandon  all  remorse ; 
On  horror  a  head  horrors  accumulate: 
Do  deeds  to  make  heaven  weep,  all  earth  amez^, 
For  nothing  canst  tliou  to  damnation  add, 
Greater  than  that 

Jago,  0  grace!  0  heaven  forgive  me ! 

Are  vou  a  man  ?  have  you  a  soul,  or  sense  ? — 
God  be  wi' you:  take  mine  ofiice.—^  wretched  fool, 
That  lov'st  to  make  thine  honesty  a  vice,— 

0  monstrous  world !  Take  note,  take  note,  0  worlds 
To  be  direct  and  honest  is  not  safe, 

1  thank  yon  for  this  profit ;  and,  from  hence, 
in  love  no  friend,  sith  love  breeds  such  offence. 

0th,  Nay,  stav  ^— Thou  shouldst  be  honest. 

logo,  I  shonia  be  wise;  for  honesty's  a  fool, 
And  loses  that  it  works  for. 

0th,  By  the  world, 

I  think  my  wife  be  hooMt,  and  thml^  she  is  irat, 
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I  think  tbat  thoa  trt  jnst,  aud  think  thou  art 

not; 
ni  have  some  proof:  My  name,  that  was  as  fresh 
As  Di;in'd  visage,  is  now  begrim'd  and  black 
As  mine  own  face.— If  there  be  cords,  or  knives. 
Poison,  or  fire,  or  stiflfocating  streams, 
rU  not  endure  it.—  Would  1  were  satisfied! 

logo.  I  see,  sir,  you  are  eaten  up  wi(h  passion: 
I  do  re|)ent  me  that  1  put  it  to  yon. 
You  would  be  satisfied? 

0th,  Would?  nay,  and  I  will. 

logo.  And  may:  Bat  how?   how  satisfied,  my 
lord? 
Would  yon  the  supervision  grossly  gape  on? 
Behold  her  topp'dt 

0th,  Death  and  damnationi  0! 

JofjfK  It  were  a  tedious  difficulty,  I  think, 
T'*  brinsf  them  to  that  prospect :  Damn  them  then. 
If  ever  mortal  eyes  do  see  them  bolster. 
More  than  their  own  I  What  then?  how  then? 
What  shall  I  say?    Where's  satisfaction? 
It  w  impossible  you  should  see  this, 
Were  they  as  prime  as  goats,  as  hot  as  monkeys, 
As  salt  as  wolves  in  pride,  and  fools  as  gross 
As  ignorance  made  drunk.    But  yet,  I  say, 
If  imputation,  and  strong  circum.stances, 
Whicli  lead  dirently  to  the  door  of  truth, 
Will  give^  you  satiisfaction,  you  might  liave\. 

0th,  Give  me  a  living  reason  she  's  disloyal. 

logo.  I  do  not  like  the  office: 
Bat,  sith  I  am  enrpr'd  in  this  cause  so  fitf, 
Prick 'd  to  *t  by  foolish  honesty  and  love, 
I  will  go  on.     I  lay  with  Cassio  lately; 
And,  being  troubl^  with  a  raging  tooth, 
I  could  not  sleep. 

There  are  a  kind  of  men  so  loose  of  soul, 
That  in  their  steeps  tvill  mutter  their  affairs; 
One  of  this  kind  is  Cassio: 
In  sleep  I  heard  him  say,— Sweet  Desdemona, 
Let  us  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  loves  I 
And  then,  sir,  would  he  gripe  and  wring  my 

hand, 
Crjy — O  sweet  creature  I  then  kiss  me  hard, 
As  if  he  pluck'd  up  kisses  by  the  roots, 
That  grew  upon  my  lips ;  lay  his  leg  o'er  my  thigh, 
And  sigh,  and  kiss;  and  then  cry,— Cursed  fate 
That  gave  thee  to  the  M<>ort 

0th.  O  monstrous!  monstrous  I 

logo.  Nay,  this  was  but  his  dream. 

OUu  But  this  denoted  a  foregone  conclusion; 
'TIS  a  shrewd  doubt,  though  it  be  but  a  dream. 

Jago,  And  this  m-iy  help  to  thicken  other  proofs, 
That  do  demonstrate  thinlv. 
0th.  Ill  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

logo.  Nay,  hot  be  wise;  yet  we  see  nothing 
done; 
6he  may  be  honest  jret.    Tell  me  but  this,— 
ifjivfl  vou  not  sometimes  seen  a  handkerchief. 
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To  tyrannous  hate!  swell,  bosom,  with  thy  fraught, 
For  'tis  of  aspicks^  tongues! 

•/a<70.  Yet,  be  content. 

Otli.  0,  blood,  blood,  blood ! 

Iwio.  Patience,  I  say ;  your  mind  may  change. 

Oth.  Never,  lago.    Like  to  the  Pontick  sea. 
Whose  icy  current  and  compulsive  course 
Ne'er  keeps  retiring  ebb,  but  keepe  due  on 
To  the  Proponcick  and  the  HeiIej$pont: 
Even  so  my  bloody  thoughts,  with  violent  pace, 
Shall  ne'er  look  back,  ne'er  ebb  to  humble  love, 
Till  that  a  capable  and  wide  revenge 
Swallow  them  up. — Now,  by  yond'  marble  heaven, 
In  the  due  reverence  of  a  sacred  vow        f  Kneels. 
I  here  engage  my  words. 

lago.  Do  not  rise  yet—        [SneeU. 

Witness,  you  ever-burning  lights  above  I 
You  elements  that  clip  us  round  about! 
Witness,  that  here  lago  doth  give  up 
The  execution  of  his  wit   hands,  heart, 
To  wrong'd  Othello's  service!  let  him  command. 
And  to  obey  shall  be  in  me  remorse. 
What  bloody  business  ever— 

Oih.  1  greet  thy  love, 

Not    with   vain   thanks,    but    wi.a   acceptance 

bounteous. 
And  will  upon  tlie  instant  put  thee  to  t: 
Within  these  three  days  let  me  hear  thee  say 
That  Cassio's  not  alive. 

logo.  My  friend  is  dead;   *ti8  done,  at  youi 
request: 
But  let  her  live. 

Oth.         Damn  her,  lewd  minx !  0,  damn  berl 
Come, go  with  me  apart;  I  will  withdraw, 
To  furnish  me  with  some  swift  means  of  death 
For  the  fair  devil.    Now  art  thou  my  lieutenant. 

logo.  I  am  your  own  for  ever.  [jExetmL 

SCENE  lY. ^ThescoM, 
JBnter  Desdemona,  Emiua,  and  Clown. 

Dt«.  Do  you  know,  sirrah,  where  lieutenant 
Cassio  lies  ? 

do.  I  dare  not  say  he  lies  any  where. 

Bea.  Wh^,  manjr 

Clo.  He  IS  a  soldier;  and  for  me  to  say  a  soldier 
lies  is  stabbing. 

Des.  Go  to  \    Where  lodges  he  ? 

Clo.  To  tell  yon  where  he  lodges  is  to  tell  you 
where  1  lie. 

Dee.  Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this? 

Clo.  I  know  not  where  he  lodges ;  and  for  me 
to  devise  a  lodging,  and  say  he  lies  here,  or  he 
lies  there,  were  to  lie  in  mine  own  throat. 

Dee.  Can  you  inquire  him  out,  and  be  edified 
by  report  ? 

Clo.  I  will  catechize  the  world  for  him;  that  L 
make  Questions,  and  bv  them  answer. 
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.£MZ.  Is  he  Dot  jealons  ? 

DeM,  WhOf  he?  I  think  the  son,  where  he  was 
born, 
Drew  all  snch  humours  fkx>m  him. 

EmU,  Look  where  he  comes. 

Des.  I  will  not  leave  him  now,  tili  Cassio 
Be  oall*d  to  liim.— How  is^t  with  you,  my  lord? 

Enter  Othello. 

(Hh.  Well,  my  good  lady  ;~[ilA(fe.l  O,  hard- 
ness, to  dissemble  1^ 
How  do  you,  Desdemona? 

Des.  Well,  my  good  lord. 

Oih,  Give  me  your  hand :  This  hand  is  moist, 
my  lady. 

Det.  It  yet  has  felt  no  a«;e,  nor  known  no  sorrow. 

0th,  This  argues  fraitfulness,  and  liberal  heart; 
Hot,  hot,  and  moist :  This  band  of  yours  requires 
▲  sequester  from  liberty,  &sting  and  prayer. 
Much  castigation,  exercise  devout ; 
For  here's  a  young  and  sweating  devil  here, 
That  commonly  rebels.    Tis  a  good  hand, 
A.  frank  one. 

Dea,  You  may,  indeed,  say  so ; 

For  'twas  that  hand  that  01  ve  away  my  heart. 

0th,  A  liberal  hand :  The  hearts  of  old  gave 
hands: 
But  our  new  heraldry  is— hands,  not  hearts. 

Z>ei.  I  cannot  speak  of  this.    Come  now,  your 
promise. 

0th,  What  promise,  chuck? 

DeM,  I  have  sent  to  bid  Cassio  eome  speak  with 
you. 

OOi,  I  have  a  salt  and  sorry  rheum  offends  me; 
Lend  me  thy  handkerchief. 

Dei,  Here,  my  lord. 

Oth,  That  which  I  gave  you. 

Des.  I  have  it  not  about  me. 

Oth,  Not? 

Dea,  No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

Oth,  Thatisafiinlt: 

That  handkerchief 

Did  an  Egyptian  to  my  mother  give  ; 
She  was  a  charmer,  and  could  almost  read 
The  thoughts  of  people :  she  told  her,  while  she 

kept  it, 
Twould  make  her  amiable,  and  subdue  my  father 
Entirely  to  her  love;  but  if  she  lost  it, 
Or  made  a  eift  of  it,  my  father's  e^e 
Should  hold  her  loathly,  and  his  spirits  should  hunt 
After  new  fancies :  She,  dying,  gave  it  me; 
And  bid  me,  when  my  &te  would  have  me  wive. 
To  give  it  her.    1  did  so :  and  take  heed  ou*t, 
Make  it  a  darling  like  your  precious  eye ; 
To  lose^t  or  give*t  away,  were  such  perdition 
As  nothing  else  oould  match. 

Dea.  1st  possible? 

Oth,  Tis  true :  There's  magic  tn  the  web  of  it: 
A  sibyl,  that  had  nurober*d  in  the  world 
The  sun  to  course  two  hundred  compasses. 
In  her  prophetic  fury  sew'd  the  work : 
The  worms  were  haflow'd  that  did  breed  the  silk; 
And  it  was  dy'd  in  mummy,  which  tlie  skilful 
Conserv'd  of  maidens'  hearts. 

Dea,  Indeed;  is*t true? 

Oih,  Most  veritable ;  therefore  look  tot  well. 

Dea,  Then  Vould  to  heaven  that  I  had  never 
seen  it. 

Oih,  Ha!  wherefore? 

Dea,  Why  do  you  speak  so  startlngly  and  rash? 

C^  1st  lost?  ist  gone?  apeak,  1st  out  of  the 
way? 

i>ef.  BleSsusI 
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Oth  Say  yon? 

Dea,  It  is  not  lost:  But  what  and  if  it  wer«? 

Oth,  How? 

Dea,  I  say,  it  iS;  not  lost 

Oth,  Fetcht,1etmeseeit. 

Dea.  Wh;r,  so  I  can,  sir,  but  I  will  not  now ; 
This  is  a  tnck,  to  put  me  from  my  suit ; 
Pravyou,  let  Cassio  be  receiv'd  again. 

dm.  Fetch  me  the  handkerchief:   my  mind 
misgives. 

Dea,  Come, come; 
Toull  never  meet  a  more  sufficient  man. 

Oth,  The  handkerchief,— 

Da,  I  pray,  talkM  of  Casdo. 

Oth,  The  handkerchief;— 

Dea,  A  man  that,  all  his  time, 

Hath  founded  liis  good  fortunes  on  your  love, 
Sliar'd  dangers  with  you  ;— 

Oth,  The  handkerchief,— 

Dea.  In  sooth,  yon  are  to  blame. 

Oth,  Away  I  [^^  Othello. 

EmiL  Is  not  this  man  jealous  ? 

Dea,  I  ne'er  saw  this  before. 
Sure,  there^  some  wonder  in  this  handkerchief; 
I  am  most  unhappy  in  the  loss  of  it. 

EmiL  Tis  not  a  year  or  two  shows  us  a  num : 
They  are  all  but  stomachs,  and  we  all  but  food ; 
They  eat  us  hmigerly,  and  when  they  are  full 
They  belch  us.     Look  you!     Cassio  and  my 
husband. 

Enter  Iaoo  and  Cassio. 

logo.  There  is  no  other  way ;  tis  she  must  dot; 
And,  lo,  the  happiness  I  go,  and  importune  her. 

Dea,  How  now,  good  Cassio?  what's  the  news 
with  you  r 

Caa,  Madam,  my  former  suit:  I  do  beseech  yon. 
That,  by  your  virtuous  means,  I  may  again 
Exist  and  be  a  member  of  his  love, 
Whom  I,  with  all  the  office  of  my  heart, 
Entirely  honour;  I  would  not  be  delay'd; 
If  my  offence  be  of  such  mortal  kind. 
That  nor  my  service  past,  nor  present  sorrows, 
Nor  purposed  merit  in  futurity 
Can  ransom  me  into  his  love  again. 
But  to  know  so  must  be  my  benefit ; 
So  shall  I  clothe  me  in  a  forc'd  content. 
And  shut  myself  up  in  some  other  course. 
To  fortune's  alms. 

Dea,  ^   Alast  thrice-gentle  Cassio, 

My  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune ; 
My  lord  is  not  my  lord :  nor  should  I  know  him, 
Were  he  in  favour,  as  in  humour,  alter'd. 
So  help  me  every  spirit  sanctified. 
As  I  have  spoken  for  vou  all  ray  best. 
And  stood  within  the  blank  of  nis  displeasure. 
For  my  free  speedil  You  must  awhile  be  patient : 
Wliat  I  can  do  I  will ;  and  more  I  will. 
Than  for  myself  I  dare :  let  that  suffice  you. 

logo.  Is  my  lord  angry? 

EmiL  He  went  henoe  but  now. 

And,  certainly,  in  strange  unquietness. 

logo,  Canbebeangr^?  I  have  seen  the  cannon« 
When  it  hath  blown  bis  ranks  into  the  air ; 
And,  like  the  devil,  from  his  very  arm 
Puff'd  his  own  brother ; — And  can  he  be  angry? 
Something  of  moment,  then:  I  will  go  meet  him; 
There's  matter  in  t  indeed,  if  he  be  angry. 

Dea,  1  prithee,  do  so.— Something,  sure,  of  state, 

[Exit  Iaoo. 
Either  f^om  Venice ;  or  some  unhaUm'd  practke 
Made  demonstrable  here  in  Cyprus  to  him, 
Hath  puddled  his  clear  spirit:  and,  in  anch  oaaei, 
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M«ii%  Dttnret  wrangle  with  inferior  thtngs, 

Though  great  ones  are  their  object.  Tis  even  ao ; 

For  let  oar  finger  ache,  and  it  indaea 

Our  other  healthful  members  ev*D  to  a  sense 

Of  pain  :  Naj,  we  must  think  men  are  not  gods; 

Nor  of  them  look  for  such  obscrvancy 

As  fits  the  bridal.— Beshrew  me  much,  Emilia, 

1  was  (unhandsome  warrior  as  I  am) 

Arraigfning  his  unkindness  with  mj  soul; 

But  now  I  find  I  had  suborn "d  the  witness, 

And  he's  indicted  falsely. 

£miL  Praj  heaven  it  be  state  matters,  as  you 
think; 
And  no  conception,  nor  do  jealous  toy, 
Concerning  you. 

Des,  Alas  the  day  I  I  never  gave  him  cause. 

£mil.  But  jealous  souls  will  not  be  answered  so; 
They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  the  cause, 
But  jealous  for  they  Ye  jealous :  It  is  a  monster. 
Begot  upon  itself,  horn  on  itself. 

Vet.  Ueaven  keep  the  monster  finom  Othello^ 
mind! 

£tml  Lady,  amen. 

De$,  I  will  go  seek  him.— Cassio,  walk  here- 
about: 
If  I  do  find  him  fit.  111  move  your  suit, 
And  seek  to  effect  it  to  my  uttermost. 

Com,  1  humbly  thank  your  ladyship. 

[Exeunt  Desdemoma  and  Emilia. 

Enter  Biahoa. 

Bian,  Save  you,  friend  Ca<«sioI 

Cos,  Wliat  make  you  from  home  ? 

How  is  it  with  you,  my  most  fair  Bianca  ? 
Indeed,  sweet  love,  I  was  coming  to  your  house. 

Bian.  And  I  was  going  to  your  lodging,  Cassio. 
What !  keep  a  week  away?  seven  days  and  nights  ? 
Eight  ioore  eight  hours?  and  lovers' absent  hours. 
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More  tedious  then  the  dial  eight  seore  timei  ? 

0  weary  reckoning! 
Cos.  Pardon  me,  Bianca; 

1  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been 

press'd; 
But  I  shall,  in  a  more  continuate  time, 
Strike  off  this  score  of  absence.    Sweet  Bianca^ 
\^Cfiffing  Iter  Debdkuovix'b  handherch^ 
Take  me  this  work  out. 

Bian,  O,  Cassio,  whence  came  thia  ? 

This  U  some  token  from  a  newer  friend. 
To  the  felt  absence  now  I  feel  a  cause. 
1st  come  to  this?  Well,  well. 

Caa,  Go  to,  woman  I 

Throw  your  vile  guesses  in  the  devil's  teeth, 
From  whence  you  have  them.    You  are  jealous 

now 
Tliat  this  is  flrom  some  mistress,  some  remem- 
brance: 
No,  in  good  troth,  Bianca. 

Bian.  Why,  whose  is  it ? 

Cat.  I  know  not,  neither:  I  found  it  in  my 
chamber. 
I  like  the  \^  ork  well :  ere  it  be  demanded 
fAslike  enough  it  will),  I'd  have  it  copied: 
Take  it,  and  do't ;  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 

Bian.  Leave  you !  wherefore? 

Cos.  I  do  attend  here  on  the  general; 
And  think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wish, 
To  have  him  see  me  woman 'd. 

Bian.  Why,  I  pray  yon? 

Cas.  Not  that  I  love  you  not. 

Bian.  But  that  you  do  not  love  me. 

I  pray  you  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little; 
And  say,  if  1  shall  see  you  soon  at  night. 

Caf*  T\s  but  a  little  way  that  I  can  bring  you. 
For  I  attend  here :  but  ill  see  you  soon. 

fitan.  Tis  very  good :  I  most  be  ciroomstano'd. 

[SxmmL 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L-^B^fbn  the  Castle. 
Enter  Othello  and  Iaoo. 
logo.  Will  yon  think  so? 

Think  so,  lago? 


0th. 


What, 


lago. 
To  kiss  in  private? 

0th.  An  nnauthoriz*d  kiss? 

lago.  Or  to  be  naked  with  hur  friend  in  bed, 
An  hour,  or  more,  Aot  meaning  any  harm  ? 

0th.  Naked  in  bed,  lago,  and  not  mean  barm  ? 
It  is  hypocrisy  against  the  devil : 
They  that  mean  virtuously,  and  yet  do  so. 
The  devil  their  virtue  tempts,  and  they  tempt 
heaven. 

'ago.  If  they  do  nothing,  *tis  a  venial  slip: 
But  if  1  give  my  wife  a  handkerchief, — 

0th.  What  then? 

logo.  Why  then  'tis  hera,  my  lord :  and  being 
hers. 
She  may,  I  tblnlc.  bestow*t  on  any  man. 

0th.  She  is  protectress  of  her  honour  too; 
Mav  she  give  that  ? 

/ago.  Her  honour  is  an  essence  that's  not  seen ; 
They  have  it  very  oft  that  have  it  not: 
But,  for  the  handkerchief,— 

0th,  Bv  heaven,  I  would  most  gladly  have 
torgot  it: — 
Thou  said'st,— 0,  it  comes  o*er  my  memory, 
As  doth  the  raven  o'er  the  infectious  houaei, 
Boding  to  all,— he  had  my  handkerchief 


lago.  Ay,  what  of  tliat  ? 

0th,  That^  not  so  good,  now. 

logo.  What,  if  I  had  said  1  had  seen  him  do  yon 
wrong? 
Or  heard  him  say  (as  knaves  be  such  abroad, 
Who,  having  by  their  own  importunate  suit. 
Or  voluntary  dotage  of  some  mistress. 
(Convinced  or  supplied  them,  cannot  cnooee 
But  they  must  blab),— 

0th.  Hath  he  said  anything  ? 

lago.  He  hath,  my  lord ;  but  be  you  well  assur*d« 
No  more  than  hell  unswear. 

0th.  What  hath  he  said? 

logo,  Why,thathedid,— Iknownotwhathedidi 

0th.  What?  what? 

logo.  Lie— 

0th.        With  her? 

lago.  With  her  ^— on  her ; — what  yon  will. 

OUi.  Lie  with  her  I  lie  on  her  1— We  say,  lie  on 
her,  when  they  belie  her:  Lie  with  her  1  that's  ful- 
some. —  Handkerchief,  —  confessions,  —  tiandker- 
chief.— To  confess,  and  be  hanged  for  his  labour. — 
First  to  be  hanged,  and  then  to  confess:—  I  tremble 
at  it.  Nature  would  not  invest  herself  in  such 
shadowing  passion,  without  some  instruction.  It 
is  not  word^  that  snake  me  thus:— Pish t  —Noses, 
ears,  and  lips:— Is*t  possible?— Confess!— Hand- 
kerchief I— O  devill  \FaUst  m  a  trance, 

lago.  Work  on, 
My  medicine,  work  I  Thna  credoloua  ibole  are 
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And  many  worthy  and  obaste  dames,  even  thus. 
All  guiltless  meet  reproach. — What,  ho!  my  lord! 

Enter  Cassio. 

My  lord,  T  say  I  Othello  I— How  now,  Cassio? 

Cos.  Whatis  the  matter? 

logo.  My  lord  U  fallen  into  an  epilepsy ; 
This  is  his  second  fit;  he  had  one  yesterday. 

Ca$   Kub  him  about  the  temples. 

logo.  No,  forbear: 

The  lethargy  roost  have  his  qniet  coarse : 
If  not,  ho  foams  at  mmth ;  and.  by  and  by, 
Breaks  out  lo  savage  madness.     Look,  he  stirs : 
Do  you  withdraw  yourself  a  little  while. 
He  will  recover  straight:  when  he  is  gone, 
I  would  on  great  occasion  speak  with  you. — 

[Erit  Cassio. 
How  Is  it,  general?  have  you  not  hurt  your  head? 

0th,  Dost  thou  mock  me? 

logo.  1  mock  you  ?  no,  by  heaven : 

Would  vou  would  be»r  your  fortune  like  a  man. 

0th   A  homed  man's  a  monster,  and  a  beast. 

logo.  There's  many  a  beast  then  in  a  populous 
city, 
And  many  a  civil  monster. 

0th,  Did  he  confess  it? 

logo.  Good  sir,  be  a  man ; 

Think,  every  bearded  fellow  that's  but  yok'd 
May  draw  with  you :  there's  millions  now  alive 
That  nightly  lie  in  tbotte  unproiier  beds. 
Which  they  dare  swear  peculiar;   your  case  Is 

better. 
0,  *tis  the  Mpite  of  hell,  the  fiend's  arch-mock, 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  secure  couch, 
And  to  suppose  her  chaste!     No,  let  me  know ; 
And,  knowmg  what  I  am,  I  know  what  she  shall 
be. 

0th,  0,  thou  art  wise ;  tis  certain. 

logo,  Sund  you  awhile  apart ; 

Confine  yourself  but  in  a  patient  list. 
Whilst  you  were  here,  overwhelmed  with  your 

grief 
{A  passion  most  unsuitin^  such  a  man), 
Cassio  came  hither :  1  shifted  him  away. 
And  laid  good  'scuse  upon  your  ecstasy,  ^ 
Bade  him  anon  return,  and  here  speak  with  me; 
The  which  he  promised.    Do  but  encave  yourself^ 
And  mark  the  fleers,  the  gibes,  and  notable  scorns, 
That  dwell  in  every  region  of  bis  face : 
For  1  will  make  him  teU  the  tale  anew, — 
Where,  how,  how  ofr  how  long  a^o,  and  when 
He  hath,  and  is  again  to  cope  your  wife; 
I  say.  but  mark  his  gesture.    Marry,  patience ; 
Or  1  shall  say,  you  are  all  in  all  in  spleen, 
And  nothing  of  a  man. 

0th,  Dost  thou  hear,  lago? 

I  will  be  found  most  cunning  in  my  pstienoe ; 
But  (dost  thou  hear?)  most  bloody. 

Jago,  rhat's  not  amiss ; 

But  yet  keep  time  in  all.    Will  you  withdraw  ? 

[Othello  wUJulnxws, 
Now  will  I  question  Cassio  of  Bianca, 
A  housewife,  that  by  selling  her  desires 
Buys  hf  rself  bread  and  clothes :  it  is  a  creature 
That   dotes  on   Cassio,— as  tis  the   strumpet^ 

plague. 
To  beguile  many,  and  be  beguil'd  by  one; — 
He,  when  he  hears  of  her.  cannot  refrain 
From  the  excess  of  laughter :~  Here  he  cornet:^ 

Re-enter  Cassio. 

As  he  shall  smile,  Othello  shall  go  mad; 
And  his  mnbookish  jealousy  must  construe 


Poor  Cassio^  tmf les,  gestures,  and  light  behavlotir. 
Quite  in  the  wrong.— How  do  you  now, lieutenant? 

Com.  The  worser,  that  you  give  me  the  addition. 
Whose  want  even  kilU  me. 

logo.  Ply  Desdemona  well,  and  yon  are  sore 
ont. 
Now,  if  this  suit  lay  in  Bianca^  dower, 

{l^^uJemg  iower» 
How  qiiickly  should  yon  speed  ? 

Cos.  Alas,  poor  caitiflTI 

0th,  Look,  how  he  laughs  already!         [Aside, 

logo.  1  never  knew  woman  love  man  so. 

Cae,  Alas,  poor  rogue !  I  think  indeed  she  loves 
me. 

Oih,  Now  he  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  it 
•  nt.  [Ajide. 

logo.  Do  yon  hear,  Cassio? 

OUu  Now  he  importunes  him 

To  tell  it  o'er:  Goto;  well  said,  well  said.  {Atide 

lago.  She  gives  it  out,  that  you  shall  marrj 
her: 
Do  you  intend  it? 

Cat,  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

0th,  Do  yon  triumph,  Roman  ?  do  yon  triomph  ? 

\A>^U, 

Cos,  I  marry!— what?  a  customer!  Priihee 
bear  some  charity  to  my  wit ;  do  not  think  it  •• 
unwholesome.     Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

0th,  So,  so,  so,  so :  They  laugh  that  win.  [Adi&» 

lago.  Why,  the  cry  goes,  that  you  marry  her. 

Cos,  Prithee,  say  true. 

logo.  I  am  a  very  villain  else. 

0th.  Have  you  scored  me?  Well.  [Amda 

Cat.  This  is  the  monkey's  own  giving  out:  she 
is  persuadeil  1  will  marry  her,  out  of  her  own  love 
and  flattery,  not  out  of  my  promise. 

0th,  lago  beckons  me;  now  he  begins  the 
story.  [Attis, 

Cat.  She  was  here  even  now;  she  haunts  me 
in  every  place.  1  was,  the  other  dsy,  Ulking  on 
the  sea-bank  with  certain  Venetians;  and  thither 
comes  the  bauble,  and  falls  me  thus  about  my 
neck ; — 

0th.  Crying,  O  dear  Cassio!  as  it  were:  his 
gesture  imports  it.  [Andtt 

Cat.  So  hangs,  and  lolls,  and  weeps  upon  me; 
so  shakes  and  pulls  me:  ha,  ha,  ha!  — 

0th.  Now  he  tells  how  she  plucked  him  to  my 
chamber:  O,  1  see  that  nose  of  yours,  but  xw\ 
that  dog  I  shall  throw  it  to.  [AmuU. 

Cat.  Well,  1  must  leave  her  company. 

logo.  Before  me !  look,  where  she  comes. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Cob,  Tis  such  another  fitchew!  marry,  a  per 
fumed  one. — What  do  you  mean  by  this  haonting 
of  me? 

Bum.  I^t  the  devil  and  his  dam  haunt  youl 
What  did  you  mean  by  that  same  handkercliief 
you  gave  me  even  now  ?  I  was  a  fine  fool  to  take 
It.  I  must  take  out  the  work  1— A  likely  piece  of 
work  that  you  should  find  it  in  your  chamber,  and 
know  not  who  left  it  there!  This  is  some  minx's 
token,  and  I  must  take  out  the  work!  There,— 
give  it  your  hobby  horse:  wheresoever  you  bed 
It,  ni  take  out  no  work  ont. 

Cat.  How  now,  my  sweet  Bianca?  how  bow, 
how  now  ? 

0th.  )iy  heaven,  that  should  be  my  hand. 
kerchief!  [AtkU, 

Dion  If  you'll  come  to  supper  to-niglit  yoa 
may.  if  you  will  not,  come  when  yoa  are  next 
prepared  for.  {JuA 
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loffo.  After  her,  after  ber. 

Oat,  I  must;  she'll  rail  in  the  streets  else. 

leu/o.  Will  you  sup  there? 

Cos.  Yes,  1  tutend  so. 

Jaoo.  Well,  1  inay  chance  to  sea  yon?  for  1 
irould  very  fain  speak  with  jon. 

Caa,  Prithee  come :  Will  you? 

Iw/o.  Go  too ;  aay  no  more.  [Exit  Gassio. 

0th.  How  shall  I  mnrther  him,  lago? 

Ja^,  Did  yoa  perceive  how  he  laughed  at  his 
vice? 

0th,  O,  lago! 

Jof^o.  And  did  yon  see  the  handkerchief? 

Ofh,  Was  that  mine  ? 

Ja/jo.  Yours,  by  this  hand :  and  to  see  how  he 
priztttf  the  roidish  woman,  your  wife!  she  gave  it 
nim,  and  he  huth  given  it  his  whore. 

Otk,  1  would  have  him  nine  years  a  killing: — 
A  fine  woman!  a  fair  woman  I  a  sweet  woman  I 

Iwfo.  Nay,  you  mu^it  fori^t  that. 

0th.  Ay,  let  her  rot,  and  perish,  and  be  damned 
to-night;  for  she  shall  not  live:  No,  my  heart  is 
turned  to  stone;  I  strike  it,  and  it  hurts  ray  hand. 
0,  the  world  hath  not  a  sweeter  creature :  she 
might  lie  by  an  emperor's  side,  and  command  him 
tasks. 

loffo.  Nay,  that's  not  your  way. 

Oth,  Hang  her!  I  do  but  say  what  she  is:— So 
delicate  with  her  needle!— An  admirable  musician! 
O,  she  will  sing  the  savageness  out  of  a  bear!— Of 
so  high  and  ulentoous  wit  and  invention ! 

layo.  8he  s  the  vrome  for  all  this. 

0th.  0,  a  thousand,  thousand  times : — ^And  then, 
of  so  gentle  a  condition ! 

layo.  Ay,  too  gentle. 

0th.  Nay,  that  scertwn:  Bat,  yet  the  pity  of  it, 
lago!— O,  lago,  the  pity  of  it,  lago ! 

Joffo,  if  you  are  so  fond  over  her  iniquity,  give 
her  patent  to  offend;  for,  if  it  touch  not  you  it 
oomes  near  noUidy. 

0th,  1  will  chop  her  into  messes  s— Cuckold  me! 

lityo.  O,  *ti*  foul  in  her. 

0th.  With  mine  officer! 

logo.  That's  fouler. 

0th,  Qet  me  some  poison,  lago;  this  night:— 
III  not  expostulate  with  her,  lest  her  body  and 
beauty  unprovide  my  mind  again  :>-this  night, 
lago. 

lago.  Do  it  not  with  poison ;  strangle  her  in  her 
bed.  even  the  bed  she  hath  conUminated. 

Oth,  Qood,good:  the  justice  of  it  pleases ;  very 
good. 

logo.  And,  for  Cassio, — let  me  be  his  undertaker ; 
You  shall  hear  more  by  midnight. 

[A  trumpet  wUhm, 

Oik.  Exoelient  good.— What  trumpet  is  that 
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DtB.  Cousin,  there  8  fkllen  between  him  and  mj 
lord 
An  unkind  breach :  but  you  shall  make  all  welL 

Oth.  Are  you  sure  of  that  ? 

Dta.  My  lord? 

Oth.  This  fail  you  not  to  do,  as  you  will—  [Readt. 

Lod.  lie  did  not  call :  He's  busy  in  the  paper. 
Is  there  division  'twixt  my  lord  and  Cassio  ? 

Dts.  A  most  unhappy  one :  I  would  do  much 
To  atone  them,  for  the  love  I  bear  to  Cassio. 

Oth.  Fire  and  brimstone  I 

Des.  My  lord? 

Oth.  Are  you  wise? 

Des.  What,  is  he  angry? 

Lod.  'May  be,  the  letter  mov'd  him ; 

For,  as  I  think,  they  do  command  him  home, 
Deputing  Cassio  in  his  government. 

Des.  Trust  me,  I  am  glad  ont 

Oth.  Indeed? 

Des.  My  lord? 

Oth.  I  am  gUd  to  see  you  mad. 

Des.  Why,sweet  Othello? 

Oth,  Devil  I  [StriJdny  Ur, 

Des.  I  have  not  deserv'd  this. 

Lod.  VLj  lord,  this  would  not  be  believ'd  in 
Venice, 
Though  I  should  swear  I  saw  t :  Tis  very  much ; 
Make  her  amends,  she  weeps. 

Oth.  0  devil,  devil! 

If  that  the  earth  could  teem  with  woman's  tears, 
Each  drop  she  falls  would  prove  a  crocodile:— 
Out  of  my  sight! 

Des.         I  will  not  stay  to  offend  you.  [Onsng. 

Lod,  Truly,  an  obedient  lady : — 
I  do  beseech  your  lordship,  call  her  back. 

OtK  Mistress— 

Des.  My  lord? 

Oth.  What  would  you  with  her,  rir? 

Lod.  Who,  I,  mv  lord  ? 

Oth.  Ay;  you  did  wish  that  I  would  make  hor 
turn; 
Sir,  she  can  turn,  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on, 
And  turn  again;  and  she  can  weep,  sir,  weep; 
And  she's  obedient,  as  you  say,— obedient. — 
Very  obedient:— Proceed  you  in  your  tears.— 
Concerning  this,  sir, — O  well-painted  passion  I 
I  am  commanded  home: — Get  you  away; 
III  send  for  you  anon,— Sir,  I  obey  the  mandate. 
And  will  return  to  Venice ;— Hence,  avaunt! 

{Exit  Des. 
Cassio  shall  have  my  place.    And,  sir,  to-night, 
I  do  entreat  that  we  may  sup  together. 
You  are  welcome,  sir,  to  Cyprus. — Qoats  and 
monkeys !  [JSxit. 

Lod.  Is  this  the  noble  Bloor  whom  our  foil  senate 
Call  all-in-all  sufficient? — Is  this  the  nature 
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logo,  AJaSyAlail 

It  Ib  not  hoDostj  in  me,  to  speak 
What  1  have  seen  and  known.  Yoa  fhtll  observe 

him; 
A.nd  his  own  courses  will  denote  him  so, 
That  I  may  save  mj  speech:  Do  but  go  after, 
A.nd  mark  how  he  continues. 
Lod,  1  am  sorry  that  1  am  deceived  in  him* 

{^Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL— il  Boomui  (he  CcuUe. 
Enter  Otheutx)  and  Emilia. 

(Hh,  Too  haye  seen  nothing  then  ? 

EmiL  Nor  ever  heard ;  nor  ever  did  suspect. 

0th,    Yes,   you   have   seen    Gassio   and  she 
together. 

EmiL  But  then  I  saw  no  harm ;  and  then  I 
heard 
Each  syllable  that  breath  made  up  between  them. 

0th,  What,  did  they  never  whisper? 

EmiL  Never,  my  lord. 

0th*  Nor  send  yoa  onto*  the  way? 

EmiL  Never. 

0th,  To  fetch  her  fan,  her  gloves,  her  mask, 
nor  nothing? 

EmiL  Never,  my  lord. 

0th.  That's  strange. 

EmiL  I  durst,  my  lord,  to  wager  she  is  honest, 
Lay  down  my  soul  at  stake:  if  you  think  other, 
Remove  your  thonght ;  it  doth  abuse  your  bosom. 
If  any  wretch  have  put  this  in  your  head. 
Let  heaven  requite  it  with  the  serpent's  curse  1 
For,  if  she  be  not  honest,  chaste,  and  true, 
There^  no  man  happy ;  the  purest  of  their  wives 
Is  foul  as  slander. 

0th,    Bid  her  come  hither :— go.— rSci^  Emil. 
She  says  enough ; — ^yet  she^  a  simple  bawd 
That  cannot  say  as  much.    This  is  a  subtle  whore, 
A  closet-lock-and-key  of  villainous  secrets: 
And  yet  she'll  kneel,  and  pray ;  I  have  seen  her 
dot. 

Re-enter  Emiua,  with  Dbsdbiioha. 

Dee,  My  lord,  what  is  your  will  ? 

0th,  Pray  you,  chuck,  come  hither. 

Des,  What  is  yeur  pleasure? 

0th,  Let  me  see  your  eyes ; 

C<ook  in  my  face. 

Dei,  What  horrible  iaacy's  this  ? 

Oih.  Some  ofyoor function,  mistress;  [ToEifiL. 
lioave  procreants  alone,  and  shut  the  door; 
Cough,  or  cry  hem,  if  any  body  come: 
Your  mystery,  your  mystery ;— nay,  despatch. 


Des,  Alas,  the  heavy  day  1— Why  do  3rou  weep: 
Am  1  the  motive  of  these  tears,  my  lord? 
If,  haply,  you  my  father  do  suspect 
An  instrument  of  this  your  calling  back,  , 

Lay  not  your  blame  on  me;  if  you  have  lost  him, 
I  have  lost  him  too. 

Otk  Had  it  pleas'd  heaven 

To  try  me  with  affliction ;  had  he  rain'd 
AH  kinds  of  sores,  and  shames,  on  my  bam  head ; 
Steep'd  me  in  poverty  to  the  very  lips; 
Given  to  captivity  me  and  my  utmost  hopes; 
I  should  have  found  in  some  place  of  my  soul 
A  drop  of  patience :  but,  alas !  to  make  me 
The  fixed  tigure  for  the  time  of  seom 
To  point  his  slow  and  moving  finger  at, — 
Yet  could  i  bear  that  too  ;  well,  very  well : 
But  there,  where  1  have  garner 'd  up  my  heart ; 
Where  either  I  must  live,  or  bear  no  life; 
The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  nms, 
Or  else  dries  up;  to  be  discarded  thence  1 
Or  keep  it  as  a  cistern,  for  foul  toads 
To  knot  and  gender  in  I  turn  thy  complexion  there! 
Patience,  thou  young  and  rose-lipped  cberubini 
Ay,  there,  look  grim  as  belli 

Des,  I  hope  my  noble  lord  esteems  me  hoDes^t. 

0th.  O,  ay ;  as  summer  flies  are  in  the  shambles. 
That  quicken  even  with  blowing.    0  thou  weed, 
Who  art  60  lovely  &ir,  and  smeTrst  so  sweet. 
That  the  sense  aches  at  thee,— would  thou  bad'st 
ne'er  been  bom ! 

Des,  Alas,  what  ignorant  sin  have  I  committed? 

0th,  Was  this  £air  paper,  this  most  goodly  book. 
Made  to  write  whore  upon?    What  committed? 
Committed?— 0  thou  public  commoner  I 
I  should  make  very  forges  of  my  cheeks, 
That  would  to  cinders  burn  up  modesty, 
Did  I  but  spi'ak  thy  deeds.— What  committed? 
Heaven  stops  the  nose  at  it,  and  the  moon  wuiks ; 
The  bawdy  wind,  that  kisses  all  it  meet-^ 
Is  iMished  within  the  hollow  mine  of  earth, 
And  will  not  hear  it:  What  committed? 

Des.  By  heaven,  you  do  me  wrong. 

0th,  Are  not  you  a  strumpet? 

Des.  No,  as  I  am  a  Christum ; 
If  to  preserve  this  vessel  for  my  lord, 
From  any  other  foul  unlawful  touch. 
Be  not  to  be  a  strumpet,  I  am  none. 

0th,  What,  not  a  whore? 

Des,  No,  as  I  shall  be  saved. 

0th,  Is't  possible? 

Des,  O,  heaven,  forgive  us  1 

0th,  I  cry  yon  merc;r,  then 

I  took  you  for  that  cunning  whore  of  Venice, 
That  married  with  Othello.— Yon,  mistress, 
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But  what  flboold  go  by  water.    Prithee,  UHiight 
Lay  on  mj  bed  my  wedding  sheets — remember ; — 
And  nil  thy  hiuband  hither. 
SnuL  Here's  a  change.  Indeed  I  [Eoni, 

De$.  Tia  meet  I  sboald  be  us'd  so,  very  meet 
Bow  have  1  been  bebav*d,  that  he  might  8t*ck 
The  smaH'at  opinion  on  my  least  misuse? 

Ee-enter  Emilia,  toiih  lAoa 

lagtk  What  is  your  pleasure,  madam?    How 
ls*t  with  you  ? 

De»,  I  cannot  tell.    Those  that  do  teach  young 
babes, 
Do  it  with  gentle  means  and  easy  tasks : 
tie  might  have  chid  me  so ;  for,  in  good  £uth, 
( am  a  child  to  chiding. 

logo.  What  is  the  matter,  lady  ? 

EmU,  Alas,  lago,  my  lord  bath  so  bewhor'd  her, 
ThroMrn  such  despite  and  heavy  terms  upon  her. 
That  true  hearts  cannot  bear  it. 

De»,  Am  I  that  name,  lago  ? 

lago*  What  name,  iair  lady  ? 

De$,  Such  as  she  said  my  lord  did  say  I  was. 

EmSL  He  caird  her  whore;  a  beggar,  in  his 
drink, 
C«ald  not  have  laid  such  terms  upon  his  callet. 

logo.  Why  did  he  so  ? 

Des.  I  do  not  know ;  I  am  sure  I  am  nonesuch. 

logo.  Do  not  weep,  do  not  weep:  Alas  the  day ! 

EmL  Has  she  forsook  so  many  noble  matches, 
Her  lather,  and  her  country,  and  her  friends, 
To  be  called  whore?  would  it  not  make  one  weep? 

Dt$,  It  is  my  wretched  fortune. 

logo.  Beshrew  him  for  *t  I 

How  oomesthis  trick  upon  him  ? 

Des*  Nay,  heaven  doth  know. 

EmiL  I  will  be  hanged,  if  some  eternal  vilUun, 
Some  busy  and  insinuating  rogue, 
Some  cogging  cozening  slave,  to  get  some  office. 
Have  not  devis'd  this  slander;  I  will  be  hang*d 
else* 

logo.  Fie,  there  is  no  such  man;  It  is  impossible. 

Dei.  If  any  suob  there  be,  heaven  pardon  him  I 

JEbttZ.  A  halter  pardon  him  I  and  hell  gnaw  his 
bones  I 
Why  should  he  call  her  whore?  who  keeps  her 

com;iany? 
What    plsce?    what  time?   what  form?   what 

likelihood? 
The  Moor  8  abu.i'd  by  some  most  villainous  knave. 
Some  base  notorious  knave,soroe  scurvy  fellow : — 
0,  heaven,  that  such  companions  thou  dst  unfold ; 
And  put  In  every  honest  liand  a  whip. 
To  lash  the  rascals  naked  through  the  world, 
Even  ham  the  east  to  the  went  I 

logo,  Bpeak  within  door. 

EmiL  0,  fie  upon  them  t  some  such  squire  be 
was 
That  tnm*d  your  wit  the  seamy  side  without. 
And  made  you  to  suspect  me  with  the  Moor. 

Iwjo    You  are  a  fool ;  go  to. 

Iki.  Alas,  Tago. 

What  shall  I  do  to  win  my  lord  again  ? 
Good  friend,  go  to  him ;  for,  by  this  light  of 

heaven, 
I  know  not  how  I  lost  him.    Here  I  kneel ; 
If  e'er  my  will  did  trespass  'gainst  his  love. 
Either  in  discourse  of  thought,  or  actual  deed; 
Or  that  mine  eyei<,  mine  ears,  or  any  sense. 
Delighted  them  in  any  other  form; 
Or  that  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did. 
And  ever  will,— though  he  do  shake  me  off 
To  beggarly  divoroemant,— love  him  dearly, 
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Comfort  forswear  me !  Unldndness  may  do  mnoh; 

Ajid  his  onkindness  may  defeat  my  life, 

But  never  taint  my  love.    I  cannot  say,  whore* 

It  does  abhor  me,  now  I  speak  the  word ; 

To  do  the  act  that  might  the  addition  earn 

Not  the  world's  mass  of  vanity  could  make  me. 

logo.  I   pray  you,  be  content;  *tis   but  bli 
humour : 
The  business  of  the  state  does  him  oflbnce, 
Ajid  he  does  chide  with  you. 

Des,  If 't  were  no  other  I 

logo.  It  is  but  so,  I  warrant.  [Trumpets, 

Hark,  how  these  instruments  summon  to  supper! 
The  messengers  of  Venice  stay  the  meat 
Go  in,  and  weep  not ;  all  things  shall  be  well. 

[Exeunt  Dbsdbmoha  and  Emilia 

Enter  Bodbbioo. 
How  now,  Roderigo  ? 

Rod.  1  do  not  find  that  thoa  deal%t  justly  with 
me. 

logo.  What  in  the  contrary? 

Rod,  Every  day  thou  dafts  me  with  some  device; 
lago;  and  rather,  as  it  seems  to  me  now,  keep*st 
from  me  all  convcniency,  than  supplie:$t  me  with 
the  least  advantage  of  hope.  I  will,  indeed,  no 
lon^  endure  it :  Nor  am  I  yet  persuaded  to  put 
up  m  peace  what  already  I  have  foolishly  suffered. 

logo.  Will  you  hear  me,  Boderigo? 

Rod,  1  have  heard  too  much :  snd  your  words 
and  perfonnances  are  no  kin  together. 

logo.  You  charge  me  most  unjustly. 

Rod,  With  nought  but  truth.  1  have  wasted 
myself  out  of  my  means.  The  jewels  you  have 
had  from  me,  to  deliver  to  Desdemona,  would  half 
have  corrupted  a  votarist :  You  have  told  me  she 
hath  received  them,  and  returned  me  expectations 
and  comforts  of  sudden  respect  and  acquaintance : 
but  1  find  none. 

logo.  Well;  goto;  very  well. 

Rod,  Very  well  I  gotol  I  cannot  go  to,  man; 
nor  'tis  not  very  well.  Nay,  I  think,  it  is  scurvy ; 
and  begin  to  find  myself  fobbed  in  it. 

logo.  Very  well. 

Rod.  1  tell  you,  ^is  not  very  well.  I  will  make 
myself  known  to  Desdemona:  If  she  will  return 
me  my  jewels  I  will  give  over  my  suit,  and  re- 
pent my  unlawful  solicitation;  if  not,  assure  your- 
self 1  will  seek  satisfaction  of  you. 

logo.  You  have  said  now. 

Rod,  Ay,  and  said  nothing  but  what  I  protest 
intendment  of  doing. 

logo.  Why,  now  I  see  there's  mettle  in  thee ; 
and  even,  from  this  instant,  do  build  on  thee  a 
better  opinion  than  ever  before.  Grv^e  me  thy 
hand,  Roderigo:  Thou  hast  taken  against  me  a 
most  just  exception ;  but  yet,  1  protest,  I  have 
dealt  most  directly  in  thy  affair. 

Rod,  it  hath  not  appeared. 

logo.  I  grant,  indeed,  it  bath  not  apneared ;  and 
your  suspicion  is  not  without  wit  ana  judgment. 
But,  Roderigo,  if  thou  hast  that  in  thee  indeed, 
which  I  have  greater  reason  to  believe  now  than 
ever,— 1  mean,  purpose,  courage,  and  valour,— 
thhi  night  show  it :  if  thou  the  next  night  following 
enjoy  not  Desdemona,  take  me  from  this  world 
with  treachery,  and  devise  engines  for  my  life. 

Rod.  Well,  what  is  it  ?  is  it  within  reason  and 
eompass? 

Ifufo.  Sir,  there  is  especial  commis^on  come 
from  Venice,  to  depute  Cas^sio  in  Othello's  place. 

Rod    Is   that   true?   why  then  Othello  and 
Desdemona  return  again  to  YeiiiQe.^^^^1^ 
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Iag<K  O,  no;  He  goes  into  MaoritanU,  and 
taketh  away  with  him  the  Uir  Desdemona,  unless 
his  abode  ne  lingered  here  by  some  accident; 
wherein  none  can  be  so  determinate  as  the 
removing  of  Cassio. 

Bod.  Uow  do  70a  mean  removing  him  ? 

loffo.  Whjf  by  making  him  uncapable  of 
Othello's  place;  knocking  out  his  brains. 

Bod,  And  that  you  would  haye  me  to  do? 

logo.  Ay ;  if  yon  dare  do  yourself  a  profit,  and 
a  right.  He  sups  to-niglit  with  a  harlotry,  and 
thither  will  I  go  to  him ; — he  knows  not  yet  of 
his  honourable  fortune:  if  yon  will  watch  his 
going  thence  (which  I  will  fashion  to  fall  out 
between  twelve  and  one),  you  may  take  him  at 
your  pleasure;  I  will  be  near  to  second  your 
attempt,  and  he  shall  fall  between  us.  Come, 
stand  not  atnazed  at  it,  but  go  along  with  me;  I 
will  show  you  such  a  necessity  in  bis  death,  that 
yon  shall  think  yourself  bound  to  put  it  on  him. 
It  is  now  high  supper  time,  and  the  night  grows 
to  wasto :  abtiut  it. 

Rod,  I  wilt  hear  further  reason  for  this. 

/(^.  And  you  shall  be  satisfied.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IIL—Another  Boom  m  the  CasOe. 

£nter  Othello,  Lodoyico,  Desdemona,  Emiua, 
am/ Attendants. 

Lod,  I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  trouble  yomrself  no 
further. 

0th.  0,  pardon  me;  *twill  do  me  good  to  walk. 

Lod.  Madam,  good  night;  I  humbly  thank  your 
ladyship.' 

Det.  Tour  honour  is  most  welcome. 

0th.  Wm  you  walk,  sJr? 

0,  DesdemoDftf — 

Des.  My  lord  ? 

Otk.  Get  you  to  bed  on  the  instant;  I  will  be 
returned  forthwith :  dbmiss  yonr  attendant  there ; 
look  it  be  done. 

Dee,  1  will,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  0th.,  Lod.,  om^  Attendants. 

EmU.  How  goes  it  now  ?  he  looks  gentler  than 
he  did. 

Dee.  He  says  he  will  return  incontinent; 
And  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed. 
And  bade  me  to  dismiss  yon. 

EmU.  Dismiss  me! 

Des,  It  was  his  bidding ;  therefore,  good  Emilia, 
Give  me  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu ; 
Wo  must  not  now  displease  him. 

EmiL  Ay,  would  you  had  never  seen  him ! 

Dee.  So  would  not  I ;  my  love  doth  so  approve 
him, 
That  even  his   stubbornness,   his    checks,   his 

frawns, — 
Prithee,  unpin  me, — have  grace  and  favour  in  them. 

EmiL  I  have  laid  those  sheets  you  bade  me  on 
the  bed. 

Dee,  All's  one :— Good  father  I  how  foolish  are 
our  minds!— 
If  I  do  die  before  thee,  prithee,  shroud  me 
In  one  of  those  same  sheets 

EtniL  Come,  come,  you  talk. 

Dee.  My  mother  had  a  maid  calPd  Barbara ; 
She  was  in  love;  and  he  she  lov'd  proved  mad, 
And  did  forsake  her:  she  had  a  song  of  **  willow,** 
An  old  thing  *twas,  but  it  express'd  her  fortune, 
And  she  died  singing  it :  That  song,  to-night. 
Will  not  go  from  iny  mind;  I  have  much  to  do, 
But  to  go  hang  ray  head  all  atone  side. 
And  sing  it,  like  poor  Barbara.  I^ithee,  despatch. 
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EmiL  Shall  I  go  fetch  your  night-gown? 

Dee.  No,  unpin  me  hers.— 

This  Lodovioo  is  a  proper  man. 

EmiL  A  very  handsome  man. 

Dee.  He  speaks  well. 

EmiL  I  know  a  lady  in  Venice  would  ha^e 
walked  barefoot  to  Palestine,  for  a  touch  of  his 
nether  lip. 

De$.  The  poor  aool  sat  ringing  hf  a  qyoamore  tree. 

Sing  all  a  green  willow ; 
Her  hand  on  her  bosom,  her  head  on  her  kaee^ 

Sing  willow,  willow,  wtUow :    * 
Thefrenh  streams  ran  by  her,  andmurmor'd  her  moAns : 

Sing  wiUow.  &o. 

Heraalt  feearsf ellfrom  her.  and  soften'd  thestoneR. 

Lay  by  these : 

Shig  willow,  willow,  willow ; 
Prithee,  hie  thee:  hell  oome  anon. — 

Sing  an  a  green  willow  most  be  my  garland 

n 

Let  nobody  blame  him,  his  soom  I  approre,— 
Nay,  that's  not  next.— Hark!  who  is't  that  knocks? 
EmiL  It*s  the  wind. 

De$.  I  caU'dtny  love,  false  love:  but  idiat  said  he  tbaa? 

Sing  willow,  fto. 
If  I  court  mo  women  yoall  ooneh  with  mo  meu. 

80,  get  thee  gone;  goodnight.  Mine  eyes  do  itch ; 
Doth  that  bode  weeping  ? 

EmiL  *Tis  neither  here  nor  thero. 

Dee.  I  have  heard  it  said  so.— O,  these  men, 
these  men  1 — 
Dost  thou  in  conscience  think,— tell  me,  Emilia, — 
That  there  be  women  do  abuse  Uieir  husbands 
In  such  gross  kind  ? 

EmiL  There  be  some  such,  no  question. 

Dee,  Wouldst  thou  do  such  a  deed  for  all  the 
world? 

EmiL  Why,  would  not  you  ? 

Dee,  No,  by  this  heavenly  light  I 

EmiL  Nor  I  neither  by  this  heavenly  ligtit; 
I  might  do*t  as  well  i'  the  dark. 

Dee.  Wouldst  thou  do  auch  a  deed  for  all  Uie 
world? 

EmiL  The  world's  a  huge  thing:  Tisagreat 
price  for  a  small  vice. 

Dee.  in  troth,  I  think  thou  wouldst  not 

EmiL  In  troth,  I  think  I  should ;  and  ondo't, 
when  (  had  done.  Marry,  I  would  not  do  such  a 
thing  for  a  joint-ring ;  nor  for  measures  of  lawn ; 
nor  for  gowns,  petticoats,  nor  caps,  nor  any  petty 
exhibition:  but  for  all  the  whole  world, — Why, 
who  would  not  make  her  husband  a  cuckold,  to 
make  him  a  monarch  ?  I  should  venture  puipUory 
fort 

Dee,  Beshrew  me,  if  I  would  do  such  a  wrong 
for  the  whole  world. 

EmiL  Whv,  the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  V  the 
world;  and,  having  the  world  for  yonr  labour,  Vb 
a  wrong  in  your  own  world,  and  yon  might  quickly 
make  it  righL 

Dea.  I  do  not  think  there  is  any  such  woman. 

EmU.  Yes,  a  dozen ;  and  as  many  to  the  vantage, 
as  would  store  the  world  they  play'd  for. 
But,  I  do  think  it  is  their  husbands*  faults 
If  wives  do  fall :  Say,  that  they  slack  their  duties, 
And  pour  our  treasures  into  foreign  laps ; 
Or  else  break  out  in  peevish  jealousies. 
Throwing  restraint  upon  us;  or  say,  they  strike  us, 
Or  scant  our  former  having  in  despite; 
Why,  we  have  galls ;  and,  though  we  have  some 

grace. 
Yet  have  we  some  revenge.    Let  husbands  know 
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^Mr  wives  hare  sense  like  them:  they  see,  and  '  It  is  so  too:  And  have  not  we  affootions? 


smell, 

And  hare  their  palates  both  for  sweet  and  sour, 
Aa  livuibands  have.    What  is  it  that  they  do, 
'^'hen  they  diange  as  for  others?    Is  it  sport? 
I  think  it  is:  And  doth  affection  breed  it? 
X  think  it  doth :  Is*t  frailty  that  thus  errs? 


Desires  for  sport?  and  frailty,  as  men  have? 
Tlien,  let  them  use  os  well :  ehie,  let  them  know 
The  ills  we  do  their  ills  instruct  as  so. 
Dei,  Qood  night,  good  night:  Heaven  me  8ncl< 
nses  send, 
Not  to  pick  bad  firom  bad;  bot,  by  bad,  mend ! 

[JGMim/ 


AOT  V. 


SCENE  l^A  Street 
Knttt  Iaoo  and  Rodebigo. 


logo.    Here,  stand  behhid  this  bulk ;  straight 
will  be  come: 
Wear  thy  good  rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home ; 
Quick,  quick ;  fear  nothing;  HI  be  at  thy  elbow; 
It  makes  us,  or  it  mars  us ;  think  on  that, 
And  fix  most  fiim  thy  resolution. 

Bod.  Be  near  at  hand ;  I  may  miscany  In^ 

logo.  Here,  at  thy  hand ;  be  bold,  and  take  thy 
stand.  UUtires  to  a  UttU  iHstance, 

Bod,  I  have  no  peat  devotion  to  the  deed ; 
And  yet  he  hath  given  me  satisfying  reasons: — 
Tis  but  a  man  gone  ^-forth,  my  sword,  he  dies. 
[Ooet  to  his  MtancL 

logo,  I  have  rubb*d  this  young  quat  almost  to 
the  sense. 
And  he  prows  angry.  Now  whether  he  kill  Cassio, 
Or  Cassio  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other, 
Every  way  makes  my  gain :  Live  Roderigo, 
He  calls  me  to  a  restitution  large 
Of  go!d  and  jewels,  that  I  bobb'd  from  him, 
As  gifts  to  Desdemona; 
ft  must  not  be  :  if  Cassio  do  remain, 
He  hath  a  daily  beauty  in  hb  life 
That  makes  me  ugly ;  and,  besides,  the  Moor 
May  untold  me  to  him;  there  stand  I  in  much  peril: 
No,  he  must  die:— But  so,  I  hear  him  ooming. 

.filter  Cassio. 

Bod.  I  know  his  gait,  tis  he:— Yillain,  thou 
diest 
XBm^Jrom  hit  pott,  and  mahe$  a  pass  at  Cas. 
Cos,  That  thrust  liad  been  mine  enemy  indeed. 
But  that  my  coat  was  better  than  thou  know*st; 
I  will  make  proof  of  thine. 

[DratoSy  and  wounds  Rod. 

Bod,  O,  I  sm  slain  I    [1  ago  rushes  Jrom  his  poet, 

cuts  Cas.  befiind  in  the  Ug^  and  exit. 

Com,  I  am  maim'd  for  ever :— Help,  hoal  mnr- 

therl  murthert  [Folia. 

EnUr  Othello,  at  a  distance. 

Oik.  The  voice  of  Cassio  :—Iago  keeps  his  word. 

Bod  O  vilUin  that  1  am. 

0th,  'TIS  even  so. 

Cos.  O,  help!  hoal  light!  a  surgeon! 

0th,  Tis  he ;— O  brave  ia^,  honest,  and  Just, 


Cos.  O,  help! 

Lod  Hark! 

Bod  Owretohedrilhdnl 

Lod,  Two  or  three  groan ;— 'tis  heavy  nfght: 
These  may  he  counterfeits;  let's  think  *t  unsafe 
To  come  mto  the  cry  without  more  help. 

Bod,  No  body  come?  then  shall  1  bleed  to 
death. 

AC«r  UcK>. 

Lod  Hark! 

Chra,  Here's  one  oomes  in  his  sldrt,  with  Ugfat 
and  weapons. 

logo.  Who's  there?  whose  noise  is  this  that 
cries  on  murther? 

Lod  We  do  not  know. 

lago,     "  Do  yon  not  bear  a  ery  ? 

Cas.  Here,  here ;  for  heaven's  sake,  help  me. 

lago.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Gra,  This  is  Othello^  ancient,  as  I  take  it. 

Lod  The  same,  indeed ;  a  very  valiant  fellow. 

logo.  What    are    you    here    that    cry    so 
grevionsly  ? 

Cas,  lago?  0,1  am  spoil'd,andone  by  villains! 
Give  me  some  help. 

logo,  0  me,  lieutenant!   what  Tilluns  have 
done  tlib? 

Cas,  I  think  that  one  of  them  is  lieretboot, 
And  cannot  make  away. 

loffo,  0  treacherous  villains!— 

What  are  yon  there?  oome  in,  and  give  some  help. 

[TbLoD.onJGBA. 

Bod  O  help  me  here  1 

Cas,  That's  one  of  them. 

Jago,  0  murderous  slave!  0  villain! 

[Iaoo  stabs  Rod. 

Bod  Odamn*d  lago!  O  inhuman  dogt—  [Diss, 

logo.  Kill  men  i'the  dark!— Where  be  these 
bloody  thieves?— 
How  silent  is  this  town!  Hoal  murther!  mnrther  I 
What  may  you  be?  are  you  of  good  or  evil? 

Lod,  As  yon  shall  prove  us,  praise  as. 

logo,  ttignior  Lodovleo . 

Lod,  Hesir.  .    u  ^  »^ 

logo,  Icrv  yon  mercy;  Heres  Cassio  hnrt  l»y 

villaiiia. 
Ora,  Cassio? 

jaga.  How  ia't,  brother? 
/7/iA  Mv  lear  is  cut  in  two. 
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Qra.  1  am  sorry  to  find  7011  that:  I  have  beet 

to  seek  70a. 
logo.  Lend  me  a  garter:  So — O,  for  a  ehair, 
Fo  bear  him  easi]7  hence  t 
Biim,   Ala.%    he    fiuots^-O  Casalot   Cassiol 

Caasio! 
logo.  Gentlemen  all,  I  do  aiispeot  this  trash 
To  be  a  partv  in  this  injiny. — 
Patience  awliile,  good  Cassio.— Come,  come; 
Lend  me  a  li^^ht. — Know  we  this  face,  or  no? 
Alas  I  m7  friend,  and  mj  dear  countryman, 
Roderigo?  no: — Yes,  sure;  768;  'tis  Roderigo. 
Qra,  What,  of  Venice? 
logo.  Even  he,  sir ;  did  7011  know  htm  ? 
(m.  Know  him?  ay. 

logo,  Bignior  Gratlano?   I  cr7  7our  gentle 
pardon; 
These  b1ood7  accidents  most  excuse  m7  manners, 
That  so  neglected  700. 
Qrtk  I  am  glad  to  see  yon. 

logo.  How  do  70a,  Cassb  ? — 0,  a  chair,  a  ohair  I 
Ora,  Roderigol 

logo.  He,  he,  tls  he :— 0,  that's  well  said ;-~ 
the  chair : —  [A  chair  brought  m. 

Some  good  man  bear  him  carefully  from  hence ; 
ni  fetch  the  general's  surgeon. — For  you,  mis- 
tress, [To  BlANGA. 
Bare  70a  your  labour. — He  that  lies  slain  here, 

Cassio, 
Was  m7  dear  friend :  What  malice  was  between 
you? 
Oas.  None  in  the  world ;  nor  do  I  know  the 

man. 
logo,    [TbBiAN.]     What,  look  7011  pale?— O 
bear  him  o'  the  air.~ 

[Cassio  and  Rod.  are  home  of. 
Sta7  70U,  good   gentlemen. — Look    7on   pale, 

mistress? 
Do  70a  perceiye  the  ghastness  of  her  e7e  ?— 
Nay,  if  you  stare  we  shall  hear  more  anon:— 
Behold  her  well :  I  pra7  you  look  upon  her ; 
Do  70a  see,  gentlemen?   na7,    guiltiness  will 

speak. 
Though  tongues  were  out  of  use. 

Enter  Emitja. 

EmiL  Alas, what  Is  the  matter?  what  is  the 

matter,  husband  ? 
logo,  Cassio  hath  here  been  set  on  in  the  dark, 
By  Roderigo,  and  fellows  that  are  'scap'd; 
He's  almost  slain,  and  Roderigo  quite  dead. 
EmiL  Alas,     good    gentleman!    alas,     good 

Cassiol 
Toga,  This  is  the  fruits  of  whoring.— Prithee, 
Emilia, 
do  know  of  Cassio  where  he  supp'd  to-^iight:— 
What,  do  yon  shake  at  that? 
Bian,  He  suppVl  at  m7  house;  but  I  therefore 

shake  not. 
l(tgo,  0,  did  he  so  ?  I  charge  70U,  go  with  me. 
Emil  O,  fie  upon  thee,  strumpet ! 
man,  I  am  no  strumpet ;  but  of  life  as  honest 
As  you  that  thus  abuse  me. 
EmiL  As  I?  fie  upon  thee! 

logo.  Kind  gentlemen,  let^  go  see  poor  Cassio 
dress'd: — 
Come,  mistress,  70U  must  tell  us  another  tale. — 
Emilia,  mn  70U  to  the  ciudel. 
And  tell  m7  lord  and  lady  what  hath  happ'd.— 
Will  70U  go  on  afore  ?  This  is  the  night,   [Aside. 
That  either  makes  me  or  fordoes  me  quite. 

[Extwd, 
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8C£^lB  IL-'ABedt^amber:  Dbsdbmona  w 
bed  adeep.    A  light  bwrmitg. 

Enter  Othello. 

Oih,  It  is  the  cause,  it  is  the  cause,  m7  soul,— 
Let  me  not  name  it  to  you,  70U  chaste  stars  I — 
It  is  the  cause  —  Yet  III  not  shed  her  blood* 
Nor  scar  that  whiter  skin  of  hers  than  snow. 
And  smooth  as  monumental  alabaster. 

[  Takee  off  hit  tword 
Yet  she  mu^t  die,  else  shell  betra7  more  men. 
Put  out  the  light,  and  then  —  Put  out  the  light? 
If  I  quench  thee,  thou  flaming  minister  I 
I  can  again  th7  former  light  restore. 
Should  I  repent  me:— but  once  put  out  th7  light 
Thou  cunning  St  pattern  of  excelling  nature, 
I  know  not  where  is  that  Promethean  heat 
That  can  thy  light  relume.  When  I  have  plnek*d 

thy  rose, 
I  cannot  give  it  yital  growth  again. 
It  needs  must  wither: — 111  smell  thee  on  th€ 

tree. —  [Kissittg  her 

0  balmy  breath,  that  doth  almost  persuade 
Justice  to  break   her  sword  I— One  more,  one 

more. — 
Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I  will  kill  thee, 
And  love  thee  after :— One  more,  and  that^  the  last: 
So  sweet  was  ne'er  so  fatal.     I  must  weep, 
But  they  are  cruel  tears :  This  sorrow's  heayenly 
It  strikes  where  it  doth  love. — She  wakes — 

Dea,  Who*s  there?  Othello? 

0th,  A7,  Desdemona. 

Dea,  Will  70U  come  to  bed,  my  lord  ? 

0*Ji.  Have  you  pray'd  to-night,  Desdemon  ? 

Des.  Ay,  my  lord. 

0th,  If  you  bethink  yourself  of  any  crime 
(Jnreconcird  as  ^et  to  heaven  and  grace. 
Solicit  for  it  straight 

Dee,  Alack,  my  lord,  what  may  you  mean  by 
that? 

0th,  Well  do  it,  and  be  brief;  I  will  walkb7: 

1  would  not  kill  th7  unprepared  spirit; 

No,— Heavens  forfend— I  would  not  kill  th7  soqL 

Des,  Talk  70U  of  killing  ? 

0th,  A7, 1  do. 

Des.  Then  heaven 

Have  merc7  on  me  I 

0th.  Amen,  with  all  m7  heart ! 

Des   If  70a  sa7  so,  1  hope  7on  will  not  kill  me. 

0th,  Humph! 

Des,  And  yet  1  fear  70U ;  for  70U  are  fatal  then, 
When  your  eyes  roll  so :  Why  I  should  fear  1 

know  not. 
Since  guiltiness  I  know  not;  but  yet,  I  feel,  I  fear 

0th,  Think  on  thy  sins. 

Des.  They  are  loves  I  bear  to  you. 

0th.  A^,  and  for  that  thou  die8t. 

Des,    That  death's   unnatural    that   kills  for 
loving. — 
Alas,  why  gnaw  you  so  your  nether  lip? 
Some  bloody  passion  shakes  vour  very  frame : 
These  are  portents;  but  yet  I  hope,  I  hope. 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 

OtK  Peace,  and  be  still  I 

Des.  I  will  so :  What's  the  matter? 

0th.  That  handkerchief,  which  I  so  lov^  and 
gave  thee. 
Thou  gav^st  to  Cassio. 

Oes.  No,  by  my  life  and  soul , 

Send  for  the  man  and  ask  hiro. 

0th.  Sweet  soul,  take  heed, 

Take  heed  of  perjury;  thouVt  on  th7  death4>ed. 

I>es.  A 7,  but  not  yet  to  die      /""^^^l^ 
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OM.  Tet,  presentlj; 

Therefore  eonfess  thee  freely  of  thy  sin ; 
Nor  to  deny  each  article  with  oatli 
Cannot  remove,  nor  choke,  the  strong  oonceptioDt 
That  1  do  groan  withal.    Thou  art  to  die. 

Dea,  O,  heaven  have  mercy  on  me! 

0th,  I  say,  amen. 

Dea.  And  have  von  mercy  tool — I  never  did 
Offend  yoo  in  my  life ;  never  lov'd  Cassio, 
Bat  with  such  general  warranty  of  heaven 
As  I  might  love :  1  never  gave  him  token. 

0th,  Bv  heaven,  1  saw  my  handkerchief  iD*s 
hand. 

0  peijnr^  woman  I  thoo  dost  stone  my  heart, 
And  mak'st  me  call  what  I  intend  to  do, 

A  murther,  which  I  thought  a  sacrifice: 

1  saw  the  handkerchief. 

De»,  He  foond  it  then ; 

I  never  gave  it  him :—  Send  for  him  hither ; 
Let  him  confess  a  truth. 

OiK  He  bath  confessed. 

Dei,  What,  my  lord? 

Otiu  That  he  bath  us'd  thee. 

Dei.  How?  unlawAilly? 

Otk,  Ay. 

Iks.  He  will  not  say  so. 

OUu  No,  his  month  to  stopp'd ; 

Honest  lago  hath  ta*en  order  for  *t. 

DeB,  0,  my  fear  interprets,— What,  is  he  dead? 

OUu  iiad  all  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great 
revenge 
Had  stomach  for  them  all. 

Des,  Alas!  he  is  betrayed,  and  I  undone. 

Oth,  Out,  strumpet  I  weep*st  thou  for  him  to 
my  face? 

Det,  O  banish  me,  my  lord,  but  kill  me  not 

Oih,  Down,  strumpet! 

J)e$,  Kill  me  to-morrow,  let  me  live  to-night. 

Otiu  Nay,  if  you  strive.— 

Deg.  But  half  an  hour. 

OtK  Being  done, 

There  is  no  pause. 

Dea,  But  while  I  say  one  prayer. 

Oth,  It  is  too  late.  [He  amothen  her, 

EmU.  [Within.]   My  lord!    my   lord!    what 
boa!  my  lord  I  my  lord! 

OtiL  What  noise  is  this?— not  dead!  not  yet 
quite  dead  ? 
I,  that  am  cruel,  am  yet  roercifal ; 
I  would  not  have  the*  linger  in  thy  pain.— 
Bo,  so. 

EmiL  [  Wiihm,]  What  boa,  my  lord !  my  lord ! 

Oth,  Who's  there? 

EmO,  [Within,]  O.  good   my  lord,  I  would 
speak  a  word  with  you. 

rux    Tarn — tis   Emilia:— by  and  by:— She*» 
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Where  art  thou?  What*8  the  matter  with  thee 
now  ?  [Unlocka  the  door, 

Enter  Emilia. 

JEknL  0,  my  good  lord,  yonder's  foul  murthen 
done. 

Oth,  What?  now? 

EmiL  But  now,  my  lord! 

Oth,  It  is  the  very  error  of  the  moon ; 
She  comes  more  nearer  earth  than  she  was  wont; 
And  makes  men  mad. 

EmiL  CassiOj   my  lord,  hath  kill'd  a  young 
Venetum, 
Caird  Roderigo. 

Oth.  Roderigo  kiU*d  I 

And  Cassio  kiU'dl 

EmiL  No,  Cassio  is  not  kill'd. 

Oth,  Not  Cassio  kiU*d?  Then  murther*s  out  of 
tune, 
And  sweet  revenge  grows  harsh. 

Dea,  0  falsely,  falsely  murdered  I 

EmiL  Alas;  whatcryif  that? 

Oth,  That!  what? 

Emit.    Out,  and  alas!    that  was   my   lady's 
voice:  — 
Help!  help  I  hoa!  help!— 0  lady,  speak  again! 
Sweet  Desdemona !  0,  sweet  mistress,  speak! 

Pea,  A  guiltless  death  I  die. 

EmiL  0,  who  hath  done 

This  deed? 

Dea,  Nobody;  I  myself;  farewell: 
Commend  me  to  my  kind  lord.    0,  fiu^well. 

[Diea 

Oih,  Why,  how  should  she  be  murdered  ? 

EmiL  Alas,  who  knows V 

Oth,  Yon  heard  her  say  herself,  it  was  not  L 

EmU,  She  said  so:    I  must  needs  report  the 
truth. 

Oth,  She%  like  a  liar,  gone  to  burning  bell : 
*Twas  I  that  kill'd  her. 

EmiL  O,  the  more  angel  she, 

A  nd  you  the  blacker  devil ! 

Oth,  She  turn'd  to  foll^,  and  she  was  a  whore. 

EmiL  Thou  dost   belie   her,  acd  thou  art  a 
deviL 

Oth,  She  was  fidse  as  water. 

EmiL  'i  hou  art  rash  as  fire,  to  say 

That  she  was  fSdse ;  0,  she  was  heavenly  true! 

Oth,  Cassio  did  top  her:  ask  thy  husband  else. 
0,  I  were  damn'd  beneath  all  depth  in  hell, 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  lust  groumia 
To  this  extremity :  Thy  husband  knew  it  all. 

EmiL  My  husband? 

Oth,  Thy  husband. 
,      EmiL  That  she  was  false  to  wedlock  ? 
I      Oth,  Ay,  with  Cassio 
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EmSL  If  be  nj  80,  may  ais  pernicious  soni 
Rot  half  a  grain  a  dayl  he  lies  to  the  heart ; 
8 he  was  too  foud  of  her  most  filthj  bargain. 

Otk.  Hal 

EiitH        Do  thjr  woiTit ; 
This  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthj  heayen, 
Than  thou  wast  worthj  her. 

Otk,  Peace,  yon  were  the  best. 

EndL  Thou  hast  not  half  that  power  to  do  me 
harm, 
As  I  have  to  be  hnrt    0  gnll  I  O  doltt 
As  ignorant  as  dirt  I  thou  hast  done  a  deed, — 
I  care  not  for  thy  sword;  Til  make  thee  known. 
Though  1  lost  twenty  lives:— Help!  helpl  hoal 

help! 
The  Moor  hath  kilPd  my  nnistress.    Murthert 
munhert 

knUr  MoHTAHO,  Gbatiavo,  <md  Iaoo. 

Jfofi.  What  is  the  matter !— How  now,  general? 

£ii»Z.  O,  are  yon  come,  lago?  yon  have  done 
well, 
That  men  must  lay  their  murthert  on  your  neck. 

Qra,  What  is  the  matter  ? 

EmiL  Disprove  this  villain,  if  thon  be^st  a  man : 
He  says,  thou  toldst  him  that  his  vrife  was  false: 
I  know  thou  didst  not,  thon*rt  not  such  a  villain : 
Speak,  for  my  heart  is  full. 

Jago.  I  told  him  what  I  thought;  and  told  no 
more 
Tlian  what  he  found  himself  was  apt  and  true. 

EmiL  But  did  you  ever  tell  him  she  was  false  f 

logo.  I  did. 

EndL  You  told  a  lie ;  an  odious,  damned  lie; 
Upon  my  soul,  a  lie ;  a  wicked  lie : 
She  false  with  Cassio !—  Did  you  say  with  Cassio? 

logo.  With  Cassio,  mistress:  Go  to,  charm  your 
tongue. 

BmiL  I  will  not  charm  my  tongue ;  I  am  bound 
to  speak; 
ICy  mistress  We  lies  murther*d  in  her  bed. 

AU,  O  heavens  forfend  I 

EndL  And  your  reports  have  set  the  murther 
on. 

OUu  Nay,  stare  not,  masters ;  it  is  true  indeed. 

Ora,  Tis  a  strange  truthi 

ifoft.  O  monstrous  act  I 

Em%L  V  illainy,  villainy,  villainy  !— 

f  thinkupont,— I  think,— I  sraell't— 0  villainy  1~ 
I  thought  so  then ;— 111  kill  myself  for  grief.— 
0  villainy,  villainy  1 

logo.  What,  are  yon  mad?    I  charge  you,  get 

S9U  home, 
ood  gentlemen,  let  me  have  leave  to 
speak; 
^fis  proper  I  obey  him,  but  not  now: 
Perciiance,  lago,  Iwill  ne*er  go  home. 


OTHELLO. 


Uth,  lis  pitiful ;  but  yet  lago  knows, 
That  she  with  Cassio  hath  the  act  of  sluune 
A  thousand  times  committed ;  Cassio  coufessM  it 
And  she  did  gratify  his  amorous  works 
With  that  recognizance  and  pledge  of  love 
Which  I  6rst  gave  her ;  i  saw  it  in  his  hand  * 
It  was  a  handkerchief,  an  antique  token 
My  father  gave  my  mother. 

EtmL  O  heaven!  O  heavenly  powers! 

logo.  Come,  hold  voor  peace 

EmiL  Twill  out,  *twill  out!—  1  hold  my  peaof^ 
sir?  no; 
No,  I  will  speak  as  liberal  as  the  north ; 
Let  heaven,  and  men,  and  devils,  let  them  all, 
All,  all,  cry  shame  against  me,  yet  111  speak. 

logo.  Be  wise,  and  get  yon  home. 

EmL     I  will  not.  [Iaoo  offer$  to  stab  kU  toife. 

Ora.  Fie! 

Tour  sword  upon  a  woman  ? 

EodL  O  thou  dull  Moor  I  that  handkerchief  thou 
speak  St  of 
I  found  by  fortune,  and  did  give  my  htuband. 
For  often  with  a  solemn  earnestness 

Store  than,  indeed,  belonged  to  such  a  trifle), 
e  begg'd  of  me  to  steal  it. 

lago.  TUlainous  whoret 

EmU.  She  give  it  Cassio  I  no,  alas,  1  found  it, 
And  1  did  give't  my  husband. 

Jago,  Filth,  thou  liest. 

Emil,  By  heaven,  I  do  not;  I  do  not,  gentlemen. 
O  murderous  coxcomb !  what  should  such  a  fool 
Do  with  so  good  a  wife? 

[Iaoo  ttabt  Emil.,  then  nou  omt, 

0th,  Are  there  no  stones  in  heaven. 

But  what  serve  for  the  thunder?— Precious  villsin! 

Ora.  The  woman  falls ;  bure  he  has  kilPd  his  v%  ife. 

EmiL  Ay,  ay :  0  lay  me  bv  niv  mistress' side  I 

Ora,  He's  gone,  but  his  wife's  kiird. 

Man.  Tis  a  notorioua  villain.    Take  yon  this 
weapon. 
Which  I  have  here  recovered  from  the  Moor : 
Come,  guard  the  door  without :  let  him  not  pass, 
But  kill  him  rather ;  111  after  that  same  villain. 
For  tis  a  danmed  slave.  [Exit  Mov. 

0th.  I  am  not  valiant  neither, 

But  every  puny  whipster  gets  my  sword: — 
But  why  should  honour  outlive  honesty  * 
Let  it  go  all. 

JBintl        What  did  thy  song  bode,  ladv? 
Hark,  can^t  thou  hear  me?  I  will  play  tne  twin. 
And  die  in  music ;— **  Willow,  willow,  willow."— 
Moor,  she  was  chaste ;  she  lov*d  thee,  cruel  Moor 
So  come  my  soul  to  bliss,  as  I  speak  true ; 
So  speaking  as  I  think,  alas,  I  die.  [Dim 

0th.  I  have  another  weapon  in  this  chamber, 
It  is  a  sword  of  Spain,  the  ice-brook's  temper:  — 
0,  here  it  is:— Uncle,  I  most OMBft^lBi*^ 
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Mm  but  ft  roeh  tgrfnrt  Othello's  breart, 
And  he  retiree;— Where  should  Othello  go?— 
«ow,  how  dost  thou  look  now?    O  fll-stiurr'd 
p  wench  I 

^^^  as  thj  smock  t  when  we  shall  meet  at  compt, 
jnis  look  of  thine  will  hurl  mvsoul  from  heaven, 
And  fiends  will  snatch  at  it.    Cold,  cold,  my  girl  ? 
**ven  like  thy  chastity.— 
U  cursed,  cursed  slave  1— Whip  me,  ye  devils, 
^J^m  the  possession  of  this  heavenly  sigiitl 
fljow  me  aioout  in  winds  I  roast  me  m  sulphur ! 
Wash  me  in  steep-down  gulf^  of  liquid  fire  I — 
O  Deademon  1  dead  Desdemon  !  dead.    Oh,  oh. 

Bnter  Lodoyioo.  Mohtaho,  Cassio,  carried  m  a 
cAittr,  and  Officers,  with  Iaqo^  priamier, 

^^'Od.  Where  is  this  rash  and  most  unfortunate 

man? 
Oth,  That's  he  that  was  Othello;  here  I  am. 
liod.  Where  is  that  viper?   bring  the  villain 

forth. 
(HK  I  look  down  towards  his  feet ;— but  that's 
a  fable : 
u  that  thou  best  a  devU  I  cannot  kill  thee. 

[0th.  wmnds  Iaoo. 
Lod,  Wrench  his  sword  from  him. 
-fago,  I  bleed,  ^i^  ;  but  not  kilPd. 

0th,  I  am  not  sorry  neither ;  I'd  have  thee  live } 
"or,  in  my  sense,  'tis  happiness  to  die. 

/.A)d.  O  thou  Othello,  that  was  once  so  good, 
Pairn  in  the  practice  of  a  cursed  slave, 
What  shall  be  said  to  thee? 

Oth,  Why,  any  thfaig: 

An  honourable  murderer,  if  you  will : 
For  nou>?ht  I  did  in  bate,  but  all  in  honour. 
Lod,  Thid    wretch    hath    part    confess'd    his 
villainy: 
■Did  you  and  he  consentin  Cassio's  death  ? 
Oth.  Ay. 

Ca$,  Dear  general,  I  never  gave  you  cause. 
Oth,  1  do  believe  it,  and  I  ank  your  pardon. 
Will  you,  1  pray,  demand  that  demi-devil. 
Why  he  hath  thus  ensuar'd  my  soul  and  body? 
logo.  Demand  me  nothing:  what  you  know, 
you  know: 
Prom  this  time  forth  I  never  will  speak  word. 
Lod,  What?  not  to  pray? 
Ora.  Torments  will  ope  your  lips. 

Oth,  Well,  thou  dost  best. 
Lod,  Sir,    yon    shall  understand  what    hath 
befallen. 
Which,  as  I  think,  yon  know  not :  Here  is  a  letter, 
Pound  in  the  pocket  of  the  slain  Roderign ; 
And  here,  another:  the  one  of  them  imports 
The  denth  of  G^a^o  to  be  undertook 
By  Uoderigo. 
OtkOviU^l^l 


OTHELLO. 
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0  flion  pemidoos  catiff  I 
How  came  yon,  Cassio,  by  that  handkerchief 
That  was  my  wife's  ? 

Cos.  I  found  it  in  my  chamber; 

And  he  himself  confess 'd,  but  even  now, 
That  there  he  dropp'd  it,  for  a  special  purpose, 
Which  wrought  to  his  desire. 
Oth,  Ofooll  fool  I  fooll 

Cos.  There  is,  besides,  in  Roderigo's  letter, — 
How  ho  upbraids  lago,  that  be  made  him 
Brave  me  upon  the  watch ;  whereon  it  came 
That  I  was  cast:  And  even  but  nuw  he  spake. 
After  long  seeming  dead,— lago  hurt  him, 
lago  set  him  on. 

liod.  You  must  forsake  this  room,and  go  with  us; 
Your  power  and  your  command  is  taken  ofl^ 
And  Uas8io  rules  in  Cyprus.     For  this  slave,— 
If  there  be  any  cunning  cruelty. 
That  can  torment  him  much,  and  hold  him  long, 
It  shall  be  his :  You  shall  dose  prisoner  rest. 
Till  tlMt  the  nature  of  your  fault  be  known 
To  the  Venetian  state:— Come,  bring  away. 

Oth,  Soft  you;  a  word  or  two,  before  you  go. 
I  have  done  the  state  some  service,  and  they 

knowt ; 
No  more  of  that: — I  pray  yon.  In  your  letters, 
When  jou  shall  these  unlucky  deed.^  relate, 
Speak  of  me  a^  1  am;  nothing  extenuate, 
Kor  Bet  down  augut  in  malice :   then  must  you 

speak 
Of  one  that  lov'd  not  wisel v,  but  too  well ; 
Of  one,  not  easily  jealous,  but,  being  wmnghL 
Perplex 'd  in  the  extreme;  of  one,  whose  hand 
Like  the  base  Indian,  threw  a  pearl  away, 
Richer  than  all  his  tribe ;  of  one,  whose  snbdu'd 

eyes, 
Albeit  unused  to  the  melting  mood. 
Drop  tears  a^  fast  as  the  Arabian  trees 
Their  medicinHble  gum:  Set  you  down  this: 
And  8ay.  boides,— that  in  Aleppo  once. 
Where  a  malignant  and  a  turban 'd  Turk 
Beat  a  Venetian,  and  trailuc'd  the  state, 
I  took  by  the  throat  the  circumcised  dog. 
And  smote  him  -thus.  \St4MM  kim$t^. 

Lod,  O  bloody  period  I 

Ora,  All  that  is  spoke  is  marr'd. 

Oth.  I  kiss'd  thee,  ere  1  kill'd  thee ;— No  way 
but  this. 
Killing  myself  to  die  upon  a  kiss.  [IHe$, 

Cos,  This  did  1  fear,  but  thought  ht  had  no 
weapon; 
For  he  was  great  of  heart. 

Lod.  0  Spartan  dog! 

More  fell  than  anguish,  hunger,  or  the  sea! 
Look  on  the  tra^^Q  loading  of  this  bed ;  [7b  lAOO. 
This  is  thy  work :  the  object  poisons  sight; — 
Let  it  be  hid — Gratiano.  keep  the  house. 
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TO  THE  EIGHT  HONOUEABLB  HENRY  WRIOTHESLT,i 

Btfl  of  8oothamptoii«  and  Baron  of  Titobfleld. 
filOHT  HONOURABLB, 

I  KNOW  not  how  I  shall  offtod  in  dedicating  mjnnpolished  lines  to  jonr  Lordship,  nor  how  the 
world  will  censare  me  for  choosing  so  strong  a  prop  to  support  so  weak  a  burden :  only  ir  your  honour 
seem  but  pleased,  I  account  ni3*self  highly  praised,  and  vow  to  take  advantage  of  all  idle  hoars,  till  I  have 
honoured  you  with  some  graver  labonr.  But  if  the  first  heir  of  mv  invention  prove  deformed,  I  shall  be 
sorry  it  had  so  noble  a  godfather,  and  never  after  ear  so  barren  a  land,  for  fear  it  yield  me  still  so  bad  a 
harvest  I  leave  it  to  your  honourable  survey,  and  your  honour  to  your  heart's  content }  which  1  wish 
may  always  answer  your  own  wish,  and  the  world's  hopeful  expectation. 

Yoor  Uonoor's  in  all  duty,  Willzam  Sraksspb 


VENUS    AND   ADONIS. 

ynfa  mhetor  vnlgnt  mibi  flAvot  Apollo 
Pooolo  OMtalia  plena  minutrat  aqoa,— OVD. 


£▼■9  as  the  son  with  pnrple-oolonr'd  face 
Had  ta'en  his  last  leave  of  the  weeping  mom, 
Rose-cheek'd  Adonis  hied  him  to  the  chase; 
Huntinf^  he  lov'd,  but  love  he  laugh'd  to  scorn ; 
Sick-thoughted  Veuus  makes  amain  unto  him. 
And  like  a  bold-fac'd  suitor  'gins  to  woo  him. 

Thrice  fkirer  than  myself,  (thus  she  began) 
The  field's  chief  flower,  sweet  above  compare. 
Stain  to  all  nymphs,  more  lovely  than  a  man. 
More  white  and  red  than  doves  or  roses  are; 
Kature  that  made  thee,  with  herself  at  strife, 
Saith  that  the  world  bath  ending  with  thy  life. 

Voachsafe,  thou  wonder,  to  alight  thy  steed, 
And  rein  bis  proud  head  to  the  saddle*bow  | 
If  thou  wilt  deign  this  favour,  for  thy  meed, 
A  thousand  honey-secrets  shalt  thou  know; 
Here  come  and  sit,  where  serpent  never  hisses, 
And,  being  set,  I'll  smother  thee  with  kiitses. 

And  yet  not  cloy  thy  lips  with  loath'd  satiety. 
But  rather  famish  them  amid  their  plenty. 
Making  them  red  and  pale  with  fresh  variety, 
Ten  kisses  short  as  one,  one  long  as  twenty : 
A  summer's  day  will  seem  an  hour  but  short. 
Being  wasted  in  such  time- beguiling  sport. 

With  this,  she  seizeth  on  his  sweating  palm. 
The  precedent  of  pith  and  livelihood, 
And,  trembling  in  her  passion,  calls  it  balm. 
Earth's  sovereign  salve  to  do  a  god     ^s  good : 
Being  so  enrag'd,  desire  doth  lend  her  force. 
Courageously  to  pluck  him  from  his  horse. 

Over  one  arm  the  lusty  courser's  rein. 

Under  the  other  was  the  tender  boy, 

IVho  blush'd  and  pouted  in  a  dull  disdain, 

With  leaden  appetite,  unapt  to  toy; 
She  red  and  hot,  as  coals  of  glowing  fira^ 
Ha  red  for  shame,  but  frosty  in  desire. 

The  studded  bridle  on  a  ragged  bough 

Kimbly  she  fa-stens  (O  how  quick  is  iovtt) 

The  steed  is  stalled  up,  and  even  now 

To  tie  the  rider  she  begins  to  prove : 
Backward  she  pusb*d  him,  as  she  would  bethrust. 
And  goTera*d  him  in  strength,  though  not  in  lust. 


So  soon  was  sha  along,  as  ho  was  ilown, 
Kach  leaning  on  their  elbows,  and  their  hfps: 
Now  doth  she  stroke  his  cheek,  now  doth  he  A 
And  'gins  to  chide,  but  soon  she  stops  his  lips; 
And  kissing  speaks,  with  lustful  language  broken^ 
**  If  thou  wilt  chide^  thy  lips  shall  never  open." 

He  bums  with  bashful  shame;  she  with  her  tears 
Doth  quench  the  maiden  burning  of  his  cheeks  { 
Then  with  her  windy  sighs,  and  golden  hairs. 
To  fan  and  blow  thein  dry  again  she  seeks : 
He  says,  she  is  immodest,  blames  her  'misat 
What  follows  more,  she  smothers  with  a  kiaa^ 

Even  as  an  empty  eagle,  sharp  by  fast. 
Tires  with  her  beak  on  feathers,  flesh  and  bone. 
Shaking  her  wiuffs,  devouring  all  in  haste. 
Till  either  gortfe  be  stutTd  or  pre}'  be  gone ; 
Even  so  she  kiss'd  his  brow,  his  cheek,  his  diiii. 
And  where  she  ends,  she  doth  anew  begin. 

Forc'd  to  content,  but  never  to  obey. 
Parting  he  lies,  and  breathing  in  her  fact} 
She  feedeth  on  the  steam,  as  on  a  prevt 
And  calls  it  heavenly  moisture,  air  of  grace. 

Wishing  her  cheeks  were  gardens  full  of  flowers. 

So  they  were  dew'd  with  such  distilling  ahowers. 

Look  how  a  bird  lies  tangled  in  a  net, 

So  fasten'd  in  her  arms  Adonis  lies ; 

Pure  shame  and  aw'd  resistance  made  bhn  fret. 

Which  bred  more  beauty  in  his  angry  eyea ; 
Bain  added  to  a  river  that  is  rank. 
Perforce  will  force  it  overflow  the  bank. 

Still  she  entreats,  and  prettily  entreats. 

For  to  a  pretty  ear  she  tunes  her  tale; 

Still  is  he  sullen,  still  he  low'rs  and  frets, 

'Twixt  crimson  shame  and  anger,  ashy  p!ale| 
Being  red,  she  loves  him  best;  and  being  while. 
Her  best  is  better'd  with  a  more  delight. 

Look  how  he  can,  she  cannot  choose  but  love ; 
And  bv  her  fair  immortal  hand  she  swears 
From  his  soft  bos)m  never  to  remove, 
Till  he  take  truce  with  her  contending  teara. 

Which  long  have  rain'd,  mak  iiig  her  choeks  all  w«L; 

And  one  sweet  kias  ahaii  pay  this  oountlcaadebl. 


VENUS 
Upon  thif  promfte  did  h«  raise  his  chin. 
Like  ft  di-dapper  peering  through  a  wave, 
Who  being  look*d  on,  ducks  as  ouickly  in{ 
80  oflers  he  to  give  what  she  dia  crave; 
But  when  her  lips  were  readj  for  his  paj. 
He  winks,  and  turns  his  lips  another  way. 


AND  AD0NT8.  Wl 

Witness  this  primrose  bank  whereon  1  lie ; 
These  forceless  flowers  like  sturdj  trees  support  me; 
TwostrengthlessdoveswiU  drawme  through  theskj. 
From  mom  till  night»  even  where  I  list,  to  sport  me: 
Is  love  so  light,  sweet  boj,  and  may  it  be 
That  thou  shouldst  think  it  heavy  nuto  thee? 


Never  did  passenger  in  summer's  heat 
More  thirst  for  drink,  than  she  for  this  good  turn. 
Her  help  she  sees,  but  help  she  cannot  get ; 
She  bathes  in  water,  yet  in  fire  must  burn : 

**  Oh  pity,  'gan  she  cry,  flint-hearted  boy ; 

Tis  but  a  kiss  I  beg ;  why  art  then  coy  ? 

I  have  been  woo*d,  as  I  entreat  thee  now. 
Even  by  the  stern  and  direful  god  of  war. 
Whose  sinewy  neck  in  battle  ne'er  did  bow. 
Who  conquers  where  he  comes,  in  every  jar; 
Yet  hatb  he  been  my  captive  and  my  slave. 
And  beigg'd  for  that  which  thou  unasked  shalt  liave. 

Over  my  altars  hath  he  hung  his  lance. 
Bit  battered  shield,  bis  uncoutrotied  crest. 
And  for  my  sake  hath  learned  to  sport  and  danoe^ 
To  coy,  to  wanton,  dally,  smile,  and  jest ; 
Scorning  his  churlish  drum,  and  ensign  red. 
Making  my  arms  his  field,  his  tent  my  bed. 

Thus  him  that  orer-rul'd,  I  oversway'd. 
Leading  him  prisoner  in  a  red-rose  chain : 
Strong -temper'd  steel  his  stronger  strength  obey'd. 
Yet  was  he  servile  to  my  coy  disdain. 
O  be  not  proud,  nor  brag  not  of  thy  might. 
For  mast'nng  her  that  foU'd  the  god  of  fight. 


Tonch  but  my  lips  with  those  Mt  lipe  of  thine, 
(Though  mine  be  not  so  fair,  yet  are  the;^  red,) 
The  kiss  shall  be  thine  own  as  well  as  mine: — 
What  see'st  thou  in  the  ground ;  hold  up  thy  head ; 
Look  in  mine  eye-balls  where  thy  beauty  lies: 
Then  why  not  Upe  on  lips,  since  9y9%  on  ty9B? 

Art  thou  asham'd  to  kiss?  then  wink  again. 
And  I  will  wink,  so  shall  the  day  seem  night; 
Love  keeps  his  revels  where  there  be  but  twain. 
Be  bold  to  play,  our  eport  is  not  in  sight: 
These  blue- vein  d  violets  whereon  we  lean. 
Never  can  blab,  nor  know  they  what  we  mean. 

The  tender  spring  upon  thy  tempting  lip 

Shews  thee  unripe ;  yet  may'st  thou  well  be  tasted; 

Make  nee  of  time,  let  not  advanuge  slip  ; 

Beauty  within  itself  should  not  be  wasted  ; 
Fair  flowers  that  are  not  gather'd  in  their  prime. 
Hot  and  consume  themselves  in  little  time. 

Were  I  hard  favour'd,  foul,  or  wrinkled-old* 
111-natur  d,  cmoked,  churlish,  harsh  in  voice, 
O'er-wum,  despised,  rheimnatio  and  cold, 
Thick-sighted,  barren,  lean,  and  lackiu»;  juice, 

Theuniight'stthoupause.  for  then  1  were  n«  tforthee; 

But  havmg  no  defects,  why  dost  abhor  me? 

Then  canst  not  see  one  wrinkle  in  my  brow ; 

Mineeyesaregrey,and  bright,and  quick  in  turning; 

My  beauty  as  the  spring  uoih  yeariy  grow, 

Uy  flesh  u  soft  and  plump,  my  marrow  burning; 
My  smuoih  moist  hand,  were  it  with  thy  hand  felt, 
Would  in  thy  palm  dissolve,  or  seem  to  melt. 

Bid  me  discourse,  I  will  enchant  thine  ear. 
Or,  like  a  fair}-,  Uip  upon  the  green. 
Or,  like  a  nymph,  with  long  dishevell'd  hair. 
Dance  on  the  sands,  and  yet  no  footing  seeai 
Luve  is  ft  spirit  all  compact  of  fiie, 
Nwt  gross  to  aink,  but  light,  and  will  aspira. 


Is  thine  own  heart  to  thine  own  fkce  affected? 

Can  thy  right  hand  seize  love  upon  thy  left? 

Then  woo  thyself,  be  of  thyself  rejected. 

Steal  thine  own  freedom,  and  complain  of  theft. 
NardsAUS  so,  himself  himself  forsook. 
And  dy*d  to  kiss  hia  shadow  in  the  brook. 

Torches  are  made  to  light,  jewels  to  wear, 
Dainties  to  taste,  fresh  beauty  for  the  use. 
Herbs  for  their  smell,  and  sappy  plants  to  bear} 
Things  growing  to  themselves  are  growth's  abuse  1 
Seeds  spring  from  seeds,and  beauty  breedeth  beauty, 
Thou  wert  begot— to  get  it  is  thy  dnty. 

Upon  the  earth's  increase  why  shouldst  thou  feed. 
Unless  the  earth  with  thy  increase  be  fed? 
By  law  of  Nature  thou  art  bound  to  breed. 
That  thine  may  live,  when  thou  thyself  art  dead. 
And  so  in  spite  of  death  thou  dost  survive^ 
In  that  thy  likeness  still  ia  left  alive." 

By  this,  the  love-sidc  queen  began  to  sweat. 
For,  where  they  lay,  the  shadow  had  forsook  them, 
Antt  Tisan,  tired  in  the  mid-day  heat. 
With  burning  eye  did  hotly  overlook  them ; 
Wishing  Adonis  had  his  team  to  guide, 
80  he  were  like  him,  and  by  Venus'  side. 

And  now  Adonis,  with  a  laay  spright. 

And  with  a  heavy,  dark,  disliking  eye. 

His  low*ring  brows  overwhelming  his  fair  sight. 

Like  misty  vapours,  when  they  blot  the  sky. 

Souring  his  cheeks,  cries,  **  Fie  I  no  more  of  love ; 

The  sun  doth  burn  my  face;  I  must  remove.** 

"Ah  me,  (quoth  Venus)  young,  and  so  unkind! 
What  iMure  excuses  mak*st  thou  to  be  gone  I 
ril  sigh  celestial  breath,  whotie  gentle  wind 
Shad  cool  the  heat  of  this  descending  sun ; 
rii  make  a  shadow  for  thee  of  my  hairs : 
If  they  bum  too^  Fll  quench  them  with  my  tears. 

The  sun  that  shines  from  heaven,  shines  but  warm. 
And  lo,  I  lie  between  that  sun  and  thee; 
The  heat  1  have  from  thence  doth  little  harm. 
Thine  eye  darU  forth  the  fire  that  burneth  met 
And  were  1  not  immortal,  life  were  done. 
Between  this  heavenly  and  earthly  sun. 

Art  thon  obdurate,  flinty,  hard  as  steel. 
Nay  more  than  flint,  for  stone  at  rain  relenteth? 
Art  thon  a  woman's  sen,  and  canst  not  teel 
What  'tis  to  love  ?  how  want  of  love  tormenteth  ? 
O  had  thy  mother  borne  ao  bad  a  mind. 
She  had  not  brought  forth  thee,  but  died  unkind. 

What  am  I,  that  thon  should'st  contemn  me  this? 

Or  what  great  danger  dwells  noon  my  suit? 

What  were  thy  lips  the  worse  for  one  poor  kiss? 

Speak,  fair;  but  speak  fair  words,  or  else  be  mute; 
Give  me  one  kiss,  1*11  give  it  thee  again. 
And  one  for  interest,  u  thon  wilt  have  twain. 

Fie,  lifeless  picture,  cold  and  senseless  stone^ 
Well  painted  idol,  image,  dull  and  dead. 
Statue,  contenting  but  the  eye  alone. 
Thing  like  a  man,  but  of  nu  woman  bred ; 

Thou  art  no  man,  though  of  a  man's  complexion. 

For  men  will  kiss  even  by  iheiriOifn  " 
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This  said,  Impatfdnot  cbolcM  her  pleading  tongue. 
And  swelling  pHs.«ioD  dnth  provoke  a  pause; 
Hed  cheeks  and  fiery  e}*ea  blaze  forth  her  wrong | 
beiiiK  judge  in  love,  she  cannot  right  her  cause; 
And  now  she  weeps, and  now  she  fain  would  8peakf 
And  now  her  sobs  do  her  intendments  break. 

Sometimes  she  shakes  her  head,  and  then  his  hand. 
Now  gHzeth  she  on  him,  now  on  the  ground } 
Sometimes  her  arms  infold  him  like  a  band ; 
She  would,  he  will  not  in  her  arms  be  bound ; 
And  when  from  tlience  he  struggles  to  begone^ 
She  locka  her  lily  fingers  one  in  one. 

**  Fondling,  she  saith,  since  I  have  hemm'd  thee 
Withm  the  circuit  of  this  ivory  pale,  [here, 

I'll  be  the  park,  and  thou  shiilt  be  my  deer; 
Feed  where  thou  wilt,  on  mountain  or  in  dale; 
Graze  on  my  lips;  and  if  thone  hills  be  dry, 
Stray  lower,  where  ike  pleasant  fountaina  u% 

Within  this  limit  la  relief  enough, 
Sweet  bottom-^rans,  and  high  delightful  plain, 
Huund  rininis  hil lories,  brakes  ob.tcnre  and  rough, 
To  shelter  tliee  from  tempest  and  from  rain ; 

Then  be  my  denr.  smce  I  am  such  a  park  ; 

Mo  dog  shall  rouse  thee,  though  a  thousand  bark.^ 

At  this  Adonis  smiles,  as  in  disdsin. 
That  in  each  cheek  appean*  a  pretty  dimple; 
Love  mafle  those  hollows,  if  himi^elf  were  slain, 
He  might  be  buried  in  a  tomb  so  simple ; 
Fore-knowing  well,  if  there  he  came  to  lie. 
Why  there  love  liv'd,  and  there  he  could  not  die. 

These  lovely  caves,  these  round -enchanting  pits, 
Open'd  their  mouths  to  swullow  Venus  likintri 
Being  mad  beftire,  how  doth  she  now  for  wits? 
Struck  dead  at  first,  what  needs  a  secoml  strikingf 
Foor  queen  of  love,  in  thine  own  law  forlorn. 
To  love  8  cheek  tiiat  tinilea  at  thee  in  scorn  I 

Now  which  way  shall  she  tnm  I  what  shall  she  say? 
Her  words  are'done,  her  woex  the  more  increasing. 
The  time  is  spent,  her  object  will  away. 
And  from  her  twining  arms  dolh  urge  releasing: 
••Fily— (she cries)  some  favour— «ome  remorse — " 
Away  he  springs,  aud  basteth  to  his  horse. 

But  lo,  from  forth  a  copse  that  neighbours  bj, 
A  breeding  jennet,  lusty,  young,  and  proud, 
Adonis'  trampling  courser  <loth  espy. 
And  furtu  sli«  rushes,  snorts,  and  neighs  aloud; 
TV.e  strong-neck'd  steed,  being  tied  unto  a  tree, 
Breakttth  his  rein,  and  to  her  straight  goes  he. 

Imperiously  he  leaps,  he  neighs,  he  bounds, 
Ani/  now  his  woven  girts  he  breika  asunder. 
The  beanng  earth  with  his  hard  hoof  he  wounds, 
Whose  hollow  womb  resounds  likeheaven'sth under ; 
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What  recketb  he  hia  rider's  angry  stir. 
His  flattering  holla,  or  his  Standi  I  aayf 
What  carea  he  now  for  curb,  or  pricking  spur? 
For  rich  caiiarisons,  or  trsppings  gar  ? 

He  sees  his  love,  and  nothing  else' he  sees. 

For  nothing  else  with  hia  proud  eight  agrees. 

Look,  when  a  painter  would  surpass  the  lii^ 
In  limning  out  a  well-proportion'd  steed. 
His  art  with  Nature's  workmanship  at  strife, 
As  if  the  dead  the  living  should  exceed; 
So  did  this  horse  excel  a  common  one. 
Id  shape,  in  courage,  colour,  pace,  and 


Bonnd-hoofd,  short-Jointed,  fetlocks  shas;  and  long^ 
Broad  breast,  full  eyes,  small  head,  and  nostril  wide^ 
HighcreatfSiiortearfl^straitihtlegJS&passingstrong, 
Thin  mane,  thick  tail,  broad  buriock,  tender  bide : 
Look  what  a  horse  should  have,  he  did  not  lack  | 
Save  a  proud  rider  on  so  proud  a  back. 

Sometimes  he  scuds  far  off,  and  there  he  staraa^ 
Anon  he  starts  at  stirring  of  a  feather  ; 
To  bid  the  wind  a  base  he  now  prepares. 
And  wh^r  he  run,  or  fiy,  they  knew  not  whether; 
For  through  his  mane  and  tail  the  high  wind  sings, 
Fanning  the  hairs,  who  wave  like  feathered  winga. 

He  looks  upon  his  love,  and  neighs  unto  her; 
She  answers  him,  as  if  she  knew  his  mind: 
Being  proud,  as  femalea  are,  to  see  him  woo  her. 
She  puts  on  outward  strangeness,  seems  unkind; 
Spurns  at  his  love,  and  scorns  the  heat  he  feels, 
Beating  hia  kind  embracement  with  her  heela. 

Then,  like  a  melancholy  male-content. 
He  vails  his  tail,  that  like  a  falling  plume^ 
Cool  shadow  to  his  melting  buttoiks  lent; 
He  stamps  and  bites  the  poor  flies  in  his  fiunei 
His  love  perceiving  how  he  is  enrsg*d. 
Grew  kinder,  and  hia  fury  was  aasi^d. 

His  testy  master  geeth  about  to  take  him ; 

When  lo,  the  unback'd  breeder,  full  of  fear. 

Jealous  of  catchmg,  swiftly  doth  torsake  htm; 

With  her  the  horse,  and  led  Adonis  there: 
As  they  were  mad,  unto  the  wood  they  hie  theni, 
Out-stripping  crows  that  strive  to  over-^  them. 

All  swoln  with  chasing,  down  Adonis  siti^ 
Banning  his  boisterous  and  unruly  beast; 
And  now  the  happy  season  once  more  fits. 
That  love-sick  Love,  by  pleading  mar  be  blest; 
For  lovers  say,  the  heart  hath  ueble  wrong. 
When  it  ia  barr'd  the  aidanca  of  the  tongue. 

An  oven  that  is  stopp'd,  or  river  stay'd, 
Bumeth  more  hotly,  swelleth  with  more  raga: 
So  of  concealed  sorrow  may  be  said  ; 
Free  vent  of  words  love*s  fire  doth  assuage; 
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How  was  she  jtmt  b^ore  b!in  as  be  sat. 
And  like  a  lowly  lover  down  she  kneels; 
With  one  fair  band  she  heaveth  ap  his  batt 
Ber  other  teniler  hand  his  fair  cheek  feels: 
His  tender  cheeks  receive  her  soft  hand's  print* 
As  apt  as  new  fkllen  snow  takes  any  dint 

O  what  a  war  of  looks  was  then  between  them? 

Her  eyes,  petitioners,  to  his  eyes  suing ; 

His  eyes  saw  her  e\  es  as  they  had  not  seen  them ; 

Her  ey«H  woo'd  utill,  his  eyes  disdain'd  the  wooing ; 
And  all  this  dumb  play  hud  hisacU  made  plain 
With  tears,  which,  chorus-like,  her  eyes  did  rain. 

Fall  gently  now  she  Ukes  him  by  the  hand, 

A  lilv  prison'd  in  a  gaol  of  snow, 

Or  ivory  in  an  alabaster  band : 

So  white  a  friend  engirta  so  white  a  fo«: 
This  beauteous  combat,  wilful  and  unwilling^ 
Shew'd  like  to  silver  doves  that  sit  a  billing. 

Once  more  the  engine  of  her  thoughts  began : 
^  O  fairest  mover  on  this  mortal  round. 
Would  thou  wert  as  I  am,  and  1  a  man, 
My  heart  all  whole  as  thine,  thv  heart  my  wound  j 
Vor  one  sweet  look  thy  help  I  would  assure  thee, 
Tho' nothing  bat  my  body's  bane  would  cure  thee." 

QWt  me  my  hand,  salth  he,  why  doet  thou  feel  it? 
Give  me  my  heart,  saith  she,  and  thou  shalt  have  it ; 

0  give  it  me,  lest  thy  hard  heart  do  steal  it. 
And  being  steel'd,  soil  sighs  can  never  grave  it: 

Then  love's  deep  groans  I  never  shall  regard. 
Because  Adonis'  heart  hath  made  mine  hard. 

For  shame,  he  cries,  let  g^,  and  let  me  go ; 
My  days  deli^fht  is  past,  my  horse  is  goao» 
And  'tis  your  fault  1  am  bereft  him  so; 

1  pray  you  hence,  and  leave  me  here  alone: 
For  all  my  mind,  my  thought,  my  busy  care^ 
Is  how  to  get  my  palfry  from  the  mare. 

Thus  she  replies :  •*Thy  palfrey,  as  he  should, 

Welcomes  the  warm  spproach  of  sweet  desire. 

Affection  is  a  coal  that  must  be  cool'd ; 

liise,  suffered,  it  will  set  the  heart  on  fire: 
The  sea  hath  bounds,  but  deep  desire  hath  none, 
Therefore  no  marvel  though  thy  horse  he  gone. 

How  like  a  Jade  he  stood,  tied  to  a  tree. 
Servilely  mastered  with  a  leathern  rein! 
But  when  he  saw  his  love,  his  youth's  fiUr  fee, 
He  held  such  petty  bondage  in  disdain; 
Throwing^  the  base  thong  from  his  bending  crest, 
Eutrauchising  his  mouth,  his  back,  his  breast. 

Who  tees  his  true  lore  in  her  nsked  bed. 
Teaching  the  sheets  a  whiter  hue  than  white^ 
Bat,  when  his  glutton  eye  so  full  hath  fed* 
His  other  agenta  aim  at  like  delight? 
Who  ia  so  faint,  that  dare  not  be  ao  bold. 
To  touch  the  fire,  the  weather  being  cold. 

Let  me  excuse  thr  courser,  gentle  boy ; 

And  learn  of  him,*  1  heartily  beseech  thee^ 

To  take  advantage  on  presented  joy ; 

Though  1  weredumb,  yet  his  proceedings  teach  thee. 

O  learn  to  lovei  the  lesson  is  but  piain. 

And,  once  made  perfect,  never  lost  again." 

*I  know  not  love  (quoth  he),  nor  will  I  know  it, 
Unless  it  be  a  boar,  and  then  1  chase  it; 
lis  much  to  borrow,  and  1  will  not  owe  it; 
M  V  love  to  love  is  love  but  to  di^grMle  it ; 
-    Vnr  I  have  hrard  it  is  a  life  in  de^ih. 

Thai  lAughi^  and  weeiM,  and  all  but  with  a  breath. 


Who  wears  a  garment  shapeless  and  nnflnlah'd  ? 

Who  plucks  the  bud  before  one  leaf  put  forth  ? 

If  springing  things  be  any  jot  diniiuishM, 

They  wither  in  their  prime,  prove  noihiug  worth: 
Thecoll  that's  back  d  ami  bui  then  d  being  youug, 
Loseth  his  pride,  aud  never  waxeth  strong. 

Tou  hurt  my  hand  with  wringing ;  let  us  part. 
And  leave  this  idle  theme,  this  bootless  chat: 
Remove  your  siege  from  my  unvielding  heart; 
To  loves  alarm  it  will  not  ope  the  gate.         [tery ; 
Diflniiss  your  vows,  your  feigned  tears,  your  li  it- 
Fur  wheie  a  heart  is  hard,  they  make  uo  battery." 

«tWhat!  canst  thuu  Ulk  (quoth  she),  hast  thoa  a 
tongue  I 

0  would  thou  badst  not,  or  I  had  no  hearing! 
Thy  mei  maul's  voice  hath  done  me  double  wrong; 

1  had  my  load  before,  now  press'd  with  liearing: 
Melodiohs  discord,  heavenly  tune  harsh  sounding. 
Earth's  deep-sweet  muaic^  and  heart's  deep  sore 

woundmg. 

Had  I  no  ej  ^s,  but  ears,  my  ears  would  love 

That  inward  beauty  and  invisible ; 

()r,  were  1  deaf,  thy  out  wan  I  parte  would  moTe 

Each  part  in  me  that  were  bib  sensiule : 

Though  neither  eyes  nor  ears,  to  bear  nor  se^ 
Yet  ahould  1  be  in  love,  by  touching  thee.. 

Say,  that  the  sense  of  feeling  were  bereft  m^ 
And  that  1  could  not  see,  nor  hear,  nor  touch. 
And  nothing  but  the  very  smell  were  left  me, 
Yet  would  my  love  to  thee  be  still  as  mu<  h : 
For  from  the  still'tory  of  thy  face  excelling 
Comes  breath  perfum'd,  that  breedeth  love  by 
smelling. 

But  0,  what  banqnet  wert  thon  to  the  taste, 
Being  nurse  and  feeder  of  the  other  four  I 
Would  they  not  wish  the  feast  should  ever  last. 
And  bid  suspicion  double-lock  the  door? 
Lest  jealousy,  that  sour  unwelcome  guest. 
Should,  by  Lis  stealing  in,  disturb  the  feast." 

Once  more  the  ruby-colour*d  portal  open'd. 
Which  to  his  speech  did  honey  passage  yield ; 
Like  a  red  morn,  that  ever  yet  betoken'd 
Wreck  to  the  aea-man,  tern  peat  to  the  field, 
Sorrow  to  shepherds,  woe  unto  the  birds, 
Gust  and  foul  haw  to  herdsmen  and  to  herda. 

This  ill  presage  advisedly  she  marketh  > 
Even  as  the  wind  is  hush'd  before  it  raineth. 
Or  as  the  wolf  doth  grin  before  it  barketh, 
Or  as  the  berry  breaks  before  it  staineth. 
Or  like  the  deadly  bullet  of  a  gun. 
His  meaning  suuck  her  ere  his  words  begun. 

And  at  his  looks  she  flatly  falleth  down. 
For  looks  kill  love,  and  love  by  looks  reviveth. 
A  smile  recures  the  wounding  of  a  frown. 
But  blessed  bankrupt,  that  by  love  so  thriveth! 
The  silly  boy  believing  she  is  dead. 
Claps  her  pale  cheek,  tUl  clapping  makes  it  red 

And  in  amaze  brake  off  his  late  intent. 
For  sharply  he  did  think  to  reprehend  her. 
Which  cunning  love  did  wittily  prevent: 
Fair  fall  the  wit  that  can  so  well  defend  her! 
For  on  the  grass  she  lies  as  she  were  slain, 
Till  his  breath  breathed  life  in  her  again. 

He  wrings  her  noee,  he  strikes  her  on  the  cheek% 
lie  bends  her  fingers,  holds  ber  pulses  haid| 
He  chafea  her  lipa,  a  thousand  ways  he  seeka  [^ 
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To  mend  the  hurt  that  bis  nnkhidiieBs  marr'd  | 
He  kisses  her;  and  she,  by  her  good  will. 
Will  never  rise,  so  he  will  kiss  her  still. 

fbe  night  of  sorrow  now  is  tarn*d  to  day : 
Her  two  blae  windows  faintly  she  np-heaveth. 
Like  the  fair  sun,  when  in  his  fresh  array 
He  cheers  the  mom,  and  all  the  world  relic. veth  t 
And  as  the  bright  sun  glorifies  the  sky. 
So  is  her  face  iilumin'd  with  her  eye. 

Whose  beams  upon  his  hairless  face  are  fix'd, 
As  if  from  thence  they  borrow'd  all  their  shine. 
Were  never  four  each  lamps  together  roix'd. 
Had  not  his  clouded  with  his  brows'  repine;  [light. 
But  hers,  which  through  the  crystal  tears  gave 
Shoue  like  the  moon,  in  water  seen  by  night. 

O  where  am  I,  quoth  she?  in  earth  or  heaven, 

Or  in  the  ocean  drench*d,  or  in  the  fire  ? 

What  hour  is  this?  or  mom  or  weary  even? 

Do  1  delight  to  die,  or  life  desire? 
But  now  1  liv'd,  and  life  was  death's  annoy  | 
But  now  1  dy'd,  and  death  was  lively  joy. 

O  thou  didst  kill  me ; — ^kill  me  once  again : 
Thy  eyes*  shrewd  tutor,  that  hard  heart  of  thine. 
Hath  taught  them  scornful  tricks,  and  such  disdain, 
That  they  have  murder'd  this  poor  heart  of  mine ; 
And  these  mine  eyes,  tme  leaders  to  their  queen, 
But  for  thy  piteous  lips  no  more  had  seen. 

Long  may  they  kiss  each  other,  for  this  core  1 
Oh  never  let  their  crimson  liveries  wear ! 
And  as  they  last,  their  verdure  still  endure, 
To  drive  infection  from  the  dangerous  year  1 
That  the  star-gazers,  having  writ  on  death. 
Hay  say,  the  plague  is  bauisii'd  by  thy  breath. 

Pure  lips,  sweet  seals  in  my  soft  lips  imprinted. 
What  bargains  may  1  make,  still  to  be  sealing? 
To  sell  myself  I  can  be  well  contented, 
So  thou  wilt  buy,  and  pay,  and  use  good  dealing; 
Which  purchase  if  thuu  make,  for  fear  of  slips. 
Set  thy  seal -manual  on  my  wax -red  lips. 

A  thousand  kisses  buys  my  heart  from  me) 

And  pay  them  at  thy  leisure,  one  by  one. 

What  is  ten  hundred  kisses  unto  thee? 

Are  they  not  quickly  told,  and  quickly  gone  ! 
Say,for  non-payment  that  thedebt  should  double^ 
Is  twenty  hundred  kisses  such  a  trouble? 

Fair  queen,  quoth  he,  if  any  love  you  owe  me. 
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Whereon  they  snrfeit,  3ret  complain  on  drought  s 
He  with  her  plenty  press'd,  she  faint  with  dearth. 
(Their  lips  together  glew'd)  fail  to  the  earth. 

Now  quick  Desire  hath  caught  her  ]rie1dine  prey. 
And  glutton-like  she  feeds,  vet  never  filleth; 
Her  lips  are  conquerors,  his  lips  obey. 
Paying  what  ransom  the  insolter  willeth  ;     [high. 
Whose  vulture  thought  doth  pitch  the  price  so 
That  she  will  draw  his  lips'  rich  treasure  dry. 

And  having  felt  the  sweetness  of  the  spoil. 
With  blind-fold  fury  she  begins  to  forage ; 
Her  face  doth  reek  and  smoke,  her  blood  doth  boU, 
And  careless  lust  sturs  up  a  desperate  courage ; 

Planting  oblivion,  beating  reason  back,    [wrack. 

Forgetting  shame's  pure   blush,  and  honour's 

Hot,  faint,  and  weary,  with  her  hard  embracing, 
Likea  wild  bird  being  tam'd  with  too  much  handling. 
Or  as  the  fieet-foot  roe,  that's  tir'd  with  chasing, 
Or  like  the  froward  infant,  still'd  with  dandling. 
He  now  obeys,  and  cow  no  more  resisieth. 
While  she  takes  all  she  can,  not  all  she  listeth. 

What  wax  so  frozen  but  dissolves  with  tempYin^ 
And  yields  at  last  to  every  light  impression  ? 
Things  out  of  hope  are  compass'd  oft  with  vent'rinj^ 
Chiefly  in  love,  whose  leave  exceeds  commission: 

Affection  faints  not  like  a  pal e-fac'd coward,  [ward. 

But  then  woos  best,  when  most  his  choice  is  fro- 

When  he  did  frown,  O  had  she  then  gave  over. 

Such  nectar  from  his  lips  she  had  not  suck'd. 

Foul  words  and  frowns  must  not  repel  a  lover ; 

What  though  the  rose  have  pricks  ?  yet  is  it  pluck'd; 
Were  beauty  under  twenty  locks  kept  fast. 
Yet  love  breaks  through,  and  picks  them  all  at  last 

For  pity  now  she  can  no  more  detain  him ; 

The  poor  fool  prays  her  that  he  may  depart; 

She  is  resolv'd  no  longer  to  restrain  him ; 

Bids  him  farewell,  and  look  well  to  her  heart. 
The  which,  by  Cupid's  bow  she  doth  protest. 
He  carries  thence  incaged  in  his  breast. 

Sweet  boy,  she  says,  this  night  I'll  waste  in  sorrow, 
For  my  sick  heart  commands  mine  eyes  to  watch. 
Tell  me,  love's  master,  shall  we  meet  to-morrow  f 
Say,  shall  we?  shall  we?  wilt  thou  make  the  match] 
He  tells  her,  no  ;  to-morrow  he  intends 
To  hunt  the  boar  with  certain  of  his  friends. 

The  boar  I  (qnoth  she)  whereat  a  sudden  pale^ 
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Vt*    fi  ^^  "^^  ^^^^^^  •"*  y**  •**•  '*  "**'  *®^^ 
Y      u  •*y»«  you  crush  me ;  let  me  go ; 

JLou  have  no  reason  to  withhold  me  so. 

Thoa  hadst  been  crone, quoth  she,  sweet  boy.erethis, 
X*K  ^     '  thoutold'stme  tboa  wouldsthunt  the  boar, 
U  be  advi/d  .  thou  know  st  net  what  it  is 
iL  J*^®'*"'«  PO'"'  «  churlibh  swine  to  gore» 
Whose  lushfcj  never  sheath  d  he  whetteth  still, 
Like  to  a  mortal  butcher,  bent  to  kill. 

On  his  bowback  he  hath  a  battle  set 
Ol  bristly  pikes,  that  ever  threat  his  foes; 
His  eyes,  like  glow-worms  shine  when  he  doth  firet| 
Hjs  snout  digs  sepulchres  where'er  he  goes ; 
B«ing  mov'd,  he  strikes  wbate'er  is  in  his  way, 
And  whom  he  strikes,  hia  crooked  tushes  slay. 

His  brawny  sides,  with  hairy  bristles  armed, 
Are  better  proof  than  thy  spear's  point  can  enter  j 
His  short  thick  neck  cannot  be  easily  harmed; 
ir^  ireful,  on  the  lion  he  will  venture  t 
The  thorny  bmmbles  and  embracing  bushes. 
As  fearful  of  him,  part;  through  whom  he  rushes. 

Alas,  he  nought  esteems  that  face  of  thine^ 
To  which  I^ve*s  eye  pays  tributary  gases; 
Nor  thy  soft  hands,  sweiet  lips,  and  crysul  eyne, 
Whose' full  perfection  all  the  world  amazes; 
But  having  thee  at  vantage  (wondrous  dread  1) 
Would  root  these  beauties  as  he  roots  the  mead. 

O,  let  him  keep  his  loathsome  cabin  still  t 
Beauty  bath  nought  to  do  with  such  foul  flends^ 
Come  not  within  bis  danger  by  thy  will ; 
They  that  thrive  well,  ta«e  counsel  of  their  friends. 
When  thou  didst  name  the  boar,  not  to  dissemble, 
I  fear'd  thy  fortune,  and  my  joints  did  tremble. 

I>idst  thou  not  mark  my  face?  Was  it  not  white? 

Baw'st  thou  not  signs  of  fear  lurk  in  mine  eye? 

Grew  I  not  faint?  And  fell  I  not  downright? 

Within  my  boHom,  whereon  thou  dost  lie, 

My  boding  heart  pants,  beats  and  takes  no  rest. 
But,  like  an  earthquake,  shakes  thee  on  my  breast. 

For  where  love  reigns,  disturbing  jealousy 

Doth  call  himself  affection's  centinel; 

Gives  false  alarms ;  sugtcesteth  mutiny^ 

And  in  a  peaceful  hour  doth  cr^',  kiU,  HUi 
Distemp'ring  gentle  love  with  his  desire, 
As  air  and  water  doth  abate  the  fire. 

This  sour  infbrmer,  this  bate-breeding  spy, 
This  canker  that  eats  up  love's  tender  apring. 
This  carry-tale,  disdendious  jealousy,  [bring, 

That  sometimes  Uue  newa,  sometimes  false,  doth 
Knocks  at  my  heartf  and  whispers  in  mine  ear, 
That  if  J  iove  tteo,  I  thy  death  should  fear. 

And  more  than  so,  present«th  to  mine  eye 

The  picture  of  so  Angry  ctiafing  boar, 

tlntiffr  whose  sbaro  fan<r»  ^^m  k;.  K^^to.  ^^a\^  h. 
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Or  at  the  roe,  which  no  encounter  dares  s 
Pursue  these  fearful  creatures  o'er  the  downs. 
And  on  thy  well  breath'd  horse  keepwith  thy  hounds 

And  when  thon  haste  on  foot  the  purblind  hare, 
Mark  the  poor  wretch  to  overshut  his  troubles, 
How  he  out-runs  the  wind,  and  with  what  care 
Ha  cranks  and  crosses,  with  a  thousand  doubles  i 
The  many  musits  through  the  which  he  goes. 
Are  like  a  labyrinth  to  amaze  his  foesi 

Sometime  he  runs  among  the  flock  of  sheep. 
To  make  the  cunning  hounds  mistake  their  smell* 
And  sometime  where  earth  delving  conies  keep. 
To  stop  the  loud  pursuers  in  their  yell ; 

And  sometime  sorteth  with  a  herd  of  deer; 

Danger  deviseth  shifts ;  wit  waits  on  fear  i 

For  there  his  smell  with  others  being  mingled. 
The  hot  scent-snuffing  hounds  are  driven  to  doubt, 
Ceasing  their  clamorous  cry  till  ihev  have  singled 
With  much  ado  the  cold  fault  cleanly  out ; 
Then  do  they  spend  their  mouths  :  Echo  replies, 
As  if  another  chase  were  in  the  skies. 

By  this,  poor  Wat,  far  off  upon  a  hill. 

Stands  on  his  hinder  legs  with  listening  ear. 

To  barken  if  his  foes  pursue  him  still ; 

Anon  their  loud  alarums  he  doth  bear; 
And  now  his  grief  may  be  compared  well 
To  one  sore-sick,  that  hears  the  passing  bell 

Then  shalt  thon  see  the  dew-bedabbled  wretch 
Turn,  and  return,  indenting  with  the  way; 
Kach  envious  briar  his  weary  legs  doth  scratch. 
Each  shadow  makes  him  stop,  each  murmur  stay  t 
For  misery  is  trodden  on  by  many. 
And  being  low,  never  reliev'd  by  any. 

Lie  quietly,  and  hear  a  little  more  i 
Nay,  do  not  struggle,  for  thou  shalt  not  riset 
To  make  thee  hate  the  hunting  of  the  boar. 
Unlike  thyself,  thou  bear'st  me  moralise^ 

Applying  this  to  that,  and  so  to  so ; 

For  love  can  comment  upon  every  woe. 

Where  did  I  leave  ?~No  maHer  where,  quoth  he ; 

Leave  me,  and  then  the  story  aptly  ends : 

The  night  is  spent.  Why,  what  of  that?  quoth  she. 

I  am,  quoth  he,  expected  of  my  friends ; 
And  now  'tis  dark,  and  going  I  shall  fall— > 
In  night,  quoth  she,  desire  sees  best  of  alU 

But  if  thou  fall,  O  then  imagine  this. 

The  earth  in  love  with  thee  thy  footing  trips, 

And  all  is  but  to  rob  thee  of  a  kiss. 

Kich  preys  make  rich  men  thieves;  so  do  thy  lipe 
Make  modest  Dian  cloudy  and  forlorn. 
Lest  slie  should  steal  a  k'isa  and  die  forsworn. 

Now,  of  this  dark  night  1  perceive  the  reason : 
Cynthia  for  shame  obscures  her  silver  shine» 
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Disorder  breeda  hy  liMtfng  of  the  blood : 
Surfeits,  imposthumes,  f^rief,  and  damn'd  despair, 
Swear  nature's  death  for  framing  thee  to  fair. 

And  not  the  least  of  all  these  maladies, 
fiut  in  one  minute's  si^ht  brings  beauty  under: 
Both  favour,  sayour,  hue,  and  qualities. 
Whereat  th'  imperial  gazer  late  did  wonder, 
Are  on  the  sudden  wasted,  thaw'd  and  done, 
As  mouu tain-snow  melts  with  the  mid-daj  rait 

rherefore,  despite  of  fruitless  chastity, 
Love-lacking  vestals,  and  RelMoving  nnns^ 
That  on  the  earth  would  breed  a  scarcity. 
And  barren  dearth  of  daughters  and  of  sons, 
Be  prodigal :  the  lamp  that  burns  by  night. 
Dries  up  his  oil,  to  lend  the  world  his  light. 

What  is  thy  body  but  a  swallowing  graven 

Seeming  to  bury  that  posterity 

Which  by  the  rights  of  time  thou  needs  must  haye^ 

If  thou  destroy  them  not  in  their  ob9<*urity? 
If  so,  the  world  will  hold  thee  in  disdain* 
8ith  in  thy  pride  so  fair  a  hope  is  slain. 

80  In  thyself  thyself  art  made  away  { 
A  mischief  worse  than  civil  home-bred  strife 
Or  their*s,  whose  desperate  hands  themselves  do 
Or  butcher-sire,  that  reaves  his  son  of  life,      [slay. 
Foul  cankering  rust  the  hidilen  treasure  frets. 
But  gold  that's  put  to  use,  more  gold  begets. 

Nay  then,  auoth  Adon,  you  will  fall  again 

Into  vnur  idle  over- handled  theme; 

The  kiss  I  gave  you  is  bestow'd  in  vain. 

And  all  in  vain  you  strive  acainst  the  stream  ; 
For  by  this  hlack-fac'd  night,  desire's  foul  nnr!«e. 
Tour  treatise  makes  me  like  you  worse  and  worse. 

If  love  have  lent  you  twenty  th.  asand  tongues. 
And  every  tongue  more  moving  than  your  own. 
Bewitching  like  the  wanton  mermaid's  songs, 
Tet  from  mine  ear  the  tempting  tune  is  blown ; 
For  know,  my  heart  stands  armed  in  my  ear. 
And  will  not  let  a  false  sound  enter  there; 

Lest  the  deceiving  harmony  should  run 

Into  the  quiet  closure  of  my  breast; 

And  then  mv  little  heart  were  quite  nndone^ 

In  his  bed -chamber  to  be  barr'd  uf  rest 
No,  lady,  no;  my  heart  longs  not  to  groan. 
But  soundly  sleeps,  while  now  it  sleeps  alone. 

What  have  you  urg*d  that  I  cannot  reprove? 
The  path  is  smooth  that  leadeth  unto  danger; 
I  bate  not  love,  but  your  device  In  love, 
I'hat  lends  emhracements  unio  every  stranger. 

You  do  it  for  increase;  O  strange  excuse! 

When  reason  is  the  bawd  to  lust's  abuse. 

Call  it  not  love,  for  love  to  heaven  is  fled. 
Since  sweating  lu<>t  on  earth  usurps  his  name; 
Under  whose  simple  semblance  he  hath  fed 
Upon  fresh  beauty,  blotting  it  with  blame  ; 

Which  the  hot  tyrant  stains,  and  soon  bereaveii, 

Aa  caterpillars  do  the  tender  leaves. 

Loye  comforteth,  like  sunshine  after  rain, 

Bui  lust's  eflfect  is  tem|)est  after  sun ; 

Love's  gentle  spring  doth  always  fresh  remain, 

Liist'a  winter  comes  ere  summer  half  be  done. 
Love  nnrfeits  not;  lust  like  a  glutton  diea: 
Love  ia  all  truth ;  lust  full  of  forged  lies. 

More  I  could  tell,  but  more  I  dare  not  aajp 
The  text  is  old,  the  orator  too  green. 
Therefore^  in  aadnuds,  now  1  wUi  away ; 
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Mv  face  is  fbll  of  ahame,  my  beart  of  taea  ; 
Mme  eara  that  to  your  wanton  talk  attended* 
Do  bum  themselves  for  having  ao  offended. 

With  this,  be  break eth  fW>m  the  sweet  embrace 
Of  those  fair  arms  which  bound  him  to  her  breaat. 
And  homeward  through  the  dark  lawns  mna  apaoai 
Leaves  Love  upon  her  back  deeply  distreea'd. 
Look  how  a  bright  star  shooteth  from  the  aky. 
So  glides  he  in  the  night  from  Yenus^  aye; 

Which  after  him  she  darta,  as  one  on  ahora 
Gazing  upon  a  late-embarked  friend. 
Till  the  wild  wavea  wilt  have  him  aeen  no  more^ 
Whose  ridges  with  the  meeting  clouds  contend; 
So  did  the  merciless  and  pitchy  night 
Fold  in  the  object  that  did  feed  her  aight* 

Whereat  amaz'd,  aa  one  that  unaware 
Hath  dropp'd  a  precious  jewel  in  the  flood* 
Or  'stonish'd  aa  night-wanderera  often  are. 
Their  light  blown  out  in  some  mbtruntful  wood; 
hven  so  confounded  in  the  dark  she  lay. 
Having  lost  the  fair  diacovery  of  her  way. 

And  now  she  beata  her  heart,  whereat  it  groana. 
That  all  the  neigh bour-cavea,  as  seeming  trouble^ 
Make  verbal  repetition  of  her  moans; 
Paasion  on  paitsion  deeply  ia  redoubled: 

Ah  me!  she  cries, and  twenty  tiroes,  wo€,woe! 

And  twenty  echoea  twenty  umea  cry  ao. 

She  marking  them,  begins  a  wailing  note^ 

And  sings  extemp'ratly  a  woeful  ditty; 

Bow  love  makes  young  men  thrall, and  old  men  dote; 

How  love  is  wise  in  foliy,  foolish- witty : 
Her  heavy  anthem  atill  concludes  in  woc^ 
And  atill  the  choir  of  echoea  anawer  aa 

Her  song  was  tedious,  and  outwore  the  night. 
For  lovers'  hours  are  long,  though  seeming  short: 
if  pleas'd  themselves,  others,  they  think,  delight 
In  such  like  circumstance,  with  suc^  like  apoct: 
Iheir  copious  stories,  o^entimea  t>egun. 
End  without  audience,  and  are  never  done. 

For  who  hath  she  to  spend  the  ni^ht  withal. 
But  idle  sounds,  reeembling  paraaitea, 
Like  shrill  tongu'd  tapsters  answering  evtry  call. 
Soothing  the  humour  of  fanUstic  wiu? 
She  said,  'tis  so;  they  answer  all,  'tis  sO| 
And  would  say  altar  her,  if  ahe  said  now 

Lo  I  here  the  gentle  lark,  weary  of  rest. 
From  his  moist  cabinet  mounta  up  on  high. 
And  wakea  the  Jiorning,  from  whose  aUver  breast 
The  sun  ariseth  in  his  majenty ; 

Who  doth  the  world  so  gloriously  behold. 
That  cedar-tope  and  hills  seem  burniah*d  gold. 

Venus  salutes  him  with  this  fair  good-morrow: 
O  thou  clear  god,  and  patron  of  all  light. 
From  whom  each  lamp  and  shining  star  doth  borrow 
The  beauteous  influence  that  makes  him  bright. 
There  Uvea  a  son,  that  suck'd  an  earthly  mother, 
May  lend  thee  light,  as  thou  dost  lend  to  other. 

This  said,  she  hasteth  to  a  myrtle  grove. 
Musing  the  morning  is  so  much  o'erworn. 
And  yet  she  hears  no  tidings  of  her  love; 
She  hearkens  for  his  hounds,  and  for  his  honi; 
Anon  ahe  hears  them  chaunt  it  lustily, 
Aiid  all  in  haste  she  coaauth  to  the  cry. 

And  as  she  runs,  the  bushes  In  the  way 

S  >me  catch  her  by  the  neck,  aome  kia^  her  liici^ 

^me  twine  about  her  thigh  to  make  her  at«j  i 


8be  wfldYjbreaketh  from  tbeir  itrict  embrac«. 
Like  a  milcb  doe,  whose  swelling  dugs  do  ake, 
Hasting  to  feed  her  fawn,  hid  in  some  brake. 

Br  this,  she  heart  the  bounds  are  at  a  ba^. 
Whereat  she  starts,  like  one  that  spies  an  adder 
\\  n-athd  up  in  faul  folds,  lust  in  his  way, 
Thvfearwliereof  doth  make  him  shake  and  shudder: 
Kvvn  so  the  timorous  velping  of  the  hounds 
Appall  her  s«tn8«),  antf  her  spright  confounda. 

For  now  she  knows  it  is  no  gentle  chase. 
But  the  hlunt  buar,  rough  bear,  or  lion  proud, 
Bet-ause  the  cry  remaiiieth  in  one  plai-e. 
Where  t'eiiri'ully  the  dogs  exclaim  aloud: 

Fiiidini<  thvir  enemy  to  be  so  curst, 

I'hey  all  strain  oourVsy  who  shall  cope  him  first 

This  disimal  cry  rings  sadly  in  her  ear, 
1  hrouuli  which  it  enters  to  surprise  her  heart, 
Who  overcome  by  doubt  and  bloodleMS  fear. 
With  cold-pale  weakness  numbs  each  feeling  part 
Like  soldiers,  when  their  captain  once  dotn  yield, 
They  basely  flv,  and  dare  not  stay  the  field. 

Thus  stands  she  in  a  trembling  ecstasy; 

Till,  chfenng  up  her  senses  sore  ditimay'd, 

hhe  tells  them,  'tis  a  causeless  fantasy. 

And  chil<li^h  error  that  they  are  afraid  | 
bid«  them  leave  quaking,  wills  them  fear  no  more; — 
And  with  that  word  she  sp/d  the  hunted  boar; 

Whose  frothy  mouth,  bepainted  all  with  red. 
Like  milk  and  bluod  being  mingled  both  together, 
A  second  fear  through  all  her  sinews  spread. 
Which  madly  hurries  her  she  knows  not  whither; 
'i'his  wav  she  runs,  and  now  she  will  no  further, 
But  back  retiree,  to  rate  the  boar  for  murder. 

A  thooaand  spleens  bear  her  a  thousand  wa^a ; 

8he  treads  the  paths  that  she  untreuds  agam; 

Her  more  than  haste  is  mated  with  delays. 

Like  the  proceedings  of  a  drunken  brain  ; 
Full  of  I  aspect,  yet  not  at  all  reapecting, 
iu  hand  with  aii  things,  nought  at  all  effecting. 

Here  kennelM  in  a  brake  she  finds  a  hound. 
And  asks  the  weary  caitiff  fur  his  maater; 
And  there  another  licking  of  his  wound, 
'Gainst  veuomM  «ores  the  only  aovereign  plaster; 
And  here  she  meets  another  sadly  scowling, 
To  whom  thib  speaks,  and  he  repliea  with  howling. 

When  he  had  ctaa'd  his  ill  resounding  noise. 
Another  flap-mouth 'd  mourner,  black  and  grimy 
Against  the  welkin  vollies  out  his  voice; 
Another  and  another  answer  him, 
Clapping  their  proud  tails  to  the  ground  below, 
Shaking  theur  scratch'd  ears,  bleeding  as  they  go. 

Look,  how  the  world'a  poor  people  are  amazed 

At  apparitions,  signs,  and  prodigies. 

Whereon  with  fearful  eyes  they  long  have  gazed, 

Infuaing  them  with  dreadful  prophecies ; 
Bo  she  at  these  sad  signs  draws  up  her  breath, 
And,  aighing  it  again,  exclaims  on  death. 

H«rd-(avoar'd  tyrant,  ugly,  meagre,  lean, 
Hateftil  divorce  of  love  (thua  chides  she  death) 
Griro-srinning  ghost,  earth*s  worm,  what  dost  thoa 
To  atide  beauty,  and  to  steal  his  breath,         [mean 
Who  when  he  liv'd,  his  breath  and  beauty  set 
Glosd  on  the  rose,  smell  to  the  violet? 

If  he  be  dead<— O  no,  it  cannot  be, 

tteeing  hia  beauty,  thou  shuuidst  strike  at  it— 

O  ves.  it  may  t  thou  hast  no  eyea  to  aea. 
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But  hatefully  at  random  dost  thou  hit. 
lliy  mark  Is  feeble  age ;  but  thy  false  dart 
Uiaukea  that  aim,  and  deavea  an  infant's  heart. 

Hadst  thou  but  bid  beware,  then  he  had  spoke. 

And  hearing  him,  thy  power  had  lost  his  power. 

/I  he  destinies  will  curse  thee  for  this  stroke ; 

They  bid  thee  crop  a  weed,  thou  pluck'st  a  flower: 
Love'a  golden  arrow  at  him  ahould  have  fled. 
And  not  death*a  ebon  dart,  to  strike  him  dead. 

Dost  thon  drink  tears,  that  thou  provok'stsnchweep- 
What  may  a  heavy  groan  advantage  thee?    t^ng? 
Why  hast  thou  cast  into  eternal  sleeping 
Those  eyes  that  taught  all  other  eyes  to  see? 
Now  Nature  cares  not  for  thy  mortal  vigour. 
Since  her  best^work  is  ruin*d  with  thy  rigour. 

Here  overcome,  aa  one  full  of  despair. 
She  veil'd  her  eye-lids,  who,  like  sluices,  8topp*d 
The  crystal  tide  that  from  her  two  cheeks  fair 
In  the  sweet  channel  of  her  bosom  dropp'd ; 
But  throuKh  the  floud-gates  breaks  the  silver  rain, 
And  with  his  strong  course  opens  them  again. 

O  how  her  eyes  and  tears  did  lend  and  borrow ! 

Ber  eyea  seen  in  her  tears,  tears  in  her  eye ; 

Both  crystals,  wheretheyview'd  each  other's  sorrow, 

borrow,  that  friendly  sighs  sought  still  to  dry ; 
But  like  a  stormy  day,  now  wmd,  now  rain, 
Sighs  dry  her  cheeka,  tears  make  them  wet  again. 

Variable  passions  thrdng  her  constant  woe. 
As  striving  which  should  best  become  her  grief; 
All  entertain'd,  each  passion  labours  so^ 
That  every  present  sorrow  seemeth  chie^ 
But  none  is  best;  then  join  they  all  together, 
Like  many  clouds  consulting  for  foul  weather. 

By  this,  far  off  she  hears  some  huntsman  holla ; 
A  nurse's  song  ne'er  pleasM  her  babe  ao  well: 
The  dire  imagination  she  did  follow 
This  sound  of  hope  doth  labour  to  expell) 

For  now  reviving  Joy  bids  her  rejoice^ 

And  fiatters  her,  it  is  Adonla*  voice. 

Whereat  her  tears  began  to  tnm  their  tide. 
Being  prison 'd  in  her  eye,  like  pearls  in  glaM| 
Yet  aumetimea  falla  an  orient  drop  beside^ 
Which  her  cheek  melta,  aa  aooming  ii  ahould  pass, 
'i'o  waah  the  foul  face  of  the  sluttish  ground. 
Who  is  but  dnmken  when  she  seemeth  drown'd. 

O  hard-belleving  love,  how  strange  it  seems 
Nut  to  believe,  and  yet  too  creduloual 
Thy  weal  and  woe  are  both  of  them  extremes. 
Despair  and  hope  make  thee  ridiculous : 
'ine  one  doth  flatter  thee  in  thoughts  imlikelv, 
*  With  likely  thoughu  the  other  kills  thee  quickly. 

Now  she  imweavea  the  web  that  ahe  had  wrought; 

Adonis  lives,  and  death  ia  not  to  blame ; 

it  was  not  she  that  call'd  him  all  to  naught | 

Now  she  adds  honour  to  his  hateful  name ; 
She  clepea  him  Iting  of  gravea,  and  grave  for 
Imperial  supreme  of  all  mortal  thinga.      [kings, 

No,  no,  (quoth  she)  Sweet  death,  I  did  bat  Jest; 
Yet  pardon  me,  1  felt  a  kind  of  fear. 
When  aa  1  met  the  boar,  that  bloody  beast, 
Which  knows  no  pity,  but  is  still  severe ; 
Then,  gentle  shadow,  (truth  1  must  confess) 
I  rail'd  on  thee,  fearing  my  love'a  decease. 

Tls  not  my  fault  i  the  boar  provok'd  my  tongue  | 

Be  wreak'd  on  him,  invisible  commander ; 

'Tie  he,  foul  creature,  that  hath  aone  thee  wronc; 


i  did  but  act,  he's  author  of  thy  slander : 
Grief  hath  two  tongues,  and  never  woman  jet 
Could  rule  them  both,  without  ten  women's  wit. 

Thus  hoping  that  Adonis  is  alive^ 

Her  rash  suspect  she  doth  extenuate; 

And  that  his  beauty  may  the  better  tbrire, 

With  death  she  humbly  doth  insinuate ; 
Tells  him  of  trophies,  statues,  tombs ;  and  stories 
His  yictories,  his  triumphs,  and  his  glories. 

0  Jove,  quoth  she,  how  much  a  fool  was  I» 
To  be  of  such  a  weak  and  silly  mind, 
To  wail  his  death,  who  lives,  and  must  not  die, 
Till  mutual  overthrow  of  mortal  kind  I 
For  he  being  dead,  with  him  is  beauty  slain. 
And,  beauty  dead,  black  chaos  comes  again. 

Fie,  fie,  fond  love,  thou  art  so  full  of  fear. 
As  one  with  treasure  laden,  hemni'd  with  thieves; 
Trifles,  unwitnessed  with  eye  or  ear. 
Thy  coward  heart  with  false  bethinking  grieves. 
Even  at  this  word  she  hears  a  merry  horn. 
Whereat  she  leaps,  that  was  but  late  forlorn. 

As  faulcon  to  the  lure,  away  she  flies ; 

The  grass  stoops  not,  she  treads  on  it  so  light; 

And  in  her  haste  unfortunately  spies 

The  foul  boar's  conquest  on  her  fair  delight ; 
Which  seen,  her  eyes,  as  murdered  with  the  view. 
Like  stars  ashamed  of  day,  themselves  withdrew. 

Or,  as  the  snail,  whose  tender  horns  being  hit, 
Shrinks  backward  in  his  shelly  cave  with  pain. 
And  there,  all  smothered  up  in  shade  doth  sit, 
liOng  after  fearing  to  creep  forth  again ; 
So,  at  his  bloody  view,  her  eyes  are  fled 
Into  the  deep  dark  cabins  of  her  head, 

Where  they  resign  their  office  and  their  light 
To  the  disposing  of  her  troubled  brain ; 
Who  bids  them  still  consort  with  ugly  night. 
And  never  wound  the  heart  with  looks  again ; 
Who,  like  a  king  perplexed  in  his  throne. 
By  their  suggestion  gives  a  deadly  groan. 

Whereat  each  tributary  subject  quakes ; 
As  when  the  wind,  imprison'd  in  the  ground. 
Struggling  for  passage,  earth's  foundation  shakes. 
Which  with  cold  terrors  doth  men*s  mind,  confound : 
This  mutinv  each  part  doth  so  surprise, 
That  (torn  tneir  dark  beds,  once  more,  leap  her  eyes; 

And,  being  open'd,  threw  unwilling  sight 
Upon  the  wide  wound  that  the  boar  had  trench'd 
In  hit  soft  flank ;  whose  wonted  lily  white 
With  purpletears,  thathis  wound  wept,wasdrench'd: 
No  flower  waa  nigh,  no  grass,  herb,  leaf,  or  weed. 
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My  sighs  are  blown  awav,  my  salt  tears  gone^ 
Mine  eyes  are  turn'd  to  6re,  my  heart  to  lead  t 
Heavy  heart's  lead  melt  at  mine  eyes,  as  Art  I 
So  shall  I  die  by  drops  oi  hot  desure. 

Alaa,  poor  world,  what  treasure  hast  thou  lost! 
What  face  remains  alive  that's  worth  the  viewing? 
Whose  tongue  is  music  now  ?  what  canst  thou  boast 
Of  things  long  since,  or  anythmg  ensuing? 

The  flowers  are  sweet,  their  colours  fresh  and 
trim; 

But  true-sweet  beauty  liVd  and  dy'd  in  him. 

Bonnet  or  veil  henceforth  no  oreatnr^  wear  I 
Nor  sun  nor  wind  will  ever  strive  to  kiss  yon :  ' 
Having  no  fair  to  lose,  you  need  not  fear; 
The  sun  doth  scorn  yon,  and  the  wind  doth  hiss 
you: 
But  when  Adonis  liv'd,  sun  and  sharp  air 
Lurk'd  like  two  thieves,  to  rob  him  of  his  fidr  | 

And  therefore  would  he  put  his  bonnet  on, 
Under  whose  brim  the  gaudy  sun  would  peep ; 
The  wind  would  blow  it  off,  and,  being  gone. 
Play  with  his  locks;  then  would  Adonis  weep: 
Xnd  straight,  in  pity  of  his  tender  vears,    [team 
They  both  would  strive  who  first  should  dry  hia 

To  see  his  face,  the  lion  walk'd  along 

Behind  some  hedge,  because  he  would  not  fear  him; 

To  recreate  himself  when  he  hath  sung, 

The  tiger  would  be  tame,  and  gently  hear  him : 
If  he  had  spoke,  the  wolf  would  leave  bis  prqr» 
And  never  fright  the  silly  lamb  that  day. 

When  he  beheld  his  shadow  in  the  brook. 
The  fishes  spread  on  it  their  golden  gills; 
When  he  was  by,  the  birds  such  pleasure  took. 
That  some  would  sing,  some  other  in  their  billa 
Would  bring  him  mulberries,  and  ripe  red  cherries^ 
He  fed  them  with  his  sight,  they  him  with  berries. 

But  this  foul,  grim,  and  urchin-snouted  boar. 
Whose  downward  eye  still  looketh  for  a  grav«^ 
Ne'er  saw  the  beauteous  livery  that  he  wore; 
Witness  the  entertainment  that  he  gave; 
If  he  did  see  his  face,  why  then  1  know, 
He  thought  to  kiss  him,  and  hath  kiii'd  him  sa 

'Tis  true,  'tis  true ;  thus  was  Adonis  slain ; 
He  ran  upon  the  boar  with  his  sharp  spear, 
Who  would  not  whet  his  teeth  at  him  again. 
But  by  a  kiss  thought  to  persuade  him  there; 
And^nuzzling  iu  his  flank,  the  loving  swine 
Sheath'd,  unaware,  his  tusk  in  his  soft  groin. 

Had  I  been  tooth'd  like  him,  I  must  confess 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  RAPE 
Since  thoa  trt  dead,  lo !  here  I  prophesy, 
Sorrow  on  lore  hereafter  shall  attend  ; 
It  shall  be  waited  on  with  jealousy, 
Find  sweet  he^^inniDfif,  but  unsavoury  end  ; 

Ne*er  settled  equally,  to  high  or  low  ; 

That  all  love's  pleasure  shall  not  match  his  woe. 

Jt  shall  be  fickle,  false,  and  fhll  of  fraud. 
And  shall  be  blasted  in  a  breathing.while  ; 
The  bottom  poison,  and  the  top  o'erstraw'd 
With  sweets,  that  shall  the  sharpest  sight  beguile : 
The  strongest  body  shall  it  make  most  weak, 
Strike  the  wise  dumb,  and  teach  the  fool  to  speak. 

It  shall  be  sparing,  and  too  full  of  riot, 
Tev!hin^  decrepit  ago  to  tread  the  measures ; 
The  staring  ruffian  shall  it  keep  in  quiet. 
Pluck  down  the  rich, enrich  the  poor  with  treasures: 
It  shall  be  raging-mad,  and  silly  mild. 
Make  the  young  old,  the  old  become  a  child. 
It  shall  suspect,  where  is  no  cause  to  fear; 
It  shall  not  fear,  where  it  should  most  mistrust ; 
It  shall  be  merciful,  and  too  severe. 
And  most  deceiving,  when  it  seems  most  just ; 
Perverse  it  shall  be,  when  it  seems  most  toward. 
Put  fear  to  valour,  courage  to  the  coward. 

It  shall  be  cause  of  war,  and  dire  events, 

And  set  dissention  'twixt  the  son  and  sire  ; 

Subject  and  servile  to  all  discontents. 

As  dry  oumbustious  matter  is  to  fire  ; 
Sitb  in  his  prime  death  doth  my  love  destroy, 
They  that  love  best,  their  love  shall  not  enjoy. 
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Bv  this,  the  boy  that  by  her  side  lay  kill'd, 
V^BB  melted  like  a  vapour  from  her  sight. 
And  in  his  blood  that  on  the  ground  lay  spiird, 
A  purple  flower  sprang  up,  chcquer'd  with  white; 
Resembling  well  his  pale  cheeks,  and  the  blood 
Which  in  round  drops  upon  their  whiteness  stood. 

She  bows  her  bead,  the  new-sprung  flower  to  smelU 

Comparing  it  to  b^r  Adonis*  breath ; 

And  says,  within  her  bosom  it  shall  dwell. 

Since  he  himself  is  reft  from  her  by  death ; 
She  crops  the  stalk,  and  in  the  breach  appears 
Green  dropping  sap,  which  she  compares  to  tears. 

Poor  flower,  quoth  she,  this  was  thv  father's  guise, 

(Sweet  issue  of  a  more  sweet-smelling  sire) 

For  every  little  grief  to  wet  his  eyes: 

To  grow  unto  himself  was  his  desire. 
And  so  'tis  thine ;  but  know,  it  is  as  good 
To  wither  in  my  breast,  as  in  his  blood. 

Here  was  thy  father's  bed,  here  in  my  breast; 
Thou  art  the  next  of  blood,  and  'tis  thy  right  t 
Lo !  in  this  hollow  cradle  take  thy  rest, 
Mv  throbbing  heart  shall  rock  thee  day  and  night: 
^here  shall  not  be  one  minute  of  an  hour. 
Wherein  I  will  not  kiss  my  sweet  love's  flower. 

Thus  weary  of  the  world,  away  she  hies. 
And  yokes  her  silver  doves;  by  whose  swift  aid 
Their  mistress  mounted,  through  the  empty  skies 
In  her  ligtit  chariot  quickly  is  convey'd. 
Holding  their  course  to  Paphos,  where  thehr  queen 
Means  to  immure  herself  and  not  be  i 
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TO  THE  EIGHT  HONOUEABLB  HENRY  WRIOTHESLY, 

£ari  of  BouthamptoD,  and  Baron  of  Titobfleld. 

Thb  love  I  dedicate  to  your  Lordship  is  without  end ;  whereof  this  pamphlet,  without  beginning,  h 
bat  a  superfluous  moiety.  The  warrant  I  have  of  your  honourable  disposition,  not  the  worth  of  my 
ttntutofed  lines,  makes  it  assured  of  acceptance.  What  I  have  done  is  yours,  what  I  have  to  do  is  yours*; 
Iteing  part  in  all  I  have  devoted  yours.  Were  my  worth  greater,  my  duty  would  shew  greater :  mean 
time^  as  it  ij^  it  if  bound  to  your  Lordship,  to  whom  1  wish  long  life,  still  lengthened  with  all  happiness. 

Tour  Lordship's  in  all  duty,  Wiixiam  Shakspkrk. 


THE  AEQUMENT. 

Luon78TABqimrxu8(forbi8eKceflfdTeprid«*Bnraamed  I  from  whence  he  ahortly  after  privily  withdrew  bim 
Superbus)  aftor  be  had  ca  sed  his  own  father-in-law.  |  self,  and  was  (aoo«<rdinK  to  bin  estate)  rovally  entar- 
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From  the  besieg'd  Axdea  all  in  post, 
Borne  by  the  truitless  wings  of  false  desire, 
Lust-breathed  Tarquin  leaves  the  Roman  host^ 
And  to  Collatium  bears  the  lightless  fire. 
Which,  in  pale  embers  hid.  lurks  to  aspire, 
And  girdle  with  embracing  flames  the  waist 
Of  CJollatine's  fair  love,  Lucrece  the  chaste. 

Haply  that  name  of  chaste  anbapp'ly  set 
This  bateless  edge  on  his  keen  appetite; 
When  Collatine  unwisely  did  not  let 
To  praise  the  clear  unmatched  red  and  white 
Which  trinmph'd  in  that  sky  of  his  delight. 
Where  mortal  stars,  as  bright  as  heaven  s  beauties^ 
With  pure  aspects  did  him  peculiar  duties. 

For  he  the  night  before,  in  Tarqoin's  tent, 
UnlockM  the  treasure  of  his  happy  state; 
What  priceless  wealth  the  heavens  had  him  lent 
In  the  possession  of  hid  beauteous  mate  ; 
Reckoning  hit  fortune  at  such  high-pnmd  rate. 
That  kings  might  be  espoused  to  more  fame, 
But  king  nor  peer  to  such  a  peerless  dame. 

O  happiness  enioy*d  but  of  a  few  I 
And,  if  possess  d,  as  soon  decaved  and  done 
As  is  the  momiRg's  silver-melting  dew 
Against  the  golden  splendour  of  the  sun! 
An  expir'd  date,  cancel'd  ere  well  begun : 
Honour  and  beauty  in  the  owner's  arms. 
Are  weakly  foitress'd  from  a  world  of  harm*. 
Beauty  itself  doth  of  itself  persuade 
The  eyes  of  men  without  an  orator; 
What  needeth  then  apology  be  made 
To  set  forth  that  which  is  so  singular? 
Or  whv  is  Collatine  the  publisher 
Of  that  rich  jewel  he  should  keep  unknown 
From  thievish  ears,  because  it  is  his  own  ? 
Perchance  his  boast  of  Lucrece'  sovereignty 
Stkggested  this  proud  issue  of  a  king ; 
For  by  our  ears  our  hearts  oft  taint^  be: 
Perchance  that  env^  of  so  rich  a  thing. 
Braving  compare,  disdainfully  did  stinf^       [vaunt 
His  high-pitch'd  though  ts,that  meaner  men  should 
The  golden  hap  which  their  superiors  want. 
I3ut  some  untimely  thought  did  instigate 
Hia  all- too-timeless  speed,  if  none  of  those: 
His  honour,  his  affairs,  his  friends,  his  state, 
Neglected  all,  with  swift  intent  he  goes 
To  qa«4nch  the  coal  which  in  his  liver  glows, 
O  rash.false  heat,  wrapt  in  repentant  cold. 
Thy  hasty  spring  still  blasts,  and  ne*er  grows  old  I 
When  at  Collatium  this  false  lord  arrived. 
Well  was  he  welcom'd  by  the  Roman  dame. 
Within  whose  face  beauty  and  virtue  strived 
Which  of  them  both  should  underprop  her  fame : 
When  virtue  bragg'd,  beauty  would  blush  for  shame; 
When  beauty  boasted  blushes,  in  despite 
Yiriue  would  stain  that  o'er  with  silver  white. 
But  beauty,  in  that  white  intituled. 
From  Venus'  doves  doth  challenge  that  fair  field; 
Then  virtue  claims  from  beauty  beauty's  red. 
Which  virtue  gave  the  golden  age,  to  gild 
Their  silver  cheeks,  and  call'd  it  then  their  shield; 
Tea<rhing  them  thus  to  use  it  in  the  fight,— 
When  shame  assail'd,  the  red  shuul d  fence  the  white. 
This  heraldry  in  Lucrece*  face  was  seen. 
Argue  I  bv  beauiy's  red,  and  virtue's  white. 
Ot  either  s  coiour  was  the  other  queen. 
Proving  from  world*B  minority  their  right: 
Yet  their  ambition  makes  them  still  to  tight; 
The  sovereignty  of  either  being  so  great. 
That  oft  they  intercharge  each  other's  seat 
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This  silent  war  of  lilies  and  of  roses 
Which  Tarquin  view*d  in  her  fair  face's  field 
In  their  pure  ranks  his  traitor  eye  encloses ; 
Where,  lest  between  them  both  it  should  be  kiU'd* 
The  coward  captive  vanquished  doth  yield 
To  those  two  armies  that  would  let  him  go, 
Rather  than  triumph  in  so  false  a  foe. 

Now  thinks  he  that  her  hnsband's  shallow  ton^e 
(The  niggard  prodigal  that  prais'd  her  so) 
In  that  high  task  hath  done  her  beauty  wrong. 
Which  far  exceeds  his  barren  skill  to  shew : 
Therefore  that  praise  which  Collatine  doth  owe, 
Knchanted  Tarquin  answers  with  sumUse, 
In  silent  wonder  of  still -gazing  eyes. 

This  earthly  saint,  adored  by  this  devil. 
Little  suspecteth  the  false  worshipper; 
For  thoughts  nnstain'd  do  seldom  dream  on  evil ; 
Birds  never  lim'd  no  secret  bushes  fear: 
So  guiltless  she  securely  gives  good  cheer 
And  reverend  welcome  to  her  princely  guest, 
Whose  inward  ill  no  outward  harm  express'd. 

For  that  he  colour'd  with  his  high  estate. 
Hiding  base  sin  in  plaits  of  mHJesty ; 
That  nothing  in  him  seem'd  inordinate. 
Save  sometime  too  much  wonder  oi  his  ej% 
Which,  having  all.  all  could  not  satisfy  ; 
But.  poorlj'  rich,  so  wanteth  in  his  store. 
That  cloy'd  with  much,  he  pineth  still  ror  more. 
But  she  that  never  cop*d  with  stranger  eyes, 
Could  pick  no  meaning  from  their  parling  looks, 
JNor  read  the  subtle-shining  secrecies 
Writ  in  the  glassy  margents  of  such  books  ; 
She  touch 'd  no  unknown  baits,  nor  feared  no  hookas 
Nor  could  she  moralise  his  wanton  sight. 
More  than  his  eye»  were  open'd  to  the  light. 
He  stories  to  her  ears  her  hnsband's  fame, 
Won  in  the  fields  of  fruitful  luly ; 
And  decks  with  praises  Collatine's  high  nams^ 
Made  glorious  by  hix  manly  chivalry. 
With  bruised  anns  and  wreaths  of  victory. 
Her  Joy  with  heav'd-up  hand  she  doth  express^ 
And,  wordless,  so  greets  heaven  for  his  success. 
Far  from  the  purpose  of  his  coming  thither. 
He  makes  excuses  for  his  being  there. 
No  cloudy  shew  of  stormy  blustering  weather 
Doth  yet  in  his  fair  welkin  once  appear; 
Till  sable  Night,  mother  of  Dread  aud  Fear, 
Upon  the  world  dim  darkness  doth  display 
And  in  her  vanity  prison  stows  the  day. 
For  then  is  Tarquin  brought  unto  his  bed» 
Intending  weariness  with  heavy  spright; 
For,  after  supper,  long  he  questioned 
With  modest  Lucrece,  and  wore  out  the  night. 
Now  leaden  clumber  with  life's  strength  doth  fight 
And  every  one  to  rest  himself  betakes,     [wakesL 
Save  thieves,  and  cares,  and  troubled  minds  that 
As  one  of  which  doth  Tarquin  lie  revolving 
The  sundry  dangers  of  his  will's  obtaining; 
Yet  ever  to  obtain  his  will  resolving,  Dng; 

Though  weak-built  hopes  persuade  him  to  abstain- 
Despair  to  gain,  doth  traffic  oft  from  gaining ; 
And  when  great  treasure  is  the  meed  propussd, 
Tho'  death  be  adjunct,  there's  no  death  supposed. 
Those  that  much  covet,  are  with  gam  so  fond. 
That  what  they  have  not  (that  which  ihfy  uoeseee) 
They  scatter  and  unloose  it  from  their  bou<t 
And  so,  bv  hoping  more,  they  have  but  leas; 
Or  gaining  more,  the  protit  of  excess 
Is  but  to  surieit,  and  such  grief  aastain» 
That  they  prove  bankrupt  m  this  poor-rich  gaiB. 
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The  ftim  of  all  Is  bnt  to  none  the  life 
With  hononr,  wealth,  and  ease,  in  waning  aee| 
And  in  this  aim  there  is  such  thwarting  struet 
That  one  for  all,  or  all  for  one  we  gage ; 
As  life  for  honour,  in  fell  battles*  rage ; 
Honour  for  wealth  ;  and  oft  that  wealth  doth  cost 
The  death  of  all*  and  altogether  lost. 

So  that  in  rent'ring  ill,  we  leaye  to  be 
The  things  we  are,  for  that  which  we  expect} 
And  this  ambitious  foul  infirmity. 
In  having  much,  torments  us  with  defect 
Of  that  we  have :  so  then  we  do  neglect 
The  thing  we  have,  Ibd,  all  for  want  of  wita 
Hake  something  nothing,  by  augmenting  it. 

Such  hazard  now  roust  doting  Tarquin  make. 
Pawning  his  honour  to  obtain  his  lust ; 
And  for  himself,  himself  he  must  forsake: 
Then  where  is  truth,  if  there  be  no  self- trust? 
When  shall  he  think  to  find  a  stranger  just. 
When  he  himself,  himself  confuunds,  betrays 
Tu  slanderous  tongues,  and  wretched  hateful  days  ? 

Now  stole  upon  the  time  the  dead  of  night, 
When  heavy  sleep  had  clos'd  up  mortal  eyes; 
No  comfortable  star  did  lend  his  light. 
No  noise  but  owls'  and  wolves'  death-boding  cries; 
Now  serves  the  season  that  th^y  may  surprise 
The  silly  lambs ;  pure  thoughts  are  dead  and  still. 
While  lust  and  murder  wake  to  stain  and  kill. 
And  now  this  lustful  lord  leap'd  from  his  bed, 
Throwing  his  mantle  rudely  o'er  his  arm, 
1$  madly  toss'd  between  desire  and  dread ; 
The  one  sweetly  flatters,  the  other  feareth  harm ; 
But  honest  Fear,  bewitcli'd  with  lust's  fuui  charm, 
Doth  too  oft  betake  him  to  retire. 
Beaten  away  by  brain-sick  rude  Deshre. 
His  falchion  on  a  flint  he  softly  smiteth. 
That  from  the  cold  stone  sparks  of  fire  do  fly. 
Whereat  a  waxen  torch  forthwith  he  ligliteib* 
Which  must  be  lode-star  to  his  lustful  eye  ; 
And  to  the  flame  thus  speaks  advisedly ; 
As  from  this  cold  flint  1  eiif  rc'd  this  fire, 
So  Lucrece  must  1  force  to  my  desire. 
Here  pale  with  fear  he  doth  premeditate 
The  dangers  of  his  loathsome  enterprise, 
And  in  his  inward  mind  he  doth  debate 
What  following  sorrow  may  on  this  arise  t 
Then  looking  scornfully,  he  doth  despise 
Uis  naked  armour  of  still- slaughter' d  Inst, 
And  justly  thus  controls  his  thoughts  unjust. 
Fair  torch,  burn  out  thy  light,  and  lend  it  not 
To  darken  her  whose  light  excel leth  thine  ! 
And  die  unhalhiw'd  thoughts,  before  you  blot 
With  your  uncleanness  that  which  ia  divine  1 
Ofiier  pure  incense  to  so  pure  a  shrine: 
Let  fair  humanity  abhor  the  deed  C^eed. 

That  spots  and  stains  love's  modest  snow-whiti 
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What  win  I,  if  I  gain  the  thing  I  seek? 
A  dream,  a  breath,  a  froth  of  fleeting  joy  : 
Who  buys  a  minute's  worth  to  wail  a  week? 
Or  sells  eternity,  to  get  a  topr  ? 
For  bne  sweet  grape  who  will  the  vine  destroy? 
Or  what  fond  beggar,  but  to  touch  the  crown. 
Would  with  the  sceptre  straight  be  struckeudown  ? 
If  Collatinns  dream  of  my  intent. 
Will  he  not  wake,  and  in  a  desperate  ra^e 
Post  hither,  this  vile  purpose  to  prevent  ? 
This  siege  that  hath  engirt  his  marriage. 
This  blur  to  youth,  this  sorrow  to  the  sage. 
This  dying  virtue,  this  surviving  shame. 
Whose  crime  will  bear  an  ever-daring  blame  ? 

O  what  excuse  can  my  invention  make, 

When  thou  sbalt  charge  me  with  so  black  a  deed  ? 

Will  not  my  tongue  be  mute,  my  frail  joints  shake  ? 

Mine  eyes  forego  their  light,  my  false  heart  bleed? 

The  guilt  being  great,  the  fear  doth  still  exceed ; 
And  extreme  fear  can  neither  fight  nor  fly, 
But  coward-like  with  trembling  terror  die. 

Had  Collatinns  kill'd  my  son  or  sire. 
Or  lain  in  ambush  to  betray  my  life. 
Or  were  he  not  my  dear  frfend,  this  desire 
Might  have  excuse  to  work  upon  his  wife ; 
As  in  revenge  or  quittal  of  such  strife : 
But  as  he  is  mv  kinsman,  my  dear  friend. 
The  shame  and  fault  finds  no  excuse  nor  end. 
ShamML  it  is  ; — ay,  if  the  fact  be  known, 
hat^w,  it  is ; — there  is  no  hate  in  loving : 
I'll  beg  her  love ; — hvi  she  is  not  her  oum : 
The  worst  is  but  denial,  and  reproving : 
My  will  is  strong,  past  reason's  weak  removing. 
Who  fears  a  sentence  or  an  old  man's  saw. 
Shall  by  a  painted  cloth  be  kept  in  awe. 
Thus  graceless,  holds  he  disputation 
IVeeii  frozen  conscience,  and  hot- burning  will. 
And  with  good  thoughts  makes  dispensation. 
Urging  the  worser  sense  for  yantage  still  i 
Which  in  a  moment  doth  confound  and  kill 
All  pure  effects,  and  doth  so  fiu:  proceed. 
That  what  is  vile  shews  like  a  virtuous  deedL 
Quoth  he,  she  took  me  kindly  by  the  hand. 
And  gaz'd  for  tidings  in  my  eager  eyes. 
Fearing  some  hard  news  from  the  warlike  band 
Where  her  beloved  Collatinns  lies. 
O  how  her  fear  did  make  her  colour  risel 
First  red  as  rosea  that  on  lawn  we  lay. 
Then  white  as  lawn,  the  roses  took  away. 
And  how  her  hand,  in  my  hand  being  lock'd, 
Forc'd  it  to  tremble  with  her  loyal  fear  t 
Whit h  struck  her  sad, and  then  it  faster  rocl^'A, 
Until  her  husband's  welfare  she  did  bear ; 
Whereat  she  smiled  with  so  sweet  a  cbeer^ 
That  had  Narcissua  seen  her  as  she  stood. 
Self-love  had  never  dmwn'd  him  in  tlie  flood. 
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^8  corn  o'wfCTOwn  by  weeds,  so  heedfhl  fear 
la  almost  chok'd  by  anresisted  last 
Away  he  steals  with  open  listening  ear, 
Full  of  foul  hope,  and  full  of  fond  mistrust; 
Both  which,  as  servitors  to  the  unjust. 
So  cross  hira  with  their  opposite  persuasion, 
That  now  he  rows  a  league,  and  now  invasion. 

Within  his  thought  her  heavenly  image  sits, 
And  in  the  self-same  seat  sits  Collatine : 
That  eye  which  looks  on  her,  confounds  his  wits. 
That  eye  which  him  beholds,  as  more  divine, 
Unto  a  view  so  false  will  not  incline  j 
But  with  a  pure  appeal  seeks  to  the  he^rt. 
Which  once  corrupted,  takes  the  worser  part| 

And  therein  heartens  up  his  servile  powers, 
Who,  flatter'd  by  their  leader's  jocund  show, 
Stu£f  up  his  lust  as  minutes  fill  up  hours; 
And  as  their  captain,  so  their  pride  doth  grow 
Paying  more  slavish  tribute  than  they  owe. 
By  reprobate  desire  thus  madly  led, 
The  Boman  lord  marcheth  to  Lucrece*  bed 

The  locks  between  her  chamber  and  his  will« 
Each  one  by  him  enforced,  retires  his  ward ; 
But  as  they  open,  they  all  rate  his  iil, 
Which  drives  the  creeping  thief  to  some  regard : 
The  threshold  grates  the  door  to  have  him  heard  ; 

Night-wand  ring  weasels  shriek  to  see  him  there ; 

They  fright  him,  yet  he  still  pursues  his  fear. 
As  each  unwilling  portal  yields  him  way, 
Through  little  vents  and  crannies  of  the  place 
The  wind  wars  with  his  torch,  to  make  him  stay. 
And  blows  the  smoke  of  it  into  his  face. 
Extinguishing  his  conduct  in  this  case; 

But  his  hot  heart,  which  fond  desire  doth  scorch. 

Puffs  forth  another  wind  that  fires  the  torch : 
And  being  lighted,  by  the  light  he  spies 
Lucretia's  glove,  wherein  her  needle  sticks; 
He  takes  it  from  the  rushes  where  it  lies; 
And  griping  it,  the  neeld  his  finger  pricks : 
As  who  wouid  say,  this  glove  to  wanton  tricks 

Is  not  inur'd  ;  return  again  in  haste; 

Then  seest  our  mistroi^s^  ornaments  are  chaste. 
But  all  thexe  poor  forbiddings  could  not  stav  him; 
He  in  the  worst  sense  construes  their  deuial ; 
The  doors,  the  wind,  the  glove  that  did  delay  him, 
He  takes  for  accidental  things  of  trial ; 
Or  as  those  bars  which  stop  the  hourly  dial. 

Who  with  a  ling'ring  stay  his  course  doth  let, 

Till  every  minute  pays  the  hour  his  debt 
So,  80,  quoth  he,  these  lets  attend  the  time. 
Like  little  frosts  that  sometime  threat  the  spring, 
To  add  a  more  rejoicing  to  the  prime. 
And  give  the  sneaped  birds  more  cause  to  sing. 
Pain  pays  the  income  of  each  precious  thing ;  [sands. 

Huge  rocks,  high  winds,8trongpirates,shelve:)  and 

The  merchant  fears,  ere  rich  at  home  he  lands. 

Now  is  he  come  unto  the  chamber  door 
That  shuts  him  from  the  heaven  of  his  thought. 
Which  with  a  yielding  latch,  and  with  no  more. 
Hath  barr'd  him  from  the  blessed  thing  he  sought 
So  from  himself  impiety  hath  wrought. 
That  for  his  prey  to  pray  he  doth  begin 
As  if  the  heaven  should  countenance  his  sin. 
But  in  the  midst  of  his  unfruitful  prayer, 
Having  solicited  the  eternal  power. 
That  his  foul  thoughts  might  compass  his  fair  fair, 
And  they  would  stand  auspicious  to  the  hour. 
Even  there  he  starts : — quoth  he,  1  must  deflower ; 
The  powers  to  whom  1  pray,  abhor  this  fact. 
How  can  they  then  assist  me  in  the  act  ? 
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Then  Love  and  Fortune  be  my  gods,  my  guide  t 

My  will  is  back'd  with  resolution  t 

Thoughts  are  but  dreams  till  their  effects  be  tried. 

The  blackest  sin  is  cleared  with  absolution  ; 

Against  love's  fire,  fear's  frost  hath  dissolution. 
The  eye  of  heaven  is  out,  and  misty  night 
Covers  the  shame  that  follows  sweet  delight 

This  said,  his  guilty  hand  pluck'd  ap  the  latcb. 
And  with  his  knee  the  door  he  opens  wide : 
The  dove  sleeps  fast  that  this  night  owl  will  catch  * 
Thus  treason  works  ere  traitors  be  e^^pied. 
Who  sees  the  lurking  serp^t,  steps  aside; 
But  she,  sound  sleeping,  fearing  no  such  things 
Lies  at  the  mercy  of  his  mortal  sting. 

Into  the  chamber  wickedly  he  stalks, 
And  gazeth  on  her  yet  unstained  bed. 
'I'he  curtains  being  close,  about  he  walks. 
Rolling  his  greedy  eye-balls  in  his  head  t 
By  their  high  treason  is  his  heart  misled ; 
Which  gives  the  watch-word  to  his  hand  fullsoon. 
To  draw  the  cloud  that  hides  the  silver  moon. 

Look  as  the  fair  and  fiery- pointed  sun. 
Rushing  from  forth  a  clouu,  bereaves  our  sight ; 
Even  80,  the  curtain  drawn,  his  eyes  begun 
To  wink,  being  blinded  with  a  greater  light: 
Whether  it  is,  that  she  reflects  so  bright, 
That  dazzleth  them,or  else  some  shame  supposed ; 
But  blind  they  are,  and  keep  themselves  endoaed. 
O,  had  they  in  that  darksome  prison  died. 
Then  had  they  seen  the  period  of  their  ill  t 
Then  Collatine  again  by  Lucrece'  side. 
In  his  clear  bed  might  have  reposed  still: 
But  they  must  ope,  this  blessed  league  to  kill ; 
And  holy- though  ted  Lucrece  to  their  sight 
Must  sell  her  joy,  her  life,  her  world's  delight 
Her  lily  hand  her  rosy  cheek  lies  ander. 
Cozening  the  pillow  of  a  lawful  kiss  ; 
Who  therefore  angry,  seems  to  part  in  snnder. 
Swelling  on  either  side  to  want  his  bliss ; 
Between  whose  hills  her  head  intomb'd  U  t 
Where,  like  a  virtuous  monument,  she  lies, 
To  be  admir'd  of  lewd  nnhallow'd  eyes. 
Without  the  bed  her  oeher  fair  hand  was, 
On  the  green  coverlet ;  whose  perfect  white 
Shew'd  like  an  April  daisy  on  the  grass. 
With  pearly  sweat,  resembling  dew  of  night 
Her  eves,  like  marigolds,  had  sheathM  their  light. 
And,  canopied  in  darkness,  sweetly  lay. 
Till  they  might  open  to  adorn  the  day. 
Her  hair,  like  golden  threads,play'd  with  her  breath; 
O  modest  wantons  1  wanton  modesty  I 
Shewing  life's  triumph  in  the  map  of  death. 
And  death's  dim  look  in  life's  mortality. 
Each  in  her  sleep  themselves  so  beautify. 
As  if  between  them  twain  there  were  no  strife. 
But  that  life  liv'd  in  death,  and  death  iu  life. 
Her  breasts,  like  ivory  globes  circled  with  blae, 
A  pair  of  maiden  worlds  unconquered. 
Save  of  their  lord,  no  bearing  yoke  they  knew. 
And  him  by  oaih  they  truly  hoi\oured. 
These  worfds  in  Tarquin  new  ambition  bred ; 
Who,  like  a  foul  Uiturper,  went  at>out 
From  this  fair  throne  to  heave  the  owner  oat 
What  could  he  see,  but  mightily  he  noted  f 
What  d^d  he  note,  but  strongly  he  desiied? 
What  he  beheld,  on  that  lie  firmly  doted, 
And  in  his  will  his  wilful  eye  he  tired. 
With  more  t^ian  admiration  he  admired 
Her  azure  veins,  her  alabaster  skin,  T 

Her  coral  lips,  her  snow  -white  dimpled  chw. 


At  the  frrlm  Ifon  fawnetli  o'er  bis  prey, 
Sharp  hunger  bj  the  conquest  satisfied. 
So  o'er  this  i-leeiiing  soul  doth  Taiquin  sta^t 
Bis  raf^  of  lu-^i  by  gazing  quaiitied  ; 
61a*('d,  not  suppress'd;  for  standing  by  her  side. 
HiA  eye,  which  late  this  mutiny  restrains, 
Uuto  a  greater  uproar  ten)pt8  bis  veins. 

And  thcy,Iike  straggling  slaves  for  pillage  fighting, 
Obdurate  vassals,  TeW  exploits  effecting, 
In  bloody  death  and  ravishment  delighting. 
Nor  children's  tears  nor  mother's  groans  respecting, 
Swell  in  their  pride,  the  onset  still  expecting: 

Adod  his  beating  b^art,  alarum  striking,      [ing. 

Gives  the  hot  charge,  and  bids  them  do  their  lik- 

His  drumming  heart  cheers  up  his  burning  eye, 
Bis  eye  commends  the  leading  to  his  band; 
Bis  hand, as  proud  o^such  a  dignity. 
Smoking  with  pride,  niarch'd  on  to  make  his  stand 
On  her  bare  breast,  the  heart  of  all  her  land  ; 
Whose  ranks  of  blue  veins,  as  his  hand  did  scale 
Left  their  round  turrets  destitute  and  pale. 

They  mustering  to  the  quiet  cabinet 
Where  their  dear  governess  and  lady  lies. 
Do  tell  her  she  is  dreadfully  beset. 
And  fright  her  with  confusion  of  their  cries: 
She  much  amazed,  breaks  ope  her  lock'd-up  eyes. 
Who,  peeping  forth  this  tumult  to  behold. 
Are  by  his  flaming  torch  dimm'd  and  controU'd. 
Imagine  her  as  one  in  dead  of  night 
From  forth  dull  shiep  by  dreadful  fancy  waking, 
That  thinks  she  hath  beheld  some  ghastly  sprite. 
Whose  grim  aspect  sett  every  joint  a  shaking  j 
What  terror  'tis!  but  slie  in  worser  taking, 
Froiu  sleep  disturbed,  heedfully  doth  view, 
The  sight  which  makes  supposed  terror  true. 
WrappM  and  confounded  in  a  thousand  fears, 
Like  to  a  new-kilTd  bird,  she  trembling  lies; 
She  dares  not  look;  yet,  winking  there  appears 
Quick  shifting  antics,  ugly  in  her  eyes; 
Such  shadows  are  the  weak  brain's  forgeries; 
Who,  angry  that  the  eyes  fly  from  their  lights, 
In  darkneesdaunts  them  with  more  dreadful  sighta. 
His  hand  that  yet  remains  upon  her  breast 
(Kude  ram,  to  batter  such  an  ivory  wall !) 
Hay  feel  her  heart  (poor  citizen!)  distress d. 
Wounding  itself  to  death,  rise  up  and  full. 
Beating  her  bulk,  that  his  hand  shakes  withal. 
This  moves  in  him  more  rage,  and  lesser  pity. 
To  make  the  breach,  and  enter  this  sweet  city. 
Fhrtt,  like  a  trumpet,  doth  his  tongue  begin 
Tc  sotmd  a  parley  to  his  heartless  foe. 
Who  o'er  the  white  sheet  peers  her  whiter  cbiii. 
The  reafton  of  this  rash  alarm  to  know, 
Which  he  by  dumb  demeanour  seeks  to  show; 
But  sbe  with  vehement  prayers  urgeth  still. 
Under  what  colour  he  commits  this  ill. 
Thus  he  replies :  The  colour  in  th  v  face 
(lliat  even  for  anger  makes  the  liiy  pale^ 
And  the  red  rose  olush  at  her  own  disgrace,) 
Shall  plead  for  me,  and  tell  my  loving  tale: 
Under  what  colour  am  I  come  to  scale 
Thy  never-conquer'd  fort ;  the  fault  is  thine, 
For  those  thine  eyes  betray  thee  unto  mine. 
Thus  I  forestall  thee,  if  thou  mean  to  chide  ; 
Thy  oeauty  huth  ensnar'd  thee  to  this  night. 
Where  thou  with  patience  roust  my  will  abide. 
My  will  that  marks  thee  for  my  earth's  delight, 
Woich  I  to  connuer  sought  with  all  my  might ; 
Bat  at  reproot  and  reason  beat  it  dead. 
By  thy  bright  beauty  was  it  newly  bred. 
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I  see  what  crosses  my  attempt  will  bring ; 

1  know  what  thorns  the  growing  rose  defends; 

I  think  the  honev  guarded  with  a  sting; 

All  this,  beforehand,  counsel  comprehends; 

But  will  is  deaf,  and  hears  no  heedful  friends  | 
Only  he  hath  an  eye  to  gaze  on  beauty, 
And  dotes  on  what  he  looks,  'gainst  law  or  duty. 

I  have  debated,  even  in  my  soul. 

What  wrong,wbat  shame, what  sorrow  I  shall  breed ; 

But  nothing  can  affection's  course  control. 

Or  stop  the  headlong  fury  of  his  speed. 

I  know  repentant  tears  ensue  the  deed, 
Keproach,  iisdain,  and  deadly  enmity} 
Yet  strive  1  to  embrace  mine  infamy. 

This  said,  he  shakes  aloft  his  Roman  blade. 
Which  like  a  faulcon  towering  in  the  skies, 
Coucheth  the  fowl  below  with  his  wings'  shade. 
Whose  crooked  beak  threats  if  he  mount  he  dies . 
So  under  the  insulting  falchion  lies 
Harmless  Lucretia,  marking  what  he  tells, 
With  trembling  fear,  as  foMrl  hear  faulcona'  belli. 

Lucreoe,  quoth  he,  this  night  I  must  enjoy  thee  -. 
If  thou  deny,  then  force  must  work  my  way. 
For  in  thy  bed  I  purpose  to  destroy  thee ; 
That  done,  some  worthless  slave  of  thine  I'll  slay, 
To  kill  thine  honour  with  thv  life's  decay; 
And  in  thy  dead  arms  do  1  mean  to  place  him, 
Sweairing  1  slew  him,  seeing  thee  embrace  him. 
So  thy  surviving  husband  shall  remain 
The  scornful  mark  of  every  open  eye  z 
Thy  kinsmen  hang  their  lieads  at  this  disdain. 
Thy  issue  blurr'd  with  nameless  bastardy  : 
And  thou,  the  author  of  their  oblot^uy, 
Shall  have  thy  trespass  cited  up  m  rh^es. 
And  sung  by  children  in  succeeding  times. 
But  if  thou  yield,  I  rest  thy  secret  friend  .* 
The  fault  unknown  is  as  a  thought  unacted ; 
A  little  harm  done  to  a  great  good  end. 
For  lawful  policy  remains  enacted. 
The  poisonous  simple  sometimes  is  compacted 
In  a  pure  compound  ;  being  so  applied. 
His  venom  iu  effect  is  purified. 
Then  for  thy  husband's  and  thy  children's  sake 
1'ender  my  suit :  bequeath  not  to  their  lot 
The  shame  that  from  them  no  device  can  take* 
The  blemish  that  will  never  be  forgot ; 
Worse  than  a  slavish  wipe,  or  birth-hour's  blot  i 
For  marks  described  in  man's  nativity 
Are  nature's  faults,  not  their  own  iiifamy. 
Here  with  a  cockatrice'  dead-killing  eye. 
He  rouseth  up  himself,  and  makes  a  pause, 
While  she  the  picture  of  pure  piety. 
Like  a  white  hind  under  the  grype's  sharp  claws, 
Pleads  in  a  wilderness,  where  are  no  laws. 
To  the  rough  beast  that  knows  no  gentle  right, 
l^or  ought  obeys  but  his  foul  appetite. 
Look,whena  black-fac'dcloud  theworlU  doth  threat, 
In  hit  dim  mist  the  aspiring  moimtaiiis  Hiding, 
From  earth's  dark  womb  some  gentle  gust  doth  get. 
Which  blows  these  pitchyvapours  from  their  biduig 
Hindering  their  present  fall  by  this  dividing. 
So  his  uuhallow'd  haste  her  words  delays, 
And  moody  Pluto  winks  while  Orpheus  plays. 
Tet  foul  night- waking  cat,  he  doth  but  dally, 
While  in  his  hold-  fast  foot  the  weak  mouse  pantetl , 
Her  tad  behaviour  feeds  his  vulture  folly, 
A  swallowing  gulf  that  even  in  plenty  wanteth  ; 
His  ear  her  prayer  admits,  but  his  heart  grauteth 
1^0  penetrable  entrance  to  her  plaining  t       [in 
Tears  harden  lust,  though  marble  wear  with  rai 
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Her  piiy-pleAding  ^yes  are  sadly  fixed 
Id  the  reraorseleM  wrinklei  of  his  face ; 
Her  modest  eloquence  with  sighs  is  mixed. 
Which  to  her  oratory  adds  more  grace. 
She  puts  the  period  often  from  his  place. 
And  'midst  the  sentence  so  her  accent  breaks 
That  twice  she  doth  begin  ere  once  she  speaks. 

She  cdnjures  him  by  high  almighty  Jove, 
Bv  knighthood,  gentry,  and  sweet  friendship's  oath. 
By  her  untimely  tears,  her  husband's  loTe| 
By  holv  human  laws,  and  common  troth. 
By  heaven  and  earth,  and  all  the  power  of  both. 
That  to  his  borrowed  bed  he  make  retire. 
And  stoop  to  honour,  not  to  foul  desire. 

Quoth  she,  reward  not  hospitality 
With  SQch  black  payment  as  thou  hast  pretended ; 
If  ud  not  the  fountain  that  gave  drink  to  thee ; 
Mar  not  th«  thing  that  cannot  be  amended ; 
End  thy  ill  aim,  before  thy  shoot  be  ended  ; 

He  is  no  woodman  that  doth  bend  his  bow 

To  strike  a  poor  unseasonable  doe. 

My  husband  is  thy  friend,  for  his  sake  spare  roe; 
Thyself  are  mighty,  for  thine  own  sake  leave  me  ; 
Myiielf  a  weakling,  do  not  then  ensnare  me. 
Tliou  look'st  not  like  deceit ;  do  not  deceive  me: 
Mvsighsylikewhirlwinds,  labour  hence  to  heave  thee. 
Jf  ever  man  were  mov'd  with  woman's  moans. 
Be  moved  with  my  tears,  my  sighs,  my  groans. 
All  which  together,  like  a  troubled  ocean, 
Beat  at  thv  rocky  and  wreck -threatening  heart, 
To  soften  it  with  their  continual  motion; 
For  stones  dissolved  to  water  do  convert 
O.  if  no  harder  than  a  stone  thou  art, 
Melt  at  my  tean),  and  be  compassionate! 
Soft  pity  enters  at  an  iron  gate. 
In  Tarquin's  likeness  I  did  entertain  thee: 
Hast  thou  put  on  his  shape  to  do  him  shame? 
To  all  the  host  of  heaven  1  complain  thee,    [name. 
Thou  wrong'st  his  honour,  wound'st  his  princely 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  seem'st,  and  if  the  same. 
Thou  seem'st  not  what  thou  art,  a  god,  a  king: 
For  kings,  like  gods,  should  govern  everything. 
How  will  thy  shame  be  seeded  in  thine  age. 
When  thus  thy  vices  bud  before  thy  spring? 
If  in  thy  hope  thou  dar'st  do  such  outrage. 
What  dar'st  thou  not  when  once  thou  art  a  king? 
O  b«  remeniber'd.  no  outrageous  thing 
From  vassal  actors  can  be  wip'd  away: 
Then  king's  misdeeds  cannot  be  hid  in  clay. 
This  deed  will  make  thee  6nly  lov'd  for  fear, 
But  happy  monarchs  still  are  fear'd  for  love: 
\\  ith  foul  offenders  thou  perforce  must  bear, 
Wheu  the>  in  thee  the  \Ut  offences  pntve: 
If  but  for  fear  of  this,  thy  will  remove ; 

For  pnnces  are  the  gtaits,  the  school,'  the  book. 
Where  subjects'  eyes  do  learn,  do  read,  do  look. 
And  wilt  thou  be  the  school  where  lust  shall  learn? 
Must  he  in  thee  read  lectures  of  such  shame? 
Wilt  thou  be  glass,  wherein  it  shall  discern 
Authority  for  sin.  warrant  from  blame. 
To  privilege  dishonour  in  thy  name? 
Thou  back'st  reproach  against  long-living  laud, 
Ajid  mak  at  fair  repuutiou  but  a  bawd. 
Hast  thou  command?  by  him  that  gave  it  thee^ 
From  a  pure  heart  command  thy  rebel  will: 
Praw  not  thy  sword  to  guard  iniquity. 
For  it  was  lent  thee  all  that  brood  to  kill. 
Thy  princely  office  how  canst  thou  fultil. 

When,  pattern  d  by  thy  fault,  foul  bin  may  say, 
Ue  iearn'a  to  ain,  and  thou  didst  teach  the  way. 
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Think  but  how  vile  a  speetjusle  it  were 
To  view  thy  present  trespass  in  another. 
Men's  faults  do  seldom  to  themselves  appear; 
Their  own  transgressions  partially  they  smother; 
This  guilt  would  seem  death -worthy  in  thy  brother, 

0  how  are  they  wrappM  in  with  infamies. 

That  from  their  own  misdeeds  aakannce  their  eyeel 

To  thee,  to  thee,  my  heav'd-np  hands  appeal 

Not  to  seducing  lust,  thy  rash  relier; 

I  sue  for  exird  majesty's  repeal ; 

Let  him  return,  and  flattering  thoughts  retire : 

His  true  respect  will  'pnson  false  deaire. 
And  wipe  the  dim  mist  from  thy  lioting  eyno. 
That  thou  shalt  see  thy  state,  and  pity  mine. 

Have  done,  quoth  be,  my  uncontrolled  tide 
Turns  not,  but  swells  the  higher  by  this  let. 
Small  lighu  are  soon  blown  out,  huge  fires  abides 
And  with  the  wind  in  greater  furv  fret: 
The  petty  streams  that  pay  a  daily  debt        piaste 
To  their  salt  sovereign,  with  their  ftresh  fisUa* 
Add  to  his  flow,  and  alter  not  his  taste. 

Thou  art,  quoth  she,  a  sea,  a  sovereign  king ; 
And  lo,  there  falls  into  thy  boundless  flood 
Black  lust,  dishonour,  sliame,  misgoverning. 
Who  seek  to  stain  the  ocean  of  thy  blood. 
If  all  these  petty  ills  shall  change  thy  gmid. 
Thy  sea  within  a  puddle's  womb  is  hersed. 
And  not  the  pudcUe  in  thy  sea  dispersed. 
So  shall  these  slaves  be  king,  and  thou  their  slave; 
Thou  nobly  base,  they  basely  dignified ; 
Thou  their  fair  life,  and  they  thy  fouler  grave : 
Thou  loathed  in  their  shame,  they  in  thv  pride; 
The  lesser  thing  should  not  the  greater  hide ; 
'Vhe  cedar  stoops  not  to  the  base  shrub's  foot. 
But  low  shrubs  wither  at  the  cedar's  root 
So  let  thy  thoughu,  low  vassals  to  thy  state— 
No  more,  quoth  he,  by  heaven,  I  will  not  hear  thea  : 
Yield  to  mv  love ;  if  not,  enforced  hate. 
Instead  of  love's  coy  touch,  shall  rudely  tear  thee  ; 
That  done,  despitelully  1  mean  to  bear  thee 
Unto  the  base  bed  of  some  rascal  crooin. 
To  be  thy  partner  in  this  shameful  doom. 
This  said,  he  sets  his  foot  upon  the  light. 
For  light  and  lust  are  deadly  enemies  : 
Shame  folded  up  in  blind  concealing  night. 
When  most  unseen  then  most  doth  tyrannise. 
The  wolf  hath  seiz'd  his  prey,  tlie  poor  lamb  criee. 
Till « ith  her  own  white  fieece  her  voice  cuutr^'d 
Entombs  her  outcry  in  her  lips'  sweet  fold  : 
For  with  her  nightly  linen  that  she  wears 
He  pens  her  piteous  clamours  in  her  bead; 
Cooling  his  hot  face  in  the  chastest  tears 

1  hat  ever  modest  eyes  with  sorrow  shed. 

O  that  prone  lust  should  stain  so  pure  a  bed  I 
The  spots  whereof  could  weeping  purity. 
Her  tears  should  drop  on  them  perpetuaJly. 
But  she  hath  lost  a  dearer  thing  than  life, 
And  he  hath  won  whac  he  would  lose  again. 
Tins  forced  It-ague  doth  force  a  further  strife. 
This  momentary  joy  breeds  months  of  pain. 
This  hot  desire  converts  to  cold  disdain : 
Pure  chastity  is  rifleit  of  her  store. 
And  lust,  the  thief,  tar  poorer  than  before. 
Look  as  the  full-fed  hound  or  gorged  hawk* 
Unapt  for  under  smell  or  spe^y  flight. 
Make  slow  pursuit,  or  altogether  balk 
The  prey  wherein  by  nature  they  delight  s 
So  surfeit- taking  Tari^uin  fares  this  night : 
His  taste  delicious,  m  digestion  soniing, 
Devours  his  will  that  liv'd  by  foul  devouring. 
Digitized  by 


O  d««per  iId  than  bottomlets  conceit 

Om  comprehend  'n  still  imagiiMtioo ! 

Drunken  desire  iLost  Tomit  his  receipt^ 

Ere  he  can  see  his  own  abomination. 

While  lost  is  in  his  pride,  no  exclamatioa 
Can  cnrb  his  heat,  or  rein  his  rash  de«ire^ 
Till,  like  a  Jade,  self-will  himself  doth  tire. 

And  then  with  lank  and  lean  discolonr'd  cheek, 
With  heay^  eye,  knit  brow,  and  strenfrthless  pace, 
Feeble  desire,  all  recreant,  poor,  and  meek. 
Like  to  a  bankrupt  beggar  waiU  his  case: 
The  flesh  being  proad,  desire  doth  fight  with  grace, 
For  there  it  revels ;  and  when  that  decays, 
The  guilty  rebel  for  remission  prays. 

80  fares  it  with  this  fauhfal  lord  of  Rome, 
Who  this  accomplinhment  so  hotly  chased  ; 
For  now  agaiiiAt  himself  he  sounds  this  doom, 
Tnat  through  the  length  of  times  hestandsdisgraced: 
Besides,  bis  soul's  fair  temple  is  defaced  : 
To  whose  weak  ruins  muster  troopA  of  cares, 
To  ask  the  spotted  princess  how  she  fares. 

She  savs,  h«ir  subjects  with  fool  Insurrection 
Have  baiter'd  duwn  her  coiisew-rated  wall, 
And  by  their  mortal  fault  brought  in  subjection 
Her  immortality,  and  made  her  thrall 
To  living  deatli,  and  pain  perpetual  : 

Which  in  her  prrsci^nce  nhe  c<Hitro11ed  still. 
But  her  fore-sigbt  could  not  fore*stall  their  will. 
Even  in  his  thuuirht,  thiouirh  the  dark  night  he 
A  captive  victor,  that  hath  lost  in  gain  :  [stca'Cth, 
Bearing  away  the  wound  that  nothing  heaieth^ 
The  scar  that  will,  despite  of  cure,  remain, 
Leaving  his  spoil  peiplex*d  in  greater  pHiu. 
Bha  bears  the  load  of  lust  he  left  behindy 
And  he  the  burthen  of  a  guilty  mind, 
lie,  like  a  thievish  dog,  creeps  sadly  thence, 
She,  like  a  weaned  lamb,  ties  panting  there;  ^ 
He  arowls,  and  hates  himself  tor  his  oflVnce, 
She  desiierate,  with  her  nails  ber  flcAh  doth  tear} 
He  faintly  flies,  sweating  with  guilty  fear; 
She  slsys,  exclaiming  on  the  direful  night; 
He  runs,  and  chides  bisvanbth'd,  loath'd  delight. 
He  thence  departs,  a  heavy  convertite. 
She  there  remains,  a  hopeless  cast-away : 
He  in  hitf  speo«l  lookn  for  the  morning  tight, 
She  prays  Mhe  never  mav  behold  *,he  day  : 
For  day,  quoth  she,  Dignt-s<-ai>es  doth  open  lay; 
And  my  true  eri*s  have  never  practis'd  how 
To  cloak  otfencea  with  a  cuiiiiiiig  brow. 
They  think  not  but  that  every  eve  can  see 
The  same  disgrace  whi<h  they  theinBelves  behold  ; 
And  therefore  would  they  -till  in  darkness  be. 
To  have  their  unaem  sin' remain  untold  ; 
For  tliey  their  |;uilt  with  weeping  will  unfold. 
And  grave,  like  water  that  doth  eat  in  steel, 
Upon  my  cheeks  what  helpless  shame  1  feaL 
Here  she  exclaims  against  repose  and  rest. 
And  bills  iter  eves  liereatter  si  ill  be  blind. 
She  wakes  her 'heart  by  beating  on  her  breast. 
And  bid>  it  leap  from  thence,  where  it  may  And 
Some  purer  chei*t,  to  cloi»e  so  pure  a  mind. 

Frantic  with  gnef,thusbreaihes8lie  forth  her  ipita. 
Against  the  uu«e«n  secrecy  of  night. 
O  comfoit-killinf  night,  image  of  hell! 
Dim  register  and  notary  of  si  1  a  roe  t 
Black  stage  for  trage^lies  snd  murders  fell! 
Vast  sin -concealing  cha<»s  !  nurMS  of  blame  I 
Bbnd  mulfi»l  bawd  *  dark  harliour  for  defame! 
Qrim  cave  of  death,  whiaiiering  conspirator 
Wilh  doaa  toogoed  trauaoa  and  the  raviaher  1 
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O  hateful,  vaporont  and  foggy  night, 
Since  thou  art  guilty  of  my  c'urseless  crlnra. 
Muster  thy  mists  to  meet  the  eastern  light. 
Make  war  against  proportion'd  course  of  tiioo} 
Or  if  thou  wilt  permit  the  sun  to  climb 
His  wonted  height,  yet  ere  be  go  to  bed^ 
Knit  poisonous  clouds  about  his  goldea  head. 
With  rotten  damps  ravish  the  morning  air  ; 
Let  their  exhal'd  unwholesome  breaths  make  sick 
The  life  of  purity,  the  supreme  fair, 
Ere  he  arrive  his  weary  noon-tide  prick ; 
And  let  tj^y  misty  vapours  march  so  thick. 
That  in  their  smoky  ranks  his  smotber'd  light 
May  set  at  noon,  and  make  perpetual  night. 

Were  Tarquin  night,  (as  he  is  but  night's  child,) 
The  silver-shiniiig  queen  he  would  distain  ; 
Her  twinkling  handmaids  too,  by  him  defil'd, 
Through  night's  rJack  bosom  should  not  peep  again; 
So  should  1  have  copartners  in  my  pain  : 
And  fellowship  in  woe  doth  woe  assuage. 
As  palmer's  chat  makes  short  their  pilgrimage. 
Where  now  I  have  no  one  to  blush  with  me. 
To  cross  their  arms, ard  hang  their  heads  with  mine, 
To  mask  their  browx,  and  bide  their  infamy; 
But  I  alone,  alone  must  sit  and  pine. 
Seasoning  the  earth  with  showers  of  silver  brine. 
Mingling  my  talk  with  tears,  m\  grief  with  groaua, 
Poor  wasting  monumenu  of  lasting  moaus. 
O  night,  thou  furnace  of  foul -reek iiig  smoke, 
I^t  not  the  jealous  day  behold  that  face 
Which  underneath  thy  black  all-hiding  cloak 
Immodestly  lies  martyr'd  with  disgrace  ! 
Keep  still  possession  of  thy  gloomy  place. 
That  all  the  faults  that  in  thy  reign  are  made 
May  likewise  be  sepblchr'd  in  thy  shade  I 
Make  me  not  object  to  the  tale-tell  day  ! 
The  night  will  i^hew,  chai-^cter'd  in  my  brow 
The  itt'iry  of  sweet  chastity's  decay. 
The  impious  breach  of  holy  wedlock's  vow? 
Yea,  the  illiterate  that  kn'^w  not  bow 
To  'cipher  what  is  writ  in  learned  books. 
Will  quote  my  loathsome  trespass  in  my  looks 
The  nurse,  to  still  her  child,  will  tell  my  story. 
And  fright  her  crying  babe  with  Tarquin's  name,* 
The  orator,  to  deck  liis  oratory. 
Will  couple  my  reproach  to  Tarquin's  shame  : 
Feast-tinding  minstrels,  tuning  my  defame, 
Will  tie  the  hearers  to  attend  each  line, 
How  Tarquin  wronged  me,  1  CoUatine. 
Let  my  good  name,  that  senr<eless  reputation. 
For  Collatine  s  dear  love  be  kept  uuspoited : 
If  that  be  made  a  theme  for  dixputation, 
'ihe  branches  of  another  root  are  rotte<l, 
And  uo<lesery*d  reuroacn  to  him  allotted, 
'i hat  is  as  clear  from  this  attaint  of  luine^ 
As  1,  ere  this,  was  pure  to  Collatine. 
O  unseen  shame!  invisible  disgrace! 
O  unfelt  sore!  crest- wounding,  private  acarl 
Keproach  is  stamp'd  in  Collstinas'  tace. 
And  larquin's  eye  may  read  the  iiioi  afar, 
how  he  in  peace  is  wounded,  not  in  watr, 
Alas,  how  many  bear  such  shamelui  blows,  [knows! 
Which  not  themselves,  but  he  that  gives  them 
If,  Collatine,  thine  honour  lay  in  me. 
From  me  bv  strong  aj«sault  it  is  bereft. 
My  honey  lost,  and  I,  a  drone  like  bee. 
Have  no  perfection  of  my  summer  left. 
But  robb\l  snd  laiisack  d  by  injurious  theft : 
In  thy  weak  hive  a  wandering  wu.-.p  hath  crept. 
And  suck'd  the  honey  which  thy  cliasU  bee  kej^ 
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Yet  am  I  guiltless  of  thy  bononr's  wreck ; 
Tet  for  thy  honour  did  I  entertam  him  ; 
Coming  from  thee,  1  could  not  put  him  back, 
For  it  had  been  dishonour  to  disdain  him; 
Besides  of  weariness  he  did  complain  him. 
And  talk'd  of  virtue ;— O  unlocked  for  evil, 
When  virtue  is  profan'd  in  such  a  devil  I 

Why  should  the  worm  intrude  the  maiden  bu«l  ? 

Or  hateful  cuckoos  hatch  in  sparrows'  nests? 

Or  toads  infect  fair  founts  with  venom  mud  ? 

Or  tyrant  folly  lurk  in  gentle  breasts?  , 

Or  kings  be  breakers  of  their  own  behests? 
But  no  perfection  is  so  absolute. 
That  some  impurity  doth  not  pollute. 

The  aged  man  that  coffers  up  his  gold, 
Is  plagu'd  with  cramps^  and  gouts,  and  painful  fits, 
And  scarce  hath  eyes  his  treasure  to  behold. 
But  like  still-pining  Tantalus  he  sits. 
And  useless  bams  the  harvest  of  bis  wits ; 
Having  no  other  pleasure  of  his  gain, 
But  torment  that  it  cannot  cure  his  pain. 

So  then  he  hath  it  when  he  cannot  use  it. 
And  leaves  it  to  be  master'd  bv  his  young ; 
Who  in  their  pride  do  presently  abuse  it: 
Their  father  was  too  weak,  and  they  too  strong. 
To  hold  their  cursed -blessed  fortune  long. 
The  sweets  we  wish  for  turn  to  loathed  soun. 
Even  in  the  moment  that  we  call  them  ours. 
Unruly  blasts  wait  on  the  tender  spring ; 
Unwholesome  weeds  take  root  with  precious  flowers; 
The  adder  hisses  where  the  sweet  bird  sings } 
What  virtue  breeds,  iniquity  devours: 
We  have  no  good  that  we  can  say  is  ovltm, 
But  ill-annexed  opportunity 
Or  kills  his  life,  or  else  his  quality. 
O  Opportunity  I  thy  guilt  is  great : 
Tis  tliou  that  execnt'st  the  traitor's  treason  | 
Thou  sett'st  the  wolf  where  he  the  lamb  may  get| 
Whoever  plots  tlir  sin  thoa  point'st  the  season ; 
''lis  thou  that  81  urn'st  at  riiciit,  at  law,  at  reason ; 
And  in  tbv  shady  cell,  where  none  may  spy  him, 
Sits  Sin,  to  seize  the  souls  that  wander  by  him. 
Thoa  mak'st  the  vestal  violate  her  oath  ; 
Thou  blow'st  the  fire  when  temperance  is  thaw'd  ; 
Thou  smother'st  honesty,  thou  murder'st  troth  ; 
Thou  foul  abettor  I  thou  notorious  bawd  I 
Thou  plantest  scandal,  and  disp'acest  laud : 
Thou  ravisher,  thou  traitor,  thou  false  thief. 
Thy  honey  turns  to  gall,  thy  joy  to  grief  1 
Thy  secret  pleasure  turns  to  open  shame. 
Thy  private  feasting  to  a  public  fast ; 
Thy  smoothing  title-s  to  a  ragged  name; 
Thy  sugar'd  tongue  to  bitter  wormwood  taste ; 
Thv  Tiolent  vanities  can  never  last. 
How  comes  i^  then,  vile  opportunity. 
Being  so  bad,  such  numbers  seek  for  thee? 
When  wilt  thou  b»  the  humble  suppliant's  friend. 
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When  Truth  and  Yirtae  have  to  do  with  thee, 
A  thousand  crosses  keep  them  from  thy  aid  ; 
They  buy  thy  help:  but  Sin  ne'er  gives  a  fee. 
He  gratis  comes:  and  thou  art  well  appay'd* 
As  well  to  hear  as  grant  what  he  hath  said. 
Mv  Cullatine  would  else  have  come  to  me 
When  Tarquin  did,  but  he  was  stay'd  by  thee 

Guilty  thou  art  of  murder  and  of  theft  | 

Guilty  of  perjury  and  subornation  ; 

Guilty  of  treason,  forgery,  and  shift  t 

Guilty  of  incest,  that  abomination  s 

An  accessary  by  thine  inclination 
To  all  sins  past,  and  all  that  are  to  come^ 
From  the  creation  to  the  general  doom. 

Misshapen  Time,  copesmate  of  ugly  night» 
Swift  subtle  post,  carrier  of  grisly  care ; 
Kater  of  youth,  false  slave  to  fa  se  delight. 
Base  watch  of  woes,  sin's  pack-horse,  virtue'i  snare 
Thou  nursest  ail,  and  muKlere.Ht  all  that  are. 
O  hear  me  then,  injurious  shifting  time  I 
Be  guilty  of  my  death,  since  of  my  crime. 

Why  hath  thy  servant.  Opportunity, 
Betray M  the  hours  thou  gav'st  me  to  repose? 
Cancell'd  my  fortunes,  and  enchained  me 
To  endless  date  of  never-ending  woes? 
Time's  ofiUce  is  to  find  the  hale  of  foes ; 
To  eat  up  error  by  opinion  bred, 
Not  spend  the  dowry  of  a  lawful  bed. 
Time's  glory  is  to  calm  contending  kings, 
"To  unmask  falsehood,  and  bring  truth  to  light* 
To  stamp  the  seal  of  time  in  aged  things, 
To  wake  the  mom,  and  sentinel  the  night. 
To  wrong  the  wronger  till  he  render  right. 
To  ruinate  proud  buildings  with  thy  hours, 
Andsmearwithdust  their  glittering  golden  toweiB 
To  feed  with  worm-holes  stately  monuments, 
To  Teed  oblivion  with  decay  of  things. 
To  blot  old  books,  and  alter  their  contents, 
To  pluck  the  quills  from  ancient  ravens'  wingi, 
To  dry  the  old  oak's  sap,  and  cherish  springs; 
To  spoil  antiquities  of  hammer'd  steel, 
And  turn  the  giddy  round  of  fortune's  wheel : 
To  show  the  beldame  daughters  of  her  daughter. 
To  make  the  child  a  man,  the  man  a  child. 
To  slay  the  tiger  that  doth  live  by  slaughter, 
To  tame  the  unicorn  and  lion  wild  ; 
To  mock  the  subtle,  in  themselves  beguil'd; 
To  cheer  the  ploughman  with  iiicreasful  crops, 
And  waste  huge  stones  with  little  water  drops. 
Why  work'it  thou  mischief  in  thy  pilgrimage, 
Unless  thou  could 'st  return  to  make  amends? 
One  poor  letiring  minute  in  an  age 
Would  purchase  thee  a  thousand  tliousand  friends, 
Lending  him  wit,  that  to  bad  debtors  lends:  [back 
0,tbis  dread  night,  would'st  thou  this  hour  coine 
I  could  prevent  this  storm,  and  shun  this  wrai  k. 
Thou  ceaseless  lackey  to  eternity. 
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Let  him  have  time  to  tear  bit  curled  hair, 
Let  him  have  time  against  himself  to  rave» 
Let  him  have  time  of  time's  help  to  despair; 
Let  bim  have  time  to  live  a  loathed  slave. 
Let  him  have  time  a  beggar's  orts  to  crave , 
And  time  to  stre  one  that  by  alms  doth  live, 
Disdain  to  him  disdained  scraps  to  give. 

Let  him  have  time  to  see  his  friends  bis  foes, 
And  merry  fools  to  mock  at  him  resort  t 
Let  him  have  time  to  mark  how  slow  time  goes 
In  time  of  sorrow,  and  how  swift  and  short 
His  time  of  follv  and  his  time  of  sport: 
And  ever  let  his  unrecalHng  crime 
Have  time  to  wail  the  abusing  of  his  time. 

0  Time,  thou  tutor  both  to  good  and  bad. 

Teach  me  to  curse  him  that  thou  taught'st  this  ill  I 
At  his  own  shadow  let  the  thief  run  mad. 
Himself  himself  seek  every  hour  to  kill  I       [spill 
Such  wretched  hands  such  wretched  blood  should 
For  who  so  base  would  such  an  office  have 
Ai  ilanderons  death*s-man  to  so  base  a  slave? 

The  baser  is  he,  coming  from  a  king. 
To  shame  bis  hope  with  deeds  degenerate. 
The  mightier  man,  the  mightier  it  the  thing 
That  makes  him  honour'd,  or  begets  him  hate ; 
For  greatest  scandal  waits  on  greatest  state. 
The  moon  being  clouded  presentlv  is  miss'd, 
But  little  stars  may  hide  them  when  they  list. 
The  crow  may  bathe  bis  coal-black  wings  in  mire. 
And  unperceiv'd  fly  with  the  filth  away ; 
But  if  the  like  the  snow-white  swan  desire, 
The  stitin  upon  his  silver  down  will  stay. 
Poor  grooms  are  sightless  ni^'ht,  kings  glorious  day. 
Gnats  are  unnoted  wheresoe'er  they  fly. 
But  eagles  gaz'd  upon  with  every  eye. 
Out  idle  words,  servants  to  shallow  foola  I 
Unprofitable  sounds,  weak  arbitrators  1 
Busy  yourselves  in  skill-contending  schools. 
Debate  where  leisure  serves  wit'h  dull  debators; 
To  trembling  clients  be  you  mediators: 
For  me,  I  force  not  argument  a  straw. 
Since  that  my  case  is  past  the  help  of  law. 
In  vain  I  rail  at  Opportunity, 
At  'lime,  at  iarquin,  and  uncheerful  night; 
In  vain  1  cavil  with  my  in'amy. 
In  vain  I  spurn  at  my  confirro'd  despite  i 
This  helpless  smoke  of  words  dotli  nie  no  right, 
like  remedy  indeed  to  do  me  good. 
Is  to  lei  forth  my  foul,  defiled  blood. 
Poor  hand,  whv  quiver'st  thou  at  this  decree! 
Honour  thyseir  to  rid  nie  of  this  shame, 
For  if  I  die,  my  honour  lives  in  thee. 
But  if  1  live,  thou  liv'st  in  mv  defame  ; 
Since  thou  cuuld'st  not  defend  thy  loyal  dame^ 
And  wast  afraid  to  scratch  her  wicked  foe, 
Kill  both  thyself  and  her  for  jrielding  so. 
This  said,  from  her  be-tumbled  couch  she  startoth. 
To  find  some  desperate  instrument  of  death 
But  this  no-slaughter  house  no  tool  imparteth, 
To  make  more  vent  for  passage  of  her  breath, 
Which  thronging  through  her  lips  so  vanishelh 
As  smoke  from  JEiua,  that  in  air  consumes, 
Or  that  which  from  discharged  cannon  fumes. 
In  vain,  quoth  she,  I  live,  and  seek  in  vain 
Bume  happy  mean  to  end  a  hapless  life. 

1  fear'd  by  I'arquin's  falchion  to  be  slain. 
Yet  for  the  self-same  purpose  seek  a  knife  % 
But  when  1  fear'd,  1  was  a  loyal  wife; 

Bo  am  I  now  : — O  no,  that  cannut  be; 
Of  that  true  type  hath  Tarquiu  rifled  me. 
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O !  that  is  gone,  for  which  I  sought  to  livfl^ 
And  therefore  now  I  need  not  fear  to  die. 
To  clear  this  spot  by  death,  at  least  I  give 
A  badge  of  fame  to  slander's  livery  ; 
A  dying  life  to  Uving  infamy  ; 
Poor  helpless  help,  the  treasure  stolen  away* 
To  bum  the  guiltless  casket  where  it  lay  I 

Well,  well,  dear  CoUatine,  then  shalt  not  know 

The  stained  taste  of  violated  troth  ; 

I  will  not  wrong  thy  true  affection  so. 

To  flatter  thee  with  an  infringed  oath ; 

This  bastard  graff  shall  never  come  to  growth  t 
He  shall  not  boast,  who  did  thy  stock  pollute. 
That  thou  art  doting  father  of  his  fruit. 

Nor  shall  he  smile  at  thee  in  secret  thought, 
Kor  laugh  with  his  companions  at  thy  state  > 
But  thou  shalt  know  thy  interest  was  not  bought 
Basely  with  gold,  but  stolen  from  forth  thy  gate 
For  me,  I  am  the  mistress  of  my  fate, 
And  with  my  trespass  never  will  dispense, 
Till  life  to  death  acquit  my  forc'd  oflence. 

I  will  not  poison  thee  with  my  attaint. 
Nor  fold  my  fault  in  cleanly- coin 'd  excuses; 
My  sable  ground  of  sin  I  will  not  paint. 
To  hide  the  truth  of  this  false  night's  abuses: 
My  tongue  shall  utter  all ;  mine  eyes  like  sluices. 
As  from  a  mountain-spring  that  feeds  a  dale. 
Shall  gush  pure  streams  to  purge  my  impure  tale. 
By  this,  lamenting  Philomel  had  endedl 
The  well-tuu'd  warble  of  her  nightly  sorrow. 
And  solemn  night  with  slow-sad  gait  descended 
To  ugly  hell ;  when  lo,  the  blushing  morrow 
Lends  light  to  all  fair  eves  that  light  will  borrow : 
But  cloudy  Lucrece  shames  herself  to  see, 
And  therefore  still  in  night  would  cloistered  be. 
Revealing  day  through  every  cranny  spies, 
And  seems  to  point  her  out  where  she  sits  weeping ; 
To  whom  she sobbingspeaks:  Oeyeof  eyes,  [peepiug; 
Why  pry 'st  thou  through  my  window  ?  leave  thy 
Mock  with  thy  tickling  beams  eyes  thataresleeping: 
Brand  not  my  forehead  with  thy  piercing  light. 
For  day  hath  nought  to  do  what's  done  by  night 
Thus  cavils  she  with  every  thing  she  sees  t 
True  grief  is  fond  and  testy  as  a  child. 
Who  wayward  once,  his  mind  with  nought  agrees. 
Old  woea,  not  infant  sorrows,  bear  them  mild ; 
Continuance  tames  the  one;  the  other  wild, 
Like  an  unpractis'd  swimmer  plunging  still. 
With  too  much  labour  drowns  for  want  of  skill. 
So  she,  deep-drenched  in  a  sea  of  care. 
Holds  disputation  with  each  thing  she  views, 
And  to  herself  all  sorrow  doth  compare ; 
No  object  but  her  passion's  strength  renews  ; 
And  as  one  shifts,  another  straight  ensues: 
Sometime  her  grief  ia  dumb, and  bath  no  words; 
Sometime  'tis  mad,  and  too  much  talk  aflbrda. 
The  little  birds  that  tune  their  morning's  Joy, 
Make  her  moans  mad  with  their  sweet  melody. 
For  mirth  doth  search  the  bottom  of  annoy; 
Sad  souls  are  slain  in  merry  company ; 
Orief  best  is  pleas'd  with  grief's  society : 
True  sorrow  then  is  feelingly  sufficed, 
When  with  like  semblance  it  is  sympathiz'd. 
^is  double  death  to  drown  in  ken  of  shore ; 
He  ten  times  pines,  that  pines  beholding  food  t 
To  see  the  salve  doth  make  the  wound  ache  more ; 
Great  grief  grieves  most  at  that  would  do  it  good ; 
Deep  woes  roll  forward  like  a  gentle  flood. 
Who  being  stopp'd, the  bounding  banks  o'er- flo|r 
Grief  dallied  with  nor  law  nor  limit  knowa.LV^ 
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You  mocking  btrds,  qnoth  she,  your  tunes  entomb 
Within  your  hollow  swelling  feather'd  breasts^ 
And  in  my  hearing  be  you  mute  and  dumb  I 
(My  restless  discord  luVes  no  stops  nor  rests; 
A  woeful  hostess  brooks  not  merry  guests:) 

Kelirth  your  nimble  notes  to  pleasing  ears; 

l>iairess  likes  dumps  when  time  is  kept  with  tears. 

Come,  Philomel,  that  sing'st  of  ravishment. 
Make  thy  sad  grove  in  my  dishevell'd  hair, 
As  the  (tank  earth  weeps  at  thy  languishmeot. 
So  I  at  each  sad  strain  will  strain  a  tear, 
And  with  deep  groans  the  diapason  bear: 
For  burthen-wise  I'll  hum  on  Tarquin  still, 
Whilst  thou  on  Tereus  descant'st,  better  skilL 

And  whiles  against  a  thorn  thou  bear'st  thy  part 
To  keep  thy  sharp  woes  waking,  wretched  1, 
To  indcaie  thee  well,  against  my  heart 
Will  hx  a  sharp  knife,  to  affright  mine  eye  ; 
Who,  if  lu  ^iiik,  shall  thereon  fall  and  die. 
'1  hese  means,  as  frets  upon  an  instrument, 
Shall  tuiieuur  heart-strings  to  true  ianguishment. 

And  for,  poor  bird,  thou  sing*st  not  in  the  da/. 
As  shaming  any  eye  should  thee  behold. 
Some  dark  deep  desert,  seated  from  the  way, 
That  knows  nor  parching  heat  nor  freezing  cold« 
Will  we  tind  oui;  and  there  we  will  unfold 
Tocreatuiessturn  sad  tunes,  to  change  their  kinds  i 
Since  men  prove  beasts,  let  be&tt.i  bear  gentle  minda. 
As  the  poor  frighted  deer,  that  stamls  at  gaae, 
Wildly  deterniiiiing  wliiih  way  to  ^y. 
Or  one  encuuipass'd  with  a  winding  maze. 
That  i-annut  tread  ihu  way  out  readily; 
6o  with  herself  is  she  in  inuiiny. 
To  live  or  die  which  of  the  twain  were  better, 
WbAu  life  is  sl»am*d,and  Death  Keproach's debtor. 
To  kill  myself,  quoth  she,  alack  t  what  were  it, 
but  with  my  body  my  poor  soul's  pollution? 
They  that  lose  hall,  with  greater  patience  bear  it. 
Than  they  whose  whoie  is  swallow  d  in  coufubion. 
That  mother  tries  a  merciless  conclusion,  [one 

Who,  having  two  sweet  babes,  when  death  takes 
Will  slay  the  other,  and  be  nurse  to  none. 
My  body  or  my  soul,  which  was  the  dearer? 
\\  hen  the  one  pure,  the  otiier  made  divine. 
Whose  love  of  either  to  myself  was  nearer? 
U  hen  both  were  kep*  fur  heaven  and  Coliatine. 
Ah  me  1  the  bark  petflM  from  the  lotty  pine, 
his  leaves  will  w.ther,  and  his  sap  decay; 
So  must  my  soul,  her  bark  being  peei'd  away. 
iJer  bouse  is  sack  d,  her  quiet  interrupted, 
ber  niauaion  batter  d  by  the  enemy ; 
Her  sacred  temple  shotted  soil'd,  corrupted* 
Grossly  engirt  with  dating  infamy: 
'Ihen  let  it  not  be  cail'd  impiety, 

if  in  this  b.etnish'd  fort  1  make  some  hole. 
Through  which  1  may  convey  this  troubled  soaL 
Tet  die  i  will  not,  till  my  Col  atine 


Dear  Idrd  of  that  dear  Jewel  I  have  lott, 
What  legacy  shall  I  bequeath  to  thee? 
My  resolution.  Love,  shall  be  thy  boast. 
By  whose  example  thou  reveng'd  may'st  be. 
How  Tarquin  must  be  us*d,  read  it  in  me : 
Myself,  thy  friend,  will  kill  myself,  thy  foe. 
And,  ior  my  sake,  serve  thou  false  Tarquin  mK 
This  brief  abridgement  of  my  will  I  make  i 
My  soul  and  body  to  the  skies  and  groundf 
My  resolution,  husband,  do  you  take  ; 
Mine  honour  be  the  knife's,  that  makes  my  wound } 
My  shame  be  his  that  did  my  fame  confound  ; 
And  all  my  fame  that  lives,  disbursed  be 
To  those  that  live,  and  think  no  shame  of  ma. 

Thou,  Coliatine,  shalt  oversee  this  will ; 
How  was  1  ovCiSeen  that  thou  sbalt  see  ill 
My  blood  shall  wash  the  slander  of  mine  ill ; 
My  life  s  foul  deed,  my  life's  fair  end  shall  free  it. 
Faint  not,  faint  heart,  but  stoutlv  say,  to  be  iL 

Yield  to  my  hand  ;  my  hand  shall  conquer  thee; 

Thou  dead,  both  die,  and  both  shall  victors  be. 
This  plot  of  death  when  sadly  she  bad  laid. 
And  wip  d  the  brinish  pearl  fn»m  her  bright  ejres, 
With  untuird  tongue  she  hoarsely  cail'd  oer  maid, 
Whose  swift  obedience  to  her  mistress  hies  ; 
For  fleet' wing'd  duty  with  thoughts' feathers  flie% 

Poor  Lucrecc'  cheeks  unto  her  maid  seem  so 

As  winter  meads  when  sun  doth  melt  their  snow. 
Her  mistress  she  doth  give  demure  good  morrow* 
With  soft -slow  tongue,  true  mark  of  modesty* 
And  sorts  a  sad  look  to  her  lady's  sorrow, 

iFor  why?  her  face  wore  sorrow's  livery;) 
iut  durbt  not  ask  of  her  audaciously 
Why  her  two  suns  were  ciouil-eclipeed  so, 
Mor  why  her  fair  cheeks  over.wash  d  with  wotu 
But  as  the  earth  doth  weep,  the  sun  being  set. 
Each  flower  moisten  d  like  a  melting  eye  ; 
Even  so  the  ma<d  with  swelling  drops  'gan  wet 
Her  circled  eyiie,  enforu'd  by  sympathy 
Ul  those  fair  suns,  set  m  her  mistress'  sky. 
Who  m  a  sait-wav'd  ocean  quench  tlieir  light. 
Which  makes  the  maid  weep  like  the  dewy  night. 
A  pretty  while  these  pretty  creatures  stand* 
Like  ivory  conduits  coral  cisterns  tilling; 
One  justly  weeps  ;  the  other  ukes  in  hand 
No  cause,  but  company,  of  her  drops  spilling: 
Their  gentle  sex  tu  weep  are  often  willing; 
Grieving  tlie.iiseives  to  guess  at  othen?  smarts, 
And  theiitheydrown  theireyes,oi  breaktheirhearta. 
For  men  have  marble,  women  waxen  minds. 
And  therefore  are  they  form  d  as  marble  will ; 
The  weak  opprcss'd,  the  oppression  of  strange  I 
Is  foriu'd  in  thein  by  f^^rce,  by  fraud,  or  skill : 
'ihen  call  them  not  the  authors  of  their  ill, 
Mo  more  than  wax  shall  be  accounted  evil* 
Wherein  is  sUinp'd  the  semblance  of  a  deviL 
Their  smoothness,  like  a  goodly  champaign  plain, 
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The  peced«iit  wbereof  in  Lncrece  riew, 
Assaird  bj  oigbt  with  circumstances  strong 
Of  preseut  death,  and  shame  that  might  ensae 
By  that  her  death,  to  do  her  husband  wrong  t 
Sacb  danger  to  resistance  did  belong. 

That  dying  fear  through  all  her  body  spread  { 
And  wbo  cannot  abuse  a  body  dead  ? 

By  this,  mild  patience  bid  fair  Lncrece  speak 
To  the  poor  counterfeit  of  her  complaining; 
My  girl,  qaoth  she,  on  what  occasion  break    [ing? 
I  ho«e  tears  firom  thee,  that  down  thy  cheelci)  are  rain- 
If  thou  dost  weep  for  grief  of  my  sustaining, 
Know,  gentle  wench,  it  small  avails  my  mood: 
If  tears  could  help,  mine  own  would  do  me  good. 

But  tell  me,  girl,  when  went--{and  there  she  stayed 
Till  after  a  deep  groan)  Tarquin  from  henc^? 
Had  am,  ere  1  was  up,  reply'd  the  maid. 
I'he  more  to  blame  mv  sluggard  negligence  s 
Yet  with  the  fuult  I  thus  far  can  dispen-^e; 
Myself  was  stirring  ere  the  break  of  day, 
A«d,  ere  1  rose,  was  Tarquin  gone  away. 

But,  lady,  if  your  maid  may  be  so  bold, 
She  would  request  to  know  your  heaviness. 
O  peace  I  quoth  Lucrece ;  if  it  should  be  told» 
The  repetition  cannot  make  it  less; 
For  more  it  is  than  1  can  well  express : 
And  that  deep  torture  may  be  call'd  a  hell, 
Where  more  is  felt  than  one  hath  power  to  telL 
Go,  get  me  hither  paper,  ink,  and  pen- 
Yet  save  that  labour,  for  I  have  them  here. 
What  should  I  say  ?— One  of  my  husband's  men, 
Bid  thou  be  ready,  by  and  by,  to  bear 
A  letter  to  my  lord,  my  love|  my  dear; 
Bid  him  with  siieed  prepare  to  carry  it  t 
The  cause  craves  haste,  and  it  will  soon  be  writ. 
Her  maid  is  gone,  and  she  prepares  to  write, 
First  hovering  o'er  the  paper  with  her  quill : 
Conceit  and  grief  an  eager  combat  fight ; 
What  wit  seu  down,  is  blotted  straight  with  will ; 
'lliis  is  too  curious-good,  this  blunt  and  ill ; 
Much  like  a  press  of  people  at  a  door, 
Ihrong  her  inventions,  which  shall  go  before. 
At  last  she  thus  begins  s  "Thou  worthy  lord 
Of  that  unworthy  wife  that  greeteth  tliee. 
Health  to  thy  person !  next  vouchsafe  to  afford 
n  fever,  love,  thy  Lucrece  thuu  wilt  see,) 
Dome  present  speed  to  come  and  visit  me : 
8o  1  commend  me  from  our  house  in  grief; 
My  wees  are  tedious,  though  my  words  are  briet' 
Here  folds  she  up  the  tenour  of  her  woe^ 
Her  certain  sorrow  writ  uncertainly. 
By  this  short  schedule  Collatine  ma^  know 
Her  griei;  but  not  her  griefs  true  quality ; 
She  darea  not  thereof  make  discoverv. 
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Her  letter  now  is  sesTd,  end  on  it  writ. 
At  Ardea  to  mv  lord  with  more  than  hcutet 
'1  he  post  attendis  and  she  delivers  it. 
Charging  the  sour-fac'd  groom  to  hie  as  fast 
As  Isfcging  fowls  before  the  northern  blast,  [deemss 
Speed  mure  thin  upeed,  but  dull  and  slow  she 
kxtremiiy  still  urgeth  such  extremes. 

The  homely  villein  curtsies  to  her  low; 
And  blushing  on  her,  with  a  steilfa^it  eye 
Receiver  the  scroll,  without  or  yea  or  no. 
And  forth  with  bashful  innocence  duth  hie. 
But  they  whose  guilt  within  their  bosoms  lie^ 

Ima^^ine  every  eye  beholds  their  blame; 

For  Lucrece  thought  he  blush'd  to  see  her  shame 

When,  silly  groom !  God  wot,  it  was  defect 

Of  spirit,  life,  and  bold  audacity. 

Such  harmles!!  creatures  have  a  due  respect 

To  talk  in  deeds,  while  others  saucily 

Promise  more  speed,  but  do  it  leiMurcty: 
Even  so,  this  pattern  of  the  worn-out  age 
Pawn'd  honest  looks,  but  laid  no  words  to  gnge. 

His  kindled  duty  kindled  her  mistrust. 
That  two  red  tires  in  both  their  faces  blaz'd  ; 
She  thought  he  blush'd,  ati  knowing  Taiquiii's  lus^ 
And,  blushing  with  him,  wi8tly  on  him  g.ad; 
Her  earnest  e>e  did  make  him  more  amazM: 
The  more  tslie  saw  the  blood  his  cheeks  replenish, 
The  more  she  thought  hespy'd  in  her  some  bleiuishi 
But  long  she  thinks  till  be  return  again. 
And  yet  the  duteous  vassal  scarce  is  gone. 
The  wearv  time  she  cannot  entertain, 
For  now  tis  stale  to  sigh,  to  weep,  and  groan  i 
bo  woe  bath  wearied  woe,  moan  tired  moan. 
That  she  her  paints  a  little  while  doth  stay. 
Pausing  for  means  to  mourn  some  newer  way. 
At  last  she  calls  to  mind  where  hangs  a  piece 
Of  skilful  painting,  made  for  Priam's  Troy ; 
Before  the  which  is  drawn  the  power  ot  Greece, 
For  Helen's  rape  the  city  to  destroy. 
Threatening  cloud-kissing  llion  with  annoy; 
Which  the  conceited  painter  drew  so  proud. 
As  heaven  (it  seem'd)  to  kiss  the  turreU  bow*d. 
A  thousand  lamentable  objects  there. 
In  scorn  of  Nature,  Art  gave  lifeless  lifes 
Many  a  dry  drop  seem'd  a  weeping  tear. 
Shed  for  the  slauirhterd  husband  by  the  ^ife: 
The  red  blood  reek'd  to  show  the  painter's  strife; 
And  dying  eyes  gleam'd  forth  theiir  aaby  IgUts, 
Liko  dying  coals  burnt  out  in  tedious  nights. 
There  might  you  see  the  labouring  pioneer 
Begrimd  with  sweat,  and  smeared  all  with  dusi; 
And  from  the  towers  of  Tn»y  there  wouJd  h\»\»^ 
The  very  eyes  of  men  through  loop-hoie«  tluusi» 
n.,i..0>  iinon  the  (Ireeks  with  little  lust  t 
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lliere  pleading  mi^ht  you  see  ffrave  Kestor  stand 
As  'twere  encouraging  the  Greeks  to  fight ; 
Making  such  sober  action  with  his  band, 
That  it  beguird  attention,  charm'd  the  sight : 
In  speech,  it  seem'd  his  beard,  all  silver  white. 
Wagg'd  up  and  down,  and  from  his  lips  did  fly. 
Thin  winding  breath,  which  purl'd  up  to  the  sky. 

^Abont  him  were  a  press  of  gnping  faces, 
Y>'  ich  seem*d  to  swallow  up  his  sound  advice ; 
All  jointly  listening,  but  with  several  graces. 
As  if  some  mermaid  did  their  ears  entice  ; 
BOi  e  high,  some  low,  the  painter  was  so  nice  ; 
The  scalps  of  rouny,  almost  hid  behind. 
To  jump  up  higher  seem'd,  to  mock  the  mind. 

ftef  e  one  man's  hand  lean'd  on  another's  head, 
liis  nose  being  shadowed  by  his  neighl>our'8  ear; 
Here  one  being  throng'd  bears  bacl^  all  blown  and 
Another,  smotber'd,  seems  to  pelt  and  swear  :  [red ; 
And  in  their  rage  such  signs  of  rage  they  bear. 
As,  but  for  loss  of  Nestor's  golden  words. 
It  seem'd  they  would  debate  with  angry  swords. 

For  much  imaginary  work  was  there ; 
Conceit  deceitful,  to  compact,  so  kind, 
lliat  for  Achilles'  image  stood  his  spear, 
Grip*d  in  an  armed  hand;  himself  behind^ 
Was  left  unseen,  save  in  the  eye  of  mind : 
A  hand,  a  fuot,  a  face,  a  leg,  a  head, 
Stood  for  the  whole  to  be  imagined. 
And  from  the  walls  of  strong -besieged  Troy, 
When  their  brave  hope,  bold  tiector,uiarch'd  tofield. 
Stood  many  Trojan  mothers,  sharing  joy 
To  see  their  youthful  sons  bright  weapons  wield ; 
And  to  their  hope  they  sncli  odd  action  yield. 
That,  through  their  light  joy,  seemed  to  appear 
(Like  bright  things  stain'd)  a  kind  of  heavy  fear. 
And,  from  the  strond  of  Dardan,  where  they  fought^ 
To  Simois*  reedy  banks  the  red  blood  ran, 
Whose  waves  to  imitate  the  battle  sought 
With  swelling  ridges:  and  their  ranks  began 
To  break  upon  the  galled  shore,  and  then 
Retire  again,  till  meeting  greater  ranks 
They  join,  and  shoot  their  foam  at  Sknois'  banks. 
To  this  well-painted  piece  is  Lucrece  come, 
To  find  a  face  where  all  distress  is  st^*d. 
Many  she  sees,  where  care  hath  carved  some, 
But  none  where  all  distress  and  dolour  dwelled. 
Till  she  despairing  Hecuba  beheld. 
Staring  on  Priam's  wounds  with  her  old  eyes. 
Which  bleeding  under  Pyrrhus'  proud  foot  lies. 
In  her  the  painter  had  anatomiz'd 
Time's  ruin,  beauty's  wreck,  and  mrim  care's  reicm ; 
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Shew  me  the  strumpet  that  began  this  stir. 
That  wi^h  my  nails  her  beautv  I  may  tear, 
Th^  heat  of  lust,  fond  Paria,  did  incur 
This  load  of  wrath  that  burning  Trov  doth  bear  ; 
Thy  eve  kindled  the  fire  that  burneth  here: 
And  here  in  1  roy,  for  trespass  of  thine  eye, 
The  sire,  the  son,  the  dame,  and  daughter,  die. 

Why  should  the  private  pleasure  of  some  one 
Become  the  public  plague  of  many  moe? 
Let  sin,  alone  committed,  light  alone 
Upon  his  head  that  hath  trangressed  so. 
Let  guiltless  souls  be  freed  from  guilty  woe  i 

For  one's  offence  why  should  so  many  £fdl« 

To  plague  a  private  sin  in  general  1 

Lo  here  weeps  Hecuba,  here  Priam  dies. 
Here  manly  Hector  fiiints,  hero  Troilus  swonnds  j 
Here  friend  by  friend  in  bloody  channel  lies. 
And  friend  to  friend  gives  unadvised  wounds. 
And  one  man's  lust  these  many  lives  confounds  t 
Had  doting  Priam  check'd  his  son's  desire, 
Troy  had  been  bright  with  fame,  and  not  with  fire. 

Here  feelingly  she  weeps  Troy's  painted  woee: 
For  sorrow,  like  a  heavy -hanging  bell. 
Once  set  on  ringing  with  his  own  weight  goes; 
Then  little  strength  rings  out  the  doleful  knell ; 
So  Lucrece  set  a-work,  sad  tales  doth  tell 
To  pendll'd  pensiveness  and  colour'd  sorrow;  [row 
She  lends  them  wordfl^  and  she  their  looks  doth  bor* 
She  throws  her  eyes  about  the  painting,  round. 
And  whom  she  finds  forlorn  she  doth  lament ; 
At  last  she  sees  a  wretched  image- bound. 
That  piteous  looks  to  Phrygian  shepherds  lent ; 
His  face,  though  full  of  cares,  vet  shew'd  content  \ 
Onward  to  Troy  with  the  blunt  swains  he  goes, 
So  mild,  that  Patience  seem'd  to  scorn  his  woes. 
In  him  the  painter  labour'd  with  his  skill 
To  hide  deceit,  and  give  the  harmless  show 
An  humble  gait,  calm  lookfl,  eyes  wailing  stiU, ' 
A  brow  unbent,  that  seem'd  to  welcome  woe* 
Cheeks,  neither  red  nor  pale,  but  mingled  so 
That  blushing  red  no  guilty  instance  gave, 
Kor  ashy  pale  the  fear  that  false  bearu  have. 

But,  like  a  constant  and  confirmed  devil* 
He  entertain'd  a  show  so  seeming  just. 
And  therein  so  ensconK'd  his  secret  evil« 
That  jealousy  itself  could  not  mistrust 
False-creeping  crad  and  peijur}'  should  thrust 
into  so  bright  a  day  such  black-fac'a  storms. 
Or  blot  with  hell-bom  sin  such  saint-Uke  forma. 
The  welUskiird  workman  this  mild  image  drew 
For  periur'd  Sinon,  whose  enchanting  story 
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For  eren  as  sobtle  Sinon  here  is  painted, 
80  sober  sad,  so  weary,  and  so  mild, 
(As  if  with  grief  or  travail  he  had  fainted) 
To  me  came  Tarquin  armed ;  so  beguil'd 
With  outwaid  honesty,  but  yet  defii'd 
With  inward  vice :  as  Priam  him  did  cherish, 
80  did  1  Tarquin ;  so  my  Troy  did  perish. 

Look,  look,  how  listening  Priam  wets  his  eyes, 

To  see  those  borrowed  tears  that  Sinon  sheds. 

Priam,  why  art  thou  old,  and  yet  not  wise? 

For  every  tear  be  falls,  a  Trojan  bleeds; 

His  eye  drops  tire,  no  water  thence  proceeds; 
1  hose  round  clear  pearls  of  his  that  move  thy  pity 
Are  balls  of  quenchless  fire  to  born  thy  city. 

Such  devils  steal  effects  from  lightless  hell } 
For  Sinon  in  his  fire  doth  quake  with  cold, 
And  in  that  cold,  hot-  burning  fire  doth  dwell ; 
These  contraries  such  unity  do  hold. 
Only  to  flatter  fools,  and  make  them  bold : 
80  Priam's  trust  false  Siuon's  tear  doth  flatter. 
That  he  finds  mean  to  burn  his  Troy  with  water." 

Here,  all  enrag'd,  such  passion  her  assails, 
That  patience  IS  quite  beaten  from  her  breast. 
She  tears  the  senseless  Sinon  with  her  nails. 
Comparing  him  to  that  unhappy  guest 
Whose  deed  hath  made  herself  herself  detest ; 
At  last  she  smilingly  with  this  gives  o'er: 
Fool !  fuol  I  quoth  she,  his  wounds  will  not  be  sore. 
Thus  ebbs  and  flows  the  current  of  her  sorrow, 
And  time  doth  weary  time  with  her  complaining, 
She  looks  for  night,  and  then  she  longs  for  morrow. 
And  both  she  thinks  too  long  with  her  remaining  t 
Short  time  seems  long  in  sorrow's  sharp  sustaining, 
lliuugh  woe  be  heavy,  yet  it  seldom  sleeps ; 
And  they  that  watch,  see  time  how  slow  it  creeps. 
Which  all  this  time  hath  overslipp'd  her  thought. 
That  she  with  painted  images  hath  spent; 
Being  from  the  feeling  of  her  own  grief  brought 
By  deep  surmise  uf  otliers'  detriment; 
Losing  her  woes  in  8hows  of  discontent. 
It  ea^^eth  some,  though  none  it  ever  cured. 
To  think  their  dolour  others  have  endur'd. 
But  now  the  mindful  messenger,  come  back, 
Brings  home  his  lord  and  other  company ; 
Who  finds  his  Lucrece  clad  in  mourning  bUck  ; 
And  round  about  her  tear  di>tained  eye 
Blue  circles  stream'd,  like  rainbows  in  the  sky. 
These  water-galls  in  her  dim  element 
Foretell  new  storms  to  those  already  spent. 
Which  when  her  sad -beholding  husband  saw, 
Amatediy  in  her  sad  face  he  stares : 
Her  eyes,  though  sod  in  tears,  look*d  red  and  raw, 
lier  lively  colour  kiird  with  deadly  cares. 
He  hath  no  power  to  ask  her  how  she  fares. 
But  stood,  like  old  acquaintance  in  a  trance. 
Met  far  from  home,wonderiug  each  other's  chance. 
At  last  he  takes  her  by  the  bloodless  hand. 
And  thus  begins  :  What  uncouth  ill  event 
Bath  thee  befallen,  that  thou  dost  trembling  stand? 
Sweet  love,  what  spite  hath  thy  fair  colour  spent? 
Why  art  thou  tbua  attir'd  in  discontent? 
Unmask,  dear  dear,  this  moody  heaviness. 
And  tell  thy  grief,  that  we  may  give  redress. 
Three  times  with  sighs  she  gives  her  sorrows  fire. 
Ere  once  she  can  discharge  one  »ord  of  woe  : 
At  length  addressed  to  answer  his  desire^ 
She  modeiitly  prepares  to  let  them  know 
Her  honour  is  ta'en  prisoner  by  the  foe ; 
White  (Jollatine  and  his  consorted  lords 
With  itd  aitenlion  long  to  heai  her  words. 
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And  now  this  pale  swan  m  her  watery  nest 
Begins  the  sad  dirge  of  her  certain  ending: 
Few  words,  quoth  she,  shall  fit  the  trespass  best. 
Where  no  excuse  can  give  the  fault  amending ; 
-^n  me  more  woes  than  words  are  now  depending, 
And  my  laments  would  be  drawn  out  too  long, 
To  tell  them  all  with  one  poor  tired  tongue. 

Then  be  this  all  the  task  it  hath  to  say : — 
Dear  husband,  in  the  interest  of  thy  bed 
A  stranger  came,  and  on  that  pillow  lay 
Where  thou  wast  wont  to  rest  thy  weary  head  ; 
And  what  wrong  else  mav  be  imagined 
By  foul  enforcement  might  be  done  to  me. 
From  that,  alas !  thy  Lucrece  is  not  free. 

For  in  the  dreadful  dead  of  dark  midnight. 
With  shining  falchion  in  my  chamber  came 
A  creeping  creature,  with  a  flaming  light. 
And  softly  cry*d.  Awake,  thou  Roman  dame, 
Ajid  entertain  my  love ;  else  lasting  shame 
On  thee  and  thine  this  night  I  will  inflict, 
If  thou  my  love's  desire  do  contradict 

For  so^e  hard-favour'd  ^oom  of  thine,  qnoth  he, 
Unless  thou  yoke  thy  liking  to  my  will, 
I'll  murder  straight,  and  then  I'll  slaughter  thee, 
And  swear  1  found  you  where  you  did  fulfil 
The  loathsome  act  of  lust,  and  so  did  kill 
The  lechers  in  their  deed :  this  act  will  be 
My  fame,  and  thy  perpetual  infamy. 
With  this  I  did  begin  to  start  and  cry. 
And  then  against  my  heart  he  set  bis  sword. 
Swearing,  unleas  I  took  all  patiently, 
I  should  not  live  to  speak  another  word  x 
So  should  my  shame  still  rest  upon  record. 
And  never  be  forgot  in  mighty  Rome 
The  adulterate  death  of  Lucrece  and  her  groom. 
Mine  enemy  was  strong,  my  poor  self  weak. 
And  far  the  weaker  with  so  strong  a  iear ; 
My  bloody  Judge  forbade  my  tongue  to  speak  ; 
No  rightful  plea  might  plead  for  justice  there: 
His  scarlet  lust  came  evidence  to  swear 
That  my  poor  beauty  had  purloin'd  his  eyes. 
And  when  the  judge  is  robb'd,  the  prisoner  dies. 
O  teach  me  bow  to  make  mine  own  excuse! 
Or,  at  the  least,  this  refuge  let  me  flnd ; 
Though  my  gross  blood  be  stain'd  with  this  abuse, 
immaculate  and  spotless  is  my  mind ; 
That  was  not  forcM ;  that  never  was  indin'd 
To  accessary  yieldings,  but  still  pure 
Doth  in  her  poison'd  closet  yet  endure. 
Lo  here,  the  hopeless  merchant  of  this  loss, 
With  head  declin'd,  and  voice  damm'd  up  with  woe, 
With  sad -set  eyes,  and  wretched  arms  across. 
From  lips  new- waxen  pale  begins  to  blow 
The  grief  away,  that  stops  his  answer  so: 
But  wretched  as  he  is,  he  strives  in  vain ; 
What  he  breathes  out  his  breath  drinks  up  again. 
At  through  an  arch  the  violent  roaring  tide 
Out-runs  the  eye  that  doth  behold  his  haste  ; 
Yet  in  the  eddy  boundeih  in  his  pride 
Back  to  the  strait  that  forc'd  him  on  so  fiist;  . 

In  rage  sent  out,  recall'd  in  rage,  being  past  1 
JJLven  so  he  sighs,  his  sorrows,  make  a  saw. 
To  push  griefou,  and  back  the  same  grief  draw. 
Which  speechless  woe  of  his,  poor  she  attendeth. 
And  his  untimely  frenzy  thus  awaketh : 
Dear  lord,  thy  sorrow  to  my  sorrow  lendeth 
Another  power;  no  flood  by  raining  slaketh. 
Mv  woe  too  sensible  thy  passion  maketh 
More  feeling-paiiifui ;  let  it  then  sufiice         t 
To  drown  oc«  woe,  one  pair  of  weeping  eyes.  iC 
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And  for  iny  sake,  when  I  might  charm  thee  ao,        i  Daughter,  dear  daughter,  old  Lncretiiis  cri«% 

For  she  that  waa  thy  Lncrece, — now  attend  me ;        That  life  was  mine,  which  thou  hast  here  depriw'^ 

Be  suddenly  revenged  on  my  f«>e,  )f  in  the  child  the  lather's  image  lies, 

Ihine,  mine,  his  own ;  suppose  thon  dost  defend  me    Where  shall  I  live,  now  Lncreee  is  unliv'd? 


From  what  is  past :  the  help  that  thou  shalt  lend 
Cornea  all  too  late,  yet  let  the  traitor  die;  [me 
For  sparing  justice  feeds  iniquity. 

Bat  ere  I  name  him,  you  fair  lords,  qnoth  she, 
(Speaking  to  th<»8e  that  came  with  Collatine) 
6hall  plight  yuur  honourable  faiths  to  me, 
\V*ith  swift  pur.Huit'to  venge  (his  wrong  of  mine; 
For  tis  a  nieritoriou.'t  fair  design. 

To  chase  inju>ti(e  with  revengefnl  arms:  piarma. 

Knights,  by  their  oaths,  should  right  poor  ladies* 

At  this  request,  with  noble  disposition 
Each  present  lord  b*'gait  to  promise  aid. 
As  bound  HI  knighthood  to  her  iin  position, 
Longing  to  hear  the  hateful  foe  bewray 'd, 
But  she,  thwt  yet  her  ttad  task  hath  not  said. 
The  protestation  stops.     O  speak,  quoth  she, 
Uow  may  !his  forced  stain  be  wiped  from  me? 

What  is  the  quality  of  mine  offence, 
Being  const raji'd  with  drfadfu*  circumstance? 
May  my  pure  mind  with  the  foul  act  dispense, 
My  low-declined  hononr  t<i  advance? 
May  any  lerniM  acquit  me  from  this  chance? 
The  poison'd  fountain  clears  ititeif  again; 
And  why  not  1  from  this  compelled  stain  ? 
With  this,  they  all  at  once  began  to  say, 
Her  body's  siaui  her  mind  untainted  clears; 
While  with  a  joyless  smile  she  turns  away 
The  face,  that  map  which  deep  impression  bears 
Of  hard  misfortune  carv'd  in  it  with  tears, 
l^o,  no,  q'*oth  she,  no  dame  hereafter  living, 
By  my  excuse  shall  claim  excuses  giving. 
Here  with  a  sigh,  as  if  her  heart  would  brealc, 
8he  throws  forth  Tarquin's  name;  He,  lie,  she  says. 
But  more  than  he  her  poor  tongue  could  not  speak.; 
Till  after  many  accents  and  delays. 
Untimely  breatbinKS,  sick  and  short  assays, 
8he  utters  this :  He,  he,  fair  lords,  'tis  he. 
That  guides  this  hand  to  give  this  wound  to  me. 
Even  here  she  sheathed  in  her  harmless  breast 
A  harmful  knile,  that  thence  her  soul  unsheathed; 
That  blow  did  bail  it  from  the  deep  unrest 
Of  that  polluted  prison  where  it  bieathed  t 
Her  contrite  sighs  unto  the  clouds  bequeathed 
Her  whiged  sprite,  and  through  her  wounds  doth 
Lite's  lasting  date  from  cancell'd  destiny.        [fly 
Stone-still,  astonish'd  with  this  deadly  deed. 
Stood  Collatine  and  all  his  lordly  crew ; 
Till  Lncreee'  father  that  beholds  her  bleed. 
Himself  on  her  self-slaughter'd  body  threw; 
And  from  the  purple  fountain  Brutus  drew 
The  murderous  knife,  and  as  it  left  the  place 
Her  blood,  in  poor  revenge,  held  it  in  chase ; 
And  bubbling  from  her  breast,  it  doth  divide 
In  two  slow  rivers,  tliat  the  crimson  blood 
Circles  her  body  in  on  every  side. 
Who  like  a  late-sack'd  island  vastly  stood 
Bare  and  unpeopled,  in  this  fearful  flood. 
Some  of  her  blood  still  pure  and  red  remain'd, 
Andsoiuelook'd  black,anathai  false  Tarqumstain'd, 
About  the  mourning  and  congealed  fdi  e 
Of  that  black  blood,  a  watery  rigol  ffoes. 
Which  seems  to  weep  upon  the  tainted  plact: 
And  ever  since  as  pitying  Lucrece'  woes, 
Corrupted  blood  some  watery  token  shows ; 
And  blood  untainted  still  doth  red  abide. 
Blushing  at  that  which  is  so  putrify'd. 


Thou  wast  not  to  this  end  from  me  deriv'd. 
If  children  pre-decease  progenitors. 
We  are  their  ofispring,  and  they  none  of  < 

Poor  broken  glass  I  ohen  did  behold 
In  thy  sweet  semblance  my  old  age  new-bom ; 
But  now  that  fair  fresh  mirror,  dim  and  old; 
bhews  me  a  bare-bon'd  death  by  time  out- worn ^ 
O,  from  thy  cheeks  my  image  thou  ha»  torn; 
And  shiver'd  all  the  beauty  of  ray  glass. 
That  I  no  more  can  see  what  once  I  was. 

0  time,  cease  thou  thy  course,  aud  last  no  longer^ 
If  they  surcease  to  be,  that  should  survive, 
Miall  rotten  death  make  conquest  of  the  stronger* 
And  leave  the  faltering  feeble  souls  alive? 

The  old  bees  die,  the  young  possess  their  hive. 
'1  hen  live,  sweet  Lucrece,  live  again,  and  see 
Ihy  father  die,  and  not  thy  father  thee. 

By  this  starts  Collatine  as  from  a  dream, 
And  bias  LnrretiuH  give  his  sorrow  place  ; 
And  then  in  ke\ -cold  Liicrece'  bleeding  stream 
He  fails,  and  bathes  the  pale  fear  in  his  face. 
And  counteifeiis  to  die  with  her  a  Space; 

1  ill  manly  shame  bids  him  missess  his  breatli» 
And  live  to  be  revenged  on  her  death. 
The  deep  vexation  of  his  inward  s«>ul 
Hath  serv'd  a  dumb  arrest  upon  his  tongoet 
W  ho  mad  that  sorrow  Hhould  his  use  i-ontrol. 
Or  keep  him  from  heart -ea.^ing  wortis  so  long. 
Begins  to  talk;  but  thnmgh  his  lips  do  throng 
Weak  words,  so  thick  come,  in  his  poor  heart's  aid, 
That  no  man  could  distinguish  what  be  said. 
Yet  sometime  Tarquin  was  pronounced  plain, 
but  through  his  teeth  as  if  the  name  he  tore, 
'i  his  windy  tempest,  till  it  blow  up  rain. 
Held  back  his  sorrow's  tide,  to  make  it  mors  ; 
At  last  It  rains,  and  bu»y  winds  give  o'er: 
Then  son  and  father  weep  with  equal  8trifi»» 
Who  should  weep  most,  for  daughter  or  forwifcb 
The  one  doth  call  her  his,  the  other  his, 
Yet  neither  may  possess  the  claim  they  lay. 
The  father  says,  she's  mine  :  O  mine  she  i% 
Replies  her  husband  :  Do  not  take  away 
My  sorrow's  interest ;  let  no  mourner  say 
He  weeps  for  her,  for  she  was  only  mine^ 
And  only  must  be  wail'd  b>  Collatine. 
O,  quoth  Lucretius,  I  did  give  that  life. 
Which  she  too  early  and  too  late  hatn  ^piil'd. 
Woe,  woe,  quoth  Collaiine,  she  was  my  wife, 

1  own'd  hei,  and  *tis  mine  that  she  balb  kilTd. 
My  daughter  and  my  wife  with  clainours  fllKd 

The  di^pers'd  air,  who  holding  Lucreie'  life, 
Answer'd  their  cries,  my  dauyUler  and  my  wi^ 

Brutus,  who  pluck'd  the  knife  from  Lucrece  side, 

Seeing  such  emulation  in  their  woe. 

Began  to  clothe  his  wit  in  state  and  pride^ 

Burying  in  Lui-rrce'  wound  bis  fully's  ahow. 

He  with  the  homans  was  esteem  d  so 
As  silly  jeering  idiots  are  with  kings. 
For  spoitive  words,  and  uttermg  foolish  thlnga. 

But  now  he  throws  that  shallow  habit  by» 

Wherein  deep  polic}'  did  him  disguise ; 

And  arm'd  his  long  hid  wits  advi»«dly. 

To  check  the  tears  in  Co<  latin  us*  eyes. 

Thou  wronged  lord  of  Home,  quoth  be,  ar!M| 
Let  my  unsounded  self,  auppos  d  a  fool. 
Now  set  ihy  loug-exneneuced  wU  to  scbooL 


Whff  Collatiiie,  is  woe  tbe  cnre  for  woe  ? 

Do  wounds  help  wounds,  or  grief  help  grievous 
aeeds! 

Is  it  revenge  to  ffive  thyself  a  blow. 

For  bis  foul  act  by  whom  thy  fair  wife  bleeds? 

Such  childish  humour  from  weak  miods  proceeds  i 
Thy  wretched  wife  mistook  the  matter  so, 
To  slay  herself  that  should  have  slain  her  foe. 

Courageous  Roman,  do  not  steep  thy  heart 
In  such  relenting  dew  of  lamentations. 
But  kneel  with  me,  and  help  to  bear  thy  part, 
To  rouse  our  Roman  gods  with  invocations, 
Ihat  they  will  suffer  these  abominations, 
Bince  Home  herself  in  them  doth  stand  disgrac'd. 
By  our  strongarmsfrom  forth  her  fair  streets  chased. 

Now  by  the  Capitol  that  we  adore. 

And  by  this  chaste  blood  so  unjustly  stained. 

By  h  aa ven's  (air  sun,  that  breeds  the  lat  earth's  store, 
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by  all  our  country's  rights  in  Rome  maintained 

And  by  chaste  Lucrece'  soul  that  late  complained 

Her  wrongs  to  us,  and  by  this  bluody  knife. 

We  will  revenge  the  death  of  this  true  wife. 

This  said,  he  struck  his  hand  upon  his  breast. 
And  kiss'd-the  fatal  knife  to  end  his  vow; 
And  to  his  protestation  urg'd  the  rest. 
Who  wondering  at  him,  did  his  words  allow: 
Then  iointly  to  the  ground  their  knees  they  bow ; 
And  that  deep  vow  which  Brutus  made  before, 
He  doth  again  repeat,  and  that  they  swore. 

When  they  bad  sworn  to  this  advised  doom. 
They  did  conclude  to  bear  dead  Lucrece  thentie; 
To  shew  the  bleeding  body  thorough  Home, 
And  so  to  publish  Tarquin's  foul  offence : 
Which  being  done  with  speedy  diligence, 
The  Romans  plausibly  did  give  consent 
To  Tarquin's  everlasting  banishmeDt. 
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PiiOM  fairest  creataies  we  deeire  inoreas^^  i 

Tli:it  thereby  beauty's  rose  might  never  OMf         \ 
Bat  as  the  riper  should  by  time  decrease,  i 

His  tender  heir  might  bear  his  memory  : 
But  thou,  contracted  to  thine  own  bright  eyes,    | 
Feed'st  thy  light's  flame  with  self-eabstantial 

fuel, 
Making  a  famine  where  abandanoe  lies, 
Thyself  thy  foe,  to  thy  sweet  self  too  cruel, 
Thon  that  art  now  the  world's  fresh  ornament^ 
And  only  herald  to  the  gaudy  spring. 
Within  thine  own  bud  buriest  thy  content,^ 
And,  tender  churl,  maVst  waste  in  niggarding. 
Pity  the  world,  or  else  this  glutton  be. 
To  eat  the  world's  due,  by  the  grave  and  thee. 

n. 

When  forty  winters  shall  besiege  thy  brow. 
And  dig  deep  trenches  in  thy  beauty's  field, 
Thv  youth's  proud  livery,  so  gaz'd  on  now, 
Will  be  a  tatter'd  weed,  of  small  worth  held : 
Then  being  ask'd  where  all  thv  beauty  lies, 
Where  all  the  treasure  of  thy  lusty  days ; 
To  say,  within  thine  own  deep-sunken  eyes, 
Were  an  all-eating  shame,  and  thriftless  praise. 
How  much  more  praise  deserv'd  thy  beauty's  use. 
If  thon  could'st  answer — "  This  fair  child  of  mine 
Shall  sum  my  count,  and  make  my  old  excuse—" 
Proving  his  beauty  by  succession  thine. 
This  were  to  be  new-made  when  thon  art  old. 
And  see  thy  blood  warm  when  thon  feel'st  it 
cold. 

m. 

Look  in  ihy  glass,  and  tell  the  face  thou  vie  west, 
Now  is  the  time  that  face  should  form  another ; 
Whose  fresh  repair  if  now  thou  not  renewest, 
Thon  dost  beguile  the  world,  xmbless  some 

mother. 
For  where  is  she  so  fair,  whose  nn-ear'd  womb 
Disdains  the  tillage  of  thy  husbandry  P 
Or  who  is  he  so  fond,  will  be  the  tomb 
Of  his  self  love,  to  stop  nosterity  P 
Thon  art  thy  mother's  glass,  and  she  in  thee 
Calls  back  tne  lovely  April  of  her  prime : 
So  thou  through  windows  of  thine  age  shalt  see, 
Despite  of  wrinkles,  this  thy  golden  time. 
But  if  thou  live,  remember' d  not  to  be, 
Die  single,  and  thine  image  dies  with  thee. 

nr. 

Unthrifty  loveliness,  why  dost  thou  spend 
Upon  thyself  thy  beauty  s  legacy  P 
Nature's  bequest  gives  nothing,  but  doth  lend. 
And  being  frank,  she  lends  to  those  are  free. 
Then,  bcMiteons  niggard,  why  dost  thou  abuse 
The  bounteous  laigess  given  thee  to  give  P 
Profitless  usurer,  why  aost  thou  use 
Bo  great  a  sum  of  sums,  yet  canst  not  live  f 
For  having  trafilc  with  thyself  alone. 
Thou  of  thyself  thy  sweet  self  dost  deoeiTe. 


Then  how,  when  nature  calls  thee  to  begone, 
What  acceptable  audit  canst  thou  leave  r 
Thy  unus'd  beauty  must  be  tomb'd  with  thee, 
Which,  used,  lives  thy  executor  to  be. 


Those  hours,  that  with  gentle  work  did  frame 

The  lovely  gase  where  every  eye  doth  dwell. 

Will  play  the  tyrants  to  the  very  same. 

And  that  unfair  which  fairly  doth  exccdl ; 

For  never-resting  time  leads  summer  on 

To  hideous  winter,  and  confounds  him  there ; 

Sap  check'd  with  frost,  and  lusty  leaves  quite 

ffone. 
Beauty  o  ersnoVd,  and  bareness  every  where : 
Then,  were  not  summer's  distillation  left, 
A  liquid  prisoner  pent  in  walls  of  glass. 
Beauty's  efi*ect  with  beauty  were  ^ref^ 
Nor  it,  nor  no  remembrance  what  it  was. 
But  flowers  distill'd,  though  they  with  winter 

meet, 
Leese  but  their  show;  their ^substanoe  still 

lives  sweet. 

YI. 

Then  let  not  winter's  ragged  hand  deface 
In  thee  thy  summer,  ere  thou  be  distill'd : 
^fake  sweet  some  phial,  treasure  thou  some  place 
With  beauty's  treasure,  ere  it  be  self-kill'd. 
That  use  is  not  forbidden  usury. 
Which  happies  those  that  pay  tiie  willing  loan  t 
That's  for  thyself  to  breed  another  thee, 
Or  ten  times  nappier,  be  it  ten  for  one ; 
Ten  times  thyself  were  happier  than  Uion  ait, 
If  ten  of  thine  ten  times  refigur'd  thee : 
Then,  what  could  death  do  if  thou  should'st  de- 
part, 
Leaving  thee  living  in  xx)8terity  P 
Be  not  self-will' a,  for  thou  art  much  too  fair 
To  be  death's  conquest,  and   make  worme 
thine  heir. 

VII. 

Lo,  in  the  orient,  when  the  gracious  h'ght 
Lifts  up  his  burning  head,  each  under  eye 
Doth  homage  to  his  new-appearing  sight. 
Serving  with  looks  his  sacred  majesty ; 
i\  nd  having  climb' d  the  steep-up  heavenly  lull 
]  Resembling  strong  youth  in  nis  middle  a^e. 
Yet  mortal  looks  adore  his  beauty  still, 
Attending  on  his  golden  pil|;rrimage ; 
But  when  from  high-moi*i  pitch,  with  weary  car, 
Like  feeble  age,  he  reeleth'from  the  day, 
The  eyes,  'fore  dateons,  now  converted  are 
From  his  low  tract,  and  look  another  way  i 
So  thou,  thyself  out  going  in  thy  noon, 
Unlook'd  on  diest,  unless  thou  get  a  eon. 


Music  to  hear,  why  hear'st  thon  mnsio  sadly  f 
Sweets  with  sweets  war  not^  jov  delights  in  joy. 
Why  lov'st  thou  that  whion  thou  reoeiv'st  no4 

gladlvP 
Or  else  reoeirst  with  pleasnxe  thine  tnnoy  ? 


SONNBTS. 
If  the  true  oopoord  of  well-toned  eoandt, 
By  nniooB  married,  do  offend  thine  ear^ 
Tnev  do  bat  eweetly  chide  thee  who  confonnds 
In  tmgloiees  the  paxts  that  thoa  shoald'st  bear. 
Blark  how  one  string,  sweet  husband  to  another, 
Strikes  each  in  each  by  mutual  ordering ; 
Beeembling  sire  and  ohild^  and  happy  mother, 
Who  all  in  one,  one  pleasing  note  do  sing : 
Whose  speechless  song,  ^ing  many,  seeming 

one. 
Sings  this  to  thee,  "thou  angle  wilt  prove 
none." 
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DC 

It  H  for  fear  to  wet  a  widow's  eye, 
That  thou  consum'st  thyself  in  single  life  r 
Ah !  if  thou  issueless  shalt  hap  to  die. 
The  world  will  wail  thees  like  a  mabelees  wife ; 
The  world  will  be  thy  widow  and  still  weep, 
That  thon  no  form  of  thee  hast  left  behind. 
When  every  private  widow  well  may  keep. 
By  children's  eyes,  her  husband's  shape  in  mind. 
Look,  what  an  unthrift  in  the  world  doth  spend. 
Shifts  but  his  place,  for  still  the  world  enjoys  it ; 
But  beauty's  waste  hath  in  the  world  an  end, 
And  kept  unus'd,  the  user  so  destroys  it. 
No  bre  towards  others  in  that  bosom  sits, 
That  on  himself  such  morderons  shame  oom- 


For  shame !  deny  that  thou  bear'st  lore  to  any, 
Who  for  thyself  art  so  unprovident. 
Grant  if  thou  wilt,  thou  art  belov'd  of  many, 
But  that  thou  none  lov'st,  is  most  evident : 
For  thou  art  so  poesesa'd  with  murderous  hate. 
That  'gainst  thyself  thou  •tick'st  not  to  con- 

Seeking  that  beauteous  roof  to  rumate^^ 
Which  to  repair  should  be  thy  chief  destre. 
O  change  thy  thought,  that  I  may  change  my 

mindl 
Shall  hate  be  fairer  lodg'd  than  gentle  tove  f 
Be.  as  thy  presence  is,  gracious  and  kmd. 
Or  to  thyself,  at  least,  kind-hearted  prove : 
Hake  thee  another  self j  for  love  of  me, 
That  beauty  still  may  live  in  thine  and  thee. 

XL 

As  fait  M  ihou  shalt  wane,  so  fast  thou  grow'st 
In  one  of  thine,  from  that  which  thou  departest ; 
And  that  fresh  blood  which  youngly  thou  be- 

stow'st. 
Thoa  raay'st  ceil  thine,  when  thou  from  youth 

oonvertest. 
Herein  lives  wisdom,  beauty,  and  mcrease; 
Without  this,  folly,  age,  and  cold  decay : 
If  all  were  minded  so,  the  times  should  oease. 
And  thieeeoore  years  would  make  the  world 

Lei  those  whom  nature  hath  not  made  for  store. 
Harsh,  featureless,  and  rude,  twurrenly  perish 
he  best 


Look  whom  she  best  endow'd,  she  gave  thee 

more; 
Whibh  bounteoua  gift  thou  should'st  in  bounty 
cherish } 
She  carv'd  thee  for  her  seal,  and   meant 

thereby, 
Thoa  shoold'at  print  mora,  nor  let  that  oopy 
diflb 


When  I  do  count  the  dock  that  tells  the  time, 
And  see  the  brave  da^  sunk  in  hideous  night; 
When  I  behold  the  violet  past  prime, 
And  sable  curls,  all  silverd  o'er  with  white; 
When  lofty  trees  I  see  barren  of  leaves. 
Which  erst  from  heat  did  canopy  the  herd. 
And  summer's  peen  all  girded  up  in  sheaves, 
Borne  on  the  bier  with  white  and  bristly  beard} 
Then  of  thy  beauty  do  I  question  make, 
That  thou  among  the  wastes  of  time  must  go, 
Since  sweets  and  beauties  do  themselves  forsake^ 
And  die  as  fast  as  they  see  others  grow ; 

And  nothing  'gainst  time's  scythe  can  make  de- 
fence, 

Save  breed,  to  biave  him,  when  he  takes  thee 
hence. 

xin. 

O  that  you  were  yourself  t  bnt,  love,  you  are 
No  longer  your's,  than  you  yourself  here  livet 
Against  this  coming  end  you  should  prepare, 
And  your  sweet  semblance  to  some  other  give. 
So  should  that  beauty  which  you  hold  in  l^euw. 
Find  no  determination :  then  you  were 
Yourself  again,  after  yourseirs  decease, 
When  your  sweet  issue  your  sweet  form  should 

bear. 
Who  lets  so  fair  a  house  fall  to  decay. 
Which  husbandry  in  honour  might  uphold 
Against  the  stormy  gusts  of  winter's  day. 
And  barren  rage  of  death's  eternal  cold  r 

01  none  but  onthrifts: — ^Dear,  my  love,  you 
know. 

Yon  had  a  father;  let  your  son  say  ao. 

XIT. 

Not  from  the  stars  do  I  my  judgment  pluck ; 
And  yet  methinks  I  have  astronomy, 
But  not  to  tell  of  good,  or  evil  luck, 
Of  plagues,  of  dearths,  or  seasons'  quality  t 
Nor  can  I  fortune  to  brief  minutes  tell, 
Pointing  to  each  his  thunder,  rain  and  wind* 
Or  say,  with  princes  if  it  shall  go  well| 
By  on  predict  that  I  in  heaven  find : 
But  from  thine  eyes  my  knowledge  I  derive^ 
And  (constant  stars)  in  them  I  read  such  ait| 
As  truth  and  beauty  shall  together  thrive, 
If  from  thyself  to  store  thou  would'st  convert : 
Or  else  of  thee  this  I  prognosticate. 
Thy  end  is  truth's  and  beauty's  doom  and  date. 

XT. 

When  I  consider  every  thing  that  growa 
Holds  in  perfection  but  a  Uttle  moment, 
That  this  huge  state  preaenteth  nought  but 

shows 
Whereon  the  stars  in  secret  influence  comment ; 
When  I  perceive  thnt  men  as  plants  mcrease. 
Cheered  and  oheck'd  even  by  the  self-same  sky  i 
Vaunt  in  their  youthful  sap,  at  height  decrea8«». 
And  wear  their  brave  s*%ve  cut  of  memory; 
Then  the  conceit  of  this  inconstant  stay 
SeU  you  most  rich  in  youth  before  my  sight» 
Where  wasteful  time  debateth  with  decay, 
To  change  your  day  of  youth  to  sullied  night  | 
And.  all  in  war  with  time,  for  bve  of  yoo, 
Aa  he  takea  from  yoot  I  engraft  you  new. 
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XTI. 


But  wherefore  do  not  yon  a  mightier  tniy 
Make  war  upon  this  bloody  tyrant^  Time  ? 
And  fortify  yonrself  in  your  decay 
With  means  more  blessed  than  my  barren  rhime  P 
Now  stand  yon  on  the  top  of  happy  hours ; 
And  many  maiden  gardens  yet  unset 
With  Tirtnous  wish  would  bear  you  living  flowers, 
Much  liker  than  your  painted  oounteif  eit : 
So  should  the  lines  of  life  that  life  repair, 
Which  this.  Time's  pencil,  or  my  pupil  pen. 
Neither  in  inward  worth,  nor  outward  fair. 
Can  make  you  live  yourself  in  eyes  of  men. 

Tt)  give  away  yourself,  keeps  yourself  still; 

And  you  must  live,  drawn  by  your  own  sweet 
skill. 


XX. 


Who  will  believe  my  verse  in  time  to  come, 
If  it  were  filled  with  your  most  high  deserts  P 
^ough  yet,  heaven  knows,  it  is  but  as  a  tomb 
Which  hides  your  life,  and  shows  not  half  your 

parts. 
If  I  could  write  the  beauty  of  your  eyes. 
And  in  fresh  numbers  number  all  your  graces, 
The  age  to  come  would  say  this  poet  lies, 
Such  heavenly  touches  ne'er  touch'd  earthly 

faces. 
So  should  my  papers,  yelloVd  with  their  age. 
Be  scom'd,  like  old  men  of  less  truth  ».ti«m 

tongue; 
And  your  true  rights  be  term'd  a  poef  s  rage. 
And  stretched  metre  of  an  antique  song : 
But  were  some  child  of  yours  alive  that  tune, 
Ton  should  live  twice  s~in  it»  and  in  my 
rhime. 

XYin. 

Shall  I  compare  thee  to  a  summer's  day  P 
Thou  art  more  lovely  and  more  tconperate : 
Bough  winds  do  shake  the  darling  buds  of  May, 
And  summer's  lease  hath  all  too  short  a  date : 
Sometime  too  hot  the  eye  of  heaven  shines, 
And  often  is  his  gold  complexion  dimm'd; 
And  every  fair  from  fair  sometime  declines. 
By  chance,  or  nature's  changing  course,  nn- 

trimm'd. 
But  thy  eternal  summer  shall  not  fade. 
Nor  lose  possession  of  that  fair  thou  owest  j 
Nor  shall  death  brag  thou  wander'st  in  his  shade, 
When  in  eternal  lines  to  time  thou  growest ; 
So  long  as  men  can  breathe,  or  eyes  can  see, 
So  long  lives  this,  and  this  gives  life  to  thee. 


XIX. 

Devouring  Time,  blunt  thou  the  lion's  paws. 
And  make  the  earth  devour  her  own  sweet  brood  5 
Pluck  the  keen  teeth  from  the  fierce  tiger^s  jaws 
And  bum  the  long-liv'd  phoenix  in  her  blood;   * 
Make  gUd  and  sorry  seasons,  as  thou  fleet'st. 
And  do  wbate'er  thou  wilt,  swift-footed  Time, 
To  the  wide  world,  and  all  her  fading  sweets; ' 
But  I  forbid  thee  one  most  heinous  crime : 
O  carve  not  with  thy  hours  my  love's  fiir  brow, 
Nor  draw  no  lines  there  with  thine  antique  pen  • 
Him  in  thy  course  untainted  do  allow,  ' 

For  beauty's  pattern  to  succeeding  men. 
Yet,  do  thy  worst,  old  Time:  despite  thy 

My  love  shfol  in  my  verse  ever  live  young. 


A  woman's  face,  with  nature's  own  band  painted, 
Hast  thou,  the  master- mistress  of  my  passion; 
A  woman's  gentle  heart,  but  not  acquainted 
With  shifting  change,  as  is  false  women's  fashioii; 
An  eye  more  bright  than  theirs,  less  fiUse  in 

rolling, 
Gildmg  the  object  whereupon  it  gaseth; 
Aman  in  hue,  all  hues  in  his  controlling. 
Which  steals  men's  eyes,  and  women's  ioala 

amaseth. 
And  for  a  woman  wert  thou  first  created ; 
'Till  nature,  as  she  wrought  thee,  fell  a-doting. 
And  by  addition  me  of  thee  defeated, 
Byadding  one  thing  to  my  purpose  nothing. 
But  since  she  pnck'd  thee  out  for  women's 

pleasure. 
Mine  be  thy  love,  and  thy  love's  use  their 
treasure. 

XXI. 
So  it  is  not  with  me  as  with  that  muse, 
SHrr'd  by  a  painted  beauty  to  his  verse; 
Who  heaven  itself  for  ornament  doth  use. 
And  every  fair  with  his  fair  doth  rehearse; 
JJunng  a  couplement  of  proud  compare. 
With  sun  and  moon,  with  earth  and  sea's  rich 

gems, 
With  April's  first-bom  flowers,  and  all  things  rare 
That  heaven's  air  in  his  huge  rondure  hema. 
O  let  me,  true  in  love,  but  truly  write. 
And  then  believe  me,  my  love  is  as  f^ 
As  any  mother's  ohUd,  though  not  so  bright 
As  those  gold  candles  fixed  in  heaven's  air: 
Let  them  say  more  that  like  of  hear-say  weQs 
I  will  not  praise,  that  purpose  not  to  seU. 

XXII. 
My  glass  shall  not  persuade  me  I  am  old, 
So  long  as  youth  and  thou  are  of  one  date  5 
But  when  in  thee  time's  furrows  I  behold. 
Then  look  I  death  my  days  should  expiate. 
For  all  that  beauty  that  doth  cover  thee. 
Is  but  the  seendy  raiment  of  my  heart, 
Which  in  thy  breast  doth  live,  as  thine  in  me; 
How  can  I  then  be  elder  than  thou  art  p 
O  therefore,  love,  be  of  thyself  so  wary, 
As  I  not  for  myself,  but  for  thee  wfll; 
Bearing  thy  heart,  which  I  will  keep  so  chary 
As  tender  nurse  her  babe  from  faring  ill. 
Presume  not  on  thj  heart  when  mme  is  slain  1 
Thou  gav'st  me  thme,  not  to  give  back  again. 


XXIII. 

As  an  imperfect  actor  on  the  stupe. 
Who  with  his  fear  is  put  beside  nk  part. 
Or  some  fierce  thing  replete  with  too  much  lago, 
Whose  strength's  abundance  weakens  his  own 

heart; 
So  I,  for  fear  of  trust,  forget  to  say 
The  perfect  ceremony  of  love's  rite. 
And  in  mine  own  love's  strength  seem  to  decay. 
O'ercharg'd  with  burthen  of  mine  own  lov^s 

might. 
0  let  my  books  be  then  the  eloquence 
And  dumb  presagers  of  ray  speaJring  breast; 
Who  plead  for  love,  and  look  for  recompenoe^ 
More  than  that  tongue  that  more  hath  mot% 
express'd. 
O  leara  to  read  what  silent  love  hath  writ : 
To  hear  with  eyes  belongs  to  l^ye's  fine 
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Hine  eye  lifttli  pky d  the  painter,  and  hath  stM'd 
Thy  beauty's  form  in  table  of  my  heart  5 
My  body  is  the  frame  wherein  'tis  held, 
And  perspective  it  is  best  painter's  art 
For  through  the  painter  muat  you  see  his  mil. 
To  find  where  your  true  image  picture* d  lies, 
Which  in  my  l>o8om's  shop  is  hanging  still, 
That  hath  his  windows  gkised  with  thine  eyes. 
Now  eee  what  good  turns  eyee  for  eyes  have 

done; 
Mine  eyes  have  drawn  thy  8hape,and  thme  for  me 
Are  wmdows  to  my  breast,  where-through  the 

sun 
Delights  to  peep,  to  gaietherem  on  thee; 
Yet  eyes  this  cunnmg  want  to  grace  their  art, 
They  draw  but  what  they  see,  know  not  the 

heart. 

XXT. 

Let  those  who  are  in  favour  with  their  stars. 
Of  public  honour  and  proud  titles  boast, 
WhU^t  I.  whom  fortune  of  such  triumph  bars, 
Unlook'd-for  joy  in  that  I  honour  most. 
Great  princes'  favourites  their  fair  leaves  spread, 
But  as  the  marigold  at  the  sun's  eye,  ^ 
And  in  themselves  their  pride  lies  buned. 
For  at  a  frown  they  in  their  glory  die. 
The  pamful  warrior  famoused  for  fight» 
After  a  thousand  victories  once  foil'd. 
Is  from  the  book  of  honour  razed  qnite. 
And  all  the  rest  forgot  for  which  he  toil  d : 
Then  happy  I,  Uiat  love  and  am  beloved, 
Where  I  may  not  remove,  nor  be  removed. 

xxn. 

Lord  of  my  loT^  to  whom  in  Tassalafre 

Thy  merit  hath  my  duty  strongly  knit, 

To  thee  I  send  this  written  embassage, 

To  witness  duty,  not  to  shew  my  wit. 

Duty  so  great,  which  wit  so  poor  as  mine 

May  make  seem  bare,  in  wanting  words   to 

shew  it; 
But  that  I  hope  some  good  ooneeit  of  thine 
In  thy  soul's  thought,  all  naked,  will  bestow  it  s 
Till  whatsoever  star  that  guides  my  moving. 
Points  on  me  graoionsly  with  thv  as^6ot, 
And  puts  apparel  on  my  tattered  lovmg. 
To  show  me  worthy  of  thy  sweet  respect  s 
Then  may  I  dare  to  boast  how  I  do  love  thee. 
Till  then,  not  shew  my  head   where  thon 

may'st  proTe  ma. 

xxvn. 

Weary  with  tdl,  I  haste  me  to  my  bed. 
The  near  repose  for  limbs  with  travel  tired ; 
But  then  begins  a  journey  in  my  head, 
To  work  my  mind,  when  body's  work's  expired : 
For  then  my  thoughts  (from  far  where  I  abide) 
Intend  a  zealous  pilgrimage  to  thee. 
And  keep  mv  drooping  eye-lids  open  wide, 
Looking  on  darkness  which  the  blind  do  see. 
Save  that  my  soul's  imaginary  sight 
Presents  thy  shadow  to  jbj  sightless  view. 
Which,  like  a  jewel  hnng  m  ghastly  night, 
Makes  Uaok  night  beaoteouf,  and  her  old  face 
new.  , 

Lo  thns  bf  day  my  limbs,  by  nifl^t  my  mind, 
For  thee,  and  for  myself  no  quiet  find. 


XZflll* 


How  can  I  then  return  in  happv  pUght» 
That  am  debarr'd  the  benefit  of  rest  P 
When  day's  oppression  is  not  eas'd  by  night, 
But  day  by  nignt  and  night  by  day  oppress'd  ? 
And  each,  though  enemies  to  cither's  reign, 
Do  in  consent  shake  hands  to  torture  me. 
The  one  by  toil,  the  other  to  complain 
How  far  1  toil,  still  farther  off  from  thee. 
I  tell  the  day,  to  please  him,  thon  art  bright. 
And  dost  him  grace  when  olonds  do  blot  the 

heaven  t 
So  flatter  I  the  swart-oomplezion'd  night; 
When  sparkling  stars  twire  not,  thon  gLld'st  the 

even. 
But  day  doth  daily  draw  my  Sorrows  longer, 
And  night  doth  nightly  make  griefs  length 

seem  stronger. 


When  in  disgrace  with  fortune  and  men's  eyes, 
I  all  alone  be  weep  my  out  .cast  state. 
And  trouble  deaf  heaven  with  my  bootless  cries. 
And  look  upon  myself,  and  curse  my  fate. 
Wishing  me  like  to  one  more  rich  in  hope, 
Featur'd  like  him,  like  him  with  friends  pos- 

sess'd. 
Desiring  this  man's  art,  and  that  man's  scope. 
With  what  I  most  enjoy  contented  least  ;^  ^ 
Tet  in  these  thoughts  myself  almost  despising. 
Haply  I  think  on  thee,— and  then  my  state 
(Like  to  the  lark  at  break  of  day  arising 
From  sullen  earth)  sings  hymns  at  heaven's  gate ; 
For  thy  sweet  love  remember' d,  such  wealth 

brings. 
That  then  I  scorn  to  change  my  state  with 

kings. 

xzx. 

When  to  the  seesions  of  sweet  silent  thought 
I  summon  up  remembrance  of  things  pas^ 
I  sigh  Uie  lack  of  many  a  thing  I  sought, 
And  with  old  woes  new  wail  m  y  dear  time's  waste : 
Then  can  I  drown  an  eye,  unus'd  to  flow, 
For  precious  friends  hid  in  death's  dateless  night. 
And  weep  afresh  love's  long-since  cancell'd  woe, 
And  moan  the  expenoe  of  many  a  vanish'd  sight 
Then  can  I  grieve  at  grievances  fore-gone. 
And  heavily  from  woe  to  woe  tell  o'er 
The  sad  account  of  fore-bemoaned  moan. 
Which  I  new  pay  as  if  not  pay'd  before. 
But  if  the  whUe  I  think  on  thee,  dear  friend. 
All  losses  are  restor'd,  and  sorrows  end. 

XXXI. 

Thy  bosom  is  endeared  with  all  hearts, 
Which  I  by  lacking  have  supposed  dead ; 
And  there  reigns  love  and  all  love's  loving  parts, 
And  iJl  those  friends  which  I  thought  buned. 
How  many  a  holy  and  obsequious  tear 
Hath  dear  religious  love  stolen  from  mine  eye, 
As  interest  of  Uie  dead,  which  now  appear 
But  things  remov'd,  that  hidden  in  thee  lie  I 
Thou  art  the  grave  where  buried  love  doth  livCj 
Hung  with  Uie  trophies  of  my  lovers  gone. 
Who  all  their  parts  of  me  to  thee  did  give ; 
That  due  of  many  now  is  thine  alone : 
Their  images  I  lov'd  I  view  in  thee. 
And  thon  (all  they)  hast  all  thp  all  of  1 
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xxxn. 

If  tboa  fnrviTe  my  well-coxitented  day, 

When  that  churl  Death  my  bones  with  dust  shall 

cover, 
And  shalt  by  fortune  once  more  re-surrey 
These  poor  rude  lines  of  thy  deceased  lover, 
Compare  them  with  the  bettering  of  the  time ; 
And  though  they  be  out-stripp'd  by  every  pen, 
Beserve  them  for  mj  love,  not  for  their  rhime, 
Exceeded  by  the  height  of  happier  men. 
O  then  vouchsafe  me  but  this  loving  thought ! 
Had  my  friend*  8  mtue  grown  with  this  grovnng 

A  dea^eriirth  thorn  tUs  Jim  love  had  brought, 
To  inarch  in  rcmks  of  better  equipage : 
But  since  he  died,  and  poets  better  prove. 
Theirs  for  ihevr  style  rilread,  his  for  his  love. 

XXXIII. 

Full  many  a  glorious  morning  have  I  seen 
Flatter  the  mountain  tope  with  sovereign  eye, 
KissJDg  with  golden  foce  the  meadows  green, 
Gilding  pale  streams  with  heavenly  alchymy; 
Anon  permit  the  basest  clouds  to  ride 
With  ugly  rack  on  his  celestial  face, 
And  from  the  forlorn  world  1^  visage  hide. 
Stealing  unseen  to  west  with  this  disgrace: 
Even  so  my  sun  one  early  mom  did  shine. 
With  all  triumphant  splendour  on  my  brow } 
But  out !  alack !  he  was  but  one  hour  mine, 
The  region  cloud  hath  mask'd  him  from  me  now. 

Yet  him  for  this  my  love  no  whit  disdaineth ; 

Sons  of  the  world  may  stain,  when  heaven's 
sunstaineth. 

XXXIT. 

Whv  didst  thou  promise  such  a  beauteous  day» 
And  make  me  travel  forth  without  my  cloak, 
To  let  base  clouds  overtake  me  in  my  way. 
Hiding  thy  bravery  in  their  rotten  smoke  P 
'Tis  not  enoughthat  tlm>ugh  the  cloud  thou  break. 
To  dry  the  rain  on  my  storm-beaten  face, 
For  no  man  well  of  such  a  salve  can  speak. 
That  heals  the  wound,  and  cures  not  the  disgrace : 
Nor  can  thy  shame  give  physic  to  my  grirf  j 
Though  thou  repent,  yet  I  have  still  the  loss : 
The  offender's  sorrow  lends  but  weak  relief 
To  him  that  bears  the  irt^rong  offence's  cross. 

Ah  I  but  those  tears  are  pearl  which  thy  love 
sheds, 

And  they  are  rich,  and  ransom  all  ill  deeds. 

XXXY. 

No  more  be  griev'd  at  that  which  thou  hast  done : 
Boses  have  thorns,  and  silver  fountains  mud } 
Clouds  and  eclipses  stain  both  moon  and  sun, 
And  loathsome  canker  lives  in  sweetest  bud. 
All  men  make  faults,  and  even  I  in  this. 
Authorising  th^  trespass  with  compare, 
Myself  corrupting,  salving  thy  amiss. 
Excusing  thy  sins  more  than  thy  sins  are : 
For  to  thy  sensual  fault  I  bring  in  sense, 
rrhjr  adverse  party  is  thy  advocate,) 
And  'gainst  myself  a  kwful  plea  commence : 
Such  civil  war  is  in  my  love  and  hate, 
That  I  an  accessary  needs  must  be 
To  that  sweet  thief,  which  sourly  robs  from  me- 

XXXYI. 

Let  me  oonf ess  that  we  two  must  be  twain. 
Although  our  nndirided  loyes  are  one : 


8o  shaU  thoee  blots  that  do  with  me  remain. 
Without  thy  help,  by  me  be  borne  alone. 
In  our  two  loves  there  is  but  one  respect, 
Though  in  our  lives  a  separable  spite. 
Which  though  it  alter  not  love's  sole  effect,^ 
Tet  doth  it  steal  sweet  hours  from  love's  deught. 
I  may  not  evermore  acknowledge  thee. 
Lest  my  bewailed  guilt  should  do  thee  shame  i 
Nor  thou  with  public  kindness  honour  me. 
Unless  thou  take  that  honour  from  thy  name : 
But  do  not  so ;  I  love  thee  in  such  sort. 
As  thou  being  mine,  mine  is  thy  good  report. 

XXXTII. 

As  a  decrepit  father  takes  delight 
To  see  his  active  child  do  deeds  of  youth. 
So  I,  made  lame  by  fortune's  dearest  spite. 
Take  all  my  comfort  of  thy  worth  and  truth  | 
For  whether  beauty,  birth,  or  wealth,  or  wit, 
Or  any  of  these  all,  or  all,  or  more^ 
Entitled  in  thy  parts  do  crowned  sit, 
I  make  my  love  engrafted  to  this  store : 
So  then  I  am  not  Lime,  poor,  nor  despis'd, 
Whilst  that  this  shadow  doth  such  substance  give, 
That  I  in  thy  abundance  am  suffic'd, 
And  by  a  part  of  all  thy  glory  live. 
Look  what  is  best,  that  best  I  wish  in  thee} 
This  wish  I  have ;  then  ten  times  happy  me ! 

XXXTIII. 

How  can  my  muse  want  subject  to  invent, 
While  thou  dost  breathe,  that  pour'st  into  my 

verse 
Thine  own  sweet  argument,  too  excelleiit 
For  every  vulgar  paper  to  rehearse  P 
O  give  thyself  the  thanks,  if  ausht  in  me 
Worthy  perusal,  stand  against  thy  sight, 
For  who's  so  dumb  that  cannot  write  to  thee^ 
When  thou  thyself  dost  give  invention  light  P 
Be  thou  the  tenth  muse,  ten  times  more  in  worth 
Than  those  old  nine,  which  rhimers  invooate ; 
And  he  that  calls  on  thee,  let  him  bring  forth 
Eternal  numbeis  to  out-live  long  date. 
If  my  slight  muse  do  please  these  curious  days. 
The  pain  be  mine,  but  thine  shall  be  Uie  praise. 

XXXIX. 

0  how  thy  worth  with  manners  may  I  sing. 
When  thou  art  all  the  better  part  of  me  I 
What  can  mine  own  praise  to  mine  own  self 

bring  P 
And  what  is't  but  mine  own,  when  I  praise  thee  t 
Even  for  this  let  us  dirided  live. 
And  our  dear  love  lose  name  of  single  one, 
That  by  this  separation  I  may  give 
That  due  to  thee,  which  thou  deserv'st  alone. 
O  absence,  what  a  torment  would'st  thou  prove, 
Were  it  not  thy  sour  leisure  gave  sweet  leave 
To  entertain  the  time  with  thoughts  of  love, 
(Which   time  and  thoughts  so  sweetly  doth 
deceive,) 
And  that  thou  teachest  how  to  make  one  twain, 
By  praising  him  here,  who  doth  hence  remain. 

XL. 

Take  all  my  loves,  my  love,  yea^  take  them  all ; 
What  hast  thou  then  more  than  thou  hadst 

before  P 
No  love^  my  love,  that  thou  may'st  true  love  call ; 
AU  mine  vras  thine,  before  thou  had'st  this  more. 
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Then  if  for  my  love  thoa  ray  love  reoeivesty 
I  cannot  blame  thee,  for  my  love  thou  nsest  j 
Bat  yet  be  blam'd,  if  thon  thyself  deoeivest 
By  wilf  al  taste  of  what  thyself  ref  usest. 
I  do  forjrive  thy  robbery,  gentle  thief, 
AlthouKD  thon  steal  thee  all  my  property ; 
And  yet  love  knows,  it  is  a  greater  grief 
To  bear  love's  wron^,  than  hate's  known  injury. 
L«isoiviou8  grace,  in  whom  all  ill  well  shows, 
Kill  me  wiui  spites }  yet  we  must  not  be  foes. 

XLI. 

Thoee  petty  wrongs  that  liberty  commits. 
When  i  am  sometime  absent  from  thy  heart, 
Thy  beauty  and  thy  vears  full  well  befits, 
For  still  temptation  follows  where  thou  tat. 
Gentle  thou  art,  and  therefore  to  be  won, 
^eauteoos  thon  art,  therefore  to  be  assail'd ; 
And  when  a  woman  wooes,  what  woman's  son 
Will  sourly  leave  her  till  she  have  prevail'd  P 
Ah  me !  but  yet  thon  might*  st,  my  sweet,  forbear, 
And  chide  thy  beauty  and  thy  straying  youth, 
Who  lead  thee  in  their  riot  even  there 
Where  thon  art  f orc'd  to  break  a  two-fold  truth ; 
Ber's,  by  thy  beauty  temptinsr  her  to  thee. 
Thine,  by  thy  beauty  being  fiOse  to  me. 

XLII. 

That  thon  hast  her,  it  is  not  all  my  grief. 
And  yet  it  may  be  said  I  lov'd  her  dearly  j 
That  she  hath  thee,  is  of  my  wailing  chief, 
A  loss  in  love  that  touches  me  more  nearly. 
Loving  offenders,  thus  I  will  excuse  ye : — 
Thon  dost  love  her,  because  thon  know'st  I  love 

her  J 
And  for  my  sake  eren  so  doth  she  abuse  me. 
Suffering  my  friend  for  my  sake  to  approve  her. 
If  I  lose  thee,  my  loss  is  my  love's  gain. 
And  losing  her,  my  friend  hath  found  tnat  loss ; 
Both  find  each  other,  and  I  lose  both  twain. 
And  both  for  my  sake  lay  on  me  this  cross : 

But  here's  the  ioy ;  my  friend  and  I  are  one ; 

Sweet  flattery  f— then  she  loves  but  me  alone. 

XLin. 
When  roost  I  vrink,  then  do  roine  eyes  best  see, 
For  all  the  day  they  view  thincrs  unrespocted ; 
But  when  I  sleep,  in  dreams  they  look  on  thee. 
And  darkly  brignt,  are  bright  in  dark  directed ; 
Then  thon  whose  shadow  shadows  doth  make 

bright, 
How  wonld  thy  sliadow's  form  form  happy  show 
To  the  dear  day  with  thv  much  dearer  light. 
When  to  unseeing  eyes  thy  shade  shines  so  P 
How  wonld  (I  say)  mine  eves  be  blessed  made 
By  looking  on  thee  in  the  living  day, 
When  in  cuBad  night  thy  fair  imperfect  shade 
Through  heavy  sleep  on  sightless  eyes  doth  stay  P 
All  da^  are  nighte  to  see,  till  I  see  thee, 
And  nights,  bright  days,  when  dreams  do  show 
thee  me. 

XLIT. 

If  the  dull  substance  of  my  flesh  were  thought, 
Iqjnrious  distance  should  not  stop  my  way ; 
F:>r  then,  despite  of  space,  I  would  be  brought 
From  limits  far  remote,  where  thon  dost  stay. 
Ko  matter  then  although  my  foot  did  stand 
Upon  the  fiuthest  earth  remov'd  from  thee. 
For  nimble  thought  oan  jump  both  sea  and  laud, 
Am  toon  ae  think  the  plaee  where  he  wonld  be. 
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But  ah !  thought  kills  me,  that  I  am  not  thought, 
To  leap  large  lengths  of  miles  when  thou  art  gone, 
But  that,  so  much  of  earth  and  water  wrought^ 
I  must  attend  time's  leisure  with  my  moan ; 
Beceiving  nought  by  elements  so  slow 
But  heavy  tears,  badges  of  either's  woe. 

XLV. 

The  other  two,  slight  air  and  pnrffing  fire^ 
Are  both  with  thee,  wherever  I  abide ; 
The  first  my  thought,  the  other  -my  desire, 
These  present-absent  with  swift  motion  slide. 
For  when  these  quicker  elements  are  gone 
In  tender  embassy  of  love  to  thee, 
My  life  being  made  of  four,  with  two  alone, 
Sinks  down  to  death,  oppress'd  with  melancholy } 
Until  life's  composition  be  reonred 
Bv  those  swift  messengers  retum'd  from  thee, 
Who  even  but  now  come  back  again,  assured 
Of  thy  fair  health,  recounting  it  to  me ; 
This  told,  I  ioy  j  but  then  no  longer  glad, 
I  send  them  back  again,  and  straight  grow  sad. 

XLVI. 

Mine  eye  and  heart  are  at  a  mortal  war. 
How  to  divide  the  conquest  of  th^  sight  | 
Mine  eye  mj  heart  thy  picture's  sight  would  bar. 
My  heut  mine  eve  the  freedom  of  that  right. 
My  heart  doth  plead,  that  thou  in  him  dost  lie, 
(A  closet  never  piero'd  with  crystal  eyes,) 
But  the  defendimt  doth  that  plea  deny, 
And  says  in  him  thy  fair  appearance  lies. 
To  'dde  this  title  is  impannelled 
A  quest  of  thoughts,  all  tenants  to  the  heart; 
And  by  their  verdict  is  determined 
The  dear  eye's  moiety,  and  the  dear  heart's  part; 
As  thus ;  mine  eye's  due  is  thy  outward  part, 
And  my  heart's  right  thy  inward  love  of  heart. 

ILVII. 

Betwixt  mine  eye  and  heart  a  league  is  took, 
And  each  doth  good  turns  now  unto  the  other  t 
When  that  mine  e^e  is  famish' d  for  a  look, 
Or  heart  in  love  with  sighs  himself  doth  smother, 
With  my  love's  picture  then  my  eye  doth  feast, 
And  to  the  painted  ban(^uet  bidB  mv  heart : 
Another  time  mine  eye  is  mj  heart  s  guest, 
And  in  his  thoughts  of  love  doth  share  a  pe^rt ; 
So,  either  by  thy  picture  or  my  love, 
Thyedf  away  ait  present  still  with  me ; 
For  thon  not  farther  than  my  thoughts  canst 

move, 
And  I  am  still  with  them,  and  they  with  thee ; 
Or  if  they  sleep,  thy  picture  in  my  sight 
Awakes  my  heart  to  heart's  and  eye's  delight* 

XLVin. 
How  careful  was  I  when  I  took  my  way, 
Each  trifle  under  truest  bars  to  thrust. 
That,  to  my  nso,  it  might  unused  stay 
From  han^  of  falsehcxxl,  in  sure  wards  of  trust ! 
But  thou,  to  whom  my  jewels  trifles  are. 
Most  worthy  comfort  now  my  grreateet  grief, 
Thon,  beet  of  dearest,  and  mine  only  oare^ 
Are  left  the  prey  of  every  vulgar  thief. 
Thee  have  I  not  lock'd  up  in  any  cheet. 
Save  where  thon  art  not,  though  I  fed  thon  art. 
Within  the  gentle  dosure  of  my  breast. 
From  whence  at  pleasure  thon  may'st  come  and 
part; 
And  even  thence  thon  wilt  be  stolen  I  fear. 
For  troth  porovet  thierish  for  a  prise  so  dear 


Digitized  by 


Google 


yoo 


SONNETS. 


zl^ix. 


^ipunst  that  time,  if  ever  that  time  oome, 
Wnen  I  shall  see  thee  frowa  on  my  defects, 
When  as  thy  love  hath  cast  its  utmost  sum, 
Caird  to  that  audit  by  advis'd  respects, 
Against  that  time,  when  thou  shalt  strangely 


Lm. 


And  scarcely  greet  me  with  that  snn,  thine  eye, 
When  love,  converted  from  the  thing  it  was. 
Shall  reasons  find  of  settled  gravity, 
Asainst  that  time  do  I  ensconce  me  here 
Within  the  knowledge  of  mine  own  desert^ 
And  this  my  hand  against  myself  uprear, 
Toguard  the  lawful  reasons  on  thy  part: 

1%  leave  poor  me  thou  hast  the  strength  of 
laws, 

6mo^  why  to  love,  I  can  allege  no  cauBe. 


How  heavy  do  I  jonmey  on  the  way, 
When  what  I  seek,— my  weary  travel's  end,— 
Duth  teach  that  ease  and  that  rep<»se  to  say, 
Thus  far  the  miles  are  measured  from  thy 
friend!" 
The  beast  that  bears  me,  tired  with  my  woe. 
Plods  dully  ouj  to  bear  that  weijjht  in  me. 
As  if  by  some  mstinct  the  wretch  did  know 
His  rider  lov*d  not  speed,  being  made  from  thee : 
The  bloody  spur  cannot  provoke  him  on 
T^t  sometimes  ansrer  thrusts  into  his  hide. 
Which  heavily  be  answers  with  a  gnian. 
More  sharp  to  me  than  spurring  to  his  side ; 
For  that  same  groan  doth  put  this  in  my  mind, 
Hy  grief  lies  onward,  and  my  joy  behind. 

U. 

Thns  own  my  love  excuse  the  slow  offence 
Of  my  dnll  bearer,  when  from  thee  I  speed : 
From  where  thou  art  why  should  I  haste  me 

thence? 
Tin  I  return,  of  posting  is  no  need. 
O,  what  excQse  will  my  poor  bwwt  then  find, 
When  swift  extremity  can  seem  but  slow  ? 
Then  should  I  spur,  though  mounted  on  the 

wind; 
In  winged  speed  no  motion  shall  I  know : 
Tlien  can  no  hor<»e  with  my  desire  keep  pace} 
Therefore  desire,  of  perfect  love  being  made, 
Shall  neigh  (no  dull  flesh)  in  his  fiery  race  j 
But  love,  for  love,  thus  shall  excuse  ray  jade  j 
Since  from  thee  going  he  went  wilful  slow. 
Towards  thee  I'll  ran,  and  give  him  leave  to  go. 


So  am  I  as  the  rich,  whoee  blessed  key 
Can  bring  him  to  his  sweet  np-locked  treasure^ 
The  which  he  will  not  every  hour  survey. 
For  blunting  the  fine  point  of  seldom  pleasnxe. 
Therefore  are  feasts  so  solemn  and  so  rare. 
Since  seldom  comiuflr,  in  the  long  year  set. 
Like  stones  of  worth  they  thinly  placed  are^ 
Or  captain  jewels  in  the  caroanet. 
So  is  the  time  that  keeps  yon,  as  my  ohest. 
Or  as  the  wardrobe  which  tlie  robe  doth  ludew 
To  make  some  special  instant  special' blest, 
Bynew  unfolding  his  imprison^  pride. 
BleMed  are  yon,  whose  worthiness  rives  scope. 
Being  had,  to  triumph,  bebg  UkdecC  to  hope: 


What  is  yonr  substance,  whereof  fere  you  madiL 
That  millions  of  strange  shadows  on  yon  tend  r 
Since  every  one  hath,  every  one,  one  shade, 
j  And  jron,  but  one,  can  every  shadow  lend. 
Describe  Adonis,  and  the  counterfeit 
Is  poorly  imitated  after  you ; 
On  Helen's  cheek  all  art  of  beauty  set, 
And  vou  in  Grecian  tires  are  painted  new  t 
Speak  of  the  spring,  and  foizon  of  the  year: 
The  one  doth  shadow  of  your  beauty  shew, 
The  other  as  your  bounty  doth  appear, 
And  you  in  every  blessed  shape  we  know. 
In  all  external  grace  you  have  some  part^ 
But  you  like  none,  none  you,  for  constant  heart. 

LIT. 

O  bow  much  more  doth  beauty  beauteous  seem. 
By  that  sweet  ornament  which  truth  doth  give  f 
The  nise  looks  fa^r,  but  fairer  we  it  deem 
For  that  sweet  odour  which  doth  in  it  live. 
The  cuiker- blooms  have  full  as  deep  a  dye^ 
As  the  perfnmnd  tincture  of  the  roses. 
Hang  on  such  thorns,  and  play  as  wantonly 
When  summer's  breath  their  masked  buds  difl* 

closes. 
But,  for  their  virtue  only  is  their  show. 
They  live  unwoo'd,  and  unrespected  fade; 
D'w  to  themselv«^.     Sweet  roses  do  not  so ; 
Of  their  sweet  deaths  are  sweetest  odours  made ; 
And  so  of  you,  beauteous  and  lovely  youth. 
When  that  shall  fade,  my  verse  didtils  your 
truth. 

LV. 

Not  marble,  nor  the  gilded  monuments 
Of  princes,  fthall  out. live  this  powerful  rhimei 
But  you  shall  ahiiio  more  britfht  in  these  contents 
Than    nnnwept  stone,  besmear'd  with  sluttiab 

time. 
When  wa^^teful  war  shall  statues  overturn. 
And  broils  root  out  the  work  of  ma^mry. 
Nor  Marsis'  sword  nor  war's  quick  fire  shall  bom 
The  living  reo(»rd  of  your  memory. 
'Gainst  death  and  all  oblivious  enmity 
Shall  you  r^ce  forth ;  your  praise  shall  still  find 

rooiu. 
Even  in  the  eyes  of  all  posterity 
That  wear  this  world  out  to  the  endinsr  doom. 
So  till  the  judflf  nenfthat  yourtielf  ari-«e, 
You  live  in  this,  and  dwell  in  lovers'  eyea. 

LVI, 

Sweet  love,  renew  thy  force ;  be  it  not  said, 
Thy  edffe  should  blunter  be  than  appetite. 
Which  but  to-day  bv  feeding  is  allay'd, 
To-morrow  sharpen  d  in  his  former  might : 
So,  love,  be  thou ;  aJthouirh  to-day  thou  fill 
Thy  hungry  eyes,  even  till  they  wink  with  fulneei^ 
To-morrow  see  again,  and  do  not  kill 
The  sparit  of  love  with  a  perpetual  dulneai. 
Let  tiiis  sad  interim  like  the  ocean  be 
Which  parte  the  shore,  where  two  contratsted-new 
Gome  daily  to  the  banks,  that,  when  they  see 
Betum  of  love,  more  blest  may  be  the  riew ; 
Or  call  it  winter,  which  being  full  of  care, 
Makee  summer's  weloome  thxioe  more  wish'd, 
more  rare. 

Lvn. 
Being  your  slave,  what  ihoald  I  do  but  tend 
Upon  the  hours  and  timet  of  your  danref 
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1  hftve  BO  pfredoTU  time  ai  all  to  fpond, 
Nor  servioee  to  do,  till  you  require. 
Nor  dare  \  chide  the  world- without-end  hoar, 
Whilttt  I,  my  sovereign,  watch  the  clock  for  yooi 
Nor  thiuk  the  bitternees  of  absence  soar. 
When  yoa  have  bid  year  servant  once  adien  ; 
Nor  dare  I  question  with  my  jealous  thought, 
Where  you  may  be,  or  your  affairs  suppose, 
But,  like  a  sad  slave,  stay  and  think  of  bought, 
Save,  where  vou  are  how  happy  you  make  those : 
Br*  true  a  tool  is  love,  that  in  your  will 
(Though  you  do  any  thing)  he  thinks  no  iU. 


That  Ood  forbid,  that  made  me  first  your  slave, 
Ishould  in  thought  c<introl  your  times  of  pleasure, 
Or  at  your  hand  the  account  of  hours  to  crave. 
B**ing  your  vassal,  bound  to  stay  your  leisure  I 
Oh  let  me  suffer  (being  at  your  beck) 
Tlie  imprison'd  absence  of  your  liberty, 
And  patience,  tame  to  sufferance,  bide  each  check 
Withiiut  accusing  you  of  injury.  ^ 
Be  where  you  lii<t ;  your  charter  is  8<>  strong, 
That  you  yourself  may  privileire  your  time : 
Do  what  you  will,  to  you  it  doth  belong 
Yourself  to  (mrdon  of  self -doing  crime. 

I  am  t4>  wait,  thoURh  waiting  so  be  hell; 

Not  blame  your  pleasure,  be  it  ill  or  wdl. 

LOU 

If  there  be  nothing  new,  but  that,  which  is^ 
Hath  been  before,  how  are  our  brains  bcguiVd, 
Which  labouring  f«ir  invention  bear  amiss 
The  second  burthen  of  a  former  child  P 
O  tlLit  record  could  with  a  backward  look, 
Even  of  five  hundred  courses  of  the  sun, 
Shew  me  your  image  in  s«>me  antique  book, 
Since  mind  at  first  in  character  was  done! 
Tbit  1  might  see  what  the  old  world  oould  say 
To  this  composed  w«mder  of  your  fra^ue; 
Whether  we  are  mended  or  whe'r  better  they, 
Or  wheth»»r  revolution  be  the  same. 
O  !  sure  1  am,  the  wits  of  former  days 
To  subjects  worse  have  given  admiring  praise. 

LX. 

Lik0  M  the  waves  make  towards  the  pebbled 

shore. 
So  do  our  minutes  hasten  to  their  end ; 
Each  chanioutf  place  with  that  which  goes  before, 
In  sei^uent  t4)il  all  forwards  do  contend. 
Nativity  once  in  the  main  of  light, 
Crawls  to  maturity,  wherewith  being  crown* d. 
Crooked  eclipses  'gainst  his  glory  fight. 
And  time  that  gave,  doth  now  his  gift  confound. 
Time  doth  transtix  the  fiourish  set  on  youth. 
And  delves  the  i>arallels  m  beauty's  brow ; 
Feeds  on  the  rarities  of  nature's  truth. 
And  nothing  stands  but  for  his  scythe  to  mow. 
And  yet,  to  times  in  hope,  my  verse  shall  stand* 
Prainng  thy  worth,  despite  nia  omel  hand. 

liXL 

If  it  thy  win,  thy  image  should  keep  open 
My  heavy  eyelids  to  the  weary  night  P 
Dost  thoa  desire  my  slumbers  should  be  broken. 
While  shadows,  like  to  thee,  do  mock  my  sightr 
Is  it  thj  spirit  that  thoa  send'st  from  thee 
So  tax  nom  home,  into  my  deeds  to  pry  | 
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To  find  oat  shames  and  idle  hoars  in  me^ 
The  scope  and  tenour  of  thy  jealousy  P 
O  no !  thy  love,  though  much,  is  not  so  great} 
It  is  my  fore  that  keeps  mine  eye  awake ; 
Mine  own  true  love  that  doth  my  rest  defeat, 
Toplay  the  watchman  ever  for  thy  sake : 

For  thee  watch  1,  whilst  thou  dost  wake  else* 
where. 

From  me  far  off,  with  others  all-too-near. 


Sin  of  self-love  possesseth  all  mine  eye 
And  all  my  soul^  and  all  my  every  put} 
And  for  this  sin  there  is  no  remedy. 
It  is  so  grounded  inward  in  my  heart. 
Methinks  no  face  so  gracious  is  as  mine. 
No  shape  so  true,  no  truth  of  such  account, 
And  for  mvself  mine  own  worth  do  define. 
As  I  all  other  in  all  worths  surmonnt. 
But  when  mv  glass  shews  me  myself  indeed, 
'Bated  and  chopp'd  with  tann'd  antiquity, 
Mine  own  self-love  quite  contrary  I  read, 
Self  so  self-loving  were  iniquity. 
'Tis  thee  (myselO  that  for  myself  I  praise, 
Painting  my  age  with  beauty  of  thy  days. 


Against  my  love  shall  be,  as  I  am  now. 

With  Time's  iigurious  hand  crush'd  and  o'er- 

wom; 
When  hours  have  dram'd  his  blood,  and  fiU'd  his 

brow 
With  lines  and  wrinkles ;  when  his  youthful  mom 
Hath  truvell'd  on  to  age's  steepy  nitrht : 
And  all  those  beauties,  whereof  now  he  s  king, 
Are  vanishing  or  vanish'd  out  of  sibrht. 
Stealing  away  the  treasure  of  his  spring  | 
For  sucn  a  time  do  I  now  fortify 
Against  confounding  age's  cruel  knife. 
That  he  shall  never  cut  from  memory 
My  sweet  love's  beauty  though  my  lover's  life. 
His  beauty  shall  in  these  black  lines  he  seen. 
And  they  shall  live,  and  he  in  them  still  green. 


When  I  have  seen  by  Time's  fell  hand  defac'd 
The  rich  proud  cost  of  out- worn  bur/d  age : 
When  sometime  lofty  towers  I  see  down-ras  d* 
And  brass  eternal  slave  to  mortal  rage ; 
When  I  have  seen  the  hungry  ocean  gain 
Advantage  on  the  kingdom  of  the  shore, 
And  the  firm  soil  win  of  the  wat'ry  main, 
Increasing  store  with  loss,  and  loss  with  store  i 
When  I  have  seen  such  interchange  of  stat6» 
Or  state  itself  confounded  to  deca^ ; 
Buin  hath  taught  me  thus  to  ruminate'^ 
That  Time  will  come  and  take  my  love  away. 
This  thought  is  as  a  death,  which  cannot  choose 
Bat  weep  to  have  that  which  it  fears  to  lose. 


Since  brass,  nor  stone,  nor  earth,  nor  boundless 

sea, 
But  sad  mortality  o'er-sways  their  power. 
How  with  this  rage  shall  beauty  hold  a  plea, 
Whose  action  is  no  stronger  than  a  fiower  P 
O  how  shall  sommer's  honey  breath  hold  oat 
Against  the  wreekf  ul  siege  of  battering  days, 
mien  rocks  impregnable  are  not  so  stoat, 
^or  gates  of  steel  so  sfcrong.  Vat  time  decays? 


Digitized  by 


Google 


O  fearful  meditation  I  wbere,  alack ! 
Shall  time's  beet  jewel  from  time's  chest  lie  hid  P 
Or  what  strong  hand  can  hold  his  swift  foot  back  P 
Or  wlio  his  s^nl  of  beauty  can  forbid  P 
O  none,  nmess  this  miracle  have  mi^ht, 
That  in  black  ink  my  love  may  still  shme  bright. 


SONNETS. 

Then  (chnrls)  their  thoughts,  although  tbeb 

e^es  were  kind, 
To  thy  fair  flower  add  the  rank  smell  of  weedst 
Bat  why  thy  odour  matcheth  not  thy  show. 
To  solve  is  this, — that  tiioa  dost  oommon 
grow. 

LXX. 


Tir'd  with  all  these,  for  restful  death  I  cry,— 
As,  to  behold  desert  a  beggar  bom, 
And  needy  nothing  trimm'd  in  jollity, 
And  pnrest  faith  unhappOv  forsworn. 
And  gilded  honour  shamefolly  misplao'd, 
And  maiden  virtue  rudely  strumpeted, 
And  right  perfection  wrongfully  disgrao'd, 
And  strength  by  limping  sway  disabled. 
And  art  made  tongue-ty'd  by  authority. 
And  folly  (doctor-like)  oontrolliDg  skill, 
And  simple  truth  miscaird  simplicity. 
And  captive  Oood  attending  captain  111 : 

Tir'd  with  all  these,  from  these  would  I  be 
gone, 

Save  that,  to  die,  I  leave  my  love  alone. 

Lxyn. 
Ah  I  wherefore  with  infection  should  we  live, 
And  with  his  presence  grace  impiety 
That  sin  by  him  advantage  should  atohieve, 
Aod  lace  itself  with  his  society  P 
Whv  should  false  painting  imitate  his  cheek, 
And  steal  dead  seeing  of  his  living  hue  P 
Why  should  pure  beautv  indirectly  seek 
Boses  of  shadow,  since  his  rose  is  true  P 
Why  should  he  hve,  now  Nature  bankrupt  is, 
Beggar'd  of  blood,  to  blush  through  lively  veins  ? 
For  she  hath  no  exchequer  now  but  his, 
And  proud  of  many,  lives  upon  his  gains. 
O,  him  she  stores,  to  shew  what  wealth  she  had. 
In  days  long  since,  before  these  last  so  bad. 
Lxvin. 
Thus  is  his  cheek  the  map  of  days  out-worn, 
When  beauty  liv^d  and  died  as  flowers  do  now. 
Before  these  bastard  signs  of  fair  were  borne, 
Or  durst  inhabit  on  a  living  brow ; 
Before  the  golden  tresses  of  the  dead. 
The  right  of  sepulchres,  were  shorn  away. 
To  live  a  second  life  on  second  head. 
Ere  beauty's  dead  fleece  made  another  gay: 
In  him  those  holy  antique  hours  are  seen. 
Without  all  ornaments  itself,  and  true. 
Making  no  summer  or  another's  green. 
Bobbing  no  old  to  make  his  beauty  new ; 
And  him  as  for  a  map  doth  nature  store. 
To  shew  false  art  what  beauty  was  of  yore. 

LXIX. 

Those  parts  of  thee  that  the  world's  eye  doth 

view. 
Want  nothing  that  the  thought  of  hearts  can 

mendt 
All  tongues  (the  voice  of  souls)  give  thee  that 

due. 
Uttering  bard  truth,  even  so  as  foes  commend. 
Thy   outward   thus   with   ontward   praise    is 

crown'd ; 
But  those  same  tongues  that  g^ve  thee  so  thine 

own. 
In  other  accents  do  this  praise  confound, 
By  seeing  farther  tiian  the  eye  hath  shewn. 
They  look  into  the  beauty  of  thy  mind. 
And  thaty  in  goess,  they  measure  by  thy  deeds  | 


That  thou  art  bhun'd  shall  not  be  thy  defoot, 
For  slander's  mark  was  ever  yet  the  fair; 
The  ornament  of  beauty  is  suspect, 
A  crow  that  flies  in  heaven's  sweetest  air. 
So  thou  be  good,  slander  doth  but  approve 
Thy  worth  the  greater,  being  woo'd  of  time ; 
For  canker  vice  the  sweetest  buds  doth  love. 
And  thou  present'st  a  pure  unstained  prime. 
Thou  hast  pass'd  by  the  ambush  of  yoxmg  days. 
Either  not  assail'd,  or  victor  being  chargd ; 
Tet  this  thy  praise  cannot  be  so  thy  praise. 
To  tie  up  envy,  evermore  enlarg'd : 
If  some  suspect  of  ill  mask'dnot  thy  show, 
Then  thou  alone  kingdoms  of  hearts  shonld'st 
owe. 

LXXI. 

No  longer  mourn  for  me  when  I  am  dead. 
Than  you  shall  hear  the  surly  sullen  bell 
Oive  warning  to  the  world  that  I  am  fled 
From  this  vile  world,  with  vilest  worms  to  dwell  i 
Nay,  if  you  read  this  line,  remember  not 
The  hand  that  writ  it ;  for  I  love  you  so. 
That  I  in  your  sweet  thoughts  would  be  forgot. 
If  thinking  on  me  then  should  make  yon  woe. 
O  if  (I  say)  you  look  upon  this  verse, 
When  I  perhaps  compounded  am  with  day. 
Do  not  so  much  as  my  poor  name  rehearse ; 
But  let  your  love  even  wiUi  my  life  decay : 

Lest  the  wise  world  should  look  into  yoar 
moan. 

And  mock  you  with  me  after  I  am  gone. 

LXXII. 

O,  lest  the  world  should  task  you  to  recite 
What  merit  liv'd  in  me,  that  you  should  love 
After  my  death,  dear  love,  forget  me  quite, 
For  you  in  me  can  nothing  worthy  prove; 
Unless  yon  would  devise  some  virtuous  lie, 
To  do  more  for  me  than  mine  own  desert, 
And  hang  more  praise  upon  deceased  I, 
Than  niggard  truth  would  wflUngly  impart ; 
O.  lest  your  true  love  may  seem  false  in  this. 
That  you  for  love  speak  well  of  me  untrue. 
My  name  be  buried  where  my  body  is. 
And  live  no  more  to  shame  nor  mo  nor  you. 
For  I  am  sham'd  by  that  which  I  bring  forth 
And  so  should  you,  to  love  things  nothing 
worth. 

Lxzin. 

That  time  of  year  thou  may'st  in  me  behold 
When  yellow  leaves,  or  none,  or  few,  do  hang 
Upon  those  boughs  which  shake  against  the  cold. 
Bare  min'd  choirs,  where  late  the  sweet  birds 

sang. 
In  me  thou  seeet  the  twilight  of  snoh  day. 
As  after  sun-set  fadeth  in  the  w^ 
Which  by  and  by  black  night  doth  take  away. 
Death's  second  self,  that  seals  up  all  in  rest. 
In  me  thou  seest  the  glowing  of  such  fire, 
That  on  the  ashes  of  his  youth  doth  lie. 
As  the  death-bed  whereon  it  must  expire. 
OoDsnm'd  with  that  which  it  was  nourish  d  .  by 
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SOKNBTS. 

This  thoa  peroeh'st  which  malces  thy  lore 

more  strong, 
To  love  that  well  which  thoa  must  leave  ere 

long. 

LXZIT. 

Bat  be  contented :  when  that  fell  arrest 
Withoat  all  bail  shall  carry  me  away, 
My  life  bath  in  this  line  some  iatereet, 
Which  for  memorial  still  with  thee  shall  stay. 
When  thoa  reviewest  this,  thoa  dost  review 
The  very  part  was  consecrate  to  thee. 
The  earth  can  have  bat  earth,  which  is  his  due ; 
Hy  spirit  is  thine,  the  better  port  of  me : 
80  then  thoo  hast  bat  lost  the  dregs  of  Ufe^ 
The  prey  of  worms,  my  body  being  dead ; 


The  coward  conquest  of  a  wretch's  knife, 
Too  base  of  thee  to  be  remembered. 
The  worth  of  that,  is  that  which  it  contains. 
And  that  is  this,  and  this  with  thee  remains. 


80  axe  yon  to  my  thoaghts,  as  food  to  life, 
Or  as  sweet-^easoo'd  showers  are  to  the  groand, 
And  for  the  peace  of  von  I  hold  snch  strife 
As  'twixt  a  miser  and  his  wealth  is  foond ; 
Now  inroad  as  an  exgoyer,  and  anon 
Doabting  the  filching  age  wOl  steal  hb  treasare ; 
Now  ooantinff  best  to  be  with  yon  alone, 
Then  bettered  that  the  world  may  see  my  plea- 
tare: 
Sometime,  all  foil  with  feasting  on  year  sight, 
And  by  and  by  clean  starved  for  a  look ; 
Possessing  or  pnrsoing  no  delight, 
Save  what  is  had  or  most  from  yoa  be  took. 

Thas  do  I  pine  and  sarfeit  day  by  day, 

Or  gliittonmg  on  all,  or  all  away. 

LXXTT. 

Wh  J  is  my  verse  so  barren  of  new  pride  F 
80  far  from  variation  or  qoick  change  P 
Why,  with  the  time,  do  I  not  slance  aside 
To   new-foand    methods    and    to   componnds 

strange? 
Whv  write  I  still  all  one^  ever  the  same. 
And  keep  invention  in  a  noted  weed. 
That  every  word  doth  almost  tell  my  name, 
Showing  their  birth,  and  where  they  did  pro- 

oeedP 
O  know,  sweet  love,  I  always  write  of  yon, 
And  von  and  love  are  still  mv  argament; 
80  all  my  best  is  dressing  old  words  new, 
Spending  again  what  is  already  spent: 
Tor  as  the  san  is  daily  new  ana  old, 
So  it  my  low  still  telling  what  is  told. 

Lxxm. 

Thy  gkai  will  show  thee  how  thy  beanties  wear, 
Thy  dial  how  thy  predoas  minates  waste ; 
The  vacant  leaves  thy  mind's  imprint  will  bear. 
And  of  this  book  this  learning  maVst  thoa  taste. 
The  wrinkles  which  thy  glass  will  traly  shew. 
Of  moathed  graves  will  give  thee  memorv ; 
Thoa  by  thy  dial's  shady  stealth  may'st  know 
^me^s  thievish  progress  to  eternity. 
Look,  what  thy  memory  cannot  contain* 
Ooounit  to  those  waste  blirnks,  and  thoa  snalt  find 
Those  children  nors'd,  deliver'd  from  thy  brain. 
To  tike  a  new  aeqoaintanoe  of  thy  mind. 
TbsM  offices,  so  of t  as  thoa  wilt  look, 
ShaQ  profit  thee^  and  most  enrich  thy  book. 
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ixxnn. 
So  oft  have  I  InvoVd  thee  for  my  mase, 
And  found  such  fair  assistance  in  my  v^rse, 
As  every  alien  pen  hath  got  my  use, 
And  under  thee  their  poesy  disperse. 
Thine  eyes,  that  taught  the  dumb  on  high  to  sing, 
And  heavy  ignorance  aloft  to  fiy, 
Have  added  feathers  to  the  leamed's  wing. 
And  given  grace  a  double  majesty. 
Tet  oe  most  proud  of  that  which  I  compile. 
Whose  infiaence  is  thine,  and  bom  of  thee. 
In  others'  works  thoa  dost  but  mend  the  style. 
And  arts  with  thy  sweet  graces  graced  be ;   . 
But  thoa  art  all  my  art,  aad  dost  advance 
As  high  as  learning  my  rude  ignorance. 


LXXIX. 

Whilst  I  alone  did  call  upon  thy  aid. 
My  verse  alone  had  all  thy  gentle  grace ; 
But  now  my  gracious  numbers  are  decay'd. 
And  my  sick  muse  doth  give  another  place. 
I  grant,  sweet  love,  tiiy  k>vely  argament 
Deserves  the  travail  of  a  worthier  pen  { 
Yet  what  of  thee  thy  poet  doth  invent, 
He  robs  thee  of,  and  pays  it  thee  asain. 
He  lends  thee  virtue,  and  he  stole  that  word 
From  thy  behaviour ;  beauty  doth  he  give, 
And  found  it  in  tiiy  cheek ;  he  can  afford 
Nopraise  to  thee  but  what  in  thee  doth  live. 
Then  thank  him  not  for  that  which  he  doth  say, 
Since  what  he  owes  thee  thoa  thyself  dost  pay. 

LXXX. 

0  how  I  faint  when  I  of  yoa  do  write. 
Knowing  a  better  spirit  doth  use  your  name. 
And  in  the  praise  thereof  spends  all  his  might, 
To  make  me  tongoe-t/d,  sneaking  of  your  fame ! 
But  sioce  year  worth  (wiae,  as  the  ocean  is,) 
The  hnmble  as  the  proudest  sail  dotli  bear. 
My  saucy  bark,  inferior  far  to  his. 

On  your  broad  main  doth  wilfully  appear. 
Yoar  shallowest  help  will  hold  me  up  afloat, 
Whilst  he  upon  your  soundless  deep  doth  ride ; 
Or,  beinff  wreclrd,  I  am  a  worthless  boat. 
He  of  tsll  building,  and  of  goodly  pride : 
Then  if  he  thrive,  and  I  m  cast  away. 
The  worst  was  tlus ;— my  love  was  my  decay. 

LXXXI. 

Or  I  shall  Uve  your  epitaph  to  make. 
Or  yoa  survive  when!  in  earth  am  rotten  1 
From  hence  yonr  memory  death  cannot  take, 
Althongh  in  me  each  part  will  be  forvotten. 
Tour  name  from  hence  immortal  life  snail  have. 
Though  I,  once  gone,  to  all  the  world  must  die. 
The  earth  can  yield  me  but  a  common  grave. 
When  yon  entombed  in  men's  eyes  shall  lie. 
Your  monument  shall  be  my  gentle  verse. 
Which  eyes  not  vet  created  shall  o'er«read ; 
And  tongues  to  be,  your  beinjir  shall  rehearse. 
When  all  the  breathers  cf  this  world  are  dead ; 
Yoa  stiU  shall  live  (such  virtue  hath  my  pen,) 
Where  breath  most  breathes,  —  even  in  the 
mouths  of  men. 

LXXXII. 

1  grant  thoa  wert  not  married  to  my  mase. 
And  therefore  may'st  withoat  attaint  o'er-look 
The  dedicated  words  which  writers  use 

Of  their  fair  sultject,  blessmg  every  book. 
Thoa  art  as  tair  m  knowledge  as  in  hoe. 
Finding  thv  worth  a  limit  nast  my  praiset 
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And  therefore  art  enforc'd  to  seek  anew 
Borne  fresher  stamp  of  the  time-bettering  daye. 
And  do  8ft,  love ;  yet  when  thoy  have  devis'd 
What  strained  touches  rhetoric  can  lend, 
Thou  truly  fair  wert  truly  sympathiz'd 
In  true  plain  words,  by  thy  true-tellmg  fnend  i 
And  their  gross  painting  might  be  better  us'd 
Where  cheeks  need  blood ;  in  tiiee  it  is  abus'd. 

Lxxxin. 
I  never  saw  that  yon  did  painting  need, 
And  therefore  to  your  fair  no  pamtmg  set. 
I  found,  or  thought  I  found,  yon  did  exceed 
The  barren  tender  of  a  poet's  debt : 
And  therefore  have  I  slept  in  your  report, 
That  you  yourself,  being  extant,  well  might  show 
How  far  a  modern  quill  d.jth  come  too  short, 
Speaking  of  worth,  what  worth  in  you  doth  grow. 
Thin  silence  for  my  sin  you  did  impute, 
Which  shall  be  most  my  glory,  being  dumb ; 
For  I  impair  not  beauty  being  mutCj 
When  others  would  jrive  life,  and  bang  a  tomb. 
There  lives  m.ire  life  in  one  of  your  fair  eyes, 
Than  both  your  poets  can  in  praise  devise. 

LXXXIT. 

Who  is  it  that  says  most  P  which  can  say  more. 
Than  this  rich  praise,— that  you  alone  are  you  P 
In  whose  confine  imraured  is  the  store 
Which  should  example  where  your  equal  grew. 
Lean  penury  within  that  pen  doth  dwell. 
That  to  liis  aubjfct  lends  not  some  small  glory; 
But  he  that  writes  of  you,  if  he  can  tell 
That  you  are  you,  so  dignifies  hi^  »trry. 
Let  him  but  copy  what  m  you  is  writ. 
Not  making  worse  what  nature  made  so  clear. 
And  such  a  counter.f>art  shall  fame  his  wit, 
Making  his  st>le  admired  every  where. 
You  to  your  beuuteous  blessmgs  add  a  cnrse. 
Being  fond  on  praiae,  which  makes  your  praises 
worse. 

LXXXV. 

My  tongne-ty'd  muse  in  manners  holds  her  still, 
While  oommenU  J»f  your  praise,  richly  compil'd, 
Reserve  their  character  with  golden  qmlL 
And  precious  phrase  by  all  the  muses  fil  d. 
I  think  good  thoughts,  while  others  write  good 

words. 
And,  like  unlettered  clerk,  still  cry  Amtn 
To  every  hymn  that  a»»le  spirit  affords, 
In  polish'd  form  of  well-rerined  pen. 


SOinrETS. 

As  victors,  of  my  sflenoe  cannot  bottst} 
I  was  not  sick  of  any  fear  from  thence. 
But  when  your  countenance  tiU'd  up  his  line. 
Then  lack'd  I  matter ;  that  enfeebled  mine. 


Farewell !  thou  art  too  dear  for  my  possessing. 
And  like  enough  thou  know'st  thy  estimate : 
The  charter  of  thy  worth  gives  thee  releasing ; 
My  bonds  in  thee  are  all  determinate. 
For  how  do  I  hi>ld  thee  but  by  thy  grantinff  P 
And  for  that  riches  where  is  my  deserving  r 
The  cause  of  this  fair  gift  in  me  is  wantii^, 
And  so  my  patent  back  again  is  swerving. 
Thyself  thou  gav'st,  thy  own  worth  tiien  not 

knowing, 
Or  me,  to  whom  thon  gav^st  it,  else  mistaking ; 
80  thy  great  gift,  upon  misprision  growing, 
Comes  home  again,  on  better  iudgment  making. 
Thus  have  I  nad  thee,  as  a  dream  doth  flatter. 
In  sleep  a  king,  bat  waking,  no  snoh  matter. 

LXXXYIII. 

When  thon  shalt  be  disposed  to  set  me  light. 
And  place  my  merit  in  the  eye  of  Scorn, 
Upon  thy  side  against  myself  Til  fight, 
And  prove  thee  virtuous,  though  uion  art  for- 
sworn. 
With  mine  own  weakness  being  best  acquainted. 
Upon  thy  part  I  can  set  down  a  stiry 
Or  faults  cODceal'd,  wherein  I  am  attainted ; 
That  thou,  in  losing  me,  shalt  win  much  glory  t 
And  I  by  this  will  be  a  gainer  too; 
For  bending  all  ray  lovintr  thoughts  on  tbeOi 
The  injuries  that  to  myself  1  do, 
Doing  thee  vantage,  double-vantage  me. 
Such  is  mv  love,  to  thee  I  so  belong. 
That  for  thy  right  myself  will  bear  sJI  wrong. 

uuucix. 
Say  that  thon  didst  forsake  me  for  some  fiviilt^ 
And  I  will  comment  upon  that  offence : 
Speak  of  my  lamene^,  and  I  straight  will  halt; 
Agfunst  thy  reasons  making  no  defence. 
Thou  canst  not,  love,  disgrace  me  half  so  ill. 
To  set  a  form  upon  desired  change, 
As  I'll  myself  disgrace :  knowing  thy  will, 
I  will  acquaintance  strangle,  and  look  strange } 
Be  absent  from  thy  walks ;  and  in  my  tongoe 
Thy  sweet  beloved  name  no  more  shall  dwell ; 
Lest  1  (too  much  profane)  should  do  it  wrong. 
And  haply  of  our  old  acc^uaintance  telL 
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Some  frlory  in  tbeir  birth,  lome  in  tbeir  skill, 
Some  in  their  wealth,  some  in  their  body's  force ; 
Some  in  their  garments,  though  new-fangled  ill, 
Some  in  their  hawks  and  hounds,  some  in  their 

horse; 
And  every  humour  hath  its  adjunct  pleasure, 
Wherein  it  finds  a  joy  above  the  rest ; 
But  these  particulars  are  not  mv  measure, 
All  these  I  better  in  one  general  best. 
Thy  love  is  better  than  high  birth  to  me, 
Bicber  than  wealth,  prouder  than  garments'  oost» 
Of  more  delight  than  hawks  or  horses  be ; 
And  having  thee,  of  all  men's  pride  I  boast. 
Wretched  in  this  alone,  that  thou  may'st  take 
All  this  away,  and  me  most  wretched  make. 


But  do  thy  worst  to  stesl  thyself  away, 
For  term  of  life  thou  art  assured  mine ; 
And  life  no  longer  than  thy  love  will  stay, 
For  it  depends  upon  that  love  of  thine, 
Then  need  I  not  to  fear  the  worst  of  wrongs, 
When  in  the  least  of  them  my  life  hath  end. 
I  see  a  better  state  to  me  belongs 
Than  .that  which  on  thy  humour  doth  defend. 
Thou  canst  not  vex  me  with  inconstant  mind. 
Since  that  ray  life  on  thy  revolt  doth  lie. 
O  what  a  happy  title  do  I  find, 
Happy  to  have  thy  love,  happy  to  die ! 
But  what's  so  blessed-fair  that  fears  no  blot  ?— 
Thoa  may'st  be  false,  and  yet  I  know  it  not  i 

zcni. 

So  shall  I  live,  supposing  thou  art  true, 
Like  a  deceived  husband ;  so  love's  face 
Hay  still  seem  love  to  me,  though  aiter'd-new ; 
Thy  looks  with  me,  thy  heart  in  other  place : 
For  there  can  live  no  hatred  in  thine  eye, 
Therefore  in  that  I  cannot  know  thy  change. 
In  many  looks  the  false  heart's  history 
If   wri^  in  moods  and  frowns  and  wrinkles 

strange. 
But  heaven  in  thy  creation  did  decree. 
That  in  thy  face  sweet  love  should  ever  dwell ; 
Whatever  thy  thoughts  or  thy  heart's  workings 

be, 
Thy  looks  should  nothing  thence  but  sweetness 

teU. 
How  like  Eve's  apple  doth  thy  beauty  grow. 
If  thy  sweet  virtue  answer  not  the  show ! 


They  that  have  power  to  hurt  and  will  do  none, 
Tiia.t  do  not  do  the  thing  they  most  do  shew. 
Who,  moving  others,  are  themselves  as  stone, 
Un moved,  oold,  and  to  temptation  slow; 
Tbe^r  rightly  do  inherit  heaven's  irraoMi. 


How  sweet  and  lovely  dost  thou  make  the  shame 
Which,  like  a  canker  in  the  fragrant  rose. 
Doth  spot  the  beauty  of  thy  budding  name  f 
0,  in  what  sweets  dost  thou  thy  sins  enclose ! 
That  tongue  that  tells  the  story  of  thy  days, 
Making  lascivious  comments  on  thy  sporty 
Cannot  dispraise  but  in  a  kind  of  praise  | 
Naming  thy  name  blesses  an  iU  report. 
O  what  a  mansion  have  those  vices  got, 
Which  for  their  habitation  chose  out  thee  I 
What  beauty's  veil  doth  cover  every  blot. 
And  all  things  turn  to  fair,  tiiat  eyes  can  see  I 

Take  heed,  dear  heart,  of  this  large  privilege ; 

The  hardest  knife  ill-ns'd  doth  lose  his  edge. 

xon. 

Some  say  thy  fault  is  youth,  some  wantonness, 
Some  say  thy  nace  is  youth  and  gentle  sport ; 
Both  grace  and  faults  are  lov'd  of  more  and  lees 
Thou  mak'st  faults  graces  that  to  thee  reeort. 
As  on  the  finger  of  a  throned  queen 
The  basest  jewel  will  be  well  esteem'd ; 
So  are  those  errora  that  in  thee  are  seen, 
To  truths  translated,  and  for  true  things  deem'd. 
How  many  lambs  might  the  stem  w^  betray, 
If  like  a  lamb  he  could  his  looks  translate! 
How  many  gasers  might'st  thou  lead  away. 
If  thou  would'st  use  the  strenp^  of  all  thy  state  1 
But  do  not  so ;  I  love  thee  m  such  sort, 
As  thou  being  mine,  mine  is  thy  good  report. 

xcni. 

How  like  a  winter  hath  my  absence  been 
Prom  thee,  the  pleasure  of  the  fleeting  year  I 
What  freezings  have  I  felt,  what  dark  days  seen  F 
What  old  December's  bareness  every  where ! 
And  yet  this  time  remoy'd  was  summer^s  time ; 
The  teeming  autumn,  big  with  rich  increase. 
Bearing  the  wanton  burthen  of  the  prime, 
Like  widow'd  wombs  after  their  loi^'  decease : 
Yet  this  abundant  issue  seem'd  to  me 
But  hope  of  orphans,  and  unfathered  fruit } 
For  summer  and  his  pleasures  wait  on  thee. 
And  thou  away,  the  very  birds  are  mute ; 
Or,  if  they  sing,  'tis  with  so  dull  a  cheer. 
That  leaves  look  pale^  dreading  the  wiuter^s 


XCYIII. 

From  you  have  I  been  absent  in  the  spring. 
When  proud-pied  April,  dress'd  in  all  his  trim. 
Hath  put  a  spirit  of  youth  in  every  thing ; 
That  heavy  Saturn  laugh'd  and  leap'd  with  him« 
Yet  nor  the  lays  of  birds,  nor  the  sweet  smell 
Of  different  flowers  in  odour  and  in  hue. 
Could  make  me  any  summer's  story  tell. 
Or  ho    I  their  proud  lap  pluck  them  where  th^ 

Nor  did  I  wonder  at  the  lilies  white. 
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If  not  from  my  lore^s  breath  f  The  ptixple  pride 
Which  on  thy  soft  cheek  for  complexion  dwells, 
In  my  love's  veiDS  then  haet  too  grossly  dyd. 
The  lily  I  condemned  for  thy  hand, 
And  bads  of  manoram  had  stolen  thy  hair : 
The  roses  fearfolly  on  thorns  did  stand, 
One  blushing  shame,  another  white  despair ; 
A  third,  nor  red  nor  white  had  stolen  of  both. 
And  to  his  robbery  had  annexed  thy  breath ; 
But  for  his  theft,  m  pride  of  all  his  growth 
A  vengeful  canker  eat  him  up  to  death. 
Hore  flowers  I  noted,  yet  I  none  oonld  see, 
But  sweet  or  colour  it  had  stolen  from  thee. 


Where  art  thon,  Muse,  that  thou  forgefst  so  long 
To  speak  of  that  which  gives  thee  aU  thy  might  r 
Bpend'st  thou  thy  fury  on  some  worthlesB  song, 
Darkonin^r  thy  power,  to  lend  base  subjects 

Betum,  forgetful  Muse,  and  straight  redeem 
In  gentle  numbers  time  so  idly  spent ; 
Sing  to  the  ear  that  doth  thy  lays  esteem, 
And  gives  thv  pen  both  skill  and  argument. 
Bise,  restive  Muse,  my  love's  sweet  face  survey, 
If  Time  have  any  wrinkle  graven  there ; 
If  any,  be  a  satire  to  decay. 
And  make  Time's  spoils  despised  every  where. 
Give  my  love  fame  faster  than  time  wastes  life  ^ 
80  thon  prevenf  it  his  scythe,  and  crooked 
kmfe. 

OL 

O  truant  Muse,  what  shall  be  thy  amends. 
For  thy  neglect  of  truth  in  beauty  dy'd  P 
Both  truth  and  beanty  on  my  love  depends : 
80  dost  thou  too,  and  therein  dignify'd. 
Make  answer,  Muse :  wilt  thou  not  haply  say. 
Truth  needs  no  colowr,  with  his  colour  fiaai'd, 
Beauty  no  pendlj  hecuuty's  truth  toUvy: 
But  best  is  best,  v  never  intermicB^d  ?— 
Because  he  needs  no  praise,  wilt  thou  be  dumb  P 
Excuse  not  silence  so ;  for  it  lies  in  thee 
To  make  him  much  out-live  a  grilded  tomb. 
And  to  be  prais'd  of  ages  yet  to  be. 
Then  do  thy  office.  Muse :  I  teach  thee  how 
To  make  him  seem  long  hence  as  he  shews  now. 


My  love  is  strengthen'd,  thon^  more  weak  in 

seeming; 
I  love  not  less,  though  less  the  show  appear : 
That  love  is  merchandiz'd,  whose  rich  esteeming 


The  argument,  all  bare,  la  of  mora  worth. 
Than  when  it  hath  my  added  praise  besids. 
O  blame  me  not  if  I  no  more  can  write! 
Look  in  your  glass,  and  there  appears  a  faod 
That  over-goes  my  blunt  invention  quite. 
Dullinj^  my  lines,  and  doing  me  disgrace. 
Were  it  not  sinful  then,  striving  to  mend. 
To  mar  the  sufasject  that  before  was  well  r 
For  to  no  other  pass  my  verses  tend, 
Than  of  your  graces  and  your  gifts  to  tell ; 
And  more,  much  more, than  in  my  verse  can  sit* 
Your  own  glass  shews  y on*  when  you  look  in  it. 


To  me,  fair  friend,  yon  never  can  be  old, 
For  as  you  were,  when  first  your  eye  I  ey'd. 
Such  seems  your  beauty  still.  Three  winters'  cold 
Have  from  the  forests  shook  three  summers' 

pride} 
Three  beauteous  springs  to  yellow  autumn tnm'd* 
In  process  of  the  seasons  have  I  seen. 
Three  April  perfumes  in  three  hot  Junes  bum'd. 
Since  first  I  saw  yon  fresh  which  yet  are  green. 
Ah  1  yet  doth  beauty,  like  a  dial  hand. 
Steal  from  his  figure,  and  no  pace  perceived. 
So  your  sweet  hue,  which  methinks  still  doth 

stand. 
Hath  motion,  and  mine  eye  mav  be  deceived. 
For  fear  of  which,  hear  this,  thon  age  unbred. 
Ere  you  were  bom  was  beauty's  summer  dead. 


Let  not  my  love  be  call'd  idolatry. 
Nor  my  b^oved  as  an  idle  show. 
Since  all  alike  my^  songs  and  praises  be^ 
To  one,  of  one,  still  such,  and  ever  so. 
Kind  is  my  love  to-day,  to-morrow  l^d. 
Still  constant  in  a  wondrous  excellence ; 
Therefore  my  verse  to  constancy  oonfin'd, 
One  thing  expressing,  leaves  out  difference. 
Fair,  kind,  and  true,  is  all  my  argument, 
Fair,  kind^  and  tmej  varying  to  other  words ^ 
And  in  this  chsiige  is  my  invention  spent, 
Three  themes  in  one,  which  wond'rcms  scope 
affords. 
Fair,  kind,  and  true,  have  often  liyd  alone. 
Which  thiee,  till  now,  never  kept  seat  in  on<^ 

When  in  the  chronicle  of  wasted  time 
I  see  descriptions  of  the  fairest  wights. 
And  beauty  mnking  beautiful  old  rhirae, 
Tn  nm-iRA  nf  ladiAa  dAftd.  and  InvAlv  kniirbfa. 
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Th»  mortal  moon  haili  ber  eolipse  endued. 
And  the  sad  augnra  mock  their  own  presage; 
Incertainties  now  crown  themselves  assur'd 
Aod  peace  })roclaim8  olives  of  endless  age. 
Now  with  the  drops  of  this  most  balmy  time 
Hy  love  looks  fresh,  and  Death  to  me  subscribes, 
Since  spite  of  him  I'll  live  in  this  poor  rhirae, 
While  he  insults  o*er  dull  and  speechless  tribes. 
And  thou  in  this  shalt  find  thy  monument, 
When  tyrants'  oreets  and  tombs  of  brass  are 
spent. 

cnii. 

What's  in  the  brain  that  ink  may  character. 
Which  hath  not  fif^ir'd  to  thee  my  true  spirit  ? 
What's  new  to  speak,  what  new  to  register, 
That  may  express  my  love,  or  thy  dear  merit  P 
Nothing,  sweet  boy  j  but  yet,  like  prayers  divine, 
I  must  ^ch  day  say  o'er  the  very  same: 
Counting  no  old  thmg  old,  thou  mine,  I  thine, 
Even  as  when  first  I  hallowed  thy  fair  name. 
So  that  eternal  love  in  love's  fresh  case 
Weighs  not  the  dust  and  im'ury  of  age. 
Nor  gives  to  necessary  wrinkles  place. 
But  makes  antiquity  for  aye  his  page  s 
Finding  the  first  conceit  of  love  there  bred, 
Where  time  and  outward  form  would  shew  it 
dead. 

oix. 
O  never  say  that  I  was  false  of  heart, 
Though  absence  seem'd  my  flame  to  qualify. 
As  easy  might  I  from  m^lf  depart. 
As  from  my  soul  which  m  thy  breast  doth  lie : 
That  is  my  home  of  love :  If  I  have  rang'd. 
Like  him  that  travels,  I  return  again ; 
Just  to  the  time,  not  with  the  time  exchanged, — 
So  that  myself  bring  water  for  my  stain. 
Never  believe,  though  in  my  nature  reign'd 
All  frailties  that  besiege  all  kinds  of  blood. 
That  it  could  so  preposterously  be  stain' d, 
To  leave  for  nothing  all  thy  sum  of  good  j 
For  nothing  this  wide  universe  I  oUl, 
Save  thon,  my  rose ;  in  it  thon  art  my  all. 


Alas,  'tis  true,  I  have  gone  here  and  there. 

And  made  myself  a  motley  to  the  view, 

Qor'd  mine  own  thoughts,  sold  cheap  what  is 

most  dear, 
Hade  old  ofiences  of  afTections  new. 
Host  true  it  is,  that  I  have  look'd  on  truth 
Askance  and  strangely  j  but,  by  all  above, 
These  blenches  gave  mv  heart  annther  youth. 
And  worse  essays  prov  d  thee  my  be^t  of  love. 
Now  all  is  done,  save  what  shall  have  no  end: 
Hine  appetite  I  never  more  will  grind 
On  newer  proof,  to  try  an  older  friend, 
A  god  in  love,  to  whom  I  am  confiii'd. 

Then  give  me  welcome,  next  my  heaven  the 
best. 

Even  to  thy  pure  and  most  most  loving  breast. 

oxi. 
O  for  my  sake  do  yon  with  fortune  chide. 
The  guilty  goddess  of  my  harmful  deeds, 
That  did  not  better  for  my  life  provide, 
Than  public  means,  which  public  manners broeds. 
Thence  comes  it  thjkt  my  name  receives  a  brand, 
And  almost  thence  my  nature  is  subdu'd 
To  what  it  works  in,  like  the  dyer's  hand. 
Pity  ma  then,  and  wish  I  were  renow'd 


Whilst,  fike  a  willing  patient,  I  will  drink 
Potions  of  eysell,  'gamst  my  strong  infection } 
No  bitterness  that  I  will  bitter  think,  ^ 
Nor  double  penance  to  correct  correction. 
Pity  me  then,  dear  friend,  and  1  assure  ye, 
Even  that  your  pity  is  enough  to  ouxe  me. 


Your  love  and  pity  doth  the  improasion  fill 
Which  vulgar  scandal  stamp'd  upon  my  brow ; 
For  what  care  I  who  calls  me  well  or  ill, 
So  yon  o'er-green  my  bad,  my  good  allow  ? 
You  are  my  all- the- world,  and  I  must  strive 
To  know  my  shames  and  praises  from  your 

tongue; 
None  else  to  me,  nor  I  to  none  alive. 
That  my  steel'd  sense  or  changes,  right  or  wrong. 
In  so  profound  abysm  I  throw  al^  care 
Of  others'  voices,  that  my  adder's  sense 
To  critic  and  to  flatterer  stopped  are. 
Hark  how  with  my  neglect  I  do  dispense:— 
You  are  so  strongly  in  my  purpose  bred. 
That  all  the  world  besides  methinks  are  dead. 


Since  I  left  jon,  mine  eye  is  in  my  mind. 
And  that  which  governs  me  to  go  about, 
Doth  part  his  function,  and  is  partly  blind. 
Seems  seeing,  but  effectually  is  out; 
For  it  no  form  delivers  to  the  hearty 
Of  bird,  of  flower,  or  shape,  which  it  doth  laok{ 
Of  bis  quick  objects  hath  the  mind  no  part, 
For  his  own  vision  holds  what  it  doth  catch  | 
For  if  it  see  the  rud'st  or  gentlest  sight. 
The  most  sweet  favour,  or  deformed' st  creature^ 
The  mountain  or  the  sea,  the  day  or  night, 
The  crow  or  dove,  it  shapes  them  to  your  feature. 
Incapable  of  more,  replete  with  you, 
Hy  most  true  mind  thus  maketh  mine  nmtme. 


cxnr. 
Or  whether  doth  my  mind,  being  orown'd  with 

you, 
Drink  up  the  monarch's  plague,  this  flattery. 
Or  whetner  shall  I  say  mine  eves  saith  true. 
And  that  your  love  taught  it  this  alchymy. 
To  make  of  monsters  and  things  indigest. 
Such  cherubims  as  your  sweet  self  resemble^ 
Creating  every  bad  a  i>erfect  best. 
As  fast  as  objects  to  his  beams  assemble? 
O  'tis  the  first;  'tis  flattery  in  my  seein^^. 
And  my  great  mind  most  kingly  drinks  it  np  t 
Hine  eye  well  knows  what  with   his   gust  if 

'greeing. 
And  to  his  palate  doth  prepare  the  cup: 
If  it  be  poisf  n'd,  'tis  the  lesser  sin 
That  mine  eye  loves  it,  and  doth  first  begin. 


Those  fines  that  I  before  bavv  writ,  do  fie, 
Even  thoae  that  said  I  could  not  love  you  dearer  | 
Yet  then  my  judgment  knew  no  reason  whv 
Hy  most  full  flame   should  afterwards  bum 

clearer. 
But  reckoning  time,  whoae  milfion'd  aooidents 
Creep  in  'twixt  tows,  and  change  decrees  of 

kings, 
Tan  sacred  beauty,  blunt  the  sharp' st  intent^ 
Divert  strong  mmds  to  th«  ooone  of  altenog 

thingf  I 
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AIM  I  why,  fettling  of  time's  tynuiny, 
If  ight  I  not  then  say,  now  I  hve  you  heii, 
"When  1  was  certain  o'er  inoertainty, 
Crowning  the  present,  donbtins  of  the  rest  P 
Love  is  a  babe ;  then  might  I  not  say  so. 
To  give  fall  growth  to  that  which  still  doth 
grow? 

GZYI. 

Lei  me  not  to  the  marriage  of  troe  minds 

Admit  impediments.    Love  is  not  love 

Which  alters  when  it  alteration  finds, 

Or  bends  with  the  remover  to  remove : 

O  no !  it  b  an  ever-fixed  mark. 

That  looks  on  tempests,  and  is  never  shaken ; 

It  is  the  star  to  every  wandering  bark, 

Whose  worth's  unknown,  although  his  height  be 

taken. 
Love's  not  Tide's  fool,  though  rosy  lips  and 

cheeks 
Within  his  bending  sickle's  compass  come ; 
Love  niters  not  with  his  brief  hours  and  weeks, 
But  bears  it  out  even  to  the  edge  of  doom. 
If  this  be  error,  and  upon  me  proved, 
I  never  writ,  and  no  man  ever  lov'd. 

CXVII. 

Aoeuse  me  thus ;  that  I  have  scanted  all 
Wherein  I  should  vour  great  deserts  repay  | 
Forgot  upon  your  dearest  love  to  call, 
Whereto  all  Ix^nds  do  tie  me  day  by  day ; 
That  I  have  frequent  been  with  unknown  minds. 
And  given  to  time  your  own  dear-purchas'd 

right ; 
That  I  have  hoisted  sail  to  all  the  winds 
Which  should  transport  me  farthest  from  your 

sight. 
Book  both  my  wilfulness  and  errors  down. 
And  on  just  proof,  surmise  accumulate, 
Bnng  me  within  the  level  of  your  frown. 
But  shoot  not  at  me  in  your  wakeu'd  hate : 
Since  my  appeal  says,  I  did  strive  to  prove 
The  constancy  and  virtue  of  your  love. 

ox  Yin. 

Like  as,  to  make  our  appetites  more  keen. 
With  eager  compounds  we  our  palates  urge : 
As,  to  prevent  our  maladies  unseen. 
We  sicken  to  shun  sickness,  when  we  purge ; 
Even  so,  being  full  of  your  ne'er-cloying  sweet- 
ness. 
To  bitter  sauces  did  I  frame  my  feedini?, 
And,  sick  of  welfare,  found  a  kind  of  meetness 
To  he  diseas'd,  ere  that  there  was  true  needing. 
Thus  policy  in  love,  to  anticipate 
The  ills  that  were  not,  grew  t»  faults  assured, 


O  benefit  of  ill !  now  I  find  true 
That  better  is  by  evil  still  made  better  | 
And  ruin'd  love,  when  it  is  built  anew. 
Grows  fairer  than  at  first,  more  strongs  IW 
greater. 
So  I  return  rebuVd  to  my  content 
And  gain  by  ill  tlirioe  more  than  I  hate  spent. 

oxx. 

That  Tou  were  once  unkind,  befriends  me  now. 
And  for  that  sorrow,  which  I  then  did  feel, 
Needs  must  I  under  my  transgression  bow. 
Unless  my  nerves  were  brass  or  hammerd  steeL 
For  if  yon  were  by  my  unkindness  shaken^ 
As  I  by  your*s,  you  have  pass'd  a  hell  of  tune  | 
And  1,  a  tyrant,  have  no  leisure  taken    ^ 
To  weigh  how  once  I  suffer'd  in  your  cnme. 

0  that  our  night  of  woe  mivht  have  remember  a 
My  deepest  sense,  how  hard  true  sorrow  hit^ 
And  soon  to  you,  as  you  to  me,  then  tender  d 
The  humble  salve  which  wounded  bosom  fils  I 

But  that  your  trespass  now  becomes  a  fee  i 
Mine  ransom  your's,  and  youi's  must  zanaooi 
me. 

oxxi. 

'Tis  better  to  be  vile,  than  vile  esteem'd. 
When  not  to  be  receives  reproach  of  being,  ^ 
And  the  just  pleasure  lost,  which  is  so  deem  d 
Not  by  our  feeling,  but  by  others*  seeing. 
For  wh  V  should  others'  false  adulterate  eyei 
Give  salutation  to  mv  sportive  blood  P 
Or  on  my  freilties  why  are  frailer  spies, 
Which  in  their  wills  count  bad  what  I  thmk 

good?  ,      , 

No,— I  am  that  I  am ;  and  they  that  leirel 
At  my  abuses,  reckon  up  their  own :  - 

1  may  be  straight,  though  they  themselves  M 

bevel ; 
By  their  rank  thoughts  my  deeds  must  not  oe 

shewn ; 
Unless  this  general  evil  they  maintain,    ^ 
All  men  are  bad,  and  in  their  badness  reig>i. 

Gzxn. 

Thy  gift,  thy  tables  are  within  my  brain 
FuU  character'd  with  hwting  memory, 
Which  shall  above  that  idle  rank  remain. 
Beyond  all  date,  even  to  eternity  : 
Or  at  the  least  so  long  as  brain  and  heari 
Have  faculty  bv  nature  to  subsist; 
Till  each  Uy  rai  d  oblivion  yidU  his  part 
Of  thee,  thy  record  never  can  bo  miss'd. 
That  poor  retention  could  not  so  much  hold. 
Nor  need  I  tallies,  thy  dear  love  to  score ;  _ 
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Tby  Tegisten  mad  ihee  I  boUi  defy, 
Not  wonderinff  at  the  pesent  nor  the  past  j 
For  thy  records  and  what  we  see  doth  lie, 
Made  more  or  less  by  thy  continual  haste. 
This  I  do  TOW,  and  this  shall  ever  be, 
I  will  be  true,  despite  thy  scythe  and  thee. 


cxxiv. 
If  my  dear  love  were  but  the  child  of  state. 
It  might  for  fortune's  bastard  be  unfathered, 
As  subject  to  Time's  love,  or  to  Time's  hate. 
Weeds  among  weeds,  or  flowers  with  flowers 

gather'd. 
No,  it  was  builded  far  from  accident; 
It  suffers  not  in  smiling  pomp,  nor  falls 
Under  the  blow  of  thralled  discontent. 
Whereto  the  inviting  time  our  fashion  calls : 
It  fears  not  policy,  that  heretic, 
Which  works  on  leases  of  short-number'd  hours, 

But  all  alone  stands  hugely  politic,  ■ r *^— ,~.ri     ».-       i    * 

That  it  not  grows  with  heat,  nor  drowns  with   Is  lust  in  action ;  and  till  action,  lust 

showers.  |  Is  perjur'd,  murderous,  blocjdy,  full  o[j>J^^ 

To  this  I  witness  call  the  fools  of  time,  '  i     -i.  *-  * 

Which  die  for  goodness,  who  have  liv'd  for 


959 

ozxmi. 
How  oft,  when  thou,  my  music,  music  play'st> 
Upon  that  blessed  wood  whose  motion  sounds 
With  thy  sweet  fingers,  when  thou  gently  sway  st 
The  wiry  concord  that  mine  ear  confounds, 
Do  I  envy  those  jaclcs,  that  nimble  leap 
To  kiss  the  tender  inward  of  thy  hand. 
Whilst  my  poor  lips,  which  should  that  harreit 

At  the  wood's  boldness  by  thee  blushing  stand 
To  be  so  tickled,  they  would  change  their  state 
And  situation  with  those  dancing  chips, 
O'er  whom  thy  fingers  walk  with  gentle  gait. 
Making  dead  wood  more  bless'd  than  living  lips 
Since  saucy  jacks  so  happy  are  in  this,  ^ 
Give  them  thy  fingers,  me  thy  lips  to  kiss. 

CXJUX. 

The  expense  of  spirit  in  a  waste  of  shame 


cxxv. 
Were  it  aught  to  me  I  bore  the  canopy. 
With  my  extern  the  outward  honounng. 
Or  lav'd  great  bases  for  eternity. 
Which  prove  more  short  than  waste  or  ruining  P 
Have  I  not  seen  dwellers  on  form  and  favour 
Lftse  all,  and  more,  by  paying  too  much  rent. 
For  compound  sweet  foregoing  simple  savour. 
Pitiful  thrivers,  in  their  gazing  spent  ? 
No ;— let  me  be  obsequious  in  thy  heart, 
And  take  thou  my  oblation,  poor  but  free, 
Which  is  not  mix  d  with  seconds,  knows  no  art. 
But  mutual  render,  only  me  for  thee. 
Hence,  thou  subom'd  informer !  a  true  soul, 
When  most  impeach' d,  stands  least  in  thy 
oontroL 

OXXYI. 

O  thou,  my  lovely  bov,  who  in  thy  power 
Dost  hold  Time's  fickle  glass,  his  sickle,  hour ; 
Who  hast  by  waning  grown,  and  therem  shew'st 
Thy  lovers  withering,  as  thy  sweet  self  grow'st ! 
If  nature,  sovereign  mistress  over  wrack. 
As  thou  go'st  onwards,  still  will  pluck  thee  back, 
She  keeps  thee  to  this  purpose,  that  her  skill 
Hay  time  disgrace,  and  wretched  minutes  kill. 
Yet  fear  her,  O  thou  minion  of  her  pleasure ; 
She  may  detain,  but  not  still  keep  her  treasure: 
Ber  audit,  though  delay'd,  answer'd  must  be, 
And  her  quietus  is  to  render  thee. 

cxxni. 
In  the  old  acre  black  was  not  counted  fair. 


Savage,  extreme,  rade,  cruel,  not  to  trust; 
Enjoy'd  no  sooner  but  despised  straigM ; 
Past  reason  hunted ;  and  no  sooner  had, 
Past  reason  hated,  as  a  swallow'd  bait. 
On  purpose  laid  to  make  the  taker  mad : 
Mad  in  pursuit,  and  in  possession  so ; 
Had,  having,  and  in  auest  to  have,  extreme  | 
A  bliss  in  proof,— and  prov'd,  a  very  woe; 
Before,  a  joy  propos'd ;  behind,  a  dream : 
AU  this  the  world  well  knows;   yet  none 
knows  well  ,     ,  .     ... 

To  shun  the  heaven  that  leads  men  to  ttos 
helL 

oxxx. 

My  mistress*  eyes  are  nothing  like  the  sun  | 
Coral  is  far  more  red  than  her  lips  red : 
If  snow  be  white,  why  then  her  breasts  are  dun 
If  hairs  be  wires,  black  wires  grow  on  her  heaa. 
I  have  seen  roses  damask' d.  red  and  white, 
But  no  such  rosea  see  I  in  her  cheeks ; 
And  in  some  perfumes  is  there  more  delight   ^ 
Than  in  the  breath  that  from  my  mistress  re  ^  ^^ 
I  love  to  hear  her  speak,— yet  well  I  know 
That  music  hath  a  far  more  pleasing  sound ; 
I  grant  I  never  saw  a  goddess  go,— 
My  mistress,  when  she  walks,  treads  on  the 
ground; 
And  yet  by  heaven,  I  think  my  love  as  rare 
As  any  she  bel/d  with  false  compare. 

oxxxi. 

Thou  art  as  tyrannous,  so  as  thou  art, 
As  those  whose  beauties  proudly  make  them 
cruel;  .        ... 
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OXXXIL 

Thine  eyes  I  Ioto,  and  they,  m  .  ,. 

Knowing  thy  hearty  torment  me  with 

Have  imt  on  black,  and  loving  moornera  be, 

Looking  with  pretty  raUi  npon  my  pain. 

And  trmy  not  the  morning  snn  of  heaven 

Better  becomes  the  grey  cheeks  of  the  east^ 

Nor  that  full  star  that  ushers  in  the  even, 

Doth  half  that  glory  to  the  sober  west, 

As  those  two  mourning  eyes  become  thy  face : 

O  let  it  then  as  well  beseem  thy  heart 

To  mourn  for  me,  since  mourning  doth  thee 

grace. 
And  salt  thy  pity  like  in  every  part. 
Then  will  I  swear  beautv  herself  is  black, 
And  all  they  foul  that  thy  oomplezion  lack. 

CXXXIII. 

Beshrew  that  heart  that  makes  my  heart  to 

groan 
For  that  deep  wound  it  gives  my  friend  and  me ! 
Is 't  not  enough  to  torture  me  alone, 
But  slave  to  slavery  my  sweet's  friend  must  be  ? 
Me  from  myself  thv  cruel  eye  hath  taken, 
And  my  next  self  thou  harder  hast  engrossed, 
Of  him,  myself  and  thee,  I  am  forsaken ; 
A  torment  thrice  three-fold  thus  to  be  cross'd. 
Prison  my  heart  in  thy  steel  bosom's  ward, 
But  then  my  friend's  heart  let  my  poor  heart 

baU; 
Whoe'er  keeps  me,  let  my  heart  be  his  guard ; 
Thou  canst  not  then  use  rigour  in  my  gaol : 
And  yet  thou  wilt ;  for  I,  being  pent  in  thee, 
P^oToe  am  thine,  and  aU  that  is  in  me. 

OXXXIV. 

So  now  I  have  oonfess'd  that  he  is  thine, 
And  I  myself  am  mortgag'd  to  thy^  will  j 
Myself  I^  forfeit,  so  that  other  mine 
Thou  wilt  restore,  to  be  my  comfort  still : 
But  thou  wilt  nol^  nor  he  will  not  be  free. 
For  thou  art  covetous,  and  he  is  kind ; 
He  leam'd  but,  surety-like,  to  write  for  me, 
Under  that  bond  that  him  as  fast  both  bind. 
The  statute  of  thy  beauty  thou  wilt  take. 
Thou  usurer,  that  put'st  forth  all  to  use, 
And  sue  a  fnend,  came  debtor^f or  my  sake ; 
So  him  I  lose  through  mv  unkind  abuse. 
Him  have  I  lost ;  thou  nast  both  him  and  me } 
He  pays  the  whole,  and  yet  I  am  not  free. 

oxxxv. 

Whoever  hath  her  wish,  thou  hast  thy  will, 
And  will  to  boot,  and  will  in  over-plus ; 
More  than  enough  am  I  that  vex  thee  still, 
To  thy  sweet  will  making  addition  thus. 
Wilt  ihoUf  whose  will  is  large  and  spacious. 
Not  once  vouchsafe  to  hide  my  will  in  thine  P 
Shall  will  in  others  seem  right  gracious, 
And  in  my  will  no  fair  aoceptauoe  shine  P 
The  sea,  all  water,  yet  receives  rain  stiU, 
And  in  abundance  addeth  to  his  store ; 
So  thou,  bein^  rich  in  will,  add  to  thy  will 
One  will  of  mme,  to  make  thy  large  will  more. 

Let  no  unkind,  no  fair  beseeches  kiU ; 

Think  all  but  one^  and  me  in  that  one  WiU. 

CIXXTL 

If  thy  soul  check  thee  that  I  oome  so  near. 
Swear  to  thy  blind  soul  that  I  was  thy  will, 


SONNETS. 

And  will,  thy  soul  knows,  is  admitted  there ; 
Thus  far  forlove,  my  love-suit,  sweet,  fulfill. 
Will  will  fulfill  tiie  treasure  of  my  love. 
Ay,  fill  it  full  with  wills,  and  my  will  one. 
In  things  of  great  receipt  with  ease  we  prove  s 
Amon^  a  number  one  is  reckon'd  none. 
Then  m  the  number  let  me  pass  untold. 
Though  in  thy  stores'  account  I  one  must  be  | 
For  nothing  hold  me,  so  it  please  thee  hold 
That  nothing  me,  a  somethmg  sweet  to  thee ; 

Make  but  my  name  thy  love,  and  love  that 
still. 

And  then  thou  lov'st  me, — ^for  my  name  is 
Will. 

CXXXYII. 

Thou  blind  fool.  Love,  what  dost  thou  to  mine 


eyes. 
That  they  behold,  and  see  not  what  they  see  P 
They  know  what  beauty  is,  see  where  it  lies, 
Yot  what  the  best  is,  take  the  worst  to  be. 
If  eyes,  corrupt  by  over-partial  looks. 
Be  andior'd  in  the  bay  where  all  men  ride. 
Why  of  eyes'  falsehood  hast  thou  forged  hooks, 
Whereto  the  judgment  of  my  heart  is  ty'd  P 
Why  should  my  heart  thmk  that  a  several  plot, 
Which  my  heart  knows  the  wide  world's  com- 
mon place  P 
Or  mine  eyes  seeing  this,  say  this  is  not^ 
To  put  fair  truth  upon  so  foul  a  faoe ; 

In  things  right  true  my  heart  and  eyes  have 
err'd. 

And  to  this  false  plague  are  they  now  trani- 
ferr'd. 

Gxxxnii. 
When  m^  love  swears  that  she  is  made  of  tmtli, 
I  do  beheve  her,  though  I  know  she  lies ; 
That  she  might  tiiink  me  some  untutor'd  yonth» 
Unlearned  in  the  world's  false  subtilties. 
Thus  vainly  thinking  that  she  thinks  me  young, 
Although  she  knows  my  days  are  past  the  best» 
Simply  I  credit  her  false  speaking  tongue. 
On  both  sides  thus  is  simple  truth  supprest. 
But  wherefore  says  she  not,  she  is  uinust? 
And  wherefore  say  not  I,  that  I  am  old? 
0  love's  best  habit  is  in  seeming  trust. 
And  age  in  love  loves  not  to  have  years  told  x 

Therefore  I  lie  with  her,  and  she  with  me. 

And  in  our  faults  by  lies  we  flattered  be.   ^ 

CIXXOL 

O  call  not  me  to  justify  the  wrong. 
That  thy  unkindness  lays  upon  my  heart  | 
Wound  me  not  with  thine  eye,  but  with  thy 

tongue; 
Use  power  with  power,  and  slay  me  not  by  art. 
Tell  me  thou  lor  st  elsewhere ;  but  in  my  sight, 
Dear  hearL  forbear  to  glance  thine  eye  aside. 
What  need'st  thou  wound  with  cnnnrng  whea 

thy  might 
Is  more  than  my  opprees'd  defence  can  "bide  P 
Let  me  excuse  thee :  ah !  my  love  well  knowi 
Her  pretty  looks  have  been  mine  enemies ; 
And  therefore  from  ray  face  she  turns  my  foes. 
That  they  elsewhere  might  dart  their  iujuriet: 
Tet  do  not  so ;  but  since  I  am  near  slain. 
Kill  me  out-right  with  looks,  and  rid  my  pain* 

CZL. 

Be  wise  as  thou  art  cruel ;  do  not  press 

My  tongue-ty'd  patience  with  too  mooh  daadaiii  i 
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Left  soROw  lend  me  words,  uid  words  express 
The  manner  of  my  pity-wanting  pain. 
If  I  might  teaoh  thee  wit^  better  it  were, 
Thoogh  not  to  loTe,  yet,  loTe^  to  tell  me  so ; 
(As  testy  sick  men,  when  their  deaths  be  nea  , 
Ko  news  bat  health  from  their  phveicians  Imow :) 
For.  if  I  shoold  despair^  I  shonld  prrow  mad, 
Ana  in  my  madness  might  speak  ill  of  thee  : 
Now  this  ill-wresting  world  has  grown  so  bad. 
Had  slanderers  by  mad  ears  believed  me. 
That  I  may  not  be  so,  nor  thoa  bely'd, 
Bear  thine  eyes  straight,  thoogh  thy  prond 
heart  go  wide. 

OXLI. 

In  fiuth  I  do  not  lore  thee  with  mine  eyes. 
For  they  in  thee  a  thousand  errors  note : 
Bat  'tis  my  heart  that  lores  what  they  despise, 
Who  in  despite  of  view  is  pleas'd  to  dote, 
Kor  are  mv  ears  with  thy  tongoe's  tone  de- 
lighted I 
Nor  tender  feeling,  to  base  tonches  ^ne, 
Nor  taste  nor  smell,  desire  to  be  invited 
To  any  sensnal  feast  with  thee  alone : 
Bat  my  five  wits,  nor  my  five  senses  can 
Dissnade  one  foolish  heart  from  serving  thee. 
Who  leaves  nnsway'd  the  likeness  of  a  man. 
Thy  prond  heart's  slave  and  vassal  wretch  to  be : 
Only  my  plagne  thns  far  I  count  mv  gain. 
That  she  that  makes  me  sin,  awards  me  pain. 

GXLU. 

Love  is  my  sin,  and  thy  dear  virtne  hate, 
Hate  of  my  sin,  groonded  on  sinf  al  loving : 
O  bat  with  mine  compare  thou  thine  own  state. 
And  thon  sbalt  find  it  merits  not  reproving; 
Or  if  it  do,  not  from  those  lips  of  tnine, 
That  have  prophan'd  their  scarlet  ornaments. 
And  seal'd  false  bonds  of  love  as  oft  as  mine ; 
Bobb'd  others'  beds  revenues  of  their  rents. 
Be  it  lawful  I  love  thee,  as  thou  lov'st  those 
Whom  thine  eyes  woo  as  mine  importune  thee : 
Boot  pity  in  thy  heart,  that  when  it  growj, 
Thy  pity  may  deserve  to  pity'd  be. 
If  thon  doet  seek  to  have  what  thon  dost  hide, 
By  self -example  may'st  thou  be  deny'd  1 

CXLIII. 

liO  ••  a  oarefol  house-wife  runs  to  catch 
One  of  her  feather' d  creatures  broke  away, 
Sets  down  her  babe,  and  makes  all  swift  dispatch. 
In  pursuit  of  the  thing  she  would  have  stay ; 
Whilst  her  neglecti-d  child  holds  her  in  chace. 
Cries  to  catch  her  u  hose  busy  care  is  bent 
To  follow  that  which  Hies  before  her  face. 
Not  prising  her  poor  infant's  discontent ; 
80  runn'st  thon  after  that  which  flies  from  thee. 
Whilst  I  thy  babe  chace  thee  afar  behind ; 
Bat  if  thou  catch  thy  hope,  turn  back  to  me. 
And  play  the  mother  s  part,  kiss  me,  be  land  t 
80  will  1  prav  that  thua  may'st  have  thy  Will, 
If  thoa  torn  back,  and  my  loud  crying  bliU. 


Two  loves  I  have  of  comfort  and  despair, 
Which  like  two  spirits  do  suggest  me  still  | 
The  better  an^el  is  a  man  right  fair, 
The  worser  spirit  a  woman,  oolour'd  iU. 
To  win  me  soon  to  hell,  my  female  evil 
Tempieth  my  better  angel  from  my  side, 
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And  wonld  cormpt  my  saint  to  be  a  devil. 
Wooing  his  purity  with  her  fool  pride. 
And  whether  that  my  an^rel  be  tnm'd  fiend. 
Suspect  I  may,  yet  not  diraotly  tell ; 
But  being  both  from  me,  both  to  each  friend, 
I  guess  one  ansrel  in  another's  hell. 
Yet  this  shall  I  ne'er  know,  but  live  in  doob^ 
Till  my  bad  angel  fire  my  good  one  out. 

OXLT. 

Those  lips  that  Love's  own  hand  did  make^ 
Breath'd  forth  the  sound  that  said,  I  hais^ 
To  me  that  langnish'd  for  her  sake : 
Bat  when  she  saw  my  woefnl  state, 
Straight  in  her  heart  did  mercy  come^ 
Ghidmg  that  tongue,  that  ever  sweet 
Was  uad  in  paving  gentle  doom ; 
And  taught  it  thus  a-new  to  greet: 
I  hate  she  altered  with  an  end. 
That  foUow'd  it  as  gentle  day 
Doth  follow  night,  who  like  a  fiend 
From  heaven  to  hell  is  flown  away. 
J  hate  from  hate  away  she  threw. 
And  saVd  my  life,  saying — not  y<m, 

GXLYI. 

Poor  soul,  the  centre  of  my  sinfnl  earth, 
Fool'd  by  those  rebel  powers  that  thee  array, 
Why  dost  thon  pine  within,  and  sufier  dearUi, 
Painting  thy  outward  walls  so  costly  gay  ? 
Why  so  large  cost,  having  so  short  a  lease. 
Dost  thon  upon  thy  fadinsr  mansion  spend  P 
Shall  worms,  inheritors  or  this  excess. 
Eat  up  thv  charge  P    Is  this  thy  body's  end  P 
Then,  soul,  live  thon  upon  thy  servant's  loss. 
And  let  that  pine  to  aggravate  thy  store ; 
Buy  tevms  divine  in  selling  hours  of  dross ; 
Within  be  fed,  without  be  rich  no  more : 
So  shalt  thon  feed  on  death,  that  feeds  00 

men. 
And,  death  once  dead,  there's  no  more  djiug 

then. 

OXLYII. 

Hy  love  is  as  a  fever,  longing  still 

For  that  which  long^er  nurseth  the  disease ; 

Feeding  on  that  wmch  doth  preserve  the  ill. 

The  uncertain  sickly  appetite  to  please. 

Hy  reason,  the  physician  to  my  love. 

Angry  that  his  prescriptions  are  not  kept^ 

Hath  left  me,  and  I  desperate  now  approve. 

Desire  is  death,  which  pnysic  did  except. 

Past  cure  I  am,  now  reason  is  past  care. 

And  frantic-mad  with  ever-more  unrest  x 

My  thoughts  and  my  discourse  as  mad  men^i 

are. 
At  random  from  the  truth  vainly  express'd } 
For  I  have  sworn  thee  fiur,  and  thoaght  thee 

bright, 
Who  art  aa  black  aa  hell,  as  dark  ••  nighU 


O  me  I  what  eyes  hath  love  pat  in  my  head. 
Which  have  no  correspondence  with  true  sight  f 
Or,  if  they  have,  where  is  mv  judgment  fled. 
That  censures  hilsely  what  they  see  aright  P 
If  that  be  fair  whereon  my  false  eyes  dote, 
What  means  the  world  to  say  it  is  not  so  P 
If  it  be  not,  then  love  doth  well  denote 
Love's  eye  is  noi  so  tnie  ••  all  man's  t  no, 
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HowoftnitP    O  how  can  Love*!  ere  be  true, 
That  is  80  Toz'd  with  watching  and  with  tears  P 
No  marvel  then  though  I  mistoke  my  view  { 
The  snn  itself  sees  not,  till  heaven  olears. 
0  cnnning  Love !  with  tears  thoa  keep'st  me 

blind. 
Lest  eyes  well-seeing  thy  fool  fanlts  should 
find. 

GXLIX. 

Canst  then,  0  omel !  say  I  love  thee  not. 
When  I,  against  myself,  with  thee  partake? 
Do  I  not  think  on  thee,  when  I  forgot 
Am  of  myself,  all  tyrant^  for  thy  sake  ? 
Who  hateth  thee  that  I  do  call  my  friend  P 
On  whom  frown'st  then  that  I  do  fawn  npon  P 
Nay  if  thou  low'r^st  on  me,  do  I  not  spend 
Bevenge  npon  myself  with  present  moan  P 
What  merit  do  I  in  myself  respect, 
That  is  so  prond  thy  service  to  despise, 
When  all  my  best  doth  worship  thy  defect^ 
Gommanded  by  the  motion  of  thine  eyes  ? 

Bat,  love,  hate  on,  for  now  I  know  thy  mind ; 

Those  that  can  see  thon  lov'st,  and  I  am  blind. 

GL. 

O  from  what  power  haet  thoa  this  powerfol 

might, 
What  insamcienoy  my  heart  to  sway  P 
To  make  me  give  the  lie  to  my  true  sight, 
And  swear  truat  brightness  doth  not  grace  the 

dayP 
Whence  hast  thou  this  becoming  of  things  ill, 
That  in  the  very  refuse  of  thy  deeds 
There  is  sach  strength  and  warrantise  of  skill. 
That  in  my  mind,  thy  worst  all  best  exceeds  P 
Who  taught  thee  how  to  make  me  love  thee  more, 
The  more  I  bear  and  see  just  cause  of  hate  P 
O,  though  I  love  what  others  do  abhor, 
With  others  thou  should' st  not  abhor  my  state ; 
If  thy  unworthiness  rais'd  love  in  me. 
More  worthy  I  to  be  belov'd  of  thee. 


Love  is  too  young  to  know  what  conscience  is ; 
Yet  who  knows  not,  conscience  is  born  of  love  ? 
Then,  {gentle  cheater,  urge  not  my  amiss, 
Lest  gmlty  of  my  faults  thv  sweet  self  prove. 
For  thou  betraying  me,  I  do  betray 
Hy  nobler  part  to  my  gross  body's  treason : 
My  soul  doth  tell  my  body  that  he  may 
Triumph  in  love ;  flesh  stays  no  farther  reason ; 
But  rising  at  thy  name,  doth  point  out  thee 
As  his  tnumphuit  prize.    Proud  of  this  pride. 


He  is  contented  thy  poor  drudge  to  be^ 
To  stand  in  thy  afiairs,  fall  by  thy  side. 
Ko  want  of  conscience  hold  it  that  I  call 
Her  love^  for  whose  dear  love  I  rise  and  faSL 

CLII. 

In  loving  thee  thou  know'st  I  am  forsworn, 
But  thou  art  twice  forsworn,  to  me  love  swears 


In  act  thy  bed-vow  broke,  and  new  faith  torn. 
In  vowing  new  hate  after  new  love  bearing. 
But  why  of  two  oaths'  breach  do  I  accuse  thee 
When  I  break  twenty  P    I  am  peijni'd  most; 
For  all  my  vows  are  oaths  but  to  misuse  thee. 
And  all  my  honest  faath  in  thee  is  lost. 
For  I  have  sworn  deep  oaths  «f  thy  deep  kind 

ness, 
Oaths  of  thj  love,  thy  truth,  thy  eonstaney } 
And,  to  enhghten  thee,  gave  eyes  to  blindneee. 
Or  made  them  swear  against  the  thing  they  tee ; 
For  I  have  sworn  thee  fair :  more  peijur  d  I, 
To  swear,  against  the  truth,  so  foul  a  lie. 

OLin. 
Oupid  lay'd  by  his  brand,  and  fell  asleep : 
A  maid  of  Dian's  this  advantage  found. 
And  his  love-kindling  tire  did  quickly  steep 
In  a  cold  valley-fountain  of  that  ground ; 
Whidi  borrowM  from  this  holy  fire  of  lore 
A  dateless  lively  heat,  still  to  endure^ 
And  grew  a  seething  bath,  which  yet  men  prore 
Against  strange  maladies  a  sovereign  cure. 
But  at  my  mistress*  eye  love's  brand  new-fired. 
The  boy  for  trial  needs  would  touch  my  breast; 
I  sick  withal,  the  help  of  bath  desired. 
And  thither  hied,  a  bbA  distempered  guest, 

But  found  no  cure ;  the  bath  for  my  help  lies 

Where  Cupid  got  new  fire;  my  i  ' 


CLIT. 

The  little  love-god  lying  once  asleep^ 
Laid  by  his  side  his  heart-inflaming  brand. 
Whilst  many  nymphs  that  vow'd  chaste  life  to 

keep. 
Came  tripping  by ;  but  in  her  maiden  hand 
The  fairest  votai7  took  up  that  fire 
Which  many  legions  of  true  hearts  had  wann'd ; 
And  so  the  general  of  hot  desire 
Was  sleeping  by  a  virgin  hand  disarm'd. 
This  brand  sne  quenched  in  a  cool  well  by. 
Which  from  love's  fire  took  hcHt  perpetual. 
Growing  a  bath  and  helpful  remedy 
For  men  diseas'd ;  but  i,  my  mistress*  thrall. 
Came  here  for  cure,  and  tnis  by  that  I  orore 
Love's  fire  heats  water,  water  oools  tiot  lovsw 
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From  off  n  hill  whose  concave  womb  re-worded 
A  pUlntful  story  fVom  a  sisterlnjir  vale, 
My  spirits  to  attend  this  double  voice  accorded. 
And  down  I  laid  to  list  the  sad-tuned  talc; 
Ere  lonjir  espied  a  flckle  maid  ftill  pale, 
Tearinj?  of  papers,  breakin^f  ringn  a-twain, 
Stormind^  her  world  with  sorrow's  wind  and  rain. 

Upon  her  head  a  platted  hive  of  straw, 
Which  fortlfled  her  visaii^  firom  the  sun. 
Whereon  the  thought  might  think  sometime  it 

saw 
The  carcass  of  a  beauty  spent  and  done : 
Time  had  not  scythed  all  that  youth  begun. 
Nor  youth  all  quit;  but,  spite  of  heaven's  fell 

rnge. 
Some  beauty  pcep'd  through  lattice  of  sear'd  age. 

Oft  did  she  heave  her  napkin  to  her  eyne, 
Which  on  it  had  conceited  characters. 
Laundering  the  silken  figures  in  the  brine 
That  season'd  woe  had  pelleted  in  tears, 
And  often  reading  what  contents  it  bears : 
As  often  shrieking  undistlnguish'd  woe. 
In  clamors  of  all  size,  both  high  and  low. 

Sometimes  her  leveird  eyes  their  carriage  ride,  . 
As  they  did  battery  to  the  spheres  intend : 
Sometimes  diverted  their  poor  balls  are  tied 
To  the  orbed  earth ;  sometimes  they  do  extend 
Their  view  riglit  on ;  anon  their  gazes  lend 
To  every  place  at  once,  and,  nownerc  flx'd. 
The  mind  and  sight  distractedly  commix'd. 

Her  hair,  nor  loose  nor  tied  in  formal  plat. 
Proclaimed  in  her  a  careless  band  of  pride; 
For  some,  untuck*d,  descended  her  sheaved  hat, 
Hanging  her  pale  and  pined  cheek  beside ; 
Some  in  her  threaden  fillet  still  did  bide. 
And  true  to   bondage  would  not  break  ftrom 

thence, 
Though  Blackly  braided  in  loose  negligence. 

A  thousand  fkvors  Trom  a  maund  she  drew 
Of  amber,  crystal,  and  of  beaded  Jet 
Which  one  by  one  she  in  a  river  threw, 
Upon  whose  weeping  margent  she  was  set: 
Like  usury,  applying  wet  to  wet. 
Or  monarch's  hands  that  let  not  bounty  fall 
Where  want  cries  some,  but  where  excess  begs 
all. 

Of  folded  schedules  had  she  many  a  one, 

Which  she  perused,  sigh'd,  tore,  and  gave  the 

fiood; 
Crack'd  many  a  ring  of  posted  gold  and  bone, 
Bidding  them  find  tneir  sepulchres  in  mud ; 
Found  vet  more  letters  saaly  penn'd  in  blood. 
With  sleided  silk  feat  and  affectedly 
Enswatbed,  and  seai'd  to  curious  secrecy. 

These  often  bathed  she  in  her  flnxivc  eyes. 
And  often  kiss'd.  and  often  'gan  to  tear: 
Cried  *  O  false  blood,  thou  register  of  lies, 
MThat  unapproved  witness  dost  thou  bear ! 


Ink  would  have  seem'd  more  black  and  damned 

here!' 
This  said,  in  top  of  rage  the  lines  she  rents, 
Big  discontent  so  breaking  their  contents. 

A  reverend  man  that  grazed  his  cattle  nigh- 
Sometime  a  blusterer,  that  the  ruffle  knew 
Of  court,  of  city,  and  had  let  go  by 
The  swirtest  hours,  observed  as  they  flew— 
Towards  this  afflicted  fancy  fastly  drew. 
And,  privileged  by  age,  desires  to  know 
In  brief  the  grounds  and  motives  of  her  woe. 

So  slides  he  down  upon  his  grained  bat. 
And  comely-distant  sits  he  by  her  side; 
When  he  again  desires  her,  beinor  g^t. 
Her  grievance  with  his  hearing  to  divide: 
If  that  fVom  him  there  may  be  aught  applied 
Which  may  her  suffering  ecstasy  assuage, 
'Tis  promised  in  the  charity  of  age. 

*  Father,'  she  says,  *  though  in  me  you  behold 
The  ii^ury  of  many  a  blasting  hour, 

Let  it  not  tell  your  Judgment  I  am  old; 
Not  age,  but  sorrow,  over  me  hath  power : 
I  might  as  yet  have  been  a  spreading  flower. 
Fresh  to  myself,  if  I  had  selr-applied 
Love  to  myself  and  to  no  love  beside. 

*  But,  woe  is  me!  too  early  I  attended 

A  youthf\il  suit— it  was  to  gain  my  grace— 
Of  one  by  nature's  outwaros  so  commended, 
That  maidens'  eyes  stuck  over  all  his  fkce : 
Love  lack'd  a  dwelling,  and  made  him  her  place; 
And  when  in  his  fair  parts  she  did  abide, 
She  was  new  lodged  and  newly  deified. 

*  His  brownv  locks  did  hang  in  crooked  cnrls : 
And  everv  light  occasion  of  the  wind 

Upon  his  lips  their  silken  parcels  hurls. 
What's  sweet  to  do,  to  do  will  aptly  find : 
Each  eye  that  saw  him  did  enchant  the  mind. 
For  on  his  visage  was  in  little  drawn 
What  largeness  thinks  in  Paradise  was  sawn. 

*  Small  show  of  man  was  yet  upon  his  chin : 
His  phcenlx  down  began  but  to  appear 
Like  unshorn  velvet  on  that  termless  skin 
Whose  bare  out-bragg'd  the  web  It  seem*d  to 

wear: 
Yet  show'd  his  visage  by  that  cost  more  dear ; 
And  nice  affections  wavering  stood  in  doubt 
If  best  were  as  it  waa,  or  best  without. 

*  His  qualities  were  beauteous  as  his  form. 
For  maiden-tongued  he  was,  and  thereof  free : 
Yet,  if  men  moved  him.  was  he  such  a  storm 
As  oft  twixt  May  and  April  is  to  see. 

When  winds  breathe  sweet,  unruly  though  they 

be. 
His  rudeness  so  with  his  authorized  youth 
Did  livery  fidaeness  in  a  pride  of  trutn. 
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*  Well  coold  he  ride,  and  often  men  would  say 
"  That  hoFBe  hie  mettle  IVora  his  rider  takes ; 
Proud  of  subjection,  noble  by  the  sway, 

What  rounds,  what  bounds,  what  course,  what 

stop  he  raakcp  I »' 
And  controversy  hence  a  question  takes, 
Whether  the  horse  by  him  became  his  deed, 
Or  he  his  manage  by  the  well-doing  steed. 

*  But  quickly  on  this  side  the  verdict  went : 
His  real  habitude  gave  life  and  grace 

To  appertalnings  and  to  ornament. 
Accomplished  in  hlmseir,  not  in  his  case: 
All  aids,  themselves  made  fairer  by  tlielr  place, 
Came  for  additions;  yet  their  purposed  trim 
Pieced  not  his  grace,  but  were  all  graced  by  him. 

"  So  on  the  tip  of  his  subduing  tongue 
Ali  kind  of  arguments  and  question  deep, 
All  replication  prompt,  and  reason  strong. 
For  his  advantage  still  did  wake  and  sleej) : 
To  make  the  weeper  laugli,  the  lauffher  weep, 
He  had  the  dialect  and  different  skill, 
Catching  all  passions  in  his  craft  of  will : 


*  That  he  did  in  the  general  bosom  reign 
Of  young,  of  old  :  and  sexes  both  encnar 
To  dwell  with  him  in  tlioughts,  or  to  remain 


In  personal  duty,  following  where  lie  haunted : 
Consents  bewitch'd,  ere  he  desire,  have  granted; 
And  dialogued  for  him  what  he  would  sav, 
AskM  their  own  wills,  and  made  their  wills  obey. 

*  Many  there  were  that  did  his  picture  get, 
To  serve  their  eyes,  and  in  it  put  their  mind ; 
Like  fools  that  in  th'  imagination  set 

The  goodly  objects  which  abroad  they  find 
Of  lands  and  mansions,  theirs  in  thought  aonignM, 
And  laboring  in  more  pleasures  to  bestow  tliem 
Than  the  true  gouty  landlord  which  dotli  owe 
them: 

'  So  many  have,  that  never  touched  his  hand. 
Sweetly  supposed  them  mistress  of  his  heart. 
My  woeful  self,  that  did  in  freedom  stand, 
And  was  mv  own  fee-simple,  not  in  part. 
What  with  his  art  in  vouth,  and  youth  in  art. 
Threw  my  affections  in  his  charmed  power, 
Aeserved  the  stalk,  and  gave  him  all  my  flower. 

*  Yet  did  I  not«  as  some  my  equals  did. 
Demand  of  him,  nor  being  desired  yielded ; 
Finding  myself  in  honor  so  forbid. 

With  safest  distance  I  mine  honor  Bhiolded; 
Experience  for  me  many  bulwarks  builded 
Of  proofs  new-bleedins:,  which  remained  the  foil 
Of  this  false  Jewel,  and  bis  amorous  spoil. 

*  But,  ah,  who  ever  shunnM  by  precedent 
The  destined  ill  she  must  herself  assay  ? 

Or  forced  examples,  'gainst  her  own  content. 
To  put  tlie  by-past  perils  in  her  way  ? 
Counsel  may  stop  awhile  what  will  not  stay ; 
For  when  we  rage,  advice  is  often  seen 
By  blunting  us  to  make  our  wits  more  keen. 

'  Nor  gives  it  satisfaction  to  our  blood. 
That  we  must  curb  It  upon  others'  proof; 
To  be  forbod  the  sweets  tliat  seem  so  good. 
For  fear  of  harms  that  preach  in  our  behoof. 
O  appetite,  from  judgment  stand  aloof ! 
The  one  a  palate  hath  that  needs  will  taste. 
Though  Reason  weep,  and  cry  "  It  is  thy  last." 

*  For  further  I  could  say  *♦  This  man's  untrue," 
And  knew  the  patterns  of  his  foul  beguiling; 
Heard  where  his  plants  in  others*  orchards  grew, 
Saw  how  deceits  were  gilded  in  his  smiling: 
Knew  vows  were  ever  orokers  to  dellhng: 
Thought  characters  and  words  merely  but  art. 
And  bastards  of  his  foul  adulterate  heart. 


*  And  long  upon  these  terms  I  held  my  city. 
Till  thus  he  gan  bebiege  me :  *'  Gentle  maid. 
Have  of  my  suffering  youth  some  feeling  pity. 
And  be  not  of  my  holy  vows  afVaid  : 

That's  to  ye  sworn  to  none  was  ever  said ; 
For  feasts  of  love  I  have  been  call'd  unto, 
Till  now  did  ne'er  Invite,  nor  never  woo. 

*  **  All  my  offences  that  abroad  yon  see 
Are  errors  of  the  blood,  none  of  the  mind; 
l/)ve  made  them  not :  with  acture  they  may  be, 
Where  neither  party  is  nor  true  nor  kind : 

They  sought  their  shame  that  so  their  shame  did 

lind; 
And  so  much  less  of  shame  in  me  remains. 
By  bow  much  of  me  their  reproach  contains. 

' ''  Among  the  many  that  mine  eyes  have  seen. 
Not  one  whose  flame   my   heart  so   much   as 

warm'd, 
Or  my  affection  put  to  the  smallest  teen. 
Or  any  of  my  leisures  ever  charm'd : 
Harm   have  1   done   to   them,   but  ne*er   was 

harm'd ; 
Kept  hearts  in  liveries,  but  mine  own  was  free, 
And  reign'd,  commanding  in  his  monarchy. 

*"Look  here,  what  tributes   wounded   fanoiefl 

sent  me. 
Of  paled  pearls  and  rubies  red  as  blood ; 
Figuring  that  they  their  passions  likewise  lent 

me 
Of  grief  and  blushes,  aptly  understood 
In  bloodless  white  and  the  encrimson'd  mood : 
Effects  of  terror  and  dear  modesty, 
Encamp'd  in  hearts,  but  fighting  outwardly. 

'*'  And,  lo,  behold  these  talents  of  their  hair, 
With  twisted  metal  amorously  impleach'd, 
1  have  received  from  many  a  several  fair. 
Their  kind  acceptance  weeplngly  beseech'd. 
With  the  annexious  of  fair  gems  enrich'd. 
And  deep-brain'd  sonnets  that  did  amplify 
Each  stone's  dear  nature,  worth  and  quality. 

*  **  The  diamond,  —  why,   t'was    bcautiitil    and 

hard. 
Whereto  his  in  vised  properties  did  tend; 
The  deep  green  emerald,  in  whose  fresh  regard 
Weak  8i;;hts  their  nlckly  radiance  do  amend ; 
The  heaven- hued  sapphire  and  the  opal  blend 
With  objects  manifold :  each  several  stone. 
With  wit  well  blazon'd,  smiled  or  made  some 

moan. 

*  **  Lo,  all  these  trophies  of  affections  hot. 
Of  pensived  and  subdued  desires  the  tender. 
Nature  hath  charged  mc  that  I  hoard  them  not. 
But  yield  them  up  where  I  myself  must  render. 
That  is,  to  you,  my  origin  and  ender; 

For  these,  of  force,  must  your  oblations  be. 
Since  1  their  altar,  you  enpatron  me. 

*  **  O.  tlicn,  advance   of  yours  that   phraseless 

hand. 
Whose   white   weighs   down   the  airy  scale  of 

praise ; 
Take  all  these  similes  to  your  own  command, 
Hallow'd  with  sighs   that   burning   lungs   did 

raise : 
What  me  your  minister,  for  you  obeys. 
Works  under  you  *,  and  to  your  audit  comes 
Their  dintraet  parcels  in  combined  sums. 

*  ♦«  Lo,  this  device  was  sent  me  from  a  nun, 
A  sister  sanctified,  of  holiest  note ; 
Which  late  her  noble  suit  in  court  did  shun. 
Whose  rarest  havings  made  the  blossoms  dote; 
For  she  was  sought  oy  spirits  of  richest  coat. 
But  kept  cold  diatAnce,  and  did  thence  remove, 
To  spend  her  living  in  eternal  love. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  PASSIONATE  PILGRIM. 


906 


'  *'  But,  O  my  sweet,  what  labor  ia't  to  leave 
The  thlagf  we  have   not,  mastering   what   not 

strives, 
tPaling  the  place  which  did  no  form  receive. 
Playing  patient  sports  in  unconstrained  gyves? 
She  that  her  fame  so  to  hcrscir  contrives, 
The  scars  of  battle  ^scapeth  by  the  flight. 
And  makes  her  absence  valiant,  not  her  might. 

* "  O,  pardon  me,  in  that  my  boast  is  true : 
The  accident  which  brought  me  to  her  eye 
Upon  the  moment  did  her  force  subdue. 
And  now  she  would  the  eaged  cloister  fly : 
Religious  love  put  out  Keliglon's  eye : 
Mot  to  be  tempted,  would  she  be  immured, 
And  now,  to  tempt  ail,  liberty  procured. 

*  **  How  mighty  then  you  are,  O,  hear  me  tell ! 
The  broken  bosoms  that  to  me  belong 

Have  emptied  all  their  fountains  in  my  well, 

And  mine  1  pour  your  ocean  all  among  : 

I  strong   o'er   them,  and    you    oV»r   me   being 

strong. 
Must  for  your  victory  us  all  congest, 
As  compound  love  to  physic  your  cold  breast. 

*  "  My  parts  had  power  to  charm  a  sacred  nun, 
Who,  diHciplincd,  ay,  dieted  in  grace. 
Believed  her  eyes  when  they  to  assail  begun. 
All  vows  and  consecrations  giving  place : 

O  most  potential  love !  vow,  bond,  nor  space, 
In  thee  hath  neither  sting,  knot,  nor  couflne. 
For  thon  art  all,  and  all  things  else  are  thine. 

*  "When  thou  Impre8sest,what  are  precepts  worth 
Of  stale  example .'    When  thou  wilt  inflame. 
How  coldly  those  Impediments  stand  forth 

Of  wealth,  of  fllial  fear,  law,  kindred,  fame! 
Love's   arras   are   peace,  'gainst   rule,  'gainst 

sense,  'gainst  shame. 
And  sweetens,  in  the  suffering  pangs  it  bears, 
The  aloes  of  all  forces,  shocks,  and  fears. 

• "  Now  all  these  hearts  that  do  on  mine  depend, 
Feeling  it  break,  with  bleeding  groans  they  pine; 
And  supplicant  their  sighs  to  you  extepd. 
To  leave  the  battery  that  you  make  *gainst  mine, 
Lending  soft  audience  to  my  sweet  design. 
And  credent  soul  to  that  strong  bonded  oath 
That  shall  prefer  and  undertake  my  troth." 

*  This  said,  his  watery  eyes  he  did  dismount. 
Whose  siffhts  till  then  were  levell'd  on  my  face; 
Each  cheek  a  river  running  from  a  fount 

With  brinish  current  downward  flow'd  apace: 


O,  how  the  channel  to  the  stream  gave  grace ! 
Who  glazed  with  crystal  gate  the  glowmg  roses 
That  flame  through  water  which  their  uue  en- 
closes. 

*  O  father,  what  a  hell  of  witchcraft  lies 
In  the  small  orb  of  one  particular  tear ! 
But  with  the  inundation  of  the  eyes 
What  rocky  heart  to  water  will  not  wear  ? 
What  breast  so  cold  that  is  not  warmed  here  ? 
O  cleft  eifect !  cold  modesty,  hot  wrath, 

Both  Are  from  hence  and  chill  extincture  hath. 

'  For,  to,  his  passion,  but  an  art  of  craft. 
Even  there  resolved  my  reason  into  tears ; 
There  my  white  stole  of  chastity  I  daflPd, 
Shook  on*  my  sober  guards  and  civil  fears ; 
Appear  to  him,  as  he  to  me  appears. 
All  melting;  though  our  drops  this  dilTerenoo 

bore. 
His  poison'd  me,  and  mine  did  him  restore. 

'  In  him  a  plenitude  of  subtle  matter, 

Applied  to  cautels,  all  strange  forms  receives, 

Of  burning  blushes,  or  of  weeping  water. 

Or  swooning  paleness :  and  he  takes  and  leaves. 

In  cither's  aptness,  as  it  best  deceives. 

To  blush  at  speeches  rank,  to  weep  at  woes, 

Or  to  turn  white  and  swoon  at  tragic  shows : 

*  That  not  a  heart  which  in  his  level  came 
Could 'scape  the  hail  of  his  all-hurting  aim, 
Showing  fair  nature  is  both  kind  and  tame; 
And,  vell'd  in  them,  did  win  whom  he  wonld 

maim; 
Against  the  thing  he  sought  he  would  exclaim : 
When  he  most  burn'd  in  neart-wish'd  luxury. 
He  preach'd  pure  maid,  and  praised  cold  chastity. 

» Thus  merely  with  the  garment  of  a  Grace 
The  naked  and  concealed  fiend  he  cover'd : 
That  th'  unexperient  gave  the  tempter  place, 
Which  like  a  cuerubin  above  them  hover'd. 
Who,    young  and   simple,   would    not    be    so 

lover'd  ? 
Av  me !  I  fell :  and  yet  do  question  make 
What  I  should  do  again  for  such  a  sake. 

*  O,  that  infected  moisture  of  his  eve, 

O,  that  false  fire  which  in  his  cheek  so  glow'd, 
O,  that  forced  thunder  from  his  heart  did  fly. 
O,  that  sad  breath  his  spongy  lungs  bestow'd, 
O.  all  that  borrow'd  motion  seeming  owed, 
Would  yet  again  betray  the  fore- betray 'd, 
And  new  pervert  a  reconciled  maid  I ' 
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Did  not  the  heavenly  rhetoric  of  thine-eye, 

'Gainst  whom  the  world  could  not  hold  argu- 
ment, 

Persuade  my  heart  to  this  false  peijury  ? 

Vows  for  thee  broke  deserve  not  punishment. 

A  woman  I  forswore;  but  I  will  prove. 

Thou  being  a  goddess,  I  forswore  not  thee: 

My  vow  was  earthly,  thou  a  heavenly  love; 

Thy  grace  being  gnin'd  cures  all  disgrace  In  me. 

My  vow  was  breath,  and  breath  a  vapor  is: 

Then,  thou  fair  sun,  that  on  this  earth   doth 
shine. 

Exhale  this  vapor  vow :  in  thee  it  is: 

If  broken,  then  It  is  no  fault  of  mine. 
If  by  me  broke,  what  fool  is  not  so  wise 
To  break  an  oath,  to  win  a  paradise  ? 


Sweet  C3rtherca,  sitting  bv  a  brook 

With  young  Adonis,  lovely,  fresh,  and  green, 

Did  court  the  lad  with  many  a  lovely  look. 

Such  looks  as  none  could  look  but  beauty's  queen. 

She  told  him  stories  to  delis'ht  his  ear ; 

She  showed  bim  favors  to  allure  his  eye: 

To  win  his  heart,  she  touch 'd   him   here   and 

there  — 
Touches  so  soft  still  conquer  chastity. 
But  whether  unripe  years  did  want  conceit, 
Or  he  refused  to  take  her  figured  proffer. 
The  tender  nibbler  would  not  touch  the  bait; 
But  smile  and  Jest  at  every  gentle  offer: 

Then  fell  she  on  her   back,  fair  queen,  and 
toward : 

Ue  rose  and  ran  away ;  ah,  fool  too  ft-oward ! 


If  love  make  me  forsworn,  how  shaU  I  swear  to 
love? 

O,  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beanty  vow'd: 

Though  to  myself  forsworn,  to  thee  lUl  constant 
prove; 

Those  thoughts,  to  me  like  oaks,  to  thee  like 
osiers  bow'd. 

Study  his  bias  leaves,  and  makes  bis  book  thine 
eyes, 

Where  all  those  pleasures  live  that  art  can  com- 
prehend. 

If  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  sliall 
suffice; 

Well  learned  is  that  tongue  that  well  can  thee 
commend ; 

All  ignorant  that  soal  that  sees  thee  without 
wonder ; 

Which  is  to  me  some  praise,  that  I  thy  parts  ad- 
mire: 

Thine  eye  Jove's  lightning  seems,  thy  voice  his 
dreadful  thunder, 

Whioh.  not  to  anger  bent,  is  music  and  sweet  fire. 
Celestial  as  thou  art,  O  do  not  love  that  wrong, 
I'o  sing  heaven's  praise  with  such  an  earthly 
tongue. 

VI. 

Scarce  had  the  sun  dried  up  the  dewy  morn. 
And  scarce  the  herd  gone  to  the  hedge  for  shade, 
When  Cytherea,  all  in  love  forlorn. 
A  longing  tarriance  for  Adonis  maae 
Under  an  osier  growing  by  a  brook, 
A  brook  where  Adon  used  to  cool  his  spleen : 
Hot  was  the  day ;  siie  hotter  that  did  look 
For  his  approach,  that  often  there  had  been. 
Anon  he  comes,  and  throws  his  mantle  by. 
And  stood  stark  naked  on  the  brook's  green  brim: 
The  sun  lookM  on  the  world  with  glorious  eye. 
Yet  not  so  wistly  as  this  queen  on  iiirn. 
He,  spying  her,  bounced  In,  whereas  he  stood: 
*0  Jove,'  quoth  she,  *  why  was  not  I  a  flood?' 


Fair  is  my  love,  but  not  so  fair  as  fickle; 

Mild  as  a  dove,  but  neither  true  nor  trusty: 

Brighter  than  glass,  and  yet,  as  glass  is,  brittle; 

Softer  than  wax,  and  yet,  as  iron,  rusty  : 
A  lily  pale,  with  damask  dye  to  grace  her, 
None  lairer,  nor  none  falser  to  deface  her. 

Her  lips  to  mine  how  often  hath  she  joined. 
Between  each  kiss  her  oaths  of  true  love  swear- 
ing! 
How  many  tales  to  please  me  hath  she  coined, 
Dreadmg  my  love,  the  loss  thereof  still  fearing! 
Yet  in  the  midst  of  all  her  pure  protestings. 
Her  iUth.  her  oaths,  her  tears,  and  all  were 
Jestings. 

She  homed  with  love,  at  straw  with  flre  flameth; 
She    bum'd   out   love,    as  soon   as   straw   cot 

burneth ; 
She  framed  the  love,  and  yet  she  foil'd  the  fram- 
ing; 
She  bade  love  last,  and  yet  she  fell  a-tuming. 
Was  this  a  lover,  or  a  lecher  whether? 
Bad  in  the  best,  though  excellent  in  neither. 

VIII. 

If  music  and  sweet  poetry  agree, 
As  they  must  needs,  the  sister  and  the  brother, 
Then  must  the  love  be  great  'twixt  thee  and  me. 
Because  thou  lovest  the  one,  and  1  the  other. 
Dowland  to  thee  is  dear,  whose  heavenly  touch 
Upon  the  lute  doth  ravish  human  sense; 
Spenser  to  me,  whose  deep  conceit  is  such 
As,  passing  all  conceit,  needs  no  defence. 
Thou  lovest  to  hear  the  sweet  melodious  sound 
That  Phoebus*  lute,  the  queen  of  music,  makea; 
And  I  in  deep  delight  am  chiefly  drown'd 
Whenas  himself  to  Hinging  he  betakes. 

One  god  is  god  of  both,  as  poets  feign; 

One  Icnight  loves  both,  and  both  in  thee  re- 
main. 

IX. 

Fair  was  the  mom  when  the  fair  queen  of  love, 

Paler  for  sorrow  than  her  milk-white  dove. 
For  Adon's  sake,  a  youngster  proud  and  wild ; 
Her  stand  she  takes  upon  a  steep-up  hill : 
Anon  Adonis  comes  with  horn  and  hounds; 
She,  silly  queen,  with  more  than  love's  good 

will. 
Forbade  the  boy  he  should   not  pass    thoae 

grounds : 
*  Once,'  quoth  she. '  did  I  see  a  fair  sweet  youth 
Here  in  these  brakes  deep-wounded  with  a  boar. 


Deep  in  the  thiglk,  a  spectacle  of  ruth ! 
"  ee,  in  my  thigh,'  quoth  she,  *  here  was  me  sore.' 
She  showea  hers :  he  saw  more  wounds  than 


one, 
And  blushing  fled,  and  left  her  all  alone. 


Sweet  rose,  fair  flower,  untimely  pluok'd,  soon 

vadcd, 
Pluck'd  in  the  bud,  and  vaded  in  the  spring  I 
Bright  orient  pearl,  alack,  too  timelv  shaded ! 
Fair  creature,  kill'd  too  soon  by  death's  sharp 
sting ! 
Like  a  green  plum  that  hangs  upon  a  tree. 
And  falls,  through  wind,  before  the  fall  should 
be. 

I  weep  for  thee,  and  yet  no  cause  I  have; 

For  why  thou  left'st  me  nothing  In  thy  will : 

And  yet  thou  left'st  me  more  than  I  did  crave; 

For  why  I  craved  nothing  of  thee  still : 
O  yes,  dear  friend,  1  pardon  crave  of  thee. 
Thy  discontent  thou  didst  bequeath  to  me. 
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^v^«?*i^*^  young  Adonis  sitting  by  her 
^^  to\rt^Xr*le  Bhade,  began  to  woo  him  : 
*     her      ^^  youngling  now  god  Mars  did  try 

r^^-       2?  ^eU  to  her,  so  fell  she  to  him. 
Jkven  tfiUe,'  quoth  she,  •the  warlike  god  em- 

braced  me,» 
A^a  then  she  clipp'd  Adonis  in  her  arms; 
•Civeii  thus,'  quoth  she,  *■  the  warlike  god  unlaced 

me,' 
^5  '^  *^®  hoy  should  use  like  loving  charms; 

Even  thus,*  quoth  she,  •  he  seized  on  my  lips,* 
And  with  her  lips  on  his  did  act  the  seizure : 
And  aa  she  fetched  breath,  away  he  skips, 
And  would  not  take  her  meaning  nor  her  pleas- 
ure. 
Ah.  that  I  had  my  ladv  at  this  bay. 
To  kiss  and  clip  me  till  I  run  away  I 


Crabbed  age  and  youth  cannot  live  together: 
Youth  is  mil  of  pieasanoe,  age  is  full  of  care; 
Youth    like    summer    morn,    age    like    winter 

weather ; 
Youth  like  summer  brave,  age  like  summer  bare. 
Youtli  is  full  of  sport,  age's  breath  is  short; 

Youth  is  nimble,  age  is  lame: 
Youth  is  hot  and  bold,  age  is  weak  and  cold; 

Youth  is  wild,  and  asre  is  tume. 
Age,  I  do  abhor  thee;  youtb,  I  do  adore  thee; 

O,  my  love,  mv  love  is  young  I 
Age,  I  do  defy  thee:  O,  sweet  shepherd,  hie  thee, 

For  methinks  thou  stay'st  too  long. 


Beauty  is  but  a  vain  and  doubti\il  good ; 

A  shining  gloss  that  vadeth  suddenly; 

A  flower  that  dies  when  flrst  it  *gins  to  bud; 

A  brittle  glass  that's  broken  presently  : 
A  doubtfbl  good,  a  gloss,  a  glass,  a  flower, 
Lost,  vaded,  broken,  dead  within  an  hour. 

And  as  goods  lost,  are  seld  or  never  found, 
As  vaded  gloss  no  rubbing  will  refVesh, 
As  flowers  dead  lie  withered  on  the  ground, 


As  broken  glass  no  cement  can  redress. 
So  beauty  blemished  once*s  forever  lost. 
In  spite  of  physic;  painting,  pain  and  cost. 

XIV. 

Good  night,  gfood  rest.  Ah,  neither  be  my  share: 
She  bade  good  night  that  kept  my  rest  away; 
And  daff*a  me  to  a  cabin  bang'd  with  care, 
To  descant  on  the  doubts  of  my  decay. 

•  Farewell,'  quoth  she,  *  and  come  again  to- 

morrow.' 
Farewell  1  could  not,  for  I  supp'd  with  sorrow. 

Yet  at  my  parting  sweetiv  did  she  smile. 

In  scorn  or  friendship,  nill  I  construe  whether : 

T  may  be,  she  joy'd  to  Jest  at  my  exile, 

T  may  be,  again  to  make  me  wander  thither : 

*  Wander,'  a  word  for  shadows  like  myself. 
As  take  the  pain,  but  cannot  pluck  the  pelt. 


Lord,  how  mine  eyes  throw  gazes  to  the  east  1 

My  heart  doth  charge  the  watch :  the  morning 
rise 

Doth  cite  each  moving  sense  ft-om  idle  rest. 

Not  daring  trust  the  office  of  mine  eyes. 
While  I'hilomela  sits  and  sings,  1  sit  and  mark, 
And  wish  her  lays  were  tuned  like  the  lark  : 

For  she  doth  welcome  daylight  with  her  ditty, 
And  drives  away  dark  dismal-dreaming  night : 
The  night  so  pack'd,  I  post  unto  my  pretty ; 
Heart  hath  his  hope,  and  eyes  their  wiHh*d  sight; 
Sorrow  chang'd  to  solace,  solace  mix'd  with 

sorrow; 
For  why,  she  sigh'd  and  bade  me  come  to- 
morrow. 

Were  I  with  her  the  night  would  post  too  soon ; 
But  now  are  minutes  added  to  the  hours ; 
To  spite  me  now,  each  minute  seems  a  moon: 
Yet  not  for  me,  shine,  sun,  to  succor  flowem : 
Pack,  night,  peep,  day;  good  day,  of  night  now 

borrow; 
Short  night,  to-night,  and  length  thyself  to- 
morrow. 


SONNETS  TO  SXINDRT  NOTES   OF  MUSIC. 


[XVI.] 

It  was  a  lordlng's  daughter,  the  fairest  one  of 

three. 
That  liked  of  her  master  as  well  as  well  might  be. 
Till  lookini^  on  an  Englishman,  the  fair'st  that 
eye  could  see. 
Her  fancy  fell  a-tuming. 
Long  was  the  combat  doubtful  that  love  with 

love  did  fight 
^**  '^^1^!  ^**e  nuwter  loveless,  or  kill  the  gallant 


Thus  art  with  arms  contending  was  victor  of  the 

day. 
Which  by  a  gift  of  learning  did  bear  the  maid 

away : 
Then,  lullaby,  the  learned  man  hath  got  the  lady 

For  now  my  song  is  ended. 
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But,  alM !  mv  hand  hath  sworn 
Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  ft'om  thy  thorn : 
Vow,  alack !  for  youth  unmeet: 
Youth.  BO  apt  to  pluck  a  sweet. 
Thou  ror  whom  Jove  would  swear 
Juno  but  an  Ethiope  were : 
And  deny  himself  for  Jove, 
Turning  mortal  for  thy  love.* 

[xvm.] 
My  flocks  feed  not, 
My  ewes  breed  not; 
My  rams  speed  not; 

All  Is  amiss : 
Love's  denying:, 
Faith's  defying:, 
Heart's  renying, 

Causer  of  this. 
All  my  merry  UgB  are  quite  fbrgot^ 
All  my  lady's  love  is  lost.  God  wot : 
Where  her  faith  was  flrmly  flx*d  in  love, 
There  a  nay  is  placed  without  remove. 
One  silly  cross 
Wrought  all  my  loss ; 

O  IVowning  Fortune,  cursed,  fickle  dame! 
For  now  I  see 
Inconstancy 

More  in  women  than  in  men  remain. 

In  black  monm  I, 
All  fears  scorn  I, 
Love  hath  forlorn  me. 

Living  in  thrall : 
Heart  is  bleeding, 
Ail  help  needing; 
O  cruel  speeding, 

Fraughted  with  gall. 
My  shepherd  *s  pipe  can  sound  no  deal ; 
My  wether's  bell  rings  doleful  knell : 
My  curtail  dos.  that  wont  to  have  play'd, 
Plays  not  at  all,  but  seems  aiVaid ; 
My  sighs  so  deep 
Procure  to  weep, 

In  howling  wise,  to  see  my  doleful  plight. 
How  sighs  resound 
Through  heartless  ground. 

Like  a  thonaand  vanquish'd  men  in  bloody 
flght! 

Clear  wells  spring  not, 
Sweet  birds  sins:  not. 
Green  plants  bring  not 

Forth  their  dye ; 
Herds  stand  weeping, 
Flocks  all  sleeping. 
Nymphs  back  peeping 

FearAilly : 
All  our  pleasure  known  to  us  poor  swaini^ 
All  our  merry  meetings  on  the  plainSi 
All  our  evening  sport  horn  us  is  fled. 
All  our  love  is  lost,  for  Love  is  dead. 
Farewell,  sweet  lass, 
Thy  like  ne'er  was 

For  a  sweet  content,  the  cause  of  all  my 
moan: 
Poor  Corydon 
Must  live  alone ; 

Other  help  for  him  I  see  that  there  is  none. 

XIX. 

Whenas  thine  eye  hath  chose  the  dame, 
And  stall'd  the  deer  that  thou  shouldst  strike, 
Let  reason  rule  things  worthy  blame. 
As  well  as  partial  fancy  like : 

Take  counsel  of  some  wiser  head. 

Neither  too  young  nor  yet  unwea. 

And  when  thon  comcst  thy  tale  to  tell, 
Smooth  not  thy  tongue  with  filed  talk, 
Lest  she  some  subtle  practice  smell,— 
A  cripple  tooa  can  find  a  halt;— 


But  plainly  say  thon  lovcst  her  well, 
And  set  thy  peraon  forth  to  sell. 

What  though  her  fh>wning  brows  be  bent, 
Her  cloudy  looks  will  clear  ere  night : 
And  then  too  late  she  will  repent 
That  thus  dissembled  her  delight ; 
And  twice  desire,  ere  it  be  day, 
Ttiat  which  with  scorn  she  put  away. 

What  though  she  strive  to  trv  her  strength, 
And  ban  and  brawl,  and  say  thee  nay, 
Her  feeble  ibrcc  will  yield  at  length, 
When  craft  hath  taoght  her  thus  to  say, 
*  Had  women  been  so  strong  as  men. 
In  faith,  you  had  not  had  it  then.* 

And  to  her  will  fVame  all  thy  ways : 
Spare  not  to  spend,  and  chiefly  there 
Where  thy  desert  may  merit  praise. 
By  ringing  in  thy  lady's  ear : 
The  strongest  castle,  tower  and  town. 
The  golden  bullet  beats  It  aown. 

Serve  always  with  assured  trust, 

And  in  thy  suit  be  humble  true ; 

Unless  thy  lady  prove  unjust. 

Press  never  thou  to  choose  anew : 
When  time  shall  serve,  be  thon  not  slack 
To  profl'er,  though  she  put  thee  back. 

The  wiles  and  ^les  that  women  work, 
Dissembled  with  an  outward  show. 
The  tricks  and  toys  that  in  them  lurk. 
The  cock  that  treads  them  shall  not  know. 
Have  you  not  heard  it  said  Aill  oft, 
A  woman's  nay  doth  stand  for  nought  ? 

Think  women  still  to  strive  with  men. 
To  sin  and  never  for  to  saint : 
Here  is  no  heaven,  they  holy  then. 
When  time  with  age  doth  them  attahit. 
Were  kisses  all  the  joys  in  bed, 
One  woman  would  another  wed. 

But,  soft!  enough,  too  much,  I  fear; 
For  if  my  mistress  hear  my  song, 
She  will  not  stick  to  warm  mv  ear, 
To  teach  my  tongue  to  be  so  long : 
Yet  will  she  blush,  here  be  it  said. 
To  hear  her  secrets  so  bewray 'd. 

[XX.) 

Live  with  me,  and  be  my  love. 
And  we  will  all  the  pleasures  prove 
That  hills  and  valleys,  dales  and  flelda. 
And  all  the  craggy  mountains  yielda. 

There  will  we  sit  upon  the  rooks. 
And  see  the  shepherds  feed  their  flocks, 
Bv  shallow  rivers,  by  whose  flUls 
Melodious  birds  sing  madrigals. 

There  will  I  make  thee  a  bed  of  roses. 
With  a  thousand  ft-affrant  posies, 
A  cap  of  flowers,  and  a  kirtle 
Embroidcr'd  ail  with  leaves  of  myrtle. 

A  belt  of  straw  and  ivy  buds, 
With  coral  clasps  and  amber  studs; 
And  if  these  pleasures  may  thee  move, 
Then  live  with  me  and  be  my  love. 

Love's  Answer. 

If  that  the  world  and  love  were  young. 
And  truth  In  every  shcphcrcrs  tongue. 
These  pretty  pleasures  might  rac  move 
To  live  with  thee  and  be  thy  love. 
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[XXI.] 

As  it  fell  npon  a  day 

In  the  merry  month  of  May, 

Sittlni^  in  a  pleasant  shade 

Which  a  ffrove  of  myrtles  made, 

Beasts  did  leap,  and  birds  did  sing. 

Trees  did  <7row,  and  plants  did  spring ; 

Every  thing  did  banish  moan, 

Save  the  niji^htingHle  alone  : 

She,  poor  bird,  as  all  forlorn, 

Lean'd  her  breant  up-till  a  thorn. 

And  there  sung  the  doleAilPst  ditty. 

That  to  hear  it  was  great  pity ; 

*  Fie,  fie,  fie,'  now  would  she  cry; 

*Tereu,  tereu!  *  by  and  by  ; 

That  to  hear  her  so  complain. 

Scarce  I  could  from  tears  refVain ; 

For  her  griefs,  so  lively  shown, 

Made  me  think  upon  mine  own. 

Ah,  thought  I,  thou  mourn*st  in  vain! 

None  takes  pity  on  thy  pain : 

Senseless  trees  they  cannot  hear  thee ; 

KutlileHH  bcAHts  they  will  not  cheer  thee  : 

King  Pandion  he  is  dead  ; 

All  thy  Triends  are  lapp'd  in  lead  ; 

All  thy  fellow  birds  do  sing, 

Careless  of  thy  sorrowins*. 

Even  so,  poor  bird,  like  thee, 

None  alive  will  pity  me. 


Whilst  as  flokle  fortune  smiled, 
Thou  and  I  were  both  t)eguiled. 

Every  one  that  flatters  thee 
Is  no  friend  in  misery. 
Words  are  easy,  like  the  wind ; 
FaithfVil  friends  are  hard  to  find  : 
Every  man  will  be  thy  friend 
Whilst  thou  hast  wherewith  to  spend ; 
But  if  store  of  crowns  be  scant. 
No  man  will  supply  thy  want. 
If  that  one  be  prodigal, 
BountiAil  thev  will  him  call, 
And  with  such -like  flattering, 
*  Pity  but  he  were  a  king  i  * 
If  he  t>e  addict  to  vice. 
Quickly  him  they  will  entice ; 
If  to  women  he  be  bent. 
They  have  him  at  commandment : 
But  if  Fortune  once  do  frown. 
Then  farewell  his  great  renown ; 
They  that  fkwn'd  on  him  before 
Use  his  company  no  more. 
He  that  is  thy  flriend  indeed. 
He  will  help  thee  in  thy  need; 
If  thou  sorrow,  he  will  weep  ; 
If  thou  wake,  he  cannot  sleep , 
Thus  of  every  grief  in  heart 
He  with  thee  doth  bear  a  part. 
These  are  certain  signs  to  know 
Faithful  friend  firom  flattering  foe. 


THE  PHCENIX  AND  THE  TURTLE. 


Let  the  bird  of  loudest  lay. 

On  the  sole  Arabian  tree. 

Herald  sad  and  trumpet  be. 

To  whose  sound  chaste  wings  obey. 

But  thou  shrieking  harbinger. 
Foul  precurrcr  of  the  fiend. 
Augur  of  the  fever's  end, 
To  this  troop  come  thon  not  near! 

From  this  session  interdict 
Every  fowl  of  tyrant  wing, 
Save  the  eagle,  feathered  kUig : 
Keep  the  oraequy  so  strict. 

I^t  the  priest  in  surplice  whiter 
That  derunctive  music  can. 
Be  the  death-divming  swan. 
Lest  the  requiem  lack  his  right. 

And  thou  treble-dated  crow, 
That  thy  sable  gender  makest 
With  the  breath  thou  givest  and  takest, 
'Mongst  our  mourners  shalt  thon  go. 

Here  the  anthem  doth  commence : 
Love  and  constancy  is  dead; 
Phoenix  and  the  turtle  fled 
In  a  mutual  flame  from  hence. 

So  they  loved,  as  love  in  twain 
Had  the  essence  but  in  one; 
Two  distinct 8,  division  none; 
Number  there  in  love  was  slain. 

Hearts  remote,  yet  not  asunder; 
Distance,  and  no  space  was  seen 
•Twixt  the  turtle  and  his  queen  : 
But  in  thcra  it  were  a  wonder. 

So  between  them  love  did  shine, 
That  the  turtle  saw  his  right 


Flaming  in  the  phoenix'  sight; 
Either  was  the  other's  mine. 

Property  was  thus  appalled. 
That  the  self  was  not  the  same; 
Single  nature's  double  name 
Neither  two  nor  one  was  called. 

Reason,  in  itself  confounded, 
Saw  division  grow  together. 
To  themselves  yet  eitner  neither. 
Simple  were  so  well  compounded. 

That  it  cried,  How  true  a  twain 
Seemeth  this  concordant  one ! 
Love  hath  reason,  reason  none, 
If  what  parts  can  so  remain. 

Whereupon  it  made  this  threne 
To  the  pnoenix  and  the  dove, 
Cosupremes  and  stars  of  love. 
As  chorus  to  their  tragic  scene. 

THRENOS. 

Beauty,  truth,  and  rarity, 
Grace  in  all  simplicity. 
Here  enclosed  in  cinders  lie. 

I>eath  is  now  the  phoenix's  nest  j 
And  the  turtle's  loyal  breast 
To  eternity  doth  rest, 

Leaving  no  posterity ; 
Twas  not  their  inflrmity, 
It  was  married  chastity. 

Truth  may  seem,  hut  cannot  be; 
Beauty  brag,  but  *tis  not  she ; 
Truth  and  beauty  buried  be. 

To  this  urn  let  those  repair 
That  are  either  true  or  fair . 
For  these  dead  birds  sigh  a  prayer. 
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Do  my  spiriting  gently. 

The  Tempest,  act  i.  ic.  2. 

Dost  thou  think,  because  thou  art  virtuous,  there 
shall  t>e  no  more  cakes  and  ale? 

Twelfth  Night,  act.  ii.  sc.  3. 
Dotes  yet  doubts,  suspects,  yet  strongly  loves. 

Othello,  act  iii.  sc.  3. 
Doubts  are  traitors. 

Measure  for  Measure,  act  i.  sc.  6. 

Dreadful  note  of  preparation. 

Henry  V,,  Choms,  act  iv. 
Dress'd  In  a  little  brief  authority. 

Measure  for  Measure,  act  ii.  ac.  2. 
Egregionsly  an  ass. 

„       K    ^  ^x    «  OOetto.actil.scl. 

Even-banded  Justice. 

„  Macbeth,  act  i.  sc.  7. 

Every  inch  a  king. 

King  Lear,  act  iv.  sc.  6. 

Every  Inordinate  cup  ia  unblessed,  and  the  ingre- 
dient is  a  devil. 

Othello,  act  ii.  sc.  3. 
Familiar  in  their  montha  as  household  words. 

K.  Henry  V.,  act  iv.  sc.  3. 
Fantastic  tricks  before  high  heaven. 

Measure  for  Measure,  act  il.  sc.  2. 

Farewell,  a  long  farewell,  to  all  my  greatnesa  ! 

Henry  VIIl^  act  Iv.  sc.  2. 

.    .    .    Pear  not,  till  Birnam  Wood 
Do  come  to  Dunsinanc. 

Macbeth,  act  v.  sc.  6. 

liMa      f^X.      mw.A   #V.». 
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For  there  was  never  yet  philosopher 
That  could  endure  the  toothache  patiently 

Much  Ado  about  Nothing,  act  v.  so.  1. 

For  thiB  relief,  much  thanks. 

Samlet,  aot  i.  sc.  1. 

For  you  and  1  are  past  our  dancing  days. 

Romeo  and  Juliet^  act  i.  so.  5. 


Foreheads  villanous  low. 


Tempett^  act  iv,  se.  1. 

Frailty,  thy  name  is  woman. 

Hamietf  aot  L  se.  2. 

Fresh  as  a  bridegroom:  and  his  chin,  new  reaped 
Showed  like  a  stubble  land  at  harvest-home. 

1  if.  iJenry /r,  act  i.  sc.  3. 

.    .    .    Full  ofsoand  and  fury 
Signifying  nothing. 

Macbeth,  act  v.  so.  6. 

Full  of  strange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard. 
A8  You  Like  It,  act  li.  sc.  7. 

Full  of  wise  saws  and  modem  instances. 

A9  You  Like  It,  act  U.  so.  7. 

Give  the  devil  his  due. 

K  Henry  ZK.,  pt.  i.  act  i.  sc.  2 

Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue. 

Hamlet,  act  i.  sc.  3. 

....    Gives  to  airy  nothing 
A  local  habitation  and  a  name. 

Midsummer  Night* 8  Dream,  act  v.  sc  1. 

God  made  him,  therefore  let  him  pass  for  a  man. 
Merchant  of  Venice,  act  i.  sc.  2 

Golden  opinions. 

Good  men  and  true. 

Much  AdOf  act  iU.  sc  3. 

Good  wine  needs  no  bush. 

As  You  Like  It— Epilogue. 

Grimvisaged  war. 

Richard  IlL,  act  i.  sc.  1. 

Gtood  name,  in  man  and  woman ;  dear  my  lord. 
Is  the  immediate  Jewel  of  their  souls. 

Othello,  act  iii.  sa  3. 
Hair-breadth  'scapes. 

Othello,  act  i.  se.  3. 

Hang  a  calf-skin  on  those  recreant  limbs. 

King  John,  act  iii.  sc.  3. 

Hark,  hark,  the  lark  at  heaven's  sate  sings. 

Cymbmne,  act  ii.  sc.  3, 

He  dies  and  makes  no  sign. 

jr.  Henry  VI^  pt.  ii.  act  ill.  sc.  3. 

He  does  it  with  a  better  grace,  but  I  do  it  more 
natural. 

Twelfth  Night,  act  U.  sc.  3. 

He  hath  eaten  me  out  of  bouse  and  home. 

K,  Henry  IV.,  pt.  U.  act  U.  sc  1. 


Macbeth,  act  i.  sc.  7. 


Her  voice  was  ever  soft. 

Gentle  and  low,—  an  excellent  thing  in  woman. 

King  Lear,  act  v.  sc  3. 

His  nose  was  as  sharp  as  a  pen,  and  ^a  babbled  of 
green  fields. 

K.  Henry  V.,  act  ii.  sc.  3. 

Hoist  with  his  own  petar. 

Hamlet,  act  iii.  sc  4. 
Honor  hath  no  skill  in  Burgery. 

1  K.  Henry  IV„  act  v.  scl. 

How  far  that  little  candle  throws  his  beams ! 
So  shines  a  good  deed  m  a  naught]^  world. 

The  Merchant  of  Venice,  act  v.  sc  1 

How  sharper  than  a  serpent's  tooth  it  is 
To  have  a  thankless  child  * 

King  Lear,  act  i.  sc.  4. 

How  use  doth  breed  a  habit  in  a  man  * 

The  T\ffo  Gentlemen  of  Verona, 
act  V.  sc.  4. 
Hyperion  to  a  satyr ! 

Hamlet,  act  i.  sc.  2. 

Household  words. 

K,  Henry  V.,  act  Iv.  sc.  3. 

I  am  constant  as  the  northern  star. 

Julius  Caesar,  act  iii.  sc.  1. 


I  am  nothing,  if  not  critical. 


OtheUo,  net  ii.  sc.  1. 


1  am  never  merry  when  I  hear  sweet  music. 

The  Merchant  qf  Venice,  act  v.  sc  1. 

I  am  Sir  Oracle, 

And  when  1  ope  mv  lips  let  no  dog  bark ! 

Merchant  of  Venice,  act  i.  sc  1. 

1  bear  a  charmed  lU\e. 

Macbeth,  act  v.  sc  7. 

1  could  a  tale  unfold. 

Hamlet,  act  1.  sc  5, 

1  could  have  better  spared  a  better  man. 

K.  Henry  IV.,  pt.  i.  act  v.  sc  4. 

1  dare  do  all  that  mav  become  a  man. 
Who  dares  do  more  is  none. 

Macbeth,  act  t  sc  7. 

I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  duty. 

Othello,  act  i.  sc  3. 

1  had  rather  be  a  dog  and  bay  the  moon, 
Than  such  a  Roman. 

Julius  Caasar,  act  iv.  sc  3. 

I  have  an  exposition  of  sleep  come  upon  me. 

Midsummer  NighVs  Dream,  act  iv.  sc  1. 

I  have  no  other  but  a  woman's  reason ;  I  tliinlc 
him  so,  because  I  think  him  so. 

The  lico  Gentlemen  qf  Verona, 
act  i.  sc  2. 


1  have  thee  on  the  hip. 


U^^4  ^*  Vmt^^ 
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LaBt,  not  least 


V\\  put  a  girdle  round  about  the  earth 
In  forty  inlnutes.* 

Midsummer  Night's  Dream,  act  ii.  so.  1. 

I'll  tickle  your  catastrophe. 

2  K.  Henry  I  r.,  act  il.  sc.  1. 

1  thank  thee,  Jew,  for  teaching  me  that  word. 

The  Merchant  of  Venice^  act  iv.  sc.  1. 

1  think  there  be  six  KIchmonds  In  the  field. 

K.  Richard  IJL,  act  v.  sc.  4. 

I  will  roar  you  as  ffently  as  any  sucking  dove; 
1  will  roar  you,  an'^t  were  anv  nightingale. 

Midsummer  NighVs  Dream,  act  i.  sc.  2. 

1  would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  echo. 

Macbeth,  act  v.  sc.  3. 

1  would  that  1  were  low  laid  In  my  grave. 

K,  John,  act  il.  sc.  1. 

If  it  were  done,  when  'tis  done,  then  'twere  well 
It  were  done  quickly. 

Macbeth,  act  i.  sc  7. 

If  music  be  the  food  of  love,  play  on. 

Twelfiji  Night,  act  I.  sc  1. 

In  maiden  meditation,  fancy  fVee. 

Midsummer  Night's  Dream,  act  ii.  sc.  1. 

In  my  mind's  eye,  Horatio. 

Hamlet,  act  i.  so.  2. 

Infirm  of  purpose. 

Macbeth,  act  U.  sc.  1. 

Into  a  towering  passion. 

Hamlet,  act  v.  sc.  2. 

Intolerable,  not  to  be  endured. 

The  Taming  of  the  Shrew,  act  v.  sc.  2. 

Is  she  not  passing  fair  ? 

The  Two  Gentlemen  qf  Verona, 
act  iv.  sc.  4. 
It  beggar'd  all  description. 

Antony  and  Cleopatra,  act  ii.  sc  2. 

It  blesseth  him  tiiat  gives,  and  him  that  takes. 

The  Merchant  of  Venice,  act  iv.  sc  1. 

It  is  a  wise  fkther  that  knows  his  own  child. 

The  Merchant  of  Venice,  act  U.  sc.  2. 

It  was  Greek  to  me. 

Julius  Caesar,  act  i.  sc  2. 

It  will  discourse  most  eloquent  music. 

Hamlet,  act  ill.  sc  2. 

It  would  be  argument  fbr  a  week,  laughter  for  a 
month,  and  a  good  Jest  for  ever. 

K.  Henry  IV,,  pt.  i.  act  ii.  sc.  2. 

It  out-herods  Herod. 

Hamlet,  act  ill.  sc  .2 
Keen  encounter  of  our  wits. 

K.  Richard  111.,  act  1.  sc.  2. 
Lack-lustre  eye. 

As  You  Like  It,  act  II.  sc.  7. 

4    T/\  mif  a  nrlfHlA  mitn/l   aK^..A    a.%  -._aU     > 


King  Lear,  act  1.  sc  1. 

Lay  not  that  flattering  unction  to  your  soul. 

Hamlet,  act  ill.  sc  4. 


Lay  on,  MacdulT.' 


Macbeth,  act  v.  sc.  7. 


Lean  and  slippered  pantaloon. 

As  You  Like  It,  act  ii.  sc.  7. 

I.et  Hercules  himself  do  what  he  may. 

The  cat  will  mew,  and  dog  will  have  his  day. 

■    Hamlet,  act  v.  sc  1. 

Let  it  serve  for  table-talk, 

The  Merchant  of  Venice,  act  iil.  sc.  1. 

Let  mo  not  burst  in  ignorance. 

Hamlet,  act  i.  sc.  4. 

Let  the  galled  jade  wince,  our  withers  are  un- 
wrung. 

Hamlet,  act  iii.  sc.  2. 

Life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice-told  tale. 

King  John,  act  iii.  sc.  4. 

Light,  seeking  light,  doth  light  of  light  beguile. 
Level's  Labor* s  Lost,  act  1.  sc  1. 

Like  a  dewdrop  on  a  lion's  mane. 

TroUus  and  Cressida,  act  iii,  sc.  3. 

Lives  and  dies  in  single  blessedness. 

Midsummer  NighVs  Dream,  act  1.  sc  1. 

Look  here,  upon  this  picture,  and  on  this. 

Hamlet,  act  iU.  sc  4. 

Lord,  lord,  how  this  world  is  given  to  lying  ! 

K,  Henry  1  v.,  pt.  I.  act  v.  sc.  4. 

Love  is  not  love 

Which  alters  when  it  alteration  finds. 

Sonnet,  cxvi. 

Love  sought  is  good,  but   given   unsought  is 
better. 

Twe^h  Night,  act  ii.  so.  1. 

Make  assurance  double  sure. 
Making  night  hideous, 


Macbeth,  act  iv.  sc  1. 
Hamlet,  act  i.  sc  4. 


Men  have  died  fh>m  time  to  time,  and  worms 
have  eaten  tliem,  but  not  for  love. 

As  You  Like  It,  act  iv.  sc.  1. 

Men's  evil  manners  live  in  brass;  their  virtues 
We  write  in  water. 

K.  Henry  VIII.,  act  iv.  sc  2. 

Men  were  deceivers  ever. 

Much  Ado  about  Nothing,  act  ii.  sc.  3. 


Metal  more  attractive. 
Milk  of  human  kindness. 
Mine  host  of  the  Garter. 


Hamlet,  act  iii.  sc.  2. 
Macbeth,  act  i.  sc.  6. 


Merry  Wives,  act  i.  sc  1. 
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Most  admired  disorder. 


Macbelh,  act  Ui.  so.  4. 

Most  lame  and  impotent  conclusion, 

OtheUo,  act  ii.  sc.  1. 

Most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  neigniors. 

Othello,  act  L  sc.  3. 

Motley's  the  only  wear. 

A8  You  Like  It,  act  U.  sc.  7. 

Movlns  accidents  by  flood  and  field. 

Othello,  act  i.  sc  3. 
My  age  is  as  a  lusty  winter, 
Frosty,  but  kindly. 

As  You  Like  It,  act  iL  sc.  3. 

My  caJce  is  dough. 

Taming  of  the  Shrew,  act  v.  sc.  1. 

My  fHends  were  poor  but  honest. 

Airs  Well  that  Ends  Well,  act  I.  sc.  3. 

My  library  was  dulcedom  large  enough. 

Tempest,  act  L  sc.  2. 

My  man's  as  true  as  steel.* 

Romeo  and  Juliet,  act  ii.  sc.  4. 

My  poverty  but  not  my  will  consents. 

Romeo  and  Juliet,  act  v.  sc.  1. 

Neither  a  borrower  nor  a  lender  be, 
For  loan  oft  loses  both  itself  nnd  fViend. 

Hamlet,  act  i.  sc.  3. 

Never  shalcc  thy  gory  locks  at  me. 

Ma<a)eth,  act  iii.  sc.  4. 

No  more  of  that,  Hal,  an  thou  lovest  me! 

K.  Henry  1V„  pt.  1.  act  ii.  sc.  4. 

No.  'tis  not  so  deep  as  a  well,  nor  so  wide  as  a 
cnurch-door;  but  'tis  enough. 

Romeo  and  Juliet,  act  iii.  sc.  1. 

No,  'tis  slander, 
Whose  edge  is  sharper  than  a  sword. 

Cymheline,  act  iii.  sc.  4. 
Noiseless  foot  of  time. 

AlVs  Well  that  Ends  Well,  act  v.  sc.  3. 

Not  stepping  o'er  the  bounds  of  modesty. 

Romeo  and  Juliet,  act  iv.  sc.  2. 

Not  that  I  loved  Csesar  leas,  but  that  I  loved 
Rome  more. 

Julius  Casar,  act  iii.  sc.  2. 

Not  to  speak  it  profanely. 

Hamlet,  act  ill.  so.  2. 

Nothing    extenuate,  nor    set  down    aught    in 
malice. 

Othello,  act  v.  sc.  2. 

....    Nothing  in  his  life 
Became  him,  like  the  leaving  it. 

Macbeth,  act  i.  sc.  4. 

Now  good  digestion  wait  on  appetite. 
And  health  on  both ! 

Macbeth,  act  iii.  sc.  4. 

Now,  Infldel,  T  have  thee  on  the  hip. 

The  Merchant  of  Venice,  act  iv.  sc  1. 

Now  is  the  winter  of  our  discontent 
Made  glorious  summer. 

K.  Richard  IIL  act  I  sc  1. 


*  »*  True  as  steel." 
Chaucer,  Troilus  and  Creseide,  bk.  v. 
SUAKSPEARE,  TroUus  and  Cressida,  act  iii.80. 2. 


Now  spurs  the  lated  traveller  apace, 

To  gain  the  timely  inn.  ...... 

*•  Ifacftrffc,  act  iii.  8C.  3. 

O  my  prophetic  soul : 
Mine  uncle!  „     ,^      . , 

Hamiet,  act  i.  so.  6. 

O  thou  invisible  spirit  of  mine,  if  thou  hast  no 
name  to  be  known  by,  let  us  call  thee  devil. 

OtheUo,  act  it  sc  3. 

O,  while  yon  live,  tell  truth,  and  shame  the 
Devil. 

K.  Henry  IV,.  pt.  i.  act  lii.  sc.  1. 

Oftentimes,  excusing  of  a  fault 

Doth  make  the  fault  the  worse  by  the  excuse. 

King  John,  act  iv.  sc  2. 

Oh,  Hamlet,  what  a  falling  ofl*  was  there. 

Hamlet,  act  i.  sc  6. 

Old  father  antic,  the  law. 

Henry  IV^  pt.  1.  act  I  sc  2. 

One  fell  swoop.  .    . 

Macbeth,  act  iv.  sc.  3. 

One  pain  Is  lessened  by  another's  anguish. 

Romeo  and  Juliet,  act  I.  sc.  2. 

One,  that  loved  not  wisely,  but  too  well. 

Othello,  act  V.  sc.  2. 

One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin. 
Troilus  and  Cressida,  act  iii.  sc.  3. 

Othello's  occupation's  gone. 

0<Mto,actlil.  BC.S. 

Out-herods  Herod. 

Hamlet,  act  iii.  sc.  2. 

Pale  its  inelfectaal  fire. 

Hamlet,  act  i.  sc.  &. 

Our  little  life  is  rounded  with  a  nleep. 

Tempest,  act  iv.  sc.  1. 

Perked  up  in  a  glistering  grief. 

K.  Henry  VIIL,  act  ii.  sc.  3. 


Piping  time  of  peace. 


lenry  i 

Richard  IIL,  act  i.  sc  L. 

PUin  as  the  way  to  parish  church. 

As  You  Like  It,  act  ii.  sc  7. 

Plenty  as  blackberries. 

K.  Henry  IV.,  pt.  i.  act  a  ac  4. 


Potations  pottle  deep. 


Othello,  act  U.  sc  3. 


Praising  what  is  lost 
Makes  the  remembrance  dear. 

AWs  Well  that  ends  Well,  act  v.  ic  3. 

Present  fears 
Are  less  than  horrible  imaginings. 

Macbeth,  act  I.  sc.  3. 

Press  not  a  falling  man  too  far. 

K.  Henry  VIIL,  act  iii.  »c  2. 

Pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance  of  glorious  war. 
OtheUo,  act  Ui.  sc.  3. 

Prouder  than  rustling  in  unpaid-for  silk. 

Cymbeline,  act  lii.  sc  3. 


Put  money  in  thy  purse. 


Othello,  act  i.  ac  3. 


Revisits  thus  the  glimpses  of  the  moon. 

Hamlet,  act  L  so.  4. 
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Tempesif  act  It.  bo.  1. 


BIchard's  himself  again.* 

JHchard  IIL,  act  v.  bc.  3. 


Bound  beUy  with  good  capon  lined. 

As  fou  Like  It,  act  11.  sc.  7. 

Salnt-iedudng  gold.  ,  ,  ,.^    «♦  .  „«  i 

iZomeo  and  JtUtett  act  i.  sc.  1. 

Sans  teeth,  sans  eyes,  sans  taste,  sans  everything. 
As  You  Like  It,  act  ii.  sc.  7. 

Sat,  Uke  patience  on  a  monument. 

'  !ZVw^  Night,  act  ii.  sc.  4. 

Screw  your  courage  to  the  sticking  place. 

Macbeth,  act  i.  sc.  7. 

.    .    .    Seeking  the  babble  reputation, 
£*en  at  the  cannoirs  mouth. 

^f  rott  Liite  It,  act  11.  sc.  7. 


Sermons  in  stones. 


As  You  Like  It,  act  11.  sc.  1. 


.    .    .    Such  stufr 
As  dreams  are  made  of. 


Suit  the  action  to  the  word. 
Supp*d  full  with  horrors. 


Hamlet,  act  ill.  so.  2. 


Set  the  table  on  a  roar.  „     ,^     ^ 

HanUet,  act  t.  sc.  1. 

Shall  I  not  take  mine  ease  in  mine  inn  ? 

K,  Henry  I V.,  pt.  i.  act  iU.  sc  3. 

She  never  told  her  love. 

Twe^h  Night,  act  U.  sc.  4. 

She's  beautifhl,  and  therefore  to  be  woo'd; 
She's  a  woman,  and  therefore  to  be  won. 

K.  Henry  KZ.,  pt.  i.  act  v.  so.  8. 

Shut  up 
In  measureless  content. 

Macbeth,  act  U.  sc.  1. 

Skyey  influences. 

Measure/or  Measure,  act  ill.  so.  1. 

Sleep  in  dull,  cold  marble. 

AT.  Henry  VIIL,  act  iU.  sc  2. 

Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  won. 

Love's  Labor* s  Lost,  act  i.  sc.  1. 

Smooth  runs  the  water  where  the  brook  is  deep. 
K,  Henry  VL,  pt.  ii.  act  iii.  so.  1. 

So  are  they  all,  all  honorable  men. 

Julius  Csesar,  act  iii.  sc  2. 

Some  are  bom  great,  some  achieve  greatness, 
and  some  liave  greatness  thrust  upon  them. 

Twelfth  Night,  act  ii.  sc  6. 

Something  is  rotten  in  the  state  of  Denmark. 

Hamlet,  act  i.  sc  4. 

Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going, 
But  go  at  once. 

Macbeth,  act  iv.  so.  4. 

Stands  Scotland  where  it  did  ? 

Macbeth,  act  iv.  sc.  8. 

Star  chamber  matter. 

Merry  fFives,  act  1.  sc  1. 

Started  like  a  guilty  thing. 

Hamlet,  act  L  sc.  1. 
Stony  limits  cannot  hold  love  oat. 


Macbeth,  act  v.  so.  5. 

Suspicion  always  haunts  the  guilty  mind. 

K,  Henry  VL,  pt.  iii.  act  v.  sc.  6. 

Sweep  on,  you  flat  and  greasy  citizens  ! 

As  You  Like  It,  act  ii.  sc  1. 

Sweet  are  the  uses  of  adversity.       ,^    ^,, 

As  You  Like  It,  act  ii.  sc  2. 

Sweet  mercy's  nobility's  true  badge. 

Thus  Androntcus,  act  i.  sc.  2. 

Sweets  to  the  sweet.  .,     .  .      . 

Hamlet,  act  v.  sc  1. 

That  in  the  captain's  but  a  choleric  word. 
Which  in  the  soldier  is  flat  blasphemy. 

Measure  for  Measure,  act  11.  sc.  2, 

That  keep  the  word  of  promise  to  the  ear. 
And  break  it  to  the  hope.       „    ,^^     ^ 

Macbeth,  act  v.  sc  7. 

That  never  set  a  squadron  in  the  field. 

Othello,  act  i.  so.  1. 

That  within  which  passeth  show. 

Hamlet,  act  i.  sc  2. 

The  air,  a  charter'd  libertine.  ,,     ^, 

iT.  i/enry/r.,  act  i.BCl. 

The  baseless  fkbric  of  this  vision. 

The  Tempest,  act  iv.  sc  1. 

The  better  part  of  valour  is— discretion. 

K,  Henry  IV.,  pt.  1.  act  v.  sc  4. 


The  bookish  theorick. 


Othello,  act  i.  so.  1. 


The  course  of  true  love  never  did  run  smooth.* 

Midsummer  Night's  Dream,  act  1.  sc.  1. 

The  cry  is  still.  "  They  come." 

Macbeth,  act  v.  sc  6. 

The  Devil  can  cite  Scripture  for  his  purpose. 

The  Merchant  of  Venice,  act  1.  sc  3. 

The  evil  that  men  do  Uvea  after  them, 
The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones. 

Julius  Cmsar,  act  ill.  sc  2. 

The  flighty  purpose  never  is  o'ertook, 
Unless  the  deed  go  with  it. 

Macbeth,  act  Iv.  bc  1. 

The  glasB  of  fashion,  the  mould  of  form, 
Th*  observed  of  all  observers. 

Hamlet,  act  iii.  so.  1. 

The  green-eyed  monster. 

^  '  Othello,  act  iU.  so.  a 

The  iron  tongue  of  midnight  hath  told  twelve. 

Midsummer  Night's  Dream,  act  v.  so.  1. 
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The  lunatic,  the  lover  and  the  poet, 
Are  of  imagination  all  compact. 

Midsummer  NigM's  Dream<,  act  v.  sc.  1. 

The  milk  of  haman  kindness. 

Macbeth^  act  i.  sc.  5. 

The  most  unkindest  cut  of  all. 

Julius  Casar^  act  iv.  sc.  2. 

The  pelting  of  this  pitiless  storm. 

King  Lear^  act  iii.  sc.  4. 

The  poet*B  eve,  in  a  fine  fY>enzy  rolling^. 

Mtdsummer  Night's  Dream^  act  v.  sc.  1. 

The  rankest  compound  of  villainous  smell  that 
ever  offended  nostril. 

Merry  Wives  of  Windsor^  act  iii.  sc.  5. 

The  retort  courteous    ....    Lie  circumstan- 
tial and  the  lie  direct. 

As  You  Like  It^  act  v.  sc.  4. 

The  ripest  fruit  first  falls. 

K,  Richard  IL,  act  ii.  bo.  1. 


The  sear,  the  yellow  leaf. 
The  short  and  long  of  it 


Macbeth,  act  v.  sc.  3. 


Merry  Wivesy  act  ii.  sc.  2. 

The  smallest  worm  will  turn,  being  trodden  on. 
K,  Henry  VI.,  pt.  iU.  act  ii.  sc.  2. 

The  time  is  out  of  joint. 

Hamlely  act  1.  sc.  5. 

The  thousand  natural  shocks  that  flesh  is  heir  to. 
Hamlet,  act  iii.  sc.  1. 

The  undiscovered  country,  from  whose  bourn 
No  traveller  returns. 

Hamlet,  act  iii.  sc.  1. 

The  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending. 

Othello,  act  i.  so.  3. 

The  very  pink  of  courtesy. 

Romeo  and  Juliet,  act  ii.  sc.  4. 

The  very  witching  time  of  night. 
Hi 


The  vile 


squeakine  of  the  wry-n 
Merchant  of  V 


^amlet,  act  iii.  sc.  2. 

necked  fife, 
entce,  act  ii.  sc.  5. 

The  weakest  goes  to  the  wall. 

Romeo  and  Juliet,  act  i.  sc.  1. 

The  wealthy  curled  darlings  of  our  nation. 

Othello,  act  i.  sc  ii. 

The  web  of  our  life  is  of  a  mingled  yam. 

AWs  Well  that  Ends  Well,  act  iv.  sc.  3. 

The  wine  of  life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  lees. 
Is  left  this  vault  to  brag  of. 

Macbeth,  act  ii.  sc.  1. 

There  are  more   things   in   heav'n   and  earth, 

Horatio, 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  philosophy. 

Hamlet,  act  1.  sc.  5. 

There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  man. 

Which  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune, 

Julius  Caosar,  act  iv.  sc.  3. 

There's  husbandry  in  heaven. 

Macbeth,  act  ii.  sc.  1. 

There's  such  divinity  doth  hedge  a  king. 

Hamletf  act  iv.  so.  5. 

There's  small  choice  in  rotten  apples. 

Taming  the  Shretc,  act  i.  sc.  1. 


Thereby  hangs  a  tale. 

As  You  Like  It,  act  U.  sc.  7. 
Taming  of  the  Shrew,  act  iv.  sc  1. 

There's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be  reckoned. 
Antony  and  Cle(^[HUra,  act  i.  so.  1. 

They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent. 

Hamlet,  act  iU.  sc  2. 
They  laugh  that  win, 

Othello,  act  iv.  sc.  1. 
Thick- coming  fancies. 

Macbeth,  act  v.  sc  3. 

This  above  all,— to  thine  own  self  be  true. 

Hamlet,  act  i.  sc.  3. 


This  England  never  did,  nor  never  shall. 
Lie  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  conqueror. 

K.  John,  act  v.  so.  7. 

Tills  is  the  short  and  the  long  of  it. 

Merry  Withes  of  Windsor,  act  ii.  sc.  2. 

This  is  the  very  ecstasy  of  love. 

Hamlet,  act  ii.  sc.  1. 

Thou  hast  damnable  iteration. 

K,  Henry  IV.,  pt.  i.  act  i.  sc.  2. 

Though  this  be  madness,  yet  there's  method  in't. 
Hamlet,  act  ii.  sc.  2. 

Thrice  is  he  arm'd  that  hath  his  quarrel  just. 

K.  Henry  VI.,  pt.  U.  act  iii.  sc.  2. 


Throw  physic  to  the  dogs  ! 


Macbeth,  act  v.  sc.  3. 


Thus  the  whirligig  of  time  brings  in  his   re- 
venges. 

Twelfth  Night,  act  v.  sc.  1. 

Thy  wish  was  father  to  that  thouglit. 

K.  Henry  IV.,  pt.  ii.  act  iv.  sc.  4. 

.    .    .    'Tis  a  consummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wished. 

Hamlet,  act  iii.  ac  1. 

'Tis  a  cruelty,  to  load  a  falling  man. 

Henry  VIII.,  act  v.  sc  2. 

'Tis  as  easy  as  lying. 

Hamlet,  act  Ui.  sc  2. 

'Tis  neither  here  nor  there. 

Othello,  act  iv.  so.  3. 
'Tis  not  in  the  bond. 

Merchant  of  Venice,  act  iv.  sc.  1. 

'Tis  true,  'tis  pity;  and  pity  'tis,  'tis  true. 

Hamlet,  act  ii.  sc  2. 
To  be  once  in  doubt, 
Is  once  to  be  resolved. 

OtheOo,  act  iU.  so.  3. 

To  be,  or  not  to  be,  that's  the  question. 

Hamlet,  act  iii.  sc.  1. 

To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily, 
To  Uirow  a  pertume  on  the  violet. 

A".  John,  act  iv.  sc.  2. 

To  hold,  as  'twere,  the  mirror  up  to  nature. 

Hamlet,  act  iii.  sc  2. 

To  make  a  virtue  of  necessity.* 

Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona,  act  ir.  so.  1. 

•  From  the  TJieseida— 

E  per6  fare  delta  necessitade 
VirUi,  quando  bisogna,  k  sapientia, 
£  il  contrario  h  chiara  vanitate. 

To  maken  vertue  of  necessity. 

Chaucer,  Knightes  Tale^Cawterbwry  TaieM. 
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To  suckle  fools,  and  chronicle  small  beer. 

Othello,  act  U.  sc.  1. 
To  the  manner  bom. 

JJamlet,  act  i.  sc.  4. 

Tong^ues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running^  brooks. 
Sermons  in  stones,  and  good  in  everything:. 

As  You  Like  It,  act  il.  sc.  1. 

Too  early  seen  unknown,  and  known  too  late. 

Eomeo  and  Juliei,  act  i.  sc.  6. 


Trifles  light  as  air. 
Triton  of  the  minnows. 


OtheUo,  act  ill.  sc.  3. 
Coriolanus,  act  iii.  sc.  1. 


Two  lovely  berries  molded  on  one  stem. 

Midsummer  Night's  Dream,  act  iii.  sc.  2. 

Under  which  king:,  Bezonian  ?  gpeak.  or  die. 

K.  Henry  IV^  pt.  ii.  act  v.  sc.  3. 

Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

K,  Henry  IV,,  pt.  ii.  act  iii.  sc.  1. 

Use  every  man  after  his  desert,  and  who  should 
'scape  whipping? 

Hamlet,  act  ii.  sc.  2. 
Vasty  deep. 

K.  Henry  IV.,  pt.  I.  act  iii.  sc.  1. 

Vaulting  ambition,  which  o'crleaps  itself. 

Macbeth,  act  1.  sc.  7. 
Very  like  a  whale. 


Villain  and  he  are  many  miles  asnnder. 

Borneo  and  Juliet,  act  iii.  sc.  6. 

Virtue  Is  bold,  and  goodness  never  fearAiI.  . 

Measure  for  Measure,  act  iii.  sc  1. 

Was  ever  book  containing  such  vile  matter 
So  fairly  bound  ? 

Romeo  and  Juliet,  act  Ui.  so.  2. 


What  a  hell  of  witchcraft  lies, 

In  the  small  orb  of  one  particular  tear. 

A  Lover*8  Complaint,  st.  xlii. 

What!  wouldst  thou  have  a  serpent  sting  thee 
twice? 

The  Merchant  of  Venice,  act  iv.  sc  1. 

What's  in  a  name  ? 

Romeo  and  Juliet,  act  ii.  sc.  2. 

What's  mine  is  yours,  and  what  is  yours  is  mine. 
Measure  for  Measure,  act  t.  sc.  1. 

When  King  Cophetua  lov'd  the  beggar  maid. 

Romeo  and  Jultet,  act  ii.  sc.  1. 

When  shall  we  three  meet  again. 

•    Macbeth,  act  i.  sc.  1. 

When  sorrows  come,  they  come  not  single  spies, 
But  in  battalions.* 

Hamlet,  act  iy.  sc  5. 

Where  the  bee  sucks,  there  suck  I. 

Tempest,  act  v.  sc  1. 

Where  merchants  most  do  congregate. 

Merchant  of  Venice,  act  L  sc  3. 

Who  steals  my  purse,  steals  trash. 

Othello,  act  iii  BO.  8. 

Whose  words  all  ears  took  captive. 

AWs  fr<^,aoiY.  BC3. 

Hamlet,  act  iii,  sc  2  J  why,  this  is  very  Midsummer  madness. 

^  Twe^th  mght,  act  Ul.  sc  4. 


We  bum  daylight. 


Merry  Wives,  act  il.  sc  1. 


We  have  teen  better  days. 

Timon  of  Athens,  act  iv.  sc  2. 

We  know  what  we  are,  but  know  not  what  we 
maybe. 

Hamlet,  act  iy.  sc.  5. 

We've  scotched  the  snake,  not  killed  it. 

Macbeth,  act  ill.  sc.  2. 

Weariness 
Can  snore  upon  the  flint,  when  resty  sloth. 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard. 

CymbeUne,  act  iii.  sc  0. 

We  have  scotched  the  snake,  not  killed  it 

Macbeth,  act  iii.  sc  2. 

Welcome  ever  smiles,  and   farewell  goes  ont 
sigiiing. 

TroUus  and  Cressida,  act  iii.  sc  3. 

Weary,  staler  flat,  and  unprofitable. 

Hamlet,  act  L  ic  2. 


Windy  side  of  the  law. 

Twelfth  Night,  act  iiL  sc  4. 

Wise  saws  and  modem  instances. 

As  You  Like  It,  act  U.  sc  7. 

With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot. 

J^.  Henry  I V.,  pt.  ii.  act  Iii.  sc.  1. 

With  all  my  imperfections  on  my  bead. 

Hamlet,  act  i.  sc.  5. 

Woman's  reason. 

Two  Gentlemen,  act  i.  sc  2. 

Ton  are  my  true  and  honorable  wife. 

Julius  Cmsar,  act  iL  sc  1. 

Yet  the  first  brlnger  of  unwelcome  news 
Uath  but  a  losing  office. 

K,  Henry  IV.,  pt.  il.  act  i.  sc  1. 

Your  If  is  the  only  peacemaker;  much  virtue 
In^. 

As  Yon  Like  It,  act  y.  sc  4. 

•  One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel- 
So  fast  they  follow. 

SHAKESPEARE,  Hamlet,  act  iv.  sc.  7. 

Thus  woe  succeeds  a  woe.  as  wave  a  wave. 

Herrick,  Hesperide»^Sorrqws  Succeed, 

Woes  cluster;  rare  are  solitary  woes; 
They  love  a  train,  they  tread  each  other's  heel. 
YOUNO,  Night  Thoughts, 
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Aaron,  a  Moor   •  •  •  • T.  And.  .  .  Act  L  Sc.  a ;  ii.  i,  3, 4 ;  iiL  x ;  hr.  a ;  t.  t,  3. 

Abergavennyi  Lord H.  E.  •  .  .  i.  i. 

Abhoraon,  an  executioner M.  M.     .  .  iy.  a,  3. 

Abram,  servant  to  Montague R.  J.    .  .  .  i.  i. 

Achilles,  a  Grecian  conunander T.  C.  .  .  •  ii'  i,  3 ;  iiL  3  ;  iv.  5 ;  v.  i,  5,  6^  7,  9. 

Adam,  servant  to  Oliver A.  L.   •  .  .  i.  i ;  ii.  3,  6,  7. 

Adrian,  a  lord T ii.  x ;  iii.  3 ;  v.  i. 

Adriana,  wife  to  Antipholus  of  Ephesos   •  .  •  .  C.  E.  •  .  .  ii.  x,  a;  iv.  a^  4;  t.  i* 

iEgeon,  a  merchant  of  Syracuse C.  £.  •  .  .  i.  x  ;  v.  x. 

Emilia,  wife  to  iEgeon,  an  Abbess  at  Ephesus  .  C.  E.  «  .  .  v.  x. 

iEmilius,  a  noble  Roman T.  And. .  .  iv.  4 ;  ▼.  x,  3. 

^neas,  a  Trojan  conunander T.  C.  .  .  •  i.  x,  a,  3 ;  iv.  x,  a,  3,  4,  5 ;  y.  a,  xx. 

Agamemnon,  the  Grecian  general T.  C  •  •  •  i.  3;  ii>  3;  iii.  3;  iv.  5;  t.  x,  5,  xo. 

Agrippa,  friend  of  Oesar A.  C.  •  .  .  il  a,  4,  7 ;  iii.  a,  6 ;  iv.  x,  6,  7 ;  v.  x. 

Ague^eek,  Sir  Andrew T.  N.  •  .  .  i.  3 :  iL  3»  5 ;  iii.  x,  a,  4;  iv.  i ;  v.  x. 

Ajax,  a  Grecian  commander T.  C   •  .  •  ii.  i,  3 ;  iii*  3 ;  iv.  5 ;  v*  x,  5,  6, 10. 

Alarbus,  son  to  Tamora T.  And. .  .  i.  a. 

Albany,  Duke  of L i.  x,  4;  iv.a;  v.  i,  3. 

Aldbiades,  an  Athenian  general T.  Ath.  .  .  i.  i,  a  ;  ii.  a ;  iii.  5  ;  iv.  3 ;  v.  5. 

Alen9on,  Duke  of H.  6,  F.  P. .  i.  a,  6 ;  ii.  x  ;  iii.  a,  3 ;  iv.  7 ;  v.  a,  4. 

Alexander,  servant  to  Cressida T.  C.  •  .  .  i.  2. 

Alexas,  an  attendant  on  Qeopatra A.  C.  .  .  .  i.  2,  3,  5 ;  ii.  5 ;  iii.  3;  iv.  a. 

Alice,  a  lady  attending  on  the  Princess  Katherine    H.  F.  .  .  .iii.  4;  v.  a. 

Alonzo,  King  of  Naples •  .  T i.  x ;  ii.  x  ;  iii.  3 ;  v.  x. 

Ambassador H v.  a. 

Ambassadors  to  the  King  of  England H.  F. .  .  .  i.  a. 

Amiens,  a  lord,  attendmg  upon  the  Duke  in 

his  banishment A.  L.  .  .  .  ii.  x,  5,  7 ;  v.  4. 

Andromache,  wife  to  Hector T.  C.  .  .  .  v.  3. 

Andronicus,  Marcus,  brother  to  Titus  Andron- 

icus T.  And.  .  .  i.  i,  a ;  ii.  a,  5 ;  iii.  x,  a  ;  iv.  x,  3 ;  v.  a,  3. 

Andronicus,  Titus,  a  noble  Roman T.  And.  .  .  i.  a :  ii.  a,  4 ;  iii.  x,  a ;  iv.  x,  3 ;  v.  a,  3. 

Angelo,  agoldsmith C.  E.  .  .  .  iii.  i.  a;  iv.  x;  v.  x. 

Angelo,  the  deputy  [in  the  Duke's  absence]    •  .  M.  M.     .  .  i.  x  ;  ii.  x,  a,  4;  iv.  4 ;  v.  x. 

Angtis,  a  nobleman  of  Scotland M i*  3)  4f  6 ;  v.  a,  4,  7. 

Anne,  Lady,  widow  of  Edward  Prince  of 
Wales,  son  to  King  Henry  VI. ;  after- 
wards married  to  the  Duke  of  Gloster  .  .  .  R.  T.   .  .  .  i.  2;  iv.  x. 

Antenor,  a  Trojan  commander T.  C.  .  .  •  i.  a ;  iv.  x,  3, 4* 

Antigonus,  a  Sicilian  lord W.  T. .  *  .  ii.  x,  3 ;  iii.  3. 

Antiochus,  king  of  Antioch P. .  .  •  •  .  i.  x. 

Antipholus  of  Ephesus,  twin-brother  to  An- 
tipholus of  Syracuse,  but  unknown  to  him, 

and  son  to  ^geon  and  Emilia C.  E.  •  .  .  iii.  x ;  iv.  x,  4 ;  v.  i. 

Antipholus  of  Syracuse,  twin-brother  to  An- 
tipholus of  Ephesus,  but  unknown  to  him, 

and  son  to  iEgeon  and  iEmilia  •  •  •  •  •  •  .  C.  E.  •  •  •  i.  a ;  il  a ;  iii.  a ;  iv*  3, 4 ;  v.  x. 

Antonio,  &ther  to  Proteus G.  V.  •  •  •  i.  3. 
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Antonio,  Um  Merchant  of  Venice M.  V. .  .  .  Act  i.  Sc.  x»  3 ;  il  6 ;  iii.  3 ;  tv.  i ;  t.  x. 

Antonio,  brother  to  Leonato M.  A  .  .  *  L  a  ;  ii.  x  ;  v.  i,  4. 

Antonio,  a  sea-captain,  friend  to  Sebastian  .  •  .  T.  N.  .  .  •  il  x  ;  iii.  3,  4 ;  v.  x. 
Antonio,  brother  to  Prospero,  and  usurping 

Duke  of  Milan T L  x  ;  ii«  x  ;  iii.  3 ;  ▼.  x. 

Antonius,  Marcus,  a  triumYir  after  the  death 

of  Julius  Caesar J.  C*    .  •  •  i.  a ;  ii.  a ;  iii.  x,  a ;  iv.  x :  ▼.  x,  4,  5. 

Antony,  Mark,  a  trinmTir A.  C  .  .  •  i.  x,  a,  3 :  ii.  a,  3, 6,  7 ;  iii.  2,  4,  7,  8, 9,  xx  ;  iv. 

2,  4,  5,  7,  8,  10,  X2,  X3. 

Apemantus,  a  churlish  philosopher T.  Ath.  .  .  i.  x,  a  ;  ii.  2 ;  iy.  3. 

Apothecary R.  J.    .  .  .  ▼.  x. 

Archidamus,  a  Bohemian  lord W.  T.  .  •  .  I  x. 

Ardte,  in  love  with  Emilia T.  N.  K.    .  I  a ;  ii.  x,  a,  3,  5  ;  iii.  i,  3, 5,  6;  ▼•  i,  3, 4. 

Ariel,  an  airy  spirit .  •  •  • T.     •  .  .  •  i*  a ;  ii.  x  ;  iii.  2,  3 ;  iv.  x  ;  ▼•  x* 

Annado,  Don  Adriano  de,  a  fimtastical  Span- 

iard  ..•• ••• L.  L.L.    .i.  a;iii.  x;t.  x,  a. 

Arragon,  Prince  of M.  V.  •  .  •  ii.  9.  / 

Artemidorus,  a  sophist  of  Cnidos J.  C    •  •  .iLs;  ill  x. 

Arthur.  Duke  of  Bretagne,  son  of  Gefirey,  late 

Duke  of  Bretagne,  the  elder  brother  c£ 

King  John •••J iLi;xii.  x^?,  3 ;  it.  i,  3. 

Anriragus,  son  to  Cymbelbe,  di^;uised  under 

the  name  of  Cadwal,  supposed  son  to  Be- 

larius Cy iii.  3,  6 ;  iv.  a,  4 ;  v.  a,  3,  5. 

Astringer,  a  gentle A  W. .  •  .  t.  x,  3. 

Athenian,  an  old T.  Ath.  •  •  i.  x. 

Attendant  on  the  young  Prince  Maroilius   .  •  .  W.  T. .  •  .  il  3. 

Audrey,  a  country  wench A.  L.   ...  iii.  3 ;  t.  x,  3,  4. 

Aufidius,  Tullus,  general  of  the  Voices    •  .  •  •  Cor.     .  •  •  i.  a,  8,  9 ;  iv.  5,  7 ;  t.  a,  3,  5* 
Aumerle,  Duke  o^  son  to  the  Duke  of  York  •  •  R.  S.  •  .  .  i.  3,  4 ;  it.  x ;  iii.  a,  3 ;  iT.  x ;  t.  a,  3. 

Austria,  Archduke  of J ii.  x,  a ;  iii.  x. 

Autolycus,  a  rogue W.  T.  •  •  •  iv.  a,  3 ;  v.  a. 

Auvergne,  Countess  of H.  6,  F.  P.  .  ii.  3. 

Bagot,  a  creature  to  King  Ridiard R.  S*  *  •  •  i.  4 ;  ii.  x,  a ;  ir.  x. 

Balthaxar,  a  merchant C.  £•  •  •  •  iii.  x. 

Balthaxar,  servant  to  Portia M.  V. ...  iii.  4. 

Balthazar,  senrant  to  Don  Pedro M.  A. .  •  .  i.  x ;  ii.  x,  3. 

Balthaxar,  servant  to  Romeo R.  J.   .  .  .  i.  i ;  t.  x,  3. 

Banquo,  a  general  of  the  King's  army M >•  3*  4,  6 ;  ii.  x,  3 ;  iii.  x,  3. 

Baptista,  a  rich  gentleman  of  Padua T.  S.    .  .  «  i.  x  :  ii.  x ;  iii.  2;  iv.  4 ;  v.  x,  a. 

Bardolph,  follower  of  Falstaff M.  W.    .  .  i.  x,  3 ;  il  2 ;  iii.  5 ;  iv.  3.  5. 

Bardolph H.  4,  F.  P  .  ii.  2, 4 ;  iii  3  ;  iv.  2. 

Bardolph,  Lord,  an  enemy  to  the  King H.  4,  S.  P. .  i.  x.  3. 

Bardolph    •  •  .  • H.4,  S.  P. .  ii.  x,  2,  4  ;  iii.  a ;  ir.  3 ;  t.  x,  3,  5. 

Bardolph,  formerly  servant  to  FalstaflE^  now  a 

soldier  in  King  Henry's  army H.  F.  .  .  •  il  x,  3  ;  iii.  2. 

Bamardine,  a  dissolute  prisoner M.  M.    .  .  iv.  3 ;  v.  i. 

Bassanio,  friend  to  Antonio .^.  .  .  .  M.  V.  •  .  .  i.  x,  3 ;  ii.  2;  iii.  a;  iT.  x  ;  t.  x. 

Basset,  of  the  Red  Rose,  or  Lancaster  Action     H.  6,  F.  P.  •  iii  4 ;  iv.  i. 

Bassianus,  brother  to  Satuminus T.  And. .  •  i.  x,  2 ;  ii.  2,  3. 

Bastard  of  Orleans H.6,  F.  P.  .  i.  a ;  ii.  x  ;  iii.  a,  3;  it.  7 ;  t.  4. 

Bates,  a  soldier  m  King  Heiury's  army H.  F.  •  .  .  it.  x. 

Beatrice,  niece  to  Leonato M.  A.  •  •  •  i.  x ;  ii.  x,  3 ;  iii  x,  4 ;  it.  x ;  t.  a,  4. 

Beaufort,  Cardinal,   Bishop  of  Windiester, 

great-unde  to  the  King H.6,  S.  P.  •  L  x.  3 ;  ii.  x ;  iii.  i,  2,  3. 

*Bedford,  Dnke  of,  brother  to  the  King H.  F. .  •  •  I  a;  n.  a;  iii  x ;  iv.  x,  3 ;  t.  a. 

Bedford,  Dnke  of,  undo  to  the  King,  and  re- 
feat  of  France H.6»  F.  P. .  i.  1 ;  ii.  i,  a;  iii  a. 
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Bdarios,  n  banished  lord,  disguised  under  the 

name  of  Morgan Cy Act.  iil  Sc.  3,  6;  iv.  a,  4:  v.  3,  3, 5. 

Belch,  Sir  Toby,  uncle  of  Olivia T.  N. .  .  •  I  3,  5 ;  ii.  3,  5;  iii.  i,  a,  4 ;  iv.  i,  a ;  ▼.  i. 

Benedick,  a  young  lord  of  Padua,  favorite  of 

Don  Pedro M.  A. .  .  .  i.  z  ;  ii.  i,  3 ;  iiL  a;  iv.  i ;  ▼.  i,  a,  4. 

Benvolio,  nephew  to  Montague,  and  friend  to 

Romeo R.  J.    .  .  .  i.  x,  a,  4 ;  ii.  z,  4;  iii  i. 

Berkeley,  Earl R.  S.   .  .  .  ii.  3. 

Bernardo,  an  officer H.    .  •    .  .  i.  i,  a. 

Bertram,  Count  of  Rousillon A.  W  .  .  .  I  z,  a ;  ii.  i,  3,  5 ;  iii.  3,  5,  6;  iv.  a,  3;  ▼.  3. 

Bianca,  daughter  to  Baptista,  and  uster  to 

Katherina T.  S.    .  .  .  i.  i ;  ii.  z;  iii.  z,  a;  iv.  a;  v,  z,  a. 

Bianca,  a  courtezan O iii.  4  ;  iv.  z  ;  v.  z. 

Biondello,  servant  to  Lucentio T.  S.    .  .  •  i.  z,  a;  ii.  z :  iii.  a;  iv.  a,  4:  v.  z,  a. 

Biron,  Lord,  attending  on  the  King L.  L.  L.     .  i.  z  ;  ii.  1 ;  iil  z ;  iv.  3 ;  v.  a. 

Blanch,  daughter  to  Alphonso,  King  of  Castile, 

and  niece  to  King  John J ii«  z,  a ;  iii.  z. 

Blount,  Sir  James R.  T.  .  .  .  v.  a. 

Blunt,  Sir  Walter H.  4,  F.  P.  i.  z,  3;  iii.xt;  iv.  3;  t.  z,  3. 

Bolingbroke,  Henry,  Duke  of  Hereford,  son  to 

John  of  Gaunt,  afterwards  King  Henry  IV .  .  R.  S.  .  .  .  i.  z,  3 ;  iu  3 ;  iii.  z,  3 ;  iv.  z ;  v.  3, 6. 
Bolingbroke,  a  conjuror ;  and  a  spirit  raised  by 

him H.  6,  S.  P.  i.  4 ;  ii.  3. 

Bona,  sister  to  the  French  Queen H.  6,  T.  P.  iii.  3. 

Borachio,  follower  of  Don  John M.  A. .  .  .  i.  3 ;  ii  z,  a;  in.3;  iv.  a;  T.  t. 

Bottom,  the  weaver M.  N.  D.  .  i.tx;  iii  z;  It.  z,  a. 

Bouchier,  Cardinal,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury   .  R.  T.  .  •  .  iil  z. 

Boult,  servant  to  the  Pander P iv.  3,  6. 

Bourbon,  Duke  of H.  F.  .  .  .  iii.  5 ;  iv.  5* 

Boy M.  A.  .  .  •  ii.  3. 

Boy,  servant  to  Nym,  Bardolph,  and  Pistol    .  .  H.  F.  .  .  .  ii.  z,  3 ;  iii.  a  i  iv.  4« 

Boy. R.  J.   .  .  .  i.  a. 

Boyet,  a  lord  attending  on  the  Princess  of 

France L.  L.  L. .  .  ii.  z  jiv,  z  ;  v.  a. 

Brabantio,  a  senator ;  &ther  to  Desdemona    .  .  O i.  z,  a,  3. 

Brakenbury,  Sir  Robert,  Lieutenant  of  the 

Tower R.  T.  .  .  .  i.  z,  4;  iv.  z. 

Brandon H.  £.  .  .  .  i.  i. 

Brother  to  the  Gaoler T.  N.  K.    .  iv- 1. 

Brutus,  Dedus,  a  conspirator  against  Julius 

Caesar J.  C.    .  .  .  i.  a;  ii.  z,  a;  iil  i. 

Brutus,  Marcus,  a  conspirator  against  Julius 

Caesar J.  C.    .  .  .  ii.  i,  a :  iii.  x,  a ;  iv.  a,  3 ;  v.  r,  2,  3,  4,  5. 

Brutus,  Junius,  a  tribune  of  the  people Cor.     .  •  .  i.  i ;  ii.  i,  a,  3:  iil  x,  3;  iv.  2,  6 ;  ▼.  z. 

Buckingham,  Duke  of;  of  the  King's  party     .  .  H.  6,  S.  P.  i.  z,  3,  4;  ii.  z ;  iii.  x ;  iv.  4*  8,  9;  v.  z. 

Buckingham,  Duke  of .  R.  T.  .  .  .  i.  3;  ii.  z,  a;  iii.  z,  a,  4,  5,  7;  iv.  a;  ▼.  z. 

Buckingham,  Duke  of H.  £. .  .  •  i.  z  ;  ii.  z. 

Bull-calf,  a  recruit H.  4,  S.  P.  iii.  2. 

Bulleu,   Anne,    Maid   of  Honor   to   Queen 

Katherine ;  afterwards  Queen H.  E. .  .  .  i.  4 ;  ii.  3. 

Burgundy,  Duke  of H.  F.  .  .  .  ii.  4;  v.  a. 

Burgundy,  Duke  of H.  6^  F.  P.  ii.  z,  a;  iii.  a,  3;  it.  7;  v.  3. 

Burgundy*  Duke  of L i.  z. 

Bushy,  a  creature  to  King  Richard R.  S.   .  •  •  i.  4 ;  ii.  z,  a;  iii.  1. 

Butts,  Doctor,  physician  to  the  King H.  E. .  .  .  v.  a. 

Cade,  Jack,  a  rebel     H.  6,  S.  P.   iv.  a,  3,  6,  7,  8,  zo. 

Caesar,  Julius J.  C.    .  •  .  i.  2;  ii.  a;  iii.  z. 

Csnar,  Octavius,  a  triumvir  after  the  death  of 

Julias  Caesar J.  C    .  .  .  iv.  z ;  ▼.  z,  5. 
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Cauar,  Octaviiu,  a  tnumvir A.  C.  .  .  .  Act  i.  Sc  4 ;  ii.  a,  3,  6,  7 ;  iii.  a,  6, 8,  xo ;  iv.  i, 

6|  xo;  V.  X,  a. 

Caius,  Dr.,  a  French  physician M.  W.     .  .  i.  4 ;  iL  3 ;  iii.  i,  a,  3 ;  iv.  a,  5  ;  v.  3, 5. 

Caliban,  a  savage  and  deformed  slave T i.  a;  ii.  a;  iii.  a;  iv*  x;  v*  i. 

Calphuruia,  wife  to  Caesar J.  C.    .  .  .i.  2;  ii.  a. 

Cambridge,  Earl  of,  a  conspirator  against  the 

King H.  F.  .  .  .  ii.  a. 

Caroillo,  a  Sicilian  lord W.  T.  .  .  .  i.  x,  a;  iv.  x,  3;  v.  3. 

Campeiusi  Cardinal H.  £. .  .  .  ii.  2,  4 ;  iii.  i. 

Canidius,  lieutenant-general  to  Antony A.  C.  ...  iii.  7,  8. 

Canterbury,  Archbishop  of H.  F.  .  .  .  i.  i,  a. 

Caphis,  servant  to  one  of  Timon*s  creditors  .   .  .  T.  Ath.   .  .  ii.  1,  a. 

Captain,  a  Sea,  friend  to  Viola T.  N.  .  .  .  i.  a. 

Captain  of  a  band  of  Welshmen R.  S.   .  .  .ii.  4. 

Captain   . ' H iv.  4. 

Captain,  a  Roman Cy iv.  a. 

Captain T.  And. .  .  i.  a. 

Captain,  Sea,  Master,  and  Master's  Mate    .  .  .  H.  6,  S.  P.  iv.  x. 

Captains,  two  British Cy v.  3. 

Capucius,    ambassador    from    the    Emperor 

Charles  V H.  E. .  .  .  iv  2. 

Capulet R.  J.  .   .  .  i.  x,  a,  5;  iii.  x,  4,  5;  iv.  a,  4,  5;  v.  3. 

Capulet,  Lady,  wife  to  Capulet R.  J.    .  .  •  i.  i.  3 :  iii*  ly  4>  5 ;  it*  s»  3»  4i  5  •  t.  3. 

Carlisle,  Bishop  of R.  S.   •  .  .  iii.  a,  3 ;  iv.  x ;  v.  6. 

Casca,  a  conspirator  against  Julius  Caesar    .  .  .  J.  C.    .  .  .  i.  a,  3;  ii.  i,  a;  iii.  x. 
Cassandra,  daughter  to  Priam ;  a  prophetess  .  .  T.  C.  .  .  .  ii.  a ;  v.  3. 

Cassio,  lieutenant  to  Othello O i.  a;  ii.  x,  3;  iii.  x,  3,  4;  iv.  x;  v.  z,  a. 

Cassias,  a  conspirator  against  Julius  Caesar     .  .  J.  C.    .  .  .  i.  a,  3 ;  ii.  i ;  iii.  x,  a ;  iv.  a,  3 ;  v.  x,  3. 

Catesby,  Sir  William .  .  R.  T.  .  .  •  i.  3  ;  iii*  s*  $•  7*  iv.  2,  4;  v.  3,  4. 

Cathness,  a  nobleman  of  Scotland M v.  a,  4,  7. 

Cato,  young,  a  friend  to  Brutus  and  Cassius    .  .  J.  C.    ...  v.  3,  4. 

Celia,  daughter  to  Frederick A.  L.  .  .  .  L  a,  3 ;  ii.  4 ;  iii.  a,  4,  5 ;  iv.  x,  3 ;  v.  4. 

Ceres,  a  spirit T iv.  x. 

Cerimon,  a  lord  of  Ephesus P iii.  a,  4 ;  v.  3. 

Chalcas,  a  Trojan  priest  taking  part  with  the 

Greeks T.  C.   ...  iii.  3  ;  v.  a. 

Chamberlain,  Lord H.  E. .  .  .  i.  3,  4 :  ii.  a,  3 ;  iii.  a ;  v.  a,  3. 

Chancellor,  Lord H.  E. .  .  .  v.  a. 

Charles,  wrestler  to  Frederick A.  L.  .  .  .  i.  x,  2. 

Charles  VL,  King  of  France H.  F.  .  .  .  ii.  4;  iii.  5;  v.  a. 

Charles,  Dauphin,  and   afterwards    King   of 

France H.  6,  F.  P.  i.  a,  5,  6;  ii.  x  ;  iii.  2,  3;  iv.  7;  v.  a,  4. 

Channian,  an  attendant  on  Cleopatra A.  C.  .  .  •  i*  2,  3,  5 }  ii.  5 ;  iii.  3, 9,  xx  ;  iv.  a^  4,  ix,  13 ;  v.  a. 

Chatillon,  ambassador  from  France  to  King 

John J i.  X :  ii.  X. 

Chiron,  son  to  Tamora T.  And.  .  .  i.  a ;  ii.  x,  a,  3,  5;  iv.  a,  4;  v.  a. 

Chorus H.  F. .  .  .  i.  ii.  iii.  iv.  V. 

Chorus R.  J.  .  .  .  i.  5. 

Cicero,  a  senator J.  C.    ...  i.  a,  3. 

Cinna,  a  conspirator  against  Julius  Caesar    .  .  .  J.  C.    .  .  .  i.  3 :  ii.  i,  a ;  iii.  x. 

Cinna,  a  poet J-  C.    ...  iii  3. 

Qtixen  of  Antioin Cor.     .  .  .  iv.  4. 

Clarence,  Thomas,  Duke  of H.  4,  S.  P.  iv.  4 :  v.  a. 

Qarence,  George,  Duke  of,  brother  to  Edward 

IV R.  T.  .  .  .  i.  I,  4. 

Qaudio^  a  yoong  lord  of  Florence,  favorite  of 

Don  Pedro M.  A. .  .  .  i.  i ;  ii  z,  3 ;  iii  a ;  hr.  i ;  t.  if  3,  4. 

Qaodio,  a  yoong  gentleman M.  M.     •  •  i.  3 ;  iii.  i ;  iv.  a ;  v.  i. 

Claudias,  Ring  of  Denmark H i.  a ;  ii.  a ;  iii,  i,  a^  3 ;  iy.  i,  3,  5,  7 ;  v.  i,  a. 
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Claudius,  a  servant  to  Brutus J.  C.    ...  Act.  it.  Sc.  3. 

Cleomenes,  a  Sicilian  lord W.  T. .  .   .  iii.  1,  a;  v.  1. 

Qeon,  Governor  of  Tliarsus P i.  4 ;  lii.  3  J  »v.  4. 

Qeopatra,  Queen  of  Egypt A.  C   .  .  .  i.  1,  a,  3,  5  ;  ii.  5 ;  ill  3,  7,  9,  xi ;  iv.  a,  4, 8, 

10,  xi|  13 ;  V.  a. 

Qerk  of  Chatham H.  6,  S.  P.  iv.  a. 

Clifford,  Lord,  of  the  King's  party H.  6,  S.  P.  iv.  8,  9 ;  v.  1,  a. 

Clifford,  young,  son  to  Lord  Clifford H.  6,  S.  P.  v.  x,  a. 

Clifford,  Lord,  a  lord  on  King  Henry's  side     .  .  H.  6,  T.  P.  i.  x,  3,  4 ;  iL  a,  4,  6. 

Clitus,  a  servant  to  Brutus J.  C.    ...  v.  5. 

Cloten,  son  to  the  Queen  by  a  former  husband   .  Cy i.  3 ;  ".  i,  3 ;  iii.  x,  5 ;  hr.  x,  a. 

Clown,  servant  to  the  Countess  of  Kousillon   .  .  A.  W. .  .  .  i.  3 ;  ii.  a,  4  ;  iii.  a ;  iv.  5 ;  y.  a. 

Clown,  servant  lo  Olivia T.  N.  .  .  .  i.  5  ;  ii.  3, 4  ;  iii.  x  ;  iv.  x,  a ;  ▼.  x. 

Clown M.  M.     .  .  i.  a;  il  x  ;  iii.  a;  iv.  a,  3« 

Clown,  son  to  the  old  shepherd W.  T.  .  .  .  iii.  3  ;  iv.  a,  3 ;  v.  a. 

Clown,  servant  to  Othello O iii.  1,  4. 

Clown A.  C.  ...  V.  a. 

Clown T.  And. .  .  iv.  3,  4. 

Cobweb,  a  fairy M.  N.  D.  .  iii.  x  ;  iv.  x. 

Colevile,  Sir  John,  an  enemy  to  the  King    .  .  .  H.  4,  S.  P.  iv.  3. 

Coroinius,  a  general  against  the  Voices Cor.  .  .  .  .  i.  i,  6,  9;  ii.  i,  a;  iii.  x»  a,  3 ;  iv.  Xf  6;  ▼.  x. 

Conrade,  follower  of  Don  John M.  A.  .  .  .  i.  3;  iii.  3;  iv.  a  ;  v.  x. 

Conspirators  with  Aufidius Cor v.  5. 

Constable  of  France .   .  H.  F.  .  .  .  ii.  4  ;  iii.  5,  7  ;  iv.  a,  5. 

ConsUnce*  mother  to  Arthur J ii.  x  ;  iii.  i,  4. 

Cordelia,  daughter  to  Lear L i,  i  ;  iv.  4,  7  ;  v.  a,  3. 

Corin,  a  shepherd A.  L.   .  .  .ii.  4;  iii.  a,  4,  5:  v.  x. 

Coriolanus,  Caius  MarduS)  a  noble  Roman     .  .  Cor.  .  .  .  .  i.  x,  4*  5,  6,  8,  9 ;  ii.  x,  a,  3  ;  iii.  x,  a,  3  j  iv.  x, 

4.  5  :  V.  a,  3,  5. 

Cornelius,  a  courtier H i.  a :  ii.  a. 

Cornelius,  a  physician Cy i.  6 ;  v.  5. 

Cornwall,  Duke  of L i.  i  :  ii.  i,  a,  4 ;  iii.  5,  7. 

Costard,  a  clown L.  L.  L.     .  L  i,  2  ;  iii.  x  ;  iv.  x,  a ;  ▼.  x,  a. 

Court,  a  soldier  in  King  Henry's  array H.  F.  .  .  .  iv.  x. 

Courtezan C.  E.   .  .  .  iv.  3,  4 ;  v.  x. 

Courtier H v.  a. 

Cranmer.  Archbishop  of  Canterbury H.  E.  .  .  .  ii.  4  ;  v.  i,  a,  4. 

Cressida,  daughter  to  Chalcas T.  C  .  .  .  i.  a ;  iii.  a ;  iv.  a,  4,  5 ;  v.  a. 

Crier H.  E. .  .  .  il  4, 

Cromwell,  servant  to  Wolsey H.  E. .  .  .  iii  a :  v.  a, 

Cupid  and  Maskers T.  Ath.  .  .  i.  a. 

Curant  a  courtier L ii.  x. 

Curio,  a  gentleman  attending  on  the  Duke  .  .  .  T.  N.  .  .  .  i.  x,  4;  ii.4. 

Curtis,  servant  to  Petruchio T.  S.    .  .  .  iv.  i. 

Cymbeline,  King  of  Britain Cy i.  a ;  ii.  3  ;  iii.  x»  5  ;  iv.  3 ;  v.  a,  3«  5* 

Dancer,  a  speaker  of  the  epilogue H.  4,  S.  P.   Epilogue. 

Dardanius,  a  servant  to  Brutus J.  C.    ...  v.  5. 

Daughter  to  the  Gaoler,  in  love  with  Palamon    .  T.  N.  K.    .  ii.  x,  4,  6 ;  iii.  a,  4,  5  ;  iv.  x,  3 ;  v.  a. 

Daughter  to  Qarence R.  T.   .  .  .  ii.  a ;  iv.  x. 

Daughter  to  Antiochus P i.  x. 

Davy,  servant  to  Shallow H.  4,  S.  P.  v.  x,  3. 

Deiphobus,  son  to  Priam T.  C  .  •  •  iv.  x»  31  4. 

Demetrius,  in  love  with  Hermia M.  N.  D.  .  i.  x :  ii.  a,  3  J  »"•  » J  >^'  '  I  ^«  '• 

Demetrius,  firiend  of  Antony A.  C   •  •  » i.  x. 

Demetrius,  son  to  Tamora T.  And.  .  .  i.  2  ;  ii.  x,  a,  3.  s :  >▼•  »•  4*  ▼•  * 

Dennis,  servant  to  Oliver A.  L.  .  .  •  i.  x. 

Denny.  Sir  Anthony H.  E.  .  .  .  v.  i. 

Dercetaa»  friend  of  Antony A.  C.  .  .  .  iv.  xa;  v.  x. 
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Detdemona,  wife  to  Othello O Act «.  Sc  3 ;  ii.  z,  3 ;  iii.  3,  4 :  It.  z,  a,  3  *  ▼•  »* 

Diana,  daughter  to  the  Widow A.  W.  •  •  .  iii.  5;  iv.iz,4;  y.  z,  3. 

Diazia P v.  a. 

Dick,  a  follower  of  Jack  Cade H.  6^  S.  P.  iv.  a,  3, 6,  7. 

Diomedes,  a  Gredan  commander T.  C  •  •  •  ii  3 :  iii.  3 ;  iv.  1,  3, 4,  5 ;  t.  z,  a^  4,  5, 6,  zo. 

Diomedet,  an  attendant  on  Cleopatra A.  C  •  .  .  >▼.  la,  Z3. 

Dion,  a  Sicilian  lord W.  T.  •  .  •  iii.  z,  a ;  t.  i. 

Dionyza,  wife  to  Qeon P i.  4 ;  iiL  3 ;  iv.  z,  4. 

Doctor,  an  English M iv.  3. 

Doctor,  a  Scotch M ▼•  i»  3* 

Dogberry,  a  dty  oflScer M.  A. .  .  .  iii.  3,  5 ;  iv.  a ;  ▼.  t. 

Dolabella,  friend  of  Cxaar A.  C.   •  .  .  iii.  zo:  v.  z,  a. 

Donalbain,  son  to  Duncan M i.  a,  4,  6 ;  ii.  3. 

Door-keeper  of  the  council-chamber H.  E.  .  .  .  v.  a. 

Dorcas,  a  shepherdess W.  T. ..« iv.  3. 

Dorset,   Marquis  o^  son  to  King  Edward*s 

queen R.  T.   •  .  •  i.  3 ;  ii.  z,  a ;  iv.  z* 

Douglas,  Archibald,  Earl  of H.  4,  F.  P.  iv.  z,  3 ;  y.  a,  3, 4. 

Dromio  of  Ephesus,  twin-brother  to  Dromio 

of  Syracuse,  and  attendant  on  Antipholus 

of  Ephesus  •  •  •  •  •  .  • C.  E.  •  •  •  i.  a ;  iL  i ;  iii.  z ;  !▼.  z,  4 ;  ▼.  z. 

Dromio  of  Syracuse,  twin-brother  to  Dromio 

of  Ephesus,  and  attendant  on  Antipholus 

of  Syracuse C.  E.    .  •  .  i.  a ;  ii.  a :  iii.  z,  a ;  iv.  z,  a,  3,  4 ;  v.  z. 

Duke,  fiither  to  Silvia G.  V.  •  •  .  ii.  4 ;  iii.  z,  a ;  v.  a,  4. 

Duke,  living  in  exile A.  L.  .  .  .  ii.  z,  7 ;  v.  4. 

Dull,  a  constable L.  L.  L. .  .  i.  x,  a ;  iv.  a :  v.  z. 

Dumain,  a  kml  attetiding  on  the  King L.  L.  L. .  .  i.  z ;  ii.  z  ;  iv.  3 :  v.  a. 

Duncan,  King  of  Scotland M La,  4,6. 

E<^ar,  son  to  Gloster L.     •  •  •  •  it  a ;  ii.  z,  3 ;  iH.  4,  6 ;  iv.  z,  6 ;  v.  z,  a,  3. 

Edmund,  Earl  of  Rutland,  son  to  the  Duke  of 

York H.6^  T.  P.  i.  3. 

Edmund,  bastard  son  to  Gloeter L.     .  .  .  •  I  z,  a ;  il  z, a ;  iii.  3,  s,  7  :  iv.  a;  v.  z,  3. 

Edward,  son  to  the  Duke  of  York H.  6,  S.  P.  v.  z. 

Edward,  Earl  of  March,  afterwards  King  Ed- 
ward IV.t  son  to  the  Duke  of  York  .  .  •  •  H.  6,  T.  P.  i.  z,  a ;  ii.  z,  a,  3,  6 ;  iii.  a ;  tv.  x>  5,  7 ;  v.  z,  a, 

3i4f5.7« 

Edward,  Prince  of  Wales,  son  to  Henry  VI.  .  .  H.  6,  T.  P.  i.  z ;  ii.  a.  5 ;  iii.  3 ;  t.  4,  5. 

Edward  IV.,  King R.  T.  .  .  .  ii.  z. 

Edward,  Prince  of  Wales,  afterwards  King  Ed- 
ward v.,  son  to  Edward  IV R.  T.  .  .  .  iii.  z. 

Egena,  fiuher  to  Hermia M.  N.  D.  .  i.  z ;  iv.  z. 

Eglamoar,  agent  for  Silvia  in  her  eacape  .  .  .  .  G.  V.  •  •  .  iv.  3 ;  ▼.  z. 

Elbow,  a  siroide  constable M.  M.     •  •  ii.  z ;  iii.  a. 

Elinor,  the  widow  of  King  Henry  II.,  and 

mother  of  King  John J i.  z  ;  il  z,  a ;  iii.  z,  3. 

Elisabeth,  queen  to  King  Edward  IV R.  T.  .  .  .  i.  3 ;  ii.  z,  a,  4 ;  iv.  z,  4. 

Ely,  Bishop  of H.  F.  .  .  .  I  z.  a. 

Eznilia,  a  lady  attetiding  00  the  Queen W.  T. .  .  .  ii.  a. 

Emilia,  wife  to  lago O ii.  z ;  iii.  z,  3,  4 ;  iv.  a,  3 ;  v.  z,  a. 

Emilia,  sister  to  Hippolyta T.  N.  K.   .  i.  z,  3 ;  ii.  a,  5 ;  iii.  5,  6 ;  iv.  a ;  v.  z,  3,  4. 

Enobarbua,  Domitius,  friend  of  Antony    .  .  .  •  A.  C  .  .  .  i.  a :  ii.  a,  6,  7 :  iii.  a,  5, 7, 8,  iz ;  iv.  a,  6, 9. 

Eros,  friend  of  Antony A.  C.  •  •  •  iii.  5t  9 »  iv*  4*  5>  7>  X3. 

Erpingham,  Sir  Thomas,  an  officer  b  King 

HeiU7*a  Army H.  F.  .  •  •  iv.  z. 

Bacaloa,  an  atident  lord  Qoinad  with  Angelo 

fo  the  depoution] M.  M.    .  •  L  z :  ii.  i ;  iii.  a ;  iv.  4 :  v.  t. 

licaliia,  Prince  oTVerona R.  J.   •  •  •  L  t ;  Hi.  z ;  v.  3* 
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Eacanes,  a  lord  of  Tyre P Act  K  Sc  3 ;  ii.  4. 

Essex,  Geffrey  Fitz-Peter,  Earl  of,  chief  jos- 

ticiary  of  England J i.  i. 

Euphronius,  an  ambassador  from  Afitony  to 

Caesar A.  C    •  •  •  iii.  lo^  iz. 

Evans,  Sir  Hogh,  a  Welsh  parson M.  W.    •  .  i.  i,  a ;  iii.  i,  s,  3,  ir.  i,  a^  4, 5;  ▼.  4,  5. 

Exeter,  Duke  of,  Uncle  to  the  King H.  F.  .  •  •  i.  a ;  ii.  a,  4 ;  iii.  i ;  ir.  3,  6^  7, 8;  v.  a. 

Exeter,  Thomas  Beaufort,  Duke  of,  great- uncle 

to  the  King H.  6,  F.  P.  i.  i ;  iii.  z ;  >▼.  i ;  ▼.  i,  5. 

Exeter,  Duke  o^  a  lord  on  King  Henry's  side    .  H.  6,  T.  P.  i.  i ;  ii.  5;  ir,  8. 
Exton,  Sir  Pierce  of R.  S.    ...  v.  4,  5,  6. 

Fabian,  servant  to  Olim T.  N.  .  .  .  ii.  5 ;  iii.  a,  4  ;  iv.  z ;  v.  z. 

Falstaff,  Sir  John M.  W.     .  .  i.  i,  3  i  ii.  a ;  iii.  3,  5 ;  ir.  a,  5 ;  v.  z,  5. 

Falstafii;  Sir  John H.  4,  F.  P.  i.  a :  ii.  a,  4 ;  iii.  3 ;  iy.  a ;  v.  z,  3,  4. 

Falstaff H.  4,  S.  P.  i.  a;  ii.  z,  4;  iii. a ;  hr.  3;  v.  z,  3, 5. 

Fang,  a  sheriff's  officer H.  4,  S.  P.  ii.  z. 

Fastolfe,  Sir  John H.  6,  F.  P.  iii.  a;  iv.  t. 

Father  that  has  killed  his  son H.  6,  T.  P.  ii.  5. 

Faulconbridge,   Robert,    son   of  Sir   Robert 

Faulconbridge J i*  z. 

Faulconbridge,  Philip,  half-brother  to  Robert 

Faulconbridge,    baatard    son    to     King 

Richard  I J i.  z ;  ii.  z,  a ;  iii.  z,  a,  3;  !▼•  a,  3;  t.  z,  a,  6,  7. 

Faulconbridge,  Lady*  mother  to  the  Bastard 

and  Robert  Faulconbridge J i.  z. 

Feeble,  a  recruit H.  4,  S.  P.  iiL  a. 

Fenton M.  W.    •  .  i.  4;  iil4;  iv.  6;  v.  5. 

Ferdinand,  King  of  Navarre L.  L.  L.  •  .  i.  z ;  ii.  z ;  iv.  3 ;  v.  a. 

Ferdinand,  son  to  the  King  of  Naples T i.  i,  a;  iii.  z  ;  iv.  z ;  v.  i. 

Fiuwater,  Lord R.  S.   .  .  .  iv.  z  ;  v.  6. 

Flaminus,  servant  to  Timon T.  Ath.   .  .  ii.  a ;  iii.  z,  4. 

Flavius,  steward  to  Timon T.  Ath.  .  .  i.  a;  ii.  a*;  iii.  4;  iv.  a,  3;  v.  s. 

Flavius,  a  tribune J.  C.    .  •  .  i.  z. 

Fleance,  son  to  Banquo M il  i ;  iii.  3. 

Florence,  Duke  of A.  W. .  .  .  iii.  z,  3. 

Florizel,  son  to  Polixenea W.  T. .  .  .  iv.  3 ;  v.  z,  3. 

Fluelleni  an  officer  in  King  Henry's  army    .  .  .  H.  F.  .  .  .  iii.  a,  6 ;  iv.  z,  7 ;  v.  z. 

Flute,  the  bellows-mender M.  N.  D.  .  i.iz;iii.  z;  iv.  a. 

Fool T.  Ath.  .  .  ii.  a. 

Fool L i.  4, 5 ;  ii.  4 ;  iii.  a,  4, 6. 

Ford,  Mr.,  a  gentleman  dwelling  at  Windsor  .  .  M.  W.     .  .  ii.  z,  a ;  iii.  a,  3,  5 ;  iv.  a^  4  j  v.  5. 

Ford,  Mrs. M.  W.     .  •  I  z  ;  ii.  z ;  iii.  3 ;  iv.  a,  4 ;  v.  3»  5* 

Forester L.  L.  L. .  •  iv.  1. 

Fortinbraa,  Prince  of  Norway H iv.  4;  v.  a. 

France,  Princess  of L.  L.  L. .  .  ii.  i ;  iv.  z ;  v.  a. 

France,  King  of A.  W. .  .  .  t  a ;  ii.  z,  3 ;  v.  3. 

France,  King  of L i.  z. 

Frandsca,  a  nun M.  M.    .  .  i.  5. 

Frandaco,  a  lord T ii.  z :  iii.  3;  v.  z. 

Francisco,  a  soldier H i.  i. 

Frederick,  brother  to  the  Duke,  and  usurper 

of  his  dominions A.  L.  ..  .i.a^3;iLa;iiLi« 

Friar M.  A. .  .  .  iv.  z ;  t*  4. 

Friends  to  the  Gaoler T.  N.  K.    .iv.  z. 

Froth,  a  foolish  gentleman M.  M.     .  .  iL  1. 


Gadshill H.  4.  F.  P.  a.  I,  a,*. 

Gallua,  friend  of  Cssar A.  C.  ...  v.  z,  a. 
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Gaoler W.  T. .  .  .  Act  ii.  Sc  a. 

Gaoler T.  N.  K.   .  ii.  i,  a ;  iv.  i,  3 ;  ▼.  a. 

Gaolers,  two Cy v.  4. 

Gardiner,  Bishop  of  Winchester H.  E. .  •  .  ii.  a ;  v.  1,  a, 

Gargrave,  Sir  William H.  6^  F.  P.  i.  4. 

Garter  King-at-Anns H.  E. .  .  .  t.  4. 

Gaunt,  John  of.  Duke  of  Lancaster,  uncle  to 

the  King R.  S.   •  .  .  L  i,  a,  3 ;  iL  i« 

General  of  the  French  forces  in  Bordeaux    .  .  .  H.  6,  F.  P.  iv.  a. 
Gentleman  attending  on  the  Chief- Justice    •  .  •  H.  4,  S.  P.  i.  a. 

Gentleman,  French,  friend  to  Philario Cy.  «  .  •  .  i.  5. 

Gentleman,  attendant  on  Cordelia L.     •  •  •  *  ir.  3,  6. 

Gentlemen,  two  fantastic M.  M.     •  .  i.  a,  3. 

Gentlemen,  two  prisoners  with  Suflfdk H.  6,  S.  P.   iv.  i. 

Gentlemen,  three H.  £. .  •  •  ii.  i ;  iy.  x. 

Gentlemen,  two,  of  Cymbeline's  court Cy i.  i ;  ii.  i. 

Gentlewoman,  attending  on  Lady  Macbeth  .  .  .  M ▼.  i. 

Gentlewoman,  attending  on  Virgilia Cor.  •  .  •  .  i.  3. 

George,  a  follower  of  Jack  Cade H.  6,  S.  P.  !▼•  a,  7. 

George,  afterwards  Duke  of  Clarence,  son  to 

the  Duke  of  York H.  6^  T.  P.  il  s^  3,  6 ;  in.  a ;  iy.  i,  a*  6|  8;  T*  1,  3»  4,  5i  7. 

Gerrold,  a  schoolmaster T.  N.  K.    •  iii.  5. 

Gertrude,  Queen  of  Denmark,  and  mother  of 

Hamlet   • H i.  a;  ii.  a;  iii.  i,  a,  4;  iy.  i,  5)  7;  V.  1,  a. 

Ghost  of  Hamlet's  fiither  ....  * •H L  1,  4,  5 ;  iii.  4. 

Glansdale,  Sir  William • H.  6,  F.  P.  i.  4. 

Glendower,  Owen H.  4,  F.  P.  iii  x. 

Gloster,  Duchess  of R.  S.   .  .  .  y.  a. 

Gloster,  Duke  of,  brother  to  the  King H.  F. .  .  .  i.  a ;  iii.  i,  6 ;  iy*  i,  3,  7, 8;  ▼.  a. 

Gloster,  Duke  of,  uncle  to  the  King,  and  Pro- 
tector    H.  6v  F.  P.  i.  I,  3 ;  iii.  I,  4 ;  iy.  X ;  y.  I,  s> 

Gloster,    Humphrey,  Duke  of,  uncle  to  the 

King H.  6^  S.  P.  i.  x,  a,  3  :  ii.  x,  3,  4 ;  iii.  x. 

Gloster,  Eleanor,  Duchess  of H.  6^  S.  P.  i*  a,  3,  4 ;  ii.  3,  4. 

Gloster,  Richard,  Duke  oC  brother  to  Edward 

IV.,  afterwards  King  Ridiard  IIL R.  T.  •  .  .  I  i,  a,  3 ;  ii.  i,  a ;  iii.  x,  4, 5,  7;  iy.  a,3, 4;  v.  3, 4. 

Gloster,  Earl  of L.     •  .  .  .  i.  i,  a ;  ii.  i,  a,  4 ;  iii.  3,  4,  6 ;  iv.  x,  6;  y.  a. 

Gobbo,  Old,  father  to  Launcelot M.  V.  .  .  .  ii.  2. 

Goneril,  daughter  to  Lear L i.  x,  3,  4 ;  ii.  4 ;  iii.  7 ;  iy.  a ;  y*  x,  3. 

G<mzalo,  an  honest  old  counsellor  of  Naples    .  .  T i.  x  ;  ii.  x ;  iii  3 ;  y.  x. 

Goths T.  And.  .  .  y.  x. 

Governor  of  Harfleur H.  F. ...  iii.  3. 

Governor  of  Paris H.  6,  F.  P.  iv.  x. 

Gower,  of  the  King's  party H.  4,  S.  P.  ii.  i. 

Gower,  an  officer  in  King  Henry's  army  .  .  .  .  H.  F.  .  .  .  iii.  a,  6 ;  iv.  x,  7,  8;  y.  x. 

Gower,  as  Chorus P i. ;  ii* :  iii. ;  iv.  4 ;  y.  a. 

Grandpr^,  a  French  lord H.  F.  .  •  .  iv.  a. 

Gratiano,  friend  to  Antonio  and  Bassanio     .  .  .  M.  V. .  .  •  L  x  ;  ii.  a,  4,  6 ;  iii.  a ;  iy.  1,  a;  y.  1. 

Gratiano^  brother  to  Brabantio O v.  x,  a. 

Green,  a  creature  to  King  Richard , 

Gregory,  servant  to  Capnlet 

Gremio,  a  suitor  to  Bianca 

Grey,  Lord,  son  to  King  Edward's  Queen    .  . 
Grey,  Sir  Thomas,  a  consinrator  against  the 

King H.  F.  .  .  .  il  a. 

Grey,  Lady,  afterwards  Queen  to  Edward  IV. .  .  H.  6^  T.  P.  iii.  a ;  iy.  x,  4:  y.  7. 
Grifith,   gentleman-usher   to    Queen    Kath- 

erine H.  E. .  .  .  ii.  4 ;  iy.  a. 

Gnunio,  servant  to  Petmdo T.  S.   •  .  .  i.  a ;  iii.  a;  iy*  x,  3;  t.  a* 


R.  S. 

.  .  .i.  4;  ii.  X,  a:  iii.  X. 

R.J. 

.  .  .  i.  X. 

T.S. 

•  •  •  1.  X,  a :  u.  X ;  mi.  a 

R.T. 

.  .  .I3;  il  >;  iu*3« 
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Guards,  two  Voldan *•••  Cor Act.  ▼.  Sc.  a. 

Guiderius,  son  to  Cymbeline,  disguised  under 

the  name  of  Polydore,  supposed  son  to 

Belarius Cy iii.  3>  6 ;  iv.  a,  4 ;  ▼.  a,  3,  5. 

Guildenstem,  a  courtier U.    .  •  •  •  ii.  a ;  iii.  1,  ai  3 ;  tv.  i,  a,  3,  4. 

Guildford,  Sir  Henry H.  E.  •  .  •  i.  4. 

Gumey,  James,    servant   to   Lady  Faulcon- 

bridge J i.  I. 

Hamlet,  son  to  the  former,  and  nephew  to  the 

present  King H >•  a,  4*  5  •  u*  a;  HI  i»  s,  3,  4;  It.  a,  3,  4;  t.  i, 

Harcourt,  of  the  King's  party H.  4,  S.  P.  iv.  4. 

Hastings,  Lord,  an  enemy  to  the  King H.  4,  S.  P.  i.  3;  iv.  x,  a. 

Hastings,  Lord,  of  the  Duke  of  York's  party  .  .  H.  6^  T.  P.  iv.  1,  5,  7;  ▼.  7. 

Hastings,  Lord R.  T.  .  .  .  i.  1,  3 ;  ii.  x,  a ;  iii.  i,  a,  4. 

Hecate •  .  M iii.  5. 

Hector,  son  to  Priam T.  C   •  •  •  i.  a ;  ii.  a ;  iy.  5 ;  ▼.  z,  3, 4, 6, 9* 

Helen,  woman  to  Imogene Cy ii.  a. 

Helen,  wife  to  Menelaus T.  C.  •  .  .  iii.  i. 

Helena,  in  love  with  Demetrius M.  N.  D.  •  i.  1 ;  ii.  a,  3 ;  iii  a;  iv.  i ;  v.  x. 

Helena,   a   gentlewoman   protected    by   the 

Countess A.  W. .  .  •  i.  i,  3i  u.  i,  3,  4,  5 ;  iii.  a,  5,  7 ;  it.  4 ;  ▼•  x,  3, 

Helenus,  son  to  Priam T.  C   .  .  .  i.  a :  ii.  a. 

Helicanus,  a  lord  of  Tyre P. i*  a,  3;  ii.  4;  v.  x,  a,  3. 

Henry,  Prince,  son  to  King  John,  afterwards 

King  Henry  HI J v.  7. 

Henry  IV.,  King H.  4,  F.  P.  i.  x,  3;  iii.xx;T.  x,  4,5. 

Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  son  to  the  King .  •  •  •  H.  4,  F.  P.  i.  a;  ii.  a,4;  iii.xz,3i  iv.  a;  t.  x,  3,4,  5. 

Henry  IV.,  King H.  4,  S.  P.  iii  x  ;  iv.  4. 

Henry,    Prince    of  Wales,   afterwards   King 

Henry  V H.  4,  S.  P.  iii.  x;  iv.  4;  v.  a,  5. 

Henry  V.,  King H.  F.  .  .  •  i.  a ;  ii.  a;  iii.  x,  3,  6 ;  iv.  z,  3,  ^  7,  8;  ▼.  a. 

Henry  VI.,  King H.  6,  F.  P.  iii.  x,  4 ;  iv.  x ;  v.  x,  5. 

Henry  VI.,  King H.  6^  S.  P.  L  x,  3;  ii.  x,  3;  iii.  x,  a,  3 :  it.  4.  9;  t.  i,  a. 

Henry  VI..  King H.  6,  T.  P.  i.  i ;  il  a,  5 ;  iii.  x  mv.  6, 8;  v.  6. 

Henry  VIII.,  King H.  £. .  •  •  i.  a^  4t  il  a,  4;  iiL  a;  t.  x,  a,  4. 

Herald H.  F. .  .  .  iv.  8. 

Herald H.  6,  S.  P.  il  4* 

Herald L.     ....  v.  3. 

Herald    .  • O ii.  a. 

Herald,  a  Roman Cor.     .  .  •  ii.  x. 

Herald T.  N.  K.    .  I  4. 

Herbert,  Sir  Walter R.  T.  .  .  .  v.  a. 

Hermia,  daughter  to  Egeus,  in  love  with  Ly- 

Sander »  .  .  M.  N.  D.  .  L  x;  ii.  3;  iii.  a;  iv.  x;  v.  x. 

Hermione,  Queen  to  Leontes W.  T. .  .  .  i.  a ;  ii.  z ;  iii.  a ;  v.  3. 

Hero,  daughter  to  Leonato M.  A. .  •  .  L  x ;  ii.  x ;  iii.  x,  4;  iv.  x ;  t.  4. 

Hippolyta,  Queen  of  the  Amaxons,  betrothed 

to  Theseus M.  N.  D.  .  L  x ;  iv.  i ;  v.  1. 

HippolyU,  bride  to  Theseus T.  N.  K.    •  i.  i,  3 ;  ii«  5  i  iii*  5»  6 :  iv.  a  ,*  v.  x,  3,  4. 

Holofemes,  a  schoolmaster L.  L.  L. .  .  iv.  a|  v.  i,  a. 

Horatio,  friend  to  Hamlet H i.  x,  2,  4.  5 :  i"*  a :  iv.  5, 6;  v.  i,  a. 

Homer,  Thomas,  an  armorer H.  6,  S.  P.  i.  3 :  ii*  3* 

Hortensio,  a  suitor  to  Bianca T.  S.   .  .  •  i.  x,  a ;  il  x }  iii.  x,  a ;  iv.  a,  3,  5 ;  t.  a. 

Hortensius,  servant  to  one  of  Timon's  cred- 
itors   T.  Ath.  .  .  iii.  4. 

Host,  where  Julia  lodges G.  V.  .  .  .  iv.  a. 

Host  of  the  Garter  Inn M.  W.    .  .  i.  3:  il  x,  3 :  iii.  x,  a :  iv.  3*  5i  6. 

Hubert  de  Burg,  chamberlain  to  the  King  .  .  .J li«  a ;  iii.  a,  3 ;  iv.  i,  a,  3 ;  t.  3>  6* 
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Hume,  a  priest H.  6,  S.  P.  Act  i.  Sc  a,  4;  ii.  3. 

Humphrey*  Prince,  of  Glotter,  afterwards  cre- 
ated (a  Henry  V.)  Duke  of  Gloster H.  4,  S  P.  iv.  4 ;  y.  a. 

Huntsman,  a H.  6,  T.  P.  iv.  5. 

Hymen,  person  representing A.  L.  .  .  .  t.  4. 

lachimo,  a  Roman,  friend  to  Posthnmiis  .  •  .  .  Cy i.  5»  7 ;  ii.  a,  4 ;  y.  a,  5. 

lago,  ancient  to  Othello O i.  i,  a,  3 ;  ii.  1,  3 ;  iii.  j,  a,  3, 4 :  iy.  z,  a ;  v.  i,  a. 

Iden,  Alexander,  a  Kentish  gentleman H.  6,  S.  P.  iv.  10;  v.  1. 

Imogen,  daughter  to  Cymbeline  by  a  former 

queen Cy i.  a,  4,  7 ;  ii.  a,  3 :  iiL  a,  4,  6 ;  iv.  a ;  v.  a,  5. 

Iras,  an  attendant  on  Qeopatra A.  C    .  .  •  i.  a,  3,  5 :  ii.  5 ;  iiL  3,  9,  11 ;  iv.  a,  11, 13 ;  v,  a. 

Iris,  a  spirit T iv.  i. 

Isabel,  Queen  of  France H.  F.  .  .  .  v.  a. 

Isabella,  sister  to  Claudio M.  M.     .  .  i.  5 ;  ii.  a,  4 ;  iiL  1 ;  iv.  x,  3,  6 ;  v.  i. 

Jamy,  an  officer  in  King  Henry's  army H.  F.  •  •  •  iii.  a. 

Jaquenetu,  a  country  wench L.  L.  L. .  •  i.  a;  iv.  a. 

Jaques,  a  lord«  attending  upon  the  Duke  in  his 

banishment A.  L.  .  •  .  ii.  5,  7 ;  iii  a,  3 ;  iv.  1,  a ;  v.  4. 

Jaques,  son  to  Sir  Roland  de  Bois A.  L.    •  •  .  v.  4. 

Jessica,  daughter  to  Shylock M.  V.  •  •  .  ii.  3, 5, 6;  iii.  a,  4,  5;  v.  i. 

Jeweller T.  Ath.  •  .  i.  i. 

John}  Don,  bastard  brother  to  Don  Pedro   .  •  .  M.  A.  •  •  •  i.  i,  3;  ii.  x,  a;  iii.  a;  iv.  i. 

John,  King J L  i;  ii.  i,  a;  iii.  i,  a,  3;  iv.  a;  v.  i,  3,  7. 

John,  Prince,  of  Lancaster,  son  to  the  King   •  •  H.  4,  F.  P.  v.  i,  4,  5. 
John,  Prince,  of  Lancaster,  afterwards  ere- 

ated  (a  Henry  V.)  Duke  of  Bedford   .  .  .  .  H.  4,  S.  P.  iv.  a,  3, 4;  v.  a,  5. 

John,  a  follower  of  Jack  Cade H.  6,  S.  P.  iv.  a,  7. 

John,  Friar,  a  Franciscan R.  J.  ...  v.  a. 

Jourdain,  Margery,  a  witch H.  6,  S.  P.  i.  4 :  ii.  3. 

Julia,  a  lady  of  Verona,  beloved  of  Proteus  •  .  .  G.  V.  .  •  •  i.  a ;  ii.  a,  7 ;  iv.  a,  4 ;  y.  a,  4. 

Juliet,  beloved  of  Claudio M.  M. .  .  .  i.  3;  ii.  3;  v.  x. 

Jnliet,  daughter  to  Capulet R.  J.   •  •  •  i*  3»  5!  ii*  a,  5,  6 ;  iii.  a,  5 ;  iv.  x,  a,  3;  v.  3. 

JuxK),  a  spirit T iv.  x. 

Justice,  a M.  M. .  •  •  ii.  x. 

Katherina,  the  shrew,  daughter  to  Baptista .  .  •  T.  S.   •  •  •  i.  x ;  ii.  x  ;  iii.  a  ;  iv.  x,  3,  5 ;  v.  i,  a. 
Katherine,  Lady,  attending  on  the  Princess .  •  •  L.  L.  L.  •  •  ii.  x  :  iv.  x  :  v.  a 
Katherine,  daughter  of  Charles  and  Isabel   •  •  •  H.  F.  .  •  •  iii.  4 ;  v.  a. 
Katherine,  Queen,  wife  to  King  Henry,  after- 

wards  divorced H.  £. .  •  .  i.  a ;  ii.  4 ;  iiL  i ;  iv.  a* 

Keeper  to  Mortimer H.  6,  F.  P.  ii.  5. 

Keepers,  two  .  .  « H.  6^  T.  P.  iii.  x.  • 

Kent,  Earl  of L i.  i,  4,  5 ;  ii.  a,  4 :  iii,  x,  a,  4, 6;  iv.  3, 7 ;  v.  3. 

Knights,  six  valiant T.  N.  K.   •  v.  x,  4. 

La  PuceUe,  Joan,  commonly  called  Joan  of  Arc .  H.  6^  F.  P.  i.  a,  5,  6 ;  u.  x  :  iiL  a,  3 ;  iy.  7 ;  y.  a,  3. 

Ladies,  two,  attending  oo  the  Queen '.  W.  T.  •  .  .  il  x. 

Lady  attending  on  the  Queeix R.  S.  •  .  .  iii.  4. 

Lady,  friend  to  Anne  BnQen H.  £.  •  .  .  il  3 ;  v.  x. 

Laertes,  son  to  Polonios H i-  a,  3  :  iv.  5,  7-:  y.  x,  a. 

Lafeu,  an  old  lord A.  W. .  .  •  i.  x,  a  ;  ii.  x,  3, 5 ;  iy.  5;  y.  a»  3. 

Langley,  Edmond  of,  Duke  of  York,  onde  to 

the  King R.  S.   •  •  •  ii.  i,  a,  3 ;  iiL  x,  3 ;  iv.  i ;  v.  a,  3, 6. 

Lamtce,  a  clownish  servant  to  Proteus G.  V.  •  .  •  ii.  3,  5 ;  iiL  x  ;  iv.  4. 

Launcelot  Gobbo,  a  down,  servant  to  Shylock  .  M.  V. .  .  •  iL  a,  3,  5 ;  iiL  5 ;  v.  x. 

Laurence,  Friar,  a  Franciscan R.  J.   .  •  .  iL  3,  6 :  iii.  3 ;  iv.  i,  5 :  v.  a,  3. 

Lavinia,  daughter  to  Titus  Andronicus T.  And.  •  •  i.  a ;  iL  a,  3 ;  iiL  i,  a;  iy.  x ;  v.  a,  3. 
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Lawyer H.  6^  F.  P.  Act  ii.  Sc.  4. 

Le  Bean,  a  courtier  attending  upon  Frederick  .  .  A.  L.  .  .  .  i.  a. 

Lear,  King  of  Britain L i.  i,  4,  5 ;  ii.  4 ;  iil  3,  4, 6 :  iv.  6,  7  :  v.  3,  3. 

Lenox,  a  nobleman  of  Scotland    .  .  .  .    •  .  .  .  M i.  a,  4,  6 :  ii.  3  ;  iii.  z,  4,  6 :  iv.  i ;  v.  2,  4,  7. 

Leonardo^  servant  to  Bassanio M.  V.  .  .  .  ii.  3. 

Leonato,  governor  of  Messina M.  A. .  .  .  i.  i,  3 ;  ii.  i,  3 ;  iii.  3,  5 ;  iv.  x ;  v.  i,  4. 

Leonine,  servant  to  Dionyza P iv.  i,  3. 

Leontes,  King  of  Sicilia W.  T. .  .  •  i.  a:  ii.  i,  3:  iii.  3;  v.  i,  3. 

Lewis,  the  Dauphin J ii.  3;  iil  1,  4;  v.  2,  5. 

Lewis,  the  Dauphin H.  F.  .  .  .  ii.  4 :  iii*  5>  7 ;  iv.  3,  5. 

Lewis  XI.,  King  of  France H.  6,  T.  P.  iii.  3. 

Lepidus,  Marcus  ^milius,  a  triumvir  after  the 

death  of  Julius  Qesar J.  C    .  .  .  iii.  z  ;  iv.  x. 

Lepidus,  M.  .£milius,  a  triumvir A.  C.   .  .  .  i.  4 ;  ii.  3, 4,  6,  7 ;  iii.  2. 

Lieutenant  of  the  Tower H.  6,  T.  P.  iv.  6. 

Lieutenant  to  Aufidius Cor iv.  7. 

Ligarius,  a  conspirator  against  Julius  Caesar   .  .  J.  C.   .  .  .  ii.  x,  3. 

Lincoln,  Bishop  of H.  £.  •  .  .  it  4. 

Lion,  in  the  Interlude M.  N.  D.  .  v.  x. 

Lodovico,  kinsman  to  Brabantio O. iv.  i,  3 ;  t.  z,  3. 

Longaville,  Lord,  attending  on  the  King  .  .  .  .  L.  L.  L. .  .  i.  i :  ii.  z ;  iv.  3 ;  v.  x 

Lord,  a  Sicilian W.  T. .  .  .  v.  x. 

Lord  Chief-Justice  of  the  King's  Bench    .  .  .  .  H.  4,  S.  P.  i.  3  j  ii.  z;  v.  a,  5. 

Lord  Mayor  of  London R.  T.  .  .  .  iii.  i,  5,  7. 

Lords  that  serve  with  Bertram  in  the  Floren- 

tine  war  •...••• A.  W. .  .  .  ii.  x,  3;  iii.  z,  6;  iv.  i,  3. 

Lorenzo,  in  love  with  Jessica M.  V. .  .  .  i.  x ;  ii.  4,  6;  iiL  a,  4,  5;  v.  x. 

Lovel,  Lord R.  T.  .  .  .  iii.  4,  5. 

Lovell,  Sir  Thomas H.  E.  .  .  .  i.  a,  3, 4;  ii.  i;  iii.  3;  v.  i. 

Luce,  servant  to  Adriana C.  £.  .  .  .  iii.  x. 

Lucentio^  son  to  Vincentio,  in  love  with  Bianca  •  T.  S.   .  .  .  i.  x,  3;  ii.  i ;  iiL  x,  3;  iv.  2,  4;  v.  x, 

Lucetta,  waiting-woman  to  Julia G.  V.  .  .  .  i.  3;  ii.  7. 

Ludana,  sister  to  Adriaiui C.  £.  .  .  .  ii.  i,  3;  iii.  3;  iv.  a,  4;  v.  i. 

Ludlius,  servant  to  Timon T.  Ath.  .  .  i.  i. 

Ludlius,  a  friend  to  Brutus  and  Cassius  ....  J.  C.    •  .  •  iv.  3,  3;  v.  x.  3,  4,  5. 

Ludo,  a  fantastic M.  M.    .  .  i.  a,  3,  5;  ii.  a;  iii.  3;  iv.  3;  v 

Ludus,  a  flatterer  of  Timon T.  Ath.  .  .i.  3;  iii.  3. 

Ludus,  a  servant  to  one  of  Timon's  creditors .  .  T.  Ath.   .  .  iii.  4. 

Ludus,  Caius,  general  of  the  Roman  forces  •  •  .  Cy iii.  x,  5;  iv.  3;  v.  a^  5. 

Ludus,  a  servant  to  Brutus J.  C.    .  .  .  ii.  x,  4;  iv.  2, 3. 

Ludus,  ton  to  Titus  Andronicus T.  And.  •  •  i.  2;  ii.  3,  4;  iii.  i;  v.  i,  3. 

Ludust  young,  a  boy,  son  to  Ludus T.  And. .  .  iii.  3 ;  iv.  x,  3,  3 ;  v.  3. 

Lucullus,  a  flatterer  of  Timon T.  Ath.  .  .i.  3;  iii.  x. 

Locy,  Sir  William H.  6,  F.  P.  iv.  3,  4,  7. 

Lychorida,  nurse  to  Marina P.     ....  iii.  i,  3. 

Lysander,  in  love  with  Hermia M.  N.  D.  .  i.  x ;  ii.  3 ;  iii.  a ;  iv.  z  ;  v.  x. 

Lysimachus,  a  governor  of  Mitylene P iv.  6 ;  v.  i,  a,  3. 

Macbeth,  a  general  of  the  King's  Army    .  .  .  .M i.  3>4*  5f  7!  "•  if  >*3:  iu.  i}^,  4;  iv.  x;  v.3,5,  7. 

Macbeth,  Lady M i.  5,  6^  7 ;  ii.  a,  3 ;  iii.  i,  a,  4 ;  v.  z. 

Macduff,  a  nobleman  of  Scotland M i.  6;  ii.  3,  4;  iv.  3;  v.  4,  6,  7. 

Macduff,  Lady M iv.  a. 

Macmorris,  an  oflScer  in  King  Henry's  army  .  .  H.  F.  .  .  .  iii.  3. 

Malcolm,  son  to  Duncan M i.  3,  4,  6 ;  ii.  3 ;  iv.  3 ;  v.  4,  6,  7. 

Malvolio,  steward  to  Olivia T.  N.  .  .  .  i.  5;  ii.  3, 3,  5;  iii.  4;  iv.  a;  v,  t. 

Mamilius,  son  to  Leontes W.  T. .  .  .  i.  2 ;  ii.  x. 

Man,  old,  tenant  to  Gloeter L iv.  z. 

Maxi,  an  old M iL  4. 

Marcellusk  an  Officer U.    ....  i.  z,  a,  4,  5. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


INDEX.  989 

PBRSONS  RBPRBSINTBD.  PLAYS.  APPBARANCBS. 

March,  Edmund  Mortimer,  Earl  of H.  4,  F.  P.  Act  iii.  Sc.  1. 

March,  Edmund  Mortimer,  Earl  of H.  6i  F.  P.  ii.  5. 

Mardus,  young,  son  to  Coriolanus  •  • Cor.  •  ...  v.  3. 

Mardian,  an  attendant  on  Geopatra A.  C.   .  .  •  i  5 ;  ii.  5 ;  iv.  xi,  12. 

Margarelon,  a  bastard  son  of  Priam T.  C.  .  .  .  t.  8. 

Margaret,  gentlewoman  attending  on  Hero .  •  .  M.  A.  •  .  •  ii.  i ;  iii.  x,  4 ;  v.  a. 
Margaret,  daughter  to   Reignier,  afterwards 

married  to  King  Henry H.  6,  F.  P.  t.  3. 

Margaret,  Queen  to  King  Henry H.  6,  S.  P.  i.  i,  3  :  u*  ii  3 :  >»»•  1,  a ;  iv.  4,  9 ;  t.  1,  a. 

Margaret,  Queen H.  6,  T.  P.  i.  x,  4;  ii.  a,  S:  »»•  31  v.  4.  5. 

Margaret,  widow  to  King  Henry  VI R.  T.  .  .  .  i»  3 :  iv-  4- 

Maria,  a  lady  attending  on  the  Princess   .  .  .  .  L.  L.  L. .  .  ii.  i ;  iv.  x :  v,  2. 

Maria.  Olivia's  woman T.  N.  .  .  .  I  3,  SI  >»•  3»  5  :  »»•  i.  a,  4;  iv.  a. 

Mariana,  neighbor  and  friend  to  the  Widow    .  .  A.  W. .  .  .  iii.  5. 

Mariana,  betrothed  to  Angelo M.  M.     .  .  iv.  x,  6;  v.  x. 

Marina,  daughter  to  Pericles  and  Thaisa  .  .  .  .  P iii.  3 :  iv*  ii  3  •  ▼•  >>  >*  3- 

Mariner W.  T. ...  iii.  3. 

Marshal.  Lord,  and  another  Lord R.  S.  •  *  .  i.  3 !  iv.  x. 

Marshal P ii-  3- 

Martext,  Sir  Oliver,  a  vicar A.  L.  ...  iii.  3. 

Martiu^  son  to  Titus  Andronicus T.  And.  .  .  i.  a ;  ii.  2,  4 ;  iii.  x. 

Manillus,  a  tribune J-  C.    .  .  .  i.  x. 

Master  of  a  ship,  Boatswain,  and  Mariners .  .  .  T L  x :  v.  x. 

Master-Gunner  of  Orleans,  and  his  Son   .  .  .  .  H.  6,  F.  P.  i.  4. 

Mayor  of  London H.6,  F.  P.  i.  3;  iii  i. 

Mayor  of  St.  Alban's H.  6,  S.  P.  ii.  i. 

Mayor  of  York H.  6,  T.  P.  iv.  7. 

Mecaenaa,  friend  of  Caesar A.  C   .  .  .  ii.  a,  4,  6,  7 ;  iii.  6  ;  iv.  x ;  v.  i, «. 

Melun,  a  French  lord J v.  a,  4. 

Menaa,  friend  of  Pompcy A.  C.   .  .  .  ii.  i,  6,  7. 

Menecrates.  friend  of  Pompey A.  C.  .  .  .  ii.  x. 

Menelaus,  brother  to  Agamemnon T.  C   .  .  .  i.  3 :  iii-  3 :  iv.  5  J  v.  i,  8,  10. 

Menenius  Agrippa,  friend  to  Coriolanus   ....  Cor i.  x ;  ii.  x,  a,  3 ;  iii.  x.  2,  3 ;  iv.  x,  a,  6 ;  v.  t,  a,  4- 

Menteth,  a  nobleman  of  Scotland M v.  a,  4,  7. 

Mercade,  a  lord  attending  on  the  Princess  of 

France. L.  L.  L. .  •  v.  a. 

Merchant,  friend  to  Antipbolus  of  Syracuse  •  •  .  C.  E.  .  .  .  i.  a ;  iv.  x ;  v.  x. 

Merchant T.  Ath.  .  .  i.  x. 

Mercutio,  kinsman  to  the  Prince,  and  friend  to 

Romeo R.  J.    .  .  .  i  4:  ii.  i,  4:  iii  x. 

Messala,  a  friend  to  Brutus  and  Cassins   ....  J.  C.    .  .  .  iv.  3  ;  v.  x,  a,  3,  5. 

Messenger T.  And.  .  .  iii  x. 

Metellus  Cimber,  a  conspirator  against  Julius 

Caesar J.  C.    .  .  •  ii.  x,  a;  iii.  x. 

Michael,  Sir,  a  friend  of  the  Archbishop  ....  H.  4.  F.  P.  iv.  4. 

Michael,  a  follower  of  Jack  Cade H.  6,  S.  P.  iv.  2. 

Miranda,  daughter  to  Prospero T i.  2 ;  iii  x ;  iv.  x ;  r.  x. 

MonUgue,  Marquis  of,  of  the  Duke  of  York's 

party H.  6,  T.  P.  i.  i,  2;  il  x,6;  iv.  1,6,  8;  v.  i, 

Montague .  .  .  R.  J.   .  .  .  i.  x ;  iii.  x ;  v.  3. 

Montague,  Lady,  wife  to  Montague R.  J.   .  .  .  i.  x ;  iii  x. 

Montano,  Othelk)*8  predecessor  in  the  govern- 
ment of  Cyprus O ii.  x,  3;  v.  2. 

Montgomery,  Sir  John H.  6,  T.  P.  iv.  7. 

Mootjoy,  a  French  Herald H.  F.  .  .  .  iii.  6;  ir.  3,  7- 

Moonshine,  in  the  Interlude M.  N.  D.  .  v.  x. 

Mopsa,  a  Shepherdess W.  T. .  .  .  iv.  3. 

Morocco,  Prince  of M.  V. .  .  .  ii.  x,  7. 

Mortimer,  Lady,  daughter  to  Glendower,  and 

wifo  to  Mortimer H.  4,  F.  P.  iii.  St 
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Mortiner,  Sir  John,  uncle  to  the  Duke  of  Yoik  .  H.  6,  T.  P.  Act  i.  Sc.  a. 
Mortimer,  Sir  Hugh,  uncle  to  the  Duke  of  York  .  H.  6,  T.  P.  i.  a. 

Morton,  domestic  of  Northumberland H.  4,  S.  P.  i.  i. 

Morton,  John,  Bishop  of  Ely R.  T.  .  .  .  iii.  4. 

Moth,  page  to  Armado L.  L.  L. .  .  L  a ;  iil  i ;  t.  z,  a. 

Moth,  a  fury M.  N.  D.  .  iii.  i. 

Mouldy,  a  recruit H.  4,  S.  P.  iii.  a. 

Mowbray,  Lord,  an  enemy  to  the  King    .  .  .  .  H.  4,  S.  P    i.  3 ;  iv.  1,  «• 

Murderers,  two H.  6,  S.  P.  iii.  a. 

Musicians,  three R.  J.    .  .  .  iv.  5. 

Mustard-seed,  a  fairy M.  N.  D.  .  iii.  1 ;  ir,  i. 

Mutius,  son  to  Titus  Andronicus   ....•••  T.  And. .  •  i.  a. 

Nathaniel,  Sir,  a  curate L.  L.  L.     •  iv.  a ;  t.  x,  a. 

Neiissa,  waiting-maid  to  Portia M.  V.  .  .  .  i.  a ;  ii.  z,  9 ;  iii.  a^  4 ;  iy.  i,  a ;  y.  x. 

Nestor,  a  Grecian  commander T.  C.  .  .  .  i.  3 :  ii.  3 ;  iii.  3 ;  iy.  5 ;  y.  zt  5, 10. 

Nobleman,  a H.  6,  T.  P.  iii.  a. 

Norfolk,  Robert  Bigot,  Earl  of J iv.  3 ;  v.  a,  4, 7. 

Norfolk,  Mowbray,  Duke  of R.  S.  .  .  .  i.  z,  3. 

Norfolk,  Duke  of,  of  the  Duke  of  York's  party  .  H.  6,  T.P.  L  z ;  ii.  a. 

Norfolk,  Duke  of. R.  T.  .  .  .  v.  3,  4. 

Norfolk,  Duke  of H.  E. .  .  •  i.  i,  a;  ii.  a;  iii  a;  y.  4. 

Northumberland,  Earl  of .  R.  S.   .  .  .  ii.  z,  3 ;  iii.  z,  3 ;  tv«  z ;  y.  1,6. 

Northumberland,  Henry  Percy,  Earl  of  .  .  .  .  H.  4,  F.  P.  i.  3. 
Northumberland,  Earl  of,  an  enemy  to  the 

King H.  4,  S.  P.  I  I ;  ii.  3. 

Northumberland,  Lady H.  4,  S.  P.   ii«  3. 

Northumberland,  Earl   of,  a  lord   on  King 

Henry's  side H.  6,  T.  P.  i.  z,  4 ;  ii.  3. 

Nurse  to  Juliet R.  J.  .  .  .  i.  3.  5  5  ii-  a.  4*  5  J  i".  a,  3»  5  J  >v.  a,  3, 4,  5. 

Nurse  and  a  black  child T.And.  .  .  iv.  a.  , 

Nym,  follower  of  Falstaff M.  W. .  .  .  i.  i,  3 ;  ii.  z. 

Nym,  formerly  servant  to  Falstaff,  now  a  serf* 

dier  in  King  Henry's  army H.  F.  .  .  .  ii.  z,  3 ;  iii.  a. 

Nymphs T.    .  .  ,  .  iv.  z. 

Oberon,  king  of  the  feiries M.  N.  D.  .  ii.  a,  3 :  iii  a ;  iy.  i ;  y.  a. 

Octavia,  sister  to  Caesar,  and  wife  to  Antony  .  .  A.  C.  .  .  .  ii.  3  J  »"•  *»  4t  6. 

Officer R.  J.   ...  iii.  z. 

Officer  employed  by  Edmund L.     ....  y.  3. 

Officers  ofa  court  of  judicature    ........  W.  T. ...  iii.  a. 

Oliver,  son  of  Sir  Rowland  de  Bois A.  L.  .  .  .  i.  z  :  iii.  i ;  iv.  3 ;  y.  a,  4. 

Olivia,  a  rich  countess T.  N.  .  .  .  i.  s  :  iii.  i,  4 :  iv,  1,  3 ;  v.  z. 

Ophelia,  daughter  of  Polonius H.    .  .  .  .  i.  3  i  ii.  z ;  iii.  z,  a ;  iv.  5. 

Orlando,  son  of  Sir  Rowland  de  Bois A.  L.  .  .  .  i.  z,  a ;  ii.  3, 6,  7 ;  iii.  a :  iv.  z ;  y.  s,  4« 

Orleans,  Duke  of H.  F.  .  .  .  iii.  7 :  iv.  2,  5. 

Orsino,  Duke  of  Illyria T.  N.  .  .  .  i.  z,  4 ;  ii*  4 :  ▼•  >• 

Osric,  a  courtier .......H.    ....y.  2. 

Oswald,  steward  to  Goneril L i.  3,  4 :  ii.  a,  4 :  iii.  7 ;  iy.  a^  5, 6. 
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Page A.  W. .  .  •  Act  i.  Sc.  I. 

Page H.  4.  S.  P.  i.  a;  ii  X,  a,  4;  V.  I,  3,  5. 

Page  to  Gardiner H.  E. .  .  .  v.  i. 

Page  to  Paris R.  J.   ...  v.  3. 

Page T.  Ath.  .  .  ii.  a. 

Painter T.  Ath.  .  .  i.  i :  v.  i. 

Pandams,  ancle  to  Cressida T.  C.  .  .  .  1 1,  a ;  iii.  i,  2 ;  iv.  a,  4 ;  v.  3,  iz. 

Pander P iv.  3, 6. 

Pandulph,  Cardinal,  the  Pope's  legate J iii.  i,  4:  v.  i,  a. 

Panthino,  senrant  to  Antonio *  .  .  G.  V.  .  .  .  i.  3 ;  ii.  3. 

Paris,  a  young   nobleman «  kinsman   to   the 

Prince R.  J.   .  .  .  i.  2 ;  iii.  4;  iv.  I,  s ;  V.  3. 

Paris,  son  to  Priam T.  C   .  .  .  i.  2 :  ii.  a ;  iii.  1 ;  Iv.  1,3,4;  v.  ^' 

Parolles,  a  follower  of  Bertram A.  W.  .  .  .  i.  i,  2 :  ii.  x,  3,  4,  5 ;  iii  5,  6 ;  iv.  z,  3 ;  v.  a,  3. 

Patience,  woman  to  Queen  Katherine H.  E.  .  .  .  iii.  i ;  iv.  a. 

Patrodus,  a  Grecian  commander T.  C.  .  .  .  ii.  i,  3 :  iii.  3 :  »v.  5  ;  v.  i. 

Paulina,  wife  to  Antigonus W.  T. .  .  .  ii.  2,  3  :  iii.  2 ;  v.  z,  3. 

Peas-bloasom,  a  £ury M.  N.  D.  .  iii.  i ;  iv.  z. 

Pedant,  an  old  fellow  sent  up  to  personate 

Vincentio T.  S.   .  .  .  iv.  2,  4 ;  v.  z,  2. 

Pedro,  Don,  Prince  of  Arragon M.  A.  .  .  .  i.  z  ;  ii.  i,  3 :  "»•  2  ;»▼•«»▼•«»  3t  4« 

Pembroke,  William  Mareshall,  Earl  of.  .'.  .  .J i.  z  ;  ii.  z ;  iv.  a,  3;  v.  a,  4,  7. 

Pembroke,  Earl  of,  of  the  Duke  of  York's  party  .  H.  6,  T.  P.  iv.  z. 
Percy,  Henry,  son  to  the  Earl  of  Northnmber- 

land R.  S.  •  •  •  ii.  3;  iii.  z,  3;  iv.  z  ;  v.  3,  6. 

Percy,  Henry,  sumamed  Hotspur,  son  to  the 

Earl  of  Northumberland H.  4,  F.  P.  i.  3 ;  ii.  3 ;  iii.  z ;  iv.  z,  3 ;  v.  a,  3,  4. 

Percy,  Lady,  wife  to  Hotspur,  and  sister  to 

Mortimer H.  4,  F.  P.  ii.  3 ;  iii  z. 

Percy,  Lady H.  4,  S.  P.  ii.  3. 

Perdita,  daughter  to  Leontes  <^d  Hermione    .  .  W.  T. .  .  .  ii.  3 ;  iii.  3  :  >▼•  3 1  ▼•  «»  3« 

Pericles,  Prince  of  Tyre P i.  i,  2,  4;  ii.  z,  3,  5 :  iii.  z,  3 ;  t.  z,  3,  3. 

Peter,  a  friar M.  M.    •  .  iv.  5,  6 ;  v.  z. 

Peter,  of  Pomfret,  a  prophet J iv.  2. 

Peter,  servant  to  Homer H.  6,  S.  P.  i.  3  >  "•  3* 

Peter R.  J.    .  .  .  ii.  4,  5 ;  iv.  5. 

Peto H.  4,  F.  P.  ii.  2,  4. 

Peto,  an  attendant  on  Prince  Henry H.  4,  S.  P.  il  4. 

Petrudo,  a  gentleman  of  Verona,  a  suitor  to 

Katherine T.  S.    .  .  •  i.  2 ;  ii.  z ;  iii.  a;  iv.  z,  3,  5;  T.  S9  a. 

Phebe,  a  shepherdess A.  L.  .  .  .  iii.  5 ;  v.  2,  4. 

Philario,  a  Roman,  friend  to  Posthumus  ....  Cy i.  5;  ii.  4. 

Philip,  King  of  France J ii*  z,  2;  iii.  z,  4. 

Philo,  friend  of  Antony *.  .  .  A.  C.   .  •  .  i.  z. 

Philostrate,  master  of  the  revds  to  Theseus    .  .  M.  N.  D.  .  I  z  ;  v.  z. 
Philotus,  servant  to  one  of  Timon's  creditors  .  .  T.  Ath.  .  .  iii.  4. 

Phrynia,  mistress  to  Aldbiades T.  Ath.   •   •  iv.  3. 

Physidan L iv.  4,  7. 

Pinch,  a  schoolmaster,  and  a  conjurer C  £.  .  •  .  iv.  4. 

Pindarua,  servant  to  Cassius J.  C.    .  .  .  iv.  2 ;  v.  3. 

Pisanio^  gentleman  to  Posthumus Cy i*  2,  4,  6,  7 ;  ii.  3 :  iii.  a,  4,  5 ;  iv.  3 ;  v.  5* 

Pistol,  follower  of  Falstaff M.  W.    .  .  i.  z,  3  ;  ii.  z,  2 ;  V.  5. 

Pistol H.  4,  S.  P.  ii.  4 :  V.  3,  5. 

Pistol,  formerly  servant  to  Falstaff,  now  a  sol- 
dier in  King  Henry's  army H.  F.  *  .  •  il  i,  3 ;  iii.  a,  6*;  iv.  z,  4  ;  v.  z. 

Plantagenet,  Richard,  eldest  son  of  Richard, 

late  Earl  of  Cambridge,  afterwards  Duke 

of  York H.  6,  F.  P.  ii>  4,  5  ;  iii.  z  ;  iv.  z,  3 ;  v.  3,  4* 

Poet • T.  Ath.  .  .  i.  z ;  V.  z. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


992  INDEX. 

PBRSONS  RBPRBSBNTBD.  PLAYS.  APPBASANCBS. 

Poet J.  C    .  .  .  Act  iv.  Sc.  3. 

Poins H.  4,  F.  P.  i.  2 ;  ii.  3,  4 ;  iii.  3. 

Poinst  an  attendant  on  Prince  Henry H.  4,  S.  P.  ii>  2,  4. 

Polixenes,  King  of  Bohemia W.  T.  .  .  .  i.  2;  iv.  z,  3;  v.  3. 

Polonius,  lord  chamberlain H I  a,  3 :  ii.  i,  3 ;  iii.  1,  3|  3,  4. 

Pompeius,  Sextus A.  C    ...  ii.  1,  6,  7. 

Popilius  Lena,  a  senator J.  C.    ...  iii.  i. 

Porter H.  4,  S.  P.  i.  i. 

Porter H.  6,  F.  P.  ii.  3. 

Porter,  and  his  man H.  EX  .  •  .  v.  3. 

Porter M ii.  3. 

Portia,  a  rich  heiress M.  V. .  .  .  i.  2  ;  ii.  1,  7,  9  ;  iii.  2,  4 ;  iv.  x,  a ;  v.  i. 

Portia,  wife  to  Brutus J.  C.    .  .  •  i.  2;  ii.  i,  4. 

Posthumus,  Leonatus,  husband  to  Imogen  .  •  •  Cy i«  2,  5;  ii.  4,  5;  v.  i,  2,  3, 4,  5. 

Priam.  King  of  Troy •    .  T.  C.    .  .  .  ii.  2  j  v.  3. 

Priest R.  T.  .  .  .  iii.  2. 

Proculeius,  Friend  of  Caesar A.  C.  ...  v.  x,  a. 

Prospero,  the  rightful  Duke  of  Milan T i.  2;  iii  i,  3;  iv.  i;  v.  x. 

Proteus •  G.  V.  .  .  .  i.  z,  3;  ii.  2,  4,  6;  iii.  z,  2;  iv.  2,  4;  ▼.  a,  4. 

Provost  . •  .  .  M.  M.     .  .  i.  3;  ii.  I,  2,  3;  iii.  I,  2;  iv.  2,  3;  v.  i. 

Publius,  a  senator J.  C.    .  .  .  ii.  a;  iii.  z. 

Publius,  son  to  Marcus  the  tribune T.  And. .  .  iv.  3 ;  v.  2. 

Pucki  or  Robin* Goodfellow,  a  fairy M.  N.  D.  .  ii.  i,  2,  3;  iii  x,  2;  iv.  i ;  v.  2. 

Pyramu8,in  the  Interlude M.  N.  D.  .  iii-  z;  v.  x. 

Queen  to  King  Richard R.  S.    .  .  .  ii.  i,  2;  iii.  4;  v.  i. 

Queen,  wife  to  Cymbeline Cy i.  2,  6;  ii.  3;  iii.  1,5. 

Quickly,  Mrs M.  W.    .  .  i.  4 ;  ii.  z,  2;  iii.  4,  5  ;  iv.  x^  5 ;  v.  i,  5. 

Quickly,  Mrs.,  hostess  of  a  tavern  in  Eastcheap  .  H.  4,  F.  P.  ii.  4  :  iii.  3. 

Quickly,  hostess H.  4,  S.  P.  ii.  z,  4  ;  v.  4. 

Quickly,  Pistol's  wife,  an  hostess H.  F.  .  •  .  ii.  z,  3. 

Quince»  the  carpenter  .  .••.•......•  M.  N.  D.  •  i.  iz,iii.  z  ;  iv.  2.  * 

Quintus,  son  to  Titus  Andronicus T.  And. .  .  i.  2  ;  ii.  2,  4 :  iii.  i. 

Rambures,  a  French  lord H.  F.  .  .  .  iii.  7 ;  iv.  2,  5. 

Ratcliff,  Sir  Richard R.T.  .  .  .ii.  2;  iii.  3,  4i  5 1  »V'3»4;  v.  3. 

Reapers T iv.  z. 

Regan,  daughter  to  Lear L i.  x  ;  ii.  z,  a,  4  ;  iii.  7 :  iv.  5;  v.  z,  3. 

Reignier,  Duke  of  Anjou,  and  titular  King  of 

Naples H.  6,  F.  P.  i.  6 :  ii.  z  ;  V.  3,  4. 

Reynaldo,  servant  to  Polonius H ii.  z. 

Richard  II.,  King R.  S.    .  .  .  i.  x,  3,  4;  ii.  i ;  iii.  a,  3;  iv.  i ;  v.  x,  5. 

Richard,  son  to  the  Duke  of  York H.  6,  S.  P.   v.  z,  2,  3. 

Richard,  afterwards  Duke  of  Gloster,  son  to  • 

the  Duke  of  York H.  6,  T.  P.  i.  z,  a ;  iL  z,  2, 3,  4,  6 ;  iii.  2 ;  iv,  z,  5,  7;  r.  x,  3, 

4,  5»  6,  7- 

Richmond.  Henry,  Eari  of,  a  youth H.  6,  T.  P.  iv.  6. 

Richmond,  Henry,  Earl  of,  afterwards  King 

Henry  VII R.  T.  .  .  .  iv.  2,  3,  4. 

Rivers,  Lord,  brother  to  Lady  Grey H.  6,  T.  P.  iv.  4. 

Rivers,  Eari,  brother  to  Kmg  Edward's  Queen  .  R.  T.  .  .  .  i.  3  ;  "•  »»  a ;  iii.  3- 

Robin,  page  to  Falstaff .*  .  .  M.  W.    .  .  i.  3 ;  ii.  2  ;  iii.  2,  3. 

Roderigo,  a  Venetian  gentleman O i.  z,  2,  3 :  ii.  z,  3 ;  iv.  2;  v.  x. 

Rogero,  a  Sicilian  gentleman W.  T. .  .  .  v.  2. 

Romans » T-  And.  .  .  v.  3. 

Romeo^  son  to  MonUgue R.  J.    •  •  .  i-  x,  2,  4,  5  ;  ii.  i,  2,  3,  4,  6 ;  iii.  z,  3,  5 ;  t.  i,  3. 

Rosalind,  daughter  to  the  banished  Duke    .  .  .  A.  L.   .  .  .  i.  a,  3  ;  ii.  4  ;  iii.  2,  4,  5;  iv.  z,  3;  v.  2,  4, 
Rosaline,  a  lady  attending  on  the  Princess  .  .  .  L.  L.  L. .  .  ii.  z ;  iv.  z :  v.  2. 
Ross,  Lord R.  S.   .  .  .  ii.  x,  3 :  iii.  x. 
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Roate,  a  nobleman  of  Scotland M Act  i.  Sc.a^  3,  4,  6;  ii.4;  iii.  1,4;  tv.a»  3;  v.4,7. 

Roaencrantz,  a  courtier H ii.  a ;  iii.  i|  a,  3 ;  iv.  i,  a,  3, 4. 

Rotheram,  Thomas,  Archbishop  of  York.  .  .  .  R.  T.  .  •  .  ii.  4. 

RouuUon,  Countess  of,  mother  to  Bertram  .  .  .  A.  W. .  .  .  i  x,  3 ;  ii.  a :  iii.  a,  4;  iv.  5  ;  v.  3. 

Rugby,  servant  to  Dr.  Caius .  M.  W.    .  .  l  4;  ii.  3;  iii.  t,  a. 

Rumour H.  4,  S.  P.  i.  Induction. 

Salarino,  friend  to  Antonio  and  Bassanio  •  .  .  .  M.  V. .  .  .  i.  x ;  ii.  4,  6,  8 ;  iii.  i,  3 ;  iv.  i. 

Salisbury,  William  Longsword,  Earl  of J i.  i :  iii.  x ;  iv.  a,  3 ;  v.  a,  4,  7. 

Salisbury,  Earl  of R  S.   ...  ii.  4 ;  iii.  a,  3. 

Salisbury,  Earl  of H.  F. .  .  .  iv.  3. 

Salisbury,  Eari  of H.  ^  F.  P.  i.  4. 

Salisbury,  Earl  of;  of  the  York  faction H.  6^  S.  P.  i.  i,  3 :  ii*  2,  3 ;  iii.  3,  3 ;  v.  2,  3. 

Sampson,  servant  to  Capulet R.  J.   .  .  .  i.  x. 

Sands,  Lord H.  £. .  .  .  i.  3,  4 ;  ii.  x. 

Satumius,  son  to  the  late  Emperor  of  Rome  .  .  T.  And.  .  .  i.  x,  a ;  ii.  a,  4  ;  iv.  4;  v.  3. 

Say,  Lord H.  6,  S.  P.  iv.  4,  7. 

Scales,  Lord,  Governor  of  the  Tower H.  6,  S.  P.  iv.  5. 

Scarus,  friend  of  Antony A.  C.  .  •  .  iii  8 ;  iv.  7, 8,  xa 

Scroop,  Sir  Stephen R.  S.    ...  iii.  a,  3. 

Scroop,  Archbishop  of  York H.  4,  F.  P.  iv.  4. 

Scroop,  Lord,  a  conspirator  agaixist  the  King .  .  H.  F. .  .  .  ii.  a. 

Sebastian,  a  young  gentleman,  brother  to  Viola  .  T.  N.  .  .  .  ii.  i ;  iii.  3 ;  iv.  x,  3;  v.  i« 

Sefaastian,  brother  to  Alonso T i.  x;  ii.  i ;  iii.  3;  y.  x. 

Secretaries  to  Wolsey H.  E. .  .  .  i.  x. 

Seleucus,  an  attendant  on  Qeopatra A.  C.   ...  v.  a. 

Sempronius,  a  flatterer  of  Timon T.  Atb.  .  .i.  3;  iii.  3. 

Senators,  two O. 13. 

Serjeant,  a  French H.  6^  F.  P.  il  1. 

Seijeant-at-Arms H.  E. .  .  .  i.  x. 

Servant  to  the  old  shepherd W.  T.  •  •  .  iv.  3. 

Servant  of  Isidore,  one  of  Tenon's  creditors    .  .  T.  Ath.  .  .  iL  a. 

Servant  to  Paris T.  C.  .  .  .  iii.  i. 

Servant  to Troilus T.  C.  .  .  .i.a. 

Servant  to  Diomedes  ...........  .  .  T.  C  .  .  •  v.  5. 

Servants  to  Varro,  one  of  Timon's  creditors   .  .  T.  Ath    .  .  ii.  a ;  iii.  4* 

Servants  to  Cornwall L iii.  7. 

Serviliua,  servant  to  Timon T.  Atb.  •  .  ii.  a;  iii.  a,  4. 

Sexton,  a M.  A. .  .  .  iv.  a ;  v.  x. 

Seyton,  an  oflker  attending  on  Macbeth      .  .  .  M ▼•  3*  5. 

Shadow,  a  recruit H.  4,  S.  P.  iii.  a. 

Shallow,  a  country  Justice M.  W. .  .  .  i.  x  ;  ii.  x,  3 ;  iii.  x,  a,  4 ;  it.  a;  v.  a. 

Shallow,  a  country  Justice U.  4,  S.  P.  iii.  a;  v.  x,  3,  5. 

Shepherd,  an  old,  reputed  father  to  Perdiu    .  .  W.  T. .  .  .  iii.  3;  iv.  3;  v.  a. 

Shepherd,  an  old,  hther  to  Joan  la  Pucelle  .  .  .  H.  6,  F.  P.  v.  4. 

Sheriff  of  Wiltahire R.  T.  .  .  .  v.  x. 

Shylock,  a  Jew M.  V.  .  .  .  i.  3 :  iL  5 ;  iii.  x,  3 ;  iv.  x. 

Sidnius  Velutus,  a  tribune  of  the  people  ....  Cor i.  i ;  ii.  x,  a,  3;  iii.  x,  3 ;  iv.  a,  6;  t.  i,  4. 

Silence,  a  country  Justice H.  4,  S.  P.  iii.  a;  v.  3. 

Silius,  an  officer  in  Ventidius's  army A.  C.  ...  iii.  i. 

Silvia,  the  Duke's  daughter,  beloved  of  Valen- 
tine   G.  V.  .  .  .  ii.  X,  4 ;  iv.  a,  4 ;  V.  X,  3t  4* 

8imonide^  King  of  PenUpolis P ii.  a,  3,  5. 

Simpcox,  an  impostor H.  6^  S.  P.  ii.  x. 

Simple,  servant  to  Slender M.  W.    .  .  I  x,  a,  4;  iii.  i ;  iv.  5. 

Siward,  Earl  of  NortbumberUnd,  general  of 

the  English  forces M v.  4,  6,  7. 

Siward,  Young,  son  to  Siward,  Earl  of  North- 

M v.4.7. 
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Slender,  cousin  to  Shallow    .  •  •  • M.  W.    .  .  Act  i.  Sc.  i ;  ii.  3  :  iii.  i,  a^  4;  v.  a«  5* 

Smith,  the  weaver,  a  follower  of  Jack  Cade  .  .  .  U.  6,  S.  P.  iv.  3,  6,  7, 

Snare,  a  sheriff's  officer H.  4,  S.  P.  ii.  x. 

Snout,  the  tinker M.  N  D.  .i.  ii;iii.  i:  iv.  3. 

Snug,  the  joiner M.  N.  D.  .  L  n;  iii.  i :  iv.  a. 

Solanio,  friend  to  Antonio  and  Bassanio  .  .  •  .  M.  V.  .  •  .  i.  i :  ii.  4,  8 ;  iii.  1,  3 ;  It.  1. 

Soldier M i.  a. 

Solinu8,DukeofEphe8us C.  £.  .  .  .  i.  i :  v.  i. 

Somerset,  John  Beaofort,  Earl  of,  afterwards 

Duke •  .  H.  6,  F.  P.  ii  4 ;  iii.  x ;  iv.  x,  4. 

Somerset,  Duke  of,  of  the  King's  party     .  .  .  .  H.  6,  S.  P.  i  x,  3 ;  iii.  x,  3  ;  iv.  9:  y.  a. 
Somerset,  Duke  o(  a  lord  on  King  Henry's 

side  •  .  .  • H.  6,  T.  P.  iv.  X,  3,  6;  V.  I,  3,  4,  5* 

SomerviUe.  Sir  John H.  6,  T.  P.  v.  x. 

Son  that  has  killed  his  father H.  6,  T.  P.  ii.  5. 

Son  to  Garence R.  T.  .  .  .  ii.  3. 

Son  to  Macduff M iv.  3. 

Soothsayer J.  C.   .  .  .  i.  3  :  h.  4 :  iii.  i. 

Soothsayer > A.  C.   .  .  .  i  3;  ii.  3, 

Southwell,  a  priest H.  6,  S.  P.  i.  4 :  "•  3- 

Speed,  a  clownish  servant  to  Valentine G.  V.  .  .  .  i.  i ;  ii  x,  4.  5 ;  iii.  x ;  iv.  x. 

Stafford,  Sir  Humphrey H.6.  S.  P.  iv.  a  3 

Stafford,  William H.  6,  S.  P.  iv.  a,  3- 

Stafford,  Lord,  of  the  Duke  of  York's  party    .  .  H.  6,  T.  P.  iv.  i. 

Stanley,  Sir  John H.  6,  S.  P.   ii.  4- 

Stanley,  Sir  William H.  6,  T.  P.  iv.  5. 

Stanley,  Lord R.  T.  .  .  .  i  3 ;  ii.  x,  a :  iii.  a,  4 ;  ir.  i,  a,  4,  5 ;  v.  3,  4. 

Starveling,  the  tailor M.  N.  D.  .i.  xi;iii.  i;  iv.  a. 

Stephano,  servant  to  Portia M.  V. .  •  .  v.  i. 

Stephano,  a  drunken  butler T ii.  a ;  iii.  a  ;  iv.  x  ;  v.  x. 

Steward,  servant  to  the  Countess  of  Rousillon    .  A.  W. .  .  .  i.  3  :  iii.  4. 

Strangers,  three T.  Ath.  .  .  iii.  3. 

Strato,  a  servant  to  Brutus J.  C.    ...  v.  3,  5. 

Suffolk,  Earl  of H.  6,  F.  P.   ii.  4 ;  iii.  i ;  iv.  1 ;  v.  3,  5. 

Suffolk,  Duke  of  of  the  King's  party H.  6,  S.  P.  i.  i,  3;  ii.  x,  3  :  iii.  i,  3  :  tv.  x ;  v.  i. 

Suffolk,  Duke  of H.  E.  .  .  .  i.  3;  ii.  s;  iii.  a;  v.  x,  a,  4. 

Surrey,  Duke  of R.  S.    .  .  .  iv.  i. 

Surrey,  Earl  of H.  £.  .  .  .  iii.  a;  v.  3. 

Surrey,  Earl  of,  son  to  the  Duke  of  Norfolk    .  .  R.  T.   .  .  .  v.  3. 

Surveyor  to  the  Duke  of  Buckingham H.  E.  .  .  .  i.  3. 

SilviuB,  a  shepherd A.  L.  •  .  .  ii.  4 ;  iii.  5 ;  iv.  3  ;  v.  3,  4. 

Talbot,  Lord,  afterwards  Earl  of  Shrewsbury  .  .  H.  6,  F.  P.  i.  4,  5 :  ii.  x,  a ;  iii.  a,  3,  4;  iv.  i,  a,  5,  6,  7. 

Talbot,  John,  son  of  Lord  Talbot H.  6,  F.  P.  iv.  5,  6,  7. 

Tamora,  Queen  of  the  Goths .  T  And.  .  .  i.  xx ;  ii.  a,  3,  4  ;  iv.  4;  v.  a,  3. 

Taurus,  lieutenant-general  to  Caesar A.  C.    ...  iii.  8. 

Tear-sheet,  DoU H.  4,  S  P.  ii.  4:  v.  4. 

Thaisa,  daughter  to  Simonides P ii.  2,  3,  5 ;  iii.  a  4;  v.  3. 

ThaKard,  servant  to  Antiochus P i.  x,  3. 

Thersites,  a  deformed  and  scurrilous  Grecian  .  .  T.  C.  .  .  .  ii.  x,  3  ;  iii.  3;  v.  x,  a,  4,  8. 

Theseus,  Duke  of  Athens M.  N.  D.  .  i.  i ;  iv.  i ;  v.  x. 

Thisbe,  in  the  Interlude M.  N.  D.  .  iii.  x  :  v.  x. 

Thomas,  a  friar M.  M.     .  .  i.  4. 

Thurio,  a  foolish  rival  to  Valentine G.'V.  .  .  .ii.  4;  iii.  x,  a;  iv.  a;  t.  a,  4, 

Thyreus,  friend  of  Oesar A.  C.   .  .  .iii.  10,  xi. 

Timandra,  mistress  to  Alcibiades T.  Ath.   .   .  iv.  3. 

Time,  as  Chorus W.  T. .  .  .  iv.  Chorus. 

Timon,  a  noble  Athenian T.  Ath.  .  .  i.  i,  3 ;  iL  3 .  iii.  4,  6 ;  iv.  1,  3 ;  t.  i,  a. 

Titania,  Queen  of  the  Fairies M.  N.  D.  .  ii.  3,  3 ;  iii.  x ;  iv.  x ;  v.  a. 
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Tidnius,  a  friend  to  Brutus  and  Cassias    ....  J.  C.    •  .  •  Act  iv.  Sc.  ai  3 ;  v.  ly  3. 
Titus,  servant  to  one  of  Timon's  creditors    .  .  .  T.  Ath.   .  .  iii.  4. 

Titus  Lartius,  a  general  against  the  Voices  .  .  .  Cor >•  >>  4f  5i  ?•  9  •  ii*  < :  "i«  i* 

Touchstone,  a  clown A.  L.  .  .  .  i.  a ;  ii.  4  :  iii.  2,  3  ;  v.  i,  3,  4. 

Tranio^  servant  to  Lucentio T.  S.    .  .  .  i.  i,  a ;  ii.  x ;  iii.  a ;  iv.  a,  4 ;  v.  1,  a. 

Travers,  domestic  of  Northumberland H.  4,  S.  P.  i.  z. 

Trebonius,  a  conspirator  against  Julius  Caesar    •  J.  C.  *     .  .  ii.  i,  a ;  iii.  i. 

Tribune T.  And.  .  .  v.  3. 

Trinculo,  a  jester T.     .  .  .  .  ii.  2 ;  iii.  a ;  iv.  i ;  v.  x. 

Troilus,  son  to  Priam T.  C.   .  .  .  i.  i,  2 ;  ii.  2 ;  iii.  a ;  iv.  a,  3,  4,  5 ;  v.  i,  7,  3,  4, 

6,  II. 

Tubal,  a  Jew,  friend  to  Shylock M.  V. .  .  .  iii.  z. 

Tutor  to  Rutland H.  6,  T.  P.  i.  3. 

Tybalt,  nephew  to  Lady  Capulet R.  J.   •  .  .  i.  i,  5  ;  iii.  i. 

Tyrrel,  Sir  James R.  T.  .  .  .  iv.  2,  3. 

Ulysses,  a  Grecian  commander T.  C.  .  .  .  i.  3  ;  ii.  3 ;  iii.  3 ;  iv.  5 ;  v.  2,  a^  5. 

Uncle  to  Capulet R.  J.   .  .  .  i.  5. 

Ursula,  a  gentlewoman  attending  on  Hero   .  .  .  M.  A.  •  .  .  ii.  i ;  iii.  1,4;  v.  2,  4. 

Urswick,  Sir  Christopher,  a  priest R.  T.  .  .  .  iv.  5. 

Valentme G.  V.  .  .  .  i.  x  :  ii.  t,  4 ;  iii.  x ;  iv.  x ;  v.  4. 

Valentine,  a  gentleman  attending  on  the  Duke  •  T.  N.  •  .  •  i.  i,  4. 

Valeria,  a  friend  to  Virgilia Cor 1.3;  ii.  i;  v.  3. 

Varrius,  friend  of  Pompey A.  C.  .. .  .  il  i. 

VarrOi  a  servant  to  Brutus J.  C.    .  .  .  iv.  3. 

Vaughan,  Sir  Thomas R.  T.  .  .  .  iii.  3. 

Vaux H  6,  S.  P.   iu.  a. 

Vaux,  Sir  Nicholas H.  E. .  .  .  ii.  x. 

Venice,  Duke  of M.  V. .  .  .  iv.  x. 

Venice,  Duke  of O.     ....  i.  3. 

Ventidius,  one  of  Timon's  false  friends T.  Ath.  .  .  i.  a. 

Ventidius,  friend  of  Antony A.  C.  .  .  .  ii.  a,  3;  iii.  x. 

Verges,  a  city  officer M.  A. .  .  .  iii  3,  5  ;  iv.  a:  v.  x. 

Vernon,  Sir  Richard   . H.  4,  F.  P.  iv.  i,  3;  v.  a,  5. 

Vernon,  of  the  White  Rose,  or  York  faction    .  .  H-  6,  F.  P.  ii.  4  ;  iii.  4 ;  iv.  i. 

Vincentio,  an  old  gentleman  of  Pisa T.  S.   .  .  .  iv.  5 ;  v.  1,  2. 

Vincentio,  the  Duke M.  M.     .  .  i.  z,  4 ;  ii.  3 :  iii.  x,  2 :  iv.  z,  a,  3,  5. 

Viola,  in  love  with  the  Duke T.  N.  .  .  .  i.  2,  4,  5 ;  ii.  2,  4 ;  iii.  z,  4 ;  v.  x. 

ViolenU,  neighbor  and  friend  to  the  Widow    .  .  A.  W. .  .  .  iii.  5. 

Virgilia,  wife  to  Coriolanus Cor i.  3  :  ii.  x ;  iv.  x,  a;  v.  3. 

Voluronia,  mother  to  Coriolanus Cor i.  3  :  >>•  >  J  iii-  2 ;  rr.  i|  a ;  v.  3. 

Volumnius,  a  friend  to  Brutus  and  Cassius  .  .  .  J.  C.    ...  v.  3,  5. 
Voltimand,  a  courtier H i.  a ;  ii.  a. 

Wan  m  the  Interlude M.  N.  D.  .  v.  x. 

Walter  Whitmore H.  6,  S.  P.  iv.  i. 

Wart,  a  recruit H.  4,  S.  P.  iii.  2. 

Warwick,  Earl  of,  of  the  King*s  party H.  4,  S.  P.  iii.  x;  iv.  4:  v.  2. 

Warwick,  Eari  of H.  F.  .  .  .  i.  2  ;  iv.  7,  8  ;  v.  a. 

Warwick,  Ear!  of H.  6,  F.  P.  i   z ;  ii.  4;  iii.  z ;  iv.  z ;  v.  4. 

Warwick,  Earl  of,  of  the  York  Miction H.  6,  S.  P.  i.  z,  3  ;  ii.  2  ;  iii.  2,  3  ;  v.  z,  2,  3- 

Warwick,  Earl  of;  of  the  Duke  of  York's  party  .  H.  6,  T.  P.  i.  1 ;  ii.  z,  a,  3,  6 ;  iii.  3  ;  iv.  2,  6,  8 ;  v.  x,  2. 

Westminster,  Abbot  of .  .  R.  S.  .  .  .  iv.  z. 

Westmoreland,  Eari  of,  friend  to  the  King  .  .  .  H.  4,  F.  P.  i.  x  ;  iv.  a ;  v.  4,  5. 
Westmoreland,  Eari  of;  of  the  King's  party    .  .  H.  4*  S.  P    iv.  z,  a,  3,  4;  v.  2. 

Westmoreland,  Earl  of H,  F.  .  .  .  i.  2  ;  ii.  2 ;  iv.  3 ;  v.  2. 

Westmoreland,  Earl  of,  a  lord  on  King  Henry's 

side H.  6,  T.  P.  i.  X. 
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Widow T.  S.   ...  V.  2. 

Widow  of  Florence)  an  old A.  W.  .  .  •  iii  5»  7 ;  it.  4 ;  v.  x,  3. 

Wife  to  Simpcox H.  6,  S.  P.  ii.  i. 

Wife  to  the  Pander P.     ....  iy.  3, 6. 

William,  a  country  fellow,  in  lore  with  Audrey  .  A.  L.  .  .  .  t.  1. 
Williams,  a  soldier  in  King  Henry's  army   .  .  .  H.  F.  .  .  .  iv.  i,  7,  8. 

Willoughby,  Lord .  .  R.  S.  .  .  •  ii.  x,  3 ;  iii.  x. 

Winchester,  Henry  Beaufort,  Bishop  of,  great- 
uncle  to  the  King,  and  afterwards  Cardinal  .  H.  6,  F.  P.  i.  i,  3 ;  iii.  i ;  iv.  i ;  v.  x,  4. 

Witdies,  three M i*  >»  3 ;  Hi.  5 ;  iv.  x. 

Wolsey,  Cardinal H.  £.  •  .  .  i.  x,  2,  4;  ii.  a,  4:  iii.  x,  a. 

Woodville,  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower H.  6,  F.  P.  i.  3. 

Worcester,  Thomas  Percy,  Earl  of H.  4,  F.  P.  i.  3  ;  iii.  x ;  iv.  x,  3 ;  v.  a,  5. 

Yofk,  Duchess  of R.  S.   ...  v.  a,  3. 

York,  Scroop,  Archbish(^  of,  an  enemy  to  the 

King H.  4,  S.  P.  i.  3 ;  iv.  X,  a. 

Yorlct  Duke  of,  cousin  to  the  King H.  F.  .  .  .  iv.  3. 

York,  Richard  Plantagenet,  Duke  of H.  6,  S.  P.  i.  x,  3,  4;  ii.  a,  3;  iiL  s;  t.  x»3. 

York,  Richard  Phmtagenet,  Duke  of H.  6,  T.  P.  i.  i,  a,  4. 

Yofk,  Richard;  Duke  of,  son  to  Edward  IV.  .  .  R.  T.  .  .  .  ii.  4:  iii.  x. 
York,  Duchess-of,  mother  to  King  Edward  IV., 

Qarencet  and  Gloster R.  T.  •  •  •  ii.  a,  4 ;  iv.  x,  4* 


The  foregoing  index  of  characters,  which  has  been  made  with  great  care,  will  be 
found  available  for  use  in  connection  with  other  editions  of  Shakespeare's  works,  as 
a  few  of  those  characters  which  appear  only  in  the  doubtful  plajs  are  included  in  it 
The  reader  will  have  but  little  practical  difficulty  in  using  it,  notwithstanding  the 
fact  that  the  plays  are  variously  divided  into  acts  and  scenes  by  different  editors. 
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Of  difficuU  word8,  and  of  eoBpresaions  that  have  become  ohsoUte,  or  have  altered 
in  meaning  since  Shakespeare's  time. 


ABATE,  to  depress,  sink,  subdue 

Ab1<>ot8,  servile  perisoDS 

Able,  to  qualify  or  uphold 

Abortive,  issuing  before  its  time 

Absolute,  highij  aooompliahed, 
jporfect 

Abused,  deceived 

Aby,  to  pay  dear  for 

Abysm,  abyss 

Achieve,  to  obtain 

Aoquittanoe,  requital 

Action,  direofcion  hj  mute  signs, 
charge,  or  accusation 

AcHoQ-takiQg,  litigious 

Additions,  titles  or  descriptions 

Address,  to  make  ready 

Addressed,  or  addrest,  readv 

Advance,  to  prefer,  to  raise  to 
honour 

Adversity,  contrariety 

Advertis«ment,  admcniition 

Advertisiitg,  attentive 

Advice,  oonsidezation,  dicoretion, 
thought 

Advise,  to  consider,  recollect 

Advised,  not  precipitant,  cool, 
cautious 

Afeaid,  afraid 

Affect,  love 

Affection,  affectation,  imagina* 
tion.  disposition,  quality 

Affectionea,  affected 

Affections,  passions,  inordinate 
desires 

Affeered,  confirmed 

Affied,  betrothed 

Aifined,  joined  by  affinity 

Affront,  to  meet  or  face 

Afhr,  to  betroth  in  marria|re 

Agff^baby,  diminutive  being 

Agniae,  acknowledge,  confess 

A-good,  in  good  earnest 

Aier> ,  the  nest  of  an  eagle  or  hawk 

Aim,  guess,  encooragemant,  sus- 
picion 

Alder-liefest.  betoved  above  aU 
things 

Ale,  a  merry  meeting 

Allow,  to  approve 

Allowance,  approbation 

Amaze,  to  perplex  or  confuse 

Ame»«ce,  the  lowest  chance  of 
the  dice 

Amort,  sunk  and  dispixited 

An,  as  if 

Anchor,  anchoret 

Andent,  an  ensign 

Anight,  in  the  niirht 

Answer,  retaliation 

Anthropophagiuiaa,  cannibal 

Antic,  tne  fool  of  the  old  forces 

Antiquity*  old  age 

Antres,  caves  and  dens 

Apparent,  seeming,  not  real,  heir 
apparent,  or  next  claimant 

Appeal,  to  accuse 

Appealed,  rendered  apnareni 

Appointment,  preparation 

Apprehension,  opinion 

kpprtit^oakfe,  quick  to  under- 
stand 

Approbation,  entry  on  probation 

Appcoof^  proof,  approbatloii 


Approve,  to  Justify,  to  make  good, 
to  establish,  to  recommend  to 
approbation 

Approved,  felt,  experienced,  con- 
victed by  proof 

Approvers,  persons  who  try 

Aqna-vite,  strong  waters 

Arbitrate,  to  determine 

Arch,  chief 

Argentine,  silver 

Argier,  Algiers 

Argofdes,  ships  of  great  burthen, 
galleons 

Anruuent,  subject  for  conversa- 
tion, evidence,  proof 

Arm,  to  take  up  in  the  arms 

Aroint,  avaunt,  be  gone 

A-row,  successively,  one  after 
another 

Art,  practice  as  distlngniahed  from 
theory,  theory 

Articulate,  enter  into  articles     , 

Articulated,  exhibited  in  articles 

Artificial,  ingenious,  artful 

As,  as  if 

Aspect,  countenance 

Aspersion,  sprinkling 

Assin^o,  a  he-ass 

Assurance,  convevanoe, 

Assured,  affianced 

Astringer,  a  falconer 

Ates,  Instigation  from  Ate,  the 
mischievous  goddess  that  incites 
bloodshed 

Atomies,  minute  particles  dis- 
cernible in  a  stream  of  sunshine 
that  breaks  into  a  darkened 
room,  atoms 

Atone,  to  reconcile 

Attasked.  reprehended,  oomoted 

Attended,  waited  for 

Attent,  attentive 

Attorney,  deputation 

Attorneyship,  the  discretional 
agency  of  another 

Attomied,  supplied  by  siibstita- 
tion  of  embaraies 

Avaunt,  contemptuous  dismissal 

Averring,  confirming 

Audacious,  spirited,  animated 

Audrey,  a  corruption  of  Ethel- 
dteda 

AuKurs,  augnriea  or  prognostica- 
tions 

Aukward,  advene 

Auth^ntio,  an  epithet  i^pUed  to 
the  learned 

Awful,  reverend,  worshipful 

Awleas,  not  producing  awe 

BAOOABV,  stand  back,  give  place 
Bale,  misery,  calamity 
Baleful,  baneful 
Balked,  bathed  or  piled  up 
Balm,  the  oil  of  consecratiom 
Band,  bond 

Bandog,  village  dog  or  mastiff 
Bank,  to  sail  along  the  banks 
Banning,  cursing 
Banquet,  a  feast,  asUght  refectlOB, 
a  dessert 


Bans,  curses 
Bar,  barrier 


Barbed,  caparisoned  in  a  warlike 
manner 

Barful,  full  of  impediments 

Barm,  yeast 

Bam,  or  bairn,  a  child 

Barnacle,  a  kind  of  shell-flsh 

Base,  dishonoured 

Base,  a  rustic  game,  called  prison- 
base 

Bases,  a  kind  of  dress  used  by 
knights  on  horseback 

Basilisks,  a  snedes  of  cannon 

Basta,  Spanish,  'tis  oiougb 

Bastard,  raisin  wine 

Bat,  a  club,  or  staff 

Bate,  strife,  contention 

Bate,  to  flutter  as  a  hawk 

Batlet,  an  instrument  used  by 
washers  of  clothes 

Batten,  to  grrow  lot 

Battle,  arm  V 

Bavin,  brushwood 

Bawcook,  a  jolly  fellow 

Bay,  the  space  between  the  main 
beams  of  a  roof 

Bay-window,  bow  window,  one  in 
a  recess 

Beak,  the  forecastle,  or  the  bolt- 
sprit 

Beard,  to  oppose  in 'a  hostile  man- 
ner, to  set  at  defiance 

Bearing,  carriage,  demeanour 

Beoring-doth,  a  mantle  used  at 
christenings 

Beatf  in  falconry,  to  flutter 

Beating,  hammering,  dwelling 
upon 

Beaver,  helmet  in  general 

Beclc,  a  salutation  made  with  the 
head 

Beoomed,  becoming 

Beetle,  to  hang  over  the  base 

Being,  abode 

Beloi>gings,  endowments 

Be-mete,  be-measure 

Be*moiled,  be-draggled,  be-mired 

Bending,  unequal  to  the  weight 

Beneflt,  beneficiary 

Bent,  the  utmost  degree  of  any 
passion 

Boiumbed,  inflexible,  immoreable 

Beehrew,  in  befall 

Bestowed,  left,  stowed,  or  lodged 

Bestraughtk  distraught  or  dis- 
tracted 

Beteem^  to  give,  to  pour  out,  to 
permit^  or  suflfer 

Bewray,  betray,  discover 

Besonian,  a  term  of  reproach 

Biding,  place,  abiding 

Biffging,  a  kind  of  c«p 

Bilberry,  the  whortleberry 

Bilbo,  a  Hpanish  blade  of  peculiar 
excdlence 

Bilboes,  a  species  of  fetters 

Bin,  a  weapon  carried  by  watch- 
men, a  label,  or  advertisement, 
articles  of  accusation 

Bird-bolt,  a  spedee  of  arrow 

BisiK>n,  blind 

Blank,  the  white  mark  at  which 
an  arrow  is  shot 

Blast,  burst 
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Blear,  to  deoeiTe 

BleacJiy  to  now  pale 

Bleaat,  olended,  mixed 

Blia<^wonn,  the  slnw-worm 

Blood,  aaoestry,  high  spirits,  tme 

metal,  peseions,  natural  propen- 
sities 
Blood-boltered,  danbed  with  blood 
Blown,  puffed  or  swollen 
Blows,  swells 
Bliint,  stupid,  insensible 
Board,  to  aooost,  to  address 
Bobb.  to  trick,  to  make  a  fool  of 
Bodgiad,  boggled,  made  bungling 

work 
Bodkin,  a  small  dagger 
Bold,  oonfident.  to  emboldeii 
Boldness,  oonfidence 
Bolted,  sifted,  refined 
Bolting>h*itch,  the  reoeptade  in 

which  the  meal  is  bolted 
Bombard,  or  bumbard.  a  barrel 
Bombast,  stuffing  of  dothea 
Bona-robas,  ntrumpets 
Bond,  bounden  duty 
Bonj,  or  bonnjr,  handsome,  good< 

lookinir 
Book,  paper  of  oonditions 
Boot,  profit,  advantage,  something 

over  and  above 
Bore,  demeanHd 
Bore,  the  calibre  of  a  gun,  the 

eapadtjof  the  barrel 
Borvs,  stabs  or  wounds 
Bosky,  woodj 

Bosom,  wish,  heart's  desire 
Bote,  worms  in  the  stomach  of  a 

horse 
Bourn,  boundary,  rirulet 
Bow,  yoke 
Brace,  armour  for  the  arm,  state 

of  defence 
Brach.  a  species  of  hound 
Braid,  or^ity  or  deceitful 
Brake,  a  thicket,  furze-bush 
Brare,  to  make  nne  or  splendid 
BraTeiy,  showy  dress 
Brawl,  a  kind  of  dance 
Breach,  of  the  sea,  breaking  of  the 

Breast,  Toioe,  snrfaoe 

Breath,  breathing,  TOioe 

Breath,  to  utter 

Breathed,    inured    by   constant 

praotioe 
BNathing,  compUmentsry 
Breeched,  shoauied 
Breeching,  liable   to  adhool-boy 

punishment 
Bndal,  the  nuptial  feast 
Brief,  a  short  aooonnt,  letter,  or 

enumeration 
Brize,  the  gad,  or  horse-fly 
Broached,  spitted,  transfixed 
Brook,  a  badger 
Broke,  to  deal  with  a  pander 
Broken,  toothless 
Broker,  a  matohmakar,  a  proonress 

or  pimp 
Brooch,  an  ornamental  buckle 
Bruoched,   adocned    as   with   a 

brooch 
Brotherhoods,  confraternities,  or 

corporations 
Brow,  height 

Brownist,  the  name  of  a  sect 
Bruit,  noise,  report 
Bruited,  reported  with  damonr 
Brush,  detrition,  decay 
BocklCb  to  bend»  to  yield  to  pres- 
sure 
Bugs,  bugbears,  terrors 
B^.  the  body 
Bumbard.    See  Bombard 
Bunting,  a  Uzd  outwardly  like  a 
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Burgonet,  a  kind  d  hdmet 
Burst,  broken 

Burr,  to  conceal,  to  ken>  secret 
Butih,  the  sign  of  a  pu>>uo-house 
Bosky,  woody.    8ee  Bosky 
But,  only,  unless,  exoept 
Butt-shaft,  an  arrow  to  shoot  at 

butts  widi 
Buxom,    obedient,    under    good 

command 
By,  according  to,  by  means  of 
B^  rlakin,  by  our  lady  kin  or  little 

lady 

CADDIS,  a  narrow  worsted  gal- 
loon 
Oade,  abarrel 
Cadent,  f<*lling 
Cage,  a  prison 
Oam-coloured,  yellow 
Caitiff,   a    prisoner,   a   slare,  a 

scoundrel 
Oaloolate,  to  foretell  or  prophesy 
Caliver,  a  species  of  musket 
Call,  to  visit 
Cailet,  a  lewd  woman 
Calling,  appellation 
Calm,  qualm 

Canary,  a  sprightly  nimble  dance 
Candltt-wasters.  those  who  sit  up 

aU  night  to  drink 
Canker,  the  dog-rose 
Caiisti<^  candlestick 
Cantel,  or  Cantle,  a  comer  or  piece 

of  anything 
Cantons,  cantos 
Canvas,  to  sift 
CanvaH-cliuiber,asailor  who  dimbs 

to  Hdjust  the  sails 
Cap,  the  top,  the  principal 
Cop,  to  salute  by  t«Jdng  off  the  cap 
Capable,  perceptible,  intelligent, 

quick  of  apprehension,  ample, 

capacious 
Capitulate,  to  make  terms 
Capon,  metaphor  for  a  letter 
Capricious,  lasolTious 
Captious,  capacious,  or  recipient 
Carack,  a  ship  of  great  bulk 
Carbonadoed,  scotched  like  meat 

for  the  gridiron 
Card,  perhaps  a  sea-dhart 
Care,  to  make  provision,  to  take 

care 
Glare,  inclination 
Careires,  the  motion  of  a  horse 
Carkanet,  necklace  or  chain 
Carl,  down  or  husbandman 
Oarlot,  peasant 
Garrer,  a  critic 
Carpet-consideration,  on  a  carpet, 

afesUrity 
Carriage,  import 
Carried,  conducted, 
Garry,  to  prevail  over 
Cart,  a  chariot 
Case,  contemptaoady  for  sUn, 

outside  garb 
Case,  to  sWp  naked 
Cassock,  a  horseman's  greatcoat 
Cast,  to  empty,  as  a  pond,  to  dis- 
miss or  reject 
Castillan,  an  opprobrious 
Gastiliano  vulgo,  a  cant  term  of 

contempt 
Catalan,  some  kind  of  sharper 
Oatling,  a  small  lute-string  made 

of  catgut 
Gavaleroes,  airy,  gay  fdk>ws 
Caviare,  a  delicacy  made  of  the 

roe  of  sturgeon 
Cautdons,  insidious,  cautious 
Cease,  decease,  die,  to  stop 
Censure,  judgment,  opinion 
Censure,  «>  Judge 
Gensursd,  sentenced,  estimated 


Centuries,  oonipanies  of  an  hvsr* 

dred  men  each 
Ceremonies,  honorary  ontamants, 

tokenn  of  respect 
Ceremonious,  superstitions 
Certes,  certainly,  in  truth 
Cess,  measure 
Chaoe,  a  term  at  tennis 
Chair,  throne 

Chamber,  ancient  name  for  London 
Chamber,  a  »peaitis  €i  great  gun 
Chamberers,  men  of  mtriioae 
Champian,  an  open  ooni<try 
Cha<  geling,  a  cnild  changed 
Channel,  a  kennd 
Character,  description,  hand-writ- 
ing 
Charicter,    to    writer    to    infix 

strongly 
Charactery,  the  matter  with  whidi 

letters  are  made 
Chares,  task-work 
Charge,  to  put  to  expense 
Charge,  commission,  employmflnt 
Char^honse,  the  f  ree-sdiool 
Chanoat,  most,  cautious 
Channess,  caution 
Charitable,  dear,  endearing 
Charles's-wain,  the  constdlation 

called  the  Bear 
Chameoo,  a  sort  of  sweet  wins 
Ghttrter,  a  privilege 
Chaudron,  entrails 
Cheater,  eecheacor,  an  offices  in 

the  excheqnar,  gamester 
Check,  command,  control 
Checks,  probablv  for  ethios 
Cheer,  countenance 
Cherry-pit,  a  play  with  disrry^ 

stunee 
Cheveril,  soft  or  kid  leather 
Chew,  to  ruminate,  conidder 
Cbewet,  noisy  chattering  bird 
(Slide,  to  resound,  to  echo,  to 

scold,  to  be  damorons 
Chiding,  sound 
Chiding,  noisy 

Childing,  unseasonably  pregnant 
Chopin,  a  hiich  shoe  or  dog 
Chough,  a  mrd  of  the  daw  kind 
Christom,  the  white  doth  put  os 

a  new  bi^tiMd  child 
Chrystals,  eves 
Chuck,  chicken,  a  t 

ment 

Chuff,  rich,  avaridous 
Cicatrice,  the  scar  of  a  wound 
Obrcumstance,  detail  of  an  aigo^ 

ment,  a  dronmiocntion 
Gital,redtal 

Cite,  to  indte,  to  shew,  to  prove 
Civil,  human  creature,  anything 

human 
Clack-dish,  a  beggar's.diah 
Claw,  to  flatter 
Clear,  pure,  blameless,  fanooawt, 

quite,  fully,  perfectly 
Clearest,  purest,  freest  from  evil 
Clearstory,  a  spedss  of  windows 

in  adiuroh 
Cleave,  to  unite  with  dosdy 
Cliff,  a  key  in  music 
Cling,  to  shrink  or  shrivd  up 
Clinquant,  glittering,  diininf 
Clip,  to  embrace,  to  infold 
Closdy.  secretly,  privately 
Ckm^  the  white  mark  at  which 

ardMrs  take  aim 
Clown,  alicensed  Jester  in  flMnfHes 
Glubs,  a  popular  cry  in  a  strest- 

quarnu 
Coach-f dlow,  one  who  daws  with 

a  confederate 
Coasting,  condliatozy.  Inviting 
Cobloaf ,  a  crusty,  uneven  kal 
Cock,  code-boat  Tc 


of 


Oodkle,aweed 

Oooklad,  inohellad  like  a  oooUe 
Oook-chat-time,  twilight 
Oodliuff,  anciently  an  immatore 
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Comn,  the  oavity  of  a  raised  pie 
Cog,  to  falsify,  to  lie,  defrand 
Oognisanoe,  badge  or  token 
Ooigne,  oorner 
Coil,  hnstle,  atir 
Cold,  nake<i 

Collect,  to  aaeemble  by  obeerratton 
CiUeotion,  corollary,  ooneeqnenoe 
Collied,  black,  smatted  with  coal 
Collier,  formerly  a  term  of  the 

highest  reproach 
Colour,  preujnce 
Coloonible,  speoiooa 
Colonrs,  appearances,  deoeits 
Colt,  to  fool,  to  triok 
Co-mart,  a  joint  bargain 
Combinate,  betrothed 
Combined,  bound  by  agreement 
Comforting,  aiding 
Commence,  to  give  a  beginning 
Commended,  uommitted 
Commission,  authoritj,  power 
Commodity,  interest,  profit 
Commonty,  a  comedy 
Comp.ict,  made  up  of 
Compauion,  fellow 
Company,  comptuiion 
ComMOTtttiTe,  a  dealer  In  oomparl^ 

sons 
Compare,  comp^son 
CompAsaed.  round 
Compas-donate,  plalntiye 
Competitors,  confederates  or  asso- 


Complements,  aooomplishments 
Complexion,  humour 
Comply,  to  compliment 
Compose,  to  oome  to  a  compost* 

tlon 
Composition,  contract  or  bargain, 

con8isten<7,  conoordancy 
Compostnre,    composition*  com- 

post 
Comptible,  submissiTe 
Con,  to  know 
Conceit,     fandfnl     conception, 

thought 
Oonctmt,  connected  harmony  in 

general 
Ccmolnsion,  determination,  reso- 
lution 
Conclusions,  ezperlments 
Concupy,  concupiscence 
Condition,     temper,     character, 

quahties,  Tocauons  or  indma- 

Oobdolement,  sorrow 
Condu<!t,  conductor 
Coney-catched,  deceiTed,  cheated 
Coney-catcher,  a  cheat,  or  shaxper 
Confession,  profession 
Coniect,  conjecture 
Confound,  to  destroy,  to  expend, 

to  consume 
Confounded,  worn  or  wasted         [ 
Consent,  to  agree 
Consent,  oonspizaoy,  wUI,  Msent, 
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Contnuious,  different 

Contrive,  to  spend  and  wear  ovd 

Control,  to  confute 

Convent,  to  serve  or  agree 

Convented,  cited,  summoned 

ConverMttion,     familiar     intev> 
course,  conduct,  behaviour 

Converse,  interchange 

Conversion,  change  of  condition 

Convertite,  convert 

Convey,    to    perform    sleight-of- 
hand,  to  manage  artfully 

Conveyance,  theft,  fraud 

Convince,  to  overpower,  subdue, 
convict 

Convicted,  overpowered,  baffled 

Convive,  to  feuat 

Cope,  to  encounter,  to  engage 

Cope,  uovering 

Copped,  rising  to  a  cop,  or  head 

Copy,  theme 

CorMgio,  an   exclamation  of  en- 
couragement 

Corinthun,  a  woicher 

Corky,  dry,  witheied,  husky 

Coruors,  by-plaues 

Corollarv,  surplus 

Corrigible,  conected 

Costard,  the  head,  an  apple 

Coeter-monger,  meanly  mercenary 

Cote,  to  overtake 

Coted.  quoted,  observed,  or  re- 
garded 

Cotsale,  Cotswood  in  Gloucester- 
shire 

Covered,  hoUow 

Count,  to  make  account,  to  reckon 
upon 

Count  Confeot,  a  spedons  noble- 
man 

Countenance,    false    appearance, 
hypocrisy 

Counterfeit,  a  likeness,  a  portrait 

C«>unterpoints,  counterpanes 

County,  count,  earl 

Cower,  to  sink  by  bending  the  hams 

Cowl-staff,  a  staff  for  carxyiug  a 
large  tub 

Coy,  to  soothe  or  stroke 

Coyed,  condescended  unwillingly 

Coystril,  a  coward  cock,  a  mean 
or  drunken  fellow 

Cozier,  a  tailor  or  botcher 

Crab,  a  wild  apple 

Crack,  a  bov  or  child,  a  boy-ohUd 

Cranks,  windings 

Crauts,  chants 

Crare,  a  small  trading  vessel 

Craven,  a  degenerate,  dispirited 
cock 

Craven,  mean,  oowardly,  to  make 
cowardly 

Create,  compounded,  or  made  up 

Credent,  creditable,  credible 

Credit,  aooount,  ioformation,  ore- 
dalii7 

Credit,  a  great  Ught  set  upon  a 
beacon 

Gressive,  increasing 

Crest,  the  top,  the  nelght 

Creetless,  those  who  have  no  right 
to 
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CnlsBes,  armonr  for  tbe  thighs 

Cullion,  a  despicable  fellow 

Cunning,  sagacity,  knowledge 

Curb,  to  beud  or  truckle 

Curioeity,  finical  delicacy,  sompo* 
lousness  or  captiousness 

Curious,  scrupulous 

Curled,  ostentatiously  dressed 

Currents,  ocounenoes 

Cursed,  under  the  influence  of  a 
malediction 

Curst,  petulnnt,  crabbed,  shrewd- 
ish,  or  mischievous,  severe, 
harah,  vehemently  angry 

Curst  ness,  ill-hnmour 

Curtail,  a  cur  of  little  value 

Curtiil,  a  docked  horse 

Curtle-ax,  or  cutlaoe,  a  broad- 
sword 

Custard-coffin,  the  crust  of  a 
custard  or  pie 

CuKtomer,  a  common  woman 

Cut,  a  horse 

Cyprus,  a  transparent  stuff 

DAFP  or  doff,  to  do  oft,  to  put 

aside 
Dally,  to  plav  or  trifle 
D'luiD,  condemn 
Danger,  rpauh  or  control 
Dank,  wet,  rotten 
DMUbkers,  nntivesof  Denmark 
D  're,  to  challenge  «>r  iucite 
Dark-houxe,  a  bouse  made  gloomy 

by  aiscoutent 
Da'kliug.  in  the  dark 
DaiTaiffu,  to  arrange,  put  in  order 
Daub,  to  dlf^ruise 
Dauberv,  (al8en<*od  and  imposition 
Day-bed,  a  couch 
Day-light,  broad-daj 
Dajr-wouian.  dairy  maid 
Dear,  best,  unportmit,  dire 
Deam,  lonel>  solitary 
Death-tokens,  spots  nppearing  on 

those  infected  by  the  plague 
Debushed,  dei'sncned 
Decay,  misfortunes 
Deceiva^le,  deceptions 
Deck,  to  cover,  a  p«ok 
Decline,  to  run  through  from  first 

tolant 
Declined,  theftdlen 
Deem,  opinion,  sumlse 
Defeat,  destruction 
Defeatures,   features,  change  ot 

features  for  the  worse 
Defence,  art  of  fencing 
Defend,  to  forbid 
Defensible,  furnishing  the  means 

of  defence 
Defiance,  refusal 

Deformed,  deforming 

Deftly,  dexteroualy,  with  adroit- 
ness 

Defy,  to  refuse,  to  disdain 

Degrees,  steps 

Delay,  to  let  slip 

Demerits,  mfTita 

Demise,  to  grant 

Demurelv,  solemnly 
I  Denay.  denial 
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Despfltste,  bold,  advoitiiroiis 

Detected,  charged,  or  goiltj 

Determined,  ended 

Dibble,  on  instroment  used   hj 


.ditordolt 

Dickon,  fomiliarlj  for  Richard 
Die,  gaminar 
Diet,  to  oblige  to  iaat 
Diffofied,  extrayagant,  irregolar 
Digress,  to  deviate  from  the  right 
tHgreesion.  transgression 
Direction,  judgment,  skill 
Disable,  to  undervaloe 
Disappointed,  unprepared 
Disclose,  to  hatch 
Discontenting,  discontented 
Discontents,  malcontents 
Discourse,  reason 
Disdained,  disdainfol 
Disease,  uneasiness,  diaoontent 
Diseases,  sayings 
Disffraoe,  hardship,  injurx 
Diuimns,  nnpaints,  obliterates 
Dispark,  to  destroy  a  park 
Di^onge,  to  discharge  as  a  sponge 
Dispose,  to  nuu«  terms,  to  settle 

matters 
Disposition,  frame 
Disputable,  disputatioua 
Dissemble,  to  gloss  OTer 
Dissembling,   putting    dissimilar 

things  together 
Distasie,  to  corrupt,  to  change  t  > 

a  worse  state 
Distemper,  intoxication 
Distemperature,  perturbation 
Distempered,  ruffled,  out  of  hu- 
mour 
Distractions,  detachments,  sep»> 

rate  bodies 
Distraught,  distracted 
Diverted,  turned  out  of  the  course 

of  nature 
Dividable.  divided 
Divisiou,  the  pauses  or  parts  of 

musical  oompositioii 
Doctrine,  skill 
Doff.    SeeDafl 
Dole,  lot,  allowance 
Dolpnin,  the  Dauphin  of  France 
Don,  to  do  on,  to  put  on 
Done,  enended,  consumed 
Double,  fall  of  dnplicitj 
Doubt,  to  fear 
Dout,  to  do  out,  extinguish 
D^wle,  a  feather 
Down^gyved,  hanging  down  like 

what  confines  the  fetters  round 

tbe  ancles 
Drab,  whoring 

Drawn,  embowelled,  exenterated 
Dread,  epithet  applied  to  kings 
Drew,  assembled 
Dribbling,  a  term  of  contempt 
Drive,  to  fly  with  impetuoei^ 
Drollery,  a  show  performed  by 

puppets 
Dnigs,  drudges 
Drumble,  to  act  lasflj  and  stu 

pidlT 
Dry,  thirsty 
Dnodame,  duo  ad  me,  bring  him 

tome 
Dudgeon,  the  handle  of  a^dagger 
Due,  to  endue,  deck,  grace 
DoU,  melancholy,  gentle,  soothing 
Dull,  to  render  callous,  insensible 
%  a  person  stupidly 


Dump,  a  mournful  elegy 
Dup,  to  do  up,  to  lift  up 

EAOEB,  sour,  sharp,  harsh 
Eanlings,  Iambs  Just  dropi 
Ear,  to  plough 
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Easy,  tflgfat,  inecaisiderahl« 

Bene,  to  eke  out 

Bcstaoy,  alienatiom  of  mind,  mad- 
ness 

EfFectfl,  affects,  or  afltetions, 
actions,  deeds  effected 

Eftest,  deftest,  r«adie8t 

gOTtjagypsy 

Eld,  old  time,  or  persons 

Element,  initiation,  previous  prao- 
tioe 

Embossed,  inclosed,  swollen,  puf^ 

Em'bowelled,  exhausted 

Embraced,  indulged  in 

Eminence,  high  honours 

Emperr,  dominion,  sovereign  com- 
mand 

Emulation,  rivalry,  envy,  factious 
contention 

Emulous,  jealous  of  higher  au- 
thority 

Encave,  to  hide 

Enfeoff,  to  invest  with  possession 

Engine,  instrument  of  war,  mili- 
tary machine,  the  rack 

Engross,  to  fatten,  to  pamper 

Engrossments,  acotimulations 

Enkindle,  to  stimulate 

Enmew,  to  coop  up 

Ensoonce,  to  protect  as  with  a 
fort 

Snseamed,  greaey 

Enshield,  shielded 

Entertain,  to  retain  in  serrioe 

Entertainment,  the  pay  of  an 
army,  admission  to  office 

Entreatments,  the  objects  of  en- 
treaty 

Envy,  hatred,  or  malice 

Bphef^on,  a  oont  term  for  a  toper 

Equipage,  stolen  goods 

Erewhile,  just  now 

Escoted,  paid 

Esil,  a  nver  so  called,  or  vinegar 

Ssjperance,  the  motto  of  the  Perey 

Espials,  spies 

Essential,  existent,  real 

Estimate,  price 

Estimation,  conjecture 

Even,  calm,  equable,  temperate, 
equal,  fellow 

Even,  to  act  up  to 

Examined,  questioDed,  doubted 

Excrement,  the  beard 

Excrements,  the  hair,  nails,  fea- 
thers of  birds,  fto. 

Execute,  to  employ,  put  to  use 

B^Mmtion,  employment,or  exercise 

Executors,  exvoutioners 

Exempt,  excluded 

Exerdse,  exhortation,  lecture,  or 
confession 

Exhale,  hale  or  lug  out 

Exhibition,  allowanoe 

Exigent,  end 

Exorcist,  a  person  who  oaa  raise 
spirits 

Expect,  expectation 

Expedient,  e:q>editiou8 

Expiate,  fully  completed 

Expostulate,  inquire  or  disouss 

Expostu  re,  exposure 

Express,  to  reveal 

Expulsed,  ei^>elled 

ExsuiBicate,  contemptihlek  abo- 
minable 

Extend,  to  seize 

Extent  in  law,  violence  in  general 

Extirped,  rooted  out 

Extracting,  that  which  draws 
away  from  everything  but  its 
own  ol^f  ct 

Extravagant,  vnmdering 

Extremes,  extravagAnce  of  oon- 
dnot,  extremitiee 


Syaaas,  yoimg  neetttttst 
Eyas  musket,  infant  luliputiaB 
Eye,  a  small  shade  of  colour 
Eyliads,     glanoes,    looks.      80s 
OeUiads 

FAOB,  to  oany  a  foolish  appear^ 

ance 
Faced,  turned  up  with  facings 
Fadnorous,  wicked 
Fact,  guilt 
Factious,  active 
Fscultiee,  medicinal  virtues,  office, 

exercise  of  power 
Fadge,  to  suft  or  fit 
Fading,  tbe  burthen  of  a  song 
Fair,  bMutv,  comple^on,  fairness 
Fair-betrothed,  fairly  contracted, 

honourably  affianced 
FaithfuL  not  an  inlidel 
Faithfully,  fervently 
Fsitors,  traitors,  rascals 
Fall,  to  let  fall,  to  drop 
Fall,  an  ebb 
False,  to  make  false 
lUsely,  dishonsitly,  tzeaeheronsly 
Falsing,  fiUsifyiug 
Familiar,  a  demon 
Fancy,  love 
Vnaoj    free,    exempt  from    the 

power  of  love 
Fang,  to  seize  or  gripe 
Fans,  ancient 

Fantastical,  creatures  of  fancy 
Fap,  drunk 
Far,  extensively 
Farced,  stuffed 
Fashions,  faroens  or  farpT 
Fat,  dull 
Fate,  an  action  predetermined  Ij 

fate 
Favour,    countenance,    features, 

indulgence,  pardon,  appearance 
Fear,  the  object  of  fear,  daut^er 
Fear,  to  intimidate 
Feared,  frightened 
Fearful,  timorous,  formidable 
Feat,  ready,  dexterous 
Feated,  formed,  made  neat 
Feature,  beauly  in  general,  east 

and  make  of  the  face 
Federary,  a  confederate 
Fee-grief  a  peculiar  sorrow 
Feeder,  an  eater,  a  servant 
Feere,  or  Pheese,  a  oompaniofn,  a 

husband 
Feet,  footing 
F^Il.skh> 

F^-f eats,  savage  practices 
Fellow,  companion 
Fence,   the  art   of ,  or  skUl  in 

defence 
Feodaxy,  an  aooomplioe,  a  oonf^ 

derate 
Festinat«1y,  hastOv 
FMtival  tenns,  sj^endid  plirweo- 

F^,  fetched 

Few,  in  short,  in  f^w  words 

Fioo.aflg 

FieldedVin  the  field  of  battle 

Fierce,  proud,  nasty,  vehement. 

Fig.  to  insult 

Fights,  dotbes  hung  round  a  ship 
to  conceal  the  men  from  the 


smy 
FI]e,aB8t 
Filed,  defiled 

Filed,  gone  an  equal  pace  with. 
Fills,  the  shafts 
Filths,  common  tewera 
Fine,  the  oonclnsion 
Fine,  full  of  flnesbe,  artfnl 
Fine,  to  make  shtiwy,  spaolon> 
Finelessb  boundless,  enoaesi  ^v^ 


ffhago  lor  Tinco 

FIxe-axako,  will-o'-tihe-wiip,  or  a 

flxe-work 
Fire  new,  bren  new,  new  from  the 

fotge 
nrkL  to  ohaatiw 
Plrst,  noblest,  meet  eminent 
Tit,  a  dirieion  of  a  song 
Fitchew,  a  polecat 
Firet.  a  distemper  in  liorsee 
Flap-oragon,  a  small  inflammable 

snbstanoe,  which  toper*  awallow 

In  a  glaae  of  wine 
Flap  jaoki.  pancakes 
Flauc,  a  soldier's  powder-hem 
Flatness,  lowneas,  derpth 
Flaw,  a  sodden  Tiolent  gnst  of 

wind 
Flaj^t  stripped 

Fleokea,spotted,dappled,  streaked 
Fleet,  to  float 
Fleetmg,  inconsistent 
Fleshmeut,  flrst  act  of  military 

serrioe 
newed,  haying  tlie  flews  or  chaps 

of  a  honnd 
FUckerisg,    flattering    like    the 

motion  ot  a  flame 
Flight,  a  sort  of  shooting 
Floarish,  ornament 
Flote,  wave 
Flash,  matnre,  ripe 
Fbeman,  an  enemy  in  war 
Foin,  to  thmst  in  fencing 


^S^ 

Fondly,  foolishhr 

Fool's  sanies,   DaaUee  with  the 

head  of  a  fool 
0  FootH^th,  ahoosing  ooTOring  the 

body  of  the  horse,  and  almost 

reacting  to  the  groand 
Force,  to  enforce,  to  urge 
Force,  to  staff 
Forced,  false 
Fordid,  destroyed 
Fordo,  to  ondo,  to  destroy 
Fordone,  oreroome 
Forf ended,  prohibited,  forbidden 
Foreiim*  emidoyed  in  foreign  on- 


Forepaat,  already  had 

Fore-slow,  to  be  dilatory,  to 
loiter 

Forestall,  to  prerent  by  anticipa- 
tion 

ForgetiTe,  inTsntiTe,  imaginatiTO 

Forked,  homed 

FbrmaL  not  out  of  form,  regular, 
•ensiSle,  in  form,  in  shape 

Former,  foremost 

ForsjiHtks^  oontrsdictad,  spoken 
sgainst 

^nthooming,  in  oD«to4y 
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:,  filling  tin  there  be  no 
room  for  moae 

Fnllams,  loaded  dice 

Fnlleet,  most  complete  sad  per- 
fect 

Famiter,  fumitory 

Furnished,  dressed 

GABABDIKE,  a  loose  felt  doak 

Oad,  a  polntea  instrument 

Gain-giTing,  misgiving 

Gainsay,  to  unsay,  deny,  oontra- 
diot 

Gsit.  way,  or  steps 

Galuard,  an  ancient  dance 

GaUiasses,  a  species  of  galleys 

Gallow^asses  neavy  armed  foot 

Gallow,  to  scare  or  frighten 

Oallymawfx^,  a  medley 

Game,  sport,  jest 

Gamester,  a  frolicsome  person,  a 
wanton 

Gaping,  shoating  or  roaring 

Garboiis,  commotion,  stir 

Garish,  gnudy,  showy 

Gttsted,  frightened 

Gaudy,  a  festival  d%y 

Gawds,  baables,  toys 

Gaze,  attention 

Gear,  a  genersl  word  for  things  or 
matters 

Geek,  a  fool 

General,  generality 

Generatimi,  childrian 

Generosity,  high  birth 

Gentility,  urbaniirT^ 

Gentle,  noble,  high-minded,  be- 
longing to  gentry 

Gently,  complaisance 

German,  aidn 

Germins,  seed8|begun  to  ^rout 

G«st,  a  stage  or  Journey 

Gib.  a  oat 

Gigiot,  a  wanton  wench 

Gilder,  a  coin  valued  at  Is.  6d.  or 
2s. 

Gflt,  gflding.  golden  monoy 

Ginunel,  a  ring  or  engine 

Qinff,agang 

Gird,  a  sarcasm  or  gibe,  emotion 

Gleek,  to  Joke  or  scoff,  to  beguile 

Glase,  to  expound,  to  comment 
upon. 

Glut,  to  englut  or  swallow  up 

Gnarled,  knotted 

Good-deed,  indeed,  in  very  deed 

Qood-den,  good  evening 

Good-life,  of  a  moral  or  Jovial  turn 

Good-Jer,  gongere,  morbus  gal- 
licus 

Gorbellied,  ftit  and  corpulent 

Qossins,  tattling  women  who  at- 
tend lyimes-in 

Gossomer.  the  white  oobweb-like 
exhalations  that  fly  t  bout  in  hot 
sunny  weather 
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Green,  imripe,  not  folly  formed 
Greenly,  awkwardly,  unskilfully 
(Greets,  pleases 
€Mef,  pain,  grievances 
Griefs,  grievances,  wrongs 
Grievances,    sorrows,    sorrowful 

afFections 
Grieve,  to  lament  for 
Grise,astep 
Grosdy.paTpably 
Groundlings,  the  frequenters  of 

the  pit  in  the  playhoose 
Growinff,  accruing 
Guard,  to  fringe  or  laoe 
Guarded,  ornamented 
Guatds,  badges  of  dignity 
Guerdon,  reward 
Goiled,  treacherous 
Guinea-hen,  a  prostitute 
Gules,  red,  a  term  in  heraldry 
Gulf,  the  swallow,  the  tLxoat 
Gun-stones,  cannon-baUs 
Gurnet,  a  fish  resembling  a  piper 
Gust,  taste,  raslmess 
Gyve,  to  catch,  to  shackle 
Gyves,  shackles 

HACK,to  become  cheap  and  vulgar 

Haggard,  a  spedee  of  hawk 

Hatfgard,  wild, 

Hair,  complexion  or  character 

Happily,  accidentally,  fortunately 

Hardiment,  bravery,  stoutoess 

Harlocks,  wild  musiud 

Harlot,  a  cheat 

Harrow,  to  conquer,  to  subdoe 

Harry,  to  use  rougUy,  harass 

Having,  estate  or  lortune,  prom<^ 
tion,  allovrance  of  expense 

Haviour,  behaviour 

Haught,  haughty 

Haughty,  high,  elevated 

Haunt,  company 

Hay,  a  term  in  the  fencing-eohool 

Head,  body  of  forces 

Heart,  the  most  valuable  or  pre- 
cious part 

Heat,  heated 

Heat,  violence  of  rosniiiinent 

Heavy,  slow 

Hebenon,  henbane 

Hefted,  heaved 

Hefts,  heavings 

Hell,  an  obsouxe  dungeon  in  a 


Helmed,  steered  through 
Henchman,  a  page  of  honour 
Hent,  seized,  or  taken  ] 

of 

Herebr,  as  it  may  hi^peH 
Hermns.  beadsmen 
Host,  behest,  command 
High-fantastical,  fantastical  to  the 

height 
High-repented,  repented  to  the 

utmost 
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ffnmoroos,    olitfg«able,    lra]iiid« 

moist 
Huogrj,  sterflA,  nnproliflo 
Hiint-oounter,  base  tjke,  worth* 

lem  dog 
Hnuts-up,  a  luume  of  %  tone,  % 

moroin^  nong 
Harlj,  noise 
Burtimg,   noisj,  wifh  impetno- 

SitT 

HiisbaQfirr,  thrift,  fragalitj 
H(uwife.aJUt 

ICB-BBOOE.  a  brook  of  i^  qvali- 

t^en  iu  HjAui 

r  f  cks.  in  faith 
1l|.in*iaN<e<1,  ilUlodged 
Dl-u  rtured,  Ul-eduoated 
ImigOK,  chil'iren,  repruMntatives 
luibdre,  to  lay  open,  or  displaj  to 

Imniauity,  barbarity,  ■avagenen 

Immediacy,  close  Aftnn^^f^y»^ 

I  lip,  to  supply 

Imp,  progeny 

Impiir,  ausui table 

Impartial,    sometimet  used    for 

partial 
Im panned,  watered  and  staked 
ImpeMh,  to  bring  into  question 
Impeactmieut,  reproach  or  impn- 

tatiou,  hiudraoce 
Imperious,  imperial 
IniperseTeraut,  persererant 
ImpHticos,  to  impettiooat,  or  im- 

pocket 
Importance,  importiinaoy 
Importance,  thn  thing  imported 
Importing,  impl>ing,  denoting 
Impofle,  injunction,  command 
Impositions,  onmmands 
Impossible,  incredible,  or  inoon- 

Ofoivable 
Impress,  to  compel  to  serre 
Impress,  a  device  or  motto 
Impugn,  oppose,  controyert 
Incaruardine,  to  starn  of  %  red 

oolour 
Incensed,  tndted,  snggested 
Incliuing,  compliant 
Inolip,  t<»  embrace 
Include,  to  shut  up,  oondnde 
Inclosire,  eudosea 
Innony,  or  kony,  fine,  delicate 
Incorrect,  ill-regniated 
Increase,  produce 
Indent,  to  oargain  and  article 
Indifferent,  sometimes  for  differ- 
ent, impartial 
Indite,  to  oouTiot 
Induction,    entraaoe,    beginning, 

preparations 
Indurance,  delay,  procrastination 
lugagiid,  Bometimen  for  unengaged 
Ingr.Jt,  moted,  settled 
Inhabitable,  not  habitable 
InHi'dt,  to  forbi<l 
Iiihooped,  enclosed,  confined 
InK^hom  mate,  a  book-mate 
lukle,  a  kind  of  tape^  crewell,  or 

worsted 
Inlaid,  dTilixed.  not  rustiG 
Insane,  that  which  makes  insane 
Insconos.  to  fortify 
Inscnlped,  engraven 
Tn^eparate,  inseparable 
Inxtanoes.  motives 
Insuit.  soUoitatioii 
Intend,  to  pretnnd 
Inteoding,  regarding 
Inteiidmant,  intention  or  dispoei' 

tlon 
Ihtenible,  incaxMible  of  retaining 
Intentionu  eagerness  of  desire 
Inteutivaly,  with  full  attention 
InlMgateciea,  IntaRogatoriet 
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Intormission,  pause,  Inier filing' 

time 
Intrenchant,  thai  which  oannot 

be  cut 
Intrinse,  intrinsioate 
Inveution,  imatnoation 
Inwardnetis,  intimacy,  confidence 
Iron,  clad  in  armour 
Irr^ulous,  lawltsss,  Ucentioua 
Insnes.  conaeqnenoes,  condnsionB 
Iteration,  dtation,  redtation 

JAOE,  a  term  of  contempt 

Jack-a-lent,  a  pupp««t  thrown  at  in 
Lent 

Jnck,  guardant,  a  Jack  in  ofBce 

Jaded,  treated  with  contempt, 
worthless 

Jar,  the  noise  made  bj  the  pendu- 
lum o'  a  clock 

Jaundng,  j  tunting 

JoHses,  straps  of  leather  by  whidi 
tue  hawk  ia  held  on  the  fist 

Jest,  to  play  a  part  in  a  mask 

Jer.,  to  strut 

Jovial,  belonging  to  JoTe 

Journal,  daily 

Jump,  to  agree  with,  to  put  into 
agitation 

Jump,  hazard,  to  renture  at 

Jump,  just 

Justicer,  Justice,  Judge 

Jut.,  to  encroach 

Jutty,  to  project 

Juvemd,  a  young  man 

EAM,  awry,  crooked 

Keeoh,  a  solid  lump  or  mans 

Red,  to  oool 

Keep,  to  restrain,  to  dwdl,  to 

reside 
Eeisar,  Cfssar 

Kerues,  light-armed  Irish  foot 
EickHy.wioksy,  a  wife 
Kiln-hole,  a  place  into  which  coals 

are  put  under  a  stove 
Kind  natur«>,  spedee 
Kindless,  unnatural 
Kindly,  naturally 
Kindly,  kinored 
Kim^ed,  ruled  by 
Kinsman,  near  relatiTe 
Kirtle,  part  of  a  woman's  dress 
Knave,  servant 
Kaife,  a  nword  or  dagger 
Knots,  figures  planted  in  box 
Know,  to  acknowledge 
Know  of,  to  consider 

LABBAS,  Upe 

Laced  mutton,  a  woman  of  the 
town 

Lackeying,  moving  like  a  lackey 
or  page 

Lag,  the  meanest  persons 

Lanops,  lanoe-men 

Land-daom,  to  destroy  fai  some 
war 

Lanas,  landing-peaces 

Lapfled.  time  suffered  to  dip 

Large,  licentious 

Las4-lom,  forsaken  of  his  mis- 
tress 

Latch,  to  laj  hold  of 

Latched  or  letched,  licked  over 

Lated,  belated,  benighted 

Latten,  thin  as  a  lath 

Lavoltas.  a  kind  of  dances 

Lannd.  lawn 

Lay,  a  wager 

Leaguer,  the  camp 

Leasing,  lying 

Leather-coati^  a  spedes  of  apple 

Leave,  to  part  with,  to  give  away 

Leech,  a  physidan 

Leer,  feature,  complexion 


Leet,  oourt-leet,  or  ootixt  of  ilia 

manor 
Legerity,  lightness,  nJmbleness 
Leges,  alleges 
Leiger,  resident 
Leiuan.  lover,  mistress 
Lenten,  short  and  spare 
L'envoy  moral,  or  oondnston  of  a 

poem 
Let,  to  hinder 
Let  be,  to  dedst 
Lethe,  death 

Lewd,  iguorant,  idle,  wicked 
Lewdly,  wickedly 
Libbard,  or  lubbar,  a  leopard 
Liberal,   liceiitious  or    gioss   in 

language 
Liberty,  libertinism 
Lioenoe,  an  appearance  of  ttoen- 

tiousness 
Lie,  to  redde,  to  be  imprisoned 
Lief<»st,  dearest 
Lieger,  an  ambassador  at  a  foreign 

court 
Lifter,  a  thief 
Lig  t  o'  love,  a  dance  tune 
Lig>it1y,  commonly,   in  ordinary 

course 
Ligbtness,  levity 
Like,  to  compare 
Likelihood,  similitude 
Likeness,    spedous    or  Sfmmlng 

virtue 
Liking,  condition  d  body 
LimOttuk,  a  vessel  used  in  distill- 
ing ^ 
limbo,  a  place  supposed  to  be  in 

the  neighbourhood  of  hdl 
Lime,  binl-lima 
Limed,  entangled  or  oaoght,  ss 

with  bird-lime 
Limit,  appointed  time  < 

Limited,  appointed,   regular,  or- 
derly 
Ltmits,  estimates,  oaloolatioas 
Line,  g*»nealogy 
Lined,  delineated 
Liu*(tock,  a  staff  to  which  the 

match   is  fixed  wben  ordnance 

ia  fired 
List,  the  bound  or  limit 
Lither,  fiexible,  yidding 
Liv.-lihoo4,  appearance  of  life 
Livery,  a  law  phmse  bdonging  to 

the  feudal  tenures 
Liviug,  estate,  property 
Livimr,  speaking,  manifest,  aotoal 
Loach,  a  amall  fish 
Lob.  looby,  a  term  of  i 
Lockram,   some   kind  of 

linen 
Lode-star,  the  leading  or  guiding 

star 
Lodged,  laid  by  the  vrlnd 
Loffe,  to  laugh 
Loiigats,  a  game  played  with  pint 

of  wood 
Longing,  lomred  for 
LomcVv,  longingly 
Loof,  to  brmg  a  ressd  dose  to  the 

vrind 
Loon  or  lown,  a  base  fellow 
Lop,  the  branches 
Lot.  a  prize 
Lottery,  allotment 
Lown.    See  Loon 
Lowted,  treated  withoonten^t 
Lowts,  downs 
Lubber.    See  Libbard 
Lullaby,  sleep  in  house,  is.,  etmdle 
Lunes,  lunacy,  frenzy 
Lurch,  to  win 
Lure,  a  thing  stuffed  to  tempt  the 

hawk 
Lush,  rank,  Insolous 
Lustiok,  lusty,  oheecfnl,  plesatwt 


.  Loxnrioos,  ImaolTloai 
I^m,  a  spedae  of  dog 

KACE,  a  sceptre 

Made,  enriched 

Hagnifloent,  gloiTlxig,  boaettng 

Magnifloo,  a  oaieC  man  or  gxaodee 
at  Venice 

Hailed,  wrapped  up,  oorered  with 

Main  top,  top  of  the  maixi-mast 

Make,  to  bar,  to  shut 

Mallrin,  a  ■oollion,  a  ooane  wench 

Mall,  Mrs.  alias  Maiy  Frith,  or 
Moll  Catporse 

Malleoho.  mischief 

Mammenng,  hesitating 

Manunets,  puppets 

Mammock,  to  cut  in  pieces 

Man,  to  tame  a  hawk 

Manage,  oonduot,  administration 

Mandrake,  a  root  supposed  to  hare 
the  shape  of  a  man 

Marches,  the  borders,  limits,  or 
oonflnes 

Marchpane,  a  qpedes  of  sweet- 
meat 

Martial-handy  a  careless  scrawl 

Martlemaa,  the  latter  spring 

Match,  an  appointment,  a  compact 

Mate,  to  confound 

Meacock,  a  dastardlj  creature 

Mealed,  sprinkled  oc  mingled 

Mean,  the  tenor  in  music 

Means,  interest,  pains 

Measure,  the  reach 

Measure,  stately  solemn  danoe 


Medal,  portrait 

Meddle,  to  mix  with 

Medidne,  a  she-phrsiolan 

Meed,  merit,  desert,  exceUenoe 

Meet,  match 

Meiny,  people,  domestics 

Memories,  memorials,  remem- 
brances 

Memorized,  made  memorable 

Memory,  memorial 

Mephistophilus,  the  name  of  a 
spirit  or  familiar 

Mercatant^,  a  merchant 

Mere,  exact,  entire,  absolute 

Mered,  mere 

Mermaid,  siren 

Messes,  degrees  about  court 

Metal,  temper 

Metaphysical,  supernatural 

Mete-yard,  measuring  yard 

Mewed,  confined 

Micher,  a  truant,  lurking  thief 

Miching,  playing  truant,  skulking 
about 

Mien,  countenance 

Mince,  to  walk  with  affected  deli. 


^-— — p.  calling  to  remembrance, 

reminding 
Mineral,a  mine 
Minnow,  a  small  riTer  flsh,  a  term 

of  contempt 
Minstrelsy,  office  of  minstrel 
Miscreated    lll-begotten,    ilkgiti. 

mate 
M  isdoubt,  to  suspect 
Misery,  ararioe 
Misprised,  mistaken 
Misprising,  despising,  or  nnder- 

▼aiuing 
Missives,  messengers 
Mistaken,  misrepresented 


Mistempered,  angiT 
Mistress,  the  lack  m  Dowung 
Mobled  cr  manled,  roiled,  grossly 


Mode,  the  form  or  state  of  things 
Model,  image,  repisssBtative,  3opy 


GLOSSABT. 

Modem,  trite^  oommon,  meanly 


pretty 
Modeetj 


odeety,  moderation 

Module,  model,  pattern 

Moe  or  mowe,  to  make  moat}i8 

Moiety,  a  portion 

Mollification,  padflcation,  soften- 
ing 

Home,  a  dull  stupid  blockhead 

Momentany,  momentary 

Month's  mind,  a  popish  anniver^ 
saij 

Mood,  anger,  resentment,  maTmer 

Moody,  melanchoW 

Moon-calf,  an  inanimate  shapeless 

Moonish,  variable 
Moral,  secret  meai 
Morisco,  Moor  or 

morris 
Morris-pike,  Moorish  pike 
Mortal,  murderous,  fatal 
Mortified,  ascetic,  religious 
Motion,  a  kind  of  puppet-show 
Motion,  dirinitory  agitation 
Motion,  desires 
Motions,  indignation 
Motive,  assistant  or  mover,  that 

which  contributes  to  motion 
Mouse,  to  manunock,  to  tear  to 

pieces 
Mouse,  a  term  of  endearment 
Mouse-hunt,  a  weasel 
Mowe.    See  Moe 
Moy,  a  pieoe  of  money  or  a  measure 

of  com 
Much,  an  expression  of  disdain 
Much,  strange,  wonderful 
Muck-water,  drain  of  a  dunghill 
Muffler,  a  Idnd  of  dress  for  the 

lower  part  of  the  face 
Muliters,  muleteers 
Mulled,  softened  and  dispirited 
Multiplied,  multitudinous 
Multitudinous,  full  of  multitudes 
Mummy,  the  balsamic  liquor  of 
Mure,  a  wall 
MorkV,  dark 

Murrian,  a  plague  in  cattle 
Muse,  to  adjnire,  to  wonder 
Must,  a^scramble 
Mutine,  to  rise  in  mutiny 
Mutines,  mutineers 

NAPKIN,  handkerchief 
Native,  formed  by  nature 
Nature,  natural  parent 
Nay-wcMPd,  a  wi^bch-word  or  by- 

-word 
Neat,  finical 
Neb  or  nib,  the  mouth 
Neeld,  needle 
Neif.  fist 
Nephew,  a  grandson  or  any  lineal 

descendant 
Nether-stocks,  stockinga 
Newness,  innovation 
Newt,  the  eft 
Next,  nearest 
Nice.  siUv,  trifiing 
Nick,  reckoning  or  count 
Nick,  to  set  a  mark  of  foUr  on 
Nighted,  made  dark  as  night 
Night-rule,  frolic  of  the  night 
Nine  men's  morris,  a  game 
Nobility,  distinction,  eminence 
Nobless,  nobleness 
Noddy,  fool,  game  at  cards 
Noise,  music 

Nonce,  on  purpose,  for  the  turn 
Nook-shotten,  that  which  shoots 

intocai>es 
Northern    man,   vlr    borealis,  a 

clown 
Note,  notice,  information,  remark 
Novice,  a  youth 
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Novum,  some  game  at  dice 
Nowl,  a  head 
Nurture,  education 
Nuthook,athief 

OBLIGATIONS,  bonds 

Observed,  paid  respective  attefr 
tionto 

Observing,  religiously  attentive 

Obsequious,  serious,  as  at  funeral 
obsequies,  careful  of 

Obsequiously,  funerally 

Occupation,  men  occupied  in  bull 
ness 

Occurrents,  incidents 

Oe,  a  circle 

Oeiliad,  a  cast  or  glance  of  the  eye. 
SeeEvliads 

O'erdied,  died  too  mudi 

O'erlooked,  slighted 

O'er-parted,  having  too  consider- 
able a  part 

O'er-raught,  over-reached 

O'er-wreeted,  wrested  beyond  the 
truth 

Offering,  the  assailant 

Office,  service 

Offices,  culinary  or  servants'  apart* 
meats 

Old,  frequent,  more  than  enou^ 

Once,  sometime 

Oneyers,  accountants,  bankers 

Opal,  a  precious  stone  of  almost 
all  colours 

Operant,  active 

Opinion,  obstinacy,  conceit*  dia- 
racter 

Opposite,  adverse,  hostUe,  adver- 
sary 

Oppo«ition,  combat 

Orbs,  circles  made  by  fafriea  on 
the  ground 

Orchard,  a  garden 

Ordinance,  rank 

Orgulous,  proud,  disdainfol 

Osprev,  a  kind  of  eagle 

Ostent,  show,  ostentation 

Overblow,  to  driveaway,  to  keep  oil 

Overture,  opening,  disoovery 

Ounce,  a  small  ti^,  or  tiger-o^ 

Ouph,  faiiy,  goblin 

OusOl-cock,  the  cock  blackbird 

Out.  full,  complete 

Outlook,  to  face  down 

Outvied,  a  term  at  the  game  of 

^gleek 

Owe.  to  own,  possess,  govern 

Oxl-lip,  the  great  oowuip 

PACK,  to  bargain  with 
Pack,  combined,  acoompUoe 
Packing,  plotting,  ""<<«»*'hfvnd  con- 
trivance 
Paddock,  toad 

Pagan,  a  loose  vicious  person 
Pageant,  a  dumb  show 
Paid,  punished 
Pain,  penalty 
Palabras,  words 
Pale,  to  empale,  endiele  with  a 

crown 
Pall,  to  wrap,  to  invest 
Palled,  vapid 
Palmers,  holy  uilgrims 
Palter,  to  Juggle,  or  shufBe 
Paper,  to  write  down,  or  appoint 

by  writing 
Paper,  written  securities 
Parcel,  reckon  up 
Parcel-gilt,  gilt  only  on  oertain 

parts 
Parish-top,  a  Isrge  top  formerly 

kei>t  in   every  village    to    be 

whipped  for  exercise 
Paritor.  an  apparitor,  an  oflloes  of 

the  bishop  s  oourt 
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PMrioni,  peiiloiui 

PadoiiB,  keen,  ahxewd 

Part*  to  depart 

Partake,  to  participate 

Partaker,  acooxnplfoe,  oonfederate 

Parted,  endowea  with  parta 

Partddpate,  partioipa&t»  partid^ 
pating 

PartizaB,  a  pike 

parte,  party 

Pash,  ahead 

Paah,  to  strike  with  violenoe 

Pass,  to  decide,  to  assnie  or  con- 
rey 

Pass,  to  exceed,  to  go  beyond 
common  boandB 

Passed,  excelling,  past  all  expres- 
sion or  bounds 

Passes,  what  has  passed 

Passing,  eminent,  egregious 

Passion,  suffering 

Passionate,  a  prey  to  moomfol 
sensations 

Passioning,  being  in  a  passion 

Pas^y-measnre,  a  dance 

Pastry,  the  room  where  pastry 


Patch,  a  term  of  reproach 
Patched,  in  a  parti-oolonred  ooat 
Path,  to  walk 
Pathetical,  deeply  affecting 
Patient,  to  make  patient,  to  oomp 

pose 
Patine,  a  dish   used  with    the 

chalice,  in  the  administration  of 

the  ^charist 
Pattern,  instance,  example 
Pavin,  a  dance 
Paocas,  few 
Pay.  to  beat,  to  hit 
Peat,  a  word  of  endeannent 
Pedaisoale,  a  pedant 
Peer,  to  come  out,  to  appear 
Peerish,  foolish 

Peize,  to  balance,  to  keep  in  sus- 
pense, to  weigh  down 
Pelting,  paltry,  petty,  inconsider- 
able 
Pennons,  small  flags 
PentheeUia,  Amazon 
Perch,  a  measure  of  Ave  yaxdsand 

ahalf 
Perdurable,  lasting 
Perdy,  per  l>ieu,  a  French  oath 
Perfect,  certain,  well  informed 
Perfections,  lirer,  brain,  and  heart 
Periapts,  onanns  sewed  up  and 

worn  about  the  neck 
PerspectiTes,    certain    optical 

glasses 
Pervert,  to  avert 
Pew-fellow,  a  companion 
Pheere.    See  Feere 
Pheece,  to  tease  or  beat,  to  comb 

or  curry 
Pia  mater,  the  membrane  covering 

the  substance  of  the  bram 
Pick,  to  pitch 

Picked,  nicel/  dressed,  foppish 
Pickers,  the  hands 
Picking,  piddling,  insignificant 
Pickt-ha^di,  a  place  noted  for 

brothels 
Piece,  a  word  of  contempt  for  a 

woman 
Piel'd,  shaven 
Pight,  pitched,  fixed 
Pilcher,  a  pilohe,  the  scabbard 
Pilled,  pillaged 

Pin  and  web,  disorders  of  the  eye 
Pinnace,  small  ship  of  burthen 
Pix,  a  small  chest  in  which  the 

consecrated  host  was  kept 
Plaoket,  a  pettiooat 
Plain  song,  the  obaat«  in  piano 


OLOSSABT. 

Plaitad,  complicated,  involved 

Planohed,  made  of  brands 

Plant,  the  foot 

Platforms,  plans,  schemes 

Plausive,  gracious,  pleasing,  popu- 
lar 

Pleached,  folded  together 

Plot,  piece  or  portion 

Point,  a  metal  hook  fastened  to 
the  hose  or  breeches 

Point,  the  utmost  height 

Point<le-vice,  with  the  utmost 
possible  exactness 

Points,  tags  to  the  laces 

Poize,  weight  or  moment 

Foiled,  bared,  cleared 

Pomander,  a  ball  made  of  perfumes 

Pomewater.  a  species  of  apple 

Poor-John,  nake  dried,  salted 

Popinjay,  a  pairot 

Popularity,  plebeian  intercourse 

Port,  extetiial  pomp,  figure 

Port,  a  gate 

Portable,  bearable 

Portance,  carriage,  behaviour 

Possess,  to  inform,  to  make  to 
understand 

Posseesed,  acquainted  with,  fully 
informed 

Possessed,  afflUcted  with  madnees 

Potch,  to  push  violently 

Pouncet-box,  a  small  box  for  per- 
fumes 

Power,  forces,  an  army 

Practice,  unlawful  or  insidious 
stratagem 

PractlBe,  to  employ  unwarrantable 
arts 

Practisants,  confederates  in  stra- 
tagems 

Prank,  to  adorn,  to  dress  ostenta- 
tiously.  to  plume 

Precedent,  original  draft 

Precept,  a  justice's  warra&t 

Preoiaon,  a  great  pretender  to 
sanctity 

Prefer,  to  recommend,  to  advance 

Pregnancy,  readiness 

Pregnant,  ready,  plain,  evident, 
apposite 

Pr^^nant  enemy,  the  enemy  of 


Premised,  sent  before  the  time 
Pre-ordinanoe,  ordinance  already 

established 
Presence,  the  presencoKdiamber,  a 

public  room 
Presence,  dignity  of  mien,  form, 

figure 
Prest,  ready 

Pretence,  design,  intention 
Pretend,  to  intend,  design 
Prevent,  to  anticipate 
Prick,  the  point  on  the  dial 
Pride,  haughty  power 
Prig,  tofildi 
Prime,  prompt 

Primer,  more  urgent,  move  impor- 
tant 
Primero,  a  game  at  cards 
PrincipeJity,  the  fi^nat  or  principal 

of  women 
Principals,  rafters  of  a  building 
Prinoox,  a  coxcomb^  or  spoiled 

child 
Probal,  probable 
Prodigious,  portentous,  ominous 
Preface,  much  good  may  it  do  you 
Profane,  love  of  talk,  gross  of 

language 
Profession,  end  and- purpose  of 

Proness,  a  royal  journey  of  state 
Project,  to  shape  or  form 
Prompture,  suggestion,  tempta- 
tion 


PMsbs,  sometimas  hmible 
Prone,  forward 

Proof,  confirmed  state  of  msahood 
Propagate,  to  advance  or  impcov« 
Proper,  wdl-looking,  handsome 
Proner-f else,  proper  or  fair,  and 

false  or  doceitfm 
Propertied,  taken  possoswion  d 
Properties,  incidental  necessaries 

to  a  theatre 
Property,  due  performance 
Prc^erty,  a  thmg  quite  at  disposal 
Proprie^,  regular  andprpper  state 
Prorogue,  lengthen  or  prolong 
Provand.  provender 
Provendal,  Provencal,  from  Pro- 
vence 
Provost,  sheriff  or  gaoler 
Prune,  to  plume 
Puck,  or  hobgoblin  in  fUry  mytho- 


^.  thievish 

Pun,  to  pound 

Piurohase,  stolen  goods 

Purchased,  acquired  by  unjust 
methods 

Pursuivants,  heralds 

Put  to  know,  compelled  to  acknow- 
ledge 

Putter-on,  one  who  instigates 

Putter-out,  one  who  places  oat 
money  at  interest 

Puttock,  a  degenerate  species  ct 
hawk 

ell,  to  faint,  languish 
t(  ftmtastioal,  graceful 
t-mases,  a  game  running  the 

figure  of  eight 
Quaked,  thrown  into  trepidation 
Qualify,  to  lesson,  moderate 
Quality,  confederates 
Quali^,  precession,  condition  of 

life 
Quarrel,  a  quarreller,  the  cause  of 

a  quarrel 
Quany ,  game  after  it  is  killed 
Quart  d^ecu,   fourth  part  of   m 

French  crown 
Quarter,  the  allottedposts,  station 
Quat,  a  pimple 
Queasv,  squeamish,  ddtnate,  on- 

lell,  to  murder,  to  destroy 
'l,  to  grow  cool 
a  hand-mill 

inquest  or  jury,  searoh,  ex- 
.     ition 
Question,  conversation 
Questrist.  one  who  goes  in  seardi 

of  another 
Quests,  reports 

Quillets,  law  chicane 
Quintain,  a  post  set  119  for  vaiioaa 
exercises 

ips,  reproaches  and  soolEs 

ire,  to  pla^  in  concert 

it,  quitted 

it,  to  requite  or  answer 

ittance,  return  of  obUgatiOBS 

iver,  nimble,  active 

ite,  to  observe 


J 


BABATO,  an 


for  tiM 


Babbit-sucker,  a  sucking  rabbit 
Baoe,  original  disposition,  inbocs 

qualities,  a  smack  or  flavour 
Baiok,  wreck 
Back,  to  exaggerate 
Back,  to  harass  by  exactions 
Back,  the  flastiaf  away^of  Um  , 

BackLg,lnapWmotio^C)OglC  •  ■       i 


J 


i    - 


iUak,  nte  or  pAoe 

Kank.  frrown  ap  to  ft  great  heiglLt 
and  strength 

fiapt,  rapturoofly  afleoted 

fiapture,  a  fit 

Barelj.  cnrioMlr.  happfljr 

Baaoalbr,  applied  to  lean  deer 

BaTin,  to  oevoui'eagerlj 

Bariiiad,  glutted  with  prey 

Saught*  reached 

Bawlj,  Toung  and  helpleae 

Bayed,  bewrayed 

Based,  slashed,  raised 

Bear-moose,  a  bat 

Beason,  to  talk,  to  arvae  for 

Bebeok,  an  old  mnsioai  instnnnent 

Beodring,  ready  apprehension 

Beoeipt,  receptaole 

Beoheate,  a  sound  by  whioh  the 
dogs  areoaUed  baok 

Beck,  to  care  for,  to  mind,  to 
attend  to 

Bookless,  oszeless,  heedless 

BeooUeoted,  stodMd  or  often  re- 
peated 

Beoord,  to  sing 

Beoorder,  a  kind  of  flateor  fllsgeo- 
let 

Becore,  to  reoover 

Bed-lattioe,  the  siga  of 
house 

Bednoe,  to  bring  baok 

Beechy,  disooloored  by 


smoky,  greasy 
BefelCtoi  '  • 


>  refute 
Bef  er,  to  reserre  to 
Begiment,  ^▼enunent,  authority 
Begreet.  exchange  nf  salutation 
Beguerdon,  recompense,  return 
Bejative,  nearly  related,  or  oon- 


Bemembered,  remembering 

Bemembranoe,  admonition 

Bemorse,  pity,  tenderness  of  hesrt 

Bemotion,  remoral  or  remoteness 

Bemoved,  remote,  sequestered 

Bender,  to  describe 

Bender,  a  confession,  aa  aooomt 

Beneee,  to  renounce 

Bep^,  to  renoTate 

Bepeal,  to  recall 

B^orts,  reporters 

Beproof ,  confutation 

Beifogn,  to  resist 

Bepnting,  boastinff  of 

Bequiem,  a  mass  for  the  sool  of  a 
person  deceased 

BesolTc,  to  be  ilrmly  persuaded, 
satisfied 

BesolTc.  to  dissolre 

BespectiTe,  {espeotable,  respect- 
ful, formal 

BespeotiTe.  cool,  consideiate 

Be^eotirely,  respectfully 

Betailed.  handed  down 

Bererb,  to  rererbeaEsAe 

Bibb  to  endoee 

Bid,  to  destroy 


Biggish,  wanton 
Bigfat^l] 


Bight^liawa,  drawn  in  a  rii^t 


Bigol,a  circle 

Bipe,  come  to  the  hels^t 

_    eaualrai 

Bead,  the  haven  where  ships  tide 


Birage,  the  bank  or 
BivaUty,  equal  rank 


at  anchor 
Bomage,  run 
BonyoiL  a  scurry  woman 
Bood,  tne  cross 
Book^  squat  down 
BopMT,  roguery 
Bope-aioks,  abuslTe  laagnafle 
Booad,  a  diadem 


OLOSSABT. 

Bomd,  louffh,  unceremonious 

Bounded,  whispered 

Boundel,  a  country  dance 

Boundure,  circle 

BouscL  a  draofi^  of  jollity 

Boyahze,  to  moke  rc^al 

Boyalty,  nobleness,  supreme  ex- 
cellence 

Boynish,  mangy  or  scabby 

Bnddook,  the  redbreast 

Buff,  the  folding  of  the  tops  of 
boots 

Buffle,  to  riot,  to  cceate  disturb- 
ance 

Bnffling,  rustling 

Buin,  displeasure  producing  ruin 

Buth,  pity,  compassion 

SACBED.  accursed 

Raorifldal,  worshipping 

Sad,  grave  or  serious 

Safe,  to  render  safe 

Sagg  or  swagg,  to  sink  down 

8art.te&rs 

Sanded,  of  a  ssndy  colour 

Satisfy,  rest  with  satisfaction 

Savage,  sUran.  uncultivated,  wild 

Savageness,  wildness 

Sauoy*  lascivious 

Saw,  anciently,  not  a  proverb,  but 

the  whole  tenor  of  any  discourse 
Say,  silk 

Say,  a  ssmple,  a  taste  or  relish 
Scaffoldage,  the  gallery  part  of  the 

theatre 
Scald,  a  word  of  contempt,  poor, 

filthy 
Scsle,  disperse,  put  to  flifl^ 
Scaled,  over-reached 
Scaling,  weighing 
Soall,  an  old  wor&  of  reproach 
Soamble,  to  scramble 
Scant,  to  be  deficient  in,  to  con- 
tract 
Scantling,  measure,  proportion 
Scapee  of  wit,  ssUies,  irreeularities 
Scarf ed^  decorated  with  flags 
Scath,  destruction,  harm 
Scath,  to  do  aa  injury 
Bcathful,  mischievous,  destructive 
Scone,  a  petty  fortification 
Scotched,  out  slightly 
Scrimens,  fencers 
Scrip,  a  writing,  a  list 
Scroyies,  scabby  fellows 
Sculls,  great  numbers  of    fishes 

swimming  together 
Scutched,  whipt,  carted 
Seal,  to  strengthen  or  complete 
Seam,  lard 
Sear,  to  stigmatiaeb  to  doee.    See 

Sere 
Season,  to  temper,  to  infix,  to 

impress 
Seasoned,  established  or  settled 

by  time 
Seated,  fixed,  firmly  placed 
Sect,  a  cutting  in  gardening 
Seel,  to  doee  up 
Seeling,  blinding 
Seeming,  specious,  hypocritical 
Seeming,  seemly 
Seen,  versed,  practised 
Seld.  seldom 

Self-bounty,  inherent  generosity 
Seniory,  seniority 
Sennet,  a  fiourish  or  sounding 
Sense,  reason,  natural  affection, 

ftoUng,  sensual  passion 
Sensible,  having  sensation 
Septentrion,  the  north 
Sequestration,  separation 
Sevs  or  sear,  dry 
Serieant,  a   baUifl   ok   sheriffs 

omcer 
Serpigo^akindol  tetter 


1006 
Serve,  to  fulfil 
Serve,  to  accompany 
Set,  seated 

Seteboe,  a  species  of  devil 
Several,  separated,  appropriatcA 
Sewer,  an  officer  who  placed  the 

dishes  on  the  table 
Shard-borne,  bom  by  shards  or 

scaly  wings 
Shards,  the  wings  of  a  beetle 
Shards,  broken  pots  or  tOes 
Sharked,  picked  up  as  a  shark 

collects  his  prey 
Sheen,  shining,  splendour,  lustre 
Sheer,  pellucia,  transparent 
Shent,  scolded,  rebuked,  ashamed, 

disgraced 
Sheriff*  8-poet,  a  laree  post  set  up 

at  the  door  of  that  officer  for 

Shive,  a  slice 

Shot,  shooter 

Shovel-board,  a  game 

Shoughs,  shocks,  a  snecies  of  dog 

Shouldered,  rudely  thrust  into 

Shrewd,  having  the  qxialities  of  a 

shrew 
Shrift,  confession 
Shrive,  to  confess,  to  call  to  con- 
fession 
Side-sleevea,  long  sleeves 
Siege,  stool,  seat,  rank 
Siffht,  the  prorated  part  of  a 

helmet 
Sightless,  unsightly 
Sign,  to  shew,  to  denote 
SiUy,  simple  or  rustic 
Sincere,  honest 
Sinew,  strength 
Single,  weak,  debile.  small,  void 

m  duplicity  or  guile 
Sink-a-paoe,  cinque-pace,  a  dance 
Sir,  the  dedgnation  of  a  parson 
Sir-reverence,  a  corruption  of  save- 

reverence 
Sith,  since 
Sithence,  since  then 
Sizes,  allowances  of  victuals 
Skains-mates,  loose  companions 
Skirr.  to  scour,  to  ride  hastily 
Slack,  to  neglect 
Slave,  to  treat  as  a'slave 
Sleave,  the  raveUed  knotty  part  of 

the  silk 
Sledded,  riding  in  a  sled  or  sledge 
Slights,  arts,  subtle  practices 
Slips,  a  contrivance  of  leather,  to 

start  two  dogs  at  the  same  time 
Sliver,  to  cut  a  piece  or  slice 
Slops,  loose  breeches  or  trowsers, 

tawdry  dress 
Slough,  the  skin  which  the  serpent 

annually  throws  off 
Slower,  more  serious 
Slubber,.to  do  on  v  thing  carelessly, 

imperfectly,  obscure 
Smirched,  soiled  or  obscured 
Smoothed,  to  stroke,  to  caress,  to 

fondle 
Sneap,  to  eheok  or  rebuke,  a  re> 

buke 


go  hang 


J,  nipping 
-up,  a  cant-phiase, 
yourself  " 
Snuff,  hasfy  anger 
Snuffs,  dislikes 

Soil,  spot,  tnrnitude^  reproa<dft 
Solicit,  courtship 
Solicit,  to  excite 
Soliciting,  information 
Solidares,  an  unknown  coin 
Sometimes,  formerly 
Sooth,  truth 
Sooth,  sweetness 
Sorriest,  worthl 
Sony,soROj 

Digitized  by^ 


lOogle 


t.^^vr* 


1006 

Borl,  toohooM  out 

Sort,  a  oompany,  a  padk»  lanki 

and  deffrees  of  men 
Sort,  to  happen*  to  agree 
Sort,  the  kit 

Sort  and  enit,  flgnxe  and  rank 
8ot,afool 

Sonl-fearinff,  soul-appalUnff 
Soiukd,  to  declare  or  pabliwk 
Soond,  aoondly 
Sowl,  to  poll  by  the  ean 
Sowter,  perhape  the  name  of  a 

hound 
Spanned,  measured 
Specialty,  particular  rights 
Sped,  the  f^  decided 
Speed,  event 
Sperr,  to  shot  up,  defend  by  bars, 

Ao. 
Spleen,  hnmonr,  caprice,   spirit, 

resentment 
Spleen^  violent  hurry,  tumultuous 


Spleens,  inclination   to   spiteful 

mirth 
Spot,  stain  or  disgrace 
G^rag,  or  spackt,  apt  to  lean 
Spread,  to  stand  separately 
l^nighted,  haunted 
frights,  spirits 
"    •  ghalt,  a  disease  incident  to 

;  blooming,  in  the  spring 


roringhal 
norses 

Sprightly,  ghostly 

Spars,  the  longest  and  largest 

roots  of  trees 
Square,  to  quarrel 
Square,  regular,  equitable,  just, 

suitable 
Square,  compass,  oomprehensioiK; 

or  complement 
Squaoer,  a  qnarrelMme  fellow 
Squash,  an  immature  peasood 
Squiny,  to  look  asquint 
Squire,  a  square  or  rule 
Staggers,  delirium,  perturbation 
Stale,  a  bait  or  decoy  to  catch 

birds 
Stale,  a  pretence 
Stale,  to  allure 
Btand,  to  withstand,  to  resist 
Standing  bowls,  bowls  elevated  on 

feet 
Stannyal,  the  common  stone-hawk 
Star,  a  scar  of  that  appearance 
State,  a  chair  with  a  canopy  over 

State,  standing 

State,  official  state,  dignity 

States,  persons  of  nigh  rank 

Station,  the  act  of  standing 

Statist,  statesman 

Statue,  a  portrait 

Staves,  the  wood  of  the  lances 

Stay,  a  hinderer,  a  supporter 

Stead,  to  assist  or  help 

Stioking-place,  the  stop  in  a  ma- 


Sticklers,     arbitrators,    judges, 

sidesmen 
8tigmatical,marked  or  stigmatized 
Stigmatic,  one  on  whom  nature 

has  set  a  mark  of  deformity 
Still,  constant  or  continual 
Stillv,  gently,  lowly 
Stint,  to  stop,  to  retard 
Stith.  an  anvil 
Stoooata,  a  thrust  or  stab  with  a 

rauier 
Btook.  a  term  in  fendng 
Stock,  stocking 


GLOSSABT. 

Siover,  a  kind  of  thatch 

Stoup.  a  kind  of  flagon 

Btrachy,  probably  some  kind  of 
domestic  office 

Strain,  descent,  lineage 

Strain,  difficulty,  doubt 

Strait,  narrow,  avaricious 

Straited,  put  to  difficulties 

Strange,  odd,  different  from 

Strange,  alien,  becoming  a  stran- 
ger, a  stranger 

Strangely,  wonderfully 

Strangeness,  shyness,  distant 
behaviour 

Stranger,  an  alien 

Strangle,  to  snimress 

Stratagem,  great  or  dreadful  event 

Strict,  hard 

Stuck,  a  thrust  in  fencing.  See 
Stoccata.    Stock 

Stuff,  baffgage 

Stuff,  subituice  or  essence 

Stuffed,  plenty,  more  than  enough 

Subscribe,  to  agree  to 

Subscribe,  to  yield,  to  surrender 

Subscription,  obedience 

Submerged,  whelmed  under  water 

Subtilty,  deception 

Subtle,  smooth,  level 

Success,  soocession 

Successive,  belonging  to  the  suc- 
cession 

Successively,  by  order  of  succes- 
sion 

Sudden,  violent 

Sufficienoy,  abilities 

Suggest,  to  tempt,  to  prompt,  to 
instigate 

Suggestion,  hint 

Su^estious,  temptations 

Suited,  dressed 

Sullen,  obstinately,  troublesome 

Summer  •  swelling,  that  which 
swells  or  expands  in  summer 

Summoners,  summoning  officers 

Sumpter,  a  horse  that  carries 
necessaries  on  a  loumey 

Superfluous,  over  clothed 

Superstituons,  serving  with  super- 
stitious attention 

Supposed,  counterieited,  imagined 

Sure,  safe,  out  of  danger,  surely 

Sur-raineo,  over-worked,  or  ridden 

Suspire,  to  breathe 

Swaggerer,  a  roaring,  fighting 
fellow 

Swarth  or  swath,  as  much  grass 
or  oom  as  a  mower  cuts  down  at 
one  stroke  of  his  scythe 

Swashing,  noisy,  bullying 

Swath,  the  dress  of  a  new-bom 
child 

Sway,  the  whole  weight,  moment 
turn 

Sweeting,  a  species  of  apple 

Swift,  ready 

Swiuge-buoklers,  rahss,  rioters 

TABLE,  the  palm  of  the  hand  ez< 

tended 
Table,  a  picture 
Tables,    table-books,    memorsii. 

dums 
Tabourine,  a  smaD  drum 
Tag,  the  lowest  of  the  populace 
Tsunt,  to  throw  a  slur  upon 
TtOnt,  to  strike  with  a  disease^  to 

blast 
Take-in,  to  conquer,  to  get  the 

better  of 
Take-up,  to  oontradiot,  to  call  to 

an  account 


Tam^  Ineftoatual 

Tame  snake,  acontemptlblefdlow 

Tamed,  flat,  spiritless 

Tarre,  to  stimulate,  toexeiteb  pzo* 
voke 

Tartar,  Tartarus,  the  fabled  plaoa 
of  future  punishment 

Ttisk,  to  keep  busied  with  somplef 

Tasked,  taxed 

Taurus,  sides  and  heart  in  medi- 
cal astrology 

Tawdry,  a  kdbid  of  necUaoe  won 
by  country  girls 

Taxation,  censure  or  satire 

Teen,  sorrow,  grief 

Temper,  to  mould  like  wax 

Temper,  temperament  oonstito* 
tion 

Temperance,  temperature 

Tend,  to  attend  upon,  to  wait  fos 

Tender,  to  regard  with  affection 

Tend'ring,  watching  with  teoder- 

Tent,  to  tske  m  residenoe 
Tercel,  the  male  hawk 
Termagant,the  god  of  the  Saranens 
Termagant,  furious 
Testern,  to  grati^  with  a  testor, 

or  sixpence 
Tetchy,  touchy,  peevish,  fretful 
Tharborouffh,    thirdbozon^    a 

peace  o£uer 
Theorick,  theory 
Thews,  muscular  slreugUi 
Thick,  in  quick  snceeaekm 
Thiok-pleached,thicklyinterwoven 
Thill,  the  shafts  of  a  cart 
Thirdborough.    See  Thazhorongh 
Thought,  me]andh<^ 
Thrasonical,  boastful,  bragging 
Thread,  fibre  or  part 
Thread,  to  pass  through 
Three-man-Deetle,  an  implement 

used  for  driving  piles 
Three-pile,  rich  velvet 
Thrift,  a  state  of  prosperity 
Throes,  emits  as  m  pi^nrition 
Thrum,the  extremity  of  a  weaver's 

warp 
Thrummed,     made     of     coarse 

wooUen  cloth 
Tib,  a  strumpet 
Tickle-brain,  some  strong  liquor 

'  rht,  handy,  adroit 

ly-valley,    an   intezjeotioa   o< 

contempt 
TUth.  tillage 
Timeless,  untimely 
Tinct,  tincture 
Tire,  nead-dress 

Tire,  to  fasten,  to  flxthe  talons  on 
Tire,  to  be  idly  emploved  on 
Tired,  adorned  with  obands 
Tod,  to  yield  or  produce  a  tod,  or 

twentv.^ht  pounds 
Tokened,  spotted  as  in  the  plague 
Toll,  to  enter  on  the  toU-book 
Tolling,  taking  toU 
Tomboy,  a  masonline^    forward 

girl 
Topless,  that  which  has  nothhig 

aoove  it,  supreme 
Topple,  to  tumble 
Touch,  sensation,  sense,  feeling 
Touch,  exploit  or  stroke 
Touch,  a  spice  or  particle 
Touch,  touchstone 
Touches,  features 
Touched,  tried 

Toward,  in  a  state  of  rssflfasw 
Toys,     rumours,     idle     re] 

fancies,  freaks  of  ii 


^% 


3^.^on,  tradlttoMd  praotioes 

^^^!  ^h©  scent  left  by  the  passage 

IVntr*^*,  a  term  of  endearment 
g^^t.  a  ferry 
5>^«lttt©,  to  transfer,  to  explain 
t|»l**i .  a  himting  phrase,  to  correct 
g^^ei.  to  stroll*^ 
^^o.  »  term  in  mHitary  ex- 

Jra-veraed,  across 

Tray -trip,  f«ome  kind  of  game 

^^^eachers,  treaoberoos  persons 

^«onched,  cut.  carved 

Trick,  trick  of  the  times 

Tnck,  peculiarity  of  roioe,  face, 

&c. 
Trick,   smeared,  painted  in  he- 
raldry 
Trickiug,  dress 
Tricksy,  clever,  adroit 
Triumphs,  masques,  rerels,  public 

exhibitions 
Troiau,  cant  word  for  a  thief 
Troll,  to  dismiss  trippingly  from 

the  tongue 
Trol-my  .dames,  a  game 
Trossers,  trowsers 
Trow,  to  believe 
Tucket,  or  tucket  sonnnaaoe,  a 

flourish 
Turly^rood,  at  tnrlnpin,  a  species 

of  jripsy 
Turquoidc,  a  preoions  stone 
Twaugling,  an  expression  of  oon- 

tenipt 
Twii^rging.  wickered 
Tyed,  limited,  circumscribed 
Type,  distinguishing  mark,  show 

of  emblem 
Tything,  division  of  a  place,  a 

district 

TAIL,  to  condescend  to  look,  to 
let  down,  to  bow,  to  sink 

Vailing,  lowering 

Yain,  light  of  tongue,  not  rera- 
cious 

Valance,  fringed  with  a  beard 

Validity,  value 

Vantage,  convenienoe,  opportn- 
nitv,  advantage 

Vantbrace,  armour  for  the  arm 

Varlet,  a  servant  or  footman  to  a 
warrior 

Vast,  waste,  dreary 

Vaunt,  the  avant,  what  went  be- 
fore 

Vaward,  the  fore  part 

Velure,  velvet 

Veuew,  a  bout,  a  term  in  fencing 

Vengeance,  mischief 

Vent,  nunour,  matter  for  dis- 
course 

Veutages,  the  holes  of  a  flute 

Venys,  hits  in  fencing 

Verbal,  verbose,  full  nP  faTV 


GLOSSARY. 
Vixen,  or  fixen.  a  female  fox 
Vizameuts,  advisements 
Voluntary,  voluntarily 
Votarist,  suppUcaut 
Vouchsafed,  vouchs^ng 
Vox,  tone  or  voice 
Vulgarly,  publicly 

UMBEB,  a  dusky  yellow-colonred 
earth 

Umbered,     discoloured    by    the 
gleam  of  fire,  shaded 

Unaccustomed,    unseemly,  inde- 
cent 

Unaneled,  without  extreme  tino- 
tion 

Una  voided,  nnavoidable 

Un  barbed,  nntrimmed,  onshaTen 

Uubated,  jiot  blunted 

Unbolt,  to  open,  explain 

Unbolted,  coarse 

Unbookish,  ignorant 

Unbreathed,     anexeroi8ed«     nn 
practised 

Uncape,  to  dig  out*  a  term  in  fox- 
hunting 

Unc  barged,  onattacked 

Unclew,  to  draw  out,  exhaust 

Uncoined,  real,    unrefined,    on- 
adorned 

Unconfirmed,  unpraotiBed  in  the 
ways  of  the  world 

Under  generation,  the  antipodes 

Undergo,  to  be  subject  to 

Under-skiuker,     a     tapster,     an 
uuderdrawer 

Undertaker,  one  who  takes  npon 
himself  the  quarrel  of  another 

Underwrite,     to     subscribe,     to 
obey 

Under- wrought,     under -worked, 
undetermined 

Undeserving   undeserved 

Uucamed,  not  d^terved 

Uneath,  scarcely,  not  easily 

Uue^cprensive.  inexpressible 

Unhappy,  mischievously,  waggish, 
unlucky 

Unhidden,  open,  dear 

Unhoused,    free    from  domestic 
cares 

Unhouseled.  not  having  received 
the  sacrament 

Unimproved,  not  guided  by  know- 
ledge or  experience 

Union,  a  species  of  pearl 

Unkind,    contrary    to    kind,   or 
nature 

Unmastered,  licentious 

Unowed,  that  which  bas  no  owner 

Unpregnont,  not  quickened 

Unproper.  common 

Unquuliticd,  unmanned,  disarmed 
of  his  f acultiea 

Unquestionable,  unwilling  to  be 

conversed  with 
Unready,  undressed 
Unrertpective,  inattentiTe  to  oom- 


UrohJbia,  hedgehogs,  or  perhaps 

fairies 
Usance,  nsnry 
Use,  practice  long  oonntenanoed 

by  custom 
Use,  to  make  a  praotioe  of 
Use,  Interest 
Used,  behaved 
Usurping,  false 
Utis,  a  merry  festival 
Utter,  to  vend  by  retail 
Utterance,  a  phrase  in  combat, 

extremity 

VJr  AFT,  to  beckon 

"Wage,  to  fight,  to  eombat,  to  pre- 
scribe to 

Wages,  is  equal  to 

Waist,  the  part  between  the  qnar* 
ter-deck  and  the  forecastle 

Waist,  the  middle 

Walk,  a  district  in  a  forest 

Wannion,  vengeance 

Ward,  posture  of  defence 

Word,  guardianship 

Warden,  a  species  of  pears 

Warder,  guard,  sentinel 

Worn  to  summon 

Wossels,  meetings  of  rustic  mirth 

WatcU,  a  watch-light 

Water-work,  water-colours 

Wax,  to  grow 

Waxen,  increase 

Wealth,  advantage,  happiness 

Wear,  the  fashion 

Wee,  little 

Weeds,  clothing 

Ween,  to  think,  to  imagine 

Weet,  to  know 

Weigh,  to  value  or  eeteem,  to 
deliberate 

Welkin,  the  sky.  blue 

Well-found,  of  acknowledged  ok- 
cellence 

Well-liking,  plump,  embonpoint 

Wen.  swollen  excrescence 

Wend,  to  go 

Whelked,   varied   with  protube- 
rances 

"Wlie'r,  whether 

Where,  whereas 

'VMiiiller.  an  officer  who  walks  first 
in  processions 

Whiles,  unto 

Whip,  tbe  crack,  the  best 

Whipstock,  a  carter's  whip 

Whirring,  whirring  away 

White,   the  wkite  mark  in  bkw 
chery 

White  death,  the  chlorosis 

Whiting  -  tinie,     bleaching  -  time, 
spring 

Whitbters.  bleachers  of  linen 

Whittle,  a  species  of  knife 

Whooping,    measure   or    reckon- 
ing 

Wide,  remotely  t^m,  wide  of  tho 
mark 
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WooIwaM,  a  pbraae  svproprlated 

to  pUin^ms  and  penitentutries 
WoTOS,  d^ote,  contention 
Work,  a  term  of  fortification 
Workings,  labonrs  of  thought 
World,  to  go  to  the,  to  be  married 
Worm,  a  serpent 
Worship,  dignity,  authority 
Worth,   wealth   or   fortune,  the 

Talue.  full  quota  or  proportion 
Worts,  cabbage 
Wot^toknow 


GLOSSAET. 

Wound,  twisted  about 

Wreak,  resentment 

Wreak,  to  revenge 

Wrest  as  instrument  for  toning 

tbehurp 
Wrested,  obtained  by  Tiolenoe 
Writ,  writing,  composition 
Writhled,  wrinkled 
Wrongs,  persons  who  wrong 
Wrongs,  Injurious  practices 
Wroth,  misfortune 


Wrouglit,  worted.  agitifted 
Wrung,  pressed,  strained 

TABELT,  TeadOy,  nimbly 
Yearns,  grieves  or  vexes 
Teaatr,    or    yesty,    foaming    <» 

frothy 
Yellowness,  Jealous/ 
Yeoman,  a  bailiff's  follower 
Yield,  to  inform  of,  oondesoeiid  to 

ZANT,  ft  buffoon,  a  meaj  SDdnw 


BEN  JONSON'S  POETICAL  PREFACE  TO  THE  FIRST 
EDITION  (1623)  OF  SHAKESPEARE'S  WORKS. 


To  ilie  memory  of  my  belored,  the  Avllior, 

Mr.  Willifim  Shftke^i>eare 
And  what  he  bath  left  um. 
To  draw  nn  envy  (Shakeroeare)  on  thy  name 
Am  I  thus  ample  to  thy  Booke  and  Fame ; 
While  I  oonfesse  thy  writings  to  be  soch 
As  neither  Man  nor  Muse  can  praise  too  mn<^ 
Tis  true  and  all  men'n  suffrage.    But  these  wayes 
Were  not  the  pathn  I  meant  unto  thy  praise ; 
7or  seeliest  Iterance  on  these  may  light 
Which  when  it  souuds  at  best,  but  eccno'i  right} 
Or  b)ind  Affection  which  doth  ne'er  advance 
^  The  truth,  but.  gropnfl.  and  urgeth  all  by  chance, 

/  Or  crafty  n  alice  nugbt  pretend  this  praise 

And  think  to  ruin  where  it  eeem'd  to  laise. 
•  •  •  •  • 

But  thou  art  proofe  against  them,  and,  indeed. 
Above  th'  fll  fortune  of  them,  or  the  need 
I  therefore  will  be^n     Soule  of  the  Age  I 
The  applause  I  debght !  the  wonder  of  our  stage  I 
M>  Shakespeare  rise  I  I  wiU  not  lodge  thee  by 
Chancer  or  Spenser,  or  bi<1  Beaumont  lie 
A  little  further,  to  n>  ike  thee  a  mome : 
"^^  Thou  art  a  Moniment,  without  a  tombe. 

And  art  alive  still,  while  Thy  Booke  Hoth  live 
And  we  have  wits  to  read,  and  praise  to  give. 
Triumph  mT  bntainel  thou  hast  one  to  shuwe, 
To  whom  all  scenes  of  Europe  homage  owe. 
Be  was  not  for  an  age  but  for  all  time  I 
And  all  the  Mu^es  still  were  in  their  prime, 
When  Uke  Apollo,  he  came  forth  to  warme 
Our  earH,  or  like  n  Mercury  to  charme  I 
Nsture  benelf  was  proud  of  her  denignes 
^^  Andjo/dto  wearthedreseingof  hislineel 


Which  were  ao  richly  ipun,  and  woven  ao  flt, 
As.  since  she  will  vouchsafe  no  other  Wit. 
The  merry  Greeke,  tart  Aristophaues, 
Neat  T»-rrence.  witty  Plautus.  now  not  pleaaei 
Bat  antiquated  and  deiierted  lye 
As  they  were  not  of  Natures  famfly. 
Yet  muRt  I  not  give  Nature  all ;  thy  Art 
My  gentle  Shakenpeare,  must  enjoy  a  parti 
For  though  the  Poef  s  matter  Nature  be. 
His  Art  doth  give  the  Fashion.    And,  that  he^ 
Who  casts  to  write  a  livinir  Une.  must  sweat 

iSuch  as  thine  are)  and  strike  the  second  heat 
Jpon  the  Munes  Anvile :  turn  the  mme, 
(And  himself  with  it)  that  he  thinkfa  to  frame  { 
Or,  for  the  lawrell,  he  may  gaine  a  soome,— 
For  a  good  Poet's  made,  as  well  as  borne. 
And  such  wert  thou.    Looks  how  the  father's  faoe 
Lives  in  his  issue,  even  so  the  race 
Of  Shakespeare's  miud  and  manners  brightly  nhhicff 
In  bib  well-torued  and  true-filed  lines : 
In  each  of  which  he  seemea  to  shake  a  Lanoe 
As  brandish't  at  the  eyes  of  Ignorance. 
Sweet  t^wan  of  Avon  I  what  a  sight  it  were 
To  see  thee  in  our  waters  yet  appears 
And  make  those  fiights  upon  the  banks  of  Thamea,  ■ 
That  so  did  ttke  EUsa  and  our  James ! 
But  stay,  I  see  thee  in  the  Hemisphere 
Advanc'd,  and  made  a  Constellation  there  1 
Shine  forth,  thon  starre  of  Pc'ta.  and  with  nige 
Or  iufluence,  chide  or  cheere  the  drooping  Stage ; 
Which,  since  thy  flight  from  hence,  hiith  mouru^ 

like  night 
And  desptkires  day,  bat  for  thj  Volumes  Ughl 

Baa  I  Joaaoa. 


^«j.   "^fi 
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